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LIFE

  Across
1 Son becomes aware of 

cutter (6)
5 One who digests fish first 

(6)
 10 Ancient Briton’s edged 

axe (4)
 11 I don’t approve of expert? 

It’s possible (10)
 15 Deck sport when turning 

round river (5)
 17 County flags appear on 

these (6)
 20 Humiliated and 

embarrassed to lose 
husband (6)

 22 First section cut out of thin 
trousers (5)

 23 Like a system to identify 
individual Brit oddly 
resorting to crime (9)

 28 Once preying, almost 
going mad (5)

 30 For drink, shrub (6)
 32 A dry Martini essentially 

repelled saint (6)
 34 Big old cask in bond at 

back of cellar (7)
 35 Race, one stock in Japan 

(5)
 37 Bill turned tail at first, 

beset by wild animals and 
tame ones (10)

 38 Dignitary’s about to enter 
study (4)

 39 Flinch from another wind 
up? (6)

 40 Leg is done, cooked (6)

  Down
3 A couple remain without 

energy, taking very 
negative view (2,5)

4 Special whisky in coloured 
glass (5)

5 Balance it out, singing 
smoothly (9)

6 Be killed by force, and 
perish quickly (3,3)

7 Striking way to welcome 
immigrant (7)

8 City bank’s first to fail (3)
9 Scorn advice so foolishly 

that may be in birthday 
card (4,9)

 10 Using singers, pair avoid 
organ piece (6,7)

 17 Just in the middle obsess 
over concavity in a chair 
(6)

 18 Chain letter read out (6)
 21 Together forever in 

amazing tolerance (9)
 25 Rhinos’ cup final? (3,4)
 27 Drug store extremely 

short, a result of smoking? 
(5)

 29 Must denote moves (4,2)
 31 Pulse of boy raised (3)
 33 Section, say, with no 

indication to repeat (5)

A first prize of £30 and two 
runners-up prizes of £20 for the 
first correct solutions opened on 
5 May. Please scan or 
photograph entries and email 
them (including the crossword 
number in the subject field) to 
crosswords@spectator.co.uk,  
or post to: Crossword 2699, 
The Spectator, 22 Old Queen 
Street, London SW1H 9HP. 
Please allow six weeks for 
prize delivery. 

Crossword 
2699: Summer 
Dresses II  
by Fieldfare

sisting mostly of Mr Reynard decided she should 
be transferred to the Stevenage branch.
   ‘Stevenage?’ asked a cow, ruminatively. ‘Wasn’t 
that where the turkey went just before Christmas?
   ‘It was indeed,’ said Mr Reynard, licking his lips 
with retrospective pleasure.
George Simmers

Both pigs were regretting having assemblies in the 
big barn. They had assumed that the other animals 
would not have any resolutions, but one of the more 
ambitious sheep took the floor. ‘I propose a revision 
of the company slogan,’ she said. ‘“Two legs bad, 
four legs good” is a bit thin. We need something 
more memorable to be competitive. I suggest “Two 
legs OK, four legs hooray, eight would be great.”’

‘But nothing has eight legs,’ objected a junior pig.  
    ‘Wodan’s horse Sleipnir did,’ said a horse. This 
was drowned with bleating.

‘So do octopuses,’ said Muriel the goat.
‘And how many of them are there on Animal 

Farm?’ countered a dog. 
‘OK, spiders, then.’ ‘Terrible optics, darling,’ said 

one of the older sheep. 
This went on for two hours until they decided to 

form a slogan assessment sub-committee. Snowball 
and Napoleon wondered why they had bothered. 
Brian Murdoch

‘We can’t all be meerkats,’ announced Mr Bruin, 
Executive Deputy Director. He looked down at the 
expectant faces staring at his sharp teeth, and adjust-
ed his head. ‘But we can try!’ came the response, 
childishly loud. Bartram, one of the oldest still 
working, murmured to a neighbour. ‘But we’ve 
always been of the mongoose persuasion, nothing 
…’ One of the brasher new recruits piped up, jig-
gling paper clips excitedly. ‘If I may, sir, Bartram 
says a meerkat is not a mongoose.’

Bruin sighed. This was the sort of footling remark 
the humans had made before being expelled from 
management, retrained as home-workers, and 
engaged upon compiling surveys and question-
naires. He nodded to Ram and Baaghum, brought in 
from the provincial outfield to add gravitas. ‘Speak,’ 
he called to them. ‘We must be independent of 
thought,’ they said in unison. ‘We must at all costs 
avoid rigid departmentalism. We are not sheep.’
Bill Greenwell

‘I will not work harder,’ Boxer muttered, devouring 
his third hay break of the day. ‘Napoleon gave me 
an official warning when I’ve been carrying the load 
of six horses. And took the credit for my ploughing.’

Benjamin nodded. ‘Bloody white-collar brain-
workers. They give pep talks about the apple quota, 
micromanage us, then complain that nobody takes 
initiative. When even the sheep hate team-bonding 
sessions, you know the place is toxic.’ He himself 
was tired of sullen cows on permanent sick leave, 
dogs howling in the loos, gossiping chickens and 
the blatant favouritism of Mollie the horse, who 
plaited her mane during meetings.

Napoleon’s office door opened and a trotter 
emerged. ‘Is there a stone in your hoof, Boxer? No? 
Remember, four legs good, unless four legs slack 
off. Shall I call the vet?’ Benjamin glared. Napoleon 
would write haranguing memos, then spend hours 
on his laptop watching pork porn.
Janine Beacham

NO. 3398: THAT’S YOUR CUE

As the world championship begins, you are 
invited to write a poem about snooker (16 
lines maximum). Please email entries to com-
petition@spectator.co.uk by 30 April.

SOLUTION TO 2696: IT’S BETTER UP NORTH!   

The unclued lights are the ten councils which form the 
Greater Manchester Authority.

First prize Sarah Warburton, London SE3 
Runners-up Paul Voogt, Horley, Surrey; 
Louisa Magrath, London W3

Name  

Address 

Unclued lights, singly or cor-
rectly paired, are of a kind.  
One light does double duty.
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