VISION

We envision an
investment world
in which markets
are fair, safe,
understandable,
rewarding and
accessible to

all peaple.
MISSION

We seek to manage
investment portfolios
for U.S. based
individuals, families,
endowments and
other organizations,
using the highest
level of professional
investment advice
together with
genuinely caring,
personal service.

VALUES

Utter integrity,
confidentiality, honesty,
and ethical conduct

Utmost concern
and respect for clients

Higbhest level of
professionalism

Genuine understanding
of each client’s individual

situation and careful
attention to all clients’
investment

needs

Investmentnotes

HaMmrick INVESTMENT COUNSEL

BEGINNING INVESTMENTS

I'd like to tell you about my first major invest-
ment. [t was in 1970. I was in school then,
and I had a summer job, working as an office
boy in downtown San Francisco.

The company in which I invested was U.S.
Natural Resources. At that time, conglomerates
were the rage. Some aggressive businessmen
had taken control of a small public company
in northern California that manufactured
kilns for drying lumber. The businessmen
had gone on a spree, issuing stock and snapping
up unrelated businesses. They bought copper
mines in Arizona. A hotel operating company
in Alaska. Television stations in Australia.
How could I lose?

I took all my earnings that summer — about
$600 — and bought 30 shares of USNR at $20
per share. By year-end it had climbed to $30
per share. It was the most frequently recom-
mended stock pick by the major brokerage
houses. I was a genius!

Over the following three years, I watched as the
price of USNR steadily declined from $30 to
$3 per share. The value of my holding had fallen
to under $100. By that time, I had graduated,
and was living in San Francisco and working
full-time downtown.

Though unable to admit that I wasn't the invest-
ment wonder I considered myself to be, I
thought maybe I should consult with an
investment professional for

a second opinion.

“SELL!” the broker recommended — in no un-
certain terms. I don’t think it was bad advice.
But I was much too proud to admit that my
stock pick hadnt worked out.

Instead, I decided to call on the company. I
suppose I thought I was conducting investment
research, but I think at heart I wanted to know
what had happened to my $600. The company
was headquartered in Menlo Park. I didn’t
have a car at that time, but my friend Kevin
agreed to drive me down for the afternoon

in his VW bus.

By that time, all the big shot businessmen were
long gone — probably with tidy fortunes. In
retrospect, I see how gracious the new CFO was
to take time to meet with this naive kid with
his 30 shares. Perhaps I provided an entertaining
diversion from what must have been a fairly
desultory task, cleaning up the shambles of that

failed empire.

My analysis of the company was not especially
penetrating. But it seemed to me that these new
managers were honest, intelligent and hard-
working. Slowly, piece-by-piece, they were
salvaging what they could of the company.

This was in 1974 — around the time of the
Arab oil embargo and the Watergate scandals.
Over the course of that year, I added to my
holdings. 100 shares here, 200 shares there.
Meanwhile, although the outlook for the
company seemed to be improving, the stock
price wasn't. I watched it fall from $3, to $2,
to $1.50 per share. At that point, that was
about as low as I could take it. This had turned
out to be a very painful experience.

Since that time, I've sought to increase my
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Ve e
KA\ L/ : %*






