The Miscomm unication
DonaldChinn

| knew it was goingto be a strangeewening the minute | left work at 7:34 P.M.

| work on the ninth o or of a twelve o or o ce building, and my wait for the elewator
was an unusually long one{ unusual becausethere is almost no onein the building at that
hour. As | wearily waited beforethe two elewators in the hallway just outside the o ce, |
noticed that the left elevator wason the third o or headingdown and the right elewator was
onthe fth o or headingup. My moneywas on the right elewator; | guessedorrectly.

What will | dotonight, I thought, observingthat the 12and 11 above the winning ele\ator
stayed lit longer than the other numbers on its leisurely downward swing. | welcomedthe
friendly ding whenit arrived and took a quick look at my watch. 7:36 P.M.

There were three peoplein the spaciouselewator, two womenand one man. | nodded to
them, all of us seemingto recognizethe rarenessof somany peoplein the eleator this late.
| turned to my left and cheded that the ground o or button had beenpressed.

The hallway 1 just left disappearedasthe aperture of the elewator door slowvly shrank.
| stared at the buttons as we were silertly taken down, the silence broken only by the
occasionalshu ing of the peoplebehind me. Feelingthe uncomfortable silence,l had an
urge to strike up a corversation, but | decidedto keepquiet. After a few seconds] looked
up at the numbers above the door. Fifth o or.

As my focusagain shifted to the buttons, the lights wert out and the elevator cameto a
gracefulstop. | heardan \Uh oh" and a \What now?" from the other side of the ele\ator.
| too was surprisedby the disruption. We stood there in the silert darkness,looking for any
signthat the elewator would resumeits course,but nothing happened.

| gave a helplesslaugh. There was a bit of grumbling by all, and with a melli uous
Southerndrawl, the woman behind me said, \Lo oks like we're out of power."

\Sure seemsthat way," | heard from the man in the opposite corner, who had a slight
Hispanic accer.

\Could be along ewening," | said.
\Maybe this is only a short power failure,” the other woman said.

The man in the other cornerbroke thirt y second=f darknessand silence.\l don't know
about you people,but if we're goingto be herefor a while, I'm goingto sit."

| heard sitting noises:the sound of bending down, the soft thuds of reading the o or
and then leaning badk against the elewator wall, the exhalation after reading the sitting
position. Even in the darkness,it felt strangethat one of us was sitting and the rest of us
were standing. The others must have thought sotoo, aswe were all sitting momerns later.



\P erhapswe should pressthe alarm button," | o ered.

\That won't help," the secondwoman said. \In a power failure, the elewators automat-
ically stop and won't run until power comesbad.” Her voice was plain, but it soundedas
though there were hints of a Brooklyn accer.

Here we were, four peoplewho had nothing in commonexceptthat we happenedto be
in the sameele\ator at the sameinopportune time, trapped by the technology we took for
granted. At least, | thought, | wasnot trapped alone. After we had beensitting for a while,
we ertered the next phaseof our relationship as prisonmates.

\I might aswell introduce myself. I'm Julio, the head waiter at the restaurart on the
twelfth o or,” the man in the opposite corner said.

Going clockwise from Julio, we introduced ourselhes and told eat other what we did.
Mary wasin charge of building maintenance. | was an accourtant who worked on the ninth
o or. Chris wasan attorney at alaw rm on the elewerth o or.

\Y ou know, we could be herefor a while," Julio said. \Do esanyone have any food?"

Even the most basicof human needs{ food, warmth, the bathroom { are not guararteed
in this situation. After Chris producedsomepearuts, the ice wasbroken, allowing usinmates
to talk more comfortably with ead other.

\How long you think this will last?" | asked.

\Not very long,” Chris said. \I'm pretty con dent that whatewver problem there is will
soon be sohed.”

As we cortinued to talk in the darkness,l beganto form a mertal picture of what my
companionslooked like, much like I do when| am on the phonewith a stranger or listening
to the radio. There was a short pauseas we re ected on what the chanceswere that Chris
was right.



For what seemedike a long time, we sat and talked about the weather, local sports, and
occasionallyabout the prospects of escapingour susgendedcage.

Julio decidedto start another corversation. \What's a lawyer's work like? Is it as
exciting as portrayed on TV: murder casescourtroom drama:::"

Chris let out a sarcasticlaugh. \Y ou're joking, right? Most of the time, a lawyer lIs
out paperwork. You can't beliewe how much paperwork is involved. What's worseis that
you have to make sure everything is done exactly right or elseyou can be suedin return.

\Have you heard about that recen casewith William Dawson,the guy who raped and
murdered six ten-year-old girls and buried them in his badkyard? The amourt of paperwork
generatedby the trial and all of the appealsto prevent his executionwas mind-boggling {
they usedliterally truckloads of testimony and records."

Julio jumpedin. \I followedthat caseclosely Do you think he shouldhave beenhanged?"

\Of course. The man, if you can call him that, was completely without feeling or com-
passion{ he was sub-human. What he did to those children was heinous. He violated the
moral code of saciety, and scciety has a right to punish those who break the law, to the
death if necessary

Chris soundedasthough shehad recited the Pledgeof Allegiance. Julio seemedlisturbed
by her matter-of-fact attitude toward this subject and passionatelypursued.\And sothat's
it? Any time someonedeviatesfrom the sacietal norms, the governmert should stepin and
punish, to take liveswhenewer it seest? Who allowed us to be God, to decidewho lives
and who dies?"

\Nob ody did. | agreethat in an ideal world, where we had unlimited resourcedo care
for sidkos like Dawson, we could institutionalize criminals, give them proper psydiatric
treatment, and return them to scciety.

\But this is the real world, and there are extreme casessud as Dawson, where scciety
simply doesn't have the time or e ort to rectify the situation. In thesecasesthe crime is
sorepulsive and so against every sccietal value, that death is appropriate. The criminal is
punished,the families of the victims feel somesatisfactionthat justice hasbeensened, and
scciety bene ts by removing a cancerouselemen.”

At this point, both their voicesedoed through the elewator shaft. | imagined their
invisible facesgetting red, especially Julio's, as| quietly listened.

Julio was not satis ed. \Here's my biggestconcern. How can we claim that we have a
justice systembasedon any kind of morality when there are situations where the best we
cando is take a criminal's life, to walk away from the situation and say to a human being,
"We don't think you desenre to exist.'? Isn't it just a little inhumaneto subject the criminal
to a hangingand all that it ertails: the spine snapping,the asplyxiation, the unloading of
the bowels? It seemsasthough there ough to be a better ways to handle these casesother
than through the barbaric act of a hanging.”

\Lo ok, I understandyour concernthat the systemmight not be humaneenough,that it
leavesout compassion.But Dawsoncommitted unspealable acts, acts that scciety feelsare



worthy of putting the perpetrator to death. That's the bottom line: if you don't behare by
scciety's edicts, then you will be punishedand perhapsput to death.”

\Y es, Dawsonviolated saciety's code. But scciety's messagaloesn't read somepeople
{ peoplelike Dawson{ trapping them like a rat in a Skinner box."

No one said anything for seweral momerts, as we consideredJulio's commernary. Chris
seemeduncorvinced as shelet out a hu .

As suddenlyasthe lights wernt out, they camebad on again, illuminating the tired faces
of the peoplel had sharedwhat seemedliike an eternity. They were not the facesl| had
imagined.

We stood up and smiled at eat other. | pressedthe ground o or button and within
secondghe door opened,allowing us to go our separateways. My watch said 9:57 P.M.

Many yearsago, | entertained the thought of the elewator scenarioas a metaphor for all
sorts of human activities { nationsin a closedworld, peoplestriving for a commongoal, any
relationship betweentwo people, or strangersjust trying to go home. The elewator ritual
was an indicator of the way a scciety's peopledeal with ead other. | newer really took my
metaphorstoo seriously but as| walked back to my car | realizedthat | had lived through
one of them.

| later found out that the blackout was citywide. The causeof the failure was a relay in
the complex machinery of the city's power compary. A single miscomnunication, a single
fact, a single misconceptioncausedthe disruption of that day, even though precautionshad
beenmadeto prevert sud a breakdowvn.

A few days later, | ran into Mary in the hallway after work.
\Did you hearthat arelay wasthe causeof the bladkout?" | asked.

\Sure did. It's sadthat this kind of thing happensewery day at all scales{ and I'm not
just talking about technology”" Mary replied.

| nodded.

*kk

It hasbeenthree months sincethe bladkout.

| occasionallyseeChris, Julio, or Mary in the hallways wherel work. Whenewr | see
one of them, our eyeswill meetand we will nod with a unique familiarity and then move on
to our day's work.

| still usethe elewator to get to ninth o or. Just beforel pressthe Up button when |
arrive at work, | hesitate for an imperceinable momert. | also pauseto take a deepbreath
just before steppinginto the elewator. In that split second,| wonder what kind of peoplel
might meetin the elevator and how long until the doors that closebehind me reopen.



Greg Goesto ltaly

Greg Barnes

In tro duction

In caseyou didn't know, | have a one-year postdoc in Germary, at the Max-Planck-Institut
(MPI) fur Informatik in Saarbricken. This, of course,a ords onewith many opportunities
for travel that just don't existin Seattle. Throughout most of the winter, for variousreasons,
| stayed in Saarbricken, but nally in late February I got sik of the cold weather, and
decidedto headfor warmer climes. Italy seemeda good choice. After all, | wanted to see
Italy anyway, and by going at this time of the year, | would beat both the crowds and the
heat.

Conferencedeadlinesand other annoyanceskept me from running o  on a long vacation,
but by mid-March | had done enoughwork that | felt comfortable abandoningmy job for
two weeksor so. Giovanni Faglia and Lavinia Egidi (two Italians who have spent sometime
at the UW) had given me sometravel tips, and Giovanni o ered me his apartmert in Brescia
as a placeto stay (he wasin Seattle the ertire time | was in Italy). After consulting my
map, | decided| would travel to Brescia,a medium-sizedcity eastof Milan, from which |
would take someshort trips in the north (to seeVeniceand smaller towns), and one long
trip to the south (to seeFlorence,Rome, Pisa, and whatewer elsestruck my fancy).

| wert to Andrea Esser,an MPI secretarywho helpsarrangetravel, even personaljunkets
like this one, to help me get a train ticket to Brescia. As it turns out, | should have just
doneit all myself. | thought the MPI had a special train discourt | could take advantage
of, but outside of Germary, it doesn't. Inside of Germary it's not helpful, either, sincel
bough a Bahncard, which givesme 50%o0 all train travel in Deutsdland, much more than
the MPI's discourt. To make things worse,due to a miscommunication, sheresened a bed
for me on the train. | had requestedan overnight train, since,in my opinion, time spert on
a train is largely wasted. Occasionallyyou might get somegreat scenery but | don't think
it's worth spending 7 hours of my vacation for a few good views, especially when | could be
sleepinginstead.

Anyway, | wanted a coudette, but | got a bed instead. Overnight train travel in Europe
generally comesin three avors: beds, coudettes, and fold-out seats. For fold-out seats,
you don't needa resenation | just go to a compartmert, unfold two facing seats, make
a placeto sleep,and hope no one comesby and tells you they needyour seat (which they
have ewery right to do, sinceyou're taking up two). Coudettes and bedsare nicer: there
are either 6 (couchette) or 3 (bed) peoplein a compartmert which is specially set up for



sleeping. There's also an attendart in the car. The attendant keepsout peoplewho don't
belong (meaning you don't needto worry too much about wandering thieves), wakes you
up when you hit your city, and holds your passmrt and dealswith any authorities when
you passinto a di erent courtry in the middle of the night. Of course,for all this, you
needto pay a little more and resene in advance, but coudettes are pretty cheap (15-25
Deutsdhimarks (DM)). Bedsare, on the other hand, about triple the price, as| found out.
By the time | noticed | waspaying 75 DM for the bed it wastoo late, sinceto changethings
| had to return the resenation to the travel agencyAndrea bough it from, and the agency
was in Freiburg, a few hundred kilometers away. Oh well.

| seto onthe eveningof Wednesdg, March 17th. My itinerary wasfrom Saarbrickento
Mannheim, switching trains to an IC to Karlsruhe, and then by sleeger car from Karlsruhe
through Switzerland to Milan. In Milan, | wasto make a short trip betweentwo Milanese
train stations (like many other cities, Milan has an outlying station where many of these
overnight trains stop, and a di erent certral station wherethe regulartrains stop), and then
take an IC to Brescia.IC = Intercity, a special kind of fast train that travels betweenlarge
Europeancities, only stopping in major cities. There is another classof trains, Eurocity, or
EC, that seemgo sene the samepurpose. EC and IC trains have priority over trains that
are not IC and EC, and seemto have somewhatnicer seats,with amenitieslike dining cars
and the like. For all this, of course,you have to pay a supplememary fare. For ead of my
two short trips, | payed 6 DM. | should mertion that there are even faster, cushiertrains,
sud asthe Intercity Express(ICE) trains, which have priority over IC and EC trains, and
for which (of course)you pay even more money On the other end of the scale,there are
local trains, which stop everywhere,and a wide variety of trains betweenlocalsand IC. The
overnight train | took, for example,wasprobably what is known asa\direct" train, meaning
it doesn't stop everywhere,just most everywhere.

The train from Saarbricken was an Interregio, a particularly nice classof Germantrain
that featuresnew carswith large compartmerts. | had seatresenations for nearly all my
trains to Brescia, but | didn't really needthem, as the trains were pretty desertedon a
Wednesdg night and Thursday morning in March. (In fact, due to a mix-up, | had two
seatresenations for someof the legsof the journey. Fortunately, theseresenations costme
nothing.) Sincethe direct trains are solow-priority, they often run behind schedule,and my
itinerary gave me plenty of leeway for delays| | was supposedto spend about one hour in
Karlsruhe and Milan Lambrate (the outlying Milan station) waiting for the next train. In
cortrast, at Mannheim | had only 15 minutes to switch trains. | jumped on the Intercity,
and readed Karlsruhe exactly on time, giving me over an hour to kill in the Karlsruhe train
station at approximately 11pm. The newsstandwas still open, but that was about it. |
chedked out the public transit map. Not much of interest. | then looked over the train
arrival/departure schedule,and noticed, to my annoyance,that the train | wasto take made
a stop one hour earlier in Mannheim. So, | could have saved the six Marks and gotten an
extra hour of sleepby catching the sametrain in Mannheim. | wonder about the Deutsthe
Bundesbahnbooking computer, which apparerily thinks it's better to rush to your next
destination and wait an hour than to wait 15 minutes and get a slower train that endsup



at the sameplaceat the sametime. | supposethis way they get the extra IC supplemets.

At Karlsruhe, an Italian couplewho was taking the sametrain tried speakingto mein
Italian. Other Italians later shaved up at the platform, and they carried on a conversation.
| spent somefew minutes being amusedby a late night mail train. The DeutsdesBunde-
spost is widely known (and boastedof by Germans)as providing one-dg delivery between
addressesn Germary. Of course,they charge double the U.S. rates, or, at least, they did
beforethe April 1stprice increase.Now it's about triple the U.S. rates. Anyway, this service
seemsheavily dependernt on the train system. | can't say the padkageswere handled with
care, but the workerswere e cien t.

About 20 minutes before midnight, my train rolled into the station. | seartied out my
compartmert, handedmy ticket and passprt over to the attendant, and was escortedto my
bed. A bedis about 3 feet wide, slightly under six feet long, and featuresa mattressthat is
about 3 inchesthick. Sincel'm about six feettall, | found the length particularly annoying.
A coudette is about 2 feet wide, 6 feet long, and 2 inchesthick. Also, with a bed you get
actual sheetsand a blanket, while with a coudhette you geta\sleep sak" (a thin sheetand a
somewhatthick sheetsewntogether). | really don't think the di erence is worth 50 DM. My
compartmert was empty, but the attendant (who spoke a smattering of English), informed
me that the other two placeswould be taken when we reated Basel (a town on the Swiss
border, about 20 minutes away). | wen to sleep,and was, of course,awakened when my
two roommatesfor the night ertered the compartmert. About six hours later | returned
the favor, waking them up making my preparationsto get out at Milan (their stop was a
little later on, probably in Rome). About 20 minutes before we were sheduled to readc
Milan, the attendant knocked on our door, which we had locked from inside. | Another
di erence betweencoudette and bed compartmers and regular compartmerts is that you
can lock the doors of sleepingcompartmerts, as another way to deter thieves. As long as
your compartmerimates are honest,you are okay. | The attendant kept knocking while 1,
in a groggystate, gured out how to unlock the door. When | wasreadyto leave, | took my
bag out to the train door, and spert the next 20 minutes watching industrial Milan roll by
the window in the predavn darkness. As usual, the train was late, but the attendant woke
me up asif it wereon time.

Milano Lambrate is rather a dull place. My next train wasa comruter train, oneof many
locals that run from Milan to nearby towns and bad, stopping at ewvery stop. The train
was on time, and the trip to the next stop, Milano Certrale, wasto take only ten minutes,
but the train still arrived late. We stopped just outside the station for about v e minutes,
undoubtedly yielding to someother train with much higher priority. Still, | had plenty of
time to nd my IC to Bresciaand my resened seat. The IC's ultimate destination waslisted
as\Monaco". How interesting, | thought, until | read the German card on the train door,
and discovered that Monaco s the Italian word for Munich. Apparently trains from Italy
to the westernhalf of Germary travel from Milan through Switzerland, while trains to the
easternhalf of Germary (including trains to Munich) travel easttowards Veniceand then
north through Austria.



Brescia

| was hoping that | would have time in the Milan train station to nd a cashmadine, asl
had not brough any Lire along. Instead, | found myselfin Bresciawith none of the local
currency Lavinia had recommended take a cabto the apartmert rather than the bus, but
either way | neededsomemoney sol setout to nd a bancomat (as ATMs are called in
Italy). There was one at the station, but it wasn't working. After wandering a bit in the
streetsnear the station, | found onethat worked. One advantage to working in Germary is
that you can easily get a German bank accourt. With a little bit of teeth-pulling, you can
alsoget a Eurochequecard, good at ATMs acrossEurope, or, at least, good in most of the
placesl've beenin Europe. Actually, of the placesl've been,I've had the mosttrouble trying
to usethe card in Germary, a courtry whosebanking systemseemssomewhatsuspiciousof
all things automated, in cortrast to courtries like France, where ATMs are everywhere. |
took out a few hundred thousand Lire from my German accourt. One other coinciderally
nice thing about living in Germary is that the Deutsdimark is approximately equalto 1000
Lire (L1000),sol only hadto lop 0 3 zercesto get a feelfor the true price of things in Italy
(which, as a rule, was too much). Much easierthan dividing by 1600. | learnedlater that
eat of these ATM withdrawals costme 5 DM in servicecharges(about $3). | had gured
they would cost about this much, sinceGermanbankslove to tack on theseextra costs,but
| still took out somewhatsmall amourts anyway, sincel wasn't surehow quickly | would be
spending money and | was concernedthat | might be robbed.

With my L200,000(whoa) | now setout on priority task #2: breakfast. Nearthe station
was a place selling co ee and pastry, sol pointed at a croissam and gave the guy behind
the courter my money In return, | got my rst piecesof Italian change. With an exdange
rate of L1600to the dollar, you can bet there aren't many 1 Lira coins oating around. All
pricesseemedo beroundedo to the nearestmultiple of 10or 50 Lire, but the smallestcoin
| ever got was L50. L10 coinsexist, but are apparertly being phasedout, and shopowners
generallyround to the nearestmultiple of L50 if you don't have any L10 pieces.

After examining bus maps, | decidedthat taking a busto the apartment would be too
complex,and got in a cab. The driver knew the street and went there directly. There wasa
slight problemwhenhe aslked for the money sincel didn't know any Italian, but I gave him
around L13,000, he gave me somechange,and | was reasonablysatis ed that he didn't rip
meo.

Two of Giovanni's sisterslive in apartmerts next to his, and one(Chiara) met me, shoved
methe place,and gave methe keys. Their apartmerts werein a group of about ten arranged
around a private courtyard, which seemedo me to provide an atmospherethat was quite
Italian. It didn't hurt that the sun was shining and the weather was warm, but it wasn't
just the weather. Italian neighborhoods seemquite di erent from American or even German
ones| all the buildings look at least ft y yearsold (but not completely rundown), and all
the streetsare narrow and winding. Perhapsmost of Europe that was not heavily bombed
in World War |1 looks like this, but when you add the courtyards, the warm weather, and



the occasionalRomanruins, it seemddistinctly Italian.

Chiara fed me somebreakfast, mostly somenot very sweet breakfast biscuits (cookies)
and fruit. Very few European courtries eat as heary a breakfastas Americans,but Italians
take this to extremes. Most Italians seemto have just a shot of co ee, perhapswith a pastry.
| usually have somethingmore substartial. In Italy | invariably had one of three breakfasts:
In Brescia,| ate a bowl or two of Corn Flakes (Giovanni had a box in his apartmen that
was approading stale, sol gured | would do him a favor). In other cities, | had some
breakfast biscuits, which | bough at the supermarket, or, if | was out, went to a bar and
had two pastriesand sometea. Eating at a bar is very commonin Italy. Many Italians seem
to eat both breakfastand lunch at bars, along with a snad or two during the day. Most
Italian bars are just a courter in a small shop, sometimeswith two small tables crammed
inside or outside on the sidewalk. Onething lacking in most Europeancourtries are \eat-in"
restaurarts, where you order and pick up your food, and then sit down at a table and eat
it. Except for someAmericanizedplaceslike McDonalds, most European restaurarts seem
to operate at one of two extremes. Either you sit down and they sene you, or you order
the food and take it with you or eat it immediately. In Italy, the di erence is even more
marked, sinceif you take a seatin most places,you are immediately chargeda coperto?, or
cover chargeof from L1000-3000.In someof the more relaxedestablishmets, sud asnearly
desertedcafes,you can usually order at the bar and take your food to a table, but since
most bars are so small, this often isn't possible. Anyway, | generallyjust stood at the bar
with the locals and wolfed down my food. Even when| ate fast, though, | was quite slov
comparedto the locals,who would usually comein, order an espressothrow it o, pay, and
leave while my tea was still steeping.

Chiara listenedto my travel plans,and immediately madetwo suggestionstake a daytrip
to Veniceinstead of staying the night, and be sureto seePerugia, a hill town north of Rome.
After consulting her train schedule, | noticed that Venicewas only 2 to 2 1/2 hours from
Brescia by train, much nearerthan | had thought, although still quite far for a daytrip.
Howeer, Veniceis expensiwe, so(l reasoned)it may be worth it to avoid paying for a room.
I'm not sure this is true, sincea round-trip ticket between Bresciaand Venice was about
L20,000(more with a supplementorapido, the Italian term for the IC supplememn, but the
IC train wasabout 30 minutes faster). A much wiser choice(if you don't have an apartmert
in Brescia)might beto stay in a closercity, sut asPadua, which is an interesting University
town about 1/2 an hour from Veniceby train. As we shall see,though, | found my time in
Italian trains was not ertirely wasted.

Chiara alsogave me a tourist guide to Brescia,written in four languagesgexplainedthe
bus system and where one could get tickets for the bus, and urged me to buy an Italian
train sdedule. Shecoadied me on the words for bus ticket (bigletto di autobug, and train
sthedule (orario di traini). | decidedto take a bus downtown (the apartmert is quite far
from the train station and the city certer) and seethe sights. Chiara alsogave me a y er
for a pizzeriawhich was near the city certer and which shesaid was not too expensiwe. The

LAll ltalian words in this documert are spelled correctly with a low degreeof con dence.



10

place sold pizzas and pasta for about L10,000,which is actually reasonablein Italy. An
Italian visitor to MPI had warned me that Italian restaurarts would be expensive | more
expensiwe than Paris, he said, and he was generally correct. A good pizza generally cost at
least L8000-10,000while you would be lucky to get a sit-down meal for lessthan L15,000.
Note, howeer, that a sit-down meal in Italy is usually quite huge, probably to make up
for the light breakfastsand (often) light lunches. A full Italian mealincludesa primi ( rst

course,usually pasta), a secondi (main course,usually meat), somevegetablessomeform of
dessert,wine to drink and co ee afterward. A good way to cut cornersand still eat well is
to just order pastaand somevegetables.You can usually then esca with a bill of between
L10,000and L15,000.In Brescia,l cut cornersby xing my own mealsor eating with Chiara
and Lucia (they were very hospitable,and much better cooks besides).On my trip south, |
generallyate dinner out, and asserbled lunch from food bough at grocery stores.

Italy's bussystemsseemto work like mostin Europe. You generallyhaveto buy bustick-
ets beforeyou board. Onceon board, you get your ticket stamped in a machine. Everything
is on the honor system, so you aren't chedked as you board, but occasionallybus system
employeeswill board the bus and ask everyone for their ticket. If you don't have a ticket, or
you have a ticket but didn't stampit, you getto pay a big ne. The bestplaceto buy bus
ticketsin Italy is a tobacconist(obvious, isn't it?). All tobacconistshave a bladk signwith a
big T outside. Inside, you generally nd peoplebuying lottery tickets, bus tickets, assorted
sundries,and sometimeseven tobacco. Lottery seemsto be a national crazein Italy, on a
par with soccer. There's a good reason: one of the most popular lottery gamesin Italy is
basically a pool whereyou pick the winners of next week'ssaccergames.All you needto do
is get 12 of 13 right and you're guararteed a payo. The big prize comeswhen you get all
13 right. | have no idea how often this occurs, but with the number of peopleplaying the
game,and sinceit's not a random guessinggamebut basedon a bit of knowledge,| would
guessat least one personmanageso getit right most every week.

| ignoredthe lottery courter in the shop,and managedto askfor two bustickets in my
fractured Italian. By this point, | had managedto pick up a few numbers (uno, due, tre...),
but still not enoughto gure out how much the man behind the counter wanted for the
tickets. He took the proper number of bills from me and gave me change. One advantage to
spending your rst days in a foreign courtry in a smaller town is that you can pull stunts
like giving a merchant somenumber of bills and be reasonablysure he won't rip you o .
Don't try this at Rome? Another nice thing about smaller towns is that tourists are quite
rare, and the residens are quite willing to put up with our ignorance.As a cortrast, larger
towns aren't sotolerant, but sincethey get more tourists, there's usually someonearound
who speaksEnglish, anyway. As arule, | have not found languageto be a problem whereer
| travel, even though my knowledgeof foreign languagess rudimentary at best. If you are
going abroad, though, | would recommendlearning somebasicterms, and picking up others
asyou goalong. The most helpful words, I've found, arethe local equivalers of please,thank
you, excuseme, hello, gaodbye,yes, no, Is this seat taken?, the numbersup to ten, the time,

2Apologiesto all but Donald Chinn.
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various train terms sud astrack, degrt, arrive, and train (with theseterms, the numbers,
and the time, you can decipher most of the important train announcemets), the terms
for monetary units (along with the numbers, helpsyou gure out how much the shopleeper
wants you to pay), and nally , the local term for one hundred grams(in Italian, un etto). The

last term is vital when shopping: go to the cheeseand meat courter, and say \one hundred
gramsbel paese"and \one hundred gramsmilano salami”, and you're basically setfor lunch

(assumingyou eat meat and cheese).Learning the local alphabet and pronunciation system
allows you to vary your selections,and is generallyuseful, but even without this knowledge,
you can always just point. Note that in Italy, asin Germary, most placesdon't let you
touch the produce. There is someonewhosejob it is to hang around the produce section.
You approad him or her, and askfor 5 oranges,or 2 poundsof beets,or whatewer, and they
gatherthe stu and put it in a bag. Someof the larger supermarkets have a di erent system
which featuresa scalewith a seriesof buttons. You get the stu yourself, and, assumingit

is sold by weight, you put it on the scaleand pressthe button correspnding to your item.

Out popsa little tag with the price, which you a x to a corveniert place. | have neverseen
a placethat works asit doesin the U.S.: you throw the producein a bag and the cashier
weighsand pricesit at the cashregister.

The bus tickets were quite cheap at L1100. The busesin Saarbricken cost 2.50 DM
per trip, about L2500. In general, public transportation in Italy is cheap, but somewhat
ine cien t, while German public transportation is expensive and reasonablye cien t. Italian
trains, for example,have much lower faresthan Germary; a full-cost ticket from Saarbricken
to Munich would cost more than 175 DM, but I'm reasonablysure a ticket for the same
distance in Italy would cost lessthan 100 DM. | got o the bus downtown, and walked
toward the castle on the hill (note: every European city worth its salt has a castle on the
hill). 1t waspast noon, and the pizzeriawas supposedto be nearthe castle. After wandering
about on the street wherethe pizzeriawas supposedto be (note: every Europeancity worth
its salt hasa confusingaddresssystem),| decidedl neededo askalocal. While investigating
one of the alleys abutting the streetin question,| cameacrossa newsstand. By this time |
had almost, but not completely forgotten the Italian phrasefor \train sdedule”, sol asked
him for an oratorio di traini. He gured it out, anyway. | pressedmy luck, and asked him
for directions, shoving him the y er for the restaurart. He seemedto know whereit was,
and gave me somedirections (it helpedto know that the Latin word for \left" is \sinister").
After following his directions, | cameacrossthe pizzeria. The door was open, but it looked
deserted,and it was past 2pm, an inauspicioustime to look for Italian businesse$o be open,
sincemany closein the afternoon. My hunger overpowered my hesistance,and after some
guestioning, | discovered that the restaurart was indeed open, but | had to go downstairs
(upstairs was more of a nightclub).

After lunch, | headedup to the castle. The castle contained a few museums,but most
were closedin the afternoon, which savzed me having to decidewhether | should blow some
moneyon what were probably substandardmuseums.| enjoyed the view, then wernt down to
a grassyknoll and dozedfor sometime in the shade. After my nap, | followed what looked
to be the most interesting walking tour in the book, \Roman Brescia" (there werealsotours
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of \Medieval Brescia", \RenaissanceBrescia”, and soon). There was a small open area at

the bottom of the castle hill wherethey were excavating around what usedto be a temple
at the edgeof the BresciaForum. The porch of the temple had beenreconstructedfrom the

marble remnarts, and looked quite impressiwe. Unfortunately, that wasabout it for Roman
Brescia. | spent somemore time looking at various buildings that were in the book, but

they all seemedo be closed.| ran acrosssomesort of auto show (every year, Bresciahosts
a somewhatfamous auto race to Rome and badk called the \1000 miles"”, so the town is

quite interestedin auto racing). | also stumbled on somesort of parade of children dressed
in costume,but by 4 o'clock | was getting bored, and took the bus badk to Sart'Eufemia,

the sectionof town where Chiara and Lucia live.

Venice

The next day, | seto early for my rst visit to Venice. When | arrived at the Bresciatrain
station, the next train wasan IC, sol paid for a supplementarapido and waited for the 7:30
train. There were a lot of peoplewaiting for the train, but it's usually quite easyto get a
free seatif you follow the following simple rule: walk alongthe track away from the train
station asfar asyou can. This usually meansyou enter one of the rst or last cars of the
train, which are often nearly deserted.It's amazinghow many peoplejust hangaround near
the station ertrance. When the train comes,they all try to get on the samecars, and end
up walking through the train toward the front or badk. By the time they get there, you will,
of course,already be comfortably sitting in your seat.

My car wasa compartmert car, a car divided up into six-seatcompartmerts, with along
aisle running down one side to provide access.l was comfortably sitting in my seatwhen
my compartmert was invaded by somesdoolgirls, part of a large classwho, along with its
harried teachers, was taking a trip to Padua (as | discorered). About 7 girls betweenthe
agesof 6 and 12 piled in the compartmen, somesitting two to a seat. The teachers all
took fold-out seatsin the aisleoutside the compartmens. At rst, the girls spert their time
talking amongstthemseles, throwing their coats on the luggagerack above, taking their
coatsdown from the luggageradck above, and soon. Finally, about one hour into the trip,
one of them got up the nerve to ask me a questionto which, of course,l had to answer, \I
don't speakltalian". Being soyoung, they, of course,did not speak English, although I did
hear one of the older onescourting up to twernty in English earlier in the trip, probably to
demonstratewhat shehad learnedin her introductory class.

At rst, they seemedshacked that | didn't answer in Italian, but then one of them
gured out what | must have meart. The rest of the trip turned into an exchange of basic
information, asthey plied me with questions,most of which | didn't understand. The rst
guestionwas what languagel did speak, to which | replied by courting up to v e, guring
they would recognizethe numbers the older girl had recited. They then asked my name,
and then started throwing in questions| did not understand and making requests! did
understand, but didn't wish to comply with, sud as\tell us a story” or \sing us a song".
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| did submit to reciting the English alphabet. | got them to write someof their questions
down, which helped a bit, but | was completely stumped by one, sooneof them went out to
grab oneof the teadhers,who knew someEnglish. It turned out they wanted to know where
| was from, so| drew them a map of the U.S. and pointed out Seattle. With the teader
there, | had the opportunity to turn the tables on them, sol got her to ask them to recite
the Italian alphabet, which is about the sameasthe English alphabet, asyou might expect,
but missinga few letters (as | recall, J, W, X, and Y). | asked them what they were going
to seein Padua, and they pulled out a Xeroxed map | ewery oneof them had a small map
of Padua showing their itinerary. After the teadher wert to sit badk down, two of the older
girls, who were sisters, took over the questioning, and I managedto tell them that | was
living in Germary for one year, what the namesof my parerts were, and wherethey lived.
At about this time, we were getting near Padua, and the teachers, who wanted to make sure
eweryonewasreadyto leave well beforethey hit the station, gatheredtheir chargestogether.
We said ciao, and | was left alonefor the rest of the trip.

You know you're near Venicewhen you reat the causeway, a long, narrow strip of land
that is the only way to accesghe city without a boat. Veniceis really a collection of islands
in an open lagoon, oncea collection of muddy islandsin a swampy lagoon, until a group of
Roman refugeesin the sewerth certury decidedthe islandswould be a reasonableplaceto
get away from all those low-classbarbarians. Back then, of course,there was no causevay,
but nowadays there are a coupleof train tracks and a smallroad. The causeway is oneof the
last placeswhereyou will seea train or a car until you leave the city | the carsand buses
all headfor PiazzalleRomaand the nearby parking garagesat the westend of the city, while
the trains stop in Sarta Lucia station nearly. After you get out of the train, you either walk
or take a boat. This is one of my favorite things about the city | eweryoneis a pedestrian.
Even bicycles are nowhere to be seen(except for a few kids' bikesin the larger plazas),
becauseo get anywhereyou evertually have to crossa bridge, and nearly every bridge hasa
set of stepson both sides. While you do have to walk everywhere,it isn't a major problem,
becausdand spaces soprecious,and thereforeewerything is compactedinto assmall a space
aspossible. At its widest, the main island (or group of islands, depending on how you look
at it) is probably no more than 2 miles wide, and most of the tourist attractions arein a
1/2 mile squareareaaround the Grand Canal. The Grand Canal cuts an inverted-Sthrough
the city, travelling (very indirectly) from the train station to Piazza San Marco, the site of
Venice'smost famoussights, wherethe Canal opensup into the lagoon. Of course,walking
in Veniceis not as straightforward aswalking anywhereelse. Apart from the normal pitfalls
of a European city, which include winding streetslaid out in no rational pattern, there are
the canals,many of which are unbridged just where you want to cross. The Grand Canal
has only three bridges over its ertire course,but this is somewhato set by the numerous
traghettocrossings. For L500 at selecteddead-endalleys, you can pay a gondolierto ferry
you acrossthe canal to another dead-endalley. Undoubtedly, these are the cheapest (and
shortest) gondolaridesin Venice.

The other navigational problemin Veniceis the addressesMost Europeancities number
up the side of the street, assigningodd (or even) numbers consecutiely to the buildings.



14

Blocks play norole, asthey do in Seattle,soif you want to goto Banhofstra e 27, you know
the placeis between Banhofstra e 25 and Banhofstra e 29, but that's about all. 27 could
be anywhere on the street, within a block of the beginning of the street or miles away. The
other side of the street is no help, either, sincethey make no e ort to insure that the even
numbers on one side progressat the samerate as the odd numbers on the other side. As
annoying asthis all canbe, usually things are not sodi cult, sincestreetsin Europeancities
tend to be quite short. Your main dicult y is nding the street (not always an easytask,
either, sincestreet signsare usually intermittent at best). Oncethat is accomplished,you
canusually nd the addressyou want using a quick brute force seard.

In Venice,things are not sosimple. Herethey number by sestieg, or neighborhood. This
meansthey start at somelandmark, like PiazzaSanMarco, and start winding their way up
and down the alleys of the neighborhood, assigningnumbers as they go. By the time they
are nished, they are usually badk wherethey started, having assignechumbersup to about
6000. This, of course,is no help to you whenyou have an addresslike San Polo 2730 but it
may be someconsolationto know that there is somesort of rationality behind it all. Most
of the time, you aren't concernedwith addressesnyway. Veniceis a nice city for a random
walk, and | usually didn't mind if | wasslightly lost. If you're looking for one of the major
attractions, you can always nd yellow signsthat point the way to Piazza San Marco, the
Ferrovia (train station), or the Rialto (one of the three bridgesacrossthe Grand Canal), but
otherwiseits bestto just shrugo the disorierted feelingand enjoy the atmosphere.

My rst stop in Venicewasthe Tourist Information o ce, where,after a fteen minute
wait, | picked up a reasonablyhelpful map and a list of museumopening hours and exhibits.
The Venice map, like the other tourist information maps | ewertually picked up, had a
detailed layout of the streets, but waslacking in sud things asthe namesof most streetsor
a key to the streetsit did name. | found this type of map most annoying when| waslooking
for restaurarts in my guidebook | they would list the name of a street which more often
than not just wasn't on the map. Thesemapsare great, however, for curing that disorierted
feelingand for nding the major sights. And they are free, soonecan't complain too much.

>HFom the station, | went to the Grand Canal to take a ride on the vaporettos the
motorboats that are the only form of public transportation in downtown Venice (some of
the more badkward outlying islandsactually have roadsand buses). As | mertioned above,
the Grand Canal is an indirect route through the city, but a boat ride on the slov-moving
vaporetto line (unintuitiv ely called the aacelerato) is a good way to soakin the atmosphere.
The seatson my accelerato were all full, but I went to the badk of the boat wherel could
get a good view of both sidesof the canal, and stood for a few stops until one of the other
passengergeft. About 45 minutes later we readed the end of the canal,and | got o at the
Piazza San Marco stop.

The rst thing you notice in PiazzaSanMarco arethe pigeons.Man, they're everywhere.
The secondthing you notice is Chiesadi San Marco (The Church of Saint Mark), Venice's
pride and joy. Ever sincesomeclewer Venetiansstole Saint Mark's body from Alexandria in
the eighth certury, the Venetianshave beenbuilding, renovating and expandingthis church.
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Like the body of the sairt, alot of the decorationswere simply stolenfrom other places,most
notably Constartinople, with which Veniceusedto have a love/hate relationship. When the
Eastern empire was strong, they sudked up to it. When it started to crumble, they were
more than happy to help loot the place. Next to SanMarco is the Doge'spalace. Dogewas
the title of the ruler of Venicewhenit was an independen state (roughly from its founding
until the time of Napoleon). After visiting SanMarco and the palace,| was quite hungry,
sol turned to my travel guide, Let's Go. They recommendeda bar that sened good wine
and cheap sandwideson the other side of the canal, sol headedfor the Rialto bridge.

At this point, the shortcomingsof the map beganto get annoying. Let's Go gave the
name of a squarethat was near the bar, but | couldn't nd the squareon my map. | was
reducedto searding for the bar basedon its address,an exercisenot unlike the “hot-cold'
gamesl playedto nd a hidden object when| was younger. You note the addressat some
location, and walk in onedirection. If the addressgets closerto the addressyou want, you
know you're getting warmer. Once | found an addresswithin a few hundred of the bar's
address,| knew | was getting hot, so | explored neighboring alleys until | found the right
place. Inside, | had the standard Italian stand-up bar lunch. | got a glassof wine, and
pointed out sandwitiesand ate them oneat a time until 1 wasfull. The sandwitheswereall
somewhatsmall, all on white bread, and all featured seafad (probably becausethere is a
seafmd market nearthe bar). While eating my last sandwid, a local bary tried to talk to
mein Italian. When he found out | spoke English, he attempted to corversewith mein that
language. Unfortunately, his English was practically nonexistert. After a few minutes of
his yelling someincomprehensiblesertiments about Frank Sinatra and GeorgeBush, | was
nished with my meal, and wert to settle my bill. This guy, mearwhile, apparenly wanted
me to buy him a drink. | did not sharehis desires. The woman behind the bar evertually
told him to be quiet, asshecouldn't conceitrate on adding up my bill.

By this time, it was well past two, and most of the museumshad closed. | spert more
than an hour at a palazzq a building that was oncethe city houseof one of the upper crust
Venetian families. Besidesthe usual assortmen of furniture and art, this particular palazzo
put on temporary exhibitions. At the time, they were shonving an exhibition on the comic
strip Peanuts, and sincel'm a fan of the strip and there really wasn't a whole lot elseto do,
| spent more than an hour looking at the exhibits. Besidesthe large blowups of strips, they
had a Bumbershmt-style exhibit of whimsical Snoopy art that had beencommissionedor
the exhibit. Downstairs they were shoving videosof Peanuts television specialsin Italian.

After the palazzq | found a large squarewith a cafe, ordered an expensive Coke, and
enjoyed the sun for awhile. My next stop was the Peggy Guggenheimcollection of modern
art. Peggylived in Venicefor sometime before shedied, collecting art all the while. Her
collection is reasonablyimpressivwe, and quite a change of pace from the rest of Venice.
Actually, beingthe art Philistine | am, | enjoyed this stu much morethan most of the older
art | sawv in Veniceand elsewheren Italy. Perhaps! understandit more. One thing that
certainly doesnot help my appreciation of older art is the lighting situation. Most great
paintings and sculpture in Veniceare displayed either in churchesor scuola(a scuolabeing
the Venetianequivalert of the Rotary Club), in buildings hundredsof yearsold, with the art
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frequertly painted on the ceiling or high on the walls. The lighting in theseplacesis often
quite dim, you are far away, and many of the older paintings that haven't beenrestoredare
much darker than when they were originally painted. Soit's tough to make out the details
that the writers of the guidebooks seemto know about. | should mertion that exposureto
most typesof light tends to damageart, especially paintings, which is generallywhy most
museumsprohibit the useof ashes. In the Louvre, they take it one step farther, and ask
you not to take any pictures of their most famousworks, including the Mona Lisa. But |
doubt that theseplacesare dimly lit becausethe ownersare concernedabout the e ects of
the light. A morelikely explanationis that they don't have the money available to setup a
good lighting system. Bring binoculars.

Even if you love art, it's easyto get jaded about it if you spendtoo much time touring
churchesand museums.One thing that is helpful is to buy guidebooks or take guidedtours,
but you don't want to blow all your money buying guidebooks for ewery little place you
visit. My rule of thumb is to buy guidebooks for large placeslike the Louvre or the Vatican
museums sincel know they'll beinteresting, and to look other placesover to decidewhether
| like them beforel buy a guide. Knowledgeabout a work of art makesit more interesting,
but someplacesjust aren't worth the e ort. Another good cheap trick, especially in the
heavily touristed places,is to look around for tour guidestalking in English, and follow
them around.

From the Peggy Guggenheimcollection, | walked badk toward PiazzaSanMarco. Along
the way, | noticed a campanilethat was leaning alarmingly away from the perpendicular. |
tried to get nearthe tower, but after making astight a circle as| could, | concludedthat it
must be attached to a monasterythat didn't seemto be open to the public. | resumedmy
walk to the PiazzaSanMarco.

The third thing | noticed about the Piazzawas the large number of wooden platforms
and risers that were about the plaza, someassermled, someunasserbled. At the time, |
thought this had somethingto do with construction, but | found out later that theseare
actually usedin caseof o oding. Flooding did not usedto happenwith any great regularity,
but asthe yearsgo by, Veniceis slowly sinking into the lagoon (hencethe tilting campanile).
Nowadays, the Piazzaand se\eral other parts of the city get o oded many times throughout
the winter and spring when certain fairly commonweather evernts coincidewith a high tide.
At times like these, they put the platforms together and you walk two or three feet above
the pavemen. This is one of the hazardsof visiting Venicein the o -season. Fortunately,
we werein the middle of a late winter heat wave, and there was no o oding.

In the Piazza,| looked over my Let's Go, and decidedthe best thing to do would be to
take a long stroll through Dorsaduro, a not very heavily touristed areain the southwest part
of town. | walked acrossthe Academiabridge, the southernmostof the three bridgesacross
the Grand Canal, namedfor the art gallery nearly, and followed the Canal eastto the tip
of Dorsaduro, wherethe Grand Canal opensup into the lagoon, acrossfrom the Piazza San
Marco. | then followed the shorealong the lagoon west, taking careto stop at a placethat
was supposedto sell superior gelato (Italian ice cream| not to be missed),and dudking
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into a supermarket. This area of town was quite a cortrast to the rest; it almost seemed
that real peoplewere living real lives here, whereasthe rest of the town resenbles a huge
tourist zone. One of the things that | found least enjoyable about Venicewas the fact that

it did not, in fact, seemlike a real city. Earlier in the certury, all the industry moved from

Veniceto the ugly mainland town of Mestre, and Venicenow seemgo subsistalmost solely
on the tourist trade. While it is undoubtedly a nice place, the lack of a nontourist econony

givesthe whole town an unreal aura that | dislike.

Headingbadk north, | found an English languagebookstore and picked up a guidebook
to Venice. Like Veniceitself, the guidebook was both nice and annoying | nicein that the
author clearly loved the city, had someusefulinformation to impart, and told someamusing
stories. Annoying in that the author cameo asan upper class,public sdool British twit
at times. With my new purchasein hand, | seto for the restaurart | had picked for dinner,
which turned out to be closed. | selectedanother restaurart for dinner, onceagain had a
dicult time in nding it, and had to resort again to searting for the proper number. |
nished dinner near 8pm, planning on taking the 8:55train badk. The restaurart was near
PiazzaSanMarco, and | decidedto return to the station on the slowv vaporetto up the Grand
Canal. Unfortunately, | madetwo mistakes. First, | boardeda vayporetto headingthe wrong
way. After two stops,| decidedl shouldget o and catch onegoingthe other way. Luckily,
there was frequent serviceon this line, and | only had to wait a few minutes for the next
boat. While cruising back to PiazzaSanMarco, | noticed my secondmistake: the train was
actually leaving at 8:35. My only hope wasto get o the boat assoon as possibleand walk
to the station on foot (as | said before,the boats are slov and the Grand Canal is not the
most direct route). | managedto follow the yellow signspretty well to the Rialto bridge, but
shortly after | crossedthe bridge | got slightly lost in the mazeof Venetian alleys. About
v e minutes beforethe train wasdueto leave, and just when| wasabout to give up, | picked
up the trail to the station again, and soon found the bridge to the station. The conductor
shooed me onto the train, and we left.

Lavinia had warned me that you are supposedto stamp your round-trip ticket at the
train station beforeyou take the return trip, presumablyto prevent peoplefrom reusingthe
ticket if the conductor never nds them. | didn't have time to do this beforel boarded, so
| wrote the date on the bad of the ticket whereit looked like you were supposedto write
the date, and the conductor seemedsatis ed. Unfortunately, my transportation advertures
were not over, as when | returned to Brescial found that the buseshad nearly stopped
running. The next bus was due in about an hour, and | had to transfer, sol walked to the
transfer point. The next bus from there was due in about forty minutes, soin a burst of
optimism, | decidedto walk to Sart'Eufemia. It turns out | had greatly underestimatedthe
distance,asthe walk took about 45 minutes. The only interesting point about the walk was
watching the Italian drivers violate all speedlimits on the stretch of road between Brescia
and Sart'Eufemia. As Let's Go puts it, Italians are \crazed speeddemons".



18

Stayed tuned

Coming up next time: Verona, a return to Venice,and a trip to Florence. An American
fashion magnate discussingltalian women, and studerts from an Italian military sdool
performing vaguely illegal activities. Rainy hill towns. Striped cathedrals. Italians playing
Tetris. Drunk American studerts speaking German. Secretunderground passages.Don't

missit.



Florida Haikus

David Hubbell

Gainesville

Live oak domesrepose
Like old men on the porch with
Beardsof Spanishmoss.

A State Park Near Deland

An ibis standsin
Tea-bravn water listening
Through loud cicadas.

The Road to Miami

Tall savgrasshidesthe
Rhythmic rows of orangetrees
From passingdrivers.

Miami
A mangrove with a

Flat-top sendsnew shoots up to
A welcomingsky.

Miami Beach

Smaoth, crossing,curving
Palm trees missing easternfronds
Relax on bead sand.

A handful of lights
On the oceancoalesce
into an island.

\There is noisland,"
Lydia says, mysti ed.
The buoys have tricked me.
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Games! Games! Games!

DonaldTsang

Ever wondered what those strange people were playing, either on the fourth o or of
Sieg,or on those xterms you neededto get your Compilers assignmeh done? Well, look no
further. Sahation (or that other thing) is at hand.

This rst article featuresthe non-computergames.

Bughouse

Bughouse(a.k.a. SiameseChess, Team Chess,or Madhouse)is a four-player game that
super cially resenbles two chessgameswhere all the players cheat. Instead of a cerebral
ten minutes of cortemplative warfare, the action is fast and furious. \No ux! | said NO
FLUX!, \My kingdom for a pawn!" and \Crush!" are common battle cries amongstthe
players.

The basicsetupis like two gamesof chess: 16 piecesper color per side, two boards,and
two chess-claks to keeptime. The players are separatedinto two teams of two, and ead
team plays white on one board and black on the other.

When a pieceis captured, it is handedto the capturing player's partner. That partner
can, in lieu of moving one of the pieceson his board, place one of the piecesin his \cache"
onto the board. Two restrictions are obsened: a pawn may not be placed on the rst or
last ranks, and a piecemay only be placedin an empty square(no ying captures...) If a
player runs out of time (we play 5 minutes per player per game), his team loses;similarly, if
he gets chedkmated, he and his partner are \out."

Beginning playersare at a distinct disadvantage in bughouse becausehey haven't seen
all the \cheaptricks" that can be pulled, and usually aren't fully aware of the dynamics of
the game. To bring new playersup to speed,we are attempting to start a \farm league." If
you are interested,sendmail to me or Ruben Ortega (tsang@juneor ruben@june),or come
watch. We usually play late afternoons (5 pm or so) on the fourth o or of Sieg.

Bridge

Bridge is a four-persongame, played in partnerships of two. Partners sit acrossthe table
from eadt other. Deal passedo the left every hand.

The dealer dealsthirteen cardsto ead player. An \auction" follows, determining the
\declarer" (the winner of the auction), the trump suit, and the number of tricks the declarer
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must win. Declarer'sLHO (left-hand opponert) then starts play by placing a card on the
table. Declarer'spartner \Dummy") then lays his cardsout on the table, faceup; declarer
now cortrols thesecards,in addition to his own.

Ead player must follow the led suit if possible. If a player cannot follow suit, he may
\slu " (throw away) a card, or \ru " (play a trump card). If one or more trump cards
are played, the four-card \tric k" goesto the highesttrump card in the trick; otherwise,the
highest card in the led suit wins. Winner of the trick then leadsfor the next trick. When
all thirteen tricks have beenplayed, declarercourts his tricks. If he has enough,he scores
points; otherwise,the opponerts score.

Bidding has not beendescriked here; consult Hoyle or ask a bridge player. Similarly,
scoringis a litle more complexand varied than is appropriate in this article.

For information about learning to play, playing in Siegat lunchtime, or playing at the
UW Bridge Club, cortact Kingsum Chow (kingsum@june).

Euc hre

A simpli ed variant of bridge. In the versionwe play here,only the nines,tens, jacks, queens,
kings, and acesof ead suit are usedin play. The v esare usedto keepscore.

Like bridge, Euchre is playedin partnershipsof two. First partnershipto read ten points
wins, and deal passedo the left eat hand.

Dealerdeals v e cardsto ead player (usually in setsof two and three cards), and turns
one of the last four cardsover. This is the \prop osedtrump suit.” Starting from the left-
hand opponert of the dealer, ead player in turn may either chooseto acceptthat suit as
trump, or \pass." If the suit is accepted,the dealer hasthe option (almost always taken)
of picking up the up-card, and discarding one card face-davn from his own hand, and then
play begins.

If all four players pass,the dealerturns the up-card down, and ead player may namea
suit to be trump. If there are three more passesdealeris forcedto namea suit (\Screw the
Dealer").

Play starts with player to the left of the dealer (not declarer), and follows Bridge rules,
with the following exceptions:

the Jadk of the trump suit (\Right Bower") is the highesttrump, followed by the other
Jadk of the samecolor (\Left Bower"), followed by the Ace, King, Queen, Ten, and
Nine. The \Left" istreated asa cardin the trump suit, and not asa card of its original
suit.

there is no \Dummy"; declarermay opt to \Go Alone" at the point of declaration. If
he doesso, his partner discardshis ertire hand.
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If declarer'steam garnersthree or four tricks, they scorea point. If they \sweep"all v e,
they scoretwo points. If dealergoesaloneand sweeps,his team scoresfour points. If they
fail to get three or more tricks (are Euchred), the opponerts scoretwo points.

There are additional rulesfor \Defending alone", etc., but they vary from localeto locale.
If you are interestedin playing Euchre regularly, cortact Lauren Bricker (bricker@june)or
Donald Tsang (tsang@june).



