
Milchidika with Marty 
 

“Are you sure” “Sure I’m Sure” 
 

[Note: This article originally appeared in the February 2018 issue of the CAS Newsletter] 
 
When I was 15 I had obtained my "working papers" and had a summer job in the garment district of 
Manhattan at a small factory that made ladies leather belts. 
 
I was to be the shipping clerk, and boy, was I excited to be actually working and earning money.  I wasn't 
sure how you were supposed to act at " work." I knew there was no fooling around, but do you walk or run 
when called to do something? If you run will they think you're a hard worker and maybe pay more money? 
I remember the owner of the business finally saying to me after my running around the factory all day and 
driving everyone crazy, "Martin, you don't have to run. It's OK to walk." 
 
It was my job as the shipping clerk to pack the orders that were received from department stores and 
leather goods stores, and then ship them out. I would have an order picking form for each customer, and 
in addition to putting the leather belts into the cartons, I would have to make sure that the invoice was 
included. 
 
On the first day that I reported to work, the bookkeeper who was very stern, approached me and said, " I 
want you to check each invoice that I give to you and to make sure that all the arithmetic, etc. is correct; 
and I'm going to make deliberate errors just to see if you are paying attention. It's a test and you better be 
sure to pass the test. This is just between you and me, so I don't want you to tell anyone about the test." 
 
So, I would carefully check each invoice for quantities and amounts, and if I found a mistake, I would 
gleefully bring it to the bookkeeper who would then say, "Good, I can see that you are really paying 
attention. That was just one of my tests, and there will be many more in the future. And remember the 
tests are just between the two of us.” It probably didn't dawn on me until 20 years later, that she really 
wasn't testing me. 
 
The job paid 50 cents an hour, and I worked five days a week, and until noon on Saturday, for a grand 
total of $21.50. After the taxes were deducted, I had $18.75 left. I gave five dollars to my mother, who 
opened a passbook savings account for me; paid ten cents each day for the subway fare back and forth 
from home; 25 cents for lunch which always consisted of two frankfurters and an orange drink at the 
Nedick's Orange Juice Stand; and still had about $11 remaining which was the most money that I ever 
had in my life. 
 
So, with my newfound riches, I decided to splurge and take my first girl friend, Marion, to a restaurant. I 
also had never been to a restaurant without my parents and wasn't too knowledgeable about tipping and 
other mundane things. 
 
I asked Marion where she would like to go, and she suggested pizza. I wasn't sure what a pizza was 
since I had never seen one, but there was a neighborhood Italian restaurant that had a small statue of a 
chef in the front window.  He wore a large chef's hat and had on a red and green apron. In his 
outstretched hands was a small, flat, round tomato covered looking thing, which I assumed must be a 
pizza. It was probably 12 or 15” in diameter. 
 
Since I was now a man of the world, I didn't want to admit to Marion that I had never seen or eaten a 
pizza. I'm not so sure that she ever had one either. So, when we sat down in the restaurant, and the 
waitress came over to take our order; like the cosmopolitan man that I had now become, and not wanting 
to appear cheap, I said "We'll have two pizzas." 



The pizza in the window seemed so small, and I also wanted to impress Marion, so two pizzas seemed to 
make sense. The waitress said to me, "You mean two slices of pizza?" I said, "No, no, two pizzas" to 
which she replied, "Are you sure?" "Sure, I'm sure". 
 
"OK, if you're sure." We waited for 20 minutes or so, and I was pretty nervous as this was a first date, but 
I wanted to appear very worldly and sophisticated. I occasionally glanced towards the kitchen door and 
watched the waitress coming in and out. Suddenly, I saw her emerge with two giant silver circular trays 
and wondered what they might be, and to which table was she going to bring them. 
 
To my horror she approached our table and put down these two huge pans. They took over most of the 
space on the table leaving very little space for our sodas. She made some comment like, "Well, here they 
are." I tried to appear nonchalant, as if this was really what I had expected and said, "Thank you." 
 
How many slices of pizza do you think a suave 15-year-old could eat, before admitting he might have 
made a mistake? 
 
In addition, that suave part of me didn't know you were supposed to leave a tip. 
 


