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“That’s a load of crap. I don’t believe it for 
one second.”

Julia and I had been outside a few minutes 
earlier examining some fresh tire tracks in 
our back yard. We’d just returned from 
seeing the Drive-By Truckers in Athens, 
Georgia. Back-to-back shows from one our 
favorite bands and the first band Julia and I 
had ever seen in concert together. I turned in 

carefully because it had snowed and our 
driveway was a solid sheet of ice.  Suddenly 
our three day trip came to a halt when I saw 
tire tracks all over my back yard. Standing 
there, looking at the torn up grass, I was 
ready to rip my son, The Teenager, a new 
one. “I Can’t leave that kid alone for two 
minutes!” I yelled. “He’s paying to have this 
fixed!”
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Julia, in a stark departure from her natural 
tendency, urged me to calm down. Normally 
she’d want to drag The Teenager outside and 
shove his nose in it.

Although his driving has improved somewhat 
over the last couple of years, back then, we 
were having some serious problems. He had 
passed the state-mandated driver’s 
education course and did, in fact, obtain a 
genuine North Carolina driver’s license. 
Driving was legal. But driving well, it turned 
out, did not come naturally. 

Not only was he a horrible driver, but he 
made some fairly questionable decisions 
about where to drive his Jeep. You might 
remember from the September issue last 
year, that he had a Jeep Cherokee. Not a big 
jacked up Wrangler, mind you, a regular 
Cherokee.  A couple of years earlier, before 
he got his license, he got into quite a bit of 
trouble for going “off roading” with it in the 
back yard. He even managed to break 
something which was somewhat 
extraordinary since the back yard is just shy 
of a half acre.  And it’s flat!  Not long after 
getting his license he was in trouble again, 
this time for “off roading” in a field beside his 
grandparent’s house.  

Clearly the kid is interested in off-road 
driving, which is why I’m yelling. 

Regardless of Julia’s calmness I wanted to 
know what happened. “TEENAGER! Why in 
the hell are there tire tracks in the back 
yard?”

The Teenager then weaves a fascinating tale 
about how he’d gotten home from school only 
to find “some lady” in our driveway. This lady, 
he says, had pulled into the driveway just to 
turn around. Except that she got stuck and 
started sliding all over the ice and ended up 
out in the yard. 

Y’all know what I thought, right?  Bullshit! I’m 
not buying it. I get that someone might turn 

around at our mailbox but why would they 
pull fifty feet down an icy driveway, open the 
gate, and then pull forward another thirty feet 
before attempting to turn around?

Julia’s still calm. The Teenager is insistent. 
Am I looking at things wrong?

Last year, when my wife Julia was in the 
hospital, I kept walking past a house right 
beside the parking deck at Presbyterian 
Hospital in Uptown Charlotte. It’s a regular 
house, not something you’d expect to see on 
a hospital campus. Two stories tall, brick 
veneer, likely built in the early part of the 
century. I’d been to this hospital many times 
before and never noticed it. Although it’s 
beautiful it’s easy to miss because trees and 
adjacent buildings tower over it. 

Later that day I looked it up. Turns out it’s the 
historic W.H. Belk home which had been 
moved there in 1990 from a nearby lot on 
Hawthorn Lane. Situated there among the 
seven and eight story hospital buildings the 
house looks unimposing. Not exactly small, 
but not grand either.  I figured it was about 
the same size as my house - 2,500 or maybe 
3,000 square feet. The reality is that it’s twice 
that size. Two and a half stories and nearly 
6,000 square feet. It only looked small 
because of the perspective; because of how 
it was positioned relative to the much larger 
structures around it. If it were still where it 
was built, on a normal residential lot, it would 
look like a mansion. 

By understanding perspective you can begin 
to influence perception. Politicians do it all 
the time, and with great effect. There’s a Will 
Ferrell movie, perhaps you’ve seen it, called 
The Campaign. It has a great scene that 
illustrates this point quite well. Cam Brady, 
portrayed by Ferrell, is on the campaign trail 
giving his stump speech to various groups. 
Each time he wraps it up by proclaiming that 
group to be “this nation’s backbone.”

By Richard Price: Father. Husband. Friend. Mountain Biker. Early Riser. Aspiring Author. Real Estate Broker.

http://www.allrightsally.com


FEBRUARY 2018 www.allrightsally.com VOLUME 2, ISSUE 2

“Our troops and our veterans are this nation’s 
backbone!”

“Farmers are this nation’s backbone!”

“Audio installation specialists and window 
tinters are this nation’s backbone!”

And, finally,

“Filipino Tilt-A-Whirl operators are this 
nation’s backbone!”

The last two take it to the level of absurdity 
that makes the point. Thanks to extensive 
research skilled politicians already know, 
before they give a speech, the perspective of 
the audience. They know where they live and 
what they do. They know what their fears are, 
they know what they worry about. They know 
if it will be a friendly crowd or a hostile crowd. 
And then they tailor their speech to cater to 
the perspective of that audience in order to 
either reinforce a positive perception or 
change a negative perception. 

It works brilliantly. 

At work we’re keenly aware of the 
relationship between perspective and 
perception. Look at this kitchen, for example. 
From the perspective of this photograph you 
might think it’s dated. Is it from the 1970’s?  
Maybe the 1980’s?  Certainly it gives the 

impression that it’s dark and small. Maybe it’s 
just me, but it doesn’t look like it would smell 

good either. So what’s your perception? Keep 
in mind this is a $500,000 house. 

How about this kitchen, what’s your 
perception here? Does it look newer?  
Larger?  Brighter?

If you haven’t noticed yet it’s the exact same 
kitchen. This first was taken about a year 
before ours when the house was listed with 
another brokerage.  The only difference is 
that Lisa, our stager, removed a little bit of 
furniture and decor (look close, you’ll find it). 
And our photographer, Ken, set his tripod 
further back and set the height such that it 
better shows the size of the room. He also 
paid attention to lighting and took the photo 
on a sunny day.

The result is an accurate representation of 
the kitchen.  From this perspective potential 
buyers can envision themselves living in this 
house.  The perspective of the other photo 
causes the perception that the kitchen 
desperately needs to be updated. Incidentally 
the house was on the market for nearly two 
years prior to us listing it. We put it under 
contract in just a few days.

Perspective matters. The kitchen looks better 
than it did, the W.H. Belk house is 
substantially larger than it appeared, and 
Cam Brady is “our nation’s backbone.” But 
what about those tire tracks? Turns out the 
teenager was telling the truth. 
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While we were in Athens a good friend of 
ours, Julia Walters, was at our house framing 
& hanging several prints in my office. Julia 
(my wife) had arranged this as a surprise 
birthday gift. The Teenager had never met 
Julia Walters so, to him, she really was just 
“some lady.” And for lack of a better excuse 
as to why she was there she, in fact, told him 
that she had only pulled in to turn around. 

It was Julia Walters who, in trying to back out 
of a frozen driveway, had slid off the 
concrete. It was Julia Walters who had been 
off roading. The Teenager is redeemed. For 
now.

Cobblers, Contracts, & 
Panic 
They say a cobbler’s children have no shoes. 
Last December I thought the Realtor’s 
children would have no home. 

Julia and I lease the home in which we live, 
we’ve been there nearly four years. As I have 
written about before, owning a home isn’t 
always the best option. For us, four years 
ago, buying a home wasn’t even a 
consideration, and leasing gave us the 
flexibility we needed. It’s been great. The 
house isn’t perfect but it’s in a nice 
neighborhood. It’s got a big back yard, big 
bedrooms, and 5 bathrooms which is really 
nice since we have 5 kids. My favorite room 
is the home office where I’ve spent a ton of 
time. Julia and I have a big mahogany 
partner’s desk that we both work from that’s 
just perfect. It has some drawbacks too. In 
the kitchen, for example, the pantry is really 
small and the microwave over the cooktop is 
so low that you can’t put a stockpot on the 
stove. Despite the shortcomings from time to 
time we have considering buying the house.

Over the years I’ve talked numbers with the 
owner a few times. When we leased it was 
also for sale with an asking price of 
$380,000. So we’d talked about a number in 
the $370’s given that they wouldn’t need to 
pay any commissions if I bought it. You can 
imagine my surprise then when they 
contacted me in December with an asking 
price of $420,000. I was on my way to 
Charlotte (his was when Julia was still in the 
hospital) when I got an email that said they’d 
decided to sell the house. “We’re going to list 
it for $420,000,” the email read, “but we’d like 
to offer it to you at a discounted price of 
$400,000.”

$30,000 more than we’d discussed back over 
the summer? That’s crazy! Then I read, “If 
you don’t want to buy it you’ll have to vacate 
in 60 days.”
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One of my guitars which I had signed by the Drive-By 
Truckers on that trip to Athens.  
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HOLY MOLY!

I panicked. 

Move in 60 days?  

It’s Christmas. 

Julia doesn’t even want this house. 

Wait, she’s in the ICU!  I can’t even tell her.

 A quick check of MLS - no five bedroom 
houses in our price range on the market. I 
check rentals, only one 5 bed house 
available but it’s in a crappy neighborhood. 
What am I going to do?

Wait, wait, wait. I have a lease. Relax. They 
can’t make me move in 60 days. They can 
sell the house, sure, but the lease goes with 
it. I relax and head on in to see Julia.  

To be honest I was a little bit pissed off. I’ve 
had a great relationship with the folks who 
own the house since the beginning. The 
lease was a total win-win. They had a house 
they couldn’t sell but they wanted to move. 
We didn’t want to buy a house but didn’t want 
a short-term lease. We did a two year lease 
with the option to renew for 1 year and, 
further, a “gentleman’s agreement” to renew 
for a 4th year if that suited everyone. Last 
May we renewed for the 4th year. 

The next morning, at the office, I pull out the 
file for the house so that I can send a copy of 
the renewal as a reminder. I couldn’t find it so 
I opened Docusign - the platform we use for 
electronic signatures on contracts. I couldn’t 
find it there either because those forms are 
only stored online for six months. So I went to 
my email. As I read back through my emails I 
came to what was now a horrifying realization 
that we’d never committed the renewal to 
writing. We’d emailed about it. Then we’d 
talked about it. We’d agreed to it. And that’s 
where we’d left it. We were both busy at the 

time and I remember agreeing to the owners 
“sending the renewal in the next couple of 
weeks when they had time.” 

And this, folks, is why contracts are 
important. Despite any relationship you have, 
or think you have, with someone else if it’s 
not it writing it does not exist. In today’s 
world, I’ve realized, “gentlemen’s 
agreements” do not exist.  Here I am, 
someone who preaches the importance of 
contracts, standing there with egg on my 
face. I can tell you story after story of people, 
mostly other brokers, not understanding the 
terms of the contract we use. But those 
stories don’t matter right now because I need 
a place to live. 

I called my attorney to double check what I 
already knew: absent a lease the owner’s 
only obligation to me is a 30 day notice. With 
everything going on - Christmas, Juila in 
hospital, the spring market looming - we can 
either buy the house at the “discounted” price 
or we have to move. I don’t like either choice, 
but ya’ll know I’m a silver lining guy. The 
silver lining is always there if you look for it. 

Julia & I have drastically different first choices 
on where we want to live. For her, it’s in town 
so we can be close to the pool and Union 
Academy. For me, it’s out in the country 
where I can pee off the porch (without 
offending anyone) and shoot my guns. Those 
preferences may be polar opposites but 
that’s part of the silver lining. We have both 
lived in and love the Historic District in 
Downtown Monroe. The houses are beautiful, 
our offices are nearby, and we have a lot of 
friends there. So that’s where we are heading 
in two weeks. This is turning out pretty cool 
too, I’ll tell you about it next month.
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Meanwhile At The Big Box Brokerage 
Last month it was peanuts, this month it’s Tacos.  I think I’m seeing a trend here. All over the news 
yesterday was the story of Nicole Lopez, an agent at one of the Big Boxes in Houston, Texas. On 
one of her listings she’d hung an extra sign down at the bottom, “$250 IN FREE TACOS WITH 
THE PURCHASE OF THIS HOME.”

The media ate it up. She’s on the news - several 
channels. And presently she ranks #1 if you 
Google “Taco Realtor.” In an interview I watched 
she claimed the be the “Original Taco Realtor” 
and talked how the sign was the “Taco The 
Town.”

Cheesy right? But wait! There’s more.

Meet Mike Leathers. He’s with a Big Box over in Albuquerque, New Mexico. Back in September he 
made Inman News after he added a whopping $500 worth of tacos as an incentive to buy a 
townhome he had listed. So that agent down in Houston might have a problem if she continues to 
bill herself as the Original Taco Realtor. 

I can’t stand stuff like this because it makes the rest of us in my profession look like a bunch of 
yahoos. What really gets me are the Facebook comments from other brokers:

“OMG that’s sooooo innovative.” 

“This is a game changer!” 

What? It’s certainly not innovative. In fact it’s not even new. I had to Google it to find it but back in 
2013 an agent in Pennsylvania was putting “Free Pizza With Home Purchase” signs up. 

I think we’ll stick to actual marketing. 

Mike Leathers might be the Original Taco Realtor
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What I’m Reading 
You ever have one of those days where you get to work and you’re in the zone?  Where before you 
know it the day is over and you’ve accomplished twice what 
you’re typically capable of? Or maybe you work in an office or 
team setting and some days everything just clicks with everybody 
and there’s a crazy energy in the air and things seem to just flow. 
Or you hit the gym and, with seeming effortlessness, surpass all 
your previous progress? 

What if you could harness that energy, that flow, or that 
performance and access it on demand when you needed it in 
order to achieve peak performance in whatever task is at hand? 

In Stealing Fire authors Steven Kotler & Jamie Wheal explore 
individuals and groups achieving just that through non-ordinary 
states of consciousness. Specifically the book is about ecstasis, 
a specific range of such states where individuals experience 
combined feelings of statelessness, timelessness, effortlessness, 
and richness. Ecstasis is, essentially, an extreme performance 
enhancing mental state. And people are going to some surprising 
measures to get there.

Throughout history humans have used various methods to achieve such altered states of 
consciousness including mental practices like meditation & prayer, physical practices like yoga & 
tai chi, chemical methods like drugs and certain foods. Because such states can so dramatically 
increase performance many folks are interested in getting into them more easily. Techniques 
explored in this book include micro-dosing LSD, zapping brains with electricity, safe versions of 
extreme sports, and even orgasmic meditation. 

Sounds crazy right? Some of it is. But most of it is fascinating  and hints at what the sub-title 
suggests might be going on all around us: a revolution in the way we live and work. 

Snow Day @therwprice Local Pizza @crustandjam Local beer @southern_range

Follow Me On Instagram @therwprice
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IN THIS ISSUE

PERSPECTIVE COBBLERS AND 
CONTRACTS

NOW IT’S TACOS! STEALING FIRE

CAN I GET YOU SOME TACOS WITH THAT HOUSE?
What did y’all think about that snow last month? I absolutely love when it snows here in the South. It’s 
snowing? Cue the bread and milk jokes (and the actual bread and milk purchasing). Cue the Northern 
transplants telling us Southerns how to to drive. Close the schools! It all sounds cliche’ but that’s the way it 
goes.  Every single time.

But it’s February now, I guess it will be 80 degrees and humid in a few weeks. This month I have a story about 
how perspective shapes our reality, a lesson I learned about contracts, and I review a pretty great book. But, if 
I were you, I’d skip right to the one about The Taco Realtors. It’s a strange world out there. 

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