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LIFE LIFE

coupled with the ‘UK-Ukraine Solidarity 
match’, a high-profile individual contest 
between Britain’s pre-eminent grandmaster 
Michael Adams and Andrey Volokitin, the 
Ukrainian champion, with hosting split between 
the Ukrainian embassy in Holland Park and the 
European Bank for Reconstruction and 
Development in Canary Wharf. Volokitin won 
by 4.5-3.5, although the game below shows a 
neat win for Adams from game 4. 

White’s f2-f4 push has increased the pressure, 
but the best response was to grab it: 21…gxf4 
Then 22 e5! looks scary, but 22…Qg5 23 exd6 
Be6 still offers reasonable hopes of survival.

Michael Adams–Andrei Volokitin
UK vs Ukraine Solidarity Match, March 2023

21…Be6 22 f5! Embarrassing the bishop 
Bxa2 This pawn is poisoned, but the 
alternatives were not much better: 22…Bd7 
23 Rxd6 crashes through, or 22…Bc8 23 Rf1 
Qf6 24 e5! dxe5 25 Rxd8 Qxd8 26 f6+ wins. 
23 Ra4 The bishop is trapped. Michael Adams 
wraps up the game without much difficulty. d5 
24 Rxa2 dxe4 25 Rf1 Qf6 26 Qg4 Re8 
27 Ra4 e3 28 Qf3 Re7 29 Ra3 Rc8 30 c4 
Rc6 31 Rxa7 Rb6 32 Ra3 Qe5 33 Rd3 Rf6 
34 h4 gxh4 35 Qg4+ Kh7 36 Qxh4 Re8 
37 Rd5 Qb2 38 Re1 Rg8 39 Qd4 Qb4 
40 Rd1 Black resigns

		  Across
	 1	 Chap primarily revered 

among classic 
characters (5)

	12	 Barrow dropping us with 
United in gallery to cause 
a commotion (10)

	13	 Put a stop to women 
leaving a vessel I cast  
off (9)

	14	 Fine for Cantona? (4)
	15	 Deli stir fluid to make 

liquid again (8)
	17	 Said learned Cockney  

was criminal (5)
	21	 German soldier refuelling 

without English going 
over (11)

	24	 Like a fox taking ages  
to release bird (3)

	26	 Illness passed quickly, 
they say (3)

	28	 Fruit from bitter plant 
perhaps initially cut  
back (7)

	29	 Pill with pillbox, say,  
in Alberta’s place (8,3)

	33	 Take two cities to arise 
periodically (5)

	35	 Doctor, I don’t mind 
giving up drug for its 
examination (8)

	37	 Compass conceals  
new craze (4)

	38	 Affliction when means  
to access WC’s heard 
missing in action (9)

	39	 Unable to read an 
influential wager (10)

	40	 Unholy mess if Ed  
handles paper badly (8)

	41	 Historian left official  
at University (5)

		  Down
	 2	 Knackered bear in the 

wood finally did so? (10)
	 3	 Cross threshold  

backwards (4)
	 4	 Who won’t get up 

presumably surrounded 
outcrop (6)

	 5	 Impartial monarch’s work 
involving scruffy child 
(4,7)

	 7	 The Spanish breaking  
laws in bedchambers (7)

	 8	 Make an observation 
extreme (5)

	 9	 Spoil these chairs to 
provide daisies (8)

	10	 Extremely alcoholic ship 
becomes dry? (9)

	11	 Building set lacks no 
magnet for the devoted (5)

	18	 Tucked into refreshing 
drink, cycling (3)

	19	 Not approving poor  
visual pun by earl (10)

	20	 Main drags combed for 
musical instruments (9)

	23	 One eggs on fantastic 
creature per se (2,6)

	27	 College obsolete without 
original thought (7)

	28	 Small plastic sheet holds 
ice lolly together (3)

	30	 Shrines folk placed in 
prepared ground (6)

	31	 Garment worn to 11 (one 
hour in the morning) (5)

	36	 Is the writer dead within? 
(4)

A first prize of £30 and two 
runners-up prizes of £20 for the 
first correct solutions opened on  
1 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 2600, The Spectator, 
22 Old Queen Street, London 
SW1H 9HP. Please allow six 
weeks for prize delivery. 

Crossword 
2600:  
Pulling power  
by Mr Magoo

O hail, sweet-scented allium!
You thrill my archipallium.
More soothing thou than Valium –
The Fragrance of Shallot! 
David Silverman

Oh, simple swede, our culinary muse!
Within that purple skin, your golden flesh
when roasted, steamed, or diced in soups or stews
will titillate our flavour buds afresh.

Swede gnocchi’s tasty, served with crispy sage;
there’s buttered mash, or swede and cumin patties,
up north, a curried swede is all the rage –
across the border: haggis, neeps and tatties.

And that’s not all, you offer us a wealth
of vitamins: B6, with C and E
and fibre to protect our bowel health –
what’s more, you’re gloriously gluten-free!

What can I say? You are beyond compare,
I cannot cease to praise your matchless taste,
I’ll never find a crucifer more fair –
read on now, lest my words should go to waste…
Sylvia Fairley

Of all the roots we dig and eat,
By far the most ambrosial treat
Is purplish-red like wine or meat.
All hail the root we call the beet.

Its hue, though royally elite,
Fills it with no highborn conceit,
This ruddy gem beneath our feet.
Hail, humble root we call the beet.

The golden version skews more sweet,
A flavour not at all petite.
Both colours we are glad to greet
With ‘Hail the root we call the beet!’

Its bulb is robust, not effete.
We taste the rich Earth when we eat
This veg that makes our hearts repeat
Praise to the root we call the beet.
Chris O’Carroll

Fruit of the fertile Earth, whose loamy Womb
Hath borne thee from those Seeds which Sowers lay
Deep in encompassed Dark, from Stygean Tomb
To furrowed Lines whose Leaflets break the clay,
Welcome! Let Light thy strengthening Leaves 
	 make bold –
Nutritious in themselves – and feed each Globe
With all sweet Nature can bestow, from gold
of sunlit Dawn to Evening’s mellower Robe.

Brassica rapa: modest Food, beloved
Of simple Folk who till our native Soil,
Let not thy homely Habits find thee shoved
Aside, and mocked, fit just for those who toil
With honest Hands, far from the ruling Powers
Whose Ignorance of thee is manifest,
Whose lack of Knowledge is the Cloud that glowers
Above us daily, keeping all oppressed.
D.A. Prince 

NO. 3297: ALL IN THE MIND

You are invited to provide a psychiatrist’s 
report on a well-known literary character 
(please specify). Please email entries of up  
to 150 words to lucy@spectator.co.uk by 
midday on 26 April.
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SOLUTION TO 2597: A COUPLE  

The couple were VICTORIA (23, 36, 37, 45) and ALBERT 
(2, 9, 17, 20, 46). 7 was the link.

First prize Kenneth Allen, Riddlesden, W. Yorks 
Runners-up P. and A. Hoverstadt, Lymm, Cheshire;
Christopher Bellew, London W6

Name 		  	
	
Address 		 		

		 		

		 		

	  	  

		

Is chess a sport? Naively, I once considered that to 
be a philosophical question. Physical strength or 
dexterity – nope. Feeling of exertion and elevated 
heart rate – yes, at least if you’re doing it with 
soul. Global competition and recognition – 
yes, emphatically. It was no accident that Louis 
Vuitton’s ad campaign last year pictured Messi 
and Ronaldo playing chess.

A better question would be ‘Does chess deserve 
government funding?’ For a game with obvious 
cognitive, educational and cultural benefits, the 
answer ought to be an unequivocal yes, and in a 
great many countries, including within western 
Europe, the game does indeed receive meaningful 
government support. 

Alas, in the UK chess is left to fend for itself. 
Earlier this year, a parliamentary question to the 
Department of Culture, Media and Sport (DCMS) 
highlighted the fact that the DCMS provides no 
funding to the English Chess Federation. (If not 
sport, surely it falls under culture?) Sport England, 
a body which answers to DCMS, and is funded by 
the government and the National Lottery, does not 
classify chess as a sport, though it supports several 
niche sports with only a modest physical 
component. Add to that the fact that organising 
bodies which oversee physical sports receive a 
more favourable tax treatment. (A European Court 
of Justice ruling in 2017 determined that bridge 
was not a sport, and thus the English Bridge Union 
was not eligible for an exemption from VAT.)

The classification of sport, at a governmental 
level, ought either to be broadened, or there 
should be a separate status for mindsports like 
chess, recognising their considerable value to 
society alongside conventional sports.

Last month’s chess match between the House of 
Commons and the House of Lords, held at the 
Palace of Westminster, will perhaps have brought 
the matter some political attention. The Commons 
won by 7.5-4.5, and Rachel Reeves, the shadow 
chancellor and herself a former junior champion, 
received the trophy from Malcolm Pein, the CEO 
of Chess in Schools and Communities, which 
helped to organise it. The event was opened by the 
Speaker of the House of Commons, Sir Lindsay 
Hoyle, and Vadym Prystaiko, Ukraine’s 
ambassador to the UK. The team match was 

In Competition No. 3294, you were invited 
to provide the first 16 lines of an ode to a 
turnip or another similarly unglamorous veg-
etable. This assignment was prompted, of 
course, by Thérèse Coffey’s suggestion that 
we respond to shortages in salad vegetables 
by embracing the turnip. But I also had in 
mind the wonderful odes of Pablo Neruda, 
which celebrate the commonplace: onions, 
lemons, a piece of tuna in the market.  

In a witty and well-made entry, echoes 
ranged from Pindar to Keats. Commenda-
tions to Hunter Liguore, Ann Drysdale and 
Richard Spencer. The winners earn £25.

Thou staunch, unrivalled beet of bulk and brawn,
Thou offspring of the fecund, fertile soil,
Long to thy leaves and roots have men been drawn
To steam or mash, or dice, or brew, or boil;
Like cannon balls your magnitude and weight
Brim full of wholesome nutrients and worth,
The appetite of man and beast can sate
And outclass all that grows in loamy earth.

Oh happy, happy orphan boys of old
Who gorged upon thy sweet and meaty flesh,
Oh happy men who brewed, as bright as gold,
Thy alcoholic beverage, sweet and fresh;
Hurled in sport or served as tender fare,
There is no finer vegetable to grow,
That mangelwurzels shine beyond compare
Is all men know and all they need to know. 
Alan Millard

My heart aches for potatoes chiselled down
To golden chips that tempt me on their plate;
Or for potatoes roasted till they’re brown,
A rich repast to please a head of state.
Child of the earth, you come in humble guise
Stained with the soil from which you drew your 
	 being;
Nature’s own gift to humans, her surprise;
When carved to eat so tasty, so appealing.
 
You were not born for death, immortal spud;
No hungry humans brought about your night.
Across the years you’ve thrived in mire and mud
To rise supreme, a cordon bleu delight.
The fare I eat this very day was known
To palates of the peasant and the king;
I bless you, proud potato, nobly grown
In far-off fields where happy songbirds sing.  
Frank McDonald 

On either side the greenhouse lie
Among the allioideae 
That clothe the earth and meet the sky
Upon my humble plot,
Some leeks I grow for chicken pie,
Some chives and garlic you can fry,
Some onions that will make you cry –
And one remote shallot.

To this shallot let praises sing!
From this shallot I’m fashioning
A shepherd’s pie fit for a king
And knights of Camelot.

PUZZLE NO. 747

White to play. Volokitin-Kallai, Hungarian Team 
Ch 2018. Volokitin’s next move was a crush-
ing blow. What did he play? Be careful – there 
are a couple of false trails here. Email answers 
to chess@spectator.co.uk by Monday 17 April. 
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… Rxf2+! 2 Kxf2 Qh2+ 
3 Kf1 Bh3+ 4 Ke1 Qg1#. Not 1…Qh3+ 2 Kg1 
Rxf2 3 Qb2+ Rf6 4 Ne4 and White survives
Last week’s winner Sam Morton,  
Newport-on-Tay, Fife

Chess 
Question of sport  
Luke McShane

The unclued entries share a 
definition. Elsewhere, ignore 
an accent.

Competition 
Vegetarian  
Lucy Vickery

Black to play, position after 21 f2-f4
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