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Can one afford to be rich? 
In the furniture refinishing and repair shop one day a few years back, a recently hired worker I’ll 
call Bob pulled off his apron at lunch break and stalked out the front door. 

For two weeks he stayed away from work, and then he shamefacedly returned to pick up his 
tools. 

Bob was about 40, but because he was born into a wealthy family, not once during his life had 
he ever known the keen and harsh necessity that most of us know very well, that we must do 
hard work for a living. 

Bob came into the shop as a repairman with some experience, but not a great deal. Repairing 
broken legs or arms on an antique chair or drilling to glue dowels into a shaky arm-rest isn’t so 
difficult after two or three years training. But at first it’s vein-bulgingly difficult.  

Most workers learn because if they don’t learn they’ll lose their jobs. 

That matters to most people, but to Bob, heir to a comfortable living allowance, work just 
didn’t matter in that way. He could just walk off the job if the going got too tough. 

The other people in the shop, the finisher, the other repairman and the boss, all figured that’s 
what happened to Bob that day. The going just got too tough. 

I never really noticed before so clearly, up until that day, how the unyielding demand to work 
for a living can benefit someone’s character. 

Bob had been doing a really delicate, difficult repair. He’d been working on it for a few days, far 
longer time than the boss wanted. But anyone else in the shop in his position would never have 
quit that job. Giving up just wouldn’t have even entered the mind. When you need work, you 
can’t give up. But Bob didn’t need work. 

So he missed out on a lot. He could have gained experience and skill. He would have toughened 
up inside. He would have known satisfaction and increased confidence in his skill. Bob doesn’t 
know about any of these, I suspect, in the way that most people do. 

In a manner, his money bought out a part of his life. 



It’s funny. Later that year, the other repairman quit after three years on the job. The shop 
threw a little going-away party for him, and then he went out and started remodeling the house 
he’d just bought. When he sold the home about a year later, he made a tidy sum of money. 
Although he wasn’t rich by any means, he now had some money to speak of. 

Bob had been his partner. They went into the project 50-50. He went to work on the house and 
tore out old drywall. Bob could work hard.  

But I bet there wasn’t a man in the shop that day who didn’t feel a bit of pity and a touch of 
scorn for the man who was so rich he could afford to just walk off the job. 

 


