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: n’t worry about

from page 14 :
getting up and telling themselves where to go. I ac-
tually saw, Pillsbury’s king leap three squares in a
single bound. The two candles were sliding or was it
the table moving beneath them? Pillsbury’s king came
right back to its original square as I was studying
analysis of Pillsbury against Dr. Tarrasch, Hastings,
1895 from a newspaper clipping. The chess pieces are
vibrating in extreme nervousness, if not actually
moving by themselves.

Believe me, that did it. I jumped up and was now
ready to move to the second floor, as the wind is
screaming and shaking the tile off the roof inches
away...

Suddenly you are awfully sorry about your criticism
of that wonderful, sweet lady, Bette Davis. You had
laughed when someone seriously suggested you see
the film, ‘‘Hush, Hush Sweet Charlotte,”” one of the
most terrifying films ever made. You laughed, said
Bette Davis was ‘‘over the hill, finished.” But you
went anyway, and little Bette Davis scared the living
death out of you with her remarkable acting. ...What
if Bette Davis did kill that man with her axe? What if
she is waiting on the passageway or beneath the stairs,
to take care of you Jude baby??? .

I swear that I actually considered the possibility,
as 1 gingerly edged down the swaying staircase in the

pitch black morgue of past generations, two flickering =
candles in my unsteady hands, a chessboard and pocket™

radio pressed beneath my arm. S-l-o-w-l-y, I went
down, fully prepared to whirl right back to the attic if
Bette Davis so much as said, ‘“Hey, Jude.” If she had
an axe, I would simply kick the bucket to save time
and keep her from getting all that blood on her dress
again. Can you imagne... Serves you right for crit-
icizing a dynamite actress and genuine lady. You’ll
learn. You shiver with horror with every step. ..
Jesus H. Christ.

At the second level you see water flooding the first
floor and coming up the stairs. This is routine and
happens during every hurricane. You go over to the
window and see the tree tapping the wall outside. You
set up ypur candles and chess set as before. Nothing
to study but the Pillsbury game. You’ve left all your
chess books in a locker at Allen Hall, three miles
down-Highland Road at LSU. Relax. For goodness sake,
Bette Davis murdering you with her
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The Greatest Chess

axe. You place the last chess piece on the board and
play through ten moves of Pillsbury’s attack against
Tarrasch. Is Reuben Fine correct? If Black plays
pawn to h6 on the 36th move, is Dr. Tarrasch actually
winning? Well, gosh, I must examine this with care.
Let's'see’.;

Crash-boom-boom. Jude Acers looks up and a tree
is coming through the living room wall. No kidding.
There is the tree branch on the floor, a big hole in
the wall! It is raining, as is normal in your average
hurricane. Well, well. It’s getting damp, very damp
in the second floor chess room. No matter, chess
players are crazy. Ignore it. The chess pieces that
are very nervous on floor three are being bathed on
floor two. Back to the attic.

Ignoring dangerous factors that have to be allowed
anyway at the pressure stage is routine for a chess
master. As grandmaster Paul Keres reminds us, the
chess player must learn to suffer. So what if Bette
Davis is waiting for Judé¢ Acers with an axe as he
goes back up the stairs to escape drowning or ex-
treme cold. Then he would have three choices. ..

You climb up the the swaying attic. You can hear
the wooden walls creaking. Yaaakh...yaaw...yaakh.
Light the candles again. No chess set this time. The
chess pieces are all over the floor downstairs. What
if that tree keeps hitting the wall downstairs and puts,

well, like a huge crease across the house, and it just.
snaps like a pretzel with you inside the-pretzel? Jade *

Acers makes a crucial, crazy decision. If he is going
to go, he is going to die clutching chessmen in nis rin-

gers. He goes downstairs.looks for all the chessmen. =
- As he pulls at the tree branch;hegets a horrible shock. -

He sees Bette Davis. For real. It was only a news-
paper advertisement on the floor, but it scared Jude
most horribly. -

It had happened at the worst possible time. What if
it wasn’t a coincidence at this most unfortunate mom-
ent. Jesus H. Christ... Where is your mind, kid? ...
Jude, Jude, get hold of yourself. Jude, Jude, stay calm.
Think about, well, anything but Bette Davis and her
axe...

Going back upstairs is accomplished in world rec-
ord time. Jude is not worried, really. Jude is not sup-
erstitious. But when Jude Acers reaches the attic
room, he weighs the matter most carefully and double
locks the door from the inside, fastens the door bolt

and drops the chain lock...all in three seconds flat. .
No use taking chances. H, ha... The question is down.
Can Bette Davis crack the door with her axe? The wind
is going ‘‘ohh...yesss...ohhh...yess...”

Reach out in my room. Get a book, any book. Try
to read it by tilting it toward the candle. Brave Jude is
not afraid; brave Jude will survive. Play the radio.
Yes, turn it up, all the way up. Then you won’t hear
her footsteps as she comes up the stairs. You will
never hear her whispering, ‘Jude. Jude. I’ve come
to take you with me, Jude.”” W000000000000...

Yes, a book. You look in a yellow trash bucket be-
side your brown briefcase. It is a notebook. What is
this? A book by Mr. Grave. This is the most unfortu-
nate author... You browse through the pages in ner-
vousness, listening and fully expecting footsteps, wide
awake, terrified. The chess games in the book were
boring, useless.

Mr. Grave continually played a super-duper lemon
opening move, pawn to h3, when he had the White pie-
ces in all those games from 1927 to 1960. Every single
time, he wrote carefully above 1 h3, ‘“‘Grave Open-
ing)!!!).”” Now was the time to maintain sanity, strike
back. Do what Paul Morphy and Larry Evans would
do with this horrible omen. Carefully, Jude Acers went
through the entire notebook and scratched out the word

“‘Opening™ and inked above it “Error’ at least 200
times. This kept one busy. Relax. Everything was all

““right now. ..

It was incredible. I was closing the book, when I
noticed faded pencil writing on the back cover. Most

‘unusual. There was a comment beneath the game. I
“pulled the candle over and squinted my eyes, barely

reading ‘‘Wow!”’ It was the only comment by Mr.
Grave on any game .in the entire book. Clearly, I must
go over the moves of this game with the chessboard
and chess pieces right now.

At 3:05 am Bach was playing on KAAY radio and I
had found the greatest game of all time. It was unknown
and has been featured in hundreds of chess lectures
throughout the world ever since. ..

The reporter Iooks curiously at Jude Acers. ‘““What
do you think really is the greatest game of the chess
masters, the best chess game ever played?”’

Casually, Jude Acers pretends to ponder the matter
for a moment. Then he whispers, ‘‘Anderssen against
Lange, Breslau, 1859.”
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