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Praise for The Sum of It All





  “In The Sum of it All, Lewis Lehrman shares with us how he has so effectively directed his commitments to family, country, faith, and conservative beliefs to an extraordinary career in business, politics, and both the writing and promotion of history. His life exemplifies the importance of passion, discipline, vision, and of a knowledge of the past in understanding the present and shaping the future.”




  —Daniel Horowitz, author of Entertaining Entrepreneurs: Reality TV’s Shark Tank and the American Dream in Uncertain Times




  “Lewis E. Lehrman has achieved success in so many roles—philanthropist, financier, historian, economist, public servant, businessman, husband, and father—that he calls to mind a statement about Lyndon Johnson, who allegedly had ‘extra glands that give him energy that ordinary men simply don’t have.’ A profound student of Abraham Lincoln, about whom he has written eloquently and extensively, Lehrman followed the Great Emancipator’s advice and example, accomplishing much through ambition, determination, industry, generosity, and civic-mindedness. He took inspiration from Lincoln, just as readers of this engrossing autobiography will find inspiration in the story it tells.”




  —Michael Burlingame, author Lincoln: A Life




  “The Sum of It All recounts the fascinating life story of one of the most important businessmen and philanthropists of our time. Readers will discover how Lewis E. Lehrman made Rite Aid a successful national brand, how he influenced American politics and economics, and how he became a leader in history education. In these memoirs, Lehrman also draws from his research on Lincoln, Churchill, and others to offer life lessons that were instrumental to his success. This book is not to be missed.”




  —Jonathan W. White, author of A House Built by Slaves: African American Visitors to the Lincoln White House




  “I met Lew when he was a young man energetic about his future. Since then he has lived an impressive life full of love and full of knowledge. This book is his account of that life. But it is no mere autobiography. Rather, like Benjamin Franklin, Lew writes it out of gratitude to the country that has given him much. And like Franklin’s Autobiography, Lew’s is meant to help his fellow Americans become ‘wise, practical, and good.’ All who wish to live a good life should read it.”




  —Dr. Larry P. Arnn, president of Hillsdale College




  “Success in life consists in always striving for what is true, good, and beautiful. Lew Lehrman has made it his life’s work to do just that. He truly loves his family, his faith, and his country. He has worked tirelessly in the worlds of business and finance, politics, writing, scholarship, and academic enrichment. His gratitude for the blessings God gave him is seen in his generous dedication to the cause of human betterment. This book tells the fascinating story of this inspirational man.”




  —Fr. Gerald E. Murray, pastor at Church of the Holy Family (New York, New York)




  “Lewis Lehrman’s biography is the riveting story of an American hero who has done ‘work worth doing’ his entire life and made our world a better place. It is a thoroughly entertaining read.”




  —Gay Hart Gaines, 18th Regent of George Washington’s Mount Vernon




  “The number of modern figures about whom it may be said with a straight face that he is in the same league with Alexander Hamilton can be numbered on the fingers of one hand. Lew Lehrman is one of those few. His autobiography is instructive not only about the biggest issues facing America but also the character required to still make a meaningful contribution to what Abraham Lincoln called the American ‘experiment’.”




  —John D. Mueller, founding director of the Economics and Ethics Program at the Ethics and Public Policy Center




  “Personal memoirs are rarely of interest beyond the family and close friends of the memoirist. There are, however, exceptions, and Lewis Lehrman’s memoir is one. The reason is that Mr. Lehrman is an exceptional man who has led an exceptional life. The story of his life is, at the same time, the story of what is exceptional about America. The grandson of a Jewish peddler and three other immigrant grandparents rose to prominence in business, politics, philanthropy, and intellectual life. He believed in our nation’s principles and promises, and seized the opportunities for success that they made possible. He went to Yale and then to Wall Street. He became a force in civic life and an intellectual whose writings help his fellow Americans to more fully understand, and more deeply appreciate, their principles, their history, and their duties as citizens of the world’s most audacious experiment in republican government and morally ordered liberty.”




  —Robert P. George, McCormick Professor of Jurisprudence, Princeton University
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  “Walking West on East 80th Street”


  Dedicated to




  Louise Stillman Lehrman, my outstanding wife
Best of friends through thick and thin,
the only love of my life.




  With Louise, all things are possible.
Without her, nothing.
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  Susan Tang and Deja Hickcox were deeply involved in both the first and the second draft. Deja heroically handled the enormous task of citing all my sources. The final book is a product of myself and my son Leland, with Louise contributing many of the photographs. To Judith Schnell, who published many of my history books and now this one, I owe so many things I cannot even begin to describe them. I could not have paid an outside professional to write this book, so true to my real life it is. Nor could I have undertaken the project by myself, for physical reasons among many others.




  Louise was my inspiration, and she generously kept in touch with the book’s unfolding. But it was Jim Basker and Richard Gilder who first urged me to write it. In all, it’s been a wonderful journey through the past. Since the past is always present, I enjoy it all the more.




  Two men from the past, in particular, I would like to acknowledge by name. Abraham Lincoln’s defense of freedom—and his advice to “work, work, work”—ennobled the United States and my life.1 Winston Churchill’s advice to study history helped me to understand its supreme importance. For whatever the merits of science and religion—though we justly revere the arts and humanities—history is the sum of it all.2 In order to keep this book mercifully short, I edited several chapters aggressively as the book went to press. I have, however, carefully archived these edits—and a great deal more original source material—all of which can be found at my website: lewiselehrman.com.




  One more thing: Each of my children played an indispensable role in bringing the manuscript to fruition, so I would like to honor each of them by name.




  R. Leland Lehrman
John Stillman Lehrman
Thomas Dudley Lehrman
Eliza Disosway Lehrman
Peter Rueff Lehrman




  Anyone who tries to write an autobiography will face the challenge of rendering their inscrutable life comprehensible. Leland contributed the most to ordering the story, and I thank him for his exceptionally good work. I could not have done it without him. He showed gumption and hard work as I hammered out the final text.




  Every man who has children hopes for the best, and I have five children and fifteen grandchildren. All of them have added much to my life, and thus to this story.




  Many others to whom I owe thanks will appear in the pages to come.
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  CHAPTER 1




  Walking West on East 80th Street


My mother had a wonderful reputation. To everyone, she was known as “Rose” or “Rosebud.” She was friendly with and loved by folks from all walks of life. There was never any distance between Mother and the people she met. She was known as a perfect lady. Mother treated everyone, no matter their work, as princes of their realm. Born to two immigrant parents, she understood what it was to be raised in humble conditions.




  Rose Herman Lehrman was the essence of elegance and beauty. She was decorous and dignified. When I was a little boy, we went to the farmers’ market on Third Street together. All the farmers in their little stands were delighted to see her. Her humility captivated their hearts. She did not want to attract attention to herself, but she embodied the ethical virtues. In her, I saw the ancient virtue of courtliness: modesty, always standing erect, always speaking fluently with people from all walks of life, and treating everyone with the utmost care—a quality so important in life, but too seldom present.




  Even in the most difficult times, Mother was always there for her four children. My twin brother Gilbert remembers her the same way: “Mother came from a very poor family; she never had exposure to what the upper class had. She was a quiet, loving woman who cared deeply about her family, her children, and their education. Everything.”1




  Lois, Gil, Barbara, and I all reciprocated her love and understood her pragmatic approach to problems. “Be that as it may,” she would often say in response to an obstacle, “you still have to do your best.” And so, we were taught to deal with problems with a generous spirit. “Be that as it may” was her watchword.




  For Mother, like my grandfather Louis, reputation was more important than status or wealth. They both took the Ten Commandments seriously. They embodied virtues in ways others recognized. Mother always emphasized these cardinal virtues: honesty and respect for others. She tried to teach us manners for every occasion.




  The family is the fountainhead of ordered freedom the world over… Our children, all the children of this land, must be given not only the shelter of a house, but the love of a home.2




  My father was a hard worker and sometimes a hard man. He emphasized courage as the virtue which secured other virtues, especially in adversity. Benjamin Sachs Lehrman was very competitive. He fell in love with Mother the moment he met her. They found each other at a dance on the Pennsylvania State University campus. Mother used to tell me how they would dance the night away to the two-step. Ever beautiful, inside and out, Mother was one of the biggest “catches” in Harrisburg. My older sister Lois remembers that Dad “was quite handsome . . . and people who knew my mother from when she was a girl said she was one of the best-looking girls in Harrisburg.”
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    Big Ben with Rose


       

  My friends also fell in love with her. Michael “Biggie” Moore of Denver was one of them. I have a note from him in which he remembers the occasion, saying: “In June of 1957 I visited the Lehrmans as I was riding my Indian motorcycle back to Colorado [from Yale]. I’ve a picture of Lew’s mom riding on the back of my bike. What a fabulous lady!”3




  Mother was a woman without pretense or pride. At her funeral in 1968, the eulogist delivered a superb remembrance about the grandeur of her character—speaking of the beauty evident both outside and in. He said she was the kind of mother and the kind of grandmother who should be a role model for the entire congregation.




  The most important thing my mother influenced was my education. It was she who decided I should leave Riverside Public School after the fourth grade. It was she who decided I should go to the Harrisburg Academy, where I spent grades five through eight. And it was Mother who decided I should go away to The Hill School, in Pottstown, Pennsylvania. When I arrived, the school had a new headmaster, Edward T. Hall, who was very strict, and very knowledgeable about his students. Hill proved to be a turning point for me—socially, athletically, intellectually, and morally.




  In my junior year at Hill, I was a hell-raiser and a prankster. Although serious, mine were not expellable offenses. Mother had previously been tolerant of my occasional antics; Father did not hear of them. A strict disciplinarian, he was kept in the dark—even though he had been a prankster himself in high school. Known as “Rip,” my father would get on top of the Harrisburg trolley and detach the pole connected to the overhead wires. As a parent, however, he was intolerant of mistakes. Eventually, Mother, Mr. Hall, and I came to an agreement, and so my father never found out about my pranks.




  In the decades since, I have often been reminded of the great moral injunctions of my mother and Mr. Hall. When they teamed up again to urge me to apply to Yale, I was enthusiastic. Once upon a time, I had different plans. My fifth-grade teacher, Mrs. Elsie B. Diven, wanted me to go to West Point. She hoped I would become a general. I will forever be grateful to Mrs. Diven for believing in me, but I must thank my mother for her superior insight.




  Yale was a life-altering experience for many reasons, yet one in particular stands out above them all. At a fraternity called the Fence Club I met Charles and later, Stanley Stillman. We became good friends, especially Stanley and I, and often stayed in touch. In the spring of 1964, after active service in the Army, I was in New York staying at the Yale Club. Stanley knew his way around the city, so I gave him a call.
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    Louise with her mother Frances, and brothers Stanley (left) and Charles




 

 



  “Come up for breakfast,” he suggested.




  It was the day that changed my life.




  The following morning at 7:30, I hailed a taxi up Madison Avenue to East 80th Street. At breakfast, I had an argument with Stanley’s sister Louise about public policy. She thought me too liberal. I disagreed, as diplomatically as I could.




  Later that same day, I got a phone call from Howell Scott, who had been one year ahead of me at Yale. Howell said: “We’re giving a dinner party. You’re invited, but you have to bring a date.” I called Stanley back immediately, who said Louise was seeing someone, but that nevertheless I could call her. I did, and she agreed to come to the dinner party the next evening.




  The night of the party I headed back to the townhouse on East 80th Street to pick up Louise. After getting out of the taxi, I was so nervous, I walked east intentionally, away from the townhouse. I soon walked back westwards, but instead of knocking at the door, I turned around and walked east again. As I walked along, I told myself that if I didn’t summon my courage, I might never get another chance to see Louise. I was living in Harrisburg at the time, and my trips to New York were few and far between. Gathering my resolve, I started walking west again, and rang the bell at 15 East 80th Street. A few moments later, I saw Louise coming down the steps. I fell for her immediately. She was so poised, so wholesome, so bright, so sound and full of good cheer. I can still remember the dress she was wearing: a print with flowers, and shoes to match.




  Somehow, God blessed me with the insight to see that I had met the girl of my dreams. My life and vocation would have been a mere shadow of themselves had I not come to breakfast on East 80th Street that morning.




  Louise was the youngest of three children. Charles Jr. was a year ahead of me at Yale. Stanley, a year behind me, was an intellectual, more interested in politics than I. He went on to become an attorney with Donovan, Leisure, Newton and Irvine, and later a respected journalist.




  My father and mother immediately loved Louise. Dad was not easy to impress, but he deferred to Louise, so impressed was he by her character. It was my father who had inspired me with ever higher goals. “Life is worth living if you aspire to great things,” was his message. There was no higher goal than my courtship of Louise, which lasted two years. She finally yielded to my blandishments, her all-surpassing common sense notwithstanding.




  Louise had grown up in New York City. Her father, Charles Latimer Stillman, had gone to work for Time Incorporated in 1928, six years after its founding. His service as a top executive continued until his retirement in 1971 as chairman of the finance committee, and was interrupted only by work in 1948 on the postwar economic recovery program for China under the Federal Economic Cooperation Administration.




  Louise’s mother, Frances Disosway Johnson, traced her lineage back to the colonial era. I admired the way she managed her family and her life in addition to pursuing her love of travel by turning it into a profession.




  I first proposed to Louise three months after meeting her. To my proposal, Louise responded, “Absolutely not. It’s too premature.” At one point, we decided to take a holiday from each other. About four months later, I proposed again. We talked about when we should get married in the fall of 1965, and set the date for May 27, of 1966.




  I used all my savings to buy a ring.




  One of the happiest days of my life was our wedding at the River Club. Years earlier, Louise had come out there, escorted as a debutante by her brother, Stanley. About one hundred members of our family and friends attended the wedding ceremony and reception. We wanted to keep our wedding party small. Gil was my best man and Julie Michel, who had attended The Madeira School with Louise, was the maid of honor. A Civil Court judge officiated.




  Louise was a vision of perfection in what the New York Times reported was “a gown of white silk organza with appliques of organza flowers. Her veil was of matching organza bordered with the same flowers, and she carried white daisies and ivy.”4 My new wife was a great dancer and she had taught me the two-step, an old-fashioned dance. I liked the pre-1914 quality of it. That night, my friends Yale Kneeland, Bill Beadleston, John Britton, and Johnny Pitts hosted a champagne party for us at the Plaza hotel. Most of the glasses ended up in the fireplace. Louise was not dismayed. She knew that most of my buddies were not conventional.




  For our honeymoon, Louise and I went to Mallorca and Madrid. For our first anniversary we went to London and Paris. There, Louise took me to Savile Row to be fitted for a bespoke suit. We also looked at seventeenth- and eighteenth-century American silverware. We saw a pair of Queen Anne candlesticks. They were perfect. I told the shop owner, a man by the name of Mr. Shrubsole, that I would give him $50 as a deposit. I came back the next day, but they were gone. Someone had made a higher bid. I learned a great lesson. When you see something you really want, and can afford, don’t hesitate. And when you make a decision, stick to it. Don’t hesitate and don’t wait.




  After we married, Louise and I came back to my home in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. Mr. and Mrs. George Bailey gave a reception for us. Mr. Bailey was chairman of the Harrisburg National Bank, and the father of my childhood friend, Susie Bailey. Mr. Bailey was also “Mr. Harrisburg,” and rightfully shares the name of Jimmy Stewart’s timeless character in the classic movie, It’s a Wonderful Life. He was a friend, and the key banker to our family business. At the party, Louise was naturally the center of attention. Even Mr. Bailey fell in love with Louise. “She is easy to fall in love with,”5 were Susie’s words many years later.
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    I rise…
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    Louise in her wedding dress


 



  When people met Louise, I always went up in their esteem. We made many visits to Paris, starting in 1974, to visit the great French central banker and monetary economist Jacques Rueff. He, too, fell in love with Louise—who spoke much better French than I. During my public career, I was often asked about my marriage. I would usually respond as follows: “I have had only one profound love in my life, and her name is Louise. I married her confident that I had done the right thing. There is not a single detail about my marriage or my immediate family that I would change so perfect a family has Louise given me.”6




  I consider myself a very lucky man—very blessed in all the important things such as my children, my friends, and some of my associates in business. I have avoided insolvency, even in the worst of times, and have been endowed with loyal, devoted, and gifted children. Above all, a perfect wife. As I said on the occasion of our fiftieth wedding anniversary in 2016:




  I have thought about my marriage made in heaven one half-century ago. Walking along, thinking about this, there has been an inescapable reflection. “What would have become of me, were it not for Louise?”




  How does one sum up fifty years of marriage? On this, I have reflected, too. I discovered early on, that with Louise, all things are possible. Without her, nothing.




  Henry Austen confided about his sister, Jane Austen, that “the farthest thing from her expectations or wishes was to be exhibited as a public character, under any circumstances.”7 So, too, it can be said of Louise—the farthest thing from her expectations or her wishes is to be exhibited as a public character, under any circumstances.




  Still, it can truly be said that my life—so much of what I cherish—is all about Louise. She made my life worth living.8
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    Louis Lehrman, American patriot


 




  CHAPTER 2




  The Sum of It All




Like many of you, I was a lucky grandson of four immigrant grandparents—as I was born in America. My immigrant grandfather Louis was a peddler—and a patriot, who believed with the religious founders of our country, that America was the New Jerusalem. At home, I grew up under Grandpa’s moral leadership. But, politically speaking, I grew up in the shadow of the legendary “Pop-Pop” Taylor, the Republican boss of Pennsylvania who put Warren Harding over the top in 1920. I can still remember “Pop-Pop” patting me on the head as a boy and giving me some advice: “Lew, never touch cigarettes, whiskey or women—until you reach your twelfth birthday.”




  Fortunately, my grandpa’s moral leadership prevailed, and it was he, my parents, and my teachers who passed on to me the values and standards I learned in my childhood. Like most Americans, I cherish the traditional values I learned growing up in central Pennsylvania. These national standards—family, faith, freedom, and loyalty to the flag for which we stand—these are the things in life worth fighting for. And make no mistake. Today, we are again engaged in a great civil war—an intellectual civil war, testing what kind of nation we shall choose to be in our third century.




  The issue is whether or not we shall fulfill the promise, at home, of the Declaration of Independence, and peacefully carry this charter of our liberties to a world longing to be free. This is not the only issue. But it must be the goal of every true American patriot: not only for reasons of self-interest, but more importantly, because America is the preeminent standard-bearer of the sacred code of Judeo-Christian civilization. And no American citizen should doubt that this code of freedom, by itself—hammered out in our common law and our Constitution—accounts for the rise of thirteen impoverished colonies by the sea to become the most bountiful nation the Earth has ever known.




  Our forefathers believed that all work was sacred, each calling sanctified, every spiritual and economic advance a glory to our Creator. If our earthly end was to increase and multiply, our grandfathers had clear views on the means to this goal. In the realm of commerce, the Founders held—along with our immigrant forebears—that government created the conditions, and some of the incentives, which lead, not to welfare, but to work; not to subsidies, but savings; not to hoarding, but risk taking; not to indulgent consumption, but investment; not to austerity, but growth; not to the dole, but full employment.




 

  Religious and ethical leaders from all walks of life know that “Justice demands the establishment of minimum levels of participation by all persons in the life of the human community.”1 I agree. So do almost all Americans. None of us who have read the Prophets and the Gospels could deny the just claims of the least among us. This doctrine is a goal which we all accept, but the doctrine allows men and women to choose in good conscience the means—the public policy and law—by which to attain this end. And thus many of us ask: Do we give a fish to him who has none, in order to fill him for just one day; or do we make a fisher of this man, and teach him to fish for himself, that he may feed his family all of his days? Do we eliminate poverty by “public service employment and . . . public subsidies,” or do we create incentives to bring out the best in free men and women who then create lasting jobs for the least among us in new and growing firms? Which course of action, which means to our goal of full human dignity, is the enduring path of individual progress, the way to self-esteem, and the road to independence for the self-governing family?




  Do we really bestow the dignity of economic independence by once again raising the level of welfare payments? During the 1960s and ’70s, when I was studying these issues in depth, this scheme gave rise to what has now become trillions of dollars in welfare state spending, with pathetic and ironic results we cannot escape, namely, even more poverty and dependency. For example, the percentage of Americans living below the poverty line rose from 12.6 percent in 1970 to 13 percent in 1980; and teenage unemployment doubled after the exponential rise of welfare payments and the minimum wage.




  Now, consider the alternative means to our agreed upon goal of full economic participation: We give dignity to life on Earth for all able-bodied men and women who want honest work by creating the conditions for morally guided economic growth, which alone can raise the standard for labor, unskilled and skilled alike.




  A low, simple, fair tax rate which rewards hard work, savings, and investment for the making of new jobs; a stable dollar; and a limited government which balances the budget without raising taxes—these are the true incentives for growth. I raise these questions for each of us to examine by the light of conscience and evidence.




  For myself, I believe a certain truth; and I also believe this truth can make us free. And it is this: To desire a goal should cause us to desire the most effective means to reach that goal.2 To do otherwise is to court disaster. I share the goal of a humane American economy with everyone—the faithful and the ethical—and I also believe the means to that goal lie deep in our democratic and republican form of limited government, in the free labor and free enterprise economy, and the 158 million jobs it has created in our country. The evidence is compelling. For example, in the fifteen years between 1970 and 1985, our free economy created twenty-seven million new jobs. In the same time period, the social-democratic welfare state economies of Western Europe lost two million jobs. While America’s free farmers still feed the world, government-dominated farm economies in the Sudan, Ethiopia, and throughout Africa often fail to avoid famine, only to be relieved by American alms. Under universal farm socialism in Africa—during those same fifteen years—food production per person fell 20 percent below 1960 levels. And this result, according to scholars, had little to do with the drying up of the water and much to do with the drying up of the incentives to cultivate the land.




  Finally, our conscience harkens us again. Faith asks, what of the least among us, those who are literally unable to fish, to farm, or to forge a product on the anvil of the workplace?




  Americans have answered this question. They are the most generous givers in history, at home and abroad. I believe our government was created to do those things for our people which they cannot do for themselves. And most Americans agree.




  All these American traditions began with the Founders, who guided themselves by a cardinal American economic principle which stemmed from their faith. And the principle was this: In a social order founded on voluntary covenants and consensus, economic justice must mean that before able-bodied citizens make a demand on society, they should first make a supply. To protect this principle the Founders wrote it into the Fifth Amendment of our organic law, stating that private property shall not “be taken for public use, without just compensation.” When people and nations act upon this first principle of free enterprise, it completely alters human conduct—to which the history of our nation is a living witness. For some four hundred years in America, we have seen the miraculous fruits of this first moral principle of work. Why should we, or anyone else, be amazed by the American miracle? We know that to supply is, in another form but to give—to offer. And to give is to produce—to make an offering in the market. But to receive is to consume—in another form to take from the market. Thus it is rightly said: Freely do we give. Then we receive.




  With this rule of faith and natural law, drawn out and elaborated by great jurists—in Blackstone’s Big Book, Chitty’s pleadings, Joseph Story’s commentaries, and in Chancellor Kent’s principles—the Founders and their interpreters had drawn a blueprint, not only for individual and family success; but, in fact, they had passed on to us the revolutionary principles not only for national greatness, but also for global prosperity.3 Even after nearly 250 years, the American Revolution alone still strikes the unmistakable spark of universality in the soul of humanity—bursting brightly upon the face of the Earth, as it did, in the Declaration of Independence—proclaiming that all mankind, not just Americans, but all men and women are endowed by their Creator with unalienable rights.




  Despite the truth of this record of American accomplishment, some prominent intellectuals at the most prestigious universities have been teaching that the only truth is that there is no such thing as truth. Such a teaching is both deeply unsatisfying, as well as self-contradictory. Even by its own definition, it cannot be true. So despite the intellectual conceits of modernity, the truth will forever be the perennial human quest, and not just the one truth, but the several truths that make us free Americans.




  You see, July 4, in the year of our Lord, 1776 was a world historical event, not because a new nation was founded on the shores of the Atlantic, but because a new nation, the very first of its kind, was founded “under God,” begotten, as Thomas Jefferson wrote, according to the “Laws of Nature and of Nature’s God.” Our nation was dedicated to a religious proposition—a principle of natural theology—and it was this: “We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rights, and that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” This proposition, as the Great Emancipator proclaimed, is “the father of all moral principle”4 among Americans. By reason of this, the Founding Principle to which he held us accountable, Abraham Lincoln anointed his countrymen “the almost chosen people.” And it was Thomas Jefferson himself who proposed that the national seal depict Moses leading the chosen people to the promised land. If therefore we elevate the American Revolution above all political revolutions, that is because of this irresistible light of universality with which, in the form of a Declaration to a darkening world, our Revolution burst suddenly upon the face of the Earth—with an elemental spiritual force and a liberating doctrine, the ultimate possibilities of which you and I, even now, can only begin dimly to see. And this is so because never before has a Republic of Freedom been conceived and consecrated to a principle of natural law, applicable to all people, everywhere, and for all time to come. The American political revolutionaries of 1776, and later the Civil War, did not base their claim to freedom on some ancient title to an ancestral place. They did not assert a parochial claim based on racial or ethnic roots. They did not say—all Americans are equal to all Englishmen, nor that all White men north of the Mason-Dixon Line are equal, nor all White and Black men living in the Western Hemisphere, nor all free men and women living behind the shield of the NATO Alliance. They said all people are created by God, free and equal. This is what the Founders said and this is what they meant. When during our Civil War, the time came for Americans to clarify exactly what this statement really means, we paid dearly to make clear that the human right to freedom is truly universal. And thus we see that the birthright of America is in fact no less than a title deed to equal rights in every nation and on every continent.




  The link between religion and American politics is thus indissoluble, because the American Revolution itself rests on the natural law written in the hearts of men. And this link Thomas Jefferson himself held to be beyond dispute, writing as he did that the “God who gave us life also gave us liberty. Can the liberties of a nation be secure when we have removed a conviction that these liberties are the gift of God? Indeed I tremble for my country when I reflect that God is just. . . .”5 The irony would be amusing if it were not a public scandal—but today, critics of American religious tradition argue that our Founding Fathers, in their care to separate an established Church from the State, meant to remove almost every trace of the living God from our public life. This doctrine is not only pernicious; it is false.




  In fact, the constitutional debates show that the Founding Fathers sought only to prevent the legal establishment—at the federal level—of a government-owned sectarian church such as the Anglican Church in England. And chief among hundreds of unimpeachable witnesses present at the creation of the Republic, I bring forward President George Washington—“First in war, first in peace, first in the hearts of his countrymen”6—who declared in his Farewell Address that “of all the dispositions and habits which lead to political prosperity, religion and morality are indispensable supports.”7 It is a fact of early American history that the First Amendment was never a license for government to suppress religious practices in public places; nor was it a pornographic license to destroy the faith, the future, and the mind of a child; neither was it a warrant for the Supreme Court to prohibit prayer in public places. Indeed, the First Amendment, read rightly, according to the common canons of statutory and constitutional construction, means plainly: Congress shall make no law abridging the free exercise of religion. Now more than ever is this true. Moreover, the Supreme Court of the United States cannot maintain much longer the absurd construction of the religion clause itself, wherein it broadly construes the free exercise part to include atheism and humanism among protected religions, but narrowly construes, on a completely different principle, the establishment clause of the same amendment—with the effect of removing true religion from almost all public life.
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    George Washington: First in the hearts of his countrymen


    

  Even the Supreme Court, divided against the nation this way, cannot last. Either both parts of the freedom of religion rule shall change and come under one authentic Supreme Court principle, consistent with right reason and the intent of the Founders, or the nation will reform the Court—and vindicate the original principle of free exercise of religion.




  If, as a nation under God, our faith has made us mighty and free, so too did we wax prosperous by exalting the family, a way of life grounded in the Bible and in our common law—a common law which stemmed in part from the ecclesiastical courts of Christendom. And if I dwell on these wellsprings of our world greatness—faith, family, and the natural law—it is only because I believe that, cut off from the fountainhead of first principles, the deep river of our national life must eventually run dry—and the hope of the world with it.




  Thus, we cannot yield; we shall not yield. We shall never give up. You see, our forefathers were Protestants from England, Germans from the Rhineland, slaves from Africa, later the Irish, Italian, and Jewish immigrants, to mention only a few. And today, from every troubled corner of this Earth they still flee, having no other bond than their common humanity, and the uncommon boldness to break free into our New Jerusalem. There, new immigrants witness, by their work and their way of life, that they know and honor the common watchword of our national faith—the declaration that all people, under God, are created with the unalienable right to life—free and equal.




  This declaration alone can be the common bond which joins all Americans together, especially those of us without blood ancestors present at the creation of the Republic. We know, as my grandfather knew, that whatsoever this declaration of rights by the Founders is true—and everlasting—everything I am, everything I could ever be, arises from the fact that I can say: I am an American citizen.




  We should have no doubt about the ultimate victory of our faith—and of the American way of life—the faith of our fathers—living still. But if we desire not merely success for ourselves, but triumph, triumph for all Americans who strive for independence, self-respect, and honor—and freedom for all members of the human family on Earth—we must be bold ; so that for all time to come, this dream of victory, this good news, shall not perish from the Earth.




  Let us swear never to be moved from our purpose by fear; by threats; but let us go forward, full in the faith that it is up to us, to you, the standard-bearers of freedom to make this dream come true. And it is time to begin, again.8









  CHAPTER 3




  Getting Started




  GROWING UP IN HARRISBURG




  My mother’s family moved from Boston to Harrisburg in 1927. She was just eighteen. Her father, Lewis Herman, had died at forty of a heart attack, leaving behind a wife, a son, and four daughters. Mother, then still in her teens, went to work at the State Capitol to support the family.




  Dad was the “Son” in the family business, Louis Lehrman & Son. He grew up in Harrisburg with two sisters, Martha and Minerva. After meeting each other at the Penn State dance, Mother and Dad married in 1930. Mother gave birth to Lois in 1931 and Barbara in 1937.




  On August 15, 1938, my twin brother Gilbert and I were born at the Harrisburg Hospital. The presiding doctor was Alfred Sherman. At that time, my family lived in a “half house” at 2809 North Second Street. Two years later, Dad built a brick house at 2910 Parkside Lane. Overlooking the Italian Lake, our house was just three blocks from the Susquehanna River, and five blocks from the Pennsylvania Railroad tracks going out west. I cherish the memory of my years growing up along the Susquehanna. I pray that I can uphold the authentic American values of central Pennsylvania, the values by which I was educated—faith, family, freedom, and loyalty to the flag of the Republic for which we stand.
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    Two for the money


  There were many people attending our birth. Lois, my sister, was eight years older than I. Barbara was three years older. Lois got a car for her sixteenth birthday, and I remember that because she used to take me and my brother for rides. Otherwise, I remember little of the first years of my life, other than that I always wanted to lead. In July of 1976, my aunt Martha Hurwitz wrote me a memorable letter, saying that “from the days your mother and I each held a baby and presented the bottle—you yelled the loudest.”1 For the next fourteen years, I shared a bedroom with Gil until, at the end of the eighth grade, Gil went to The Gunnery School, and I went to The Hill School. My brother and I were always a team—especially on the playground. “He and I used to take baths together,” Gil would later say. “He was like my father. Taking care of me. Giving me courage to be better than I was. Very grown up. Always supportive of me doing good in football and basketball. Not interested in pushing me in school.”2 Harrisburg, as Lois once said, “was a wonderful place to grow up. It was small-town, and you could get on the bus and go everywhere.”3 Our family was well known in the community. Grandpa had developed a wholesale grocery business from the tiny store he had opened in Steelton, Pennsylvania. Louis Lehrman & Son supplied stores throughout the area from a warehouse under the Mulberry Street Bridge in Harrisburg.
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    Far, far away lies the Italian Lake
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    2910 Parkside Lane
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    The Rockville Bridge over the Susquehanna River




 



  I am named “Lewis” after my maternal grandfather, Lewis Herman. I never met him since he died before I was born. The grandparent I did know well, a real hero in my life, was “Louis” Lehrman. My mother’s family came from the Baltic region of what was then Western Russia or Prussia. My father’s family emigrated from the same part of Europe, in what is now called Belarus. Grandpa was one of eight brothers who all moved to America.




  The family was centered on economic opportunity—the opportunity to build a business. Life at home, as well as at the business, was based upon thanksgiving for the freedom that my grandparents found when they came to America.




  Once a week, my grandfather Louis Lehrman came to dinner, usually Tuesday evening. He was a self-educated immigrant who was an unself-conscious apostle of the American Idea. Grandpa was all about America. I was studying at college when I learned he was near death. At the urging of my father, I visited him in his Harrisburg apartment. In bed, but still alert, he asked me what my plans were. I told him I was studying the culture, the history, and the different nations of Europe, and that I was planning to travel there to learn these subjects firsthand. After all, every sophisticated undergraduate thought Europe was really something special.
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    Letter from my grandfather


 



  My grandfather was scandalized.




  He responded indignantly, with words to this effect: “What would you ever want to do that for, going to Europe? Everything is here in America. This is the new Jerusalem. America is the place that has everything that you need, everything you want to see, and everything you should aspire to.” I tried to persuade Grandpa that there were things he may not have known in Europe that I wanted to see. But he was not to be persuaded. Having left everything there happily behind, he could not understand what I could possibly be looking for in Europe. I never forgot Grandpa’s reaction.




  As a student of history, I know that there is neither a beginning, nor is there an end to my indebtedness to good teachers. My grandfather and my devoted parents were dedicated teachers and simple patriots. Having raised me in the shadows of the Depression and World War II, in central Pennsylvania, they made me aware of American victories, at home and abroad.




  



  Two decades later, I wrote one of my godsons a bit of advice that reflected how deeply Grandpa’s message had been instilled in me: “I want you to know that Paris is a very pretty place,” I wrote, “but if you had to live there, you would have to spend all your money to eat three decent meals a day. It is the most expensive place in the whole world. I also want you to know that America is the very best place in which to live; and you will understand this when you get old enough to travel. . . . Sometimes when one is young, these foreign countries and . . . foreigners seem to be impressive and important; but once you get a little older you find out that no country is as good or important as the United States.”4




  Grandpa was a courtly and handsome fellow, well-respected in Harrisburg. Dad was six foot two and 190 pounds. Intolerant of mistakes, he was big and forbidding, and literally all business—arriving at the office before everyone else at 7:00 a.m. I learned from my father the elementary lessons of business—I should not embarrass the family by any major mistake.




  Our parents aspired to success for their children. We were driven to excel—morally, spiritually, educationally, financially. Lois excelled at the piano; Barbara as an artist. Gil was an expert at making friends and singing. I was taught as a child that hard work made things easy. I was taught that hard work harnessed to talent makes a difference. Mother was the one who wanted to make sure I got a good education. She was the one who encouraged every student impulse in me. At night, Gil would sit at one end of the kitchen table and I at the other to do our homework.




  Gil still has clear memories of those days, saying of me that “[Lew] was always intense. . . . He taught himself to read when we were little, three or four years old. And he’d be concentrating so hard on his comic books, you’d have to call him over and over to come out and play. Then, in school, he was always number one at everything.”5




  Although it is true that I learned to read very early, I did in fact have some help from my mother, Dr. Fred Brown, and Joe Palooka. Although my mother was always quietly there to guide me, serious interest in my intellect also developed in the extended family. My father’s sister Minerva had married a psychiatrist named Dr. Fred Brown. A Hungarian immigrant, it was he who called my attention to the New York Times, taught me how to read the headlines, and helped me with some words. He wished me well in my studies, and from there, it was Joe Palooka, my comic book hero and a world champion boxer, who helped me finish the job.6




  Mother wanted me to be a pianist. She sent me to weekly classes with Mrs. Ziegler for instruction in the piano and musical appreciation. I took the bus, but sometimes I was diverted by the opportunity to play football in the field across the street. So I never became an accomplished pianist as Lois did. Both our parents loved musicals, and Mother took me to see some in New York. Her tastes were mostly classical, however—Mozart, Mendelssohn, Beethoven, and Strauss. She would make me stay in some Saturdays to listen to opera, and particularly admired Arturo Toscanini.
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    Gil and I




  Sports were more important to me. One summer when I was about ten, Dad escorted me to camp by train. In New York’s Grand Central Station, I saw this man across the terminal who looked very much like my Red Sox idol. My mother had grown up in Boston, so we were both Red Sox fans. “Are you Ted Williams?” I asked the man in Grand Central Station. “You’re my hero. I’m a Red Sox fan.” Despite the reputation he later gained for being prickly with press and fans, Mr. Williams was very nice to me that day. It was a long time before I washed the hand he shook. I also admired his patriotism as a Marine pilot in World War II, and later in the Korean War. When I was younger, I was also a fan of “Doc” Blanchard and Glenn Davis, the great running backs who were known as the “Touchdown Twins” when they played for West Point in the mid-1940s.




  Gil and I went to camp for four weeks in the summer. We played baseball and basketball all day. I avoided swimming because I didn’t like being wet. I avoided showers too, except for when the counselor put his foot down.




  We started first grade at Riverside neighborhood school, but after fourth grade, Mother decided that Gil and I should go to the Harrisburg Academy. Dad was skeptical, but Mother felt we should get the very best education available, and Mother always prevailed in educational matters.




  Dad’s advice was consistent as I moved from one stage of my education to another. When I left public school to enter the Harrisburg Academy, my father sat me down and said, “You’re now going into the big leagues. We’ll see whether you can cut it.”




 



  When I left the Harrisburg Academy to go to boarding school in the ninth grade, my father sat me down and said “You’re now going into the big leagues. We’ll see whether you can cut it.”




  And when I left boarding school to go to college, my father sat me down and said to me again: “You’re now going into the big leagues. We’ll see whether you can cut it.”




THE HARRISBURG ACADEMY




  I arrived at Harrisburg Academy a complete stranger among boys and girls who had been at the school since first grade. They were also much bigger. I was small, and an easy target to pick on. One day I had had enough. I decided to take on the biggest bully. When he continued to pick on me, I found an opportunity to take him down in the schoolyard, right in front of everyone. No one picked on me after that. Like me, Gil was also a feisty kid. Small for our age, we made up for it by being scrappy. It worked. I was elected captain of the football team.7




  I was equally focused on academic leadership. In 1951, the Harrisburg Patriot reported: “Lewis Lehrman, editor of the school paper, has been named president of the 1951-52 Student Council at the Harrisburg Academy. One of the projects now being conducted by the Student Council is the operation of the candy bar which is open every school day.”8




  I learned from some outstanding teachers at the Harrisburg Academy. In fifth and sixth grade, Mrs. Elsie B. Diven was my favorite teacher. She had gone to Columbia, and trained me rigorously, teaching me a disciplined attention to the details of English grammar. An inspired woman, Mrs. Diven inspired me in return. She quickened my interest in the beauty of the English language, and in everything patriotic.




  Hers was a strict pedagogy and I minded her. My classmate, Susie Elder Bailey Scott, remembered her commitment to our education with these words: “We both were in Mrs. Diven’s class. She was a character out of a Pilgrim storybook—a roly-poly teacher with a will of iron. She would find a way to teach you no matter what.”9




  Mrs. Diven often gave very challenging assignments to her students. I got my earliest training as a teacher helping Mrs. Diven teach my classmates. I loved to help Susie Bailey because she was so cute and cheerful. I will let Susie tell the story: “Lew had an abundant proficiency in math. [Mrs. Diven] would hand out columns and columns of figures [for us] to add them up. Lew could do them in twenty seconds. That infuriated her. She needed to give him something to do, so she set Lew to helping others. He was the big man on campus at the age of 12 at Harrisburg Academy. Extraordinarily nice, kind. Through middle school he held every office there was to hold. In my memory, he never did anything less than A+. Everything he was as a little boy was magnified as he grew up. He had curiosity beyond measure. All the moral characteristics he possessed remain today. . . . It’s hard to believe that nearly 40 years and more than four-fifths of our lives have passed since the days of Mrs. Diven’s endless columns of addition and the Lehrman twins’ merciless mischief and mayhem!”10
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    Elsie B. Diven (left): My Best Teacher




 

  The most important thing that Mrs. Diven taught was her patriotism. She had a special kind of patriotism that came from the heart, less from the intellect. That made it something enduring, which I was lucky enough to learn, boy though I was. I also learned from her to respect ordinary soldiers, for it was they who suffered the sting of battle. There in the fifth grade, after victory in World War II, Mrs. Diven instructed her fledgling students to study Sir Walter Scott’s famous poem, Native Land. During history class, she would teach us to recite it, insisting that we should memorize these lines:




  Breathes there the man, with soul so dead,
Who never to himself hath said,
This is my own, my native land!
Whose heart hath ne’er within him burn’d, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned
If such there breathe, go, mark him well;
For him no Minstrel raptures swell,
High though his titles, proud his name,
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim;
Despite those titles, power, and pelf,
The wretch, concentred all in self,
Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
And, doubly dying, shall go down
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonour’d, and unsung.11







  Mrs. Diven’s claim that our native land is unique still rings true across the decades. Only America, she would declare, can become the homeland for people of every race, creed, and color. Immigrants first become American settlers, but then, they can become Americans in full.




  There were other teachers who kept me in line. Mrs. Zack, my teacher in the sixth grade, was a good teacher and a strict disciplinarian. She pulled my curly hair when I tried to dominate classroom discussions. My Latin teacher, Carl Cassara, was also very strict. He had a desk full of erasers, pencils, and pens. His students waged war against him using his own arsenal of writing instruments. Intolerant of bad manners and bad behavior, he slapped me three times. It hurt, but 1949 was a different era with different teacher discipline.




  My history teacher was an especially important influence on me at the time. It was he who set my sights on the important turns in history. Duncan Campbell, “a great Scot” and military historian, drove us the forty miles from school to the Gettysburg battlefield. There, he regaled our class with stories of this gravesite of bold warriors, blue and gray, and about the heroic aspects of American wartime statesmanship. For a young man, that kind of exercise can make a big impression. I can still see it all . . . coming down the rocks, at full speed, with Colonel Joshua Chamberlain, in his great charge defending Little Round Top, on the second day of that pivotal battle.




  As an eleven- and twelve-year-old, I got to know Gettysburg at a time when you could still find Algonquin arrowheads and bullets from the battle. If you were lucky, you might find some kind of military tool, such as a bayonet. Then, we were still allowed to search the area for historical artifacts. The day I was there, I found a musket ball. They were all over Devil’s Den, where large boulders created a strategic location for Union forces on the second day of the battle.




  More importantly, I learned there of slavery and emancipation, of Union and Confederate heroes and heroines. And I learned to revere Mr. Lincoln, who consecrated that battlefield cemetery “to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced.”12




  At that time, President Lincoln’s birthday was still a Pennsylvania school holiday. Our family, my teachers, and the families of all my classmates paid much attention to the great moments of American history: the Emancipation Proclamation; the Thirteenth Amendment; the Declaration of Independence; and, of course, General Washington’s birthday was a national holiday. My grandfather Louis’s daughters, Martha and Minerva, used to dress up in red, white, and blue to celebrate. General Washington was taken seriously as a Father of his Country. There was a natural, unselfconscious and unapologetic patriotism inculcated in young men and women during the early postwar years. It was characteristic, I believe, of the nation as a whole.




  We were all planning to do our part, for the country and for the world. My classmate Wheeler “Wheels” Daniels and I had big plans. His father was a lawyer, and sometimes we discussed our ideas with him. “Lew and I go back to Harrisburg Academy days in the ’50s,” Wheeler said many years later. “We spent a fair amount of time in the woods avoiding our respective social circles, and discussing how to solve the world’s problems. We also spent time at each other’s homes. Lew would get in heavy discussions with my father.”13




  THE HILL SCHOOL




  Lois had been the first in our family to go away to boarding school. After eighth grade, mother sent me to The Hill School in Pottstown, Pennsylvania, and Gil to The Gunnery School in Washington, Connecticut. She believed that in order to be challenged, I had to go away to school. She accepted the proposition that boarding schools had good faculties, in loco parentis, that would prepare me to go to a good college.




  Hill forever changed my life—instilling the importance of discipline and self-discipline. There were high standards, a strict schedule, and dress code: coat and tie worn every day. I learned how the outer world enters the inner world; how what you wear symbolizes who you are. I learned to challenge teachers. One instructor even remembered me as a “little brash.”14




  In 1952, I was a new boy at a great school. Also new that year was Edward T. “Ned” Hall, who came to Hill as headmaster from Yale. Mr. Hall would play a pivotal role in my life, remembering me this way: “Here’s a guy that says, ‘I’m going to prove that I’m not only as smart, but just as good as everybody else.’”15
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    With Friends at The Hill




 



  In the ninth grade, I met Garrett Greene. A very sophisticated history teacher, Mr. Greene thought I would also make a good teacher. He liked to point out bad arguments in my papers by using the Latin phrase defining an informal fallacy—post hoc ergo propter hoc—after this, therefore because of this. It wasn’t until I got to college that I finally understood his critique of my arguments: just because one event precedes another, doesn’t mean that the first one caused the second one.




  Peering at me through Edwardian horn-rimmed glasses, Mr. Greene exacted a mighty toll on my memory, always insisting upon mastery of American milestones—dates, names, places, and ideas. Facts and circumstances, I learned from this Hill School master, are the stuff of ideas and decisions. “No big theories, Lehrman,” he would thunder. The narrative of past things, he would say, is not only the outcome of impersonal forces, and the history of ideas, but is also the contingent record of individual decisions—of men and women, leaders and partisans, with many motives, caught up in the event. He spoke to us with a conservative outlook and idiom that I have embraced ever since.




  At The Hill, Mr. Dawson was a great Latin teacher. I was always seated in the first row. Some phrases stuck with me:




  Totum quod splendet ut aurum: All that glitters is not gold.




  Gallia est omnis divisa in partes tres: All of Gaul is divided into three parts.




  The study of Latin has the virtue of illuminating the English language by shining a light on its roots. I also discovered that quaint things interested people and Latin was surely quaint. Like Mr. Lincoln, I also favored Euclid’s sign-off for a proof: Quod erat demonstrandum16 being the Latin translation of the original Greek.




 



  We lived in buildings run by a dorm master. It was a super-masculine environment—all about athletics and academics. It was very 1950s. At the Hill, my teachers remembered me as a “scrapper,” a “hustler,” and an “intense competitor.” My basketball coach, Don Ronnie set the record straight: “He wasn’t a very gifted player, but he worked very hard at what he had.”17 I had played varsity sports through junior high school. At Hill, I learned there are a lot of boys more talented in certain things. Most of the guys were bigger than I was. I was 110 pounds when I first went to Hill. I was 140 pounds when I graduated. I went out for the athletic teams and really had to play all out. Sports were serious business. My friends and I kept track of details.




  “My best memory,” recalled Wheeler Daniels, “was playing JV football where Lew was quarterback and I was an end. Most of his passes went to me. I got moved up to varsity and spent most of my time on the bench wishing I was back playing with Lew on the JVs.”18




  I met my future college roommate on the Hill basketball court in 1954. Marty Gibson eventually became captain of the varsity basketball team. He toured with me, and later remembered that “We had a lot of fun, traveled to different campuses, and played against a couple of college freshmen teams. Afterward, we were off to Yale as freshmen roommates.”19 Marty was a gifted athlete and a superior student who later became an executive with Corning Glass.




  I may have been small at Hill, but I was not too small to cause trouble. My most celebrated achievement—even if its authors remained anonymous—was one of the bravest or most reckless things I ever did. One night, Charlie Moore and I lifted a stuffed sixty-pound moose head off the wall of the Pipe Club and took it up to the fifth floor of the Sixth Form dormitory. We clambered out over the roof and tied it by rope to the copper tower overlooking the main quadrangle. Charlie was one of my closest friends. Although it has been more than sixty years since our friendship started at Hill, Charlie remembered that night in exactly the same way: “One night, [Lew] and I took the moose head from the Pipe Club and he secured it to the precipice of the roof of the Sixth Form dorm overlooking the quadrangle of the school. So high up, no one dared to remove it!”20
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    Back Row: Leckonby, Gray, Bryant, Glancy (Mgr.). Front Row: Stark, Lehrman, Gibson, Weiser, Muhlhausen
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    Charlie Moore: Moosehead Charlie and best of friends




  After breakfast the next morning, Hill classmates went out on the quadrangle, looked up, and saw the moose, lashed to the ramparts. Both classmates and teachers were astonished. The origin of its elevation was a mystery to all. “Who the hell got it up there?” was the question on everyone’s mind. Hill masters were annoyed. I proudly remember that it took eleven men much of the day to get the moose back down. Fifty years later, I got the phone number for my coach and history teacher, Jack Ridell, and apologized for not owning up to my prank. Questioned, I had evaded personal responsibility with the phrase “not on my watch.”




  Mr. Hall could not prove my involvement, but he did suspect it. Most of the guys at Hill would brag about their exploits. I swore my compatriots to silence, and they never broke confidence. However, there was one classmate who was a great favorite of the headmaster. Mr. Hall was very sophisticated about adolescent behavior, and I believe Mr. Hall ran his suspicions by this student.




  The summer between my junior and senior years, Mr. Hall summoned my mother and me to the school for a conference. He respected Mother because she was the perfect lady. He also knew she would be a perfect ally in clamping down on my behavior. Mr. Hall told Mother that I could not ignore the rules of the school. He disclosed in very concrete terms what he knew about my pranks (which did not include the moose incident, about which my mother never learned). Mother in turn warned me of dire consequences if my misbehavior was repeated to my father. That was enough of a warning for me. My senior year I spent setting records in Latin, Math, English, and French.




  In future decades, I returned repeatedly to Hill. In 1983, I gave a commencement speech in which I spoke to the students about the responsibilities of being an educated American:
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    In The Dial, 1956




  Your parents could have sent you to a government school. Their property taxes already paid your way there. To have done that, they would have denied you a unique advantage. Here at the Hill you were taught by teachers who love to teach. Here you were taught the values of work, duty, and sacrifice. Here you were taught you must work to learn the skills you need at college and to excel in society. You are very fortunate. While taking advantage of what the Hill and your parents have provided you, you should never lose sight of how lucky you are that you are graduating from one of the foremost schools in America. And above all, that you are an American, destined to give the shining example of faith, freedom, and opportunity to the whole world.21
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    Destined to give the shining example…




    

  There are people in the lives of every individual who have the right chemistry to influence a younger person—just the right sensibility to understand what	that individual really needs. In my case, I have experienced a few such mentors—Elsie B. Diven, who really understood me and patriotism; Duncan Campbell, who opened up the wide world of historical studies; and George Bailey—Susie’s father—who saw my potential. At the beginning of my time at Hill—guided by the patriotism of Mrs. Diven—I still thought I was headed to West Point. My mother, Mr. Bailey, and Mr. Hall redirected me to Yale.




  Neither my mother nor my father had gone to college. George Bailey, our family friend, was a Yale alumnus and recruiter. When I saw him at home during the breaks, he would encourage me to go to Yale. My Hill headmaster had the same idea. He thought I was interested in law and psychology. In my junior year, Mr. Hall asked me: “Have you thought about colleges yet?”




  “Frankly, no,” I responded. 




  “I think you should go to Yale. You’re a good athlete. You’re a good student,” he told me. Then he added: “You need an insurance policy, Brown.” I had never heard of Brown, but I did as I was told. I applied to Yale and Brown and was accepted at both. But there was never any question in my mind where I was going.




  YALE UNIVERSITY




  Yale was heaven.




  The college captured some of the intimacy and historic social character of boarding school, but on a bigger scale. There were fourteen students from The Hill School in my class at Yale, and then I met all these new guys from Exeter, Andover, and St. Paul’s. Mike Moore, Yale Kneeland, Bill Beadleston, Fleming Newbold, Howell Scott, Bart Giamatti, John Pitts, and many others would become lifelong friends.
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    A great weekend at Fisher’s Island




 



  There was another athletic group at Yale that included Eddie Bennett, Matt Freeman, and Rob Hanke. The latter two were from Calhoun College, where I lived. I also met helpful and inspiring upperclassmen, like Anson Beard. Dave Murray was an unforgettable gentleman, whose courtly and inspiring manners would have impressed even my mother.
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    Howell Scott: “Uncle Howell”


  I met John Britton in our freshman year at Yale. He was one of many new friends who had gone to St. Paul’s. Our relationship developed slowly; we would run into each other on campus. One day we met at George & Harry’s, a classic Yale coffee shop. I had never before drunk coffee. Johnny ordered it for me. I can still see him pouring the milk. After that, I drank one cup of black coffee most every morning.




  John would provide valuable advice to me for the rest of his life—even when he profoundly disagreed with me on big decisions. In 1981, for example, he wrote a wise and pointed memo about why I should not accept a position on the Presidential Council of Economic Advisors, saying “Your criticisms will irritate and eventually infuriate in proportion to their accuracy; they will yield more enemies than friends (and the enemies will be more powerful).”22 I valued Johnny’s pithy turns of phrase and practical insight, and acted on his counsel in this case, even though Alan Greenspan had made the overture. There was simply not enough power in this position to overcome the headwinds I would have faced.
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    John Britton: Wise counselor and best of friends
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    Bartlett Giamatti: Go Bosox!




  Bartlett Giamatti was a classmate with whom I would develop and nurture a friendship. Bart had gone to Phillips Academy Andover. I met him through our mutual friend, Matt Freeman, a scholar-athlete and a starting end on the football team. Bart and I hit it off right away because he was a total wordsmith. I was, by then, an Anglophile. He was a partisan of the Latinate. Near the school campus was a historic graveyard—the Grove Street Cemetery—where we would go and sit on gravestones talking about philosophy, life, and what we would do with the rest of our lives. He was entirely a man of intellect, a very modern man, but a scholar of the English and Italian Renaissance.




  After graduation, Bart would become the secretary of the Class of 1960. I would later become the class treasurer. In the December 1976 issue of Yale Alumni News, Giamatti reported on me:




  I thought when Lew Lehrman was made Treasurer of our Class, that would be enough. After all, I was Class Secretary, he would work for me—we could say he would work with me—at his age, that’s quite enough. One would have thought. But no, Lew has always kept busy so the New York Times did a long story on him this last summer, entitled “From Drugstores to Doctrine.” It said his Rite Aid chain was the nation’s fourth-largest drug store chain, with 467 stores, six thousand employees, $392 million in sales last year, and that in addition to his company he spent a great deal of time on The Lehrman Institute, of which he is chairman of the board and president. The Institute, in Manhattan, conducts “public policy studies stressing the historical roots and philosophical implications of contemporary economic and foreign policy issues”. . . . Nowhere, in the Times or anywhere else, does it say he is Treasurer of the Class of 1960 and works for or with me. [All this was said firmly tongue in cheek.] I’m sure Lew told them and I am sure the next time we read about Lew things will be set straight and explained in the proper order.23







  I wrote Bart back right away:




  As you say, my dear friend, “I am sure Lew told them” of his post as Class Treasurer. You are right. I did. The Times chose not to print it.




  It seems that the financial section of the New York Times does not consider Yale to be quite so fashionable as Main Street and Wall Street. Curious, old boy, but that’s the way plain, old, working people see it. Now Bartlett, the truth is, of course, (as you suggest in your opening lines of the Class Notes) that I have always worked for you. At my age, I could never presume to do more. Of that presumption, I am quite sure. (In the new, presidential vernacular, you can count on that).24







  By the mid-1970s, Giamatti had become a professor of comparative literature, and served as a house master at Yale. When the presidency of the university became vacant in 1977, and Giamatti was rumored to be a potential candidate, he declared: “The only thing I ever wanted to be president of was the American League.”25 In 1986, he would get his wish. Bart and I held our love for the Boston Red Sox in common. I remember the time he called me to ask if I could get him tickets for his family to see a Red Sox game in the World Series. I complied, still amused by his cheeky warnings about my presumption. When I was asked to chair the Yale University Council on the Humanities, Bart arranged my visits, and my engagements with the heads of each department. In 1977, I wrote a letter in support of his candidacy to the Yale committee selecting its next president. Bart replied in August before Yale’s decision was announced, saying “The Divine Poet must have been moving your hand when you penned that splendid letter to the Yale Search Committee. Sometime we might chat by phone and I could tell you what the voices whisper here.”26




  When Bart was inaugurated as president that October, I was asked to write a tribute for the Yale Daily News. Entitled “Noble and Brown-Bearded Giamatti,” the article exhibits a stylistic flourish I used almost exclusively in Bart’s company:




  Into the disjoined universe of the present decade the noble Prince alighted. His ascendance to the Presidency of Yale was no accident. It was fortuitous only in the sense that prevision is denied us. But aided by the timid harmonies of reason, all in hindsight is now clear to us.




  There is a fitness to it. Angelo Bartlett Giamatti, son of scholars, disciple of the Divine Poet, spiritual heir of the Renaissance, pretender to the throne of baseball commissioners! Who else but he possessed the sense of proportion to transport us from our age of uncertainty into an era at Yale characterized by a feeling for hierarchy and order, traditional Yale virtues of which the inspired Giamatti has written so eloquently in the past.27







  As you can see, Bart and I were well matched in the cheeky department.


 



  Without the academic model that Bartlett’s family provided for him, my own Yale major was less preordained. As a freshman I was pre-med. My grandfather Louis wanted a doctor in the family, and so did Mother. Grandpa had spoken with me directly about his hopes, and I always wanted to please him. Though I did my best, my organic chemistry professor told me the laboratory was not the place for me. I switched to history with relief and enthusiasm. I had developed a natural interest in the subject which would stay with me my whole life. I had excelled in the history classroom at the Harrisburg Academy, and at The Hill School. The decision proved to be a wise one. At Yale, history and English were, I believe, the dominant departments. A. Whitney Griswold, then president of Yale, had emerged from Yale’s history faculty. At the time, history was perhaps the largest and most important major in the University.




  I thrived in those history classrooms. In the fall of 1957, Anson Beard and I took our inaugural American History class. This is how Anson remembered it years later:




  You were a sophomore, I was a senior, majoring in American studies for which this course was a pre-requisite. With great pride in recollection, despite my 10% seniority in age, I spotted you as “the smartest guy in the room.” Those days began a six-decade friendship, which I still cherish to this day.28







  Another Yale classmate, Daniel Horowitz, was a keen observer of the social and academic scene on campus. He noted that:




  Scorning or avoiding competition in the classroom, many of those who graduated from prep schools were more likely than others to cut academic corners—cheating on assignments, paying someone to write their papers, and cramming at the last minute. Even if they obeyed the rules, as many of them did, they had learned skills before coming to Yale that they might share with others.29







  Always interested in teaching, I managed to earn a mention for it in Daniel’s book, On the Cusp: “I remember walking to an exam with Lew Lehrman, a classmate who had gone to the Hill School. I listened intently while he told me that the way to handle an exam question was to focus an answer on the premise underlying the topic the professor asked us to explore.”30




  One of my Yale professors was William H. Goetzmann, who taught a survey of American history and a graduate seminar. With his encouragement I chose to look more into the Civil War and Abraham Lincoln, not least because I was born and raised near Gettysburg. Around this time, I first began to read Roy P. Basler’s Collected Works of Abraham Lincoln, noticing especially the importance of Lincoln’s October 1854 antislavery speech at Peoria, the defining moment in his political career that set the tone for the rest of his life and work.




  Another influential professor was Bardwell Smith, who taught “Religion and Literature.” He had been a student of Richard Niebuhr, a theologian’s theologian. Bardwell taught me that things, invisible but true, are just as important as things visible and true.




  As a freshman and sophomore, I concentrated on how to stay on the honor roll. In my junior year, I developed a real passion for scholarship. At Yale, the “summa” of learning was the comprehensive exam at the end of the senior year. I ended up with the highest grade for history, a 94.




  After a meeting with Professor George Wilson Pierson, chairman of the History Department, my goal was to be a full professor on the Yale history faculty. My father did not think it was a good idea. He wanted me to be a lawyer or a doctor.




  Mother always encouraged me, however. She believed in my star. Even though both she and my grandfather also wanted me to be a doctor, Mother supported my choice to major in history.




  SCRAPPING, COMPETING, AND RIDING MOTORCYCLES




  I was always very competitive. My friends said I was scrappy. When the choice was to fight or flee, I always fought. In elementary school, I fought on the playground every recess with one boy. At Harrisburg Academy, I was challenged by a couple of boys who were bigger than I was.




  In 1982, I admitted to a reporter that I was combative and competitive as a kid. “I say that life is a struggle because, among other things, it’s a struggle to impose self-discipline upon oneself,” I went on. “And you learn to discipline your passion and your temper, or you can’t win.”31




  “My earliest contacts with Lew were glancing blows,” recalled my friend John MacMurray.




  There were no spectators to speak of at the early 1950s contest on the Camp Hill gridiron.




  This one-off encounter, played on the big boys’ field, pitted the visiting squad of the Harrisburg Academy (and its outsized game face) against us, everyman adversaries of the “West Shore”—the left bank of the Susquehanna River. It had the look of a Norman Rockwell sandlot scrimmage—mostly boney knees, elbows, and leather helmets.32







  Matt Freeman also emphasized our football connection noting that “Lew played, as he loves to say, some real high school football in Eastern Pennsylvania. I was elected captain of the Yale freshman football team, and I think that’s how our bond started.”33




  At Yale, we exercised in the basement of Calhoun College. My strongest friend was John Pitts, the toughest guy, pound-for-pound, I ever knew. He and I would go to Yale-Princeton games and stay at John’s Rumson home. We went prepared to “defend Yale’s honor,” which meant that at the end of the game we were bound to get into a fight at the goalpost.
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    John Pitts: Pound for pound the toughest guy I ever met
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    Mike Moore: “Uncle Biggie,” yodeler genius and best of friends




  I was still a prankster, even at Yale. Matt Freeman remembered details even I have tried to forget, describing “late nights on Chapel Street when Lew would throw a forearm shiver into parking meters with devastating effect.”34 Matt had a few other humorous remarks to make about our life together: “In our junior year I became Vice President of the Delta Kappa Epsilon fraternity, the big jock house on campus, full of football, hockey players, and swimmers. I remember Lew’s hilarious descriptions of brothers having to turn sideways between massive shoulders to get a seat at the bar.”35 And Matt wasn’t just an athlete, he was a dazzling student, remembering that “During our shared Calhoun College experience, I think Lew became enthralled when I would morph from stereotypical jock mode into a would-be Shakespearean scholar, and quote whole stanzas from the Bard’s classics. We used to have contests about the meanings of the Bard’s emanations.”36




  There was also a Yale motorcycle group that included John Pitts, Mike “Biggie” Moore, Rob Hanke, Franklin Roosevelt IV, and me. One evening, a few of us decided to go to New York City on our bikes. Some of us did not have windshields or crash bars. We were traveling at tremendous speed when I hit a bee and a bump in the road at the same time. I was knocked off balance—my legs flew up straight behind me—but I never let go of the handlebars. It was a miracle I didn’t kill myself.




  We arrived in New York City but needed gas to return to New Haven. None of us had any money. We met a guy at a gas station who lent us $20 and gave us his card. Several months later, I was in New York, and paid him back.






 



  I still had my motorcycles in the early years after university—a Triumph T120 and a BSA. I bought them used and very cheap. Louise used to ride on the back when we went to dinner. I used to scout for store locations on them, as Louis Lehrman & Son branched out into discount drugstores. They are easy to park in a hurry.
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    Rob Hanke: “The Protector”




  TEACHING AT YALE




  Professor Charles Garside, my European History teacher, nominated me to be a Carnegie Teaching Fellow in History. But it was Professor George Wilson Pierson, chairman of the History Department, who made it happen. Professor Pierson was a formidable mentor, and a de Tocqueville scholar. When he heard that my father was opposed to the nomination, he called him directly. I don’t know what he said, but somehow he persuaded my practical and business-minded father that I should accept the Carnegie Teaching Fellow appointment, even though the pay would be low. Professor Pierson, a harsh-looking fellow who was nonetheless deep and personable, thought I would make an excellent teacher, and he was prepared to see it through.




  As an assistant instructor of history on the Yale faculty, I was paid $3,500 for the year. Although it’s true it was a modest stipend, it was certainly adequate for a bachelor. And I was never more at home. Professors Howard Lamar, Charles Garside, Ralph Turner, William H. Goetzmann, and Robin Winks, among many others, pressed me deeper into the field. My teaching experience at Yale had an impact on my intellectual development which I can trace to this very day.




  The Carnegie Fellowship allowed me to spend part of my time on graduate studies, while spending two-thirds of my time teaching. I told the story of that year for an article in the Yale Alumni Magazine in May of 1961, just as I was concluding the Carnegie Fellowship:




  As an undergraduate I was quite certain that I would go to law school, and all during my graduation year I debated with friends the relative merits of this law school and that. To tell the truth, I had no desperate desire to become an attorney. Rather, law seemed an appropriate profession for a liberal arts graduate who was unsure of what he really wanted to do.




 



  It was in December of my senior year that I was approached by a member of the faculty, Charles Garside, director of undergraduate studies in history, and told that I had been nominated for a Carnegie Teaching Fellowship and that if I were interested I would be interviewed by the committee in charge of the program within a few weeks. Not yet having made any definite commitment to law school, I was more than willing to listen to other suggestions. Fortunately, I had known two of the 1959-1960 Carnegie Teaching Fellows, and I was familiar, through them, with the general purpose and nature of the program. After further conversation I became genuinely excited about my prospects for an appointment.




  Strangely enough, this concern suddenly died out and I “definitely definitely” made up my mind that I would go to Harvard Law School and stop vacillating between the various professions. I was eventually interviewed by the Carnegie committee, at which time I said that if offered a Teaching Fellowship I would probably not take it since I was planning to go to law school. A week later, the appointment was offered—and to my surprise, I promptly accepted.




  After assuring my family that I was determined to enter law school, I now had to inform them I had changed my mind again and that I was remaining at Yale as a Carnegie Teaching Fellow in history. Although they were obviously disturbed at still another change of mind, they acquiesced in my decision, probably because they felt that at least I made up my mind about something—for a year at least.




  As far as the Carnegie program was concerned, the rest of my senior year was devoted to finding out what I was to teach, how, and to whom. Particularly helpful in this regard was a dinner meeting with the outgoing Fellows, at which certain common problems were raised and freely discussed. Fortunately, I was to teach History 10, a survey course in European history which I had taken as a sophomore. . . .
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    The budding teacher




  



  As June drew near I was anticipating my teaching experience with a new feeling of commitment and a genuine attitude of excitement. To strengthen this commitment, I took off for Cambridge, Massachusetts, and Harvard Summer School, where I was determined to learn enough German to really help me in my graduate course in history. During the course of the summer I somehow managed to involve myself in the Massachusetts gubernatorial campaign, but when I returned to New Haven I had learned some German and a great deal about Massachusetts politics.




  Life in New Haven, I soon found out, was going to be somewhat different from that which I had experienced as an undergraduate. As part of the Carnegie program, Fellows are required to live off campus so that they will have a taste of some of the domestic problems that face the young instructor, and I, in conjunction with a friend, had leased a small beach cabin near Milford, just twenty-five minutes from the university. Here I laughed into my first cook-it-yourself attempts—with a minimum of success and a maximum of distress. I can say, however, that endurance pays off, and now in April I seldom experience the kitchen paralysis that was my permanent condition in early September.




  Around the middle of the month I went to my first History 10 faculty meeting where the instructors are briefed on the material they will teach in the following week’s classes. Here Peter Garlock and I, the two Carnegie Fellows in history, got our first chance to see from the inside the way in which courses are formally organized. Here, too, we almost immediately found ourselves placed on a first-name basis with the one-time Brahmins of the faculty, and we soon found ourselves discussing various problems in European history on equal terms with men who only a short while ago had been our mentors. It was all very new and exciting, and I loved it.




  The first day of classes quickly rolled around. Armed with a new briefcase filled with books and suggestions, I marched into my first class at ten o’clock of a Thursday morning to face a group of extremely composed sophomores and juniors. No doubt some of them at first thought I was one of the class, but since no one else was talking, they quickly concluded that I was their somewhat underaged instructor. Class began with my fumbling search for a piece of chalk, the misspelling of my own name on the blackboard, and a few nervous laughs. Then everything settled down, and the serious business of learning and teaching began.




  The laughs are no longer nervous, but the business, for the most part, remains serious. From feudalism to German unification, from the philosophy of history to the John Birch Society, the class never seems to run out of ideas. Teaching, awesome at the beginning, is now a part of my life, taken in a still somewhat hesitant stride, but with a new sense of confidence born out of that most traumatic of experiences—holding a class together.




  Yet teaching itself is not the all-in-all of the Carnegie program. Equally demanding has been the graduate seminar in American history in which I was enrolled and which has introduced me to the real and confusing complexities of the field in which I will probably teach. This graduate seminar has accomplished precisely what the Carnegie program intends: an introduction to graduate study, an association with graduate students, and an initiation into the demanding world of scholarship.




  A short year has drawn to a close, and one now asks whether the Carnegie program has accomplished its purpose. In my case, the answer is a resounding “yes.” A year ago, you will remember, I was “set” on law school, so set that I accepted a Carnegie Teaching Fellowship. Next year I am off to Harvard on a Woodrow Wilson Fellowship to do graduate work in history. . . .37





  My seminar students also encouraged me to pursue a career in teaching. In evaluations submitted to the faculty they wrote:




  	•“Mr. Lehrman is probably the best teacher I’ve ever had. He has a real interest, not only in the course itself, but in each individual student. He set forth the course in a logical, systematic fashion and I can honestly say I never lost attention and enthusiasm in the course for one minute. I think he is an excellent teacher and would be a great credit to Yale University.”




  	•“Mr. Lehrman was definitely one of the finest teachers I’ve had—I only wish I could have taken more advantage of his abilities.”




  	•“Mr. Lehrman, through 1) his enthusiasm, 2) his knowledge of the subject, and 3) his ability to communicate ideas effectively, has captured my attention all year. In fact, this semester the only class I looked forward to attending was history discussion.”




  	•“I regarded my discussions in History 10 as unquestionably the best of any offered by any of the courses I took this year. I cut them less than any of my other lectures or discussions and quite frankly found them consistently interesting.”




  	•“Give the guy a professorship—he’s pretty hot as a teacher.”







  To all those who have ever encouraged me I wish to again offer thanks. I truly hope my life and work has honored your faith in me.




  CHALLENGING MALCOLM X




  I have a coherent political philosophy which I deploy in moments of intellectual combat. Because I was competitive, I enjoyed intellectual combat—sometimes a bit too much as a student. As an adult I did not always prevail, but I have been privileged to enter the arena with worthy opponents, one of whom was Malcolm X.




  In October of 1960, as I began my Carnegie Teaching Fellowship, Malcolm debated the NAACP’s national youth secretary in the Yale Law School auditorium. Malcolm was extremely bright, articulate, and impassioned. I had read some of his writings and was interested in his work. He did not disappoint me. At the outset of his talk, he said:
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    Malcolm X: I respected him




    

  In this crucial hour in which we live today, it is essential that our minds constantly be kept open to reality. We have both races here in this Yale Law School Auditorium tonight. Let us not be emotional. Let us be governed and guided only by facts. . . .




  My friends, surely you will agree that no other people in history, biblical or otherwise, have been so completely stripped and robbed by their slave master of all knowledge concerning their own kind, and because of this, no other people in history, biblical or otherwise, have ever presented such a problem to their former slave masters or to the world . . . as the problem created by the presence of the twenty million so-called Negroes here in America today. . . .




  We have accepted your invitation to come here to Yale University Law School this evening to let you know firsthand why twenty million so-called Negroes cannot integrate with White America, why White America, after one hundred years of religious hypocrisy and political trickery will never accept us as first-class citizens here . . . and why we must therefore seek some separate territory of our own.38







  After his brilliant, impassioned lecture, Malcolm remained at the platform to answer individual questions. I went down front to speak with him. We immediately got into a debate about the right way to interpret and implement the Declaration of Independence. “Emancipation is the great story of Black people in America, not slavery,” I said. “The implication that violence will be needed to advance the rights of Black Americans detracts from your argument.” A crowd of people gathered around, but Malcolm turned to respond to a question from someone else. I reached out to grab his arm to get his attention back, but one of his bodyguards knocked my wrist hard, and so, I regret, the debate had to end there.




  In his book, Class Divide: Yale ‘64 and the Conflicted Legacy of the Sixties, Howard Gillette, Jr. covers my involvement in the event:








  Paired in debate with the NAACP’s national youth secretary, Herbert Wright, Malcolm rejected the central premises of integrationist civil rights activism he had embraced only months earlier, calling instead for the complete separation of the races. Among those he made an indelible impression on was Lewis Lehrman, 1960, who as a Carnegie teaching fellow on the Yale faculty instructing a freshman history class recorded Malcolm’s chilling effect and warned his students of Malcolm’s potential influence.39







  Concerned though I was about Malcolm’s ideas and tactics, still, when he was assassinated in February of 1965, I mourned his death. He was a charming man and I respected him very much. Three decades later, I shared my impressions with one of my sons, who had written a paper about Malcom X. “I know well the impact Malcom X had upon you. I felt the same tingling sensation in 1960 when I met him at Yale. More important than any ‘tingling sensation’ however, is the judgment, indeed, the wisdom to know the correct lesson of his life.”40 No matter how much you are rejected, hard work and organization will overcome it.




  In 2002, at a reception following a New-York Historical Society presentation by Harvard professor Henry Louis “Skip” Gates, I got a chance to make a prediction. My friend and colleague Daniel Jordan was able to record the scene: “I was standing by Lew. We could hear these two African-American businessmen discussing the negative portrayal of African-Americans in American history. Lew interrupted them, ‘You are winning. It’s just the sixth inning. But by the ninth you will have won.’ He was very civil, but very emphatic. He made the case.”41




  Today, I can be certain I was right. In fact, my work at the Gilder Lehrman Institute of American History has been part of the movement that made it so.




  A EUROPEAN EDUCATION




  If you wanted to be a historian, it was thought best to learn German—because the PhD was first awarded in Germany in the seventeenth century. Leopold von Ranke, a papal historian, had developed primary-source-based history in the nineteenth century and set the standard for the research and writing of modern history. Although I never quite mastered the German language, I was certainly wise enough to embrace the importance of primary-source-based-history. I have been devoted to its principles—and grateful for its wisdom—ever since.




  After all, who can be trusted with the interpretation of history? When it comes to matters of such importance, the original artifacts must be consulted again and again, by each succeeding generation, so as to mine and apply their wisdom freely in every unfolding circumstance.




  My first trip to Europe was in the summer of 1961 after completing the Carnegie Teaching Fellowship year at Yale. I flew first to visit Italy. I then flew from Rome to Berlin, where I was to arrange lodging for myself and my good friend John Britton. John had been in my Yale class initially, but had taken a year off. He would go on to earn a PhD in the History of Science and Medicine for his study of ancient mathematics and Babylonian astronomy.42




  When I landed at Flughafen Templehof, I needed to find a room where Johnny and I could stay. Coming out of the terminal, I saw a big heavyset German in a 1949 Cadillac, easily recognizable by its trademark fins. Though I did not speak German and the driver did not speak English, I approached him and tried to convey to him that I was looking to rent a room.




  The driver took me to two or three places that were not suitable, before taking me to the Kaiserdamm 100 near the lake called the Lietzensee.




  We climbed three flights of stairs to reach the Westfall household. When two beautiful young women answered the door, I thought my guide had misunderstood my intent and taken me to see some prostitutes. After I protested “No, no,” he calmed me down. A bedroom and small sitting room awaited. With the help of their son, Hans Volker, who spoke some schoolboy English, we arranged the rent.




  The household consisted of Herr Wernhoff, his wife whom I called “Müti,” Ilsegunda, Gabriela, and Hans. Müti had lost her first husband, Herr Westfall, during the Second World War, and the family had kept his name.




  In preparation for future studies in Western Europe, John and I had signed up to study German at the Goethe Institute. Most days we attended our lessons, and a friend of the Westfalls, Herr W. P. von Lietzner, worked hard to help us take advantage of the opportunity. Nevertheless, Johnny and I found the classroom less instructive than our conversations with the Westfall family, where Herr Wernhoff knew enough English to be helpful. Furthermore, Johnny and I just couldn’t help but spend some days poking around Berlin in summertime, chasing after Gabriela, and sometimes touring with von Lietzner. One day Johnny and I went to see the old Olympic Stadium. Site of the historic 1936 Olympics, it was one of the monumental holdovers that had escaped destruction during Hitler’s rule. I can still remember gazing upon that massive stadium, dreaming about the triumph of Jesse Owens—and the humbling of Hitler’s racist philosophy represented by the four gold medals Jesse won there—for freedom, for equality, and for America.
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    In Germany for a summer with W. P. von Lietzner




  



  At the time, the Berlin Airlift was still on the front pages, but the crisis seemed less real in Berlin than it did when reading about it in the American papers. It occurred to me in that moment that he who is on the spot of contest may know more about events than can be found in the newspaper coverage.




  My hosts were old enough to have been through World War II. Frau Westfall asked me where my family came from. I said my grandfather came from West Russia. It was a difficult question to answer at the time, no matter what kind of Russian origin you had. Frau Westfall often complained about the Soviet Russian treatment of civilians during the final invasion and occupation of Germany.




  The Westfall family had a close relationship with Dr. Helmuth Roos, chief of surgery at East Berlin’s largest municipal hospital, and a member of the East German communist elite. He was contemplating defecting to the West, and needed to act quickly before the Berlin Wall, then under construction, was completed. Through the Westfall’s eldest daughter, Ilsegunda, we got tickets for a performance of the opera in East Berlin. Ilsegunda in turn had gotten the tickets through Dr. Roos.




  The morning of the performance, however, it was announced that the East Germans had closed the border. Ilsegunda was very concerned for Dr. Roos. Almost immediately, she, John, and I drove from the American zone to his apartment in East Berlin. According to the postwar agreement, Americans had free access to all of Berlin. Dr. Roos’s wife and children were on vacation in West Germany. Their family lived in a luxury of material convenience that few East Germans under communism could dream of.




  For two hours we looked on, bewildered, as Ilsegunda and Dr. Roos argued about whether he should immediately flee to the West. At that time, Dr. Roos decided to stay, but as a precaution, he asked the three of us to take his medical files across the border in our rented Volkswagen—which we did.




  Early that afternoon, however, we got a call that Dr. Roos had actually decided to escape by visiting a patient on one of the border roads called the Berneuer Strasse, a checkpoint in the middle of the chaos not yet sealed by the East German police. He asked, however, that John and I pick up some baggage that he had not been able to bring with him. Boldly, we drove back across the city in our VW Beetle, following instructions to the Roos apartment.




  In East Berlin, we stopped at a traffic light where a nineteen-year-old kid jumped into the car. We followed his instructions and rendezvoused with a second car carrying part of the Roos luggage. Unfortunately, so had half a dozen East German policemen. Luckily for us, the Volkspolizei thought the other car had broken down. After they departed, we accomplished the second rendezvous. There we picked up the rest of Dr. Roos’s baggage, after which our East German accomplices quickly disappeared.




  By the time we got back to the border checkpoint, a series of barriers had been erected, and a long line of cars was trying to make the crossing. As we and our contraband moved toward the head of the line, John and I had second thoughts about the wisdom of our actions. Suddenly, we realized that we could end up prisoners in an East German communist jail.




  Just then, a white Porsche came careening through the border barricades at about 60 miles per hour, heading directly toward the car at the front of the line. The guard on the front car’s right made a graceful leap over its hood to avoid imminent extinction. He survived, but the Porsche escaped, flying past the line of cars and through the barricades at breakneck speed.




  The East Germans—perfect bureaucrats all—headed straight for the telephones, presumably to report the incident and deny responsibility. Seldom have I ever been so grateful for bureaucracy. When the processing began again, the guards merely looked at our passports—and not at the suitcases full of silverware, and Mrs. Roos’s fur coats.




  John and I were lucky. Dr. Roos got his silverware, and we got back to the American zone in West Berlin. We later learned that nearly everyone connected with the escape had been arrested. The police were even said to have pictures of two foolish young Americans. In our zeal to rescue a fur coat for Dr. Roos, we had risked spending ten to twenty years in an East German jail.




  The incident taught me a new respect for freedom, stainless-steel forks, and wool outer garments. It also taught me how easily and quickly the freedom we cherish can be lost. The distinction between Yale and jail was a narrow one, and one which I deeply appreciate. We can never take freedom for granted. Vigilance—and Providence—will always be required to maintain it.




  In the summer of 1962, I went back to Germany to study again at the Goethe Institute. Herr Wernhoff and the Westfalls had relocated near Marburg, a university town where Herr Wernhoff worked for a chemical company. I wanted to meet the great historian Ludwig Dehio at the University of Marburg, but he was away. At Harvard, I had read Dehio’s classic text on the European State system, The Precarious Balance: The Politics of Power in Europe, 1494–1945. It was the one of the key sources for what would become my master’s thesis.




  Frau Westfall had a friend who worked as a lumberjack. I got a job working for 25 cents an hour with a crew of four. A lumberjack would fell the trees, and we would lift the logs onto a truck. It was all muscle work, no brains involved. My fellow lumberjacks, strong as oxen, treated me like someone off the streets. They could lift a hundred pounds more than I could. The first day, I was so sore from lifting that I took my first bath since I was five years old.




  I may have exercised my body more than my mind that summer.




  A MASTER’S DEGREE AT HARVARD




  “I was very serious about school and teaching,” I would tell a journalist in 1979. “But during that year of teaching, I came to be skeptical of the extent to which the university prepared men for the world. I began to believe that academics and students had to know in a firsthand way what people in factories and businesses were thinking.”43




 



  Nevertheless, after I finished my Carnegie Teaching Fellowship, I competed for and won a Woodrow Wilson Fellowship at Harvard. Professor Howard Lamar had encouraged me to apply for the Harvard fellowship, where I would be subsidized with the princely sum of $2,500 for the year. Even though it was a further pay cut, at that time I was still convinced I wanted to study some more, even teach some more.




  My undergraduate studies had focused more on Europe than America. My Carnegie fellowship was for the study of American history, but the teaching of European history, where I helped certain professors prepare their classes. At Harvard, the international politics and diplomacy among Germany, France, England, and the Austro-Hungarian Empire’s major countries would be my focus.




  I needed to pursue a doctorate if I expected to teach at an elite college. At Harvard, Professor Ernest May was a complete master of late nineteenth and early twentieth century diplomatic history. Professor Merle Fainsod was master of Soviet history. I studied their courses with zeal. Fainsod believed the Soviet form of government was very fragile. His personal view was that slavery has existed in many different forms over the centuries—from slavery proper to serfdom, and from colonialism to communism. For me, the inescapable conclusion is that fighting for freedom may therefore be both a universal and eternal preoccupation.




  I was fascinated by World War I and the Versailles Peace Conference which followed. I read The Economic Consequences of the Peace by John Maynard Keynes, which was one of the most significant commentaries on the event. He was a beautiful writer and an excellent mathematician, but argumentative and self-righteous. One of his most important and widely believed theses, that inflation was necessary to prevent dictatorship, was later refuted by the great French philosopher Jacques Rueff. In later chapters, we shall explore the ongoing significance of the famous debates in Switzerland between these two intellectual giants, and we will see that Rueff had the better argument.




  There were no heroic figures who prevailed at Versailles, but I did study the example of Vance C. McCormick. Another Harrisburg native, McCormick provided an inspiring model for me. Commissioner McCormick was a Yale All-American football player from central Pennsylvania who served as chairman of the American Commission to Negotiate Peace at the Paris Peace Conference of 1920. He was also a graduate of the Harrisburg Academy who later became the school’s board chair. He was well born, well connected, well educated, socially prominent, and blessed with boundless energy.




  A Harrisburg businessman, McCormick became the head of the Harrisburg morning newspaper, the Patriot, and later the mayor. He had a tremendous influence on local and state politics and served as chairman of the Democratic National Committee.




  As chair of the DNC, McCormick was instrumental in the nomination of Woodrow Wilson for president, and as early as 1914 became an advisor to Wilson himself. He also became a good friend of financier Bernard Baruch, who was an economic advisor to Wilson at Versailles. Although no longer famous, McCormick had a significant influence on public policy, and on me.
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    Vance McCormick: Harrisburg’s big shot




  I also came to admire General John “Blackjack” Pershing and George Marshall—an aide to Pershing—for their roles in World War I. The French leader at Versailles, Georges Clemenceau, was a hero to Winston Churchill, who thought him the greatest Frenchman since Napoleon. I was also struck by the boldness of the young Churchill, and his plans for the Gallipoli Campaign in 1915. It was an attempt to end the mass slaughter on the western front by taking Turkey out of the war. His brilliant strategic effort was, however, poorly executed. The naval breakthrough failed. It was supposed to be coordinated, but Lord Kitchener’s troops landed too late. Though the man in charge gets the credit for victory, he also gets the blame for failure. In this case, Churchill’s effort at Gallipoli is known as a failure. Eventually I would write the book Churchill, Roosevelt & Company: Studies in Character and Statecraft, published in 2017. There, Churchill, in all his glory, is among the primary subjects.




  My master’s thesis at Harvard took a different tack on Anglo-French history and the European State system. Inspired by Ludwig Dehio’s work, it focused on the British purchase of the Suez Canal in 1875 with the help of a loan from Baron Lionel Rothschild.44 The Suez Canal was the key to the Mediterranean, which then became a British lake. Ownership of the Suez Canal was also important in that it solidified British dominance of the trade routes to the East. France and Turkey had been the only significant competitors for the canal. The British victory in the bidding war solidified its position as a global empire until the end of World War II. My thesis was ultimately destroyed in the Pennsylvania flood of 1972, and unfortunately, no copy of it remains. The reason I chose the subject was for its ability to illuminate the balance of power in the European State system, a well-documented historical period that provides a wealth of material with which to understand the nature of power in commercial civilizations.




  With commerce comes power. When Great Britain won the battle with Napoleon for dominance of the world trading system, the British pound replaced the French franc as the key reserve currency, a position which was firmly solidified by the British acquisition of the Suez Canal, and the resulting control of world trade.45




  QUESTIONING ACADEMICS, HEADING HOME




  I had reunited with my former Yale classmate, Dan Horowitz at Harvard Graduate School. Dan wrote of my departure from Harvard in his book On the Cusp, saying:




  He and I shared an apartment with two other history graduate students. I remember him with considerable admiration . . . , but also as a compelling person who possessed a fierce and brilliant intelligence. . . . When he left Harvard in the spring of 1963, Lehrman told me he planned to make enough money so he could devote himself to history and public affairs. Lots of people have such dreams, but few fulfill them so abundantly.46







  I left Harvard at my mother’s request. She wanted me to come home to deal with some problems in the family business. I had also begun to doubt that scholarship was what I wanted to pursue. I was more than half a commercial man. My father, dealing with these family and business problems, also wanted me close by. Gil had trouble with our father, Lois had chosen her own direction, and Barbara was trying to find her way. My parents had faith in me. Mother’s primary objective was stabilizing family relationships. She also believed I was made for both business and scholarship. She sensed, and encouraged my move toward business, and was happy because it would also improve the family dynamics.




  Still, I was torn, because at the same time, I was recruited by several Princeton faculty members. They convinced me to come to Princeton to complete my PhD under the auspices of Arno Mayer. It was an easy commute from Princeton back home, approximately two hours by car, and so I hoped it would be a workable compromise. At Princeton, I studied American History under Professors Cyril Black and Eric Goldman. And it was then that the example of Lincoln drew me away from Europe, and back to American history.




  But the issues in the family business wouldn’t go away. Leaving Princeton after one semester, I temporarily closed the door on my academic career.




  IN THE US ARMY




  “I loved boot camp.”47




  That summer, in 1963, I worked for Louis Lehrman & Son, opening our sixth discount drugstore in Binghamton, New York. However, my parents knew I wanted to serve in the military to fulfill my duty to my country. Indeed, I had always wondered how I would fare in battle. There was never any question in my mind about military service. I was determined to serve, even if I was not required to. In 1945, Victory in Japan Day had arrived on my seventh birthday. While in school, I made it my business to learn about the great World War II battles in the Pacific such as Iwo Jima, Midway, and Guadalcanal. Mrs. Diven thought I should be a general, a graduate of West Point, and I minded her.
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    In uniform, US Army




  That August, I first went to the local Marine recruiter. He wanted me to sign up for Officer Candidate School. The Marines guaranteed I would emerge a second lieutenant, and that I would advance very rapidly. I was attracted by the Marines’ esprit de corps, their team approach. “You’re going to be an outstanding officer,” I was told. The problem was that it required a five-year, full-time commitment—away from our family and its company.




  Next, I went to an Army recruiter in Harrisburg, who said “We have a perfect arrangement for you—six months active and six years in the active reserves.” They had a long waiting list, but I explained my family situation and was called up in September of 1963.




  I had received $3,500 to teach at Yale. In my second year as graduate student at Harvard, they gave me a $2,500 scholarship. With a 30 percent pay cut every year, it was clear that I needed a new vocation. The Army only promised to pay me seventy bucks a month, but there were three meals a day . . . and service to my country.




  I enlisted in the US Army on September 3, 1963, and was ordered to active duty on October 25. I flew to Kentucky and reported for basic training at Fort Knox. I loved it. I liked the people. I liked the challenge.




  I never rose above the rank of platoon guide, but I loved the Army life of an enlisted man. Sergeant Hall, my platoon sergeant, was fond of drink. In the mornings, he often slept in. He appointed me platoon guide, which meant I took charge at meals and marches. I loved command and still do, to this very day. The boot camp experience was very important to me.




  The “Field First” was Sergeant Baggat. One day, while organizing the company, he called out: “LAR-MAN! LAR-MAN, I want you to come out here and show everyone you need a HAR-cut just like everyone else does.” He had read my 201 File and knew that I went to Yale and Harvard. From then on Baggat made fun of my education at every opportunity.




 



  People from all walks of life were there at boot camp. The competition was fierce. We boxed every Sunday in a space roped off between the barracks and played pickup football on weekends. Bill Hutchinson was my best friend in basic training. He was a Kentucky boy, born in Jefferson County. Bill and I were among the better athletes of our platoon. There was a chin bar at the entrance to the mess hall, where you had to do ten chin-ups to get a meal. Bill and I would challenge each other to see how many chin-ups we could do. I managed to beat Bill regularly, but it was our intellectual relationship that really mattered to Bill. Bill was humble, not very learned. He had not gone to high school. When we were exercising or playing sports, we talked, and our conversations had a profound effect on him into the future. Later on, Bill described our days together in basic training:




  In our first meeting, Lew was talking with several squad leaders around him. I was so impressed with his ability to communicate with them. I wondered: “What in the world is he doing here?” So I asked him: “What are you doing here? You are officer candidate material. You have leadership written all over you.” He said: “I am interested in entering politics later. I want to understand how the blue-collar workers think.” That started me to thinking, that’s exactly what we need in the political arena.




  Those who seek to understand how the people can be helped. I listened to him. He had a lot of common sense. Obviously, he had not been among blue collar workers very much [there Bill was wrong], but he had the ability to make people like me understand. He made everybody understand. Everyone respected him after the second week there and looked up to him. He had the leadership capacity about him. There was never talking down to anyone. Lew said, “Money is a tool. It does not define me, or people like me. It is a tool.” That got me to thinking, we, as blue-collar, must try and provide as many tools as we can for our kids.




  Lew was the platoon guide, acting NCO. Often that goes to people’s heads. Lew helped a lot of folks. We were together when John Kennedy got killed. We were on the firing range when we were told he was assassinated. Lew said “one man doesn’t run this country.” There were a number of things that he quietly pointed out about Kennedy. He had a way of telling you things you didn’t want to hear.




  I began to realize he was multinational—he understood more about the world than I did. There were no blanks where he was concerned. He was concerned with everything. He knew what he was talking about.




  We had a guy in the platoon who couldn’t fire his rifle to pass a proficiency test . . . who was going to be a missile expert. Lew made me do the firing so this guy could pass the test. That basically may have influenced other people’s thinking about him. The Executive Officer knew. He came up and said, “Good job.” We got our missile expert qualified.48











  Decades later, after Bill had undergone surgery, his son called me saying “Dad has been talking about you ever since he met you.” Then he handed Bill the phone, who spoke from his hospital bed as we reminisced.




  “I talked to my children about you,” he said. “I learned from you a completely different world. My sons know people like that are out there. I was able to do what I wanted to do. The blue-collar guys want to do the best they can for their families.”49 Bill sent all his kids to high school and college so they could have better lives.




  In January 1964, I received a letter from Captain Heyward W. Riley, commanding officer.




  I have had occasion to observe your conduct, which is further substantiated by your company commander, that your performance as a Sergeant, Platoon Guide, during basic combat training with this battalion has been outstanding. . . .”




  To hold such a position you have demonstrated your ability to be the kind of leader the Army needs. . . . Many times in the absence of your Platoon Sergeant you have taken charge and ably fulfilled the obligations of a man who would normally be far outside the realm of your experience. . . . I’m certain that you will find that the experience you have had as a “Leader” will be of value to you in your future assignments.50







  I was grateful for the friendship, the recognition and the opportunity, but I was ready to get back to business. I left boot camp in March of 1964. For five-and-a-half years thereafter, I went almost every month to a weekend of ready reserve duty, and did two weeks at Army camp during the summer.




  In 1965, I almost got called up. President Lyndon Johnson announced in July that forty-four combat battalions would be sent to Vietnam to help General William Westmoreland launch an offensive. I was on the list to go, but President Johnson and General Westmoreland called off the attack.




  In May 1967, I was transferred to 2153 Corps Augmentation Unit at Indiantown Gap Military Reservation. The following year, Major H. W. Gleason wrote to Pvt E2 Lewis E. Lehrman:




  You are commended for your outstanding instruction during the two-week course in administrative procedures conducted by this unit during ACDUTRA 1968.




  The quality of your preparation and presentation distinguished you as first among all the instructors and brought favorable comments from both our evaluators and your students. Your contribution to the success of our training missions reflects credit upon yourself and your unit.51







  In 1969, I was winding down my monthly reserve commitment, and had just taken Rite Aid public. I was assigned to complete a history of our unit and the training we had completed the previous summer at Fort Devens, Massachusetts. It began:
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    Jonathan Bush: “All hell broke loose!”




  Six a.m., Saturday, July 13th, the 441st Personnel Service Company departed Harrisburg by bus for Fort Devens, four days after the advance party, led by Major Gleason and Warrant Officer Sabol, had arrived at camp to clear the way.




  Fort Devens is a very hot Army camp. Most evenings find the mosquitos in bed with the soldiers, and as a result, a 441st instructor might arise in the morning not as well-rested as he should be. A bit uncomfortably the first night passed; and Sunday followed uneventfully, as briefing sessions in preparations for the morrow’s first classes occupied the day.52







  That same summer, in August of 1969, my very witty Yale buddy Jonathan Bush wrote me tongue-in-cheek during the last two weeks of my service: “At last, after fifty weeks of worry and tossing at night, I can once again sleep peacefully knowing that you are defending Jody, myself, and John, Jr. Is there any way that you can be persuaded to serve for more than two weeks a year since the remaining fifty weeks we feel vulnerable?”53
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LOUIS LEHRMAN & SON

110-138 South I7th Street < Harrisburg, Penna.

September 2, 1958

My dear Grandchild Lewis,

1 am writing to you, Barbara and Gilbert on this di
pray to God I can give you this check your wedding present in person.
It would giveme such joy. My dear child, I am not feeling to well
so 1 am preparing myself. One should prepare in life. I havé worked
herd in my life time. I have a good son. I hope my son's sons and
daughters will follow in their fathers footsteps.
If you work hard Lewis some day you can leave a little to
your grandchildren. Remember when you work you reap in the end.
My good child spend this check wisely for I always respected the
money I worked so hard for.
May God bless you and your dear wife, we do not knmow yet who
that will be. I hope she will be & fine young lady.
1 miss you very much for I do not see you very often. I pray
I will see you for many years my dear child.

Your Grandpa,
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