

[image: cover]




 


PRAISE FOR


YOU’RE RETIRED ... NOW WHAT?





“You’re Retired ... Now What? is a common-sense guide that will tell you, in plain English, how and where to put your money to work for maximum return with below average risk. Brede makes a compelling, out-of-fashion case for active stock picking and against annuities that make sellers rich but saddle buyers with high fees and onerous rules. Her personal story is inspiring, and so is her record of success serving clients.”


—Tyler Mathisen


Anchor and host, Power Lunch, CNBC


“In this book, Debra Brede puts forth an invaluable compendium of advice for those seeking a more secure and fulfilled retirement. Her wisdom is borne of a lifetime of helping others achieve better financial outcomes and the myriad lessons she’s learned over the course of her successful career in finance. Her guidance for retirees and investors alike is practical, purposeful, and important. Bravo!”


—Sterling Shea


Global head of wealth and asset management, Dow Jones


“Deb Brede’s book is a must read for anyone serious about making good financial choices in retirement—and in life. Part history lesson, part personal experience, part market primer, You’re Retired ... Now What? packs decades of Deb’s wisdom into a small space and reminds us why her clients love her.”


—Andy Arnott


President, CEO, and head of wealth and asset management for US and Europe, John Hancock Investments


“Debra Brede tells an incredible story—a true one—of a life and career well lived. Early days in her life became an incredible teacher and disciplinarian that set her up for life and career so well. This book tells that story, while providing great insights, concepts, and practices in wealth management with real life and client examples. Most interestingly and importantly, Debra shows—again by example—the importance, ability, and satisfaction in giving back. Readers will be instructed, motivated, and inspired to act, therefore, like Debra, making the world a better place.”


—Bob Doll


Senior portfolio manager and chief equity strategist, Nuveen


“Many obtain success, but few give back unselfishly, and few can match Debra’s generosity. She not only gives financially, but she takes time to go to India to spend time with the orphans and help wherever she can! Debra and her husband have volunteered at the Agape orphanage in India for more than twelve years. She came from nothing, has it all by my metrics, and gives sacrificially to those in need. A true modern-day hero. An inspiring read.”


—Lynne Voggu


Founder, Agape AIDS Orphan Care


“I have worked with thousands of financial advisors throughout my career. While it would be challenging to label any of them ‘the best,’ since each offers a unique perspective and serves differing types of investors, none exceeds Deb Brede’s unwavering passion for helping her clients achieve their goals. I have known Deb for thirty years and nobody—I mean nobody—outworks her or is more passionate about guiding clients and their families through life’s journey


“Deb has taught me a lot about hard work, money management, focus, and client service over these three decades. She brings all of it to life in the pages of You’re Retired ... Now What?, from stories of her childhood, to the mentors who most influenced her thinking, to explaining the truths and myths of investing, and ultimately to finding one’s real purpose and path for a satisfying retirement.


“Readers of this wonderfully written book will gain perspective on the dos and don’ts of investing in general—and on how their choices might affect retirement in particular.”


—Wayne Bloom


CEO, Commonwealth Financial Network




 


I dedicate this book to my husband, Ken Brede, who has been the wind underneath my wings for the last forty-one years; and to my children, Josh and Ashley, who have loved me in spite of the sacrifices they had to make sharing me with my career.
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Since 1917, the Forbes mission has remained constant. Global Champions of Entrepreneurial Capitalism. ForbesBooks exists to further that aim by bringing the Stories, Passion, and Knowledge of top thought leaders to the forefront. ForbesBooks brings you The Best in Business. To be considered for publication, please visit www.forbesbooks.com.





 


This material within is intended for informational purposes only and should not be construed as investment advice, a solicitation, or a recommendation to buy or sell any security or investment product. Although we take care to ensure our data is accurate and comes from reliable sources, no guarantee is made to the completeness or accuracy of the information herein. D.K. Brede Investment Management Company does not provide legal or tax advice. Tax laws are subject to change, which can impact your financial strategy and results. Please consult with your financial, tax, or legal professional regarding your specific situation.


Investments are subject to risk, including the loss of principal. Some investments are not suitable for all investors, and there is no guarantee that any investing goal will be met. All indices are unmanaged, and investors cannot actually invest directly into an index. Unlike investments, indices do not incur management fees, charges, or expenses. Past performance is no guarantee of future results.


Please consider the investment objectives, risks, charges, and expenses carefully before investing. When considering any security for purchase, remember that the prospectus, which contains this and other information about the investment product, can be obtained from your financial professional. Be sure to read the prospectus carefully before deciding whether to invest.




 


Acknowledgments


I want to thank my beloved clients for trusting me with their financial well-being.


I want to thank Anthony Noel for his amazing work in editing and polishing my words in this book. He is a talented editor and writer, and I could not have done this book without his guidance and tireless support.


I want to thank the Lord my God because without him I would not be where I am today.


“But remember the Lord your God, for it is he who gives you the ability to produce wealth.”


—Deuteronomy 8:18




 


Foreword


RETIREMENT IS SOMETHING that’s on everyone’s mind … eventually. As the time nears, or is thrust upon us, we must face not only decisions about financial realities but also how to enjoy, celebrate, and make the most of this next stage of life. Many people wither in retirement—physically, mentally, and energetically—while others thrive.


The difference is generally a result of proper planning and, just as important, one’s attitude. In the words of Albert Einstein, “There are only two ways to live your life. One is as though nothing is a miracle. The other is as though everything is.” Sign me up for the happy one! And make no mistake, proper planning can provide the solid foundation for a healthy attitude to more easily thrive.


I’ve known and admired Debra Brede for most of her career. She’s an original, and that’s exactly what your retirement should be—custom crafted for your needs and desires, flexible enough to change as you and the world evolve, with a rock-solid foundation to build upon and a functional structure to protect you and your loved ones.


Easier said than done. Given that you probably haven’t retired many times before, or even once, it’s fair to say that you’re a retirement novice. You’ve worked hard, made some mistakes, and hopefully learned from them. Now it’s time to enjoy the fruits of your labor, ratchet down the stress, amp up the joy, and finally realize the dreams you’ve fantasized about all these years.


But just as with every great new endeavor, retirement has a learning curve, not to mention a few surprises along the way. There are rookie mistakes, and occasionally some bad ones. But retirement also has its share of success stories. So how can you stack the deck in your favor? This is where a trusted guide comes in.


Celebrated by one and all—the financial press as well as her colleagues and clients—Deb Brede isn’t just another financial advisor. Commonwealth Financial Network, with whom Deb has been associated for thirty years, is home to two thousand of the best and brightest advisors in the industry. And among this elite group, Deb is perched at the top in terms of the success of her practice … and has been for many years. How does someone do that? How can one person consistently be among the best of the best?


The answer is simple: Deb Brede possesses the intellect and understanding that allows her to cut to the chase, to find what works, and to execute accordingly. She has no tolerance for sales pitches, only for sensible solutions. And perhaps even more important, she possesses a passion for helping others.


Not surprisingly, her clients love her for it. They depend on her wisdom and they tell their friends about her. Her business has grown by word of mouth, and as you travel the pages of this book and read her stories and understand her process, you’ll appreciate why. Like Deb, You’re Retired ... Now What? is totally to-the-point, insightful, and purpose-driven.


When Deb asked if I would write the foreword for her book, I was honored. However, while I happily agreed to do this because I adore Deb and she has always been an important part of Commonwealth, I didn’t anticipate how much I’d delight in reading it. Frankly, my initial intention was to skim through the manuscript, digest her approach, and write a well-deserved laudatory intro. But I couldn’t put it down. Who knew?!


Deb shares her secret sauce and explains exactly what she does and why. In that respect, it’s a tutorial for investors and advisors alike. But be warned: if you read this book, you’re likely to end up wanting Deb Brede to be your advisor. More importantly, you’ll have a much better understanding of what a great advisor feels like.


We live in an age where most answers are but a click away. But clearly that’s not enough. Retirement is too important a topic to leave to chance. Or to inexperience. The true luxury in today’s world is having an experienced and trusted expert in your corner—be it financial, medical, or any other area where you need help and guidance—who knows and cares about you, and who helps you to realize your most important dreams and objectives.


—Joseph Deitch, chairman and founder, Commonwealth Financial Network
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Part One


The Best Teacher




 


CHAPTER 1


When Planning Meets Reality


ASK ANY SUCCESSFUL PERSON: planning and reality are often two different things.


Countless books have been and continue to be written about planning for retirement. They urge readers to begin the planning process as early as possible, then give the author’s take on the best strategies for establishing and increasing a nest egg during the reader’s working life. The hope, of course, is that by the time she or he is ready to retire, the reader will have the financial resources they’ll need to enjoy their golden years.


That is all well and good for most working people. But I didn’t write this book for them.


This book is for high-net-worth people who are either very close to retirement or have already quit working. People for whom having adequate resources in retirement, quite frankly, isn’t going to be an issue.


Unless they really screw things up.


Maybe that put a smile on your face, but it’s no laughing matter. It actually happens all the time. Having seen it happen since the earliest stages of my career, I made helping people who have amassed significant wealth avoid screwing up my top priority, and it has remained my primary goal for the past thirty-three years.






It is in execution and adaptation where things can get tricky, especially for people who haven’t, like me, devoted their lives to studying and implementing strategies designed to protect and grow wealth.








Over those years, I’ve seen innumerable market ripples, wrangles, climbs, and crashes. I’ve worked with hundreds of highly successful people, every one of whom understood—intellectually, at least—a crucial truth: planning alone does not guarantee anything. Only by executing our plans and adapting them as circumstances change do we create our best chance at living the reality we hope to live in retirement.


Left to their own devices, many of these smart, wealthy people would have tended to make poor decisions. My goal is to help those who lack my hard-won expertise make better choices, and I believe my contrarian approach—which I’ll discuss in detail a bit later—helps me do that, each and every day.


It is in execution and adaptation where things can get tricky, especially for people who haven’t, like me, devoted their lives to studying and implementing strategies designed to protect and grow wealth. There’s no how-to book for doing that, but even if there were, it would read to the uninitiated as if it had been translated from Chinese. Into Latin. Or maybe Sanskrit. For reasons which, by the time you’ve finished this book, I think will become clear.


But here’s a hint: too many considerations—both fundamental and complex—must be taken into account when the goal is protecting and growing wealth. In learning them, there is simply no substitute for direct experience.


* * *


Without exception, the clients I serve are concerned with three things:


• never running out of money during their lifetimes,


• providing for their survivors after they’ve passed, and


• preserving and expanding their ability (read: money) to give to philanthropic pursuits aimed at making the world a better place.


In short, I help wealthy, purpose-driven retirees protect and grow the legacies they want to leave their families—and the wider world—after they are gone.


Why me?


But why do they want my help? I think it is because I am a bottom-line-driven person.


The simple fact is that planning is only as good as the reality it creates—in other words, whether our plans succeed.


I learned what happens when people lack a plan, let alone the will to follow it, in childhood.


My parents were teenagers when they had me. They were, quite literally, kids raising kids. My grandmother loved to remind us that, at my father’s high school graduation ceremony, I was in my mother’s belly while my brother sat on my mom’s lap. Mom had four kids by her twenty-third birthday. It might have been six, but she lost a set of twins within hours of their birth. My own daughter is almost twenty-five, and I can’t imagine her with four kids and lost twins.


Memories of my growing-up years are of my parents fighting. Always about money, because they had none.


“If only they had money,” I thought, “they’d stop fighting.”


It’s impossible to fully appreciate the seriousness I bring to the work I do—the degree to which I hold myself accountable for helping my clients succeed—without first understanding how I grew up.


Tough times


My mom was miserable. She was tied down to raising kids, while her old high school friends could have fun—go to parties, date, and enjoy life. Mom had been very beautiful and popular in high school, when she met my father. The multiple pregnancies did a number on her body, including unsightly varicose veins on her once-gorgeous legs.


Mom blamed us for everything, including the fact that she was overweight—as if all her consecutive pregnancies, lack of exercise, and not eating right had nothing to do with it. (I have never seen my mom eat a vegetable!)


My mom’s pregnancies happened before she learned to cook. Her idea of making a spaghetti dinner was opening a can of Campbell’s tomato soup and pouring it on overcooked noodles.


My father never came home for dinner. The only dinner I remember eating with him was one Easter, when he brought his mother to our house. All of us kids knew this grandmother hated my mom, as she often told us that my mother trapped my dad into marriage by getting pregnant with my brother, Bruce.


So Mom, in an effort to impress her mother-in-law with a nice Easter meal, bought Swanson TV dinners and baked them. Then she dished the sides into bowls—the peas and potatoes—and the thinly sliced turkey went onto a serving plate. She brought everything proudly into the dining room, as if she’d made it herself. (Technically, I guess, she had.)


When her mother-in-law came into the kitchen for something, as mothers-in-law often do, she spotted the empty boxes in the kitchen waste can. My mother never did live this down, and the incident gave my father’s mother, Grandma Cole, one more reason why my mom was not right for my father.


Since Mom did not cook, it was every kid for themselves. My brother Bruce and I took over the job of cooking when we were very young. Our staple was ketchup bread sandwiches, and once in a while a slice of baloney added when my mom had extra money.


We learned to make soups, and always added a lot of water so the broth filled us up. We made “ketchup soup” by boiling a soup bone (which was cheap, as the butcher had removed all the meat). After an hour, we added ketchup for color, then boiled noodles for ten more minutes before serving. Potato soup was one of our favorites, made with a small splash of milk to give color to the broth. (Milk was a precious commodity, and in our house, it was meant for the baby who had most recently arrived. ONLY.)


* * *


After Dad left my mom for another woman, Mom signed us up for paper routes. Bruce and I were too young to get them on our own. I hope you’re sitting down: I was five, he was six.


My mother signed us up for one at first, then a second. Together they made a route large enough to produce a decent income—for a teenager, looking for a few extra dollars. But not enough to feed a family of one adult, two kids, and a baby. Mom was no longer a teen, but she stretched that money as far as she could. For years, it was our household’s sole income.


We lived in the country, about an hour-and-a-half drive from Pittsburgh. It was the early ’60s, when newspapers published a morning and an evening edition each weekday, and one in the morning only on Saturday and Sunday. And we delivered them. On foot. In weather fair and foul. School or no school.


My brother and I would get up at five in the morning and deliver in the dark. There weren’t many streetlights out there, but there were plenty of dogs. Some would bite you if you did not approach them in the right way. Fortunately, our family dog walked along with me as I threw papers.


Even now, when winter’s on the wind—or if the day is just cold and rainy, chilling me to the bone—it reminds me. Because that’s how it was for us as kids, all winter long. My mother didn’t seem to care if we had gloves or coats. We were just kids, doing what she told us and fending for ourselves.


Something else I remember is the day my dog got hit by a car. I had to cross a busy road to take the paper to one house. It was a major highway, and a car hit him. He was a mixed-breed German shepherd, pretty much the same size as me. I carried him for what had to be a mile, as my five-year-old brain comprehended it, back to our house. He was bleeding from the mouth, and I woke my mother.


I remember telling her, “Mom! We have to get the dog to the hospital! He’s going to die!”


Her angry response when she woke up was, “Forget it, I don’t have any money for that dog.” I cried my eyes out as I watched my dog die. Even now I feel the painful sorrow as I remember this and write about it.


If only we had some money, I thought, we could have saved that dog.


* * *


Taking papers and then having to collect the money weekly from the customers on the route taught me a lot. I got to know my customers. I think because the town was so small, many knew that my father had left us and allowed me to do extra jobs to make more money. Several paid me to take their trash cans to the curb on trash pickup day, and I regularly shoveled the snow off of customers’ sidewalks during my morning route. (Snow days meant getting up an hour earlier, at four instead of five in the morning.)


The money from these chores helped compensate for those few customers who would not answer the door when I came to collect payment for their newspapers. Because I was responsible for covering the cost of the papers when a customer did not pay, I would often go back to their houses multiple times to collect. Each time, I’d leave a handwritten note asking that they leave the money owed in an envelope on the doorstep for me to pick up when I delivered the next morning’s newspaper. After three notices, I’d cut off their newspaper delivery. These were the same people who later called the newspaper office to complain about me.


My biggest lesson came when one of my customers asked if I had any silver quarters in my collection bag. (Quarters minted prior to 1965 were 90 percent silver.) I said that I did not know. He asked if it was OK if he looked at my coins. I thought he was a nice older gentleman and naively allowed him to pour my collection bag of coins onto his kitchen counter. He promised to give me an equal amount of other coins or dollar bills in exchange for any silver ones he found.


I had no idea—until the next day, when my mother counted the money before taking it to the Herald Standard office—that I was short. Turned out this “gentleman” was a thief, and it took me weeks of extra jobs to make it up. But it was a valuable lesson that I’ve never forgotten: people are not always who they seem to be.


Figuring it out


Though we qualified, my mother was too proud to go on welfare. When she finally realized my dad was never coming back, she decided to apply for food stamps. But Mom was embarrassed to use them herself, plus our car was old and never worked. So she sent me, at six-and-a-half, on a bus to the grocery store. It ran a loop between Hopwood (where I lived) and Uniontown.


I’d get on the bus with a limited number of food stamps and a grocery list put together with my brother’s help (remember, we were the family cooks). I had to pick out the groceries (knowing I could only carry two bags), calculate in my head how much I was spending (I could not go over the amount I had in food stamps), and check out before the bus came back.


As stressful as this was on a little kid, what was worse was the shame I felt when I pulled out the food stamps to pay for the groceries. I was embarrassed by our need for them, too, and feared that a kid from my grade-school class would see me.


Looking back, I think again: If only we had money …


* * *


If my mother had actually gone in for a diagnosis, I think she would have been considered bipolar. She had some real highs, but mostly lows. My mom’s mother blamed it on an incident from Mom’s childhood.


Workmen were repairing the roof of Mom’s school, and she happened to be in the wrong place—three stories below—at the wrong time. A crowbar fell from above, catching my mom square on the head. Grandmother said she was in a coma for days, and when she awoke, she was a very different and moody kid. I know this story is true because there is a very large scar on my mother’s scalp that is evident when her hair is wet.


Her moodiness manifested regularly when we were kids. One day, I came home from school to find that Mom had painted the walls in our living room a dark blue. She’d also moved a large mirror from the entryway, which had given our tiny house the illusion of more depth. She said she was tired of seeing her “fat self” in that mirror. It was the start of a very dark period for her, and it lasted a long time.
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