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I got the idea for a story about halfway 
through the process of purchasing the house 
that my wife, Julia, and I bought last week. 
Halfway through was all the way back in 
September because there were 307 days 
between the day I first called the owner and 
the day we closed. 

It started simply enough. We found a house 
we liked, asked the owner if he wanted to sell 

it, and he agreed. But that opened a can of 
writhing, angry, and pissed off worms and it 
took ten months to get the lid back on. 

I’ve been through hundreds of real estate 
transactions and I’ve never seen anything 
like this one.   We had everything from a local 
Realtor trying to sabotage the purchase to 
incorrect reporting at the credit agencies to a 
government shutdown that prevented the 
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mortgage underwriters from accessing 
certified tax transcripts. Many times I was at 
my wit’s end and thought we’d never close. 

For me, it became an epic journey of trials 
and tribulations with battles won and lost but 
eventually leading to a triumphant victory. 
The king secures the castle for his queen, 
and all is right with the world. 

But, to anyone else, I just bought a house. 
Like, big deal, dude.

People do it all the time and, except for 
maybe your mom and your best friend, 
nobody really cares.  Still, somewhere along 
the line, I convinced myself that you needed 
to hear all about everything that happened in 
excruciatingly minute detail.  

Lucky for you, Julia’s wifely duties include 
editing this newsletter.  When I shot her a text 

last night to let her 
know the draft story 
was in her inbox 
her response came 
quickly. 

“Baby, I love you.”

She called me out 
without needing to 
say another word.  I 
already knew the 
story was terrible. 
I’d known ever 
since I’d written it 
two weeks ago. I 
knew it when I 
spent an hour 
paring it down from 
four pages to three.  
But with a lot of 
irons in the fire, two 
more weeks 
passed, and I was 
late getting this 
newsletter to the 
printer.  The truth is, 

at that moment, I was looking for the easy 
way out.  

I often remind my children that the easy path 
is not always the right path, yet here I was 
trying my best to take it.  I tried to slip it past 
Julia the way our kids try to slip stuff past us. 
Like the night last week when Julia was sick 
and I was exhausted so we went to bed early 
and left the kids to themselves. 

The next morning the house looked like a 
bomb had gone off. Dirty dishes, food still on 
the counter, trash on the floor, and I kid you 
not, hot glue stuck to the dining room table. 

Of course, they could no more slip that by 
without me noticing than I could slip a terribly 
written, irrelevant, and pointless story by you,  
so I had to call them out on it. 

Often when we take the easy route it ends up 
causing someone else problems later, which 
is the lesson I wanted them to take from this 
incident. To better explain, I wrote them a 
letter in which I focused on the ripple effect of 
their choices. Because we expected 
company right after school I had no choice 
other than to clean the mess up for them 
which caused me to be late getting back to 
work.

Along those lines, there is one thing about 
the house we bought that’s particularly 
pertinent here. It was built in 1881 and has 
been renovated a few times over the years, 
including in the 1980s when was converted 
into a bed and breakfast. 

The day we moved in I noticed a soft spot in 
the living room over an inaccessible portion 
of the crawl space that our inspector hadn’t 
been able to get to. I had my guys pull up a 
few courses of the hardwoods so we could 
see what was going on. My jaw dropped 
when they sent me the picture. 

“Keep going until there’s no more rot,” I told 
them, and by the end of the next day there 
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were no floors in either room. With the joists 
exposed, we could see all the way to the dirt, 
and we could see all the shortcuts that had 
been taken. Shoddy piers were built to shore 
up the floor, rotted joists that should have 
been replaced were not, and they used 
plywood much thinner than the original 
subfloor creating a height difference with the 
adjacent rooms that could have been 
avoided. 

My carpenter summed it up in ten words, 
“That’s what happens when you take the 
easy way out.”

It can be a delicate situation but I often have 
to talk my clients out of taking the easy way 
out.  People hire us with the expectation that 
we’re going to get the highest possible sales 
price for their homes, and our approach has 
been proven to deliver that result, but only if 
our clients do their part.

Before we list a house we have it inspected. 
Most of the time the best approach is to have 
any issues from the inspection addressed 
before we put the house on the market. 
Nobody wants to pay top dollar for a house 
where they have to immediately spend 
money for maintenance and repairs, so it just 
makes sense. 

Our sellers always understand, but it’s not 
the easy path, so I’ve heard all the excuses.

“I’m not replacing the carpet because the 
new buyer might not like the color.”

“I’m not fixing the window, it’s been broken 
for years and doesn’t bother me.”

“The front door works fine, you just have to 
jiggle the lock while you pick up on the 
handle to open it.”

It’s a paradox that if I take the easy way out, 
by letting them take the easy way out, we 
both wind up with something we don’t want.  
That is, a less attractive house that sells for 
less and leaves part of their profits behind. 

The easy way is tempting at times. Deep 
down I think we all know that, yet it can be 
incredibly difficult to fight the temptation. 
That’s when it’s good to have someone on 
your team who’s not shy about calling you 
out.  Otherwise, you might end up sending 
your readers poorly written, overly detailed, 
and largely irrelevant stories that nobody 
really cares about. 

A Place To Poop
I have always wanted to keep a journal. As a 
child, I had various notebooks, diaries, and 
the like with which I would regularly begin to 
keep a daily log of activities, thoughts, and 
plans. I had grand visions of being seated in 
my library years later, perhaps with my 
grandchildren at my side, recounting from my 
life’s collection of journals some youthful 
struggle as they listened intently.

In later years I would envision myself as the 
artistic, professorial type. I imagined sitting in 
coffee shops or urban parks jotting down 
notes about my life that I would later review, 
perhaps while drinking a fine wine or smoking 
a good cigar. To that end I’ve purchased, 
over the years, a number of nice leather 
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bound journals with gilded pages and silk 
markers.

I got about as far with those as I did with 
those childhood notebooks. Which is to say I 
don’t have much yet in the way of written 
stories to share with my grandchildren.

My most recent foray into journaling started 
with purchasing a copy of Ryan Holiday’s 
Daily Stoic Journal. Unlike the notebooks, 
diaries, and fancy journals I’ve tried to work 
with previously, this journal is not filled with 
endless blank pages.

Rather, it is divided into 52 weeks with 
prompts for each week focused on some 
aspect of the ancient Greek philosophy of 
Stoicism. The first week is about counting 
blessings rather than obsessing over desires, 
and the first prompt was “what blessings can 
I count right now?”

I did not have an easy time coming up with 
answers to that question. To begin with, it felt 
silly. Making a list of things to be thankful for 
felt like a waste of time. Besides that, nothing 
out of the ordinary had happened in the last 
couple of weeks. In fact, some really crappy 
stuff had happened, which made listing 
things I could count as a blessing even 
harder.

Eventually, I decided to just keep it super 
simple: 

• I am able-bodied and easily walked into 
work.

• My basic living expenses do not present an 
insurmountable financial challenge.

• I have the freedom to set my own schedule 
today.

• I will enjoy many things that are luxuries for 
others, such as guitar practice and 
choosing the food I eat.

The last one got me thinking about the small 
blessings that I take for granted. I mean, 
seriously, think about all the people in the 
world who don’t have much choice as to what 
they’ll eat today. Or how many people, 
especially kids, would love the opportunity to 
learn an instrument.

I felt a bit ashamed that it took me so long to 
come up with my list. I had a little bit of room 
left so I decided to think of the simplest, most 
basic thing I could possibly count as a 
blessing.

And it was. . .

. . .that I have a place to poop.

When you gotta go, you gotta go. But can 
you imagine never having a place to go?

Compared to the 500,000 people in the 
United States who are homeless I live like an 
opulent king in regards to my variety of 
choices wherein I can take care of my most 
basic bodily functions. Three bathrooms in 
my house, one at the office, plus another half 
dozen in the building where my office is 
located.

In San Francisco, where there are 50,000 
homeless people, one the favored places to 
poop is on the escalators leading down to the 
subway. Not the most comfortable spot, I 
imagine, but at night when the subway is 
closed, it does afford a bit more privacy than 
the sidewalk. Recently the city had to call in a 
HazMat team to repair an escalator because 
all of the internal workings were gummed up 
with human poop.

The problem is so bad that you can report the 
finding of poop on the city’s website and 
someone even created an interactive map to 
draw attention to the problem. You can find 
that map on Google.
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The next time I’m having a bad day or I’m 
disappointed by some thing I don’t have I will 
remember that I have a place to poop.

And I will count that as a blessing.

The New Agent Fits Right In
“I never thought that I’d find a Realtor who 
would talk me out of writing an offer on a 
house I wanted to buy.  I had a feeling I was 
going to like you!”

That was a text message that Heather 
Reagor, an agent in my office, got from her 
client Gerry this morning. Heather has been 
my assistant for several years, but as I hoped 
she would when we hired her, she earned her 
real estate license last year. 

Now she’s making the transition.

I’m losing a good assistant, but R.W. Price 
Realty Associates has another great agent on 
the team.  I have high expectations from 
Heather as she makes the switch, and when 
I’m already hearing things like this, I know I 
don’t have to worry.  

That might sound odd, and perhaps you’re 
thinking, “Wait a sec, isn’t she supposed to 
be selling houses and not talking folks out of 
buying one?”

Well, yes. Also, no. 

It’s complicated.  Of course, we want to sell 
houses, that’s how we pay the bills. But, 
more than that, we want to help our clients 
buy the right house, one that meets their 
budget, suits their needs, and works with 
their timeframe. 

This morning Heather asked me to come look 
at the house that Gerry and his wife, Paula, 
wanted to purchase. It’s a 1930’s bungalow 
that had been converted to a duplex, then 
converted back again, and then remodeled 

again.  It’s really neat and has loads of 
character. It also has a pretty funky floor plan. 

Although it’s listed as having four bedrooms 
it’s really only a two bedroom house because 
#3 is the dining room and #4 has the only 

door to the back yard, plus the only door to 
the laundry room and the half bath.  

That’s not necessarily bad, especially for a 
historic house, and especially if they really 
love it and just want to live there. However, it 
could be a real problem when they decide to 
sell it. After hearing that they planned to 
invest more money in the house, and 
knowing the plan was to sell in five or six 
years, I saw a big, red flag. Heather agreed 
and shared these concerns, prompting 
Gerry’s text message that day. 

When she showed me the message I couldn’t 
help but smile. I’ve been hearing this kind of 
thing about Lloyd Trimble, who started this 
company with me, for over a decade now. It’s 
good to know our newest agent is going to fit 
in so well. 
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I remember the stage, the electrical cords, 
and the grass but that’s about it. I don’t 
remember the exact location and I don’t 
remember the names of the bands, but I’m 
pretty sure I was seventeen years old and I’m 
nearly certain it was in Charlotte.

“The Barefoot on The Grass” festival wasn’t 
so much a festival as it was a small crowd 
watching a couple of local garage bands on a 
tiny stage. There were maybe 100 people, 
and admission was free if you brought a can 
of food for the homeless shelter.

But I loved it, and I was hooked. I remember 
thinking how cool it would be to put on 
something like that.

Building a stage, setting up a PA system, 
making posters - it all seemed so incredible.

Later, in college, I started attending a lot of 
festivals. I remember the first SmileFest, 
when it was nothing more than 100 tents in 
the middle of a cow pasture. A decade later it 
was a four-day event with thousands of 
people and bands from all over the country.

The whole time, there and at other festivals, 
I’d think about how awesome it would be if I 
could do the same thing.

The Dockwood Music Show is coming up on 
April 6th. With the help of my buddy Steve 
and some of his friends, we are putting on a 
show to benefit Turning Point, our local 
domestic violence shelter. 

We are totally flying by the seat of our pants. 
I have no idea how it will turn out, how many 
people will attend, or how much money we’ll 
raise.

But I do know it will be a good time.

And I know that finally, 26 years later, I’m 
learning how much fun it can be to put on 
something like this.

The ironic part is that I could have done it all 
along.

I could have done it last year when Steve and 
I first discussed expanding his annual Music 
Jam. I could have done it in college when I 
was friends with some folks who played in 
bands. I could have done it when I moved to 
Chapel Hill, where there was a thriving music 
scene, and I knew tons of musicians.

I could have done it 100 times already, I just 
didn’t.

I think I was waiting for someone’s 
permission to do it.

The voice in my head said, “Hey, you’re not 
that guy! You’re just a Realtor, go sell some 
houses punk!”

When I sent the final version of the 
Dockwood Music Show poster to the print 
shop yesterday, I was reminded that I don’t 
need anyone’s permission.

Nor do you.

You and I are free to do whatever we want to 
do.

Which is a good thing, because unless we 
write them for ourselves, permission slips 
appear to be in extremely short supply.
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All Right Folks, it’s March. This month I wrote the absolute worst story in the world but, 
lucky for you, I realized that before I mailed it. Admitting that it was terrible made for a much 
better story, and I think you’ll enjoy the new one far more.   Also inside is your invite to the 
upcoming Dockwood Music Show, benefiting a really great charity, which will be held in the 
music hall at our office on April 6th. Plus I’ll tell you why I’m grateful for having a place to 
poop (it’s not a gross as it sounds) and introduce you to the latest agent to join our team. I 
hope you enjoy this issue of All Right, Sally. 

ALL RIGHT, SALLY 
Richard Price
201 N Main Street
Suite 111
Monroe, NC 28112
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