






But it worked!

This is my last ‘Bristol’ article. I hope others will write on other technical aspects
of the game, for instance on opening theory. I am sure there is much to be discovered.

Charles Relle
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Obituary: Charles Relle

It was a great shock to me — and the rest of the winking community, I’m sure —
to hear of the recent death of Charles Relle, who has been a continuous piece of the
winking scenery for so many years. Despite his head start on me and protestations
to the contrary, Charles always demonstrated such sprightliness that I had expected
him to outlast me.

Charles had been playing winks for nearly fifty five years. I imagine he would
have reached this anniversary had he made the 2015 National Pairs, for which he was
practising shortly before his death. Indeed, when I first saw “M.A.C. Relle” in the
CUTwC archives listed as Secretary in 1963, I had assumed that it must have been a
different Relle. Having come to know him better, I realise there could only be one.

During my years in the bad lands of Abbey Wood, Charles was kind enough to
invite me to his house-cum-library in Maidstone for many fine lunches and many
trouncing at winks. Something that I had not entirely appreciated in my previous
exposure to him was just how scarily consistent he was when playing on his own
mat. Despite temporarily overtaking him in the Rantings at the last London Open —
my last missive from him was congratulating me on doing so — I’ve always known
that Charles was a better player than me, but the ease with which he beat me in
his own house was truly scary. Charles is known as the strongest Bristoller in the
game but he was also ridiculously accurate at the bring-in, with a high deliberate
squop-from-the-baseline rate, meaning that I was usually heavily behind on position
very early on in the game. Middle for diddle, indeed.

I would also tease Charles that he was incapable of potting flat winks, but could
pot off piles easily. I once laughed at him for missing a round five pot off a squop from
eighteen inches, in which the lower wink was farther from the pot than the upper; I
considered this impossible. He responded by reconstructing the squop and getting
the pot on his next attempt. I maintain that Charles’s biggest weakness in winks was
just how strong he was at home, which sometimes made him a little too confident
on an unfamiliar mat. Not that this tended to stop him from beating me most of the
time, but it did give some piquancy to the rare occasions when I returned the favour.
I think most players would treat him with respect, and relish beating him, even if
their rating suggested that it was expected. Of course, by seniority, there was a time
when he was stronger than all of them.

Other than winks, Charles was a great lover of wine, books, his students and his
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faith. I can’t vouch for the first, other than having seen the rate of change in his
Maidstone wine collection and his choice of part-time retirement accommodation in
Burgundy. His book collection was remarkable. I visited four stories of his house
in Maidstone (if there was a fifth containing his bedroom, please forgive me for not
having been there!) I believe the basement, containing the kitchen and dining room,
did not have the walls filled with bookshelves. Everywhere else did. Most winkers
will remember Charles eschewing a lunchtime of violent drinking games in favour
of seeking out more antique books. This may explain some of his hesitance when
drinking games appeared, although he showed no lack of enthusiasm when it came
to starting with a bid of forty in SEPTIC Hold-’Em.

After many years as a teacher, Charles remained proud of (and stayed in touch
with) his students, and was clearly very much appreciated by them. He was always
dismissive of his own intelligence (and tactical ability), but extremely learned despite
that. Of course, if you don’t miss any shots, your tactical ability doesn’t matter much.

I remember some years ago that he was a little prone to assuming competence in
novices — I guess he was showing them respect, although it could come across as
abrasive to those on the receiving end, having been one when I first met him. Some
of this was, no doubt, his perpetual frustration at the slightest shortcomings in his
play. In this, he was aided by his best friend of many years and oft-times winks (and
crossword) partner, Alan Dean, who was uniquely capable of mollifying him. I re-
member being driven by Alan during the International Match in Washington, during
which Charles described himself and Alan as “Mr and Mrs Dean” when on the phone
to Eleanor.

In more recent years, I believe Charles mellowed in his treatment of others, and
having seen him try to teach a number of complete beginners to play, he showed
extreme patience, a side of him presumably also seen by his students. Still, he was
a staunch advocate of what he saw as proper behaviour: few of us have not jumped
out of our skins at a loud “shush” from Charles, which stopped his opponents from
talking and also got the attention of everyone else in the room. Stew can also lecture
you on the topic of standing in front of windows, which is a piece of etiquette that
seems to have stuck in Charles’s mind. Fortunately he could always be distracted by
the topic of winking on the frozen Cam.

While fond of quoting in the classical tongues that he taught and dismissive of his
own mathematical capabilities, Charles still seemed to be keeping up with technology
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well in his later years. I remain bemused that he had a problem with the concept of
a “torus” as part of the description of a wink, given its classical roots; sometimes I
believe Charles’s ignorance of some topics was by choice.

Since I don’t share Charles’s faith, I can only report on his willingness to find
early-morning church services on Sundays, which he would visit before the second
day of tournaments. Sometimes this involved high-speed driving; while I had little
experience myself, I’m told by many that being chauffeured by Charles tended to
make people feel closer to God. Or at least to invoke His name a lot.

Charles was a great believer in charity. The first London Opens that I remember,
hosted by Charles, included a charity collection that was often substantial; it is unfor-
tunate (except for my chance to win it) that he was unable to make the 2015 London
Open, having so staunchly supported that tournament in the past; I believe ETwA
plans to replace the London Open Trophy in his name. In more recent years, Charles
put his love of rambling to good use in getting sponsorships — often mixing long
walks with attempts to teach people tiddlywinks. It was during such a walk that
he passed away; I’m glad that he was doing something he was fond of at the time.
He was a regular promoter of the game outside major tournaments; most recently, I
particularly remember his efforts in Sandwich.

CUTwC undergraduates, of course, know Charles for his contribution of the
Charles Relle Trophy. Having co-won the original Cambridge Open, Charles found
the trophy hideous, and donated it to the Club for use for a left-handed tournament
“or something”. CUTwC uses it for an end-of-term tournament, often the most enjoy-
able of each term. Charles probably knew CUTwC novices best for the annual dinner,
in which he was among the first to express concern for anyone suffering from acute
alcohol poisoning.

Still, it is for the Bristol that his contributions to the game will be best known.
Nobody else would even consider many of the Bristols he considered easy. Playing
him only taught me to Bristol slightly better, but it definitely taught me to watch out
for the sideways-Bristol-over-a-pile. No doubt Charles would appreciate that he is
still teaching me (or, as he may prefer to think of it, telling me what to do) even now
— I had the pleasure of transcribing some of his old articles on Bristolling (and the
pain of redrawing the diagrams) for the reprint in this edition, and I think some of it
has sunk in this time.
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I should not fail to say that Charles was devoted to his family. Many of us have im-
posed on the hospitality of his wife Eleanor, and met his son, Benedict; our thoughts
are of course with them.

Despite his supposedly relaxing retirement, Charles never became less self-critical
(“pull yourself to pieces, Charles!”) He often threatened to give up the game, but
never did. Welcoming to novices and returning historical players alike, always with
a friendly word to his fellow players, and with a caustic wit (better appreciated with
age, like the man himself), Charles was a highly-visible constant to generations of
winkers. I never realised that the ETwA anthem could be moving until I heard it
performed in his honour at the 2015 National Pairs by a group of tiddlywinkers who
showed more respect than I think I’ve ever seen from them.

Pax vobiscum, Charles.

Andrew Garrard

62



Playing Winks with Crappy Eyeballs

Since many of us are getting up in age I thought my experiences may be of some
use, either now or in the future. As you all probably know, I was EXTREMELY
nearsighted most of my life (good eye was something like 20/600), so originally wore
glasses for pretty much everything other than close up reading. When I started play-
ing winks in 1971 I was getting by with just one pair of distance glasses and those
were fine for all shots, and I even kept them on for close up work (when your eyes
are nice and young the lens is pliable).

This worked for quite a while, 1985 at least, at which point I had switched over
to contacts (got tired of looking like a nerd with thick glasses) and simply played in
contacts, unless my eyes were especially tired in which case I just switched back into
my distance glasses.

I was OK for about the next 10 years (or so I thought), but things were starting
to get a bit worse due to the onset of presbyopia, which usually starts happening at
around age 40 to nearly everyone. It’s the gradual loss of the eyes ability to focus on
nearby objects, and is a natural (but annoying) part of aging. What really brought
it to my attention was an utterly feeble shot against Geoff Myers in a world singles
match where I was trying to reposition on his sixth wink and clicked off instead! This
was while wearing contacts. After that match I recalled playing with Sunshine in the
NATwA pairs in 1990 and he had played like crap. It wasn’t until a few years later
that he told me about his own presbyopia problem, and that he had switched over to
reading glasses for close shots.

So what I did next was to go back to using my distance glasses for most shots
but then started taking them off for close shots. This was ideal, as my natural focus
distance was about 4–5 inches anyhow. I was off and running again, and did very
well in the late 1990’s. Then came 2001, a really lousy year, made even worse by
losing to Lockwood in pretty much all the major singles matches. I felt like I had
been missing a lot more easy squops than normal and after pondering this for a while
(plus some advice from my optometrist) I began using my computer glasses for most
shots and no glasses for close stuff. This wasn’t perfect (bring–ins were a bit fuzzy)
but I decided to get used to it rather than switch glasses all the time.

So I was all set until about 2 years ago when I finally had to bite the bullet and get
cataract surgery. The surgery itself was really easy and not painful at all, but it to-
tally reversed my whole world with respect to wearing glasses. For various reasons,
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I decided on monofocal lenses and the doctor “set” me to be slightly nearsighted
(something like 20/30) which meant I didn’t need glasses for most things other than
driving at night, or for reading up close. Great for sports and dancing; not so great
for winks or reading. So before my vision stabilized enough to get a permanent
glasses prescription (about 3 months), I ordered a bunch of cheap reading glasses
from Amazon to figure out what would work best for winks. Took a while to sort
out, but by the time I got permanent glasses I pretty much knew what to do. The
optometrist was a bit confused when I ended up ordering 3 pairs (one of distance,
one for computer, one for reading/winks) but everything seems to have worked out
fine for winks. I use the reading glasses for most shots, then have a cheap Amazon
pair for the close up shots, and a second Amazon pair in case some desperate soul
wants me to umpire anything. The second pair is basically a huge magnifying glass,
useless for actually playing a shot but great for seeing really close up and huge.

Larry Khan

[Ed: I feel morally obliged to point out that there are plenty of fine retailers of spectacles
and tiddlywinks is in no way affiliated to corporate giants like Amazon.]
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Letter to the Editor

Dear Sir,

I was fascinated to discover from reading your organ that Dannish Babar is a
solipsist.

I would be very grateful if you could publish this letter to communicate to Dannish
and other winkers that I, too, am a solipsist. I think it would be very beneficial for
both of us if we could perhaps establish a mutual support group.

Perhaps it is a common condition? I’d be fascinated to find out whether solipsism
affects other winkers.

Yours sophisticatedly,

Patrick Driscoll

[Ed: the views expressed here are those of the letter writer and do not reflect those of the
editor, ETwA council or indeed ETwA at large. Not even slightly.]
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Jigsa’winku
Place each of the nine distinct characters of the word tiddlywinks once in each

row, column and bold-lined jigsaw regions.

N S Y

W

T K

D N I

D S

S

Y W

L Y T

D T
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