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Foreword






Dear Readers,






This book was reviewed by both the author and his father.






As a reviewer of this book, I would like to describe its content structure as well as the nature of its narratives.


  


In terms of contents, it is comprised primarily of travel stories and Scrabble tournaments. It also contains a few crossword puzzles. These are split up into two sections, them being the body and additional content.






Body






The body spans the time periods of November 2024, December 2024 and January 2025.






It contains the following sections:






Travel Stories






My Life In New Delhi - 13 November to 19 November 2024






My Life In Shimla - 19 November to 9 December 2024






My Life In Chandigarh - 9 December to 12 December 2024






My Life In Hyderabad - 12 December to 31 December 2024






My Life In Bengaluru - 1 January to 31 January 2025. Includes 18 crossword puzzles.






Scrabble Tournaments






Note that the author has elected to use codenames to represent the tournaments, as well as all the players. The codenames are all valid words from the English lexicon.







WHEEDLING - 15 November to 17 November 2024







HOBDAYED - 13 December to 15 December 2024







BANGALORE - 23 January to 26 January 2025


Additional Content


The additional content spans the time periods of Post January 2025, January 2024 and March 2024.






It contains the following sections:






Travel Stories







Epilogue (Singapore) - February, March, April 2025






My Life In Kathmandu - 6 January to 21 January 2024






My Life In Pune - 13 March to 19 March 2024






Scrabble Tournaments







KHANUM - 19 January to 20 January 2024







EUPNOEA - 15 March to 17 March 2024






Narrative


In terms of the narrative's nature, you'll find two different types based on whether you are reading a travel story or a Scrabble tournament.


 


Within the travel stories, the author covers in detail his personal experiences.






He talks about his way of living and eating,






His thought process when taking decisions,






His view on life and the world around him,






His food preferences and much more.






Please do read with an open mind. Even if many things come across as bizarre, there can be no right or wrong about it. It's just the way different people see different things.






Within the Scrabble tournaments, the author provides a report of every game from the tournaments listed above.






It is the opinion of this reviewer that these sections should undoubtedly prove valuable to Scrabble players. 






In addition, those who participated in the covered tournaments may get a chance to relive their moments.






The reports may also help budding players with strategy and thinking during gameplay, taking into consideration factors such as board status, remaining tiles, game progression, opponent tells and so on.


 


In many instances, the author will mention several choices he could have made, and the respective consequences involved. 






Overall, these reports provide insights into the minds of a longtime Scrabble player during tough tournaments. Especially when factoring in contexts such as exhaustion, stress, and current position in the tournament.






Don't forget though! Scrabble at the end of the day is meant to be a fun learning experience, and the author does his best to reflect this. For almost every game, the author has selected a subset of the played words, and painstakingly written out definitions for them.






Both the reviewer and author thank you kindly for purchasing this book, and sincerely hope that you enjoy the long read ahead.




Prologue













13 November 2024





"What is your reason for being in Singapore?"






This is the one dreaded question that has led to so much pain and trouble in the past year.






Well, alright, maybe not to *that* much of an extent.






I first entered Singapore way back in December 2023 after finally giving up on life in Sweden.






That was meant as a single month stay and no questions were ever asked, seeing as I had been away from Singapore for years prior.






In January 2024, I flew out to Nepal, then heading down to Bengaluru.






That was when the first problem cropped up.






Although it certainly came in a rather unexpected fashion.






Apparently, my visa had been wrongly issued due to a dumb typo.






And thus, my dad had to get a new one issued whilst I hauled myself over to a dingy hotel for an impromptu 2-3  night stay, anxiously waiting for news.






Thankfully, it all worked out well enough and despite a horrifically crowded bus ride from my hotel to the airport, I made it back to Singapore in one piece and without further issue.






Later in March, I flew out to Pune for a week.






When I attempted to reenter Singapore is when that favorite question of mine had to be issued to my face.






"What is your reason for going to Singapore?"






Or rather, it came in the even worse form of:






"Where is your return ticket?"






They honestly would not even allow me to board the plane without a return ticket, which I'm certain is not the appropriate procedure, seeing as I will get one month upon entering and can get that extended up to 3 months.


Also, well, simply stepping out of my Singapore house... and walking into Malaysia without a single bus or train or plane involved... will technically solve the problem.






So, why did I ever need to have a return ticket booked?


It pissed me off.






It really did.






But I had no choice.






I had to book a damn bus to Malaysia just to make the flight people happy enough to let me board






Sigh






Fast forward three months and I found myself going to Kuala Lumpur (KL) for a full one month stay that the Malaysia visa allowed me.






My apartment in KL was fairly decent, though lacking a chair and table, thus relegating me to doing all my work, play and eating on the bed.






It became more miserable than it needed to be, but I managed well enough. I did at least get to run around KL a few times which was nice, despite the obvious and severe lack of proper pedestrian infrastructure.






Returning from KL though wasn't as clean as I'd expected.






"What was your reason for STAYING IN MALAYSIA? WHAT WERE YOU DOING THERE?"






Yeah border officials the world over seem to assume I'm up to no good wherever I go.






I'm literally a vagrant hermit with zero social presence, so of course I've got hundreds of illegal work opportunities lined up for me in my chosen destination.






.......






I mean c'mon people, I entered Malaysia to rent an apartment for one month and rot there. I'm going back to Singapore to continue rotting for another month or two or three. Is any of this an issue?






Sigh






Luckily, despite asking questions, I was allowed to go ahead. 






Thereafter, I joined an free course at NUS, which I was able to redeem as a gift for alumni. This, I had hoped would grant me a proper visa to stay for a semester.






It did not.






Turns out I need to study full time for that, not fool around in this manner.






Ouch






So once again I was back to relying on extensions.






Those were only going to work for so long though.






After another 3 months (And we've thus done 7 months in Singapore, 1 in Malaysia so far)...






I decided to put the old "Casually leave my house and walk to Malaysia" routine to test.






I mean, fine. I can't ACTUALLY walk there






It's over 10 kilometers from my house






I need to run.






And I can't do that with a heavy bag






So instead I must take a metro to the nearest station and thus have only about 3 or so kilometers to walk instead.






You can bet that they asked some weird questions when I attempted to enter Malaysia for the second time this year.






It really shouldn't be a big deal or anything but I assume visa running isn't exactly an activity that's encouraged by any country.






And I'm willing to bet they're getting suspicious that I'm doing just that.






My stay in Johor Bahru was planned for three days.






It turned out to be the most miserable jaunt of my life.






The room I had rented was small, lacking any windows to the outside world.






The building where the room was located was guarded by dogs who barked my ears off when I tried to enter






The people running the establishment refused to give me check in instructrions when I had asked earlier, quoting my concerns about lack of mobile data in Malaysia.






Of course, only once I was there at the gate did they send me a wall of text, videos and images.






I honestly had zero motivation to even leave the building  throughout my stay.






Then came I believe it was October 14th.






I walked over to Singapore, tired both physically and mentally.






No prizes for guessing what I was asked at the border.


"What is your reason for entering Singapore?"






But HEY at least this time I can say I have a course at NUS.






"Then why don't you have a student's visa"






Sigh






I've really had enough of this






A downpour erupts as soon as I begin walking down the long bridge between the two countries.






I love rain with all my heart, so of course I'm happy to keep walking, but I know my bags don't agree.






Then comes the moment of truth.






Entering Singapore using the automatic gates






There was actually a slight hiccup with those when I entered after that month in KL. I had to be manually checked in.






This time though?






Sigh






Yeah.






It finally happens.






The gantry does not allow me to enter






And there is no manual check in either






I am instead escorted to an office somewhere else.






I remember watching documentaries about drug smugglers getting caught in airports and being escorted like this to a small room






Not gonna lie, it definitely felt like that. The feeling that you're about as screwed up as you can possibly be. The feeling that bad bad things are all that wait for you.






After an hourlong wait, the discussion begins






Surprisingly not as menacing as I thought it would be






Just a normal friendly conversation






But it still has that one all important question






"What is your reason for being in Singapore"






I mean honestly.....






If there was ever a time I wanted to just break down and come clean






This would be it






"What is my reason for being in Singapore?"






"What else am I supposed to say?"






"I live here"






"I don't have a permanent address. I don't have a home to go back to"






"I'm literally homeless"






"At least in Singapore, I can stay with my parents and not pay rent, thus minimizing the cost of my pathetic existence"






"I spent over 20 years of my life in Singapore. All my schooling. 4 traumatizing years of work. It was all here"






"Do I really still not have a right to live here freely? After all that?"






I guess that's just not how it works, huh?






Sadly, one must conform to the laws of human society.






In the case of Singapore, a permanent residence can only come with service in the military.






And last I checked, I have zero interest in the thing that humans call war.






So of course, I want nothing to do with it






But this is the price I have to pay.






This is the heavy heavy price I have to pay.....






Still






I was allowed to stay






Under the condition that I book a flight to India on the spot.






One final month in Singapore






Well.






For 2024, anyway






I guess next year it will reset or something. No idea how it works...






But yeah






For now, this was my situation.






A simple matter of receiving my comeuppance.






I guess I just have to face facts. I am ultimately an Indian national. Thus, India is the only place I must eventually return to.






Conveniently enough, I managed to time my visa’s final month to coincide perfectly with my last day of class and also with a tournament set to take place in Delhi two days after.






*Not* so conveniently though..... the flight I had booked on the night of the 13th had been rescheduled to fly out in the morning instead.






In stealth mode.






Finding this out was not the most pleasant.






Because that morning just so happened to be my last class.






And my last class just so happened to be a final exam.






Sigh






So now I had to either spend upwards of 300 dollars to get a new flight with awful timings......






Or just suck it up and forget about the course which I was technically taking for free and would have absolutely zero relevance for my future.






Yup, well, easy enough decision to make, huh?






In theory, yes.






In practice, a splitting headache, a high level of frustration, a sleepless night, and a somewhat emotional email to the prof have a different story to tell.






Leaving on Wednesday Morning, my flight drops me off in Chennai in the afternoon, where my grandparents house me for the night.






I am happy to steal some okra, biscuits and chocolate from their fridge, but otherwise simply tuck into the healthy supply of food I was forced to cart along from Singapore for rather obvious reasons.






Ah yes I should probably elaborate on what exactly I’d decided to drag along with me from Singapore.






I had a suitcase, a reasonably small one which was easy enough to carry, but big enough to get the job done.






Inside I packed the usual clothes, mainly just a number of shirts and my shorts. I had to add a pair of pants probably just out of the need to block out the sun. Another pair of pants and a long sleeved shirt on my body completed the set, along with socks obviously.






Can’t say I understand why, but I decided to bring 2 metal bowls and 4 rectangular metal tins. The bigger bowl I tend to use for drinking water which explains the attachment to it. I imagine a simple metal water bottle, which I'd also brought, would have probably been enough.






You can tell.... I was maybe expecting to cook and store food......






My intelligence isn’t particularly high or anything, just saying.






As for the tins, there was obviously plenty of food left over in my fridge which was impossible to leave behind...






Not just because it would spoil and not just because there wasn't that much space in the freezer.....






But also because the nutrients in them were.... well.... important to say the least.






And then besides that... just my electric razor - a new one which had insane battery longevity - and my laptop’s keyboard.






Relatively light suitcase I would say.






Of greater importance is the trusty rucksack very often attached to my back on overseas trips. It’s getting on in years and even had to be sewed up, but hey, it still works.






Pretty sure I dumped the filled tins into the suitcase though. Obviously I needed to eat them, but not in the plane.






Inside my rucksack, there would be the laptop, other devices, all the chargers, bunch of other stuff, you get the idea.






Enough to sustain me in the long term. After all, I was planning to stay long term. Going back to Singapore wasn’t going to be possible anytime soon.






So..... yeah






That should cover it.






Ultimately, the day ends without too much fuss.... y’know, not counting the nonsense with the flight rescheduling.






About all I can ask for, I guess





My Life in Delhi


14 November to 19 November 2024
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14 November 2024





A needlessly early wakeup call greets me the very next morning as I am hushed into a taxi with barely 4 hours of sleep.






A few hours and some security checks later, and I’m onboard another plane bound for Delhi.






As you probably know, Delhi is the capital city of India located in the central north part of the country, in the state of..... Oh. it’s its own state, isn’t it? Well, that’s fine.






The city of Delhi covers a massive area of almost 1500 square kilometers and boasts a population of almost 17 million, making it one of the most populated and largest cities in the word.






One of those fancy megacity thingamajigs basically.


Y’know, I’ve been to Delhi before for a tournament once or maybe twice. I remember touring around the main landmarks of the city with my grandparents and a friend.






Unfortunately, that happened to be in the peak of summer so temperatures got into the upper thirties, making walking around the Taj Mahal and Red Fort exceedingly harder than it ever needed to be.






Either way, that meant there was really no need to linger around in Delhi any longer than necessary.






Thus my plan was to only stay here for 5 days, 3 for the Scrabble tournament, and a buffer before and after. Simple enough.






Ah, by the way, I bet there is some confusion regarding the whole Delhi and NEW Delhi thing. Yeah I'm also confused about it.






I *think* Delhi is the entire city, or rather the entire state, and New Delhi is, well, the newest part of it all? I have a feeling there must be an Old Delhi somewhere as well.






Well, seeing as New Delhi is two words and Delhi is one, we'll just stick with Delhi for the time being.






So, upon landing at Delhi’s Indira Gandhi airport a few hours later, I am now presented with the luxurious task of somehow dragging my luggage from the airport to my hotel. In case you need a reminder, this luggage includes a rucksack and suitcase with a combined weight of around 15-20 kg.






Now.... my father had made it ABUNDANTLY clear with several reminders and prompts that I was to hire a taxi at the airport and ride it to my hotel.






As such, it is only appropriate that after collecting my suitcase....






I immediately march out of the airport...






And make a beeline straight for....






The taxi stand






The metro station conveniently located right outside the gate.






I purchase a metro card for good measure and hop aboard the next train.






There are two lines to transfer to, but the process is simple enough. If I'm being blunt, this looks better than the Kuala Lumpur metro where transfer stations can easily be different buildings with no easy way to get between them...






All in all, it takes about 40ish minutes with some minor frustration at a lack of signage at one of the transfer stations.






Other than that I make it to the metro station near my hotel without having spent more than a hundred rupees or so.






All that’s left to do now is to climb up an overhead bridge and hobble the last remaining hundred meters over to my hotel.






Mildly tiring, sure, but surprisingly easy.






Huh, looking at the Delhi metro map, there are quite a lot of stations and lines offering substantial coverage around the city.






It's... impressive to say the least.






All the metro stations seem to have water coolers, toilets and shops too.






I’d say India is taking a lot of steps in the right direction.


I remember Pune’s metro also had water coolers at every station even if the coverage and connectivity of the metro was weaker.






Nice.






Ok, so.... my hotel.






It is.... rated very highly and located on a major road with this metro station right nextdoor.






It is also a dorm and thus minimally has access to a fridge and purified water.






Good.






I went and booked a single room for myself so as to avoid the stresses of coliving.






Very good.






..........






Right?






..........






Sigh.....






Nope.






Not even close.






As soon as I am led into my room, I notice that the floor’s common area is just outside, along with the fridge as well as several chairs, tables, and the floor’s toilet.






It sounds good, except....






The common area comes with a balcony attached.






And oh boy, do you know what you get when you combine a large balcony with humans and toss in a lack of regulations?






Yup.






You get smoke.






Disgusting filthy smoke.






As if the Delhi air wasn’t ALREADY BAD ENOUGH, humans still feel the need to put murder sticks into their mouth.






I mean..... wow.






Did I mention that Delhi has an AQI above 10 at pretty much all times?






An AQI that becomes utterly disastrous every winter when low temperatures cause the air to concentrate and sink? When rainfall is virtually nonexistent?






The haze is so thick that it literally obscures visibility and makes breathing tough.






I have yet to experience the full force of this haze, but suffice to say, the air quality in my room is not particularly good.






It sadly also has the tendenz to worsen about half of the time when I open the door.






More than ever, I'm feeling fortunate that I'm only going to be here for 5 days. Not sure how long I'd ever want to be cooped up in a place like this.






So... I’ve checked into my room and have a tournament to attend the next day. This means I should quickly get my food going and try to fall asleep early.






Hahahaha






Yeah...






I wish.






If you remember, I mentioned something about a final exam and a very emotional email penned to my prof.






Well, by now he had long since replied. and after a few relays, we had settled on doing a makeup exam....






Today.






Right now.






Oh dear.






Literally 30 minutes after checking in, and I have to scramble to get my laptop setup and connect with my prof so he can administer the exam.






Students are allowed a handwritten cheat sheet for this exam, which I had actually prepared.






Or rather, *had* been preparing..... until I happened to double check my flight and abruptly stopt.






Naturally I left the damn thing at home and now have to take the exam purely from memory.






Thank god I took this module just for fun and I don't particularly care about acing it or anything.






I have to station my phone on the bed's frame behind me so that it's recording me and can start the exam.






It does kinda fall down twice during the next 90 minutes of typing, but it thankfully ends up not mattering.






Once that is taken care of, I am finally free to start doing what I had wanted to do two hours ago.






And this, folks, is when I realize the next problem with this room....






There's no chair and table.






Kuala Lumpur all over again.






I mean, at least that one had a countertop. This? Absolutely nothing, just like my proverbial prison cell in Johor Bahru.






I think perhaps they expect guests to eat in the common area, but that sounds like such a lovely idea when you choose to pay more for a room specifically to avoid that.






Sigh....






Whatever... I guess it's going to be very temporary anyway. I'm pretty much used to it by now too.






But if you think it stops there, think again.






Throughout the course of the evening and night, I get to experience the other lovely problems with this dorm.






There is, for whatever dumb reason, a pool table on the roof, which is just one floor above my room.






And.... as a result, every few minutes or so, I'm treated to the melodic sound of balls loudly clacking together.






Failing that, my ears are still kept company by the sound of parties, conversations, and televisions.






Mosquitos also occasionally sneak into my room, possibly because of the small cracks in the window where the aircon was located.






And let’s not forget the toilet.






Whenever I go to the toilet, I find the floor covered in black footprints and shoe stains. Whether I had socks on or not, stepping on this just... oh idk, doesn't sound optimal.






So what do I do?






I grab a tissue and wipe the floor clean after using it to clean the toilet seat like I normally do.






But guess what?






30, 40 minutes later...






Yeah.






The floor is just suddenly going to be reunited with all the filth once again.






Additionally, I am 100% guaranteed to find the light left on.






Oh and of course, the dorm did not bother to put a proper absorptive mat outside the toilet to dry wet feet on. Just a useless, hard, gridded, rubber mat that does absolutely nothing.






I said it once and I'll say it again, maybe bolded this time for good measure.






More than ever, I'm feeling fortunate that I'm only going to be here for 5 days. Not sure how long I'd ever want to be cooped up in a place like this






At least there is a fridge here.






............






Dear god can you imagine if I had actually stayed in a shared room to save a few thousand rupees?






And get this:






The hotel marked my booking as a no show after I checked in.






What does this mean?






The booking has now disappeared from the app so I can’t even leave a review






I've head of highly lucrative business strategies being the norm in this country, but this one is new, I'll admit.






Sigh...






Hope this tournament goes okay...






Has to somehow make up for all this.








Scrabble Tournament 1






WHEEDLING






15 November to 17 November 2024





15 November 2024





The first day of Delhi's tournmanet, dubbed WHEEDLING, arrives, me waking up roughly at the time I wanted to.






Looking at the map, my dorm is located about 5 to 6 kilometers from the tournament venue which happens to just be another hotel.






Granted, another *more expensive* hotel which I preferred not to afford.






......






Probably should have just stayed there though.






It basically costs about twice as much, so 2000 rupees a night instead of 1000 a night. Still, the problem which is probably difficult for others to understand, is that is I will likely have to rely on paid accommodation in India for the foreseeable future. That is a simple undeniable reality.






As someone hopelessly unable to earn money, this of course means I have no choice but to make sure I spend as little as possible.






Spending as little as possible is something I have perfected over the last several years, even if it has failed miserably at times. This makes it very difficult to break away from that mindset and just pamper myself in a proper hotel, even if it’s only for a few days.






Well, whatever the case, about 90 minutes before the start of the first game, I eject myself from my hotel and begin marching down the long main road which thankfully has a decent enough pedestrian pavement to walk on.






Fortunately, the path to the venue is extremely simple. I just have to cross back on the overhead bridge next to the metro station, walk a little bit down the road, turn left, then walk a while, then turn right...






Then walk a very long while, then cut through a park.... 






And then the venue should appear soon after.






All well and good, until I get accosted by the filthiness of the outside air.






It doesn’t start off too bad, but within the first two kilometers, it becomes obvious that my pace is much slower than it’s supposed to be, and that it might take longer than expected to get to the venue.






My lungs are struggling to get enough oxygen.






My VO2 Max is compromised horrendously.






My muscles are not working efficiently.






Thus my legs cannot move at the expected velocity.






Q.E.D.






Sadlife.






Now this leads us to a rather burning question.






What have humans done to make the air so disgusting?






That is a question I simply don’t have an answer for.






Or perhaps I do.






I mean, there are literally humans smoking murder sticks along the pavement leading up to the overhead, in a valiant but sadly inefficient way to die faster.






There are humans burning things randomly, possibly because the temperature is below twenty degrees at night and in the early morning.






There is a lot of litter everywhere.






There are a ridiculous number of vehicles on the road






Yeah maybe it’s not such a mystery after all.






What *IS* a mystery is why I decided to even walk at all when I could have simply and casually slipped into the metro and rode it to the venue.






Hmm.....






Weird.






Oh well.






Walking is simply just my lifestyle. That is also something very difficult to break away from.






That being said, taking the metro back at night does indeed sound like the appropriate thing to do.






By the time I reach the park I’m supposed to cut through, I’m already struggling to move, which only gets worse when the going is uphill.






It’s a pretty massive relief to finally reach and walk into the tournament venue a few minutes later.






“I can breathe again!”, the poor boy exclaims, exasperated.






I waste no time inhaling and exhaling deeply until my lungs no longer feel icky... which takes an alarming amount of time to accomplish.






Sigh...






I have to ask this once again. Bolding seems to work like it did before, so why not?






How can something as simple as ATMOSPHERIC AIR WHICH SUSTAINS LIFE turn into an absolute hellhole like what’s happened outside?






Utter nonsense if you ask me.






And yet that’s just how it is.






Inside the tournament hall, friends who haven’t seen me for months or even years happily greet me.






They obviously have to be the ones to greet me and not the other way around because I’m pretty much half dead at the moment.






At least my mood improves considerably when they hand me the participation gift which happens to be an expertly woven cloth bag with a lovely Delhi design on it.






Said bag gets immediately employed to hold onto the single tin I’d brought along in the hopes of stealing food, as well as my wallet and custom score book that was also part of the gift.






And with that the games get underway.






Oh and did I mention I haven’t eaten anything yet?






That's going to make this a lot more fun.






Alright, well, before we get on with the tournament report, there are a couple of important things to note...




Disclaimers


The following tournament report is my personal recount of a Scrabble competition held by an independent body based in India.






Scrabble is a registered trademark of Mattel Inc. and Hasbro inc.






Neither this report, tournament, nor the entire book for that matter is affiliated with Mattel Inc. and Hasbro Inc. in any way.






This applies for all the other tournaments and reports that will come later on in this book as well.






Scrabble is a word game played internationally in many languages, but we are of course dealing with the standard English language here.






These are the formats that will be used for different elements within the context of tournament reports:







RACKS - Upper Case, Bolded, Underlined, Dark Blue Color







VALID WORDS - Upper Case, Bolded, Dark Green Color







INVALID WORDS - Upper case, Bolded, Dark Red Color, Strikethrough






SHOUTING AND YELLING - Just plain upper case.







[RESULT] - Bracketed, Bolded, Dark Green [WIN], Red [LOSS], Yellow [DRAW]. Starter Score Always First.






The concepts and rules of Scrabble will not be introduced in this book.






You have the internet for that.






And one more thing, I obviously cannot use real names here because that might make somebody upset.






HOWEVER






NOTHING IS STOPPING ME FROM USING RIDICULOUS CODENAMES THAT ARE VALID WORDS!






MUHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA






......






Welp.






Now that that's out of the way.






Without further ado...





Game 1 vs FIR


[image: ]





Y'know I did forget to mention one little thing.






I have not played Scrabble for 7 months.






Seeing as this is a wordgame tournament we’re dealing with, and last time I checked, it kinda requires brain cells....






Yeah...






Doesn't look good for me, now does it?






Welp, let’s see how badly the lack of brain cells affects me







But as it turns out, we apparently don't need brain cells at all!






The very first game of WHEEDLING and here I am drawing a simple EVIRATE to start the day against the mighty and tall tree who takes the seat across the board from me.






I have played against all the players gathered here today and of course, FIR is no exception to that rule. 


Following my 78 point head start, a vowel influx immediately threatens to set me back, but I'm bailed out by ever friendly vowel dumps like COORIE and VEGIE.


Upset by my intention to evirate, he eventually decides to flee off to some fabulous RESORTS, but the R allows me to find a better MATERIAL to construct my own resort with.


And now, guess what he plays?



TUI.


Yup


A cute bird, sure, and one to be beloved, sure.


Bue that basically just sticks two tiles out and makes a fantastic opening


Guess what I draw?


A blank.


Along with AENORY.



Cool.


Except......


There is nothing with an ess is there?


And I need an ess to screw him over for making that opening.


Now, I’m going to assume that there are plenty of words I *could* have played. (There's a really interesting one with ABENORY?). However, something simple like NEGATORY would have likely been the safest option.


However, because my opponent clearly *doesn’t* have phenomenal tiles hiding in his rack, I decide to just happily open up a niner lane with AERODYNE.


Hey, sometimes you just gotta play what you gotta play.


And by that, what I *really* mean is, sometimes you just gotta play what your limited intellect affords you to see.


And I mean c'mon, like what are the odds he has something to....


....



EDACIOUS?


What the [censored]?


I thought that was supposed to be AUDACIOUS



CHALLENGE!!!!!


.....


.....


Damn.


Fine.


You have your fun, tree, but I'll get you in the end


I hope.


Actually, I do still have a lead. which is extended to about 90 points thanks to the Q magically appearing on my rack together with a U.


I maintain this 90 point lead, but then he purchases TINWARES and I’m not pleased.


Luckily the tiles left aren’t good and I have a Z, which allows me to eke out a win.


Eh, actually no.


Apparently, I scored 38 with VLY and 41 with FAH and he phonied with REGET, so in the end, I win by 100.


Not so much eking out anymore.


But, great. That’s a great start to WHEEDLING.


Nobody would ever believe that I haven’t studied words for 4 years.






[529 - 429]



EVIRATE - To castrate somebody. If you don’t know what castrate means, well, that would be to, uhhh, take the ‘male’ out of a male if you catch my drift.




COORIE - To nestle or snuggle? Hmm that’s a bit, yeah... I don’t really know what that exactly means. Same as COURIE. Oddly enough, I always thought COURIE was just the verb form of COURIER.




TUI - A kind of bird, honeyeater to be precise, living in New Zealand. NOT to be mistaken with KIWI. Kiwis don’t eat honey.




ABENORY? - NABOBERY - NABOB - Just a rich and powerful man, probably something to do with a historical context. I’m thinking.... British Raj. Am I right?



The other two words with the rack are BARYTONE and BONEYARD. Should already know the meanings of those.



AERODYNE - I think it’s just some kind of aerodynamic aircraft. Or rather, one that is lifted and propelled by aerodynamic forces. Frankly, this confuses me because that’s practically *all* aircraft.




EDACIOUS - Ah, this is interesting. So, the Latin word edax means an eater, someone who is voracious, or even just eager to eat. Edere would then be a translation of 'eat', but there are many other variants and words available. Ultimately, edacious is the same as voracious, so... I'm not sure why it's needed. There are likely to be slight nuances between the three though, and... I'm not too keen on delving into that.








Game 2 vs STAR


[image: ]


Moving onto the second game, I am paired against STAR, who is indeed a movie star. Somehow though, I end up being the star as two blanks wriggle their way into my rack on the 2nd and 3rd turn. As expected, I just smack down the only thing I can actually see before the rack starts hurting my brain.


My scoring continues with RELAY and RAZED, and I’m basically a hundred up even after he gets AVENTRES.
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