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Vic Camillo & Bobbi Asch-Camillo in 1973
The painting behind them looks like Vic, and I thought it was!
Vic told me it was a friend who lives in Tucson. Vic wrote: “I love the picture. It is pure sixties that is why it is fuzzy.” If you remember the Sixties, you weren’t there!—Grace Slick the lead singer of Jefferson Airplane. The friend in the picture is Jonathan Penner and old friend from the University of Bridgeport days. He is an accomplished writer,  a graduate of the Iowa Writer's Workshop who has published several novels and books of short stories and is a professor of English at the University of Arizona.  He is quite accomplished.  He has also known Bobbi longer than I have and we and his wife Lucy remain great friends.  We all went to the University of Bridgeport, a tribe of sometimes undisciplined talent. 

Testimony for Carl Faith


It all began on a nice day in September 1966, this guy walks into abstract algebra class, wearing sandals, maybe long hair.  He had just returned from Berkeley and I could tell immediately that he was the sort of fellow who knew every used bookstore owner on the west coast.  But what interested me the most is that our algebra class began with a geometry lesson, Carl drew a map of New Brunswick and located every damned bar in sight.  This was my kind of man, and yes, you didn’t have to use gender neutral words in those days.


I was really ready for abstract algebra.  I was interviewed at Adelphi by Donald Solitar, and they loved it when I told them I started liking math when I got out of calculus.  They asked me what my favorite theorem was, I said G mod kerf is isomorphic to image f.  They asked me if I could prove it, I said no.  Little did I know that I would be writing papers with Keith Nicholson on the question of when R mod Im(f) is isomorphic to ker(f).  Keith invented that, those damned Canadians always get everything backwards.  Anyway Rutgers offered me a fellowship and away I went.  I think they decided I was sort of flake and they would take a chance on me.  Nothing has changed.


John Cozzens, Carl and I became good friends instantly.  .  When I first met John he told me that the secret to abstract algebra was something called a module.  Every time I get a pay check I know John was right. We were interested in literature, art, wine, and mathematics in something like that order, depending on the day, or even the time of day.  Carl would swim about 2000 miles a day, he was a hell of an athlete, and had been in the Navy, I imagine doing his service on land in various bars until three in the morning.  He learned what a homomorphism was in the Navy, he said that in the Navy if you found something you should guard it, if you couldn’t guard it you should paint if, if you couldn’t paint it you should move it.


I never saw Carl work, but he was doing interesting math with the Walkers, writing with the forever mysterious Utumi, his monograph on Injective Modules and Quotient Rings was exciting and timely.  And those long informative books, when on earth did you write those.  I belong to the Yitz Herstein, Lance Small school of mathematics, if you wander around and talk to people all the time, good things happen.  There is a Faith-Lam school of mathematics, you concentrate as hard as you can on something until you understand it perfectly conceptually.  Then write it out with an elegant transparency, and nobody knows the work it took.  .


The story of Carl intellectually in those days is that in some vastly general context people were understanding what a divisible group really was and what a quotient was.  Carl promoted and discovered important things about these ideas.  


Barbara was always around, being a mother, spouse, and proving those incredibly masterful theorems and generating examples.  I was intimidated by her, still am even though she is my friend and we have been through the ring theory wars together.  Anyone who really understands cardinal numbers intimidates me.  Don’t forget Cantor went crazy, which seems an appropriate response to discovering cardinal numbers:  To me the real numbers have an inaccessible cardinality.  I remember being obsessed by the independence of the continuum hypothesis, until I finally found peace by figuring that it takes an infinite amount of time to generate the decimal expansion of say one transcendental.  That’s for one number only.  It is inconceivable that you can do that uncountalby many times and get something sensible.  The real numbers don’t exist, they are a polite fiction. 
Anyway, I was around when Barbara was proving her wonderful injectivity theorems.  Sometimes you can do something tough and it takes you a long time to figure out what you are doing.  So, twenty five years later along comes the beautiful Osofsy-Smith Theorem.  I read that paper with a real sense of completion, and history, I was there when these ideas first came to life.  I have Barbara’s paper on non commutative linear algebra on my desk, and am really looking forward to reading it.  The problem is my Dean has made it clear that I should not read mathematics for fun and gratification, especially if I can write one more paper.  


Carl taught me that math was fun exiting and adventurous, and although we made a lot of jokes and could be very light about it, he was truly serious about his calling.  He just loved this stuff and I was excited as hell to be working with him, not under his direction, he made sure of that, he may have been a general and I a corporal, but intellectually we were on the same battle field and in the same trenches.


John Cozzens became my great and true friend, we don’t see each other much these days, but it is always the same, and we know if real trouble ever came to our lives we would be there for each other.  The Cozzens Ring is one of the fine creations in ring theory.


Then I got married, to an artist, Barbara Asch.  Question, should Bobbi as we called her in those days be an artist or have a career?  She had fantastic credentials as an art teacher and was offered an administrative position in the local school system.  Carl said, you will be an artist even if I have to pay for it.  So it was, he didn’t have to pay but she did art.  She is even a graduate of the Iowa writers workshop.  Bobbi became one of the guys and part of my graduate education was to go the Princeton Art Association with Bobbi and Carl and draw from the model.  Bobbi used to say, when you are doing art you don’t even notice that the subjects have no clothes on.  Right on sweetheart!  I did not comment but I would have said what you are thinking.  Carl is just a hell of an artist, was offered and art scholarship out of high school and made bold exciting pictures.


I was a wildly distractible student.  It was tough going in More Method topology, although when I just about almost proved the Tychinoff Theorem on my own Porbir Roy gave me some respect.  Trouble was, I was allowed to take logic instead of analysis, but I became friends with the wonderfully heroic Eric Ellentuck.  Eric had a degenerating disease that eventually caused him to leave us, but he was superlatively cultured and warm.  I think about him from time to time.  Back to topology, everybody was but me was learning topology as a subset of real analysis.  Meanwhile John Cozzens was creating T-19.5 spaces that were not T-21.7 with a topology on a set with pi to the tenth elements.


This is all fairly light and good fun, but beneath it all there was a seriousness, Carl liked to say that math was a priesthood.  My wife Bobbi tells me I worked on math all the time and just loved it.  I was undisciplined and needed a mentor, a guide and honestly a protector.  At the end of my first year I was called into the chairman’s office, he said “We want to keep funding you, but what do I tell to the other students?”  I kept my funding and you can be sure that Carl had a lot to do with that.  Eventually my thesis was published in an issue of the Transactions that had a paper of Probir Roy’s in it.  I am sure we were both happy about that.

After almost forty years memories are fading.  But I have always known that my graduate school career was the happiest time in my life.  By letting me be very broadly intellectually, a facet of my life shared largely with Carl, and supporting me when that occasionally got me in trouble I expanded vastly beyond my working class origins.  This is Carl’s story also.  Carl has the most voracious mind I have ever encountered.  Thank you for sharing.

I have left out so much, and so much is gone.  But there is a reason for that: as Gracie Slick the lead singer of Jefferson Airplane said, If you remember the sixties, you weren’t there!
