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Issue Overview 
 

D A R C Y  L .  M A C P H E R S O N*  
 

hen the current Editors-in-Chief of the Manitoba Law Journal 
took over stewardship of the publication in 2010, we decided to 
profile legal luminaries of the past and the present from 

Manitoba. When we chose The Honourable Chief Justice Richard J. Scott 
as an early interviewee, this led us to consider whether there were other 
former Chief Justices of the province whose recollections should be 
committed to paper for both present and future generations. That simple 
question led us to make an entire special issue of the MLJ entitled ñFive 
Decades of Chief Justices of Manitobaò.1 The volume focused on the last 
three individuals to occupy the highest judicial office in the province at 
the time ï The Honourable Chief Justice Richard J. Scott (Chief Justice of 
Manitoba from 1990-2012), The Honourable Chief Justice Alfred M. 
Monnin (Chief Justice of Manitoba from 1983-1990), and The 
Honourable Chief Justice Samuel Freedman (Chief Justice of Manitoba 
from 1971-1983).   

As we examined the Manitoba Archives of Legal History as part of our 
preparation of the Five Decades volume, Dr. Bryan Schwartz recalled that 
there was a series of speeches, including some by the man himself, given 
about Chief Justice Freedman several years ago, at an exhibit hosted by the 
Jewish Heritage Centre in Winnipeg, Manitoba. The speakers agreed to 
allow us to publish their words, which had not previously been done.2 As 
noted in Dr. Schwartzôs introductory comments in the current volume, his 
remarks included a reflection that Sam Freedmanôs life and story merited 
being told in full, in the form of a full-length biography. He was unaware 
that such an effort was already underway. Several years later Dr. Schwartz 
told our colleague, Dr. DeLloyd J. Guth, of our plans with respect to 
profiling Chief Justice Freedman as part of the Five Decades volume. Dr. 

                                                      
*  Associate Professor, Faculty of Law, University of Manitoba; Co-Editor-in-Chief, 

Manitoba Law Journal.  
1  (2012) 36:SI Man LJ.  
2  Jack London, Bryan Schwartz, Arnold Naimark & The Honourable Martin 

Freedman, ñStories of Samuel Freedman: Speeches from the Exhibitionò (2012) 36:SI 
Man LJ 141. 
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Guth indicated that there was in fact a full-length autobiographical 
manuscript about Chief Justice Freedman (weaving together various 
interviews and speeches) that had been worked on years earlier by another 
historian, Robert Clarke. Without this casual conversation, the 
manuscript might never have seen the light of day. We are grateful to Dr. 
Guth for his advice and assistance in ensuring that the manuscript has not 
only been rescued, but is now finalized and made widely available. 

When the Editors-in-Chief saw the manuscript, we made the decision 
that this deserved to be published under the umbrella of the MLJ, as a 
Special Issue. Dr. Schwartz begins with a comment on Chief Justice 
Freedmanôs extraordinary literary style. Following this, Mr. Clarke 
introduces the content of the volume. Mr. Clarke was the original 
compiler of the manuscript, and through his commentary, gives context to 
explain that content. While we at the MLJ are proud to have played a role 
in the publication that follows, the reality is that Mr. Clarke was the 
driving force behind the volume, along with those whom he credits, 
including members of the Freedman family. 

One small word is offered here about the content. There is some 
degree of overlap between some the speeches reproduced in the Five 
Decades volume with respect to Chief Justice Freedman, and the speeches 
selected for reproduction in this volume. We decided to leave the original 
intention of Mr. Clarke and Chief Justice Freedman intact, even if the 
same words or thoughts may find expression in the two different volumes. 

Chief Justice Freedman was deeply connected to Manitobaôs legal 
community. He wrote some of the most important and original judgments 
of the Manitoba Court of Appeal. He was a leader in philanthropy in 
Winnipeg. He was the Chancellor of the University of Manitoba. He was a 
sought-after speaker on a variety of topics, with a unique perspective to be 
shared. Through this publication, the Editors-in-Chief sincerely hope that 
the next generations of any and all of these communities will be reminded 
of, and learn from, the remarkable personal story and public achievements 
of this outstanding public servant. We at the MLJ agree that The 
Honourable Chief Justice Samuel Freedman was indeed, and remains, a 
judge of valour, and we are pleased to be able to help to preserve his legacy. 



Justice Freedmanôs Literary Style 

  

B R Y A N  P .  S C H W A R T Z*  
 
ight years ago I spoke at a symposium about Sam Freedmanôs 
contribution to the law. In the course of concluding I stated: 

  Sam Freedmanôs potential legacy in fact remains to be fully realized. He left 
behind a set of judgments that can stand today, and for all times, as a model: of 
stylistic grace, of lucid analysis, and of humane judgment. It is worthy of study 
and emulation throughout the common law world, no matter how the details of 
the law and society may change.   
  His life stands as a model no less than his works. We law teachers tend to 
teach about doctrines and institutions, but not enough about the human beings 
who animate them. Sam Freedman is worthy of a full-length biography. It is a 
book that still calls out to be written.1 

In the course of preparing a special volume last year on five decades of 
Chief Justices in Manitoba, I discovered that there were, in fact, the 
makings of a full-length autobiography. As it turned out, after Samôs death 
a talented historian and editor, Robert Clarke, had worked with Mrs. 
Brownie Freedman to edit Samôs own short autobiography and add to it 
various judgments, speeches, and interviews and mold them into a 
memoir written in the first person. We at the Manitoba Law Journal have 
since worked with Robert to bring it fully to life, so that readers may have 
the experience of not only hearing of Samôs life from his own perspective, 
but experiencing it through the medium of his own manner of expression. 

Samôs autobiography shows again how much of his life and work was 
influenced by ð or at least harmonious with ð his Jewish heritage. It 
cannot be inferred from his autobiography precisely how tradition worked 
its influence on his style of writing and thinking. Perhaps he was affected 
to some extent by his limited direct study of traditional sacred literature. 
Sam may, in some respects, have emulated his father, who was (Sam relates 

                                                      
*  Asper Chair in International Business and Trade Law, Faculty of Law, University of 

Manitoba; Professor, Faculty of Law, University of Manitoba; Co-Editor-in-Chief, 
Manitoba Law Journal.  

1  Bryan P Schwartz, ñSamuel Freedmanôs Contribution to the Lawò (ñSamuel 
Freedman: Man of Lawò exhibition, delivered at the Jewish Heritage Centre, 
Winnipeg, 7 November 2006), (2012) 36:SI Man LJ 145 at 147.  
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here) learned in the rabbinic traditions and who had a celebrated talent 
for witty turns of phrase. Samôs childhood home was a fragment of Eastern 
European Yiddish culture, which in turn incorporated styles of thought 
and expression from its ancient Hebrew-based religious foundation. 

His life and work are characteristic of a sage of the Talmud. His 
intellectual assumption in addressing the common law is the same as that 
of the Talmudic tradition: that there is an underlying order and justice to 
the entire corpus of decisions and sayings of the past. The task of the sage 
is to study assiduously the tradition, resolve its variety and surface 
contradictions, and derive a principle that governs the current case. The 
system is composed of packages of words; the truth is not foundationally 
expressed in scientific formulas, mathematical propositions, visual or 
musical art, or by way of esoteric methods such as silent meditation or 
feeling a pulse of emotions until there is a felt resolution. The words 
themselves are compact and concrete. Hebrew, the language of the Bible 
and much of the Talmud, is based on roots of three consonants; there may 
be vowel changes, prefixes and suffixes, but the essential meaning of a 
word is embodied in a few simple, solid and perseverant letters. The sage is 
able to combine words into short phrases which command assent by the 
clarity, simplicity and elegance with which they are expressed, and the 
compelling intrinsic moral force of the proposition they state.    

Meaning is often conveyed in the Hebrew Bible by comparing and 
contrasting one phrase with another; a repetition or slight variation can 
speak volumes. The reader is invited to ponder and draw inferences from 
subtle linguistic nuances. The sparseness of language and information 
conveyed by the narrator invites the reader to use his own powers of logic 
and reason to recreate a story in his mind or arrive at a conclusion about 
what a passage is conveying about a narrative that unfolded, or the 
meaning of a tale, or the implications of a principle. 

In this memoir, Sam recalls losing Walter Stoney to the hangman. The 
narrative is extremely short. It tells us that Stoney stabbed his girlfriend, 
then tried to kill himself by throwing himself in front of a train. At his 
trial, he testified. He interrupted Sam, his lawyer, to confess. Sam does not 
say so explicitly, but the reader can infer that the confession was a renewed 
attempt by Stoney to kill himself. First he stood in front of a train, then he 
confessed in open court; in both cases, he attempted to place himself in 
the path of a lethal intervention, rather than directly delivering the blow. 
Sam writes of the execution: 
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  I didnôt attend the execution, but Harold Buchwald, a law student who 
worked with me on the trial, attended. He told me later that an instant before 
they put the black hood over Stoney, his eyes circled the room. When they 
landed on Harold, there was a look of recognition. A moment later the trap 
sprung, and that was the end of the case of The King v Stoney.  
  From long before the time of that case I had been against capital 
punishment, and I still am. Capital punishment is fundamentally a moral 
question, though many people refuse to classify it that way. They say it is a 
practical question arising from the need to assist effectively in the ongoing and 
ever-present war on crime. I take the moral position. I submit that it is wrong for 
the state deliberately to take a human life. The sanctity of human life is 
something to be cherished, not destroyed. True enough, a murderer himself 
doesnôt show much respect for the sanctity of his victimôs life, but thereôs a 
difference. The state should not, of set purpose, put itself in a position of doing 
what the murderer has done, namely taking a human life. The state must not 
allow itself to adopt the standard of conduct of the murderer. 

Sam does not describe his own emotions. We might infer that he was 
too distraught to attend the execution himself. Sam says that Stoney 
looked around just before the black hood was placed over his head at the 
gallows. We wonder whether Sam felt some guilt for not being present for 
his client at the ultimate moment. Sam concludes the narrative by simply 
saying ñthat was the end of the case of The King v Stoney.ò In his 
depersonalized phrasing of the end of the tale, is Sam reinforcing his need 
to distance himself emotionally, as much as he can, from the brutal 
human reality of the killing of a human being, and of Samôs inability to 
save him?   

Sam switches in the next paragraph to a wider reflection. The 
transition moves through personal story to legal reporting to general 
observation about capital punishment. As Sam so often does, he reduces a 
debate to a very few fundamental elements expressed in the simplest of 
terms. Jewish scriptures often make binary distinctions ï indeed, God 
creates the world by a series of divisions (such as the heavens and the 
earth, day and night) and assigning a label to each ï and Sam often follows 
that method (ñjudge of cautionò versus ñjudge of valourò). The case for the 
death penalty, in Samôs characterization, is ñpracticalò; the case against is 
ñmoralò. He contends that the ñstate must not allow itself the standard of 
conduct of the murderer.ò Perhaps his general conclusion is especially 
resonant and persuasive because of the story it builds upon: Stoney 
followed up his murder of an innocent human being by trying to kill 
himself, and the state ultimately obliged him. 
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Here, as in some other respects, while Samôs conclusions will strike 

many (including me) as sound, his literary power may lead the reader to 
believe the debate is simpler than it really is. The Talmud recalls that: 

A Sanhedrin that puts a man to death once in seven years is called destructive. 
Rabbi Eliezer ben Azariah says that this extends to a Sanhedrin that puts a man 
to death even once in seventy years. Rabbi Akiba and Rabbi Tarfon say: Had we 
been in the Sanhedrin none would ever have been put to death. Rabban Simeon 
ben Gamaliel says: they would have multiplied shedders of blood in Israel. 

The reply of Rabbi Simeon ben Gamaliel evokes more powerfully than 
Samôs rhetoric the moral implications of foregoing a deterrent to murder ï 
if the death penalty is indeed such a deterrent. Sam speaks of the practical 
argument as involving ñthe war against crimeò. Rabbi Simeon ben 
Gamaliel speaks of the spilling of ñblood in Israelò. Compare the rhetoric. 
Rabbi Simeon makes it concrete (ñshedders of bloodò, not Samôs abstract 
ñwar on crimeò) and he reminds the reader that the potential victims are 
now living  within the community for which the lawmaker has ties of 
solidarity and responsibility (ñin Israelò), whereas Samôs formulation does 
not mention victims, not their blood, not their presence within the land 
in which he owes duties of loyalty and responsibilities of governance. 
Samôs artful use of language to persuade is illustrated by an appendix 

we have included in this volume. A largely unknown body of literature in 
Canada is the recommendations that trial judges made in capital murder 
cases concerning whether the royal prerogative of mercy should be 
exercised, by the federal cabinet, to commute a death sentence to life 
imprisonment. In the case of the murder of Father Alfred Quirion, Sam 
presided over the trial of the three accused of being involved in his killing. 
After the jury convicted, Sam had no choice under the law but to 
pronounce a death sentence on each of them. He wrote a report to the 
federal government, however, recommending mercy. His account is 
concise, painstaking to accurately and precisely report on all essential 
points of law and fact, and generally impartial in all respects. He uses, 
however, a subtle rhetorical maneuver throughout the report. It is replete 
with references to the convicted individuals as ñthe boysò. They are not 
referred to impersonally as ñthe accusedò, and certainly not in a pejorative 
way, as ñthe culpritsò or ñthe offendersò. At one point, Sam refers to one 
of them as ña ladò. In the end, Sam identifies their youth as the primary 
ground for clemency. The repeated description of them as ñthe boysò 
provides an emotional, as well as intellectual, reinforcement of his 
recommendation ï which was accepted. In this autobiography Sam writes: 
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  I am satisfied that the jury weighed the matter correctly and that their 
verdict of guilty in each case was the proper verdict. But the result of the juryôs 
verdict was that I had to pronounce the death sentence, and because there were 
three accused, I had to pronounce them individually, three separate times. I am 
not going to pretend that it was an easy thing to do. During the course of this 
trial, which took place in the presence of the parents of these boys, I acquired a 
feeling towards them (I wonôt say a paternal feeling, perhaps an avuncular 
feeling). In any event, to pronounce the death sentenceðto say that these boys 
should on a certain day between 1:00 A.M. and 6:00 A.M. be taken from their 
place of confinement and taken to the place of execution, there to be hanged by 
the neck until deadðthat was not a very pleasant thing to do, nor an easy thing. 
The date set for execution of the sentence was Tuesday, February 28th, 1956. 
  I had to pronounce this sentence despite my own aversion to capital 
punishmentðParliament having spoken, and having declared, during that time at 
least, that capital punishment was the law, in the trial itself I would have been 
false to my oath as a judge if I had recommended clemency simply because I did 
not like capital punishment and not because the facts of the case warranted such 
a recommendation. I did impose the death sentence, because following the juryôs 
verdict, the judge must impose the death sentence. 
  You can draw a parallel with a field far away from murder: divorce, for 
example. Many a Catholic judge who personally doesnôt believe in divorce 
because of his religious convictions will pronounce a decree of divorce as a judge 
implementing the law of the land. 
  I did something afterwards, though. The trial judge has to present a report 
of the case to the Minister of Justice in Ottawa. When I presented my report, I 
accompanied it with the recommendation for clemency. There were at least three 
grounds for the recommendation: one was the youth of the boys; second, the fact 
that the one that did the shooting, while not legally insane, was clearly abnormal 
mentally; and thirdly, the carrying out of the execution would mean taking three 
lives for the one they had taken. 
  The Minister and the cabinet acted on the recommendation. The death 
penalty was set aside. A commutation took place in favour of life imprisonment. 
  A footnote to the case: The boys were in Stony Mountain Penitentiary for 
about eight or nine years, and then they were released on parole. When last I 
heard of them, in the late 1970s, they were still out on parole, and according to 
the information I had received, none of them had been in any trouble since. 

Even in the footnote, Sam is still referring to the three individuals as 
ñthe boysò. Notice as well how Sam conveys the sense that he handled the 
case in a judicious manner, rather than being overwhelmed by emotion. 
His feeling for the three was ñavuncularò rather than ñpaternalò.  In 
describing his revulsion to having to sentence the three to having their 
necks broken, he uses understated language: ñnot a pleasant thing to do, 
not an easy thing to do.ò The use of negative formulations (rather than 
something direct like, ñit was painful for me to pronounce the sentenceò) 
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conveys both his revulsion for the task and his desire to convince the 
reader (and himself) that he was throughout acting in a detached and 
professional manner. The sense of his inner struggle between personal 
conviction and legal duty is conveyed, however, by a threefold repetition ï 
first, ñI am not going to pretend that it was an easy thing to doò and then, 
ñnot a very pleasant thing to do, nor an easy thing.ò   
For another illustration of Samôs attentiveness to nuance in language, 

the reader is invited to review the following passage from his 
autobiography and observe the use of the word ñfortuneò. First there is the 
arresting and funny phrase that the plaintiff had ñthe great good fortuneò 
of being struck by a car. By the end of the paragraph a majority (from 
which Sam dissented) has ordered the plaintiff to turn her compensation 
over to a municipality ï as reimbursement for its earlier provision of 
welfare payments. Sam now characterizes the accident as ñvery 
unfortunateò:  

Another case in which I dissented, Montcalm v. Lafontaine, concerned a woman 
who was the recipient of welfare payments from a municipality in which she 
lived. One day this woman had the great good fortune to be hit by a motorcar. 
As a result, in very short time, she became entitled to an award of about $3,000. 
Well and good, but at this point the municipality stepped in and said, ñYou owe 
this money to us, because we have been paying out welfare money to you. We are 
going to take it.ò The case came to court, and when it reached our court and 
minds were made up, I was the sole dissenter. In my judgment I reviewed the 
history of the common law relating to welfare payments. It seemed perfectly plain 
to me that the receipt by a welfare recipient of moneys did not constitute a debt 
repayable to the municipality. That was the common law. Unless the statute in 
explicit terms changed the common law, the old common law should be applied. 
I found that the statute did not in express terms constitute the welfare payments 
as a debt, hence the money was not repayable by the woman to the municipality, 
and the bonanza she had received as a result of her very unfortunate automobile 
accident redounded only to her benefit and not to that of the municipality. 

The source material with which an author is working can have a great 
effect on his style of expression. Such materialða set of events, the facts of 
a case, the reasons for judgment of an earlier judge, the text of a statuteðis 
there to generate principles. It is easier to write simply and persuasively 
when the distillation of principle is the object of reviewing source material 
that can be lengthy and technical. In his era, Sam generally did not need 
to explore the complexities, uncertainties, or contradictions contained in 
material such as social science theory and evidence. He rarely had to 
analyze, compare, and contrast the writings of academic authorities of any 
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sort on a matter. Contrast the style of modern Supreme Court of Canada 
judgments, and you will see how the longwinded and arcane style of a 
judgment can be fuelled by its reliance on social science evidence and 
academic articles.   

The submissions of the participants in a case can make a strong 
contribution to the content and style of legal judgments that emerge. Sam 
was mostly deciding cases in which the formal ñinputò consisted of briefs 
and oral arguments by the lawyers representing their own clients. He rarely 
had to deal with submissions by interveners for nongovernmental 
organizations or others, who can be less focused on the specifics of a case 
and more concerned with advancing a wider philosophical or political 
agenda, and using a specialized vocabulary and set of scientific and 
academic sources to do so. Even in dealing with submissions, Sam tends to 
not  spend a great deal of time characterizing, explaining, and wrestling 
with the argument from counsel; he says enough about them to identify 
the issue, and then his engagement is with the law, not with their 
submissions. 

Having remarked that in Samôs time the material judges had to review 
was sometimes less complex than now, it  must be noted that the opinion 
of which Sam was most proud ï reported in this autobiography ï was the  
Patriation Reference. In that case, Sam was called upon to review a mass of 
historical material and evaluate it in light of contesting constitutional 
theories.  His opinion is still a masterpiece of concision and clarity. I 
believe that if Sam were operating in current times, and called upon to 
review and apply material from the social sciences and political theories 
submitted by a welter of litigants and interveners, he would still have 
managed to summarize and evaluate the competing perspectives in a fair 
and jargon-free manner, and produce opinions of unsurpassed 
compactness and lucidity.  

Judicial opinions can bear the mark of collaboration in a sense other 
than the contribution of advocates. They can incorporate comments or 
suggestions by other judges sitting on a panel. They can also incorporate 
the compositions or revisions of clerks ï junior lawyers who are assigned 
to assist a court with its official business. Judges at the Supreme Court of 
Canada each have three law clerks. Judges in lower courts may, in many 
cases, draw extensively on such assistance. As a result, it can be difficult at 
times to know how much of a judicial opinion has been formulated 
personally, and how much is the directed or approved work of a helper. 
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There is no indication anywhere in his autobiography that Sam Freedman 
ever worked with a law clerk. All the judgments of his that I have read, all 
the speeches, embody the same way of sourcing, thinking, and choice of 
language.  
Style can be influenced by the authorôs sense of intended audience. 

For whom is a judge writing? Is the objective to explain and justify a 
decision to the litigants? To impress academic critics? To guide 
government decision-makers? Sam seems to address himself not only to 
the parties of the case, and to lawyers who will examine it in the future, 
but to the ordinary citizen here and now who might be interested in how 
and why the law is applied. Samôs background was that of a public speaker. 
He was used to engaging with members of the public. He enjoyed doing 
so. He knew that to engage and inform an audience in the context of a 
speech, you have to be clear, direct, and concise.   

Style can bear the impression of the technology of expression. Modern 
technologies of composition, including the use of computers to process 
text, may affect style in a variety of ways, for better or worse. They can 
allow a judicial author to more easily become verbose or digressive. Or 
they can allow a judge to repeatedly refine a composition until it is as 
compact and clear as the judge can ever make it. They can facilitate the 
cutting and pasting of quotes into a judgment beyond the extent that is 
necessary, or they can save time on such mechanical tasks and free up the 
judge to focus on their own contribution, such as placing a quote in 
context, analyzing it, or applying it to the facts of a case. Some of my 
colleagues in the Bar and the teaching profession are concerned that 
modern technologies of communication, such as email, social network, 
and text message, accustom students to think of writing as simply 
conveying a basic point, and putting no effort towards finding the precise 
or evocative words, or even to making concession to proper spelling or 
grammar.  

Perhaps some of the compactness of traditional Judaic materials flows 
from the fact that much of it consists of fixing in writing material that was 
originally conveyed by oral tradition, and that the act of writing was slow 
and difficult. In any case, the author had to write by hand with a stylus on 
a slab of clay, or a quill on parchment.  Perhaps the supply of writing 
materials was limited and expensive. Many authors, then and now, would 
have found that the speed of inscription was much slower than the speed 
of mental composition. This can be frustrating for some, but for others it 
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is an invitation to think through and edit what they are going to write 
before they set it to paper. It may be that Sam mentally composed and 
edited much of his writing before inscribing it. His manner of speaking 
was itself slow; perhaps that is because he was thinking intensely about the 
content, ordering, and exact phrasing of his thoughts before he uttered 
them.  

The stylistic conventions of a genre of literature evolve. They can 
facilitate authorship; the dictates of a rhyming scheme can help produce a 
composition that is more pleasant to the ear, memorable and orderly. The 
same constraints may make it difficult or impossible, however, to choose 
an otherwise apt word or to convey a sense of disorder or naturalness that 
the author wishes to convey in the voice of the author or a character or 
about the events described. After Samôs time, judges began to experiment 
with using an explicit template for their opinions. A standard 
segmentation and order in opinions has emerged in Canada, under the 
influence of a template developed in the Supreme Court of Canada and 
by judicial writing manuals and training seminars. A standard sequence 
nowadays, identified by underlined headings, is ñintroductionò, ñrelevant 
statutory provisionsò,   ñfactsò, ñjudicial historyò, ñanalysisò, ñdispositionò. 
In earlier times, judicial opinions left the outcome to the end, and 
suspense was maintained as the reader travelled along with the judgeôs 
reasoning. More judgments now state the outcome at the outset; perhaps 
the rationale is that many readers will first jump to the end, so it is just as 
well to frankly disclose it at the beginning.    

In whatever variant, the modern template has the advantage of 
promoting clarity and consistency in the manner of expressing opinions. It 
has the disadvantage of limiting a judgeôs ability in a particular case to 
arrange material that is most suited to the distinct features of the case or 
the judgeôs most natural means of self-expression. Sam was, in his own 
time, relatively free to present his reasons in any particular case in a 
manner that suited his own legal and literary judgment. He did not need 
headings or segmentations to ensure that the product was logically 
coherent, easy to understand, and complete in its attention to the various 
dimensions of the evidence, arguments, and issues.   
Samôs autobiography is, to use an English word borrowed from 

Yiddish ï a language Sam was comfortable quoting from ï a mishmash. It 
recalls both his personal life and professional performances. His account 
of them mixes personal reminiscences, descriptions of historical events 
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and quotes from official legal texts, including his own opinions. The 
source materials for this autobiography include interviews, speeches, and 
official documents produced at various times over many years, rather than 
being composed through one method in a compact time frame. In all 
these respects, Sam is again able to address his mainstream audience while 
still feeling entirely at home with his Jewish intellectual upbringing. The 
Jewish Bible and the Talmud are constantly interweaving different kinds 
of materials from different sources. Within the length of a page or two, 
you might find a description of social or political events, the tale of an 
individual or family, a poem or song lyric, a genealogy, a legal norm.  

This year marks the one-hundredth anniversary of the University of 
Manitoba law school. Sam Freedman might have been the most capable 
judge to serve in a Manitoba court in that whole course of time. He had a 
magisterial grasp of the law, an ability to analyze and apply it in individual 
cases with accuracy and precision, an extraordinary efficient yet dignified 
and graceful manner of expression, an unpretentious manner that must 
have made appearing before him as comfortable as possible for lawyers, 
witnesses and litigants, a strong work ethic, and an evenness of 
temperament that contributed to his stamina and productivity, a practical 
and fair-minded way of looking at things, and a kind heart. In reading his 
autobiography, however, I must report an inevitable sense of sadness. So 
many of the issues he grappled with have been settled or rendered 
irrelevant by changes in law and society. There is a bust of Sam on one 
level of the law school, a painting of him on another. But unless they read 
the caption on the bust, students will not even know whose it is. And even 
if they do, it will be without any understanding of his life and work. 

It is our hope that by publishing this work, we at the Manitoba Law 
Journal will make it possible for some students, some lawyers, some judges, 
some ordinary citizens of the future to learn that someone of such talent 
and humanity once rose to the top of our legal system, once provided a 
model of wisdom and civility in any proceeding in which he was involved, 
and even now has left a body of work that can inspire and instruct anyone 
who wishes to learn to express themselves with clarity and grace. 
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Introduction 

R O B E R T  G .  C L A R K E

 
n ex-chief judge quickly moves into the realm of the all-but-
forgotten,ò Samuel Freedman told the Winnipeg Free Press 
when he retired as Chief Justice in 1983. 

 Maybe so, but today, some three decades after his retirement, and two 
decades after his death, it is not all that difficult to search out evidence of 
Sam Freedmanôs abiding statureðevidence that he has not been forgotten. 
Indeed, quite the contrary. Today, in his lifelong home of Winnipeg, 
when you go out to the University of Manitoba by bus you enter the 
campus by way of Freedman Crescent. When you walk up the stairs inside 
the Faculty of Law building, Robson Hall, you see a bronze bust of Sam 
Freedman prominently displayed on the second-floor landing. A few years 
back, when I visited the famous Kelekis Deli (now closed) on Main Street 
in North Winnipeg, I saw, on a crowded ñwall of fame,ò a photograph of 
the judge. The woman behind the lunch counter mentioned how ñSam,ò 
as a young lawyer, helped Kelekis get its licence to serve food in the 
Depression days of the 1930s, when the business consisted of selling 
popcorn and chips from a converted laundry truck. Across town, deep in 
the files of the Provincial Archives of Manitoba, there is a letter from a 
colleague on another provinceôs court of appeal in which the salutation 
ñDear Samò is crossed out and ñDear Great Oneò is scribbled in. 

 In his time Sam Freedman was near-legendary for the wisdom, 
balance, and integrity of his approach to law and justice. He had both a 
compassionate and a robust sense of the law. Many of his most important 
judgments were dissenting views that went against the grain of current 
thought but represented a sharp sense of social justice, of concern for the 
ordinary citizen, and often the underdog. In his work in general he 
maintained a keen sense of human frailty, often expressed in a wry, self-
critical fashion. He was, according to one short biographical account, ñthe 
model of a patient, courteous, kindly, humane judge.ò1 He was also known 
as a creative judge, an activist judge. 

                                                      
1  Cameron Harvey, ñForewordò in Cameron Harvey, ed, Chief Justice Samuel Freedman: 

ñA 



xvi   MANITOBA LAW JOURNAL|V OLUME 37 SPECIAL ISSUE 

 
 ñHe was as good a jurist as this country has ever produced,ò said 

Rosalie Silberman Abella, then Justice of Ontarioôs Court of Appeal, a few 
days after the former judgeôs death in March 1993. ñHe was a humane 
intellectual, a wise populist, an unpretentious leader and a very funny 
man.ò2 As his friend Arnold Naimark put it so eloquently, ñThere may be 
others whose contributions in a particular sphere were greater, but there 
was no one better able than he to discern in the turmoil of daily existence 
that which is essential for the continuity of civilized society; none more 
steadfast in displaying the human face of justice, and none who had a 
firmer grasp of the import of social developments for jurisprudence and 
the practice of law.ò3 

 Still, although he was described as ñthe perfect exemplar of the judicial 
temperamentò and a man who epitomized the ñpatient splendor of the 
law,ò4 he was also always among the first to say that law and the justice 
system had their blemishes and would, indeed, never be perfect. ñFor we 
are dealing with a system that is admittedly fallible and imperfect and it is 
being administered by fallible and imperfect men,ò he said in his speech 
ñLaw and JusticeðTwo Concepts or One?ò (reproduced in chapter 11, 
below). ñSometimes the system may falter or fail, and the result will be 
something less than justice.ò 

 Through a career that spanned half a century, Samuel Freedman was a 
skilled, steady, almost magical practitioner of law and jurisprudence. His 
work remains important today for the contribution he made to the 
building of a caring, fair society that places a high premium on the rule of 
a just and equitable law system. It is the kind of essential community- and 
nation-building work that, before all else, calls out to be remembered, not 
forgotten. 

***** 
 

                                                      
A Great Canadian Judge (Winnipeg: The Law Society of Manitoba, 1983) v at v. 

2  The Honourable Rosalie Silberman Abella, ñEquality, Human Rights, Women and 
the Justice Systemò (Encounters on Human Rights Lecture Series, delivered at the 
Faculty of Law, McGill University, 10 March 1993), (1994) 39:3 McGill LJ 489 at 501. 
The speech was dedicated to Sam Freedman. 

3  Arnold Naimark, ñIn Memoriam: Samuel Freedmanò, eulogy, typescript, Winnipeg, 8 
March 1993. 

4  Ibid. 
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ñThis was a man,ò Rosalie Abella said, ñwho never forgot who he was, 
where he came from, and how lucky he was to be who or where he was.ò5 
Freedman was born in Russia in 1908, arrived in Winnipeg with his 
family three years later, and grew up in the cityôs North End, an area with 
a high concentration of struggling Jewish immigrants. ñI was brought up 
under the spur of honourable poverty,ò Freedman says in his account of 
his early years. The other products of roughly that same era in North 
Winnipeg include economist and public servant Sylvia Ostry, historian 
Bernard Ostry, nuclear chemist Leo Yaffe, political scientist and Oxfam 
chairman Meyer Brownstone, pharmacist and politician David Orlikow, 
writers Adele Wiseman and Miriam Waddington, and entertainer Monty 
Hall. North Enders had to work harder, Freedman says. They had to work 
ñ125 per cent to achieve what a south-ender could with 80 per cent.ò As 
one account of Jewish achievements on the prairies noted, the Jews in 
Western Canada were able to move ñupward in society more easily than in 
other parts of Canada because on the prairies they were seen as only one 
of many ethnic groups, none of which was considered a threat to WASP 
dominance.ò6 

 Freedmanôs entry into law came almost by accident. It was his second 
choice as a career: if he had been successful in a bid for a Rhodes 
Scholarship in 1928 he would have gone into the study of the Classics. 
Freedman started out practising the profession in the Depression era of 
1930sô Winnipeg and over time covered law ñin all its aspects.ò In the 
Assize Court he handled driversô cases, including motor manslaughter, as 
well as theft, conspiracy, and even murder. In his characteristic deadpan 
way he told one interviewer: ñI acted for the accused in one murder case, 
Rex v Stoney. I regret to tell you that he was hanged.ò 

 Freedman became a judge of the Court of Queenôs Bench in 1952. At 
the time he was one of the youngest judges in Canada and the first Jew to 
be appointed to the Bench in Manitoba. He was the second Jew in 
Canadian history to be appointed to a provincial superior court. He was 
appointed to the Manitoba Court of Appeal in 1960 and became Chief 
Justice of Manitoba in 1971, retiring in 1983. In 1959 he became 

                                                      
5  Abella, supra note 2. 
6  Anthony Astrachan, ñOn the Broad Prairieò, Present Tense: The Magazine of World 

Jewish Affairs 2:4 (Summer 1975) 34. 
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Canadaôs first Jewish university chancellor, when he was appointed to that 
position at the University of Manitoba. 

 ñI wanted to be a judge from the moment I had contact with the law. 
It was the work of the court, in settling disputes between opposing parties, 
that attracted me,ò Freedman said in an interview. Practise it he did, with 
relish. During his thirty-year judicial career Freedman delivered more than 
eleven hundred judgments. His judgment in a key obscenity case in 1963ï
64 established what is said to still stand as the best guide to a definition of 
the all-important ñcommunity standardsò on censorship (see chapter 7). A 
couple of years later his one-man royal commission into the new problem 
of ñrailway run-throughsò was acknowledged by Canadian Transport 
magazine as ña contribution to union freedom and industrial harmony.ò 
(See chapter 8.) 

 Prime Minister Lester Pearson had appointed Freedman to investigate 
the issue of railway run-throughs and make recommendations, after a 
wildcat strike of twenty-eight hundred CNR workers in 1964. Apparently, 
soon after the Prime Minister got in touch with him, Freedmanôs mother 
advised, ñSam, donôt write a report that will make people lose their jobs.ò 
In his findings, Freedman clearly followed that advice, but more 
importantly he delivered an analysis of the relationship involving labour, 
new technology, and the workplace that would not be out of place forty 
years later, at the beginning of a new century. When the report was issued 
one newspaper opined that, ñmany labor expertsò considered it to be ñthe 
most controversial and far-reaching labor document of the past decade.ò7 

 Among other things, Freedman stated in the run-through report: ñThe 
old concept of labour as a commodity will not suffice; it is at once wrong 
and dangerous. Hence there is a responsibility upon the entrepreneur who 
introduces technological change to see that it is not effected at the expense 
of the working class.ò His conclusion: ñEmployees should have the right to 
negotiate technological changes that would affect their livelihood.ò 

  
***** 

 
There are two kinds of judges, Freedman once said: ñThe judge of 

caution and the judge of valour. I hope that I can be remembered as a 

                                                      
7  The Winnipeg Tribune (18 Aug 1966), Winnipeg, Provincial Archives of Manitoba 

(previously found at the Faculty of Law Archives, University of Manitoba). 
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judge of valour.ò The material collected here tells the story of Freedmanôs 
life and workðwhich is also a story of Canadian law and society through 
half of a century. After Freedmanôs death, the Winnipeg Free Press stated in 
an editorial: ñHis words and wisdom will continue to inspire generations 
to come.ò8 

 It is my hope that A Judge of Valour: Chief Justice Samuel FreedmanðIn 
His Own Words will nourish that inspiration. The following pages bring 
together only a fraction of the immense body of Freedmanôs work, which 
consists of everything from the ubiquitous court judgments that were his 
daily work for decades to the speeches, government reports, letters, and 
other writings on which he seemed to work so tirelessly. 

 The core of this book, though, is an unfinished autobiography that 
Sam Freedman started late in life. I had become friends with Sam and his 
wife, Brownie, through family connections in Manitoba, and in the 
summers we would often meet up at Clear Lake, in Riding Mountain 
National Park, north of Brandon. Sam and Brownie invariably spent their 
summers in a rented cottage in the Mooswa Bungalows, and they were 
good friends of my in-laws, the Cristalls. I remember someone saying, 
ñThis is the Chief Justice of Manitoba.ò He undoubtedly said, as he always 
did, ñJust call me Sam.ò In any case, like everyone else who ever met Sam, 
I was drawn to him by his easy ways, and his seemingly easy intellectðbut 
especially his easy way with a joke. From that time on we met summer after 
summer on our near-annual trips out to the lake. 

 In the summer of 1983, I remember, a friend of ours came out from 
Toronto and got into a golf game with Sam. It was an experience she never 
forgotðthough she met him only that one time. For years afterwards she 
would always ask how Sam Freedman was doing. He had that effect. ñI was 
golfing with a woman at Clear Lake not long after I went on the Bench,ò 
he once told an interviewer. ñYears later I met her again and she reminded 
me of something I had said to her. It was: óI hope the day will come 
sometime when people will say, Sam Freedman was a son of a bitch of a 
judge, but could he hit a golf ball!ôò His passion for golf was legendary. (He 
would list his hobbies as ñwalking, golf, and reading.ò)9 ñI love the game, 
but Iôm no good at it,ò he said more than once. 

                                                      
8  ñSamuel Freedmanò, Editorial, Winnipeg Free Press (9 March 1993) A6. 
9  See Dictionary of International Biography, 1976-77 edition, biographical notes (July 

1975), Winnipeg, Provincial Archives of Manitoba (box 75, file no 3, MayïJuly 1975). 
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 On a visit to Clear Lake in the summer of 1992, Sam and Brownie 

told me about the autobiography Sam was trying to write, and they 
wondered if I might in some way be able to help with it. They had already 
sent a partial draft of the autobiography out to some readers, and to a 
friend at a Canadian publishing house. The two or three responses all 
indicated that it was not publishable as it wasðit would ñneed more work,ò 
as they say in publishing, with a gentle edge of understatement. Before I 
could find the time to do anything more related to the project, Sam died, 
in March 1993, leaving the autobiography unfinished. 

 By that point the manuscriptðwhich Sam titled ñConcentric 
Loyaltiesòðwas only 118 double-spaced pages long, with the last forty or so 
pages in the form of rough notes rather than completed text; it was not 
enough substance to form a book, but enough, I believed, to turn into a 
book if it were combined with other materials that Sam had produced. A 
couple of years later I decided to take on this project. Luckily, Dr. Lorne 
Brandes of Winnipeg had, years earlier, carried out a long, highly detailed 
taped interview with Samðin all there were about twelve hours of 
conversation on the tapesðand those sessions provided additional material 
that could be spliced into the autobiography. A comparison of Samôs 
manuscript and the Brandes tapes made it obvious that Sam himself was 
using the Brandes tapes as the basis for his own writing. Indeed, that 
appears to have been Lorne Brandesô intention from the start. In an article 
published shortly after Samôs death, Brandes wrote of his friendship with 
the Freedmans and of how, ñearly on,ò he ñgot the notion that it might be 
a great idea to tape conversationsò with the judge. Sam, Brandes wrote, 
ñhad always hoped to publish his memoirs, and I suggested that the audio 
tapes might serve as a framework for a future autobiography (sadly, for 
reasons of health, a book he was never to write).ò The recording sessions 
began ñon a cold, crisp January evening,ò but not before Mrs. Freedman 
had treated the two principals to some tea and biscuits. What directly 
followed was a typical ñFreedman momentò: 

  After ñwiringò him and myself, I asked Sam to say a few words so that I 
could set the sound levels. He complied, then insisted that I play back the tape 
immediately. 
  A look of consternation crossed his face as he heard his voice. ñI sound so 
ótsecrochenô (broken down),ò he protested. ñSam,ò I replied, ñif we are going to 
have to stop the tape every few minutes for you to listen and complain, this will 
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take more time than either of us may have.ò A hearty, good-natured laugh later, 
he agreed to begin.10 

 
***** 

 
 Most of the existing autobiography concerned the very early years, 

with little (except in the form of notes) about his life after the early 1930s. 
Starting from that base, I added other words that came directly from Sam; 
starting with the wealth of words in the Brandes interviews, but also 
adding pieces from a chapter on Sam Freedman in The Worst of Times, The 
Best of Times, a book about Winnipegôs North End by Harry and Mildred 
Gutkin.11 In addition to a few other shorter interviews (see ñSourcesò), I 
also drew on Sam Freedmanôs words as they appeared in speeches, letters, 
news clippings, and published articles. There was also a wealth of 
information in personal scrapbooks (beginning 1927, provided to me by 
Mrs. Brownie Freedman), and other audio and videotapes. I have added a 
few minor bridging sentences or phrases, organized the material into 
chapters, and inserted epigraphs, but otherwise the book is almost entirely 
ñas Sam said it.ò I have included annotations where it seemed necessary or 
useful to fill out the picture. 

 The resulting bookôs subject matter includes the personal story of 
Russian Jewish immigrants making a place in Canada; struggles against 
anti-Semitism; law and education; civil and human rights; judges as 
makers or interpreters of law; labour issues; censorship; law and Canadian 
democracy; the October Crisis of 1970; and constitutional issues. 

 A Judge of Valour documents, then, the life and work, thought and 
wisdom, of this judge who was widely considered to be among Canadaôs 
greatest, a man known both for his influential judgments and the 
eloquence of his language and thought. Sam Freedman, said former 
Ottawa mayor and social worker Charlotte Whitton, ñhad a delicacy of 
appreciation and expression in our language that was clear as crystal and as 
brilliant.ò In life as well as in his judgment writing and speechifying he was 
a plain speaker, someone who made words count, and who most often 

                                                      
10  Lorne Brandes, ñA Very Special Relationshipò, The Jewish Post & News (25 March 

1993) A9. 
11  Harry Gutkin with Mildred Gutkin, The Worst of Times, the Best of Times (Markham, 

Ont: Fitzhenry & Whiteside, 1987). 
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applied them with a fair portion of humour.12 Unfortunately the printed 
format wonôt allow us to hear, for instance, the slight, ironic tone, the 
slowly drawn-out phrasing that approaches a chuckle, as he says, in 
speaking of going to see the pornographic movie The Resurrection of Eve in 
New York, ñIn the spirit of scientific research I wanted to see what was 
being shown in other placesðand maybe I was just being human.ò He was 
famous for his ñdeliberately measured delivery,ò as his friend William 
Neville once put it.13 

 Always, with Sam Freedman, there was the humour. In his ñA Creed 
for Lawyersò (chapter 6, below) he counsels ñthe development of a sense of 
humourò as a basic necessity for those involved in the law. The humorous 
stories he told, and the stories about him, are legion, and some of them 
are scattered through this book. On a TV interview at the time of his 
retirement Sam said: ñI think people expect a judge to be a stuffed shirt, 
and that is something I am not, I do not want to be. I see nothing wrong 
in having brunch at the Salisbury House or in doing any of the other 
things that many other human beings do, and I shall try to continue to be 
myself.ò To which Brownie replied: ñYou canôt fight with this man. He 
doesnôt fight. I might try to quarrel with him, but he doesnôt allow it. Just 
calmly, easily, says nothing. Very judicial.ò14 

 The constant thread throughout this book is that unique Freedman 
way of seeing the world: applying an essential fairness to all human beings, 
no matter their position or walk in life, always taking into account what he 
called ñthe human factor.ò15 Sam Freedmanôs account is of a happy life, of 
pleasant memories and forward progress, a belief in the basic goodness of 
people. That philosophical but optimistic viewpoint permeates these 
pages: his belief that reasonable people outnumber the crackpots (of which 

                                                      
12 Letter from Charlotte Whitton to Maurice Wright [nd], Winnipeg, Provincial   

Archives of Manitoba (box 101, file no 17), re comments she made on a TV program 
about the ñmost distinguished Canadiansò. 

13  William Neville, ñThe Good Man in Public Lifeò, news clipping, no source, undated, 
published shortly after Freedmanôs death. 

14  Interview of Sam and Brownie Freedman (15 April 1983) on 24 Hours, CBC 
Television, Winnipeg, on the occasion of Sam Freedmanôs retirement. 

15  Val Werier, ñSamuel Freedman Was a Judge of Valorò, Winnipeg Free Press (13 March 
1993) A6. Werier, on the railway inquiry, says that Sam Freedman told him ñthat the 
inquiry would not be based chiefly on legal points nor on economics, because the 
balance sheet does not give all the answers. The human factor had to be considered. 
This was broad social outlook.ò 



A Judge of Valour   xxiii 
 

he came across more than a few in his career as judge). It is an attitude 
combined with an understanding of law at its deepest and most complex 
levels, combined with what one writer called an ñawesome talent.ò16 

  The positive attitude, the sense of goodwill, extended towards the 
country that his parents adopted: its democratic basis, its potential benefits 
for all who live therein. The attitude extended to a faith in governmentðin 
the idea that governments could ñact with vigilance and wisdomòðan 
attitude that has now become less prevalent in an age of mistrust of 
government and the push to downsize, to opt out of government 
responsibility for the nationôs problems. He took a positive approach, for 
instance, towards the countryôs immigration policies. He once said those 
policies ñwere to bring to our shores many people from Europe and other 
lands.ò17 This despite the documented prejudice of the countryôs leaders, 
as evidenced by their statements and their administrationsô policies on 
Jewish immigration from the nineteenth century until the midpoint of the 
twentieth.18 Sam Freedman quotes Sir Wilfrid Laurier as saying, ñThe 
nationality of Canada will be freedom.ò He could just as easily have 
quoted the critics of Canadian policy. But he didnôt; his positive, 
optimistic approach led him to Sir Wilfrid. Freedman consistently plays 
downðthough he doesnôt ignoreðthe prejudices of Canadian society and 
its leadership, and applauds the progressive valuesðthose values which, he 
admits, may not be fully realized but which are part of the ñobjectivesò that 
are ñconstantly ... before us as a glorious ideal,ò and towards the 
attainment of which the society has long been working, and is still working 
today. 

 The picture we get is of a man dedicated to his craft, a storyteller 
steeped in political and judicial history, a person of immense energy and 
achievement founded in a consistently enduring liberal temperament. In 
his unfailingly polite way he speaks out against materialism, cynicism, 
against apartheid in South Africa. His undying faith in logic based on 
ñfactsò is tied to a sympathetic recognition of human frailties and 

                                                      
16  Dale Gibson & Lee Gibson, Substantial Justice: Law and Lawyers in Manitoba 1670-1970 

(Winnipeg: Peguis Publishers, 1972) at 299. 
17  Samuel Freedman, ñA Free Society and Its Instrumentsò (The North Lecture, 

delivered at Franklin and Marshall College, Lancaster, Penn, 27 October 1966); see 
chapter 9, below. 

18  See e.g. Irving Abella, A Coat of Many Colours: Two Centuries of Jewish Life in Canada 
(Toronto: Lester & Orpen Dennys, 1990). 
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weaknesses. In the pursuit of justice he believes above all in the great need, 
as he puts it, ñto balance the claims of the individual and the claims of the 
group .... Involved in this is a wholesome understanding of the need to 
preserve oneôs individuality against the pressures of conformity. It includes 
the right of honest dissent from prevailing points of view. Socrates 
expressed it thus: óThe unexamined life is not worth living.ôò19 

 Reflecting, for instance, in 1968 on the troubled times of the student 
revolts, he would say, firmly, ñI place myself on the side of the students.ò 
But he tempered this position: ñStudent power may be acceptable, student 
tyranny never .... The liberal way of reason, of moderation, of persuasion is 
admittedly neither as spectacular, nor as dramatic, nor as speedy perhaps, 
as the way of violence. But it leaves less scars. And, above all, it is moral in 
spirit, lawful in nature, and likely to prove more enduring in character.ò20 
Despite his record on defending individual rights of citizensðwhether 
students, railway workers, striking mall employees, or alleged murderersð
both in the Court of Appeal and in public forums, Sam Freedman as 
judge would hold firm on matters involving the safety and perpetuation of 
state institutions. This tensionðbetween individual rights and protection 
of the stateðwould come immediately to the fore in the crisis of October 
1970 (see chapter 10). 

 But in a world in which definitive answers to human problems are 
elusive, Sam Freedman seemed always to see signs of hope and 
encouragement. He became known as ña kindly philosopher who points 
the way to a good way of life.ò21 Sam Freedmanôs words present an 
anatomy of judging and justice, not just as those key elements of society 
have been in past practice, but also as they might be sometime in the 
future: as an ideal, as an aspiration to greatnessðas a firm and abiding 
example of the justice system at its very best, a system striving always to do 
the right thing. 
 

                                                      
19  Samuel Freedman, ñSummary of Convocation Address of Chief Justice Samuel 
Freedmanò, typescript, prepared for an address given at the University of Western 
Ontario, Friday, 8 June 1973. 

20  Samuel Freedman, ñSome Reflections as the Year 1968 Endsò speech typescript, 
Winnipeg, Faculty of Law Archives (Sam Freedman file, place and date unknown); see 
chapter 9, below. 

21  ñMan of the Year: Mr. Justice Samuel Freedmanò, The Octagonian of Sigma Alpha Mu, 
45:4 (November 1957) 9. 
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The Early Years 

 

 

They came to this country as adults; and they came in quest of greater 
opportunity and freedom. They brought with them little of material possessions, 
but they brought other things instead, things of great worth and enduring value: 
above all else, a devotion to Judaism; a love of learning, a yearning for freedom. 

[From notes for a speech, ñThe Weidman Centenary,ò 1982] 

 

 
n the years of my childhood three things signalled the existence of an 
emergency. One was the taking of a taxi rather than a streetcar, the 
second was the sending of a telegram instead of a letter, and the third 

was making a long-distance telephone call. The resort to a taxi, the more 
expensive means of conveyance, was a rare occasion; so rare indeed that it 
was confined to situations of special gravity, where speed was of utmost 
importance. So too only a matter of utmost urgency would warrant the use 
of the telegram, the costlier mode of communication: announcing a death, 
a birth, an engagement to marry, or the like. And the use of the long-
distance telephone call automatically conveyed a message that something 
serious or important had occurred. 

 Plainly these choices operated in an atmosphere of economic 
deprivation. I grew up under the spur of honourable poverty. We were in 
truth a poor family, with little in the way of material endowments. But in 
the North End of Winnipeg, where we lived and worked, and where I 
spent my youth, no one else had much more. Our poverty, though 
limiting in its effects, was endurable simply because it was a burden borne 
more or less equally by all of us in the neighbourhood. Indeed, in later 
years the area where we lived, around Stella Avenue and Aikins Street, 
became the subject of ñold-end redevelopment,ò which was the polite way 
of saying slum clearance. So you could say that in those early years of the 
century we lived in a small slum area. Not that as children we were 
conscious of the fact. Children donôt think of those things. 
 

***** 
 

I 
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People in general, and officialdom in particular, seem to have an 

obsessive and unholy concern about the place of oneôs birth. Practically 
the first question an immigration officer will put to anyone arriving at a 
Canadian border is, ñWhere were you born?ò I have had to answer that 
question dozens of times, always with a sense of embarrassment, and 
always with a hurried addendum that I remember nothing about the old 
country and am strictly a Canadian. Because I was born in Russia, on 
April 16, 1908, and because my family left there in 1911 to come to 
Canada, my memories are all Canadian. For that I am thankful. I have to 
take my Russian origin on information and belief. I know I lived in Russia 
for three and a half years because my mother told me so. 

 This peculiar but intense preoccupation with my birthplace can spring 
up in the most ordinary social communications. One time, for instance, I 
was a participant in a symposium sponsored by the Great-West Life 
Assurance Company. My role was a relatively modest one. I was the 
moderator of one of the panel discussions. Those taking part in all the 
panels were persons of distinction, whose reputations in their fields were 
national in character and in some cases even beyond that. 

 One of the distinguished visitors was Sir Roger Bannister, known 
around the world as the first person to break the four-minute mile. I was 
introduced to him as Chief Justice Freedman, the Chief Justice of 
Manitoba. With the utmost cordiality, Sir Roger engaged me in 
conversation. ñHave you lived in Winnipeg all your life?ò I saw at once 
what was coming. ñNo,ò I replied, ñI was about three and a half years old 
when our family came to this country.ò Sir Rogerôs next question was the 
inevitable one. ñWhere were you born?ò I answered, ñIn Russia.ò Our 
conversation continued for several minutes. Sir Roger was all charm and 
enchantment. Not every day did he meet a Chief Justice born in Russia. 

 The following day my wife Brownie found herself seated next to Sir 
Roger at a luncheon arranged in connection with the symposium. When 
she was introduced to Sir Roger, his instant comment was, ñYour husband 
was born in Russia. I had the pleasure of meeting him yesterday.ò 

 My father, Nathan, and my mother, Adaðher family name was 
Foxmanðleft the old world and came to the new in the pursuit of liberty. 
They both came from a small town near Zhitomir in the Ukraine. They 
were married in Zhitomir in February 1898ðthe exact date is uncertain, 
because they always celebrated the anniversary according to the Jewish 
calendar, resulting in fluctuations from year to year. Life for the Jews of 
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Russiaðas it was for the Jews of much of the rest of continental Europeð
was tense, precarious, and marked by fear. The word ñpogromò was seared 
into the soul and flesh of my parents and the other immigrant Jews who 
were their contemporaries. Their European existence was lived under the 
constant fear that they might be victims of a pogromðthat is to say, of an 
organized attack on Jews (men, women, and children), of homes and 
synagogues burnt, of possessions looted. All this, while officialdom in 
Russia conveniently looked the other way. 

 Jewish emigration from Europe bears a direct relationship to the 
occurrence of pogroms. Thus the exodus from Europe in 1882, in what 
for that time were large numbers, was a response to the Kishinev pogrom 
of 1881.1 And the immigration to Canada in the first decade or so of this 
century followed upon the recurring series of pogroms of varying intensity. 
My wifeôs family (the Weidmans) was part of the 1882 group. My own 
family was part of a later group. But the pattern was the same: pogroms 
this year, emigration of Jews the next. 

 That our family should not live in Russia for the whole of our lives 
was a basic premise claiming our allegiance. Just when we could make the 
break would depend on circumstances. But the lure of the New World 
gripped us in increasing measure. Already in 1909, an uncleðmy fatherôs 
brotherðhad made the change along with his family. He chose Canada, 
and more specifically Winnipeg, because a brother-in-law of his had, a year 
or two earlier, made the big move and settled there. The pattern was 
becoming more and more familiar. One chose his destination according to 
established links. Thus it was that when my fatherôs turn came, he chose 
Winnipeg, as his brother had done before him. He had to make it to the 

                                                      
1  The infamous Kishinev pogrom, noted for its severity and cruelty, took place in 1903, 

though it is possible that a less prominent pogrom had taken place in 1881. 
Intensified repression and violence against Jews had begun in spring 1881 following 
the assassination of Alexander II, for which Jews were blamed. That April, a series of 
ñvicious pogromsò had taken place across Southern Russia, in Elisavetgrad, Kiev, 
Bialystok, Kharkov, Odessa, and many other smaller towns. The Russian government 
not only encouraged, perhaps even instigated, the violence, but also brought in new 
legal measures restricting Jewish movement and activities. In Harry Gutkin, Journey 
into Our Heritage: The Story of the Jewish People in the Canadian West (Toronto: Lester & 
Orpen Dennys, 1980) at 26, the author writes: ñIn the thirty-three years between the 
assassination of Alexander II in 1881 and the outbreak of World War I, one-third of 
east European Jews left behind their homelands.ò 
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New World on his own, and he didnôt travel overseas first class, but 
steerage. 

 In those days a familyôs move to the New World often came about in 
two shifts. The first would bring the father here. The secondðfollowing a 
year or two laterðwould bring the mother and children. The length of the 
interval between the two events would depend on the fatherôs ability to 
establish himself to the point at which he could qualify for a bank loan 
large enough to finance the adventure. One Winnipeg banker, Mr. W.F. 
Alloway, was especially helpful in this regard. Mr. Alloway, of the banking 
firm of Alloway and Champion, later became well-known as the founder 
of the Winnipeg Foundation, an institution that supports a large number 
of organizationsðcharitable, recreational, educational. But before that he 
had become known and revered by the local Jewish community for being 
the banker of the Jews. With a fine sensitivity for the problems 
confronting these immigrant Jews, Mr. Alloway bent over backwards to 
help them, often by granting extensions of time for payment of the 
instalments. 

 About a year and a half after my fatherôs arrival in Winnipeg he 
arranged, with Mr. Allowayôs help, for my mother and her children to 
come. By that time the family had five childrenðCharles, Lillian, Harry, 
Fred, and me, the youngest. The trip, from beginning to end, took almost 
six weeksðincluding more than two weeks for the ocean crossing itself. 
Although I have no personal recollections of it, I did hear my mother tell 
the story of it on numerous occasions. My mother, let the truth be told, 
needed only a minimum of encouragement to plunge into a recital of the 
voyage in all its detail. She stage-managed her performances in professional 
style. She seated her listeners in such a way that each would be able to hear 
her, and see her too. She spoke for about fifty minutes, the length of a 
professorôs lecture to his students. She was always a great hit. Years later, 
when widowed and alone, she became a resident of the Sharon Home, a 
facility with nursing care and, no less important, a kosher kitchen. Within 
a few days of her arrival she began to ñhold court.ò Her neighbour ladies 
came to extend a greeting of welcome, but remained to be part of Mrs. 
Freedmanôs audience. Included in her repertoire, we may be sure, was the 
story of her voyage from the old country to Winnipeg. 

 She would say it was an eventful journey and that on the ship she kept 
herself busy sewing for the five children. One part concerned the last leg 
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of the trip, the train ride from Halifax to Winnipeg.2 The many immigrant 
families just off the ship, like the Freedmans, gathered at the railway 
station to take the train to Winnipeg or other places, and they were 
understandably concerned about communicating with their husbands, or 
other relatives, letting them know where they were and about when they 
would arrive. They didnôt know English and had no idea of how to go 
about sending a message in this strange place. However, one enterprising 
man from the Halifax area had directed his mind to this very problem. He 
gathered the immigrants together and kindly told them that he would do 
them the service of sending a telegram, giving details of the expected 
arrival, to the person who was waiting for them. He would do this, he said, 
in return for a payment of five dollars from each family. Nearly all of them 
took up his offer, the Freedmans included, but not a single telegram was 
received at the other end. The friendly man turned out to be a con artist. 

 The result for the immigrants was worry, mental anguish, and much 
shedding of tears. Some of the members of our group fared better than we 
did. Those who were to receive them had telephones. Our father did not 
have a telephone, so that slowed down communications between us. If 
telephone communication had been available, we could have found out, 
relatively quickly, if Father had received a telegram dealing with our 
arrival. As matters stood, we remained in the dark on that question. As we 
approached the Winnipeg station after the long, tiring trip, we could only 
speculate that father might have received the telegram and at that very 

                                                      
2  Although the story here, as told in Freedmanôs autobiographical manuscript, indicates 

that the family arrived in Halifax and travelled to Winnipeg from there, a letter of 
March 3, 1942, written by Sam Freedman to provide information for insurance 
policies, gives the port of debarkation as ñPortlandò and notes, ñI have been unable to 
find out in what province or state this would be. It may have been Portland, Maine, as 
my parents told me that from Portland we travelled to Chicago, then to St. Paul, then 
to Winnipeg.ò 

   The letter lists the port of embarkation as ñLibau, Russia,ò with the familyôs 
arrival in Portland given as December 27, 1911, on the ship ñCanada,ò and arrival in 
Winnipeg as ñabout January 3,1912.ò The members of the family, in addition to Sam 
himself, were listed as ñMother, Ada Chasen, Brother, Charles Chasen, Sister, Lillian 
Chasen, Brother, Harry Chasen, and Brother, Fred Chasen.ò The letter notes, 
ñCorrect spelling of name at that time ï Chasen, changed to Freedman on arrival in 
Winnipeg.ò Letter from Sam Freedman to The London Life Insurance Company, 
Winnipeg (3 March 1942), Winnipeg, Provincial Archives of Manitoba (box 65, file 
no 3). 
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moment be setting out for the railway station to gather us in. We would all 
feel very foolish if ñlike ships that pass in the night,ò we passed each other 
by. So once in the station we remained waiting for something to happen. 

 My brother Harry took me for a walk around the station. We were 
wearing our Russian clothes, and two Jewish cattle buyers who had just 
come in from a western point began to talk to us in Yiddish. Harry 
responded in that language, telling them that our mother was waiting, 
resting in another part of the station. The men immediately asked us to 
take them to her. When they saw her, one of them called out her name, 
ñAda.ò Seeing her still puzzled, he added, ñItôs Menachem.ò He had lived 
in their village, and the families had been good friends. There was great 
joy at this fortunate meeting, and things began to move with greater speed 
under Menachemôs direction. Within a short time we were reunited with 
our father. 

 So our long journey was over. A new chapter was about to begin. 
What it might contain we did not know. But we entered into it with hope 
and optimism. 
 

***** 
 

In Canada my father, Nathan, became a junk pedlar with a horse and 
wagon, and thatôs what he did until he retired at age seventy. He had been 
a cattle buyer in Russia, but when he came to Canada he didnôt know the 
language, and he never went to school here. He was in a sense the prisoner 
of the old country traditions that the immigrants brought with them: the 
ideals, yes, but also the handicaps. 

 I was the fifth of eight children, although one of us, Chassia, lived 
only for about six months. My childhood memories centre around the 
North Endôs Stella Avenue and Aikins Street. We lived on Redwood 
Avenue until I was about eight years old, then moved to Stella Avenue, 
and then, when I was in Grade 5 or 6, we went to 105 Aikins Street, 
staying there until I was in Grade 11. We lived in one small, rented house 
after anotherðyou would think we lived on wheels. 

 The intersection of Stella and Aikins provided me with both a 
meeting place and a playing field. There I would join my school friendsð
all boys, no girlsðeither to talk away the hours or to engage in some form 
of sport. A favourite form of winter sport was hockeyðnot the real thing, 
but our own adaptation of the game. This was hockey without skates, 
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without regular hockey sticks but with improvised substitutes, and even 
without a real puck. We came up with an acceptable alternative for a puck: 
a lump of frozen manure. In that district there were few automobiles, but 
many horses, so our supply of manure pucks was reasonably well ensured. 
In the course of a game one puck would be subjected to a steady battering 
until it ceased to be serviceable. A replacement for it would be readily 
found, thanks to the horses of our neighbourhood. One could truly say 
that in our version of hockey a puck in the face constituted a double 
hazard. 

 Not until I was fifteen and in Grade 11 did we live in a house that 
contained what was described as ñfull plumbing.ò Before that we had a 
toilet in the basement and a wash basin in the kitchen, but not a bathtub 
or a shower. Our baths were taken in the kitchen, in a big washtub. The 
cold water would go in first, followed by a kettle or two of hot water, 
followed then by me, after first carefully testing it, or, on some occasions, 
by my younger brother Max and me. Because the taking of a bath in the 
Freedman household was clearly a major production, some appropriate 
doubling-up was invoked to ease the situation, and with seven children it 
could by no means be a daily exercise. We were allotted different days. I 
am sure that my present love for a bath or a shower is a reflection of my 
profound distaste for the washtub, which for the first fifteen years of my 
life had to serve as an inadequate and unwelcome substitute for the real 
thing. 
 

***** 
 
My father and mother were married for sixty-five years. They had a 

very happy marriage. It may not have been graced with an abundance of 
material possessions, but it contained the basic elements that countedð
understanding, mutual respect, mutual love. These they had in large 
measure. 

 Both of my parents were highly intelligent peopleðI marvel now at 
their good taste. I remember we had a gramophone which you had to wind 
up, and if you forgot, the voice would suddenly start to turn from a tenor 
to a bass. They had cantorial music, but the best of it: Rosenblat, Kwartin, 
Hershman, and a number of others. And then there were the classics of 
the day: ñThe Volga Boatman,ò with Boris Chaliapin, Enrico Caruso 
singing his famous arias from Aida and Pagliacci, and there must have been 
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a John McCormack. Chaliapin and Caruso and McCormack were to be 
found in many Jewish homes at that time, as these people of my parentsô 
generation reached out for the finest in art, as they understood it. 

 Fidelity was taken for granted. My mother, more of an extrovert than 
my father, always shone out first. It was only in later years that I came to 
have a better appreciation of my fatherôs qualities, especially his fine 
education in Yiddish and Hebrew. His favourite hangout was the 
synagogue, where he and his cronies would discuss all manner of issues, 
mitten grobben finger, in great depth. 

 The other element that pervaded our family lives was a sense of 
humour, which both my parents had and appreciated. I remember one 
time my parents went out for a walk. After a while they came back into the 
house laughing. We said (as the conversation was all in Yiddishðit loses a 
bit in translation), ñWhat is it?ò Mother said, ñYour father made a witty 
remark.ò We said, ñLetôs hear.ò 

 We were told they had been walking down the street when suddenly 
my father spied a dime on the ground, and stooped to pick it up. Not 
content with his good fortune, he began to gloat about his discovery. He 
said to my mother, ñWeôre both walking but I find the ten cents and you 
donôt.ò My mother said, ñYou find the ten cents because I walk with my 
head in the air and you walk with your head in the earth.ò My father said, 
ñYou walk with your head in the air because youôve got me, and I walk 
with my head buried in the ground because Iôve got you.ò 

 Another time my mother was going to a Mizrachi meeting.3 She had 
her coat on. There was a knock on the door. A neighbour lady came in 
and said, ñIf youôre going to the Mizrachi meeting then, Mrs. Freedman, I 
will go with you.ò My mother said, ñFine.ò The lady said, ñBut Mrs. 
Freedman, you know you are going to have to make a speech there.ò This 
led to consternation on my motherôs part. She asked, ñWhat kind of a 
speech can I give them?ò My father said, ñGive them the speech that you 
give me.ò 

                                                      
3  The Mizrachi Organization, founded in 1912, was a Zionist body of Orthodox Jews 

that, in its Winnipeg branch, raised funds for religious schools and institutions in 
Palestine and supported the efforts of the Jewish National Fund, a worldwide 
campaign to collect money to purchase land in Israel for Jewish settlement. Arthur A 
Chiel, The Jews in Manitoba: A Social History (Toronto: University of Toronto Press, 
1961) at l59, 167. 
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 No one loves freedom as much as the person who has had it and lost 
it, or who has never had it at all. My parents and the other Jewish 
immigrants of their time found in this new land, in America, a breadth of 
freedom greater than anything they could have imagined. The sense of 
freedom was established slowly but grew with the evolution of time. In 
Russia, Jews could never regard the policeman in uniform as a friend or a 
protector. In Canada, his counterpart, though at first viewed with 
suspicion, gradually won their confidence as their policeman, one who 
could be trusted to protect the interests and safety of all people, Jews as 
well as non-Jews. The uniform, a symbol of power and authority, 
represented something far better in Canada than it ever did in the lands 
from which they had departed. 

 The power of a uniform became the theme of a story told again and 
again in my family. In or about the year 1920, the lieutenant-governor of 
Manitoba, Sir James Aikins,4 was invited to deliver an address to the 
Jewish community of Winnipeg. Although my fatherôs and motherôs 
knowledge of English was still exceedingly limited, they were determined 
to be present at this event, and so on the evening in question they went, 
along with hundreds of other Jews, to the Talmud Torah Hall, in the very 
heart of Jewryôs North End. Most of the people who filled the hall had, 
like my parents, only a rudimentary knowledge of English, and their 
attendance was little more than an act of courtesy towards the 
distinguished guest who, they felt, was honouring the Jewish people of 
Winnipeg. 

 When my parents returned home later that evening, still in the 
afterglow of a thrilling experience, the children gathered around and 
asked, ñHow was the lieutenant-governor?ò Mother and father agreed that 
the evening had been one of the greatest times they had ever enjoyed, 
though one of them added that the lieutenant-governor himself did not 
speakðanother gentleman had made the speech of the evening and he was 
simply wonderful. They would never forget the event, my parents said. 

 In the next day or so we heard other accounts of the evening, and we 
learned that the lieutenant-governor had been accompanied by his military 
aide-de-camp, resplendent in his military dress. The lieutenant-governor 
had worn a dark business suit. To my parents, and to several hundred 
others like them, the man in the uniform was assuredly the lieutenant-

                                                      
4  Sir James Albert Manning Aikins (1851ï1929), a lawyer and politician, was 

lieutenant-governor of Manitoba 1916ï26. 
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governor. That he permitted ñanother gentlemanò to make the speech was 
simply an example of his great-heartedness. Such was the power of a 
uniform. Not without some difficulty were we able to persuade our 
parents that they had not only seen the lieutenant-governor but had also 
heard him speak. 

 Yiddish was the language of communication in our home, at least in 
our earlier days. My father and mother always spoke to each other in that 
language, and for a short time the children too spoke to each other in 
Yiddish. My brother Max once remarked, ñIf I could speak with half the 
skill and wit in English with which my mother speaks in YiddishðI would 
give my right arm.ò5 Inevitably and quickly, as we children absorbed the 
influences of our environment, we more and more resorted to English. 
Two parallel forces operated to make the victory of English a certain one. 
First, day in and day out, we were exposed to that language. What we used 
in school and on the street could not easily be doffed or discarded as we 
touched the front steps of our home. The other force was the gradual 
acquisition by our parents of a knowledge of the English language. This 
did not come easily or quickly to them, but a day arrived when our use of 
English in conversation evoked comprehension from them, and thereafter 
our communications in that language improved year by year. 

 We didnôt attend a parochial school, but had the next best thing, a 
Hebrew teacher who came to the house. I think his name was Mintz. He 
came about three times a week, which we thought was too often. We tried 
to hide from him, but he always found us. He tried to teach us the Hebrew 
prayers and a little bit of Hebrew writing, but we were more interested in 
soccer, football, and baseball, and we resisted this intrusion on our more 
urgent activities. I did not have a formal bar mitzvah and neither did my 
brothers Charlie, Harry, Fred, or Max, because a bar mitzvah, even on the 
most modest scale, required a party, a kiddush complete with wine. It was 
something we couldnôt undertake financially for each son, and so we 
didnôt have it at all. I became thirteen years of age by fluxion of time. 
Thatôs the usual way one achieves it, and I was usual. 

                                                      
5  See ñAn Eloquent Juristò, Editorial, The Brandon Sun (9 March 1957), Winnipeg, 

Provincial Archives of Manitoba (box 101, file no 17). The editorial adds: ñIn that 
[Freedman] household books were second in importance to bread. There is a legend 
among the staff of St. Johnôs branch of the Winnipeg Public Library that the 
Freedman children read the shelves clean.ò 
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 My older sister, Lil, went out to work fairly early after grade nine, so 
her Jewish education was minimal. My younger sister, Caroline, had a 
good Yiddish education, but that was because she did it largely on her 
own, encouraged by the family of Rabbi Herson, a next-door neighbour. 
My brother Fred had the same instruction I had in Hebrew, but was more 
interested in it. He later lived in St. Paul, Minnesota, and before he died 
in 1980, he was at a stage where he could daven well and lead the 
congregation from the pulpit. I admired him for it. I spoke Yiddish, but 
never learned to master Hebrew. I go to Israel often, and the fortunate 
thing is that most Israelis speak English. 

 What was happening in the Freedman household was duplicated in 
many a Jewish home. Indeed, so similar and so widespread were the 
reactions to the language problem that a genuine fear arose that Yiddish 
might not be able to survive the threat which the situation posed. This fear 
was by no means groundless. Indeed it is encountered whenever a 
minority culture confronts the culture of the majority group, particularly 
when the latter welcomes the minorityôs approach as part of an assimilative 
process. 

 Ours was an Orthodox home, and that it did not produce strong 
Orthodox offspring is something for which I cannot blame our parents. 
When we entered the university, we were taught to look at facts and to 
question. It became very hard to give an unqualified acceptance to 
Orthodox Jewish customs when the rationale for it didnôt satisfy us. 

 Many years later, when I was a student at the University of Manitoba, 
I was active in the work of the Menorah Society, an organization for the 
Jewish students of the university. Among its activities was the sponsoring 
of debates and discussions. One of the recurring themes for discussion was 
the question: what is it that has kept the Jewish people alive through the 
ages? The answer then givenðand the same answer would be applicable 
todayðwas twofold: pressure from without, and cohesion within. Pressure 
from without referred to anti-Semitism; and just as in physics pressure 
solidifies, so pressure in the form of anti-Semitism solidified and 
strengthened the Jewish group and helped to keep it alive. 

 That external pressure was a factor contributing to Jewish survival 
cannot be denied, but the internal cohesive factors were given less credit 
than they deserved. These factors included language, culture, a way of life 
in which Jewish humour and Jewish cooking played a significant role, and 
the movement towards a Jewish national home, a movement which, since 
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1948, was transformed into a devotion to the cause of Israel. The 
emergence of the state of Israel has added a new feature to the internal 
cohesive factors. 

 The free society in which we live today is largely, though not entirely, 
unmarred by the racial prejudices and discriminations that characterized 
the external pressures of an earlier day. In its wake a different problem 
emerged: can Judaism survive the challenge of freedom? 
 

***** 
 

I am a product, then, of Winnipegôs North End, and according to the 
considerable literature that has emerged from and on that area, to be one 
of its alumnus or alumna is to possess a badge of distinction. Such a 
person is entitled to look upon himself as a graduate of the school of hard 
knocks, a school whose colours are black and blue. Toughened and 
disciplined in that environment, the graduate emerges into the wider 
world ready to meet and overcome its many challenges. Nothing that he 
will encounter in the outside world will be as hard as what came before. 
Our graduate of the North End will possess a special kind of drive. 
Fiercely competitive as he was in the North End, he will emerge into the 
larger forum with a willingness, indeed a determination, to go the extra 
mile. He will be acutely aware that to meet the broader competition now 
facing him, he must put forward not merely one hundred per cent of 
effort, but at least one hundred and ten per cent. Avis tries harder, 
because it is in second place rather than in the lead. Long before Avis had 
acquired and publicized its slogan, the graduates of Winnipegôs North End 
were already putting that slogan into daily practice. 

 My school education began at Strathcona School in 1913. I was then 
five years of age. There was no kindergarten available at that time, and I 
was permitted to enrol at school before the usual age of six years. I recall 
little of that first school except the embarrassment of having to collect my 
older brothersô books at the end of every day, just as the class was saying 
the Lordôs Prayer, so that Charlie and Harry could rush off to sell their 
newspapers on the street. Two years later I entered Aberdeen School, 
which supplied me with more vivid memories. 

 The student enrolment at Aberdeen School reflected the ethnic mix of 
the neighbourhood around it. The Jewish group predominated. When the 
High Holidays came and the Jewish students were absent, what remained 
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was so thin that it hardly merited the usual form of teaching. A hold-the-
line attitude was adopted until the holiday was over and the Jewish 
majority were back in their seats. Smaller groups included Ukrainians, 
Germans, and Poles, among others. Anglo-Saxons were also there, but in 
small numbers. 

 One day in our classroom an encounter of considerable interest 
occurred between a girl and our teacher. A big factor in this incident was 
that the student, V., was of English background, and not a ñforeignerò. 
Early in the morning the teacher, Mrs. B., slapped V. hard in the face, 
causing her to burst into tears. When the afternoon session began, V. was 
not present, but a few minutes later came a knock on the classroom door. 
Mrs. B. answered, and from my seat I caught sight of V. and a woman, V.ôs 
mother no doubt. Mrs. B. stepped out into the hall and closed the door 
behind her. 

 A spirited and angry dialogue ensued. V.ôs English mother, it 
appeared, was giving as well as she received. Clearly she could respond to 
our teacher in a way that the mothers of the Jewish classmates would have 
been unable to do. After a short while Mrs. B. opened the door and the 
three participants entered the room. Mrs. B. asked, ñClass, did I slap V. in 
the face this morning?ò With one voice, the entire class, including me, 
said, ñNo.ò 

 Mrs. B. had taken a gamble and won. But for her it may not have been 
such a gamble. She had a keen appreciation of the awe or fear with which 
these young children looked upon their teacher, and sensed that they 
would respond to her question exactly as they did. Not without shame do I 
recall my participation in that sordid episode. If I had my life to live over 
again, I would have saidðas I should have said at the crucial momentð
ñYes, you know very well you did slap V. in the face this morning.ò But 
injustice won the day. 

 There was, to be sure, some rivalry and fighting amongst the different 
ethnic groups in the city. In the pre-1920s and early 1920s, Aberdeen 
School played sports against Machray School, Strathcona School, and King 
Edward School, which were largely non-Jewish. We always ended up in 
fights, and usually we lost. The non-Jews were tougher, it seemed. We did 
have some protection from a young man named Jack Levick, known as 
Jack Prizefighter. He was a tough guy. When he came along to an event, 
no one would start with himðthere would be no fights, and that was an 
off-the-field victory for the Jews. 
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 We knew that on the other side of town there was a richer area, the 

Wellington Crescent area, the South End. For one thing, our school team 
would play in the city finals against the South End team and we would 
trek to their school. In those days we made the long walk across the Salter 
Street Bridge over the CPR tracksðwe very rarely spent a nickel for a 
streetcar. But the walk didnôt hurt us in the long run. I think it taught us 
the value of a dollar, and that continued when we went to the university. 
Plenty of times I walked over that bridge coming home from some event. I 
might get a nickel for the streetcar to go up there, because I had to get 
there at a certain time. Coming home, with a bit of leeway and without 
the nickel, I walked on the bridge, in the middle, unprotected, gales of 
wind blowing, me with my cap and the earflaps down, the frail figure 
battling against the storm. But we did it and we did it and we did it. 

 Another incident of my school days has more pleasant resonance. I 
was thirteen and in grade eight. In our history class we were approaching 
the subject of Confederation. Our history teacher was a Mrs. Wallace, a 
gifted, imaginative, and inspired teacher. She taught us to be interested in 
historical personages. She conceived the idea of a re-enactment of the 
Confederation story, with students in the class playing the roles of the 
various Fathers of Confederation. I was assigned the role of George 
Brown. A friend of mine, Michael Syme, was Sir John A. Macdonald, and 
another friend, Max Wolinsky, was Étienne-Paschal Taché. In all about a 
dozen students were selected for the project. Mrs. Wallace went to the 
original speeches made at the conferences that had led to Confederation 
(Charlottetown, Quebec, and London, 1864 to 1867), edited them, 
reducing them to their basic essentials so that the roles of the young 
students would not be too heavy or unmanageable. She then fixed a day 
for the presentation of the historic drama before the rest of the class. 

 When curtain time came, the students, well-rehearsed by Mrs. 
Wallace, gave a stirring performance. Soon other teachers and other 
students asked to see the show. So another date was fixed, on a Friday 
afternoon, this time in the school assembly hall for the entire student body 
and teaching staff. Another success was recorded. Very quickly a new 
demand followed. Now the parents wanted to see the performance. The 
North End Y.M.C.A. at Selkirk Avenue and Powers Street was accordingly 
booked for a Saturday evening. That event drew a full house, to the 
delight of everyone concerned with the project. Here was history brought 
to life through an inspiring teacher who tried to make the Confederation 
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story vivid and meaningful for us. There werenôt many Mrs. Wallaces in 
the school system, and I cherish the memory of the one we were fortunate 
to have at Aberdeen School. 

 I entered Grade 10 at St. Johnôs High School in June 1922. When I 
graduated two years later I had the honour of being class valedictorian at 
the graduation exercises.  The school was well over a mile away from our 
home. We walked all the way, summer and winter, and usually back and 
forth at the noon hour too. Sometimes on special occasions we might take 
a sandwich with us, and if we had a nickel we would buy a sugar-coated 
jelly buster, but that was a rare treat to be savoured. My two years at St. 
Johnôs were exceedingly happy ones in nearly every respect.  I even liked 
the machine shops people, although I was no good at that work. I 
remember a Mr. Johns who took part in the 1919 General Strike. St. 
Johnôs also had a wonderful English teacher named Miss Ada Turner, 
perhaps the best teacher I ever had. She was exceedingly well-equipped 
with the knowledge of English literature, poetry and prose, and did her 
best to pass it on to us. In some cases she found resistance, because we had 
our mistakes and our fools, but we had some good students. 

 About forty years after I graduated from St. Johnôs High School, I 
went back to talk to the students there, and they asked me what I would 
do differently if I were a student again. I told them, ñI would spend more 
time on athletics. In my day, three times around the cinder track was half 
a mile. You needed no stop watch to time meða calendar would have 
done quite nicely.ò 

 A qualification to my exuberant assessment of the school arises from 
my limited and not very happy social life. I was an awkward kid, ill at ease 
in the presence of girls, so I did not seek their company, fool that I was. 
But this was the fault not of the school, but of myself. 

 One of the things I remember well was an oratorical contest 
sponsored by the school. It proved to be a resounding success. Its origin 
lay in the desire to provide some useful project for the large number of 
students who took their lunches with them to school, gobbled them up in 
about ten minutes, and then for the next hour or more wandered around, 
looking for something to do. Someone came up with the idea of an 
oratorical contest. The idea met with instant approval, and a committee 
was chosen to settle the details of the plan. 

 It was decided to hold a series of noon-hour events in an elimination 
contest. The winners in those events would be entitled to participate in 
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the final contest, which would be held in the evening and be open to the 
entire student body, the teaching staff, the parents and relatives of the 
students, and as many others as could be accommodated in the school 
auditorium. A panel of St. Johnôs teachers would act as judges, and a 
qualified person would be sought to act as critic and commentatorða 
move that carried with it the seeds of danger. Three medalsðgold, silver, 
and bronzeðwould be awarded to the frontrunners. 

 As it ended up, I was one of eight students who found themselves 
competing for the final honours in the oratorical contest. Seven teachers 
constituted the panel of judges. Professor W.F. Osborne, a distinguished 
public speaker, was the critic and commentator. When we drew numbers 
to determine our speaking sequence, my lot was to be number eight, the 
last in line. 

 The topic I had chosen was ñUtopia and the Jew.ò My theme was that 
we would never build a utopia until we freed ourselves from the incubus 
of anti-Semitism and other forms of racial and religious prejudice and 
discrimination. It seemed to me that the speech was well received. After all 
the contestants had finished, the chairman requested the judges to retire 
for the purpose of arriving at their decision, and he then introduced 
Professor Osborne, inviting him to the platform to perform his function as 
critic and commentator. As Professor Osborne was walking up, a friend of 
mine whispered to me, ñI was watching him. He just couldnôt stop 
applauding your speech.ò My hopes were up, to say the least. 

 Professor Osborne was in splendid form. He spoke with vigour, wit, 
and enthusiasm. He was particularly impressed, he said, with the idealism 
manifest in each contestantôs treatment of his topic. He had words of 
praise for each of the participants, accompanied now and then by a 
suggestion, tactfully expressed, on how the product might still be 
improved. When he came to the eighth effort he paused for a few seconds, 
then said, ñAnd finally that last brilliant and breathless thing, Utopia and 
the Jew.ò But at that point he stopped short, because the judges were 
returning to the auditorium and the school principal, Mr. G.J. Reeve, 
quickly took over to announce their decision. The gold medal went to 
Alfred Berman, who had spoken on the topic ñArmenia the Martyrò. I 
won the silver medal. 

 Looking back at the event across a span of nearly seven decades, I 
recall my reaction as one of disappointment but not of bitterness. When 
Alfred Berman was delivering his speech, I sensed that he would be the 
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man to beat. The speech was lucid and instructive, and well delivered. He 
was a worthy winner. And a silver medal should not be looked upon with 
contempt. For myself the silver medal represented a mark of distinction 
then, and it still represents that today. 

 St. Johnôs Tech produced a large number of distinguished graduates. 
When the 75th anniversary of the school was celebrated, one feature was 
the singing of operatic arias by three members of the Metropolitan Opera 
Company of New York, all graduates of St. Johnôs High School. I wonder 
how many high schools on this continent could match such an 
achievement. But the alumni of the school also excelled in the academic 
world, in the world of sports, in the domain of television, and in the 
learned professions, including the sciences. They laboured hard and well, 
and their efforts were often crowned with glory. There is a quality of 
uniqueness in the signal accomplishments of this high school, set in the 
heart of a Western Canadian prairie, nearly five hundred miles from the 
nearest sizeable city, yet virtually on its own doing great things and moving 
always to the ñnext milestone, and beyond.ò 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 



 

2 
Student Days at the University of 

Manitoba 
 

 

The ideal student ... will be constantly weighing, examining, pondering, 
reflecting, discarding, and analyzing facts in order that he may know that ñthe 
little things are little, the big things big.ò He will above all and before all be 
guided by a true sense of realities that will give him prudence, balance, and 
wisdom. Books will be his tools, ideas his materials, the library his workshop, and 
achievement his product. 

[ñThe Ideal Student,ò The Manitoban, October 1931] 

 

 
t was not until my parentsô later years that I fully understood and 
appreciated the extent of their talents and accomplishments. Their 
very move from Russia to Canada, practically halfway around the 

world, was itself an act of great courage. They knew that this was a land 
whose language was completely strange to them, whose way of life was 
sharply different from their own. But they faced the future, uncertain 
though it was, with fortitude and faith. Not even in its darkest days, when 
the world seemed to have bared its teeth at them, did they lose faith in an 
ultimate future of tranquillity and contentment. 

 Nor were my parents alone in this. They and their immigrant Jewish 
contemporaries were part of a generation whose story has not yet been 
fully told. What I write about my father and mother is representative, in 
its essentials, of the experiences of the generation as a whole. It was a 
remarkable generation indeed. 

 Primacy of place I give to their love of learning. In cherishing that 
ideal, the members of the generation were being faithful to a great Jewish 
tradition, a tradition which proclaimed with pride that ñthe scholar takes 
precedence over the king.ò How could one manifest, in a practical way, 
that he was marching in tune with this ideal, that he was giving his 
allegiance to it with unswerving fidelity? One good measuring rod was the 
university. If a child or children of yours made it to the university, you 

I 
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could proudly proclaim that you were being faithful to the Jewish tradition 
of learning. 

 So it came about that in family after family a pattern would develop 
under which the older children would leave school, seek jobs, and help 
with the family finances, in the hope that this would enable the younger 
children, when their day arrived, to enrol as students in the university. 

 My family followed this pattern. Charles, Lillian, and Harry, the three 
eldest, accepted the burden of leaving school at an early age, joining the 
workforce, and assisting with the financial situation at home. The 
sacrifices made by the older ones inured to the benefit of the younger 
ones. Fred got two degrees, a B.A. and an LL.B., from the University of 
Manitoba. I followed him a year later, obtaining the same degrees. 
Caroline not only climaxed an outstanding career in the Faculty of Arts 
and Science with a B.A. degree, but had the special distinction of being 
elected in her final year to the post (the highest available) of Lady Stick of 
her faculty. 

 Of the four youngest children, only Max, the brightest one of us all, 
was unable to get to the university. It was his misfortune that the Great 
Depression came just when he was eligible to enter the university. Those 
years pre-dated the organized availability of bursaries for students in 
economic need. Max had to seek his education in other, less official, ways. 
Although Max could not get to university, he could get to the university 
library, and he did, regularly and fruitfully. He gave little attention to the 
sciences and mathematics, but concentrated heavily on the humanities. In 
later years he described himself as a graduate of the University of 
Manitoba Library. 
 

***** 
 

I was fortunate enough to graduate from St. Johnôs Tech with an 
Isbister Scholarship, which enabled me, at the age of sixteen, to get into 
the University of Manitoba, in those days located on Broadway. In 1924 
the hundred-dollar scholarship was enough to pay the tuition fee, which 
was probably $80, leaving $20 for books. I couldnôt have done it 
otherwise. 

 Once immersed in my university studies, I majored in the Classics and 
did well enough to win scholarships for the next five years, which helped 
to keep me going. For five summers, starting in 1925, I also helped pay my 
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way by working for an itinerant photographer, Ernie Farr. Using a little 
airplane as a prop for his picture-taking, Mr. Farr went around taking 
photos of children all over Winnipeg and surrounding communities. The 
airplane had identification marks on its sideðñEF 499òðthe EF being the 
initials of the photographer, and the ñ499ò his photography shopôs address 
on Main Street. Ernie Farr later moved to Calgary, where he became a 
boxing promoter. But before that, four or five university students besides 
me helped complete their educations working for Ernie Farr. 

Our business operated in this way: the first man was the ñcaller outò. 
My brother, Fred, had that job. He would go to a house and ask if the 
people had any children or babies. He would tell the people that we were 
opening a studio in the neighbourhood, which was not strictly accurate; it 
was a minor departure from the truth. Back on the sidewalk the ñcaller 
outò would mark in chalk an appropriate indication to the photographer, 
Mr. Farr, who would come along afterwards. When Mr. Farr saw the mark 
he would go to that particular house and see about taking some pictures 
on the spot. If all went well, a few days later I would come along, the 
salesman. The main hazard in door-to-door work is what we call the 
ñapproach,ò but in my case that was simplicity itself. Iôd say, ñI have the 
proofs of the pictures of your child we took the other day.ò No mother 
would refuse to look at her childôs picture. My task was to sell the made-up 
picture, and my success rate was about fifty per cent.  

 
 

Still a student, Sam spent the summer of 1930 selling ads for The 
Jewish Post, one of three Jewish weeklies in the city. Later he said that 
trying to get ads for the paper was ñalmost like battling against a 
stream.ò1 By that time he had gained some experience in the business of 
selling advertisements. Under a small graduation photo of Sam, The 
Manitoban, March 1, 1929, announced ñSam Freedman, whose success 
in creating a new advertising record of more than $2,000 has made it 
possible for many new features and additional improvements to be 
included in this yearôs Brown & Gold.ò Sam Freedman was editor of 
the yearbook in 1929ï30.  
 
 

                                                      
1  The Jewish Post & News (17 March 1993) 5. 
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I went to university in the somewhat rarefied atmosphere of the 

1920sðthe ñJoe Collegeò era. The symbol was the raccoon coat you used to 
wear in winter, though I couldnôt afford one. If I had any coat, I was 
happy. During my five years of Arts I became involved in several 
extracurricular activities, including the student newspaper and yearbook, 
dramatics, and, especially, debating. I also played some sportsðbaseball, 
soccer, and football. I donôt remember how well we did, whether we won 
many games or any games. I do remember enjoying the playing and 
bringing to the game what I usually bring to sports: little skill and lots of 
enthusiasm. 

 A more significant involvement, perhaps, was in the Menorah Society, 
the forerunner of the Hillel movement, which was a meeting ground for 
Jewish students on university campuses. It prided itself on the fact that it 
did not advocate any ñismsòðespecially Zionism or socialism. It was the 
broad forum in which every Jewish student could meet, and it was 
interested in the study and advancement of Jewish culture and ideals. Its 
approach to life had both good and bad features. A good feature was that 
it was broad enough to enable everyone who was a Jewish student to come 
in, feel at home, and participate. The bad was that it was so objective that 
it did not encourage participation and advocacy of causes that were really 
of importance. For instance, because the Menorah Society was neither pro-
Zionist nor anti-Zionist, only a small percentage of its members in my 
college generation made a commitment to the Zionist cause in the pre-
Hitler period. Today the Hillel movement is more ideologically oriented, 
but this has a bad feature too: it tends to appeal to a very small segment of 
the Jewish student population. 

 I tended, though, to break away from religious beliefs and religious 
practices. I was brought up in an Orthodox home, but I quickly ceased to 
be Orthodox. I remember when I went to the university, a professor of 
philosophy said, ñThe acids of modernity have dissolved the old religious 
beliefs.ò That statement had an apt application to the Jewish group, 
particularly when we got into the atmosphere of the university. The 
scientific approach, the need for objective appreciation of factsðthese 
things were inconsistent with blind faith and uncritical acceptance of 
religious dogma. I moved further and further away from adherence to 
Orthodox practices, although I was never to become an atheist. What I 
would say is what Mr. Justice [Felix] Frankfurter said of himself. He 
described himself as the ñreverent agnostic.ò 



A Judge of Valour   23 
 

 At university I would also meet my future wife, a young girl named 
Claris Brownie Udow. I would enter law school at the University of 
Manitoba in 1929, graduating in 1933. My future path in life would be 
set, thanks in no small measure to a girl who wouldnôt, or couldnôt, go out 
on a date with me, and a Rhodes Scholarship Committee that turned me 
down. 

 
***** 

 
Jewish students of my generation in Winnipeg came to the university 

with an inferiority complexðnot all of them, of course, but enough to be 
statistically significant. That attribute had its roots in the double burden 
they carried as both Jews and North-Enders. The whole apparatus of 
extracurricular activity at the university was run by South-End Gentiles. 
The position of the Jewish student was that of an outsider. 

 In my 1924 freshman year I was distressed when I entered the gym 
locker room one day and was confronted by a large sign reading: ñWe gave 
you Palestineðgive us the locker room.ò The locker room was meant for all 
students and was used by all students for their lunch-hour breaks. The 
author or authors of the sign were never identified, certainly not publicly. 
For the Jews the sign was a source of acute embarrassment. Most Gentile 
students appeared to look upon it as a joke. 

 This was the period of the numerus clausus (quota) system at the 
medical college, a dark episode in which the college can take no pride. 
Beginning with a change of administration in 1932 and lasting for twelve 
years, the medical facultyôs admission policy, based on race and religion, 
became a scandal, something that had no place in a university. The 
medical school would take in about seventy students in the freshman 
medical year. They divided the applicants into different lists: the Jewish 
group, the Slavic group, non-residents and women, and finally those of 
Anglo-Saxon, French, or Scandinavian origin. This fourth list was the 
largest and preferred group, the one from which they would take by far the 
most students. The result of the policy was that only about three or four 
Jews were admitted in one year, as well as up to three or four candidates 
from each of the other non-preferred groups. There might, for instance, be 
a hundred Jewish applicants with very good qualifications, but ninety-six 
of them, at least, would be rejected while others with lower grades or even 
incomplete records, but from the preferred group, would get in. 
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 The administrators of the policy didnôt think it was wrong. Some of 

them didnôt even know about it. The subject finally became public in 
February 1944, after five months of research by a committee of the 
Avukah Society, an association of Jewish graduate students, had 
established the essential facts. They had the names and marks of students 
who had been rejected, as well as those of students who had been 
admitted with failing grades. News of the investigation leaked out and was 
reported in the Legislative Assembly, and in March, Hyman Sokolov, 
acting for the Avukah Society, presented a brief on the matter to a Select 
Committee of the Legislature. Among other things, Sokolov had an 
affidavit from a member of the admissions committee. This was not a 
medical member, but Professor R.A. Wardle, a professor of zoology. His 
affidavit exposed the shameful admissions policy. The Chancellor of the 
University, Mr. Justice A.K. Dysart, was at the hearing, and when it 
adjourned for lunch, Mr. Justice Dysart came to Mr. Sokolov and said, 
ñYou say you have such an affidavit?ò Mr. Sokolov showed it to him, and 
Mr. Justice Dysart said at once, ñWe canôt defend this. I never knew 
anything about it. You wonôt need to go on this afternoon. The policy will 
be changed.ò 

 Afterwards the universityôs Board of Governors had a meeting to hear 
representations from various groups, including the Jewish group. The 
three representatives from the Jewish group who were selected to go before 
the Board of Governors on that question were S. Hart Green, Q.C., Rabbi 
Solomon Frank, and myself. I was president of the Bônai Bôrith that year, 
which was probably the reason why I was named to the committee.2 We 
said admissions should be on the basis of academic standing and only that. 
They said, in that case we would have no admissions committee at allðyou 
would just look at the results and they would speak for themselves. They 
argued that in fairness to the medical school they also needed to be 
concerned about personality: whether the personal qualities of the 
candidate would help make him a good doctor, would help make a 
contribution to medicine. We were fearful that this approach could be 

                                                      
2  Perry Barsky, who gained his medical degree from the University of Manitoba in 

1949, writes, ñLocal Bônai Bôrith took an attitude of benevolent neutralityò towards 
the numerus clausus issue. Percy Barsky, ñHow óNumerus Claususô was Ended in the 
Manitoba Medical Schoolò in Daniel Stone, ed, Jewish Life and Times: A Collection of 
Essays (Winnipeg: Jewish Historical Society of Western Canada, 1983) 123 at 126. 
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used to the continued prejudice of minority groups, but despite that, I 
think that by that point their intentions were good. 

 By September the Board of Governors, convinced of the 
discrimination, was prepared to adopt a policy eliminating race or religion 
as a factor in the selection process. In the result they decided to continue 
with a personality test, but academic performance counted first. So the 
matter had a happy ending. 

 
Historian Irving Abella writes, ñFrom 1945 on Jewish students as 

well as others from ónon-preferred racesô were admitted in increasing 
numbersò to the University of Manitoba medical faculty. But he also 
notes that in 1944 the medical school only ñreluctantly agreed to 
change its policy,ò and ñthe grumpy dean warned that the university 
would become known as a óJewish Universityô and ópromisingô non-
Jewish students would go elsewhere.ò3  
 
The law school had no such institutionalized discrimination, perhaps 

because law students are accustomed to dealing with concepts of equity 
and fairness. Law and lawyers are rooted in the common-law tradition of 
England, and the English esteemed virtues such as fairness and justice. 
The incubus of race hatred or race discrimination, which manifested itself 
in medicine and other professional fields, was absent, or virtually absent, 
in law. But I encountered some bias nonetheless. One unfortunate 
episode comes to mind. The University of Manitoba Debating Union 
(UMDU) was an excellent forum, giving people an opportunity to express 
themselves in a forensic way, and the winners in its proceedings were 
designated to represent the university in the interprovincial McGoun Cup 
debates. One year, one of the four successful participants was Jewish, and 
when the time came to select two of the four as our travelling team, the 
senior adviser offered his veiled but very obvious opinion that Manitobaôs 
representative at another university should be ña Canadian.ò He did not 
say, ñJewish-Canadian,ò but what he meant was clear. I was the only one 
who even dared to say that all the candidates were Canadian. But there 
was no recourse, and the choice was made: the two who travelled were 
Gentile; the Jew stayed home. 

                                                      
3  Irving Abella, A Coat of Many Colours: Two Centuries of Jewish Life in Canada (Toronto: 

Lester & Orpen Dennys, 1990) at 2l6ï17. 
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 But a change was to come. To bring about that change, the Jewish 

student would have to take an active role in some of the many activities 
that dotted the university campus, and that role would have to be one 
marked by a high measure of distinction. Once again the Jewish student 
would find himself challenged to put forth at least one hundred and ten 
per cent effort. The Jewish students of my college generation met that 
challenge and successfully overcame it. By the year of my graduation from 
law school, 1933, they were outsiders no longer. They had become active 
and, in several instances, leaders in the work of The Manitoban (the student 
newspaper), The Brown & Gold (the student yearbook), the University of 
Manitoba Debating Union, the Dramatic Society (UMDS), the Athletic 
Directorate, the Glee Club, and even the Studentsô Union (UMSU), their 
instrument of self-government. In addition to these university-wide 
enterprises they were increasingly active in projects under sponsorship of 
their own faculties. 

 In my years at the university I took part in the work and activities of 
The Manitoban, The Brown & Gold, the Debating Union, and, to a more 
limited extent, the Dramatic Society. But many other Jewish students 
joined me in one or more of those areas, and I think together we helped 
to change the pattern of life on the campus in a modest way, perhaps in a 
meaningful way. By 1933 the sign that had appeared in the locker room in 
1924 would not have been erected. In 1924 the breakthrough had not yet 
been made; in 1933 it had. The consequence was a change in climate. A 
crude racial episode could be conceived and executed in 1924 with 
equanimity on the part of its sponsors. In 1933, if thought of at all, the 
action would have been quickly suppressed as unworthy of the new age we 
were then living in. In general, the relationship between Jew and Gentile 
at the university had become much more cordial. The objective now 
would be to ensure that there would be no turning back. That objective 
could not, of course, be attained in its entirety. For the way of human 
progress is rarely in a straight line, but is more often in the form of a 
spiral. Occasionally we may slip back, but more often our forward advance 
has carried us beyond the point of our last slip. That pattern was 
applicable to the experience of the Jewish students at the university, no 
less than in the broader world outside. 
 

***** 
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Among other things, the Menorah Society put on plays and had an 
international debating program. Its members debated questions like the 
formation of the Jewish Agency, and the problem of assimilationðwhether 
the pressure of anti-Semitism was necessary to keep the Jewish people 
together. 

 Debating, I soon found out in those years, was something I liked to 
do, and something in which I seemed able to achieve some measure of 
success. It soon became my one extracurricular activity above all others on 
campus, and my involvement in that direction overlapped from my Arts 
years into my Law years. 

 Debaters from the universities in BritainðOxford, Cambridge, and 
othersðwould make periodic visits to this continent, and we learned much 
from them. They introduced us to a new style of debatingðone that 
avoided the heavy, the ponderous, and so often the dull, and substituted 
light and deft touches. The English type of humour could lead one gently 
to laughter, and it could be an effective tool in the debaterôs kit. 

 Our Debating Union held monthly debates aimed at training and 
development of debating talent. UMDU followed the Oxford system, 
under which four debaters would be the main speakers, two in support of 
the resolution and the other two upholding the negative. As the system 
went, after each of the four debaters had spoken, the question would be 
thrown open to the floor. Any member of the audience could speak for a 
maximum of five minutes. 

 When the subject was thrown open to audience participation, it was 
the custom to invite a person from the community who had a special 
interest in, or relationship to, the subject of the debate to be the first 
speaker. Usually that person would be given extra time if needed. The 
participation of members of the audience was perhaps the most significant 
feature of the Oxford system. Certainly it worked well at the University of 
Manitoba as a training ground for the development of many fine speakers, 
some of them students and some members of the general public. In this 
latter group the outstanding name was that of my brother, Max. 

 I was a direct beneficiary of the Oxford system, because my first 
participation in a UMDU debate was as a speaker from the floor. This 
moment came in my third (or ñjuniorò) year. That day I found myself 
speaking to an audience of more than two hundred people. Moreover, I 
was speaking in the presence of the leading members of the executive of 
the UMDU, who were always surveying the field for new material. Within 
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a day or two after that debate, I was invited to be one of the four speakers 
in a debate scheduled for a month later. I accepted, took part in that 
debate, spoke once again from the floor at the next debate, and was then 
informed that I had been selected as one of the representatives of 
Manitoba in the coming McGoun Cup debate of 1926ï27. The cup 
signified supremacy in debate among the Western Canadian universities, 
and to be a McGoun Cup debater was a coveted distinction. I was twice 
honoured in this way. 

 The most important debate I participated in was the Imperial Debate, 
in which two University of Manitoba students would compete against two 
students from Britain, one of them representing the universities of 
England and of Wales, and the other the universities of Scotland. Unlike 
the McGoun Cup, the Imperial Debate was not held at fixed regular 
intervals. The last debate of the series had been held in January 1926, and 
nearly five years would elapse until the next one, the one I participated in, 
held in November 1930. A whole college generation would miss the 
experience of hearing these skilled debaters from abroad, and they were 
indeed worth hearing. They brought with them a different style of 
debating, one characterized by the light touch. It was said that on one of 
these Imperial visits to America, the debaters, travelling by ship, were met 
by reporters and interviewed at dockside. A reporter asked one of the 
debaters if he would do any writing on this continent, and specifically if he 
would contribute to The Atlantic Monthly. ñNo,ò he replied, because on the 
rough voyage across he had contributed to the Atlantic daily. 

 The topic of the 1930 Imperial Debate was ñResolved that this house 
favours a dictatorship.ò Looking back across a span of sixty years, one may 
well be surprised at the selection of that topic. But a Depression had set 
in, with a resulting changed climate of opinion. Economic conditions all 
over the world were in a perilous state. People were becoming increasingly 
critical of established institutions, and even of our form of society. Our 
democratic system found itself on the defensive and having to show cause 
for its continued existence. In that climate, a topic like ñResolved that this 
house favours a dictatorshipò had an understandable appeal. 

 The importance of the event is indicated by the quality of the persons 
who identified themselves with it. The Hon. R.A. Hoey, Provincial 
Minister of Education, agreed to chair. Five distinguished citizens of 
Manitoba agreed to act as judges: John W. Dafoe, editor of The Manitoba 
Free Press, W.L. McTavish, editor of The Winnipeg Tribune, Isaac Pitblado, a 
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leader of the Bar of Canada, the Hon. A.K. Dysart, a judge of the Court of 
Queenôs Bench, and Rev. John Sutherland Bonnell, the minister of 
Westminster Church. The event itself was held at Grace Church before a 
capacity audience. 

 The debaters were, for the affirmative, H. Trevor Lloyd, from Wales, 
and John Mitchell, from Scotland, and for the negative, on the pro-
democratic side of the question, myself and Andrew Stewart, a student in 
the Faculty of Agriculture. Later he would be president of the University 
of Alberta. Manitoba won the debate in a narrow three to two victory. 

 Iôm sure now that my years as a university debater undoubtedly aided 
me later on, in arguing cases before the court, particularly in Appellate 
Court work and in addresses to a jury in criminal work. Being able to 
structure an address to a jury with a clear beginning, middle, and end, and 
speaking with earnestness and sincerity, and with the appropriate degree 
of vigourðall of that emerged from long training at the University of 
Manitoba, and there has never been a greater forum. 

 
A news clipping, dated ñJanuary 1927,ò possibly from The Western 

Jewish News, provides an account of a Menorah Society debate that took 
place at the University of Minnesota. The motion was: ñResolved that a 
Jewish University, similar to the sectarian universities now in existence, 
should be established in the United States.ò Minnesota supported the 
resolution; Manitoba opposed it. Sam Freedman, Thelma Tessler, and 
Ralph Robinson represented Manitoba and, according to the news 
article, twenty-five supporters from Manitoba came along to cheer their 
favourites. 

 After describing the opening argument from Mr. Sidney Kaplan of 
Minnesotaðhe ñpresents his case slowly, logically, emphaticallyòðthe 
reporter outlines Sam Freedmanôs part in the proceedings: 

 
Mr. Sam Freedman takes a drink and begins. He is unlike Mr. Kaplan in deliveryð

his manner of presentation is that of the orator. First of all, greetings from the 
Manitoba Menorah Society. Then the argument. A Jewish University would in actual 
practice be composed almost entirely of Jewish students. The inevitable result would be 
segregation, a two-fold evil; an evil during the life of the student in the University, in 
that it would eliminate the opportunities for social contacts; an evil in its effects upon 
the life of the Jew after his departure from the university. The Jew must learn to face 
obstacles. If there is discrimination against the Jew this discrimination is not merely 
academic. It is the ancient problem of anti-Semitism. Better prepare for it. A Jewish 
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University is, moreover, a surrender, an admission of defeat. The audience made clear 
their genuine appreciation of this speech. 

 
On March 18, 1931, Sam became a co-founder of Toga, ñthe first 

honorary debating societyò to be established at the University of 
Manitoba.4  
 
 
 

 
Fig. 2 

                                                      
4  News clipping, ñ40 Years AgoïMarch 18, 1931,ò The Winnipeg Free Press (18 March 

1971), in the Freedman Scrapbooks. 
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Debating was undoubtedly my forte, but I was always interested in the 

theatre, though I never committed the self-deception of thinking I could 
act. Once or twice I yielded to the pressure of friends and tried out for an 
acting role, but always in the end regretted my foolhardiness. In acting, I 
had aspiration, but no talent. I was not a good actor. I am still a frustrated 
actor. I love the theatre. I had an early sense that my meagre acting talents 
were below the standards of the university Drama Society, so I did not try 
out there. I felt that the Menorah Society productions would be more 
congenial to me, so I took a very minor role in Disraeli and was selected for 
the lead role in a play called Menasseh. My performance in that play was 
destitute of distinction. But the end of my acting career came in a one-act 
play called Forgotten Souls, written by David Pinsky. 

 I played the role of a man named Hindes, a bachelor of about forty-
five years of age. He had a disabilityða game leg which he dragged as he 
walked about. Much to my surprise I quickly learned to walk in the 
Hindes manner, but that was the easiest part. The plot was a rather 
tangled affair. Hindes was in love with the heroine, whose part was played 
by Rosalie Vogel. Unfortunately for Hindes, Rosalie was in love with 
another man in their small circle of friends. I have forgotten the 
characterôs name, but I shall call him Sheldon. To complicate matters, 
Sheldon was in love with Rosalieôs sister. It takes some time, and much 
manoeuvring on the part of my character, for Rosalie to discover this. 

 The play moves to its climactic stage when Rosalie, her spirit broken 
by Sheldonôs rejection of her, acts on the rebound. Rosalie takes the 
aggressive and says to me, ñYou and I are in the same positionðforgotten 
souls. We have a right to happiness and love.ò (The lines are seared into 
my soul!) Rosalie then begins a long and grand speech, nearly a whole page 
in the book. She starts by coming towards Hindes and saying, ñKiss me 
Hindes, kiss me, put into it your whole soul, make it express your whole 
love.ò Variations on that theme make up the rest of her speech. During 
her delivery of it I do not speak. Apparently I am to sustain the mood by 
the power of my acting. 

 The director had advised us to divide that long speech into three 
parts. During the first third, during which time Rosalie has approached 
me but is not yet in my arms, I was to look over her shoulder, mystified. 
During the second third I was to take her closer to my arms and then 
finally, towards the end, I was to kiss her. Keeping to the directorôs 
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instructions, as we began the scene I tried to give my best mystified look. I 
probably succeeded to a degree, since a look of stupidity, which I no doubt 
exhibited at the time, could well resemble one of mystification. The 
college audience reacted as anyone could have predicted: with roars of 
laughter. At long last, when we reached the end of the first division. I took 
Rosalie in my arms and the laughter only increased. Still I did not kiss her, 
because according to my instructions that event was not to come until the 
end of the second division, and besides, she was busy saying her lines, 
which among other things involved still telling me to kiss her. By that 
point I was looking dazed and still mystified, and the audience was going 
wild with joy. After what seemed an age we reached the beginning of the 
third and last division. I then kissed Rosalie, and her final lines were 
blotted out by the tremendous applause that accompanied my effort. 

 The reviewers said, ñSam Freedman seemed to have a feeling for his 
part, but he took it slowly, almost ministerially.ò The truth is I talked then 
the way I talk todayðslowðand this is alright when you are a judge; it 
sounds like grave, judicial authority. But you get on a stage, they want a 
little more pep and speed, qualities singularly lacking in my stage presence. 

 
***** 

 
Through these early years at university I was an awkward sort of kid. I 

was a shy, socially backward, North-End boy. I didnôt dress very fancy and 
was scared of girls. I had never taken a girl out. When we had class parties 
I was one of the wallflowers, and it was just agony going through those 
evenings. 

 I was more or less forced into a change of this pattern when I joined 
Sigma Alpha Mu Fraternity in the school year 1926ï27, in third year. 
Fraternities today may be regarded as a total irrelevancy, and I also know 
there are people who are still enthusiastic frat men long after they 
graduate. Iôm not one of those, but I must acknowledge the debt I owe to 
that fraternity. 

 The fundamental fact is that the members of the Fraternity were 
socially far more advanced than I was. To their credit, they recognized a 
rough diamond, and when I moved into their circles they helped me to 
acquire some of the things that I lacked: a bit of social polish and 
sophistication, and with it a feeling of being at home among South-
Endersðlosing the old inferiority complex, quickly acquiring a degree of 
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comfort in their presence, telling the odd story, and so on. Some of the 
fraternity members went on to become lifelong friends, among them Peter 
Zanphir, Ben Hayman, and Alan Klass in particular. 

 My close friends Ben, Pete, and Al and I used to meet at the Venus 
Café opposite the Marlborough Hotelðonce a week, perhaps, because we 
couldnôt afford anything more than thatðand we talked about the qualities 
necessary for success. Our analysis led us to three fundamental factors: 
intelligence, character, personality. Intelligence subdivided into the critical 
facultyðthe faculty of judgmentðand the creative facultyðthe faculty of 
imagination. Character subdivided into force of characterðmen of strong 
will, industry, hard workðand the biblical virtuesðmany a person has gone 
a long way simply by being a nice guy and being recognized and 
appreciated as a nice guy. Personalityðthe outward things that the world 
sees first. 

 As we sat there talking about these qualities we would see illustrations 
of them in this or that manôs career. And then we realized there was a 
missing factor: opportunity, luck, chance. The opportunity of having been 
born the son of a rich family, for example, of a non-Jew as against a Jew. In 
that climate of thinking I wrote an article, which was published in the 
fraternity paper, emphasizing that things were easier for the non-Jew than 
for the Jew. 

 
 

At the top of the article, the paperôs editors noted in bold type: 
ñHere, finally, is a crystallization of those unspoken thoughts youôve 
often worried over: What gives The Other Man the edge over you? 
Youôll thank Freedman for this. Itôs good.ò  
 
 
 

RETROSPECT 
[The Octagonian of Sigma Alpha Mu, December 1930 at 16-17] 

 
I can remember even today how profoundly the incident affected me. It 

was only a little thing, one that a person less given to reflection could have 
met without the slightest perturbation or discomfort, and yet at the moment 
of its happening and for some days after, it induced in me a feeling of 
profound depression, and filled me with a sense of frustration and defeat. 
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Sometimes as I view the affair in retrospect I am surprised that I should have 
reacted to so trivial an episode with such feeling and bitterness. For as I 
reconstruct the scene in my mind today and see it once more in its original 
setting, I confess that everything happened just as I would have expected it to 
happen, and I myself responded exactly in accordance with the impulses of my 
nature. And yet when the very thing which I would have calculated on 
happening did happen, I found myself moved and saddened and hurt.... 

 It all came about that night in Childôs Caf® whither Ben, Al, and I had 
sojourned for one of those mental swatfests that have done so much to enrich 
these latter days of my college life. A certain soberness of temperament and a 
close community of intellectual interests had first been the cause of our 
mutual attraction and still served as the basis of a warm comradeship. As 
companions I found them colourful, stimulating, and provocative. 
Somewhere I had read that discussion is the salt of life, and unconsciously we 
seemed, in the construction of our friendship, to have taken that thought as 
our motto and guide. It was for another such discussion that we had 
adjourned to Childôs on that evening. 

 It was still early when we arrived and the habitués who customarily 
frequent the place were not around. We chose a table almost in the centre of 
the restaurant from which we would be able to observe those who entered and 
perhaps exchange a nod with any we knew. We were, I think, in a more 
cheerful mood than usual. Our evening began under exceptionally fair 
conditions. 

 It must have been an hour or so later (I can remember we were already 
smoking our cigarettes), when Al turned the topic of conversation into a 
channel that was very familiar to us in those days. Enthusiasm is a prerogative 
of youth, and in our youthful fancy we delighted in conceiving pleasing 
pictures of ourselves in some distant day. So I felt that Alôs remark was rather 
in consonance than at variance with that attitude when he suddenly turned to 
us and said, ñAre we really such hot shots?ò 

 My impulse was to answer that we were (God knows, I didnôt doubt it), 
but I was restrained by Benôs reply, spoken slowly and deliberately, ñAre we?ò 

 For a moment I hesitatedðbut only for a moment. It was a subject upon 
which I had certain definite views, certain clearly defined ideas crystallized 
from our many previous conversations on the same topics. Moreover I was 
younger than my friends, a little more eager, more buoyant, and less disposed 
to lapse into pessimistic moods. 

 ñWeôve been through this before,ò I began, ñand I thought that all our 
doubts about our own capabilities had been satisfactorily resolved. But weôre 
at it again. Seems as if we have to fortify our convictions every now and then.ò 
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 Ben sighed. ñMust be a case of defence mechanism.ò 
 ñIt isnôt,ò I interjected. ñAt least, I hope not. Weôre simply hopeful of our 

prospects for success and enjoy talking about them.ò 
 ñWell, it is soothing to the ego,ò Al confessed. 
 ñThatôs just the point,ò Ben broke in. ñI hate to feel that my ego needs to 

be soothed. And when we come down to earth and look at our actual position 
it presents a contrast with our dreams thatôs too darn painful for my peace of 
mind. I tell you, fellows, that in all our discussions on this subject weôve been 
underestimating some factor that is essential for success, or whatôs more, 
maybe missing it entirely. Weôve got to appraise the several factors by some 
new standards. What conclusions have we arrived at so far? Weôve found, I 
think, three essential qualities in a man that contribute to his successð
intelligence and character and ...ò 

 ñAnd personality,ò I finished. The classification had been the result of a 
long and remorseless examination of our subject, and was familiar to all of us. 

 ñWell,ò continued Ben, ñthere are the threeðintelligence, character, 
personalityðand judged by those standards where do we rank?ò 

 ñIf you want to judge comparatively,ò Al responded, ñthat is, in relation 
to the others of our crowd, I think that in spite of our limitations we rank 
highðpretty near the top, Iôd say. But that doesnôt embrace the Gentile fellows 
we know. Some of them are ...ò 

 ñHeels.ò I finished the sentence for him. ñHeels, some of them, with a lot 
of pull. And there comes a few.ò 

 Down the aisle, carefree and gay as they sauntered to a table, were several 
couples, resplendent in their formal attire. They walked close by our table, 
one or two of them waving at us as they passed. We recognized them as the 
first arrivals from the medical dance which was being held that night at the 
Fort Garry Hotel. I had forgotten all about it during the conversation, and 
their entrance recalled to my mind the Kappa Phi sorority dance, also 
scheduled for the same night. That crowd would probably be coming in soon 
too. 

 ñI think youôve found the missing link.ò Benôs voice cut in on my 
thoughts. ñI mean in what you said about pull. It struck me like a burst of 
sunlight that weôve been considering internal qualities in man onlyðthat is, 
his ability. Weôve got to extend our classification to embrace the external 
factorðnamely, opportunity. And thatôs just where we are definitely 
handicapped and where our non-Jewish friends have the advantage. Itôs not 
our worldðweôre members of a minority people, and we have to accept all the 
restrictions and disabilities and discomforts implicit in that condition.ò 



36   MANITOBA LAW JOURNAL|V OLUME 37 SPECIAL ISSUE 

 
 ñItôs a positive iniquity,ò Al put in, ñbut somehow I think youôre 

exaggerating the handicap. Pressure sometimes brings out the best in a man.ò 
 ñEither that or it crushes him,ò I said. ñBut letôs forget the whole subject 

and rest a while. One more cigarette and weôll go.ò 
 As I puffed away at my cigarette I looked about me. The place had 

undergone a tonic change. While we were speaking several more groups had 
arrived from the dance and had crowded the café almost to its capacity. Near 
the entrance I noted another group just arriving, more hilarious than any of 
the others, tooting their toy whistles full into the face of their gay partners. 
They espied some friends of theirs at the table next to ours, and immediately 
proceeded to make for that table, running with shoulders stooped and arms 
folded, in regular Indian fashion. Each table they had to pass they would 
completely circle, singing and laughing all the while. I detested, and at the 
same time envied, their confounded self-assurance, and forced a smile in a 
manifestly embarrassed way as they ran around our own table. I was sure that 
Al and Ben shared my embarrassment. 

 It was at that moment that I sensed the full significance of Benôs 
observation of a few moments earlier. A minority people, subject to all the 
restrictions and disabilities implicit in that condition. Damn them, did they 
have to start singing just then? A strange feeling had possessed me. The 
atmosphere seemed stifling and oppressive. Was this the same scene of an 
hour ago where we interchanged our views with confidence, and self-
assurance, and in a spirit of inquiry? I felt so out of things now, so cramped, 
so restrained, so inhibited. My whole soul seemed to be weighed down and 
anchored. I felt an urge to free myself, I was suddenly possessed of a desire to 
flee. 

 I looked at Ben and Al and perceived at once that their reaction was 
exactly as mine. A cord seemed to be tugging at our hearts, summoning us to 
warmer and more congenial surroundings. 

 ñI donôt like this place, somehowðI feel rotten. Letôs get out.ò Alôs voice 
was low and restrained. 

 We rose and walked to the counter in the front. I glanced at Ben; his eyes 
were veiled and hurt. Silently we walked out into the cool evening air. 
 

***** 
 

When I read that article today I am a little disturbed about the 
obvious consciousness of anti-Semitism. But that was 1930, and the 
breakthrough of the Jewish group had not yet comeðit was just starting, 
and would come within my college generation. I played a small role in it, 
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but there were others, and things became better and better so far as 
mutual dealings, mutual intercourse, mutual understanding between the 
groups. 

 The very day that I accepted the offer to become a pledge I was told 
that there was going to be a fraternity party the coming Sunday, and I was 
to invite a girl as a date. This threw me into a tizzy. I didnôt know any girls. 
I even felt awkward in the association with the boys, and with both boys 
and girls, what was I to do? It was harrowing. Finally I decided to ask a girl 
named Cecilia Brownstone. I had a passing acquaintance with herðshe 
knew me and I knew her, and that was about it. I telephoned her. But 
there is a god that looks over the young and the innocent. Cecilia said no, 
she couldnôt go out that night, and as it turned out this was the best thing 
that could have happened, because it forced me to make a second choice. 

 I selected another girl I knew only slightly. Brownie Udow, a student 
nurse at the Winnipeg General Hospital, was the Freshie representative on 
the executive of the Menorah Society. I was a vice-president. I knew her 
well enough to screw my courage to the sticking place, in Shakespeareôs 
words, and ask her. She accepted, and then came an event that 
complicated matters. I was told that the party was off. One of the boys had 
lost his grandmother, and in those days that seemed reason enough to 
cancel a social event. I had to call Brownie again and tell her that there 
was now no party. But with an instinct for doing the right thing, I also 
asked if she would be able to come with me on Saturday to a show. She 
said yes, and on Saturday, January the 6th, 1927, I, Samuel Freedman, had 
my first date with a girl. It was by no means Brownieôs first. 

  That evening I took the streetcar to Brownieôs home in the 
Wellington Apartments on Wellington Crescentða fashionable address at 
the time and quite a step up for a North-End boy.5 We went from there by 
streetcar to the Metropolitan Theatre and saw an ordinary kind of show, a 
ñBò picture. Brownie, bless her, treated it as if it were something 
wonderful. We went afterwards to the Princess Tea Room on Portage 

                                                      
5  During and after the time of the First World War, with the influx of immigrants into 

the North End, many prosperous Jewish families had moved out of that area across 
town ñto the grander new development of River Heights in south Winnipeg.ò As 
historian Harry Gutkin describes it, ñThus began the split in the Winnipeg Jewish 
community between the more affluent, more acculturated Jews of the óSouth Endô and 
the self-consciously ethnic Jews of the óNorth End.ôò Harry Gutkin, Journey into Our 
Heritage: The Story of the Jewish People in the Canadian West (Toronto: Lester & Orpen 
Dennys, 1980) at 50. 
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Avenue. This was an important romantic occasion for me, and to mark 
that mood, the fine mood of romanticism, I ordered a sardine sandwich. 
Brownie ordered a banana split. 

 
Years later Brownie said of that first date: ñHe was very shy. He was 

very serious. I thought he was too serious in those days ... very different 
than any of the boys Iôd gone out with.ò6 

Claris Brownie Udow, born March 20, 1909 in Winnipeg, came 
from an illustrious pioneer family. Her maternal grandfather, Hiram 
Leib (H.L.) Weidman (1862-1933), was recognized as an early 
communal leader. Born in Poland, he had arrived in Winnipeg on May 
26, 1882, with his parents Beryl and Rachel Weidman and two 
brothers, Mordecai and Simon, members of the first sizable group of 
Jewish immigrants to reach the prairies. The day he arrived he found 
work, unloading lumber from river steamers at the foot of Water Street 
in Winnipeg. For a year after that he worked with construction gangs 
building the CPR railway in the West. Then for three years the family, 
along with twenty-six other families from the 1882 group, took up 
homesteads under difficult conditions and on what turned out to be 
unproductive land in the Moosomin district, before returning to 
Winnipeg to establish the Weidman Brothers, a successful produce 
store. The brothers were founding members of the Shaarey Zedek 
congregation; instrumental in establishing the Talmud Torah, YMHA, 
and the Jewish Welfare Fund. They also gave assistance and credit to 
subsequent Jewish immigrants.7  
 
It took me a while to realize the degree to which I was smitten with 

Brownie. I was enthusiastic about finally taking out a girl, and I think the 
enthusiasms associated with that bold adventure were uppermost in my 
mind. I asked her to accompany me to the dance that would follow the 
McGoun Cup debate, scheduled for about three weeks later. In the 
meantime, as a complete novice at dancing, I started to take lessons. 

                                                      
6  Interview of Sam and Brownie Freedman (15 April 1983) on 24 Hours, CBC 

Television, Winnipeg. 
7  Weidman Family Centenary, 1982, Winnipeg, Provincial Archives of Manitoba (box 

113, file no 6); ñJews of West Mourn Passing of H.L. Weidman: Was Leader Among 
People in Education and Welfare Workò, news clipping, probably The Winnipeg Free 
Press [nd] (March 1933), in the Freedman Scrapbooks. See also Gutkin, Journey into 
Our Heritage, supra note 5 at 45, 48, 57. 
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 In the McGoun Cup debate that year I was one of the Manitoba 
debaters, in a contest with the University of Alberta. We lost, but that 
didnôt matter. Afterwards I danced with Brownie, who had come to the 
event with her cousin Elise. Despite the dance lessons I was still awkward, 
and Iôve consistently remained awkward on the dance floor ever since. 
Still, Brownie seemed delighted with it all, and we got on very well. Later I 
was talking to her when my friend Max Cohen came by, took two or three 
steps past us, turned around, and looked back at both of us. He must have 
seen the look of ecstasy on my face and realized at once that it wasnôt the 
product of the debating defeat I had just sustained. Later he came and 
leaned over to me and whispered in my ear: ñI think youôve got a crush on 
Brownie.ò His expression crystallized for me something of which I hadnôt 
been immediately conscious. I said to myself, ñA crush on Brownie, of 
course, thatôs what it is!ò I knew I was experiencing something like a mood 
of ecstasy, but it took Max Cohen to define and pinpoint the very reason 
for it. 

 I didnôt have an easy time in my pursuit of this woman. She had poise, 
which I certainly lackedðI was the rough diamond emerging from the 
North End, and she was a cultivated and sophisticated young lady from 
the other, supposedly better, side of the tracks. From the first she was my 
only date, but I was not her only one. I had competition in great measure 
from a student a year ahead of meða handsome fellow named Arnold 
Abrahamson, and I suffered the pangs of Othello. I was jealous, green-
eyed. But I took Brownie out again and again, and soon she was absorbing 
all my waking moments. In February or March we went to another debate 
in which I was not a participant. My parents were there as well, and 
afterwards I brought Brownie up to my mother and father and introduced 
her. So now they knew Sam was going with a girl. Thereafter they watched 
developments with benevolence and hope. 

 We were coming into the Depression years, and they were grim and 
tough times on the prairies. As a student nurse, Brownie found the time 
for extra-nursing activities strictly curtailed. We would see each other 
about twice a week, if only briefly, but on the weekends she might have a 
late leave, where she could stay out until eleven oôclock or perhaps even 
twelve midnightðit was ten oôclock on weeknightsðand we would see each 
other under more advantageous circumstances. We would glory in those 
opportunities to be together a little longer. A few months after our first 
date, by spring of that year, so far as my feelings were concerned there was 
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an unequivocal commitment. The problem, though, was that such a 
relationship is a reciprocal thingðI needed Brownieôs consent and 
concurrence. That came, in due course, in June 1928 when we made a 
mutual commitment. I popped the question. There was no ringðwho 
could afford a ring in those days? It was a mutual covenant, unwritten but 
recognized by both as binding. 

 I began to be not so interested in Latin and Greek. In the fourth and 
fifth year of my honours arts course I had experienced a change of values. 
What I was interested in was Brownie: first things first. She was much 
more important to me than the studies. In my fourth year I was still able 
to get the Latin scholarship. In 1928ï29, the fifth and final year of my 
undergraduate career, although I did manage to graduate with the magna 
cum laude distinction, my inattention in part to my school work resulted in 
a failure, for the first time, to get a scholarship. The reason for that, I 
know now, was that I was giving a lot of time to Brownie, and many 
decades later I can only thank heavens that I made that choice. 

 
***** 

 

 
Fig. 3 

 
I had known for several years that there was such a thing as the 

Rhodes Scholarship. I knew that it was regarded as the top scholarship 
among all that were available. I also knew that it was awarded not on 
academic grounds alone but also on the basis of leadership, character, 
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participation in athletic activities, and, in general, on being a well-rounded 
individual. I was aware also that the Rhodes Scholarship was tenable at 
Oxford University. In 1928 I decided that I would apply. 

 Examining my qualifications for this award, I concluded that they 
were adequate, if not impressive. My strongest area was the academic. By 
the year of my application, I had received an unbroken string of 
scholarships. In the matter of leadership I could point to my record in the 
Menorah Society, of which I was then the vice-president. I was aware that 
this was leadership in only a section of the university rather than in the 
university as a whole, but I felt it would count for something with the 
Rhodes Scholarship Committee, and I felt justified in putting it forward. 
With regard to athletic activities, my record was undistinguished. I did 
play baseball, soccer, and football, and I was able to invoke these activities 
to prevent drawing a blank. Finally there was the element of character 
which, though undefined, might play an important part in the ultimate 
selection of the successful candidate. I was aided on this point by 
enthusiastic and supportive letters of references from G.J. Reeve, principal 
of St. Johnôs High School, Max Steinkopf (lawyer), Marcus Hyman (lawyer, 
legislator, and scholar), Rabbi Solomon Frank, and F.W. Clark, professor 
of Latin and Greek. 

 I also had to supply a birth certificate, which raised certain questions. 
How could I give them a birth certificate, born as I was in Russia, where 
they never kept records, at least in the little village where I was born? I 
spoke to the Registrar of the university, and he said, ñSupply an affidavit 
of one of your parents.ò I got my father to provide the affidavit, and then I 
needed to have it sworn before a lawyer. I had a friend, a lawyer named 
Hymie Corne, who was still on the executive of the Menorah Society with 
me even though he had graduated from the university. He was the junior 
member of the firm of Abrahamson, Greenberg, and Corne. Hymie 
looked after the affidavit for me and supplied the usual endorsement or 
backing of the paper document, and at the bottom the name of the firm 
appeared. When my friend Ben Hayman looked at that affidavit and saw 
ñAbrahamson, Greenberg and Corneò, he said to me, ñAre you crazy? We 
know youôre Jewish. Do you have to throw it at them? Abrahamson, 
Greenberg and Corne sounds like Potash and Pearlmutter. You wonôt be 
treated as an ordinary applicant. You will be treated as a Jewish applicant. 
Get away from that. Erase any indication of that tie.ò I felt distressed. 
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 I also needed to supply a medical certificate, and so I went to the 

Medical Arts Building, because (1) it was close, the university then being 
on Broadway and Kennedy, and (2), to be on the safe side this time, I 
knew there would be no Jewish doctors there, because in those days the 
Medical Arts Building was not open to Jewish medical people. I went into 
the first door that I saw half ajar and said I wanted to see a doctor to get a 
medical certificate of good health. The receptionist said, ñWell, see Dr. 
Christopher Rice.ò I learned later that Dr. Rice was an obstetrician and 
gynaecologist. He was amazed when I came in. I told him I was a university 
student and was applying for a Rhodes Scholarship. One of the requisites 
was to supply a certificate of health. Would he examine me and write the 
appropriate letter? He agreed to do this, and in the resulting letter he 
delivered what I have always thought to be the ultimate in non-sequiturs: 
ñI have today examined Samuel Freedman, fourth year Arts student at the 
University of Manitoba. I find him to be in good health and he has no 
varicose veins.ò 

 On the day of the decision, the candidates met with the selection 
committee at an early dinner, followed by personal interviews of about a 
half-hourôs duration. It was generally recognized that the personal 
interview was the crucial aspect of the selection process. Members of that 
Committee were men of distinction, from the chair, Chief Justice W.E. 
Perdue, to C.C. Ferguson, father of Dr. Colin Ferguson. I think Joseph T. 
Thorson, former dean of law, was a member, C. Rhodes Smith, 
Christopher Adamson, and one or two others. My interview began with 
the chairman asking if I had any alternative course of studies to pursue 
other than Latin and Greek. He added that the standard in the classics in 
England was much higher than in Canada, and that the Committee might 
not be prepared to select a candidate who would have to study the classics 
under the burden of competing with English students. In light of that, did 
I have a second choice? I told him my second choice would be law. So it 
was agreed that my application could be treated as one aimed at the study 
of law at Oxford. 

 As I talked with the members of the Rhodes Scholarship Selection 
Committee, it became clear that the Committee regarded me as a Jewish 
applicant, but not in a hostile way. I had indicated that one of my 
activities was leadership in the Menorah Society, and they picked that bit 
up and felt quite justified in pursuing it. From that we got into the general 
question of Jewish relations with non-Jews, and into the problems of 



A Judge of Valour   43 
 

Zionism and Palestine. Later a friend of mine said to me: ñLetôs be honest 
with one another. Donôt you think they were practising gentlemanly anti-
Semitism?ò I answered him: ñI donôt think I would accuse the members of 
that Committee of anti-Semitism. Their exposure to Jews was rather 
limited, I would think.ò I donôt think there had been many Jewish 
applicants for a Rhodes Scholarship before, and they were making the 
most of the half-hour exposure to a Jewish student, it seemed to me. I look 
back to that interview with a great deal of pleasure. I thought I was well-
treated, and that the interview went well, except perhaps for a somewhat 
too heavy concentration on my Jewishness. 

 We got the results later that evening. The secretary came out and 
announced, ñThe winner is Mr. Lawrence Bonnycastle.ò We all shook 
hands with him, with each other, and that was that. I didnôt win, but 
seven other candidates that year also didnôt win. I was disappointed, but 
not bitterly, because it was a high prize. Even to have been reasonably well-
considered was soothing. I was told to apply again the following year, but I 
never did. 

  If I had been able to continue in the classicsðwhich meant if I had 
been able to get the Rhodes ScholarshipðI might have continued with the 
goal of becoming an academic, a professor in Latin and Greek. Instead, I 
took the second choice, and the story of oneôs life often is that the second 
best turns out to be the best. I canôt imagine that I would have enjoyed 
being a professor nearly as much as Iôve enjoyed being a lawyer, and then a 
judge. And the years have a way of bringing about their own expiation. I 
was never able to be a Rhodes Scholar, but in time I became Chairman of 
the Rhodes Scholarship Selection Committee of Manitoba, helping to 
choose the scholars over a period of about ten years (1956ï66). 
 

***** 
 

In Manitoba and elsewhere, two distinct points of view have, from the 
beginning, dominated debates regarding legal education. Proponents of 
one side emphasized practical training. They favoured dividing the day in 
two, allocating mornings for academic instruction and afternoons for 
service under articles in a law office. Proponents of the other side urged 
the need for sound academic training. This could best be attained, they 
said, by a full-time academic program, conducted both mornings and 
afternoons over a three-year period, to be followed by service under articles 
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in a law office for a period of about one year and, after 1965, by a bar 
admission course of about eight weeks duration. 

 The Manitoba Law School, founded in 1914 and affiliated with, but 
not a faculty of, the University of Manitoba, followed the first point of 
view. That is to say, its officers opted for the so-called practical program of 
morning lectures and afternoon articling. This continued until 1966, 
ñwhen the Manitoba Law Schoolôs programme was phased into the Faculty 
of Law of the University of Manitoba.ò8 

 
Sam Freedman was admitted to the Law Society of Manitoba in 

1929, aided partly by enthusiastic letters of reference from lawyer Max 
Steinkopf and Professor Fred W. Clark of the Department of Classics. 
In a letter of September 25, 1929, Steinkopf wrote that he found in 
Samuel Freedman ña person of good character and unusual ability.ò 
On September 23, Clark wrote that Freedman was ña young man of 
earnest purpose and good moral character. In all my dealings with him 
during his under-graduate course I always found him to be a 
gentleman.ò  
 
My years at the Manitoba Law School were four in number, 1929ï33. 

I am therefore a product of the concurrent programðlectures in the 
morning, articling in the afternoon.9 The law lectures of that time were 

                                                      
8  Lee Gibson, ñA Brief History of the Law Society of Manitobaò in Cameron Harvey, 

ed, The Law Society of Manitoba 1877ï1977 (Winnipeg: Peguis Publishers, 1977) 28 at 
35. See also Harold Buchwald, ñThe Law Schoolôs Fortieth Anniversaryò, Manitoba 
Bar News 26:5 (October 1954) 77. 

9  It seems more likely that what Freedman experienced in his years at the Law School 
(1929ï33) was more of a combination of systems. The Law School, founded in 1914 
and jointly sponsored by the Law Society of Manitoba and the University of Manitoba 
(itself founded in 1877), from the beginning adopted the concurrent or dual system of 
education, based on the model of the Osgoode Hall Law School in Toronto. In 1921 
it temporarily dropped the concurrent system in favour of having students study full-
time and then, after the completion of their course, work for a year in a law office. In 
1927 the school lengthened its course of study from three to four years but reinstated 
concurrent articling in the third and fourth years of the program. In 1931, with the 
Trustees apparently deciding that the program ñhad become too theoretical in 
nature,ò it returned to the concurrent system in full. Jack R London, ñThe 
Admissions and Education Committee: A Perspective on Legal Education and 
Admission to Practice in the Province of Manitoba, Past, Present and Futureò in 
Cameron Harvey, ed, The Law Society of Manitoba 1877ï1977 (Winnipeg: Peguis 
Publishers, 1977) 74 at 79. See also Buchwald, supra note 8 at 80. 
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fairly dull and unimaginative in presentation. It was not a school with 
great prestige. It was under the aegis of the University of Manitoba and the 
Law Society of Manitoba, but effectively under the control of the Law 
Society. The emphasis was on practical training. At the time the trend 
across the country in law schools was in the other direction. They were 
concentrating on education in depth, academic work morning and 
afternoon and evening. The full-time law teachers wouldnôt come to join 
the University of Manitoba staff. It wasnôt until we gave up the combined 
academic and practical program and became a law school with a full 
academic program that we began to get the full-time law teachers. I have 
no doubt that the University of Manitoba Law Faculty came to command 
more respect among legal scholars than did the Manitoba Law School in 
which I was a student and later a lecturer. 

 Still, some of the academic teaching did rub off on me, Iôm sure. I 
took International Law, and my lecturer was C. Rhodes Smith, later Chief 
Justice of Manitoba. Rhodes had joined the Law School in 1925. One staff 
member who was a departure from the dominant pattern was a lawyer 
named C.K. Gild, who lectured in torts. The subject was interestingðhe 
knew the area and was enthusiastic and engaging in his approach. As a 
whole we had about thirty students in our class, about seven or eight of 
them Jewish, and my classðthe class of 1933ðproved to be a good one: it 
produced judges, leading lawyers, and good citizens. 

 While I didnôt find the law lectures particularly stimulating or 
rewarding, from the beginning I loved the practical side of law. I was 
fortunate in being able to get into the office of Steinkopf and Lawrence. 

 
Sam Freedman joined Steinkopf and Lawrence in spring 1931, 

which meant that he was with the firm for his last two years of law 
school. Earlier on, although he makes no mention of this in his 
autobiography, he had entered into an agreement to article with A. 
Mark Shinbane, another prominent Jewish lawyer in Winnipeg, and a 
partner in Shinbane and Morosnick. The signed Articles of Clerkship, 
dated September 11, 1929, begin: ñWITNESS that the said Samuel 
Freedman, of his own free will, hath placed and bound himself, and by 
these presents doth place and bind himself clerk to the said A. Mark 
Shinbane to serve him from the day of the date hereof up to the date 
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on which he shall be admitted as a Student-in-Law, or entered as an 
articled clerk, whatever shall happen first, in accordance with the rules 
of the Law Society ...ò 

A year and seven months later, on May 20, 1931, Shinbane assigned 
Samôs articles of clerkship to W.D. Lawrence of Steinkopf and 
Lawrence. In a letter written in November that year, Sam advised the 
secretary of the Manitoba Law Association that there had been a delay 
in filing the papers for that reassignment, ñdue to financial reasons.ò 
He added, ñI have been employed as a law student in the office of 
Messrs Steinkopf & Lawrence, ever since the date of the assignment ...ò 
The secretary, E.B. Chaffey, wrote back granting the application but 
informed him that ñthe Benchers reprimanded you for neglect in the 
matter,ò that is, for the delay in filing.10 
 
The office of Steinkopf and Lawrence was small but busy. In addition 

to the two principals of the firm, they had employed a junior lawyer who 
unfortunately contracted tuberculosis and had gone into Ninette 
Sanatorium. He was not expected to return for at least a year. His work 
was piling up, undone. The firm badly needed someone to replace him, 
but they had not found the right man. Good articling positions were not 
easy to secure. A piece of good luck paved the way for my selection to that 
post. I happened to be at a social gathering at the home of Mrs. Delia 
Shragge, a sister of Max Steinkopf. When her daughter, Dorothy, 
introduced me to her mother, she added, ñThis is the young man who is 
going to be in Uncle Maxôs office.ò I smiled politely, said nothing, and 
tried only to conceal my inner excitement. I knew nothing of this matter, 
and obviously Dorothy had her facts wrong. But, equally obvious, there 
must have been some basis for what she said. I reasoned that it was more 
likely that Dorothy was conveying a garbled version of an actual 
conversation to which Max Steinkopf was a party than that she was 
inventing such a conversation. 

                                                      
10  ñActicles [sic] of Clerkship,ò 11 September 1929, signed by Abraham Mark Shinbane 

and Samuel Freedman, and witnessed; letter from Samuel Freedman to Mr BE 
Chaffey, Secretary, Manitoba Law Association (21 November 1932); letter from WD 
Lawrence to Mr BE Chaffey, Secretary, Manitoba Law Association (21 November  
1932) Winnipeg, Faculty of Law Archives (Samuel Freedman file). 
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 In any event, the next morning I phoned Max Steinkopf and made an 
appointment to see him later in the day. Once there I applied for a 
position as an articled student. He said without hesitation that he was 
most agreeable to my proposal and asked me to step in with him to Bill 
Lawrenceôs office to secure his concurrence. I started work a few days later. 
My salary would be $25 per month, which, small as it was, was higher than 
the going rate. 

 Max Steinkopf and W.D. Lawrence had two periods of association in 
the practice of law. They had been partners in their early years of practice, 
then dissolved that partnership and went their separate ways. Many years 
later, about 1927, they formed a new partnership. I joined them in 1930. 

 Max Steinkopf was one of the leaders of the Jewish community, and 
the first Jewish lawyer on the prairies. He had good relations with 
members of the non-Jewish community as well, and used his law office as a 
base from which to carry on his business interests. Indeed, the tasks of 
business claimed the greater part of his attention and allegiance. This 
proved to be a factor that enabled my progress in the law;  the less work 
Max Steinkopf did, the more there was for me. Mr. Lawrence, a real 
gentleman and a good practical lawyer, had more to do than one man 
could fairly handle. In the result, I quickly found myself with an 
abundance of files. The opportunity was there; the rest was up to me. I was 
determined not to fail. 
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3 
The 1930s and 1940s: Law and 

Marriage 
 

 

 

A visitor to one of the English Inns of Courtða temple of law and learningðonce 
commented upon the fact that the door through which he had entered was built 
unusually low. His host said that this was designedly so, adding that all who 
entered that temple should be willing to bow their heads. 

[From ñThe Installation of the Chancellor,ò speech, Winnipeg, 1959] 

 

 
rom the beginning my association with law delighted me. When I 
started out, the University of Manitobaôs Law School was located at 
the Law Courts Building on Broadway and Kennedy. I loved going 

in and watching the casesðthe examination of witnesses and cross-
examinations, the addresses to the jury and the conduct of the judgesð
though I never dreamed that I would be a judge one day, let alone Chief 
Justice of Manitoba. 

 I would remain at the office of Steinkopf and Lawrence for fifteen 
years, the first three as a law student, the next two as a junior barrister, 
and the following ten years (1936ï45) as a member of the firm, by then 
called Steinkopf, Lawrence & Freedman. At the beginning I got the 
overflow work from the principals. In my days as a law student, one did 
not need to wear a gown in the County Court, which meant that I could 
act as counsel there without having yet been called to the Bar. It was my 
great good fortune that for a period of three years I was taking case after 
case. I was in the County Court two or three times a week, with my 
appointments for trial beginning in the early afternoon so as not to 
interfere with the Law School lectures in the morning. These were not 
weighty cases involving subtle and intricate transactions having a value of 
thousands and thousands of dollars. Indeed, I can describe the firm as I 
knew it at the beginning as a glorified collections agency: a storekeeper 
trying to collect $50 from a debtor; the debtor claiming either that the 
goods were no good, or that he had already paid for them and didnôt want 

F 
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to pay twice. My very first court experience brought me to court on the 
plaintiffôs side, not the defendantôs. I was usually on the plaintiffôs side, 
trying to collect a legitimate bill through the court for someone who was a 
creditor against someone who was a debtor. In those kinds of simple 
controversies a good law student could do as effective a job as an 
inadequate lawyer, or better. Later on I appeared for the defence in 
criminal cases. I had one case early in my career defending a couple of 
hunters who were charged with hunting contrary to the game law. We 
won, and I got a very small fee, probably $15 or so. But it was something, 
and it was a victory. 

 By the time I was ready to graduate I had acquired solid experience in 
the field of litigation. And in the fifteen years of my association with the 
firm, the nature of its practice underwent a remarkable change. When I 
first started, about 80 per cent of its work consisted of collections. When I 
left at the end of 1945, collections represented about 20 per cent of the 
business, and the rest consisted of law in nearly all its branches. 

 One case early on involved a certain gentleman, an old man named 
Peter Minuk. When Minuk died, leaving an estate of about $150,000, no 
will could be located. This was in 1932ï33, and that amount would be 
equivalent to at least a million dollars today.1 About a year or more after 
his death, a will turned up, written in Yiddish, except for the signature ñP. 
Minuk,ò which was in English, as were the signatures of the two attesting 
witnesses. These two gentlemen testified that they signed the will after 
seeing Peter Minuk sign and that all of this took place in the kitchen, the 
will being signed on the kitchen table. When the case came on for trial, 
the central issue was simply this: Was this a genuine will or a forgery? Six 
lawyers appeared on the case. Three upholding the will: three opposing 
the will. Those on the side of the willôs validity were M.J. Finkelstein, Ben 
Foster, and Nick Golsof. Those opposing the will were A.M. Shinbane, 
C.K. Guild, and myself. 

 Each of us called a handwriting expert. So you had the spectacle of six 
handwriting experts testifying, three stating positively that the will was 
genuine, three stating equally positively that the will was a forgery. One 
impression left on me was the unscientific character of handwriting 
testimony. I remember Cardinal Richelieu once said, ñShow me two 

                                                      
1  More than $2.5 million in 2014, according to the Bank of Canada Inflation 

Calculator, available online: <http://www.bankofcanada.ca/rates/related/inflation-
calculator/>. 
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signatures of the same man, and Iôll hang him on one for a forgery.ò The 
star witness among all the handwriting experts was a gentleman from the 
United States named Herbert Walter. He came to the case fresh from his 
laurels in the Bruno Hauptmann kidnapping case. That was the case of 
the man who had kidnapped and killed the Lindbergh baby.2 One of the 
curious features of the Peter Minuk signature centred on the first letter of 
the proper nameðthe ñMò. It appeared that there was a little space at the 
top of the upward stroke of the ñMò and the first downward stroke of the 
ñMòðin other words, they didnôt touch each other. Herbert Walter, the 
handwriting expert, said that the forger undoubtedly had before him a 
genuine signature of Peter Minuk, perhaps a cancelled cheque or 
something like that, and he made the first upward stroke of the ñMò and 
then he looked down at the genuine signature on the cheque and in the 
process of looking down his hand slips ever so slightly, with the result that 
when he makes the downward stroke he is just a little bit to the right of 
the first stroke, which accounts for the space. 

 Now that sounded great for our side, but M.J. Finkelstein, who rose to 
cross-examine, said to the handwriting expert, ñIf this will were signed on 
the kitchen table, is it not possible that a crumb under the paper might 
have caused Peter Minukôs hand to slip ever so slightly, thereby producing 
the space in question?ò A turning point for the other side, or so it 
appeared. But A.M. Shinbane rose and said, ñI invite the court to find that 
on Peter Minukôs table there would never be any crumbs left.ò 

 In the end a settlement was reached. The will was not admitted to 
probate, and every one of us interested in the case got some money out of 
the estate. 

 
***** 

 
With the approach of my graduation in 1933 I realized that I must 

make plans for the future. My relationship with Brownie had only 
deepened and strengthened over time, and she had in fact accepted my 
proposal of marriage, eighteen months after our first date. I now wanted 
to put an end to an engagement that seemed of endless duration. Brownie 

                                                      
2  US pilot Charles Lindbergh (1902ï74) had made the first non-stop solo transatlantic 

flight in 1927. His infant son was kidnapped and murdered in 1932; Bruno 
Hauptmann was found guilty of the crime and executed in 1936. 
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was a graduate nurse by that timeðthe only Jewish girl among the 
Winnipeg General Hospital graduates in 1930ðand she did private duty 
nursing. The pay for a twelve-hour stint was $5: hard work, long hours, 
little remuneration. But she would not be working after we were married. 
It was felt then that if a manôs wife, and particularly the wife of a 
professional man, held a job, it marked him as a failure. Thatôs nonsense 
today, but there was a great deal of that then. I had to save enough money 
to be called to the Bar, and I was helping a little bit at home, too. 

 Brownie and I had a black book in which we budgeted our expected 
expenses. As a law student I was only making $25 a month, and we 
calculated that we needed at least $125 to get married.3 To help solve this 
difficulty I devised a three-year plan to submit to Steinkopf & Lawrence. 
Its commencement would be May 1, 1933, a date that would mark the end 
of Law School lectures for me and the commencement of full-time work in 
the office, and it would continue until April 30, 1936. According to my 
plan, from May 1, 1933 until December 31, 1933, Steinkopf & Lawrence 
would pay me $100 per month. From January 1, 1934, until December 31, 
1934 the firm would pay me $125 per month. Then, from January 1, 
1935, to April 30, 1936, the partners would pay me $150 per month. 

 Before submitting the plan to Max Steinkopf, I took it first to my old 
and revered friend, Dr. Alan Klass. He listened to the details, then said, 
ñA three-year plan is a good idea, but you will have to scale your figures 
down. They will never accept it in its present form.ò His reaction gives 
some indication of what times were like in 1933, in the depths of the 
Depression. I considered revising the figures, but decided against making 
any changes. If I had to scale them down, I could do so during the 
negotiation period, which I expected lay immediately ahead of me. 

 But my concerns were groundless. I stepped into Max Steinkopfôs 
office the next morning and asked, ñCan we talk for a few minutes?ò He 
said, ñCertainly.ò I told him I wanted to discuss my future, especially as it 
related to the office, and that I would very much like to remain in the 

                                                      
3  In her research Carol Wilton found that law students of the early to mid-1930s 

worked for $30 or $35 a month, even $10 a month, and in the case of at least one 
firm (McMaster Meighen, Montreal), for nothing. See Carol Wilton, ñIntroductionò 
in Carol Wilton, ed, Essays in the History of Canadian Law, Vol 7: Inside the Law: 
Canadian Law Firms in Historical Perspective (Toronto: The Osgoode Society for 
Canadian Legal History and University of Toronto Press, 1996) 3 at 21. 
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office on a full-time basis. I also told him of my hopes for a not-too-delayed 
marriage. I produced and read the three-year plan. He said, ñIôm glad you 
want to continue with us, and the plan seems alright to me. Letôs get Bill 
Lawrenceôs views on that too.ò He took me into Billôs office and told him 
about my plan. In another two minutes or so, we had the agreement of 
Mr. Lawrence to the plan in all its detailsða happy day for me indeed. Iôve 
always since had a soft spot in my heart for both those gentlemen, because 
they thereby enabled me to get married. Max died in 1935; his son 
Maitland joined the firm a year or two later. 

 After the acceptance of my plan, certain matters lay ahead of me. They 
had to be dealt with, and dealing with them successfully would require 
some money. I needed to be called to the Bar. I also wished to be admitted 
as a solicitor, as it was possible to become a member of one order without 
the other. It was the current wisdom that if a barrister practised as a 
member or associate of a firm that included a solicitor or solicitors, he 
would not be in breach of the Law Society Act, provided only that 
proceedings issuing from that office were in the name not of the barrister, 
but of the firm or a solicitor or solicitors thereof. Economic necessity 
dictated my course of action. Commencing May 1, 1933, I set a goal of 
saving $25 a month, with the object of having, at the end of six months, 
$150, just enough to pay the fee required in those days for the call to the 
Bar. A similar amount would be required for admission as a solicitor, but 
that event would have to be deferred to a more propitious day. 

 In September 1933 I made application for admission as a barrister and 
as an attorney at law. The following month I was called to the Bar. 
Concurrent with my obligation to save for that fee was another obligation, 
to repay Max Steinkopf a sum of $75 I had borrowed in January 1933 to 
pay my second-term fees at the Manitoba Law School. This I had arranged 
to pay in monthly sums of $12.50 each. Together the two obligations 
would be repaid in a period of six months. By October 31, 1933, I should 
be in the clear. By that time I could have reasonable hope of getting 
married either late in 1933 or early in 1934. 

 But a Depression winter was looming ahead, and it would demand a 
postponement of our wedding plans. This was an indirect rather than a 
direct result of the winter. It was my father who was the direct victim of 
the winter. He had been forced to sell his horse in order to avoid the cost 
of its maintenance. Instead he rented a horse to use in his junk peddling, 
at an outlay of fifty cents a day. In mild weather the rented animal would 
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function well enough to earn the fifty cents fee, plus something more. In 
bitter weatherðand the winter of 1933 was bitterðone could not be sure 
that the dayôs operation would end with a profit. 

 Writing this in the 1990s, with the petty figures involved, I find it sad 
to recall how tough things were in the 1930s. A dollar was really a dollar 
then, and its expenditure was not lightly made. But the Depression years 
had some incidental benefits. They taught us to be content with little. 
They drove us in among ourselves and made us see virtue in the little 
things in life. In the evenings at home weôd stay near the radio, listening to 
the Lux Radio Theatre or the Orson Welles, or Fred Allen, or Eddie 
Cantor programs. 

 Much as I wanted an early marriage, I knew that the family financial 
crisis would have to be dealt with, and that to do so would require my 
help. I was able to contribute my share and more, thus enabling our family 
to get through that grim winter. Each month I made my contribution to 
the family fund with the silent hope that maybe the following month we 
would be able to get married. In the result, the marriage had to be put off 
month after month, and did not take place until June 29, 1934. 

 The night before the wedding I was home in full anticipation of the 
next dayôs event, and duly preparing myself. One of the things I did was 
cut my fingernails. My mother said to me (in Yiddish), ñSam, cut your 
toenails as well.ò The next morning I made my first appearance in the 
Court of Appeal. I worked, you might say, until the last moment. We were 
to be married about three oôclock in the afternoon. In the early afternoon 
I went home and got dressed in my blue suit jacket and white pants 
(ñwhite ducksò as they were called). 

 I had arranged for a taxi to be at our home, which was now on 
Mountain Avenue. When it came I got into the back seat and found it was 
covered with dust. I feared that by the time the groom came to the 
wedding he would be dirty, soiled. Still, I got to the appointed place in 
one piece and not too bedraggled. It was a small wedding. We were 
married in Brownieôs sisterôs apartment. We had invited seventeen guests 
in allðeighteen turned up. Al Cross said to me, ñSam, you donôt have to 
invite me. Iôm coming anyway.ò Five minutes after he got there he came 
sidling up to me and in a whisper said, ñSam, Iôve already broken 
something.ò 

 The ceremony was conducted by Rabbi Solomon Frank, a good 
speaker who carried the ceremony as though he were addressing a crowd 
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of three hundred. The bride was radiant, as she would always be. 
Following the ceremony the guests went to Brownieôs grandmotherôs for 
dinner. Brownie and I went to our honeymoon train and headed off to 
Detroit Lakes, to the Edgewater Beach Hotel there. Fools that we were, we 
went in our wedding garb. We had a compartment on the train, but the 
dust was coming in and by the time we got to Detroit Lakes my white 
ducks had moved to grey-black. 

 We had a great honeymoon at a total cost of $100. The Edgewater 
Beach Hotel rates were $25 for a week. We spent the other $75 and came 
home broke, but with ecstasy in our hearts, to take up life in the Scarsdale 
Apartments on Kennedy Street, just south of Broadway. We had a small 
flat with a combined living room and bedroom. How could we manage in 
that? Very simple. We had what they called a Murphy wall bed. You pulled 
it out at night and your living room was instantly transformed into a 
bedroom. We lived there for about fifteen months, at $40 a month. This 
was more than we could afford, so we moved to the Dalkeith Apartments, 
at only $32 a month. These days it may be hard to believe that $8 a month 
could make a difference, but the truth of the matter is that for small 
incomes, even an amount like $8 loomed large. It was a few years after we 
were married before we actually did get bedroom furniture. 

 
 

 
Fig. 4 



56   MANITOBA LAW JOURNAL|V OLUME 37 SPECIAL ISSUE 

 
***** 

 
During this time I also began to get somewhat active in the 

community. I was elected president of the YMHA of Winnipeg in 1936 (J. 
Samuel Perlman, later editor and publisher of The Morning Telegram in 
New York, was vice-president), and later became active in the Jewish 
Welfare Fund of Winnipeg as well, among other organizations. 

 At the YMHA I set myself an objective as president: to transform the 
existing YMHA (and its included YWHA) into a YMHA Jewish 
Community Centre. For myself that meant transformation of the YMHA 
from an athletic organization, as it largely was, into an institution with a 
broad program of activities, such as lectures, theatre, a newspaper, all with 
a substantial Jewish content. I spent many evenings devoted to this task, 
and the objective was realized to some extent. When my term was up the 
YMHA officials wanted me to continue in office, but by then we had news 
of Brownieôs pregnancy, which was the effective answer to this request. 

 We were excited about the prospects of the pregnancy, though a little 
concerned that we couldnôt afford a child. One of the recurring problems, 
eased in more recent years, in the Freedman life was the lack of enough 
money to do this and to do that. As a result of the pregnancy, the $150 a 
month I was earning was raised to $175. We were still living in the 
Dalkeith Apartments and would now need a larger place. We moved to 
the Kenilworth Apartments on Hargrave Street, where Martin was born on 
September 12, 1937, one month premature. I went to my parentsô place to 
break the news, at about 8:30 on a Sunday morning. When they saw me 
they were scared out of their wits. ñWhat are you doing here so early? 
Whatôs the matter?ò I said, ñEverything is alright. Brownie had a baby 
boy.ò Excitement, jubilation, everything great! My mother said, ñNaturally, 
we were excited. All the time youôve been saying October, October, 
October, and here itôs only September.ò We soon straightened her out. 
Martinôs birth was followed by that of Susan, in May 1942, and Phyllis, in 
March 1947, all happy events. A year and a half after Phyllisôs birth, in the 
fall of 1948, we were able to buy a house on Cordova Streetðits first 
occupants. 

 
Through the decade, alongside the career and the family life, the 

debates and speeches continued, and for the most part they 
concentrated on what it meant to be Jewish in the highly charged 
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political atmosphere of the 1930s. The YMHA announced, for 
instance, that on January 22, 1933, ñMr. Sam Freedman, one of 
Winnipegôs outstanding young men [will] speak on ñJewish Problems of 
Today.ò A month later the Winnipeg Section, National Council of 
Jewish Women, announced that, ñMr. Max Cohen and Mr. Sam 
Freedman will speak on óThe Jew and Forces of the 20th Century.ô Our 
speakers are two of Winnipegôs most promising young men.ò 

In November 1933, it was a ñDebate at Auditorium Tonightò as 
Samuel Freedman and Prof. H.N. Fieldhouse were getting set to 
ñuphold the affirmative of the resolution, óResolved that the old 
diplomacy was better than the new.ôò On April 1, 1934, Rev. Stanley 
H. Knowles and Rev. Lloyd C. Stinson were taking the affirmative side 
of the question ñResolved that the League of Nations, though it yet 
speaketh, is dead.ò Samuel Freedman and H. Trevor Lloyd took the 
negative and won the judgesô decision. 
ñTo say that the League is dead is to say that we must revert to the 

old system of nationalism and jingoism and lose all that we have 
gained,ò Sam Freedman argued. ñIt is said that force and right govern 
the worldðforce until right is ready.ò4 

On April 2, 1935, Sam Freedman was speaking at a banquet 
commemorating the tenth anniversary of the opening of the Hebrew 
University in Palestine. On November 3 that year, his topic at a general 
meeting of the Menorah Society was ñThe Olympic Games at Berlin,ò 
and the following month he was holding forth on ñSome Reflections 
on Hitlerôs Germanyò for the Ezra Chapter of Hadassah. Topics later in 
the decade included ñFacing the World as Jewsò (May 14, 1938, to the 
Herzlia Club) and ñThe World Crisisò (September 11, 1939). 

 
***** 

 
In 1939 I was invited to become a member of the Winnipeg Branch of 

the Canadian Institute of International Affairs. I accepted with 
enthusiasm. The Instituteðit was usually so describedðwas a small but very 
influential organization operating in the field of politics, economics, and 
social relations in general. Its Winnipeg Branch was regarded by many as 
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Scrapbooks, 1927ï37. 
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the strongest in the whole of Canada. Its members included John W. 
Dafoe of the Winnipeg Free Press, historian Arthur Lower, and the lawôs 
E.K. Williams, among others. 

 Two incidents at the Institute stand out in my mind. The first 
concerns the Instituteôs role regarding confidentiality. Information heard 
at the Institute could be used but was not to be attributed to a named 
person. In 1940 or 1941, when the war was not proceeding very 
favourably, Prof. H. Noel Fieldhouse was a speaker at a meeting of the 
Branch. He took the very clear position that Britain should accept the 
inevitable outcome of becoming ña little Sweden.ò The Chief Justice of 
Manitoba, Ewan McPherson, asked, ñAre you advocating that we should 
surrender?ò Fieldhouse said, ñYes, because sooner or later we will have to.ò 

 Some days after the meeting we heard that the RCMP was 
investigating the conduct of Prof. Fieldhouse in regard to his speech at the 
Institute. Chief Justice McPherson readily acknowledged that he was the 
complainant, adding that a defeatist attitude, such as Fieldhouse 
exhibited, was not entitled to protection under the confidentiality rule. It 
was prejudicial to the war effort, and the safety of the state was the 
paramount consideration. A meeting of the executive of the Institute was 
quickly called. As a member, I attended that meeting. 

 John W. Dafoe, one of my heroes, was the first to speak. ñThere must 
be no minutes of this meeting, because there may be consequences,ò he 
said. Nearly everyone nodded agreement. Surprised at my own courage, I 
dared to ask, ñIf there may be consequences, is that not a reason for 
having minutes?ò Mr. Dafoe said, ñWe donôt know what form the 
consequences will take, so we shouldnôt become prisoners of minutes 
prepared, as it were, in the dark.ò 

 No minutes were taken. We moved on to a general discussion of the 
matter. At the end it was agreed that no member of the executive other 
than the chairman would give any information to the police or to the 
media. How far the RCMP went with its investigation I do not know, but 
no charges were laid and in due course the matter was quietly dropped. 

 The second incident arises from the sudden death, in January 1944, of 
Dafoe. An ordinary meeting of the Branch had already been scheduled for 
a date about ten days following. The president of the Branch was Dr. D.A. 
McGibbon, head of the Board of Grain Commission of Canada. I was 
secretary of the Branch. Dr. McGibbon called me in great agitation. He 
said, ñI canôt preside at the next meeting, because the one who presides 
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will have to say something about Mr. Dafoe. I loved him so much, Iôm 
afraid I would break down.ò So I had to arrange for a substitute. After 
some unsuccessful efforts in other directions I was able to get Mr. J.B. 
Coyne (later Senior Justice Coyne) to take on the task. On my own I 
prepared a resolution about ten lines in length, as the Branchôs memorial 
tribute to Dafoe. 

 At the meeting, when dinner was concluded, Mr. Coyne rose to his 
feet and said, ñThis is the first meeting of our Branch since he died . . .ò 
He then burst into tears. 

 When I saw that Mr. Coyne would not, and apparently could not, 
continue, I rose and said that I would read a resolution on the subject. 
This I did, we all stood for an appropriate interval of silence, the meeting 
then proceeded, and the crisis was averted. 

 
Samuel Freedmanôs community activities were always numerous. In 

the period from the 1930s to the early 1950s, besides serving terms as 
chairman of the Winnipeg Branch of the Canadian Institute for 
International Affairs (1947ï48) and president of the YMHA (1936ï
37), he was president of the Winnipeg Lodge of Bônai Bôrith (1943ï44), 
honorary president of the University of Manitoba students body, vice-
president of the Winnipeg branch of the League of Nations Society 
(1941ï44), vice-president of the Jewish Welfare Fund (1942ï44), and 
vice-president of the Community Chest (1946ï47). He became a 
member of the Canadian Foundation in 1948. These various volunteer 
activities, all in combination with a busy law practice, represented a 
remarkable engagement with the community around him, and a 
staggering amount of committed time.5 

In the 1940s, Sam, as ña young man of some apparent promise,ò 
was a member of what became called ñThe Monday Night Club.ò Each 
Monday evening two young lawyers, members of the Indigent Suitors 
Committee of the Law Society of Manitoba, would go as unpaid 
volunteers to the Law Courts Building to interview applicants for legal 
aid and make recommendations for the appointment of counsel. The 
Law Societyôs efforts to respond to the legal needs of ñindigent 
personsò, which had begun in 1937, may well have been ñthe first 
formal response by the legal profession in Canada to the need for legal 
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assistance among low income people.ò6 Most of the problems handled 
were in the area of family law. Although the Manitoba government 
began paying lawyers small fees for criminal legal aid work in 1962, it 
was not until 1972 that a fully funded state legal aid plan was set in 
place.7 

In 1970 Sam Freedman reminisced about his time as president of 
the Bônai Bôrith.8 
 
I was president of Bônai Bôrith Winnipeg Lodge No. 650 during the 

years 1943ï44. Those were war years, and the program of the Lodge was 
specifically geared to the furtherance of the Canadian war effort. In a 
variety of waysðassisting the Red Cross in its blood donor campaign, 
raising funds for the acquisition of ambulances for the Canadian Forces, 
providing recreation programs for the troops, and so onðthe Lodge 
confronted the challenge of those troubled years and met it honourably 
and admirably. 

 One feature of the Lodgeôs war effort deserves special mention. It was 
the creation of an Air Force Cadet Corps. It functioned under the 
leadership of Bro. Earo Haid, who, for that purpose, was vested with the 
rank of Honorary Colonel. But the person in closest touch with the 
activities of the cadets was Bro. Percy Thompson. The gymnasium of St. 
Johnôs High School served as the cadetsô parade square, and it was a joy to 
go there and see Percy taking the cadets through their drills and marches. 
His military bearing, always precise, was an inspiration to every cadet in 
the Corps. 

 That was a time when, on every street in Winnipeg, one could see 
members of the armed forces. On their uniforms just below their shoulder 
was a label inscribed with the name of their country. Naturally most of the 
labels bore the name ñCanadaò. But there were many others, each one 
identifying the wearer with the country he servedðGreat Britain, United 
States, Australia, New Zealand, South Africa, and many others. It is a 
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pleasure to recall that in this galaxy of nations one could also see Air Force 
cadets whose uniforms proudly bore the name ñBônai Bôrith.ò 

 Fidelity to truth compels a reference to another aspect of life in the 
Lodge in that period. It concerned a division in the Lodge between two 
factions. That division involved a matter of principle, namely, who should 
govern the Lodgeðits elected officers, or a hierarchy of past presidents? 
Much of the work of the Lodge was carried on in a resultant atmosphere 
of tension and conflict. It led to a split in the Lodge and the creation of 
Manitoba Lodge No. 1616. A number of members of Winnipeg Lodge 
became the nucleus of the new Lodge. I was one of them and I have ever 
since remained a member of that Lodge. 
 

***** 
 

Meanwhile I kept active as a young lawyer, practising with the firm of 
Steinkopf, Lawrence & Freedman until 1945. My practice was fairly 
general, starting with the smaller cases in the county court and later 
graduating to the Court of Queenôs Bench and taking cases there. And I 
began to take part in the Bar Associationsðboth the Canadian Bar 
Association and the Manitoba Bar Associationðand even the Law Society 
of Manitoba. In 1941 I was invited to become a part-time lecturer at the 
Manitoba Law School, teaching about two hours a week. I taught in the 
areas of civil procedure and domestic relations. The job satisfied an old 
desire to be a professor. It seems to me that it is always the lecturer who 
benefits the most from his lectures. As well, I was editor of the Manitoba 
Bar News, the journal of the Manitoba Bar Association, from 1942 to 
1946, and later (1951ï52) president of the Manitoba Bar Association. In 
1944 I was named Kingôs Counsel, and in November 1949 I made a 
successful application to the Law Society of Manitoba to be admitted as an 
attorney-at-law and solicitor of the Court of Queenôs Bench of Manitobað
having enclosed a cheque for $127, the fee at the time. 

 
Lawyer and politician Joe Zuken, another Jewish product of 

Winnipegôs North End, used to tell a story about an encounter with 
the young lawyer Sam Freedman. Zuken was president of the New 
Theatre, a political drama group, and in 1939 the group took its 
performance of Albert Maltzôs play, Rehearsal, to the Dominion Drama 
Festival in London, Ontario, where it won the prize for the best one-act 
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play in the English language. Maltz would later become famous not 
only as a Hollywood scriptwriter but as one of the ñHollywood Tenò, 
writers blacklisted in the late 1940s for their Communist affiliations. 
In 1939, when news of the playôs success got back to the playwright, he 
demanded his fair share of whatever it was that the play was taking in. 
Zuken said of the theatre group, ñWe were naive, or penniless, or both. 
But one day I got a letter from a lawyer, and the lawyer turned out to 
be Sam Freedmané Sam was very merciful and made no accusations. 
In a very gentle way he said, óYou know the author is entitled to be 
paid some royalties.ô With Sam Freedmanôs polite prodding, the 
payment due was settled over a period of time.ò9 

As editor of the Manitoba Bar News for almost five years, Sam 
Freedman put his very own stampðof ñarticulateness and 
thoughtfulnessò10ðon a publication that strived to be more than a 
house organ containing loose items on happenings in the local 
profession. His writing shows the succinct qualityðthe exactnessðthat 
would become so apparent later on in his judgments as a member of 
the Court of Queenôs Bench, and the Court of Appeal. He displays a 
sharp attention to contemporary changes in the field, or to the need 
for changes. After Samôs retirement as editor, the new editor, James E. 
Wilson, noted in the February 1947 issue that in Sam Freedmanôs 
ñvery capable handsò the publication had ñreflected the activities of the 
Association and the outlook of its members towards matters of legal 
interest in a manner which was always dignified and never incautious.ò 
The following is a typical editorial. 
 
 

BROADENING FIELDS OF LAW 
[Editorial, Manitoba Bar News11] 

 
The need for vigilance on the part of lawyers against unfair 

encroachments into their professional sphere is a subject that has been 
frequently and properly stressed. Sometimes, however, preoccupation with the 
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subject of encroachments may cause one to lose sight of the fact that, though 
some legal areas may be invaded and become lost to the lawyer, new ones are 
being opened up to him or existing ones being broadened. 

 An instance of such a development, which we now take for granted, was 
the stimulus to legal work created by the emergence of the automobile. When 
one reflects that the first motor vehicle accident case reported in Western 
Canada was Toronto General Trusts Corporation vs. Dunn (1910) 20 M.R. 412, 
and considers to what significant extent these types of cases now form part of 
the average lawyerôs practice, the change is remarkable indeed. 

 Similar developments, though certainly at first on a smaller scale, may be 
expected in the field of aviation law. The case law on this subject is 
comparatively meagre, but with the increased commercial use of the airplane 
in the air age of tomorrow, legal exploration of the subject will become 
deepened and expanded. 

 So it is with the general subject of taxation, particularly income tax. The 
tendency of this century had surely been to vest most of this work in the 
hands of auditors and accountants. One reason for this was the absence of 
any large number of legal decisions on our Canadian tax problems. The 
emergence of such a body of case law, together with an increasing awareness 
on the part of the lawyer of the important part played by taxation in the 
business life of the country, is likely to find the Bar playing an ever increasing 
part in this sphere of the law. 

 A parallel situation exists with regard to the many forms of controls 
brought about by war conditions. These have opened up areas of legal work 
for lawyers, and will in all likelihood persist for a considerable period after the 
war is ended. 

 Society being dynamic, changing and progressive, the sphere in which the 
lawyer works cannot remain static. ð S.F. 
 

***** 
 

In fall 1945, Dave Golden, who had been a prisoner of war in Hong 
Kong for nearly four years, returned home and we decided to start our 
own firm of Freedman and Golden. An announcement in the December 
issue of Manitoba Bar News stated: ñW.D. Lawrence, K.C., Samuel 
Freedman, K.C., and Maitland B. Steinkopf, M.B.E., announce the 
dissolution of the firm of Steinkopf, Lawrence & Freedman as of 
December 31st é Samuel Freedman and Captain David Golden will 
practice in partnership as Freedman and Golden, with offices at 508 
Avenue Building.ò 
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 Golden had been awarded a Rhodes Scholarship, and we agreed at the 

start that he could take a year from the office to go to Oxford. The 
workload in the office without him meant I had to step down as editor of 
the Bar News in 1946. In the end Dave and I had six and a half glorious 
years together, with our association continuing until I was appointed to 
the Bench in April 1952. 

 During those years in which I practised law in all its aspects, the 
practice brought my name before the judges. I did both office work and 
court work, the latter being largely civil in nature, with some criminal 
work as well. I was in the Assize Court every year at least once. There I 
handled driversô cases, including motor manslaughter, as it was then 
called, theft, conspiracy, fraud, and even murder. I acted for the accused in 
one murder case, The King v. Stoney, and I regret to tell you that he was 
hanged. 

 The murder took place in March 1950. The accused, Walter A. 
Stoney, was a thirty-eight-year-old cook in a restaurant. He was an odd 
kind of character. The victim was his girlfriend. There had been some 
trouble between them, and she was threatening to leave him. She was 
found in his hotel room with seventeen or eighteen stab wounds. Later the 
Crown alleged that he had stabbed her with an ice pick and that when he 
was through with this little venture she was stone dead. What Stoney did 
after this was an obvious attempt at suicide. He went to the railway yards a 
short distance from the hotel where the alleged offence occurred, and 
threw himself in front of a moving freight train. The railway people found 
him on the tracks. He was badly injured, not killed. He was taken to the 
hospital, where he began to manifest peculiar characteristics, for one thing 
saying that the hospital staff were trying to poison him. The police were 
brought into the picture, and when they went to his room they found the 
dead body of the girl. 

 About this time, or shortly after, I was called by the Attorney General 
and asked to assume Walter Stoneyôs defence. I said I would, and thus 
became defence counsel in my first murder trial. The trial date was set for 
October 30. 

 It was interesting to talk to this man. He had asked me to bring him 
some biscuits and I brought a package for our second interview. He 
opened it up but wouldnôt taste one until I did. He said there had been 
attempts to poison him, and he obviously wanted to make sure I was not 
participating in those attempts. This manifestation of fear and suspicion 
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on his part continued throughout my preparation of his defence, which at 
least gave me the lead. Here was the only defence that could possibly be 
raisedðnamely, insanity. There was never any denial that he had stabbed 
the woman in question. He had confessed to the police long before I was 
appointed counsel. 

 The provincial psychiatrist, Dr. T.A. Pincock, had been seeing this 
man because the Crown was expecting a defence of insanity. I met with 
Dr. Pincock as well, and realized he wouldnôt be of any great help because, 
while recognizing that Stoney was a bit wingy, Pincock believed the 
accused was not yet insane within the legal definition. That is to say, he 
was not suffering from a disease of the mind that prevented him from 
understanding the nature of what he had done, and of knowing that it was 
wrong. 

 Stoney had also been to see a general practitioner. When I asked that 
doctor about him, he said, ñOh, I remember him, heôs crazy.ò That was 
just what I wanted to hear, and I invited the doctor to accept a subpoena 
as a witness. 

 The trial lasted about five days. The problem that I faced was this: 
should I call Stoney as a witness for himself? I decided I had nothing to 
lose. On the fifth day I put him in the witness box. I started with certain 
simple questions. I said, ñWhat is your name?ò He said, ñWalter Stoney.ò I 
said, ñYou are the accused?ò He said, ñYes.ò I said, ñPut your mind back,ò 
(and I mentioned the date of the offence). ñWould you tell the court and 
the gentlemen of the jury what happened?ò 

 Stoney, who by this time had seen many policemen in the witness box, 
had acquired some finesse. He turned to the judge and said, ñMy Lord,ò 
and he turned to the jury and said, ñGentlemen of the jury.ò He 
continued: ñI donôt want to go on with this. I want to plead guilty. I did it, 
I killed her, and thatôs it.ò 

 These statements created a sensation in the courtroom. Twelve 
jurymen turned and looked at me. I in turn, with all the composure I 
could muster, turned to the judge, who was Chief Justice E.K. Williams, 
and said, ñMy Lord, I take the view that this is one circumstance only of 
many that the gentlemen of the jury are entitled to consider in arriving at 
their verdict.ò The Chief Justice said that this was his understanding as 
well. But there really wasnôt very much to say at this point. As they say in 
Yiddish, es eez shoin geven noch nileh: the last prayer for forgiveness on Yom 
Yippur had been said, and the books were closed. 
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 I thus closed the defence. In the end, when I addressed the jury, I 

rested on the defence of insanity, emphasizing that the accused had 
pleaded guilty knowing that the penalty for murder was death by hanging. 
I tried to make the point that no one but an insane person would do 
that.12 

 The jury was out only about forty minutes. Unfortunately, the verdict 
was guilty. The judge pronounced the mandatory sentence of death. What 
followed thereafter was a request for mercy to the federal cabinet. They 
did go so far as to send a psychiatrist, who interviewed Stoney a few times 
but came to the conclusion that, albeit Stoney wasnôt all there, he was not 
insane. In other words, he took the same position that Dr. Pincock, the 
provincial psychiatrist, had taken at the trial. The government refused to 
grant clemency and the execution was set. 

 I didnôt attend the execution, but Harold Buchwald, a law student 
who worked with me on the trial, attended. He told me later that an 
instant before they put the black hood over Stoney, his eyes circled the 
room. When they landed on Harold, there was a look of recognition. A 
moment later the trap sprung, and that was the end of the case of The King 
v Stoney. 

 From long before the time of that case, I had been against capital 
punishment, and I still am. Capital punishment is fundamentally a moral 
question, though many people refuse to classify it that way. They say it is a 
practical question arising from the need to assist effectively in the ongoing 
and ever-present war on crime. I take the moral position. I submit that it is 
wrong for the state deliberately to take a human life. The sanctity of 
human life is something to be cherished, not destroyed. True enough, a 
murderer himself doesnôt show much respect for the sanctity of his 
victimôs life, but thereôs a difference. The state should not, of set purpose, 
put itself in a position of doing what the murderer has done, namely 
taking a human life. The state must not allow itself to adopt the standard 
of conduct of the murderer. 

 

                                                      
12  Stoney was executed on 17 January I951. WE Morriss tells the story of the Stoney 
case, and notes that in his final plea to the jury, ñFreedman made an eloquent plea for 
a manslaughter verdict.ò WE Morriss, Watch the Rope (Winnipeg: Watson & Dwyer, 
1996) at 170. 
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By the late 1940s this relatively young lawyer had quickly moved up 
the local ranks of the profession. Freedman and Golden had an active 
practice, and although the firm tended not to represent the very rich, 
by 1950 Sam was being retained as counsel for clients accustomed to 
paying higher fees, namely the Royal Exchange Insurance Group, the 
Manitoba Teachersô Association, and the Milk Distributors of 
Winnipeg. 

In 1949 Sam Freedman was elected secretary of the Manitoba Bar 
Association; in 1950 second vice-president; in 1951 first vice-president; 
and in 1952 president. His talent, as legal historian Dale Gibson put it, 
was recognized as ñawesomeò (in a time when that word carried more 
weight).13 His sense of fairness, his scholarship, and his various abilities 
in conducting a meeting, in getting to the heart of the matter, in 
ferreting out the facts of a situation, were noted as remarkable. His 
energies, his involvements, were prodigious. These ñmany qualities of 
heart and mind . . . raised Samuel Freedman to a position of eminence 
in law.ò14 

Even more: he kept his sense of humour. He knew how to have fun. 
In his memoir, Hearken to the Evidence, Winnipeg lawyer Murray Peden 
writes about his time as a student at the Law School in the late 1940s: 

 
We [the students] sat in as frequently as we could on another murder trial, not 

because it promised to raise any interesting issues, but because one of our lecturers had 
been appointed by the Court to defend the accused, a hapless wretch named Stoney. 
The lecturer was Sam Freedman ... who gave us our course in what was then called 
Domestic Relations. It embraced Family Law, including Divorce and Separation, and 
several related matters. 

 Sam was one of our favourites. He had an irrepressible sense of humour, which 
lightened many an hour for us in the classroom. I recall his hurrying in to a lecture one 
morning, late, having just returned from one of the more exuberant sessions of a 
Manitoba Bar conference, reaching briskly into his briefcase for his notebook, and 
pulling out a half-filled bottle of whiskey for a second, ñaccidentallyò, to get a laugh 
from the class....  

 When we were dealing with breach of promise, on an earlier occasion, he had 
tickled us with his recollection of a woman who had come into the office one day to 
give him instructions to bring suit for breach of promise against Clark Gable. 
Recovering from the shock, and treading warily as the mental warning bells began 

                                                      
13  Dale Gibson & Lee Gibson, Substantial Justice: Law and Lawyers in Manitoba 1670ï

1970 (Winnipeg: Peguis Publishers, 1972) at 299. 
14  George Lonn, Canadian Profiles: Portraits in Charcoal and Prose, of Contemporary 

Canadians of Outstanding Achievement (Toronto: Pitt Publishing, 1965) at 96. 
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tinkling, Sam tactfully pointed out that she would, of course, need some evidence to 
substantiate the close relationship. 

 ñWell,ò the young lady huffed, ñthereôs the letters.ò 
 ñYou mean... Clark Gable has written to you?ò Sam asked with hopeful caution. 
 ñNo,ò she said, ñbut Iôve written to him.ò15 
 
Sam Freedmanôs classroom manner was to temper pedagogy with 

wit. In one lecture he interjected, ñ... Now take the case of 
Werzicozevitsky versus SmithðWerzicozevitsky, spelt the usual way ...ò16 

 

 
Fig. 5 

 

                                                      
15  Murray Peden, Hearken to the Evidence (Stittsville, Ont: Canadaôs Wings, 1983) at 57ï

58. 
16  Harold Buchwald, ñSigma Xiôs Kingôs Counselò, The Octagonian of Sigma Alpha Mu 

(March 1950) at 13, 30. 


