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Introduction


WELCOME TO BROKENOMICS


In the classic Preston Sturges movie Sullivan’s Travels, a well-to-do film director named John L. Sullivan gets fed up with making comedies and decides to take on an important, serious picture about human suffering. He has no clue how normal people function since he’s been living the high life of three-martini lunches, five-star dinners, and country-club tennis courts and swimming pools, so in an effort to understand the material, he goes undercover as a hobo so he can experience what it’s like to . . . be a hobo.


Sullivan hits up the studio costume department and trades in his high-waisted designer suit for some pretend hobo duds and a bindle attached to a stick. He then sloughs off his distinguished appellation in favor of the more down-and-out sounding nickname “Sully” and sets out to learn what makes the little people tick. Sully enters the big, bad world with ten cents in his pocket and declares: “I’m not coming back until I know what trouble is!” At a diner, he meets a broke aspiring actress wearing a very swanky evening gown who’s been booted out of her apartment. She’s referred to as “The Girl,” and she’s played by Veronica Lake, who is just about the most gorgeous pauper you’ve ever seen. “I haven’t got a yacht or a pearl necklace or a country seat or even a window seat,” The Girl tells Sully. Soon enough he agrees to let her come along on his little adventure, and The Girl gets outfitted in some “tramp” clothes of her own.


What Sully discovers along the way—besides the fact that The Girl has more street smarts than he does—is that in tough times, people don’t want to watch movies about human suffering. They just want to laugh at cartoons and chew some tobacco. “It isn’t much, but it’s better than nothing in this cockeyed caravan,” says Sullivan, who by that point is world-weary from weeks of living off canned beans and stale coffee.


In Sully’s day they had the Rockefellers, Coco Chanel’s Bijoux de Diamants jewelry collection, and Hearst Castle. Now, almost a century later, we have superyachts, bespoke submarines, pop stars building floating mansions in Greece, six-dollar coffee drinks, and ten-dollar pressed juice, so it’s safe to say that we’re living in a cockeyed caravan of our own. I’m not implying that you’re a hobo because you’re reading a book called Brokenomics. But, compared to people who can afford caviar facials and $80,000 African safaris, we’re all maybe, possibly, just a bit hobo-esque.


Not that the hobo-esque life doesn’t have its merits. I imagine the upkeep on a floating mansion would cost a fortune, and if I’m ever within a ten-foot radius of caviar I’d like to shove it into my piehole and eat it, not waste it by putting it on my face. That’s just common sense. This, my friends, is Brokenomics: a practical, real-world approach to finance that’s all about living the high life—whether you’re making peanuts or pulling in six figures. The point is to have fun while you’re working toward six figures even if you’re still at the peanut stage. It’s also about cultivating a healthy attitude when it comes to money. Do you overspend on fancy creams made with orchid essence and green bean extract? Brokenomics can help. Do you think that spending $300 a year on lotto tickets will solve all your problems? Stick around. Does the thought of talking about money with your husband, wife, lover, or partner cause you to break out in hives, sweat profusely, and start pounding whiskey shots or two-for-one bottles of rosé? You’re not alone.


Right about now you might be wondering what sort of credentials I possess that make me such a sage financial guru. For better or worse (I’m thinking better), I do not have perfectly coiffed hair, spectacular muscle tone, billions of dollars, or really white teeth. Despite all that, I do know for a fact that there is no surefire way to “get rich quick” unless you rob Richard Branson or elope with Sara Blakely, the billionaire creator of Spanx—without a prenup of course. You have a better chance of getting rich quick by eating a spoonful of black-eyed peas on New Year’s Day (a Southern tradition that promises prosperity and luck that I always observe just in case) than you do by walking on hot coals, joining a multilevel marketing “opportunity,” or spending thousands of dollars on weekend seminars with names like XTREME MAX MONEY MIRACLE. At least black-eyed peas are cheap, full of fiber, and delicious. You do the math.


What I do have are experiences, and those experiences have not always been glorious. At times they have been mortifying, humiliating, demoralizing, and ridiculous—but they have all been educational. I know, for example, how to save enough money to travel: by sleeping on a friend’s couch for months and working at a restaurant so divey it’s been unofficially nicknamed Seagull Feather Heaven (more on that in chapter 23). I have weighed the financial implications of having a child versus raising a nice potted plant. (While the jury’s still out on this one, the plant is obviously much less pricey and much more docile.) I have fixed my car with Velcro and hemmed my pants with a stapler. I’ve faced my student loans head-on, even though there’ve been many moments when I considered changing my identity and moving into a nondescript hut on the outskirts of Guadalajara to escape the clutches of that demon succubus Sallie Mae. I’ve also learned that screaming at the Sallie Mae customer service people will not make your loans go away. Please see chapter 40 for more juicy details on that one.


I don’t mean to be a Debbie Downer, but Oprah is not going to slide down your chimney, bop you on the head with her magical Tory Burch wand, and get you the promotion that will catapult you into her tax bracket. Any promotion you do get will happen because you earned it, you asked for it, and you have a boss who is a fair human being—not a robotic, micromanaging, bottom-line-obsessed d-bag who thinks your name is Productivity Enhancer, not Betty Jones or Bob Horton or whatever. (If you’ve spent any time at all waiting tables or slouching toward retirement in a cubicle, you know this type of moniker mix-up can sometimes happen.)


Unless you actually are living off the grid in a burlap teepee, finances impact every aspect of your life: love, education, where you sit at concerts, when you board a plane, where you live, and how you feel about math. Rest assured, you do not have to be good at math to be smart about money. You just have to be able to tolerate math, which, depending on how your brain works, is not always as easy-breezy as it sounds.


Now, there are plenty of dead-serious self-help manifestos out there that promise to make you rich, skinny, successful, and fulfilled. Think of Brokenomics as a financial call to arms with a sense of humor. A comedic economic manifesto for the masses! It’s not about feeling mopey because you can’t afford a private jet with solid gold fuselage. We’d all love free-flowing Dom Pérignon and an infinity pool, and some of you may even covet an infinity pool filled with Dom Pérignon, but it’s not about that. It’s about surviving and thriving, no matter what your situation might be. I don’t need a ball gown made of pulverized diamonds, and I bet you don’t either. Besides: how many times have you stood all primped-up at a fancy event and thought: “I can’t wait to get out of here, jump back into jeans, and meet my friends for happy hour.” I’m guessing your answer falls somewhere between “two” and “fifteen,” depending on variables like age, attitude, rank, and access to highbrow events. However many fancy events you attend, we’re all in this cockeyed caravan together—so let’s make the most of it.




I.


PHILOSOPHIES


Capital as such is not evil; it is its wrong use that is evil. Capital in some form or other will always be needed.


—Gandhi


I’ve never been a millionaire, but I just know I’d be darling at it.


—Dorothy Parker
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THERE WILL ALWAYS BE SOMEONE RICHER, TALLER, SMARTER, AND BETTER LOOKING THAN YOU


Brokenomics is all about tough (yet everlasting) love, so let’s just start off with a few basic truths. Like the fact that your finances are 100 percent your responsibility—unless you were robbed blind by the world’s cleverest cat burglars, who wiped out your entire bank account and took all your possessions before disappearing into thin air. Chances are this hasn’t happened to you, and if it has, that’s what the FBI is for, so let’s just move ahead.


Say you’ve done everything right: you studied hard, got a degree, created the world’s most irresistible résumé, and landed an entry-level dream job that pays peanuts but it’s a paycheck and you get medical and dental and a little magnetic swipey card that grants you access to the parking garage. You’re feeling pretty proud of yourself so you decide to celebrate—good for you! Then let’s say that celebration includes a pair of Louboutins and a six-course prix fixe dinner for five of your closest friends.


This behavior is:


       A.  Questionable, but understandable


       B.  Totally cool because you can put it all on your credit card


       C.  Psychotic


       D.  Irresponsible as hell


       E.  Both C & D


If you answered B, we have a long way to go, but that’s OK. If your answer is C, I like your passion. But the correct answer, according to the Laws of Brokenomics, is D. Irresponsible as hell. Answering E or C isn’t necessarily wrong, but it’s a little judgy, and we’re not here to judge. It’s very generous that you want to treat your friends to a fancy dinner, but if that’s out of your budget range, you could instead treat them to a round at happy hour (still a little pricey, depending on how many people show up); make them cookies (cheap yet thoughtful); or just verbally tell them how much you love them, which is free yet still sweet. If they expect you to lavish them with gifts, you might need to look into making new friends.


I’m all about having fun. Happy hour is a wonderful time of day, and it’s definitely not a party if you’re sitting at home, staring at the stains in your popcorn ceiling, and hoarding money in your mattress. When taking responsibility for your finances, it’s important to learn when to splurge and when to save. So let’s examine another scenario.


You’ve just finished your fellowship year and you’re now a colorectal surgeon—you’re getting paid! You:


       A.  Immediately purchase a starter yacht, which you will never be able to use because you’re a busy surgeon


       B.  Pledge to never go out and to only eat canned peas and Melba toast so you can save up the millions you’ll need to really enjoy life when you’re in your eighties and rocking Depends


       C.  Take a close look at your finances, calculate whether you can finally afford that Mazda and get rid of the beat-up Pinto you inherited from your grandfather, realize it’s in your budget range and buy the Mazda, and then drive around town blaring Shakira


       D.  Google to see if the Taylor-Burton diamond is for sale


I’m guessing that you’re a smart or at least smart-ish person, so hopefully you chose C, since it’s the right answer. Being so frugal that you don’t enjoy life and you only eat Melba toast is almost as irresponsible as blowing your paycheck on a yacht. If you’re going to eat the same thing every day, at least make it something delicious yet affordable. It’s about balance. Sometimes things happen in life—you get laid-off; your deranged sociopath of a landlord raises your rent; your tuition spikes; your cable company sends a letter declaring you’ve been “enjoying a discounted rate” for the last four years and they’re suddenly jacking up the price because you are powerless and they are assholes. These infuriating scenarios are the reason that things like anger management classes and yoga retreats exist, but, in order to progress to the next stage of Brokenomics, you need to immediately pledge that you are the only one responsible for your finances. Do it right this second. You are the master of your fate. You can also do it later on today or even tomorrow. Whenever you’re ready.
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Being so frugal that you don’t enjoy life and you only eat Melba toast is almost as irresponsible as blowing your paycheck on a yacht.
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Needing to take responsibility in life starts much earlier than many of us would like, whether that means responsibility for our decisions about school, friendship, love, or money. It also means taking responsibility for the way we process and learn from obstacles, tough breaks, or financial challenges. One of the first lessons I learned about handling setbacks happened way back in elementary school, when my mom shared some age-old wisdom that has stayed with me into adulthood, although it took several years for me to appreciate what she was saying since I spent a good portion of my early years dismissing every word that came out of her mouth as the out-of-touch ramblings of a suburban lunatic. It all started, like many life lessons, on the playground.


It was fifth grade, and I had fallen madly in love with Ray Espinoza. I didn’t understand love then, but he looked good to me, and neurons and protons and whatever else were ping-ponging around in my cells every time he tied his shoe or kicked some dirt, so it was pretty clearly the real deal. One day, in a burst of passion, I decided to pledge my love via index card. Ray was beautiful—he wore tube socks and polyester shorts during recess. He was great at soccer—at least, from what I could tell. When you add all of that together, it’s easy to see that this was a guy who was very worthy of a daring, poetic gesture.


And so, that very night I hid in my bedroom closet with a stack of index cards. Wielding a blue marker, I mustered all my courage, summoned the muses, and wrote: I LIKE YOU. FROM DINA. The next day I carried the heartfelt ode around in the pocket of my disco-striped culottes, waiting for the right moment to make my move. I was a lone wolf at recess, watching Ray kick the soccer ball, imagining the smile that would bloom across his face as soon as he read my irresistible confession. Finally the teachers called us in, and everyone was heading back into school, so I knew it was now or never. Or else I’d have to wait twenty-four hours until the next recess, which seemed unbearable. And so I walked up to Ray, shoved the index card in his face, and stared, silently, in his general direction.


He looked so cute as he read my manifesto. His hair had fallen over his eyes, so I couldn’t read his expression, but I was sure it was one of sheer joy. Someday, hopefully starting today, Ray Espinoza and I would hold hands and pass notes to each other between classes. We would do whatever couples did—go on walks, share space, push each other into a swimming pool when we were feeling flirty. Then, just when I couldn’t tolerate the uncertainty any longer, Ray folded the card in half, handed it back to me, and said, “I like Leslie P. I think she’s my girlfriend.” And then he headed back inside.


I stood and watched Ray and his tube socks walking away. How could this be happening? This is not how things went down in my imagination. I wrote a beautiful poem, had the courage to hand it over, and this guy wouldn’t love me back. He loved Leslie P. This was all wrong. My culottes may have had sparkly gold stripes on them, but they weren’t that bad. Were they? Recess was bullshit. Life was pain. And love could kiss my ten-year-old, culotte-covered ass.


After school I went home and told my mom what had happened. She was sweet and comforting at first, telling me that Ray was a fool and that I’d meet someone wonderful one day, when I had a little more life experience and had graduated from college. But when I wouldn’t let Ray’s betrayal go, and when I started walking around the house pinpointing all of Leslie’s flaws (“she has a pet duck and it swims in their pool!” and “she’s too tall for fifth grade!”), my mom sat me down, looked into my eyes, and laid it on me:


“Honey, there will always be someone richer, taller, smarter, and better looking than you. Do you understand what I mean? I love you, but you need to move on now.”


It might sound harsh, but now that I’m older, I realize this is a mantra everyone should adopt. It’s not meant to make you feel short or poor or homely or like your brain is pea-sized. Just the opposite: it’s empowering, and if you have the right attitude, it’ll help you realize that you need to be happy with where you are and stop making yourself miserable because you’re not a six-foot-tall model with fabulous hair, immense wealth, and a hot husband named Ray Espinoza. It doesn’t mean you can’t reach your ultimate life dream—it just means you need to enjoy the attempt and be smart about how you get there. Or, how about mostly smart. We’re not robots. We make mistakes. Just try to make wise decisions at least 72 percent of the time in your twenties, 87 percent of the time in your thirties, and 93.4 percent of the time from your forties until you reach the end of the line; do that, and you should be in pretty good shape.


Growing up, whenever my mom would throw that tough-love slogan my way, I would think (in an inner voice that was eerily similar to a female Napoleon Dynamite): “Geez, thanks Mom.” It was only years later, when the hormones settled and real life came pounding at my door, that I finally got it. There will always be someone taller, smarter, and richer—and that’s OK. If the cute soccer player doesn’t love you back, if some bozo who bakes brownies for the boss got the promotion instead of you, or if your bank account isn’t as impressive as Warren Buffett’s, you can cry and blame the universe for your situation, you can suck it up and work to try and change it, or you can accept where you’re at and move on. Life’s too short to mope around over strappy gold Louboutins. If strappy gold Louboutins are what you want, then go ahead and make that happen, but just be smart about it, and make sure you’re happy without them too. And don’t come crying to me when a crazed, fashion-conscious criminal comes along, knocks you out with a frying pan, and steals them off your feet, leaving you alone, barefoot, and bling-less. I might shed one crocodile tear for you and your gold shoes, but that’s it.


It’s always extremely annoying when you grow up and realize that your parents were right, but they usually are. Unless your mom’s mantra is: “Don’t worry about finances; blow all your money, and when you do go into debt it’ll be OK because you can sue someone or get a sugar daddy.” No disrespect, but that’s a mother who is:


       C.  Psychotic


On that note, before we move on to the next step in our quest to master the art of Brokenomics, let’s examine one more scenario.


Again, unless your bank account was emptied by the world’s stealthiest identity thieves, the person/place/thing responsible for your finances is:


       A.  The universe


       B.  Your parents


       C.  Your next-door-neighbor Barbara


       D.  Leslie P. Espinoza


       E.  You


I trust you picked the correct answer, so congratulations! You’ve passed Brokenomics 101. You chose E right? If you picked A–D, let’s just take a deep breath and continue. There is no judgment here. OK, maybe a little judgment, because E is the right answer. Whatever. Let’s move on.
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LAUGH IT UP


I live in Los Angeles, a city that people love to hate. Usually their disdain comes from the fact that they believe the entire population of L.A. is made up of shallow, materialistic, annoying, flakey, narcissistic, money-hungry celebrities and wannabe celebrities. That’s just not true. Maybe 68 percent of the city is that way, but the other 32 percent is made up of normal, down-to-earth, sane people who have no desire to act, write, direct, produce, or star in anything, except maybe a FaceTime video with their great-aunt Edith who is at death’s door and in need of a little cheering up.


Living in a city like Los Angeles does grant you a front-row seat to the eccentricities and weird-ass habits of the super-rich, no matter what your bank statement reads. You might find yourself fashioning a voodoo doll out of your student loan bill one minute, and then wandering through a fancy house party with a bunch of actors and models and tubby bald men flanked by hot babes with fake boobs the next. These things happen. Examining the lifestyles of the rich and famous(ish) head-on has taught me a very important lesson when it comes to facing your financial situation, and that lesson is: you better have a freaking sense of humor.


As soon as possible, you need to learn to laugh it up. This is an ancient, fundamental law of the universe and a core tenet of Brokenomics. It will serve you well when dealing with finances, internships, jobs, relationships, and life as you know it. Obviously you shouldn’t start cracking jokes every time you bounce a check, but knowing how to take things in stride is essential. Let me elaborate.


You know that saying about poor people being crazy and rich people being eccentric? Don’t believe it. If you saw Big Edie and Little Edie from Grey Gardens walking down the street wearing couture turbans and eating cat food out of a tin, what word would pop into your head: “crazy” or “eccentric”? OK, probably both. We all love Lady Gaga, but the woman got rich and then bought a ghost-detecting machine. At least, that’s what the tabloids said. Whether she did or not, it’s important to realize that it is OK that you’re not a multimillionaire because, like the late, great Biggie Smalls warned us: more money sometimes means more problems. Mental problems.


Here’s one trick I’ve learned that might help when you feel yourself coveting someone’s car or purse or mansion: just imagine that the person is clinically insane. This is the same concept as when people tell you to imagine an audience in their underwear when you’re nervous about public speaking. It lightens the mood and keeps you from getting sucked into a downward spiral of jealousy and self-doubt and emptiness. Someone else’s pretty purse or souped-up car should never make you feel empty inside.


To prove this theory, let’s examine Exhibit A: the case of the well-to-do taxidermist. A few years back I found myself wandering around a gorgeous, Japanese-style house owned by a thirty-year-old millionaire. It was a friend-of-a-friend scenario. On the island in the center of the kitchen, where most people would place a nice cheese tray or some spinach dip, there was a naked actress/model covered in sushi. I know Samantha did this for Smith Jerrod in Sex and the City, but it’s not quite so cute in person, and it’s definitely not appetizing. I asked the actress/model how long she got paid to lie there and whether she wanted a drink. She was very cool. I have a ton of respect for actors because they have to do things like pose as human hors d’oeuvres on their path to fame and fortune. That’s a tough gig.


Back to Exhibit A. Eventually I wound up talking to the girlfriend of this millionaire host. She had a beautiful, unique purse, the kind you can’t find at Marshalls or Zara, and I admit it made me a little jealous. She told me she was a jewelry designer and shoved a necklace with a tiny bird-head charm toward my face before I could defend myself. This was no Neiman Marcus–worthy silver or gold bird head. This thing was real. As in: once alive, frolicking in the treetops and regurgitating worms into its baby’s beak.


“Oh. That’s . . . is it real?” I asked, terrified I’d just been given some horrible disease. Between this and the sushi display, it was becoming a pretty unpleasant party. “Yep! I find dead birds on the beach and taxidermy the heads at home. Aren’t they cute?” Just picture this bird necklace—do you think “cute” is the best way to describe it? I have nothing against taxidermy or jewelry designers, but come on. I had to laugh (inside, secretly, to myself). She told me she’d make me one of her bird-head necklaces, and, being a Southerner and thus prone to putting on a happy face and lying through my teeth in the most awkward of situations, I said, “I’d love that!” Then we parted ways, and suddenly her beautiful purse didn’t have such a hold on me anymore. Instead, I just laughed it off, decided that she was insane, blocked the little bird head out of my mind, and went to fill up on free champagne.


Now let’s look at Exhibit B, the closing argument in my Laugh It Up thesis. A few months after my run-in with the taxidermist, I found myself at a “truffle party in the hills” thrown by a photographer I’d met at the bird-head party. It was in the Hollywood Hills, and she made homemade chocolate truffles—hence the name. All of her photos were displayed around the house, which meant that everywhere you looked there were black-and-white shots of naked women on European rooftops. I was alone and adrift in a roomful of boobs.


After browsing the photos for a few minutes, I sat on the couch with my truffle and decided to strike up a conversation with a woman who was decked out in a floor-length, glittery pink 1960s ball gown. If Yoko Ono and a Cosmo model were thrown into a test tube and stirred around, this woman would pop out of the smoke. Her dress was a little bonkers (especially since everyone else at the party wore jeans and brought their dogs), but she was also wearing the most gorgeous bracelet I’d ever laid eyes on—it had gemstones I’d never seen and looked like it was once owned by Marie Antoinette. I was jealous. It was so unfair. I wasn’t even wearing a bracelet.


I decided to investigate.


“So, what do you do?” I asked. Where I’m from, this is a perfectly normal question. Maybe I should have cut to the chase and commented on the bracelet first, but she was a little intimidating.


“What do I do?”


“Yeah,” I replied. “You know, for work or for fun or . . . anything.”


She paused beneath her mane of black locks. I braced myself. Dramatic pauses are always so exciting.


“My life is very vivid,” she whisper-growled before turning away from me entirely. How rude! Plus, “My life is very vivid”? Is that a job? Or even a hobby? Does she sprinkle peyote into her morning oatmeal? Maybe she was a deep-sea diver, or an astronaut—the two most vivid jobs I can think of. I never got to find out what she meant since she was so snooty/crazy/tweaked on LSD, but whatever a “vivid life” is, I’m pretty sure you don’t have to be loaded to live one. And just like that, the Marie Antoinette bracelet didn’t seem as badass once I realized that it was wrapped around the wrist of a maniac.


So you see, when you’re feeling less than fancy and coveting someone’s bling, you need to laugh it off. And remember to imagine that the other person is completely insane, which she very well might be.


       Note. “Laugh It Off” is a healthy coping strategy for when you’re feeling crappy about your financial situation and someone with a gorgeous purse, house, or bracelet makes you feel like a hobo. It’s not saying that all multimillionaires are insane. Only some. Maybe 63 percent.
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BE YOUR OWN LIFE COACH


It seems to me that one day we all woke up and life coaches had suddenly become a thing. Throughout history we’ve had oracles and seers and therapists and Oprah, but somewhere along the way in the not-so-distant past, professional life coaches busted onto the scene to help us get organized, reach our goals, and uncover our hidden potential.


That’s all wonderful, but hiring a life coach can be a pricey ordeal. In 2011, Harvard Business Review reported that life coaching was a one-billion-a-year racket, ahem, I mean, industry. Evidently, a lot of us really need help getting our shit together. Sometimes life coaches will give you a free intro session, but beyond that you better get ready to pay them cash money. Or you could write a check or use PayPal or promise them your first-born child—your choice. If they’re new age-y, you might be able to pay them with a “love donation,” which, factoring in ethereal tolls like karma, shame, and guilt, equals roughly $5 to $60 dollars a session, depending on your moral compass.


Before you run out and start handing over your hard-earned wages to someone who uses words like “quantum healing” and “multi-dimensional third-eye meditation,” I suggest you first try and become your own life coach. Obviously you are not an unbiased outside party, but here are five tips that might help you save some cash and become your own guru:


       Get Off the Couch. If you’re slouching around your apartment day in and day out, complaining that nothing is happening for you and it’s so annoying that you’re not successful and rich and all-powerful, you need to get the hell off your ass, metaphorically speaking. Literally getting up from the couch is a good idea too. This also applies to barstools, beds, linoleum floors, ditches, and beanbags. There is nothing worse than a person who is all talk and no action. Ophelia drowned herself in a brook because Hamlet couldn’t get off his ass and get out of his own head. Don’t be a Hamlet. Get up.


       Master the Tao of the To-Do List. This sounds simple, and it is. It’s also extremely effective. I write a to-do list several times a week. (I usually have to rewrite them because I have a very serious doodling addiction and after a few hours I can’t read what I’ve written, but that’s another story.) To set goals, it helps to write them down, so think of it as a treasure map to your future awesomeness. Mark up a white board, type into your phone, or go old school and scribble on a notepad—doodles optional. The act of writing down both what you want to accomplish and the steps you’ll need to get there will help you reach your goal, inch by agonizing-yet-fulfilling little inch.


       Treat Yourself. Even though you shouldn’t buy yourself a mink stole every time you mark something off your to-do list, it’s important to reward yourself when you reach milestones. If you’ve spent the last six weeks sending out résumés and you finally got an interview, go reward yourself with a nice but reasonable dinner, a concert, or a new hairdo. If you finally got the guts to ask for that raise, go get those shoes you’ve been eyeballing. It’ll help make all the other steps in your journey much more tolerable. Just make sure the shoes are an affordable splurge, rather than an “I have to declare bankruptcy” splurge.


       Never Assume. This bit of wisdom was burned into my brain by a grad school professor, and now whenever I start to utter the phrase, “Oh, I just assumed . . .” I’m overcome with guilt and shame, and I come pretty close to flogging myself. The world owes you nothing, so the sooner you stop assuming things will happen in a certain way the better off you’ll be. I don’t mean you should become a nihilist, but when you stop expecting things to turn out a certain way, and stop assuming, you’ll find your QUANTUM HAPPY PLACE. Just kidding. But you will be a much happier, more productive person. You’ll be pleasantly surprised more often than you’ll be morbidly disappointed. It’s OK that the world owes you nothing. That just means it’s your job to go out and make things happen.


       The 24-Hour Pity Party. In life, you will face hardship, rejection, and setbacks. You want to have a five-bedroom house, a CEO position, an Audi, and two kids by the time you’re thirty? That may or may not happen. I hope it does. But a lot of the fun and adventure of life comes from the struggle to get to where you’re going, financially or otherwise. I know that sounds like life-coach BS, but it’s true. In order to deal with the ups and downs (mainly the downs), you need to learn to allow yourself a finite time to stew. If a goal isn’t reached by the “perfect” time, or if you face a setback, rather than mope around for a week or two or ten cursing the universe and driving your friends and family to drink every time your name pops up on caller ID (à la Hamlet), give yourself twenty-four to forty-eight hours (or even five hours if you’re really into tough love) to be pissed off and wallow in your misery. You can actually train yourself to master this technique. Start practicing now, and soon enough you’ll be pretty shocked at how quickly you start bouncing back and forging ahead. If you do this often enough, you almost become a machine (in a good way), and with every setback you’re less likely to wind up curled in the fetal position spooning a half-eaten pizza and a bottle of tequila like a movie montage cliché.


So, if you’re tempted to get a life coach but that’s not in your budget, these five steps will save you money as you figure out your goals and start to move toward them. You can also pray silently, chant your wishes to a clock every time it strikes/shows/beams 11:11, or become a Wiccan and cast some cool spells. I happen to believe that the five steps listed above are a little more effective. I’ve never practiced witchcraft (except for that brief time in seventh grade), but I am a sucker for the 11:11 chant. You’re praying to a clock that may or may not be 100 percent accurate. That’s called hope.
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STOP TRYING TO KEEP UP WITH THE JONESES (OR THE CARTERS OR THE KARDASHIANS)


It starts when you’re in diapers. You see someone holding a bright, shiny object and you must have it in your hands that instant. In middle school, the new cheerleader has a designer backpack, so you want one too. You lust after the gorgeous gowns celebs wear on the red carpet, you drool over the Swarovski baby bathtub that Blue Ivy Carter had, you see everyone at work wearing Marc Jacobs suits and you feel pressured to get one too. It’s exhausting, and never-ending. Stop it. Stop it so you can hold onto your sanity and keep your finances in check.


Sometimes that’s easier said than done. Who doesn’t want beautiful clothes, a great home, and fabulous bath products from France? Sign me up. The problem is that this phenomenon known as “keeping up with the Joneses” is no longer just about envying your neighbor’s awesome butter churn or badass weathervane. Thanks to tabloid news, the Internet, and social media, we can peer into the fifteen-bedroom homes of celebs or see a $16,000 bar tab on Rich Kids of Instagram.


I’m all for retail therapy when you really need it, because sometimes buying the sexiest miniskirt you can find or blowing some cash at Hooters on a pitcher and some wings (that’s what they’re known for—the wings) right after a breakup is actually good for you, since your mental state after a breakup is usually a little psycho. It’s wise to do whatever it takes to pull yourself out of that funk, as long as you’re not hurting anyone or doing any irreparable damage to your reputation. But overspending so that you can have the latest, trendiest things in life and follow what everyone else is doing will get you into a financial pickle faster than you can say “Kate Middleton.”
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Overspending so that you can have the latest, trendiest things in life and follow what everyone else is doing will get you into a financial pickle faster than you can say “Kate Middleton.”
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If you actually follow through and buy the things you’re lusting after even if you can’t afford them, you’ll eventually find yourself pawning your Louis Vuitton luggage for cash or, even worse, sleeping in your Louis Vuitton luggage under a bridge because you can’t afford rent—but you keep clinging to your fancy valise because it makes you feel human and reminds you of the good old days. But do you really need to go into debt for a $39,000 alligator backpack just because your coworker has one? Even if you can afford it, paying $39,000 for a backpack is pretty ludicrous. It’s a freaking backpack.


Plus, you never know what someone else’s money situation is. In person, you might be seeing a superstar with a Bentley and a bling-y backpack, but on paper, you could see their name on top of several bills from creditors marked: FINAL NOTICE. It happens more often than you imagine.


And check this out: a 2011 Fidelity Investments survey found that four out of ten American millionaires said they “didn’t feel rich.” In order to feel rich they said they’d need to have an average of $7.5 million. That might mean that when they reach the $7.5 million mark and their new neighbor is a billionaire, they’ll still feel unsatisfied. One thing that people in every single tax bracket share is the capacity for some serious money envy. Some of us are jealous of a coworker’s shiny 2015 Camry, and others are seething because they don’t have a 2016 customized Bentley like the mogul next door. The objects might be different, but the feeling is the same.

OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781580055680.jpg
SOWOEUL UOED

BR(]KENOMI[‘.S

50 WAYS TO LIVE THE DREAM ON A DIME

DINA GACHMAN





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
BROKENOMICY

50 WAYS TO LIVE THE DREAM ON A DIME

DINA GACHMAN

;;;;;;;;;





