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In order to prepare for a Scrabble 
competition, an individual might do 
some of the following: look over some 
words; dispatch an entry form and 
associated funds; research one's 
ranking, expectancy, and opposition; 
discuss these points with another 
Scrabbler, perhaps over a friendly 
game or two. If playing away from 
home, the would-be competitor might 
go so far as to Google possibilities 
near the competition venue for the 
purchase of lunch or coffee. 

During the competition, we all get to 
do the thing that we love for hours at 
a time, breaking only for refreshments 
at suitable intervals. While the format 
of the draw may differ between 
tournaments, the game we play is 
always one-on-one, 25 minutes a 
side, with the goal of accumulating a 
higher score than our opponent. 
Plenty of luck and plenty of skill come 
into play in every game, but the only 
real variable is the tiles each player 
draws from the bag. 

Our game is regulated, but for the 
most part the rules and regulations do 
not negatively restrict our gameplay.  
Besides the rules stipulated by Mr Butts 
upon the game’s invention, many of 
the NZASP’s rules apply either in 
exceptional circumstances (e.g. when 
a player has accidentally transgressed 
from a common rule, say by over-
drawing) or outside of the game itself 
(e.g. the procedures associated with 
accepting the final turn and finishing 
the game).  I’ve been thinking about 
all these things recently, in the context 
of people who compete in other fields. 

My husband is a dance teacher, and 
over Labour Weekend he attended a 
function in Wellington.  Over the 
course of the weekend, there were 
competitions, workshops, and a 
Grand Ball, in addition to social 
events such as the bye-bye breakfast. 

There were many different competitive 
events, and Andrew danced them with 
a number of different partners. 
Despite this, actual time spent dancing 
would have been under 35% of the 
time spent at the venue, as the dance 
floor was in use for other heats or 
performances the rest of the time. 
Each event had different rules 
regarding allowable moves and 
configurations, and each required a 
different costume. During each three-
minute heat, there would be up to 
seven other couples on the floor. But 
for me, the most off-putting difference 
between my husband’s kind of 
competition and mine, is that for each 
event he wouldn’t know what music he 
would be dancing to until the song 
started to play. That’s a hugely 
significant variable to have to adjust to 
come ‘crunch’ time! 

Yet all this pales in comparison with 
what I have learned from my 
coworker, who has recently begun to 
compete in figure skating. True, in a 
solo event she can pick her own 
music, and choreography is a 
collaborative process between herself 
and her coach. But her necessary 
preparations and associated protocols 
are mind-boggling! There is a 
convoluted system of “tests” which 
must be passed (and let’s not forget, 

Editorial 
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Recently, I and many other Kiwis went 
to the World Scrabble Champs in 
Perth.  This adventure has whetted my 
appetite for overseas play.  Even 
more, it has opened my eyes to 
‘world’ Scrabble. 

Any travel makes us aware that there 
is a big world out there, and this was 
no different. The world Scrabble scene 
has become real to me. It was so 
interesting to meet players of all 
nationalities and ages, to put faces to 
the names of people I have emailed 
for years, and faces to people I had 
only read about. 

As president of the NZASP, I was very 
interested in observing the WESPA 
meeting and to see how WESPA runs 

its 
organisation. 
It put the 
running of 
our 
Association 
back here in 
New Zealand 
into 
perspective 
for me. The 
matters the world organisation have to 
consider, such as word lists, rules of 
play, and ratings are all things that 
we, too, make decisions about, but 
these were being made on a whole 
bigger level, and these decisions affect 
players all around the world. 

paid for) in order to determine at what 
level she is entitled to compete. The 
official regulations stipulate that “The 
clothing of the competitors must be 
modest, dignified and appropriate for 
athletic competition, not garish or 
theatrical in design...  Clothing must 
not give the effect of excessive nudity”, 
which last, she tells me, means that a 
lady wearing a backless leotard to 
dance in a freezing environment must 
nevertheless find a way to ensure that 
her nipples are not evident to the 
judges. 

All this has got me thinking.  What else 
do people compete in, and what are 
the necessary preparations and 
regulations they endure in pursuit of 
their passion and the prize? I asked 
Facebook for some examples.  
Apparently, people I know know 

people who compete in beard 
championships, horse dancing, and 
sports journalism. I thought about 
gumboot tossing. I bet there’s plenty of 
regulation to be found there. Do the 
minutiae of our favourite weekend 
pastime, plus the fact that we compete 
at all, and enjoy it, seem as gaga an 
idea to the regular beard growers, 
horse dancers, and gumboot tossers as 
the idea of engaging in those pastimes 
repetitively seems to me? 

Is Scrabble really the best, that so little 
is required of us for so much playing 
time? 

And most importantly: does anybody 
else think a Scrabble competition 
would be much more fun if we were all 
adorned in spandex and sequins with 
blades on the soles of our shoes? 

President’s report 

Val Mills 
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It was also an eye-opener to observe 
the running of what were two major 
tournaments at the same time.  Hats off 
to Perth Scrabblers for their efforts.  It 
was certainly a well-run tournament, 
though not without the odd hiccough.  
Their ability to be flexible and cope with 
last minute changes was great.  They 
often did not know who was playing till 
the morning of the tournament, but this 
did not seem to cause any problems. 

As Christmas and the end of year 
approaches, I would like to look back 
over the year that has been, the 
tournaments that have taken place, the 
fabulous magazine being produced, 
the work put in behind the scenes with 
the ratings and our website.  I'd like to 
thank each one of you for the work you 
put in to making Scrabble in New 
Zealand happen. Thanks to those who 
have stepped up to fill positions when 

others have retired, and to those who 
continue to put in years of hard work 
for the Association. We have a great 
exec! Frances, Dianne, Glenda, Ruth: 
thanks to each one of you for your 
individual contributions to the running 
of the Association. 

I would also like to look forward to the 
year ahead — the Masters in Dunedin, 
the nationals in Rotorua for the first 
time, the trans-Tasman being held in 
Adelaide, and the World Seniors 
Champs that we will be hosting for the 
first time. These are all things for us to 
get stuck into in the new year. 

So, Happy Christmas, enjoy the break 
and do whatever you need to do to 
refresh yourselves for 2016.  Maybe 
even learn some words! 

Val Mills 

Apology 

The editors thank you for your 
patience with the delayed 
publication of this issue. Olivia, 
Anderina, and Glenda have 
each been dealing with 
personal circumstances more 
extenuating than December’s 
usual craziness. We hope that 
you will enjoy the finished 
product and that the wait is 
worth it. 

 

 

 

Lifetime awards 

by John Foster, Independent 

Any additions to the list of lifetime 
awards recipients are made at the 
end of each calendar year. The 
NZASP heartily congratulates the 
following players: 

Grand Master: John McNaughton 
(John creates a new record by 
qualifying as a Grand Master only six 
months after first qualifying as an 
Expert!) 

Experts: Scott Chaput 
 Karen Richards 
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 Name: Nick Ascroft 
Birthplace: Oamaru 
Current residence: Wellington 
Club affiliation: Wellington 
Occupation: Writer and editor 

Hello. The name is Ascroft. Nick 
Ascroft. And yes there is no H in that 
surname. But I am much too cool 
and world-weary to be offended if 
you add one. They are only letters, 
and if anyone can be philosophical 
about misspellings it is surely a 
Scrabbler. ASCROFT*, making 
FACTORS and FORCATS.  

I am a writer and an editor. As a 
writer I have published mostly poetry, 
with two books of the stuff appearing 
in the early 2000s (From the Author 
Of and Nonsense), and a third 
coming out next year called Back 
with the Human Condition, all from 
Victoria University Press. Also coming 
out next year is my first and probably 
last sports book, How to Win at Five-
a-Side, about the small-sided soccer 
variant, which is being published 
internationally by Bloomsbury in 
London. They also published the 
Harry Potter books, though I have an 
inkling mine will be slightly less 
successful. 

If you look inside any of these books, 
you’ll find words not in the Scrabble 
dictionary. This isn’t because I’m 
some swashbuckling word maker-
upper, but because of the nature of 
language. We all do it. In pretty 

much every book there will be words 
not in the Scrabble list – or in any 
print dictionary – and not necessarily 
because they are newly coined. This 
is where my job as an editor comes 
in. 

I am currently a freelance editor, 
copy-editing manuscripts of books 
from mostly British publishers. Part of 
the job is to correct spelling. As 
Scrabblers you are aware this is not 
as straightforward as it sounds. 
Dictionaries list variant spellings, and 
different dictionaries vary on the 
form they suggest is preferred. For 
instance, the Oxford Spelling 
Dictionary prefers ‘chocolatey’ and 
lists ‘chocolaty’ as a variant; the 

Word famous in New 

Zealand:  Nick Ascroft 

Nick Ascroft 
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Collins Dictionary only lists 
‘chocolaty’.  

So publishers have ‘house styles’ to 
determine how to spell words and 
which variants to follow in order to 
stay consistent, so that the same word 
is spelled (or spelt) the same way 
throughout a publication. I edit books 
in both UK and US English. US style 
guides and dictionaries tend to avoid 
hyphens after prefixes  
(like pre-, multi-, anti-, post-, etc.), 
but then as words are coined in US 
English and flow into UK English, they 
arrive with no hyphen, and you get 
anomalies like ‘antipsychotic’ but 
‘anti-racist’ in the Oxford Spelling 
Dictionary. 

And then we come to the words not 
in the dictionary. Every book I edit 
has these, and it can be difficult to 
determine what the correct spelling 
should be when variation occurs. 
From the new words entering the 
latest Scrabble word list, you could be 
forgiven for thinking that new words 
only occur on the internet, as 
comment-jargon, like LULZ. But every 
field invents words, and I often think 
that lexicographers are looking only 
at new words appearing in the news 
media when getting them into the 
source dictionaries of our word list. 
That is to say, it’s odd that 
HACKTIVIST is in, a hip media 
portmanteau not destined to be long 
in use, when TRANSMISSORY*, a 
word from my legal editing days, is 
not. From the cycling books I edit, the 
word of French origin used in every 
single book PALMARES* (meaning a 
racing cyclist’s list of achievements) is 

the most glaring omission. 
Academics who follow the 
methodology of Michel Foucault use 
his term PROBLEMATIZE* constantly, 
and since it was first coined perhaps 
as early as the 1960s, and by such a 
major theorist, it’s odd not to be in 
our source dictionaries. Likewise 
AFFORDANCE* (used since the 
1970s), NARRATIVITY* (ditto) and 
HETERONORMATIVE* (since the 
1990s). A word used by NASA 
recently to describe the features on 
Mars that show flowing water exists 
on the planet, LINEAE* (presumably 
singular LINEA*), will surely enter the 
next list considering the media 
coverage, but it isn’t a fun internet 
neologism, so maybe not. 

I’m not against any new word 
entering the Scrabble list. If LULZ and 
WUZ and XED are in a source 
dictionary, I’m happy with that and 
will play them if it helps me win. But 
from the point of view of an editor, 
who has to look up odd words in 
dictionaries to confirm their spelling, 
there seems a bias towards the news 
media and ‘youth’ culture for new 
entries into a dictionary, when people 
of all professions and ages coin 
words and reuse newly coined words 

Lineae* 



Page 8 
 

Forwords Summer 2015 

– judges, academics, sports 
enthusiasts – all of us, even poets. 
On page one of my book Nonsense 
the first non-Scrabble word appears, 
SUBPROFOUND*. That’s the 
language, it’s what linguists call 
‘productive’. The prefix ‘sub-’ can be 
used to easily produce intelligible 
new words: subagreement, 
subceiling, subsausage (one of 
which is an allowable Scrabble 
word). And, as seen above, new 
words can appear by borrowing 
from other languages, or via 
‘pronounced’ acronyms, or from 
mashing two words together, or 
three in the case of TURDUCKEN 
(turkey, duck, chicken), and in many 
other ways. Oh, how subprofound, 
you say. 

It’s now thirteen years since I started 
playing competitive Scrabble. I was 
obsessed for the first three, but now 
my application to word study comes 
in occasional showers followed by 
long droughts. My palmarès* is not 
terrible (yes it’s treated as a singular 

noun in English). I won one 
tournament A grade in 2004 or 
2005 before I moved to the UK. The 
standard of competition there was 
much higher. Whereas I had made 
the top 20 in New Zealand, I only 
battled my way briefly into the top 
150 in the UK.  

I helped set up the Oxford Scrabble 
club (still going), and in 2010 I won 
a national championship. I bet it was 
on a front cover of Forwords. No? 
But yes it’s true; the UK-wide 
National Scrabble Clubs 
Tournament is run in parallel with 
the individual tournament. Each club 
team has three players. First our 
Oxford team won the Regional 
competition, then we went to 
Bradford to play the five other 
regional team winners. I was the C 
player in our team, meaning I 
played the C players in all the other 
teams, while our highest rated player 
played the As and our second-
highest the Bs. With one game to go, 
we were sitting in third, with a 
chance of getting second if we won 
all our games, and an outside 
chance of winning if Hull, the current 
leaders and defending champions, 
lost all three of their games with a 
significant spread swing. In the dying 
moments of my game I learned that 
my two teammates had won. I was 
losing, but picked up the rack 
LUMBAGO. Unfortunately this 
wouldn’t play, but there was a P to 
work through. It occurred to me from 
somewhere unknown in my mind 
that PLUMBAGO was a word. I 
played it, survived the challenge, 

Turducken? 
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and won the game. Then we 
discovered that Hull had lost every 
one of their games in the last round 
and our combined spread just 
pipped theirs. We were crowned UK 
champions.  

I was unlikely to win another 
national title, but in an odd way I 
actually managed to. The next year, 
having just come second in the 
London Scrabble League anniversary 
tournament, losing only to the 
brilliant Austin Shin, I won the ‘gold 
award’ in the Scrabble section of the 
British Mind Sports Olympiad. This 

organisation works in collaboration 
with the Scrabble Association for the 
tournament, and their rules differ 
slightly. The placings are based on 
games won and then head-to-head 
wins as opposed to spread. So 
although Philip Nelkon, on the same 
number of wins as me, had a better 
overall spread, I had beaten him 
when we played, so I won the title on 
the head-to-head. National 
champion and gold ‘medallist’ in the 
UK, it seemed time to return to New 
Zealand. Fear me. Or at least … 
please buy my books. 

Will you be in our magazine  
in 2016? 

While you enjoy digesting this hearty 
Summer issue of Forwords, spare a 
thought for the Autumn issue to come.  

Did you break any NZ Scrabble records 
in 2015? The Autumn issue is where 
we publish the updated records list, so 
please let the editors know ASAP of any 
outstanding games, scores, etc. during 
this year. 

Also, we’re on the lookout for 
volunteers for our regular “Word 
Famous in New Zealand” feature. 
Remember, for this feature we like to 
include players who are not usually 
“high-profile”, who may not be well-
known to many Association members, 
but if any of our superstars want to 
volunteer, we wouldn’t turn you down! 

Don’t be shy – if nobody puts their 
hand up, we have to pressgang 
people, and that’s not pretty. You 
needn’t write your own profile (though 

we sure love it when players do!), you 
just need to be available to be 
interviewed (in person, by phone, or by 
email) by one of the editors, and 
provide a few photographs. We’d be 
absolutely delighted to line up four 
willing player profiles from the start of 
the year, instead of casting about when 
we sit down to plan each issue, 
wondering who will oblige us this time.  
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Scrabble saturation:  
Perth, Western Australia,  
October/November 2015 
Last month, the largest-ever contingent to 
represent New Zealand in Scrabble travelled 
to Perth. First we had three contestants 

among the 106 players in the World Youth 
Scrabble Championship: John 
McNaughton, Lewis Hawkins, and Alex 

Leckie-Zaharic, all of whom finished in the 

top 30. This event was won by Nicholas 
Hong from Singapore. Full results can be 
found at  
http://www.youthscrabble.org/wysc2015/
results/a.html 

Concurrently, those adults undaunted by 

either the upcoming six days of competition or 
by the adjacent seething horde of youthful 
exuberance, competed in the WYSC side 
tournament. Here I caught my first glimpse of 

Nigel Richards in the flesh, and also in rather 
less beard than I had been led to expect. Although I have been unable to confirm results from this 
tournament, Nigel certainly seemed to be spending a lot of time sitting at Table #1 during my visit. 

These two competitions were held in the Bayliss building on the campus of Perth's University of Western 
Australia. After only one day's respite, Scrabble attention moved across town to the Gloucester Park 
Raceway, venue of both the WESPA World Scrabble Championship and the various Open tournaments 

associated with it. Full results of all of these competitions, as well as a few annotated games from the 
Championship, can be accessed via http://www.scrabble.org.au/events/15WSC/results.html 

The final of the 2015 World Scrabble Championship was played between Lewis Mackay of England and 
Wellington Jighere of Nigeria, with 32-year-old Jighere emerging the victor. He is the first-ever African to 
achieve the title of World Scrabble Champion. Readers keen to know more about the competition, and 
especially the final, are encouraged to refer to the report from the Guardian at http://www.theguardian. 

com/lifeandstyle/2015/nov/09/nigerias-wellington-jighere-almost-lost-for-words-after-scrabble-world-
title-triumph (but be warned, the journalist’s habit of quoting a point value for words based exclusively on 
their letters' face value is more than a little provoking). We were unable to reproduce this article in 

Forwords due to space constraints. 

Two of our intrepid travellers, Anne Goldstein and Lawson Sue, have obligingly provided detailed reports 
of their experiences in Perth. Many thanks go out to Anne and Lawson, and to the many other Kiwi 
players who have also contributed their thoughts in the following pages. 

 

Scrabble, the next generation: New Zealand’s 

WYSC contestants.  

L-R: Lewis Hawkins, Alex Leckie-Zaharic,  

John McNaughton 

Photo by Lynley Jenness 
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I did it my WAy 

by Anne Goldstein, Christchurch 

In Wellington during 2014, I heard 
whispers about a WESPA tournament 
in Perth. Over the months this WESPA 
thing became a shout, and one day in 
May I found I had booked my air 
travel and registered for five days of 
international Scrabble. 

Frequent perusals of the WESPA 
websites told me two things. One, this 
tournament was big. The 
Championship section, for those 
ranked top within their own country, 
listed over 100 names and the Open 
section, for everyone else, had even 
more entrants. Two, the ratings were 
both scary and uninformative. Many 
Kiwi entrants, having never played in a 
WESPA-rated tournament before, had 
a zero ranking. So it was a bit of “Que 
Sera, Sera”. 

No worries. I had five months to learn 
the new words, master the threes, and 
increase my use of ‘unknown’ fours. 
Yeah right. As the Dreamliner rocked 
across the Great Australian Bight, 
there I was, still creating lists, and 
really understanding the adage “the 
more you learn the less you know.” 

I arrived a few days early to 
acclimatise to the five-hour time 
difference. The next days were spent 
with a friend doing iconic Western 
Australian things — Freo, the Swan 
River wineries, Kings Park and Botanic 
Gardens, and Cottesloe Beach. On my 
own I explored river walkways, 
watched the All Blacks win the World 
Cup, and dreamed Scrabble words. 

I ventured out to WA University for the 
last day of the World Youth Scrabble 

Championship. The room was 
thrumming with youthful intensity and 
high spirits, with large contingents 
from the closer Asian countries. New 
Zealand’s Lewis and John were still in 
the mix at the start of the day, with 
Lewis ultimately taking out the prize for 
Under-12s. I had a four-game 
warmup in a very small group with 
Nigel at one end of the scale and me 
at the other. 

Tuesday was Melbourne Cup Day. The 
city shut down early for glammed-up 
race parties behind little picket fences. 
Down at Gloucester Park, the Scrabble 
venue, the real race was on with The 
Last Chance Qualifier at stake and our 
Lawson came home to take a spot. 
Afterwards the Kiwi brigade mingled at 
the registration welcome and drinks. 
Anticipation levels were rising. We 
picked up our goodie bags and 
familiarised ourselves with the 
location. 

For me, Scrabble tournaments have a 
routine. You need to be orderly in the 
way you play and the way you 
manage your time. So each day was 
the same for me. The seven-minute 

Anne Goldstein 
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walk from my room in a very slick 
Airbnb worker’s cottage took me past 
the historic East Perth cemeteries to the 
top of Gloucester Park, down a set of 
concrete steps, through a turnstile, and 
across a little pedestrian bridge 
straight into the playing room. 

The main playing area was large and 
partitioned, with the Championship 
players at one end and the Open 
players at the other, opening out to the 
racetrack. Tables were numbered from 
one through to 70 or so, one being the 
top. Across an outdoor walkway was 
the breakout room, large and light 
and full of refreshing morning and 
afternoon teas, many a war story or 
word tip, and of course Aunty Lynley’s 
shoulder. 

Perth has cracking dry weather but the 
venue was kept cool and calm. 
However one morning there was a 
fierce downpour, the rain on the roof 
far louder than the rattle of 140 tile 
bags. 

This tournament felt friendly. I was 
proud to be part of the Kiwi 
contingent, wearing our wordy T-shirt 
(Scrabble word TAONGAS right there 
on our chests for anyone to see, what 
a bonus!). It was fun to discuss the 
international opponents and to wish 
each other well. No matter what your 
country of origin, there was good 
Scrabble banter amongst the players. 

And so to the competition. The 
tournament used the Swiss draw 
format where you rise and fall with the 

Back row: Blue Thorogood (97th), John McNaughton (109th), Jeff Grant (51st),  

Joanne Craig (46th), Annette Coombes (114th) 

Third row: Dianne Cole-Baker (61st), Cicely Bruce (30th), Anderina McLean (29th),  

Nigel Richards (8th), Lynn Wood (26th), Peter Sinton (71st), Howard Warner (58th) 

Second row: Su Walker (63rd), Anne Goldstein (89th), Betty Eriksen (76th),  

Liz Fagerlund (25th), Mary Gray (47th), Hazel Purdie (86th), Val Mills (57th) 

Front row: Roger Cole-Baker (85th), Lawson Sue (86th), Yoon Kim Fong (27th),  

Lewis Hawkins (40th), Lynley Jenness, David Gunn (56th) 

Absent: Lynne Butler (3rd), Alex Leckie-Zaharic (29th), Ruth Groffman (80th),  

Rosalind Phillips (86th), Elaine Moltzen (100th) 
Numbers in brackets indicate each player’s final position in the Championship grade, 

or highest finishing rank attained in any of the Open tournaments (Wed-Sun). 
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luck of the tiles and your own 
performance. You don’t know an 
opponent’s rating, but quickly sense if 
you’ve lost well against a superior 
player or swan dived when you should 
have soared. Certainly your movement 
up or down the tables lets you — and 
everyone else — know how you are 
going against the field. 

There is always lots of learning, no 
matter if you’re playing the young and 
the restless, the creatively inspirational, 
or the steady methodical types. One 
fellow showed me the power of tile 
routine, scoring and tracking, thus 
freeing up time for the end game — 
just right for my stage. Another good 
player drew away with MIRITIS, what a 
vowel dump. I should have known 
better than to challenge an Israeli on 
YEZ in a very tight game relying on the 
luck of the end draw. Oy vey*! she 
followed it up with OYEZ and got the 
bonus word hook. My luck fared better 
against a Japanese player, where I 
made a satisfying endplay: WASABI 
placed horizontally under a stack of 
GOJI, LIRA, GAG to make GIGA, 

ORAS(*!) and JAGA for 52 points to 
seal the game in my favour. 

The Open finished after three days, 
and two one-day tournaments 
followed. The Championship finished 
for all but two (one of whom was sadly 
not Nigel) after four days. So the last 
day of play in the Open grade was full 
of total guns hungry for victory. My 
thrill was playing Mark Nyman first up 
(check out Wikipedia for his 
biography). His tiles formed words such 
as FILATURE, DEMEANE, GRIVET, 
OPAH and EURIPI. But it was his 
strategy that was a foreign language to 
me. Wow! 

Outsiders cannot conceive the way that 
a Scrabble day just melts away, with 
the intensity of eight games per day. 
Despite the exhaustion this can bring, it 
was great to socialise with some of the 
Kiwi brigade on a couple of nights. 

I’m not done with this game yet. The 
mixture of strategy, luck and 
knowledge that tournament Scrabble 
brings is highly addictive. See you at 
the next tournament. 

 

Perth city at sunset, from the South Perth ferry terminal. 
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Because such a large contingent of New Zealand 
players attended the events in Perth, we were not 
content to have only Lawson’s and Anne’s views 

represented in Forwords. In addition, I invited 
each player to contribute one positive, one 
negative, and one interesting thing about their visit 
to Western Australia. Thanks to all those who 

replied, and you may now enjoy reading a 
selection of their responses over the next few pages. 

I noticed that everybody had something positive to 
say, and many people could not restrict themselves 
to only one. Although a few did advise me that 

their negative experiences were unprintable, there 
were on the whole notably fewer negatives shared, 
and many you see here are mitigated by another 
compliment to our host nation. Clearly, we Kiwis 

are an upbeat lot! 

Accentuating the Positive 

Getting challenged by an Australian player who 
had beaten me twice on the two previous days 

for the 41-point play KETE, a word that no native 

Kiwi would challenge! She kept on pronouncing 

it as a single-syllable word. I won that game by 
two points, if she hadn’t challenged it, I may 

have lost or drawn.  

– Anderina McLean, Mt. Albert  

I hired a bike on my last day there and for two 
and a half hours I biked around the waterfront 

and in Kings Park on a very hot Perth day. I 

used to cycle a lot, but hadn’t for quite a few 

years; they say things you haven’t done for a 
while are “just like riding a bike”, but to start 

with it didn’t feel at all familiar and I felt I was 

wobbling all over the road.  

– Liz Fagerlund, Mt. Albert  

The provision of lunches, tea and coffee could 
have been better. However, the WA Scrabblers 

did a sterling job with morning and afternoon 

teas. – Jeff Grant, Independent 
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Nobody cares about how many bingos you 

play. – Su Walker, Mt. Albert 

You hear about classic ‘Nigellian’ plays. Well, I 
was on the end of one: Nigel played 

COBLOAVES, through a C and an A, using his 

blank as the B. I’m sure no one else would 

ever have spotted that. What made it worse 
for me was that this was Nigel’s fourth bingo 

in a row — at the start of the game!  

–Howard Warner, Independent 

Learning to actually SAY "hold" when 
considering a challenge, and not relying on 

good manners and body language as we NZers 

tend to do. In fact this seems to me a much 

more straightforward and sensible way to go 

about it. –Cicely Bruce, Whangarei 

I enjoyed a great day out on Rottnest island, 
cycling, swimming and snorkelling with 

Cicely. – Mary Gray, Mt. Albert  

Great to enjoy the buzz of the international 
tourney and to find that I could sustain five 

days of Scrabble in comfort!  

– Mary Gray, Mt. Albert  

Not winning enough games after I made it up 
to sixth place. Very frustrating. - Lynn Wood, 

Wellington 
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Having such a large contingent of Kiwis present, 
especially those playing their first international 

tourneys. – Cicely Bruce, Whangarei 

Seeing an elated Lawson come second in the last 
Chance Qualifier, and progress to the World 

Champs. - Dianne Cole-Baker, Mt. Albert  

The quokkas on Rottnest island. So cute and ratty. 
They looked just like Reepicheep off the Narnia 

movie The voyage of the Dawn Treader, but sadly 

couldn’t talk.—Lynley Jenness, mother of Lewis 

Hawkins, Christchurch  

Playing in a “lagged” Swiss draw – because 
there were so many competitors, it was not 

feasible to input the results of everybody’s 

games before generating the draw for the 

next game, so the draw was usually based on 
the standings from two games ago, rather 

than the most recent game.  

– Anderina McLean, Mt. Albert  
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Being able to walk through the park to the 
venue each morning and smell the roses on 

the way. The sky was blue, the air was warm, 

and peace was with me. An excellent way to 

start the day. - Lynn Wood, Wellington  

The two overseas youngsters I played 
who 'pushed the boundaries' (to put it politely) 

and tried to game it. Sorted out by Colin, the 

professional and wholly admirable Tournament 

Director. – Cicely Bruce, Whangarei  

Inevitably playing a lot of Kiwis over the 
course of six days. It’s a shame when you 

know one of your fellow teammates has to 

lose. – Anderina McLean, Mt. Albert 

The most exciting part of the Scrabble scene 
was when Lawson won a place on the World 

Team and the spontaneous and resounding 

applause of all the New Zealanders. 

- Betty Eriksen, Wanganui  

Our first experience of AirBnB, it worked 
extremely well with a modern apartment very 

close to the venue.  

– Dianne Cole-Baker, Mt. Albert 
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One WAy or another...  

by Lawson Sue, Pakuranga 

Let’s be blunt, my performance at the 
Nationals wasn’t good enough to 
qualify me for the NZ team, but I 
didn’t know what was just around the 
corner. Like many others who wanted 
to be part of the festivities of the World 
Scrabble Championship that was 
being hosted in our backyard, I 
decided to take part in all of the side 
tournaments, even those associated 
with the World Youth Championship. 

This was a chance to meet players 
from around the world, strike up 
friendships, share our common 
interest, and play lots of games. As I 
wasn’t in the Championship grade, 
there was no pressure to learn the new 
words, do extra study, or make a 
special effort to appear smarter than I 
look (haha). All I had to do was enjoy 
myself, and play the best I could with 
the tiles I was dealt. Prior to the Last 
Chance Qualifier tournament, I had 

played 23 games over three days, plus 
a little poker with new friends, and a 
few drinks, all in the cause of being 
sociable and being a good 
representative for New Zealand — 
more haha! 

The day of the Last Chance Qualifier 
arrived: 3rd November, 2015. I was 
up at 5am. There were 64 entrants, of 
which 12 were New Zealanders. Six 
players would go through from this 
tournament to the Championship. 
With Lynne Butler’s past Worlds 
experience, Liz Fagerlund playing very 
well over the last year, and Val Mills 
hitting her stride over the past months, 
it was looking possible that a couple of 
Kiwis could sneak in. 

The Last Chance Qualifier was a one-
day tournament, eight games only, 
with all to play for. Obviously winning 
all eight games would assure you of a 
spot, but even if you won only six 
games you would have a decent 
chance, depending very much on 

New Zealand’s World Scrabble Championship team, L-R: Peter Sinton, Blue Thorogood, 

Joanne Craig, John McNaughton, Howard Warner, Lawson Sue. Photo thanks to Joanne. 

Inserts: Jeff Grant, Nigel Richards  
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spread. Therefore, it was important to 
start well. 

The air was electric, everyone full of 
hope. Good wishes were passed, and 
then we were down to business. 

Game One: I played fellow Kiwi, David 
Gunn. He has a habit of picking up the 
blanks and putting down bonuses. I 
have lost plenty of times to him in the 
past, thus I was nervous. As luck would 
have it, yes David picked up both 
blanks and had a bonus rack at the 
end, but I managed to keep it tight, 
giving him no opening to put it down. 
A lucky start with 81 points up my 
sleeve. 

Game Two: I was up against Akkarapol 
Kwhansak from Thailand, the number 
one seed. The tile gods were good to 
me, and while I could not relax, I felt 
reasonably in control of this game, 
managing to put down three bonuses 
to his one. A good start with two wins 
out of two. 

Game Three: I faced Karen Richards 
from Australia, whom I have never 
beaten in competition in NZ. In our 

previous few contests, Karen had 
bingoed to beat me at the end. Perhaps 
I could beat her on her home turf? 
Alas, history repeats! I made a mistake 
in a tight game, and as luck would 
have it, Karen bingoed on her very last 
turn to win comfortably. I lost by 88, 
reducing my cumulative spread to 
+61. I could afford no further losses 
now if I was to retain any hope of being 
a Last Chance qualifier. 

Game Four: Another Kiwi, Liz 
Fagerlund. Both of us were desperate 
to win, and like I said, she has been 
playing very well of late. The ever-
generous Liz opened up with VIM. My 
rack was ACGNSUV, not pretty, but I 
played VICUGNAS for 65 points, plus a 
challenge. Liz replied with a bonus of 
her own, FRIENDED for 74 points. I 
played LURIDEST for 74 points. Liz 
played to balance her rack. My next 
pick-up was AIOPSTT, and I saw a U to 
try something I wasn’t too sure of, but 
no risk, no gain right? So I played 
UTOPIAST for 64 points, which also 
withstood Liz’s challenge, whew! A 
good start, but I know Liz doesn’t give 
up, and she clawed her way back to 
within only one bingo of me. I 
managed to maintain that buffer and 
was relieved to take this one, though 
unfortunately at the expense of another 
Kiwi. 

Game Five: Realisation dawned that if I 
could win this next game, (one step at a 
time), I increased my chances of 
making it... but I needed to play 
sensibly. My opponent was Hammad 
Hadi Khan from Pakistan, who had just 
finished 19th — yikes! — in the World 
Youth Scrabble Championship. This 
game was similar to Game Two; I felt 
reasonably in control, having built a 
modest lead and squashing any 

2015 World Scrabble champion 

Wellington Jighere of Nigeria  
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openings that he was creating. It was 
an ugly tactic, but necessary. Another 
win by +77 points. I was now up four 
games to one with a spread of +211. 
Nerves were increasing! 

Game Six: I played Faye Williams, an 
Australian from Perth. Faye was playing 
very steadily, and we were trading blow 
for blow. My modest lead was being 
whittled away, then in the later stages 
of the game Faye put down two bingos 
to take the lead, and then picked up 
both blanks. I was in trouble, but she 
was only leading 363-337. Faye 
played DaMNeDLY, which I had no 
choice but to challenge, as it would be 
a definite win to her otherwise. I 
thought the word was good, but my 
challenge was upheld and her word 
came off. I blocked the opening, 
scoring only seven points, so she still 
held the lead 363-344. No tiles were 
left in the bag. Faye decided to go for 
points, extending her lead with MELDS 
for 33 points. However, in doing this, 
Faye had opened up the board! 

My final rack was AILLSTW, 
unattractive, but now there was an E to 
utilise. Nothing jumped out at me, but 
trying a bonus was my only way to win. 
My mind provided the following 
implausible possibilities: WALLI(E)ST, 
TALLWIS(E) or SIT(E)WALL. I opted to try 
WALLIEST for 65 points, not feeling 
very confident. Of course, Faye had no 
choice but to challenge and to both our 
surprise, the word was good! The other 
words were not; I had got out of jail! 

Wow, the heart was beating really fast, 
the nerves were getting frayed and I 
was starting to perspire. 

Game Seven: Getting intense. My 
opponent was Jane Taylor, from 

Adelaide, Australia, a lady who looked 
determined and exuded business. This 
was very apparent within the first few 
moves, there was no chance of any 
loose play or openings from her. I 
could afford no mistakes. My palms 
and fingers were sticky, heart rate 
quickening, and I was praying for the 
tile gods to be fair. My racks were not 
good, all I could do was try to keep 
within reach and hope a bit of luck 
would come my way in the second half 
of the game. I had to create openings, 
taking the risk that she could not 
capitalise on these opportunities. 

My 10th rack was ?ENORTW. There 
were only two points between us, I had 
a chance to create a buffer, so I played 
WORsTEN, which was challenged off, 
oops and bugger! The same spot was 
still available on my next turn, so this 
time I played TOWNERs for 77 points, 
and Jane accepted this one. 

On the 14th turn, Jane bingoed for 72 
points, closing the gap to within 40 
points in my favour. The air was frosty 
and yet heat was there as well. This 
was a great intense game in which it 
would come right down to the wire. I 
managed to hold her off and sneak 
another win, by +75 points, the score 
not reflecting how close it really was. 

Now I was on 6-1 wins, +321 points. 
Jane later informed me that TOWNERS 
was a bad word, and she had thought 
about challenging it but didn’t — that 
was a let-off and a bit of good luck for 
me. 

Game Eight: My final game was 
against Tariq Pervez, from Pakistan. At 
the end of round Seven, Tariq was 
placed second, on six wins with a 
+587-point spread. I was fourth, but I 
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knew that the players behind me on 
five wins all had stronger spreads than 
me, so if I lost now and they won, I 
would still likely miss out. Tariq was 
already assured of a spot even if he 
lost. This was it, a do or die match for 
me. 

Lynne Butler had played Tariq earlier in 
the day, and although she lost to him, 
she advised me that “he does try some 
words on” — this was valuable advice. 
My heart had never beaten so fast, my 
nerves were rattling and my hands 
were sweating — never had I felt this 
way before a game. 

On turn three, Tariq played GEOCAST, 
hooking the S onto MAW(S). I felt his 
bingo word was good, but as I don’t 
know my three- and four-letter words, I 
decided to challenge the turn. The turn 
was disallowed, apparently GEOCAST 
is bad and MAWS is good — ironic for 
me and thank you Lynne. 

Our turns continued steadily, with no-
one racing away. On turn seven, Tariq 
played another bad word, and I tried to 
capitalise, building a buffer of only 40 
points. I felt that Tariq was under 
pressure and maybe a little desperate, 
but this was small comfort, given the 
closeness of our scores. On turn nine, I 
played a bingo for 70 points and Tariq 
straight away replied in kind with a 
bingo for 65 points. There was no 
shaking this guy! I couldn’t relax, but 
nor could I afford to let him know I was 
worried. 

On turn 12, my rack was ?AEMORU, 
and I knew if I could play a bingo I 
would be one big step closer to winning 
the game. I tried RAMOUSE for 73 
points. This was challenged and the 
word came off, bugger again, but at 

least I was leading 362-317. I should 
have played RAMEOUS. On my next 
turn I tried MORULAE for 90 points. 
This was challenged but stayed on the 
board — relief! Tariq replied 
immediately with a bingo of his own, 
TERMINAL for 70 points. The relief was 
short-lived but I was feeling more 
relaxed now because there were only a 
couple of tiles left in the bag. 

I managed to win, 479-415, +64 
points. This was a game of epic 
proportions and I got a taste of what it 
felt like to play under intense pressure. I 
thanked Tariq, who was gracious as I 
shook his hand. 

Overall I finished with seven wins out of 
eight games, and a +385-point 
spread. During that last game, I sensed 
numerous Kiwis were looking my way 
for an indication of how I was going. I 
am sure they couldn’t tell because I 
tried to keep a poker face throughout. 
Truly, I was nervous right to the end, 
and respecting my opponent, I knew 
that there was no such thing as a 
foregone conclusion. 

On conclusion of that game, I stood 
up, simply relieved that I had won a 
game that truly mattered. I was shaking 
and, I confess, there were tears of joy. 
Then what was truly amazing was the 
number of Kiwis and others who found 
out the result, that is, that I had 
qualified to play in the main draw; their 
joy, happiness and pride for me was 
the biggest reward of all. A big thanks 
for all the support and encouragement 
I received from everybody. It really 
helps, and I am glad that I could repay 
it through my performance. 
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On Nigel (Part 2 of 2) 
by Andrew Fisher, Australia 

In the previous issue of Forwords, with the kind permission of the author, we reproduced the first part 

of Andrew Fisher’s article about Nigel Richards. This feature was written after Nigel’s amazing 
triumph in the French championship, and published originally in Australia’s Scrabble Association 
newsletter, Across the Board.  

With Nigel having failed to distinguish himself in this year’s World Scrabble Championship, I am 
riddled with editorial doubt about the enduring accuracy of Mr. Fisher’s use of adjectives such as 
“inevitable” and “superhuman”. However, we promised our readers Part Two in this issue of 

Forwords, so Mr. Fisher’s text appears, unaltered, below. 
For those interested, while the website mentioned in the second paragraph is live, not every game listed 

there is available as yet. However, most of the post-CSW07 games seem to be available, including the 
one referred to at the end of paragraph five: it was the second of five games of the 2013 WSC final.  

Looking back at my own career, I’ve 
had many clashes with Nigel since the 
late 1990’s when he first came to 
prominence. I remember some 
beautiful finds on his part such as 
LADYLOVE in King’s Cup 2003 which I 
would have missed at the time – his 
ease and certainty made me think I 
needed to brush up on my lower-
probability bingos, and I think it 
indirectly inspired me to crack on with 
studying. So his consummate brilliance 
has undoubtedly helped to raise the 
standard of international Scrabble play, 
while at the same time ironically 
meaning that he still dominates (which 
is perhaps less of a good thing). 

An internet devotee has collected a 
number of Nigel’s Collins games on a 
website, and it is rewarding and 
instructive to dip into them:  

http://www.nigelrichards 
scrabble.webspace.virginmedia.com/
Nigel_richards_csw.htm 

A featured game from the Causeway 
Challenge 2010 is one of mine. I recall 
it as one of the most humbling 
drubbings I have received, featuring 

Nigel’s five-tile overlap MA(L)AXAGE, 
his beautiful EARWITNESS front-hook 
onto WITNESS, and to top it all, the 
nine-timer OILINESS. I didn’t play that 
badly, but was royally outclassed as on 
many other occasions. 

On the other hand, I had a bit of a 
purple patch during the course of the 
2011 WSC in Warsaw. We played 

Andrew Fisher 
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twice prior to the finals, and I won both 
games – in the first, just outrunning him 
after he made a beautifully cunning 
setup for a 46-point play that I had to 
address, and in the other bingoing out 
with PELORIA for a handsome margin. 

Rather to my surprise, I made the final 
that year and faced off against the 
inevitable Nigel. It would have been 
nice to have a few more resources at 
my disposal (drawing only one blank in 
those five games), but somehow I 
grabbed a couple more wins before 
succumbing 2-3. 

The extraordinary word knowledge is a 
given in Collins (or US wordlist) events, 
and it seems that dictionary confusion 
is not an issue for Nigel. He has a 
computer-like facility at finding the top 
play, and can look ahead with cool 
calculation. He is famous for spotting 
long words, often through disconnected 
letters. Another strength is his great 
ability to extract as much as he can 
from a given rack, making subtle 
setups that will help him out – and 
sometimes not-so-subtle, e.g. the JEU 
play flagging an X in hand during the 
WSC final against Komol. 

Taking that into account can be a 
double-edged sword – in one of our 
WSC finals games, Nigel played 
QINTAR at 3F for 17, turning down QI 
for 27 elsewhere. QINTAR left the A 
sitting right underneath a juicy TLS that 
could have yielded a five-letter parallel 
J word for over 80. I opted to block that 
fearsome possibility, choosing POTAE 
for 38 – but instead of holding the J, 
Nigel was merely waiting to pounce on 
my floating E in his follow-up of 
REGRANTS. Sometimes a Q dump is 
just a Q dump. 

A Times reporter was only able to elicit 
a “taciturn response” from him after 
that final: “Richards, who sports a 
pudding-bowl fringe and an 
accomplished beard, told The Times 
that his record-breaking achievement 
was “nice”, and that he had “played 
‘OK’ and had no plans to celebrate.” 
Evidently the reporter didn’t quite know 
what to make of him. 

Brett Smitheram is on record as saying 
that the words are just a means to an 
end. “This game is not about words. It 
is about the probability that a set of 
symbols will come together to form a 
sequence you’re allowed to play”. So 
there is a distinct mathematical 
component to high-level expertise. In 
fairness, Brett is one of the players who 
cares about definitions and language, 
but the accusation can be levelled that 
Scrabble is too reliant on rote 
memorisation, that top Scrabble 
players are merely drones regurgitating 
the dictionary. Nigel has proven this by 
dominating the French championship 
without ever reading the poetry of 
Baudelaire or understanding the 
immortal words of Molière, and 
Duplicate is particularly vulnerable to 
that sort of eidetic ability (a fact which 
may even now be giving the French 
Scrabble community pause for 
thought). 

That argument was taken up online by 
David Eldar, who wrote “I agree that 
memorisation is by far the worst part of 
the game – I think that is inarguable. 
As well, any articles that emphasise 
memorisation (such as the ones 
focusing on Nigel’s victory) are indeed 
negative, because not only is 
memorisation unenjoyable but it is also 
perceived that way, leading to further 
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negative connotations - what kind of 
person does something unenjoyable in 
order to play a board game?”. He 
went on to comment that “just because 
the game has been debased (by critics) 
into a numbers game, that does not 
make it so. Your success is reliant on 
your understanding of maths, but that 
does not make it any less a game 
about words than was originally 
advertised!” 

It is a delusion that competitive 
Scrabble could operate using 
(somebody’s idea of) everyday 
vocabulary, or that players should 
necessarily be getting aesthetic 
enjoyment from word meanings. You 
have to play those ‘weird words’ to do 
well, and you don’t have to know what 
they mean – and I’m afraid all top 
players have had to memorise bingos 
through study rather than trying to 
unravel PLAASES and the like from their 
working idiolects. But that assumption 
makes it pretty easy for a lazy journalist 
to mock someone like Nigel, who may 

not be the world’s best communicator 
when confronted with a microphone, 
but who clearly gains pleasure from the 
game. Maybe he actually enjoys 
memorising lots of words. 

We also know that he doesn’t keep a 
record of his moves or replay his 
games, has no social media presence, 
and is inscrutable about his motivation 
for playing (it is clearly not an ego 
thing, so it must be about the fun and 
intellectual challenge). He is a one-off. 
For my part, as a novel-lover and 
crossword buff, I have a love affair with 
language and words, and I relish the 
combinations that can arise. But this 
kind of debate about the nature of 
Scrabble expertise comes about mainly 
because of Nigel’s superhuman ability. 
Our Mozart of the Scrabble board is 
not only the world’s best player, but is 
so much on a different plane that you 
have to wonder how he does it – he 
hasn’t so much raised the bar, as 
kicked it over the rooftop. And the 
answer remains an enigma. 
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New Year’s Resolutions  
for Scrabblers  
With 2016 approaching faster than the 
last 30 seconds on a Scrabble clock, it’s 
that time when people sit down and nut 
out some new year’s resolutions.  The 
editors have put together for you a set 
of resolutions that might feature on a 
Scrabbler’s list.  Feel free to ignore 
them all because, after all, a new year 
doesn’t stay new for long. 

1. I will refrain from asking my 
opponent why s/he didn't play a 
higher-scoring option I have 
perceived from the tiles s/he 
played. 

2. I will not use the phrase “s/he had 
everything” within earshot of 
another Scrabbler. 

3. I will not moan, groan or sigh each 
time I draw tiles that do not 
immediately form a word like 
RETINAS. 

4. I will not fish for the word RETINAS. 

5. I will not keep ING on my rack and 
fish for four other letters to go with 
it. 

6. I will not exclaim that I cannot play 
anything and then immediately 
follow that comment with a 40-plus 
word. 

7. I will not try to see every word other 
players are challenging at the 
nearest computer. 

8. I will wash my tile bag every three 
months, whether it ‘needs’ it or not. 

9. I will not enter tournaments on the 
day that entries close, or plead with 

tournament directors to let me in 
anyway if I happen to miss the 
closing date. 

10. During a tournament, I will drink as 
many glasses of water as I drink 
cups of tea / coffee. 

11. I will not jiggle tiles while the MC is 
making announcements. 

12. I will not be antsy about my win 
expectancy. 

13. I will be gracious not only in defeat, 
but even if I do not get my way 
regarding what side the clock is on, 
who plays first, or what time play 
will resume after lunch. 

14. I will let the computer figure out the 
order for non-podium finishers 
instead of trying to calculate it all 
myself (“If G has lost by over 130, 
and if R forgot to put up his last 
spot, but F beats T this time, I could 
come fifth if I win my last two 
games!”). 

If …  

Cartoon by Chris Day, Tauranga 
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In my Scrabble word learning, I keep 
coming across words ending in —IFY.  
Some are common, but many more are 
not. This ending comes from the Latin 
facere (to make or do) through old 
French. In English they often contain 
the sense of ‘converted into’ some 
other consistency or form. 

By the way, this —IFY ending is related 
to the common English endings  
—FECT, —FECTION, —FACTION and 
—FACTURE.  But sometimes the 
common usage has travelled far from 
its literal translation.  Think of 
‘manufacture’, for example, which 
means literally ‘by hand + making’.  
Yet today’s meaning is exactly the 
opposite — it is used to mean “to make 
by machine”. 

Here is a selection of interesting and 
unusual —IFY words: 

Six letters 

AURIFY: to turn into gold 
CITIFY, CITYFY: to urbanise 
IGNIFY: to destroy by fire 
LADIFY, LADYFY: to make a lady of 
NIDIFY: to build a nest 
OSSIFY: to convert into bone 
RAMIFY: to divide into branches 
RUBIFY: to redden 
SANIFY: to make healthy 
VINIFY: to convert into wine by 

fermentation 
VIVIFY: to give life to 
WEBIFY: to put a piece of already 

existing material onto the Web 

 

 

Seven letters 

ACETIFY: to turn into vinegar 
CAPRIFY: to cultivate the goat-fig 
CARNIFY: to form into flesh 
DULCIFY: to sweeten 
FISHIFY: to turn into a fish 
ICONIFY: to reduce to an icon (on a 

computer screen) 
LIGNIFY: to convert into wood 
LITHIFY: to turn into stone 
MATTIFY: to use cosmetics to reduce 

the shine of skin 
METRIFY: to compose as verse, in 

metrical form 
NIGRIFY: to make black 
PLEBIFY: to lower to vulgar standards 
PONTIFY: to play at being pope 
RUSSIFY: to make Russian 
SALSIFY: a European herb  

(NOT a verb at all) 
TACKIFY: to make tacky 
THURIFY: to perfume with incense 
UNDEIFY: to deprive of the nature  

of a god 
VERBIFY: to use as a verb 
VERSIFY: to convert from prose  

to poetry 
VITRIFY: to convert into glass 

Eight letters 

COCKNIFY: to make Cockney 
DENAZIFY: to rid of Nazism 
KARSTIFY: to develop underground 

drainage 
LAPIDIFY: to turn to stone 
SANGUIFY: to make bloody 
STELLIFY: to convert into a star 
STULTIFY: to cause to appear absurd 
TRENDIFY: to make something trendy 

—IFY could only learn ’em all 
by Howard Warner, Independent 
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Dianne > Anderina: 
We are having some Scrabble on 
Sunday to practise for Perth. Come for 
dinner (pot luck). We will be doing 
something with a chicken. 

 

Anderina > Dianne:  
Sorry I am unavailable, owing to my 
ongoing babysitting commitments.  

Though, in addition to the Scrabble, 
obviously, I will be sorry to miss you 
“doing something with a chicken”. The 
mind boggles... a little macramé? 
Giving a reading from A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream? Perhaps teaching it to 
tango? 

 

Dianne > Anderina:  
A paltry excuse! Please desist from such 
fowl interjections. And here’s my 
ultimate riposte, in rhyming couplets, 
no less. 

 

Ode to the Chook 

I was planning to cook 

A fine free range chook 

But my plans may yet change  

 by the day. 

(Please excuse the doggerel) 

Just find a young cockerel 

Together we’ll sashay and sway 

But macramé has a flaw 

It will catch in his claw 

That’s a knotty problem per se 

And the bird finds the bard 

Most incredibly hard 

So I’m giving the Shakespeare away 

So now there’s a chance  

That you’ll dine OR you’ll dance 

But you’re getting the bird  

 either way. 

 

Note for Scrabblers: while you can play 
PER but not SE* on its own, you can 
play PERSE — a pointed instrument. 
And as well as DOGGEREL and 
DOGGREL you can also now play 
DOGREL. Presumably they all have the 
same meaning, which is “a bit of 
nonsense”! 

A bit of nonsense  
An email exchange between Dianne Cole-Baker and Anderina McLean, both of Mt. Albert Club 
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In addition to CSW12’s STAYCATION 
(or STACATION), which Zyzzyva 
defines as "a holiday in which leisure 
activities are pursued while staying at 
one’s own home", CSW15 brings us 
the DAYCATION, the HAYCATION, 
and the GAYCATION (yes, really!). 

A DAYCATION is a holiday lasting for 
only one day, for example a trip to an 
amusement park.  A HAYCATION is a 
holiday spent on a farm, where it is 
assumed that the vacationer will pitch 
in and help with farm chores.  My 
sources are more ambiguous as to 
what a GAYCATION might be: A 
holiday for gay people? A holiday from 
being openly gay? Or a holiday 
simulating gayness in that the travelling 
companions are all of the same sex? 
 

Some readers are no doubt thinking 
that, although fascinating, words of 
nine letters or longer are not terrifically 
useful to the average Scrabbler.  
However, all of the above variations 
take an S, which means that each word 
here contains several common 
possibilities that a bonus could be built 
around, such as ON/S, ION/S, CAT, 
and not forgetting just plain AY.  
Alternatively, imagine your opponent’s 
dismay if she bingoed with CATIONS 
and you wowed her with an 
implausible three-letter prefix in reply! 

Anyway, with the summer holidays 
upon us, I couldn’t help reflecting on 
future possibilities for this flexible suffix.  
And I thought readers might enjoy 
matching the following 26 made-up 
CATION words with their made-up 
definitions. 

We’re all going on a  
summer ...  what? 

CATION words 

1. BRAYCATION 2. TRAYCATION 3. SWAYCATION 

4. FAYCATION 5. CRAYCATION 6. PLAYCATION 

7. PAYCATION 8. PRAYCATION 9. MAYCATION 

10. LAYCATION 11. SPAYCATION 12. ENTREECATION 

13. FLAYCATION 14. YAYCATION 15. FRAYCATION 

16. GRAYCATION 17. SAYCATION 18. DELAYCATION 

19. GREYCATION 20. IXNAYCATION 21. DISMAYCATION 

22. RAYCATION 23. BAYCATION 24. RISQUECATION 

25. SPRAYCATION 26. STRAYCATION   
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Answers on page 34 

Definitions 

A. Like a HAYCATION, as long as 
there are donkeys on the farm.  
(See also NEIGHCATION) 

B. A holiday during which a lot 
of room service is ordered 

C. Away with the fairies D. A holiday during which a lot 
of lobster mornay is ordered 

E. A working holiday F. A holiday for the clergy 

G. A holiday during which one gets 
lucky more than usual 

H. A holiday for veterinarians 

I. A holiday for B&D enthusiasts J. A very exciting holiday (see 
also HOORAYCATION) 

K. A holiday during which it rains 
all the time 

L. A claim regarding plans for a 
trip away 

M. A holiday with aged companions N. A holiday plan that is vetoed 
by a spouse or boss 

O. A holiday filled with sunshine P. A holiday at the beach 

Q. The use of a fake tan to simulate 
having been on a RAYCATION 

R. A holiday with the in-laws 
whom you don't like 

S. A holiday for dance enthusiasts T. Holiday plans that keep 
being postponed due to lack 
of funds, time, or energy 

U. A holiday for Scrabble 
enthusiasts 

V. A holiday where everything 
goes wrong right from the 
start 

W. A holiday of dubious affordability X. A holiday at a nudist colony, 
which could be combined 
with a LAYCATION or a 
STRAYCATION  

Y. A holiday on a budget such that 
only the smallest helpings can be 
ordered 

Z. A holiday you take with 
someone other than your 
wife/husband/de facto 
partner 
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Dearly beloved. 

You’ll gather from my greeting that I’m 
a clergyman. Or, at least, I was for a 
while. I was a Presbyterian minister 
until my work with the Pennsylvania 
Temperance Society and my religious 
zeal and convictions lead me into a 
new career, that of lecturing people on 
the kind of healthy lifestyle that would 
be best for them both spiritually and 
physically. 

Long before the fads for dieting and 
lifestyle choices of Pritiken, Weight-
Watchers, Atkins, gluten-free, low-
carb, paleo*, etc, and even before the 
fat-free craze, I was promoting a way 
of life that captured the curiosity and/
or following of health-conscious 
Americans.  My teachings had all the 
trappings of a trendy regimen — a 
controversial idea, popular books, 

famous 
adherents, and 
(if I may call 
myself such) a 
dynamic guru. 

My regimen, 
however, was 
not aimed at 
helping people 
shed pounds, 
but, rather, at 
helping them get rid of their unhealthy 
sexual urges. Sexual desire was the 
single greatest scourge facing 
Americans — and still is, as far as I 
can see from here in Heaven 200 
years or so later! I always encouraged 
people to take control of their health 
by repressing such carnal urges as 
recreational sex, gluttony, and 
materialism. These only lead to 
depravity and physical illness as far as 
I’m concerned. 

Don’t write me off as a crank or a 
crackpot though! Many believed I was 
a visionary.  I’m certainly considered to 
be one of the fathers of the early 
vegetarian movement. I simply believe 
that you can find salvation through 
clean living and healthy food, and I’m 
grateful to your editors for allowing me 
this platform to continue to spread the 
word. The diet I promoted consisted of 
simply-prepared bland foods with lots 
of whole grains, mostly fruits and 
vegetables (no spices, meat, alcohol, 
or tobacco) eaten with cheerfulness at 
mealtimes in small quantities. I also 
advocated then-radical ideas about 
health and hygiene, such as bathing 
regularly, taking in fresh air and 

Hall of Fame 
by Jennifer Smith, Kiwi 

Sylvester Graham 

Jennifer Smith 
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sunlight, drinking clean water, wearing 
comfortable clothing, and exercising 
daily. 

The above are all eating and lifestyle 
habits that many people acknowledge 
as perfectly sensible today, so I can’t 
really understand why my teachings 
were so controversial.  My diet, for 
example, could help stave off cholera, 
which was rampant in the 1830s.  And 
surely human beings should eat food 
the way God grew it, untouched even 
by salt and pepper, which cause 
insanity in any case? Also, eating 
meats and fat arouses the libido, while 
a vegetarian diet cures sexual urges as 
well as alcoholism. 

In relation to sex, I taught that 
masturbation inflames the brain more 
than natural arousal, and therefore can 
result in blindness, insanity and death. 
Once a month is often enough for 
marital sex. Before you ask, yes, I was 
married, and Sarah agreed that once a 
month is plenty. I can’t be sure that my 
father, also a clergyman, held the 

same beliefs, though. He was 72 when 
I was born, and I was his 17th child! 

For many years I was in great demand 
as a speaker. I was mobbed on at least 
one occasion for lecturing women on 
chastity.  One newspaper reported that 
many women fainted at my lecture on 
sexual relations and the wearing of 
corsets. And I had trouble speaking in 
Boston in 1837 after butchers and 
bakers, angry because I endangered 
their livelihood, threatened to riot. 

Despite the controversy, I was 
nevertheless very popular in some 
quarters. My followers included Joseph 
Smith, the founder of the Mormon 
Church; suffragette Amelia Jenks 
Bloomer; Bronson Alcott, father of the 
author of Little Women; and the 
Kellogg brothers, who followed my 
dietary guidelines to develop their 
famous cornflakes. 

My system of living also inspired 
several male-only boarding houses 
which followed my dietary 
recommendations, and strictly enforced 
my other sleeping, bathing and 
exercise regimens. Sadly, in one of 
them, where a professor was fired for 
livening up his meal with pepper, the 
students protested, and the diet was 
rescinded.  From then on, my 
popularity began to wane. 

By 1839 I had retired from the lecture 
circuit, as I was struggling with physical 
and mental health problems. You can 
understand I found it hard to accept my 
infirmities when I had only ever eaten 
food that fostered physical and spiritual 
health. 

It’s hard to say why disillusionment with 
my ideas began to set in. Perhaps 
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people found me too fanatical. Perhaps 
it was because I died at the relatively 
young age of 57, even though I had 
been following my own health 
recommendations meticulously. But 
anyway, I, Sylvester Graham, left this 
earth in 1851 to be with my God. 

Before I died, I predicted that my home 
in Northampton Massachusetts would 
be turned into a national shrine. Sure 
enough, there’s an eating place called 
Sylvester’s Restaurant on the site where 
my house stood. They sell a variety of 
home-made breads, but I’m appalled 
that it’s not a vegetarian restaurant — 
they even sell unhealthy burgers there!! 

Don’t make the mistake of playing 
Sylvester in a Scrabble game; it is not a 
Scrabble word.  My recommended 
lifestyle was called Grahamism, and 
the thousands of followers of my 
regimen called themselves Grahamites, 
but they’re not Scrabble words, either. 

I’ve always known that white bread, 
beloved of the middle classes, doesn’t 
give the teeth or stomach a proper 
workout. It encourages what I call a 
“lazy colon” because it is devoid of 
nutrition. I’m thrilled to see that 
modern nutrition experts agree with me 
that a firm bread made of whole-wheat 
flour is much more nutritious. Long 
before your modern experts finally 
discovered the truth, I developed my 
own process for making whole-wheat 
flour, with which I made graham 
bread.  Yes, that’s right, “graham” 
without a capital letter. It’s a Scrabble 
word! 

I called my bread “graham crackers”. 
Graham crackers were not sold 
commercially until 1900, but, alas, they 
bear very little resemblance to the 

graham crackers sold these days. The 
modern graham crackers are popular 
in North America as a snack food, 
even though (or perhaps, I hate to say 
it, because) they have greater amounts 
of sugar and/or honey, and less 
graham flour than my originals. I 
shudder to see that some are even 
topped with a thick crust of cinnamon 
and sugar, or have chocolate 
flavourings and coatings. I feel bitter 
that the present-day graham cracker 
embodies the very things I spent my life 
railing against: sweet flavor and mass 
production. 

Despite devoting my life to serving God 
for the sake of humanity, my greatest 
legacy is probably not my diet or my 
cracker, but a cereal — and sadly, the 
Kelloggs are remembered for that, not 
me. However, perhaps you will 
remember me when you play GRAHAM 
or GRAHAMS for the cracker that bears 
my name. 

Graham crackers 

1—A, 2—B, 3—S, 4—C, 5—D, 6—U, 
7—E, 8—F, 9—W, 10—G, 11—H, 
12—Y, 13—I, 14—J, 15—R, 16—K, 
17—L, 18—T, 19—M, 20—N, 21—V, 
22—O, 23—P, 24—X, 25—Q, 26—Z 

CATION Answers 

(see p 30-31) 
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If you were a member of the NZ 
Scrabble News group at Google 
Groups, you will be aware that the 
mailing lists that used Google Groups 
have been replaced by a single team at 
https://NZScrabble.slack.com. For 
those of you who were not on the News 
mailing list (with a working email 
address), here is a brief introduction to 
what our Slack team is all about. 

Slack is based on the old IRC (Internet 
Relay Chat) system, but with various 
enhancements. For example, unlike the 
old IRC system, Slack provides storage 
facilities for uploaded files, and it is 
possible to go back and search 
through conversations to which you 
have access. When you are invited to 
join a Slack team, you sign up to only 
that team (not slack.com as a whole), 
but then have full access to all public 
conversations within that team with a 
single log-in. It’s then up to you to 
decide which conversations you want to 
read. 

Reading or adding to conversations is 
easy. You simply choose which 
conversation you wish to read or take 
part in by selecting it in the left-hand 
navigation panel. That conversation 
will then appear in the larger area on 
the right-hand side of the screen, with 
the most recent messages at the 
bottom. This means that you need to 
scroll up to see earlier messages. If you 
want to add to the conversation 
yourself, you just need to type your 
message into the text-entry field, which 
is located right at the bottom of the 
conversation, then press enter. If you 

want to add a photo or other file to the 
conversation, just click on the “plus” 
sign to the left of the text-entry field, 
which will then bring up the options for 
attaching a file, and other options 
besides. 

The conversations within a Slack team 
are divided into “channels”. Anyone 
can join or leave a public channel. 
Each channel is kind of like a separate 
mailing list. You can also send “direct 
messages” to other people in that 
channel. These direct messages are 
private and only accessible to those 
whom you have included in that group 
of messages (you can include up to six 
people in a direct message). 

Direct messaging isn’t just limited to 
people in a channel; you can send a 
direct message to anyone in the Slack 
Scrabble team. A useful feature of 
Slack is the ability to send direct 
messages to Slackbot, basically an 

An introduction to Slack 
by Steven Brown, Kapiti 

Steven Brown 
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imaginary person. Sending a direct 
message to Slackbot is a really handy 
way of making notes for future 
reference. No-one else sees the 
messages you send to Slackbot so it’s 
also a great way to practise posting 
messages or uploading files. To try out 
direct messaging, click on the circled 
“plus” sign beside DIRECT MESSAGES 
in the left-hand navigation panel to get 
a list of everyone you can choose to 
contact via direct message. 

We currently have four public channels 
set up in the NZScrabble team. When 
you first join up, you will see the #news
-n-announcements channel (which all 
team members must belong to), and 
the #talk-n-discussion channel (which 
everyone starts out belonging to, but 
can leave if they wish). If you click on 
the circled “plus” sign by the word 
CHANNELS in the left-hand navigation 
panel, you will see that there are also 
#games-n-study and #ratings-review 
channels for you to browse or join as 
you choose. 

If you would like to be invited to join 
the NZ Scrabble Slack team, please 
complete the form here: https://
nzscrabble.typeform.com/to/hpqUjc 

You can only sign up by accepting an 
invitation to a specific email (by 
following the link in the invitation email 
from feedback@slack.com), and the 
only way I can add members is by 
sending invitations for you to accept. 
Once you are signed up, you’ll find it 
much easier to keep up if you 
download the desktop (or mobile) client 
(from https://slack.com/downloads) for 
your kind of computer (rather than 
always going back to the 
nzscrabble.slack.com webpage in your 
browser). 

I’ve also set up the old 
NZScrabbleNews mailing list to use to 
send email copies of anything 
particularly important initially posted to 
Slack. So, as long as you sign up to the 
NZScrabble Slack team, you can then 
receive the important stuff while 
ignoring any other conversations taking 
place on Slack. 

If you have any questions or comments, 
please direct message me @stevenb on 
nzscrabble.slack.com, or email 
sgbrown@mac.com. 
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From a young age, most of us would 
have been indoctrinated to apply the 
phrase ‘practice makes perfect’ to the 
many skills we acquire throughout our 
lives. Recent neuroscience supports the 
need for ‘training’ or deliberate practice. 
When we undertake practice, 
improvement in motor and cognitive 
skills brings about changes in our brain 
structure.  Check out this link for more 
on this topic: http://www.brainfacts.org/
About-Neuroscience/Ask-an-Expert/
Articles/2014/Does-practice-make-
perfect . This additional article http://
lifehacker.com/the-science-of-practice-
what-happens-when-you-learn-a-
510255025 affirms that the production 
of myelin (the white stuff around our 
axons) increases or thickens when we 
conscientiously practise skills. 

However, we must not only practise 
through repetition, but practise correctly. 
That is, just playing lots of Scrabble 
games might not accelerate your 
learning or help you to increase your 
rating. You need to be strategic when 
you play non-tournament games, to 
improve the way you make decisions 
about rack management, use 
information gleaned through tile-
tracking, play at the right places on the 
board as the game progresses, and 
improve your endgame. 

So, how do you know you are practising 
your Scrabble the “right” way? The 
article at the following URL provides 
some guidance: http://www.csc.kth.se/
utbildning/kth/kurser/DD143X/
dkand12/Group3Johan/final/
frej.connolly.dia . In summary, the 
Swedish authors tested several 
hypotheses: ‘hitting the bonus squares’, 

carefully placing 
words with a high 
score, and keeping 
a good balance 
between 
consonants and 
vowels on your 
rack. Their study 
advocates going for 
the highest-scoring 
opportunity by 
‘hitting the bonus squares’. This is not 
an earthshattering pronouncement by 
any means! However, putting the 
strategy into practice is easier said than 
done. 

The study used a word generator 
programme, meaning that we mere 
mortals may not always find the best-
scoring word as our word knowledge 
will be patchy. I have started to use the 
‘teacher’ setting on games that I play 
against the CPU (i.e. the computer 
opponent) on my iPad Scrabble app. 
Often, ‘teacher’ finds a better-scoring 
word which I did not see or know.  
Some of the seven-, eight-, and nine-
letter words CPU comes up with are 
really obscure — to me anyway! 
However, I have found using ‘teacher’ 
has improved my placement of words, 
as now I am more conscious of working 
towards ‘hitting the bonus squares’.  I 
also take into account rack balance, so 
sometimes, my intuition tells me NOT to 
go for the highest score, but to RETAIN 
the letters that will increase my chances 
for a bonus word. 

So, ‘practice makes perfect’, true, but 
strategic practice may make your 
Scrabble even more perfect, one game 
at a time. 

Does practice make perfect? 
by Selena Chan, Christchurch 

Selena Chan 
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Twenty years ago in Forwords 
by John Foster, Independent 

This time my selection is an 
anagrammatical and palindromic 
analysis of DAVID BOYS created by 
Jeff Grant. David was the 1995 
World Champion, and Jeff finished 
in third place, the highest placing by 
a New Zealander in the pre-Nigellian 
era. 

I was present as a spectator at that 
championship, and watching the last 
nine minutes of the final game 
changed my thinking on tile tracking 
forever. With two tiles left in the bag 
and a 98-point playable bonus on 
his rack, which would have given him 
a 175-point lead, David Boys took 
nine minutes over his final play, 
going into overtime and incurring 
time penalties, to analyse the 
possibilities of the remaining nine 
tiles. Ultimately, he turned down his 
98-point bonus in favour of a 
defensive 45-point play, which 
blocked any chance of his opponent 
snatching the game and the World 
Championship. He could have done 
so if he happened to be holding the 
seven tiles out of the remaining nine 
that would have enabled him to play 
PEJORATE on a triple-triple. 

Tracking was not permitted in NZ at 
that time, many players including 
myself being opposed to it, but at our 
next AGM Lynne Butler submitted a 
second remit on this topic to allow it.  
Her first remit the previous year had 
been defeated, but this time I 
supported the motion from the chair 
and like to think my support helped 
in getting it accepted. 

John Foster 
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Some Christmas songs are just so easy to mess with, they seem unworthy of the 
word FILK. But, in the spirit of this silliest of seasons, I could not resist creating, 
and, inevitably, sharing with y’all, the following Scrabble song. 

 

Come they told me, pa rum pum pum pum  

A Scrabble game to play, pa rum pum pum pum  

My board and tiles I’ll bring, pa rum pum pum pum  

To start a-bingoing, pa rum pum pum pum,  

rum pum pum pum, rum pum pum pum, 

 

So to hammer him, pa rum pum pum pum,  

When we come.  

 

Triple word scores, pa rum pum pum pum  

And all the power tiles, pa rum pum pum pum  

There is no gift you’d bring, pa rum pum pum pum  

No greater offering, pa rum pum pum pum,  

rum pum pum pum, rum pum pum pum,  

 

Shall I play with you, pa rum pum pum pum,  

Isn’t this fun?  

 

Scoring solid, pa rum pum pum pum  

The clock by Sam kept time, pa rum pum pum pum  

I played for fun with him, pa rum pum pum pum  

I played my best for him, pa rum pum pum pum,  

rum pum pum pum, rum pum pum pum,  

 

Then he smiled at me, pa rum pum pum pum  

Now I have won. 

The Little Drummer  
Scrabbler Boy 
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Carry on up the kybo 

by John Foster, Independent 

Recently when talking to Jeff Grant, I 
queried the word KYBO, which has 
been with us since the adoption of 
Collins in 2007. I was not challenging 
its validity but rather the definition, 
which is given as “Australian slang”.  I 
pointed out that I had used this word 
as a child at a YMCA summer camp, 
where it was the official term to be 
used for the toilet. Jeff is doing further 
research into the origin of this word, 
but I thought I might relate how I first 
encountered it and the conclusions that 
I have drawn as a result. 

It is now exactly 65 years ago, in 
December 1950, that I arrived with a 
busload of other 11-year-olds to spend 
four weeks at the YMCA camp at 
Waiomu, on the Hauraki Gulf north of 
Thames. Immediately upon our arrival, 
we were shown the toilet block and 
instructed that we were to refer to it as 
the KYBO, which was an acronym for 
“Keep your bowels open”.  Mind you, I 
don't recall the term acronym actually 
being used. 

We were then introduced to our 
accommodation, a row of tents, each 
big enough to sleep 12, which had 
been pitched over wooden floors.  We 
dropped our kitbags and blanket rolls 
in our assigned tent, and were each 
given a bundle of hessian.  This turned 
out to be an empty palliasse, which we 
filled with straw from a heap in another 
tent.  These palliasses, on the bare 

floorboards, comprised our bedding, 
together with the blankets we had 
brought from home. 

The first afternoon was occupied in 
assisting with the “construction” of our 
ablution facilities.  This consisted of 
manhandling precast concrete slabs 
into the adjacent stream and propping 
them upright with stones to create a 
temporary dam.  This had the effect of 
deepening an existing swimming hole, 
which was used for bathing au naturel, 
as well as for recreational swimming. 

We had a wide range of activities 
available to us, but the highlights were 
the regular overnight hikes into the 

Toilet Talk 
It seems that a couple of our veteran contributors have recently got into a fascinating conversation over the 
toilet, or at least, over the origins of a slang term used for the toilet. The editorial team is pleased to share 
with you John’s and Jeff’s conclusions below. 
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bush behind the camp. We 
would start out about mid-
afternoon, and hike until our 
adult leader selected a 
campsite by a stream for the 
night. A couple of us would be 
detailed to dig a temporary 
KYBO with a World War II 
trenching tool, while the rest 
gathered firewood for the 
campfire. This last would be 
used to sizzle sausages for our 
meal, and afterward, as the 
focal point around which we 
sat, singing out of tune and being 
regaled with ghost stories. When the 
fire died down we would bed down for 
the night. No sissy tents and palliasses 
here; we slept in the open wrapped in 
a blanket with only a thin canvas 
groundsheet between us and the bare 
ground. 

I admit it was a tad scary at first, 
sleeping in the open in pitch darkness 
with the nighttime sounds of the native 
bush all around us. We adapted very 
quickly though, considering it an 
adventure, and we were all keen to go 
on the next hike. The occasional weta 
that was found in a blanket, along with 
possum droppings around our sleeping 
places in the morning, were all part of 
the experience. On one occasion, I 
woke in the night to rain falling in my 
face, which wasn’t such a pleasant 
thing, but thankfully it was only a brief 
shower. 

The normal stay at the camp was two 
weeks (I was one of a handful doing a 
double) so when I got new tent-mates 
in the third week, I became one of the 
seasoned old hands who was called 
upon to give advice on bushcraft to the 
newbies. Promotion was indeed rapid 

in the field! The conditions I describe 
might seem primitive, and I am sure 
they would not be permitted today, but 
I remember that summer as the most 
carefree and idyllic of my entire life. 

And now to my take on the origin of 
KYBO. I believe it to be a term 
deliberately coined by the YMCA 
hierarchy in the USA, and exported, 
along with other protocols, to YMCA 
camps in other countries, including 
Australia. The Collins compilers, 
encountering its use in the Australian 
vernacular, have simply decided to 
lump it in with other genuine Australian 
slang terms for the same thing, (for 
instance, BOGGER and SHOUSE) 
rather than doing some tiresome 
research.  Now why does that not 
surprise me? 

KYBO Musings 

by Jeff Grant, Independent 

John Foster recently drew my attention 
to the word KYBO, defined in Collins 
English Dictionary as Australian slang 
for “a temporary lavatory constructed 
for use when camping, said to be an 
acronym for K(eep) Y(our) B(owels) O
(pen)”.  John doesn’t think Collins have 
done their homework. Did the term 
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originate from an acronym in 
Australia? Is the use of “said to be” 
simply a cover for a fanciful 
etymology? Actually, Collins seem to 
have lifted KYBO almost verbatim from 
the Australian Macquarie Dictionary. It 
is also listed in some Aussie slang 
works. 

KYBO certainly could be an 
Australianism with its –o ending (cf 
arvo, biffo, servo, resto, etc.), but there 
seems to be no hard evidence.  Internet 
research supports John’s idea that 
KYBO may have an American origin, 
possibly through post-World War II 
YMCA and scout camps. The term is 
well-known in scouting circles, and 
some of the earliest references come 
from the U.S. 

There are sites claiming that the word 
is an acronym for “keep your bowels 
open/operating”, “keep your bum/
butt/backside on (the seat)”, and a few 
others.  At first glance this looks like a 
classic BACRONYM (also 
BACKRONYM), an acronym coined 
from an existing word, such as POSH 
(port out, starboard home), FUCK (for 
unlawful carnal knowledge), and GOLF 
(gentlemen only, ladies forbidden). 

A more likely explanation for KYBO as 
a toilet comes from the use of Kybo 
brand coffee tins, filled with powdered 
lime to minimise toilet smells and aid 
decomposition. Apparently these Kybo 
tins were often found in the outhouses 
at scout and Farm and Wilderness 
camps in Vermont and Iowa ‘in the old 
days’. It is conceivable that at some 
stage the name was transferred to the 
toilet itself. 

Nevertheless, John's early memory of 
the acronym does make you think. 

Jonathon Greene's Dictionary of Slang 
(1999) records KYBO as ‘a privy’, U.S.  
in origin, from the 1960s-1970s (which 
is predated by John’s experience in 
NZ). 

The two-volume Dictionary of Slang 
and Unconventional English (Eric 
Partridge, 1970) has KYBO as ‘a privy, 
w.c.’, 20th century slang. Partridge was 
born in NZ in 1894, attended university 
in Australia, served in Egypt and 
Gallipoli during World War I, then 
spent most of his time in England. 
While carrying out linguistic research 
he apparently occupied the same desk 
at the British Museum Library for fifty 
years. Both dictionaries say the term 
derives from ‘khyber*’ (also spelt 
‘kyber*’), short for ‘Khyber Pass’, 
rhyming slang for ‘arse’. That is 
certainly the part of the body that has 
the closest connection to the KYBO, so 
this derivation is reasonable on the 
face of it. However, rhyming slang is 
essentially British, so how could it 
explain the origin of a purportedly 
American term? 

So did KYBO originate in Australia, 
U.S., Britain or even New Zealand? 
And did the name come from an 
acronym, a brand of coffee, rhyming 
slang, or something else? The word is 
not listed in major works like The 
Oxford English Dictionary or Webster’s 
Third Edition, nor can I find it in any 
New Zealand dictionary, general or 
slang. John’s memory of KYBO in 
1950 is the earliest I know of, but my 
feeling is that John is right and the 
word originated in YMCA-type camps 
in America, probably in the mid- to late
-1940s.  Until research turns up 
something more convincing, the jury is 
out on KYBO. 
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The rest of the world may laugh  
and mock 
But we Scrabblers know – rocks  
really rock! 
 
A is for ARKOSE 
Not Noah’s holy boat 
But a rock. 
B is for BRECCIA 
Not some brekkie oat 
But a rock. 
And C is for COQUINA 
Not a cross-dressing fowl 
(Try not to howl!) 
It’s just a simple rock! 
 

D is for DIORITE 
Not a fan of Dior’s dresses 
But a rock. 
E is for ESSONITE 
Not one who loves our esses 
But a rock. 
And F is for FAHLERZ 
Not a unit of electricity 
(I can say in all simplicity) 
It’s yet another rock! 
 

G is for GABBRO 
Not your over-chatty friend 
But a rock. 
H is for HORNFELS 
Not some trumpet blowing men 
But a rock. 

And I is for IOLITE 
Not a moth that flutters nightly 
(Don’t take this info lightly) 
It’s just another rock! 
 
J is for JARGOON 
Not a slangy speaking jock 
But a rock. 
K is for KUNZITE 
Not the web page of a schmock 
But a rock. 
And L is for LIGNITE 
Not a night’s free food and booze 
(This isn’t idle schmooze) 
I tell you, it’s a rock! 
 
M is for MORION 
Not a fool, don’t you doubt,  
But a rock. 
N is for NOSELITE 
Not a torch to check your snout 
But a rock. 

Geology for dummies:  
the ABC of rocks 

by Jennifer Smith, Kiwi 

Hornfels 
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And O is for OOLITE 
Not a rack without a vowel 
(You’ll know the drill by now) 
Of course it is a rock! 
 
P is for PYCNITE 
Not a meal outdoors at night 
But a rock. 
Q is for QUARTZ 
You know that word, all right! 
It’s a rock! 
And R is for RHYOLITE 
Nothing to do with ryes 
(This will come as no surprise) 
It’s definitely a rock! 

 
S is for SCHORL 
Not a rotten spell of school 
But a rock. 
T is for TILLITE 
Not a little gardening tool 
But a rock. 
And U is for UNAKITE 
Not a single high flyer 
(You know I’m no liar) 
It’s one more bonus rock! 
 
V is for VERDITE 
Not a statement of truth 
But a rock. 

W is for WACKE 
Not an idiotic youth 
But a rock. 
And X is for XENOLITH 
Not some strange foreign folk 
(I promise it’s no joke) 
It’s a rock within a rock! 

Y is for YTTERBIA 
Don’t let the word perturb yer 
It’s one more harmless rock! 
 
Z is for ZOONITE 
The segment of a mite 
But wait – it’s not a rock! 
(Don’t get yourself uptight 
I just wanted to make you yock) 
It’s definitely not a rock! 
 
So Z is for ZOOLITE 
Do you like that any better? 
And now it is a rock! 
With just one change of letter. 
 
But better still is ZEUXITE 
A high scoring double whammy 
If you ever get to play this rock 
You’ll think yourself quite jammy. 
 
[Notes: All pluralise normally. HORNFELS 
must have the S, HORNFELSES is its ugly 

plural. YOCK means chuckle.] 

Rhyolite 

 Xenolith 
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Two Days of Scrabble  
in Myanmar 

by Jeanette Grimmer, Rodney 

Last March I spent four weeks in 
Myanmar teaching academic English to 
theological students in Yangon. Before I 
left New Zealand, Khin Saw Khine of 
the Mt. Albert Scrabble Club suggested 
that I play her Yangon friends at 
Scrabble while I was there. Her 
persistent efforts to arrange this bore 
fruit: over two days I was able to play 
numerous games of Scrabble against 
several of Khine’s close friends. 

Khine’s long-term friend, Peggy Lwin, 
collected me from the Rainbow Hotel 
and drove me to the Scrabble venue – 
the apartment of Hazel Kyaw Zaw, on 
the eighth floor of a building only a 
short distance away. Hazel is a 
member of the Scrabble group Khine 
started. Ordinarily they play on a 
Tuesday morning, but Hazel had had a 
fall and, not wanting to miss out on this 
extra Scrabble session, she had invited 
players to meet me at her house that 
Friday. Every member of the group 
(about 12!) came. 

The standard of play was high. My first 
opponent was Dr. Malcom, present by 
invitation of his friend 
Mra Sabai, who is 
Khine’s daughter. It was 
his second visit to the 
group. We played three 
games, and then I 
played one with a lady, 
Cho Cho Win, and two 
more against Dr. Myo 
Khine. Some I won, and 
some I lost. Dr. Malcom 
told me he had been the 

Scrabble champion of Myanmar back 
in 1947. 

Refreshments were served mid-morning 
as we played – sandwiches, cakes and 
coffee. Then, once play was over, a 
delicious meal followed.  To Burmese 
noodles, we added coconut, spices, 
onion, fried noodles, and soup; and to 
end the meal there was a choice of 
fruit. 

The next day, two gentlemen friends of 
Khin Saw Khine who were not free to 
join the group on Friday came to my 
hotel at 9:30am. They brought with 
them a new Scrabble board and two 
clocks, which they had purchased 
especially for us to play with. Our 
Scrabble contest began once they had 
enjoyed the Korean breakfast offered at 
the Rainbow. 

Dr. Aung Soe Lwin was in his sixties, 
and his friend, ex-sea captain Aung Lin 
Myint, was only 52, but retired because 
of a medical condition. Both proved to 
be excellent Scrabblers.  As we began, I 
was taken aback when Aung Lin Myint 
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would not hear of us taking the usual 
25 minutes each per game. “That’s 
not fast enough. Fifteen minutes! 
Fifteen minutes!” he demanded. We 
compromised on twenty, and I was 
playing a triple. Very soon I was aware 
that both men had the ability to defeat 
me, and that Aung Lin Myint had an 
immense vocabulary. In fact, during 
my last game against Dr. Aung Soe 
Lwin, he assisted me to come from 
behind and win. I did not know one 
could build on AZONS by adding a G 
for GAZONS; but he did, and with his 
help, my last word was the bonus 
BEANING. It gave me 88 points, and 
a win thanks to the extra 20 from Dr. 
Aung’s leftover tiles. 

Khine had given me – and also her 
friends, I hope – two days of intense 
and very enjoyable Scrabble. Even 
here, at her Blockhouse Bay home, 
she twice arranged for me to enjoy 
several hard-fought games with her. 
She will soon be back in Myanmar 
after two years away, and how glad 
her friends will be to battle her again 
over the Scrabble board!  

 

 

Two’s company 

Su Walker of Mt. Albert observed that 
only two letters of the alphabet (Q and 
X) cannot occur as a doubled letter in 
an allowable Scrabble word. In testing 
this hypothesis, we found that, in all 
but two cases, a doubled letter in the 
middle of a word can combine with 
another power tile (J, K, Q, X, or Z) for 
a dazzling bingo. 

Here’s a list of some of the interesting 
examples the editors have discovered 
(one for each letter of the alphabet). 
Can you spot the two exceptions? 

KAMAAINA 

BOBBYSOX 

ZECCHIN 

QUIDDANY 

QUEENCUP 

JEFFING 

ZIGGURAT 

FISHHOOK 

ZOMBIISM 

HAJJAHS 

QUOKKAS 

MILLILUX 

FLUMMOX 

QUINNAT 

JARGOON 

ZEPPOLE 

PARROKET 

JUSSIVE 

GYTTJAS 

SQUUSHED 

SKIVVIED 

QAWWALI 

BAYYANS 

FUZZBOX  

Ziggurat  

Quokkas 

Parroket 
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Mailbox 

Club News:  

Rotorua Club wish to advise readers of 
the death of member David Kerr in 
early December. 

 

World Literacy Day in 
Wellington 

by Howard Warner, Independent 

On 8 September, Howard stopped by 
to offer encouragement and occasional 
advice at the Wellington Central train 
station, where Literacy Wellington were 
playing Scrabble on a grand scale. A 
giant board was formed on the floor, 
using coloured electrical tape and 
laminated card. The letter playing 
pieces were made from cardboard 
boxes. This annual event had 
previously taken place in Cuba Mall, 
but was moved indoors this year due to 
unreliable weather. Passersby were 
seconded by Literacy staff to play in 
teams. More than one player confessed 
to having missed their train to continue 
the game. 

 

All things come 
to those who 
wait! 

by Jennifer Smith, Kiwi 

It was the first tournament held by the 
newly-formed Waikato Phoenix Club, 
in Knox Street, and I was playing Reeva 
Pearson (some of you will remember 
her).  I began, and Reeva played a 
bonus starting with an E on the top 
row.  I played SLEAZING around her E 
for a triple-triple, with Z on the double 
letter: total points 302! 

Reeva said, “I'm sure that's OK, but I 
can’t let you get 302 points without 
challenging.” The slip came back, 
incorrect! 

We were both staggered.  Reeva told 
me to appeal.  Still wrong! I appealed 
to Pat Grant again, explaining the 
value of the turn, and that I needed to 
be absolutely sure it wasn’t a word.  
She got Jeff to check a dictionary, and 
he came over personally to show us the 
non-appearance of the word in the 
word list.  Sadly, I removed the tiles. 

Almost everyone was surprised that 
SLEAZE was not a verb.  SLEAZY (IER, 
IEST), SLEAZILY, SLEAZES, 
SLEAZEBAGS, and SLEAZO were all 
OK, but not SLEAZED or SLEAZING. 

I’ve never forgotten it.  Over the years, 
I've always hoped somebody would 
play the verb version against me so I 
could at least get some benefit from the 
experience, but I've never had that 
satisfaction. 
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But now — oh joy, oh rapture! — 
SLEAZING and SLEAZED have become 
legitimate. 

In my opinion, the new word list is 
beautiful! 

 

Ar_eholes 

Val Mills, eagle-eyed NZASP President, sent in 

this clipping, published in the Perth Voice on 5th 
November. Permission to reproduce the article in 

Forwords has been sought from its author, 
David Bell. The sculpture under discussion will be 

familiar to many New Zealand Scrabblers, as we 
had our photos taken with it at Rotorua’s 
lakefront in February (see issue 118). This photo is 
by Bob Kucera.  

 

IT’S happened again: blockheads have 
busted the giant Scrabble-like sculpture 
at Ellesmere Reserve in North Perth. 

It’s the third time the artwork imag_ne 
by Emma Anna has been vandalised 
since its installation a few years back. 

Sturdily reinforced since the last bout of 
idiocy, a hammer or something similar 
was taken to it on October 30. 

Local grand-dad Bob Kucera says the 
timing’s just awful because on 
Halloween the local kids come out in 

their costumes to get their photos taken 
next to it. “It really is a lowlife thing to 
do especially the night before 
Halloween,” the former MP says. 
“There’s a lot of disappointed kids out 
there because of this. Our fear is that if 
this continues the council might remove 
it.” 

After reporting the damage, Vincent 
deputy mayor Ros Harley came out 
pronto to survey the scene and the 
council’s assured Mr Kucera it’ll be 
fixed again. 

In other parts of the world the eve 
before Halloween is known as “Devil’s 
Night” and is marked by mischief and 
mayhem. In Australia it’s called 
“Dickheads’ Night” where morons get 
drunk and smash stuff. 

 

On tournament prize-givings 

by Liz Fagerlund, Mt. Albert 

What a great feeling, when you play in 
a tournament and end up in the prize 
lineup – especially if it doesn’t happen 
for you often, or if it’s your first 
tournament placing, or better still your 
first ever win in a grade. It’s a feeling 
of achievement and pride to go up for 
your prize – and definitely in New 
Zealand it’s more about that feeling 
than the actual prize itself, which is 
seldom extravagant. 

I know some players have to make a 
quick getaway after tournament play 
finishes, due to flights and other travel 
arrangements; but I think some players 
just leave without waiting for the prize-
giving, which is disappointing. At one 
tournament I attended this year, 
numerous people left before this 
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important part of the weekend. When I 
asked one player as she said goodbye 
to me, “Aren’t you staying for the prize-
giving?”, she replied no, as she 
wouldn’t be getting a prize! 

Some of that feeling of having your 
moment of glory when you win a prize 
is having your fellow competitors 
applaud you and recognise your 
achievement – what a shame if most 
players, especially those in your grade, 
have gone home already. 

It would be nice if players, where 
possible, could stay until the end – if it’s 
you next time in that winner’s circle – 
how nice would it be to have your 
fellow competitors still there to 
acknowledge your achievement at the 
end of the weekend! 

 

Scrabble with Primary Schools 

by Murray Rogers, Independent 

On Thursday 26 November,  
18 children from Years Four to 
Six at three primary schools took 
a break from their normal 
curriculum and indulged 
themselves in a Scrabble 
tournament. There were two 
grades, with 10 players in the A 
grade and eight in the B grade. I 
have worked with Motupipi 
Primary School (MPS) during the 
past three years, Takaka Primary 
School (TPS) for part of this year, 
and Collingwood Area School 
(CAS) not at all; and the final 
results of the tournament 
certainly reflected that.  

The draw was based on ability, 
so that better players played 

against 
each other, 
and less 
skilled 
players 
faced off 
against 
other 
novices. 
Each player 
played 
three 
games, with 
a 30-minute break between games. 
Each game lasted 45 minutes. Players 
were encouraged to make a play within 
two and a half minutes or risk losing a 
turn. This helped keep the game 
moving. If, when time was called, the 
second player had fewer turns than the 
winning player, s/he had two minutes 
to make one final play.  

I borrowed a version of the Australian 

Place-getters for the 2015 Golden Bay Primary 

Schools Scrabble Tournament.   

With Murray Rogers (facilitator) at the rear,  

are the following: 

From L to R: Tane Holland MPS, Leo Campbell-

Weaver MPS, Phoebe Mulry-Climpson MPS, Pippa 

Struck MPS, Fergus Shaw TPS, Kaleb Haerewa TPS 

and front centre is A grade winner  

Rhys Williams MPS  

Murray Rogers 
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rule of “free challenge”. If the word or 
words were incorrect, the challenged 
player had another go, but if the 
second try was also incorrect, the 
player lost his/her turn. This format 
allowed the children to try a word they 
thought could be valid, and the 
challenger need not fear a penalty. Of 
course, the player had to be more 
careful on the second turn.  

Only two players won all their games, 
one from each grade. Two players, 
both from the A grade, had two and a 
half wins. Oddly, those draws were not 
against each other. 

During my coaching sessions, I had 
presented exercises that stressed front 
and back hooks and elongating the 
hook to make another word. One girl 
played an A in front of FRONT and 
played AIM down to the triple word 
score. Because there was no Lewis 
Hawkins in the room (nor anyone near 
his ability), there was only one bingo, 
PUMPiNG. Unfortunately the first P was 
a back hook on YO making YOP*. The 
opponent was probably so awestruck 
and sure of the seven-tile play she 
didn’t think to question the incorrect 
word.  

This year it was heartwarming to 
discover that two of the Takaka Primary 
students had attended a two-hour 
introductory Scrabble session that I 
gave three years ago at the local 
library that was based on Karen and 
Alastair Richards’ tutelage with 
children.  

At the end of the day I asked the 
children for their comments. More than 
half said, “fun and challenging”. 

Let’s see what will happen next year! 

Dreaming of Scrabble 

Nick Cavenagh, from the Kiwi Club, appealed to 
Facebook to make sense of his recurring dream, 
and I, henceforth to be known as  
“And-Dream-a”, was deemed to provide the most 
appropriate interpretation. Do you dream of 

Scrabble as well? Send in your experiences to 

Forwords, and I will gladly elucidate the 
workings of your subconscious mind for all our 
readers to laugh at, too. 
 

Nick wrote: I have recurring Scrabble 
dreams - in them I keep picking out 
way too many Scrabble tiles - e.g. 15 
instead of seven - and I can’t seem to 
stop doing so. Each time I have to tell 
my opponent to pick some of them and 
put them back in the bag, which is 
what you do when this happens in real-
life Scrabble. In a variation I keep 
pulling out things which aren’t Scrabble 
tiles — buttons and the like. 
Interpretations please! 

Anderina replied: OK, I’ll give it a shot: 
the Scrabble Bag symbolises what is 
unknown, here representing your 
future. The symbolic Bag contains 
amazing riches, and also unplumbed 
depths of shite. Your subconscious is 
verifying for you that you don’t know 
what the future may hold, but it will 
sometimes be completely unexpected 
(buttons!), and no matter how you try to 
influence/control it 
(by drawing extra 
tiles = seeking 
knowledge for 
which it is not yet 
your time) you will 
still be constrained 
to move at Time’s 
preordained pace. 
Profound, yes? 
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You win some, you lose some 

by Bev Edwards, Whangarei 

Eight members of Whangarei Scrabble 
Club attended the Rodney tournament 
on Saturday 7th November. Rodney 
Club did themselves proud with their 
organisation and catering. They had 
four divisions, which in itself was a 
remarkable achievement, as many 
players were away in Perth on the day 
of their tournament. One Whangarei 
member in particular had an amazing 
game that I thought we should share. 

Jenny Litchfield, who was on a rating 
of 837, played five bingos in one 
game: VENTING, TRAINED, PLEATERS, 
GRITTiLY, and WoRRIED, for a total 
game score of 539. I think her 
opponent was shellshocked. Jenny 
obviously will not be on that rating for 
very long! 

I think I had the hard luck story of the 
day: Only one move from the end of 
the game, I was sitting comfortably (or 
so I thought) on a lead of 111, when 
Mary Curtis put down a triple triple for 
136 points! It just goes to show, the 
game is not over ’til it’s over.  

It was Mary Curtis against whom Jenny 
Litchfield had played her amazing 
game, so Mary had a day at both ends 
of the spectrum. 

 

Jennifer Smith, Kiwi, also sent in the 
following photos: 

I was pleased to show off my Scrabble 
placemats to my two sons when they 
came with their families for dinner. 
However, a short while (and a few 
beers) later … 

I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised that 
they have inherited not only my sense 
of humour, but also my love of words! 
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Norfolk Island Scrabble Festival 

A high score is practically guaranteed combining a Scrabble® Tournament with a 
holiday on beautiful Norfolk Island.  

There are so many reasons to consider a holiday to Norfolk Island. Playing in the 
Norfolk Island Scrabble® Festival there is yet another layer of enjoyment to be 
had – AND the possibility of becoming the 2016 Tournament Champion and 
winning a return airfare ex Auckland and 7 nights accommodation to defend your 
Title!  

Led by Wayne Willis, who has been actively involved in promoting and organising 
Norfolk Island Scrabble for many years, you can be sure of participating in 
excellently run games over 5 days.  

In 2016 the Norfolk Island Scrabble® Festival will be run in Championship format 
and as a WESPA and Australian rated tournament. Six games sessions will be held 
over five days, with 24 games in total. Using a Lag draw, games will each be 44 
minutes each and played under Australian National Rules. In between the games 
there will be plenty of time to see the Island which is packed full of things to see 
and do.  

The Norfolk Island Travel Centre have great deals for 7 night travel packages 
priced from NZ$1459 ex Auckland per person twin share, including airfare, 7 
nights accommodation, car hire, half day orientation tour and more. A Scrabble® 
Registration Kit of NZ$359 is additional to holiday packages. See the flyer on the 
NZASP website for more information. 
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 Tournament results 
Wanganui 
24-25 October 

Rodney 
7 November 

Vicky Robertson, 3rd in A grade  

at Wanganui 
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Otago Lion Open 
14-15 November 

Tournament Calendar 2016 

Tournament Dates 

Wellington 23-24 January 

Pakuranga 30-31 January 

Nelson 13-14 February 

Rotorua 27-28 February 

Mt. Albert Memorial 12-13 March 

Masters# 25-27 March 

Dunedin 2-3 April 

Christchurch 7-8 May 

Nationals 4-5 June 

Whangarei 2-3 July 

Trans-Tasman# 5-7 August 

Kiwi Promotion/ Demotion 13-14 August 

Tauranga 27-28 August 

Christchurch 10-11 September 

Norfolk Island 18-22 September 

Mt. Albert 1-2 October 

Wanganui 22-23 October 

Dunedin 12-13 November 

# restricted entry  

Lois Binnie, 1st in A Grade at Otago 
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Rankings list as at 31 December 2015 

Gabrielle Bolt 
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Jacqueline Coldham-Fussell 



www.scrabble.org.nz 


