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LIFE LIFE

Nxb7 13 a4 bxa4 14 Rxa4 Nbc5 15 Ra3 
Qb6 16 O-O Be7 17 Kh1 O-O 18 b4 This 
thrust turns on the fact that 18…Qxb4 19 Nc6 
would fork queen and bishop. Na4 Better than 
retreating to b7, since 19 Nxa4 Qxd4 leaves 
White with a loose position. 19 Nf5 Triple 
Exclam!!! And a fine counterpoint to the earlier 
sacrifice with 11 Bd5. exf5 20 Nd5 Qd8 21 
exf5 Re8 21…Bxg5 was worth considering 
immediately, although after 22 Bxg5 Qxg5 23 
Rg1 Qh6 24 Rxa4 White is still calling the 
shots. 22 Qh5! Playing for mate is far stronger 
than capturing the errant knight. Nab6 As 
risky as it looks, Black had to try 22…g6, 
although 23 fxg6 fxg6 24 Qh3 is just one way 
to maintain a promising attack, e.g. 24…Nab6 
25 Qb3 Nxd5 26 Qxd5+ Kh8 27 Bb2+ Ne5 28 
f4 Bf8 29 fxe5 Bg7, and Black is clinging on 
for dear life. 23 Rh3 Nf8 24 f6! Tearing open 
the kingside. Nxd5 24…Bxf6 25 gxf6 Re5 26 
Ne7+ Rxe7 26 fxg7! breaks through the 
defence. 25 fxg7 Kxg7 Black would prefer to 
leave this pawn as a shield, but the Nf8 was 
under attack. 26 Bb2+ Kg8 (see diagram) 
27 g6! An unexpected lateral attack: 27…fxg6 
28 Qxd5+ wins. Bf6 28 gxf7+ Kh8 29 Rg1 
The threat of mate on g8 forces decisive gain of 
material. Re1 30 Rxe1 Bxb2 31 Re8 Nf6 
32 Rxd8 Rxd8 33 Qh6 Ne4 34 Qh4 Nf6 
35 Rg3 N8d7 36 Qg5 Black resigns

  Across
 12 Positive Belgian forward 

cutting in has chances (10)
 13 Nabs informer admitting 

pressure (6)
 18 Memorial to fish-keeper 

ignores a question about 
Frank? (9)

 19 Flap about a kid whose 
name maybe on TV? (9)

 20 This monster turns 22, 
nearly (4)

 21 Blade that’s regularly 
perplexed (4)

 27 In home, navy lamps may 
be so called (6)

 30 Boring experience 
providing inspiration for 
smoker (4)

 32 Ready reckoning when 
many are watching (5,4)

 34 Ordinary one I help to get 
drunk? (9)

 39 Meet the surge (6)
 40 Tragically he has the last 

word in favour of metal 
clothing (10)

 41 Cycling path demonstrates 
flair (4)

 42 Neat officers losing 
uniform got Russia 
destroyed (8)

 
  Down
 1 I lay claim to carrying 

main instrument (8)
 2 Dawn’s excitement 

changing coat (from iron 
to rock) (6)

 3 Filthy one abandoning 
where pig lives? (5)

 4 Produce flight to  
east London? (6,3,5)

 5 Wife leaves lecturer 
instructing the country’s 
education (7)

 6 Breath freshener that 
hasn’t taken over tea dance 
(8)

 9 Occiputs and sterna, but 
not entrails? (4)

 10 Wild boar or other animal 
may be repelled by this 
(3,3)

 11 Flower planted by 
gardener in error (6)

 17 Kick in the derriere 
ultimately so delivered? 
(4)

 22 Disease her late Majesty 
contracted (5)

 23 Snake stops and surfaces 
(8)

 25 Site of famous Kasbah 
disheartened certain guides 
(4)

 26 Fry party on board ship (8)
 28 Firing gun finally for the 

heart in murder (7)
 31 Have a meal, surprisingly 

cheerful without children 
(6)

 33 Stone workers having 
wages cut (6)

 35 Some people ate tuck (5)
 36 King of France advanced 

(4)

A first prize of £30 and two 
runners-up prizes of £20 for the 
first correct solutions opened on 
6 February. 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 2588, 
The Spectator, 22 Old Queen 
Street, London SW1H 9HP. 
Please allow six weeks for 
prize delivery. The dictionary 
prize is not available at present. 

Crossword 
2588:  
Necessary evils  
by Mr Magoo

a playful magenta, while I’m a brooding deep violet 
near the indigo end of our range. Once we might 
have kept to ourselves and accepted that we simply 
had to live with the hostility. But today there’s a 
militant new spirit of resistance in the air. The Full 
Spectrum Freedom Alliance is on the march and 
we will paint the future with a bold new palette.
Chris O’Carroll

Cocky little sod. I’ll show him. The libretto smirks, 
warming to the incipient act of revenge. Thinks he 
knows the score does he, note perfect? We’ll see. 
Eyebrows cocked, forefinger to lips; standard 
maestroisms… and they’re Off! Except, dear reader, 
I decided to introduce certain changes to the piece; 
variations on a theme, as it were. Sheet music can 
do this, if so minded. Tonight’s conductor is 
notorious for eccentric reading of texts, disregard 
for composers’ intentions. Upstart baton boy, 
moltissimo ego. Accordingly, I’ve laid traps: our 
heroine’s aria is now in G# minor and 7/4 signature; 
a klezmer obbligato replaces horns; tenors get to 
test-drive their tonsils as soprani.

I’m observing players’ panicked glances: 
‘What the…?’ This concert is going out live! There 
will be, ahem, repercussions: for music has charms 
both to soothe a savage breast and to Rattle Cages.
Mike Morrison

I was with him from the moment the bright hospital 
lights shone on his puckered eyelids and curling 
fingers. Created at his birth, I was faithful to him 
throughout his life; we were inseparable. I danced 
behind him on sunlit days and sometimes he played 
with me, the light behind him as I mirrored his 
every move. But now we stand stock-still, pressed 
against the wire as the searchlight dazzles him. 
I hide behind him as usual. Why can I not, this 
once, stand in front to shield him? But it would be 
futile. The bullets pass through him, and through 
me. They do not hurt me. He falls on me and hides 
me. Together we are lifted and taken away. I cannot 
go with him into the darkness of the grave; I will 
disappear, for I am a creature of light that has no 
more reason to be.
Bob Trewin

The Boss grew us trees when He made the Garden, 
me, and also the apple tree in the middle with His 
favourite russets. Then He did animals, plus two 
odd-looking upright ones without much fur. They 
had a kind of pet snake who said he was possessed 
by the devil, whatever that means. Anyway, there 
was a hoo-ha when they nicked the Boss’s apples. 
He threw them and their snake out, locked the gate, 
and put one of His guards on it. We’re well shot of 
those three meshuggeneh, but what was absolutely 
weird was that they ripped off some of my leaves 
and tied them round the middle of their trunks. 
No idea why. They surely can’t have kept them all  
that warm.

But that was aeons ago, and the Boss is much 
happier without them. He’s still writing his novel, 
and makes damn good chutney with my figs.
Brian Murdoch

NO. 3285: ON SONG

Hot on the heels of Berlusconi and Trump: 
the Musical, you are invited to supply an 
extract from the libretto of a musical based 
on the life story of a politician of your choice. 
Email entries of up to 16 lines to lucy@ 
spectator.co.uk by midday on 1 February.
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CHRISTMAS CROSSWORD: THE WINNERS 

The first prize of £100, three prizes of £25 and six further prizes of Eliot’s Book of Bookish Lists by 
Henry Eliot (Penguin) go to the following. The first four winners each also win a bottle of champagne. 
The solution is on p35.

First prize Susanna Heywood-Lonsdale, Inverness 
Runners-up John Tyson, Gloucester; Rebecca Bull, Cardiff; Rob Hardcastle, Harrogate
Further runners-up Felicity Fairbairn, Tisbury, Wiltshire; O.F.G. Phillips, Oxford; Robert Burgon, 
North Berwick, East Lothian; Barry Reeve, Bath; Leslie Verth, Newton Mearns, Gloucestershire; 
Marianne Hepple, Lynfield, Auckland, New Zealand

Name     
 
Address     

    

    

    

  

Internet bogeyman Andrew Tate, recently 
detained in Romania on trafficking and rape 
charges, is a chess fan. Disciples who visit his 
‘The Real World’ website in search of the 
influencer’s insight will encounter a logo 
featuring a cobra entwined with a chess knight. 
‘King Cobra’, as he was known during his days 
as a professional kickboxer, is a competent 
chess player, as he showed during a recent 
interview on Piers Morgan Uncensored. Their 
verbal sparring concluded with a game of 
chess, in which Morgan left his queen hanging 
and Tate didn’t hesitate to capitalise.

Afterwards, Tate praised chess as a game 
which fosters absolute self-reliance, a lesson 
he learned from his father. ‘His father was a 
chess master’ – all Tate’s bios seem to drop that 
in, the better to portray his idiosyncrasy, 
perhaps. That father, Emory Tate, spoke several 
languages and served in the US Air Force, 
winning the Armed Forces championship five 
times in the 1980s. He met his wife Eileen in 
England, and they had three children: Andrew, 
Tristan (another kickboxer, also detained in 
Romania with his brother) and Janine. 

Emory Tate’s exuberant, ferocious chess, 
with charisma to match, earned him a kind of 
heroic status. His win against grandmaster 
Leonid Yudasin, shown below, is one of his 
finest, and considering the number of strong 
players he beat, it is surprising that he was not 
awarded the international master title until 
2007, when he was already in his late forties. 

In 2015, he died after suffering a heart attack 
while playing chess. His biography, Triple 
Exclam!!!: The Life and Games of Emory Tate, 
Chess Warrior was published in 2017, written 
by Daaim Shabazz. 

Emory Tate-Leonid Yudasin
US Masters, Illinois 1997

1 e4 c5 2 Nf3 d6 3 d4 cxd4 4 Nxd4 Nf6 5 
Nc3 a6 6 Bc4 e6 7 Bb3 Nbd7 8 Qe2 Nc5 9 
g4 b5 10 g5 Nfd7 11 Bd5 Bb7 Taking the bait 
is double-edged: 11…exd5 12 Nc6 Qb6 13 exd5+ 
Ne5 14 f4 leads to sharp complications. 12 Bxb7 

In Competition No. 3282, you were invit-
ed to submit a short story narrated from an 
un usual perspective. 

The seed for this challenge was Kim 
Stanley-Robinson’s cli-fi novel Ministry For 
the Future, described by the New Yorker as 
‘both harrowing and heartening’. One of its 
chapters is narrated by a carbon atom, anoth-
er by the market; a literary device informed 
by Bruno Latour’s actor-network theory (the 
idea that non-human entities have agency). 

Honourable mentions go to Bob Pringle, 
Joe Bogle, Martin Leigh, C-A Herstedt and 
Frank Upton. The winners, printed below, 
are awarded £25 each.

When first I began to clear, Haggie realised he was 
– somehow – still alive. Very little else was, so it 
seemed. The landscape was upended, stripped, 
preposterous: decorated with stifling puddles, split 
duckboards, and the usual human detritus, over 
which I am sometimes draped by the artistic.

Haggie patted himself down, hunting through 
his uniform for injuries, or perhaps for one of his 
infernal cigarettes. He hadn’t smelt me coming, it 
seemed, but then men in his situation are often 
deprived of their senses, one by one. I was ever-
present, I expect, too common to be counted. 
Haggie put down his rifle, out of harm’s way. It 
rested on a muddy shelf, perfect and useless.

Unsettled, lifted slightly by a gust, I divulged 
young Hofheinz, also intact, from Marburg, face 
charred by the same fires that produced me. A slight 
puff from his gun. Later I merged with the local mist.
Bill Greenwell 

‘Animism,’ Bertrand Russell declares, ‘is absolute 
nonsense.’ Though not animism or absolute, I am 
nonsense; the word, or at least this particular vocal 
iteration of it, originating in Russell’s larynx and 
aided by spittle in my journey across their shared 
Cambridge rooms to the ears of Ludwig 
Wittgenstein this gloomy November Monday 
afternoon in 1911. I am both what Russell is saying 
and the refutation of what he means. It takes only 
common sense to conclude that if I, a temporary 
collation of soundwave and sputum, have attained 
consciousness, everything else must have it, west 
wind to wainscotting. Earlier words in Russell’s 
sentence predeceasing me, I ponder my legacy. 
Dare I hope Wittgenstein will contradict his friend 
and mentor? Or will this prove one of those subjects 
whereof he cannot speak and about which he must 
remain silent? I shall never know, as he may never 
know I ever knew. 
Adrian Fry

We have our share of fascists and hatemongers on 
the Spectrum, I’m sorry to say. The True Hue Few 
and the Wavelength Purity Patriots are just the most 
widely known of that sorry lot, proclaiming that 
only narrow wavelength and frequency bands can 
be considered ‘authentic’ or ‘legitimate’ colours, 
while the rest of us are ‘impure shades’. Naturally, 
they’re dead set against what they call ‘chromatic 
miscegenation’, so there’s no place in their 
worldview for couples like me and my partner. She’s 

PUZZLE NO. 735

White to play. Emory Tate-Alexander Shabalov, 
Curaçao 2006. With his next move, Tate brought 
his attack to a crisp conclusion. What did he play? 
Email answers to chess@spectator.co.uk by Mon-
day 23 January. There is a prize of £20 for the first 
correct answer out of a hat. Please include a postal 
address and allow six weeks for prize delivery.

Last week’s solution 1 Bxb7! If 1…Rxb7 2 
Rxb7+ Kxb7 3 Qg2+ Kb8 4 Rb5+ Kc7 5 Qb7+ 
Kd6 6 Rd5# Or 1…Qxg3+ 2 Bg2+ Rb7 3 Rxb7+ 
Ka8 4 fxg3 Nxc5 5 Rb5+ wins.
Last week’s winner Ilya Iyengar, London SW15 

Chess 
Emory Tate  
Luke McShane

All the unclued lights can be fol-
lowed by the same word. Else-
where, ignore three accents.

Competition 
New look  
Lucy Vickery

White to play, position after 26…Kg7-g8

rDw1rhkd
DWDwgpdp
pDw0WDWd
DWdnDw)Q
w)WDWDWd
DWDWDWdR
wGPDw)w)
DWDWdRdK

rDWdndk4
DWDWdpdp
WdNdqdph
0NDWDWDw
P0QDWDWd
DWDWdRDw
w)PDWdPd
DWDWdRIw


