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Wandering Stars (ed. Jack Dann), & other thoughts on Jewish and/or
religious sf

by Ruth Berman

Wandering Stars is a collection of Jewish sf stories (sort
of --"about half are fantasy). It maybe doubles the number of
Jewish sf stories. (And thanks, Gerry Wassenaar, for the loan of
a copy -- I have this tabvoo against buying hardcover books while
unemployed. )

The anthology does not, alas, contain Phyllis Gotlieb's "Son
of the Morning," the story which set me off on a discussion of
this same topic back in No 10 (yes, there are copies avallable
if anyone wants them), and which is still my favorite of all
Jewish sf stories, tied only by Avram Dav1dson's "The Golem."
But the anthology does contain "The Golem. It also has a
fantasy by Isaac Bashevis Singer ("Jachid and Jechidah"), whose
work I discussed briefly in that artlcle, Dave Hulan discussed
Singer at more length in his "Reaction" in No 11. (Maybe I
should finish up bibliographing this topic In No by saying that
Horace L. Gold's letter p01nt1ng out the Jewish values of his
"The Trouble With Water" was in No 14.) And the anthology has a
couple stories mentioned in these e assorted earilier No articles
(& reader letters), Carol Carr's "Look, You Think You've Got
Troubles,' and Isaac Asimov's ”Unto the Fourth Generation, "
and Gold's "The Trouble with Water. There are some other fan-
tasies reprinted: Avram Davidson's ”Goslin Day " and Bernard
Malamud's "The Jewbird. Of the remaining stories, "Street of
Dreams, Feet of Clay" by Robert Sheckley and "Gather Blue Roses"
by Pamela Sargent, are reprints but new to me, and the rest seem
to have been written for the anthology: "William Tenn's '"On
Venus, Have We Got a Rabbi," Robert Sllverberg's "The Dybbuk of
Mazel Tov IV," Geo. Alec Effinger's "Paradise Lost," and Harlan
Ellison's "I'm Looking for Kadak."

Just about all of these stories are great fun to read --
well, four of the five fantasies (Davidson, Malamud, Singer, and
Asimov), although touched by sardonic humor, are too somber to
be called "fun," so I'1l1l just call them good. The only story
which doesn't seem to me to work at all is the one sombre-toned
sf story, "Gather Blue Roses," which is a variation on the theme
of the paln of being a telepath and responsive to everyone else's
pain, a theme which here is supposed to tie in with the theme of
Centuries of Jewish Suffering, and specifically with the
experience of the telepath's mother as a prisoner in a concentra-
tion camp. But the comparison of the two themes seems forced.
The heroine's awareness of other people's pain telepathically
doesn't seem to add anything to what she already knows non-
telepathically from her mother. Normally, a writer uses fantasy
{(or sf) as a symbol for experiences which cannot be adequately
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described in realistic terms --
for instance, if the feeling of awe
while looking at stars is too
Intense to get across by writing
about looking at stars, you're
likely to start writing stories
about star travel. But in this
case I suspect the experience is
too big for the symbol -- tele-
pathy isn't an adequate symbol
for a Nazl concentration camp.
Aslde from this story, all the
sf 1n the collection is humorous
and charming.

But, oddly enough, even
though I enjoyed all the other
stories, I don't think the anthology works as a whole.

One reason is obvious -- with nearly all the fantasies 1n
one emotional tone, and nearly all the sf in one emotional tone,
the thing gets monotonous. The humorous sf, especlally, has a
silmilarity of tone, being not only humor but nearly all farcical,
slapstick humor.

But another reason... Mel Gilden's review in Locus pointed
out that most of the stories involve Jews who talk "English with
a mittle-European twist," and he complained that even if the
average American Jew talks like that now (a dubious enough
assumption), it's ridiculous to suppose that it will be so
forever and ever. (Actually, the average American Jew doesn't

talk with a mittle-European twist -- most Jews by now are natives
and nave no accent and only as much Yiddish as one picks up from
watching tv -- or, for the more scholarly, from reading

Malamud, Singer, et al. There 1s, indeed, among that large group
of Jews living in New York a New York accent which has become
ldentified with Judaism, but is native to the region. When I
first read "The Trouble with Water, " years ago, I completely
missed the fact that the hero was Jewish -- because the language
patterns intended to wonvey "Jewish family in New York" were
more typical of New Yorkers than of Jews. The particular set-up
of family tensions -- meek 1little papa, domlnating mama, single
child belng pushed towmard marrlage --- 1s thought to be typical
of Jewish families. Actually, it's a common pattern in all
cultures, but I suppose it may have been found a little more
of'ten among Jewish families, because Judaism is a religion which
cnphasizes the family unit. I think, though, that it's probably
ceasing to be a particularly Jewish set of tralts -- I don't see
it 1n the families I know, although from what I've heard it
seems to have been in common in the preceding generation, the
gsnicratlon of the immigrants. The anxiety of succeeding 1n a
3Lminge world maybe has more to do with it than religion.)
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But getting back to Mel Gilden's complaint of futuristic
Jews speaking a current-day comedian's idea of Jewish speech....
I think he's right, although not entirely on the ground of
verisimilitude. In the stories by Tenn, Carr, and Ellison, the
impossibility of finding those history-bound conventions of
speech so far in the future is precisely part of the joke. Un-
fortunately, by the time you get to Ellison at the back of the
bock -- or even Silverberg, midway through, and even including a
fairly plausible explanation for why this particular group
preserves archaic social patterns -- you are sick of the shtick
(or at any rate, I am, and evidently Mel Gilden was). In two
of the stories, though, I think the vocal game can fairly be
attacked in terms of realism. In Effinger's and Sheckley's
stories the type of humor is less farclcal, and the background
is presented in terms of a semi-plausible "if this goes on'
speculation. The whole humor of "Street of Dreams" depends on
the making plausible the idea that a computer programmed to take
care of people would come out sounding just like the stereo-
type Jewish Mother -- but the similarity is not made plausible,
i1t's simply given. In Effinger's story, the Yiddishkeit of the
young woman struggling to preserve Jewish tradition 1s implau-
sible -- in the terms given, she should be aping Hebrew, not
Yiddish (in the same way and for the same reasons that present-
day Israelis do). If there's something in her culture that
makes her choose Yiddish as more valuable than Hebrew, then
that something needs to be shown to the reader.

Gilden asked, "Is there no way to make a Jew different from
his goyish counterparts without making him talk as if he's Jjust
gotten off the boat from Europe?" Story by story, it's an unfair
question, but in terms of the anthology has a whole it's fair to
ask why the stories depend so heavily on the device, and there's
no easy answer, because it's the o0ld question -- what 1s a Jew?
Several of the stories take up that question, but from the in-
sider's view -- "To a Jew, is ___ a Jew?" 1In those terms, tnere




is a sort of catch-22 to
being Jewish which goes
like this: Judaism is an
ancient and beautiful cul-
tural heritage, well

woerth preserving, whether
you are religious or not.
So if you are Jewlsh you
should remain so; assimi-
lation is a form of
sulcide. But the heart

of Judaism, that without
which the tricks of
language and cooking
habits and violin playing
are meaningless, 1is the
religion. So if you are
Jewlsh you should be
religious, whether you are
religious or not.

Through this kind of
reascning, many people do
actually talk themselves
into believing a religion
they don't believe.

That's one answer to

"What is a Jew?" The

easiest answer 1s for

those who are religious in

the first place and not caught
in the catch 22. But I suspect ;
that the average American Jew is an unbelieving Jew -- and certainly
the average Jewish sf writer is. For the non-bellever, using
vewlsh beliefs 1s as much an exercise in alien characterization

as using Christian ones. So, 1f you don't believe and can't force
belief for the laudable purpose of making yourself different from
everyone else -- then what, if anything, does make you different,
and 1s it anything worth writing a story about?

Well, of course, Judaism can have the same kind of story
values that Christianity does for a non-religious writer -- a
symbol for transcendent experiences (even star travel may be too
small a symbol for the beauty of the stars -- sometimes God makes
A better symbol). Or it may be a symbol for historical continuity,
the problems of being oneself yet keeping alive one's ancestors,
vie problem of being a "stranger in a strange land." But, curi-
cusly, neither of these will necessarily result in something
identifiably Jewish. If it's the transcendtal quality that's
wanted, Christian images may be more suitable than specifically
Jewish ones, as more comprehensible to a ma jority of the audience,
or images from an invented religion or one culturally distant
may be even better. The theme of "Stranger in a strange land" is



one of the major themes of all sf, and you don't have to be Jewish
to use it (cf. Heinlein).

And what does all this wind up leaving that's specifically
Jewish and best symbolized by Judaism for a writer to work with,
except such sociological accidents as the funny speech patterns?
Well, there are more important sociological accidents. One
characteristic of the Jew's traditional role of "outsider" has
been the awareness of being an outsider, to be self-mocking
because of being aware that one's self is not the "norm," so that
the Jew winds up questioning his own normality and teaches others
to question theirs, too. That's one type of artistic perception
and obviously valuable. But by now it's become more a matter
of cliche than real perception.

I think at this point it would be more valuable to go back
to the other side of it -- to perceive oneself as ordinary and
to make readers aware that this, too, is a type of the normal.
But I don't know of any examples in sf.

It wouldn't be easy to do. Religious sf of any kind is not
easy -- although the excellence of such books as Canticle for
Leibowitz sometimes makes it seem as if it ought To be easy. (Or
mayove Jjust -- 1f it gets done at all, it must be good.)

But consider the fascinating faiiure of the three stories in

An Exaltation of Stars, edited by Terry Carr. It has three
stories Involving religious and tranecendental experience in sf
settings, by Robert Silverberg, Roger Zelazny, and Edgar Pangborn.
It's an interpesting idea, and all three attempts make interesting
reading, but I don't think any of them quite work. In the
Silverberg and Pangborn stories, the sf is irrelevant. Any
guilt would do to make Silverberg's protagonist need the worship
of. "The Feast of St. Dionysius," not necessarily the guilt of
being the only survivor of the first human exploration of Mars.
"My Brother Leopold" is a Joan of Arc figure with Francis of
Assissi's philosophy; he could be martyred in the Middle Ages as
easily as 1in a future Dark Ages. (If we're supposed to draw any
lronic conclusions from the fact that Joan's church martyred a
warrior and Leopold's a pacifist, it's not clear in context.)

In Zelazny's "Kjwall'kje'k'koothaill'kje'k," the sf/detective
story is fascinating, but the transcendent experience which con-
vinces the (sort of) murderer she must protect a particular
dolphin's particular favorite spot and convinces the detective
that she was right doesn't seem to me to come across, and I'm not
even sure it's necessary to have such an experience to convince
them that they should protect dolphins.

Then there's Btrange Gods, ed. Roger Elwood, with an intro-
doétion by George Zebrowski arguing that "in all story lengths
((religious)) themes elicit strong reactions, often drawing the
best work from a writer." Maybe, but often the worst work, too.
I couldn't get through it, so can't review it properly. But the
stories I read in it all seemed to me pretty dull, repeats of
ideas done better in other stories.
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Footnote: or, Jewry is in the Eye of the Beholder

Actually, I'm not being quite fair in my description of
Incidental traits It's not just a matter of cooking and talking.
There are various ethical and philosophical attitudes which are
said to be typical of Jews (I'm not sure they are typical, but
the critics make out a plausible case): a belief in bettering an
individual's 1life through sociological devedopment instead of
personal salvation (cf.'"Messianic Age" vs. "Christ"), an attitude
which fits in with the usual assumptions of sf anyway; a rever-
ence for learning (sometimes including a reverence for imagina-
tion and creativity -- sometimes not); a definition of manhood
(aka menschlikeit) which stresses responsibility towards others,
sensitivity, kindness, instead of machismo (despite the fact
that the religion per se is typically male-chauvinist, as indeed
most o0ld religions are -- that's one of the problems with the
Glories of an Ancient Heritage, there's so much worry about the
baby that it gets awfully hard to throw out the bathwater; it's
interesting to speculate as to whether the concept of menschli -
kelt grows out of the religious stress on the importance of the
family or the quasi-feminine role of outsider, weak/clever/
unreliable-but-necessary, inherent in living as an alien in
strongly militery medieval Christian societies).

These ethical emotions (if I can describe them so) make up
a Way of Life (maybe) which can (maybe) be supported by non-
religisus Jews, thus avolding the catch 22 of the seeming either/
or alternative of assimilation or complete religiousness. But
here again I seem to be getting back to the idea that really
"Jewish" sf is probably not often recognizably "Jewish," but only
"humane." Which isn't such an only, after all.

[~
oF
Jggb ¢ ILLER FOR POUL ANDERSON
The Song of Hrolf Kraka, the Sea-King, by anon.

(Fraser's Magazine, XIX, 1839, p. 485)

Hark! the Storm-Friend of the Broader wing, and longer flight;

deep Freer thou, my bvark, to roam --
Wakes on 0ld Heimdallar's steep, Ocean's thine, thy boundless home,
Yelling out his mountain glee, Tempest Eagle!

Like a soul in agony.
Rouse thee, then, my bark, to As a warrior in his might
go Bears him in the wave of fight,

Through the night, and the Nuell the waves that round thee
billowy ocean snow; da sh,
Strong thy bones, and huge thy Round thy breast, with thundering
form, crash:
Trampler of the howling storm-- Though their frown be black as
Horse of Ocean! night,
Though their foamy plume be bright,
Glorious is the eagle's eye! Ouell them--though thelr stroke ke
He gazes afar o'er earth and strong,
sky! Though their shout be loud and
He screams from the storm- long,
cloud's misty womb! Warrior of Storms!

Thine, my bark, is keener sight,
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ZB ERRY'S 'wUAEDEKER (Cont.)

by John Berry

VENICE

There are many mlsconceptions written and spoken about
Venice It 1s claimed that there 1s always a smell hanging
around the place, that the water i1s always full of debris, that
the inhabitants are notoriously mercenary, and that the place 1is
commercialised beyond anything that is reasonable. The people
who told me these things had never actually been to Venice, and I
doubt very much whether the authors of the articles I'd read had
been there, either. But when my wife and I left Cattolica at bam

Tuesday morning, 13th July 1971, I was very apprehensive about
these things.

The luxury coach took four hours for the journey, and the
driver only knew one way to progress, and that was with the ac-
celerator flush into the floor of his cabin. Mari, our attrac-
tive blonde bilingual courier informed us of places of interest en
route, and I was really thrilled when she announced that we had
all "just crossed the Rubicon." This expression, as you know, is
in common English usage denoting an irrevocable step; this is a
reference to the position that Jullus Caesar found himsel?f L atial
LoBC -- he was fighting for power, and his army was at Ravenna.

He decided to "go for" Rome, and it was one of the most important
decisions of his life. The thrust southwards took him across the
River Rubicon, which, 2,000 years ago, was considerably wider than
it is today, and he was successful in ultimately gaining power.

At about 10 am we reached the outskirts of Venice -- there
are a considerable number of industrial sites to the south of
Venice, but to reach the city itself a dual road/rall causeway
runs across the shallow sea. Three extremely bad-tempered police-
men were directing the converging stream of traffic with ostenta-
cicus waves of arms, blasts with plercing whistles and ferocious
screams of rage, especlally when motorists elected to go on roads
which they wished to travel on, rather than roads selected for
them by the traffic police. Our coach driver was given a route
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which suited him, and he halted at the romanti-
cally named "Piazzale Roma."

Even from the commencement of the Journey at
6 am it was certain that the weather was going
to be magnificent, with nothing in the sky but
the sun. But Maril, our courier, had brought an
umbrella with her. Its use was soon explained.
Although the Plazzale Roma was thronged with
tourists and traffic, she held the umbrella above her head and
shouted "Follow me," and the forty tourists from Cattolica duti-
fully followed the gesticulating umbrella until we found ourselves
at Station 1 of the Venetian Bus Service, although the buses
were passenger vessels, each probably holding 60 or 70 people.

You all know that Venlce is an island, joined by a causeway
to the mainland. The Grand Canal (Canal Grande in Italian) runs
like a letter "S" through the island, and is much wider than the
rest of the canals which intersect it at all angles. We travelled
for over half an hour, completely traversing the island and
eventually docking at Station 17 (Arsenale) on the Bacino San
Marco into which the Grand Canal runs.

Several Venetian myths were exploded on this journey.
Although the sun was intensely hot, there was not the slightest
suggestlion of an unpleasant odour. I did see odd scraps of refuse
r'loating on the Grand Canal, such as orange crates and wrappers,
tut not the slightest degree as extensive as I had been led to
believe. The Grand Canal was bustling with life -- many official
passenger transports, such as ours, many splendid gondolas with
the gondoliers sporting the traditional straw hats with scarlet
hat bands...transport barges, motor boats, river transports of
every description, all keeping to the right side of the canal.
Many imposing buildings lined the banks, but quite a number of
-hem ‘showed obvious signs of disrepair....plaster had fallen off
the walls in patches, and the brickwork showed up in relief under-
reath. Nevertheless, it was an unbelievable experience to take
this strip through the centre of Venice. Our transport was
crowded, and it was a simple matter to pick out the people who
had seen it all before, and the wide-eyed tourists to whom it was
a sight they would remember all their lives. I certainly shall,
and took the opportunity whilst on the canal to take some 25
colour transparencies of the scenery en route, which I'm glad to
report all turnecd out beautifully.

We followed the umbrella from Station 17 along a promenade
named Riva ca di Dio, over a pretty bridge to the Schiavoni
nromenade, and here we ate a packed lunch thoughtfully packed by
thie hotel in Cattolica. The Schiavoni promenade was wide, our
small tables were sheltered under blue parasols, and sweatlng
becw-tied walters produced glasses of lemon-soda at ridiculously
cxpensive prices. The umbrella waved for attention once more,
and we slavishly followed it over two small bridges to the Riva
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promenade, over yet another bridge to the most famous place 1n
Venice, the San Marco Basilica.

Mari led us through crowds of tourists to the steps outside
the basilica. I looked round me. -Facing the basilica was a huge
scuare called the Piazza San Marco with high colonnaded buildings
all round, and on my left a very tall four-sided tower. As I've
said, the whole area was inundated with tourists, and I could
tell by the loud voices, echoing above ail the others, that many
Americans were present, and 1in fact I consider they represented
by far the biggest percentage of tourists in Venice, even though
I never heard a single American accent in Cattolica. Our courier
told us we were free until 5.30pm, when we were to meet outside
the basilica, which gave us about four hours to examine Venice.
She gave us a blue ticket, which she suggested we hand in at a
hotel named thereon (which was near the basilica) and we would
get one cup of tea and a cake for 550 lire (about 88¢) -- this
being a generous discount because we were travelling via the
particular travel agency. This seemed an excessive price for my
wife and myself to pay for two teas and two cakes ($1.76), but we
reasoned that there would be a price increase in Venice, because
of the simple laws of supply and demand. So in our ignorance, we
went to the hotel, and were shown to a table outside, facing
towards the basilica, the globes of which glistened in the after-
noon sun. A sweatling waiter took the blue ticket from us, sneered,
and duly brought the tepid tea and stale cakes, with a bill for
1,600 lire (500 more than the promised figure). He disappeared
before I viewed the bill. Our tea and cakes were now costing
$2.50. I prepared myself for a fight with him when he returned,
but I was pleased to see him involved in a fracas with two Italian
tourists whom he had obviously fleeced. I decided, as he came
towards us, that the view was worth it, so I told my wife to pay
him (she always carries the money). She gave him a 5,000 lire
note, and he counted out the change and disappeared. 1 saw my
wife frowning as she counted the change -- his transaction had
been so quick that she hadn't noticed he'd only given her two
1,000 lire notes in the change, instead of three. Our small
repast had now cost almost $4. Once more I heard shouting, and
saw the waiter voluable, gesticulating exchange with two American
tourists. The waiter was a gangster (as someone so aptly put it),
and I shuddered to think that his utterly premeditated criminal
activities might be typical of all the Venetian traders....

We left the Piazza San Marco to explore the narrow side
street which intersect with the myriad of canals which criss-
cross the whole island. I aimed us in the direction of the Poute
di Rialto (Rialto Bridge), because this 1s the most famous of the
Venetian bridges, and it crosses the Grand Canal just about in
the middle of the island. Stalls were on the steps of either
side of the bridge, and even on the bridge itself; souvenirs were
being sold at very reasonable prices. We crossed the Rialto, and
wandered through a maze of narrow street with rather grubby but
brightly coloured houses on either side. One phenomenon which we
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both witnessed (and no one believes '5§‘~’/p’~\\\“
it when we tell them) was a cat, : : =
with taill vertical, stepping :
gracefully towards us wearing a

blue spotted bowtie ....

We re-crossed Rialto, and my wife
announced that she was hungry. I
figured that 1f we went into a
restaurant we'd have to cable home for
surficient money to pay them; we'd only
got about 15,000 lire remaining. I
noted a fruit stall, and purchased a
vag of bananas for 300 lire -- I spoke
to the attendant in Italian and he
answered in English, 1t was Just one of those days.

I saw a grocer's shop open (called in Italian "alimensari"), and
we got a bottle of apple julce for another 300 lire.

We returned to the Pilazza San Marco, where we saw a sign
indicating a toilet, which was Good News. We went down a small
alley-way, entered a hallway, and saw men and women in the same
queue. For the payment of 75 lire wsach we were given a ticket
and sent up a flight of stalrs. Both sexes were still queueing
together, and when a green door was opened and vacated, individu-
als were whisked into it, regardless of sex. I was fitted in
between two strapping German gals, but I'm sorry to say that once
my cukbicle door was closed behind me I was alone and untainted in
a little room with a shower, a bidet (and I did wash my feet in
it), a sink with scap and towel and a toilet. I used all the
facilities, though not at the same time -- looked through cracks
i1n both walls without success, then ejected myself. I felt fresh
and full of 1life, as di1d my wife, and we both strode across the
Plazza San Marco to the basilica.

As at the San Marino cathedral, a man was strategically
sitvuated at the front door to stop people coming into the sacred
place -- he was especially looking for women who were indecently
dressed and untidy men. It must have been the "wash and brush
vp' I'd Just had which enabled him to usher me in wlth a smile.

I was disappointed, frankly, because I think it would have done

my prestige a power of good to have been barred from the basilica.
My wife had a dress which showed bare arms, and this, the man sald
was definitely indecent, and she had to construct arm-covers

from two head scarves she had just purchased. She looked rather
like a butterfly emerging from a chrysalis. She said it was

worth 1t, though, to get in a cool place, and to see the ma jesty
of the place, and the mosaics -- although I was a mite perturbed
to see her peeling a banana in front of the altar. I felt that
this really was indecent, and made her re-zip it and put it away.

3

My gulde book says this about the basilica: "The interior of
the church stirs up a deep impression of evocative beauty for the
splendour of its mosaics, of its golds, for the value of 1its
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marbles and for the play: of light that impetuously pours from
the top, lighting at intervals the darkest and hidden sides of
it. The presbytery is raised. It is separated from the nave by
a wonderful and gothic iconostasis made from polychrome marbles.
A wonderful bronze and silver cross overlooks them."

We moved to the Palazzo Ducale (Ducal Palace) next to the
basilica -- in fact, Joined to it. This is a beautiful buildlng,
with two tiers of collonades, and above them a many-windowed
frontage of a pinkish hue, with delicate filigree work on top --
it looks very much like a sguare birthday cake tittivated by a
master chef with plenty of time on his hands. We passed into the
courtyard of the Ducal Palace and saw woodenh seats arranged round
the periphery of the courtyard. At this time we were both
exhausted by the heat and by our exertions, and although to the
purist it may have seemed unethical, my wife and I munched our
bananas and quaffed the apple juice and stretched out on the
planks for a rest -- it was almost 5.30pm at which time we had
the rendezvous with Mari and her umbrella outside the basilica.

Mari led us across the Piazza San Marco to a flotilla of
gondnles parked on the Kio Orseolo. Six of us got into each
boat, and thegondoliers, flexing their muscles and smiling at the
women, commenced to propel their craft with practised ease. We
had to turn left into the Scala del Bovo, and prior to its
navigation I would have sworn that it was physically impossible
for the gondola to have negotiated it. 1In fact, the gondola
didn't even touch the sides of this right-angles turn. We swung
expertly into the Rio di San Luca, under a couple of bridges into
the Grand Canal. During the journey along these minor waterways
before hitting the Grand Canal I must once more report that
there was no smell from the water, very little debris, and it
really was romantic.

In the Grand Canal the water was much more disturbed as
large craft passed busily up and down, but our gondolier aimed
the craft directly into the wash, causing little undue movement.
At Station 10, on the oppcsite bank, we entered a very narrow
waterway, which according tc my map of Venice 1s unnamed, and
climbed out of the gondola.

The umbrella led us through clean narrow side streets, over
little humped-back bridges until we returned to the Piazzale Roma,
where our coach was waiting.

I don't recall very much of the return four-hour journey to
Cattolica. We sat at the frent of the coach, behind Mari. Al-
though she was Italian, she had learned many traditional British
songs, and she announced a sing-song on the journey. HMany of the
tourists were so lncensed by the way they had been asked for
"1,000 lire for this" and "1,000 lire for that," that a deputation
at the back of the coach declared that they would only sing it
Mari paid them 1,000 lire. Mari was very distressed at this, and
I swear there were tears 1in her eyes as she picked up the micro-
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phone and commenced with "It's a long way to Tipperary."
Honestly, I felt so sorry fcr her pathetlc attempt at comraderie
-that I -- and only I -- joined her in the song. It was an off-
key duet that ruined for ever the myth that Italy is a 1 d of
song. Slowly and agonisingly, Marl rendered her entire
repertoire of songs, and gradually people jolned in -- reluc-
tantly at first, as if to drown my raucous voice -- and then
entering into the spirit of the thing.

I fell asleep whilst Mari was ahead.....
ANCONA

Towards the end of the holiday I was rather bored with being
taken on conducted tours of the countryside, no matter how
efficiently they were organised. I decided to go on an expe-
dition myself, and decided to visit the ancient cilty of Ancona.
It was one of the first regions to be colonised by veterans in
Roman times, and had two Roman arches to commemorate the Impera-
tors Traira and Clementino.

The return train fare from Cattolica to Ancona was only
1,100 lire, and considering that this was a journey of over 1%
nours each way, I thought it to be the cheapest thing I'd come
across 1In Italy. I was attired in my floppy linen hat, white
shirt (not too clean), bracers (I think you call them suspenders
in America --- you know, the things which keep your trousers up),
grey flannel trousers and my camera slung nonchalantly round my
neck. When the Bologna-Ancona express stopped at Cattolica, I
saw that 1t was very crowded, especially with soldiers. I had to
stand in the corridor, but it was opposite a large window, and I
had the rare opportunity to observe the countryside south of
Cattolica, and in this region it was hilly, but clean, with
vineyards here and there, and various crops belng worked only by
old women in black dresses.

In about twelve days in Italy I had picked up a little of the
arguage, and was prepared to converse with anyone in order to
“rther my education -- so many people were bumping against me in
ne corridor that I soon noted the subtle difference between
'Mi excuse' (excuse me) if you wanted something repeated orally,
or "Permesso" (also "excuse me") if you wished to push past some-
one 1in your way. I used "permesso" often, with the "r" rolled,
as the Italians do, and I thought I was quite fluent, but the
Ltalians looked at me, not unkindly, and said "Inglese.'" (English)
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Ancona surprised me in a number of ways. I left the station
and turincd left towards the harbour. The road was wide, the
buildings large and somewhat scruffy. After walking half a mile
I turned right into the shopping centre, deciding to purchase a
plan of Ancona. This showed that the two Roman arches were at
the very tip of the harbour -- and the harbour was much larger
than I expected; it was in fact a large port, dealing mainly with
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Greece, Many destroyers were tied up, and I saw many armed
soldiers on duty. In fact, Ancona is an important military and
naval base.

I followed directions on the map to the southern part of the
harbour and saw two armed military personnel standing guard at
the entrance to the harbour. Their eyes were wide as I walked up
to them. I opened the map, showed them the two arches on the
map, and helg up my camera, pcinting past them,

One was young, and he said "Si."

The other one stood in front of me, barring my way. Lo
"Inglese?" he asked.

"Si," I said, hoping that by breaking into the local verna-
cular I would impress him.

He shook his head in slow bewilderment, then stepped to one
side. I walked into the harbour precincts and felt their eyes
burning into my back. I stopped at the Traiano Arch. It was
very impressive, sort of gaunt-looking, as it had a right to be,
being almost 2,000 years old. I took colour photographs of 1it,
then did likewise to the smallerClementino Arch.

I returned towards the two guards. They looked at me and I
looked at them and I didn't drop my gaze and they didn't drop
theirs. Everything was quilet except for the blast of a ship's
Siren across the harbour. It was like the climax of High Noon.
When I was about a yard from them they stepped to one side.

"Grazie," I said. The young one smiled and the other turned
away, muttering "Inglese."

The plan showed that Ancona abounded in historical sites,
but I had not permitted myself'sufficient time to negotiate themn,
and retraced my steps to the station.

(to be concluded)

Sword 'n' Sorcery Note

The League of Effete City Wizards,
Disguised in impenetrable vizards,
Intends to make carrion
Of every barka rian,
And regale all the dragons with gizzards.

-- Trb
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by J.R. Christopher

I. The Kitten

Friday morning,
August 23, the opening
morning of Mythcon V,
when leaving our house
in the car, taking two
of our children to
school, my wife ran
over our kitten,
Target  Appropri-
ately named -- but the
kitten's nomen came
from the concentric
circles of grey and
white on its sides.
Target had been gilven
to me by my youngest
daughter for my birth-
day in order to keep
us from giving it away,
it being the final
kitten of the litter
another of our cats
had had; I buried
Target before I left
for the Dallas Fort
Worth airport and the
trip to Los Angeles.

Perhaps Target was the sacrifice demanded for my safe
Journey.

IT. Friday Evening

While in the air, I decided to phone Paula Marmor, editor of
Parma Eldalambheron, upon arrival. She had told me the previous
year tnat 1 was foolish to take busrides to the meetings. I
landed, hunted through the various telephone directories, found
her number, and phoned. Jim Allan, author of A Glossary of the
Eldavin Tongues, answered -- he being down from Canada and also
getting a ride. Paula sald over the pho<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>