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LIFE

Old settler’s fish
Copying recording, but missing 

start
Whisper on pop record’s 

principal song 
Play with tot – auntie’s first!
Durham miss regularly tipples
Pitman is the setter’s king
Exemplary display
Heavy drinker returned to 

transfer plants
Check round son’s gum
Cubic measure that doesn’t 

quite cover hi-fi

Article 6: article about birds
Entirely honest
The End is nigh
Is paid pots, we hear
Apple from a tree 
Don’t take a holiday
Small coins damaged plate
Mask censers raised, revealing 

kisses
An eye for a drink?
Meat skewer, say

Trying to catch past
Old beers passed round – 

they’re bitter
Garnett keeps two ducks apart
Flower rates poorly
Assess old burner right away
Limerick, perhaps, shortened 

to make an impression
Woo with ring, in short
Capital prosecutor accepts a 

volume
The retreat from Moscow?
Maybe Arab runs in socks

Before midday, I leave friend
Acid from Naomi
Worry about stag night, at first
Discharge, for example, is in 

French
Laughter from an Eastern 

ruler cycling (hyphened)
Oasis and Nirvana dropping 

Ecstasy
He’ll pay anger in time
He followed FitzRoy to the 

Arctic
Black stuff, hot, in truth
Domineering woman ignoring 

a sign

1 Down	 Age and weight
2 Across	 Deal with wind
3 Across	 With nous, make it  

	     confidential
4 Down	 Club has no  

	     parking, say

A first prize of £30 for the first 
correct solution opened on 14 
March. There are two runners-up 
prizes of £20. Please scan or 
photograph entries and email 
them (including the crossword 
number in the subject field) to 
crosswords@spectator.co.uk – the 
dictionary prize is not available. 
We will accept postal entries 
again at some point. Apologies 
that there may be a delay in 
sending out prizes at present.

Crossword 
2544: Fives  
by Doc

‘When will he come?’ asks the boy.
‘Soon,’ says the man.
‘What does he look like?’ asks the boy. ‘Is he 

tall?’
‘He is not tall,’ says the man. ‘But he is not 

short.’
‘What does he wear?’ asks the boy.
‘A suit,’ says the man. ‘Or a coat.’
‘How will we know who he is?’ asks the boy.
‘We will know him when we see him.’
The boy sighs.
The man takes sticks and wood and lights a 

fire. The clouds clear to show a full moon. Its pale 
disc has grey marks like lines on an old face.

‘Is that him?’ asks the boy. He points at the 
moon.

The man stirs the fire with a stick. ‘If you think 
so,’ he says.�
Bob Trewin

Eve said, ‘I am your rib, right?’
The man whose name meant ‘earth’ said, 

‘Well, that’s what God claims, and yes, there is a 
sore spot on my chest now that you bring it up, 
but the tale God tells does not ring true. I mean, 
you’re not a rib, are you? You’re flesh and blood. 
And I’m not at all dead, as I would be if they had 
pulled you through some sort of hole in my skin 
big enough for you to fit. So no, it makes no sense. 
You’re not my rib. But who cares? I’m still glad 
you’re here, Eve. There’s a tree with plump fruit 
I’ve had my eye on, and it would be nice to share 
some of its fruit with you. Are you game?’

Eve said, ‘Show me the way.’
Robert Schechter

I have just read this big book in which James 
Joyce has your man Bloom walk through town on 
one whole day in June, year One Nine O Four. 
There are scenes set in his home, a place where 
the dead lie at rest, a book room, a house of ill 
fame, and of course a pub crawl. There are grand 
themes and tropes; lots of puns, quips, new words, 
styles of speech, plus some smut. There is talk of 
fate, love, food, the Cold Cup, and the birth of a 
boy. The core is the search by Bloom for a son. 
When you reach the end, there is a sense of work 
well done. But your eyes will need a long rest. The 
last words are from his wife in bed: ‘And yes I said 
yes I will Yes.’ Ten out of ten? Aye.
John O’Byrne

The door was not locked. Nor shut. In the dark I 
could not see it, but I heard it as I pushed. The 
night wind brushed it and it creaked. It made a 
faint noise, like the squeak of a young owl, or the 
fall of rust from a pipe. I tensed. Loud would have 
freaked me less. 

It helped that the tropes came thick and fast, 
but they were just words. I had to act. She was 
there, I could tell by the scent of sin, the one who 
had hurt me and shrugged it off like a mink stole. 

As soon as I moved I tripped, a blind dolt. My 
arm stretched to break my fall and jabbed a light 
switch. I froze.   

And there, in front of a tiled hearth, her 
green eyes lit by stark cold hate, Nyx the cat sat 
on the mat.
Basil Ransome-Davies

NO. 3240: A LIFE IN LIMERICKS

You are invited to tell the life story of a well-
known figure, past or present (please spec-
ify), in three consecutive limericks. Please 
email entries to lucy@spectator.co.uk by 
midday on 9 March. 

SOLUTION TO 2541: BEASTLY

The unclued lights form a quartet of three-word terms, 
each of which has the letter count of (6,6,6) which is the 
‘number of the Beast’: 21/45/35, 22/1A/23, 39/16/33 and 
46/7/17.

First prize Bridget Workman, Purley
Runners-up Sebastian Robinson, Glasgow;
Michael Fletcher, London E3
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Clues lead to 5-letter solutions. 
Each set of ten clues is present-
ed in alphabetical order of the 
solutions. Correct positioning 
in the grid of each set and the 
insertion of the appropriate 
letter in the central square will 
reveal six 11-letter words not 
otherwise clued. The 5-letter 
solutions to the four numbered 
clues are to be placed where 
indicated in the grid.
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