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Introduction





Memories of Syria

I was born March 24, 1960 in Damascus to a Syrian father, Muyassar Seirawan, and an English mother, Margaret Elvin. My parents met during my father’s student days when he was earning his advanced University degrees in England. He studied artificial intelligence and computer programming at the Boots Institute in Nottingham. While in Nottingham he met my mother and married. Their marriage was not one made in heaven. My father came from a Muslim nation and, while not a practicing Muslim or particularly religious, was observant. My mother went to the Church of England and was raised in a Judeo-Christian culture although, like my father, she wasn’t particularly religious either.

My standard joke is that my mother and father were gamblers, a trait that they passed to their children. That my parents played genetic dice and came up winners; thanks to my father, from the waist down I was a Bedouin Arab and, thanks to my mother, from the waist up I was an orthodox British gentleman. You laugh, but this is a dangerous game. You certainly don’t want to get the genetic blueprint mixed up or reverse the correct move order. A British gentleman from the waist down? That would be a disaster.

My father was quite clever and earned a scholarship program whereby his western education was paid for by the Syrian State. In return, after he completed his studies my parents went to Damascus, where my father was obliged to serve as an officer in the Syrian military for a few years as repayment for his student loans.

The Seirawan family was shocked that my father brought home a bride, especially without the family’s permission. No doubt he did not ask because he would have been refused. In so doing my father invoked the ancient tradition of seeking forgiveness rather than permission. His new bride had numerous strikes against her: she was not Muslim; she did not speak Arabic and certainly suffered from culture shock. Nor did she endear herself when her first-born was a daughter, my sister Runda. Fortunately, with my birth, a son, all was forgiven. My mother’s position literally went from near-outcast to queen overnight. This fortuitous event worked well for both of us.

In Damascus, our family lived in an apartment on the ground floor of a large apartment building with its own internal courtyard. The apartments were mainly occupied by extended Seirawan family members. Everyone fretted over all the others, keeping a careful lookout especially for the young. Meals were communal affairs, as were shopping, cleaning, schooling, holidays and the like.

I was a big baby, nearly nine pounds, whereas my mother, a slight woman at five feet, six inches tall and barely over one hundred and ten pounds, had to keep tabs on my sister and me, as well as others in our family apartment complex. She learned to speak Arabic, wore the Hijab, the headscarf for women, and passed for a local. It was customary for friends and strangers to stop and praise yours truly. “No,” my mother would say, shaking her head sadly, “he is sickly and underweight.”
This customary response was intended to ward off the Evil Eye and not to attract attention.

My earliest two memories, and indeed the only ones from Syria, consist of pleasure and pain. I thought they were myths created in my imagination, but my parents confirmed them. The pleasurable memory begins in the living room of our apartment on the carpeted floor. On a table that was too high an unreachable box of chocolates resided. Able to resist everything except temptation, I wondered how to get the box. My solution was to tug the table cloth and keep pulling to the point that the chocolate box fell off the table, along with everything else on the table cloth. I then took the box, hid myself behind the couch and ate them all. I’ve had a love affair with chocolates ever since.

My second memory is again being on the carpeted living room floor playing “blocks” with another child from the complex. I looked up at the wall and saw cracks starting to appear, then a sudden and sharp pain happened to my ribs. In mid-air as the wall collapsed, I looked behind me to try to understand who or what caused the sharp pain to my ribs and was shocked to discover it was my mother. That was the end of my memory; the whole of it.

Later my mother explained what had happened. The courtyard needed repairs with the services of a bulldozer. During the height of the day’s heat the driver took a nap. During his rest his knee hit the gearshift, and the bulldozer slipped into neutral. It began to roll down and away from the courtyard, crashing into our apartment building, smashing through the wall and stopping in our living room. The bulldozer came to rest directly on top of our play blocks. My mother had grabbed me with one arm and my playmate with the other, snatching us sharply moments before the wall would have toppled down upon us both.

Pleasure and pain. A common twinning.

Again, it should be mentioned that in our apartment building the families were all rather large with numerous children; misfortune with a lost child or even a lost mother was not uncommon in those days. In one family, a mother lost her life during delivery and the child, a girl, Haifa was born. The families gathered and decided, collectively, that my mother, who was nursing me, was also to be given the duty of nursing Haifa. In the Arab tradition a “mother” is not necessarily the birth-mother but can be the one who gives milk, who nurses the child. In this situation, Haifa became a sister to me and a second daughter to my mother.





England

In the early 1960s, Syria was buffeted by social strife. Government leaders rose and fell. Military squads as well as gangs with guns patrolled the streets, and my mother and father became concerned that Syria was spiraling into social chaos. They decided to leave Syria and return to England. It wasn’t easy and indeed at the time it was a dangerous undertaking. My father had a special passport thanks to his student and military careers, and was considered a vital person. He needed special permission to leave the country, something his true passport would not allow. He therefore bought passports on the black market and the family pretended to be British tourists. On the way to the airport, we were sternly told by my mother to speak English only, an instruction that neither my sister nor I could remember. Our memory is only that we obeyed it, and the family arrived in England on March 11, 1964.

My brother Nabeel, or rather Daniel, was born October 27, 1964, a few months after our arrival in Nottingham. Nabeel or Nabil in Arabic means noble. Such a marvelous ordination to start one’s life would be welcomed one would think. My brother would have none of it though. Virtually from the time he could speak, he christened himself. “My name is Daniel,” he would politely say. “Please, call me Daniel.”
If we called him Nabeel he would refuse us, and soon we would all call him Daniel.

I relished England. Here memories spring to life easily. Early schooling, coloring books, the joys of riding a scooter, playing conkers, marbles, wellies (rubber boots), climbing trees, hot water bottles for bedtime and treacle pudding all come rushing to mind. It seems I was particularly adept at marbles, which my mother despised. I’d come home every day with a pocketful that I had won at school from the other boys. My mother would make sure I went to school without any marbles, but I’d consistently come back with a pocketful as I’d borrow a first marble from a friend and then start winning them from the other boys. I have one quite distinct memory; one boy frustrated with his losses threw his marble as far away as possible in order not to lose. Not to be outdone I threw my marble after his. It was one of those impossibilities. His marble went into a groove, as did mine. My marble clicked against his and I had won. My circle of friends laughed for days.

My father had many friends from his student days and one whom he liked very much would come for family gatherings, a certain Ken Whyld. They kept in contact with one another for decades. Towards the end of his life Ken visited Seattle, where we all had lunch together. For those who don’t know, Ken Whyld is considered a great chess historian, having co-authored the Oxford Companion to Chess. We live in a small world.





The New World

In 1967 my father was hired by Boeing, the famous airline manufacturer, which is how the family came to live in Seattle, arriving on June 1, 1967. We moved into a home in the Queen Anne Hill neighborhood, where I started on my path in the American educational system at Queen Anne Elementary School.

Chess had no part in my life during this early period. My father liked the game and tried to teach me. While attracted to the physical appearance of the pieces, it was physical sports that held my fancy and in America I soared. American football, baseball, dodge-ball, wrestling and bicycle riding were my new worlds. The days of scooters, marbles and conkers were long gone. The New World offered new sports, and I decided they were all exciting and wonderful.

I was extremely athletic and a fast runner. Sprinting, track and field, and jumping all told of a potentially promising career. It was over before it began. Within one year of our arrival, in March 1968, my mother and father separated and were divorced within a year. The children lived with my mother and as the years passed my Arabic language skills melted away so completely that I now speak only a few words. In 1970, my mother married for the second time, to Richard Valance. A man as different from my father as two people could possibly be.

Valance was a tall man, well over six feet, bald-headed, a flaming red-beard and penetrating blue eyes. He had been born in Detroit, where he roamed with street gangs; a particularly violent clash with rivals had cost his best friend his life. Valance felt he would be next. He decided to leave America, went to Thailand and became a Buddhist monk. In Thailand, for the first time in his life, he was at peace. His spirits soared with his studies, and long periods of meditation brought him inner harmony. He was confounded when his Abbot told him he had learned all he could and that he was to return to America, where his destiny awaited.

In my father’s household order reigned supreme. Everything from sleep, to bathing, to meals, to school, to playtime held a schedule. With Valance there was no schedule whatsoever and everything was played by ear. From Seattle, the family traveled down the Pacific coastline through Oregon to California, settling in Palm Springs for a few months, then Corpus Christi, Texas and finally Virginia Beach, Virginia in 1970 became our destination. Our constant moving played havoc with schooling, but somehow I wasn’t dreadfully impacted. Within weeks I had caught up with my classmates, and my sports ability made me a favorite in class.

Of all the places we stayed, I liked Virginia Beach the most. Now it was my turn in heaven. The allure of the ocean was a siren’s call. I body-surfed and used a surfboard as often as I could. I had always loved swimming, but it was in Virginia Beach that I really found my calling. I endeavored to help the lifeguards as best I could and volunteered to assist them at pools. The beach was my new world.

How was it that the family moved to Virginia Beach, of all places? Needless to say, my mother’s marriage to Valance had an unusual impact upon her, and suddenly her interest in spirituality and mysticism flamed brightly. Meditation and mysticism were enormously attractive fields of interest to her. Guests to our home included yoga teachers, astrologists, numerologists, homeopaths, Buddhists, Hindus, Born-again Christians and folks from just about every walk of life. The famous somnambulist Edgar Cayce, “The Sleeping Prophet,” had set up the Edgar Cayce Association for Enlightenment (ARE) center in Virginia Beach, and my mother felt a calling to go and study there. Edgar Cayce would lie down to rest and put himself in a trance and while “under” he spoke with a “voice” to help people cure themselves. Thousands of readings were recorded with advice on how to treat virtually every type of sickness and disease. My mother wanted to study the readings. The very first day that we drove to Virginia Beach in our station-wagon we went to the ARE center, and the first person we met was Hugh Lynn Cayce, the son of Edgar Cayce. That very afternoon we were in our first home, at Hugh Lynn’s invitation.

In Virginia Beach, I went to W. T. Cooke Elementary School and became a newspaper boy to earn a little extra money. I took my duties very seriously indeed and delivered my newspapers during Hurricane Lisa. The winds against me were so strong I couldn’t pedal my bike, front-loaded with plastic-bound newspapers, which stood transfixed by powerful wind gusts as I tried to push my pedals downward. I delivered my whole route by foot, straining against the lashing winds. My mother was absolutely beside herself with worry as the hurricane gyrated against our taped-opened windows. When I returned home she was about to give me a good tongue-lashing until she noticed that I was totally pale and as cold as an ice-cube. She told me that I needed a hot bath and that I should get undressed as she prepared the tub. She turned on the cold water tap only, and as I dipped my foot into the water I complained to her that she had made it too hot. I drained some of the water and again turned on the cold tap. A half-hour later I drained more water and turned on the warm tap this time and stayed in the bath for over an hour. Eventually, my body temperature returned to normal levels. I don’t know how low my temperature actually fell, but with hindsight I was probably quite lucky that I hadn’t done any permanent damage. (The family joke, of course, is that serious damage was done.)

I don’t know where my competitive nature comes from. Whether in sports, school or as a newspaper boy, I endeavored to be best. Not just best, but excellent. Yes, I wanted to win and not just within the rules, but within the spirit of the rules as well. If I felt a referee made a bad call, I would give the ball back to the other team, not always endearing myself to my teammates in the process. This aspiration for excellence got me in trouble in other ways as well. Most often in the classroom. An “A” or “A+” while appreciated wasn’t enough, I wanted one hundred percent. Most of my classes were rated on a sliding scale with the extremes determining the letter grade. My scores of one hundred percent were resented. Oftentimes I was encouraged “not to get them all right.” Disputes I found frustrating and vexing. What was the point? Many teachers found ways of giving me extra homework or different assignments, mostly book reports.





Back To Seattle

Again, my very happy world was tossed upside down in 1972. My mother decided that she had completed her studies and research at the ARE Center, her marriage to Valance wasn’t faring well, and it was time to return to Seattle. I was heartbroken. My memories of Seattle weren’t endearing; in particular, it rained a great deal and although it is on the Pacific Coast I didn’t remember doing any surfing as there were no waves in the Puget Sound. I resisted but failed, and the family moved to Seattle in the summer of 1972 when the school year ended. At the time, I considered myself an outdoors person; television had little interest for me except if my favorite American football team, the Dallas Cowboys, was playing. That and professional wrestling of course.

My worst fears of Seattle were realized upon arrival. Hot summer days were brief. Overcast clouds common. The family washed up on the shores of Lake Washington near Sand Point, an area north-east of the University District. A few miles further north down the road, Sandpoint Way, was a “beach”. A place on the lake where there was a large float that you could swim out to and dive from, using the low and high diving-board. This lakeside park with its picnic benches was my boring solace. When it rained, as it frequently did, the children were stuck indoors.

Since many of our belongings hadn’t yet arrived, the family took to visiting our upstairs neighbor, David Chapman, a paraplegic who had a wonderful television on which we could watch the Olympic Games. It was David who taught me the peculiar game of chess, where I fumbled badly trying to figure out the strange hops of the knights. David defeated me easily, and in order to get competitive I would visit a coffee-shop, The Last Exit on Brooklyn, in the University of Washington district, where other chess players met to play blitz. Chess had arrived in my life.

At this point, I’d like to fast forward by six years to 1978/79. My mother had married for the third time, to a Hawaiian, Kelena Nakata. The family was now living in a condominium in a large complex on Rainier Beach, this time not on the northern part of Lake Washington, but on the most southern part, miles away from downtown Seattle and even further from the University of Washington, which is north of downtown. I mention the latter point just to emphasize that anyone who was to study at the “U-W” (locally pronounced as the “U-Dub”) would definitely not live in Rainier Beach as that would be at least 40 minutes away, with good traffic, from campus.

As is universally known, the British are the worst cooks in the world, and my mother is a particularly bright-shining example of this truism. Her failing was a blessing. For purposes of self-preservation the children all learned to cook well. One day I came upon my mother in the kitchen, always a dangerous sign, and suspiciously asked her what she was doing. She explained that neighbors had just moved in below us and she wanted to make the new arrivals feel welcome and was therefore baking a pie. Needless to say, I was rather dubious and wondered if after tasting the pie our new neighbors would ever be seen again. I needn’t have worried. Triumphantly, my mother took her pie downstairs and knocked on the door. A nice lady opened it. My mother dropped her pie on the floor and began crying. So did the other lady. They cried hard and openly, hugging one another hysterically and with strength. It was Haifa. After nearly two decades apart, mother and daughter recognized one another instantly.

Haifa had married a man, Mohammed, who was studying at the University of Washington. In a city of nearly one million inhabitants, Haifa came to live underneath her mother. It is a story which if it came from a novel would be laughed at as ridiculous. Truly, life is stranger than fiction.





My Chess Career

In 1979, my career received a huge boost when I won the World Junior Championship (under 21 years old) in Skien, Norway. While I had scaled the ranks in the US, it was this result that brought me to the attention of organizers around the world, and in January 1980 I was invited to the élite event in Wijk aan Zee, Holland. As a rookie in the big leagues how would I fare? “Wijk” was a breakthrough event for me. I tied for first, earning my final grandmaster norm in the process. Seven and a half years after taking up the game I became a grandmaster. It was quite a ride.

Besides the grandmaster title, Wijk aan Zee 1980 brought me something extra special as well: a deep friendship with Victor Korchnoi that has lasted decades. At that time Victor was the world’s second highest-ranked player. He invited me to work with him in his 1980-1981 Candidate Matches and World Championship campaign. We worked hard, and thanks to him my chess knowledge soared. By the middle of the 1980s I qualified through the Interzonal cycle and became a Candidate (Montpellier 1985). For the rest of my career I played in élite matches and events around the world, eventually breaking into the ranks of the world’s top ten players.

In 1988, I started a chess magazine, Inside Chess, which had a twelve-year run. I sold the business to Hanon Russell in 2001. During the 1990s playing on the professional chess circuit while simultaneously running a bi-weekly magazine was hard work, and I was constantly busy and often quite tired. It wasn’t easy to find the time to train properly and prepare for duels with the world’s best players. Oftentimes at the board I found myself playing on my fundamental knowledge of the game. No spectacular opening novelties from me – just hard-nosed chess. At the end of 2003 I retired from the tournament circuit, a 30-plus-year career that brought me friendships and wonderful memories from around the globe.

Mine has been a strange life, with lots of sharp moves both to the left as well as to the right. Journey with me now as we embark into the world of chess and to a special sphere: the world of the élite. Meeting and competing with not just the best, but the best of the best, the World Champions. In my career I’ve been blessed. I have met and spoken with Max Euwe and Mikhail Botvinnik, analyzed with Robert James Fischer, and played against Vassily Smyslov, Mikhail Tal, Tigran Petrosian, Boris Spassky, Anatoly Karpov and Garry Kasparov. That is nine out of the thirteen World Champions, whose line extends back to 1886 and Wilhelm Steinitz. It is in these duels, the games played at classical time-controls against these champions, that I judge my playing career. Chess players often ask: “who was the best ever?” as well as “who were the top ten?” The best of the best? Universally, three names are always included on such lists: Fischer, Karpov and Kasparov. Not always, but sometimes, the lists include Spassky, Smyslov and Tal as well. Truly, I have lived in a time of giants.

Presenting the material in this book raised awkward problems, to say the least. Should I present the games in the chronological order in which they were played? If I did that, I would find myself jumping back and forth from one player to the next and would have difficulty giving a complete picture of my opponents. For example, my first game with a World Champion was in 1980, against Boris Spassky, followed a month later by an encounter with Mikhail Tal, then a game with the reigning World Champion Anatoly Karpov, and so on, and so forth, with players getting constantly mixed around. It seemed best to create a separate chapter for my duels with each player. In this way I could devote a full chapter to giving an overall impression of them as people, as well as discussing their chess styles.

That decision made, one logical approach was to present the giants in chronological order, starting with Paul Morphy and working my way through Wilhelm Steinitz, Emanuel Lasker... I would pause when I reached Vassily Smyslov, the oldest giant with whom I dueled, five times, keep going, eventually getting to Bobby Fischer, Anatoly Karpov and Garry Kasparov. However, such a presentation didn’t appeal to me. For one thing, I didn’t have any games against Bobby, so after presenting chapters featuring games suddenly there would be a chapter with no games at all. More importantly, I was the product of the “Bobby Fischer boom” in 1972. Bobby was the beginning of my career. It was far more attractive and accurate for me to start with him. So I have.

After Bobby, I give my impressions of our great World Champions, trying to share my first-hand and second-hand stories while reaching back into history. With Vassily Smyslov, Mikhail Tal and Tigran Petrosian I’m on solid ground.

The bulk of this work focuses upon three players: Boris Spassky, Anatoly Karpov and Garry Kasparov, the three giants I played most often. There are two chapters about Karpov: the first covering his reign from 1975 to 1985 and the second dealing with the period when he became the FIDE World Champion again. There are also two chapters about Kasparov: the first concerns his reign from 1985 to 2000 and the second the “after death” when he lost his title to Vladimir Kramnik. I go backwards and forwards a great deal, because I played against the players often and sometimes in the same event. Then there are breaks of many years before I dueled with them again.

The greatest chess rivalry of all time was between Karpov and Kasparov. It lasted for decades, and between them they played an unprecedented five World Championship matches. But the chapters devoted to them include much information about other players as well. The resulting book is a virtual stew of stories, anecdotes and games with the giants. Trying to separate them into a neat chronological order would have taken away much of the enjoyment I derived from writing the book. Coupling stories and games together made this book much more fun to write, and, I hope, fun to read. It turns out that a chess career is much like an interesting game – not as neat and tidy, simple or easy to follow as some would wish. My hope is that this book is all the better for not being a neat tidy work. Any failings are entirely my own.

The final chapter concerns the Fédération Internationale des Échecs (FIDE) or World Chess Federation, and the very important function that this organization serves. I’ve offered my views on its successes and failings, and how it might function better in the years ahead.
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Chapter One


Bobby Fischer





While I was at Seattle’s Garfield High School, my physics teacher had the class write an assignment on the “Big Bang” theory of creation. In his lectures he seemed especially enthusiastic about the theory, praising it in glowing terms. I didn’t share his enthusiasm, having doubts about the theory, but nevertheless I dutifully wrote an essay titled “In the Beginning”.
It expressed the concept of the Big Bang and I wrote in a supportive way of how much sense the theory made. I was awarded an “A+” for my paper and have thought about the “Beginning” ever since.





The Fischer Legend Begins

“The Big Bang,” not just for my chess career but for many American chess players, was the success in 1972 of Robert James Fischer (1943-2008). That year he became the eleventh World Chess Champion, according to the World Chess Federation. His victory in his 1972 match against the Soviet Union’s Boris Spassky played a central role in my enthusiasm for chess. His success thrust chess upon the American people as his match with Spassky became front page news for months. Soon everyone knew the story: he was the lone American who “single-handedly” took on the Soviet Union’s chess juggernaut, beat them all in succession and won the crown, becoming the World Champion. My close circle of chess friends were in a tizzy. “Bobby,” as he was affectionately known to one and all, was simply the toast of the times. The Bobby Fischer phenomenon was extraordinary. Life magazine did a major cover story on him, while the media seized on his every move on and off the chessboard.

After his victory in Reykjavik, Iceland in 1972, Bobby was honored by a New York City ticker-tape parade and was given the keys to the city; he appeared on Johnny Carson’s Tonight show; he did a skit with Bob Hope; President Nixon hailed him as a national hero... And then, at the height of his acclaim and professional accomplishments, he left the stage and disappeared.





Where was Bobby?

To say that the situation was vexing would be an understatement. Every chess fan in America eagerly awaited his next game, tournament and match. His sweeping march through the World Championship cycle and title match had been so dominating that there was simply no question he would win the next tournament or event in which he competed. We all shared a collective anxiety while waiting for the announcement of when and where he would play next. This pause in his chess career coincided with my starting to play and gave me a chance to play catch-up. I learned to replay his greatest victories, including the “Game of the Century”
against Donald Byrne.
Wow! Played when he was only 13 years old.

I thrilled to stories about his US Championship game versus Robert Byrne. Bobby had sacrificed a piece, and grandmasters commentating on the game as it was being played sagely told their audience that he had gambled too loosely and was now lost... Then, to their disbelief, Byrne resigned. The stories were all so very inspiring. It was as if Bobby was in a world of his own.

As months passed still there was no word on Bobby’s expected triumphant return to the chessboard. Concern grew. Hadn’t Bobby himself told everyone that as World Champion he would play often and keep an active role? Playing in all the biggest and strongest events? “All I ever want to do is play chess”
Bobby was widely quoted as having stated in an interview. Where was he? In this period of chess darkness it seemed that he went into hiding – specifically avoiding all the press and paparazzi. He seemed especially camera-shy. What was he doing? Was he studying? Was he playing “private training matches” to keep his edge? Bobby was not just missing – he had disappeared completely. A chess vacuum had been created. The parade had stalled, the leader was AWOL.

In 1974 a new book appeared, written by Brad Darrach, the reporter for Life magazine, called Bobby Fischer vs. the Rest of the World. It caused a sensation amongst my circle of friends. I eagerly devoured the book, relishing all the insights into Bobby’s views and behavior. I laughed out loud at various passages and could only imagine what Bobby had to endure during the maelstrom swirling around him. “Keep the Russians off my back”
is what he had told Colonel Ed Edmondson, his Delegation Chief, and the saying took on a life of its own. “Get off my back!” could be heard around the chess clubs and Last Exit coffee shop, where I learned to play and use a chess clock to play blitz or five-minute chess games.

Speculation as to what Bobby was doing or not doing seemed to grow and become wilder as time passed. Garner Ted Armstrong’s Worldwide Church of God seemed to play a central role in Bobby’s life. This Church seemed to be a kind of doomsday cult of Christian Fundamentalists who believed in the prophecy of the New Testament. Apocalypse was upon us, and only the true believers would be saved. Rumors circulated that Bobby had donated his World Championship purse winnings to the Church. His private Secretary “Claudia,” a member of the Church, was responsible for contacting Bobby and passing along invitations and commercial offers. She seemed to be the only conduit for contacting Bobby. Rumors spread about lawsuits with Chester Fox, the man who had the film rights to the 1972 match, as did talk of a lawsuit against the publishers of Darrach’s book. Any details were eagerly shared.

I learned that Bobby had received a one million dollar offer to endorse a shampoo for a commercial. A million dollars! What an astonishing amount of money! Easy pickings to be sure. One only had to become World Chess Champion and sponsors and commercial offers would beat a path to your door. How had Bobby reacted to such a wondrous offer? The answer which astonished us all was that Bobby declined. Declined a million dollars? Was it possible? And, if so, why? The answer was that Bobby refused the commercial offer for the simplest of all reasons: he didn’t use that particular brand of shampoo. This stunning answer caused us minutes of incredulous silence followed by bursts of laughter. It hardly seemed possible! “Really??” we all asked. Yes, we were told – Bobby is a very “pure” person, who, would never endorse a product that he didn’t personally believe in. Hmm.

Such stories made me reassess the whole notion of commercial endorsements. Would I be so pure? Reject a million dollar offer because I didn’t use the underlying product? Certainly not! I didn’t own a Rolls Royce automobile or a Rolex Midas wristwatch either, but for a million dollars I’d certainly advise one and all that they were indeed excellent products, especially if a few samples were provided as part of my endorsement! After all, I should get a feel for the controls.

Stories about Bobby abounded. It was impossible to sort myth from fact. Reporters wrote whatever they fancied, and there was no one to correct them. Tons of garbage was spewed and constantly recycled. Fiction became fact, repeated by one writing after another. Friends who were dismayed by these reports urged Bobby to write letters to correct the writers, but usually to no avail.

My Seattle chess circles were eager for any news of Bobby. The recycled wisdom was that he was with the Worldwide Church of God, that Claudia conducted his business affairs and that instead of chess training he was focused on suing over the Brad Darrach book. There were no commercial endorsements, no tournaments, no news releases. We were painfully empty of stories to report to one another.

Articles constantly repeated and hyped the following: Bobby despised the press, refused all interview requests and didn’t want people to know where he lived; that he was very much a loner living in Pasadena, California, using public transportation to make trips to the Los Angeles Public Library to do research for his lawsuit; that his friends were all pledged to secrecy; and that he was estranged from his family.

While it is only speculation on my part, it seems that Bobby’s lawsuit against Brad Darrach played a central role in his life for several years and ended in disaster for him. The June 1977 Chess Life & Review magazine reported:

“Bobby Fischer’s $5 million invasion of privacy lawsuit against author Brad Darrach, Time-Life International and Stein and Day Publishers, Inc., has been dismissed in California by U. S. District Court Judge Matt Byrne. Fischer had accused the author and publishers of breaking written and oral promises not to publish details of his private life. Incensed at the outcome, Fischer told Judge Byrne: ‘I’ll not pay a penny of federal income tax until I get justice in this case.’”

Striking and telling words from Bobby. His deep-seated antagonism toward the US federal authorities had started.





The 1975 Match

One day a bolt of lightning had energized us all: Bobby had a letter published in the November 1974 Chess Life & Review in which he proposed new, or perhaps old, rules for his scheduled 1975 match title defense. Instead of the best of 24 games match rules that he used to defeat Boris Spassky, Bobby wanted to revert one hundred years to the rules of Wilhelm Steinitz, proposing a match of the first to win ten games, draws not counting. These rules included the proviso that if the defending World Champion (Fischer) won nine games, he could not lose the match. The World Champion would have to win ten games to win the match, as would the Challenger – but if the World Champion won nine games the worst that could happen would be a tied match at nine wins each. The prize fund would be split equally in case of a nine wins tie, but the World Champion would retain his title.

Bobby’s proposal evoked enormous discussions in chess circles and magazines. Mathematicians wrote at length about how a tied 12-12 match score with the Champion retaining his title was a greater advantage to the World Champion than the must win ten-games rules. In Chess Life & Review Fischer explained that as draws did not count, both players would be motivated to play for a win in every game.

It was all very exciting. Bobby was coming back! He wouldn’t just be playing 24-games either. Who knew how long a match against the young Soviet Challenger Anatoly Karpov would last? He would be playing for months. Or would he? The chess body that would have to approve the rule changes was FIDE and, like many international bodies of the time, it was dominated by the Soviet Union (USSR) and its allies. Would Bobby’s proposals be accepted by the national delegates to FIDE’s General Assembly or would Bobby’s proposed rule changes be thwarted? Suddenly folks who never knew about FIDE would be learning about its Central Committee, rules and voting procedures. It was all very strange but somehow fascinating as well.

About the time when the debate was raging as to whether Bobby’s proposals were more fair to the Challenger than a match of fixed duration, where draws brought the leader closer to the coveted title, rumors swirled that the Filipino dictator Ferdinand Marcos would offer five million dollars to host the 1975 World Chess Championship match. This was an astronomical sum, especially in 1975. Everyone turned to the FIDE – surely the delegates would approve the rule changes, Bobby would play and millions of dollars would be at stake. With twenty percent of the purse going to FIDE it would be an offer too good to refuse. We were giddy with excitement. The FIDE vote would be a formality.

Then the chess world was swallowed by a Black Hole. The former World Champion Max Euwe, then President of FIDE, convened a special FIDE Congress to vote on Fischer’s World Championship match proposals. The vote was very close. My friend Colonel Ed Edmondson, who was a former Executive Director of the USCF, told me his insider’s story which I’ve summarized as follows:

“The vote was going to be very close. Both sides were pulling out all the stops. The Soviets were twisting arms and elbows, and the western nations were doing the same. This was our big chance to bring chess to new heights. The prospects of a five million dollar match contested in the Philippines, a match pitting an American against a Soviet, would put chess firmly on the front page of newspapers all over the world once more. The match would likely last months. We lobbied like there was no tomorrow. Indeed, there would be no tomorrow.

“I knew Bobby well. He wanted the Steinitz rules and genuinely believed they were the fairest rules for both players. He wanted them even before he played Spassky, but as Challenger he had no chance to get the rules changed. I knew, I just knew, that if the Steinitz rules were not approved, Bobby would resign or forfeit his title. The stakes were that extreme. Before the vote I was nervous but confident. I thought we would win, but just barely. We lost by a very narrow margin. Apparently, the Mexican delegate changed his vote at the last possible second. A year later a delegation of Soviet grandmasters visited Mexico on a goodwill tour conducting seminars and simuls for free. The Soviets got their win, but pushed chess backwards a decade or more.”

Remember this vote occurred at a time when the Soviets and their satellites routinely won votes at the United Nations by resounding margins. It really is a testament to how strongly the USCF lobbied that the vote was so close. The outcome of FIDE’s decision couldn’t have been more cataclysmic. The most dire forecast happened: virtually the moment the vote count was known and the rule change motion lost, Bobby announced his resignation as the FIDE World Chess Champion. Later, though, Bobby would maintain that he resigned “only” his FIDE title and that he was still World Champion.

Instead of approving the “must-win-ten-games” Steinitz rules that Bobby wanted, FIDE delegates sought a compromise and passed a “must-win-six-games” set of rules. In case of a five-five tie, the match would continue until the next decisive game was played. The must-win-six-games rules were favored by José Raúl Capablanca and often called the “London Rules.”

This was typical of FIDE’s decision-making then and since. Given a choice between “A” or “B” invariably FIDE’s delegates approved a plan “C,” which was a hybrid between the two choices which usually highlighted and combined the worst aspects of the original two choices while having no redeeming qualities of its own.

At the time and since, I thought that a 24-game match was more than sufficient to determine the better player. I liked the must win ten-games system for the drama, as both players would have to take risks to win the match, but the idea of an “open-ended” competition worried me. Such a match could run for months and months, potentially ruining the sponsor’s budget and boring the public as well. The organizers of a ten-win match could get financially killed in fixing a playing venue. What if the match was a wipeout and over in a few weeks, while the site was rented for many months? Conversely, what if after many months the score was a mere six wins for one player? How to extend the contract or find a new site? And how would a really lengthy match that lasted many months affect the three-year cycle? In principle, the loser of the match had to enter the cycle at the beginning stages, but they might already be underway.

After Bobby’s resignation in April 1975, the Soviet Challenger Anatoly Karpov was declared World Champion by forfeit. American chess fans were bitterly disappointed, feeling, no doubt as did Bobby, that they and the whole chess world had been cheated of an exciting duel. The new World Champion, Anatoly Karpov, would spend a career trying to overturn the public judgment that he wasn’t a truly worthy champion.





The Legend Grows

Despite the forfeit, interest in Bobby Fischer was so palpable that when I played in the 1976 American Open in Santa Monica a false rumor swept the tournament hall that a “bearded man thought to be Bobby” was in the building. The tournament hall practically emptied. This was no mean feat to accomplish in a large Swiss event where a four-alarm siren can hardly budge the players from their boards. (Keep in mind that Pasadena, Bobby’s home-city, was only an hour’s drive from Santa Monica.)

Finding a comparison to illustrate the impact of Bobby’s absence is more than difficult, but let me try. Today we are blessed with a number of truly outstanding chess talents the world over: Yifan Hou, the 15-year old lady from China is showcased as a future World Champion; Parimarjan Negi from India, Sergey Karjakin of the Ukraine, Teimour Radjabov of Azerbaijan, Hikaru Nakamura of the US, Daniel Stellwagen of Holland and David Howell of England all stand out; and of course the most promising prospect of all is Magnus Carlsen of Norway. How thrilling it is to see all these young stars compete and edge their way towards the highest honors. While it is hard to recapture the times of 1974 and 1975, to put the interest in Bobby into perspective, take away all these promising stars of today and have them collectively say they are giving up chess for good. The disappointment felt by Bobby’s absence couldn’t be greater. I, for one, was completely deflated.

After 1975, I had to console myself by playing through Bobby’s My 60 Memorable Games, as well as listening to stories from colleagues who had known Bobby personally. Here, then, is a list of “Bobby Stories” that I’ve always enjoyed. Most I’m sharing for the first time...

The first two are from Robert Byrne, who besides being one of America’s most successful grandmasters wrote for the Gray Lady, the New York Times, for decades. I’ll summarize two Byrne stories as follows:

“It was during the 1971 Candidates’ Finals match in Buenos Aires with Tigran Petrosian. I was in the press center preparing my column. All the Soviets were there watching the monitors and analyzing the game openly on one of the central tables. Miguel Najdorf was holding court and kibitzing after every move. Miguel thought that Bobby had a good position in the sixth game and then almost unbelievably he played this move, Nc5xd7, trading this really powerful, impressive c5-knight for one of the most miserably bad d7-bishops a position is likely to see...

“Najdorf practically flew out of his chair. ‘My God! He is crazy!’ he started yelling. ‘Trading such a knight for such a bishop!’ Najdorf held up the knight for all to see. ‘He understands nothing, nothing about chess!’

“The Soviets practically laughed and embraced themselves; they were so delighted with what they all agreed was a terrible trade. A trade that would get Petrosian off the hook, you see?

“They all looked to me, expecting that I as an American would try too defend Bobby’s decision, but I just kept quiet, explaining that I had a column to write and was simply too busy to come over. Secretly, I knew precisely what Bobby was thinking because I had analyzed with him so often. For Bobby it was all so simple: he prized bishops above knights. Full stop. For him, in the resulting position his bishop was much better than the black knight. He could see that he could centralize his king, blockade Black’s d-passer and then his rooks and bishop would coordinate better than the rooks and knight and the game is over. For Bobby, that capture of knight for bishop was like putting the last nail in the coffin.

“A few moves after the trade I was looking at GM Alexey Suetin, Petrosian’s coach, and his mouth was open and just getting more and more agape. By the time Petrosian was about to resign his jaw was nearly on the table when he whispered, ‘he plays so simply.’ I tried so hard to contain myself, to be polite and not to laugh but it just wasn’t possible. You see, that was the way Bobby played. Simple classical chess.”

There is just something about this story that strikes a deep chord with me, the idea that the World Champion is a clear cut above the rest in his understanding. He has his concepts and with his moves says: “This is what I’m about. Refute me if you can.”

Byrne’s second story was from 1966:

“We played in Havana at the Olympiad. The Cubans were really marvelous hosts. The happiest moments for me were when Bobby held court. He had a nice large apartment suite and the whole team would file in after the round. Bobby would replay his game for us and show us how he had won and why. It was just magic. His analysis was amazing. It was like the moves just flowed from his finger tips. You know he had large hands and the pieces just moved around, practically dancing and it was all so special. Then disaster struck for all of us... Bobby was showing the team a game and he paused and started laughing, and he kept laughing harder and harder. Trying to speak he said: ‘And now you know what the patzer played? He played... You won’t believe this...’ Bobby moved the piece and disappeared below the table in a fit of convulsive laughter.

“So the team was all studying the position in a frenzy. We couldn’t understand Bobby’s laughter and wanted to share. But damn it. The move his opponent played looked completely sensible and I was having a hard time understanding where the refutation was. By this time Bobby had recovered from his laughing fit and somehow managed to make it off the floor and back up to the board. He played his move. Damn! It was right under our noses and so obvious too. I had missed it. But as I instantly realized how it totally undermined the opponent’s strategy I too had to break out into laughter. A few seconds later someone else started laughing then soon everyone in the room had joined in as well. But I tell you, Yasser, for those few seconds that I didn’t see the move I was in a flat-out panic. I didn’t want Bobby thinking that I was a patzer too.”

The dark side of analyzing chess with a genius. You don’t want to be called to the mat to explain a move.

Anyone who ever met “Don” Miguel Najdorf, the Polish-born, Argentine grandmaster, knows he was a man of passions. Silver-quick to make a far-reaching decision in a tenth of a second, Miguel would tell me stories about the Champions for hours and hours. I couldn’t understand why someone didn’t interview Miguel for a few hundred hours, as he was a marvelous story teller. I loved our times together. He had countless Bobby stories, many of which I’ve unfortunately forgotten. Miguel had opinions on everything, and the following one we discussed often and at length.

We were in a Buenos Aires restaurant having our usual steak “Lomo” dinners when Miguel said to me, “Jasser!”
(in Spanish, the ‘y’ is often treated as a ‘j’ and Miguel liked the sound of Jasser better than Yasser; so for Miguel – and only Miguel – I remained Jasser) “You know Bobby has no style.”

Now that is an opening gambit for a conversation between chess players if I ever heard one.
“Huh? I don’t understand you Miguel. What do you mean?” I asked.

Miguel’s opinions were always strongly held, and he delighted in baiting me and drawing me into animated, emotional discussions. He was a passionate man who loved chess very much. He explained his theory, which I’ve thought about often. It went like this:

“You see, when you show me a game of Capablanca, I think, ‘Aha. Very nice. Very smooth. Logical moves. Beautiful play. Must be a game of Capablanca!’ Then you show me another game, I think, ‘My God! Who is this bandit playing the White pieces? Look at these reckless, daring sacrifices. And this quiet move as well! Incredible! Down two pieces and he stops to make such a move. And he won! Of course, I realize, this is Tal.’ And another game. ‘I can’t understand what the player is doing. He is taking extraordinary precautions and his opponent isn’t even attacking. Now he has maneuvered his pieces backwards and then forwards again to nice squares. He improves his position but has done nothing concrete. My God! The opponent is suffocated and is simply dead! Where was the mistake? Of course, that is Petrosian.’ You see, Jasser! I recognize style. But when I play a game of Bobby’s, I see nothing. There is no style. Bobby played perfectly. And perfection has no style.”

Perfection has no style. Quite an interesting concept if you give it a lot of thought. We argued for hours and in the end I found Miguel’s theory quite convincing.

Today, with the advent of computers, this discussion about whether perfection has a “style” could be taken up again. I’ve always enjoyed playing blitz chess and these days I play online. Sometimes after a win, my opponent angrily accuses me of using a computer and places my handle on “ignore” unaware of who I am. When I replay the game I won, it may seem “stylish,” but some of the moves were actually second best. Do the two go together?

Some use the term “computer-like” to describe a move, a strategy or the finish of a game. It is this latter part that I find interesting. The term “computer-like” has a strong connotation of precision and perfection. But computers win in a complicated way. They do not trade when ahead in material, a natural human tendency and a well-established practice to reduce the potential for chaos. Computers just pile complications on top of more complications, knowing how they will come out. Such dynamic play often leads to computers winning more quickly than do humans, who trade when ahead material. And, provided they stay within their limits, computers will never make an error due to fatigue. What humans see as “complications” are, for a computer, simply the demonstration of a theorem. Is there style in such perfection? Bobby won many complicated games and indeed he seemed to revel in tactics, but he was also happy to simplify to a technical win. Did he play perfectly? Many of his colleagues thought so, although later computer analysis has shown that even Bobby played inexactly at times. But perfection and style are in the eye of the beholder, and in a real sense Bobby’s play transcended style.

In the late 1970s I often went to the Big Apple to play in events and to seek out opponents for blitz. I even visited the famous “Flea House” near Times Square before settling on the Manhattan Chess Club as my preferred haven for blitz. When in town I would try to hook up with Asa Hoffman, a famous local blitz master who knew a vast number of Bobby stories and we spent hours together as he would recount to me how he hustled Bobby, getting odds that not even Bobby could overcome. “He gave me five to one money odds and draw odds as well. No time on the clock. We both played with five minutes each. He won the game scores, I won the money” is how Asa describes their sessions.

On one of my visits Asa introduced me to Jackie Beers. Jackie was bearded and had a disheveled appearance that day. Nevertheless, he was introduced as a close confidant of Bobby. We settled in for a nice chat when Jackie told me he had received a recent call: “Bobby asked me if I could lend him 50 bucks.” I was shocked. “I told him if I had it, I’d certainly send it but I told him the truth, I didn’t have the 50.” I believed Jackie was telling the truth, that he didn’t have 50 bucks, but could it really be true that Bobby was so destitute that he needed to borrow money from friends who could ill-afford even such a modest request for help?

It seemed so utterly incongruous. How was it possible? Here was a man who could make tens of thousands of dollars in a single day playing in tournaments, performing simultaneous exhibitions or even giving a lecture. It would be so simple, yet Bobby preferred to borrow from friends? Living a life of poverty? What on earth was going on? I was utterly confused.

During one of my visits to New York I stayed with a family. The husband was a doctor from Switzerland, “Dr. Rudy.” He had a great interest in chess as his two sons played. He had been in touch with Claudia and wanted to help Bobby come out of his self-imposed retirement. He arranged to meet with Bobby and paid $5,000, in advance, for the privilege of meeting and speaking with him. The discussions were to be strictly private and no photos could be taken. Dr. Rudy had undertaken the adventure and come away with an extremely positive view. Bobby was ready, willing and even eager to play, but he insisted on the Steinitz Rules for match play. Disappointingly, he wasn’t interested in tournament play.

Over the years I would meet numerous people who had done the same as Dr. Rudy, paying Bobby $5,000 for the privilege of a meeting together. Most of these meetings seemed to have gone very well and folks came away encouraged. Encouraged or not, all came to naught.





Was There Any Hope?

My favorite story of “paying for the privilege of meeting Bobby” comes from Arnfried Pagel. Mr. Pagel was a German industrialist in the cement business who had made a home in the Netherlands close to Beverwijk. With a keen interest in chess he sponsored a local club, the Koningsclub. In no time, Mr. Pagel had decided that his club was destined to become the Club Champion of Holland and he eagerly sought “mercenaries,” grandmasters whom he would hire to play for his squad. In those days it took time to promote a club to the highest league level, but Mr. Pagel was anxious for his team to win the League Championship “ahead of time”. He decided to bypass the usual qualification process and sent a direct challenge to Volmac, the perennial Dutch Club Champions. The Volmac team accepted his challenge, and I was hired by Mr. Pagel, on the advice of Lev Alburt, to play for his Koningsclub.

Mr. Pagel was a splendid host, and as luck would have it the outcome of the two-day match hinged upon the result of my second game versus Raymond Keene. If I won, the Koningsclub would win the challenge match and indeed that is precisely what happened. Mr. Pagel was over the moon and invited me, as well as Victor Korchnoi, a Volmac player, to dinner and bridge. That evening, Mr. Pagel told us the following story, again in my summation:

“After I started sponsoring the Koningsclub I began to realize that a dream come true for me would be if Bobby Fischer played just one game for the team. I wrote to Claudia and made the offer to pay Bobby $100,000 for playing just one single game. As we were in the lower levels at that time Bobby’s opponent would be a completely random true chess amateur. I got a positive answer that Bobby was willing to discuss my offer, but wanted to meet with me to get the details. Would there be a ‘gate fee’ for the audience? Would the game be filmed? And so on. I would have to pay $50,000 to meet with Bobby to sort out the details and fly to Pasadena. I unhesitatingly agreed.

“The first day I met Bobby we got on very well. We talked about many details and reached a broad agreement. I spent a few hours with him the first day and Bobby paid me the compliment that he enjoyed my company immensely and asked if we could meet again the next day so that he could have some time to think over our discussion and the major points. I of course agreed. We met again and seemed to make much progress. This continued, but I had this very uncomfortable feeling that despite what I thought was a very generous offer somehow Bobby was looking for a reason to say no. If that were to be the case, I realized my trip would be in vain and that I would return to Holland empty-handed. Worse, I hadn’t any proof at all that I had even met Bobby. One of the conditions of our meeting was that there would be no cameras, no photos and no discussion of our meeting with the press. I had agreed. But what to do now? I didn’t want to return completely empty-handed.

“In the end I decided to hire a private detective. His job would be to take a photo of Bobby and me from a distance, unbeknownst to him. I would of course keep the photo strictly private and only use it as proof that indeed I had met and discussed with Bobby the idea of his playing a game for the club.

“During the meetings our discussions were getting bogged down in details. Bobby was raising questions for which I had no answers and the possibility of reaching agreement was receding. We would make one final attempt at a third and final meeting, as I needed to return to Holland. We were to meet in a park at a particular bench at noon. I was there sharp and on time. No Bobby. Indeed, 15 minutes passed and I began to have doubts that I was at the right place. Up to this time Bobby had always been prompt as well. So I’m sitting on a park bench beginning to have doubts when I hear a ‘Pssstt’ coming from the trees behind me. This persisted and I looked into the trees and saw Bobby.

‘Bobby! What are you doing in the trees? Come on out,’ I said.

‘No,’ said Bobby. ‘You come in here.’

So I went into the trees, where Bobby was hiding and we began to whisper in conspiratorial tones. ‘Why are we hiding like this?’ I asked.

Bobby seemed very agitated and was looking around. ‘I’m being followed!’ he said.

“Of course I immediately understood that Bobby had discovered he was being followed by the private detective I had hired to take our photo. I couldn’t say a word without revealing myself. Somehow we crept along the tree line and lost our pursuer. Eventually, I did get my photos, but Bobby never played for my team. After this trip I understood that Bobby would not play chess again.”

Pagel’s story, which he told to me in May 1982, came as a grave disappointment, humorous as it was. Although ten years had passed since Bobby played a public game of chess, we all held out hopes that he would return to the chess arena, but Pagel’s story seemed to put the kibosh on such a prospect for good. After all, what could be simpler? Play one single game in the Dutch League against a 1200-rated chess amateur for a $100,000 fee. No world title at stake; no Soviet intermediaries to deal with; no FIDE-endorsed competition; no adjournments, lengthy time-outs or postponements; just two people playing an afternoon game at a local club. Heck, they could even buy one another a round of beer during play, which is actually common practice. If that offer wouldn’t be accepted, what hope was there for a more serious world-class event? Pagel’s story sunk me completely.

One final detail of Pagel’s story is worth sharing. He had arranged through Claudia to meet with Bobby for a $50,000 fee. This fee included an agreement that Bobby would become an honorary member of the Koningsclub. When it was time for Pagel to pay Bobby his fee, he presented five neatly-wrapped bundles of $10,000 each. Bobby, who liked Pagel, returned three of the bundles, explaining that $20,000 was enough. Bobby had a complicated personality. If he liked you, he would waive his fees and be generous; if not, regardless of the amount of money involved, he simply would refuse, including offers of one million or even five million dollars.

Why did I harbor any hopes at all of a return to the board by Bobby? My faint hopes over time had been nurtured by grandmasters Eugene Torre of the Philippines and Miguel Quinteros of Argentina. Both were close friends of Bobby’s and, more importantly, his confidants. At various times and places they seemed to have met with Bobby for a few days of banter and good times, and of course a chess board would inevitably be pulled out. Bobby still went through the games in Chess Informant and he delighted in picking apart the analysis of Karpov (referred to by Bobby in a derogatory “Kar-pitch”) and the young Kasparov. Bobby would begin: “Okay, let us see how the so called World Champion Mr. Kar-pitch plays chess... Now in this position, Kar-pitch says equal. Really? I wonder what he would have done if he faced this move? Perhaps the so-called World Champion would like to resign?” Or “Oh and this is good. Here he say’s he is winning. Interesting. After this move, can’t we agree to a draw?”

I pledged to both Eugene and Miguel not to tell a soul and was delighted to be taken into their confidence. I never revealed what they showed me even when bursting to do so. Of course, I’ve forgotten the many positions they showed where Bobby dismantled the analysis of the “so-called World Champion,” but one thing was clear: Bobby had found fault with his analysis. No ifs, ands or buts. “Why was he studying the games of Anatoly Karpov so intently if he wasn’t determined to smash him off the board?” I would think. Then I would reflect on Pagel’s story and be lost. I mean, here was a perfect sponsor. A German-born industrialist ready, willing and able to pay top dollars, to accept every term and condition that Bobby demanded, a person who had struck up a friendship with him and yet still no agreement could be reached. And what of Jackie Beers and the need to borrow $50? It was so damned confounding!

On another occasion Miguel Quinteros told me a fantastic story that went like this. He and Bobby arranged to visit Las Vegas and enjoy a short holiday. Bobby didn’t like the idea of settling into one of the major casinos and preferred to stay in a hotel that was off the strip. They shared a double room and went off to play the slot machines, have a buffet and take in a show. Miguel explained how he had several large Samsonite suitcases packed with his expensive tailor-made suits, whereas Bobby had packed a light one as well as a small briefcase-like bag that he kept locked and placed under his bed. This special case contained Bobby’s prized Mexican comic books, which he loved, as well as some vitamin supplements. One night, when they returned to their room, they realized that they had been the victims of a burglary. Naturally, the thieves had not taken Miguel’s expensive suits and indeed the only thing missing was Bobby’s small locked case hidden under his bed. Bobby moaned: “The guy steals my comic books and leaves your suits alone? What’s up with that?”
Miguel has been chuckling for years.

One final nice story from Miguel Quinteros. One
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