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Would you trust a CPA who wore an orange suit? 
 

[Note: This article originally appeared in the May 2017 issue of the CAS Newsletter] 
 
Years ago, when I was working as a CPA; I had to dress the part and wear a suit, starched shirt 
and tie. And if I were to be at a client's office for a few days, I had to have a different outfit for 
each day. This was to create a certain image of professionalism. 
 
So, every once in a while, I would ask my wife to help me to pick out a new suit that I could wear 
at work. Her taste was terrific. There's an old joke "What do you know instantly about a well-
dressed man? The answer: His wife is good at picking out his clothes." 
 
We would go shopping at my favorite men's clothing store and she would help me (she really 
did it all), picking out a new suit, matching shirts and ties. The combinations were always great, 
but I began to think, "I'm 40-years-old. I'm old enough to buy my own clothes. I don't need my 
wife along to help me. What am I, a little boy?" 
 
So, the next time, when I felt I needed a new suit, I said "Honey, I need a new suit, but I'm going 
to pick it out myself." She said, "Are you sure you don't need me?" "Of course not, I'm a big boy. 
I can pick out my own clothes." 
 
So off I went to my favorite men's store full of confidence in my impeccable taste. I think the 
salesman saw me coming. He said, "We have the latest styles and fashions just in your size." 
He took out what looked like a pale orange suit. He assured me that if I bought this suit, I would 
be in the latest style and be a trend setter. He also happened to have a light green suit complete 
with a matching vest, which he also assured me was very avant-garde. 
 
Wanting to prove to my wife that I had flawless taste, I bought them both. They needed some 
alterations and I would have them in a week. 
 
When I got home, my wife asked, "So, what did you buy?" I told her "She'll just have to wait until 
the alterations are complete and then you'll see that I really have great taste." By the way, for 
some reason, she wouldn't let me pick out any of the wallpaper for our house. 
 
The next week when I proudly brought home my boxes with my new wonderful selections, I told 
my wife, "I'm going to try them on and you tell me what you think." I went into the bedroom and 
put on my new orange suit (it wasn't that bright, really a very light orange) and came out to show 
off my new purchase. My wife couldn't stop laughing and said "What are you nuts? Who would 
take advice from a CPA in an orange suit? What else did you buy?" 
 
When I next appeared in my green suit (also not the Jolly Green Giant green, but a very light 
green) with a matching vest, she couldn't control her laughter. 
 
Well, I wore the orange suit only once and never had the courage to wear the green one. I 
guess I know now why she wouldn't let me pick the wallpaper for the bedroom. 
 


