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Explanation of symbols

The chessboard with its coordinates:
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	White to move
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	Black to move



	♔

	King



	♕

	Queen



	♖

	Rook



	♗

	Bishop



	♘

	Knight
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	White stands slightly better
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	Black stands slightly better
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	White stands better
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	Black stands better



	+–

	White has a decisive advantage



	–+

	Black has a decisive advantage



	=

	balanced position



	!

	good move



	!!

	excellent move



	?

	bad move



	??

	blunder



	!?

	interesting move



	?!

	dubious move



	#

	mate









Preface to the English edition

This book is a translation of Zwart op Wit, which was originally published in 2011 and which I worked on between 2006 and 2010. I have chosen not to update it, so the perspective from the time of writing has remained unchanged, both historically and as regards game annotations. I am fully aware that game notes which are not based on engine-produced analysis are rather old-fashioned nowadays, to say the least. But I hope the reader will appreciate that since this book was written by a man looking back on his chess career just a few years after that career had finished, updating the perspective and the insights he then had by some fifteen years, would radically alter the content. It would in fact mean a completely new book. And while writing one autobiography remains perhaps within the bounds of socially acceptable vanity, writing two would definitely be crossing the line.

I am deeply grateful to Peter Boel for translating the original Dutch text and for taking care of the book generally. My thanks also go to Remmelt Otten, publisher of New in Chess, for initiating the whole project. And last but not least I thank Hanneke, my wife, for always supporting me with all my writing projects just like she did in the old days with my chess career.

Paul van der Sterren
 Amstelveen, October 2023






How this book came about

When I die, it is improbable that anybody will compose a string quartet in my memory. Therefore I will do it myself.

Dmitri Shostakovich

A rather unusual book like this one cannot do without a few words of explanation – justification, perhaps. At quite an early stage, I already conceived the idea of a retrospective of my life as a chess player, or at least a collection of my games. But for years on end, diffidence as well as the attention my active chess career was still demanding withheld me from starting work on it. A stalemate situation. But finally, in 1999, there was some movement. In the quiet of an early summer morning, the short poem Preface suddenly settled down in my head, which has been included here as a Preface. Ever since that day, I’ve been dead certain that I was going to write something, not so much out of vanity – as I do not believe I’m giving such a great account of myself in this book – but as a kind of farewell to the chess world that was my world for such a long time. However, it was only after I had written the last words of De Wereld van de Schaakopening (Fundamental Chess Openings) in 2006, not having played a single chess game for years, that I had free time and the distance from my old chess-playing self was large enough to set to work.

In over four years, I played through all the roughly 3,000 games I had saved, browsed through old newspaper cuttings and magazines, looked at my diaries and analyses, and collected everything I could find to stimulate my memory as well as I possibly could. As a result, stories were automatically starting to take shape in my head – stories about what had gone through my head at the time and about the amazement I was feeling now, re-experiencing all the things I had been through. I have not written down all those stories – not by far. The book would have been much thicker than it already is. But the things that passed the ‘censorship’ – I couldn’t get them out of my head anymore. And as the book was slowly taking shape, it became more and more clear to me that I did not only want to write it but also wanted to get it published.

Initially, it didn’t seem very probable that I would find a publisher who would rate the work at its true value and would also take the risk of ending up with a depot filled with unsold books, but to my great joy it turned out that my ‘own old’ publisher, New In Chess, fulfilled both conditions. And so I am grateful to Allard and Dirk Jan for their enthusiasm, and also to Anton, Joop, Peter and René for their much-needed technical support and finishing touches.

The chess-technical comments have been based on the annotations and analyses I made of my games at the time, which mainly proved useful in activating my memory. Even more than the actual moves, it was these old annotations that enabled me to re-experience everything. I even copied some of my original analyses in their entirety to allow the reader a peek into the way I used to work and ‘present’ myself.

Conspicuously absent in this book are computer engines like Fritz, Rybka, Shredder, HIARCS, Stockfish, AlphaZero and whatever else they may be called. Of course, I am aware of the fact that nowadays all chess players, from club players to world champions, run their games through the Great Mincing Machine of this New Age, from which they then emerge in a neat little raster of variations, provided with orderly evaluations in terms of points.

I’m not very interested in what the machines have to say – not within the scope of this book, at least. My life as a chess player took place before their time, just as it wasn’t yet the time of Magnus Carlsen and Anish Giri. I’m not making any new analyses in this book, I am looking back. And what I see when I look back is not computers – with a few exceptions, that will not be left undiscussed. In the meantime, of course, the reader is free to run his engines while playing through the games – in fact, I would even heartily applaud it, as it would be a sign of genuine interest. But I don’t think it is either necessary or relevant for what this book is designed to be: an account of a chess player’s life.

Amstelveen, February 5th, 2011






Preface

Games by Van der Sterren?

Well, let’s have a look then.

We’ll skip the preface.






Start

What should I do with my life? This is a question many people ask themselves. I, too, had to find something in the beginning. It was certain from my day of birth that it would have to be a top sports career, but which sport? That wasn’t immediately clear.

The first option that presented itself was swimming. I can still see my mother’s bewildered face when I started fanatically swimming laps in my baby bathtub one day. The maternity nurse, who had been called by my mother in great haste, applauded and gave me a kiss – my first trophy.

One year later, it looked like it was going to be some physical strength sport instead, when I took my father’s pipe from his mouth and smashed the table-top in two with it. While I received a drubbing, I already realized this wasn’t for me. Too soft. I just couldn’t bring myself to hit back.

Running came into the picture when, at two years old, I saw a hundred-metre sprint on TV where the participants had great trouble finishing in under ten seconds. It was clear that, in those days, I could easily run double the distance in that time. I demonstrated this a few years later when I was pursued by a schoolteacher who’d got annoyed by some critical comments I had given to his claim that one plus one was two.

Well, in the end, it turned out to be chess. When I was three, an instructor explained the rules of the game to me, after which I beat him five times in a row. That same evening, I gave a simul to Venlo’s twenty strongest players and didn’t encounter any meaningful resistance. A star was born.

What happened next is well known, and I will be brief. One year later, I crushed the then World Champion Quacklov and the face of the chess world changed forever. In this book, I want to...

The somewhat dejected man sitting opposite me stopped reading and pushed the pile of papers before him in my direction. ‘Do you have any idea how many books of this type I’ve published already?’ he sighed. ‘And I’ve never seen a game collection that didn’t start like this. Always this self-congratulation! Why don’t you focus on what really happened? There must have been more to this chess game than just a few exclamation marks. Where are the blood, the sweat, the tears? Give me a break, Paul, and start again!’






Again

So, how to start a book like this? Drawing up a scheme and systematically charting all the material looks like a laudable approach. Alas, this was already a problem for me in the days when I still analysed openings.

Just kicking in some door somewhere works better. Let the book grow by itself. Don’t stand in its way too much. That’s how I did it with my opening study, and that’s how I should do it again, I guess. Let’s start with a small piece of prehistory.






PART I

The sun rises






The first steps

You who come after me, read my quatrains,
 You will tremble when you understand
 With what torment of heartfelt pains
 I went singing through the land.

Jacob Israël de Haan

My chess career had to be started twice before it really got going. It started when I was ten years old. My friend Peter taught me the rules – well... of course, we weren’t familiar with subtleties like the en passant capture and we were also very flexible when it came to castling or pawn promotion. But the game captivated me, and there were two adventures in those early days that I will never forget.

The first was a game against the same Peter. Apparently, I was already past the initial phase when you’re just trying to come up with legal moves since on this occasion I was trying to conceive a plan. Well... a plan? I was trying to make a move with an intention behind it. I had placed my queen in such a way that I was attacking a bishop, and now I was sitting there hoping he wouldn’t notice and would allow me to take his bishop on the next move. I remember very vividly that I was struck by a thunderbolt of shock when I realized he had a quite good defence against this threat: the attacked bishop could take my queen!

So that was the first time I played a move with an intention behind it. By the way, he didn’t see it, and I took his bishop. I don’t remember how the game ended.

The second occurrence still engraved on my memory also marked the end of my first life as a chess player. It was the only game I ever played with my father.

My father could not play chess, but he was kind enough to let me explain the rules to him and to play a game with me when I wanted to play but didn’t have an opponent on a certain evening.

For the sake of convenience, I hadn’t explained the concept of mate to him – I’d simply told him you could win by taking the opponent’s king. More knowledge would only be excess baggage for him, as I didn’t intend to let him beat me.

While we were playing, I had to repeat my lessons over and over again, but there was one thing I didn’t have to tell him twice: when I didn’t pay attention for a moment, he took my king without a second thought. I was overcome by a huge feeling of disappointment for the first time in my chess-playing life. Had I gone through all that trouble for this?

However, I managed to control my emotions and suppress the impulse to explain that you actually don’t take your opponent’s king and that things were a little more complicated than that. I was a good sport and accepted my defeat.

To my father, it was just a boring little game, I think. On the following day, he had already forgotten all about it. I didn’t fancy the game so much anymore either. I turned to Stratego again, with my little sisters.

Three years later, in the first class of secondary school, I learned the rules anew during a course, this time including the en passant capture and with correct rules for pawn promotion and castling. And now the circumstances were much more favourable: there was a large group of enthusiastic classmates, there was a school chess club, and I found out that there were pocket chess sets you could play on anytime, anywhere. I could play chess as much as I wanted! Also, I discovered that you could write down your games on a scoresheet and that there was an enormous body of literature on the game.

A world of delight opened up for me, and before I knew it, I was in love, engaged, lost.
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Writing, not yet playing chess (1963).








1969-1971

The time of the great discoveries

There is no greater surprise for an old man than to see how he once was, how greedily he devoured everything. Actually, one should write one’s memoirs at 20 years of age, but one would then be laughed at, of course.

Godfried Bomans: Fragments from the memoirs of Minister Pieter Bas

From a rarely opened drawer, a half-decayed storage folder emerges, containing a few simple notebooks. These are the oldest documents I have of my life as a chess player. In these notebooks, I wrote down the games I played with my school friends in 1969 and 1970. I also added comments, using a quite pompous vocabulary I had acquired from Thieme’s Schaakboek [Translator’s note: originally Knaurs Schachbuch, a popular chess games collection at the time], which, with hindsight, proved miraculously suitable for these heroic battles.

Because they were heroic! Everything was brand-new for us, everything still had to be discovered and invented: the art, for example, of winning with an extra queen or rook, opening theory, endgame theory and material balances. Every game was a giant adventure in this early starting phase, from the first move to the last.

I play through the moves, first with some surprise and slight disappointment. Did we really blunder so many pieces in those tremendously high-level games – at least that’s what they were in my perception back then? But then my memories revive – moves, game fragments and emotions. And I feel the pain again of that time when I allowed a back-rank mate in a winning position against Peter Teeuwen.

[image: IMg]

This was so bad that I falsified this story later in my notebook and concluded my account of this game with ’26...h5, and White resigned,’ followed by the cheeky comment, ‘He must certainly lose 1 pawn now. Also, the threat of ♘g4-f2+ was becoming too dangerous.’ In reality, I played something quite different (probably ♖xa2 or ♖xb5) and was relentlessly mated on c8. And this is what I still know after more than fifty years, even though I never made a note of it anywhere! By the way, it may have been that ...h7-h5 and ...♖xa2 were both played and the game ended 1-1. In games with my friends, we often allowed a move to be taken back. The opponent would get one point and our games could easily end in 3-2 or something like that. Obviously, this scoring system is much more satisfying for the loser than the cruel ‘0-1’ result, but it does have the drawback that it doesn’t stimulate this excruciating hatred of losing that is absolutely necessary to make progress in chess.

My game notes from this period were very interesting, especially when I dropped Thieme’s language and started singing my own tune. I quite like the simple but harrowing ‘pity’ in a position in which I blundered a piece, and also the audacious diagnosis that ‘here Black didn’t pay very much attention for a moment’ when it was my opponent who blundered. I could have used both these lines more often in my later game annotations if only I hadn’t forgotten them. I could have saved myself a lot of explanations and variations.

A second fragment I would like to show here – you may also move on to the next page, if you prefer – stems from a game against another important figure from that time: my grandfather. On Sundays, our whole family would visit my granddad and grandma, and when granddad discovered I was able to play chess all of a sudden, he enjoyed playing a game with me now and then, even though he was already past eighty and had trouble keeping his concentration sometimes.

[image: IMg]

This is one of my most precious memories due to the almost ecstatic delight I felt when the move 30.♖h5 (‘!!’ was my assessment at the time) occurred to me, with the point 30...gxh5 31.g4 (‘!! and Black gets mated’), and I actually played it. My granddad replied 30...g5 31.♕f5 ♖h8, after which the struggle remained dazzlingly exciting. Eventually, I drew the long end of the stick (but I will spare you the rest).

Of course, now that I take a more relaxed look at it after all those years, some critical questions come up (for example, why not 30...gxh5 31.g4 ♗c5!), but this doesn’t diminish the emotional significance of this game for me in any way.

However, this thirteen-year-old boy was undeniably making quick progress, as is pretty normal at that age. I was a diligent student and with the help of, first, the Prisma series by Hans Bouwmeester and, later, many different books by Euwe, I developed some embryonic knowledge and understanding. In Bouwmeester’s books, I discovered that game comments didn’t need to consist solely of empty slogans and that systematic, rational analysis was possible: identifying mistakes, searching for improvements, trying to assess positions and opening variations objectively. Apparently, this was something that appealed to me since I soon started trying it myself – with my own games and games by clubmates, but also with games by real masters and grandmasters, even though those titles didn’t mean that much to me then (which was very wise).

An eminently suitable territory where this budding analytical prowess could be developed further soon presented itself in the form of the ‘adjourned game’. One of my first experiences with this phenomenon, which has disappeared today, dates from the autumn of 1970.

On 19 October 1970, the game Van der Sterren-Rongen, from the fourth round in Group 2 of the winter competition at the Venlo Chess Club, was adjourned in the following position and never resumed.

[image: IMg]

After a week, my opponent resigned the game, withdrew from the competition, and left the club. Apparently he had realized the hopelessness, not only of this position but also of his entire being as a chess player. A deep insight – too deep, perhaps. But if you lose against such a little lad...

I was happy. My sealed move was, of course, 41.♖a1, and having seen 41...♖a6 42.♗e3, followed by 43.♗b6 and 44.♖b1, and also the manoeuvre ♔f3-g4-f5, I was very optimistic. But of course, it’s always a relief when such a finishing job is taken off your hands.

I have always derived much pleasure from adjourned games ever since. I liked to analyse, and I could easily go on for hours and hours until I had fathomed a position entirely. Therefore, I regretted it very much when in the 1980s and 1990s, adjournments gradually disappeared and games had to be blitzed out to the end.

Incidentally, this development completed a circle in a curious way. In my earliest tournaments, especially in youth events, blitzing out games or playing at a rapid tempo (30 minutes per player for the entire game, for example) had been quite common.

However, with hindsight, the most important factor in the development of this tender talent seems to have been the marvellously stimulating effect of the constant new challenges of practical play. Of course, this is a process that continues your entire life, but in this early period things still go so fast, and the jumps you make are so big. You can rise to a higher level time and time again. Unexpected powers inside you are activated, and a world opens up for you – also in a physical sense. Before long, I started travelling to all kinds of exotic faraway places to play in tournaments. Roermond, for instance, and even Maastricht.

First, there was the weekly evening of the school chess club, with an actual competition, now and then a lecture by an older pupil, and even a simultaneous display by the Limburg champion (Huub Borghouts, whom I often crossed swords with later on).

Roughly, my membership of the Venlo Chess Club and playing in actual youth tournaments were next. And this was when the process gained momentum. Especially the junior championship of Venlo in January 1970 and the junior championship of Limburg in December of that year were impressive events with particular significance for me.

I have no game scores from the first event, but the emotional memory I still cherish from the titanic struggles I fought with giants like Hub Straatman, Martin Schrijver, Theo Reijnen and Ton Lecluse is ineradicable. I could show you something from the second tournament, but precisely for that reason, I prefer not to. This Limburg junior championship, in which I won a preliminary group with 2½ out of 3 and drew all my games in the final, ending third, may have been the most wonderful tournament I ever played in my ‘emotional memory’, but a cool examination of the games would be too sobering and out of place here.

Then, in the spring of 1971, the first large senior tournaments emerged (that’s what they were called back then – nowadays when you hear the term ‘senior’ you’re inclined to think of 60+ players). The challenge was enormous, and the stimulating effect was even more enormous. The Championship of North-Limburg, divided into preliminaries and a final group, was a great success. And then I entered the highest arena I could imagine at that point: the Championship of Limburg.

And then I won that too...

Besides great joy and deep satisfaction, this victory also gave me a slightly confusing feeling of disorientation for the first time in my life: ‘Is this all there is?’ You have climbed a mountain and then you conclude, slightly vexed, that you can’t climb any higher. And then what?

But first, let’s have a look at how my play developed content-wise.

Clearly, it developed in stages and with growing pains. At first, my priority was to avoid all too stupid and too frequent blunders. This already helped me to win a lot of games in this early phase.

Next, I started to develop some inkling of positional understanding, and my play became calm, rather materialistic, a bit static, and with a strong tendency to exchange pieces (perhaps in the hope that my opponents would forget to take them back, which indeed happened sometimes).

This pleasant but rather limited view of the game was, initially, a great achievement for me, but it started to cramp me a little after a while. This was a healthy and natural process. The tactical element wanted to gain access to my play, so I had to create some space in my mind to bring myself to sacrifice something once in a while.

I was now beginning to discover that all kinds of combinations I knew from my manuals were not phenomena from another planet but might actually occur in my own games too. Of course, this was extremely inspiring. Whenever I got the chance to apply such a motif in practice, it was an experience of pure pleasure.

For example, this game I played in early 1971, somewhere in the dark vaults of the lower federations in Limburg, against Piet Kuntzelaers, is etched in my memory.
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Here I played 24.♗xa6 with the point 24...♗xa6 25.e7 ♖xe7 26.♘xe7+ ♕xe7 27.♖xd6.

Nothing special, of course, but a true peak experience at the time.

During this period, I started looking for combinations in all types of positions. My style became more aggressive and more dangerous, but also more reckless. Apparently, my confidence in my ability to save myself even in the most perilous situations was growing too great. How could it be different if sometimes you find there is an angel sitting on your shoulder – like in the following situation?


Game 1

Paul van der Sterren

Huijing

School tournament, Roermond 1970
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20...♘xb2!

Oh.

21.♕xb2 c3

Somebody is getting completely outplayed here.

22.♕c1 c2+ 23.♔a1 cxd1♕ 24.♕xd1 ♖c2 25.♖h2 ♗a4

Let’s not talk about 20...♖xh2! 21.♘xh2 ♕xh4.

26.♗b5+! ♗xb5 27.♖xc2 ♘xc2+ 28.♕xc2 0-0 29.♘g5

Suddenly there is something White can do in return.

29...g6 30.♘h5 ♖b8 31.♘f6+ ♔g7 32.♘h5+ ♔g8 33.♘f6+ ♔g7 34.♘h5+ ♔h8 35.f5!

Nice, although it would still have been all over for White after the simple 35...♕b4!.

35...♗c4? 36.fxe6 fxe6 37.♘f6 ♕b4 38.♕c1

Now White has this move, defending and attacking at the same time.

38...♔g7?

My opponent loses track. ‘The result of my brilliant defence,’ I probably thought proudly at the time – and probably it was even true.

39.♘xe6+ ♔h8 40.♘g5 ♗xa2?? 41.♘f7+ ♔g7 42.♕h6+ ♔xf7 43.♕xh7+ ♔e6 44.♕d7

Mate!

After such an experience, who wouldn’t believe he was invulnerable?

To my good fortune, however, this illusion was soon shattered. One month later, in a game against the then junior champion of Limburg, Elbert Fliek, I got brutally busted.

Game 2Scandianavian Defence

Paul van der Sterren

Elbert Fliek

School competition, Maastricht 1971

1.e4 d5 2.exd5 ♘f6 3.d4 ♘xd5 4.c4 ♘b6 5.♘f3 g6 6.♗e2 ♗g7 7.♗e3 0-0 8.♘c3 ♘c6 9.0-0 ♗g4

In this variation, which was completely new for me at the time, Black allows his opponent to build a broad pawn centre so as to put it under heavy pressure immediately. I didn’t like it at all. I felt forced into the defensive and got the idea that I couldn’t ‘get into my play’. Many years later, Jeroen Piket, who was a brilliant tactician, apparently considered that this was the way to deal with me as Black. He often used this set-up against me, and with success. You have to know how to play such positions, of course.

10.d5 ♗xf3 11.gxf3 ♘e5 12.c5 ♘bc4 13.♗d4?

It’s not my intention to analyse this game seriously, but it is clear that I abandoned all cautiousness from here on. I got completely outplayed both tactically and positionally.

13...♘xb2 14.♕b3 ♘bd3 15.♗xd3 ♘xf3+ 16.♔g2 ♘xd4 17.♕xb7 ♖b8 18.♕a6 e6
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No counterattack in sight for White.

19.♖ac1 ♕h4 20.♘e4 exd5 21.♘g3 f5 22.♖g1 f4 23.♘f1 ♖b2 0-1

It wasn’t even my opponent’s play that impressed me most in this game, but mainly the fact that I hadn’t been able to pose any danger to his king and couldn’t find any tactic to counter his. This was enormously frustrating, but it did set me thinking: ‘I want this too’, ‘I want to be able to play like this too’.

And this was also what started to happen – slowly. As the year 1971 progressed, my play undeniably became more mature and stronger, and the recklessness signalled above now got limited to natural youthful optimism.

With surprise, but also with swift acceptance, I was becoming aware of my own strength. My self-confidence grew and, as a parallel, my will to win grew as well. I was gradually becoming a dangerous little fighting machine. To many of my opponents – innocent and respectable family men who just wanted to play a nice game – it was probably a mixed blessing to sit down and face this boy. I rather feel for them, in hindsight...

I was quickly climbing the ladders of the hierarchy and – truth be told – I was starting to regard this as the most normal thing in the world. Today, I also wouldn’t enjoy playing against that confident fresh 15-year-old whippersnapper, motivated down to the ground, who won the following decisive game in the preliminaries of the North Limburg Championship in April 1971.

Game 3King’s Indian Defence

Charles Hinssen

Paul van der Sterren

Venlo 1971

1.d4 ♘f6 2.c4 g6 3.♘c3 ♗g7 4.e4 d6 5.f3 0-0 6.♗e3 e5 7.d5 c6 8.♘ge2 cxd5 9.cxd5 a6 10.a4 b6 11.♘g3 ♘bd7 12.♗e2 ♘e8 13.0-0 h5

At the time, I was very content with this move. Indeed, the thematic 13...f5 is not exactly a success for Black after 14.exf5 gxf5 15.f4.


14.f4 h4 15.♘h1 exf4 16.♗xf4 ♕e7 17.♘f2 ♘c5 18.♕c2 ♗d7 19.b4
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19... ♗xc3

‘Not fearing ghosts’ is a cute cliché from the books. ‘With the naivety of youth’, one could also say. I do remember having calculated it all pretty sharply.

20.♕xc3 ♘xe4 21.♘xe4 ♕xe4 22.♗h6 ♖c8! 23.♗f3 ♖xc3 24.♗xe4 ♘g7 25.♖f6 ♖e8 26.♖af1 ♗f5! 27.♗xg7 ♔xg7

Thank you. After 28.♗xf5 ♔xf6 29.♗d7+ ♔e7, Black wins easily. Instead, my opponent played 28.♖xd6 ♗xe4 29.♖e1, but without success.

Cooperation or at least contact with other players greatly influences one’s development in chess. For me, initially, it was my granddad and my circle of school friends; later, it was several of my clubmates at the Venlo Chess Club.

The most important one of them was Wil Willers. Wil (or Mr. Willers, as I called him) was at the time not only one of the strongest players in Venlo but also, importantly, someone who had great interest in chess literature, serious study, and what you might call the ‘larger chess world’. My collaboration with him was of great value to me. We played countless training games and especially studied the openings in them thoroughly. Also, I got privy to the many splendid books in his extensive library and to serious chess magazines like De Losbladige and Schaakbulletin.

Partly because of this, a fresh wind started blowing through my opening repertoire. Roughly one year earlier, I had by and large adopted the repertoire from the book Repertoire van schaakopeningen (Repertoire of chess openings) by J.G.T. Donk: 1.e4 with White, and the Ruy Lopez and the King’s Indian with Black. This had improved my play considerably. Healthy openings, ready knowledge of all kinds of variations, and especially also the pleasure of discovering that suddenly my openings were clearly stronger than those of most of my opponents.

But here, too, stagnation means decline. It was time to open a new window again. Without throwing 1.e4 overboard, I started to play 1.♘f3, and with Black, the Pirc turned out to be just the ticket for me. I learned these openings from the Batsford books by Keene and Botterill, which I could now read thanks to my English lessons at school. Also, the East-German opening books of Sportverlag Berlin, written by some of the most famous Soviet grandmasters, were starting to influence my knowledge and understanding. These were very thick books, but they were much more interesting than my school books (which were getting increasingly thicker and tougher as well).

At the risk of getting a little melodramatic, I conclude this chapter with a game that was enormously important to me. One round before the end of the Limburg Championship, I was heading the tournament table together with my opponent. So the sporting weight of this game was colossal, and... I felt it. I was living up to this apotheosis for an entire week and under great tension. But there’s a lot you can cope with at that age, and it didn’t do me any harm (probably).

Game 4French Defence

Paul van der Sterren

Hans ten Berge

Limburg Championship 1971

1.e4 e6

I can still recall clearly how I’d been preparing for the Dragon for a full week. Still, I was happy with his move 1...e6. I didn’t have a good grip on the Sicilian in those days (never had, as a matter of fact) but I felt well at home in the French – especially in the Winawer.

2.d4 d5 3.♘c3 ♗b4 4.e5 c5 5.a3 cxd4 6.axb4 dxc3 7.♘f3 ♕c7 8.♕d4 ♘e7 9.♗d3 ♘d7 10.0-0 ♘b6 11.♕g4 cxb2 12.♗xb2 g6 13.♕f4 f5 14.♗d4

White has beautiful compensation for the sacrificed pawn and, more importantly, all my killer instincts were now awakened.

14...♗d7 15.♗c5 ♘bc8 16.c4 b6 17.♗d6 ♕b7 18.♕h6
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Black is in an awful fix – he has nowhere left to go.

18...♘xd6 19.exd6 ♘c6 20.♕g7 0-0-0 21.cxd5 ♘xb4 22.♕c3+ ♔b8 23.♕xb4 ♕xd5 24.♕a3 a5 25.♖fb1 ♔a7 26.♕b2 ♖b8 27.♗f1 ♕xd6 28.♕e2 ♗c8 29.♕b5 ♗b7 30.♘e5 ♖hc8 31.♘d7
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And Black resigned. I was proud as a peacock of this game for a long time.
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The decisive game against Hans ten Berge during the Limburg Championship, 1971. The spectator on the left is Wil Willers (see previous page).








1971-1973

Limburg Champion

Young man, I tell you: grow up!

Master Eckhart

Such a climax is inevitably followed by an emotional relapse. You have enjoyed the rush of the challenge, the competition, the flush of success, and now you have to return to normal life (‘Back to the coalmines,’ as my Bundesliga colleague Will Watson would say years later when, after an exciting chess weekend in Germany, he had to return to his office job in London). Just like a soldier returning from the war, you are no longer well suited for that life. But life doesn’t care – it just goes on. For me it meant back to school but also back to club competitions and training games. It tasted like slop, and I got the feeling that my life was losing something of its shine. A certain dissatisfaction rose within me, caused by the subconscious yearning for a renewal of the kick, a repetition of the peak experience. This yearning became a powerful motive in my life – invisible and in the background.

In short – it can’t be denied – I was hooked. Like many other ‘legitimate’ and socially acceptable activities, chess also has an undeniably addictive effect. You live on peak experiences and occupy yourself with things that you hope will bring the next high closer during the periods in between. For me that was studying, analysing, preparing openings and, above all, playing a lot of games.

Another aspect of success is the fame that inevitably comes your way. Your name appears in the newspapers, people look at you in a different way, and the school headmaster asks how you are doing. You become somebody.

Of course, this is a very pleasant thing, certainly for a boy in his puberty, but it has its drawbacks too. The greatest downside is that you start believing in it yourself. ‘Hello, the Limburg Champion speaking’ was a little joke I wrote in my school agenda at that time. I developed a certain image of myself and, subconsciously, I started feeling obliged to live up to this image. I got the feeling of being chased. By whom? By myself, or rather by the image I’d formed of myself.

I felt the need to carefully protect and constantly confirm my status as the Limburg Champion. This became my second hidden motive. On the one hand, it gave me tremendous motivation – to keep the entire province firmly under my thumb. On the other hand, I created an invisible ceiling for myself without realizing it.

All this may make a somewhat negative impression on the unsuspecting reader. But this is not my intention. The element of pleasure was still abundantly present. I am only trying to sketch the whole assortment of psychological processes that were taking place in my head. These processes always have two sides since the human brain works just as digitally as a computer. And it is not my aim to hide the shady sides from you. Where there is a 1, there is a 0.

Until now, a new challenge had always presented itself immediately after each jump forward. However, once you are standing on top of a mountain, the next step is not so evident. Of course, you can move on to that higher mountain you see in the distance, but the temptation is great to stay where you are and bask in the warm sunlight.

With hindsight, one might get the idea that perhaps my development was slowed down by the fact that I stuck around in Limburg – physically but above all mentally. Should I have been more active in my search for new challenges? Would things have gone differently if I had been born in Amsterdam or Moscow? In short, I was lapsing into the same lament I later heard from so many others: ‘If only I’d made a proper effort...’ or, even better, ‘If only I’d had the opportunities that young players have today... oh, how strong I would have been.’

I just want to make clear that this situation had its own dynamics which inevitably – partly – determined my further development, and also that such dynamics always have two sides. You obtain the power of a champion but also his fear – the fear of putting up a bad show. You could call it the ‘village champion’s syndrome’. When you face players who are overawed by your title, you feel strong, but when you face players who are unimpressed, you become unsure. You feel naked. In the worst-case scenario, this deteriorates into avoidance behaviour. You stay safely in your little village, winning the local championship time and time again and avoiding any attempt to push through to a higher level since that would require entering an area where your status doesn’t have any value.

Fortunately, I managed to avoid getting completely stuck in this way. Admittedly, I ruled the Limburg Championships with terror in 1972-1974, only ceding two half points in a total of three tournaments. And I did definitely feel that uncertainty when I was ‘outside the village’ – for example, in the national and international youth tournaments I played in after 1972, where I wasn’t very successful initially. But my drive to make progress was simply too strong. It went all by itself. The growing power of a young and healthy organism conquers everything. The braking effect was certainly there, to a certain extent, but I moved on to the next mountain pretty quickly – without noticing it, in fact.

And so, one thing was clear: there was no way back now, if there had ever been one. This boy was going to become a chess player.

The first really new incentives came in early 1972. I became a member of the Eindhoven Chess Club and went on to alternate between playing in the club competitions of Venlo and Eindhoven on Monday evenings for six months. Here, I met players from the national top league, which immediately gave me that exciting feeling of being lifted to a new level again. These were hardened opponents. They weren’t scared easily and were hard to bamboozle. Consequently, I didn’t gain any fame and didn’t make the newspaper headings that were always there for me in Venlo. But in the meantime, I was learning a lot.

Not long after that, I got ‘adopted’ by a German club, Turm Viersen, right across the border. I played there for three seasons in the team competition on a regional level. This, too, was an important stimulus for me. The ‘career opportunities’ were not great, but the opposition was strong, the new environment was inspiring and, moreover, my budding chess player’s ego was hugely bolstered by the special position I was occupying as a foreign player and the considerable respect I received from my teammates. I was even getting paid! I didn’t ask for it, but the team captain – incidentally, a highly amicable and modest man – simply insisted. Economically, therefore, my career as a chess player started in Viersen.

It was hardly noticeable, but chess-technically, our Limburg Champion was already making significant progress as well. My openings were becoming better and better, my repertoire was growing (1.d4 and 1.c4 were added, and also different variations of the Sicilian and the Benko Gambit). Furthermore, the strategic lines starting in the opening found better extension into my middlegames. Things were coming together positionally.

Apart from that, my unrelenting study of endgame literature (I really loved that) was now really starting to bear fruit. I now had a significant edge over many of my opponents in endgame situations. And my mental skills were developing as well – with trial and error, that is.

Maastricht, late December 1971. The Limburg Junior Championship.

Day one. I am the favourite, but the preliminaries take a whimsical course. I make many mistakes, escaping from a lost position in one game and losing another.

Day two – the final. In the morning, I walk from the station to the playing hall, alone. The road leads me along the Maas River and through a park. It’s quiet on the streets. When I sit at the board for the first game of the final, I am calm and concentrated. The game ends in a draw, but my calmness remains and my concentration grows into determination. I win the last two games, not in brilliant style, but with quite reasonable play. It’s in the bag, and, perhaps even more important, I have discovered that it can be very good for me to isolate myself and relax for a bit before an important game. Not that I was always wise enough to do this, but still, I’ve made quite a lot of strolls through parks and sat on a lot of benches in my life. This is often called ‘coming to yourself’, but I didn’t know that until much later.

My confidence also kept growing and growing. It didn’t seem to suffer at all, for example, from the fact that I had to swallow many more defeats in the spring of 1972 than one year earlier. With hindsight, I am rather amazed by the composure and the assurance with which I showed the beautiful sides of the Benko Gambit in the game given below.

Of course, to a large extent, it is the fearlessness of youth – you’re simply not yet familiar with the phenomenon of fear – but it must have been based on an enormous amount of confidence as well. This opponent had been a tremendous challenge for me one year earlier, but I don’t remember being particularly excited during this game. It just played itself.

Game 5Benko Gambit

Charles Hinssen

Paul van der Sterren

Venlo 1972

1.d4 ♘f6 2.c4 c5 3.d5 b5

The Benko or – as it was known back then – Volga Gambit was my great love at this time. Black’s play is quite easy and (therefore) suited me well.

4.cxb5 a6 5.e3 g6 6.♘c3 ♗g7 7.♘f3 0-0 8.♗e2 axb5 9.♗xb5 ♗a6 10.♗xa6 ♖xa6 11.0-0 d6 12.e4 ♘bd7 13.♕c2 ♕a8 14.♖e1 c4

This move could be slightly criticized, and in the next phase my play was perhaps a bit one-dimensional, but I kept the momentum going and the strategic line of my play was not bad either.

15.♗e3 ♘g4 16.♗d4 ♘ge5 17.♘xe5 ♘xe5 18.♗xe5 ♗xe5 19.a4 ♖b8 20.♖a3 ♖b4 21.♖ea1 ♕b7 22.♖1a2 e6 23.♘b5 exd5 24.exd5 ♖a8 25.♕d2 ♖b3 26.♖xb3 cxb3 27.♖a3 ♕c8
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I had executed all the strategic ideas with much pleasure and now I entered the tactical phase with even more pleasure. Things were different 25 years later! But let’s not talk about that now.

28.♖xb3 ♖xa4 29.g3 ♖a1+ 30.♔g2 ♕c4 31.♕d3 ♕c1 32.f4 ♕h1+ 33.♔h3 ♖f1 34.fxe5 ♖f2 35.♘xd6 ♕xh2+ 36.♔g4 ♕h5

Mate.

Another new incentive came in the shape of various national and international youth tournaments. It started with the Dutch Junior Championship in 1972, where I didn’t perform exceptionally well, but I was ‘settling in’ with the circle of my contemporaries. I held my own reasonably well against them; of course, I had my shortcomings here and there, but the most important thing was getting to know each other. A kind of intangible hierarchy arises among the participants in such a tournament and this generates a stimulating effect. It’s as if someone shows you a map after you’ve lost your way. It gives you new points of orientation – suddenly you know where to go again.

And then, of course, there was the ambience of this tournament! I had always played in circumstances modelled on school life or cafés. Now, suddenly, I was sitting in a genuine tournament hall, with an arbiter who was polite to me, free drinks, and spectators who had to stand behind a rope. Also, I stayed in a hotel for the first time in my life. And, most important of all: everyone was enthusiastically joining me in the idea that I was doing something enormously important. There was an official opening ceremony with dignitaries and speeches, a real bulletin was made after each round and reports appeared afterwards in the national chess magazines Schakend Nederland and Schaakbulletin.

In short, I got the feeling I was entering the real chess world. I got drawn in even deeper.

Then came the first international tournaments. Again, my world expanded, and again I went through a re-orientation process. I noticed I could handle quite a lot of my international contemporaries, but now and then I got mercilessly swept off the board as well. In the summer of 1972, for example, I was introduced to Larry Christiansen and Jon Speelman the hard way – two players that also gave me a lot of headaches in later years.

Interestingly, I performed better in team matches than in individual tournaments during this period. It was quite tough being on my own in faraway places like Schilde in Belgium and Viana do Castelo in Portugal. What was troubling me? At the time I would have replied, ‘No idea, nothing.’ Today, I think that, first, it was the pressure I imposed on myself to perform well at such a young age, and second – despite the natural camaraderie among the participants – the loneliness.
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At the youth tournament in Schilde 1972.



Already then, I was starting to sense the first problem to a certain extent, but I didn’t recognize it as problematic yet. On the contrary – I was proud to be so ambitious.

The second problem might even have been a little more deeply-rooted, and as such, I wasn’t aware of it at all. But the stress resulting from it was definitely there, and it influenced my play and my perception of these tournaments in a negative way.

If you feel lonely, you feel bad, and if you feel bad, you also play bad chess. As a chess player, you can close your eyes to feelings (chess can even be a means to close yourself off from negative emotions) but not to bad results. However, since I didn’t have a clue as to what the problem was, I couldn’t do anything about it at this point. You are still building up your life, your identity, your self, when you are young. For most people, the chance at self-reflection and perhaps relinquishing part of their identity doesn’t occur until much later. For me, it wasn’t any different.

And so it probably wasn’t a coincidence that a phenomenon manifested itself in my games that I was to suffer from for the rest of my chess life, and which plagues almost every chess player to a lesser or greater extent: blunders.

Blunders are strange tactical or positional mistakes that do not originate from a lack of understanding but are apparently the result of a moment of panic, disorientation, madness – in short, of an explosion of stress.

Strangely enough, this is in fact a good sign. You only make blunders when you have achieved a certain level – not of chess-technical insight, but of your will to win and all that is needed for that: concentration, effort, and perseverance. This means that you are capable of putting maximal pressure on yourself – so maximal that your system overheats. Ultimately, the fact that you can put yourself under so much pressure will have a positive effect on your results. You shouldn’t allow this to happen too often, though. Your organism may need to commit serious blunders from time to time, but it’s terribly frustrating when you don’t understand the mechanism. For this reason, blunders are not exactly highly valued. I could write a separate book on this subject, but I won’t. Let’s keep the spirits high. But I will have to return to it a few times, I’m afraid. For the present, I will confine myself to two ‘nice’ examples from this early period.

The first of the two blunders is of a positional nature. It is from a game in the Glorney Cup, an international tournament for youth teams, in the summer of 1972.


Game 6

Stephen Meyler

Paul van der Sterren

London 1972
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Another Benko Gambit, and it had been an easy ride so far, but at this moment there was some short-circuit in my head, probably as a result of upcoming time pressure (another interesting phenomenon to which I will return at length in later chapters).

Instead of playing one out of an abundance of healthy moves here, like 19...♖fb8 or 19...♕c7, I played 19...♕b7??, giving my opponent the opportunity to transform the position completely, and very much in his favour, with 20.♗xc5 dxc5 21.e5. Now it was anybody’s game again (to put it mildly). The game was eventually drawn after a tough struggle.

The second example, from the game Van der Sterren-Huijzers in the Limburg Championship, also in the summer of 1972, is a blunder of a tactical nature, and even more ludicrous.

Game 7

Paul van der Sterren

Huijzers

Maastricht 1972
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Instead of simply consolidating my extra pawn with 22.♗b5, I got the dreadful idea to play more elegantly with 22.♖xe8+ ♖xe8 23.♗xb7, based on the ‘point’ 23...♖b8 24.♕a5. There are not enough question marks in the world to describe this – it’s truly one of the most insane blunders I ever committed.

I still won this game, by the way. Although my opponent did not miss the win of a piece with 24...♕d4+ (the direct 24...♕xb2 was, of course, possible as well) 25.♔h1 ♕xb2, he got so confused after 26.♕xc7 ♖xb7 27.♕c8+ ♔g7 28.g4 that with 28...♘e3?? he gave me the chance to win back the piece with 29.♖c7+ ♖xc7 30.♕xc7+ ♔h6 31.g5+! after which, in turn, he collapsed and gave it all away.

Funnily enough, even now I can still feel the difference in emotion with which I view my own blunder and that of my opponent in this game. I see mine, as I already indicated, as an ‘insane blunder’, something that should never have happened. About my opponent’s blunder, it’s more like ‘nice job, good for me that I managed to force this’. I have no doubt that it wasn’t any different at the time. Any chess player will recognize this discrepancy in his assessments. If you make a blunder, it’s horrible; if it happens to your opponent, it’s the most normal thing in the world. Apparently, that is the only way you can preserve your self-respect and your image towards the outside world.

This fragment also showcases another trait that was starting to characterize my style: the tendency to combine positional play with tactical motifs. In itself, this isn’t a bad trait – on the contrary (I was extremely proud of it at the time), and apart from fiascos of the calibre we just saw it has led to many beautiful things. We may come across a few more examples of it later.

Also, my play was starting to gain some solidity, some routine. Three years of intensive competitive chess had turned me into a quite experienced practical player. Almost all of my games from around the summer of 1972 make a rather sympathetic impression on me when I play through them again.

Moreover, I have very good memories of some of these games, like this one:

Game 8English Opening

Paul van der Sterren

Fernando de la Fuente Arias

Viana do Castelo 1972/73

It would be a bit exaggerated to give real game annotations here, but the general strategic direction is quite nice, and as soon as there are hard punches to be thrown, I’m not wasting any time.

1.c4 c5 2.♘c3 ♘c6 3.g3 g6 4.♗g2 ♗g7 5.a3 ♘f6 6.♖b1 a5 7.e4 d6 8.f4 0-0 9.♘f3 ♗g4 10.h3 ♗xf3 11.♗xf3 ♘d4 12.0-0 ♖b8 13.a4 ♘d7 14.♗g2 e6 15.d3 ♘b6 16.♗e3 ♕d7 17.b3 ♖be8 18.♕d2 ♘c8 19.♘b5 b6 20.♕f2 ♘xb5 21.axb5 ♘e7 22.d4 ♕c7 23.g4 f5 24.gxf5 gxf5 25.e5 cxd4 26.♗xd4 ♘c8 27.♖fe1 ♖d8 28.♖bc1 dxe5 29.♗xe5 ♗xe5 30.♖xe5 ♖d6
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31.c5 bxc5 32.♖exc5 ♕b8 33.♖c7 ♖d1+ 34.♔h2 ♖d3 35.♕b2 ♘e7 36.♕e5 ♔f7 37.♖1c6

And Black forfeited on time.

‘Uma boa partida,’ wrote the local newspaper – a compliment I was very proud of and also completely agreed with. From a chess-technical viewpoint, this game was a peak experience for me, so happy was I with my accomplished positional play and with the way I finished off.

Incidentally, I managed to fall asleep once during a game. On some days, the round started only at half past eight in the evening, and since we played according to the customary time control of 40 moves in 2½ hours, a game could go on until half past one in the morning. This may have been normal in Portugal but it was outrageously late for me at the time. I was still unable to cope with this in the first round, and when, around midnight, I saw that my flag was about to fall, I was so tired that I simply didn’t know whether I was about to lose on time or I would have another hour. Virtually numb, and quite unable to make it to the fortieth move within those few seconds, I decided to let my flag fall and see what would happen. Only when my opponent didn’t claim the win, I understood I had another hour, but you won’t be surprised that I lost the game anyway.

It was also becoming clear that if I wanted to make further progress, it had to happen in the youth tournaments. This was, as it were, the mountain with the clearest perspective to the top – much clearer than the ‘adult mountains’ hanging far away in the mist, hardly visible yet. And so, the club games, the Venlo and Limburg championships and all related events gradually disappeared into the background – even though I was still eager to win them! So when I got caught up in an administrative conflict for the first time in my life, and this seriously hindered what I regarded as my natural progress, it was a hard blow for me.

February 1973. Due to administrative clumsiness (I still can’t find a milder way to put it) I had been excluded from the Limburg Junior Championships. This was the necessary entrance gate to the Dutch Junior Championship for me. For a moment, everything seemed to turn out well when my friend Peter Teeuwen (yes, the man of the first diagram) offered his place to me. But apparently this was not meant to be a good tournament for me, because fate now really struck. In the first round of the preliminaries, a completely unknown boy from Roermond played the game of his life and kicked me off the board (only to vanish into anonymity afterwards). When I didn’t manage to beat Peter Scheeren next, I was out again, and definitively this time.

I was distraught by feelings of failure, disappointment running high, shame, and powerless anger, even though I was only sixteen years old. My self-confidence was shattered. Suddenly I started losing against people I thought I’d left behind long ago even in the safe environment of my own club. My world collapsed... briefly, just very briefly.

And so I got acquainted with a phenomenon I was to encounter much more often in my career: failure, the inevitable, inseparable dark side of success.

My relation to this phenomenon has always been curious. I could fall deep sometimes – too deep. Perhaps, without knowing it, I was fascinated by that intense feeling of desperation, nakedness, emptiness even, which can overpower one in such situations. Or was it instead the wonderful feeling of getting over it that attracted me subconsciously? As if you fall into a pit but immediately bounce back from the bottom? The rush of shooting up again, the rebirth of your self-confidence and your identity – was it a substitute for the rush of real success?

Who can tell? It’s a fact that chess has known more stable players than me. And yet, I don’t think I would have wanted to swap places with them.

But all good things come in threes. Not only did this incident mark my first conflict with ‘the administration’ and my first really deep, radical collapse. Also, for the first time, a true rival crossed my path here in the person of Peter Scheeren. He was a contemporary who was about as strong as I was and who kept getting in my way for a longer period of time – first in my Limburg kingdom, and later also in the ‘wide’ chess world.

All three of these phenomena may seem negative, but in reality they also had very positive sides. They were like an uninvited guide who accompanied me on my mountain walk for some time, giving me directions in a hard, sometimes painful and humiliating manner. Not pleasant, but extremely useful, even though you don’t appreciate it at that moment. We will encounter all three of these phenomena again in the further course of this story.

My upward movement, my rush of rebirth, came in the summer of 1973 with a whole series of good results, especially in youth tournaments. Several games from this ‘bounce-back phase’ have remained dear to me; for example, the following.

Game 9King’s Indian Defence

Rik Lith

Paul van der Sterren

Junior tournament, Doetinchem 1973

I was extremely proud of this game at the time since it features purely positional play without a single grain of tactics. This was quite unusual for me, and it felt more or less like passing an exam when you’re not at all sure you master the material. With hindsight, I can see that it didn’t amount to much, but the memory is still sweet.

1.c4 g6 2.♘c3 ♗g7 3.e4 d6 4.d4 ♘f6 5.♘f3 0-0 6.♗e2 ♗g4 7.♗e3 ♘fd7 8.♕d2 c5 9.d5 ♕a5 10.0-0 ♗xf3 11.gxf3 ♗xc3 12.bxc3 ♕a4
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13.♗h6 ♖e8 14.f4 ♘b6 15.♕d3 ♘8d7 16.f3 ♖ab8 17.♗g5 ♘f6 18.♗h4 ♘h5 19.♗g3 ♕d7 20.♔g2 e5
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The memory of this moment especially is very vibrant. The feeling of having everything under control and at the same time the tension, the excitement.

21.fxe5 dxe5 22.♕e3 ♕d6 23.a4 ♘f4+ 24.♔h1 a5 25.♖fb1 ♘c8 26.♗f1 b6 27.♖e1 f6 28.♕f2 ♕c7 29.♖ad1 ♕d7 30.♕a2 ♘d6 31.♖a1 ♕g7 32.♕d2 ♘h5 33.♗f2 ♔h8 34.♖a2 ♕f7 35.♗g3 ♖b7 36.♖b2 ♕d7 37.♕d1 ♖f8 38.♖g2 ♘xg3+ 39.hxg3 f5 40.♖h2 fxe4 41.fxe4 ♕f7
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42.♗g2 ♘xc4 43.♕e2 ♕f2 44.♕xf2 ♖xf2 45.♗f1 ♖xh2+ 46.♔xh2 ♘d6 47.♗g2 ♔g7 48.♔g1 g5 49.♔f2 ♔g6 50.g4 b5 51.axb5 ♖xb5 52.♖a1 ♖b2+ 53.♔g1 ♖b5 54.c4 ♘xc4 55.♗f1 ♖b4 56.♗xc4 ♖xc4 57.♖xa5 ♖xe4 58.♖xc5 ♖xg4+ 59.♔f2 ♖d4 60.♖c6+ ♔f5 61.♖h6 ♖h4 62.♖a6 e4 63.♖e6 ♖h3 64.♖e7 h5 65.d6 ♖d3 66.d7 h4 67.♖f7+ ♔g6 68.♖e7 ♔f6 69.♖h7 ♖d5 70.♔e3 ♔f5 71.♖f7+ ♔g4 72.♔xe4 ♖d1 73.♔e5 h3 74.♔e6 h2 75.♖h7 ♔g3 76.♖h5 g4

And White resigned.

Perhaps it’s also time to show how I looked at my own games at the time – or rather, perhaps, how I wanted to look at them. My comments on the next game are typical. Yes, I lost the game, but I derived a
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