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			Praise for Born on Third Base

			“A call to action for America’s wealthy and a warning shot across the bows of their yachts if they fail to act, Born on Third Base offers a clear and compelling case for why the privileged and powerful must act to reverse widening inequality of income, wealth, and political power in America.”

           —Robert B. Reich, former US Secretary of Labor; author of Saving Capitalism

			
            “This is the engaging story of a courageous rich white guy who gave it all away, journeyed to the dark heart of inequality and deprivation in America, and became a leading thinker and activist for something much better for all of us, including the rich. Collins doesn’t disappoint. He is the real deal.”

           —James Gustave Speth, author of America the Possible and Angels by the River

           
			“I have never read a story remotely like the one Chuck Collins has to tell. Born to the one percent, in circumstances few of us can imagine, he grew an outsized conscience and gave up his inherited wealth for a life of fighting the vicious inequality that is destroying our country. Somewhere along the way, he came to understand that the rich can be part of the solution instead of the problem and started organizing them to join in the struggle for a fair economy. The result is an electrifying challenge to the affluent as well as the one percent. ‘Come out of your gated communities and gated hearts,’ he writes, because outside lies the warmth of human solidarity.”

           —Barbara Ehrenreich, author of Nickel and Dimed

            
            
			“Chuck Collins has already organized the rich against their own immediate economic interest. He and his colleagues at the Institute for Policy Studies were instrumental in blocking the Republican repeal of the federal estate tax for the wealthy. So when he writes in Born on Third Base about all the good that can come from the enlightened rich pressing for justice, not just charity, he speaks from experience as both an organizer and a former affluent heir. Partly autobiographical, this empowering light into a brighter future is a narrative you won’t want to miss. Chuck Collins walks the talk and can motivate, if anyone is able to, the super rich to fund systemic drives for change.”

           —Ralph Nader, consumer advocate, author, lawyer

            
            
			“Sobering and inspiring, Chuck Collins has written a Declaration of Interdependence. A must-read for anyone on third base who has forgotten that they’re part of a team.”

           —Peter Buffett, copresident, NoVo Foundation; author of Life is What You Make It

            
            
			“The American dream assures us that, if you work hard and play by the rules, you’ll succeed. But the facts tell a different story: Everyone knows the system is rigged. In these trickle-down times, income inequality threatens to pit the 99 percent against the 1 percent in violent revolution—and, really, who can blame them? My fellow plutocrat Chuck Collins gets it. Born on Third Base explodes the myth of the self-made man, but it also celebrates true achievement in the classic American sense. This isn’t some self-hating rich guy; Collins has thought seriously about what it means to be a citizen, and to be a patriot. He makes the case that we all do better when we all do better, and he does it with compassion and humor. This book would give Ayn Rand nightmares.”

           —Nick Hanauer, venture capitalist; coauthor of The True Patriot and The Gardens of Democracy



			“Chuck Collins does the soul-searching, fundamental work of reminding us all that wealth inequality and injustice make everyone’s life worse, including those of us who are supposedly better off. No matter what your class background, Collins’s work is an insight into and inspiring call to action for why we all need to be two feet into the fight for a more just world—one that is based on shared prosperity and community, not individualized notions of success. People and the planet literally depend on it.”

           —Jessie Spector, executive director, Resource Generation

            
            
			“Collins, born to great privilege, takes a thoughtful, well-written, and carefully researched approach to solving the extreme imbalance in wealth distribution, directed toward one- and 99-percenters alike. . . . What Collins does even better than describing the challenge is, in the book’s second half, outlining significant and specific solutions. . . . Wherever readers fall on the economic scale, this is a worthwhile book to read, digest, and share.”

           —Publishers Weekly

           
           
			“There are few tasks as urgent as a radical reorientation of the 1 percent, a radical re-engagement of ‘us’ with ‘them’—and a radical redeployment of the wealth created over the past century in order to address the problems of the next. Chuck Collins is our personal guide.”

           —Woody Tasch, founder, Slow Money Institute; author of Inquiries into the Nature of Slow Money

            
            
			“No one explains inequality better than Chuck Collins, and no one walks his talk with more integrity. All Americans—rich, poor, and in the shrinking middle—will benefit from his insights and be inspired by his example.”

           —Peter Barnes, cofounder, CREDO Mobile; author of With Liberty and Dividends For All

            
            
			 “Chuck Collins may have been born on third base, but he hits a grand slam with this powerful call to even the richest Americans to join their fellow citizens in challenging the obscene wealth gap that characterizes America today. He hammers all the curve balls thrown to justify inequality, writes eloquently but humbly of his experiences, and lays out a winning lineup of ways to bring Americans across class lines together for economic justice.”

           —John de Graaf, coauthor of Affluenza and What’s the Economy for, Anyway?
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			For Mary

			We are here to awaken from the illusion of our separateness.

			Thich Nhat Hanh

			Those who do not move, do not notice their chains.

			Rosa Luxemburg
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			Foreword

			I am part of the group that is supposed to learn from Chuck Collins’s Born on Third Base—the 1 percent. I have a pretty good life; I retired from the financial services industry at the age of 54. I am now the chairperson of the Patriotic Millionaires, a group of wealthy Americans trying to make the point that the policies that create gross inequality in our society are not good for regular Americans and are also not good for the rich. I have two sons who both graduated from college, never took out loans, spent their time off on career-oriented activities and leisure, and have money left over to start businesses or to save for the next generation.

			Did I work especially hard? Maybe a little, sometimes. Most of my work involved sitting in an office reading and writing emails and talking on the telephone. Did I work harder than the guy who had to connect the hoses to the fire hydrant in the snow or the woman who had to smile while schlepping pitchers of beer around all night? Not really.

			Was I lucky? You could call it luck, but it wasn’t like everyone bought a lottery ticket and my number happened to come up. It was more like, as Chuck puts it, I was born on third base. My father went to college on an ROTC scholarship, spent his career as the owner of clothing stores that were started by his parents’ brothers, built a house with the help of a VA mortgage, and had enough wealth that he told me to ignore the financial aid forms when I was applying to college. I went to the University of Pennsylvania (which was funded by the taxpayers) without any financial need to work, so when I felt like it, I could take part-time jobs exploring work I might do after I graduated (for a bank and a tech start-up). After all that, I cannot really look at the people who had to take minimum-wage jobs to earn money all through school and to plan their careers around making loan payments and think that I am more successful (financially) because I am more deserving.

			The difference between me and many other wealthy Americans is that my kids and I all know that none of us hit a triple. I kind of knew that before I read Collins’s book, but I understand it a lot better now.

			Many of the people who have huge advantages don’t even know it. Mitt Romney (who went to the same elite high school as Collins, a decade earlier) gave a speech at Otterbein University and told the students to “. . . borrow money if you have to from your parents, start a business . . . ,” like his friend Jimmy John who started his namesake restaurant chain with an investment from his father. Romney honestly did not realize that getting tens of thousands of dollars from one’s parents is not an option for many young people. He really does live in a world where money is not a constraint and the only thing standing in the way of a teenager is having enough creativity and initiative to use easily obtained money to start a new business. If you come from that worldview, of course you think that spending the taxpayers’ money to help people is a stupid idea. Why should those people who are perfectly able to make money, but choose not to, be allowed to take money from their more industrious neighbors?

			The answer is that Mr. Romney’s children, my children, and the others born on third base have some huge advantages that have nothing to do with being industrious. They graduate from top schools, never having any loan payments to make. They have introductions to anyone they want to meet—from lawyers and government officials to potential employers. The wealth that their families have built up gives them the ability to take a chance on a speculative venture, knowing that they have enough resources to do something else if it turns out to be a total failure. They have the confidence to go out into the world knowing that any problem that can be solved with money is not a problem. An unexpected bill, plane fare across the country for a funeral, or having your car break down can be a big deal to most Americans but will not make our kids bat an eye.

			The real inequality that makes the world in which my family and I live totally different from the world in which most Americans live is inequality of wealth and assets. Income is a smaller issue. Wealth spans generations. 

			So many young professionals make their mortgage payments every month and feel like they are “living on their own” while having forgotten that their parents gave them money for a down payment. So many feel proud of themselves for managing to make sacrifices so that they can afford to spend a few hundred dollars every month or so at their children’s private school fund-raisers, and they forget that the grandparents are paying the tens of thousands of dollars per year for the tuition.

			One part of Born on Third Base explains how some of the white members of the greatest generation have been able to retire comfortably and subsidize their white baby boomer children’s lifestyles in part because of government policies that subsidized the building of houses after World War II and the rise in home prices through the 1990s. This did not apply to people of African American descent. The government programs were only available for people buying homes in “stable neighborhoods,” by rule, meaning those that were racially segregated, further solidifying a divided society already encouraged by intolerance.  

			The real estate empire that Donald Trump inherited from his father was built selling homes to white, middle-class people in Queens, who never would have been able to buy them, except that they got government-subsidized mortgages. Collins explains that some people (all white, mostly wealthier people) were able to take advantage of these types of government programs and how, even to this day, the children and grandchildren of those people are much better off than the children and grandchildren of other people. 

			And most often, they don’t even know it. That is a key message of Born on Third Base: that the wealthy must understand the advantages they were born into and their commensurate responsibility to their society.

			But there is a deeper message, too, and bold recommendations for changing both national policy and personal behavior. Collins shows us how everyday aspects of our lives actually perpetuate inequality—again, without our even knowing it. When does our charity actually work against those with less, or no, advantage? How far should we go to protect our children’s futures, even at the expense of others? I am not Chuck. I read about the Occupy movement in Zuccotti Park in the newspaper from the comfort of my Park Avenue apartment. When I have wanted to complain about something to President Obama, I have arranged to do it face-to-face. But Chuck invites us all to step out of our bubble, back into the real America, and find ways to apply ourselves to the common good. He goes on to profile many who have done so and become happier thereby.  

			Born on Third Base speaks to the non-wealthy, too—showing them how, by working together, we can begin to reconstruct truly equitable communities, piece by resilient piece. Rarely do startling new insights and prescriptions for change come wrapped in such a winning trio of great storytelling, careful scholarship, and a compassionate voice, for both sides of the divide. If you think you know all there is to know about the nation’s gripping inequality crisis: You don’t. There are more than a few surprises in the pages ahead.

			Morris Pearl 

			Chairperson, the Patriotic Millionaires

			Former managing director, BlackRock, Inc.

            
            
			Preface

			Have you ever lived in a mobile home? Not me. Until the age of 24, I had never set foot in one. But two years later, I’d been inside hundreds. My first job out of college was to work with mobile home owners who rented their homesites in private parks around New England. The goal was to help them organize and buy their parks as resident-owned cooperatives.

			On an April day in 1986, I was sitting at the kitchen table of a spacious double-wide owned by Harlan and Mary Parro in Bernardston, a small town in Western Massachusetts. We were joined by seven other leaders from their thirty-unit park.

			At 26, I still had distressing acne that made me feel quite self-conscious. People regularly assumed I was 17 years old, which compounded my insecurity in situations like this one. The tenant group leaders were all looking at me—this kid with bad skin—waiting to hear my assessment about the fate of their mobile home park.

			They were understandably anxious. An unknown buyer had made an offer to purchase their park from its current owner. Some buyers around the region were jacking up rents, knowing the residents were basically hostages. And with land values rising, some developers were buying up parks, kicking out the mobile homes, and building subdivisions and condominiums. 

			Thanks to a state tenant protection law, the Bernardston tenants had forty-five days to match the offer and buy the park themselves. The clock was ticking.

			One of the first things I learned on the job is that mobile homes are not so mobile. Moving a home can risk damaging it and diminishing its value. And it presumes you have a piece of land or another park to relocate to. Across New England, local towns were passing snob zoning laws to prohibit new mobile homes.

			Equally important, people in mobile home parks put down roots and build tight-knit communities. They construct additions, add carports and garages, put skirts around the base of their homes, landscape and plant trees and gardens. Harlan and Mary proudly showed me the day’s vegetable harvest from their garden plot. All this would be wiped out if the park sold and closed, scattering the residents.

			I was in agony, sitting at that kitchen table.

			You see, I knew all their secrets. I had confidentially surveyed every member of the community about their personal finances. I knew how much each of them could pay toward rent (and a future mortgage) and how much savings they could apply toward the purchase of their share price in the cooperative. If enough residents could buy their shares outright, we would have the estimated $150,000 required for a down payment.

			From my survey, I knew that a third of the residents had no savings and barely enough income to pay current rents. Most residents had low-wage jobs or were living on Social Security. Only a dozen had any savings of more than $5,000, including the retirees. These were people with very low incomes with little to fall back on.

			Because I had determined that they didn’t have the money to buy the park, I was distraught. In my analysis, they were about $35,000 short of what the association needed for the down payment, a sizable sum. I was going to have to break them the bad news.

			I was also in agony, however, because I had a secret. I was wealthy. I was born on third base, having inherited a substantial sum a few years earlier. 

			I could write a check for $35,000 and make it possible for these thirty families to buy the park. And I was seriously thinking about doing just that. Contributing $35,000 would have had a negligible impact on my personal finances. 

			I broke the bad news to the assembled leaders. There was a quiet pall in the room. And then an extraordinary thing happened. 

			First, one of the residents named Reggie said he could buy his share and put another $5,000 toward the purchase. Now I happened to know, because of my confidential survey, that this was all the money that Reggie had. 

			Then a retired couple, Donald and Rita, pledged an additional $8,000. Ms. Dundorf would put in $7,000. Again, I knew that this was all the money they had. 

			Harlan and Mary said they would buy their full share and put in another $15,000. This was their entire nest egg, saved while Harlan had worked at Greenfield Tap and Die for thirty-five years. “We’d like to buy Ms. Rivas’s share on the condition that she must never find out, in order to protect her dignity,” Harlan said.

			Before I knew it, they had come up with $30,000. Mary and Harlan’s daughter, who arrived late for the meeting, pledged the last $5,000, as she worked at a bank.

			The group cheered and immediately started writing out personal checks and handing them to me to take to the bank and deposit. 

			I was physically shaken by what I had seen. These people were all in. They were willing to risk everything they had to buy this park. I wiped away tears as I drove to the bank.

			And they succeeded. They bought the park. On the day of the closing, all the men had cigars like proud parents. Harlan told the local newspaper, “We are hostages no more. We bought the land from Pharaoh.”

			Mary approached me after the closing to thank me for my work. “You’re a smart young man, you could get a job on Wall Street. You don’t need to hang around with a bunch of old fogies like us.”

			“Oh, that’s not how I feel,” I replied. “There is nowhere I’d rather be.”

			Then Mary leaned confidentially toward me and whispered, “Have you ever tried Noxzema? You know, for your skin.”

			The Bernardston tenants—now owners—had taught me something about solidarity, about the power of community.

			I did not have to write a check that day. But sitting there had opened the door to a thinking process. Why not? What would happen if I gave the money away to meet some of the urgent needs around me? I was beginning to understand the rather remarkable privileges that had flowed my way. 

			At the age of 26, I had three or four times as much money as all the residents of the Bernardston mobile home park combined. There is no rationale I could find that could justify this disparity.

			So I decided to give away the wealth. I wrote my parents a letter thanking them for the tremendous opportunities this wealth made possible. And I explained that while having the money was a boost in helping pay for my education, it was now a barrier to my making my own way in the world. I intended to “pass the wealth on.”

			My father immediately called me when he got the letter. He flew out from Michigan to Massachusetts to meet with me. We talked for a day, and during that time he lovingly asked me a dozen what-if questions. “You’re young and single. But over the course of a lifetime, bad things can happen,” he said. “What if you get married and your spouse becomes ill? Wouldn’t this money make life easier? What if you have a child and that child has a special need, wouldn’t you wish you had this money?”

			I had thought about many of these scenarios and more. And my response to my father was, “Well, then I would be in the same boat as 99 percent of the people I know, and I would have to ask for help.” 

			“Without this money, you might have to fall back on the government,” my father warned. “And that’s a terrible system.” 

			“Well, then I’ll have a stake in making that system better,” I replied, appreciating his parental concern.

			“That’s pretty idealistic,” said my father. But after a day of walking and talking, he was reassured that I had not been possessed by an alien cult.

			A few months later I drove to the National Bank of Detroit and signed the paperwork to transfer all the funds in my name to four grant-making foundations.

			My trustee at the bank was an African American woman named Glenda whom I’d had very little contact with. We talked briefly about my decision. She looked at me at one point and said, “Are you going to be all right?” 

			“Yeah, I think I’m going to be all right,” I replied. But I didn’t know for sure. 

			Nor did I fully understand the tall mountain of privilege I still had. I was a white college-educated male in the United States, with a debt-free education and an extended family and social network. At the time, it felt like I was taking a leap of faith. I had my father’s what-if questions in my head, and an awareness of the fragility of life.

			A few months later, something bad did happen. The top floor of the house I was living in burned down. No one was injured, but I lost everything I owned. What wasn’t burned was destroyed by the hundreds of gallons of water that had been dumped into the house. 

			The next morning, the sun came out and shone down on the sooty mess that was our house. My housemate Greg was sifting through piles, recovering little fragments of photographs.

			Four cars pulled up to our house. Out climbed a dozen people from the Bernardston mobile home park. They had casseroles and shovels and trash bags. They had come to help.

			At that moment, I thought, “I’m going to be okay.”

			— INTRODUCTION —

			Time to Come Home

			Inequality is shorthand for all the things that have gone to make the lives of the rich so measurably more delicious, year after year for three decades—and also for the things that have made the lives of working people so wretched and so precarious.

			Thomas Frank

			The extreme levels of inequality in our society are personally painful to behold.

			As someone who was “born on third base,” I watch these polarizations and know that no good will come of them. In the jostling and shrill voices, I hear the dogs of war approaching, a war between the classes.

			Actually, there are two class wars, though they are not comparable. There is a top-down class war against the non-rich. As billionaire super-investor Warren Buffett quipped, “There’s class warfare, all right, but it’s my class, the rich class, that’s making war, and we’re winning.” This is the war of the powerful few against the many.

			But there is also a bottom-up class antagonism expressed in rhetorical attacks against the rich, some of which I take responsibility for creating. Does rich-bashing move us forward? As Gandhi said, “An eye for an eye is making the world blind.” 

			Can we suspend the economic class hostilities long enough to consider what would move humanity forward? Is it really good for anyone that most of society’s wealth is pooling at the tippy-top of America’s income and wealth ladder? Do we—including the 1 percent—really want to live in an economic apartheid society? All the evidence now suggests that too much inequality is bad for everyone, even the super-rich.

			There are many reasons why we need to rethink our predicament, but for a moment let’s consider this one, which in many ways trumps them all: As a planet, we are experiencing an ecological crisis. Climate change and ocean acidification—along with breaches of other planetary boundaries—will alter our food and energy systems and transform our way of life. 

			There have been recent news accounts about US billionaires buying mountain fortresses in the Rockies and Davos billionaires buying “getaway” farms in New Zealand with airplane landing strips. But these escape fantasies are delusional thinking. The island paradises will be swamped from rising sea levels. The mountain redoubts will be choked with the smoke of burning forests. It is in no one’s interest to continue operating as if a few privileged people are going to escape on a spaceship or retreat to a mountaintop enclave. 

			The ecological catastrophe at our door will wipe out our most treasured assets—our natural ecosystems, the foundations of all private wealth. What is wealth without clean water and healthy oceans? What is wealth on a degraded Earth? As scientist Johan Rockström writes, “We’re still blind, despite all the science, to the fact that wealth in the world depends on the health of the planet.”

			All of humanity—billionaire hedge fund managers, suburban soccer moms, and Bangladeshi farmers—is now wound together, our fate linked to our ability to respond to a planetary challenge bigger than anything we’ve faced before. At the same time, we are confronting a societal challenge of unprecedented inequality. The accelerating polarization of income, wealth, and opportunity is moving us quickly to a society that no one will want to live in, including the most privileged. 

			But many people remain unperturbed by inequality, in part because they appreciate the freedom of a society where some can become wildly wealthy. They remain unconvinced that inequality adversely affects their lives. However, a growing interdisciplinary body of research points to myriad ways that extreme inequality matters, that it undermines shared national values of equal opportunity, social mobility, community, economic stability, and democracy. 

			Widespread public attention became riveted on these inequalities only recently in the United States—when the Occupy movement began stirring in 2011 and when, two years later, the work of French economist Thomas Piketty stormed the national consciousness by exposing the inevitable outcome of our current trends. 

			Piketty argues that if we don’t intervene in the current economic system, wealth and power will continue to concentrate in fewer and fewer hands. We are moving toward a society governed by a hereditary aristocracy of wealth. 

			The wealthy have already hijacked our democracy. Roughly a year before the 2016 presidential election, nearly half the money in the campaign had come from just 158 families, many of them billionaires.1 Realities like this have led former President Jimmy Carter to describe our political system as a political oligarchy.2

			At a fundamental level, it is wrong that so few people have so much wealth and power. Winston Churchill, in a famous speech commemorating the sacrifice of British airmen during World War II, said, “Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed by so many to so few.” Many decades later, we have a different kind of imbalance. With apologies to Churchill, never in the history of human suffering and economic conflict have so few been in a position to do so much for so many. This condition in human affairs should not exist.

			Younger people are feeling the brunt of this polarization, with deteriorating livelihoods, crushing debt, and stagnant wages. All these forces undermine excellence and opportunity—and the quality of life for everyone. 

			The debate over solutions to growing inequality is polarized and stuck in the old story of class deservedness and antagonism. This book is aimed at disrupting these narratives and proposing a way forward.

			It is written for two audiences. The first is the planet’s most wealthy and privileged citizens—my own people—those of us in the top 1 to 5 percent of the planet’s wealth holders. It is not a plea for charity or altruism, but an appeal to our real self-interest, as these inequalities are bad for everyone. Those of us with wealth have an important role to play in the transition to the next phase of human evolution.

			In the pages ahead, I invite my fellow wealthy to “come home,” to make a commitment to place, to put down a stake, and to work for an economy that works for everyone. Coming home means sharing our wealth and paying our fair share of taxes. I urge us to move investment capital out of the old fossil fuel economy, offshore accounts, and speculative financial investments—and redirect it to the new relocalized economy, including regional food and energy systems and enterprises that broaden wealth ownership, such as cooperatives.

			The second audience is my friends in the 99 percent, who must defend our communities against the worst aspects of predatory capitalism. Like the Bernardston mobile home park tenants, we need to stand in solidarity against the rapacious rich. But to succeed, we need allies among the reachable wealthy. We must find ways to engage and invite the 1 percent home, back to the table, to be partners in transforming the future. 

			Where there are opportunities to win allies, I urge us all to proceed with empathy, adopting powerful tactics of active love and nonviolent direct action to make this happen. Instead of a class war of shame, I advocate an appeal to common humanity and empathy. This shift in tactics will help open new possibilities. 

			There is good news. A movement of what I call “openhearted wealthy people” understand that their genuine self-interest is inextricably linked to the rest of humanity and our ability to fix the future. They want to “come home,” reestablish a stake in the commonwealth, and commit their time, networks, skills, and capital to building healthy, equitable, and resilient communities. I want you to meet some of these people and visit my neighborhood of Jamaica Plain and other communities that are building alternatives.

			There is a new economy emerging in the shell of the old economy. This includes people and enterprises rejecting the system of extractive and looting-based capitalism and embracing a “generative” economy that operates within the boundaries of nature and promotes equality rather than division. 

			Our current modes of thinking about wealth, class, and racial differences are preventing the transformation required of us. We need to rewire ourselves as a species and change the economic system that is destroying nature and producing escalating inequalities. 

			We all have a daily vote as to which system will prevail. Will you vote with your time, energy, and capital for a dead end? Or will you throw your lot in with the rest of humankind, and vote for a system that gives humanity the possibility of flourishing?

			This book explores the interaction between individual action and system change—and how, in order to transform our economic system, we must change power relations, policies, and our stories about the world. 

			In part I, Born on Third Base, I share my own experience as an activist and campaigner on wealth inequality and climate change issues, and as someone born into privileged circumstances. Over time, I realize the limits of fomenting “class antagonism” and learn that the rich are no different from the rest of humanity. 

			There is an empathetic barrier to change. Those of us in the top 1 percent are steeped in a mythology of deservedness, confusion, shame, and fear for the future. Cracking hearts open is one of the steps along our path to healing and transformation. 

			If we don’t see the “commonwealth,” or commons, that is the primary source of wealth and well-being, then we succumb to the myth that wealth is entirely the result of individual actions. The myth of deservedness says, My economic status is solely a reflection of my effort, intelligence, and creativity. The myth of disconnection says, An injury to you doesn’t really matter to me. The myth of superiority implies, I know better, and blinds us to the resourcefulness, skills, and wisdom of less-privileged people.

			Unlearning these stories is key to both building a healthy society and fixing some of our deepest problems. We need a more accurate narrative about wealth, opportunity, and success. Part II, Seeing Our Commonwealth, tells a number of stories that address the mythology of wealth and deservedness, including traveling with Bill Gates Sr. to defend the estate tax. 

			Part III, Understanding Advantage, explores the ways that privilege clouds our understanding of why some people have wealth and others don’t. Privilege has a narcotic effect, boosting our comfort and sense of importance, but ultimately disconnecting us from our neighbors and our own better nature. 

			One huge barrier to change is that privileged people don’t always see the countless ways that the deck is stacked in our favor. In four chapters, I look at how advantages accelerate for the wealthy few and how disadvantages compound for the majority. This includes the generational advantages of being born into the greatest subsidized generation, the one that came of age during World War II and benefited from what amounted to white affirmative action programs. I include a reflection on attending an international reparations summit and on the demands for reparations for slavery.

			Race and class privilege dampen our empathy so that we are unable to see how these accelerating advantages accrue to us and our progeny. In one chapter, I dissect the new politics of inherited advantage—the myriad ways that privileged families give their children a head start in school, work, and life. 

			Part IV, Unnecessary Side Trips, examines whether charity is the cure. Many believe that the responsibility of the wealthy begins and ends with “giving back” through traditional philanthropic institutions. But what philanthropist Peter Buffett calls the charitable industrial complex is sometimes worse than the cure. I illustrate how some philanthropy exacerbates existing inequalities and then make the case for major philanthropic reform. Funding real social change through charity is an important component of bringing wealth home, but it is a massive distraction from the full work required. Charity is not a substitute for public investment and taxation. 

			Part V, Wealth, Come Home, begins with a closer examination of our current economic and ecological realities and what it means, quite personally, to move to a deeper systems approach. I introduce you to people who are struggling with what it means to ground capital in local new economy enterprises, rather than global speculative capitalism and offshore tax dodges. 

			The final section, part VI, The Invitations, concludes with two invitations. The first is to my fellow wealthy people, to be bold in the coming years and in coming home. The second is a call to the broader 99 percent to protect our communities and bring compassionate pressure on the wealthy.

			Thank you for engaging with the ideas and stories of this book. Each of us holds a piece of the puzzle to our common human destiny. Here’s my piece. I look forward to joining with you.

            
			PART I

			BORN ON 
THIRD BASE

			Some people are born on third base and go through life thinking they hit a triple.

			Barry Switzer

            
			— CHAPTER 1 —

			I Heart the 1 Percent

			It’s mind-boggling how many different worlds people live in on this one planet.

			Richelle E. Goodrich

			I am the great-grandson of the Chicago meatpacker Oscar Mayer. I won the lottery at birth. 

			For the last five decades, I have been traversing the race and class divides in our society. I can attest: The relationship status between US people and our super-wealthy is complicated. At one talk I gave, I asked the audience: “How many of you feel rage toward the wealthiest 1 percent?”

			Almost everyone in a room of 350 people raised a hand. There was nervous laughter.

			“How many of you have admiration for some of the things wealthy people have done to make our society better?”

			About two-thirds of the people in the room raised their hands.

			“How many of you wish you were in the wealthiest 1 percent?”

			Again almost everyone raised a hand, laughing.

			“So you feel enraged, admiring, and wish to be the object of your own anger?” I observed. See, I told you it was complicated. 

			On the one hand, our society expresses a fawning exultation of the wealthy that conflates great riches with virtue. We are a culture that worships wealth and the celebrity of those with great fortunes. On the other hand, we possess a deep resentment toward America’s most endowed. The rich—according to this worldview—are greedy, selfish destroyers who are fundamentally different from other people, an alien race apart from the rest of humanity. 

			For the rich-bashers, all acts of apparent generosity by a wealthy person are suspect. Acts of giving that used to be celebrated are now scrutinized, as Mark Zuckerberg discovered when he announced he was giving away 99 percent of his Facebook stock over his lifetime.1 A munificent gesture by a 1 percenter can only be explained as a venal attempt at calculated public relations, pride, or an extension of ego. 

			Born on Third Base

			I grew up in a wealthy and advantaged family with all the benefits that proffers: country club tennis lessons, international travel, elite private schools, access to quality health care and healthy environments, a debt-free college education, a trust fund. I was clueless as to how advantaged I was.

			Every couple of years I squeeze into my leather lederhosen shorts and eat bratwurst with my extended Oscar Mayer clan at our family reunion’s German Night. 

			I love these people.

			With few exceptions, my extended family are the people you want on your team to solve any major civic or personal problem. They are generous, compassionate, and civically engaged. And, four generations after the founding of a successful family enterprise, many are comfortably in the top 1 percent of household wealth.

			I’m not letting my family affections confuse my understanding of current realities. I’m painfully attuned to the grotesque inequalities of wealth, power, privilege, and opportunity that bombard my sensibilities. I’m simply reporting the facts as I see them. The 1 percent is by no means monolithic and may not be the root cause of our problems, as some suppose—as we’ll explore later. But for now, back to life as I’ve known it.

			Raised in the leafy suburbs of Detroit, Michigan, I attended Cranbrook School, a boys’ prep school modeled after Cranbrook School in Kent, England. Cranbrook had odd British aristocratic pretentions in its formalities and language, especially sitting in the midwestern United States. We had “masters,” “prefects,” and “forms” instead of teachers, advisors, and grade levels. 

			One of my classmates, who was an upperclassman in multiple meanings, was Mitt Romney. Our Cranbrook School motto was “Aim High.” To this day, the motto is depicted by an archer shooting an arrow straight up into the air, which, if you think about it, is a really reckless thing to do. Nevertheless, Mitt and I have heeded our school motto, though obviously Mitt has aimed considerably higher!

			When I was 16, my father told me I would inherit enough wealth to pay for college and beyond. The sum was significant enough that I wouldn’t have to work, but my father encouraged me to pursue a career as if the money wasn’t there. He himself had worked his whole life.

			I was the only member of my graduating senior class at Cranbrook School not to go straight to college. I was hungry to experience the wider world. At age 17, I was beginning to understand the contours of the privilege bubble I had grown up in, and I wanted to venture out.

			Undercover Trust Fund Kid

			At age 17, I moved from Bloomfield Hills, Michigan, to Worcester, Massachusetts, a working-class city that was down on its luck during the economic recession of the late 1970s. 

			In Worcester (or “woo-stahhh” as it is called by locals) I worked for two years at a collection of jobs, including as a teacher in a day care center, a tenant organizer in Worcester public housing, and a volunteer at a Catholic Worker soup kitchen. I made friends with people from dramatically different circumstances—from homeless Vietnam vets, radical Catholic nuns, and working-class teachers to neighborhood business owners and black and Latino youth my age who lived in public housing.

			But I was completely “undercover” in terms of my privileged class upbringing. Some of my friends probably figured it out. But I certainly didn’t volunteer my full story. I was listening and soaking up a radically different education about the world from my Bloomfield Hills and Cranbrook School childhood.

			Between the ages of 20 and 25, I attended college, studied history and economics, and traveled to Mexico and Central America for international service projects, including working with an earthquake relief effort and in a refugee camp. I thought a lot about class and racial identity and what to do with my life. 

			During these years, I also watched the value of the wealth in my name literally double, even though I was making withdrawals to pay my college tuition. I had a front-row seat to wealth creating more wealth. Meanwhile, I was surrounded by people who worked long hours and were unable to save. 

			A trusted older friend of mine helped me put my wealth in perspective. “How long would you have to work,” she asked, “before you could save $250,000, a portion of what you have, above and beyond your expenses?” This put this wealth into dramatic relief for me. At the rate I was going, about a hundred years. 

			The good news is I wasn’t alone in winning the lottery at birth. I found a community of people who were trying to navigate the tension between having substantial inherited wealth and facing the poverty and inequity around us. When I was 18, I met George Pillsbury, the heir to the flour fortune. He had already been depicted in news accounts as the “dough boy.” George had plowed some ground for people like me by cofounding the Haymarket People’s Fund to support “change, not charity” organizations. 

			“Guilt gets a bum rap,” George explained to me when we I first met him in Boston. “There are two kinds of guilt. One thing we label as guilt is a normal and healthy emotional reaction to feeling the disparities of wealth, suffering, and opportunity. If you don’t feel something about that, then you’re not human.”

			The other emotion that we call guilt, George explained, is self-hating and paralyzing. “It keeps you from taking action.” George counseled me to avoid paralyzing guilt and embrace empathetic guilt as a motivation to change the system. 

			It is hard to explain to my friends who’ve grown up in poverty how disorienting it is to be given something that others aspire their whole lifetimes to have. And to reject it must look as odd as a baseball player running the wrong way around the base path, from third base to first base.

			I met other wealthy people, some racked by paralyzing guilt, immobilized by their wealth, and struggling to make their way in the world. I came to appreciate, as Andrew Carnegie wrote, that sometimes giving a child an inheritance is a curse. While feeling grateful to my parents for the head start they provided to me, I saw how inherited wealth interfered with finding my own way in work and life. 

			We Gave Away a Fortune

			At the age of 26, I made the first real adult decision of my life. I gave away the half-a-million-dollar trust fund that my parents had set up for me. If I’d held on to the wealth and kept it invested, I’d have over $7 million today, according to a journalist who later interviewed me.2 

			I also got help from three friends who met regularly to discuss what to do with our wealth. We interviewed over twenty-five people who had given away substantial assets, resulting in a book, We Gave Away a Fortune: Stories of People Who Have Devoted Themselves and Their Wealth to Peace, Justice and the Environment.3 One member of the group, Edorah Frazer, shared my conviction to give away all our assets. We decided to take the leap on the same day.

			On the day I went to the National Bank of Detroit and signed the paperwork to transfer my assets, Edorah did the same thing in Portsmouth, New Hampshire. We called each other from pay phones to share the news.

			I felt buoyant and unshackled. Instead of being cramped up by the ambivalence of holding money I didn’t earn, I shared it effectively to boost economic fairness.

			I would make my own way. At the time, I could not fully comprehend how the financial wealth was just one part of the substantial inheritance of advantages that flowed to me. I gave away the money, but a lot of my privilege was hardwired.

			Thirty years later, I have no regrets. If anything, I feel liberated. My decision enabled me to live my life more aligned to my values. It opened up a source of energy. 

			I’m not advocating this path for others, nor judging those who choose to hold on to wealth. I was 26 years old, unmarried with no children or responsibilities. I know we live in a deeply insecure society, where people experience accidents or job losses—and there is little safety net in the United States compared with other countries. But for me, it was the right path.

			Being stuck in a role where wealth automatically flowed to me, thanks to the rigged rules of the current system, undermined my personal and spiritual sense of well-being. Witnessing poverty and injustice, both in the United States and globally, deepened my understanding of these structures. 

			Passing the wealth along has allowed me to look unflinchingly and nondefensively at the workings of the “inequality system” and the suffering it causes. I don’t hate the 1 percent. But I deeply hate the ways extreme inequality wounds people’s lives, fuels racial divisions, rips our communities apart, and destroys our ecological home.

			To change this situation, we need a movement, led by those hurt and excluded by the system. But we also need the beneficiaries of the rigged game, those of us in the top 1 percent, to play our part.

			— CHAPTER 2 —

			Proceed with Empathy

			It is not learning we need at all. Individuals need learning but the culture needs something else, the pulse of light on the sea, the warm urge of huddling together to keep out the cold. We need empathy, we need the eyes that still can weep.

			Lydia Millet, Oh Pure and Radiant Heart

			“We need to make the world safe for class war,” said Felice Yeskel. “As inequality grows, people go in two directions—either very regressive or progressive.”

			It was 1999, and Yeskel and I were leading a program about “The Growing Divide” for a group of ironworkers in South Boston. Sixty men and a handful of women sat on metal chairs in a drafty union hall. 

			“Regressive populism is when people feel anxious and insecure and look for scapegoats,” Yeskel continued. “Unscrupulous politicians deflect people’s concern and anger toward whoever is the easiest target—new immigrants, women of color on welfare, religious minorities.

			“Progressive populism is when people understand that the rules have been rigged by a powerful group of wealthy people and multinational corporations. Our job is to get people to look up the economic ladder, to target their populist wrath at the richest 1 percent.”

			Four years earlier, I had teamed up with Yeskel, who grew up in a working-class family on New York’s Lower East Side. We were instant collaborators, sparked by our differences. She was working-class, female, lesbian, and Jewish—and I was none of those things.

			Together we cofounded Share the Wealth, later changing our organization’s name to the less incendiary United for a Fair Economy. We agreed that our mission was to make the world safe for class war. And we wrote a popular book, Economic Apartheid in America: A Primer on Economic Inequality and Insecurity.

			Our theory was that social change movements were fueled by anger and needed targets. We studied how the political right wing built its power by deflecting a cesspool of white resentments toward people of color, new immigrants, poor people, and folks with diverse sexual orientations.

			I thought about that theory of change as I looked out at the members of Ironworkers Local 7, working-class people who were taking two hours out of their weekend to talk about the roots of economic insecurity. They seemed fully engaged in the conversation. 

			A few days earlier, I had heard a Boston area comedian, Steven Wright, say, “I was in Davis Square the other day. I went by Mike’s Deli, Dave’s Cookies, Steve’s Ice Cream. Okay, what happened to the days when men made steel?” Well, here they were: the men and women who bend steel, build the bridges and office tower buildings, and put highways underground. They were still here.

			As my part of the presentation I talked about the policies that would reduce inequality: raise the minimum wage, tax the wealthy, make it easier for people to join a union. I mentioned in passing the Responsible Wealth network, formed to amplify the voices of business leaders and wealthy individuals to speak out for tax fairness.

			“Wait a second,” said a man named Steve, a tall fellow with a full beard and New England Patriots jacket. “Are you telling me there are rich people who give a shit about working-class people in this country?”

			“Yes,” I said. “They believe the rules have been rigged in their favor. And they are speaking out.”

			I watched Steve shake his head, take this in, and, for an instant, I swore I saw him tear up. “Why would they do that?”

			“One of our wealthy members, Charles Demere, says he doesn’t want his children and grandchildren to grow up in an apartheid society. He’s lobbying Congress to raise his taxes. He’s not doing this out of charity. He believes it is in his selfish interest to live in a more equal society.”

			“Wow,” said Steve and others murmured in agreement. “I’d like to meet that guy and buy him a beer.” Everyone laughed.

			Misguided Class Warrior

			My various jobs have enabled me to see a wide diversity of places, people, and perspectives. I’ve talked about the dangers of growing inequality in union halls, church basements in the rural South, and swanky Manhattan corporate boardrooms, including atop the World Trade Center in 2000. I’ve worked with mobile home park tenants, rural black sharecroppers, billionaire philanthropists, and everyone in between.

			Prior to cofounding United for a Fair Economy, I coordinated a coalition of 650 groups in Massachusetts concerned about affordable housing, homelessness, and adequate social welfare. We politically got our butts kicked by people whose anger was focused at the poorest and most vulnerable in our state. In 1994, the Massachusetts legislature was more interested in punitive welfare reform than progressive taxes. One of our leaders, Marion Dowe, a strong-voiced woman
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