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			PREFACE: Who Is the Ultimate Cheapskate?

			It’s true. I’m cheap, and I’m a loser.

			In fact the best thing that’s happened to me over the past few years—the highlight of my ostensibly lowlife existence—is that I entered the 2005 Penny Pincher of the Year Contest sponsored by national finance columnist Michelle Singletary, and—you guessed it—I lost.

			         

			Me, the Titan of Tightwads, the Maestro of Misers, the Commander in Cheap. Not only did Singletary shaft me for the fifty-dollar top prize, but I didn’t even get an honorable mention in the long list of my cheapskate brethren whose names and frugal tips appeared in her column.

			I was crushed. I’d been eyeing a reduced-for-quick-sale rump roast and other ripening delicacies at my local supermarket for a week. I’d all but spent that fifty bucks.

			I lost all interest in things that I once found enjoyable. Like double-coupon days and checking the coin return at every public pay phone I pass. I was a broken shell of a miser (although BTW, if you find a broken egg in a carton at the store, it’ll usually give you the whole dozen for free).

			Denise, my wife of twenty-two years, became concerned. It was as if my frugal libido had gone limp, as limp as the half-priced asparagus I once gleefully loaded into our shopping cart. Her jaw dropped in disbelief one day when I pulled into the closest gas station to fill up without even circling the block to check the prices of the competition.

			“Jeff, this has to stop,” she said with equal parts concern and mocking disdain in her voice. “I know I married the cheapest man in America. What does Michelle Singletary know? She’s not married to you, is she?” I detected a distinct wishful inflection in the tone of Denise’s last rhetorical question.

			         

			It’s often occurred to me that most good things in my life have happened when I’m wearing only underwear.

			Two weeks after learning of my defeat in the Post’s contest, I was sitting in my underwear one Wednesday morning opening a spamish-sounding e-mail from TODAYshow.com. I should explain that I frequently work in only my underwear, particularly since I concluded my twenty-five-year career as an executive in the nonprofit sector and became, as I like to say, selfishly employed as a freelance writer.

			“You don’t know me,” the message began, “but first let me say that I think you should have won the $50.” The message immediately had my undivided attention.

			The producer went on to explain that the Today show was starting a new weeklong “Cheapskate Way” series. Michelle Singletary was going to be a guest, and Singletary had been asked if she knew of anyone who had a lighthearted take on the subject matter. She passed along my (losing) contest entry to the Today show folks, and within a week I was chatting it up on live TV with Matt Lauer, who aptly branded me the Ultimate Cheapskate and restored my flagging faith in my own frugality.

			And so I owe my gig as a guest correspondent on the Today show and my blossoming new career as a writer to my two greatest virtues: I’m cheap, and I’m a loser.
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			Now, I’m flattered when people think I’m funny. Not only is laughter the best medicine, but it’s the only one drug companies aren’t ripping us off for.

			But the fact is, I actually believe what I say and practice what I preach. Well, at least the parts that aren’t BS. But I’m sure you’ll be able to recognize those.

			OK, so to save time and energy costs, I sometimes soft-boil my morning eggs along with the dirty dishes in the dishwasher (top shelf for runny yolks, bottom shelf for firm), but who doesn’t? (True.)

			Some cheapskates save the wrapping paper off their Christmas gifts to use again next year. Not me. I save it, put it back on the roll, and return it to Wal-Mart for a refund. Gotcha. That’s BS (although it might not be a bad act of civil disobedience when the last woodlot in your neighborhood is torn down to put up another Wal-Mart).

			And I re-cant, as opposed to decant, the wine I proudly serve to my dinner guests, funneling cheap box wine into premium-label bottles I’ve collected over the years. And you know what? No one has ever questioned the authenticity of the wines I’ve served, which proves either there’s no difference in taste or wine snobs live in fear of being exposed as frauds, not daring to question the label on the bottle. (True.)

			And I never buy postage stamps. Instead I practice a technique I call “reverse mailing.” I address an envelope to myself, put the intended recipient as the return address, and drop it in a mail box without a stamp. The post office kindly “returns” it to the intended recipient marked “Postage Due.” (False.) Nah, I don’t do that. It would be wrong. I imagine it’s also illegal, and I’ve always heard that prison inmates go extra hard on philatelists doing time in the big house.

			The truth is, I’m forty-eight years old at the time I’m writing this, and I believe that even in my relatively short lifetime we’ve seen a fundamental—and fundamentally bad—shift in our values and priorities.

			We are now a people and a nation focused more on amassing a quantity of stuff than we are on amassing a quality of life. Making money is no longer a means to an end; it’s an end in itself. Somewhere along the line this shift of values and priorities happened. It happened to our country, it happened to our generation, and I’ll bet it happened to you.

			If money, and the stuff you can buy with it, have become your dominatrix, if you remember your kids’ ages by which model of cell phone you were using at the hospital when they were born, then I think this book might help.

			This book is about two things: getting more for less and, even more important, understanding that less is often more. It’s about the fact that you probably already have everything you could ever need or want, if you’ll only slow down long enough on the Road to Riches to think about it.


			

			What I Really Believe

			Living on less is a good thing to do. It’s the only financial advice that will work for almost everyone. It’s about a quality of life you cannot buy, a sense of satisfaction you cannot fake, and an appreciation for others that gives life value. It’s also about helping save the planet and sharing with those in need. Living on less can be funny, but it’s not a joke.

			—Jeff Yeager
 The Ultimate Cheapskate
 UltimateCheapskate.com
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			Introduction: The Money Step

			I always stay at the cheapest hotel, so I was surprised to find a mint on my pillow in the evening. Turns out it fell out of the mouth of the guy who slept there the night before.

			—Jeff Yeager, the Ultimate Cheapskate

			Rule No. 1: Groceries do not count as Christmas gifts, even if you gift wrap them.

			—Denise Yeager, pooooor wife of the Ultimate Cheapskate, giving Jeff the annual holiday gift buying lecture.

			Man, money may not be the root of all evil, but it’s a seed that can sprout some pretty nasty shit.

			—anonymous barroom philosopher I met in The Bar, Williston, North Dakota, summer 1977, while I was on a cross-country bicycle trip. He was bemoaning the recent breakup with his “old lady,” a rift that grew out of the couple’s winning one thousand dollars in the lottery.


			What’s your earliest childhood memory of money?

			Close your eyes and think about it hard for a minute, because it’s really important. The memory you eventually dredge up may have a shockingly familiar feeling. In fact you may conjure up feelings and emotions that crossed the radar screen of your mind this very day, as you paid for your groceries, wrote a check to the electric company, or shelled out the kid’s weekly allowance.

			Keep that memory at the very top of your mind as we travel in the pages ahead down some of life’s major byways, byways filled with intersections, with choices. Not just choices about money and how to spend it, but decisions about what you want out of life, what’s important in life, and what money does—or doesn’t—have to do with any of it.

			I’ll bet that your earliest thoughts and memories of money are still influencing some of the financial decisions you make today. As you keep barreling down the Road to Riches, convinced, as most of us are, that the intersection with the Highway to Happiness is just around the next bend, it’s worth spending a moment to think about how you got to this point. Like consulting a road map when you’re already hopelessly lost, you might be surprised to find out where you really are and that the course you are on is leading you away from your intended destination.

			In my case, my earliest memory of money is, ironically, of found money, of a shiny silver dime, probably dated around 1963, when I was five. I found it while playing in our front yard on Summerfield Road in Sylvania, Ohio.

			In my case, my first taste of money truly was a taste. By the time my mom sprinted across the yard to see what I was playing with, it was too late. I had already swallowed it. In addition to the spellbinding shine of the coin, I remember the metallic flavor as it traveled awkwardly down my tiny throat. Somehow, through the marvels of the human body and mind, I still get a slight, almost undetectable taste of metal in my mouth at the end of every day when I empty out my pocket change.

			Money on the Brain

			Like it or not, money is part of our very being. We worry more about money than anything else. We fight with our spouses and families more about money than anything else. We spend more of our waking hours earning and spending money than doing anything else.

			In fact I read about a research study a few years ago that showed that people think about money an average of fifty-five times a day. That immediately caught my attention, as I also remembered reading about another study that showed that people (or, rather, men) think about sex an average of every fifteen minutes throughout the day.

			When you combine the results of these two studies and subtract out of a twenty-four-hour period the number of hours spent sleeping and the hours spent thinking about nothing at all, if I’ve done the math correctly, you discover something startling. Not only do most people think only about money and sex, but a good deal of the time men are thinking about money and sex simultaneously. On second thought, I guess I don’t find it that surprising.

			So with thoughts of money dominating your every waking hour and encroaching on every aspect of your life, you pick up a book about—what else?—money.

			But unlike most personal finance books, this book is not about how to make more money. This book is about how to make less money, but how to be happier than if you made more. It’s about how to make money less a part of your life by spending less, so that you can enjoy life more. And it’s not so much about finding the best values in things—although it provides some good advice in that regard—as about valuing the best things, which usually come without price tags.

			Most of all, this book is about choices, not about sacrifices, as my moniker, the Ultimate Cheapskate, might make you think. It’s about the choices we make every day about earning and spending money and the priorities we set for ourselves on the basis of those choices.

			The Money Step

			Ultimately each of the choices we’re going to look at in this book—whether it’s what kind of house you should buy or whether you have enough roughage in your diet—is a choice involving the Money Step.

			The Money Step is the little dance of earning and spending we do pretty much every day of our life. It has three beats, like a waltz:


			Earning money

			To spend money

			To get what you want

			[…or at least what you think you want]


			The Money Step has become the default setting for the world we live in today. It’s now the rule, not the exception. We unconsciously, or consciously, take the Money Step when doing almost everything we do. The idea of getting what we really want by reducing or even entirely skipping the Money Step—a comfortable house without an uncomfortable mortgage, strong health without ever buying a gym membership, the ability to sleep nights knowing that we’re debt free—is a concept so out of vogue in our society it’s nearly extinct.

			As we’ll see, questioning the Money Step is as much about deciding what you truly want and need as about deciding how best to get it. By the end of this book I hope you’ll start to question whether the Money Step should continue to be the default setting in your life. And throughout this book, as we look at different big-ticket items in the typical family budget, I encourage you to keep one key question in mind: Can you and your family skip, or at least limit, the Money Step and go straight to the real prize?

			The Allegory of the Ax and the Basketball

			I first came to appreciate—indeed fixate on—the Money Step during my twenty-five-year career as a CEO and fundraiser in the nonprofit sector. Operating in an environment where money is always scarce and goals are rarely measured just in dollars, I spent my days finding creative ways to avoid, or at least mitigate as much possible, the Money Steps that stood between my organization and the mission it was created to serve.

			You might say that my vocation as a nonprofit manager was achieving success without the use of money, or at least without a lot of it. “The nonprofit sector is fortunate to be immune from economic downturns,” I used to tell my staff, “because in the nonprofit world, the economy always sucks.” Much of what I learned during those years rubbed off on my personal life and finances, or maybe the other way around, making my transition to the Ultimate Cheapskate a natural one.

			But looking back on it now, I guess I should have grasped the concept of the Money Step years before, as a result of a horrifically embarrassing incident in my youth. The symbolic significance of the episode was lost on me at the time, but I now understand and deeply appreciate the prophetic importance of what I call the Allegory of the Ax and the Basketball.

			When I was at the age of sixteen, an age not associated with great wisdom, yet one at which you’ve presumably learned something about the basic laws of physics, my brother, Joel, and I were chopping firewood along the banks of the Maumee River in rural Ohio. The winter ice had just broken, and with the spring melt the water was running high. The driftwood was piling up along the shoreline faster than we could cut and split it.

			If you’ve never witnessed an ice breakup on a river of any size, I can tell you it’s a powerful event. Foot-thick chunks of ice churned down the riverbed, sounding like a crushed ice dispenser on the door of an expensive refrigerator. The ice flows packed so much speed and power that occasionally they’d pitch a live catfish or sucker out of the water and onto the shore. You couldn’t live on a riverbank as we did and not mark the year by the day the ice breaks.

			When the ice breaks up, it pushes anything and everything downstream—not just driftwood but flotsam and jetsam of all kinds. Growing up, we’d seen it all: pontoon boats, beer kegs, duck blinds, ice chests, furniture, oil drums, refrigerators, a travel trailer, and our most prized recovery, a store mannequin with lifelike breasts (or at least we thought so at that age). This particular day the pickings were a little slim, but a plump basketball eventually came along, just close enough to the shore that we could wade into the icy water and pull it in with a long stick.

			Although my brother and I both are well over six feet tall, we are Yeagers and thus far too uncoordinated to actually play basketball. We had little use for the newfound treasure, despite the peril involved in rescuing it. We took turns hurling the ball at each other, bouncing it off some rocks and trees, and we’d all but lost interest in it when my brother had a proposition for me.

			“Hey, Gook [his brotherly term of endearment for me], I’ll give you five bucks if you can chop it in half with the ax,” he said, pointing at the basketball. To reinforce his point, he produced a soggy five-dollar bill from the pocket of his blue jeans.

			“What is he, crazy?” I thought. “Easy money!”

			Without a second thought, I picked up the ax, swung it high above my head, and brought it down on the basketball with all my heft. I wasn’t just going to chop it in half; I was going to obliterate that thing.

			Frankly, it never—even for a nanosecond—occurred to me that the basketball might withstand the blow of the ax. All I was thinking about at the time was what I would do with the money and how good I’d feel pulling the five-spot out of my brother’s hand. I was so focused on the money that the possible consequences of the endeavor never crossed my mind.

			Gosh, telling the story now, I feel so stupid. Of course the ax didn’t puncture the basketball, and since I’d swung it with such passion, the force of the ricochet redoubled off the taut ball. The ax rebounded instantaneously, the flat back hitting me squarely in the forehead, right between the eyes.

			I staggered backward, my lanky teenage frame reeling. My vision blurred as if I were suddenly inside the lava lamp in my bedroom, looking out. The last thing I remember before I passed out and fell to the ground was the sight of my brother falling to the ground first, bent double in a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

			After I came to—well, actually, about thirty years after I came to—I realized three important things about this spectacularly stupid incident:


			1. I assumed that getting the money would be easy.

			2. The possible consequences of trying to get the money never crossed my mind.

			3. Because of No. 1 and No. 2, it never occurred to me that maybe I shouldn’t try to get the money, that I should skip the Money Step.


			Does any of that sound familiar? Maybe it even hits you right between the eyes?

			But where does that leave us as we lead our lives in this era of abundance, with unlimited opportunities to chase after more money and a perennial search for genuine happiness? If more money and more stuff aren’t the key to happiness, is it possible, as I learned when I brought that ax down on the basketball, that their pursuit might actually lead us to greater unhappiness?

			Money: It’s Not All It’s Cracked Up to Be

			If money talks, then it tells a lot of lies. That’s not just the conclusion I’ve come to in my own life, the reason I’ve decided to embrace rather than shun my Inner Miser, but it’s a conclusion supported by the experience of an increasing number of the superrich, like Bill Gates and Warren Buffett, as they strive to rid themselves of at least some of their wealth. Talking about his ranking as the world’s richest man, Gates said, “I wish I wasn’t. There is nothing good that comes of that.”

			Researchers who study such things report that when it comes to the relationship between wealth and happiness, there’s not much to report. There really isn’t one. Daniel Gilbert, a professor of psychology at Harvard, writes in his thought-provoking book Stumbling on Happiness (Alfred A. Knopf, 2006):


			Economists and psychologists have spent decades studying the relation between wealth and happiness, and they have generally concluded that wealth increases human happiness when it lifts people out of abject poverty and into the middle class but that it does little to increase happiness thereafter…. It hurts to be hungry, cold, sick, tired, and scared, but once you’ve bought your way out of these burdens, the rest of your money is an increasingly useless pile of paper.


			My experience as a professional fundraiser dealing with some extremely wealthy people convinced me that Gilbert and other social scientists speak the truth: There is no relationship between wealth and happiness beyond some point just north of the U.S. poverty line. In the nonprofit sector, perhaps more than in any other area, you get a chance to interact with both extremes of the economic spectrum, very wealthy donors and very needy clients. Even though it’s a purely anecdotal observation, I can tell you that the multimillionaires I’ve met have generally struck me as less joyful than lots of folks I’ve encountered on the other end of the teeter-totter and as usually much less content than most of us in between. I think Ben Franklin nailed it: “Who is rich? He that rejoices in his portion.”

			Enough Is Enough

			How much money do you want? That’s the question I asked time after time as I spoke with people while writing this book. That’s the question I want you to ask yourself right now. Forget about whether it’s an attainable amount or a rational goal, and answer it as you would a word association test, with the first thing that pops into your mind. (If you’re a guy, I know that it’s hard to see past the naked ladies dancing on the stage of your frontal lobe, but go ahead and try.)

			If you’re like most people I’ve spoken to, you may not have an answer, or at least a real answer—that is, an answer that’s objective, precise, or even quantifiable. Typical responses include:


			• “More money than I have now”

			• “As much money as I can get”

			• “Enough money that I’ll never have to worry ever again [about money, I guess]”

			• “More money than I could ever possibly need”

			• No. 1 answer: “More than my &%$# neighbor/brother/sister/father/mother/boss/exwife/coworker/etc. has or will ever have!”


			Besides lacking specificity, of course the other thing that all these nonanswers have in common is that: whatever the real answer may be, I ain’t there yet! I want MORE! As Daniel Gilbert writes, “Once we’ve eaten our fill of pancakes, more pancakes are not rewarding, hence we stop trying to procure and consume them. But not so, it seems, with money.”

			Someone once described (well, blasted, really) my philosophy of cheapskateism as “settling for less.” I initially bristled at that demeaning phrase, protesting that “less can really be more” and that you need not sacrifice your dreams and desires if you’re a frugal-meister like me.

			But the more I thought about it, the more I came to appreciate both the wisdom and the beauty of the phrase “settling for less.”

			If the alternative is leading a life that’s unsettled, a life of always wanting more, then settling for less is a pretty darn good deal. Money is relative—what’s a lot of money for one person is very little to someone else, and the other way around—so it’s not a matter of a lot or a little, of more or less, but it’s all about enough.

			No Such Thing as a Free Lunch

			A few years ago I was having lunch with a longtime friend of mine. Clay F. is close to ten years my senior. While I spent my career toiling away at relatively modest paying jobs in the nonprofit sector, Clay unleashed his entrepreneurial zeal in the tech field, starting his first company while he was still in college.

			Despite the fact that I could never understand exactly what any of Clay’s companies did or produced—something about cold fusion computer technology, which I swear was a rock band I saw in concert at the Toledo Sports Arena in 1973—it’s clear that he understands it enough for it to make him a very wealthy man.

			In fact Clay is about the only friend I have who doesn’t try to BOGOF me when the lunch check arrives. If you’re not familiar with the term, “BOGOF” refers to “buy one and get one free” (aka “two-for-one-deals” or “twofers”), and in hardened cheapskate circles like mine it’s sport to one-up your dining companion by whipping out a two-for-one coupon when the check arrives to pay for your portion of the bill. After all, if the other guy was prepared to pay for his lunch anyway, why shouldn’t you be the one to eat for free? As we like to say, in our crowd “no one ever tries to Bogart the check, but everyone tries to BOGOF the check.” Except for Clay F., that is.

			Clay is, without a doubt, one of the most savvy, sophisticated businessmen I know. That’s why our conversation over lunch surprised me so. After we caught each other up on family affairs and he tried yet again to explain to me that Java script has nothing to do with either coffee or the fat dude in Star Wars, Clay said he was thinking about selling his latest enterprise and retiring. “I just don’t know how much money I need before I retire,” he said.

			That stunned me. Here was a brilliant, accomplished financier, apparently unable to master any of the myriad of retirement savings calculators that pop up and vibrate on my computer screen every time I go online. Maybe Clay wasn’t such a computer wiz after all? In fact, I’m sure I still have a Cold Fusion T-shirt from that concert. Could the F in Clay F. stand for “faker”?

			“What? You know there are a million books on the subject, not to mention all the info available on the Internet. You do know about the Internet, don’t you?” I said, baiting him.

			“Yeah, yeah. It’s not that. Hell, I had more than I could ever need by the time I graduated from college and sold my first business. It’s more a question of how much I want, you know, and when I feel I can, well, stop.” Clay was unusually serious, as evidenced by his not taking my bait, and I could tell he’d been thinking a lot about this.

			“It’s funny that you brought this up. I’ve been thinking about the same thing, sort of. Of course I’m not a techno-geek-gazillionaire like you, but I’ve always been frugal—”

			“Cheap!” He chimed in while I continued speaking.

			“—and I’ve managed to squirrel away a pretty nice nest egg, given my line of work. What I’ve been thinking about isn’t really retirement. I don’t know that I ever want to totally retire. I just sort of want to do my own thing, whatever that is on any given day. Kind of, well, afford myself the luxury of being self-employed; or better yet, selfishly employed!” I said.

			“Yeager, you missed your calling. You could be writing jingles for toilet bowl cleaners right now. Maybe that’s what you should do, once you’re selfishly employed,” he gibed.

			“Maybe I will,” I said as Clay picked up the check, and I smoothly slid my two-for-one coupon back in my pocket to use another day and scooped the complimentary thin mints off the American Express cashier’s tray for my afternoon snack.

			Slaying Your Enoughasaurus

			When do you have enough? When can you declare victory in your own personal War for More and call home the troops? The conversation with Clay kept nagging at me, and eventually I had a series of minor epiphanies because of it.

			What I came to realize was that despite the vast differences in our net worths, both Clay and I—and everyone else, for that matter—face the same financial challenge: deciding what “enough” is, for you, or slaying your own Enoughasaurus.

			More is a moving target, not an answer, and leads to the prospect that you’ll die in harness, destination unknown. And things like retirement savings calculators can’t answer the question for you; they can only help you do the math once you’ve answered the real question for yourself.

			But with a sense of relief, the most important thing I came to realize was that I already had, in spades, the one weapon that is kryptonite to any Enoughasaurus. Because I actually enjoy stretching dollars until Washington weeps, I can be happy—indeed happier—with relatively less than I would be with relatively more.

			I realized that because of this skill, because of this frugal philosophy, I already had enough. Maybe not enough to retire fully, but enough to quit my full-time job and become selfishly employed, free to pursue my interests and passions without inordinate worry over collecting a regular paycheck. I realized that for a cheapskate like me, it’s less about how much I have and more about how much I don’t need or don’t want. With that, my Enoughasaurus gasped its last breath.

			Conditioning yourself to spend less and to be content doing so is the way to slay your Enoughasaurus too. It’s the only financial advice that will work for almost everyone—at least those of us fortunate enough to be above the point of abject poverty. But what may surprise you most in the pages ahead is that a money-“lite” existence is a life of incredible wealth and riches, just not one that involves lots of money.

			Grab Your Road Map and Let’s Go

			Don’t be afraid. The cheapskate life that awaits you is anything but grim, dull, or greedy; in fact it’s just the opposite.

			We’ll officially start our journey in the next chapter, after a couple of exercises and thoughts designed to call out your Enoughasaurus. In Chapter 2 I’ll show you how to go on a fiscal fast, a sort of spending detox, and then I’ll share my golden rules for breaking free of the shekel shackles so that we can really get on down the Road to True Riches.

			Each of the following chapters (Chapters 3–8) deal with one of life’s mega-expenses: food / health, housing, transportation, technology, and entertainment. And even though this is a book about spending less, not about making more, Chapter 9 is a bonus chapter on investing (we’re not even charging you for Chapter 9), including a glimpse inside the Ultimate Cheapskate’s vault. Since to the chagrin of my editor I occasionally lapse into cheapskate vernacular in the pages ahead, following the last chapter you’ll find a handy Cheap-Speak Glossary if you need any definitions.

			One final note: Unlike most personal finance regimens that must be carefully followed from Step A to Step Zzzzzz in order to be effective, my cheapskate program is like a Chinese menu. Feel free to pick and choose; read a little here and a little there if you like. Follow even one of my prescriptions for purposeful prosperity, and you’ll come out ahead—and I bet you’ll come back for more.

			So put away your wallet—the Road to True Riches is a freeway—and let’s go.

			[image: image]                   EXERCISE: 20 Questions with Gramps

			For generations Americans have been concerned about keeping up with the Joneses. But our generation might want to think for a minute about keeping up with their Grandpa Jones.

			During the Depression almost 30 percent of our grandparents had no jobs, and another third were employed less than full-time. More than half of all American families were classified as “living below a minimum subsistence level.” Annual per capita farm family income (in today’s dollars) was less than three thousand dollars.

			Thankfully today fewer than one in twenty-five of us is unemployed, and our per capita income is more than twenty-two thousand dollars, one of the highest in the world, in all human history. It’s hard for us to imagine what it would have been like to live through the Depression, hard to fathom how far we’ve come and how much better off we are today. In inflation-adjusted dollars, we are today, on average, four and a half times richer than our great-grandparents at the turn of the century.

			But today, for the first time since the Depression, we have a negative saving rate. That means we not only spend all our disposable income (i.e., the amount left after we pay taxes) but we also dip into our previous savings and / or

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

		

	
		
			To Denise, my pooooor wife
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			I’m forever indebted to the good folks at Broadway Books for publishing this book, such as it is. Most of all I’m beholden to Kristine Puopolo, my omni-excellent editor, for continually reminding me to make it funnier (silly me, I forgot) and teaching me about the proper use of exclamation marks!!!

			And to my loyal Miser Advisers and other supporters, many of whom will see themselves (perhaps disguised) in these pages, including Eugene Balaguer, the Bookbinder family, Jerry Dyson, Grace Griffith, Nancy Heisel, Michelle Hillman, Dave Kalter, Tim Kelly, Doug Maas, Denise Owen, Belinda Rollins, Kathy Schmiesing, Marta Tellado, and my Miser Adviser Emeritus, Ralph Huber, for his friendship when the going was rough and for his good humor throughout.

			So many people are responsible for my education and career in the nonprofit world, the backbone of this book, including the Three Wise Men of Hostelling International USA: Bill Nelson for his lessons in leadership and storytelling, Bob Beard for his longtime friendship and support, and the late Robert B. Johnson Jr., who taught me a lifetime of lessons about life and nonprofit management during his own too short years.

			Most of all, I thank my family: my grandparents, Ellen and Clyde Yeager and Irma and Tex Cooper, for giving me so many of the memories and stories you’ll hear shortly; my parents, Joyce and Doug, for giving me life and showing me how to truly enjoy it; and my brother, Joel, for all the good times growing up and all the good times to come (you just know we were born to be crusty old men together).

			Above all else, I want to thank Denise, my pooooor wife, for always loving and believing in me, even when I was neither lovable nor believable.

			One of the greatest luxuries of breaking free of the shekel shackles, as you’ll learn how to do in the pages ahead, is that you’ll no longer need to associate with anyone you don’t like. In writing this book, I had the free joy of interacting not just with people I really like but only with people I really love.
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