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The Editrix Experience 

I canõt remember at what point in the 
last few months I came across the 
word EDITRIX; whether I looked up a 
promising rack of ?DEIIRT, or whether 
I performed a pattern search for 
EDIT@ (I learned this from my new 
mobile version of Zyzzyva: the @ 
symbol can be used in place of an 
asterisk to signify any number of 
blanks, thereby avoiding confusion 
with the way we EDITRICES notate a 
non-word). Whichever: I discovered 
this great word, which Zyzzyva defines 
as òa female editoró. For me the word 
conjures up an inspiring image of a 
female editor who is somewhat 
voluptuous, probably dressed all in 
black, and possibly wielding a whip; a 
personage who is unmistakably in 
control of her situation.  

Iõd like to thank all the people who 
have shared with us their feedback on 
our first issue. We are endeavouring 
to eliminate the negatives: this issue 
contains the correctly updated version 
of the Records, and Glenda is 
experimenting with a more satisfactory 
font. A few people requested 
clarification over which editrix had 
contributed which content, for which 
distinction we are employing a 
Scrabble tile symbol with our initials: A 
for Anderina, O for Olivia. Nobody 
noticed (or at least nobody told me 
theyõd noticed!) the glaring spelling 
error that had me tearing my hair out 
when I first saw the print version of our 
autumn edition.  

Our new Word Famous in New 
Zealand feature generated plenty of 
positive discussion, and we are thrilled 
to have already received several 
volunteers for upcoming issues. This 
has been the thing that I have enjoyed 
most so far about editing Forwords: 
discerning the myriad of different 
òvoicesó (talents, preferences, 
backgrounds, writing stylesé) that 
make up the vibrant community that is 
the NZASP.  

An unexpected challenge for me has 
been the level of nitty-gritty detail 
required for the job. Now, donõt get 
me wrong, Iõm thrilled to be an office-
bearing grammar pedant, after all 
these years of making unsolicited 
corrections to my friends, my 
coworkers, signs, menusé 
(UrbanDictionary.com, among less 
charitable interpretations, defines 
editrix as òa female who demands you 
to finesse your lingoó. I didnõt even 
know ôfinesseõ was a verb!) éI 
digress.  

By way of an example, for our first 
issue, Olivia and I decided that we 
would always write out the words for 
numbers zero to nine, and use 
numerals starting from 10 . Easy. 
Excepté what about money? What 
about other decimals (such as win 
expectancies)? What about dates? For 
every òruleó there is a plethora of 
possible exceptions, and for each we 
are required to make a decision, and 
then to apply our decisions 
consistently. 

Editorial  
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Those of you who came to the 
Pakuranga tournament in January will 
already know that this year we, the 
Pakuranga Club, are celebrating 30 
years of holding tournaments.  The 
celebrations have continued with a 
potluck dinner held recently at one of 
our club nights. 

There were a dozen or so of us there, 
and we started reminiscing about how 
we got involved in Scrabble.  The 
stories ranged from it being the 'thing' 
for families on a naval base in 
England to do, to being brought up 
with the game, to being taught by a 
grandmother, to seeing an ad in a 
paper.  We talked about what has 
kept us interested in the game ñ 
basically the excitement of not 
knowing what we were going to draw 
out of the bag, the thrill of seeing the 
perfect rack, the satisfaction of finding 
exactly the right word to play, the 
craftiness of setting up plays, and the 
joy when your opponent puts down 
exactly the right tile for you. 

Then the conversation 
shifted to 
remembering how 
the Club started, and 
reminiscences about 
past members.  
Everyone came up with names of 
people that were in the club when they 
first joined, and stories about those 
who had only come for one night, 
never to be seen again. 

Part of the point of writing about this is 
to tell you that the following week, Pat 
Wareing came to club armed with 
some very interesting statistics.  She 
had gone through all the attendance 
books that had been kept since the 
club began.  The statistic that really 
shocked us all was the number of 
people that had attended at least one 
of our club nights since 1984 ñ the 
figure was 284!! Can you believe 
that? Admittedly, some of them were 
members of other clubs just visiting for 
the night, but there were so many who 
had only attended for one or two 

Presidentõs report 

I have also rapidly learned 
(notwithstanding forewarning by my 
predecessor) the importance of 
checking everything, especially with 
regard to words that people claim are 
or are not allowable in Scrabble. Iõm 
not going to name and shame here, 
but I can tell you in confidence that no-
one is infallible, even among those you 
would think surely would be. 

Finally, a number of people have 
asked me about what itõs like to share 
the editorship with somebody else / my 
best friend / a blind person. Olivia and 

I agreed from the outset that this was 
not a venture either of us was prepared 
to attempt alone, and we have 
delighted in the excuse that Forwords 
has provided for us to spend more 
time together. In doing so I have 
learned new admiration for Oliviaõs 
many strengths, and the many ways in 
which we complement each other. I 
hope that our readers continue to 
derive as much pleasure from this 
òmarriage of true mindsó as we have 
so far. 

Anderina McLean 

Val Mills 
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nights and then never come back. 

It got us all thinking about what we 
should be doing to keep people's 
interest in the game.  Lack of 
membership is a problem faced by 
most clubs up and down the country, 
and there is no silver bullet.  If we had 
managed to keep even a few of those 
people interested, our club would be 
much bigger than it currently is.  
Instead, we teeter on the borderline of 
being a viable club. 

What are other clubs' experiences of 
trying to attract and keep new 
members? Have you managed it, and if 
so, how? Can we, the Association, take 
any action to keep the New Zealand 
Scrabble club scene vibrant? Do we, as 
a community, need to consider 
changing the way we approach or 
relate to new/beginner Scrabblers to try 
and maintain their interest? If you have 

any ideas, anecdotes, or advice, 
perhaps you could write it up for 
Forwords so that we can all benefit. 

I couldn't end this report without, of 
course, mentioning the Nationals.  
There is more detailed coverage of this 
event further on in this issue.  Here, I 
just want to say a big congratulations to 
Alastair Richards of Australia for 
winning the tourney ñ great effort! 
Alastair made a lightning visit to NZ, 
with his mum, Karen, while in the midst 
of studying for university exams.  
Thanks to both of them for making the 
effort to come all the way across the 
Tasman. 

Thanks also to everyone who made the 
event happen, and to everybody who 
traveled from near and far to 
participate.  I had a great time! Happy 
Scrabbling. 
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 Name: Nola Ker Borrell 
Birthplace: Geraldine, Canterbury, NZ  
Current Home:Lower Hutt 
Club Affiliation : Wellington since 
2009  
Principal Occupation: Former teacher, 
sociologist, researcher, counsellor 

I like words, words rather than 
numbers - not the right way around 
for Scrabble, I now know. That love 
took me, in 2007, to Whanganui to 
play social grade Scrabble in the 
Masters games (as well as table 
tennis). To my surprise, I won 12 out 
of 15 games, second to a rated 
player, Jean Walsh of Whanganui. 
Encouraged, I signed up as an 
independent. 

In 2009, I ventured into Wellington 
Scrabble Club, one of two new 
members: ôA flood,õ said Vicky 
Robertson. Membership required a 
willingness to learn new words. Just 
what I liked!  

I had to keep in mind that the focus 
was scoring points, rather than my 
opponentõs shining new word; and 
definitions were not important - well, 
not very. é But I soon stopped 
muttering, decided Scrabble was just 
another form of EPEOLATRY (the 
worship of words), and I could find out 
the meanings later. Besides, I was 
playing Serious Scrabblers now.  

Behind me: childhood on a farm 
(great playground, much reading, 
much dreaming); a leap into full time 
university study, (I graduated with a 
ôthird yearõ from what-was-then 
Dunedin Training College); and high 
school teaching in New Zealand and 
Adelaide. The teaching was mainly 
English, with occasional Year Nine 
maths thrown in. 

My female contemporaries seemed to 
choose between marriage and OE. I 
chose both, and tripped around the 
world for nearly a year. The London to 
Bombay stretch was in a VW Beetle, 
which also doubled as our sleeping 
quarters. We kept VW for years, long 
after packing in three children plus 

Word famous in New 

Zealand  

When we shoulder-tapped Nola to write a profile for this column, we knew she was an interesting person 
(she has to be to play Scrabble, right?), but we didnõt realise the extent of her interestingness until we 
actually read her profile. She is obviously a well-travelled woman of huge talent, diverse interests, and 

endless curiosity. 

Nola Borrell 
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camping gear became a logistical trial, 
always recollecting that one ox who 
bent the front bumper pulling us out of 
the snow in Yugoslavia; and the 
sandblasting VW underwent during 
a night storm in Dasht-i-Lut desert in 
Iran, and é  

The three children, Anthony, Charles 
and Sarah, had a spot of overseas 
adventure too, when we lived for a 
while in Bandung, Indonesia. (I was 
ôWife-ofõ a geologist.) Sarah, then 
three, had words in three languages. 
When our sea luggage containing 
books and games was severely 
delayed, Charles, six, designed 
Monopoly from memory. Back home 
we had a games cupboard. 

The three children, Anthony, Charles, 
and Sarah, were included in our 
overseas adventure too, when we lived 
for a while in Bandung, Indonesia. 
Sarah, then three, had words in three 
languages. When our sea luggage 
containing books and games was 
severely delayed, Charles, six, 
designed Monopoly from his memory 
of our games cupboard back home. 

Curiosity has taken me back to study 
repeatedly (sociology, education, 
counselling). Paid work included 
teaching sociology at university, 
research positions, off campus work, 
and counselling (sex abuse, grief). 
There has been plenty of volunteer 
work, too, including Play Centre, 
Womenõs Refuge, social justice, and 
Trade Aid.  

Tramping has been important over the 
years, though Iõm less ambitious now. 
It incorporates some of my favourite 
things: exploring, photography, 
BIRDING, haiku-finding, and, of 

course, reading (Iõm a BIBLIOPHIL/ 
BIBLIOPHILE ñ a lover of books). 

These days, a key love is haiku, and 
other forms of poetry. My writing has 
won awards, been translated into 
several languages, and been published 
in various countries. Waking Echoes, a 
collection of haiku and HAIBUN* 
(prose + haiku), was published last 
year. Before that, there was a 
CHAPBOOK, This Wide Sky (2012), 
and The Taste of Nashi, a selection of 
recent haiku written by New 
Zealanders (co-edited with Karen 
Peterson Butterworth, 2008). I 
participate in workshops, and now and 
again judge competitions. 

Yes, Iõm hooked on Scrabble; but I do 
have a complaint. Some of the best 
words arenõt in the Scrabble lexicon. 
For example, it seems thereõs no room 
at the inn for: QUIZZACIOUS*- 
mocking, satirical; GLOBALONEY*- 
nonsensical talk about global issues; 
and the glorious PADIDDLE*- 
according to the Oxford English 
Dictionary ôAn exclamation shouted in 
a game by the first of a group of 
people who spots a motor vehicle with 
only one working headlight, this 
person being entitled variously to kiss 
or hit the othersõ Curiously, though, 
BALNEOLOGYñthe science of 
bathingñ is acceptable. 

Iõve adapted to seeing letters and 
words as pawns. At the back of my 
mind, however, lurks Miltonõs warning, 
ôthose who are so exact by the letter 
shall be dealt with by the lexicon and 
the Etymologicon if they pleaseõ. é So 
outside of Scrabble tournaments and 
clubs, I choose my own wayward (or is 
that WAYWORD*?) track. 
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This year, the 35th NZASP Nationals 
Tournament was held in Hamilton 
during Queen's Birthday weekend.  
Eighty-two players turned up bright 
and early on Saturday morning, eager 
to get started on New Zealand's 
flagship Scrabble event.  They were 
divided into four grades of 16 players, 
and one grade of 18 players. 

Perhaps a notable feature of the 
Nationals this year was the venue, 
which could best be described as very 
cozy.  This was particularly the case on 
the first day, when all 82 players had 
to squeeze into one room.  Clearly, it is 
possible for Scrabble to be a contact 
sport. 

Matters improved somewhat on the 
second day when another room 
became available for the A Grade 
players.  It is a testament to how well 
the rest of the tournament went that, 
despite the rather cramped quarters, 
tempers remained relatively even.  At 
least, there seemed to be no grumpy 
mutterings in the ladies' bathroom, or 
murmurings of discontent around the 
lunch table. 

As for the actual games, this year's 
Nationals saw the usual moments of 
despair, glory, and farce.  There was 
the A Grade player who quickly 
slapped down HAIRSTED through a T 
on the board for 78 points, only to 
immediately realise that she had 
missed AIRSHEDS, which would have 
earned her a triple-triple and 194 
points.  There was John McNaughton 
who, at the beginning of the 
tournament, was seeded second from 

the bottom of B grade and, by 
the end of the tournament, had 
topped B Grade, achieved 
seven and a half wins over his 
expectancy, gained 227 rating points, 
and risen from 45th to 20th in the 
Scrabble rankings.  Then there was the 
game where the word WRITER had 
been played, and the W was bumped 
out of place. One of the players put 
down the word POOR, and when the 
W was restored to its original position 
two turns later, the players discovered 
that they now had to play with a 
POORWRITER* on the board . 

After all the prayers and the tears, the 
grimaces and the laughter, the 
tournament was taken out by Alastair 
Richards of Australia.  He won 13 out 
of 15 games, finishing up with a 
spread of 1061, an average of 468, 
and 34 bonus words. Not only have 
the Australians laid claim to our 
pavlova, and Crowded House, now 
they've taken off with our national 
Scrabble trophy too! 

New Zealand Association of Scrabble 
Players Nationals Tournament 2014  

Alastair Richards pic 

Alastair Richards 
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At the end of the first day's play, many 
NZASP members remained at the 
venue to attend the AGM, and 
management meeting.  Many of us 
who are on the Scrabble emailing list 
will recall that, earlier this year, some 
conversation was generated about the 
NZ rating system.  That issue was the 
topic of a discussion at the 
management meeting.  The outcome 
of that discussion is that it was 
unanimously agreed that a review of 
NZ's rating and expectancy systems is 
timely.  Consequently, Glenda Foster, 
a former ratings officer, has been 
tasked with putting together a small 
committee to 
evaluate whether 
or not the NZ 
rating and 
expectancy 
systems are 
functioning 
satisfactorily.  If 
the committee 
finds that the 
systems are not 
satisfactory, then 
the committee 
must bring back 

recommendations on how 
these systems may be 
improved. 

As always, the Scrabble 
event of the year was 
rounded out with a dinner 
and prize giving on 
Sunday night.  This event 
took place at Windy Ridge, 
a wedding venue just 
south of Hamilton. 

Prize giving commenced 
between the main and 
dessert courses.  The 
highlight of prize giving 

was John McNaughton, whose heroics 
in B Grade earned him a great deal of 
wild and much-deserved applause.  
The crowd was particularly impressed 
when it came time for the 
announcement of those who will be in 
contention for the 12 spots in the Trans
-Tasman team.  Val Mills, NZASP's 
president, announced the first 20 
players on the Scrabble rankings list.  
The 20th spot was taken by none other 
than John McNaughton.  Given that 
John is only 14, if he keeps on with this 
trajectory, he will surely be a Scrabble 
juggernaut someday. 

 

Grade winners Leighton Gelling, Nola Borrell, Mary Gray 

and John McNaughton (Alastair Richards in absentia) 

Runners up Blue Thorogood, Murray Rogers, David Gunn and Lyn 

Toka (Judy Driscoll in absentia) 
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A rather humorous mixup occurred 
when the winner of the team prize was 
announced.  The team prize is given to 
the three players from one club who, 
together, have won the most games of 
any club represented at the 
tournament.  The winner was initially 
announced as Mt.  Albert, and the 
medals were duly handed out to the 
relevant players.  It transpired, 
however, that the prize should have 
gone to Wellington, so if the photo of 
the winning team printed on page [X] 
doesn't quite fit with your memories 
from the prize giving dinner, don't 
worry, it's not because senility is setting 
in. 

The full results from this year's 
Nationals can be found in this issue at 
page [X].  For a more personal 
perspective on the Nationals, read on 

to find out how things went for Karen 
Richards, Lyres Freeth, and Joanne 
Craig. 

Australians at 
the NZ 
Nationals 

by Karen Richards 

As an Australian, 
there are many 
things I love about 
competing in NZ.  
I enjoy the round 
robin format, 
which is the format 
most often used in NZ tournaments.  
This is because I feel that it is the fairest 
format as the ratings of players in each 
grade are as close as possible and, 
therefore, theoretically, every game is 
potentially winnable.  It is also great to 
play a tournament where I don't have 
to worry about losing my Australian 
national rating points! Most 
importantly, I love hanging out with the 
friendly locals. 

Last year, after I competed in the NZ 
Nationals in Christchurch and enjoyed 
it so much, I asked my son, Alastair, to 
return with me this year.  Fortunately, 
Alastair had just completed his major 
university assignment for the semester 
and, with still two weeks until exams, 
felt he could spare the time to enjoy 
himself. 

We had a rough start.  Having arrived 
at our hotel at Auckland airport after 
midnight the night before, we set our 
alarm, then both promptly slept 
through it.  Naturally, we were late for 
the start of the tournament, arriving 
with only 13 minutes left on our clocks 
for the first game.  I'm pleased to say 
that, even so, we both managed to win 

Andrew Bradley celebrates his 50th birthday 

at the dinner 

Karen Richards 

Pic to come from Val 

Team trophy winners from the Wellington 

club. Glenda Foster, John McNaughton 

and Nola Borrell 
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our first games.  I chuckled to overhear 
Val Mills telling someone later, òWell, 
he walked in late, but Nigel still 
managed to beat me... I mean 
Alastair.ó I am sure Alastair was 
flattered to be mistaken for the 
Scrabble god. 

With round robins, the top players 
meet in the final rounds.  This meant 
that Alastair faced Howard Warner 
and Blue Thorogood in his last two 
games.  Coming into the last game, 
Alastair had lost to Glennis Hale and 
Andrew Bradley.  He had to beat Blue 
to win the tournament. 

At the end of the game with Blue, 
Alastair was trailing by 40 points, but 
had a blank.  I watched him place a Z 
above a triple word square, which 
seemed unacceptably risky to me.  I 
should have had more faith in him, 
because I know he is the master when 
it comes to endgames.  His reasoning 
was that the best that Blue could do 
with the unseen letters was ZOUAVES 
for 57, taking him over 90 points 
ahead.  However, if Blue used that Z 
spot, it left a triple word open at the 
bottom of the board, and Alastair had 
a number of options there. 

Blue figured he had the game won, as 
long as the last tile in the bag wasn't 
an O.  So Blue blocked the easiest 
triple word spot with VIAE, leaving N 
open for Alastair to start a bonus, if he 
didn't have the O.  Blue took the last 
tile from the bag -- it was the O! 
Alastair played out with NERVULES, 
snatching victory from the jaws of 
defeat in his very last move. 

It was exhilirating for Alastair to be NZ 
National Champion, something he has 
not yet managed to achieve in his own 
country.  All his opponents were 

gracious, and did not seem to mind 
their lovely trophy flying across the 
Tasman. 

Both Alastair and I are deeply involved 
in coaching and mentoring youth 
Scrabble players.  It was, therefore, 
very exciting for us to see young people 
at the NZ Nationals doing so well and 
contributing so much to a vibrant 
Scrabble scene.  We were thrilled to 
see John McNaughton (aged 14) win  
B grade, and achieve a rating gain of 
over 200 points.  Lewis Hawkins, (aged 
9), acquitted himself honourably in  
C grade, gaining nearly 30 rating 
points.  University student Lyres Freeth 
also had a fantastic tournament, 
coming fourth in A Grade, and gaining 
over 100 rating points.  We are sure 
that they will all be top players if they 
choose to keep on with Scrabble. 

Before I finish my contribution, I would 
like to say something on what I have 
observed about the interaction of study 
and Scrabble.  When Alastair was 
younger, I discovered that the 
discipline required to concentrate 
intensely for long periods, (e.g., he has 
played tournaments of over a week 
duration), has helped him to 
concentrate intensely during lectures.  
Extensive word study has helped 
develop his study skills and memory.  
The problem solving and logic involved 
in high-level Scrabble have been great 
preparation for the critical problem 
solving expected of tertiary students.  I 
highly recommend Scrabble for school-
aged children, as a way to lift their 
academic performance. 

When Alastair commenced post-
graduate study, students were told that 
the best way to counteract the effects of 
stress inherent in a medical career was 
to have a hobby.  He didn't have to 
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think about what his hobby would beé 
for life! This advice was borne out 
when, in 2011, he chose to fly to 
Malaysia in the middle of his exams, to 
compete in the Penang Open.  He had 
to play Nigel Richards four times in a 
row (King of the Hill at the end of the 
tournament).  He won three of those 
games, and took out the event.  He 
then flew back to sit his last exam, 
which he managed with High 
Distinction, and gained an award from 
the university for academic excellence. 

I believe that the skills required for 
Scrabble and academic study are 
synergistic -- Scrabble improves 
academic studies and vice versa.  I 
have seen this happen in other young 
people, where playing Scrabble 
improved their school results.  Please 
share this with anyone you know who is 
mentoring young players.  Scrabble is 
good for them!  

Alastair and I are very much looking 
forward to coming back to NZ.  We 
intend to do so in September this year, 
to play in the Christchurch Tournament. 

My Nationals 
Experience 

by Lyres Freeth 

This year was 
the second time 
that I have 
played at the 
Nationals.  The 
first time was 
two years ago in 
Auckland, when I played in the E 
Grade.  This time, I was placed in the A 
Grade, which was a somewhat different 
experience. 

Having played in the Masters for the 

first time last year, the most accurate 
way I can find to describe my 2014 
Nationals experience is that it felt like a 
shorter, more intense version of the 
Masters.  There were lots of 
experienced players and the 
competition was intense.  No wonder, 
as the top eight ranked players were 
present.  This was certainly the 
strongest A grade I have ever played 
in! As an example of the kind of tough 
competition that was there, I played 
three of the top players in the first three 
games.  To my surprise and delight, I 
somehow managed to win all three. 

I am studying for a clinical Masters 
degree this year, so I hadnõt had much 
time to focus on Scrabble.  
Consequently, I honestly didnõt have 
expectations of doing that well.  
However, I found that I was able to 
take the same mental intensity that I 
need for my academic studies and 
transfer it to my Nationals games.  On 
day two, the A Grade games were held 
in a separate, much quieter room, 
which helped me to focus better as 
well. 

My highest word score was SOPITED 
for 113 points, including five points for 
the challenge.  I had played it on a 
triple word score with the S hooked 
onto the end of ZAKAT. 

My best game was against Blue 
Thorogood, in which I got 526 to his 
443.  In that game, I was able to put 
down four bonuses (ENLISTED, 
DOORNAIL, OPERATES, and 
TRIGONAL).  I knew I needed to score 
highly in order to beat such a tough 
opponent! Incidentally, I achieved my 
other two 500s games of the 
tournament when playing against Jeff 
Grant and Peter Sinton. 

Lyres Freeth 
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My final result was 10 wins out of 15 
games, which put me in fourth place.  I 
am delighted to have also gained a 
spot on this yearõs Trans-Tasman team. 

What I most appreciated about this 
yearõs Nationals was the fact that 
everyone I played was unfailingly 
encouraging and supportive of me.  As 
the new player in the Grade, I could 
have been treated like an outsider, but 
that was not the case at all.  I look 
forward to playing at more Nationals in 
the future. 

 

My 2014 Nationals  

by Joanne Craig 

At Nationals this 
year, I won nine 
out of 15 games, 
which put me in 
fifth place.  
Overall, I 
averaged 420, 
while my 
opponents 
averaged 387 against me.  I played 28 
bonus words to my opponentsõ 19. 

I drew 21 blanks out of a possible 30, 
but I only got 22 Sõs out of a possible 
60.  I drew exactly half of the power 
tiles (five Zõs, seven Xõs, nine Jõs, and 
nine Qõs).  I was left with the Q at the 
end of one game, but this was 
balanced out by one of my opponents 
getting left with the Q in another.  I 
changed four times, (twice in one 
game!), and my opponents changed 
five times. 

My highest scoring word was 
WEEVILED for 98 points.  However, I 
was particularly proud of my 

QUITRENT, which didnõt earn me as 
many points, but I feel that it is a more 
interesting word.  The highest-scoring 
word that was played against me was 
PLANKTER for 87 points.  I challenged 
this but it turns out that PLANKTER is an 
organism in plankton.  I think the most 
interesting word that was played 
against me was XYSTER for 51 points.  
Apparently, a XYSTER is a surgical 
instrument.  Overall then, the statistics 
came out in my favour. 

I challenged off AUBRIETE*, TRIEMES*, 
AINEES*, RENOW*, and DIEM*, but 
BANQUE* slipped by me.  I missed 
BANQUE* because it seemed familiar, 
probably due to my knowledge of 
French, (itõs French for bank).  I also 
had an idea that it was a kind of seat, 
but I now realise that I must have 
confused it with the word BANQUETTE, 
which I have since seen in print as 
referring to a seat in a restaurant.  In 
fact, BANQUETTE is defined in Collins 
as òan upholstered benchó, while 
Zyzzyva's definition is òa raised way or 
foot bank, running along the inside of 
a parapet, on which musketeers stand 
to fire upon the enemyó. 

BANQUES* and BANQUETTES aside, 
on five occasions I gained an extra five 
points when my opponents challenged 
ENHALOS, VIRIDIAN, DRUTHERS, 
OUTEDGE, and WABS.  I only gave 
away five points for one wrong 
challenge though, and that was when I 
challenged PLANKTER.  I got away with 
URS* and HOUGAN*.  In the case of 
URS*, I was desperate to hook my 
bonus (AIMLESS).  As for HOUGAN*, I 
must admit that I played this invalid 
word after chickening out of playing the 
correct HOUNGAN.  It turns out that a 
HOUNGAN, (which can also be 

Joanne Craig 
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Club news  
spelled HUNGAN), is a voodoo priest.  
I didnõt get away with my very hopeful 
SUBCREW*, though.  You win some, 
you lose some. 

One of my games was particularly 
memorable because of an interesting 
situation that arose.  I had the 
opportunity to play RIVERING* by 
playing my R I V E R I N up against a G 
that was already on the board.  I knew 
the word RIVERED, but I was pretty sure 
that it is an adjective and, therefore, 
that RIVERING* is invalid.  I thought my 
opponent would also know RIVERED, 
but might hopefully assume that it was 
a past tense of the verb RIVER and, 
therefore, let me away with RIVERING*.  
I didnõt want to take the risk of missing 
a turn though as our scores were 
almost equal and a triple file would 
have been left exposed.  Bearing those 
two things in mind, I chose to play 
RIVER for 38 points, keeping back IN 
with the thought that I could still hook 
onto the G in my next turn if I needed 
to.  Ironically, after the game, (which I 
won by only 11 points), my opponent 
told me that he wouldnõt have 
challenged RIVERING* as he knew it to 
be a term used in poker. 

I very much enjoyed this yearõs 
Nationals and am pleased to have 
done as well as I did, especially given 
the quality of my opponents. 

Twenty years of the Holbrook 
Cup 

For 20 years now, Pakuranga and 
Papatoetoe Clubs have been holding 
private contests twice a year for the 
Holbrook Cup. This cup was donated 
in 1995 by the Pakuranga club, and 
named after Valerie Holbrook and her 
husband, both long-standing 
supporters of the Pakuranga Club. 

Saturday 22nd March was the first of 
our contests for 2014, hosted by 
Papatoetoe at their clubrooms at 
Hunters Corner Bowling Club. 

To set the mood for the proceedings, 
the cake to celebrate 20 years was cut 
and the candles blown out. These 
rituals were performed by Val 

Valerie Holbrook and May Meads 
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Holbrook for Pakuranga, and May 
Meads, Life Member and oldest 
representative of Papatoetoe. 

We had three grades, with three 
players from each club in each grade. 
The final outcome was that Papatoetoe 
beat Pakuranga by 16 games to 11, 
and retained the cup for the third time 
in a row. 

In between games, members were able 
to help themselves to afternoon tea 
and to socialise with one another. 

Papatoetoe look forward to the return 
match later in the year. 

Frances Higham, Papatoetoe 

 

An addition to the tournament 
calendar 

Mt. Albert Scrabble Club are pleased 
to advise that we will be running an 
additional one-day tournament on 
15th November 2014.  

There are now very few one-day 
tournaments on the calendar, yet there 
are players who do not travel to the 
two-day tournaments, or that have 
other weekend commitments. This is 
also a good way to ease new players 
into tournament play.   

It will be a rated tournament and, 
thanks to sponsorship, we hope it will 
also be a profitable day ð all profits to 
be donated to Youth Scrabble. 

Further details to follow ð enquires to 
Club President Mary Gray. 

 

 

Hamilton Club disbands 

Over the last couple of years, the 
membership of Hamilton Scrabble 
Club has dwindled to the extent that we 
were no longer collecting enough fees 
on Club Night to pay the rent for the 
premises where weõve been meeting. 
Sometimes we had as few as five 
people attending, and once, just three! 

The writing was on the wall that we 
wouldnõt be viable as a separate club 
much longer, so ð as you are all 
probably aware ð we all joined Kiwi 
and paid our affiliation fees for 2014 
through that Club. Most of us had 
already been attending Kiwi sessions 
for months or years, anyway. 

We had an AGM last month at which 
we decided: 

Hamilton Club will no longer exist after 
our òFinal Hurrahó tournament on 9-
10 August. 

Any remaining funds that we have after 
the tournament will be given to Kiwi to 
incorporate into Kiwiõs funds as the 
Kiwi members see fit. 

So we are now all wholehearted and 
active Kiwi Club members. We have all 
appreciated the warm welcome weõve 
received at the Club, and enjoy the 
meetings and companionship. 

Donõt worry ð thereõll still be Scrabble 
tournaments in Hamilton! We know 
that for various reasons Kiwi has not 
been able to hold tournaments 
recently. However, some of us ex-
Hamilton members are still enthusiastic 
about hosting tournaments, so we 
hope that the Kiwi Club can start doing 
this again.  
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Poetõs Corner 
Our Scrabble bards have been working hard this winter to bring you the finest selection of New Zealand 
Scrabble poetry. Learn from Betty Don some useful words for getting rid of those unwanted letters, find 
out from Chris Day how a Scrabble saint fell from grace, and let Nola Borrell draw you in with an 
evocative description of a day at the tourney.  

Evil Useless Letters 

by Betty Don Independent  

Thereõs nothing worse 
in the Scrabble universe 
than a rack full of ôeyesõ 
The same goes for ôyousõ 
when they come out in twos 
which happens far too often 
And as for ôceesõ 
they cause unease 
despite that helpful ôaitchõ 
ôVeesõ are no better 
with not one letter 
to make a useful hook  

So ululate and vum at 
those evil useless letters 
slice them with an ulu 
gut them with a vouge 
cook them in an umu 
pickle them in usque 
cull them with a virus 
and bury them in varve  

And strip them 
of those lifebelts 
for I swear they float  
to the top of the bag 
every time I shake it!  

A Cautionary Tale 

by Chris Day, Tauranga  

There once lived a legend, or so I am told, 
A Scrabbler unique called Archibald Mould. 
People who played him succumbed to his charm, 
Exceedingly courteous and outwardly calm.  

He never made comments on his tiles good  
 or bad,  
He never stopped smiling, he never got mad, 
He never sighed deeply, or even tut-tutted, 
Audibly groaned, or quietly muttered.  

If his tiles were bad he would stifle his cries, 
No huffing and puffing, or rolling his eyes,  
No in-take of breath, or shaking of head;  
Archie remained silent, or changed tiles instead.  

He said luck was fickle, no cause for regret, 
Always play your best score, ð that's the safe bet. 
If you beat him, he thanked you, attaching  
 no blame, 
No detailed post-mortems-- òit was only a game.ó  

So year after year, not a word of complaint, 
He played to perfection the game like a saint, 
But the constant strain of suppressing emotion, 
Finally crashed his brain in a cranial explosion.  

And though he tried hard to rebuild his game,  
His usual high standards were never the same. 
With screams growing louder, his tantrums 
 persisted-- 
The old Archibald Mould no longer existed.  

Except in a twilight world, foggy and dark, 
From which he emerged once and chanced  
 to remark, 
How he wished he'd allowed himself to complain 
Just once when his rack had no vowels yet again.  
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A Cautionary tale (continued) 

Well, we can't all be blessed with 
 natural grace, 
And not have disappointment show on 
 our face. 
Few Scrabble games go the way that 
 we plan; 
Learn acceptance and just do what  
 you can.  

The point of the story I think is  
 quite clear --  
Frustration's a danger that can  
 strike anywhere, 
Sometimes you lose, despite  
 best endeavour. 
Just remember, losing streaks don't  
 last forever.  

The end  

Author's postscript:  

I freely admit, my own game has  
 a flaw. 
I can take it too seriously, like going  
 to war, 
So, I'm making some changes, (this is 
 gonna sound lame), 
By reminding myself it is only a game. 

And to lose a close game is hardly  
 a sin, 
The fact is sometimes you weren't 
 meant to win. 
With luck in the next game a win  
 may unfold 
So there's no need to act like  
 Archibald Mould.  
 

WORD STORM:  
Wellington Scrabble Tournament 
March 2014 

by Nola Borrell , Wellington 

You have to be quick to catch the light. 
See there, gleaming cranes on  
 Queen's Wharf 
and tall sash windows on Tinakori 
greeting the morning.  

It should have been a good omen 
and it is, for John, youngest by far: 
14 out of 14 for the 14 -year-old, 
rewriting the laws of probability.  

And look at the Party Girl, newly 65, 
twirling around in her Gold Card shirt;  
asparagus rolls and fairy bread  
 behind her -  
an achievement of a different sort.  

But as for me, I'll study the mafia 
and play, next time, the  
 word PENTITO. 
And know, moreover, AMOOVE  
 is right 
and, what is more, can take an S.  

Returning home, the light in retreat, 
the cranes grey, the windows blank, 
we AMOVE our hopes to the  
 next tourney. 
You have to be quick to catch  
 the word.  

Word Notes 
AMOOVE(D, ING, S): to disturb, 
awaken 
AMOVE(D, ING, S): to remove  
PENTITO (only acceptable plural is 
PENTITI): Mafia criminal who is a 
police informant.  
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Postgame analysis is one of the best 
ways to improve your game. In this 
article, I will go through one method 
that has worked for me. You may 
choose to adapt this analysis method, 
as what works for one person may not 
necessarily work for someone else. 

1) I record both my opponentõs 
and my own words on my  
score-sheet. Some people also 
have a small Scrabble board 
grid where they record all the 
words as they are played. I have 
found this unnecessary as I can 
usually recreate a game (even 
after a couple of years) using 
the recorded words and scores 
as a guide. The letters left on 
the rack can be worked out 
from the next word played. 
Some games, especially ones 
that are very closely fought, stick 
around in my memory! 

2) Next I replay through the game 
using my records. At each of my 
plays, I try to work out if I could 
have made a better play with 
the letters I had on my rack. I 
just add my opponentõs words 
on after each play, as I have 
found it unproductive to agonise 
over my opponentõs rack J 
However, you might find it 
productive to also analyse your 
opponentõs play.  

3) When working out a play I 
usually check to see if I have 
missed a bonus using Zyzzyva. I 
then record all the words I can 

construct 
from the tiles 
available, 
then 
crosscheck 
my list with 
Zyzzyva. 
Sometimes I 
discover a 
better word that is not in my 
current vocabulary. I then add 
the new word to my ôwords to 
learnõ list.  

4) I then look on the board to see 
if I could have made a better 
play with the range of words 
and position available, scoring 
the various possibilities. Here, I 
have found I do miss the 
occasional higher-scoring 
option, which I underline. At the 
end of the replicated game, I 
sometimes go back to the 
underlined turn and see what 
might happen if I had played 
the alternative word. I 
understand that this recreated 
game is going to be 
conjectured, as my opponentõs 
game will also change 
significantly. However, it is still 
an interesting exercise. 

5) At the end of each postgame 
analysis, I gain some insights 
into my word knowledge, 
strategy, and game-playing 
habits. Now the hard work 
begins. I often think through a 
recreated game for a couple of 
days, usually on my bike ride 

Postgame analysis  
Selena Chan, Christchurch 

Selena Chan 
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home from work. Sometimes, a 
eureka moment may occur, 
causing me to rethink my 
playing style.  

6) The final step is to incorporate 
what I perceive to be gameplay 
improvements into my club 
games. This is one way of 
determining whether the 
improvements are worthwhile. 

I have tried using Quackle several 
times, but find it tends to take away 
some of my participation. The 
computer does the work and I donõt 
get the mental workout required to 
bring about the metacognitive* 

process. In effect, postgame analysis is 
a structured way to tap into and 
enhance your tacit knowledge. See 
http://www.jarche.com/2013/11/tacit -
knowledge-not-included/ for an 
overview of tacit knowledge in the 
business organisational management 
context. Experts have access to a broad 
range of tacit knowledge. By engaging 
in postgame analysis, you construct, 
revamp, and consolidate a range of 
approaches which can be tapped into 
at your intuitive level. As always, it 
takes time, commitment and practice 
to become better at Scrabble. All the 
more reason to play more games! 
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òGuten Abendó from the person who is 
proud to have been described as the 
Prince of Mathematicians. 

My name is Karl Frederick GAUSS, the 
son of poor working-class parents. As 
my name indicates, I was born in 
Germany. As a child, I never knew 
what day was my birthday! And that 
may have been why I became 
interested in mathematics. 

You see, my mother was illiterate and 
never recorded the date of my birth. 
She remembered only that I was born 
on a Wednesday, eight days before the 
Feast of the Ascension, which itself 
occurs 40 days after Easter. 

When I was older, I was able to solve 
this puzzle about my birth date, (which 
was actually 30 April 1777), by 
deriving methods to calculate the date 
of Easter in both past and future years. 
This has proved very useful to mankind 
ð the dates of Easter are notoriously 
difficult to calculate. 

I was considered a child prodigy. 
Apparently, at the age of three, I 
corrected, mentally and accurately, an 
error my father had made on paper 
while calculating finances. I made my 
first groundbreaking mathematical 
discoveries while still a teenager. 
Number theory and geometry were my 
particular mathematical interests, and 
the work I did at the age of 21 has 
shaped the field of number theory to 
the present day.  

With a duke as a patron, I did a lot of 
work with prime numbers and the 

special 
prime 
numbers 
called 
Fermat 
primes, (the 
first 4 
Fermat 
Primes are 
3, 5, 17, 
257 é). I 
also proved 
that every 
number can 
be written as the sum of no more than 
three triangular numbers. [Sorry about 

all the arithmetic, but my biographer whoõs 
writing this was a maths teacher in a former 
life, and she loved number theory]. 

Construction problems had occupied 
mathematicians since the days of the 
Ancient Greeks, and in 1796, I was 
able to show that any regular polygon 
with a number of sides which is a 
Fermat prime can be constructed by 
compass and straightedge. I was so 
delighted by this result that I requested 
that a regular heptadecagon* be 
inscribed on my tombstone (I died in 
1855, aged 77). I was miffed when the 
stonemason declined because the 17-
sided polygon would essentially look 
like a circle.  

He had nothing to complain about ð I 
could have asked for a polygon with a 
number of sides equivalent to the 
seventh Fermat Prime, 
18446744073709551617!!!  

In the same year that I made my 
compass/straightedge discovery, 1796, 

Hall of Fame  
By Jennifer Smith, Kiwi 

Karl Gauss 
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Italian astronomer Giuseppe Piazzi 
discovered the dwarf planet Ceres. 
Piazzi could only track Ceres for a 
month, before it disappeared behind 
the glare of the sun. Several months 
later, when Ceres should have 
reappeared, he could not locate it, so I 
decided to tackle the problem. I was 
24 at the time.  

It took me three months of intensive 
work to predict a position for Ceres in 
December 1801, which turned out to 
be accurate within a half-degree. 
Another astronomer said, òWithout the 
intelligent work and calculations of 
Doctor Gauss we might not have found 
Ceres againó.  

Up to that point I had been financially 
supported by my patron Duke, but I 
applied for and was appointed as the 
Professor of Astronomy and Director of 
the astronomical observatory in 
Göttingen, a post I held for the rest of 
my life. There I worked on astronomy 
and optics, developing the Gaussian 
lens formula. I also worked on a theory 
of motion of the celestial bodies 
moving in conic sections around the 
sun, streamlining the cumbersome 
mathematics of 18th century orbital 
prediction. 

With my colleague Wilhelm Eduard 
Weber, we added to the knowledge of 
magnetism and the earthõs magnetic 
fields, developing laws and formulas 
(e.g., Gaussõs Law, and Gaussõs Law 
for Magnetism).  

I was a perfectionist, refusing to 
publish work unless I considered it 
complete and above criticism. This led 
to conflict with my three sons (I had six 
children), because I didnõt want any of 
them to enter mathematics or science 

for fear of lowering the family name.  

When I died, my brain was preserved 
and was studied by Rudolf Wagner, 
who found its mass to be 1,492 grams 
(slightly above average). Highly 
developed convolutions were also 
found which, in the early 20th century, 
was suggested as the explanation for 
my genius. 

Things named in my honour include 
the crater Gauss on the moon; the 
Asteroid 1001 Gaussia; the ship Gauss 
used in the Gauss expedition to the 
Antarctic; Gaussberg, an extinct 
volcano discovered by that expedition; 
the Gauss Tower, an observation tower 
in Germany; as well as many scientific 
terms. 

Lots of physicists have had the 
distinction of having International Units 
named after them, (like my friend 
WEBER, and also NEWTON, OHM, 
AMPERE, HERTZ, FARADAY, PASCAL, 
TESLA, ANGSTROM, KELVIN, and 
more than a dozen others). However, 
my name is unique because it can be 
used, not just as a noun, but also as a 
verb and an adjective. 

GAUSS [GAUSSES] is the International 
Unit for measuring a magnetic field. 
DEGAUSS is what you do to eliminate 
a magnetic field, as in to DEGAUSS a 
TV screen. [DEGAUSSED, 
DEGAUSSING].  

Iõve also given my name to the 
GAUSSMETER. My adjective, 
GAUSSIAN, is a word that describes 
normal distribution.  

Remember me when you use any of 
these words. 
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Masters overview 

The 2014 New Zealand Scrabble 
Masters was held this Easter at Youth 
Horizons in Hamilton. This was the first 
time this venue had been utilised for a 
Scrabble tournament, and it proved to 
be an excellent choice: with ample 
parking; generous kitchen space; and 
a breakout room a suitable distance 
from the playing area. 

The tournament was officially hosted 
by the Waikato Phoenix club, but plenty 
of players from the Kiwi and Hamilton 
clubs were also sighted hard at work 
behind the scenes. Particular 
acknowledgements are due to Jennifer 
Smith and her lovely assistant Shirley 
Martin, who orchestrated the catering 
to an exceptionally high standard; and 
to Nick Cavenagh, who directed and 
MCõd the tournament. Scoring was 
flawlessly facilitated by Leighton 
(Sandy) Gelling, who had travelled up 
from New Plymouth especially for that 
purpose. 

Two players from opposite ends of the 
country were making their debut 
Masters appearances this year: we 

welcomed to the ranks Cicely Bruce 
from Whangarei and Scott Chaput 
from Dunedin. Both finished in the top 
half of the field, with 12 wins each. The 
winner of the tournament and our 
nationõs new Master Scrabbler was 
Nick Cavenagh. For full results see p. *** 
Thanks are due to the Association and 
to all clubs and individuals who 
donated prizes for the competitors. 

During the tournament a miniature 
round-robin between Mt. Albert and 
Wanganui club representatives resulted 
in the New Zealand Challenge Shield 
changing hands for the first time in 
nearly a decade. Read more about this 
contest, and this trophy, in the following 

pages. 

On Sunday night, a dinner was held at 
the Bananaa Leaf South Indian 
restaurant. This was attended by 
approximately half the players, and we 
appeared to have the restaurant 
almost to ourselves. For me this meal is 
memorable chiefly for the silly group 
games on Rogelio Talosigõs iPad 
during the long wait between courses, 
and for the vast quantity of leftovers ð 
not because the cuisine was not 
delicious, but just because my eyes 
were conspicuously bigger than my 
already conspicuously big stomach. 

NZ Masters  

Easter eggs 
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Happy Easter 

How many other combinations of two 
allowable Scrabble words can you find 
from the letters ôHAPPY EASTERõ? 

On arrival at the Masters, players were 
treated to a chocolate egg, each with 
one of the following pairs attached.  

ALL of these words are acceptable 
plays! 

My First Masters 

Scott Chaput, 

Dunedin 

I have wanted to 
play in the Masters 
for some time, as 
Peter Sinton has 
repeatedly told me 
it is the best 
tournament. I have 
been on the outside 
looking in for a 
while, but finally in 2014 I was invited 
to attend. The previous time I had 
played in Hamilton Iõd had my worst 
showing at the Nationals ever: dead 
last in the B Grade. I was hoping 
things would turn out better this time. 

Initially I was a bit nervous as this is the 
longest and toughest tournament; 23 
games against the best in the land. As 
the bottom seed, I had an uphill battle 

Masters winner, Nick Cavenagh, receives 

his trophy from President Val Mills 

The final leaderboard with line  

showing win expectancies 

Scott Chaput (to 
come) 

Scott Chaput 

SPREATHE  PAY PASPY  HEATER 

HEPT  APYRASE HEPPER  SATAY 

HEPPEST  YAAR TAPPA  HERYES 

HEPSTER  APAY PRASE  HYPATE 

HYPATES  APER PEARST  HEAPY 

PARAPHS  TYEE RAPHAE  PYETS 

PEATERY  HASP HASTY  RAPPEE 

PETARAS  HYPE YRAPT  SPAHEE 

ASHET  YAPPER SPARTH  PAYEE 

SPERTHE  APAY SPATHE  APERY 

SPHAERE  PYAT THERES  APPAY 

EPHA  YAPSTER RETYPE  PASHA 

APATHY  PERSE PETHER  APAYS 

APEPSY  RATHE APPEAR  SYTHE 

ES  PARHYPATE  PARAPH  TYEES  
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on my hands. I need not have  fretted, 
as on the first day I won my first five 
games to lead the field. I was totally 
stoked to start so well. With an 
expectancy of 6.0, I was in good shape 
to hit it. By the end of the first day I had 
had only two losses and was quite 
happy. I won the Presidentõs traditional 
prize for being the first player to attain 
my expectancy; according to John 
Foster the fastest ever to do so. My 
head swelled a bit. 

Day Two, Easter Sunday, promised a 
tough start with the three top seeds 
waiting. I triumphed over Blue 
Thorogood (my largest spread of the 
tourney as everything just fit), but then 
fell to Jeff Grant and Howard Warner. I 
had four wins and four losses this day 
and also suffered my largest negative 
spread of the tournament, inflicted by 
Andrew Bradley. Finishing the day with 
10 wins and six losses altogether, I was 
still happy with how things were going. 

Day Three arrived and so did my 
horror day. I won only two out of seven 
games to finish up with 12 wins, a 
spread of -365, and in 10th place. In 
my five-point loss to Paul Lister, I made 
my biggest blunder and it cost me the 
game. My mother tongue being 
òAmericanó English I do not look for 
the silly extra òUó in words. I could 
have played LABOURS near the end to 
win, but alas, I totally missed it, and it 
bit me. I am a bonehead at times. In 
the next game against Shirley van 
Essen, I chose near the end to take a 
lower scoring turn first, taking out the 
only place where she could have 
scored enough to win, and I beat her 
by six points. I do enjoy a good 
strategic endgame. 

Overall I was very happy with the 

weekend. I got to play more top 
players than ever before; coming from 
Dunedin we donõt often have this kind 
of opportunity. I spent time with some 
great people and caught up with 
Scrabble friends I see only once or 
twice a year. I look forward to playing 
again in the coming years. 

 

Three in a waka:  

Wanganui Clubõs crusade for the 
Challenge Shield 

Rosemary Cleary, Wanganui 

òJust minimise 
the lossesó, 
was Mike 
Sigleyõs advice 
when it came 
to my turn to 
face the 
awesome Mt. 
Albert holders 
of the NZ 
Challenge 
Shield at the 
Masters. 

What shield?  John Foster, elsewhere 
in this edition, has no doubt described 
it clearly [see pg. ***]. The first, second 
and any other times it has impinged on 
my consciousness have been when 
informed Wanganui had lost the 
blessed thing when we didnõt even 
know we were the challengers! 
Seriously? Mt. Albert may have a wide 
range of amazing Grand Masters, but 
Wanganui (eight members at most) 
has had Mike et al é and Al (moi) 
wasnõt too hot - originally third reserve 
for this Masters.  

However in 2014 there was a glimpse 
of hope for an honourable loss. 

Rosemary Cleary 


