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LIFE LIFE

players, but entirely predictably, a small but 
significant number come to resemble Brownian 
motion more than a game of skill. (The solution 
is obvious – players should begin with even less 
time, but receive an increment from the start).

This year’s World Chess Armageddon 
Championship Series has seen a couple of such 
incidents. One egregious example occurred in a 
game between American grandmasters Andrew 
Tang and Leinier Dominguez earlier this year, 
while another occurred in Berlin last month.

Alexander Donchenko–Michael Adams
Armageddon Championship Series, Berlin, 2023

51 Bb3? Donchenko missed a neat win here: 
51 Bd3 Rd2 53 f6! threatens Rd8# so 53…
Rxd3 54 Rxd3 b4 55 Rc8+ Kh7 56 Rc8 Kg6 
Rc5! and White wins. c2 52 Bxc2 52 Rc7 
Re1+ and the pawn promotes. Rxc2 53 f6? 53 
Rb7 still draws Rc5 54 Kh2 Rxg5 55 Rd8+ 
Kh7 56 Rd7 Kg6 57 Kh3 Rg3+ 58 Kxh4 
Rf3 59 Rd6 Rxf6 By now, Adams’s position 
on the board is unassailable. But a draw would 
count as a loss for Donchenko, who had no 
choice but to pin his hopes on his time 
advantage of 27 vs 12 seconds remaining. And 
who can blame him? That is exactly what is 
encouraged by the rules. Adams soon shed his 
pawn on b4 and ran out of time 17 meaningless 
moves later. Black lost on time

		  Across
	 8	 Black swan leads gull (4)
	11	 Jack holds irrational 

animal (5)
	13	 Politician hosts old leader 

– he has a shock (7)
	14	 Little US weakling (5)
	17	 Extremely agile,  

running for an age (4)
	18	 E.g. cotton, some  

normal variety (5)
	19	 Breaking of rules?  

It’s us! (7)
	23	 Loving American figure 

who’s worshipping (7)
	25	 Educates radical Puritans 

(8)
	26	 After local’s alarmed,  

I’m leaving omelette (8)
	27	 Marshal then in charge  

of races (6)
	28	 This person’s friend holds 

a religious office (7)
	33	 Message by a painter in 

baffling language (6,1)
	34	 Sneak softly behind  

Native American (5)
	35	 £1000 saving returns –  

it’s interest (4)
	37	 Part of plant son confused 

with 8 (8)
	38	 Cricket side winning, 

getting help (3-2)
	39	 Bond for piece of drapery 

(7)
	40	 Typist organised notes (5)
	41	 Old coin’s not fake (4)

		  Down
	 1	 Writer attending court  

date (6)
	 2	 Opposite of 41 

encampment (4)
	 3	 Arsenic found in cattle 

enzyme (6)

	 4	 You’re more tanned than 
me, Vlad! (7)

	 5	 Reworking of tuneless 
instruments (4-6)

	 6	 Smasher of mobile phone 
on mobile (6)

	 7	 Again bringing in control, 
government seizes 
moment (11)

	 8	 Is Alan able to groove? (5)
	10	 Times workers will  

pocket unknown coins (7)
	16	 E.g. a top-level criminal  

in part of cell (7,4)
	21	 It measures e.g. Guarani 

ground (4,5)
	22	 Make marble walls of 

magnolia room take  
shape (9)

	27	 Magistrates eating  
British food (7)

	29	 Bouncy cat set off, 
scratching a rook (6)

	30	 Catmint consumed by 
swan turning up (6)

	32	 Kind of music from 
maiden with others (5)

	36	 Deity in Japan, and  
one in Spain (4)

A first prize of £30 and two 
runners-up prizes of £20 for the 
first correct solutions opened on 
17 July. 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 2611, 
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 
2611: On-board 
entertainment  
by Lavatch

They touch in us a sense of the profound.
Yet theirs is not an eminence that looms
And daunts our understanding by their scale.
For each fresh reader insight grows and blooms –
The promise of famed verses does not fail.

The countless ways of love, a kestrel’s flight,
How praise for London’s beauty should be due,
That blindness may reveal an inner light:
We share the wonder of the poets’ view.
     Familiar lines we gladly recognise
     Are saved to be discovered by new eyes.
W.J. Webster

a.b.b.a. – the rhyme scheme, not the band,
Was how romantic verse began for Dante.
The sonnet’s fourteen lines soon swept the land…
Then, one man made a change, and upped the ante.
Will Shakespeare simply tinkered with that scheme,
And, in between the plays, he penned a lot.
Some were romantic, others took their theme
From nature; soon the sonnet form was hot.

Succinctly saying what was needed, Ben
And Milton, Donne and Keats all had a crack.
But Wordsworth hit the sonnet jackpot when
He wrote Westminster Bridge. So, looking back
The sonnet’s scope has blossomed down the years
From romance to a cityscape that cheers.
C. Paul Evans

‘Scorn not the sonnet;’ such was Wordsworth’s 
	 plea,
And sonnets have for years appeared in reams
As poets bare their hearts on various themes:
Love, beauty, sorrow and mortality;
‘Death, be not proud,’ wrote Donne, for death 
	 would die,
‘Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?’
Inquired Shakespeare, keen to get his way
And flatter his belovèd beau thereby.

Milton, blind, praised those who ‘stand and wait’.
Rossetti, spouting like a gushing fount
On ways to love, at least proved she could count!
Yet sonnets, chained in hidebound rules, I hate,
How can their dull, iambic plod enthral?
Scorn not the sonnet? I say sod ’em all!
Alan Millard

A sonnet is a moment’s monument.
(Bless you, Rossetti, is that really true?)
When I consider how my light is spent
(Oh Milton, what a gloomy rearward view)
Dropping a canape in my Beaujolais
(Yes, Donaghy, me too, careless at times)
Nor youth, nor sage, I find my hair is grey
(Hartley, you had your father’s ear for rhymes)
Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain
(Dear Keats, your ‘teeming’ set the bar so high)
And when we meet at any time again
(Michael, this sonnet always makes me cry;
with all these lines I’ve nothing to compare.) 
Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair.
D.A. Prince

NO. 3308: TRAVELLER’S TALE

You are invited to submit a short story whose 
first or last line is: ‘“Is there anybody there?” 
said the Traveller.’ Please email entries of up 
to 150 words to lucy@spectator.co.uk by 
midday on 12 July.

SOLUTION TO 2608: SUPPORT 

Reading the title as ‘backup’, unclued answers VOLTE-
FACE, RETREAT, SPIN, TURN, COUNTER, BACK-
TRACK, WITHDRAWAL, ROTATE, RETIREMENT  
and RECOIL had to be entered in reverse. 

First prize Wyn Lewis, Carmarthen
Runners-up Rhiannon Hales, Ilfracombe, Devon;
J.E. Green, St Albans, Herts
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Somewhere in hell, there is a cavernous hall filled 
with row upon row of people playing online speed 
chess. Their games bear not a trace of exuberance 
or wit. Instead, these wretched souls are 
confronted with utterly sterile positions, perhaps 
a lone king and rook on each side, but their flinty, 
remote adversaries will not agree to a draw. 
Instead, they shuffle the pieces back and forth – 
a pointless rook check here, a king sally there, and 
before long our infernal victims have run out of 
time, and lost. They curse at the injustice, and yet 
the next game is groundhog day.

If you play enough games online, you too will 
run into one of these unscrupulous opponents, who 
stop at nothing in pursuit of the full point. In those 
miserable final seconds, I find myself overcome 
by a mix of panic, boredom and misanthropy. By 
contrast, I harbour no ill-feeling for an opponent 
who plays for time in a hopeless position. When 
I’m trying to win, that is fair game. When I’m 
determined to make peace, that’s just not cricket. 

I must admit that my instincts are somewhat 
old-fashioned, rooted in a time when chess was 
played with analogue clocks. With both flags 
ticking higher, nobody really knew how many 
seconds were left, so running down the opponent’s 
clock could easily backfire. With digital clocks, 
there is a cold certainty over who holds the edge, 
and who wouldn’t want to exploit that?

Unforgiving as it is, at least that modern ethos 
still leads to a clean sort of fight when the game 
is played on a digital board. In the desperate final 
seconds of play on a physical board, matters can 
degenerate rather quickly. Rooks move to ‘f 7½’, 
or are sent clattering across the board. None of that 
nonsense needs to happen. Very sensibly, the world 
blitz championship is played at three minutes for 
each player, with a two second increment after 
every move. Those magical extra two seconds are 
just enough to ensure that almost all the games are 
decided on the board in a dignified fashion.

In fact, it mystifies me that any serious over-
the-board games are still played without an 
increment. For no discernible reason, it has 
become the norm that armageddon games (the 
tiebreaker games in which White starts with a time 
advantage, but Black gets draw odds), are played 
without an increment. And through no fault of the 

In Competition No. 3305, you were invit-
ed to submit a sonnet entitled ‘Sonnet On 
Famous And Familiar Sonnets’.

The germ for this challenge was ‘Son-
net On Famous And Familiar Sonnets And 
Experiences’ by the gifted, troubled Delmore 
Schwartz, friend to Robert Lowell and John 
Berryman (who wrote a suite of poems in 
memory of him). 

An imaginative and technically accom-
plished entry warrants high fives all round. 
The winners earn £20.

Weary with toil, and grey and full of sleep,
In the long, sleepless watches of the night,
Below the thunders of the upper deep;
Standing aloof, consider how my light
Is spent. No help? Come let us kiss and part.
The world is too much with us, late and soon.
Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art –
Though night hath climbed her peak of highest noon.
 
Ah! changed and cold, how changed and very cold!
Let us go hence: the night is now at hand;
(Much have I travell’d in the realms of gold –
Scorn not a traveller in an antique land!)
     Remember me: for restful death I cry –
     Think only this of me if I should die.
Bill Greenwell

Are sonnets too much with us nowadays?
Have we o’erstayed our time in realms of gold,
Composing lists that try to count love’s ways?
Have eye/sun similes gone blind and cold?
What bright thing have we to which to compare
A beauty that is no diminished thing?
Upon whose works do we look with despair,
Our own or those of some inflated king?
 
If we interrogate our teeming brains,
Do we find there is nothing much to glean?
When we are proud of many living gains,
Do we succeed in breathing pure serene?
Have we the voice for hymns at heaven’s gate?
Or are we fated just to stand and wait.
Chris O’Carroll

Wyatt lists to hunt, but who’s the hind?
A queen to be, a tragic end to come.
In Poe’s Enigma sonnet you will find
A hidden name, a mystery to some.
On Maundy Thursday, Owen felt the power,
Kissed not the crucifix, he kissed the hand.
John Clare held nature in a noon day hour;
Shelley, the empty desert Ramses spanned.
Raleigh’s thinges that make the timber rott,
The wood, weede, wagg his sonne must contemplate.
And Milton, blind, accepting of his lot,
‘They also serve who only stand and wait.’
     But over all these poets Shakespeare shines,
     With timeless verse distilled in fourteen lines. 
Sylvia Fairley

These are the sonnets left to stand by time
Whose tides have washed away the lower ground:
In art and feeling all accounted prime;

PUZZLE NO. 758

White to play and win. Composed by Josef Hasek, 
1929. One plausible try is 1 Kc5 but 1…f5! pre-
pares to meet Kc5-d6 with Rf8-f6+. Which first 
move should White prefer? Answers should be 
emailed to chess@spectator.co.uk by Monday 3 
July. 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 Kc7! Ka5 2 Bf6 Ka6 
3 Bd8 Ka5 4 Kb7 mate
Last week’s winner Reginald Chaplin, 
Woodford Green, Essex

Chess 
The hell of speed chess  
Luke McShane

Unclued lights are all of a kind. 
The most recent addition to the 
group must be highlighted in the 
completed grid.

Competition 
Sonnets on sonnets  
Lucy Vickery

White to play, position after 50...Re3-e2
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