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  IT HAD BEEN ONE OF THOSE EXTREMELY LONG WEEKS, AND ONE FRIDAY night’s sleep had only smoothed out the rough edges of how tired I was. I wasn’t sure how many months it had been since I had really looked up from my desk, and that morning, I finally had a moment to remember that there was a world outside my office.


  I was a low-level lawyer in the Boulder, Colorado, office of an international law firm, and as many other law firm associates have, I thought going to college, grad school, and law school and working hard at a law firm were the “smart” decisions for my financial future. After graduating from New York University School of Law, I had intentionally ignored the workhouse law firms of New York and gone back home to the Rocky Mountains and the “lifestyle oriented” law firms of Colorado. I had gotten my dream job doing venture capital and startup law in the deeply innovative Boulder entrepreneurial community, but still wanting to work at a sophisticated legal practice, I had ended up at a large firm with New York work hours anyway. I learned a great deal, and paying my dues with the stress from eighty-hour workweeks had been an acceptable trade-off.


  However, as I observed the lifestyles of the people ahead of me in their careers, it slowly dawned on me that the only reward awaiting me was working more hours, internalizing more stress, and continuing to be salary dependent with no end in sight. I thought I had invested in myself, but really, I had invested in a lifelong treadmill.


  The money was just not worth it. Yes, I could make enough money as an attorney to live well, but I had no time to actually live well. I wanted to feel passionate about my life. I wanted to wake up and be excited about the day. I thought of the partners in my firm, who were still on that treadmill despite years of experience, and realized: I don’t want this life.


  Striving for happiness through my law career wasn’t working, but I knew that pursuing happiness without any regard for money was unrealistic. The truth is, there is a special kind of happiness money can buy. It can buy liberation from a lawyer’s 6:00 a.m.-to-midnight grind. It can buy a house in a good school district. It can buy a permanent end to waking up at night anxious about medical bills, student loans, or a mortgage. And it can literally buy time and experiences and choices in life, like, say, a Porsche 911 and time to race it. The ability to do what you want feels like more than just happiness—it feels like joy. It feels like pure freedom.


  Looking out the cold window that morning, I did not feel joy. As much as I adored the people around me and my legal practice, there is a tipping point at which the pain caused by overwork makes the experience and salary of a job not worth it.


  I was ill. I hadn’t been able to properly digest food for about two years and I had begun vomiting randomly. I would get a high, twenty-four-hour fever out of the blue, or leave the office with a dizzy feeling like I had been hit in the head. I got tonsillitis, then got it again, and again, and again. I hid my symptoms from my coworkers as well as I could, which wasn’t very well. When I went on medication to control the vomiting, my doctor gently suggested that my illness was caused by stress. “I don’t feel stressed, I feel normal,” I promised her, and I meant it. I didn’t get that my “normal” was skewed.


  I should have seen that my body’s reaction was a warning from the universe that I had slipped away from doing what I was meant to do in my life—what ancient Indian texts call “living in dharma.” Being in your dharma should feel as smooth as floating in the current in a calm river. The river always flows in a straight line until it is forced to turn, which means you often are pointing in a different direction than your ultimate destination. And like that, zigging and zagging to try to find the current, we all make our way through life.


  I wasn’t zigging or zagging, though. I was toiling in the choppy waves, being slammed against the riverbank by the water, struggling to breathe and stay afloat, and I couldn’t remember that there was a smooth current right next to me if only I would zag.


  I had been down so long, it looked like up. My lack of work–life balance was particularly bad, but most of my friends, also in their mid-thirties, had the same types of jobs and similar stress. One lawyer friend had a mini-stroke on an airplane when flying overseas for work after months of almost no sleep. Another “burnt out” after months of intense work hours when he started seeing spots in front of his eyes and was unable to remember how to get home. Another had stress-related stomach problems so severe she was hospitalized twice. I knew at least three people who depended on weekly acupuncture appointments to function at work. It wasn’t only my generation. A friend’s father, a high-level manager at a well-known technology company, was the only person at his level to make it until his stock options vested—every other manager left for health reasons or passed away. When my friend told me about it, she said he was “the only one who lived.”


  Of course, work isn’t the only part of life that causes life-altering stress. One couple I knew were juggling kids and jobs and were so sleep deprived that they barely spoke to each other anymore, to avoid starting an inevitable argument. Another friend’s fiancé broke up with her, and she lost her love, her future, and her home in one day and had to scramble to find a place she could afford on her own and move in quickly. Money alone can’t solve these problems, but it certainly can buy some literal help—childcare, movers, security deposits—and create peace of mind.


  We are all exhausted and think it’s normal to feel that way because it’s so common. “Leaning in” to our work is considered the virtue—even though Sheryl Sandberg herself recently said she had not really understood how hard it is to succeed at work when you are overwhelmed at home.* We keep running on the treadmill because the challenge feeds our ambition, and if we stop, there sometimes aren’t any other treadmills to get on that will pay student loans.


  Still, I had been certain I could push through. It wasn’t all bad. Supporting my innovative clients was my favorite part of the job, and working with my whip-smart, pragmatic, and kind colleagues was a pleasure. However, when my family started to suffer too, that became more than I could bear.


  I had canceled plans with my dad, mom, and sister—and worked through Christmas—so many times that they stopped expecting me to show up; eventually, they stopped making plans with me because there was no point—we all knew I wouldn’t make it. Hard work and ambition are prized in my family, and they understood, but there was a tone of concern that had been growing strongly, and lately they had started making pointed comments about how this wasn’t going to work in the long term, and no job was worth the damage to my health. That January morning, thinking it over, I realized I needed to protect them, not hurt them.


  But I couldn’t get off the treadmill because I had student loans and a mortgage, and I loved a great deal about my work.


  I called one of my best friends from college, Kamala. “I don’t know what to do anymore, Kam. I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up.”


  She sighed. “Me too. I write every morning before work, but I hate what I write.” Kamala is an extraordinary writer and novelist who was getting up at 5:00 a.m. each day to write her second book, while working a day job in marketing. Her potential was being slowly buried by New York City rents. “I feel too tired all the time, and not creative. When I look ahead at the next few years I just think, Is this it? Am I going to keep struggling? Is this how it is?”


  “No,” I decided. “No. You’re too good of a writer to get stuck in a dead-end job. There’s no way that can be the end of your story.”


  “Well, it can’t be yours either. I think it’s clear. You have to leave that place. You just have to figure out how to financially afford it.”


  “It’s hard, though,” I prevaricated. “There is so much I love about my work. But honestly, I don’t see any way to do this job without working as much as I am.”


  “We’ve got to make this the year that we make real changes,” Kam decided. “We can’t keep living like this. It’s too . . . pointless.”


  “Foin,” I reluctantly agreed. Kamala coined the term “foin” when we were in college to mean “fine, I agree, but reluctantly and begrudgingly.” “I have no idea how anything can change, but I’ll put the intention out there.”


  “Me too,” she declared. “Maybe the universe will kick up some dust and shake things up a bit.”


  I knew Kamala and I weren’t the only ones who felt torn. My friends and I, all working in very different fields and having grown up in families of varying economic status, talked regularly about our similar dreams of having financial flexibility well before the time of official gold-watch-and-golf-course-style retirement to do whatever we want (if such a thing even exists anymore). “Financial freedom” could mean having just enough in the bank to add flexibility to our lives—to stay at a low-paying job we love and be able to easily support loved ones, to work part-time, to have reliable childcare, to quit a salaried job and start a nonprofit, to move to a safer neighborhood, to travel, to simply have a financial cushion in the bank for the apocalypse. To live the life each of us was born to live, whatever that might be. Then there is the ultimate goal: to be truly financially comfortable at the time that we want to fully retire or, even better, to be able to forget the money and just do what we love forever. That’s financial freedom.


  “Financial freedom” means something different to each of us. To me, financial freedom meant balance in my life: quitting my law firm job, getting healthy, and working with startup companies and entrepreneurs without the pressure of having to work ten hours per day. I wanted flexibility and a financial cushion that was large enough that I wouldn’t have to worry about the bills. I wanted to be debt-free.


  In my financial life, I realized that I lived with two selves: current self and future self, both of whom wanted to enjoy life and feel secure. Often, though, Present Danielle and Future Danielle were necessarily in conflict. All that New Age-y advice to live in the moment and not worry about the future was great for Present Danielle to abandon it all and tour the wineries of Tuscany, but not so great for Future Danielle to have food or shelter. Putting my nose to the corporate grindstone now was great for Future Danielle, but not for Present Danielle or my family. Living in the antagonistic relationship of my two financial selves felt constantly unstable. Present and Future Danielle needed to have a symbiotic relationship. I had to bring my financial selves into balance.


  I had to create that freedom. But I had no idea how.


  I started feeling some internal pressure. To figure. This. Out. The jitters started in my stomach. Maybe there was an easy fix? Or maybe there wasn’t. The jitters got worse, and I started getting antsy with anxiety. What on earth was I going to do? I needed to physically move. I got up from my big armchair, made some tea, and plomped back into my chair again.


  I called my dad. He knows a few things.


  “Dad, I’m thinking seriously about my career plan. What can I do to get some financial freedom so I can leave this job if I need to? What I want is to not be depending on this job—or any job, for that matter. I want to be able to do the work I want to do without worrying about financial issues. I want freedom money.”


  My dad replied, “Honey, that eighty-hour-a-week job at the law firm has clearly run its course for you. I think nature is telling your body that quite loudly. Now you have to figure out how to get some balance in your life and still somehow get the money you’ll need for the lifestyle you want, right?”


  “Right. I love so many parts of being a startup lawyer, but I want a life too.”


  “Okay, you love what you do and you’re really good at it. So, if you want this career, then the answer is obvious, right?”


  It is?


  “You have to start investing. Then you’ll have the money to have the choice. Right now, you have no choice.”


  Oh. Of course that’s what he was going to say. My mind drifted to all the times he had told me that already.


  My father, Phil Town, already has a life of financial freedom: he loves his job and he has the money to do whatever he wants to do. He knows how to create money starting from almost zero because he did it himself.


  After dropping out of college and getting dirty for a living as a young lieutenant in the U.S. Army’s elite Green Beret unit in Latin America and a platoon leader in Vietnam, while working as a river guide in the Grand Canyon,* my dad had a chance meeting with an investor who ended up teaching him how to use the value-based strategy of renowned investors Benjamin Graham and Warren Buffett. Value investing is an investment strategy to buy stocks based on financial fundamentals at prices below their value. It was first defined in 1934 by Benjamin Graham and David Dodd in their book, Security Analysis.


  
    A Note from Phil


    The basic ideas of investing are to look at stocks as businesses, use the market’s fluctuations to your advantage, and seek a Margin of Safety.


    —Warren Buffett


    If you want to get rich and stay that way, study Warren Buffett; he is simply the best investing teacher in the world. In 1956, he started the Buffett Partnership in Omaha, Nebraska, to invest his own money and that of family and friends. Over the next fourteen years his partnership returns averaged 31.5 percent per year and his $100 grew to $25 million (about $175 million in today’s dollars). A runaway success already, in 1969 he closed the partnership and urged investors to buy the stock of Berkshire Hathaway, a public company that Buffett and his investing partner, Charlie Munger, controlled from Omaha and into which he put his entire fortune. Through Berkshire, which became synonymous with Buffett, he bought shares of dozens of publicly traded companies like American Express and Coca-Cola, as well as entire companies like Geico and Dairy Queen. His original investors saw a $10,000 investment grow to $1.2 billion, which is why people call Buffett the Oracle of Omaha. Today, he is an elder statesman of the value investing world: at eighty-seven, he’s worth over $73.4 billion and continues to run Berkshire. Virtually all of the investing knowledge in this book comes from knowledge given to me by Warren Buffett and Charlie Munger.

  


  My dad took to investing like he had a lighted path showing him the way through the fog. After he turned $1,000 into over $1 million in five years, he then developed his own deep value investing strategy based on those methods called Rule #1, a name that pays homage to Buffett’s statement that there are only two rules of investing. Rule #1 is Don’t Lose Money. Rule #2? Don’t Forget Rule #1.


  Seems obvious, I know, like “buy low, sell high,” but simple isn’t the same as easy. My dad’s point is deeper than it sounds: buy a wonderful company (my dad calls companies he loves “wonderful”) when it is a bargain and only when you are certain that it will be worth more ten years from now than it is today. Then wait, sometimes for years, as the company does what wonderful companies do: becomes more valuable over time. Be so confident that you now own a great company that—even if the stock price goes down—you don’t worry and you stay with it until it goes back up and, ideally, you never sell. That’s how you “don’t lose money.” That’s Rule #1 investing.


  When my dad discovered that other people were interested in his investing strategy, he wrote two books about it—Rule #1 and Payback Time—both of which were New York Times number-one bestsellers. I read each of them when they came out and thought they were great, and then promptly forgot everything I read. I only found out recently that my dad correctly predicted the 2008 stock market crash in an appearance on CNBC, and he correctly called the bottom of the market in 2009. Now, he invests, plays polo, and hangs out on his horse farm outside Atlanta. He is incredibly passionate about educating people about how to invest on their own and they travel from all over the world to learn from him.


  I had never been one of them.


  I grew up in a little town in Iowa, where half the town, including my family, had moved there from other places to be part of a Transcendental Meditation community—with a university, a private school, and group meditation domes. Meditation and yoga were part of my school day. My dad was able to move his family there because his investing work could be done from anywhere.


  We had lived in a big house that my parents had designed and built together on a large property with a view of a cornfield and a large lake beyond—very Field of Dreams Iowa. My dad and I got into an accident at the house before it was completed, when I was five or six years old. We spent a lot of time together then, and I wandered around the half-built house with him fairly often to check its progress. That day, to shake some fallen cement off some thick drywall slabs that were leaning up against the hallway wall, he pulled the drywall slabs slightly toward us, but they just kept coming, against all his strength. He yelled at me to get out of there while he held the weight for a few extra seconds and backed into the stairwell. Once I scampered clear, the drywall fell over onto him and pinned his legs down, its weight slowly and inexorably crushing both tibias against the sharp, unfinished stair below. I crawled over the drywall slab and sat on the stairs above my dad’s head, getting more confused and scared about why he wasn’t getting up. “Can you go get help, honey?” he asked. I probably would have been screaming in his situation, but he was calm and no-nonsense. Green Beret training. No cell phones then, and we were out in the middle of nowhere. I started to understand that my dad could not get up, and I could barely breathe. I ran to the car and honked the horn, but we were out on an empty dirt road and no one passed by. There was a neighboring farm some ways away, and I was terrified to go to a big strange house alone, but I had no choice. I ran across the field, summoned the courage to knock on the door as loudly as I could, and whispered to the nice lady who answered that there was something wrong with my dad. I don’t remember what happened after that until we were at the hospital and he limped out on crutches with bandages on his legs, making jokes. After a week, he was fine. We had made it out together, as we did many things then, and we resumed our regular walks and bike rides and discussions and house inspections.


  Then my parents divorced. I was eleven, and my sister and I primarily lived with our mom, and our parents’ relationship could only be described as a war. The war meant that my sister and I suddenly didn’t have our dad with us every day, so when we did get to see him, neither of us particularly wanted to spend our dad time talking about long-term savings accounts or financial statements. We were focused on more important matters, like, oh, I don’t know, keeping our family together and wondering where we were going to live.


  My sister and I always knew that my dad made money and we would be fine financially, but the divorce rocked our world. It was a typical divorce horror show with my sister and me caught in the middle. Haruki Murakami once wrote, “There’s only one kind of happiness, but misfortune comes in all shapes and sizes.”* Ours was that my dad wasn’t around much anymore, and I couldn’t see any reason why, except that I wasn’t reason enough to stick around.


  The war created financial pressure too. Mom got a job teaching at the private school, she sold the house they had built, and we moved with our mom to Maharishi University Utopia Park—a trailer park for university students and faculty. It was a genuinely nice trailer park, but still, it was a big change. The night of our move from our house to the trailer, after a long day of moving and cramming our house of stuff into a trailer that could have fit into our old living room, and after months of being the strong older kid, I broke down and cried. Though neither of our parents wanted it to go that way, we lost access to love and money all at the same time, and that day it became real. I felt horrible about breaking down because my mom was miserable and I didn’t want to make her tough day worse, but I was so sad. I was twelve years old, but I crawled into her lap like a four-year-old and cried, and she cuddled me and promised it would be okay.


  She was so brave for us; she’d lost her husband, she had to move out of the house she’d designed and built, she was in a brutal money battle, and still, she had the emotional energy to comfort me. I will never forget her courage that night: to keep going, to keep being there. My mom tried to shelter us from the fallout from the divorce while my dad was out in California with his business.


  In my hurt and pain, I imagined him without me, out there living the life of a wealthy, single guy. It seemed so unfair, and I was angry about it. Mom made sure we had food and occasionally got to eat out for lunch in our little Iowa town, but suddenly there was no money for much more than necessities.


  My dad seemed to parachute in occasionally for the weekend and get a hotel and a Nintendo, and we would have a surface-level great time visiting with him, tinged with underlying horror at the whole situation. It was so stereotypically Disneyland Daddy, it was embarrassing. Mom would struggle to make ends meet and Dad would take us on a vacation to Club Med. It didn’t make sense, and yet, my sister and I loved him so much that being aware of how unfair the situation was didn’t make us less eager to visit with him.


  After two years, Dad came back, got a trailer in Utopia Park five doors down from ours, and my sister and I ran back and forth between their homes while our parents smoothed the waters of our post-divorce world. It was time for a major change for all of us. Mom and Dad moved us all to Jackson Hole, Wyoming, and got two houses within walking distance of each other on a ridge overlooking the valley. We started to put our lives back together as a separated family. It wasn’t always smooth or easy but they were both trying to make it better for all of us, and in spite of the wounds from the post-divorce years, it worked out. Money was no longer an issue, and in addition to their divorce settlement, Dad even paid for part of my mom’s expenses to go to graduate school. Now we celebrate major holidays with both our parents and they get along well, essentially as acquaintances who have a lot of water under that bridge. It works for us.


  In Jackson Hole, once I reached high school age, Dad started talking to me about investing. There was no way I could be convinced that whatever my dad was up to was in any way worthy of my time—to the contrary, it was by definition irreparably blemished by my deep feeling of abandonment. He would harangue my sister and me during a father-daughter meal or on a car ride about how we really needed to start investing, and we half listened and half avoided what he was saying.


  To him, investing was the best topic on earth; when he got on the subject, he was like that guy you get stuck with at a cocktail party who doesn’t realize that you don’t care how his day was—you were just making small talk. He loves running calculations in his head like I love reading celebrity gossip blogs—it’s just entertaining enough to be relaxing and neither of us cares if anyone else follows along. He can go on for hours. Eventually I learned to lapse into silence and eat my food until he was done with his math time. Then I’d change the subject and hope to immediately forget everything he had just said, because financial stuff seemed overwhelming and complicated, and the divorce had made things overwhelming and complicated enough already. Anything to do with investing was colored by my memories of my financial anxiety during the divorce years.


  Still, when I got into my twenties and discovered that I knew people who were buying stocks or had financial advisers, and that the stock market was something people other than my dad thought was worthwhile, I occasionally thought maybe I was being too prejudiced against what seemed to be a useful skill. My relationship with my dad was pretty good at that point, and I was becoming interested in what my dad did for a living to create wealth. Maybe I could become interested in investing if only I tried, I thought.


  So, I tried. I copied some friends and attempted day trading in college, something my dad does not encourage. I didn’t know how much I didn’t know and lost half my money in about two days, partly because I had so little to invest that the commission ate up potential gains and partly because the stocks just dropped on me despite my surefire combination of gut instinct and getting a hot stock tip from said friends. Quickly, I realized that the stock market was a quagmire I didn’t understand.


  Then, out of a continued sense that some mysterious “investing thing” would be a useful skill, and probably in hopes of understanding my dad a bit more, I spent one summer doing investment research for him, which really just meant entering numbers into spreadsheets. I was doing it by rote—his way, with his methods, and I didn’t try very hard to understand. It was the first time I saw him work up close—seeing how the sausage was made rather than him telling me about it—and I developed a strong respect for how much work he was doing and the investing method he developed. Still, it didn’t take.


  To a man with a hammer, everything looks like a nail. To my dad, investing on your own was the solution to everything.


  I came back to that January morning, and our phone call. “I don’t want to do my own investing, Dad,” I said to him. “It’s too hard and I don’t have the time, and it’s way too hard.” He started chuckling, so I kept going. “I’m busy. I mean, literal geniuses screw up investing in the stock market. It’s too hard. I don’t have the time to learn it.”


  Dad guffawed. “Are you trying to say that it’s hard and you’re busy?”


  “I’m glad you could read between the lines, because that’s exactly what I’m trying to say.”


  “Let’s run some calculations to see how long it could take you to have the freedom to leave the job and do whatever else you want to do.”


  “I can’t deal with it, Dad. I know what you’re going to say, and I’m sure my prospects are dire, but I’d rather just be conservative about this.”


  “Conservative!” He choked. “What is Rule #1?”


  “Don’t lose money,” I recited dryly.


  “What’s more conservative than that?”


  “I completely agree that not losing money is key, but is the stock market the best way to do that? I don’t trust the market. There must be a safer way.”


  He finally let up and changed the subject, and we hung up soon after. I knew what he would say, but I hoped this time would be different. I’d heard it a thousand times. He would create a spreadsheet and rattle off a thousand numbers too quickly for me to follow and tell me that if I would learn to invest like Warren Buffett, I’d be fine. No details. No real help.


  I was too tired to invest like Warren Buffett, whatever that meant. And I’d seen my dad’s facility with numbers. I had my talents. Numbers were not one of them. I was certain that I was not someone who should be messing around with my own money.


  Surely, there had to be another way that would get me to financial freedom. I put the problem to the back of my mind so I could focus on my legal practice, but as I went about my so-called life over the next few weeks, every time I took my stomach medication I tried to figure it out: What could I do to stop being a wage slave?


  The trouble was that the financial services system—which is really such an entrenched behemoth that it should be called the financial-industrial complex—was hardly a friendly face. The master-of-the-universe types yelling at each other on CNBC thoroughly put me off, the books and newspapers used a foreign financial language, and the two major recessions I had lived through taught me that the stock market is an untrustworthy business partner.


  I already felt as avoidant of the financial world as I did of learning to invest on my own. Still, I had to figure something out.


  The financial-industrial complex tells me that there are only two options to generate more money:


  
    	1.      HOARD. Stop buying anything fun or extra to save, save, save, and make only the most conservative investments; or


    	2.      ABDICATE. Give my money over to a money manager, to whom I should pay fees for the privilege of handing over my money, regardless of whether or not he loses my money.

  


  I certainly did not want to lose my own money myself, but I didn’t want anyone else to lose it either. I had timed my entries into the job market spectacularly badly. I graduated from college during the early-2000s recession and from law school during the late-2000s recession, both times when the financial-industrial complex was in desperate turmoil. These people did not seem to learn from their mistakes. Everyone looked like a genius when the market was going up, but when it dropped, the depth of their ignorance was exposed. Hoarding sounded safe, and safe sounded fantastic. I made an easy decision.


  I would become a financial hoarder.


  I was thrilled with my decision, and I started madly searching online to learn more. Where were the hoarding success stories of octogenarians throwing dolla-dolla bills in the air?


  I didn’t find any of those, but I did discover T-bills, which sound like fun but are not. A T-bill, or a treasury bond, is a bond issued by the U.S. Treasury Department and is guaranteed by the federal government, so is therefore considered to be a risk-free investment—at least, as risk-free as any investment can possibly be—because the government has a money-printing press. It’s such a worldwide standard for low-risk investing that the ten-year T-bill’s interest rate is called “the risk-free rate.” Any investment riskier than that would have to provide higher returns than the risk-free rate to make it worthwhile.


  Thank goodness the Internet could explain these things to me, because financial language intentionally keeps us “Normals” on the back foot when it comes to financial decisions and needing middlemen to facilitate even simple transactions. The Internet’s democratization of information, which let me quickly look up the jargon financiers spout, was the only weapon I had against them.


  I hatched my hoarding plan. I was going to, metaphorically speaking, save my money under my mattress. My nice little nest egg would go into a savings account, where I knew it would be safe. It wouldn’t grow much, I knew, but it wouldn’t get smaller either. I’d save as much as I could without destroying my lifestyle—getting the occasional Americano with a friend from the good coffee booth at the Boulder farmers market gave me life, and I needed those moments. I’d keep at this job as long as I physically could, pay off my student loans, ignore the ups and downs of the market entirely, watch my savings account grow, and maybe buy a T-bill if the interest rate went up. As long as I could hold out a few more years without anything really bad happening to my health, I could then move into a less-stressful position at a company. Done and done.


  And that, to me, was a win. In fact, my dad would also consider it a win. I was literally following Rule #1: Don’t Lose Money.


  Patting myself on the back, I was so excited about my plan to save my money that, when my dad stopped over for a few days in Boulder late in January, I bubbled over. He had business meetings nearby every now and then, and would try to stay over a weekend so we could hang out. We went out for Sunday brunch near my condo downtown, and I triumphantly announced my plan.


  “I’ve decided to save my money under my mattress. I’m going to save and figure out what to do with it later.”


  Silence. I knew he was thinking that he should have written in his books about savings accounts as a viable option in addition to active investment. C’est la vie, Dad. “Why hasn’t everyone thought of this genius plan to avoid losing money?” I asked.


  “Saving?” he responded. “Just saving?”


  “Yeah, I know that savings accounts don’t pay any interest. I know it’s not a growth strategy. But at least I’m not losing money. I’m following Rule #1 to the letter!”


  “What about inflation?” he asked.


  Inflation?


  “You know what inflation is, right?” he quizzed. I sort of did. I knew inflation existed. Everyone knew about inflation. Inflation means that prices go up and the buying power of money goes down over time. I didn’t know why. Something about how the government prints money and that more money floating around means money becomes less . . . less useful . . . less valuable . . . less good . . . just less? Foin, I couldn’t exactly define “inflation.”


  “Inflation means that the purchasing power of your money goes down because, to simplify it, the government wants people to have jobs so they encourage borrowing, and with more money floating around, consumers buy more stuff, and over time, the increased demand makes prices rise. Additionally, because companies try to meet the increased demand, they raise wages or create new jobs, so the economy grows. That also leads to higher consumption, which leads to more demand, higher wages, more jobs, and more consumption. It’s called the ‘virtuous cycle’ of inflation.”


  He pointed to his Coke—a special Sunday dose of sugar for him. “When I was a kid I could buy a Coke for a dime, and now I can buy a Coke for a dollar fifty. Same Coke. The value of that dime has gone down like a brick. When Ben Franklin said ‘A penny saved is a penny earned,’ a penny bought almost a dollar’s worth of stuff in today’s money. Since Ben’s time, inflation has reduced the buying power of a penny by more than 98 percent.”


  “That all makes perfect sense. More consumption, higher wages, more jobs equals ‘virtuous cycle.’ Why are you asking me about inflation?”


  “The only way to simply maintain today’s buying power of the money you have is by making more money on your money.”


  “No, no, no. You’re always saying that you prefer to ‘sit in cash’ instead of investing in overpriced companies and possibly losing money in the market. That’s what I’m doing. I’m ‘sitting in cash.’ ”


  “Okay, yes, you are technically ‘sitting in cash.’ But inflation is going to hurt you if you sit in cash for the long term. Inflation reduces the buying power of your dollars over time. So the dollar you save today will literally be worth less in buying power tomorrow. And less the next day, and less the next day, and a whole lot less in ten years, and massively less in thirty years—down to forty cents—without you doing anything at all.”


  
    [image: ]
  


  Thirty years from now it could easily cost almost $200,000 a year for today’s $80,000-a-year lifestyle.


  The deep financial hole created by inflation was beginning to come into focus. The truth was that I had to make 3 percent or better just to keep my money from becoming worth less each year. “Wait . . . you cannot be saying that saving literally makes me lose money without me doing anything wrong. I have to invest just to stay where I am? I have to invest just to tread water?”


  “That is exactly what I’m saying.” Dad looked a bit flummoxed that I was still surprised. He tried dumbing it down even more. “Inflation has a historical average of 3 percent per year, so you do have to get an average of about 3 percent return per year just to offset inflation.”


  It wasn’t that I didn’t understand. I got it, all right. But I had never applied the reality of inflation to my savings. He was speaking as though every adult human knew that they had to invest in order to keep up with the rate of inflation of 3 percent per year. Why hadn’t anyone told me before? Why hadn’t he told me before? Wait, did everyone know except me? I wondered. Was I failing adulting? Did I cut class the day we had the discussion to Make Sure You Get 3 Percent Per Year Because Inflation Is Certain Just Like Death and Taxes?


  “I thought of saving as a nice, neutral nonaction.” I sighed. “Just put some money aside somewhere each month and let it pile up nicely.”


  “It doesn’t, though.” Dad made it worse, and told me how the prices of some very important items go up at a rate even higher than inflation. His parents bought their starter home in Portland, Oregon, in 1951 for $5,000—the same as the annual salary my grandpa made as a novice bookkeeper. Finding a decent home you can buy for one year’s bookkeeper salary is hard to do now, and certainly impossible in desirable cities like Portland, where that same house would sell nowadays for $300,000, while even experienced bookkeepers in Portland make about $40,000 per year.


  “Inflation grew a bookkeeper’s salary by 800 percent in sixty-five years—an average of 3 percent per year compounded. But because of a desirable location, increasing population, government real estate loan guarantees, and tax policies, the price of the same house in Portland grew by 6,000 percent—about 7 percent per year compounded.”


  
    [image: ]
  


  Dad went on: “If your savings don’t grow, even going out to dinner at a good restaurant when you’re retired will become difficult, if not impossible. And don’t even get me started on health care. So, yes, you have to invest just to tread water, and you might need to make even more than 3 percent to stay above water.”


  “But everyone says to save! That’s the advice! Hoard! Save your money! Keep it safe! Rule #1: Don’t Lose Money!”


  Now he was openly laughing at me. Oh Lord, help me not stab this man with my fork. I’d lose my license to practice law.


  “The people who encourage saving mean that you should save instead of spending money. But because of inflation and the fact that what people buy will be more expensive ‘tomorrow,’ people spend all of their money and whatever they can borrow ‘today,’ so we need to be encouraged to save instead of spend. Nobody is saying, once you’ve saved some money, to keep it sitting in a savings account.”


  Well, crap. I just about jumped out of my chair in frustration. Even the people who had intimated that they thought saving was the way to go meant it only as a prelude to the real work? Saving wasn’t enough?


  “Saving is not enough,” my dad intoned. That he tried not to laugh only made me madder.


  “Inflation will actively destroy my savings,” I spluttered at him, still trying to process his words. I was slowly wrapping my mind around this crush of crappy information. “How could you not have ever told me this?”


  He laughed, maddeningly. “I did! I’ve told you this!”


  Not that I ever remembered. If he did ever say it, he didn’t bother to make sure I heard it.


  “Good Lord.” I talked it out, pretty much to myself: “So, it’s inextricable. I’m connected to this economy and this stock market whether I like it or not.”


  “Yup,” Dad confirmed for the fourteenth time. “You look like you want to crawl under the table and hide.”


  “No, I don’t want to hide, I just want to find a solution that isn’t me investing my own money! I thought I had found a solution, and now you’re telling me it actually loses me money very reliably.”


  Dad looked at me steadily. “Yeah.”


  “I am so frustrated,” I half screamed.


  I needed to move. We walked the few blocks back to my condo, and Dad thought nothing of it when I rolled onto the rug and got into a downward-facing dog yoga pose. My parents had raised me with Transcendental Meditation and yoga as a regular part of my life since I was little, so stretching into a yoga pose had become my own way to keep that frustration from settling in. I inhaled deeply into my lower back to try to put some breath into my solar plexus and flush out that horrid panic of having, for a long time, missed something important. The idea of inflation negatively affecting my savings was sinking in and I was starting to feel my brain turn somersaults, trying to find a way out of this situation. I had felt so safe with my money under my mattress. Now I felt like a rat had made its home under my mattress, and it was nibbling away at my hard-earned and much-treasured dollars one at a time, using them to make a giant rat’s nest.


  Dad had already plopped onto the couch, so I rolled into my big chair. He had started doing what he always does when he wants to explain financial anything: he opened Excel and made a spreadsheet, then turned it toward me. I half glanced at it. Spreadsheets weren’t my thing, and I wasn’t interested in deciphering it.


  He summarized it: “You can retire after thirty years of saving like Scrooge and living a spartan lifestyle, but your so-called retirement will last four years because the inflated cost of even a spartan lifestyle will wipe out your savings really quickly.”


  Well, that sounded . . . bad.


  “You see why I did what I did and started investing?” He took a breath. “I started thinking about money only after I’d been at an ashram in France meditating twelve hours a day for six months when I was twenty-eight years old. I had to get my Vietnam War experience out of me somehow, and that worked. I needed $4,000 to pay for room and board for the next six months and I didn’t have it. It was horrible to know that the only thing that stood between me and total enlightenment was money.”


  “Six more months of deep meditation would have made you enlightened?” I noted skeptically.


  “Well, in hindsight, no.” He laughed. “But it was what I wanted to do. It was all about spiritual freedom, at that time. And I didn’t get to do it because of money. When I got back to the U.S., I taught meditation and continued guiding river trips, but money was always an issue. I eventually met the guy who offered to teach me investing.* I took him up on it because I was tired of being broke all the time. Once I started learning, I could feel I was doing exactly the right thing—it was as easy as following the river current.”


  He didn’t get it. Investing did not make me happy. It made me terrified.


  If I did decide to be brave and take the plunge into an investment all by myself, I was certain that I would lose all the money I put in the market. My dad calls this the Emotional Rule of Investing: as soon as you buy a stock expecting it to go up, it will go down—entirely because you bought the stock. It’s like deciding which line to wait in. I always pick the line that looks the fastest, and as soon as I step in, it immediately slows to a halt. Buying stock seems pretty much the same as line-choosing, only with much higher consequences. But here’s the difference: You have to pick a line. You don’t have to pick a stock.


  When I think about all the factors that can go wrong to cause a company’s stock price to go down, I feel like I’m entering a dimly lit parking garage through an enclosed concrete stairwell with heavy doors at both ends, and I didn’t pack my pepper spray because it didn’t fit in my clutch and also I was afraid I would accidentally set it off in the crowded bar, and yes I had a few generously poured aged bourbons and still my radar is going off, saying, “Girl, don’t go into that concrete stairwell.” Tipsy fear is the worst kind, because if you can feel it through the buzz, you know it’s real bad. There are two types of people in the world—those who look at the Enclosed Concrete Stairwell and think nothing, and those who look at the Enclosed Concrete Stairwell and think, There’s a good possibility that this won’t end well for me. The first type is, more often than not, men; the second type is generally women. Men, you know that’s true—you have never noticed an enclosed concrete stairwell. Women, you know that’s true—you’re very aware of the Enclosed Concrete Stairwell on a deeply instinctual level and you also know that most men have never given it a second thought.


  Women investors tend to have a lower risk tolerance than men. A recent study showed only 4 percent of women who invested with Fidelity were willing to invest a substantial amount to achieve potentially higher returns, compared to 15 percent of men. At the same time, 90 percent of all women will be the sole financial decision maker for their households at some point in their lives. I certainly was for my own household, but my instinctual reaction to


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  Afterword


  I WAS WATCHING THE LIVE STREAM OF WARREN BUFFETT’S ANNUAL meeting in Omaha during the time Danielle and I were working on this book. He and Charlie Munger were taking questions from the audience, and one question was what they’d like their legacy to be. Buffett answered he’d like to be thought of as a good teacher.


  Warren Buffett is, of course, one of the wealthiest men in the world, a self-made man who started his investing career with $100, and a man who has given away more money to charity than anyone in the world—and yet here he was, telling us that none of that success matters to him as much as teaching us how to properly invest and be better people.


  I think he chose his legacy well.


  In my view, he and Charlie are among the most influential teachers in the last hundred years and, if judged by the financial impact of their teaching, perhaps the most important teachers of the modern era. Their long-term and consistently successful investing results have been one of the major anomalies for the Efficient Market Hypothesis paradigm and a spur to the efforts of the current generation of economists to dethrone EMH. They are responsible for creating not just wealth but, more important, knowledge about how to create wealth that can be passed down through family generations. This knowledge about investing to create “generational wealth” that I’ve tried to teach Danielle is not only about pure financial wealth, but also requires that your values be in charge of your money. And the coolest thing for me is that it was the deep connection between values and money that made this strategy of building wealth meaningful for Danielle.


  This was a big deal for me; I’ve been trying her whole life to get her interested in investing. When she was a baby, sometimes she’d get a tummy ache in the middle of the night and I’d walk around with her in the dark and sing “Ragtime Cowboy Joe” to her. It was a song my dad told me had magic powers for lulling babies off to sleep; apparently, it had worked on me. I’ve gotta say, I was skeptical, but every time I’d sing it to her, she’d quiet down, and sometimes, when she was settled down and comfortable in my arms, I’d walk around with her and tell her about the companies I was investing in. That would put her dead out.


  She and I were close from the very beginning of her life, but when she was young her mom and I split up, and Danielle felt I left her too, and that broke the trust she’d had in me. I never figured out how to earn it back. This book and the podcast we do together have given me another chance to be there for her, an opportunity I never expected to have. Her decision to trust in Warren and Charlie was also a decision to trust in me. I hope I’ve made the best of it.


  The opportunity to pass down to the next generation a set of ideas that hold the potential to create generational wealth is a game changer. Mohnish Pabrai, in his fine book The Dhando Investor, writes about the Patel family as an example of a family with generational wealth that is more valuable than their actual wealth because, no matter what happens, the knowledge about how to create wealth can’t be taken away. They knew how to own and run hotels, and when they immigrated to the United States in the 1960s with only a few thousand dollars and that knowledge, they bought a run-down motel and started over. Today, only fifty years later, the greater Patel family owns 40 percent of the hotels and motels in America. That is the power of a generational wealth strategy.


  I know this much: I’ve done the best I know how to teach Danielle well so that she can have her own resources to live the life she wants. I think she really does own this Rule #1 strategy, maybe in a way better than I do. When I learned it, it all just seemed like what Charlie said—“It’s all so easy and obvious; what would they have to do the rest of the semester?” But Danielle has had to dig deep to learn this, and I think that her efforts to understand have created a deep well of learning for all of us. It certainly has for me. There is an old saying that if you want to master something, teach it. I’d add that if you really, really, really want to master it, try to teach it to your really smart kid.


  What Warren and Charlie have done is revolutionary; they’ve created a strategy that, if carefully followed, can make anyone wealthy. Just as the Patel family’s generational wealth makes it possible for the family members who use it to become rich in the hospitality business, the Rule #1 investing strategy can make it possible for your family members to become rich from stock investing. Those of us who have followed that strategy owe a generational debt of gratitude to the grandfathers, Warren and Charlie, who gave us this wisdom. And I owe them a debt I can’t pay for giving me my daughter back.


  I love you, Danielle.


  —PHIL TOWN
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  Appendix


  The Rental House’s Story in Numbers


  
    
      
        	
          FINANCIAL STATEMENT

        

        	
      


      
        	
          No Income Statement or Balance Sheet

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Cash Flow Statement

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Net Income

        

        	
          $28,000

        
      


      
        	
          Operating Cash

        

        	
          $28,000

        
      


      
        	
          Maintenance Capital Expenditures

        

        	
          $4,000

        
      


      
        	
          Growth Capital Expenditures

        

        	
          $0

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Growth Rate

        

        	
          3%

        
      


      
        	
          OWNER EARNINGS

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Owner Earnings (Net Income plus Depreciation & Amortization plus Net Change: Accounts Receivable plus Net Change: Accounts Payable plus Income Tax plus Maintenance Capital Expenditures)

        

        	
          $24,000

        
      


      
        	
          FREE CASH FLOW

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Free Cash Flow (Net cash provided by operating activities plus Purchase of Property & Equipment plus (any other capital expenditures for maintenance and growth)

        

        	
          $24,000

        
      

    
  


  Lemonade Stand’s Story in Numbers


  
    
      
        	
          FINANCIAL STATEMENT

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Income Statement

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Revenue/Sales

        

        	
          $10,000

        
      


      
        	
          Expenses

        

        	
          $8,000

        
      


      
        	
          Income Tax

        

        	
          $500

        
      


      
        	
          Net Income (Revenue minus Expenses)

        

        	
          $2,000

        
      


      
        	
          Balance Sheet

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Assets

        

        	
          $6,000

        
      


      
        	
          Liabilities

        

        	
          $1,000

        
      


      
        	
          Equity (Assets minus Liabilities)

        

        	
          $5,000

        
      


      
        	
          Cash Flow Statement

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Net Income (brought over from the Income Statement)

        

        	
          $2,000

        
      


      
        	
          Depreciation & Amortization (brought over from the Income Statement)

        

        	
          $1,000

        
      


      
        	
          Net Change: Accounts Receivable

        

        	
          ($300)

        
      


      
        	
          Net Change: Accounts Payable

        

        	
          $100

        
      


      
        	
          Net Cash (provided by operating activities)

        

        	
          $2,800

        
      


      
        	
          Maintenance Capital Expenditures (not provided on financial statements; review Cash Flow Statement for maintenance-related capital expenditures and add them up)

        

        	
          ($500)

        
      


      
        	
          Growth Capital Expenditures (not provided on financial statements; review Cash Flow Statement for capital expenditures and add them up)

        

        	
          ($800)

        
      


      
        	
          Owner Earnings (Net Income plus Depreciation & Amortization plus Net Change: Accounts Receivable plus Net Change: Accounts Payable plus Income Tax plus Maintenance Capital Expenditures)

        

        	
          $2,800

        
      


      
        	
          Free Cash Flow (Net cash provided by operating activities plus Purchase of Property & Equipment plus (any other capital expenditures for maintenance and growth) (not typically provided on financial statements, but The Lemonade Stand is a very thorough company)

        

        	
          $1,500

        
      


      
        	
          MOAT: THE BIG FOUR GROWTH RATES

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Net Income Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          18%

        
      


      
        	
          Book Value/Equity Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          16%

        
      


      
        	
          Sales Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          17%

        
      


      
        	
          Operating Cash Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          18%

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Growth Rate

        

        	
          16%

        
      


      
        	
          MANAGEMENT NUMBERS (LOOKING FOR 10% OR HIGHER)

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Return on Equity (ROE)

        

        	
          40%

        
      


      
        	
          Return on Invested Capital (ROIC)

        

        	
          33%

        
      


      
        	
          Long-Term Debt

        

        	
          $1,000

        
      


      
        	
          Can Free Cash Flow pay off debt in less than 2 years?

        

        	
          yes

        
      


      
        	
          OWNER EARNINGS

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Owner Earnings (Net Income plus Depreciation & Amortization plus Net Change: Accounts Receivable plus Net Change: Accounts Payable plus Income Tax plus Maintenance Capital Expenditures)

        

        	
          $2,800

        
      


      
        	
          FREE CASH FLOW

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Free Cash Flow (Net cash provided by operating activities plus Purchase of Property & Equipment plus (any other capital expenditures for maintenance and growth)

        

        	
          $1,500

        
      


      
        	
          MARGIN OF SAFETY NUMBERS

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Earnings Per Share (EPS)

        

        	
          $20

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Growth Rate

        

        	
          16%

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Price-to-Earnings (P/E) Ratio

        

        	
          22

        
      


      
        	
          Minimum Acceptable Rate of Return

        

        	
          15%

        
      

    
  


  Whole Foods’ Story in Numbers (2015)


  
    
      
        	
          FINANCIAL STATEMENT

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Income Statement

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Revenue/Sales (Whole Foods also adds Investment Income)

        

        	
          $15,406,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Expenses

        

        	
          $14,870,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Income tax

        

        	
          $342,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Net Income

        

        	
          $536,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Balance Sheet

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Assets

        

        	
          $5,741,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Liabilities

        

        	
          $1,972,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Net Equity (Assets minus Liabilities) (provided on financial statements)

        

        	
          $3,769,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Cash Flow Statement

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Net Income

        

        	
          $536,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Depreciation & Amortization

        

        	
          $439,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Net Change: Accounts receivable

        

        	
          ($21,000,000)

        
      


      
        	
          Net Change: Accounts payable

        

        	
          $20,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Net Cash Provided by Operating Activities/Operating Cash

        

        	
          $1,129,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Maintenance Capital Expenditures

        

        	
          ($335,000,000)

        
      


      
        	
          Growth Capital Expenditures (Development Cost of New Locations)

        

        	
          ($516,000,000)

        
      


      
        	
          Total Capital Expenditures

        

        	
          $851,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Owner Earnings (Net Income plus Depreciation & Amortization plus Net Change: Accounts Receivable plus Net Change: Accounts Payable plus Income Tax plus Maintenance Capital Expenditures) (like The Lemonade Stand, Whole Foods is a very thorough company and provides Cash Flow numbers on p. 22 of their 2015 10-K)

        

        	
          $981,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Free Cash Flow (Net Cash Provided by Operating Activities minus Total Capital Expenditures) (p. 22 of 2015 10-K)

        

        	
          $278,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          MOAT: THE BIG FOUR GROWTH RATES

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Net Income Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          20%

        
      


      
        	
          Book Value/Equity Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          10%

        
      


      
        	
          Sales Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          10%

        
      


      
        	
          Operating Cash Growth over past 10 years

        

        	
          5%

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Growth Rate

        

        	
          14%

        
      


      
        	
          MANAGEMENT NUMBERS (LOOKING FOR 10% OR HIGHER)

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Return on Equity (ROE)

        

        	
          15%

        
      


      
        	
          Return on Invested Capital (ROIC)

        

        	
          16%

        
      


      
        	
          Long-Term Debt

        

        	
          $62,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          Can Free Cash Flow pay off debt in less than 2 years?

        

        	
          yes

        
      


      
        	
          OWNER EARNINGS

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Owner Earnings (Net Income plus Depreciation & Amortization plus Net Change: Accounts Receivable plus Net Change: Accounts Payable plus Income Tax plus Maintenance Capital Expenditures)

        

        	
          $981,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          FREE CASH FLOW

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Free Cash Flow (Net Income plus Depreciation & Amortization minus Maintenance Capital Expenditures and Growth Capital Expenditures)

        

        	
          $278,000,000

        
      


      
        	
          MARGIN OF SAFETY NUMBERS

        

        	
      


      
        	
          Earnings Per Share (EPS)

        

        	
          $1.48

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Growth Rate

        

        	
          14%

        
      


      
        	
          Windage Price-to-Earnings (P/E) Ratio

        

        	
          28

        
      


      
        	
          Minimum Acceptable Rate of Return

        

        	
          15%

        
      

    
  


  Superinvestors with Audited Track Records


  
    
      
        	
          Investor

        

        	
          Relationship to Graham or Buffett

        

        	
          Investing Years

        

        	
          Rate of Return

        

        	
          Source

        
      


      
        	
          Ben Graham

        

        	
          Father of value investing and Warren Buffett’s mentor

        

        	
          25

        

        	
          17%

        

        	
          Investopedia

        
      


      
        	
          Walter Schloss

        

        	
          Worked for Graham

        

        	
          28

        

        	
          21%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Tom Knapp

        

        	
          Graham student

        

        	
          15

        

        	
          20%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Warren Buffett

        

        	
          Worked for Graham

        

        	
          13

        

        	
          29%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Bill Ruane

        

        	
          Graham student

        

        	
          13

        

        	
          18%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Charles Munger

        

        	
          Buffett partner

        

        	
          13

        

        	
          20%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Rick Guerin

        

        	
          Munger friend

        

        	
          19

        

        	
          33%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Stan Perlmeter

        

        	
          Buffett friend

        

        	
          17

        

        	
          23%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Washington Post Fund Manager #1

        

        	
          Buffett student

        

        	
          5

        

        	
          27%

        

        	
          Buffett lecture at Columbia

        
      


      
        	
          Washington Post Fund Manager #2
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