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M ary Rose Betten, an experienced 

and acclaimed actress/essayist/

comedienne/author, is coming to the 

Katzenberg room to demonstrate basic 

presentation techniques for new authors.   

 Presentation techniques?  Perhaps you 

are thinking: Shouldn't an editor or an adult 

reader of my work be able to imagine a scene and 

hear my characters' dialog in his or her  mind?  I 

donõt claim to be a showman.  I'm a writer.   Presentation 

techniques are for a drama class. 

     Indeed, writers often expect that their words 

will speak for themselves, but perhaps that's wish-

ful thinking.     Betten strongly believes that peo-

ple need to hear ð out loud -- the emotion, the 

authentic voice, the right emphasis on the right 

words, to appreciate an author's descriptive pas-

sages and the charactersõ dialog.   

   If you, an author, invest time and effort into 

your writing, why not put an additional bit of ef-

fort into selling your work?   

      To this end, Betten will 

demonstrate how to give 

your well-chosen words that 

extra dimension which 

might influence and impress 

listeners.  Her own presenta-

tion will entertain as well as 

instruct our members.   

    Mary Rose Betten visited 

the Katzenberg Room a few 

years ago and certainly practiced 

what she preached.  We were charmed, amused 

and definitely entertained.  Her return is antici-

pated by those who enjoyed her earlier visit.  For 

a review of Bettenõs long list of literary credits and 

accomplishments, visit our SFV/CWC website: 

cwc-sfv.org    

 If you join us on Saturday youõre invited 

to bring one minute of your own material to 

read out loud.                           

 

 

 

H er children meant well.  And that's why 

Thelma found herself staring at a brand new 

computer in her home office.  

She was hesitant to 

try it out.  It looked 

so complicated.  

    "You can do it, 

Mom.  Here's E-

mail," said son Harry, 

and his hands 

whizzed around the keys.  "Here's Attachments. " 

And again he morphed into Houdini and Thelma felt 

like the magician's clueless assistant. After her 

son went home, there sat Thelma, staring at the 

glowing screen, still afraid to touch a key.  She had 

to find help managing this powerful machine ...  but 

where to look?  

 Sound familiar?  If so, here are helpful hints 

from our SFV members  whoõve had to learn or re-

(Continued on page 2) 
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The two most engaging 
powers of a good author 
are to make new things 
familiar and familiar 
things new.  
-William Makepeace 

Thackeray  

 

http://www.quoteland.com/author/William-Makepeace-Thackeray-Quotes/161/
http://www.quoteland.com/author/William-Makepeace-Thackeray-Quotes/161/
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learn computer skills to stay active on the Net:  

Ester Shifren:  I have used many methods, in-
cluding Lynda.com that my son -in-law subscribes 
to. He's a MAC consultant. I've googled questions 
and had terrific help from that source.  I've also 
used YouTubeñthere are videos covering most 
computer info.  MAC users attend free workshops, 
and PCs  also have workshops or online help.  Writ-
ers' clubs have members who have overcome some 
of the probs and they ôre always helpful.   Pals who 

publish pass around pointers, Ester has found.  

Sheila Moss: After l0 years my dear Dell sputtered 

and coughed,  "Slow to Respond,  Windows 
is shutting down."  Help.  I needed to write, email and 
do some basic research. Enter my oldest son Aaron 
with a new Hewlett Packard PC in tow.  HP created a 

user friendly email system.    I no longer fear that I'll 
lose my work. I plan to retain a teen for techie help in 

the near future.  Aha, the geek mobile for Shelia.  

Leslie Kaplan: When my new sexy computer named 
Mac won't cooperate I just say, "The heck with 
YOU!ò  On a serious note, I've had tutors whoõve 
helped me temporarily but a new problem 
inevitably pops up.  Seems my brain 
is better at art, singing, dancing, 
designing, fashion, home decorating 
and story telling. I'm good at what 
I love and enjoy ... not so good with 
hi-tech or mechanics.    Leslie emails    

and keeps her Mac turned on.  

   To sum up:  Thelma can find help 

on the Net, from friends/relatives, 

or her local geek.  But ñ Persistence is the key!  

(Continued from page 1) 

T he New Year may traditionally be 

a time of new beginnings, but itôs 

also an appropriate time to assess 

events of the immediate past.  

   The year 2011 was an important year 

for our San Fernando Valley Branch. 

   First and foremost, in June 2011, the 

West Valley Branch merged with the 

San Fernando Valley Branch.  This 

unification doubled our talents and in-

creased our networking opportunities. 

   Looking back on our 2011 speakers,  

we've been enlightened on text struc-

ture, composition techniques,  public 

speaking and the intricacies of the so-

cial media.  Our researchers learned 

how to navigate our cityôs extensive 

library system.  We were encouraged to 

access our unconscious self in the de-

velopment of visual imagery and lyrical 

language and what it means to ñwrite 

the marble.ò   

    In 2011  some members taught writ-

ing classes or were guest speakers at  

other  groupsô gatherings.    Many  

members in our  branch honed their 

writing skills while attending classes, 

workshops or conferences.  

   There were indi-

vidual success sto-

ries as well.  Many 

of our members pub-

lished fiction, non-

fiction books, mem-

oirs, book reviews 

and short stories.   Our playwrightsô 

dramas were performed in local produc-

tions. Several members were recipients 

of prestigious awards.  

    Our board is making plans for our 

2012 gatherings.. The February meet-

ing will be a Book Bazaar. The entire 

meeting will be dedicated to members 

who are marketing their own books this 

year.  Each author will be given a short 

time at the podium to describe their 

work or read excerpts. This exercise 

will give members an opportunity to 

sharpen their marketing and promoting 

skills--skills they will need at any book 

signing event. If you are a yet-to-be 

published writer, come and get some 

pointers. 

   On this hopeful note of creative out-

put by our branch membership, I wish 

you all a fruitful and consuming year of 

writing in 2012.     
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B ill Belew, our December speaker, 

was a man on a mission.  He 

came  to spread the gospel of blogdom 

and to convert the recalcitrant SFV 

writer who still resists taking the plunge into the main-

stream of social media.  

 "I ôm here because I care about your good stories, and I 

want your messages to get out on the Internet," Belew told us.  "I 

believe there are three kinds of writers.  Some writers want to 

write purely for their own enjoyment.  Some writers want to share 

their writing with readers.  And some writers -- MY kind of writers 

--- write to be read and paid for their writing.  If you're writing for 

free, how come? "    

 And then he outlined how writers can write their good story, 

get it online and earn cash ï hopefully -- for their creative efforts.    

 Through trial and error, Belew has developed a system 

meant to transform a blogger beginner into a knowledgeable 

mainstream networker.  During his speech, Belew projected a 

power point outline of his beginner bloggers' program.  There's 

not space in this newsletter to fully report on Belew's tips and 

principles of blogdom, but here's the bottom line:   

 The most basic need is to decide what to blog about, and 

then start writing. Once the topic is decided, one writes and writes 

to attract Internet surfers, posting about 100 to 200 words a day, 

totalling 800 to 1200 posts in a year.  Therefore, quantity is a key 

element of Belew's plan.  Secondly,  newbie bloggers must be 

mindful of quality control in the daily posting.  They should take 

time to study blogdom by going  online and googling  "blogs."   

Many websites will pop up on screen.  Or simply type in "Bill 

Belew" and you'll see several websites, tips, and workshops on 

the subject of blogging proficiency.  

 Belew emphasized that a seri-

ous blogger should determine key 

words that attract search engines 

to their site.  For example, if a 

blogger were to write about the 

prevalence of blue jean apparel 

in our American society,  these 

words might be inserted into the 

daily posts:  denim, fashion, cow-

boy, comfort, and so on.  

 A blog site needs continual 

care.  Bill emphasizes consis-

tency or daily posts into a blog or blogs.  If material stimulates 

reader interest, the blog will attract a following, which may even-

tually attract the Big Guy search engines.  Big name brands pay 

to be mentioned on popular blog sites,  which leads us to the final 

precept of the Belew Blogger Plan: blog longevity.   The  follow-

ing quote from Belew's site http://billbelew.com explains the 

term longevity:  A magic number (for a posted blog)  is six

-nine-twelve months  When the search engines learn 

that a blog has been active for this many months, with a 

number of blogs being consistently posted, the find-

ability of the blog site increases. More people will have 

found the site and a higher page rank assigned. The 

higher the page rank, the easier it is for new searchers to 

find the blog. The higher the page rank, the easier to get 

new readers. 

 Bill Belew has more tips in his book:   How to Get One Mil-

lion Unique Visitors to Your Website.  He is a true resource for  

new bloggers on how to post their message, attract a faithful fol-

lowing, and perhaps earn cash for their stories.   

 

 
CENTRAL COAST WRITERS 
ά/ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀ DƻƭŘέ 
2012 SPRING WRITING CONTEST 
$250 Award in Four Categories: 
Best Rhymed Poem -- Best Unrhymed Poem 
Best Short Story -- Best Short Non-Fiction  
Entry fee discount for members of California 
Writers Club 
Postmark deadline: 1/31/12 
Details & Rules at: www.centralcoastwriters.org 
 

 

N  
orm Molesko was part of a  
poetry session presented by the 
Valley Contemporary Poets at 
the Cobalt on December       

13th.   ò I  was the featured poet.ò   

 The Cobalt has Open Mic as a regular 
feature, by the way,  soé poets of the  
SFV bring that poetry of yours to share 
sometime in the near future! 

  The Cobalt Cafe is at 22047 Sherman Way, Canoga 
Park, CA. 91303   The location is just west of Topanga 
Blvd.  Park behind the Cobalt or on the street.    

 

 

Norm Molesko 

http://www.centralcoastwriters.org
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Nelson Literary Agency spe-

cializes in commercial fiction 

and high-caliber literary fic-

tion. Submissions: Query by e-

mail only. Select Nonfiction: 

Actively seeking Latina writers 

who tackle contemporary issues 

in a modern voice.  Seeking: Mem-

oirs.  Seeking:  Fiction(commercial), literary, mainstream, womenõs) chick lit 

(includes mysteries), romance (includes fantasy with romantic elements, sci-

fi, fantasy, young adult.) Doesnõt want: short story collections, mysteries 

(except chick  lit), thrillers, Christian, horror, or childrenõs picture book. 

Contact: Kristin Nelsonñ pres and senior lit agent, Sara Megibowñ

associate lit agent.  Address: 1732 Wazee St., Suite 207, Denver CO 80202. 

E-mail: query@nelsonagency.com  Website: www.nelsonagency.com 

 

Fredrica S. Friedman and Co., Inc. represents nonfiction books & novels, 

and literary fiction. Doesnõt want: poetry, plays, screenplays, childrenõs 

books, sci-fi/fantasy, or horror. Submissions: Submit e-query, synopsis, be 

concise. Contact: Ms. Chandler Smith. Address: 136 E. 57th St., 14th Floor, 

NY, NY 10022. Fax: (212)829-9669. E-mail:  

info@fredricafriedman.com, submissions@fredricafriedman.com  

Website: www.fredricafriedman.com/agency.htm   As a note, they ask 

that when submitting, please spell the agentõs name correctly on your query 

letter. 

 

Opium Magazine is a biannual fiction magazine. It contains a mix of stories, 

poetry, reviews, cartoons, interviews and much more. Guidelines available at 

website or by e-mail. Contact: Todd Zuniga, editor. Send complete ms with 

cover letter by e-mail only. NO SNAIL MAIL accepted. E-mail: opium-

forthearts@gmail.com Website: www.opiummagazine.com 

World War II is a bimonthly magazine covering military operations in 

World War II ð events, strategy, the home front, etc. Guidelines available on 

website or for SASE. Queries accepted by mail, e-mail. Address: Weider 

History Group, 19300 Promenade Dr., Leesburg VA 20176. E-mail: world-

war2@weiderhistorygroup.com  Website: www.historynet.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JOB DESCRIPTION  

1. Assist CWC members in finding a    

critique group suiting their needs. 

2. Help members form a new group when 

needed. 

3. Inform group members about basic 

protocol in running meetings. 

4. Establish a basic atmosphere of trust 

and respect. 

5. Gain access to valuable critiquing. 

 

PERKS 

1. This is a truly a rewarding job.  You 

get to know fellow writers better and 

make new and interesting friends.    

2. Not too much time is involved. Present 

facilitator will be available 

to help if needed..  

          TRY IT, YOUôLL LIKE IT. 

 

Contact  

Lil Rodich   lrodich@yahoo.com   

 

 

The December issue of 

the children's magazine 

Nature Friend contains 

two articles of mine.  And I recently 

got a notice that Spider  Magazine  

accepted a poem, but it might not ap-

pear for two or three years. 

                                   ð Erica Stux                 

 

Something To Ponder 

Our doubts are traitors, and make us lose the good 
we oft might win, by fearing to attempt.        
                                         ñ William Shakespeare 

 

mailto:query@nelsonagency.com
http://www.nelsonagency.com
mailto:info@fredricafriedman.com
mailto:submissions@fredricafriedman.com
http://www.fredricafriedman.com/agency.htm
mailto:opiumforthearts@gmail.com
mailto:opiumforthearts@gmail.com
http://www.opiummagazine.com
mailto:worldwar2@wiederhistorygroup.com
mailto:worldwar2@wiederhistorygroup.com
http://www.historynet.com
mailto:lrodich@yahoo.com
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The Comma ð Part Two 

To review ... Last month in Part One I warned not to use a comma just be-

cause you feel that a comma ñbelongs thereò  or because you detect some 

kind of a ñhesitationò in that part of the sentence.  Go by the rules. And 

whenever you're in doubt and can't remember the rule, leave the comma 

out.  You'll be right more times than you're wrong.  

Introductory Expressions  

Use a comma after introductory expressions like yes, no, oh, and well . 

 Yes, Jim is applying for a scholarship.  

 Well, he probably won't get i t since heôs got just an average GPA. 

 Oh, you didnôt know his grandmother is a long-time trustee?  

Confusing Sentence Parts  

Use a comma to separate sentence parts for clarity.  

 Whenever possible, our Congress seems to put off decisions.  

Modifiers  

Use a comma to separate two or more adjectives modifying the same noun.  

 Marci got a new, challenging project:  aide to Senator  Mallory.  

Repeated Words  

Use a comma to separate repeated words.  

 Whomever she loved, loved her back.  

Dates  

Use commas before and after the year when the year is used in combina-

tion with the month and the day.  

 The club moved on October 1, 2008,  and  increased membership.  

But don't use commas when just the month and year are given.  

 The last time he was arrested for DUI was sometime in May 2007.  

Addresses  

Use a comma between the city and the state, but don't use commas after 

the parts of the address and never between the state and the zip code.  

  Andy Griffith  

 29 Maple Avenue  

 Mayberry, SC 56034  

                                                                                                       ð Dave Wetterberg  

 

    Yesterday,  

everybody 

smoked his 

last cigar, took 

his last drink 

and swore his 

last oath.   To-

day, we are a 

pious and  

exemplary 

community.    

    Thirty days 

from now, we 

shall have cast 

our reforma-

tion to the 

winds and 

gone to cutting 

our ancient 

shortcomings 

considerably 

shorter than 

ever.    

 ~Mark Twain  
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M 
idlife crisis.  Itôs a phrase you see in maga-

zine articles, and itôs a feeling that, looking 

back on life, you know that something has 

been left undone.  I had realized for some time now 

that my life had felt a bit stagnant.  

Donôt get me wrong.  I have a 

good life and much to be grateful 

for, including a terrific husband 

and two grown children, plus a 

steady job working for a library 

that I love.  Still, every day has 

begun to feel like a dull repeat of 

the day before -- a long com-

mute, a full day of work, and by 

Saturday just wanting some extra 

sleep.  Life had taken on a sort of 

dull glaze.  

      Iôve certainly pursued my 

hobbies.  Iôve dabbled in jewelry 

making and taken many stabs at 

writing a novel, and as an adult 

Iôve learned to swim and I got in 

shape to run a few 5K races.  Ar-

chaeology, however, was a child-

hood dream that Iôd allowed to 

just sit.  I had taken an introduc-

tory archaeology class years ago 

when we lived in Orange County 

and volunteered a little at a cura-

tion lab in the archaeology department of a local uni-

versity.  Iôd hoped to be able to go back to school for 

a second graduate degree in archaeology but it was 

not in the cards.  So, for years I let the archaeology 

bug lay dormant.  

      Lately, every time something archaeology-related 

would come on Discovery Channel or History Chan-

nel, I would start my little ranté òSee, Those people 

are doing it!  Theyôre doing it, why arenôt I doing it!ò  

My daughter would yell, ñMom!  So just do it already!ò 

     At some point a few years ago, I had learned of a 

volunteer program of the US Forest Service called 

Passport in Time. I decided it was time to revisit the 

idea.  I saw one upcoming project in Arizona that in-

trigued me.  It was surveying and doing surface de-

tection at the site of an old mining town.  When I de-

scribed the project to my husband, his response was 

ñSo, are you going to apply?ò  I was not prepared for 

that level of support.  Now I had no excuses!  ñWhat?ò 

I responded.  ñI canôt just go off 

for a week on my own and use up 

my vacation time!ò  It would be so 

unpractical.  And yet é part of 

me really wanted to go.  It was 

like having two voices in my head 

arguingépursuit of dreams vs. 

practicality. 

     In the end, my dream-

pursuing half won out.  I signed 

up and waited to hear if I was in.  

A couple of weeks later, I got a 

call from the Forest Service.  I 

was indeed on the team!  In the 

following weeks, my excitement 

morphed into intense nervous-

ness.  How would I really cope 

with driving ten hours to Arizona 

by myself and volunteering to do 

something at which I was a com-

plete newbie!   

     After one mishap on an Ari-

zona highway in which the under-

side of my car encountered a 

blown out tire fragment, the rest 

of my trip was uneventful.  I made it into town, 

checked into my motel, and the next day reported for 

duty at the ranger station in the Tonto National For-

est.  My fears were immediately relieved when I met 

the rest of the crew ï all retirees and multiple Pass-

port in Time volunteers, and Steve, the archaeologist.  

To my relief, I blended in perfectly with my jeans, 

backpack and metal detector.  Each day we met up at 

(Continued on page 7) 
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Pegasus 

 

ŢLƀ ŹŴƅ ƇƂƂ ſŴƍƌ ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸƅŴƃƌ ƇƂŷŴƌ. 

For clutching the reins of my imagination 

to hold its head pointing to the ground 

and break its spirit. 

 

No.  

ŢƁƆƇŸŴŷ, Ţ ƇŻżƁž ŢLſſ ſŸƇ ƇŻŸ ƆƇŸŸŷ ƅƈƁ ŹƅŸŸ. 

And jump up on its back. 

And let it try to buck me off, 

as it capers to the moon,  

or the sun,  

or the city dump, 

or wherever the scents of clover and sage 

and cool water lure it. 

 

Ũƅ ƀŴƌŵŸ ŢLſſ ſƂſſ żƁ ƇŻŸ ƆŻŴŷŸ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ƃƂƅŶŻ 

and watch it cavort and leap 

until it vaults the rail of the corral 

ŴƁŷ, ŽƂƌŹƈſ, ƆƃŸŸŷƆ ƇƂ ƃſŴŶŸƆ Ţ ŶŴƁLƇ źƂ. 

 

Tonight, it will come home 

ŴƁŷ ƊŻżƆƃŸƅ ƊŻŴƇ żƇLƆ ƆŸŸƁ. 

  

                     Q Ray Malus 

 Pegasus was recently published by an ezine 

called Bright Light Café, along with two other pieces 

by SFV member Ray Malus.   Read Rayõs submissions at this Austra-

lian site:  http://brightlightmultimedia.com/blcafe/

ShowcasedTalent-Writing-L-Z.htm 

By happy coincidence, I have a flash fiction 

story in the same ezine.  Hereõs my place on 

this website:  http://

brightlightmultimedia.com/blcafe/ShrtStories -

AgedButMellow.htm        

a rendezvous point and got to the actual site ï 

the ghost town of McMillenville ï by hiking 

across a highway, under a fence and over 

rocks with our metal detectors and backpacks 

in tow.  Our mission was to find evidence of 

an Apache Indian raid that occurred in the 

early 1880s.  Of particular interest were bul-

lets and bullet casings, as well as any evi-

dence of the daily life of the town.  We used 

metal detectors to pinpoint metal objects close 

to the surface, such as bullet casings, cans 

and hand forged nails.  We quickly learned 

how to tell the difference between modern and 

period nails and cans.  Modern nails are round 

while the 19th century nails were squared, indi-

cating that they were hand forged.  My very 

first day, I found the neck of a bottle.  Later I 

found a portion of a heavy chain, very likely 

from a wagon chain.  And on the very last day 

of detecting, I found a prized bullet casing!  

Each dayôs routine involved rising at 6 am to 

ensure that I had a proper serving of morning 

coffee, to meet up with the gang at about 

8:00.  A full morning of either metal detecting 

or artifact recording followed with just a brown 

bag lunch break.  The dayôs work ended 

around 4 or a bit later, and we all got into the 

routine of meeting up for dinner.   

      By the time I got back to my room each 

night, I was tired and my muscles ached, but I 

was happy as I could be.  On the drive home I 

took myself to breakfast at my favorite restau-

rant, the Cracker Barrel.  I stopped at a rock 

shop in Quartzite where I chatted with a 

charming older gentleman who was so 

pleased with my rock and mineral purchases 

that he gave me a tigers eye necklace and a 

hug!  I learned the fine art of metal detecting, 

how artifacts were recorded and plotted on the 

map, and how to enjoy the fine art of being 

alone and loving it! 

 

(Continued from page 6) 

 

 

http://brightlightmultimedia.com/blcafe/ShowcasedTalent-Writing-L-Z.htm
http://brightlightmultimedia.com/blcafe/ShowcasedTalent-Writing-L-Z.htm
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The Kinship 

By Max Schwartz 

I  n 1990 my wife Clara and I at-

tended an international engineer-

ing conference in Israel.   I thought it 

was purely a professional excursion. I 

never dreamed it was the beginning of 

a much unexpected personal quest. 

 It began on a guided tour through the Old City of Jerusalem. 

ñOverhead you will see a good example of Herodian workman-

ship. ò  Our guide pointed out the underground vault adjacent to 

the Temple Mount. The group moved on, but I motioned Clara to 

pause a moment. 

 ñThis is amazing,ò I said. ñA four-part groin vault.  Itôs a very 

complex structure. Look ï the spring line and haunch had to be 

measured without error. See how the four arches meet in the 

crown? The keystones had to be positioned exactly." 

 ñThis was made more than two thousand years ago,ò Clara 

said. ñHow did they do it?ò 

 ñI donôt know,ò I answered. ñThese vaults and the remains of 

the Temple Mount are marvels of engineering. Even with modern 

computers and technology, it would take real expertise to carve 

and fit these massive stones!ò 

 We hurried to catch up with the group. But my imagination 

had been captivated. Who were these ancient workmen? How did 

they do what they did? 

What motivated them? 

 The rest of the con-

ference sped by. But even 

after we returned to the 

United States, I couldnôt 

shake my fascination with 

the Temple Mount and 

vaults and the men who built them.  On building projects and 

work sites around Los Angeles, I continued to imagine myself in 

those ancient engineerôs shoes, trying to approximate the calcula-

tions of that vault. 

 This became an odd obsession and I decided that the only 

way to get it off my mind was to go back to Jerusalem and do 

some research. 

 Clara eagerly agreed to accompany me, especially when I 

suggested we skip the prepackaged tours and rent our own apart-

ment near the Old City. But Clara was skeptical about my mo-

tives. ñNothing but professional curiosity?ò she asked. ñYour inter-

est is only in the history of architecture ð- not the history of your 

people?ò 

 No, this was 

purely professional 

curiosity, I assured 

myself. 

 Iôd been fasci-

nated by the history 

of architecture and 

engineering ever 

since my teens, when I attended Polytechnic High School in Los 

Angeles. There I met my mentor, Master Architect Claude Augus-

tus Faithfull. He fostered in me a love for the history of his art and 

a respect for its pioneers. Babylonian, Persian, Roman, and Byz-

antine ð even the exotic names were intoxicating. But as for 

Claraôs suggestion that I was drawn to Jerusalem out of some 

yearning to more about ñmyò people, that was simply not so. 

 As I grew up in Los Angeles in the 30s and 40s, it seemed 

to my young mind that many of the people I knew had come from 

other lands. They spoke with pride of the Old Country, whether 

they had been born there or simply heard stories at family gather-

ings and holidays. I didnôt have that. My parents had barely es-

caped from Russia with their lives in the turbulent 20s. I was born 

in America and my father died when I was seven. When my 

mother spoke of their little village in the Ukraine, she never told 

sentimental stories. Instead she spoke of revolution, hunger and 

(Continued on page 9) 
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pogroms against the Jews. When my mother talked about her old 

life it was with anger ï or tears. 

 ñClara,ò I said gently, ñyou know the Ukrainian village our 

families came from was completely destroyed during the war. Any 

relatives left in Eastern Europe were lost in the Holocaust. Now 

that my motherôs dead, the only ópeopleô that I have left are you 

and our children.ò 

 Clara didnôt an-

swer, but I knew she 

saw things differently. In 

many ways she herself 

was the only link with 

the past.  Shortly after 

WWII, my mother saw a familiar face while riding the trolley ï Eva 

Farkas, a childhood friend from Russia. Eva had a daughter, and 

soon I was on the trolley myself, heading for the Farkas home. 

Their daughter was slender and smiling with a full head of reddish

-brown curls. Two and a half years later we were married.  

 Clara took her faith seriously. She made sure we attended 

temple and celebrated holy days, and she kept a kosher kitchen. I 

supported her so that our children would acquire the sense of 

heritage I lacked. 

 Somehow over the years, faith had become an empty for-

mality for me. I transferred my historical interest from family ties 

to architecture. Even as a boy, when my mother spoke to me in 

Yiddish I answered in English. This was America, not Russia, and 

a world of opportunity lay ahead! 

 Those opportunities were interrupted by World War II. Con-

struction in the United States ground to a halt as architects and 

engineers joined the war effort. My high school training got me a 

job as a surveyor on the Pan American Highway from the U.S.-

Mexican border to the Panama Canal. After a year, I joined the 

U.S. Army Corps of Engineers. 

 The army engineers always prepared for the possibility 

theyôll have to build where modern tools and equipment arenôt 

available, so our 20th Century training was in ancient techniques. 

Some of my buddies grumbled, but I loved it! We learned to sur-

vey by using the Southern Cross (the north star isnôt visible from 

many places in Central America), and we were taught to build 

roads and bridges using manpower and rigging of wood poles, 

ropes and pulleys. I felt a kinship with engineers from centuries 

before. 

 As the war ended and the Axis armies retreated across 

Europe, they literally burned their bridges behind them. I was part 

of the military engineers who followed, rebuilding the roads and 

bridges that had been destroyed. Our job was not unlike that of 

the ancient Roman Army. They also had a band of engineers with 

them to rebuild and repair roads and fortifications newly won. I 

liked to imagine those ancient experts beside us as we studied 

the bridges, many of them centuries old, to design modern re-

placements that would fit with the old.  

 It was no wonder, then, that the builders of the Temple in 

Jerusalem had stimulated my professional curiosity. Clara and I 

bought our tickets and began to pack. 

 The Old City was a cacophony of sights sounds and smells 

that stimulated memories of our earlier trip. I was eager to return 

to the architectural sites, but my research had to begin with writ-

ten records. There were many scholarly texts and research pa-

pers to study.  

 In addition, I found I 

had to go back to the most 

valuable text, the Scriptures. 

I was amazed by all the infor-

mation about engineering 

and architecture in them ï 

from the exact size of Noahôs 

ark to the plans for the First 

Temple! 

 As I read and studied background material on the Temple 

itself, I made some surprising discoveries. For one thing, I found 

there were often great similarities in the temples of ancient socie-

ties. When one nation conquered another, it attempted to impose 

(Continued from page 8) 
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its gods on the defeated nation. Most nations worshiped numer-

ous gods, associating them with various elements of creation ð 

the sky, the earth or the crops. 

 Israel, with its devotion to one true God, was a notable ex-

ception. What did God look like? Not a bull or a fish, as other re-

ligions suggested. Yahweh was not a king god or a sea god, but a 

God of all being. He made humans in His image, but they 

were not to make images of Him (Exodus 20:4, 5). 

 The God of Israelites simply could not be cooped up in 

a building. As the Israelites wandered in the desert, their 

God was with them. Wherever they set up the tabernacle 

tent, that became Godôs holy place.  

 When the Jews finally settled in the land God 

promised them, they wanted a single temple, centri-

cally located, where all Israel could worship together. 

King David found the site, Jerusalem. His son, 

Solomon, reigning over the economic and military 

glory years of Israel, built the beautiful Temple on 

Mount Moriah, where tradition held that Abra-

ham nearly sacrificed Isaac. Solomonôs Tem-

ple was built in seven years (967 to 960 B.C.) 

and stood for nearly four centuries until the 

Babylonian king Nebuchadnezzar destroyed it 

in 587 B.C. 

 Centuries later, King Herod (37 B.C. to 4 A.D.), hated by the 

Jews for buddying up to the conquering Romans, tried to prove 

his devotion to his people by rebuilding the Temple. This Temple 

was much larger and more ornate than Solomonôs. The faithful 

came here not only to worship and sacrifice, but also to discuss 

the Scriptures with learned teachers and rabbis.  

 As I now paced the stones of the Temple Mount, I felt be-

side me the presence of engineers who had brought the lime-

stone blocks from a nearby quarry, hauled on rollers and hoisted 

by giant wooden cranes. As we walked together, I developed a 

great kinship with these Master Builders. I knew they were not 

using their skills for the glory of Herod, but for the glory of God.  

Their study and devotion was the measure of their faith. Though 

most of the blocks measured 3 feet by 16 feet, some blocks were 

35 feet long. One of Hebrews remarked on the awesome beauty 

of the Temple, ñLook, Rabbi! What massive stones! What magnifi-

cent buildings!ò  

 As I touched those stones, I realized that for a place of wor-

ship to have a pull that lasted for centuries ï from the time of King 

David to this very day ï the God it was 

designed to worship was  different. 

The prayers below me at the West-

ern Wall mingled Hebrew, English, 

Russian, French, Hungarian ï 

and I realized that ñmy peopleò 

were not the people of Los An-

geles, or the people of the 

Schwartz family. ñMy peopleò 

were the people of God, 

with a spiritual heritage 

that did not come from 

one country or another. 

The heritage came from 

the God who cannot be con-

tained in a building, who is 

with His people through any 

wilderness.   

 My interest in ancient engineering has increased since then. 

But I know now that Clara was right. It was more than a profes-

sional pilgrimage that took me back to Jerusalem. Iôd thought I 

was in search of ancient Master Builders ï never suspecting Iôd 

discover that their purpose in building so many years ago was to 

invite people to meet the true Master Builder. All these centuries 

later, Iôm living proof that the invitation still stands.   

(Continued from page 9) 

   Maxôs reconstruction:  He studied the writings 

of Josephus before he prepared plans for the 

Second Temple Mount and all the buildings, us-

ing dimensions given by Josephus.  He even 

included some of the Roman siege engines such 

as Battering Ram and Siege Tower.  

Great buildings that move the spirit have always 
been rare. In every case they are unique, poetic, 
products of the heart.  
Arthur Erickson  










