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President (cont’d from page 1.)

Big Ed In Print! SFV Member

(‘Big Ed’) Rasky is delighted to announce Karen Gorback is
e publication of his Memoir: ern Region 2015 U
“Put your order in and go on line to Book Awards" in th
mazon. The cost is $7.95. There might be ~ Fiction for her nov.
small charge for postage. The title of the The USA Region
ok is "Memoirs of Big Ed Rasky." Itis 176 ~Awards® recognizes
ges. Highlights are Chasing German subs ~ that “transport” rea
ring World War II, Family escapes from in which they are s
ssia during Pogroms in 1920. Father Region competitio
ills chickens kosher style ) Open up a of Alaska, Californi
r camp experience changes my whole life. ~ Idaho, Montana, N

Big Ed Rasky Wyoming, and Was

Go to Page 1



The Valley Scribe ~ May, 2015 3 Vol. 8 No. 10.

The Board of Directors of the San Fernando Valley Branch of
California Writers Club is pleased to announce that Past President, Yolanda Fintor has
agreed to serve as the Chair of our 2015 Nominating committee.

EDITORIAL

“Hi. My Name Is Ray, and I'm ...

... a volunteer”

I'm proud to say that. I'm proud of what I contribute. All volunteers can, and should, be. Our club endures
and thrives solely through the efforts of volunteers.

Lately, there’s been a new sentiment going around: “Hey, 'm only a volunteer. I don’t get paid.” (Sometimes
‘we’ is substituted, as if distributing the sentiment makes it less distasteful.)

I actually first heard it from an officer of our Central Board. (In all fairness, 'm reasonably sure this person
didn’t originate it. After all, the person’s only a volunteer.) As time progresses, it is becoming an anthem.

It is used to excuse shoddy performance, cut corners, ignored obligations, and misleading statements. It’s
used by the ‘mere volunteer’, and it’s used about the ‘mere volunteer’ (“Hey, lighten up! He’s just a volunteer.”)

How shoddy!

When we print our role (office, title) on a name tag, or stand up and announce it at a meeting, or put it on
our stationary, or introduce ourselves at gatherings, we do it proudly. But when we are asked to be account-
able, we become “mere,” or “only,” or “just” volunteers. We debase the role to suit the performance.

Years ago, in one of my columns, I said that when I mentored people, I told them, “The first thing to write
is your byline. Even before you have a title”

Sign your work!

Do it as a reminder that its quality represents you! It's your ability, diligence, and integrity that’s being dis-
played. Whether or not you are paid is completely irrelevant. This is your work.

And volunteers are paid. We are paid in gratitude. We are paid in recognition. (Admittedly, these may be
paltry; we can be a thoughtless and often mean-spirited bunch.)

Even more, we are paid in the opportunity to learn and grow.

We are paid by the increasing value of the organization we serve. Our club is just that: our club. When it
grows and thrives, we — as owners — benefit.

Perhaps most important, we are paid in satisfaction at a job well done — by the opportunity to contribute
excellence. In general, the highest compliment a volunteer can hear is the grinning, “Youre making it really
tough for the next guy” This translates as, “You are exceeding all obligations and expectations.” (We have
been fortunate in having several of theses servants on our current board.) Why would anyone strive for less?

If all this is not adequate compensation, by all means, send out your resume, and sell your efforts.

But understand: you can’t have both. Even when an employer ‘shows appreciation, it’s just a little more
cash. It’s not admiration, gratitude, support, or camaraderie. To garner those, you have to be “only a volun-
teer””

In some ways I can understand this sentiment among younger people. They are part of a generation for
whom ‘showing up’ is equivalent to ‘achieving. As time progresses they are in for a rude awakening: The real
world doesn't give out “Participation Trophies.”

But I am hearing this pitiful whine from contemporaries — people within our organization — people who
should be nobler than this. And I am hearing it more and more often. It's shameful!

This may seem like a strange time for me to write this editorial. It may seem that I am discouraging volun-
teers. Quite the contrary, I am celebrating them!

The present Board is about to retire. We need new people. The positions and job descriptions are on our
website at: http://cwc-sfv.org/] Ds/. Yolanda Fintor has agreed to be our Nominating Chair. If she, or one of
her committee, calls upon you to serve, please seriously consider accepting.

And if you do, do it with a willing heart and the commitment to do the job with excellence.

Write your byline! Sign your name! Make it tough for the next guy!

Our branch will benefit. Our club will benefit. Above all, you will benefit. -m--
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considers unsolicited mss, either fiction or nonfiction. A
general familiarity with what we have published in the past
is the best guide to our needs and preferences”

Covers poetry, fiction, and articles of the highest quality.

As always, please check the websites for more information before
submitting. When you see "ms" or "mss" this means manuscript and

manuscripts respectively. Best wishes and good luck to all! Freelance Facts: Established: 1857. Simultaneous
AARP THE MAGAZINE Submissions: No. Guidelines online. Buys first North
AARP, ¢/o Editorial Submissions, 601 E. St. NW, American serial rights. Circulation: 500,000. Byline given.

Washington, DC 20049 Pays on acceptance. No kill fee. Queries accepted by mail,

E-mail: aarpmagazine@aarp.org. Website: www.aarp. e-mail. Re.sp onds in 4-6 weeks to mss. _
ore/magazine Nonfiction: Needs: book excerpts, essays, general interest,
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AARP The Magazine is devoted to the varied needs humor, tr a?fel. . ‘ .
and active life interests of AARP members, age 50 and Submission Method: Query with or without published
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cultural change. Its editorial content serves the mission mss must be accompanied by SASE. “A general familiarity
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independence, dignity, and purpose. Length: 1,000-6,000 words. Payment varies. Sometimes
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people over the age of 50 Fiction: “Seeks fiction that is clear, tightly written with
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copy free. Responds in 3 months to queries. Publish year. Publishes 3-4 new writers/year.

period after acceptance: Publishes ms an average of 6 Literary, contemporary: Submit via e-mail Wiﬂ_l Word
months after acceptance. 50% freelance written. Prefers to document attachment to submissions@theatlantic.com. Mss

work with published/established writers. submitted via postal mail must be typewritten and double-
Submit seasonal material 6 months in advance. spaFed. Preferred length: 2,000-6,000 words. Payment
Nonfiction: No previously published articles. varies. ) _
Submission Method: Query with published clips. Poetry: The.Atlantlc Mor}thly puk?llshe§ some of the
Explain the idea of the piece, tell how you would approach ™M0St d}stlpgmshed poetry in American liter ature. “We
it as a writer, give some sense of your writing style, and read with Interest and attention every poem submitted
mention the section of the magazine for which the piece ~ t© the magazine and, quite simply, we publish those that'
is intended. No unsolicited mss. Only personal essays seem to us to be the best.” Has published poetry by Maxine
should be submitted in full. Features and departments Kumin, Stanley .Plumly, Linda Gregerson, P_hlhp Levine,
cover the following categories: money, health and fitness, Ellen Bryant Voigt, and W.S. Merwin. Receives about 60,000

food and nutrition, travel, consumerism, general interest, poems/ Yei‘r‘ Submi't 2 -6 poems by e-mail'or mail.
relationships, and personal essay. Needs: “Interest is in the broadest possible range of work:

Length: Up to 2,000 words. Pays $1/word. traditional forms and free verse, the meditative lyric and
the ‘light’ or comic poem, the work of the famous and the
work of the unknown. We have long been committed to the
discovery of new poets. Our 1 limitation is length, we are
unable to publish very long poems.” Buys 30-35 poems/year.
“Writers should be aware that this is not a market

Tips: “The most frequent mistake made by writers in
completing an article for us is poor follow-through with
basic research. The outline is often more interesting than
the finished piece. We do not accept unsolicited mss.”

THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY for beginner’s work (nonfiction and fiction), nor is it

The Watergate, 600 New Hampshire Ave., NW, truly for intermediate work. Study this magazine before
Washington, DC 20037 sending only your best, most professional work. When

Submission E-mail: submissions@theatlantic.com making first contact, cover letters are sometimes helpful,

pitches@theatlantic.com. Website: www.theatlantic.com particularly if they cite prior publications or involvement
Contact: Scott Stossel, magazine editor, Ann Hulbert, n wr1t1ng. programs. Common mistakes: melodr ama,
literary editor inconclusiveness, lack of development, unpersuasive

General magazine for an educated readership with characters and/or dialogue.” |
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Mom and Carmen Miranda
Lillian Rodich

“Isn’t she adorable...such personality. I justlove her!”
she whispers.

We sit in the anonymous darkness of Grauman’s Chi-
nese Theater as my mother points to her favorite movie
star cavorting on the big screen.

Mom doesn’t usually address performers with such
superlatives. I study her face and squeeze her hand. As
usual she wears no makeup and her bushy hair and large
brown eyes do not reveal her shy and reserved nature.
But today she is glowing with pleasure and sitting tall in
her plush seat.

“I love you so much Mama.” The words come to me
unbidden and are spoken from my heart.

Chicka, chicka boom, chicka boom chick ! Carmen
Miranda’s big brown eyes roll flirtatiously and her wide
mouth becomes an exaggerated circle of bright red. The
hat resting atop her turbaned head cascades with apples,
bananas, sequins and feathers --- all shivering with her
every move. And, delivered with a unique nasal quality,
her throaty song continues.

I watch Mom. She is transfigured. The peppy Souse
American on the screen has connected with something
deep within my mother’s psyche.

Carmen dances, her ruffled sleeves shaking, while
silver bracelets accent the beat of the music. I watch her
footwork and I must admit 'm impressed. Those plat-
form sandals are at least five inches high! She smiles at
Xavior Cugat as one slim leg kicks through the high slit
on her tiered skirt.

Come , come ona! We go to Habana! Continuing
her song, the actress belts out the familiar lyrics as she
disappears from view. Now I'm afraid Mom is actually
going to stand up and applaud. But no, she just smiles
and squeezes my hand.

I look sideways at my mother. She still stares at the
movie screen and her feet tap expectantly even after the
music stops.

My darling mother! She’s just so adorable and real! I
think. I justlove her!

o By L1

LIl

Dress Rehearsal
Lillian Rodich

dearest mom how many hours

did you search for patterns and fabric

sewn with your head bent low in dim light
rhythm of the Singer lulled me to sleep

then in quiet mysterious dawn

I found each costume hung in my closet
enchantment decorating my life and dreams

you cut and sewed and hand-stitched

like an artist with your scissors and needle
creating a peach and gold lame tap tunic
George Washington’s pantaloons and vest
a silken Japanese kimono

beribboned Gypsy skirts

an ice-blue satin and tulle tutu

magical memories all

my dear mother with your quiet ways

soft spoken there at lessons and rehearsals
designing costumes of exquisite beauty
with no expectation of praise

your glow

in the thrill of creating

Go to Page 1




The Valley Scribe

May, 2015

Vol. 8 No. 10.

Caterpillar and Ladybug
Keyle Birnberg

Ladybug and Caterpillar are best friends. Every
morning they get together to play. The sun is up,
but Ladybug doesn’t appear today.

“Come Ladybug, come play with me,” the
caterpillar begs as soon as he sees a giant green
leave move. Ladybug is walking around the very
edge of the big leaf, going around, and around in
circles — almost falling down to the ground.

“I’'m lazy! I don’t want to play today. I just want
to stay here doing nothing! Besides, it’s the first day
of spring and I need to relax after the long, sticky,
leaky, hot summer,” she says.

“Not fair...I waited to play with you for a long
time... It made me turn different shades of green all
over again,”

The caterpillar wipes his tears and crawls
underneath the wide green bird of paradise leaf,
almost falling to the ground. A soft wind knocks
the caterpillar down anyway. He shakes the dust
off his green body in small waves. He smells
and investigates the soft fertilized dirt left there
by Mauricio, who carefully waters all greenery
pressing the water hose spinning gently with a soft
mist on all flowers and whistles a melody they
seem to understand by responding with glorious
brilliance.

All his flowers have unforgettable names. He
named them all because he doesn’t know what
they are called in English. All names should mean
something!!

“Good morning Margarita, Violeta, Rosa, Narda,
y Petunia,” he says, rubbing his thumb gently on
their majestic stem. They bow with respect!

The caterpillar strolls down the forest-like
garden. On one side he sees plum trees with small
fruit attached here and there. Some plums have
fallen and have split open when hitting the ground.
An invasion of ants comes and goes, carrying heavy
loads of fruit on the small of their backs, all for the
queen ant who sits on her throne waiting, impatient,
not caring that she is getting fat and lazy.

The ladybug finally comes down observing the
ants and follows close to where the caterpillar
waits.

“Oh! There you are! Let me tell you... I was

looking for you all over the garden. I saw the most
beautiful roses dressed in petals of beige, red,
orange, pink and white,” the tired ladybug sighs.
“There were lots of violets, daffodils, roses, lilies
of the valley, birds of paradise and many others. I
can’t even remember their names... Oh! My! I must
be getting old and fat. No wonder my red dress is
not fitting well anymore, it splits in the back and
my black dots are fading one by one.”

“Not you my friend! You can’t be old! Not you!
It must be the sun going down.” The caterpillar
sadly smiles “You are just as beautiful as the day I
met you... wearing your bright red dress with black
freckles everywhere and a big smile.” He sees her
wipe a tear.

“Come on! There is so much to see and do. I also
saw the beautiful flowers, just like you say.” The
caterpillar shakes, all excited, careful not do it too
strong or he will turn into a beautiful butterfly and
fly away leaving Ladybug, his best friend, behind.

The caterpillar and ladybug hop along telling
stories to each other, careful not to repeat and make
the day boring. The bees don’t bother them. They
go unnoticed on their way to the front of the house.
They see lots of trees, the bottom of their trunks
painted white. It must mean something...but they
don’t know what it is.

Unnoticed by Mauricio, the two friends climb
down the trunk of the willow tree nearest to the
light-gray lovely house with big front windows.
The tree is the envy of the neighborhood, especially
the old lady down the street with pockmarks on her
face. She knows everybody’s business and one day
almost slapped the life out of Ladybug with her
pudgy hands. The same day, she almost stepped on
Caterpillar on purpose.

The God of nature must have punished her,
because her willow tree never grows and drops sick
tiny yellow leaves in all directions. Sometimes she
goes out with a yardstick to measure the trunks
on both trees, chews her angry words in silence
and goes back inside her house. There are apple
trees next door. Caterpillar and Ladybug go around
smelling the sweet aroma hoping to bake a cake
someday. But, that’s not what caterpillars do. Nor
ladybugs either. They are on the grass now looking
around the world and hoping that no one steps on
his or her life.[]
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The Driving Lesson
Ray Malus

Like some gigantic, grime-encrusted, cast-iron centipede, ‘The EI’ crawls up the spine of The Bronx
from Yankee Stadium to Woodlawn Cemetery ten miles to the north — a monstrous slavering predator.

At least, that’s how I remember it, as I think back to that particular day — and I was only being preyed
upon by one of its legs.

A railway on stilts, the el stands on 25-foot-tall, rivet-studded metal girders that trisect the entire
length of Jerome Avenue — a wide six-lane concourse. The two rows of its legs straddle the middle two
traffic lanes, leaving two additional lanes on either side — one for traffic and one, next to the curb, for
parallel parking.

I was ready to take my driving test. Even in New York, where a car was a mixed blessing, getting a
driver’s license was a huge rite of passage for a boy — a secular Bar Mitzvah, if you will. In preparation,
my father had taken me on a last practice drive. All had gone well, until now.

Finding a parking spot in The Bronx took an extraordinary amount of luck. Actually squeezing into
one took the skill of a neurosurgeon. Parkers used every available inch, and it was not uncommon for a
car to be trapped in a parking spot, locked between the bumpers of cars in front and behind.

Parallel parking was the most dreaded part of the driving test.

Returning from our jaunt, my father and I had discovered a parking spot directly in front of our
building. Jubilant, I pulled next to the car in front of the space, and started to back into it.

That’s when the el pounced.

As the rear of the car slid into the space, the nose of the car had to swing to the left — just where the el
had planted one of its pillars. I stopped, and pulled forward to try again. Again, I edged the car backward
into the space. Again, the damned pillar was in the way.

I tried pulling farther up. Now the rear of the car wouldn’t clear the parked car on my right. I tried
pulling farther back, but now couldn’t cut the rear far enough into the gap.

My father watched patiently, as sweat started to run down my cheeks from my sideburns. I made
repeated attempts. The geometry just wouldn’t work!

Finally, I turned to him and said, “I can’t do it.”

Wordlessly, he got out of the passenger door, and walked around to the driver’s side. I slid over; he got
in. He put the car in gear, pulled forward a few feet, and greased into the parking spot.

I heaved a sigh of relief as he switched off the engine. We sat in the heat and burnt-oil smell that is the
cologne of old cars. The engine ticked. Finally, I opened the passenger door to get out. He didn’t move.

Without looking at me he said, “Y’know, I never thought I'd see that.”

“What?” I asked.

“As long as I’ve known you, I’ve never seen you give up. I never thought you would.”

Maybe it was just a simple statement of fact. In my memory, it tolls like a death knell. Whatever it
was, I said to him, “Dad, could you pull out again?”

Wordlessly, he started the car. I shut my door, and he pulled out into the traffic lane — right back
to where we’d started. I got out and we switched seats. I put the car in gear, took a deep breath, and
carefully backed into the parking spot.

We got out of the car, and I handed him the keys.

As we walked to our building, he put his arm around my shoulders and squeezed just a bit.

As I write this, I suddenly realize that it’s been over a half-century since that day. I won’t pretend that,
in the fifty long years since, I’ve been successful at everything I’ve attempted. But I can’t count the
times that, when I’ve despaired, I’ve heard his voice in my ear, “Y know, I never thought I see that,” and
tried just once more. [
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The Fine Print
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California Writers Club

San Fernando Valley Branch
is published monthly.

. . EXECUTIVE COUNCIL & BOARD
We solicit submissions from members. MEMBERS
(See Bulletin Board: “SUBMISSIONS”)
. President, Nance Crawford Nance@NanceCrawford.com
Editor Membership, Andrea Polk andipolk4@gmail.com
Ray Malus Programs, Samantha Berley sjberley@gmail.com
Treasurer, Mary Freeman mfreeman2207 @yahoo.com
Staff Secretary, Gabriella Owens spoiledgrrrapes @att.net
Media Relations, Kay Henden cwc@henden.com
Proofreaders Ethel Ann Shaifer, Member-At-Large, Doug Douglas doubledouglas@verizon.net
] Doug Douglas, Sharron Malus Central Board Rep., Ray Malus cwc-sfv@roadrunner.com
Columnists Nance Crawford, Pre-Session Leader, Bill Sorrells N/A
Dave Wetterberg, Ray Malus
Webmaster, Ray Malus cwe-sfv@roadrunner.com
Newsletter Editor, Ray Malus cwe-sfv@roadrunner.com

LOTS of great information at our
All attributed works are copyrighted by the author

. .. Website:
and are used with permission.
www.cwe-sfv.org
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