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HHIIbD, EITIETPOB

JIBEHAJLATH CTYJILEB
(ompwi60k)

I'poccmeiicTep Bommen B 3ai1. OH 4yBCTBOBAJ ceOst
00IpBEIM W TBEPAO 3HAJN, YTO MEPBBHIA X0 e€2-e4 He
TPO3UT €My HHKAKHUMH OCIOXKHEHHSMH. OCTalbHEBIE
XOJIbI, TpaBAa, PHUCOBAIUCh B COBEPIICHHOM YXKe
TyMaHe, HO 9TO HUCKOJIBKO HE CMYIIAJO BEIUKOTO
KomMOmHartopa. Y  Hero ObI  HPHUTOTOBJICH
COBEPIIIEHHO HEOXXHUJAHHBIA BBIXOA IS CIIACCHHS
Jake caMoi Oe3HaZe)KHON apTHH.

I'poccmeiicTepa BCTpeTHIH  PYKOIUIECKAHUSIMHU.
Heb6onpmoit  kmyOHBIH  3am  OBLT  yBemIaH
pasHonBeTHEIMU (naxkkamu.  Hepemio Tomy Hazan
cocroscs Beuep «O0mecTBa ciacaHusl Ha BOAAX», O
9eM CBUACTEIbCTBOBAJ TAKXKE JIO3YHT HA CTEHE:

JAEJIO ITOMOLIN YTOITAIOUINUM — JEJIO
PYK CAMUX YTOIIAIOIIMNX

Ocran mOKJIOHWIICS, IPOTSHYJ BIIepel PyKH, KakK
OBl OTBEepras He 3aCIy’KCHHBIC UM aruIOANCMEHTHI, 1
B30I1I€JI Ha 3CTpajy.

— ToBapumu! — ckazan OH IPEKPACHBIM T'OJIOCOM.
— ToBapumu u OpaThs MO IIaxMaraM, MPEIMETOM
MOEW CEroAHSIIHEN JIEKUUHU CIYXUT TO, O YeM 5
9uTaN, W, JOJKEH IPHU3HAThCS, He 0e3 ycmexa, B
Hwxuem Hosropozae nenento tomy Hazan. Ilpeamer
MOEH JEeKIUU — TUIOJOTBOpHAs Ne0roTHas uaes. Yto
Takoe, TOBAPHWIH, NEOIOT W YTO TaKkoe, TOBAPHIIH,
uues? HebroT, TOBapuIIH, oto "Quasi una

ILF AND PETROV

THE TWELVE CHAIRS
(excerpt)
Translated by John Richardson

The Grossmeister entered the clubroom. He felt
in good spirits and knew for certain that the first
move — pawn to king four — would not cause him any
complications. The remaining moves were, admit-
tedly, rather more obscure, but that did not disturb the
smooth operator in the least. He had worked out a
surprise plan to extract him from the most hopeless
game.

The Grossmeister was greeted with applause. The
small clubroom was decorated with coloured flags
left over from an evening held a week before by the
lifeguard rescue service. This was clear, furthermore,
from the slogan on the wall:

ASSISTANCE TO DROWNING PERSONS IS
IN THE HANDS OF THOSE PERSONS
THEMSELVES

Ostap bowed, stretched out his hands as though
restraining the public from undeserved applause, and
went up on to the dais.

"Comrades and brother chess players," he said in
a fine speaking voice: "the subject of my lecture to-
day is one on which I spoke, not without certain suc-
cess, I may add, in Nizhni-Novgorod a week ago. The
subject of my lecture is 'A Fruitful Opening Idea'.

"What, Comrades, is an opening? And what,
Comrades, is an idea? An opening, Comrades, is

ILYA ILF & EVGENY PETROV

THE 12 CHAIRS
(excerpt)
Translated by Eric Konkol

The grandmaster stepped into the hall. He felt in-
vigorated and firmly knew that his first move, e2-e4,
presented him with no complications. The rest of the
moves, it is true, were enshrouded in a fog, but that in
no way disturbed the great artful dodger. He had pre-
pared a completely unexpected way of escape from
even the most hopeless game.

The grandmaster was met with applause. The
small club hall was decorated with little flags of vari-
ous colors. A week ago there had been a meeting of
the "Water Rescue Society", which was attested to by
a slogan hanging on the wall:

THE TASK OF AIDING THE DROWNING IS
THE RESPONSIBILITY OF THE DROWNING
THEMSELVES

Ostap bowed, stretched his hands out forward as
if dismissing undeserved applause, and stepped out
onto the stage.

"Comrades!" he said in a fine voice. "Comrades
and brothers in chess, the subject of my lecture today
will be something I read about — and, I must confess,
not without success — in Nizhni- Novgorod last week.
The topic of my lecture is "A Fruitful Opening Idea'.
What, comrades, is an opening and what, comrades,
is an idea? The opening, comrades, is Quasi una fan-
tasia. And what, comrades, does an idea mean? An
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fantasia". A 4TO Takoe, TOBApHWINHM, 3HAYAT UACS?
Wnes, ToBapumu, — 3TO 4YeIOBEUYECKas MBICIb,
oOnedeHHass B JIOTHYECKYIO INAaXMaTHYIO (opMmy.
Jlaxke ¢ HUYTOXKHBEIMH CHJIAMHA MOXKHO OBJIaJICTh BCEH
Jockod. Bcee 3aBUCHUT OT KaxJoro MHAMBUIyyMa B
oTaensHOCTH. Hampumep, BOH TOT ONOHIWHYHK B
TpeTheM psiay. [lomokuM, OH UTpaeT XOpoIIo...

Brionaws B TpeThEM Py 3apAeIics.

— A BOH TOT OpIOHET, JOITYCTUM, XYyKE.

Bce moBepHyTHCh M OCMOTpPENN TaKKe OpIOHETA.

— Yto xe MBI BHIUM, TOBapuiu? MBI BHINM,
9TO OJIOHAWH HWIpaeT XOpomo, a OpIoHEeT Hrpaer
WIoxo. M Hukakue JIEKIUU HE HU3MEHAT 3TOrO
COOTHOIIICHHS CWJI, €CIU KaXKIbli WHINBHUIYYM B
OTAENBHOCTH HE OYyJeT MOCTOSHHO TPEHUPOBATHCA B
[IAIIK... TO €CTh 5 XOTEI CKa3aTh — B IIaxmaTax... A
Teleph, TOBAPHUINM, S PACCKaXy BaM HECKOIBKO
MOYYUTENbHBIX HCTOPUH W3 TPAKTUKHA  HAIIUX
YBa)KaeMbIX TUIIEPMOJICPHHUCTOB Kama0nanku,
Jlackepa u noxropa I'puropsesa.

Ocranm  pacckazal  ayguUTOPHU  HECKOJBKO
BETX03aBETHBIX aHEKJOTOB, IOYEPIHYTHIX €IIe B
nerctBe u3 «CHHEro KypHama», M 3TUM 3aKOHUUI

HWHTEPIIOINIO.
KpatkocTtero  nexknmm  Bce  OBUIM  CJETKa
yauBiieHsl. W opgHOTrnaselii HE CBOAWI CBOErO

S€AMHCTBEHHOTO OKa C TPOCCMENHCTEPOBOI 00YBH.
OpHako HaAYaBIIMIICS CEaHC OJHOBPEMEHHON
WUTpBI 3ajJiepakKai pacTylllee MOoA03PEHUE OJHOTIIAa30ro
maxmartucta. BMecre co BceMu OH paccTaBJsiil CTOJIbI
nokoeMm. Bcero mpotuB rpoccmeicrepa cenu urpaTh
TpuAnaTh mobureneil. Muorme w3 HUX OBUTH
COBEpULIEHHO pacTepsiHbl U MOMHUHYTHO TJISIIENHA B
IaXMaTHEIC YUYCOHUKH, OCBEXKAs B MAMSITH CIIOKHEIE

quasi una fantasia. And what, Comrades, is an idea?
An idea, Comrades, is a human thought moulded in
logical chess form. Even with insignificant forces you
can master the whole of the chessboard. It all depends
on each separate individual. Take, for example, the
fair-haired young man sitting in the third row. Let's
assume he plays well. . . ."

The fair-haired young man turned red.

"And let's suppose that the brown-haired fellow
over there doesn't play very well."

Everyone turned around and looked at the brown-
haired fellow.

"What do we see, Comrades? We see that the
fair-haired fellow plays well and that the other one
plays badly. And no amount of lecturing can change
this correlation of forces unless each separate indi-
vidual keeps practising his dra- I mean chess. And
now, Comrades, [ would like to tell you some instruc-
tive stories about our esteemed ultramodernists, Ca-
pablanca, Lasker and Dr Grigoryev."

Ostap told the audience a few antiquated anec-
dotes, gleaned in childhood from the Blue Magazine,
and this completed the first half of the evening.

The brevity of the lecture caused certain surprise.
The one-eyed man was keeping his single peeper
firmly fixed on the Grossmeister.

The beginning of the simultaneous chess match,
however, allayed the one-eyed chess player's growing
suspicions. Together with the rest, he set up the tables
along three sides of the room. Thirty enthusiasts in all
took their places to play the Grossmeister. Many of
them were in complete confusion and kept glancing
at books on chess to refresh their knowledge of com-
plicated variations, with the help of which they hoped

idea, comrades, is human thought, expressed in logi-
cal chess form. Even with insignificant forces, it's
possible to control the entire board. It all depends on
each individual taken separately. For example, take
that blond man in the third row. Let's suppose that he
plays well...."

The blond man in the third row blushed.

"And that brown-haired man over there, let's say
he plays worse."

Everyone turned around and looked at the brown-
haired man.

"What do we see, comrades? We see that the
blond-haired man plays well and that the brown-
haired man plays poorly. And no lecture will ever
change this balance of power if each individual, taken
separately, does not constantly practice check-
ers...that is, I mean to say...chess. And now, com-
rades, I will relate to you a few instructive stories
from the practice of our respected hypermodernists
Capablanca, Lasker, and Dr. Grigoriev."

Ostap told the auditorium a few antiquated anec-
dotes gleaned in his youth from the "Blue Journal"
and then concluded with an interlude.

Everyone was somewhat surprised by the brevity
of the lecture. And the one-eyed one did not take his
single eye off the grandmaster's footwear.

However, the beginning of the exhibition of sim-
ultaneous games restrained the one-eyed chess
player's growing suspicion. Along with everyone
else, he set up the tables quietly. In total, 30 amateurs
sat ready to play against the grandmaster. Many of
them were complete nervous wrecks and kept glan-
cing into chess textbooks, refreshing their memories
about complicated variations with the aid of which
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BapHaHTHl, NPH IIOMONIM  KOTOPBIX  HAJESUINCH
ClaThCs TpoccMmercTepy XoTs OBl TOCie ABaINATh
BTOPOTO XO/J1a.

OcTtanm CKOJB3HYNA B3MJBIOM 10 IIEpeHTaM
«YEPHBIX», KOTOPBIE OKPYXaJll €ro CO BCEX CTOPOH,
M0 3aKpPbITOH JBEPH W HEYCTPAIIMMO NPUHSUICA 32
paboty. OH moAoIIeN K OAHOIIIA30MY, CUACBIIEMY 32
HEPBOMl JOCKOU, U MEPEIBUHYII KOPOIEBCKYIO MELIKY
C KJIETKH €2 Ha KJIETKY e4.

OpHornaselii celyac K€ CXBaTWJI CBOM YIIH
pykaMu ¥ CTal HampspbkeHHo aymath. llo psmam
TMOOUTENEeH MPOIIETECTENO:

— I'pocemeiicTep coirpai e2-e4.

Octanm He OajoBaJ CBOMX IPOTHBHUKOB
paszHooOpasueM neb6roToB. Ha ocTanpHBIX ABaaNaTH
JEeBATH JIOCKaX OH TMpoJenal Ty K€ OIepaluio:
MepeTamniI KOPOIEBCKYIO MeMKy ¢ e2 Ha e4. OxuH 3a
JApyTHM  JIOOUTENW XBaTalUCh 3a BOJOCHI U
MOTPYXalUCh B  JIUXOPAJOYHBIE  PACCYXKACHHS,
Hewurpatomue TIePEBOAMIN B30pPHI 3a
rpoccmercTepoM.  EQUHCTBEHHBIE B rOopoje
(oTomo0uTENb YK€ B3TPOMO3IIIICSA OBUIO HA CTYN U
cobupancs momKedsr MarHui, HO Ocrtam CepauTo
3aMaxall pyKaMH H, TpepBaB CBOE TEYEHHE BJOJb
JOCOK, TPOMKO 3aKpHUaI:

— Yo6epure dQororpada!l
IaXMaTHON MBICITH!

«C Kxakol cTaTH OCTaBIATH CBOIO (oTorpaduio B
3TOM JKaJIKOM TOpoAuIKe. Sl HEe MO0II0 UMETh JIeI0
C MHMJIUIIHEH», — PEIInI OH MpOo ceO4.

Heronyiomee mukanbe THOOUTENE 3aCTaBHIIO
¢doTorpada oOTKazaTeCA OT CBOEW  ITOIBITKH.
Bo3smymenune Ob10 Tak Benmko, 4To (oTtorpada
JlaKe BBIIIEPIN W3 MOMENICHHUSL.

O wMemaer Moel

not to have to resign before the twenty-second move,
at least.

Ostap ran his eyes along the line of black chess-
men surrounding him on three sides, looked at the
door, and then began the game. He went up to the
one-eyed man, who was sitting at the first board, and
moved the king's pawn forward two squares.

One-eye immediately seized hold of his ears and
began thinking hard.

A whisper passed along the line of players. "The
Grossmeister has played pawn to king four."

Ostap did not pamper his opponents with a vari-
ety of openings. On the remaining twenty-nine boards
he made the same move-pawn to king four. One after
another the enthusiasts seized their heads and
launched into feverish discussions. Those who were
not playing followed the Grossmeister with their
eyes. The only amateur photographer in the town was
about to clamber on to a chair and light his magnes-
ium flare when Ostap waved his arms angrily and,
breaking off his drift along the boards, shouted
loudly:

"Remove the photographer! He is disturbing my
chess thought!"

What would be the point of leaving a photograph
of myself in this miserable town, thought Ostap to
himself. I don't much like having dealings with the
militia.

Indignant hissing from the enthusiasts forced the
photographer to abandon his attempt. In fact, their
annoyance was so great that he was actually put out-
side the, door.

At the third move it became clear that in eighteen
games the Grossmeister was playing a Spanish gam-

they hoped to resign to the grandmaster, although
after 22 moves.

Ostap slid his gaze along the ranks of the "blacks"
who surrounded him on all sides, glanced at the
closed door, and fearlessly set about his work. He
stepped up to the one-eyed one, who was sitting at
the first gameboard, and moved his king's pawn from
square €2 to square 4.

"The grandmaster moved e2-e4!"

Ostap did not indulge his opponents with varied
openings. On the remaining 29 boards he undertook
exactly the same operation: he moved his king's pawn
from e2 to e4. One after another, the amateurs started
pulling out their hair and plunged themselves into
feverish contemplation. The spectators followed the
grandmaster closely with their eyes. The only ama-
teur photographer in the city was already clambering
up onto a chair and getting ready to set off the flash,
but Ostap angrily waved his hands and, interrupting
his movement along the boards, angrily shouted:

"Get rid of the photographer! He's disturbing my
chess thought!"

"Why should I leave my photograph in this pitiful
village. 1 have no desire to get involved in police
matters," he thought to himself.

The indignant hissing of the chess lovers forced
the photographer to abandon his attempt. The uproar
was so great that they even shoved the photographer
out of the premises.

By the third move it became clear that the grand-
master was playing 18 Ruy Lopez games. In the re-
maining 12 games, black undertook the somewhat old
but sufficiently dependable Philador Defense. If
Ostap knew that he was playing such an intelligent
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Ha  tpetrsem  Xxogy  BBIICHWIOCH,  YTO
TpOCCMEHCTEp WrpaeT BOCEMHAANATh HCHAHCKHUX
napTuil. B OCTaJIbHBIX JBCHAJUATH YEPHBIC
MPUMEHWIN XOTS W YCTapeBIIyI0, HO JOBOJBHO
BepHyto 3ammuty Dmmmmopa. Eciu 6 Ocrtan y3man,
YTO OH WrpaeT Takhe MYyJpeHble NapTUH U
CTAJIKMBAETCd C TaKOM HCIHBITAHHOM 3aIlllMTOM, OH
KpaitHe Obl yauBmica. [leno B TOM, YTO BENWUKHN
KOMOHMHATOp Urpajl B IaxMaThl BTOPOH pa3 B XKU3HH.

CriepBa moOWTENN, W TEPBBIA Cpeau HHUX —
ojHOINIA3bld, npunumt B yxkac. Kosapcrso
rpoccMerncTepa ObLI0 HECOMHEHHO.

C HeoOBYallHOW JIETKOCTBI0O U  0€3yCIOBHO
eXUIHWYas B AyIIe HajJ OTCTAIBIMHU JIIOOUTEIIMHU
ropoga Bacioku, rpoccmeiicTep XepTBOBAJN MEIIKH,
TSOKENIble W JIeTKWe (Urypbl HAlpaBO U HAJEBO.
OO6xasHHOMY Ha JIEKIUU OPIOHETY OH ITOXKEPTBOBAJ
naxe ¢ep3s. bproneT npumen B yxac M X0Tesx ObUIO
HEMEAJIEHHO CAAaTbCAd, HO TOJNBKO CTPALIHBIM
YCHJINEM BOJIM 3aCTaBHII Ce0s IMPOJOIIKATH UTPY.

I'pom cpenn scHoro Heba pasnmanca uepes MATh
MUHYT.

— Mart! — nposenieran HacMepTh HEPENyTaHHbBIN
OproneT. — Bam MaT, ToBapuI rpoccmernicrep.

OcTan mpoaHanM3UPOBAJ TOJIOKEHNE, MO30PHO
Ha3zBalm «¢ep3sh» «KOpOJEeBOH» W BBICOKOIIAPHO
MO3ApaBmII OpIOHETa ¢ BHIMTPHIMIEM. 1'yn mpoOexan
0 psiiaM JTIOOUTENeH.

«Ilopa ymupats», — nmogyman Ocral, CIOKOITHO
pacxaxuBasi CpeJld CTOJIOB U HEOPEKHO MepecTaBIis
¢burypsr.

— BBl HempaBHIBHO KOHS IOCTaBHJIM, TOBAPHII
rpoccMmeicTep, — 3amede3nn ogHorna3sid. — KoHp Tak
HE XOJIUT.

bit. In the other twelve the blacks played the old-
fashioned, though fairly reliable, Philidor defence. If
Ostap had known he was using such cunning gambits
and countering such tested defences, he would have
been most surprised. The truth of the matter was that
he was playing chess for the second time in his life.

At first the enthusiasts, and first and foremost
one-eye, were terrified at the Grossmeister's obvious
craftiness.

With singular ease, and no doubt scoffing to him-
self at the backwardness of the Vasyuki enthusiasts,
the Grossmeister sacrificed pawns and other pieces
left and right. He even sacrificed his queen to the
brown-haired fellow whose skill had been so belittled
during the lecture. The man was horrified and about
to resign; it was only by a terrific effort of will that he
was able to continue.

The storm broke about five minutes later.
"Mate!" babbled the brown-haired fellow, terrified
out of his wits. "You're checkmate, Comrade Gross-
meister!'

Ostap analysed the situation, shamefully called a
rook a "castle" and pompously congratulated the fel-
low on his win. A hum broke out among the enthusi-
asts.

Time to push off, thought Ostap, serenely wan-
dering up and down the rows of tables and casually
moving pieces about.

"You've moved
Grossmeister," said
doesn't go like that."

"So sorry," said the Grossmeister, "I'm rather
tired after the lecture."

During the next ten minutes the Grossmeister lost

the knight wrong, Comrade
one-eye, cringing. "A knight

opening and contending with such a well-tried de-
fense, he would have been very much surprised. The
fact is that the artful dodger was playing chess for the
second time in his life.

At first, the amateurs — and first among them was
the one-eyed one — were horror-struck. The craftiness
of the grandmaster was undoubted.

With incredible ease and, no doubt, laughing ma-
liciously to himself at the residents of Vasiuki, the
grandmaster sacrificed pawns as well as major and
minor pieces left and right. To the brown-haired man
whom he ridiculed at the lecture he even sacrificed
his queen. The brown-haired man was terrified and
wanted to resign immediately, but he made a great
effort of will and forced himself to continue the
game.

After five minutes, thunder unexpectedly struck.

"Mate," murmured the brown-haired man, who
was deathly afraid. "I have mated you, comrade
grandmaster."

Ostap analyzed the position, disgracefully called
the queen the "king's wife", and bombastically con-
gratulated the brown-haired man on the win. A rum-
ble moved through the rows of amateurs.

"It's time to get out of here," thought Ostap, pac-
ing among the tables and carelessly moving pieces.

"You didn't mo your knight correctly, comrade
grandmaster," cringed the one-eyed one. "The knight
doesn't move like that."

"Pardon, pardon, excuse me," answered the
grandmaster. "I'm a little tired after the lecture."

In the course of the next ten minutes, the grand-
master lost another ten games.

Surprised cries resounded in the room of the
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— Ilapmon, mapIoH, HW3BHHSIOCH, OTBETHII
rpoccMencTep, — mocie JEKIUH ST HECKOJIBKO yCTall.

B Teuenme Ommkalmmx  AecATH  MHHYT
rpoccMeNCTep IpOUTpall eme AecATh HapTHil.

Y nuBreHHBIE KpPUKH pa3gaBaluch B
nomeniennn  kiny6a «Kapromaxuuk». Hazpesan
KOH(QJIHKT.

OcTtan mpowurpan moApsA NMATHAALUATH MApTHH, a
Bckope eme Tpu. OcraBaics OIWH OTHOTIA3BIN. B
Hayaje MapTUHd OH OT CTpaxa Hajelal MHOXECTBO
OmMOOK M TEMephb ¢ TPYAOM BeN UTPYy K MOOEeTHOMY
KoHITy. OcTar, He3aMeTHO I OKPYXKaroIlnX, yKpal
C JIOCKH YEPHYIO JIAZbIO U CIIPSTAJ €€ B KapMaH.

Tonma TecHO COMKHYIach BOKPYT UIPAOIIHX.

— TonbKO 4TO Ha ITOM MECTE CTOsUIa MOs JIazbsi!
— 3aKpHUYaJI OJHOIJIAa3bIH, OCMOTPEBIINCH, — & TENEePh
ee yxe HeT!

— Her, 3na4ur, u He 6buT0! — rpyOOBAaTO OTBETHI
Ocrarm.

— Kax e He 65u10? 4 sicHO TOMHIO!

— Koneuno, He ObLIO!

— Kyna xe ona neBanacs? Brl ee Beiurpanu?

— Bemurpan.

— Korna? Ha xakom xomy?

— Uro BBl MHE MOpOYHTE TOJIOBY C Balel
naaweit? Ecnu cmaerech, TO Tak u roBopute!

— llo3BonbTe, TOBAapHWINM, Y MEHS BCE XOJBI
3anucaHbl!

— Konropa numer, — cka3an Ocrarl.

— OTO BO3MYTHTENBHO! — 3a0paj OJHOTJIA3BIN. —
Otnalite MOIO JIaAbIO.

— CpaBaiiTech, CAaBalTeCh, YTO JTO 3a KOIIKH-
MEIIIKY TaKue!

— Otpnatite naapio!

a further ten games.

Cries of surprise echoed through the Cardboard-
worker club-room. Conflict was near. Ostap lost fif-
teen games in succession, and then another three.

Only one-eye was left. At the beginning of the
game he had made a large number of mistakes from
nervousness and was only now bringing the game to
a victorious conclusion. Unnoticed by those around,
Ostap removed the black rook from the board and hid
it in his pocket.

A crowd of people pressed tightly around the
players.

"I had a rook on this square a moment ago," cried
one-eye, looking round, "and now it's gone!"

"If it's not there now, it wasn't there at all," said
Ostap, rather rudely.

"Of course it was. | remember it distinctly!"

"Of course it wasn't!"

"Where's it gone, then? Did you take it?"

"Yes, I took it."

"At which move?"

"Don't try to confuse me with your rook. If you
want to resign, say so!"

"Wait a moment, Comrades, I have all the moves
written down."

"Written down my foot!"

"This is disgraceful!" yelled one-eye. "Give me
back the rook!"

"Come on, resign, and stop this fooling about."

"Give me back my rook!"

At this point the Grossmeister, realizing that
procrastination was the thief of time, seized a handful
of chessmen and threw them in his one-eyed oppo-
nent's face.

Cardboard Factory Club. The conflict was coming to
a head. Ostap lost 15 games in a row, then another
three. There remained only the one-eyed one. At the
beginning of the game, one-eye had made numerous
errors out of fear, but now, with effort, he had
brought the game to a winning position. Ostap, un-
seen by the crowd, stole the black rook off the board
and hid it in his pocket.

The crowd pressed close around the players.

"My rook was standing right here!" shouted the
one-eyed one. "Look! And now it's gone!"

"Well, that means it wasn't there,"
swered crudely.

"How could it not be there? I remember dis-
tinctly!"

"Of course it wasn't there!"

"Where did it go? Did you capture it?"

"I captured it."

"When? On what move?"

"Why are you trying to distract me with this rook?
Resign, and then you can talk to me."

"Excuse me, comrade, I have all the moves writ-
ten down here!"

"Bureaucratic nonsense," said Ostap.

"This is scandalous!" the one-eyed one began
yelling. "Give me back my rook!"

"Resign, resign! Stop this cat-and-mouse game!"

"Give me back my rook!"

With these words, the grandmaster, understanding
that death was knocking at the door, scooped up a
handful of pieces and flung them at the head of his
one-eyed opponent.

"Comrades!" squealed the one-eyed one. "Every-
one, look! He's assaulting the amateurs!"

Ostap an-
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C »>TuMH cnOBaMH TpoccMeicTep, MOHSB, YTO
MpOMEICHNE CMEPTH TMTOA00HO, 3aU4epIHYJI B TOPCTh
HECKOJIBKO (UTyp ¥ IIBBIPHYJI HX B TOJOBY
OJIHOIJIa30T0 MPOTHBHUKA.

— Tosapumu! — 3aBepeman OxHOINIA3BIA. —
Cwmotpure Bce! Jltobutens OptoT!

[MMTaxmaructel ropoxa Bacrooku onennum. He
Tepsisi JparouneHHoro BpemeHH, OcTam MIBBIPHYII
oIaXMaTHOM  JTOCKOM B jJamMmy M, yjaapsas B
HACTYNUBIIEH TEMHOTE MO YBMM-TO YEIIOCTSIM U
n6aM, BeIOEKAT Ha ynuily. BacroknHckue moburend,
najgas IpyT Ha pyra, pUHYJINCH 33 HUM.

Bt mynnsnii Beuep. Octam Heces o cepeOpsaHon
yIIHLE JIETKO, KaK aHTeN, OTTAJKHWBAsACh OT TPEIIHON
3emuid. BBuJy HeCOCTOSBLIErocs IpEeBpalleHUs
BaciokoB B LEHTp MHpO3AaHHA, 0€XaTh MPHUIILIOCH
HE Cpeau JBOPIIOB, a Cpeau OpeBEeHUATHIX JOMHKOB C
HapyXHBIMH CTaBHAMH. C3aayl HECINCH IIaXMaTHBIE
TOOUTENH.

—  [Jepxwure
OJHOTJIA3LIH.

— Xynbe! — noxaepxuBaiy OCTAIbHEIE.

rpoccMmeticrepal —  peBen

— ITmxonsr! — orpbI3alics TrpoccMmeincrep,
YBEIMYUBAs CKOPOCTb.

— Kapayn! - KpUYaal W300MKEHHBIE
maxmaTtucTel. Ocrtanm  3ampeiral MO JIECTHHIIE,

BeIylled Ha mpuctanb. EMy mpencrosio mpobexaTts
4yeThIpecTa cTyneHek. Ha mecToi miomanke ero yxe
MO/DKUAJANA JIBa JIOOUTENsI, mpoOpaBimuecs cioaa
OKOJIBHOW TPONMMHKOW MpsiMO Mo ckioHy. Ocram
ormsHycs. CBepXy KaTtuinach cobadbei craeil TecHas

Tpynma  pa3bspeHHBIX  MOKJIOHHHKOB  3allUTHI
dunuaopa.
Otcrymuienuss  He  Oputo.  Ilostomy  Ocranm

"Comrades!" shrieked one-eye. "Look, everyone,
he's hitting an amateur!"

The chess players of Vasyuki were aghast.

Without wasting valuable time, Ostap hurled a
chessboard at the lamp and, hitting out at jaws and
faces in the ensuing darkness, ran out into the street.
The Vasyuki chess enthusiasts, falling over each
other, tore after him.

It was a moonlit evening. Ostap bounded along
the silvery street as lightly as an angel repelled from
the sinful earth. On account of the interrupted trans-
formation of Vasyuki into the centre of the world, it
was not between palaces that Ostap had to run, but
wooden houses with outside shutters.

The chess enthusiasts raced along behind.

"Catch the Grossmeister!" howled one-eye.

"Twister!" added the others.

"Jerks!" snapped back the Grossmeister, increas-
ing his speed.

"Stop him!" cried the outraged chess players.

Ostap began running down the steps leading
down to the quay. He had four hundred steps to go.
Two enthusiasts, who had taken a short cut down the
hillside, were waiting for him at the bottom of the
sixth flight. Ostap looked over his shoulder. The ad-
vocates of Philidor's defence were pouring down the
steps like a pack of wolves. There was no way back,
so he kept on going.

"Just wait till I get you, you bastards!" he shouted
at the two-man advance party, hurtling down from
the sixth flight.

The frightened troopers gasped, fell over the ba-
lustrade, and rolled down into the darkness of
mounds and slopes. The path was clear.

The chess players of Vasiuki were stunned.

Not losing any valuable time, Ostap flung the
chessboard at the lamp and, in the ensuing darkness,
smashing a few jaws and foreheads, dashed out onto
the street. The Vasiuki amateurs, falling over one an-
other, took off after him.

It was a moonlit night. Ostap darted along the sil-
ver street like an angel, leaving behind the sinful
earth. In view of the unrealized transformation of Va-
siuki into the center of the universe, Ostap had to run,
not past palaces, but past wooden huts with shutters.

Behind him rushed the chess amateurs.

"Get the grandmaster!" roared the one-eyed one.

"Scoundrel!" the rest shouted in support.

"Twits!" snapped back the grandmaster, picking
up speed.

"Police!" shouted the insulted chess players.

Ostap jumped down along the staircase leading to
the pier. He had 400 more steps to go. On the sixth
landing there were two amateurs already waiting for
him. They had come by a short-cut along the slope.
Ostap looked around. Bearing down on him from
above, like a pack of dogs, came the thick crowd of
enraged adherents of the Philador Defense. There was
no retreat. Therefore, Ostap rushed forward.

"I'll get you now, you swine!" he yelped out at the
warrior-scouts, leaping at them from the fifth landing.
The frightened, dismounted Cossacks cried out, fell
over the railings, and rolled off somewhere into the
darkness over the knolls and slopes. Ostap's way was
open.

"Get the grandmaster!" came rolling down from
above.

The pursuers ran on, knocking against the wooden
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mo6esxan BIepe.

—Bor g Bac ceiiuac, cBoJsioueil! — rapkHya oH
Xxpabpenam-pa3BequnkaM, Opocasice ¢ IATOH
TUTOIIA IKH.

Hcnyranaple MIacTyHBl yXHYIH, NEpPEBANINCH
3a mepuja U MOKAaTHIINCh KyJa-TO B TEMHOTY OyrpoB
u ckiIoHOB. ITyTh OB cBOGOEH.

— [epxure rpoccMmelicrepal — KaTHIIOCh CBEPXY.
[IpecnenoBatenun Oexanu, cTyda IO JAEpPEBIHHON
JIECTHHIIE, KaK Ma/alolIie KerelbHbIe Iaphl.

Bri6exxaB Ha Geper, Octanm yKJIOHWICS BIIPaBo,
WIa  ria3aMd  JIOAKY  C BEPHBIM emMy
aJIMUHUCTPATOPOM.

WUnmomut MarBeeBrY UIMIIAYECKU CHACIT B
nmogouke. Ocranm OyxHyJCS Ha CKaMEHKy W SPOCTHO
cTan BeIrpebarh oT Oepera. Uepe3s MUHYTY B JIOAKY
moierend kKaMHA. OOHMM U3 HHUX OBLI ITOJOUT
HNnnonur MarseeBuu. HemHoro IIOBBIIIE
BYJIKAHWYECKOTO TIPHIIA y HEro BBIPOC TEMHBIN
xkenBak. Wnmonur MarBeeBud ympsATan rojloBy B
TUIEYH W 3aXHBIKAII.

— Bor eme unusina! MHe 4yTh ronoBy He
OTOpBalM, W s HUYEro: Ooap W Beceld. A eciau
NPUHAT, BO BHUMAaHWE eIIe NAThAECAT pyOreit
YHCTOI MPUOBUIN, TO 3a OJHY T'YJIIO Ha BaIllei TooBe
— TOHOpPAp JAOBOJIBHO MPHUINYHBIN.

Mexry TeM TpecieoBaTelIH, KOTOPBIE TOIBKO
cefyac NOHSUIM, YTO IUIAH IpeBpalleHus BaclokoB B
Hpro-MoCKBY pyXHYJI H 4TO ITPOCCMENUCTEP YBO3UT U3
ropojia MATHAECAT KPOBHBIX BACIOKMHCKHX pyOIeH,
MOTPY3HUINCh B OOJNBINYIO JIOAKY M C KpPUKaMHU
BbITpeOany Ha cepeauHy peku. B moaxy Habuiocek
YeI0BeK TPUALATh. BCceM X0Tenoch NpHHATh JINIHOE
y4acTHE B pacmpaBe € TPOCCMEHCTEpOM.

"Stop the Grossmeister !" echoed shouts from
above.

The pursuers clattered down the wooden steps
with a noise like falling skittle balls.

Reaching the river bank, Ostap made to the right,
searching with his eyes for the boat containing his
faithful manager.

Ippolit Matveyevich was sitting serenely in the
boat. Ostap dropped heavily into a seat and began
rowing for all he was worth. A minute later a shower
of stones flew in the direction of the boat, one of
them hitting Ippolit Matveyevich. A yellow bruise
appeared on the side of his face just above the vol-
canic pimple. Ippolit Matveyevich hunched his
shoulders and began whimpering.

"You are a softie! They practically lynched me,
but I'm still happy and cheerful. And if you take the
fifty roubles net profit into account, one bump on the
head isn't such an unreasonable price to pay."

In the meantime, the pursuers, who had only just
realized that their plans to turn Vasyuki into New
Moscow had collapsed and that the Grossmeister was
absconding with fifty vital Vasyukian roubles, piled
into a barge and, with loud shouts, rowed out into
midstream. Thirty people were crammed into the
boat, all of whom were anxious to take a personal
part in settling the score with the Grossmeister. The
expedition was commanded by one-eye, whose single
peeper shone in the night like a lighthouse.

"Stop the Grossmeister!" came shouts from the
overloaded barge.

"We must step on it, Pussy!" said Ostap. "If they
catch up with us, I won't be responsible for the state
of your pince-nez."

staircase like falling bowling balls.

Coming out onto the shore, Ostap darted to the
left, looking for the boat with his trusty administrator.

Ippolit Matveevich was sitting idyllically in the
boat. Ostap leapt onto the seat and feverishly started
rowing away from the shore. After a minute, rocks
started flying toward the boat. Ippolit Matveevich
was hit by one of them. A dark, twitching knot of
muscle arose just above the volcanolike pimple on his
face. Ippolit Matveevich pulled his head down and
started whimpering.

"What a wimp! They nearly ripped my head off,
and I'm just fine. Bold and happy. And if you take
into consideration the 50 rubles of pure profit, for one
little scratch on your head, the royalties are decent
enough."

Meanwhile, the pursuers, who only now under-
stood that the plan for transforming Vasiuki into New
Moscow had collapsed and that the grandmaster was
leaving town with 50 of their hard-earned rubles,
piled into a large boat and, shouting, rowed out to the
center of the river. Thirty people were crowded in the
boat. All of them wanted to take part personally in
the rematch against the grandmaster. The expedition-
ary force was being commanded by the one-eyed one.
His one eye shone in the night like a lighthouse bea-
con.

"Get the grandmaster!" they wailed in the over-
crowded barge.

"Row, Kisa!" Ostap said. "If they catch up, I can't
guarantee the safety of your pince-nez."

Both boats followed the current. The distance be-
tween them kept shrinking and shrinking. Ostap was
rowing as hard as he could.
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OKcreaumuen KOMaHJ0BaI OJTHOTJIAa3bIH.
EnuHCTBEHHOE €ro OKO CBEPKajIo B HOUHU, KaK MasiK.
— [Mepxu rpoccMmeiictepal — BoOmMIM B

Meperpy>kKeHHOH Oapke.

— Xony, Kuca! — ckazan Octan. — Ecnu oHn Hac
JIOTOHAT, HE CMOTY TOPYYHTHCS 3a LEJOCTh BAIIero
MIEHCHE.

O0e TOOKM IIIM BHU3 [0 T€UEHHIO. PaccrosHue
MEXIy HHMH BCE YMEHbBIIAIoch. Ocram BBRIOMBAICS
U3 CHIL.

— He yiinete, cBomoun! — xpuyann u3 Oapkwu.
Ocran He oTBedan: ObIIO Hekorma. Becia
BBIPBIBANINCH W3 BOJBL. Boma moTokaMu BeUIETANA U3-
o1 6ECHYIOIIMXCS BECEN U MOoMajana B JIOJAKY.

— Bamsii, mentan OcTtan camomy cebe.
Hnnonutr MartseeBud Masiica. bapka Top>kecTBoBaia.
Bricokmii ee Kopmyc yxke OOXOOWJI JIOJOYKY
KOHIIECCHOHEPOB C JIEBOM pYyKH, YTOOBI TNPIKATh
rpoccmeiictepa k Oepery. KonmeccnmonepoB jkmana
IUTadeBHas ydacTe. PajgocTe Ha Oapke Oblma Tak
BEIMKA, YTO BCE IIAXMATHCTHI MEPEIIN Ha MPaBbIil
00pT, UYTOOBI, TOPAaBHABIINCH C  JIOJOYKOM,
MPEBOCXOAHBIMU CHJIAMH OOpYIINTHCS Ha 3JI07ed-
rpoccMmencrepa.

— beperure nencne, Kuca! — B oruasgHumn
kpuknyn Octar, 6pocas Becna. — Celiuac HauHeTcs!

— I'ocmoma! — Bockimuknyn Bapyr Wnmosur
MarBeeBuu MNETyMHMHBIM rojgocoM. — Heyxenu Bbl
Oynere HaC OUTH?

— Eme kak! — 3arpeMeny BacCIOKHHCKHE

mobuTeny, coOnpasch MPHITaTh B JIOAKY.

Ho B 3T0 Bpems nponsonuio kpaifHe 00uIHOE I
YEeCTHBIX IIaXMAaTHCTOB BCEro MHpa INPOUCIIECTBHE.
bapka Heo)XMIaHHO HAaKPEHMJIACh U MPABBIM OOPTOM

Both boats were moving downstream. The gap
between them was narrowing. Ostap was going all
out.

"You won't escape, you rats!" people were shout-
ing from the barge.

Ostap had no time to answer. His oars flashed in
and out of the water, churning it up so that it came
down in floods in the boat.

“Keep going!” whispered Ostap to himself.

Ippolit Matveyevich had given up hope. The lar-
ger boat was gaining on them and its long hull was
already flanking them to port in an attempt to force
the Grossmeister over to the bank. A sorry fate
awaited the concessionaires. The jubilance of the
chess players in the barge was so great that they all
moved across to the sides to be in a better position to
attack the villainous Grossmeister in superior forces
as soon as they drew alongside the smaller boat.

"Watch out for your pince-nez, Pussy," shouted
Ostap in despair, throwing aside the oars. "The fun is
about to begin."

"Gentlemen!" cried Ippolit Matveyevich in a
croaking voice, "you wouldn't hit us, would you?"

"You'll see!" roared the enthusiasts, getting ready
to leap into the boat.

But at that moment something happened which
will outrage all honest chess players throughout the
world. The barge listed heavily and took in water on
the starboard side.

"Careful!" squealed the one-eyed captain.

But it was too late. There were too many enthusi-
asts on one side of the Vasyuki dreadnought. As the
centre of gravity shifted, the boat stopped rocking,
and, in full conformity with the laws of physics, cap-

"You're not going anywhere, swine!" they shouted
from the barge.

Ostap didn't answer. There was no time. The oars
shot up out of the water. Streams of water flew up
from under the raging oars and landed in the boat.

"Keep going," Ostap whispered to himself.

Ippolit Matveevich sniveled. The barge was cele-
brating. Its high hull was overtaking the concession-
aires on the left side in order to force the grandmaster
to the shore. A woeful fate awaited the concession-
aires. The joy in the barge was so great that all the
chess players moved to the starboard side so that,
once they were even with the boat, they might rain
down on the evil-doer/grandmaster with overpower-
ing force.

"Hold onto your pince-nez, Kisa!" Ostap shouted
out in despair, throwing away the oars. "Now it be-
gins."

"Good Lord!" Ippolit Matveevich suddenly ex-
claimed like a rooster. "Are you really going to beat
us?"

"And how!" the Vasiuki amateurs thundered, get-
ting ready to jump into the boat.

But at that moment, something highly offensive to
all honest chess players of the world occurred. The
barge suddenly began to list and take in water on the
starboard side.

"Careful!" squealed the one-eyed captain.

But it was too late. Too many chess amateurs had
gathered on the starboard side of the Vasiuki dread-
nought. Changing its center of gravity, the barge did
not hesitate, but, in complete compliance with the
laws of physics, overturned.

A joint yelp broke the tranquility of the river.




Honﬁopxa onyﬁ.nmconaﬂa Ha caiiTe 0 nmepeBoac v AJisl NEPEeBOIYUKOB «IlyMaTb BCJIIYX»

http://www.thinkaloud.ru/parallelak.html

3a4epIiHyJia BOJY.

— Ocropoxneii! — THCKHYJ OJHOTJIa3bId
kanutad. Ho Obuto yxe mo3mHo. CHHIIKOM MHOTO
mo0uTenel  CKOMWIOCH Ha  IpaBoOM  OOpTy
BAaCIOKMHCKOTO  JpenHoyta. IlepemMeHuB  1eHTp
TSOKECTH, Oapka He cTajia KojebaThCs W B IOJHOM
COOTBETCTBHH C 3aKOHAMH (DM3HKH MTEPEBEPHYIIACH.

OOmuii BOIIIIb HAPYLIHMJI CTIOKOHCTBHE PEKH.

— Yay! — OpOTSKHO CTOHAJIM LIAXMATHUCTBHI.
Henpx Tpuanate mroOuTeNe OUYYTHINCH B BOJE.
Onu OGBICTPO BHIIUIBIBAIM HA TTOBEPXHOCTH M OJMH 32
IpYyTMM [EIJLUINCh 33 IEPEeBEpHYTYI0  Oapky.
[Tocneanum npuyamuia OJTHOTIA3bIH.

— IMmxoner! — B Boctopre kpuuan Ocran. — Yro
e BBl He Obere Bamiero rpoccmeiicrepa? Bei, ecnn
He omn0arch, XOTEAN MEHS OUTEL?

OcTtan ommcan BOKPYT MOTEPHEBIINX KPYIICHNE
KpYT.

— Bel  xe  moHMMaere,  BaCIOKHHCKHE
WHAMBUIYYMBI, YTO 1 MOT OBl Bac IIOOJWHOYKE
yTONIUTh, HO A Japyl0 BaM Ku3Hb. JKuBure,
rpaxgaHe! Tonbko, pagu co3jaTelns, HE UIpaiTe B
maxmatsl! Bel ke mpocTo He ymeeTe urpats! OX BHI,
IMIKOHBI, HWKOHEL... Exem, HWnmonnt MatBeeBnd,
nanpine. [Ipomaiite, ogqHornaseie modutenu! borocs,
yTO Bacroku, EHTpOM MUpPO3JaHus HE CTaHyT. S He
JAyMaro, 4TOOBl MacTepa MaxMaTr MPHeXald K TaKuM
JAypakaMm, Kak BBI, JaJkKe€ eclid Obl S MX 00 3ToM
TIPOCHIL. [Ipomaiire, ToOuTENH CHJIBHBIX
maxMatHeX omrymennid! [la 3mpaBctByer «Kiry6
YETBIPEX KOHEW»!

sized.

A concerted wailing disturbed the tranquillity of
the river.

"Ooooooh!" groaned the chess players.

All thirty enthusiasts disappeared under the wa-
ter. They quickly came up one by one and seized hold
of the upturned boat. The last to surface was one-eye.

"You jerks!" cried Ostap in delight. "Why don't
you come and get your Grossmeister? If I'm not mis-
taken, you intended to trounce me, didn't you? "

Ostap made a circle around the shipwrecked
mariners.

"You realize, individuals of Vasyuki, that I could
drown you all one by one, don't you? But I'm going
to spare your lives. Live on, citizens! Only don't play
chess any more, for God's sake. You're just no good
at it, you jerks! Come on, Ippolit Matveyevich, let's
go. Good-bye, you one-eyed amateurs! I'm afraid
Vasyuki will never become a world centre. I doubt
whether the masters of chess would ever visit fools
like you, even if I asked them to. Good-bye, lovers of
chess thrills! Long live the 'Four Knights Chess
Club'!"

"Oo-ah-o0!" was the long, drawn-out groan of the
chess players.

All thirty amateurs found themselves under the
water. They quickly swam to the surface and, one
after another, latched onto the overturned barge. The
last to moor himself was the one-eyed one.

"Twits!" Ostap shouted in delight. "What, you're
not going to beat your grandmaster? You, if I'm not
mistaken, wanted to beat me?"

Ostap made a circle around the disaster victims.

"You understand, my Vasiuki individuals, that I
could drown you one by one. But I give you your
lives. Live, citizens! Only, please God, don't play
chess! You simply don't know how to play! You
twits, twits.... Let's go, Ippolit Matveevich. Good-
bye, you one-eyed amateurs! I'm afraid that Vasiuki
will not become the center of the universe. I don't
think any chess masters would come to such fools
like you even if | were to ask them. Good-bye, lovers
of great chess sensations! Long live the ‘Four
Knights Club'!"




