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As I was taking a sharp curve in The 
Teenager’s vehicle I heard a loud noise 
coming from the inside wheels and, for a 
moment, I thought I was going to flip over or 
fly in the air. The Teenager has a 2001 Jeep 
Grand Cherokee he got when he turned 16. 
Julia bought it after she graduated and by the 
time it reached him it had seen better days. 
It’d been wrecked three times, stolen once, 
and had nearly 150,000 miles. 

It's burgundy with a lot of black plastic trim 
that has weathered to various shades of gray. 

The interior smells funny from having been 
parked in the rain with the windows down one 
too many times. No matter what you do the 
little electronic screen above the rearview 
mirror insists that the coolant is low.  The 
trunk no longer opens, only two doors will 
unlock from the outside and it has the 
infamous 'death wobble' (Google ‘jeep death 
wobble', it's a real thing).

It’s essentially a station wagon and it’s about 
as much fun to drive as a lawnmower. The 
Teenager thinks it’s badass, I think it’s a 
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money pit. And when the badass, money pit, 
station wagon died last week we found 
ourselves in a big mess. It was a couple of 
days before it died that I was driving it and 
thought I was going to die taking that curve. 
When I got home I mentioned, casually, to 
The Teenager that it might be time to start 
looking for something else to drive. He didn’t 
like this idea very much.

The next day the Jeep totally breaks down, it 
won’t even start. Off to the dealership it goes 
where the fuel filter is replaced. It looks like 
we’re back in action until the next day when it 
totally breaks down again. Back to the 
dealership.  This time the diagnosis is a failed 
fuel pump.  The estimate?  $756.  

Folks, I’m not doing it.  No way, no how.  This 
Jeep is dead. Understand that at this point 
between Julia & I, The Teenager’s 
grandparents, his uncle, his father, and his 
own money we’ve spent thousands on this 
Jeep.  Which is thousands more than it was 
worth when we started and, certainly, 
thousands more than it’s worth now. New 
paint. New radio. Lift Kit. New relay for the 
AC (three times). New tires. New Headlights. 
New this, new that.  No way am I spending, 
or allowing him to spend, another $756 on it. 

When I break the news to The Teenager he 
says, “I don’t care what I have to do, I’m 
keeping the Jeep.  It’s the more important 
than anything else in the world.”

Over the next few days his resolve became 
clear to me.  To him, there really was nothing 
else more important. Conversations went like 
this:

Parents: We could donate the Jeep to a 
charity and use the money we save from the 
tax write off to put towards another car for 
you.

The Teenager: No!

Parents: We could sell it for parts, I bet if we 
part it out we can get $1,000.

The Teenager: No! No!

Parents: The mechanic at the dealership 
offered $500, we could sell it to him, not have 
to pay the $127 diagnostic fee, and just be 
done with it.

The Teenager:  No! No! No! 

The Parents: Well, Teenager, it doesn’t run. 
We’re not fixing it, you don’t have the money 
to fix it, what do you want to do?

The Teenager:  I want to keep it and I can 
restore it later in life when I have money. No 
matter what I want to keep it. I’m not getting 
rid of the Jeep and there’s nothing you can 
say that will change my mind.  

(Ya’ll hear that?  The teenager wants to keep 
a 16 year old Jeep that was past its useful life 
when he acquired it 3 years ago so that he 
can restore it later in life. I guess that faded 
plastic trim looks a lot better to him than it 
does to me. To me this is totally asinine.  I 
don’t get it at all).

The Parents: Ok, but seriously, we need the 
money from selling the Jeep to put towards 
another car for you.

The Teenager: Well then you can stop 
paying for my braces and you can stop 
paying for my health insurance and that 
should make up for it. 

Yes, he really said we could stop paying for 
his health insurance. We are at a point of 
complete and total irrationality. I’m used to 
this though, I see it all the time in my work. 
People can get so emotional about their 
houses that reality is obscured and they 
become completely irrational.  Take home 
staging for example. We always stage 
houses as a way of increasing the perceived 
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value in order to get more money for our 
sellers.  Most of the time folks are wiling to 
take our stager’s advice and do pretty much 
whatever she says. Sometimes we have 
people that will 
to do 
everything she 
says except 
one thing. And 
that one thing is 
usually turns 
out to be pretty 
irrational. Take 
Mark’s house, 
which we sold 
several years 
ago.  We’ve 
moved furniture 
from one room 
to the other, 
replaced the 
dated linoleum 
in the kitchen, 
painted the 
entire house, 
and updated 
the light fixtures. The exterior has been 
pressured washed & landscaped and the 
interior has been professionally cleaned. 
Everything is perfect except when you walk 
into the dining room.  The walls have floral 
wallpaper below the stained chair rail with 
hunter green paint above and mauve carpet 
straight out of 1987.  No matter what, even 
with all the work that’s been put into the rest 
of the house, Mark refuses to update this one 
room. Even though he is selling, and even 
though it won’t be his house for much longer, 
he just won’t do it because his mother picked 
those colors. This is the way The Teenager 
loves his Jeep. It is the first car he can 
remember. 

So I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised 
when he came downstairs the next morning 
wearing a shirt and tie. He was heading to 
have lunch with his grandfather, Big Ken. 
This is a kid who will usually only put on a 
shirt and tie under threat of bodily harm. 

“What’s up Teenager?” I said.  “I’m going to 
have lunch with Big Ken so I can talk to him 
about parking the Jeep in the barn at his 
house until I’m older and can restore it.”  This 

didn’t work out.  
As it turns out 
Big Ken, like 
me, wanted 
nothing to do 
with a broken 
down vehicle 
being parked in 
his driveway. 

So I guess I 
shouldn’t have 
been surprised 
when he came 
downstairs the 
next morning 
wearing that 
same shirt and 
tie. He was 
heading to have 
lunch with his 
grandmother, 

Mama Jane. His plan this time?  Offer her the 
gold he’d been buying as collateral (the 
gold’s another story, I’ll tell you later) for a 
loan so he could buy the Jeep from me so 
that he could keep it while still having the 
money to use towards a new car.  This didn’t 
exactly work out either, but I do commend 
him for coming up with the plan.

Can you see the desperation here? It’s like 
there’s a reality disconnect. Like the buyer 
who is so in love the granite in the kitchen 
that they are going to buy a two bedroom 
town house even though the reason for 
buying a home in the first place was to have 
a yard for the family they are starting. No 
matter how hard I tried I could not get The 
Teenager to understand why it made no 
sense whatsoever to keep the Jeep. He’s 
totally irrational.

But,  like Mark, who after negative feedback 
from 20 prospective buyers, finally relented 
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I KNOW I SHOULDN’T LAUGH BUT, DANG, THE THINGS PEOPLE 
DO IN THIS BUSINESS! 
Last week I took a cake from The Derby restaurant to Elaine. Elaine and her family have been clients for 
years now and I wanted to thank her for a recent referral. On the way I realized that I was a little bit 
nervous.  Sounds silly, I know. After all I’ve known her for a long time so there’s really no reason to be 
nervous. But do you know why I was?  The “Pop By.”  I happen to care what my clients think of me so I 
didn’t want Elaine to think I was doing a “pop by.”

If you follow me on Facebook you’ve heard me talk about these before. They’re taught at real estate 
seminars and at the big box brokerages all over the country.  Basically you “pop by” to check on a client 
but since just stopping by would be a little awkward you’re supposed to take a gift of some sort to drop 
off. This is where the funny starts.  My favorite all time is the three pack of hot dog condiments from 
Costco with note that says, “Just stopping by to ketchup. From your Realtor who really cuts the 
mustard. I relish your referrals.”  But I’ve recently found some more, supposedly great for summer, that I 
think you’ll get a kick out of.  For the full experience you have to read these out loud to someone. 

#5: Expandable Roasting Stick for Smores - “I’m never too busy for “Smore” of your referrals!”

#4: Grilling Tool or Heat Resistant Spatula - Your 
referrals keep me ‘cookin!”

#3:  Ice Cream Scoop - “Call me for the ‘scoop’ on the 
current real estate market!”

#2: BBQ Spices or Marinade Injector - “I’m your 
seasoned professional for all your real estate needs!”

#1: (It’s number one because the condiment ones 
really make me laugh) BBQ Sauce - “Summer is near 
and the BBQ season is here! Enjoy the sun, have 
some fun and remember your referrals are #1!”

Now I ask you, honestly, what would you think if I stopped by your house with a bottle of Sweet Baby 
Ray’s, looked you in the eye,  and said, “Summer is near and the BBQ season is here! Enjoy the sun, 
have some fun and remember your referrals are #1?”

I swear one day I’m going to do it! I’ve got a big list of these and I might just ride around with a video 
camera and get yawls reactions on film when I drop these gems on you. 

HAVE A FUNNY STORY ABOUT REAL ESTATE MARKETING GONE WRONG?   
EMAIL IT TO ME! RICHARD@RWPRICE.COM

 
Bonus One: Girl Scout Cookies - “Just stopped by to see if you were scouting around for any good real 
estate deals!”
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and painted the hunter green dining room, I 
suspect that The Teenager will soon relent 
and sell the Jeep. For now I’ve agreed to let 
him park it in our driveway for 90 days while 
he looks for somewhere he can store it at no 
cost. In the meantime I’ve agreed to 
purchase a vehicle and finance to him.

Anybody seen good deal on a two door 
hatchback with good gas mileage? 

The Listing I Didn’t Get 
Last week Lloyd asked me to call someone 
who he’d represented in the purchase of a 
home several years ago. She was thinking of 
selling and talking to a couple of agents and 
had called him.  Since he takes care of our 
buyers while I work with our sellers he asked 
me to call her.

Well we got to talking about a few things and 
it turns out that she’d already talked with a 
couple of other agents and had decided to 
wait until next year to put the house on the 
market. Fine with me, no problem. However I 
was surprised that she seemed very 
surprised that I didn’t want to set an an 
appointment to meet with her immediately so 
that we could get a sign in her yard ASAP.  
Her surprise caught me off guard because, 
unless our clients are in a rush, there’s no 
need to rush.

Which led me to ask her some questions 
about her conversations with the other 
brokers. Turns out they’d told her that if she 
didn’t get her house on the market right away 
that she wouldn’t be able to sell it because 
school would start and demand would drop 
off. 

Folks, I don’t shy away from calling a spade a 
spade and I don’t shy away from calling 
bullshit when I see it. And this was bullshit - 
but you tell me what you think.

The House:  Just over 1,100 square feet with 
three bedrooms, two baths,  and an eat-in 
kitchen (no dining room), no garage. Nearby 
homes are as large as 3500 square feet with 
as many as 6 bedrooms. 

The Neighborhood:  Lake Park, located in 
Indian Trail. This is a very popular 
neighborhood with only 5 homes available 
right now. In the last 180 days 24 homes 
have sold in this community taking an 
average of 16 days to sell. Of the two I have 
under contract there right now one sold with 
multiple offers in less than 24 hours and the 
other sold before we could even get it in the 
MLS.  

So I ask you, does this sound like a house 
where we would primarily target families? 
Does it sound like it’s in a community where 
the demand is going to disappear next week?

NO and NO! So why is it that these other 
agents were telling her she had to list it right 
away? What was the urgency?  I’ll take a 
guess: because they wanted the listing more 
than they wanted a client. They went into the 
meeting with the objective of getting the 
listing paperwork signed. To facilitate that 
they created false urgency around the 
demand for homes as it pertains to the public 
school calendar. I’m willing to bet they also 
made her sit through a scripted listening 
presentation with a bunch of meaningless 
stats and numbers and information on how 
they are the best agent at the best brokerage 
in the area.  High pressure sales at its best 
(or maybe not, after all she didn’t hire them).

I know because this is what’s typical in my 
industry, I hear it all the time.  The trainers 
and brokers and coaches, most of them 
anyway, preach that listings are the Holy 
Grail and teach agents to do and say 
whatever is necessary to get this listing.  
They teach them how to do a “Comparative 
Market Analysis” and incorporate that into a 
“Listing Presentation” all of which is little 
more than a sales pitch to get you to sign on 
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the dotted line. Most agents spend more time 
figuring out how to get 
listings each year than they 
will spend figuring out how 
to best serve the public 
interest over their entire 
career. 

I ended up not setting a 
meeting with her just yet. 
After she explained her 
reasons for wanting to wait 
until next year there was no 
reason for us to meet just 
yet. Her thinking was clear 
and rational and, without me 
creating a false sense of 
urgency, there was no 
reason for us to meet this 
year.  When we do meet in 
January she’ll probably be surprised that I 
won’t have mountains of data and I don’t 
really have a listing presentation. When I 
meet with folks for the first time I carry a pen 
and a notepad - that’s it. No listing 
paperwork, no sign, no sales pitch.  I’m there 
to listen to them and figure out what they 
need, not make them listen to me. Is that 
different?  Sure. But in an industry rife with 
greed, deception, and outright lies I don’t 
mind doing it differently. And I don’t think our 
clients mind either. 

Empty Fridge 
“I like you,” said Ruth, who’d I’d only met a 
few minutes earlier. With the help of a 
translator I was learning about her situation. 
Ruth’s husband had recently left her and she 
is presently battling things out in court trying 
to resolve the divorce. As part of the deal 
Ruth gets the house, and I’m there to talk to 
her about options for selling. 

Ruth has a very friendly face and a warm 
smile balanced with piercing eyes 
that let you know she means 
business. She’s no dummy, and 
she wants you to know it. Her 
son, Josh, is there along with our 
mutual friend Margarita to help 
translate. Previously a student at 
Wingate college the divorce has 
required him to leave the school 
for the time being. He stands 
about 5’5’ and paces the floor 
with a look of anticipation. You 
can sense he’s learning some of 
life’s lessons the hard way. This 
is not an easy conversation for 
him. His father has not done the 
things that a father should do.

As a product of divorce who is 
now raising children who are the products of 
multiple divorces their story immediately 
resonated with me. Ruth’s husband had 
abruptly left after twenty years. Their financial 
picture was bleak - with Ruth being disabled 
the only income she and Josh have is the 
modest alimony payments from her ex 
husband. Both suffer from extreme allergies 
that make basic tasks like cleaning the house 
or mowing the lawn difficult, if not impossible. 
As we talk I learn of their plans to sell this 
home and buy a single wide mobile home 
that will be placed upon a lot that they rent. At 
the same time they plan to pay off some 
debts including those to the attorney who 
represents Ruth and student loans taken out 
by Josh. 

I immediately liked these people and I was 
glad to hear that they liked me. Which made 
it all that much harder to explain that the 
house was not worth enough to accomplish 
all of these goals. As Josh led me on a tour of 
the house I noticed one thing after another 
that decreased the value of the house.  The 
paint is in poor condition, the fence is falling 
over, and there are water leaks in the 
bathrooms. Recent sales in the neighborhood 
of homes exactly like theirs put a practical 
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cap on the price we can expect to receive. 
They need top dollar but the house is not in 
top shape and they have no money to spend.  
This is going to be a challenge. 

Now you might be thinking at this point that 
this story is about how hard some houses are 
to sell. It’s not. I’ve sold lots of difficult houses 
and, in that regard, this one will be no 
different. We’ll put a plan to together, follow 
our proven approach, and sell the house. 
What this story is really about is just how 
good you and I have it, and now often we 
forget it.  

Walking through the house Josh had 
mentioned a couple of times that they didn’t 
have money for food. As we wrapped up the 
meeting I thanked Ruth and Josh for inviting 
me over and thanked Margarita for helping 
with translation. As I walked towards the door 
I heard Margarita say, “Ruth, do you need 
groceries?” 

“No, no, we’re fine,” says Ruth with a slight 
crack in her voice. 

Josh jumps, “Yes, yes we do Margarita. She 
won’t tell you that, but I will. Come look in or 
refrigerator.”

“I already did,” said Margarita, “that’s why I’m 
asking.”

Of late I have complained about not being 
able to stay at the beach one more day. I 
have bemoaned having to spend money to 
maintain my truck. I’ve complained about any 
number of other things as well - the cost of 
back-to-school supplies, the increase in our 
office rent, and the expense of building out 
Julia’s new office. 

As Josh & Margarita discussed the groceries 
that she would be buying for the family I 
couldn’t help but think about the relative 
nature of my problems. I felt ashamed for 
having had the nerve to complain about such 
trivial matters when these people - who live 
just a few miles from me - were going to bed 
hungry. My problems are nothing compared 
to theirs. I don’t know exactly how yet but 
we’re going to find a way to help these folks. 
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Our company is guided by set of Core Principles. 

R.W. Price Realty Associates Core Principle #5: You Cannot Win If You Don’t Tell The Truth

We believe that we should always, and in every case, tell our clients the truth. We work in an 
industry where the truth isn’t always comfortable and it’s not always convenient. Although telling the 
truth might mean that we don’t sell the house and don’t earn the commission we do not believe in 
smoke & mirrors, slights of hand, or misdirection. We do not omit facts. We do not over-simplify 
complex issues. We do not manufacture artificial urgency, scarcity, or fear. We simply tell the truth.

We have found that there are potential clients who do not want to hear the truth. They do not want to 
be told that they cannot afford a particular house or that the one they own is worth less than they 
think it is. We find clients willing to overlook important details because they are emotional about 
buying or selling. 

In this situation we face a decision: do we tell them what they want to hear or do we tell them the 
truth? We believe that we should simply tell the truth. The cost for telling this truth may be the loss of 
that potential client. But, in the end, we’re rather lose the business than tarnish our reputation.
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What I’m Reading 
You know what I like?  Presents.  You know what else I like? The South. So when Heather brought 
me a copy of My Southern Journey by Rick Bragg back from her trip to to Tennessee a few months 
ago I couldn’t wait to get to it.  Although habit of ordering way too many books at one time 
prevented me from picking it up until this month, it was worth the wait and has been my go-to night 
time reading for the last several weeks.

This collection of short stories (really short - some are barely 
two pages long and the longest, I think, is about ten) are 
quintessentially Southern while at the same time universally 
human. The stories are broken out into 5 categories - Home, 
Table, Place, Craft, & Spirt - covering everything from the 
smell of Bragg’s mother’s cornbread to college football 
rivalries to his consternation over not being able to get 
anything more than a peanut on short flights. I share a lot of 
his views, most especially on airplanes and peanuts.

Although packed with emotions both high and low the book is 
an easy read that’s been great for relaxing and shifting my 
mind away from work. There are tragic stories such as the 
one about the mile-wide tornado that destroyed his historic 
neighborhood in 1997 and how the community came together 
to rebuild. It reminded me of  Hurricane Hugo back in 1989 
that leveled so many trees and left us without power for 
weeks. 

Bragg is funny too. Consider this line, “I had a fried grouper sandwich and onion rings for breakfast. 
Other people were staring at shredded wheat, and hoping to live forever. But I bet forever is a long 
time with shredded wheat.”

I’m with Mr. Bragg, forever would be a long time with shredded wheat.  Pass me the bacon, please. 

Follow Me On Instagram: @therwprice

Lockwood Folly Inlet, Oak Island Breakfast @ Beaver Creek Hot Springs NC Mountain Biking
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