
LOVING LUXURY 

By Sarah Keefer 

My approach to finances growing up was rudimentary at best and 
just plain negligent usually. The only way to earn money in my 
household of three other siblings was doing various chores for 
agreed upon prices-usually a dime or a quarter, but sometimes 
up to a few dollars. 

The biggest money making event for each of us were birthdays 
and Christmas, when distant relatives sent cards containing 
moolah instead of presents. I always felt like I had The Perfect 
Birthday, because unlike my siblings (July, August, and 
September) MY birthday was in May. It meant I was the closest 
to equidistant splitting the year between birthday money and 
Christmas cash. 

This should've meant I budgeted wisely, using my gift money evenly between the two events, but 
unfortunately I usually quite simply forgot about it. I saved as a child, somewhat because I knew it was 
a good thing to do, but mostly because Christmas and Birthday cards containing cash inevitably slipped 
from my dresser, to the floor, to under the bed, to in the closet, to hidden beneath the piles of 
miscellaneous crap that accumulated a foot or more deep on my bedroom floor. My two sisters took 
great delight in annually cleaning my room for me, because they knew they'd discover at least a card or 
two with $25-50 still stashed inside. A thrifty budgeter I was not. 

My cavalier approach to money turned into antipathy in college where I watched it drain away into 
endless student loans while I worked for a paycheck that just barely covered my apartment rent. 

When I married my husband I was more happy to turn over all the financial reins to him and would whine 
pathetically whenever he tried to get me to understand the complicated (to me) spreadsheets he'd create 
mapping our finances. 

Which brings me to my point. Want to save money? Marry someone who loves genuine luxury. 

Counterintuitive right? It may seem so, but I swear it works. For example, if I can't afford Louis Vuitton 
boots, I settle for buy one get one half off a knock off brand at the local department store. If my husband 
can't afford that 55 inch plasma TV with all the bells and whistles, he doesn't buy a TV. If I feel like I've 
"gotten a bargain" on something, I am elated, even if that "bargain" was $50 dollars over what I had 
originally planned on spending. The only bargains my husband find acceptable are those on items he's 
already saved up money to purchase. After almost 5 years of marriage, I admit, his way is better. Not 
only does he fully appreciate sales, because they are actually saving him money instead of inducing him 
to spend more, but he gets what he wants when he shops. Plus, since we can only occasionally afford 
what he wants, he spends less and saves more. AND, overall, he is much happier with his purchases, 
while I'm taking my knock-off boots repeatedly to the cobblers for re-soling. 

People say all the time "buy only what you need, not what you want" and "live within your means." For 
us (because I have now firmly jumped on my husband's approach towards spending) the last part is true, 
but the first part is "buy only what you TRULY want." Getting them to equal out means yes, for a few 
months we were without a couch because the cat had ruined our original one and we (read: my husband) 
hadn't found one that he liked enough to replace it. Yes, it was trying on my patience to continuously 
visit furniture stores for him to park his butt on each and every one only to find something wrong. But the 



couches we finally bought? I love them. And no, we didn't need to set up any sort of financial plan to pay 
for them, much to the salesman's surprise. 

Now, the downside to his high-end taste is his instant dismissal of other products that may be just as 
good, but he's unwilling to try. I smack him on more than one occasion when we go shopping together 
because whether I'm trying on dresses or he's looking at socks, he has a definitive opinion and usually 
pooh-pooh's anything that is not a preferred brand. He does extensive research on anything he's looking 
to purchase so it's difficult to argue with him, but we have occasionally compromised when I've preferred 
a "cheaper" model, or even a comparable one that he just isn't sure about, for any number of arbitrary 
reasons. After months of researching washing machines he'd narrowed down his choices to three, all 
top of the line front loaders, high efficiency and with pedestals. He asked me which one I thought we 
should buy, based on the data he had compiled. I glanced at the options and said, "Ooo! That one! It's 
blue!" He rolled his eyes at me, but guess what? Our washer and dryer are top of the line front loaders, 
high efficiency, on pedestals, could probably survive the apocalypse...and blue. And we have no credit 
card debt. I am so thankful I married a luxury snob! 

 

Check Sarah's blog page Faith and Madness for more fabulous stories! 

Don’t forget to checkout the Undertendollars Facebook page 
and SHARE with your friends 

 

http://faithandmadness.wordpress.com/
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Undertendollars/475883415801412?ref=ts&fref=ts

