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Dedication

To my grandchildren—Alice, Andie, Ari, Bailey, Hayden, Kylie, Maddie, Sloane, Spencer, and Stella—in the hope that our quest for faster cures will free you and everyone of your generation from having to face many of today’s life-threatening diseases
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Foreword

Winning the Battle

By Andrew von Eschenbach, MD

Less than seventy years ago, medicine as an art started to give way to medicine as a science. The inflection point was the discovery of DNA’s structure. Before then, we could only observe the results of diseases, such as cancer, without having much in our arsenal to treat them effectively. The change occurred when medical scientists began to understand the mechanisms of disease at the genetic, molecular, and cellular level. A torrent of fundamental discoveries began to emerge from research laboratories.

Research, however, does not alleviate the suffering of patients. Research must be translated into clinical therapies before any of us can benefit. This involves grant applications, experimentation, publication, peer review, patenting, licensing, commercial investment, preclinical studies, clinical trials, regulatory review and approval, manufacturing, distribution, and more. By the early 1990s, discovery was rapidly outpacing this infrastructure for developing and delivering medical solutions. In one of the most fortuitous and profound coincidences of medical history, that’s when Michael Milken assumed a leadership role—by transforming and accelerating the research and development process.

Mike was determined to improve the system, first for cancer and then for all life-threatening diseases. He wasn’t alone in recognizing the problems—they were apparent to everyone in the field. What set him apart—what defined his genius—was the way he used a unique combination of energy, perceptiveness, and skill to create solutions. He advocated for and largely implemented new efficiencies and greater collaboration. That transformed the way many medical and scientific investigators did their work and exchanged data. No one in recent years has done more to advance the fight against serious disease.

The impact of organizations Mike launched—the Milken Family Foundation, the Milken Institute, CaP CURE, the Prostate Cancer Foundation, FasterCures, the Melanoma Research Alliance, and others—has been widely reported. Now he has wrapped them into the broader context of a lifetime’s work. His narrative begins in childhood during the 1950s, moves on through his awakening to the tragic consequences of disease among family and friends, and then continues with his inspired efforts in medical research and public health that incorporated innovations he developed in finance.

Over the last thirty years, it has been my privilege to work in parallel with Mike on several of his initiatives to help accelerate a biomedical revolution. Thanks to that revolution, we now can not only detect and eliminate many diseases more successfully, but also prevent and control them. The tools we deploy are no longer limited to the life sciences—physical, computational, and materials sciences play a growing role.

Advances in medicine since the 1950s have been astounding: polio all but eliminated, heart disease cut in half, AIDS mostly controlled, cancer heading down, several hereditary defects corrected, COVID vaccines in record time. We should all be grateful to the dedicated researchers whose work has helped give us extra decades to enjoy life. That, says Mike Milken, is only the beginning. Exponential progress lies ahead as new discoveries arrive with breathtaking speed. Some therapies now entering the clinic would have been considered science fiction less than a decade ago. As a result, millions of patients are living longer.

Mike’s personal journey, as told in this memoir, is an enlightening reflection on the path of progress. It is even more valuable as a road map to a future in which patients’ hopes become reality.

Following three decades as an oncologist, surgeon, and medical executive, Dr. Andrew C. von Eschenbach was named director of the National Cancer Institute in 2001. From 2006 to 2009, he served as commissioner of the United States Food and Drug Administration. He is currently president of Samaritan Health Initiatives and an adjunct professor at the University of Texas MD Anderson Cancer Center.




Introduction

The Rivers of a Life



Three rivers converge near downtown Pittsburgh. The Allegheny rises from a spring on Cobb Hill in Potter County, Pennsylvania. It widens and deepens when joined by many tributaries as it races southwest to unite with the Monongahela. Their confluence becomes a third major river—the Ohio—and continues for another thousand miles through the heart of America. Hundreds of smaller streams add volume.

Sometimes my life seems like a river with three main tributaries of interest—science, education, and access to capital. These commingled with personal values—commitment to family and community—instilled by my parents. Over time, science focused increasingly on medical research and public health; education on student achievement and teacher development; business on job creation and the democratization of finance. Thousands of friends and associates contributed to the mix, each a stream that influenced and enlarged the whole.

This book invites you to join me on a personal journey highlighting stories of challenges and triumphs in medical science. Some of our initiatives in education and finance are also part of the narrative because they help define me. But this is not an autobiography. I intend to write a future volume on education—including development of the Milken Center for Advancing the American Dream and such programs as the Milken Educator Awards, the Milken Scholars, and the International Finance Corporation–Milken Institute Capital Markets Program.

My future plans also include a third book covering my years on Wall Street, beginning in 1969, which have been chronicled extensively, but not accurately. Those years ended with a prosecution that manufactured a false profile of me—it was the antithesis of how I lived my life and who I am. The process even held members of my family hostage. Under intense public scrutiny that affected my loved ones, I decided not to drag it out through years of fighting in court as others who prevailed chose to do. Although I was incarcerated for twenty-two months, my lifelong dedication to the democratization of capital was undiminished. That mission simply shifted to the nonprofit arena with the launch of the Milken Institute. I look forward to writing about this. As the English philosopher Francis Bacon said, “Truth is the daughter of time, not of authority.”

WHAT THIS BOOK IS ABOUT

The stories in the following chapters tell of important events in my life. The early innovations in finance turned out to be a template for much of what we’ve accomplished in the search for faster cures.* That search includes our programs to accelerate the work of medical pioneers whose achievements have changed the course of history.

I’ll also touch briefly on other issues involved in my financial work: what I saw that others missed in the capacity of certain innovations to create jobs. Why, despite initial resistance to those innovations, they became the foundation for much of the world’s financial markets. When we provided financing for such key industries as cable, cellular phones, energy, healthcare, housing, media, and telecommunications, the goal was more than wealth creation. Everyone who worked with me understood that no matter what level of success we achieved, we all wanted meaningful lives for our children; and they wouldn’t have that unless all children in society had an opportunity. That understanding is the basis of the American dream. It provides the motivation for building our Center for Advancing the American Dream.

Here I’ve written about matters of health including the emotional devastation of my father’s fatal illness and my children’s medical issues. How my life (and the life of my wife, Lori) was turned upside down when we thought our first son might die and when our daughter was born very small and fragile. How we bonded with parents everywhere who can never rest when faced with such unpredictable threats as childhood epilepsy, potentially fatal allergies, or type 1 diabetes.

One of my goals is to provide you with useful information and a realistic perspective because you and your family, like all families, have had to deal with life-threatening issues (or will someday). Financial resources can help, but they do little to prepare people for the emotional burden of disease. I would have traded all my financial success if it could have saved my father’s life, brought back other relatives and friends stricken in their prime, or cleared an easier path for my children. Perhaps my experiences can lighten some of the burden for others.

You’ll read about our meetings with health leaders, industry CEOs, government officials, and others as we developed new strategies and figured out what could work. You’ll see why we rejected the advice of the American Cancer Society, which initially thought our 1998 March on Washington would “fragment the movement.” And you’ll understand why, a dozen years later, we used a totally different strategy to convene the leaders of bioscience in an innovation retreat and then—a year after that—to reenergize the nation’s commitment in what we called the Celebration of Science.

There’s nothing wrong with writing checks to support good causes. We’ve done it extensively. But such charitable giving is not enough to change the underlying research process. Instead, we set out to build a more effective and efficient research infrastructure; to create a model that others could use in pursuit of faster solutions for all life-threatening diseases.

We began by recruiting top scientists and physicians to careers in medical research and public health, making it easier and more worthwhile for them to communicate with each other, and removing bureaucratic roadblocks that impeded their efforts. Our funding jump-started the process so that others, including government and industry, would follow our lead. In the search for faster cures that save lives, we worked to make the scientific, translational, and clinical processes more fulfilling and productive pursuits.

The message to other health advocates, foundations, and disease-specific organizations was inclusive. We invited them to join our efforts toward substantially increasing funding for every type of medical research. They had a front-row seat at our planning meetings for events like the March on Washington, the Celebration of Science, our Future of Health Summits, and relevant panels at the annual Milken Institute Global Conferences. We didn’t ask these other groups to help fund events, but always sought their input. The idea was that by sharing our thinking on how to improve the research process, we would all benefit.

In 1998, we told these organizations that everyone stood to gain if Congress doubled the National Institutes of Health budget, which was an important goal of that summer’s March on Washington. The March itself focused on cancer, not because noncancerous diseases were less worthy of support, but because cancer would draw the greatest attention on Capitol Hill. It was—and remains—a condition that touches nearly every family, including the families of senators, representatives, and their staffs. But every disease-specific group, we assured them, would be part of our campaign.

WHY HEALTH AND MEDICAL RESEARCH?

The focus on health and medical research is important because:


	Health affects everyone on the planet. With improved medical outcomes, we will be able to pass along more of our knowledge, wisdom, and life experiences to future generations. Effective health interventions improve the quality of life in addition to its length.

	Medical research has intersected with every stage of my life from childhood awareness of polio in the 1950s through our recent efforts to accelerate cures for a wide range of diseases.

	We’ve all learned crucial public health lessons from the COVID-19 pandemic. It has tested everything we thought we knew about treating disease and has shown the inestimable value of long-term research. Decades of previous investments underlay the astonishingly rapid development of vaccines and therapies.

	The future of bioscience is incredibly promising. We can look forward to great progress in such areas as cancer, the brain, the immune system, and infectious diseases. Scientists working on multi-cancer early detection have developed technologies that will save countless lives. Others are beginning to understand the fundamental mechanisms of aging. It’s a magnificent opportunity: For the first time in history, we can realistically aspire to eliminate much of the burden of serious disease. It won’t be easy.



One goal of this book is to share what has driven me for five decades . . . and what I’ve learned from that work. The original “blueprint” for my life—to borrow a phrase from a 1967 Martin Luther King Jr. speech—was to become a scientist or an astronaut. Then a dramatic 1965 encounter altered it. The blueprint changed again in the 1970s when a series of family medical issues refocused my goals. My own terminal cancer diagnosis in 1993 led to yet another change in my approach to medical research. On reflection, I have a better understanding of why my lifelong quest to speed the pace of discovery has been so central to who I am. My process of self-discovery led me to the conclusion that medicine can now offer people controls and cures for life-threatening diseases within their own lifetimes. In other words, we can discover cures faster than the historical trend suggests.

Remember that science as we know it, especially medicine, has evolved only over the past two centuries and the rate of change is accelerating. As recently as the nineteenth century, people suffered through gruesome surgeries without anesthesia, childbirth without antiseptic procedures, and all manner of intractable infections. Fortunately, medicine has advanced from that dark past to the prospect of a bright future that will transform society in the years ahead.

A theme woven throughout these pages is the triumph of science over conventional wisdom and fear. At the height of the 1950s polio epidemic, economists predicted that the twentieth century would end with America spending $100 billion a year on “iron lung hotels.” Diagnosed with lung cancer in 1964, the actor John Wayne told the world he had “the big C” and everyone assumed his death was imminent. (He lived another fifteen years and made more than twenty additional movies.) In the 1980s, one analysis estimated that, by the year 2000, AIDS patients would fill half of all hospital beds. In 2020, the COVID pandemic instilled such fear that officials in California speculated about two million future deaths in that state alone.

Science met these challenges in the form of the Salk and Sabin polio vaccines, public health campaigns, statins, antiretroviral therapy cocktails, advanced nutrition, genome sequencing, immunotherapies, monoclonal antibodies, mRNA vaccines, noninvasive surgeries, powerful new diagnostic scans, artificial intelligence, and CRISPR gene editing.

My professional journey, beginning in the 1960s, intersected with many of these advances. My personal journey, however, began a decade earlier in a typical mid-century American family. It proceeded through childhood adventures; the influence of my father’s early struggles; the collegiate free-speech movement; an awakening to the roots of social disparities; the challenges of a young parent; and success in my financial career.

The middle sections of this book describe a major health crisis and how it accelerated my work on a broad campaign to strengthen the impact of medical research and public health. (Fortune magazine said it “changed medicine.”) The later chapters look at emerging technologies, the lessons of COVID-19, and prospects for a healthier future. I conclude with some thoughts on meaningful lives.

THE GREATEST ACHIEVEMENT

The idea for this volume began with a look back on five decades of interaction with thousands of patients and professionals in medicine, science, and public health. To understand the importance of their efforts, consider this question: What is the greatest achievement in the history of civilization? Some would argue it’s the invention of the wheel, the origination of agriculture, or the evolution of communication from cave drawings to the printing press to the internet. Others might cite such concepts as the development of trade, the rule of law, and democracy.

These are epochal accomplishments. But in my opinion, the greatest achievement is the twentieth and twenty-first centuries’ worldwide extension of life spans and improvements in quality of life. You can understand just how remarkable this is by comparing the rapid progress in the last century to the slow advance of longevity over four million years since the appearance of the first prehuman hominids. Today, it’s not unusual to have great-grandchildren.

Our earliest ancestors survived for about twenty years. By 1900, people throughout the world lived an average of only thirty-one years, although it was forty-seven in the United States. Of course, that average was reduced by the prevalence of infant mortality, especially in poverty-stricken developing nations. Still, it’s surprising that in the entire development of our species up until 1900, the average increased only eleven years.

One hundred years later—the blink of an eye in evolutionary terms—life spans on earth had more than doubled to sixty-seven. Today they’re about seventy-four worldwide. Some countries have achieved averages as high as eighty-five. In Monaco, it’s almost ninety. We reached these milestones mostly by preventing and curing more than a dozen infectious diseases that plagued humans for millennia.

[image: image]

As recently as 1900, one out of every five newborns in America died before celebrating a fifth birthday. The leading causes of death were pneumonia, tuberculosis, and enteritis with diarrhea—all infectious. Thanks largely to progress in sanitation and the development of vaccines and antibiotics, those diseases are now far less common. Today, at least four of every five people live into their sixties and death comes most often from cardiovascular disease and cancer. Happily, the burden of heart conditions and many types of cancer has fallen sharply.

There’s also a remarkable economic benefit. In real, inflation-adjusted terms, the per capita productivity of advanced economies is eight times that of the nineteenth-century average. And half of all economic growth over the past two hundred years is directly linked to progress in medical research and public health.*

That’s a key reason for the focus of this first book. Some financial market prognosticators tend to overlook health’s economic significance by citing recent “disruptive” technologies as the basis for growth. Of course it’s true that advances in communications, energy, and mobility supported much economic expansion since 1900. That growth would have been greatly diminished, however, if not for the improved health and longevity of the population.

Unfortunately, the benefits of medical and public health advances are not evenly distributed around the world. Those of us in the wealthier nations live years, often decades, longer than the average African, Latin American, or South Asian. And serious health inequities persist in the developed world. The Milken Institute’s programs to address both of these disparities have made some headway. In February 2020, before the COVID-19 pandemic fully emerged as a massive global crisis, we had just spent ten days in the Middle East and Africa. We went there to work on advancing economic development and public health.

The long flight back from Johannesburg, South Africa, to Los Angeles gave me time to outline some of the ways the Institute and our related medical organizations could contribute to solutions for what was starting to look like a major pandemic. How, I asked, might our experiences in medical science and public health be deployed? One idea was to combine everything I’d learned over the previous five decades with the insights of others who were leading the COVID-19 battle. The result is a series of podcasts that frame the issues, point to solutions, and outline strategies. (These podcasts and transcripts are at www.fastercuresbook.com.)

MY PERSONAL JOURNEY

This book is a narrative of hope. Not just the hope of longer lives, but also healthier, more meaningful lives for people everywhere. The concluding chapter brings the narrative full circle by focusing on a single recent day that encompassed the three rivers of my life as reflected in the achievements of several extraordinary people.

The poet William Wordsworth famously wrote, “The child is father of the man.” So this personal journey begins in childhood, a time when my innate curiosity was nurtured. It helps explain the path that took me to the frontiers of medical science . . . and beyond.




Part I

Preparing for Today’s Challenges




One

Setting the Stage

“Optimistic” seems the best way to describe the America I knew in the 1950s. Having confronted the Great Depression and World War II, my mom and dad, like many young parents, felt their children would inherit a better world.

When I was born in 1946—one of the first baby boomers—we lived in an apartment near downtown LA. Two years later, we moved to a larger apartment when my brother, Lowell, was born. Then, in 1952, our family joined thousands of other Los Angeles households moving “over the hill” to a house in the more affordable San Fernando Valley. We settled in the middle-class community of Encino.

Lowell and I shared a bedroom in our house on Densmore Avenue. Although only about 1,300 square feet, it was a nurturing home for our close family. My parents liked to host monthly dinner-and-bridge parties for a group of their friends. Eight couples sat at four card tables in our combined living-dining room.

The game of bridge requires knowledge, intuition, and common sense to figure out the cards in other people’s hands. I had learned how to play and loved the game because it combined quantitative knowledge (counting the cards) and qualitative assessment of what different players are likely to do (how they bid and play their hands). Of course, I wasn’t part of this competition, but I had a different competition in my mind one autumn Saturday night in 1954 when I was eight. After preparing all week, my excitement grew as the weekend approached. I planned to talk to these adults about facts and trends from my favorite book, the World Almanac and Book of Facts. Because the rules of bridge decree that one of the four players at each table bows out of the game at a certain point in each hand, there was always someone to engage on my own. Sometimes I’d just quiz that player about a fact gleaned from my reading. But my goal wasn’t to stump the adult; it was to learn about how the world worked (and how it was changing)—to learn not just what happened, but why things happened.

The guests arrived after Lowell’s bedtime, but as the older boy, I was allowed to stay up later. This would be my only chance for another month. Of course, I could ask them about things like the names of past presidents, the year women got the vote, or the distance to the nearest star. Like most kids who read science fiction comics, I knew the speed of light and plenty of other science facts. But that would just be showing off. Better to learn by seeing the world through other people’s eyes. These adults could teach me things beyond schoolwork; things I could later discuss with Mom and Dad at the dinner table.

From the time I could read, facts had fascinated me. I couldn’t wait until the mail carrier delivered the almanac once a year. Many nights, I’d read it with a flashlight under the covers.

Then my parents bought an entire encyclopedia set. It had thousands, tens of thousands of facts jammed into two dozen volumes I could pick up and savor!
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At age 4, with my parents and younger brother Lowell.


However, the encyclopedia had a major drawback: it quickly went out of date. The advantage of the almanac was that it showed how the world was changing year to year. I learned all the state capitals, the deepest lakes, the highest mountains. Interesting facts, but unchanging. I was more interested in how the world was changing year to year. The populations of some countries grew faster than others; America produced more or fewer cars in certain years; the stock market rose and fell. I wanted to know what was behind these changes.

Later, in junior high school math, I would learn that the first derivative of any equation is the amount it changes over time; and the second derivative is the change in the rate of change. Intuitively, this is what my eight-year-old mind was grasping as I compared facts from different years.

It would be another fifteen years before I concluded that “The Best Investor Is a Social Scientist,” the title of my first speech on Wall Street. Yet looking back, it’s clear that my early childhood curiosity—that hunger for learning—was where it started. I wanted to assimilate diverse facts into useful social theories.

Still, sometimes I couldn’t resist producing a number or date so obscure it would startle the adults.

[image: image]
On my way (age 5).



One of the bridge players considered himself a real expert on baseball. He talked about it all the time. This Saturday night, he mentioned an amazing over-the-shoulder catch that the great Willie Mays had made a few days earlier in Game One of the 1954 World Series at New York’s Polo Grounds. It remains one of the most famous defensive plays in baseball history. Aha! An opening for a question: Can anyone tell me how far deepest center field is from home plate at the Polo Grounds? What a disappointment that no one knew it was 483 feet.

At dinner before the bridge game that night, the adults discussed the recent Supreme Court decision in Brown v. Board of Education declaring racial segregation in schools to be unconstitutional. Even though they had strong opinions about the case, no one came close to having the correct answer when I asked a related question based on a statistic I had read: What percent of the US population were non-white minorities?* Almost everyone guessed about twenty percent—nearly double the actual figure of 10.5 percent. Nobody, I concluded, knows everything. It was the first, but not the last, time I had this feeling. Later in life, I learned that most people’s knowledge of “facts” was usually based on what someone else had told them, not on firsthand experience or research.

Why didn’t these wise people know the answers? They were intelligent adults and weren’t shy about expressing their views on events they’d heard about in the news. Yet even with all the years they’d had to learn, they didn’t know much of the information that was so easy to look up. It seemed illogical.

As I would eventually come to understand, many things that seem logical are not always true. It seems logical that financial markets adjust interest rates in exact proportion to risk; that stress causes ulcers; that bed rest should be prescribed for heart-attack survivors; or that red meat is the best source of dietary protein. All seem logical. All are wrong.

THE JOY OF NUMBERS

Interpreting facts was always part of my family’s nightly dinner table conversation. Not facts for their own sake, but information that helped make sense of the world. We’d discuss the latest TV shows, or global events, or how postwar economic expansion and the baby boom were affecting my father’s business clients. As an accountant and a lawyer, he saw their changing fortunes up close. He gave my brother Lowell and me an early understanding of the risks entrepreneurs took every day. He’d quiz me about what I’d learned in class and show genuine interest in my elementary school lessons.

As early as kindergarten, I liked numbers and was always proud to demonstrate my math skills. Just as some people who have a feel for music become composers, I had a feel for math and knew I wanted a career that included it—probably as a scientist. Handheld calculators hadn’t yet been invented, but arithmetic and algebra were easy to do in my head.

Numbers seemed thrilling and became my passion. No wonder I dreamed of space travel. Alpha Centauri, the nearest star, is twenty-five trillion miles from Earth.

Let’s see, I thought, that would be about 300,000 times the distance from Earth to the sun!

At the speed of light, it’s 4.367 years away. To me, these were important facts because if something happened to the Earth or the sun, humans would have to find a home somewhere else in the universe.*

One of my happiest family outings was when my parents took me to the Griffith Observatory, not far from our home. If you visited at the right time, you could play explorer, like Columbus or Magellan. We’d sit under the planetarium dome and when they turned out the lights, stars would appear on the ceiling. The challenge was to navigate an imaginary boat as the stars moved so you ended up at the right destination. It was one more experience that strengthened my desire to pursue science.

Some of my favorite comic books portrayed brave interstellar travelers. My collection featured plenty of fantasy heroes from DC and Marvel: Superman, Batman, the Green Lantern and the Space Ranger. I was fascinated by their quest for something greater than mere mortals could achieve. A favorite childhood movie was Forbidden Planet, released in 1956, which I rank among the all-time greats of science fiction. Its message: Technology without humanity or compassion is useless. That struck a chord with me as a kid . . . and it still does.

SUMMER CAMP

Los Angeles has always been a diverse city—dozens of different languages are spoken in the homes of LA public school students. Our Encino neighborhood, which included families from different socioeconomic levels, had a real sense of community. Neighbors looked out for each other and their children. When I was ten years old, my mother didn’t think twice about letting me take off on my bicycle. I rode my bike the six blocks to Hesby Street Elementary School as well as to visit friends, play in Little League games, and collect dimes and quarters from neighbors as a student volunteer for the local Community Chest fundraising drive. (Today, it’s called the United Way.)

My friends and I had a great time just being kids. But our parents felt we needed more structure. There were few summer day camps for kids in the area and none in our neighborhood. In 1953, several neighbors decided to start their own camp. They called it Vista Stars. My lifelong friend Richard Sandler (now executive vice president of the Milken Family Foundation), was only five years old; at the time, I was seven, one of the “older kids.” The Sandlers had a two-acre back lot that became Vista Stars headquarters.

They hired Ray O’Conner to be the camp counselor. Ray was a former UCLA baseball star who later played professionally for three years until injuries ended that career. Determined to toughen us up and teach us a few things about life, he put us to work with hoes and rakes to create a baseball field. It was hard, sweaty work for two weeks, but Ray’s response to any complaint was “Don’t be a baby!” When the field was complete, we were proud of the result.

Even then, a game like baseball got me thinking mathematically. How many feet around all four bases? What is the speed of a fastball? Is the arc of a fly ball a parabola? What was Ted Williams’s batting average? There was data everywhere!

We toughened up over the years in summer camp and learned about determination. If one of us fell down and scraped a knee, Ray would bark, “Shake it off and get back in the game.” During one practice a few years later, Richard tripped and landed on his arm while chasing a fly ball. Afraid to show how much it hurt, he finished the afternoon in pain. Only when his mother took him to a doctor did he learn that he had broken his wrist.

Later, when I played on the neighborhood Little League team, I was one of the best hitters . . . and one of the worst fielders. (Unfortunately, the designated hitter rule didn’t exist yet.) So I got to see a lot of right field, where I could do the least harm. Win or lose, though, I always enjoyed the opportunity to compete. Whenever things got tough later in life, a voice in the back of my head said, “Shake it off and get back in the game.”

BASEBALL AND BOLSHEVIKS

The nostalgic view of the 1950s is one of a simpler time. Television was pretty much limited to CBS, NBC, or ABC.* Most people drove a Chevy, Ford, or Plymouth and there were only a few flavors of ice cream. If that seems constraining, consider the choices in phone companies: There was no choice. If you wanted a telephone, you got it from Ma Bell (and the instrument was black, thank you very much).* To send a package across the country, you drove to the train station and filled out forms in triplicate at the Railway Express Agency. No one I knew had ever made an international phone call, maybe because it cost about twelve dollars a minute at a time when the average take-home pay was less than a hundred dollars a week.

Major League Baseball was something played east of the Mississippi. As far as New York sports writers were concerned, we might as well have been living on the moon. But in the fall of 1957, Los Angeles was abuzz with talk of the Brooklyn Dodgers, whose pending arrival for the following season confirmed that Los Angeles really was a big-league city.

[image: image]
1950s basement fallout shelter.

Courtesy Pictorial Parade via Getty Images



It was a good time and place to be a kid despite the lack of protection by seat belts, childproof bottle caps, and bicycle helmets. According to advertisements in Life and Look magazines, even smoking was benign. One ad proclaimed, “More doctors smoke Camels than any other cigarette!”

Much public concern centered on the threat of communism—an ominous word often capitalized in newspaper stories of the day—especially the brand practiced by the Russians, who now possessed “the bomb.” After the Soviet Union tested a hydrogen weapon in 1953, we began to hear of neighbors building fallout shelters to protect against airborne radioactive matter. So imminent was the perceived danger that we dutifully practiced duck-and-cover drills in school.

At one school assembly, the flickering movie-screen image of Bert, a goofy-looking turtle, showed us how it was done. He hid under his shell while a chorus sang a catchy jingle about ducking under our desks.

But I was skeptical that ducking and covering would do any good when atomic weapons started flying. I made that clear to our sixth-grade teacher, Mr. Forbes. A patient man, he became annoyed when I constantly challenged the logic of crouching under our desks as protection from a bomb falling on Hesby Street School. One day, I spoke up so loudly that everyone’s eyes turned toward me. Peering over his glasses, Mr. Forbes said we’d talk about it after school. Following some private negotiating, we reached an agreement: I promised not to disrupt the class and Mr. Forbes said he wouldn’t try to convince me I’d be safe under my desk.

[image: image]
Sixth grade with one of my favorite teachers, Mr. Forbes.



Hesby Street had wonderful teachers—especially Mr. Sutton and Mrs. Friedman. I loved the sights, the sounds, the smells of the school. The formal portraits of thirty-four US presidents stared down from above the blackboards; our ancient desks still had inkwells; the bell of the Good Humor truck outside the window made us salivate like Pavlov’s dogs; chalk dust floated in the morning sun; and the aroma of macaroni and cheese announced the lunch menu long before we reached the cafeteria.

While math and science had a special appeal to me, I also loved the big, colorful maps with exotic names like Belgian Congo. I devoured the facts, committing to memory the capitals, rivers, and mountain ranges. But I also analyzed relative information.

In one class, we were paired off to play “the map game.” Two at a time, we’d stand with our backs to the wall. When the teacher called out the name of a city or country, we’d whirl around to see which of us could find it first. It was a fun game, but it also made me think about why some geographically small nations like England were bigger industrial powers than others with more land area. Why was the population of India so much greater than Australia’s even though its land mass was smaller? What was happening within countries? What made some European nations more successful than others in recovering from the devastation of World War II?

Dominating the world map was a huge red blob labeled “Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.” It stretched across eleven time zones and dwarfed the United States. It was the biggest country in the world and many newspapers would have us believe it was overflowing with atom bombs. But at least those bombs were thousands of miles and a Pacific Ocean away from Encino. And I was reassured that Dwight Eisenhower, the famous wartime general, was in the White House.

California, like the rest of the country, seemed a safe place.

SPUTNIK: THE WAKE-UP CALL FROM SPACE

In 1957, none of us doubted that Americans were the best at everything. Our factories were humming, the US military was powerful, our technology and consumer goods were the envy of every nation. US-based scientists had been awarded the most Nobel Prizes, by far. With less than 6 percent of the world’s population, the US produced nearly 40 percent of global economic output, up from less than 2 percent early in the nineteenth century. Everywhere in the world, people watched American movies and listened to our music. We boasted of more telephones, television sets, cars, bathtubs, and refrigerators than any place on earth. Students came from every country to study at our great universities. Not since ancient Rome had any nation dominated so many aspects of life on the planet.

But on the morning of Friday, October 4, 1957, an electronic signal from 560 miles above Earth told the world that the Soviets had beaten America into space. “Reds Launch Artificial Moon” was a typical headline. The scary thing about the satellite, which Russians called “Sputnik,” wasn’t the 184-pound aluminum sphere that did little more than beep at us. The real threat was the Soviet R-7 intercontinental missile that blasted it up there only two months after the first successful test firing. Within days of Sputnik, Soviet leader Nikita Khrushchev boasted that his nation would begin turning out nuclear-tipped missiles “like sausages.” America suddenly realized that its most powerful enemy now had the capacity to hurl lethal weapons across the oceans.

Hesby Street School now didn’t seem like such a safe place after all.

It was frightening, but it obscured important facts. At the time of Sputnik, the USSR’s gross domestic product was no larger than the economies of a few small US states like Massachusetts and Maryland. It was interesting for me to see the different ways people reacted to the news. Some were intrigued by the scientific achievement; but many, including a number of my sixth-grade classmates, were terrified. A book by Paul Dickson, Sputnik: The Shock of the Century (Walker Books, 2007), said it created more national anxiety than any event since Pearl Harbor.

By shocking America’s complacent educational and technology infrastructures, Sputnik triggered immense US reforms that helped put Americans on the moon a dozen years later. It also accelerated development of revolutionary new technologies.

With the benefit of hindsight, we know that Moscow’s moment of apparent triumph turned out to be the beginning of the end for the Soviet communist system. The very event that was intended to demonstrate Soviet superiority became our wake-up call. And wake up we did. President Eisenhower soon signed the National Defense Education Act. NDEA stimulated studies in science, mathematics and Slavic languages with generous aid to public and private education. Its funding paid for a sweeping curriculum overhaul, language labs, new math courses, scientific fellowships, and increased student loans. The act injected billions of dollars into US high schools and colleges during the 1960s. So intent was America on meeting the Soviet challenge that even physical fitness courses came to be seen as a means to defeat the Russians. All this stimulated student interest in scientific careers—it was something “cool” they could aspire to.

Congress soon established DARPA—the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency—and NASA—the National Aeronautics and Space Administration.* Both organizations were created to assure that America would never again fall behind in scientific and military leadership. NASA folded together and oversaw space projects that had been under the control of the Naval Research Laboratory, the army, and the air force. We were in the scientific equivalent of wartime. The following decades would have been very different if we hadn’t heeded the call and bent the arc of history. As President Kennedy famously declared a few years later, “We shall pay any price, bear any burden, meet any hardship . . . to assure the survival and success of liberty.”

And amid all this government action, ordinary citizens took up the banner, too. I may have been only eleven when Sputnik was launched, but that didn’t stop me from writing a letter to President Eisenhower offering my services in America’s future space program. After all, my letter noted, I could quickly multiply up to four digits in my head, I’d never missed a math or science problem, and I’d learned all about space from my visits to Griffith Observatory.

I was disappointed when the White House didn’t reply. But I wasn’t alone in my enthusiasm. Science itself was practically a hero to kids back then, particularly the applied technology type that dealt with exciting fields like rocketry. (I was fascinated by such problems as the required velocity to send a rocket into orbit.) It seemed that inventions to solve every problem were just around the corner.

It was a golden age for anyone with talent who wanted to make contraptions that go fast. Some kids started designing experiments with bicycle spokes, matchstick tips, and tin cans—then graduated to crystal radios, Tesla coils, vacuum pumps, and backyard miniature rockets. Most of them grew up with all their fingers and toes intact.

Some of us were concerned the Russians might possess death rays like the ones in our comic books. (Actually, it wasn’t too different from what the Pentagon feared.) But mostly we were excited about the future of science, and our dreams grew bigger every day. One of the great strengths of science is its power to make us dream. Some kids may have planned to become firefighters or veterinarians; my dream was to travel in space.

Throughout all this, I was doing research, accumulating more information, not realizing that data would be central to my later parallel careers in finance and medical research. It was training for a lifetime of applying data to the solution of problems.




Two

Shaping My Beliefs: Family and Community

My dad was an active man. He loved to dance, enjoyed coaching our Little League baseball team, and often joined in other sports. One day when I was about eight or nine, he was throwing a football around with my friends and me. One kid blurted out, “Hey, what’s wrong with your father’s leg? He has a limp.” Really? I’d never noticed. But sure enough, there was this hitch in his gait.

After dinner that night, we talked about it.

Sitting in the living room, I asked, “Dad, how come you limp?” He explained that he’d contracted polio as an infant, leaving him with a leg that was not fully developed. (Thinking about it later, I realized that he always wore long pants. Despite our mild California weather, I’d never seen him in shorts.) With this revelation, he must have determined that I was old enough to process even more disturbing information because he opened up about other details of his life. It was quite a story, and difficult for him to tell.

I already knew that times had been tough during the Great Depression, and that I’d never met my paternal grandparents. When Dad was three years old, his mother died during childbirth. The baby, who would have been his brother, also died. Several years later, his father perished in an auto accident and Dad was sent to live in a home for orphaned boys. Added to all that was the realization that entire branches of our extended family had perished in the Holocaust. Those emotional traumas instilled in him a powerful appreciation for a close and loving family, a constant theme of his dinner table conversation.

I was devastated by all this information. Up until that point, I hadn’t thought much about polio. My parents had often warned me not to swim in neighbors’ pools or drink from water fountains. They were trying to protect me and I guess I hadn’t appreciated their efforts. The disease had been an abstraction to me, something that happened to other people.

Now that I found out my own father was a victim, I became obsessed with studying polio—how you got it, who was affected, when it became an epidemic, what it did to the body, how a vaccine was developed . . . everything. When my mother took me to our pediatrician, I bombarded him with questions about polio. That was the first time I was doing research on a disease.

That one evening talking with Dad had a profound effect on the rest of my life. It made me realize just how lucky I was to live in an era when vaccines provide protection against a long list of diseases that used to be debilitating or fatal; and it motivated me to work toward medical solutions—from that year right through the COVID pandemic. Many years later during a 2014 tour of the CDC Museum in Atlanta, I shivered at the sight of an actual iron lung that used to encase the most unfortunate polio patients.

Dad’s case wasn’t an isolated occurrence. Each year in the early postwar period, polio crippled half a million people worldwide, including more than 35,000 Americans. In a White House speech, President Harry Truman said the fight against polio must be “total war in every city, town, and village throughout the land.” The peak of the epidemic came in 1952 when more than 3,100 died in the United States alone. That might not sound like very high mortality compared to the millions of annual deaths from heart disease, cancer and, recently, COVID-19. But the nation was gripped with a fear of polio, perhaps because so many of its victims were children. Money and social status didn’t protect people—even President Franklin Roosevelt had been stricken.

AN EARLY MEDICAL SOLUTION

Something else was happening in 1952. University of Pittsburgh virologist Jonas Salk began the first human tests of an inactivated poliovirus vaccine. His work built on two decades of research by others in New York and Boston. The project was funded by the National Foundation for Infantile Paralysis, commonly known as the March of Dimes. In April 1955, Salk announced the success of his field trials and urged all parents to be sure their children were vaccinated. I was soon lining up with classmates to receive my inoculation.

Despite assurances that the virus in Salk’s vaccine was completely inactive, some parents held back out of a fear that the vaccine itself might cause the disease. Public health officials were frustrated because without widespread vaccination to create “herd immunity” in the population, polio would continue striking down thousands every year. Teenagers had been especially reluctant to get their shots. Then Elvis Presley came to the rescue.

[image: image]
Elvis gets his polio shot.

Courtesy New York Daily News Archive via Getty Images



My family and I were part of the millions of viewers who tuned in to CBS on Sunday nights for the Ed Sullivan Show, one of the most popular variety programs on American television. Elvis had recently become the top entertainer among US teenagers. Would the king of rock and roll agree to get a polio shot in front of press cameras while backstage before appearing on a live Ed Sullivan broadcast? He did, and within six months, the rate of teen vaccinations skyrocketed from less than 1 percent to more than 80 percent.*

ON WISCONSIN!

Even after an extraordinarily difficult childhood, Bernard Milken was never discouraged or bitter. My dad was determined to get a good education, despite a lack of funds and parental support. He applied to the University of Wisconsin at Madison where the tuition was so low—fifty-five dollars a year—he was able to pay for it by selling the Bulova watch he inherited from his father. It was a difficult decision to give up, one of the few remaining tangible links to his parents.

The Madison campus my mother described to me was shaped by natural beauty—rolling hills bookended lakes that hosted huge flocks of loons on their annual migrations. Among its stately buildings was a towering carillon with fifty-six bells that intoned Bach (and sometimes Jimmy Dorsey) with chimes on the hour. The campus was animated by student traditions—sledding down Baldwin Hill on cafeteria trays; homecoming bonfires; the mighty University of Wisconsin Marching Band playing “On Wisconsin!” at football games.

Unfortunately, Dad had little opportunity to enjoy these activities. He had to work at whatever jobs were available if he wanted to stay in school. One job was filling peanut machines around campus for a penny a bag; another was delivering newspapers. Later, when he was in law school, he worked as a waiter at the Phi Sigma Sigma sorority house.

Bernard’s days brightened when a young woman named Ferne Zax joined Phi Sig. They fell in love and wanted to get married. But Ferne’s father, Lou Zax, insisted she was too young and Bernard wasn’t yet established in a stable career. He said they should wait a year. Everyone respected Lou—he’d been forced to take on major responsibilities early in life and was considered a good sounding board. So they postponed the nuptials.

During that year, Bernard moved to Chicago to work in an accounting firm and gain some on-the-job experience. On weekends, he drove back to Madison to see Ferne. Once the year had passed, they were married. Only a few days after the wedding, Dad sat for the three-day bar exam; and the day after that, they boarded the El Capitan train to Los Angeles, where they would have a fresh start. Ferne’s aunt and uncle, Freda and Mo Singer, provided a bedroom until they could find their own apartment.

The Depression and World War II had made most Americans dependent on government. By the 1950s, however, cultural changes were instilling optimism in young couples. They told their kids they were part of a special generation and that one person could change the world. We could become anything we wanted and wouldn’t need to be dependent on government.

In many ways, we reflected the 1950s values and ideals shown on such popular TV shows as The Adventures of Ozzie and Harriett. We were a close, happy family unit—my outgoing and creative mother, my industrious father, my brother Lowell, my sister Joni, and I. Financially, we were neither rich nor poor, just a typical middle-class family whose core tenets included charitable giving, community involvement, and learning. It wasn’t all happiness, of course. For a couple of years, my mother made me take accordion lessons. To this day, the sound of an accordion evokes unpleasant memories!

Mom and Dad valued strong family and community ties. As this is written, my ninety-eight-year-old mother still prefers to live in the same house they bought more than seventy years ago.

My parents taught me about independence at a young age. When I was eight, they had shown me how to prepare trial balances for accounting clients. Then I began sorting checks and doing bank reconciliations. By age ten or eleven, I was working on income and cash-flow statements. Accounting became virtually another language to me. I began to appreciate the relationship between the financial numbers and the real world of people’s businesses.

A LESSON FROM THE HORSES

The precision of accounting is far different from betting on horses. This is something I learned at age twelve. Dad’s largest client was Desser and Garfield, a multistate property development firm. Among their many projects was an apartment complex in Del Mar, California, that happened to be near the Del Mar Thoroughbred Club “where the turf meets the surf.” About a hundred miles south of our Encino home, it was a real showplace built by a group led by Bing Crosby. My dad needed to meet with some Del Mar–area clients and inspect their buildings, so he turned the trip into a mini-vacation for the family.

While Dad was working, my mother took me to the track, where she enjoyed betting on the horses. I was too young to wager, but Mom agreed to place a few bets for me. I launched into an exhaustive study of the thoroughbreds in search of some mathematical secret to winning. Then Mom placed my bets. By the end of the day, we just about broke even and all I had to show for my efforts was a headache. That’s when I decided never to do that again. What a waste of time! There are far too many unpredictable factors to make sports betting a perfect science. Yet I was amazed that apparently intelligent people risked their hard-earned money on it. They used such frivolous criteria as the colors of the jockeys’ silks and the sound of the horses’ names.

A MORE IMPORTANT LESSON

I’ll never forget our 1950s dinner table lessons. My parents often spoke about what constitutes success. It was drilled into us that success should not be measured in dollars; the truly successful person creates a family whose members are able to enjoy meaningful lives. And what gives life greater meaning is the opportunity to contribute to the community. Then Dad would lower his voice, as if to emphasize one final point: “No one in our society can have that unless everyone has a chance to achieve the American dream.”

That had a profound effect on my thinking. Even today—whether I’m working on access to good healthcare, or to job opportunities, or to a COVID-19 vaccine—my Rosetta stone for policy development can be found in Dad’s words: “No one can have a truly meaningful life unless everyone has a chance.” The Milken Center for Advancing the American Dream in Washington, DC, is the most tangible expression my family can make to honor our parents.*

* * *

COMING OF AGE

Hesby Street Elementary School was small and nurturing. Birmingham Junior High and High School—a combined six-year institution—was gigantic and challenging. Originally built as an Army hospital during World War II, the school spread over a wide area with pathways connecting its multiple buildings. For many kids, the transition from sixth to seventh grade was like going from the kiddie wading pool into an Olympic swimming facility. I was in a “half-year class” that graduated from elementary school on a Friday in midwinter and started at Birmingham’s intimidating campus—ten times larger than Hesby’s—the next Monday.

Even though I was an outgoing, confident kid, my classmates and I hadn’t fully appreciated what it would be like for a group of skinny pre-teens to find themselves suddenly among other students who were as old as eighteen, a foot taller, and a hundred pounds heavier. We seventh graders were called “scrubs” and it was part of our fate to be “scrubbed” by high school bullies who smeared our faces with lipstick and deposited us—head first—into metal trash cans. One day, two heavyweights blocked my path as one of them sneered, “Where do you think you’re going, scrub?” With that, he yanked the top off a tube of very red lipstick. Thinking fast, I blurted out, “Hey, I’m really good at math, I could help you with your homework.” That feeble attempt at negotiating failed—I was soon upside down in a dark, smelly container.

I ran for class president, but lost. That’s when I began to better understand the importance of communicating effectively with people who grew up in different circumstances from mine. Unlike Hesby Street School, where kids came from families with incomes ranging from the lower to upper middle-class, Birmingham had many students from very poor families. This heightened my awareness of social needs and provided motivation to work on community service projects. (After six years, I was the first recipient of the outstanding service award of the Encino Junior Chamber of Commerce.)

I’m thankful for my six years at Birmingham, which was unique among LA’s public educational institutions. Its combined three years of junior high (now called middle school) with three years of high school was a big advantage, academically and socially. I was able to take advanced classes even in junior high. Before long, my academic progress in math moved so quickly that there were no more courses to take. I became a class of one and my teacher started giving me college-level work. I also enjoyed tutoring other kids.

One of my favorite activities at Birmingham was participating in the speech honor society, known as Gavel. I had represented Birmingham in Southern California Knowledge Bowl competitions that included oral questions testing recall, problem-solving, and critical thinking skills. Even more challenging were tournaments that required us to deliver prepared, extemporaneous, and impromptu speeches. Successful “imprompt” speakers had to be knowledgeable about many subjects because we weren’t told the topic in advance, and there was little time to prepare. The organizer would announce your speech title and give you only seven minutes before you began speaking. No notes were permitted and of course there was no internet or nearby library. You had to have the information in your head. It helped that Mom and Dad had challenged me to speak confidently and defend my positions at the dinner table. Over the last sixty years, I’ve delivered thousands of speeches and impromptu talks. Thanks to early training, it’s never a problem to organize my thoughts quickly and deliver them clearly.
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A 1963 clipping from the Encino, California, newspaper.



Related to these activities were debate tournaments where two partners competed against other teams. My debate partner was my friend and later college roommate Greg Greenberg, who was even younger than I, and very bright. Starting in eighth grade, we participated in local debates after intensive preparation. Topics included foreign aid, education, civil rights, universal medical insurance, equal employment opportunity, and more. We spent long hours gathering facts, keeping up on the news, and organizing our research on index cards.

By ninth grade, we had qualified for a bigger contest—the regional tournament of the National Forensic League in Redlands, California. Dozens of schools from all over Southern California sent their best debaters and speakers. As the youngest team in the tournament, we faced stiff competition from other high school debate teams, many of them made up of twelfth graders.

During our tournament preparations that fall, we took time out to watch the 1960 presidential campaign debates pitting Vice President Richard Nixon against Senator John F. Kennedy. We evaluated their debate skills carefully and concluded that Nixon scored more points for content, but Kennedy won on presentation style.

The National Forensic League’s debate topics that year were:

Resolved: The federal government should substantially increase regulation of labor unions; and Resolved: The United Nations should be significantly strengthened.

We spent weeks drawing up arguments on both sides of these questions. We wanted to have the whole picture, a complete understanding of whatever came up, readying not just our own positions, but every possible counter-position, and counters to those counters.

Greg and I traveled to schools all over Southern California taking on older kids. That didn’t make us very popular. When we won second place in the Redlands tournament, one of the losing seniors sneered that we needed to get a life.*

SPORTS

So many other extracurricular activities filled my days, it’s a wonder there was time to study. Fortunately, I was a quick learner and never needed much sleep, even as a teenager. I was president of various service honor societies, a student government officer, an honor roll student, and a member of the tennis, track, and varsity basketball teams.

For a while, I thought there might be a real future for me in basketball. My growth spurt came early, making me one of the tallest kids in the ninth grade, when I made first team in the all-city league. At home, I practiced various kinds of shots to a hoop above the garage door. I tried dribbling blindfolded and wore ankle weights walking to the school bus because I thought it would help me jump higher.

Unfortunately, after ninth grade, I stopped growing. Over time, other players began to tower over me. My positions on the team went from center to forward to guard to spending a lot of time on the bench. At least I remained on the varsity as a sixth man.

(Later, when I arrived at college, I tried out for the freshman team. Watching me play, the coach said, “You’re out of position.” I explained my evolution from center to guard and asked him where I should be playing. He pointed to the stands and said, “You’re going to be rooting for the team over there.”)

Eventually, I was elected Birmingham High School’s head cheerleader. (Back then, they called us “yell leaders.”) This was considered a leadership position in which you represented the entire school with great energy and spirit. I worked hard at it and like to think I played some small role in Birmingham football winning the city title that year in front of thousands of fans. But I was no more enthusiastic in leading the cheers for Birmingham than my dad was in rooting for Wisconsin Badgers football.
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On the Birmingham High basketball team.



On New Year’s Day 1963, when I was in eleventh grade, we settled in to watch the Badgers on television. That year’s Rose Bowl game pitted the top-ranked USC Trojans against number two Wisconsin for the national championship. Years later, the Los Angeles Times called it the most memorable Rose Bowl in history. As the final quarter began, USC led 42–14 and gloom pervaded our living room. Then Wisconsin’s quarterback, Ron Vander Kelen went to work, leading the team in scoring twenty-three unanswered points. The neighbors must have wondered what all the cheering was about. Wisconsin was on a roll, but as time ran out, they came up just short, 42–37. Even in losing, Vander Kelen was named most valuable player.
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As the head cheerleader. Future actress Sally Field is in front of me.



LORI

One of the highlights of my years at Birmingham was meeting Lori Hackel in Mr. Ramirez’s seventh-grade social studies class. She didn’t know what to make of me since I had a reputation for being outspoken—always raising my hand and challenging the teachers. In contrast, Lori was more restrained and probably considered my academic enthusiasm a bit unseemly. Perhaps I was attracted to her precisely because we had different temperaments.

We started dating in ninth grade (carefully chaperoned by parents). Although I was voted “Most Spirited” and “Friendliest” in our high school class, it was Lori who earned the honor “Most Likely to Succeed.” During our senior year, she was elected a prom princess and I was the prom king. We’ve been together more than sixty-four years, and she will always be my princess.




Three

College and the Real World

Leadership in high school gave me confidence about the future. I narrowed the choice of possible colleges to two: the California Institute of Technology (Caltech) and the University of California–Berkeley. Some of my friends who graduated from MIT will disagree, but I considered Caltech the world’s top scientific school. Given my interests in math and science, it was a logical choice. But with its much smaller faculty and student body, Caltech would have locked me into a narrower path. Berkeley had an unparalleled breadth of academics, giving students more freedom to switch majors if their interests changed. It had been rated the number-one undergraduate and graduate institution, and there was a sense that you could see the entire world from the corner of Bancroft Way and Telegraph Avenue.

When Berkeley accepted my application, I looked forward to studying at a university whose faculty included many Nobel laureates in science. It also seemed to me that I was well prepared for such an internationally sophisticated environment. I’d followed news events closely—Sputnik, the space race, the 1960 election, the Bay of Pigs invasion, the Cuban Missile Crisis, and the growing civil rights movement.

In August 1963, I was moved when watching on television as Martin Luther King Jr. delivered his “I Have a Dream” speech in front of the Lincoln Memorial. It wasn’t just Dr. King’s soaring eloquence—it was the way he captured the essence of the American dream.

One Friday morning just six weeks before my
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WATTS: THE ROOTS OF DESPAIR
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DEMOCRATIZING CAPITAL







THE DEMOCRATIZATION OF OPPORTUNITY
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THEORY VS. REALITY
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	Credit is what counts, not leverage.

	Interest rates are never predictable over time.

	Ratings are a poor predictor of credit quality across industrial sectors.

	Risks in sovereign and government debt have long been underestimated.

	Real estate loans are rarely high-quality investments.

	The value of debt securities underpins all capital markets.





The Formula
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	Democratize capital so aspiring entrepreneurs had access to thousands of investors—not just a few large banks—in expanding their businesses and promoting job growth.

	Establish research as the foundation for financial markets.

	Create new balance-sheet structures that better matched the corporate environment of each company with its industry, financial markets, economy, regulation, and society.

	More closely align the incentives of owners and managers.

	Diversify risk by pooling and securitizing various assets.
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Two full_pictare pages and other riot news
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ing bullet-proof vests, were prevented from fighting the
flames by sniper fire.
Violence also flared in Verlce. At 7th St. and Broad-

set afire by a Molotov cocktall and 11 people were ar-
rested for failing to disperse, as heavy crowds to
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