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from which she graduated and went on to high school at

One time in the not too distant past, Ed, our middle son,
indicated that he was interested in learning more about
our backgrounds — our childhood years, where we lived
during the early years of our marriage, how we coped with
the birth of our children, how we managed our time during
the formative years of our children, and anything else that
might be pertinent. That was a tall order. Here is our story.
Let’s start at the very beginning.

As the Allegheny and Monongahela Rivers come together
to form the Ohio River, so did two people converge to form
our Goldman Family. We did not discover each other until
many years after we were born. It is ironic that, although we
lived around the corner from each other for many years, it
took a very wise woman to ignite the spark from the match
made in heaven. But I am getting ahead of the story.

Betty was born on May 20, 1926 in Pittsburgh, PA. Her
parents were Margaret (Rosenzweig) and Morris Pickholtz.
They lived at 5522 Stanton Avenue in East Fnd. A few years
later they moved to 6306 Caton Street in Squirrel ITill near
a vacant lot where Minadeo school was to be built, While
waiting for the school to be built, Betty attended Roosevelt
School much further down the street. The next move was to
5916 Phillips Avenue where she transferred to Colfax School

Taylor Allderdice. She received her Bachelors and Masters
Degrees in Education at the University of Pittsburgh héving
taken two summer sessions at Columbia University. She
taught 4™, 5%, and 6 graders English and Science for four
years at Beltzhoover School, after which she launched an
illustrious career as a homemaker.



Although she enjoyed her short teaching career, she often
complained that her four years in college did not prepare her
for the practical side of teaching. For example, she had no
idea what to do the first day she entered the classroom. She
learned the hard way.

Betty recalls several unique events from her early life. When
she was 12, she was the only person in Allegheny County who
contracted diphtheria although she had been inoculated to
prevent it. At that time, her parents” home was quarantined.
During her illness, her mother gave her coffee, generously
diluted with milk. But Betty’s stomach rejected this drink so
completely, that to this day, she cannot stand the thought of
drinking coffee.

At age 21, Betty contracted chicken pox, presumably from
her students. This is a disease that generally afflicts children
rather than adults.

She was the middle child in her family. Her two brothers,
Lawrence (Lawry) and Robert (Bob) influenced her in many
ways. Because of them, she became interested in following
sports, notably, baseball and football. They, also, exerted a
strong influence on her to learn to drive.

When Betty was in her teens, she worked at the notions
counter at Woolworth’s 5 and 10 in East Liberty where
she realized that a person can learn from total strangers. A
customer asked her where a certain item could be found.
She replied that it might be downstairs or perhaps across the
way. The customer replied that she should have admitted
that she did not know and should have suggested that he
ask someone else. She learned to say “I don’t know” from
that experience.
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Part of her job at Beltzhoover School was being in charge
of publishing the school newspaper written by the students.
In order to encourage the students to buy the five cent paper,
she created an acronym, FANBABS. This stood for For A Nickel
Buy A Beltzhoover Star, She told the students to keep the
meaning of the acronym a secret. If the secret became known
to the students outside her class, she would know it came from
someone in this class. The secret was well kept.

As you will learn later in this story, my mother deserves
full direct credit and heartfelt thanks for our marriage. The
indirect credit, however, goes to the person responsible for
Betty’s learning to play the piano.

Many years ago, Betty’s parents pléyed penny-ante poker
with friends who had a piano to sell or give away. When the
piano was offered to Betty’s parents for Betty to take piano
lessons, Betty’s mother said she couldn’t afford the cost of
lessons. The friend said, “If you can afford to lose fifty cents each
week in the card game, you can afford piano lessons for Betty.”
That was the tipping point that led to our marriage. Incredible!

She never gave up playing the piano, because it is an
integral part of her life. Her goal was to use her musical skills
for her enjoyment and for others. She taught piano privately
to many children when she was in college. She accompanied
many singers at weddings and other social functions, While
at the University of Pittsburgh, she accompanied the Men’s
Choir. Later in life, she has been accompanying singing
groups at the Jewish Community Center, the Riverview
Towers, and the Anathan Club. The bottom line is that Betty
derives as much enjoyment from these activities as the people
in the group.




After all of our children were in school, Betty branched out
to do some community work. For several years she did vision
screening of young children to discover any vision problems.
She and her co-workers were instrumental in finding some
vision problems. They reported their findings to the parents
to take appropriate actions.

Betty was also active in PTA work at Colfax Elementary
School, Taylor Allderdice High School, and the Hebrew Institute,
When Howard was eight years old, we decided to join the Cub
Scouts. Betty became a den mother.

Before Lawry was discharged from the army in 1946,
Betty arranged a party to celebrate his homecoming. He had,
however, one stipulation. He wanted Betty to invite only
girls he had never met before. She did as he requested. This is
how he met Beatrice Gordon who became his wife,

Betty has always been and still is a strong family traditionalist.
For example, she remembers, as a child, she and her family
would visit her maternal grandmother, Grammy. One of
the highlights of these visits was the famous cookie drawer
filled with Grammy’s home-baked cookies. Years later, when
Betty learned that Grammy used Gold Medal Flour in all of
her baked goods, she decided to do the same. To this day
Betty only uses Gold Medal Flour. She remembers watching
Grammy pull strudel dough on the table in her kitchen.
This is one delicacy that Betty never made.

When Bob was a child, he and another child had a
disagreement that caused the mother of the other child
to complain to Grampy about Bob. As the mother ranted
and raved about Bob on the porch of 5916 Phillips Avenue,
Grampy just stood and listened. The longer he listened, the
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more angry she became until she gave up and walked away.

The next day, Bob and the other child were busy playing
once again. The lesson to be learned is that an argument
cannot be sustained if only one person is taking part.

Over the past few years Betty’s choral group from the JCC
has been having a Chanukah party at-our home at lunchtime.
Cold cut trays were ordered from Murray Avenue Kosher.
Seating at our home was arranged in 3 rooms requiring 3
separate trays, The person at the Deli counter at the store was
only providing 2 trays. After Betty explained to the owner of
the store why she needed 3 trays, the matter was resolved,
amicably. When one of the people in the choral group
heard about this, she said to Betty that she must have really
yelled, ranted, and raved to make this change happen. Betty
answered by quoting Proverbs 15:1, “A soft answer turneth away
wrath, but a grievous word stirreth up anger”.

Although Nana's cookbook is well known in our family,

I felt that a short review of some of the background might
be appropriate. Back in the mid-'80s, Betty decided to

issue a cookbook of recipes that Nana judged to be good
enough to be entered in a ledger which we still have, We
purchased a Commodore 64 computer because we thought
it would be a labor-saving device. How wrong we were! It
was cumbersome but somewhat useful. Betty’s incentive
was to compile Nana's favorite recipes while Nana was
alive and would be pleased to see them used by her family.
The idea was to offer the cookbook to Nana’s children and
grandchildren with the stipulation that each person who
wanted a copy of the book would be required to send 5
recipes from any source whatsoever including newspapers,




magazines, cookbooks, etc. We received 5 recipes from all
but 2 people. In an effort to obtain acceptance from everyone,
Betty sent a letter requiring 10 recipes from these 2 people.
One person complied. The other person’s name has never
been divulged. Several people took part in this effort.

Betty was the author, editor, and producer. Howard
designed the cover and Ed and Morty helped to give it
aname. [ was the proof-reader. Through the years, Betty
has gotten phone calls from several family members asking
questions. One, in particular, is very memorable. One
morning Richard called asking how many eggs should be
used for making gefilte fish. It had not been included in the
recipe. Nana, too, got many calls from the family praising
many delicious recipes.

Nana was an excellent cook and baker. She had a thoughtful
approach to nutrition, too. Throughout her lifetime, she would
say, “A balanced meal consists of meat, potatoes, vegetable,
salad, and dessert”, No vitamin supplements were needed.

Finally, we thought it would be appropriate to include a
copy of the letter Betty wrote to her Mother, It appears as the
first page in the cookbook and is reproduced below. Get out
the Kleenex.

AN OPEN LETTER TO MOTHER
Dear Mother,

This is one time that I wish I were a writer or a poet that 1 might
be able to pour out my feelings on this paper. What would I write?
What would I say?

You have been so special to me and my family. How many
adjectives there are to describe you — kind, generous, loving,
unselfish, beautiful, etc. , etc. , etc. How trite these words all seem.
But how meaningful they are when I think of you.

I have been privileged to be in the audience when you have received
awards, certificates, and plagues. I have listened to your family
and your friends shower you with praise. Many people “shep
nachas” from their children. How proud I am of you!

With tears in my eyes I say, please vead between the lines. Thank
you for being so compassionate and understanding. Thank you for
allowing me to copy your ledger. Thank you for being you.

With love and affection,




Betty’s father and 2 of his brothers, Uncle Dave and Uncle
Joe, wete in business together. There were many times when
we all met socially for dinner. This one particular dinner was
held at Betty’s parents’ home. There were too many people
to sit at the regular table so there was a card table set up in
the living room. Betty had the “honor” of taking care of the
children who were seated at that table. There was brother
Bob, cousin Margie, and cousin Ed. She disliked that “job”
immensely. Her older brother, Lawrence, was allowed to
sit at the big people’s table. If her parents had known how
she felt about that situation, I'm sure they would have,
somehow, remedied it. It was then that she made a promise
to herself. “If or when I ever get married, there would never
be a children’s table at my home.” Well, she had to eat those
words, Many, many years later, 1969 to be exact, we had a
Thanksgiving dinner at our home. We had just built a family
room onto our house. There was no furniture in the room
at that time. We were having too many people to fit around
the dining room table, so we put an aluminum table in the
family room. Betty pointed at 2 seats at the big table and said,
“This is Ken’s chair and this is mine. You may sit wherever
you choose”. You guessed it. The children — a new generation
— ran right into the family room. She learned her lesson. She
wins most of the time, but you can’t win them all.

During World War II, Betty’s brother, Lawry, served
overseas in the army, One day Lawry notified her that he
planned to call home on his father’s birthday. He asked
Betty to make sure father would be home. Security was
very strict during the war. Before making the call, Lawry
had to provide a list of family names he would mention. In
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addition, Lawry asked Betty not to mention his forthcoming
call to anyone. Although Betty is a good keeper of secrets,
she felt she had to tell someone outside of the family. So
she did. The person was a young classmate of hers named
Beatrice Gordon, who had never met Lawry at that time.
She later became Mrs. Lawrence Pickholtz. Interesting! You
never know. :

So the day of the planned phone call arrived. Lawry had
a pleasant talk with his father. While talking with him, he
asked about other family members, When he mentioned
Suzy, his call was abruptly ended. He had not included
Suzy on his list of names because Suzy was the family dog.

Our first date was on December 10, 1949, we became
engaged on November 15, 1950, and our wedding was July
8, 1951. Soon after our engagement, Betty was talking with
Aunt Helen, Margie’s mother. When she heard that we
weren't getting married until the following July, she looked
at us with utter disbelief. She said, “I'll bet you $5 that you
won’t wait that long”. That was a lot of money in 1950. So
Betty took the bet because it was a sure thing. I was working
on my PhD at Carnegie Tech. I knew too many graduate
students who were married and struggling between lab
work and marriage. I didn’t want to be in that situation, so
we decided to wait. On July 8th, after the ceremony, Betty
walked over to Aunt Helen and asked for her money. Aunt
Helen knew exactly what Betty was talking about. She
reached into her purse and gave Betty a $5 bill. That was the
beginning of our joint bank account.

In preparation for a wedding the choice of a bride’s dress
is critical. She can’t come in jeans and a tank top. Betty tried
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on many dresses but nothing really satisfied her. One day

she said to her mother, “Why don’t you sew it for me?”

She looked at Betty quite shocked, She had made many of

her dresses, Betty couldn’t understand why she thought

this would be different. After much discussion, they found
themselves looking for patterns and material. Before her

mother began sewing it, she put bedsheets on the floor and r
had the sewing machine put in the middle of the sheets,
That way, the yards and yards of lace and organdy material
wouldn’t get dirty while she was sewing the dress. Betty
never stored it after the wedding. She kept it in a bedroom
drawer. Over the years many children got to try it on. So
you see, Betty enjoyed the dress even after the wedding.
Betty’s wedding gown is still available for viewihg and
trying on.

10

Now that we have provided a summary of Betty’s life, it
is time to do the same for my life as I remember it. I have
organized it according to the following periods: the early
years, high school, college, my first job, military service,
graduate school, my second job, my career job, marriage
and family growth, technical society membership, awards,
community activities, my retirement job, and a summary.

Let’s start at the beginning. The first thing I remember
is lying on a day-bed in the dining room at 2105 Center
Avenue drinking a bottle of milk. I don’t remember how old
I was. Either my memory is excellent or I was still drinking a
bottle at an age older than most.

I had a good upbringing. I was an only child and
received much attention. I was never hungry, or cold, or
abused in any way. Our family consisted of my mother,
Belle (Shapiro) Goldman, my father, Herman (Michael)
Goldman, my grandmother, Anna Shapiro (Bobie), and my
uncle, Louis Shapiro.

My father had a good, steady job as a supervisor at the
Western Union Telegraph Company. He was never out of
work, not even in the Depression years, 1929-1935, when his
work day was decreased from 8 hours per day to 4 hours.
My father earned the money and my mother managed it.

Both of my parents were naturalized American citizens, and
they came with the wave of European immigrants in the early
1900s. My father came from Russia and my mother came from
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Lithuania, Although I never knew my paternal grandparents

nor my maternal grandfather, I was fortunate that I grew up

with my maternal grandmother in our household.

My grandmother’s life started in a shtetel in Lithuania.

Her husband died quite young from an intestinal ailment.

By the time the horse-drawn wagon got him to a hospital i

in the nearest city, he was dead. Sometime thereafter, my y

grandmother and her two young children, my mother and

my uncle, became part of the wave of immigrants who came

to the United States in the early 1900s. I cannot begin to

imagine the stress she endured when she first arrived here,

She was a young widow in a foreign land where people

spoke a foreign language in a different culture. Although

she had some relatives who offered some help, she had

to find some way to earn a living. She taught the Hebrew

language and worked in a cigar factory until my uncle was

old enough to work. He started as a messenger boy at the

Western Union Telegraph Company and later worked as a

telegraph operator and union president for his entire career.
" He lived with us until the early 1930s when he married Dora

Alter and started his own family.

I find it very satisfying when I take stock of all that I
learned from my parents, grandmother, and uncle. To list
them all would be a Herculian task. I will list only those that
had and still have the greatest influence on my life.

My father cautioned me to take good care of my teeth,
and, thus, to avoid making the same mistake he made.

He started wearing dentures when he was in his forties.
Fortunately, I adhered to his advice. He, also, advised me
not to live with in-laws. Once again, I obeyed.
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My father managed to spend a lot of time with me. We
played baseball against the wall in our yard at 2105 Center
Avenue. What was even more exciting was when he took
me to baseball games and we sat in the press box at Forbes
Field. His work at the Western Union involved, among other
things, working at the ballgames in the Press Box translating
Morse Code into English for the announcers of games
played away from home.

One summer, prior to my sophomore year at Carnegie
Tech, 1941, I worked at the Western Union for 32 cents per
hour. When my boss asked my father what I could do, my
father said that I could do anything he asked me to. T will
never forget that.

Many years later, 1950, my father was fighting heart
disease. His doctor ordered frequent injections to ease his
affliction. My father, once again, showed his pride in my
abilities when the doctor allowed me, with my father’s
permission, to administer the injections. Then, on Yom
Kippur night, right before he died, he fainted. I ran down to
Phillips Pharmacy to buy ammonia capsules to try to revive
him. The doctor came and opened a vein to relieve his high
blood pressure and injected adrenaline directly into his
heart. He did not survive. He died on September 21, 1950
after dark.

My mother was a full time homemaker. She managed
the money that my father earned. She had all the virtues
of a good wife and mother. She was consistent with
implementing the rules of our household. Her practical
wisdom in handling various sifuations was admirable.
Above all, she possessed a degree of toughness and
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perseverance throughout her lifetime. It was particularly
evident when she worked as a secretary after my father
passed away. My mother honed her shorthand and
typing skills developed at an early age and applied them
successfully for approximately 20 years.

I remember my first day of school. Mom took me and a
friend to school that day because his parents had a grocery
store and it must have been very busy that morning. Miss
Landman was our first grade teacher. For reasons I never
did understand, T never went to kindergarten, That is why I
never learned to fingerpaint.

I still remember the names of the following teachers:

Miss Weber, second grade, Miss Monheim, third grade,
Miss Sobel, fourth grade, and Miss Leader, fifth grade. Our
principal was Miss Graham. The name of the police officer
who helped us cross the street safely was Terry.

1 skipped 3A; what did I miss? Miss Monheim taught
math and I am sure she gave me a good foundation. I
believe, however, that the most important thing I learned
from her was to gather on the prior evening the items
needed for the next day. I still do that!

After completing six grades at McKelvy School, [ went on to
Herron Hill Junior High School 10 blocks away. Miss Pollock
was my 7th grade teacher. I think she taught geography.

Miss Cochran taught English. She emphasized the virtues of
reading (from the approved book list, of course), stating that
we will never have as much time to read as we have now. The
minimum requirement was two books with accompanying
book reports. This would earn a C. In order to earn an A, we
were required to read 10 books. I met that requirement.
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The 8th grade is a blur. The 9th grade, however, stands
out in my mind because of one teacher, Miss Alpern. She
was an excellent teacher, very stern, blunt, and would not
tolerate any nonsense. She taught English and social studies.

I remember several items relating to Miss Alpern. She
planned to have her class present a Shakespearian play,
Julius Caeser. [ don't recall whether my part was Julius
Caeser or Brutus. I do remember, however, that during one
of the many rehearsals, I forgot the exact words of one of my
lines and paraphrased them. Her immediate response was,
“Kenneth, why do you think you are qualified to paraphrase
Shakespeare? You, evidently, are not studying your lines
enough, When I was in plays, I spent all my waking hours
learning my lines.” Unfortunately, or, fortunately, the play was
never presented, because the lead actors caught bad colds.

One Friday, Miss Alpern asked me to lead the class on the
following Monday on one story about Greek mythology. I read
that story over the weekend, but I forgot about leading the class.
My preparation was inadequate. When I appeared in class on
Monday, instead of apologizing to Miss Alpern, I attempted to

bluff my way through. It did not work. She asked me to spell the
name of one of the characters in the story which I could not do.
I'learned two important lessons from Miss Alpern:

1) If you have a part in a Shakespearean play, learn the

lines using the EXACT words.

2) If you forget an assignment, say so. Do not attempt

to bluff your way through.
After I completed the 7th, 8th, and 9th grades at Herron
Hill Jr. High, I went to Fifth Avenue High School for 10th,
11th, and 12th grades.
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One of the first things I learned at Fifth Avenue High
School, along with the others from Herron Hill, was that I
did not know enough English grammar. English at Herron
Hill emphasized literature. For the first semester, we had to
spend considerable time after hours catching up on English
grammar. Eventually, we caught up. Another important
factor in learning English grammar was studying Latin for
fwo years.

Miss Crawford and Mrs. Hamilton were superb English
teachers. I remember in the second semester of the senior
year, Mrs, Hamilton emphasized that this was our last
chance to clear up questions about English. She related that
a student had asked her the part of speech of a particular
word. When she said she did not know, the student was
amazed. She went on to specify that the part of speech of
any word depends on its use in a sentence.

My subjects in high school, in addition to English,
included chemistry, physics, algebra 1, algebra 2, plane
geometry, solid geometry, trigonometry, world history,
American history, and mechanical drawing.

I had the lead in the class play and was one of six
speakers at graduation.

Tn 1939 I was a senior in high school. I graduated in February
1940, T started college in September 1940 in Metallurgical
Engineering at Carnegie Institute of Technology better known
as Carnegie Tech. What led me to this decision for my life’s
work? Before I divulge the secret, I want to declare that, like
most high school students, I really had no firm idea of what
I wanted to do after high school, I did know, however, that I
wanted something to do with chemistry.
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One day in the summer of 1939, I met two friends,
Art and Bernie, in a sandwich shop close to my home.
Art was a sophomore at Carnegie Tech in metallurgical
engineering. Bernie was a junior in mechanical engineering,
also at Carnegie Tech. The three of us started discussing the
various fields I might enter related to chemistry. Chemical
engineering was one and metallurgical engineering was
another. Art emphasized that I should consider studying
metallurgical engineering because it was related to chemistry
and was a relatively new discipline and growing field. He
also noted that, unlike chemistry, a graduate degree would
not be needed to get a job in metallurgical engineering, Bernie
agreed. On the basis of these discussions and the respect and
admiration I had for these two very intelligent friends, I chose
metallurgical engineering at Carnegie Tech. It turned out to
be a good choice. Looking back on that event, I have never
ceased to be amazed at the influence one or two people can
have on another person’s career.

My first year at Carnegie Tech was an academic shock. I
was now competing with the “cream of the crop”. It was a
humbling experience. The freshman year was somewhat of a
struggle, but I managed to get through it moderately well.

The shock grew stronger in the sophomore year. At one
point, I began to wonder whether I chose the correct career
path. Tjust managed to scrape through.

The sun began to shine when I became a junior. At that
point, I had settled in, feeling that maybe, after all, I was
on the correct career path. Most of the subjects dealt with
metallurgical engineering, which I found to be interesting,.
The laboratory experience was the icing on the cake. The
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class in physical metallurgy was taught by Dr. Robert F.
Mehl, a superb teacher. At that time, there was only one
textbook in English on physical metallurgy. The junior year
was considerably better than the first two.

The senior year was especially interesting because of the

senior thesis with my advisor, Dr. Gerhard Derge, who was .

also my mentor and good friend. The research work on my
senior thesis convinced me that [ wanted to do this type of
work for my career.

I graduated in December of 1943. My class was part of
an accelerated program because of World War 11 We had
started the first semester of the senior year in the previous
summer, '

After graduation, I started to work as a student engineer
at the National Tube Company, a subsidiary of US Steel.
This company manufactured seamless steel tubing for a |
variety of applications. I worked there from the end of
December 1943 to the end of June 1944. During that period,
I worked in several departments to learn how seamless pipe
was manufactured. I resigned in 1944 to enter the US Army.

I spent 13 weeks at Ft. McClelland, Alabama. In October
1944 , | was transferred to Los Alamos, NM, to work on the
atomic bomb. At Los Alamos [ worked in the metallurgical
laboratory along side of civilian scientists and engineers,
many of whom had PhD degrees. I was honorably
discharged in June 1946.

In World War IT all people in the military service were
required to be in uniform at all times. During my stay at Los
Alamos, NM, we were alerted to the fact that when we went
into Santa Fe or Albuquerque on weekends, we would very
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likely encounter people there who would approach us and
start asking questions about where we were stationed, what
our job was in the army, etc. Under no circumstance were
we to say we were stationed at Los Alamos. We had the
authority to lie for the sake of national security. And I did!

When I returned home, I decided to go to graduate school
at Carnegie Tech instead of returning to National Tube,
Although I never envisioned graduate school after [ received
my bachelor’s degree, my experience at Los Alamos and the
availability of funds from the GI Bill of Rights convinced me
that graduate school was the right thing for me.

For the next several years I worked full time at the Metals
Research Laboratory at Carnegie Institute of Technology
and took graduate courses there at night, The highlight of
my graduate school experience was my graduate thesis with
my advisor, Dr. Derge. My graduate school experience,
overall, was very good. I received my PhD (originally DSc)
in June, 1952,

I was hired at Bettis Atomic Power Laboratory in the
summer of 1951, but I had to wait for my security clearance to
be completed before I could start working. Part of the process
entailed visiting my neighbor by an FBI agent to determine
my loyalty to the United States. My neighbors were unnerved
and concerned because they thought that I might be in deep
trouble. After I explained the reason for the investigation,
they drew a sigh of relief. My clearance was delayed by a
month or so because of our marriage. Betty and her family
now had to be investigated for their loyalty to the United
States. They were cleared. I was then able to start working on
September 4, 1951.
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My career at Bettis was a very satisfying experience. In
the early days, 1951 to 1960, Bettis was an exciting and very
challenging place to work, We were working with materials
that previously were merely elements on the periodic table:
Zr, Hf, U. Our job was to apply these materials to meet the
needs of nuclear reactors.

When I became a supervisor in 1955, I entered a whole
new world. At first, it was like walking into a dark tunnel.
Instead of performing the research work myself, I was
now responsible for seeing to it that others were performing
the experiments. For the next several years, my work
expanded substantially. One of my responsibilities was
to be the contact man between materials dévelopment,
design, and manufacturing. I developed the reputation of
being able to get along with most people. Therefore, this
job was given to me. When a problem arose, the designers
would blame the metallurgists, the metallurgists would
blame the designers, and the manufacturing people would
yell at both of us for delaying their schedule, Other duties

_ in the later years included serving on task forces, lecturing,

and presenting and coordinating seminars.

Although Bettis was not for everyone, it certainly was a
good place for me, It provided a stable workplace, a decent
salary, adequate benefits for me to live comfortably, send three
sons to college, and receive reasonable retirement benefits.

My first car was a new 1951 Plymouth 4 door sedan from
a dealer on Murray Avenue near Phillips. I paid $1700!
(straight stick).

To those who pursue a career in metallurgical engineering,
membership in a technical society is vital to advancement
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and eventual success. I have been a member of the American
Society for Metals (ASM) since 1941 and the American
Institute of Mining, Metallurgical, and Petroleum Engineers
(AIME) since 1949.

I joined the Pittsburgh chapter of ASM as a student
member in 1941 when I was a sophomore at Carnegie
Tech. It was difficult to refuse Professor Gensamer when
he handed each student an application form and requested
$2.00 from each student to cover not only the membership
fee, but, also, a copy of the ASM Handbook, 1939 Edition.
Back then, this was the only edition. Today, there are 21
editions, each costing $200. I have found my service on
the Executive Committee and as secretary for a limited
time to be productive and rewarding. This is certainly an
outstanding chapter. ,

I was fortunate to receive several awards during my
career. My first award was granted when [ was a graduate
student. It was the Hunt Award for The Mechanism of Sulfur
Transfer Between Iron and Ca0O-5i0,-Al,0, Slags. The second
award was received in 1957 from Westinghouse. It was the
Westinghouse Signature of Excellence Award for the universal
application of Zircaloy.

I received four awards from the ASM Golden Triangle
Chapter. In 1972, I was appointed a Fellow. In 1976, I received
the Engineering Materials Achievement Award for the development
of Zircaloy Alloy Systems and their contributions to Nuclear
Energy. In 1993, I received the Chairman’s Award. Finally, I
was honored with the E. C. Bain Award in 2007.

My community activities were a mix of religious and
secular activities. My religious activities were focused on
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the Poale Zedeck Synagogue where I held various offices for
both the Congregation and the Men’s Club. These included
one of the vice president positions and secretary of the
Congregation. | held the office of president of the Men’s
Club. I was able to apply my handiman skills culminating
with the building of a “temporary chupa” with the help of
Jake Weinberg, Belle Weinberg, and Jolene Mallinger. The
chupa is still in use today.

I was also active in the Hebrew Institute PTA where my
sons attended Hebrew School. At Colfax School T was elected
a parent representative. I was also a Cub Master of Colfax
Pack 49.

After I retired on March 1, 1989, I found the ideal volunteer
retirement job as a mentor to graduate students, visiting
scholars, and post-doctoral fellows at the Basic Materials
Processing Research Institute directed by Professor Anthony
DeArdo and Professor Isaac Garcia. The organization
is located in the Mechanical Engineering and Materials
Science Department at the University of Pittsburgh. [ have
been there since 1990 and T have learned the power of listening.
While listening to a graduate student discuss a particular
problem, I have observed from our discussions that a new
idea came into being to help solve the problem. This is the
power of listening,

The highlight of my life took place on July 8, 1951
when I married Betty Fay Pickholtz. The way we met was
very interesting. I lived with my parents and grandmother
on the second floor of a duplex at 2311 Pittock Street. The
landlord lived on the first floor. Very fortuitously, Betty gave
piano lessons to the landlord’s children. My mother, who
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met Betty at the bus stop on Murray Avenue, mentioned to
me that, perhaps, [ should call Betty for a date. Poor Betty
had two strikes against her: a mother’s suggestion and a
blind date. My mother, being very wise, said to me, “Why
don’t you call that very nice girl who gives piano lessons to
the landlord’s children? You don’t have to marry her, just
take her out on a date.” The rest is history.

Betore we were married, I was invited to a Thanksgiving
dinner at the home of Betty’s parents. I was delighted to
accept the invitation because it was a real pleasure to be
with Betty’s parents and other family members. The food
was delicious and the company was cordial. As the meal
was served, however, an interesting scenario developed.
Each time a person requested a certain dish, it was always
passed through me. At first, it made me feel important. But
then, it dawned on me that I was being “given a hard time”.
Apparently, I “passed” with flying colors, but I probably did
not finish my meal. My food got cold because I was too busy
passing the food around. '

As we continued to date, we would always end up at
5916 Phillips Avenue, Betty’s home with her parents. On one
memorable night, we found many feet of electric wires all
over the living room floor. We were led to believe that there
was a microphone somewhere in the maze of wires so that
someone could listen in to what we might be talking about.
We were very quiet that evening until we determined that
there was no listening device,

Although all our dates between December 10, 1949 and
May 20, 1950 were very enjoyable, one date in particular
stands out as the tipping point that led to our marriage.
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It was a house date when Betty played the piano for the
entire evening with selections of songs I had requested.
Suddenly, a light turned on in my head. I thought to myself
that Betty was the woman I wanted to marry. Betty’s own
charm would have been sufficient. The charm of music
was the icing on the cake.

The first place we lived was at 305 N. Negley Avenue
on the third floor next to B'nai Israel Synagogue. We
moved to 2223 Shady Avenue the day after Labor Day,
September 4, 1952.

Several years ago Betty and I spent a week at a Learn-In
event in Westminster, Maryland sponsored by the Baltimore
JCC. One evening the entertainment was a karaoke at which
people from the audience could come up on the stage to
sing, It was a dismal failure. Virtually no one responded
until Betty went on stage to lead the group in “My Bonnie
Lies Over The Ocean” along with motions. There was an
overwhelming response from the audience. Once again
Betty’s leadership skills came to the fore. The icing on the
cake was when someorie asked Betty if she was a teacher.

Leadership is one of Betty’s many skills. A striking
example was displayed many years ago at a Bettis Christmas
party. At that time, Betty and I were involved with the
program. Betty played the piano for a group of project
managers singing parodies of several popular songs. As
the program was about to begin, the audience was still
noisy. At that point, Betty stood up at the piano, turned to
the audience as she lifted her arms in an effort to attract
their attention. Suddenly, as if a major switch were flipped,
silence erupted. Betty then entreated the group to listen
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to the program for which the participants had rehearsed
for many weeks. She sat down at the piano and the show
started. It got rave reviews,

There is a plaque on our dining room wall that is the
antithesis of Murphy’s Law. I don’t know how many
people also do not believe in Murphy’s Law. In the
Goldman household, however, the mood is very up-beat.
This is exemplified by Betty Goldman’s Law, which states
that “anything that can possibly go right usually does”.

There are three more important dates in our lives: the
birthdays of our three sons. Howard was born on November
23, 1952, Ed was born on August 24, 1955, and Morty was
born on July 17, 1959. My wife and I have always been on
the same team. She has been a tower of strength to me and
our three sons. We have invested time, energy, and caring
in our children. It has paid dividends of inestimable value.
They have surpassed their basic requirements in the Ten
Commandments to honor father and mother by adding
respect, love, thoughtfulness, and caring. Who.could ask for
more. WE ARE BLESSED AND WE ARE WEALTHY!

This has nothing to do with money. Our tradition tells us
that the wealthy people are those who are satisfied with what
G-d has given them. WE ARE WEALTHY because of our
families. They gave us a sense of menchlischkeit, the ability
to act the way all humans should towards each other. They
emphasized honesty and integrity as a way of life. WE ARE
WEALTHY because of my mother’s vision and wisdom when
she suggested I call a young woman who gave piano lessons
to the children who lived on the first floor of our duplex.
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I am able to look back at my life with gratitude to
Hashem for everything He has provided for me and my
family. I consider the two of us wealthy because we are
satisfied with what Hashem has given us. We thank Him
for allowing for us to reach this season of our lives.

Finally, can the charm of music really lead to marriage?

The following table proves that it can.

and suggests that I call Betty for a date.

Event Date
Betty's parents obtain a piano from a friend. | 1933
Betty starts taking piano lessons. 1934
Betty teaches piano to our landlord’s 1948-1949
children.

My mother meets Betty at the streetcar stop 1949

My first date with Betty

December 10, 1949

We start going steady after a house date
where Betty plays the piano for me.

May 20, 1950

We were engaged!

November 15, 1950

We were married!

July 8, 1951

I REST MY CASE!
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