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+ Preface «

{ Rose and Milton } 1n 1976, the Orensal Economsst, an economic journal
published 1n Japan, asked Rose to write a series of articles about her life with
Milton Friedman. She wrote twelve articles, which covered our life through
the Nobel award 1n 1976 and were published in issues dated from May 1976
to August 1977. The Oriental Economsst subsequently asked Rose for permis-
sion to bring the arucles together as a book to be published in Japanese and
English. She agreed to their publication 1n Japanese but refused to let them
be published in English because we already bad in mind a more complere
version that would be written by the two of us. This memor 1s that more
complete version.

Despite the urging of friends, we kept postponing wriung our memours.
Other acuvities seemed more urgent.

After we became octogenarians, we finally settled down to complete the
work that Rose had started, only to have medical problems force an interrup-
tion of nearly two years. All in all, it has taken us far longer to complete these
memoirs than we ever contemplated.

An element of conceit inevitably enters into the deciston to write one’s
memoirs. We can plead only that we have experienced and participated 1n
many of the major events and developments that have shaped our country’s
and the world’s history for more than half a century—from the Great Depres-
sion to the fall of the Berlin wall.

We have tried to avord writing an academic survey of history or, alterna-
tively, an exposition of the results of our scientific research, or a presentation
of our philosophical views. We have done that in other books and many aru-
cles. We have aimed rather to present a personal record of our lives and exper-
ences.

X
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colleagues 1n Free to Choose, read the relevant chaprers and provided us with
much original material from therr files. Gale Johnson and Bruce Caldwell read
a late draft of the manuscnipt and made helpful suggesuons. We appreciate
the help we have reccived from the Unuversity of Chucago Press, some anony-
mously, some from Penelope Kasserlian, Julee Tanner, Sara Leopold, Perry
Cartwright, and especially from Bruce Young, retired managing editor of the
Press, who edited the final manuscript.

{ Milton} My vocation has been professional economics. Except for one
book (The Theory of the Consumption Functzon), Rose played a secondary role
in that part of my work, reading and cnuquing everything that I wrote but
not being a major participant.

My avocation has been public policy, and in that area Rose has been an
equal partner, even with those publications, such as my Newsweek columns,
that have been published under my name.

Milton Friedman
Rose D. Friedman
July 1, 1997

> Chapter One <

HOW WE MET

Monday, October 3, 1932, Professor Jacob Viner was presiding over the first
session of hus famous economic theory course, Economics 301, in room 107
of the Social Science Building at the Unuversity of Chicago.

To help him 1denufy his students, Professor Viner arranged them alpha-
betically This seated Rose Director, a recent graduate of the University of
Chicago who had transferred there after two years at Reed College 1n Portland,
Oregon, next to Milton Friedman, a recent graduate of Rutgers University
who came from Rahway, New Jersey. Rose had never been east of Chicago;
Multon had never before been west of the Delaware Ruver.

Imtial contact of two naive youths blossomed 1nto friendship, then ro-
mance, followed by marriage six years later on June 25, 1938.

Why did it take so long? Primanly because of our economic insecurity.
Times were tough and jobs in our chosen profession of college teaching were
scarce—especially for Jews. We had only ourselves to depend on. Our parents
could not help us with expenses at school let alone subsidize us after marnage.
In addition, we regarded marnage as “till death us do part.” As a result we
did not want to take that step untl we had a reasonable prospect of being
able to support ourselves and a famuly.

This book 1s the story of our lives. It is now (1997), as we finish telling
the story, sixty-five years since we met and fifty-nine years since we were mar-
ried. We have had our ups and downs—the downs early, the ups later, but
our love and confidence in each other was strengthened and deepened by the
downs as well as by the ups. Our life has surpassed our wildest expectations:
two wonderful chiddren, four grandchildren, rewarding professional careers,
and a loving partnership Who could ask for more?
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EARLY YEARS—ROSE

I 'was born in Charterisk,* a small village in a part of Eastern Europe that was
Russia before World War I, Poland between the two wars, the Soviet Union
after World War II, and part of Ukraine since the collapse of the Soviet
Union. I was two years old when I left Charterisk with my mother and siblings
1o join my father in Pordand, Oregon. What litde I know about life in
Charterisk comes entirely from the reminiscences of my mother and older
siblings. T did not get interested in family history undil it was too late to ask
questions.

Both Jews and Christians, whom the Jews always referred to as “Russians,”
lived in Charterisk, but there seems to have been no social contact between
the two groups. Interaction was limited stricdy to commercial transactions.
Farmers in surrounding areas came to local markets to buy provisions and sell
their wares. My aunt had a bar where the Russians congregated after the mar-
kets closed. My father worked in his father’s mill, to which Russians brought
wheat and other grains to be ground. I don’t recall hearing any stories about
pogroms such as are reported for other communities. Nevertheless, my parents
and siblings made it clear that the Jews lived in fear of their Russian neighbors.

My mother was two years old when her mother died in childbirth. The
baby, my mother’s only brother, survived. Left with an infant and three young
daughters, my grandfather lost no time in finding another wife—who came
with two young daughters. My mother’s stories about growing up were far
from the conventional ones involving a cruel stepmother. On the contrary,

* My spelling of the name is based on its pronunciaton by my parents. Maps we have
consulted have a variety of spellings.
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they frequently concerned cruelties that one of my mother’s sisters, resenting
a2 new mother, heaped either on the stepmother or on the stepsisters. After
we left Charterisk, my mother kept in contact with her steprother and sent
her small sums of money whenever she could—evidence of the good relation-
ship between the two parts of the family. And when the infant son grew up,
he married one of his stepsisters. They had a large and apparendly thriving
family—affluent enough to send one daughter to France to study, as I learned
when we visited Israel and for the first time met Malke, who had studied in
France and was teaching chemistry at Haifa University. We also met her two
daughters and her two sisters and their families. To the best of my knowledge,
they and an aunt and her family who emigrated to the United States before
we did are the only maternal relatives who,survived. The others all died in
the Holocaust. We have never learned where or how.

Before she married my father, my mother lived not in Charterisk but in
a neighboring village. However, an older sister lived in Charterisk and must
have known my father’s family. I assume that was how the marriage was ar-
ranged. As an only son, my father was exempt from being drafted into the
Russian army, a real advantage for a potential husband. I do not know when
his mother died, only that she had died before he married my mother.

Life in Charterisk

My parents never had a home of their own until they came to the United
States. They moved into my grandfather’s home when they were married and
lived there with their children until we left Charterisk. My father’s two unmar-
ried sisters also lived with my grandfather, whether as part of one household
or a separate household in the same house, I am not sure. I conjecture that
there were two households with some overlapping quarters. It is clear that my
mother’s life was not an easy one. One unmarried sister-in-law caused prob-
lems for my mother because she thought that my grandfather was partial to
my mother. One tale concerned bread baking. Apparently both households
used the same hearth. It took several hours to heat the oven before it was hot
enough to bake bread. The jealous sister-in-law would get up very early in
the morning to bake her bread so the oven would be cold before my mother
was ready to do her baking, Such interpersonal problems simply added to the
hardships associated with living in a small village in Eastern Europe in the late
nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. Running water, electricity, indoor
plumbing, washing machines, and the myriad kitchen conveniences that we
take for granted were totally absent. When Milton and I took a bus trip from
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Warsaw to Moscow (see chap. 20), I was remuinded of my mother’s stories
about her early life. In the villages we passed, women were sull domng their
laundry at the village pump, and at mghr all was dark except for a single light
in the village Communist party headquarters—the only thing that had been
added.

Medical practuce was prmitve and superstition nife. For example, my
mother had a long and very difficult labor with her first child. One remedy
recommended to ease childbirth was to stretch a string from her bed to the
synagogue, presumably to enlist the aid of the Deity. Another was to cut off
the hair of all unmarried females 1n the household. I have never understood
how this was supposed to help. Another story concerned my sister when she
had what I assume was diphtheria at the age of two or three. My mother and
sister were moved to the edge of a cemetery, which served as a place of quaran-
tine, until the crisis was over. There were of course no anubiocucs. But there
were leeches. The doctor, after applying the leeches, said that if they fell off
after a certain number of hours, my sister would live. If they did not, she
would die. She lived, bur I have no recollection of hearing whether or not
the leeches fell off. (As an aside, there were sull no antibiotics when 1 had
pneumonia 1n the United States some fifteen years later, but medical pracuce
had at least moved beyond leeches.) I bear a more lasung memento of medical
inadequacy—a shorr index finger. Not long before we left Charrerisk for good,
my mother was standing on a stool hanging clothes to dry and I was crawling
underfoot. As she got down she stepped on my finger. I have never learned
whether a doctor was consulted. I only know that my finger was still bandaged
when we left Chartenisk and started our voyage to America.

I was born, according to famuly tradiion and my own deduction, during
the last week of December 1911, the youngest of a family of five. A sixth
chuld had died as an infant long before I was bom. Of my four siblings, two
were boys and two gurls. Lewis was closest to me tn age and Aaron, next to
the oldest. My sister Anne was the oldest and Becky came between Aaron and
Lewis. The interval between siblings was roughly three years. Since there was
never any discussion of sex in our family, I never learned how this more or
less regular pattern of childbearing was maintained. There were, of course,
none of the modern buirth control devices.

Jewish children 1n Charrenisk did not go to the same schools as Russian
children, and only boys went to school at all. I know nothing about the schools
the Russian children attended. My brother Aaron was the only one in our
family who went to school. He artended classes with a few other youngsters
in the home of the local learned man. 1 believe my parents paid the teacher
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in kind for the classes. All that the boys studied was the Talmud and commen-
taries on it.

Coming to the United States

My father made two trips to the Unuted States, the first before I was born. 1
know lirtle about why my father decided to go to “America,” as his contempo-
rartes would have referred to this country. His two sisters and therr fapnilies
had already made their way to the United States—one to Portland, Oregon,
the other to Detroit, Michigan. Many of my father’s cousins had also settled
in Portand. In addition, my mother’s sister,after first emigraung to London,
had moved to Portland. I have often wondered why these relatives went to
Portland rather than staying in New York as so many others did. [ recently
heard one possible explanation. An American manufacturer of furniture came
to Poland looking for cabinetmakers whom he could bring to the West Coast
to work in hus furniture factory. Someone took up his offer, and relatives—not
themselves cabinetmakers—followed in due course. The hypothesis sounds
plausible, but there 1s no way to prove it now, since none of the onginal
immigrants is still alive.

I am sure that my father heard from his relatives as well as from other
emigrants about the wonderful country across the ocean. He was always very
venturesome, so it 1s not hard for me to imagine him 1ching for new adven-
ture. I can well imagine that my mother, for whom 1t meant being left behind
with four young children and an elderly father-in-law, may not have been as
enthusiastic. That would not have deterred my father. He would probably
have tried to persuade her with glowing stores, but failing, he would stub-
bornly have done what he wanted to do. This was more or less the pattern
I remember throughout my childhood.

I don’t know how long my father stayed in the Unired States before re-
turnung to Charterisk, nor do I know anything about his life in the new coun-
try during this period. I know only that he returned at my grandfather’s insis-
tence. Nerther do 1 know how long my father stayed in Chartenisk before
returning to the United States. I know only that he did not leave unuil after his
father died and that he left rather precipitously and sooner than he intended. I
suspect that he was going to stay until I was born but left prematurely as a
result of a terrible accident 1n the mull that he had inherited from his father.
It was my father, I believe, who improved the mill by converting 1t to steam.
A young Russian who had brought his grain to be milled got his coat caught
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in the machinery and was dragged 1nto the wheels of the mull and killed. My
father feared for his life because of the anger 1n the Russian community. After
hiding out for a few days, he departed a second ume for the United States.
I have never heard more than this about the episode. In particular, I have
never heard anything about the reacuon of the Russian community to the
famuly that was left behind.

Fortunately, my father earned enough money to send for us shortly before
the start of World War 1. Had we not been able to leave then, we would
probably never have been able to come or, at best, not unul many years later.
I realized what we were spared when 2 cousin who was not so fortunate rold
about her experiences during and after the war. Her husband made Ius first
trip to the U.S. with us but left his wife and two children behind, one of
whom died during the war. My cousin’s stories were confirmed by a book on
Poland written in 1938. It vividly describes what occurred 1n the “eastern
provinces of Poland” where Charterisk was located:

In order to delay the pursuit of the retreating Russian armies by the
Germans in 1915, the Cossacks destroyed everything: railway stauons,
churches, houses, bridges; . . they burned all crops and removed
three million of the local population together with their livestock and
implements to the interior of Russia. . . . [Further] misfortune af-
flicted these districts in 1921, when the three mullion Poles, White
Ruthentans and Jews, driven six years earlier by the Cossacks from
their homes, returned to their native land, feeing from the hunger
and famine that was raging in the interior of Russia. Those refugees
found at home only abandoned trenches, a sea of barbed wire, rem-
nants of conflagration, skeletons of buildings, empey shells and barren
land covered with weeds. The only nourishment these people could
find was that which they could dig out from the soil, unculuvared
for the last seven years: mushrooms, roots, bark. Their only shelter
was in abandoned dugouts. An epidemic of typhoid fever set in and
raged throughout the whole winter.!

Voyage to America

My mother’s only brother lived in Kovel, a short distance from Charterisk.
When the time came for our departure, he came with his horse and buggy
to take us to the train station and bid us farewell—as it tuned out, never to
see us agamn. We then went by train to the port of Libau or Libava, about
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five hundred miles from Charterisk, where we embarked for London. How
long we stayed in port before embarking I do not know My mother’s story
was that we were delayed because my injured index finger was sull bandaged.
Tales were rife at the time about the difficulties encountered by the flood of
immigrants entering at Ellis Island, so I assume that the officers at the port
of embarkation tried to keep people from starung if there was likely to be a
problem. But that’s only a guess.

Our voyage to the U.S. was 1n two parts, from Libau to London and then
from London to Portland, Maine. I have always wondered why we entered
the country at Portland, Maine, rather than Ellis Island, which seemed to be
the most popular port of entry. My brother Aaron’s hunch is that the reason
was my damaged finger, plus the tales about the difficulues ar Ellis Island.

My mother’s story of the voyage was one of great discomfort: everyone
seasick and the ship smelling of vomit for the whole voyage. She had so many
questions and no one to answer them. The other passengers knew no more
than she did, and those who could have given her answers, that is, the crew,
did not speak Yiddish.

My brother Aaron’s version, which he related to me only recently, was
altogether different. Unlike my mother, who was responsible for a brood of
five children of whom the oldest was sixteen, Aaron was young and carefree,
twelve years old, eager to learn the new language and excited about the whole
adventure. Even after these many years his recollection of the voyage from
Libau to London and on to Portland, Maine, 1s very clear. The voyage from
Libau to London was not long—perhaps one or two days and nights. There
were no berths. Everyone huddled in one large room. Passengers brought their
own food on board. Aaron spent most of his ume on deck among the sailors
listening to their conversation, eager to pick up a few words of English. He
had no recollection of being miserable or seasick. For him, 1t was an exciting
adventure.

We had relatives in London, so that made a convenient resting place be-
tween the two parts of the voyage.

An incident on our trip from Portland, Maine, to Portland, Oregon, as
told by my mother, indicates the insulanty of the early immugrants. A black
man who was on the train with us was apparently very attentive to me, a two
year-old, and my mother was petrified. She had never seen a black person but
she did know about gypsies. Stories about their kidnapping young children
were legion. I have no idea whether my mother actually knew of any chuldren
being kidnapped. Nevertheless, she was sure that the strange man would kid-
nap me. The trials of the trip were increased.

When I recall my mother’s stories about her life 1n Chartenisk and espe-
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cially the break with that life that was involved in coming to a strange land,
I am full of admiration for the immigrants of those days. The voyage itself
was difficult enough, and when they arrived at their desunation, they were
on their own. Some had relatives 1 the new land, but these had come only
recently and had little to share with the newer arnivals. Some private chariues
did exist in larger cities like New York. However, I do not recall my mother
ever speaking of help for arriving immigrants in Portland, Oregon. They were
accustomed to depending on their own efforts and not on government or
private charity. Of the many immugrants of that era whom I met in later years,
I never heard one complain about the lack of help or express regrets about
coming, They never expected help and did not ger any. Yet, to the best of
my knowledge, few fell by the wayside.

My father presumably had arranged housing for us, but men in those
days knew little about housekeeping and cared less. I shudder at the thought
of what advance arrangements my father would have made. As an aside, my
father never got so much as a cup of tea for himself, much less removed the
cup when he had finished. That was the partern, at least in our family, and
I expect 1n most families at that rime.

Life in Portland

Life in Portland was certainly a big step up from Charterisk. We had running
water, even hot water, which I believe was heated by a wood stove in the
kitchen. We lived successively in three houses—each a step up the ladder—
all in the same neighborhood. I have no recollection of the first house. The
third house was the first one we owned. It was the home from which I left
Portland and which my parents occupied for the rest of their lives. We had
no electricity but we did have gas lighting. Central heat did not come unul
my father found a secondhand furnace that he installed himself and was always
fixing. My father was a wonderful fixer, whether it was a furnace or a washing
machine or some other piece of equipment. I do not remember ever seeing
a repaurman of any kind around our house when I was growing up. My father
always did whatever repairs needed doing. With the proper education, he
would have made an excellent engineer. Until my father installed central heat,
the only heat was from a kitchen stove and a potbellied stove in the dining
room. We never thought that gerting dressed in the morning around the
kitchen stove was a hardship. We had no telephone until my sister Becky,
who went to a commercial high school so she could go to wotk, finally had
one put in so her boyfriends could call her.

+ Early Years—Rose ¢«

I grew up in a stnctly Orthodox Jewish home, My father went to the
synagogue on Saturdays whenever he was at home. My mother ran a 100
percent kosher kicchen. Dinnerware and tablecloths for meat meals and dary
meals were kept separate and never did the two foods mix. My father was
more fanatic about religion than my mother. I always had the impression
that habut rather than conviction ruled my mother and that when she broke
the rules 1t was without any sense of gudt. For example, when I was anemic
as a child, my mother did not hesitate to fix my meat without the soaking
demanded by kosher rules. She felt, I believe correctly, that soaking took
all the food value out of the meat. She kept separate cooking utensils and
dishes for me, however, 5o as not to contaminate the rest of the kitchen. Many
years later, when I visited my parents with my children, my mother never
hesitated to serve the children milk with their mear. By that time, she
had become sufficiently emancipated as not even to use special dishes for
them.

Superstiions did not disappear when we moved to the New World. I
remember one 1n particular related to Yom Kippur, the Jewish Day of Atone-
ment. As a child, I always dreaded that holiday. It was a day of fasung. My
parents spent the day in the synagogue praying for forgiveness for any sins
commutted in the year past and for health and good fortune in the year ahead.
There was much crying during the prayers. My mother always came home at
sundown with a dreadful headache and went to bed as soon as she fed us.
Bur the worst aspect of the holiday was associated with the custom of burning
candles on Yom Kippur from sundown to sundown. The superstution was
thac if any candle went out during those twenty-four hours someone in the
family would die durning the year. I sull recall the anxiety that followed a
candle’s blowing out one year. Even though no one died during that year,
the superstition nonetheless persisted.

My Schooling

When T was about five I went to kindergarten, not n the public school but
in what was known as the neighborhood house. I believe that it was not a
government-funded 1nstitution but rather one financed and run privately.
Miss Lowenberg, a descendant of earlier German immugrants, ran the institu-
tion. Her sister was the librarian in the local library. The neighborhood house
was a place where people 1n the netghborhood, primanly immugrants, met for
all kinds of activities. There were probably English classes in the evening for

adults. T remember going to kindergarten there as well as to dancing classes
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and other actvities. Long before I started grammar school, I spoke English
like 2 natwve though I have always remained fluent in Yiddish as well.

Like my siblings, I attended Failing School, a public school that was a
short walk from our home. As I remember it, the children all went home for
lunch since they lived in the neighborhood. Although Jews were the dominant
group 1n the neighborhood, there were other nationalities, and unlike Char-
terisk there was no social separation. We were all immugrants in a new land.
One neighbor across the street was Italian and our two famihies became good
friends.

School was very congental. The teachers were always helpful and the armo-
sphere was friendly. I remember especially the year (I believe I was in the
fourth grade) that I had pneumonia and was out of school for much of the
term. This did not keep me from passing, however, probably because the
teacher helped me make up the work. That winter is very vivid in my memory.
I am not sure whether it was because of the stories I heard after I recovered
about my behavior when I was delinous, or because that was the winter of a big
snow storm, which was very unusual for Portland. Whatever the explanation, I
can still see myself sitting at the dining room window watching the other
children sledding down the hill.

I don’t remember anything special about any of the teachers except the
principal and her sister, who taught the eighth grade. Those two one could
never forget. [n my memory, they seem to be the tallest women I have ever
seen. They always stood perfectly straight and had a stately appearance. Neir-
ther smiled much and yet I remember them as friendly. Classes were relatively
small. As far as I remember, my mother never artended a parent-teachers meet-
ing but she always took a keen interest in our progress at school. The periodic
report cards told her how we were doing,

I attended Hebrew school for a year or so. The other pupils were all boys
and I have never understood why I was sent. Hebrew was only just emerging
1n Palestine as a living language. The Hebrew school that I went to taught
us only the Hebrew alphabet and how to pronounce words written in Hebrew.
The aim was to enable us to “read,” i.¢., pronounce, the prayers in the Hebrew
prayer books. That part of my education lasted a short ume. However, I did
go to Sunday school until I was thirteen. I sull have the Bible I was given
when I graduated. I have a vague memory of getting a medal; I'm not sure
whether it was for good attendance or achievement.

My closest girl friend as a child was a black girl who lived either next
door or a few houses away from the second house we lived in. I mention this
only because to the best of my recollection there was no problem of race
relations at that time in Portland. I have no recollection of feeling that some-

10
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how she was different from my Jewish gl friends I recalled this early un-
awareness of race many years later when I was married and living 1n Chicago.
My five year-old daughter was entertaining a black classmate while the gul’s
mother was visiting with me. The two children were playing upstairs and after
a while appeared in the living rcom, having exchanged clothes. They an-
nounced 1n unison that they had exchanged everything except therr skin, and
they couldn’t do that. They were quite indifferent to the color of each other’s
skin. Therr attitude was n sharp contrast to that of a black maid whom I left
on one occasion with my three-year-old son. David asked quesuons about
anything and everything, and the maid was indignant when I got home. She
told me that he had asked her why her skin was black and his was white. She
felt that the question was insulting and that.] was at fault for not instructing
him about the difference between white people and black people—and pre-
sumably telling him never to mention the difference!

After graduatng from Failing School, I went on to Lincoln High School,
which was also within walking distance but not close enough to come home
for lunch, so we carried bag lunches 1n plain paper sacks, not the fancy contain-
ers that youngsters carry today. Nor, to the best of my recollection, was there
a cafereria.

I studied the usual subjects: Laun, math, civics, history, and Enghsh. I
did no dating except for a graduation party. I can, I believe, vouch for the
total absence of any pregnant guls. Though [ was immature, and some gurls
were more advanced socially, I think I would have known if any gul had
dropped out because she was pregnant. The classes were not large and I knew
most of the students. I remember no problem of stealing, much less other
crime. We walked around the neighborhood at any ume of day without fear.

I took prano lessons from a very early age. I occasionally even dreamed
of life as a concert pranist. My greatest disappointment in high school had
nothing to do with report cards, because I was always a good student: 1t was
not getting the lead for the class play. In the compeution I lasted up to the
final round and then lost out. It was a terrible blow.

My brother Lewis, who was about six when we came to Portland, also
went to Faling School and had much the same primary school experience

that I had. Since he was not scholastically inclined, he went on to a technical
high school.

Schooling for Immigrant Children

My three older siblings, however, had a very different school experience. With
only a poor command of English, they started their primary education in what

11
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was called an ungraded class. Each youngster progressed at his or her own
speed and their progress determined how long it would take them to graduate.
That has always seemed to me an effectuve arrangement for older youngsters.
My oldest sister Anne, who was sixteen when we arnived, stayed in school
only long enough to learn to speak and write some English and then went
to work. My brother Aaron, who was twelve when we arrived, finsshed his
primary education by the time he was fifteen and went on to Lincoln High
School, a four-year high school from which he graduated in three years. My
sister Becky, who was about nine when we arrived, started in the ungraded
class but moved to the regular class when she learned English and reached
the required level. When she graduated, she went on w0 a commercial hugh
because she was eager to go to work.

After graduating from high school at age eighteen, Aaron went to Yale
University. How could a youngster from an immugrant family get to a univer-
sity at the oppostte end of the country? Whar did he know about Yale or any
other university? The answer 1s very little. He was lucky. As it happened, the
principal of Lincoln High School was a Yale alumnus. Recognizing a bright
youngster whose parents could certainly not afford to send hum to college, he
advised Aaron to apply to Yale and recommended him for a tuition scholar-
ship. Until the G.I. bill came in after World War I, there was very litde
financial help other than tuition—and even twition scholarships were few and
far between. Two other immigrant youngsters who were friends attending
Lincoln High also received tuition scholarships and the three went off to Yale
University. The tution scholarships were the only financial help that they
received from the university I do not know about the other two boys but
Aaron was entirely on his own aside from an occasional five- or ten-dollar bill
that my mother scraped up to send him by taking in boarders. He earned his
living expenses at a variety of jobs. He spoke very little about the jobs he had
but I know one was teaching in a Hebrew Sunday school on weekends. He
graduated from Yale in three years.

My father, always very ambitious and hard-working, had moved up the
economic ladder from peddling to owning a small general store in Portland.
After a few years, when he saw other small-business entrepreneurs opening
stores in rural areas and doing well, he decided that he too could move up
the economuc ladder if he sold his store in the city and opened one in the
country, He chose to open a store in Wilsonville, a small town some mules
from Portland. I don’t believe there was another Jewish family in the town.
My father wanted to have the family move to Wilsonville but he could not
persuade my mother to do so. The idea of living in a totally gennle environ-
ment did not appeal to her. More important, she was sure that the schools
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in Wilsonville would be inferior to the schools in Portland. Though she had
no formal education herself, she was determined that her children should have
as good an educauon as possible. When I hear people today, discussing educa-
uonal vouchers, argue that uneducated parents would not be nterested or
capable of choosing the night schools for their children if they had free choice
of schooling, I recall my mother. Though totally unschooled, she certainly
was interested in seeing her children get the best education possible.

My father, determined to have a store in the country whether the family
moved with him or not, decided to live there by himself behind the store and
come home whenever he could. I remember that my brother Aaron helped,
bur his help must have been very limited since he was going to high school
at the time. I don’t know how long my father had the store but I remember
there were problems. As the only Jew, and an immigrant as well, my father
encountered a fair measure of anti-Semitism, unlike our experience in Port-
land. About the time that Aaron graduated from high school and was making
plans to leave for Yale, the store burned down in very suspicious circumstances.
My father was asleep in the back of the store and was fortunate to get out
with his hife.

My father felt that this was not the ume for Aaron to go off to college.
His help was needed to put together the information about the fire for insur-
ance and to make other arrangements to recover from the fire. My father
argued that Aaron could postpone his departure and enter college the follow-
ing year. My mother feared, probably correctly, that things would drag on
and that Aaron would miss his opportunity to get a good education. She was
determined that he leave, whatever the circumstances.

The only money resource that my mother had was a Life insurance policy
that she had taken out on Aaron. I have always been amused about the insur-
ance policy story. It seems that Metropolitan Insurance Company sold the
immugrants one-hundred-dollar life insurance polictes for their young children
for something like twenty-five cents a month. Why any of these parents would
be interested 1n life insurance polictes on their children, I have never under-
stood. Either they did not understand what a life policy meant or 1t was sold
to them as a savings plan because the children could cash them at a later date.
This was what Aaron did and used the proceeds to get to New Haven. I too
had such a policy that I cashed some years later when I realized how foolish
a thing 1t was. I believe I used the cash to buy a dress—far less significant
use of it than Aaron’s.

Of the two boys who went to Yale with Aaron, one, Marcus Rothkowitz,
became a well-known arust, changing his name to Mark Rothko. The other
became a physician. ’
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Aaron spent the year after he graduated from Yale hitcchhiking, first around
this country and then Europe. Except for a few incidents, he never spoke
much about his experiences. He was interested in the labor movement, and
I know he spent some time working in coal munes. At that period of hus Iife,
he was a socialist—an example of the old adage, “If one 1s not a socialist
before age thirty, one has no heart; if one remains a socialist after thirty, one
has no head.” In Europe, he met his history teacher from Lincoln High, Mr.
Schwartztrauber, who told him that the Labor Temple in Portland was looking
for a director and suggested that Aaron mught be interested in the job. Aaron
returned to Pordand and became director of the Labor Temple.

There was always a special relationship between Aaron and me. He was
semi-sibling and semi-parent. As a twelve-year-old he carried me to the boat
when we left Russia. He took me to school when I started at Failing Grammar
School. When I graduated from grammar school, though he needed the litde
money he had, he gave me a beaunfully bound copy of Edgar Allen Poe’s
poems with the inscription “Congratulations: May thus be the first of many
graduations.” And he made it possible for me to have many graduations. In
another way, he was my mentor. I earned a lictle money as a teenager by
playing the piano for gym classes at the neighborhood house. After a couple
of years of enjoying the munificent income of, I believe, five dollars a2 month,
a new gym teacher arnived with her own pianist and I was out of a job. I was
heartbroken. In addition to losing the income, in the current vernacular, my
self-image was devastated. Aaron, who was working at the Labor Temple,
came up with an interesting proposal. He would pay me the same sum I had
been gerting if I would spend a certain number of hours each week n hes
office teaching myself to type. This not only restored my self-image and my
income but also resulted in my learning to type, which stood me in good
stead all through college. It was also a learning expenence of a different kind
that I do not pretend to have appreciated at the time. He did not sumply give
me the money because I lost my job. I had to do something in return, even
if 1t was something for my own good.

By the end of my third year of high school I needed only two more courses
to graduate. Aaron was planning to leave his job at the Labor Temple that
fall to enter the University of Chicago for graduate study. He had a teaching
fellowship as well. He proposed that I take the two courses I needed to gradu-
ate during the summer and go to Chicago with him and enter the University
of Chicago. I do not know how he thought we would live on his fellow-
ship income, which was $2,000 or less, but he scemed to think that
somehow we would manage. However, my mother vetoed that proposal. I
was the youngest child and whether for that reason or because I had little 1n
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common with ether of my sisters, [ was very close to my mother when growing
up.

Above all, my mother felt that sixteen was much too young for her baby
to go two thousand mules to some place that she knew nothing about. Aaron
had no arguments that could convince her. So I did not go to summer school
and Aaron left for Chicago without me. Instead, I graduated from Lincoln
High at midyear, January 1928, and so had nine months to spend before I
could enter college. This gave me nine months 1n which to work and earn a
little money. I was lucky because a new store—a Kresge five-and-ten—had
just opened and was hiring staff. T worked at the toy counter, which suited
me just fine—I enjoyed demonstrating the toys at least as much as my licde
customers enjoyed playing with them. I remember particularly my pleasure
in demonstrating the little un horn into which one hummed and made music.
Except for working a few Saturdays at a department store while going to high
school, this was my first real job and I was very proud of being able to earn
thirteen dollars a week. As I remember, after a very short period, [ was pro-
moted to manager of the toy department, which consisted of two counters.
[ believe I then got a raise 1n pay of seventy-five cents a week.

That fall I entered Reed College and remained for two years. Reed was
a small private school (about five-hundred students) with an excellent faculty,
which maintained a close relationship with students. Many faculty members
had an open house or tea for students regularly. The atmosphere was very
academic. The school was run on the honor principle. Exams were not moni-
tored and grades were not given to students, though they were kepr in the
office for students to use in applying to other schools for transfer or graduate
study. There were some dormuitories but, like most students, I lived at home
and commuted to school, and hence took advantage of few extracurricular
acuvities other than occasional faculty teas. The courses were more advanced
and exciting than my high school classes and I met students from more varied
backgrounds. Other than that, hfe did not differ much from my high school
years.

In addition to economucs, I took courses 1n history, literature, contempo-
rary soctety, mathematics, and biology. A course 1n ancient hustory led to
heated arguments with my father about the Old Testament, My father was
sure that the Old Testament was literal truth. He also beheved similar stories
that he read 1n other Hebrew books. I, of course, insisted that they were all
fables. My father had not met such nsubordination up to this time.

The biology course convinced me, if I ever thought otherwise, that medi-
cine was not my dish. It involved a considerable amount of lab work, primanly
dissecuion. We started, as I remember, with a frog and ended with a cat. While
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I was not at all squeamush abour dissecting the frog, cutting up a cat and
having to look at those lifeless eyes was almost more than [ could bear. I am
sure that if I hadn’t felt that it was a sign of failure, I would have dropped
the course. In any case I dissected the cat with a lirtle help and skipped lunch
many a day.

The summer between my freshman and sophomore years at Reed, I had
strange physical symptoms that resulted in a week’s stay 1n the hospital for
observation and then an exploratory operation. Only a very inflamed appendix
was found and it was removed. To the best of my memory, no one then had
health insurance. We did not have routine medical checkups, but there was
also never a question of not seeing a doctor because we were too poor. Doctors
had a sliding scale for charges. I remember very well that my mother paid
doctor bills in installments—sometimes over months. I don’t remember her
getting monthly bills. I believe she was told how much the charge was, either
before or after the visit. If she felt the charge was more than she could afford
she met with the doctor, not with a bookkeeper, and the charge was generaily
adjusted and the uming of the payments discussed. There was a very personal
relationship between doctor and patient as well as patient’s family.

It is hard to exaggerate the change in medical practice over the past sixty
years. Of course, there has been a tremendous advance in the science. There
were no MRIs, no anubiotics, and much, much more. Bur at the same time,
medical practice has become less personal. The primary nterest on a first visit
to 2 doctor or upon entering the hospital seems to be what kind of insurance
one has, not whar ails one.

After my sophomore year at Reed, I transferred to the Unuversity of Chi-
cago. In a sense, I was on my own for the first time in my life. In another
sense, I was still protected and still taken care of. If I had a problem, Aaron
was always there. Although he had a very modest salary, he always insisted 1t
was enough for both of us and never encouraged me to work apart from a
few modest research jobs that I did for Professor Paul Douglas, with whom
Aaron was writing a book at this time. I also did some work for Professor Palyr.
None of these jobs contributed much toward my living expenses. Tuition was
three hundred dollars a year, but we paid only half because Aaron was on the
faculty. I lived in a small dormitory that was across the Midway from the
university and took my meals there. I did much of my studying in the library
or in Aaron’s office. If I stayed until dusk, he always insisted on walking me
across the Midway. His excuse was always that there were many stories about
girls being raped while crossing the Midway. He was skeptical about the stories
but nevertheless always insisted on accompanying me. That gave me a chance
to have many interesting conversations with him. As 1 remember, these were
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mainly not about economics but about much more general, philosophical
questions. Was happiness the primary goal of life and what produced happi-
ness? What was important 1 hife? Aaron, like me, 1s a very private person, so
we didn’t discuss any personal problems. I never told him how very homesick
I often was. Every now and then he asked me whether I needed any money.
My recollection 1s T asked for very little. I had a pretty good 1dea of his income
and, since my room and board and tuition were paid in advance, I needed
little more.

My wardrobe, such as 1t was, was purchased either by my mother in Port-
land duning the summer or by my sister Becky, who was married and living
in San Francisco. She had worked at Montgomery Ward 1n Portand from
the time she left school at about the age of seventeen. She started 1n 2 minor
position but did such a good job that she was given more and more responsibil-
ity. When she married and moved to San Francisco she had no difficulty
getting a comparable position with Ward’s in Oakland. Differing six years in
age and with different interests, Becky and I had lictle in common untl we
were adults. As a teenager she had no interest 1n a higher educanon bur was
eager to go to work so that she could have nice clothes. I was in many respects
the opposite. Clothes were never very important. My interests lay much more
in books and in school. Becky had a great interest in boyfriends—perhaps
because she wanted to get married and leave home. I had very little interest
in boys, When she grew up, Becky regretted her choice, became a voracious
reader, and did a wonderful job of educaung herself As adults we became
close friends. She and I spent many hours together when we were both on
visits to Portland during the summer and when I visited her 1n San Francisco
on my way to or from Chicago. She shared my interests and my problems
and became my closest friend and confidante. There was never any resentment
on her part because I had had greater advantages. On the contrary, with her
own love of nice clothes, she enjoyed getung clothes for me whenever she had
the opportunity.

As at Reed, I did not have an active social Iife during my two years as
an undergraduate at Chicago. I had a few very close gil friends and only
casual men friends. I have no recollection that this troubled me. I never
thought much about finding a husband: I suppose I assumed that in good tume
he would come along—as he did. I was going to college to get an educauon, to
make life more 1nteresting, but even more to prepare me to earn my living.

Strange the things that one remembers or forgets. I have no recollection
of the graduation ceremony in June 1932. I do remember very clearly that
Aaron took me to lunch at the faculty club and how impressed I was that a
number of faculty men came over to congratulate me. Then I left for the
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summer at home, knowing that I would return in the fall to starc graduate
work in economuics.

People today often express surprise that in the early thirties a young
woman went to college, majored 1n economics, and even did graduate study.
Women’s lib as it exists today, of course, was not in the picture in the thirues.
However, I do not believe that young women were discriminated against in
secking admission to college. On the other hand, I do believe there was dis-
crimination when 1t came to gerting financial help. Marrying and having a
family was the ultimate goal for most women, including those who went to
college. Accordingly, it was deemed proper to favor men in granung financial
help, since they were to be the primary support for a family. Gerting started
in a career was also more difficult for women for the same reason.

Change was needed and change has occurred. But the changes have also
created many problems. I believe that absentee mothers and latchkey children
are the cause of many of today’s ills. The big problem is that women have
different roles to play at different periods in life. One is raising a famuly and
that is best pursued as a full-time career for a number of years. However, it
is no longer a career for a lifetime. Properly performed, it may bear fruits that
last a lifetime, but the activity does not. A second career should start when
the first comes to an end, and that is not easy to achieve. Perhaps the techno-
logical changes that are rapidly transforming the workplace will enabie women
to perform both roles at the same time. If not, then sooner or later, the market
will make the needed adjustments so that women may enter and leave the
marketplace at different periods 1n therr lives.
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EARLY YEARS—MILTON

My father, Jeno Saul Friedman, and my mother, Sarah Ethel Landau, were
born 1n a small mostly Jewish town, Beregszasz, in Carpatho-Ruthenia—my
father 1n 1878, my mother in 1881. Carpatho-Ruthenia was then in the Hun-
garnan part of Austro-Hungary. After World War I, 1t became part of Czecho-
slovakia; after World War II, part of the Soviet Union; and after the collapse
of the Soviet Union, part of Ukraine. The town 1s now named Berehovo.,

Yiddish was doubtless the primary language m the home, but both my
parents spoke Hunganian well and my father had some fluency in German.

At an early age my father went to live with a much older half-brother 1n
Budapest. They had the same mother but different fathers. His half-brother’s
name was Friedman, and since my father was always referred to as “Friedman’s
brother,” he took Friedman as his name, though 1t was not hus biological
father’s. At one ume, I knew his oniginal name, but I'm too uncertain now
to record my present impression. That sequence of events explamns why, so
far as I know, I have no blood relauves by the name of Friedman and have
been able to send confident negatve replies to people named Friedman in
Russta, Australia, and elsewhere, who have written wondering whether we are
related

At the age of sixteen (1894), my father emigrated to the United States
and settled in Brooklyn. I know literally nothing about the details of his emu-
gration. My mother emugrated to the Unuted States when she was fourteen
(1895). Three older sisters had emugrated earlier and settled 1n Brooklyn. They
encouraged her to emugrate, I assume both with persuasive arguments and
with financial help and eased her early days in the new country.

I know even less about my parents’ activities between their arrival and
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their marriage. I had the usual youthful egoistic lack of interest 1n ongins
when I could have learned about them. I do know, however, that very shorty
after my mother’s arrival, she started earming her own living by working as a
seamstress in a “sweatshop.” In view of the bad reputation of sweatshops, it
is interestng that I never heard my mother make a negauve remark about
her experience. On the contrary, she regarded it as enabling her to earn a
living while she learned English and became adjusted to the new country.

It served that function for many immigrants then, and to a lesser extent
it still does. In those distant pre-welfare state days, immigrants were strictly
on their own except for the assistance they could get from relauves and private
charitable agencies.

I know even less about my father’s source of mncome. I am under the
impression that not long after his arrival he went into business on his own
as a petty trader of some kind and remained self-employed for the rest of his
life.

I do not know how my parents learned to speak, read, and write English,
but I assume that it was by attending the night schools for immugrants that
were common at that ume.

My mother must have been very young when my father left his nauve
town for the great entrepot of Budapest, and may never have met him in
Beregszasz. However, their marriage doubtless sprang from their common
roots. That is how networks develop and marriages are arranged in an immu-
grant culture.

Once my parents married, they wasted little ime before having a famuly:
first, three girls, Tillie, Helen, and Ruth; then I completed the family as the
only male. ] am the only one still living. I was born on July 31, 1912, ac 502
Barbey Street 1n Brooklyn, New York, my parents’ address, according to my
birth ceruficate. My parents had the good sense to move out of Brooklyn to
Rahway, a small town in New Jersey, when I was thirteen months old, so I
have no early memories of Brooklyn.

Rabway

Rahway was a town of about fifreen thousand. It is twenty miles from New
York on the main line of the Pennsylvania Railroad between New York and
Philadelphia. It had some industry—most notably then and now, Merck,
Wheatena, and Regina—but mostly it was 2 bedroom aity for commuters to
Newark and New York.

My parents bought a building on a corner of Main Street alongside the
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overhead tracks of the Penn and used 1t as both home and a small clothing
factory, no doubt one that would be termed a sweatshop today That venture
was not very successful and they closed 1t after a few years, sold the house,
and bought one across the street at 104 Main Street, where they opened a
small drygoods store. I have only the vaguest recollection of the first house,
except from seeing 1t when we were no longer living there, so the store must
have been started when I was very young. For most of my youth, my mother
ran the store while my father commuted to New York where he operated as
what he termed a jobber. I do not know what that meant. The one thing I
do know 1s that he never made much money

The store apparently generated enough income to support our modest
living standard. Like many immigrants, we lived above the store—the same
phenomenon that we observe today in the San Francisco Chinatown near
our current residence. Among my most vivid memories are heated discussions
between my parents at night about where the money was to come from to
pay incoming bills. Postponement was frequently the name of the game, often
in two or more stages: first, by paying the bil with postdated checks; then,
when the due date arrived, by frenzied scrambling to get a friend or friendly
merchant to cash or endorse a sull later postdated check. Years later, in the
course of studying monetary arrangements in 2 number of countries, I discov-
ered that my harassed parents were by no means unique in relying on post-
dated checks. In many underdeveloped countries, such as Taiwan 1n 1962,
where [ first came across the phenomenon, postdated checks are a major and
extremely convenient and flexible form of credit instrument.

We had few luxuries, but somehow our parents scraped together enough
money to pay for music lessons for my sisters and me—violin lessons for me
that were a complete waste of ume and money. I have remained a musical
illiterate who, to my regret and Rose’s frustration, gets no pleasure from mausic,
whether classical or popular. Music lessons, however were one expression of
the high value that my parents, like the Jewish community 1n general, placed
on education.

The common language within the household was English. My parents
spoke Hungarian only when they wanted to keep something from the children
or (as happened only rarely) when they had occasion to speak to Hungarian
customers or friends. Most of thetr social contacts were within the small Jewish
community of about a hundred families in Rahway. In those contacts the
common language of conversation was often, perhaps usually, Yiddish. Ac-
cordingly, we children never learned more than a few words of Hungarian but
did pick up a smattering of Yiddish, enough to understand the conversation of
adules, but not enough to speak 1t fluendly.
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The house that we lved 1n dated back to the early nineteenth century. I
have a vivid memory of exploring as a child a dark and dingy aruc, discovering
words apparenty written with smoke from a candle on the cetling under the
eaves, and coming to the conclusion that the house, prior to the Civil War,
must have served as a way station on the underground railway for slaves.

When 1 was eleven or so, my parents reconstructed our building, making
two stores instead of the one plus a space that had been used as a garage.
After unsuccessful attempts to rent the other store, they decided to open it
up themselves as an ice cream parlor. By that time, my sisters and I were old
enough to serve as clerks, which we did with great pleasure because of the
avallability of i1ce cream—though I may say we soon became satiated and
stopped eatng up the meager profits. The store, as [ recall 1t, was never a
financial success, but it conunued in operation for some years. I no longer
recall what replaced it. Perhaps its most important product was a husband
for my oldest sister. Fred Porter delivered carbonated beverages to the store,
met Tillie there, and a courtship ensued.

I recall several incidents connected with my father's Model T Ford. One
relates to a 1918 explosion in a munitions factory in a neighboring commu-
nity. My father’s story was that when the explosion occurred, his Modet T
jumped several feet straight up, then landed back on the road and conunued
on. Another incident relates to my falling out of the passenger side of the
same Model T, giving my father a great scare, though I suffered only a skinned
knee. Some years later, when my father was dnving the car into the garage,
he hit a rock in the driveway and I went forward through the windshield.
(That was, of course, long before either shatterproof glass or seat belts.) I
suffered a deep cut on my lip that bled profusely and was incompetently sewed
up, so that to this day I bear a slighdy disfiguring scar on my upper lip.

My elementary school was Washington Public School, a relauvely short
walk from home. I have few clear memones of my early school years Some-
how, when I was in the sixth grade, a teacher decided that I should be ad-
vanced, and arranged‘a transfer in the middle of the year to the seventh grade
at another school, Columbus School, a little farther away but still within easy
walking distance. As a result, I complered the two years in one. The only clear
recollection that I have of my new school was a nickname that I acquired. I
tended to talk very loud, indeed shout, so that, when the proverb “Stll water
runs deep” came up in class one day, my fellow students dubbed me “Shallow.”

One other recollection that has stayed with me relates to the preparations
for graduation ceremonues from elementary school. In order to assign students
their parts 1n the song that the class was supposed to sing, the music teacher
asked each student to sing a few notes. When my turn came and I sang a
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few notes, the teacher’s response was, “It doesn’t marter.” When I have told
that story 1n later years, 1t almost always evokes expressions of indignauon at
the thoughtless cruelty of the teacher. That never was and 1s not now my
reactton. It was a simple statement of fact and helped to 1nsull in me a respect
for facts However, Rose has always fele that it worked to discourage any musi-
cal interest I might have developed.

Until I was bar-mitzvahed at the age of thurteen, I attended Hebrew school
at the local synagogue. Hebrew school met 1n the afternoon after public school.
Though we were taught some biblical history, the main purpose was described
as teaching us to read Hebrew. In that context, reading did not mean under-
standing but simply pronouncing—Ilearning the Hebrew alphabet, the punc-
tuation symbols, and the pronunciation of Hebrew words, so that we could
recite the prayers in the prayer book correctly. In addition, we memonzed
the responses that would be required from us at the bar mitzvah ceremony.
My sisters did not have that experience. The 1dea of bas mitzvah for girls had
not yet surfaced in Rahway.

Unul not long before my bar mitzvah, I was fanatcally religious, seeking
to conform in every detail to the complex dietary and other requirements of
Orthodox Judaism. I recall an incident from a Scout—presumably a Cub
Scout—picnic that I acrended when I was ten or eleven years old. It was held
1 a local park by a troop of boys from various religious backgrounds. There
was to be a frankfurter roast. In order to avoid ether eating nonkosher (traife)
meat or making a public display, I sneaked away and ran home. Perhaps as
a result of that incident, some other boys and I prevailed upon our Jewsh
local denust, Sam Katzman, humself childless, to organize a Jewish Boy Scout
troop with himself as scoutmaster. Thus began many happy years of scouting.

By the age of twelve or so, I decided thar there was no valid basis for my
religious beliefs or for the rigid customs that I had followed, and I shifted to
complete agnosticism. I went through the bar mitzvah ceremony for the sake
of my parents——who, I may say, were never as rigid as I was and displayed
considerable tolerance for both my early ngidity and my later reversal. Rose
has often remarked that I became fanatically anureligious, citing the difficuley
she had in persuading me to accept a religious marriage ceremony for the sake
of our parents.

My father suffered from angina for years. I vividly recall hus popping nutro-
glycerin pills to surmount frequent attacks. He died at the age of forty-nine
when I was fifteen years old and getung ready to enter senor year 1n high
school. Jewish tradition, and my mother’s desire, required thar a son say kad-
dish—a prayer for the dead—every day for a year after his facher’s death.
Despite my by then firm agnosticism, I conformed. The Jewish community
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in Rahway was so small that it could raily a minyan (ten Jewish male adults)
only on Saturday, so for the next year I 1ok a bus every day other than
Saturday to the neighboring community of Roselle, which had a much larger
Jewssh population, to attend services at which I could say kaddish. I must say
I was glad to see the year’s end.

More than forty years later, I developed angina myself, and found myself
being prescribed the well-remembered nitroglycern pills. 1 was, however,
spared my father’s fate by the fortuitous perfection of by-pass susgery.

From 1924 to 1928, I went to Rahway High School. Like the elementary
schools tha I artended, 1t was within easy walking distance from home One
teacher who had a lastng influence on me was Mr. Cohan, who taught poli-
cal science, or “civics” as 1t was then called. He also taught Euclidean geometry
simply because he loved the subject. And he succeeded in passing that love
on to at least some of his students, including me. Nearly seventy years later,
I sull recall his putting the classic proof of the Pythagorean theorem (the
square of the hypotenuse of a right triangle equals the sum of the squares of
the other two sides) on the blackboard, and stressing whart a beauuful proof
1t was by quotng from Keats’s “Ode on 2 Grecian Urn™: “Beauty s truth,
truth beauty’—that 15 all ye know on earth, and all ye need to know”—
thereby insulling a love simultaneously for mathematics and poetry.

My four high school years were pleasant and rewarding but mostdly un-
eventful. I participated some in extracurncular acuvities, such as playing on
the chess team and being an assistant manager or some other minor official
for our baseball team. That was the closest I came then or in college to paruci-
pating in a team athletic acuvity. I graduated 1n 1928 with what in retrospect
I judge to have been a good grounding in language (two years of Laun), mathe-
matcs, and history.

One other activity that I engaged 1n 1n high school accidentally came to
the surface when Rose discovered among some memorabilia a bronze medal,
with my name engraved on the back, that was awarded i connection with
a National Oratorical Contest on the Constitution sponsored by the New York

Times. Apparently anyone who got beyond the first level to represent bus or
her school got a medal. That seems to have been as far as I got, according to
the New York Times arucles unearthed by my secretary, Glona Valenune.
However, 1t was doubtless the first time that my name appeared 1n 2 major
newspaper.

The local public library played as important a role in my education as
the schools that I attended. Thanks to 1t, I became a voracious reader, almost
exhausting the contents of the small library.
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Rutgers, 1928-32

Two of my high school teachers were recent graduates of Rutgers University
and no doubt influenced my decision to attend Rutgers. A more decisive con-
sideration was that the state of New Jersey had recently established competitive
tuition scholarships to Rutgers for students who could demonstrate financial
need. This was the first step in converting Rutgers from a small private univer-
sity 1n New Brunswick to the public megauniversity with numerous campuses
that it 1s today.! I took the exam for those scholarships, and also, as I recall
it, applied to the University of Pennsylvania—about the only other college I
had heard much about—for a scholarship. The Rutgers scholarship came
through, the Unwversity of Pennsylvania scholarship did not.

Rahway is only twelve mules or so from New Brunswick, and both are
on the main line of the Pennsylvania Railroad, so that there were frequent
trains. As a result, many residents of Rahway who attended Rutgers lived at
home and commuted. I was determined not to do so because I did not want
my college experience to be simply a conunuation of high school. I wanted
to benefit from the extracurnicular as well as the curricular experience of col-
lege. The many novels of college life that I had read left me with a romanticized
picture of what college life was like. I roomed in one of the dormitories, Wi-
nants Hall, which, by a cunious comncidence, has now become the home of
the Rutgers Economics Department.

When I entered Rutgers in 1928, the economy was sull booming, so I
had little difficulty inding employment to pay my expenses other than tuition.
I found a job as a part-time clerk in the men’s department of a local depart-
ment store, Roselle’s, which paid me four dollars for a twelve-hour day on
Saturday, and two dollars for an occasional afternoon. I was fortunate to retain
that pay for the next four years, thanks to experience, while the occasional
new hures were recerving half that amount by 1932. I also found 2 job waiting
on tables at a restaurant across the street from my dormitory. Its main business
was lunch, which was when I worked. My pay was a free meal, so I made
sure that lunch was my main meal for the day. Generally, I could not eat
until close to one o’clock. Since I frequently had classes that started at 1:30
some distance away, I had to eat fast, a bad habit that has lasted all my life.

The lunch job cost me the only C on my college record. I took an excellent
course in European history that met at 1:30 1n the most distant budding on
campus. As a result, I was frequently late. The instructor downgraded me to
a C on that account, and when I protested, replied, quite cotrectly, that I was
1n college not to wait on tables but to learn. (Again, Rose disagrees with my
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reaction. Instead she believes that the instructor demonstrated a lack of under-
standing or sympathy for a youngster who was determined to get an education
whatever the difficulties.)

The lunch job also gave me firsthand exposure to the importance of entre-
prencurship. When I first started working there, the restaurant was doing a
flourishing business. A year or so later, the owner, whose name I no longer
remember, sold it. After a few months under the new owner, the restaurant
was in the doldrums, doing hardly enough business even to keep me on at
the cost of a meal. The new owner then sold it back to the original owner
for decidedly less than he had paid for it, and within a few months, business
was booming again. That cycle was repeated at least once more during my
tenure: under the control of the right person, a booming business; under some-
one else, a dismal flop.

I supplemented my earnings from the two jobs by several entrepreneurial
ventures during the school year and by eamings durng the summer. The
entrepreneurial ventures were in cooperation with Harold Harris, my closest
friend from Rahway, who entered Rutgers the year after I did. Rutgers
freshmen were required by long tradition to wear white socks and green ties,
either for the whole of the first year or for much of 1t—1I forget which. Hal’s
father had a department store in Rahway, and could get us the socks and ues
at wholesale. So we conceived the 1dea of peddling socks and des in the dormi-
tories during Freshman Week. In order to do so, we needed permission from
the dean of students, who obliged by giving us a letter of authorization. The
socks-and-tie venture went very well and gave us 2 more ambitious idea.

In my junior year, we arranged with Bamnes and Noble, then as now a
major dealer 1n secondhand books of all kinds, including rextbooks, to come
to Rutgers toward the end of the school year and set up shop for 2 day in
the restaurant where I worked, for the purpose of buying secondhand books.
We advertised the sale and made all the logistic arrangements. In return, if
memory serves, we received a commission of 5 percent of the amount Barnes
and Noble spent on books, and the right to buy back any books we wanted
at 45 percent of list price. We then interviewed each of the teachers of the
large freshman courses to determine which texts would be reused, borrowed
a few hundred dollats from our families (mostly from Hal’s), and bought back
all the copies of such texts that Barnes and Noble had purchased, with the
idea of selling them to freshmen, along with green tes and white socks.

The bookstore got wind of our plans and protested to the dean that we
were poaching on their territory. Formunarely for us, the dean’s authorization
of our peddling activities had not been limited to socks and des, but was
phrased so loosely that it covered almost anything we might decide to sell,
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and so we were able to proceed. If we had not been able to do so, the venture
would have been a financial disaster. As it was, it was very profitable and, as
I recall, we were left with only a handful of unsold books. Buying and selling
was clearly 1n the genes of two Jewish boys.

My summer acuviues were of two very different kinds. In that berughted
era, there were few if any restrictions on the sale of fireworks. Preceding the
Fourth of July, dealets set up stands on the highway offering a great variety
of fireworks. Beginning with my first or second year 1 high school, I had
worked at and then run such a stand for a dealer whom I had somehow come
into contact with, perhaps because he was a wholesaler who sold goods to my
mother for her store. The job lasted only a couple of weeks, but the hours
were long, the activity at umes hectic, and the opportunity to cheat the often
absent owner of the stand considerable, so the owner was willing to pay well
for a person he was confident he could trust. I continued that actwvity through-
out my college years.

My second summer acuvity was very different—tutoring high school stu-
dents who had failed courses. I was on good terms with the principal of my
high school (Mr. Smuthers), who was concerned that the school was gettng
overcrowded and was anxious to enable students to make up faled courses.
There was no public summer school. Instead, he at first recommended individ-
ual students to me to tutor. They could then take make-up exams, admunis-
tered by teachers at the school. After I did this for two summers, I made an
even better arrangement with him. [ set up a summer school 1n the high school
building, and taught classes in a number of different subjects for students who
had failed them and were willing to pay, if my memory serves me right, 50
cents an hour. He, 1n turn, agreed to accept my certification of the students
1n lieu of a special make-up exam.

The summer school was extremely profitable. The classes lasted five weeks,
and I cleared something like $450 a summer 1n 1930 and 1931. At the ume,
the average salary of full-ume instructional staff in elementary and secondary
schools was abour $1,400, so in five weeks I earned the equivalent of four
months’ average earnings of a full-ume teacher——not bad for a seventeen- or
eighteen-year-old at a ume of wide unemployment. Indeed, 1t was so profitable
a venture that, when Mr. Smuthers resigned or reured as principal after the
1930-31 school year, the assistant principal seized the opportunity to take
over my summer school and run 1t himself as a sideline.

The summer school was not only profitable, 1t was also excellent experi-
ence. I taught everything from Englsh and geometry to Latin—in which I
had had two years of hugh school courses five or six years earlier—to the
bottom tier of students. I truly learned something about pedagogy. My most
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lasting memory 1s of a class in Laun in which we were discussing English
cognates of the Latin word “sangunis,” meaning bloody. One student spoke
up and asked: “Mr. Friedman, 1s the English word sanguich derived from
that?”

The result of the assistant principal’s takeover of the summer school was
that my leanest summer was 1932, after [ graduated from college. I did make
my usual sum selling fireworks, but I was unable to get any other job worth
anything. As I recall, I tried door-to-door selling, of encyclopedias, I believe,
but I made so little that I soon gave up and spent the summer doing some
studying, I don’t remember what.

Nonetheless, I had no reason to complain. I ended my college career with
a nest egg of a couple of hundred dollars when I went off to the University
of Chicago for graduate work. Morcover, my family, like me, escaped the
worst ravages of the depression. One sister, Helen, had a job as 2 Western
Union telegraph operator and did no lose her job. My other two sisters had
occasional spells of unemployment but were able to find clencal jobs most of
the time. My mother had hard umes in the store but was able to tide over
with some help from my sisters.

To return to my undergraduate years, Rutgers, one of the oldest universi-
ties tn the country, founded in 1766 by the Dutch Reformed Church, was
an excellent small undergraduate college, though it was clearly not “lvy
League.” It had two campuses—the main campus “on the banks of the old
Raritan,” as the college song had it, housing Rutgers College for men, which
I attended, and a campus several miles away on the other side of New Bruns-
wick, housing Douglas College for women and an agncultural expenment
station.

Rutgers College was sufficiently small, with a student body numbering
under two thousand, that a youngster raised in a small town, who had gradua-
ted from high school in a class numbering about eighty, could feel at home.
Yet Rutgers was sufficienty large that it offered a wide vanery of courses and
had a varied faculty, many of whom were excellent and dedicated teachers.
Also, the campus was extensive and extremely pleasant, with many attractive
college buildings and the usual fraternity row, which, given my limited re-
sources, I saw only from the outside. I have nothing but good feelings about
my undergraduate years, in terms of my personal life, the friends I made, and
the education that I received.

My major extracurricular activity in college (other than earning money)
was on the Targum, the student newspaper, where I finally ended up as copy
editor, in charge of proofreading the text and writing headlines. A Reverend
Mr. Sockman gave one of the regular Sunday talks in the Rutgers Chapel.
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My headline for the story was: “Sockman Speaks oF/SiN v CrareL.” Thae
blooper was widely reprinted, and for all I know may sull circulate as a caution-
ary tale for aspiring journalists; fortunately, headlines are anonymous.

The most memorable episode of my journalistic activity was accompa-
nying William Freedman, then a journalism major and a Targum reporter,
later a reporter for the New York Times, to Princeton to visit the parents of
a Rurgers undergraduate who had commuitted suicide. The visit was macabre.
We were welcomed into a living room with a coffin on trestles, candles burn-
ing—the family was from South America and piously Catholic—and talked
to two heartbroken parents trying hard to maintain therr dignity. Bull, dedi-
cated to a journalistic career, regarded 1t as a great experience; by contrast, it
banished from my mund any remote 1dea of making my career as a journalist.

At the time, two years of ROTC was nomv&moQ for Rutgers undergradu-
ates. | attained the rank of corporal by the end of the second year, but thar
was about all I got out of marching, learning to present arms and to disassem-
ble and reassemble antique World War I rifles, and reading a textbook, of
which the only thing I can remember 15 that we had one. Those students who
stayed on for two more years to become reserve officers may have benefited
both themselves and the country; I regarded ROTC as a burden to be borne
with no significant benefits for me or for the country.

I onginally intended to major 1n mathematics. The only paying occupa-
tion I had heard about that used mathematics was actuanal work, so I had
informed myself about that and planned to become an actuary. An academic
career never entered my mind. Istuck to my original intention for some years,
going so far as to take some of the actuarial examinations required to become
a fellow—by far the most difficult exams 1 have ever taken. I passed several
and failed others before I abandoned the attempt. After a year or two, however,
1 changed my major from mathematcs to economucs.

‘Whatever the reason for that decision, it changed my life primanly because
of my exposure to two remarkable men: Arthur F. Burns, who was teaching
at Rurtgers while completing his doctoral dissertation at Columbia, and Homer
Jones, who was teaching between spells of graduate work at the University of
Chucago. Both had a major impact on my life and both became lifelong coun-
selors and friends.

As I wrote 1n 2 memorial tribute to Arthur after his death in 1987,

Save for my parents and my wife, no one has influenced my life more
than Arthur—as my teacher, mentor, colleague, and friend. . . .

I first met Arthur fifty-six years ago, when I was a nave under-
graduate at Rutgers. To my nineteen-year-old eyes, Arthur at twenty-
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