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“Are you crazy? Why in the hell would you 
spend $3,000 on a virtual tour? You know 
Tour Factory does them for like $99, right?”

That’s what another broker said to me when I 
was telling her about a project we’re starting 
on. 

A few weeks earlier I’d made a call to a 
prospective client, Bill, who owns a log cabin 
near the Catawba River in South Carolina. 
Although he had been referred to me by a 
former client I wasn’t terribly excited about 
calling. I’d learned that his house had been 
on the market for some time and had already 
been listed by more than one agent. Nine 
times out of ten, when house a has been 
listed multiple times by multiple agents, 

there’s only one reason it hasn’t sold: the 
price. It’s been sitting there, stagnant and 
overpriced, because the owner wouldn’t 
agree to a realistic figure. But, typical 
Realtors being what they are, they take the 
listing despite knowing that it can’t sell. You 
folks know exactly why they do it, don’t you? 
Prospective buyers will call about the house 
and, upon learning the price is unrealistic, 
they’ll often ask what else is available.  
BOOM! Typical Realtor has a new buyer 
client, albeit at the expense of his seller 
client’s best interests.  

Before calling Bill I pulled up our MLS so I 
could take look at the old listings. I suspected 
they would be less-than-spectacular and 
those suspicions were confirmed. The photos 
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were terrible. For a log cabin one of the main 
features is the fact that it is a log cabin. 
However because of low quality photography 
& poor lighting it was hard to tell that the 
house was anything more that wood siding. It 
was evident from the interior photos that the 
house had not been staged in even the most 
basic fashion. It looked like a bachelor pad.  
A quick search online showed internet 
marketing had been poorly executed. 
Regardless of price, with this presentation, 
this house had a slim chance of selling. 
Despite this, it was a really neat house. My 
interest piqued, I called Bill and we agreed to 
meet. 

When I arrived the following Tuesday I 
parked in the driveway and took stock of the 
house and surroundings. “Wow,” I thought, 
“this is a really cool house!” It was a beautiful 
day, the sun was out and the water reflected 
a gorgeous Carolina blue sky. Jake, Bill’s 

chocolate lab, rushed down to welcome me 
and escorted me onto the porch overlooking 
the Catawba. The house sits on a hill above 
smaller houses on a stretch of the river large 
enough to be a lake. As we talked on the 
porch I discovered that there was a small 
boat ramp just down the street to which he 
had deeded access. As I made note that this 
had been missing in previous listings we 
walked inside. 

I knew from our conversation on the porch 
that Bill had the house built and I knew that 
the was proud of it. As we walked through I 
could see why. Everything about the house is 
custom and everything is incredibly high 
quality. Aesthetically the house is pleasing. 
The vaulted ceilings as well as the walls are 
covered in knotty pine that’s been expertly 
sanded & finished. The stone floors in the 
great room, kitchen, and dining room are 
beautiful as are the oak & ceramic tile 
throughout the rest of the house. The kitchen 
cabinets, obviously custom made, are of the 
same wood as the walls & ceilings. The 
floorpan is excellent and provides a central 
gathering area surrounded by private 
bedroom suites. 

It’s the quality that really sets this house 
apart. It’s packed with features to make living 
in the house incredibly comfortable and 
convenient. The windows are not your typical 
builder-grade glass but, rather, hurricane 
resistant laminated glass. This glass is tough 
to break which affords both extra security and 
extraordinary sound insulation. The stone 
floors I mentioned? They are set into a full 
inch of concrete for stability and durability. 
The oak floors are solid three-quarter inch 
thick boards,  not engineered or laminated, 
so they can be refinished many times. For 
comfort there are separate heating & cooling 
systems on each floor and each is further 
controlled by multiple zones. If you like to 
sleep in a cool bedroom but wake up to a 
warm kitchen that’s no problem in this house. 
Even the plumbing has special features. 
There’s a manifold that allows the hot or cold 
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water at any fixture to be turned off from a 
central location. So if you have a leak in the 
hot water line that feeds your guest bedroom 
you can turn it off and still have hot water 
everywhere else while you wait on the 
plumber to fix it. This house is special in 
every way. 

I told Bill I thought it was a great house. 
“You’re right,” he said, “It is. But what are you 
going to do to get it sold?”

That was a tough question. I’d known from 
the time I pulled up the previous listings that 
it had been handled incorrectly. I knew that I 
could fix those things because it required 
only following the approach we always take: 
professional staging, professional 
photography, and outstanding presentation. 
As thorough and polished as our approach is, 
finding the buyer for this house will require 
even more. 

The big challenge is that the home is also 15 
miles from the closest city.  It’s like a cabin 
you might rent in the mountains for a 
vacation, except that it’s not at a vacation 
destination. And it’s expensive relative to 
surrounding houses. Given the extensive 
quality, replicating this house would cost 
about $750,000 not counting the dirt to build 
it on. 

This isn’t your typical 4 bedroom, 2 1/2 bath 
house with a two car garage on a lot in a 
neighborhood full of similar homes. “Bill,” I 
said, “The buyer for this house is like the old 
needle in the haystack. To find him, we have 
to tell it’s story.”

On the way home I called Jason Walle at 
Chain Reaction Studios, a digital agency in 
Monroe known for its high quality video 
productions. I described to Jason what I 
wanted, a five-to-six minute promotional 
video, almost like a movie, showcasing the 
house and highlighting the high quality 
construction and custom features. Bill is a 
pretty personable guy and easy to talk to. 

And he’s been in front of a camera before, so 
I decided to feature him in the video. Who 
better to tell the story of this house than the 
guy who built it?  Shooting all of this is going 
to require two or three guys and bunch of 
equipment - cameras, drones, boom 
microphones, lighting - and lot of editing, etc.  
The cost? $3,000.

Despite the other broker’s reaction, I think it 
will be worth every penny, so I don’t mind the 
expense. But I’m here to tell you, that’s not 
the typical attitude in this business. I talked to 
Ken Turco last week, he's a good friend and 
our regular photographer. He’s always telling 
me about other agents who try to get him to 
reduce his prices and/or don’t want to pay 
him after the job is done. He’s not the 
cheapest guy around but he’s the best and 
I’m happy to pay him. His pricing structure is 
based on the size of a house. He forwarded 
me some emails from another broker who 
needed photos for a 2,400 sq ft house worth 
about $250,000. Ken’s price for this is $299. 
This other broker wanted to know if he would 
take $175.  Can you imagine? She’s set to 
earn a commission that will be thousands of 
dollars and is complaining about paying $299 
for the best photos she can get!

Here’s another story that Ken texted me last 
week: 

“So I got this builder I work with that builds 
million dollar homes. He went with this new 
realtor to list his latest Dillworth home that I 
believe was $1.8 million. It’s already sold and 
they’re just putting the finishing touches on 
the garage. The builder wanted video and 
photos done by me for his website so 
everything looks the same as his other 
houses since I shoot everything for him. The 
realtor had someone at Tour Factory do the 
photos. So I emailed the realtor the bill and 
he tells me that he’s only paying for the video 
portion of it and I need to send the bill for the 
photos to the builder separately because he 
already paid to have them done by Tour 
Factory. The builder just called me losing his 
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mind! This realtor got both sides of the 
commission, making $108,000. And he’s 
pissing and moaning about spending an extra 
$200 for the photo portion of the virtual tour. 
The builder is so pissed off he said that’s the 
first and last time he’ll ever let him list 
anything for him.”

With stories like these I guess I shouldn’t be 
surprised that another broker thinks I’m crazy 
for spending $3,000 to produce a video for a 
$500,000 house. Regardless of her opinion 
I’m excited about this project. This will be the 
most challenging home I’ve ever been asked 
to sell. And since I enjoy a good challenge 
this is a good way for me to start off the new 
year. We had the shoot scheduled for the first 
week of January but it’s looking like we’re 
going to have weather delays. Who would 
have expected snow? Hopefully by next 
month I’ll be able to share the video with you.  
Happy New Year!

The Day My Wife 
Almost Died 
“Excuse me, Mr. Price? You have a phone 
call.”

I reached for my cell.  Did the battery die?  
Why is someone calling me on the hospital’s 
phone?  This is odd.  As I walked with the 
attendant towards the reception desk the 
room felt much larger than it had before. I 
notice the sign - “Surgical Waiting Room.” 
There’s maybe a hundred chairs, several 
tables scattered with magazines, and it’s 
packed with people. I can hear electric doors 
buzz open over the sounds of someone 
coughing. There is a large TV screen  with 
the initials of folks in surgery along with their 
status- Preparing For Surgery, Surgery In 
Progress, Recovering. 

Thinking there must be some mistake I 
reached for the phone. “Hello?”

“It’s nothing serious,” said the voice on the 
other end, “but we have to operate again. 
We’re taking her back now and will let you 
know. . .” The voice seemed to trail off. 

My head is spinning. Wait, what?  Did the 
surgeon just say internal bleeding?  How did 
this happen?  Is she okay?  Can they fix it? 
The room feels smaller now like the walls are 
closing. I can’t hear all the people. I’m hot 
and I feel sweaty.  “Excuse me,” I said as I 
handed the phone back, “there is a problem 
and they are operating again, I think I’m gong 
to step outside.”

The rest of the day is blur. 

A few hours earlier my wife, Julia, and I had 
been driving towards the hospital. Despite 
the time of day traffic hadn’t been too bad 
and we arrived a little early. I stopped for 
coffee at the Starbucks in the lobby, teasing 
Julia because she couldn’t have anything 
before her surgery. 
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Surgery. We were there for a routine 
hysterectomy, a procedure that’s performed 
in the United States over 600,000 times per 
year. In and out, and done. One overnight 
stay just for observation. Why the hell are 
they talking about nicked bladders and 
internal bleeding? 

Holy shit.

This was supposed to be no big deal. 
Routine.  Julia kept telling me.  “I’ll be  home 
in the morning.”  I remember thinking how 
pissed she would be if she found out I snuck 
out of the waiting room and walked down to 
Hawthorne's Pizza for some lunch.  I was 
starving and all the staff had my cell number 
and it was routine.  I remember the pre-op 
holding area and the nurses and Julia’s 
purple socks.  

I remember calling Julia’s mother.  She’d kept 
the children the night before so that we could 
leave straight for the hospital that morning.  I 
remember putting my briefcase into the truck.  
I remember it being cold in the parking lot.   I 
remember sending a few emails and texts, 
though I can’t recall to who or for what 
reason. I remember walking down Elizabeth 
Avenue.  

Now I’m back in the waiting room and it’s a 
strange place.  Earlier that day it had been 
packed with people but now it was nearly 
empty. The TV screen with the initials and 
statuses now blinked mostly empty. In fact of 
the dozens on the screen earlier that morning 
only one remained, JuP73 - In Recovery.

Recovery. Finally. I don’t really know how 
long this all took but we’d arrived early in the 
morning and it was now dark. 

After what seemed like an eternity I was 
called to her room where she was sleeping.  
All things considered she didn’t look too bad.  
Apparently her bladder had been sliced open 
during the first surgery and continued to 
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Meanwhile, at the Big Box Brokerage 

You guys know that I pick on the BBBs - The Big 
Box Brokerages. And while I do it somewhat 
tongue-in-cheek there’s an underlying truth to the 
reason that I despise them. They teach sales 
tactics that do two things, (1) annoy the general 
public and make Realtors look like jackasses and 
(2) suck the life out of the agents who practice 
them.

Imagine this: you are on a plane. As you reach 
cruising altitude someone approaches you to offer 
peanuts and a soda. Except it’s not the flight 
attendant. Instead, it’s a Realtor, ready with his 
business card and an enthusiastic script about 
how about well the market is doing and questions 
about whether you knew someone who was going 
to buy or sell a house. Can you imagine?

Well, read up - 
this was in one of 
the Facebook 
Groups for 
participants of a 
BBB Training 
called BOLD.

“Dear Coach,  

I just got off my 
2nd Southwest 
flight of this 
Thanksgiving Day. 
As you suggested, 
I asked politely, 
(AND I acted 
enthusiastic), and 
neither flight crew 
would allow me to pass out the peanuts. They 
especially did not like the part when I mentioned I 
intended to ask my fellow passengers who they 
knew that wants to buy a home...sell a home... or 
invest in real estate. 

I'll find another way to complete my BOLD 100.” 

And then, agents like this, they wonder why our 
profession has so little respect.  
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bleed.  All was fixed.  All was fine.  The 
bleeding was stopped laparoscopically  with 
only two small incisions, now covered with 
band-aids.  As we talked it became clear that 
the side effects of anesthesia had not worn 
off  and I wasn’t convinced that Julia even 
knew I was in the room.  I got the final okay 
from the nurses and left her to rest knowing I 
would be back in the morning to take her 
home.

Driving home I felt a sense of relief. Although 
it was late I drove through town and past my 
office to see if anyone was around. When I 
ran into a good friend of mine we decided to 
have a beer together. As I told him the story 
of the day I began to feel incredibly 
exhausted. I headed home and by the time I 
switched out the light I’d been awake for over 
20 hours. 

I didn’t need to be at the hospital until 11:00 
but had set my alarm for 8:00 nonetheless. 
As I made a cup of coffee I realized I’d 
missed two phone calls during the night. The 
message from the first, around 1:00 AM, said 
that Julia had more internal bleeding and was 
being rushed back to the operating room for 
a third round of surgery. The next message, 
around 3:00, assured me that she was in 
recovery and would be transferred to the 
Intensive Care Unit.

I’m confused and I’m panicked and I started 
getting ready to run out the door but I’m not 
sure if this is real. I tried to run through the 
events from the previous day because surely 
these are calls from then. Surely I’m just 
groggy and soon I’ll be bringing Julia home. I 
just need to clear my head.

My phone rings. I kid y’all not I’m staring at 
my phone and it starts to ring. 

A nurse has Julia on the line.  “This is really 
scary. I’ve just woken up in the ICU. I’ve got a 
bunch of staples holding me together, I’m 
getting a blood transfusion and I’ve got a 
wound vac.”

“I’m on my way baby. It’s going to be all 
right.”

It wasn’t a pretty site to walk in her room- I 
found her lying on the bed with equipment all 
around her that blipped and murmured and 
buzzed.  Tubes ran from both her arms to 
these machines, one of which I recognized to 
be a blood transfusion device.  Tubes ran as 
well from both sides of her abdomen and 
bags of medicine and blood and everything 
else hung from racks and from the sides of 
the bed.  Her eyes were swollen nearly shut 
and she looked as though she might fade out 
any minute.  

“What’s up Buttercup?” I said.  She smiled 
with dry lips and said, “I’m fine.”  I looked at 
her bandages when the nurse took them off 
and saw the rows of staples that crossed, 
holding together the incisions where, during 
the third emergency surgery, her abdomen 
had been opened. 

We spent the following two days in the 
Intensive Care Unit and the four following 
that in a regular room.  Our friends and family 
rallied around us taking care of the details of 
our house and kids so that we didn’t have to 
worry about anything.  Six days after it all 
started Julia was home.  As I write this she’s 
in the bedroom resting.  It’s going to be a 
much longer recovery than we had planned 
and I can assure you,  Hell hath no fury like a 
restless woman confined to a recliner. But 
she’s alive.  I’ll take that.

Through all of this I didn’t have time to get 
the December issue of All Right, Sally to the 
printer.  In the end I decided not to send it out 
at all.  In fact, as I start the second year of 
this newsletter I’ve decided never to publish 
one in the month of December.  I will take 
December to remember what happened and 
to spend time with my kids, my family and 
with my wife.  To remember how much I love 
them.
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What I’m Reading 
A few months back we leased some commercial space to some folks who are mining Litecoin. Don’t know 
what that is? Don’t worry, I didn’t either. But as I got to talking to the guy he mentioned a word I had heard 
a few times: Bitcoin.

Bitcoin is a “Crypto-currency” which is, essentially, money backed by software 
rather than the full faith and credit of a government. Although Bitcoin is the most 
well-known, following it’s incredible rise in value from a few pennies to nearly 
$20,000 per coin, there are hundreds of others.

Bitcoin can be used similar to cash. You can buy & sell things with it and you can 
exchange it for other forms of cash. Bitcoin transactions are encrypted and 
pseudo-anonymous meaning that, if properly done, others know the transaction 
took place but the amount of the transaction is known only to the parties 
involved. The fastest way to acquire it is through an exchange website such as 
Coinbase (www.coinbase.com). You can also “mine” them which is what the folks 
we leased that space to are doing. This involves setting up specialized software 
that validates transactions for which you receive fractional payments in return. 

James Altucher’s free book, Crypto-Currencies 101, provided just the overview I was looking for. Because 
I’ve read some of his other books I have trust for Altucher that I don’t have for the dozens of other crypto-
experts who have written several dozen books on the subject. I read this overview, took his advice on 
which currencies to buy, and threw a few hundred dollars into it just for fun. 

On December 14th I exchanged $150 USD for 0.5 LTC, in other words for one-half of a Litecoin. I also 
exchanged $150 USD for 0.21 ETH which is one-twentieth of an Ethereum.  As of today my Litecoin is 
worth $125.56 USD and my Ethereum is worth $210.15 so, overall, I’m up about 10%. I passed on 
Bitcoin, which was at $19,796 that day. It has since dipped to $12,570 but stands today at $15,848.  

Want to play? You can download a copy of his free book at allrightsally.com/crypto.  

Follow Me On Instagram @therwprice

My first ginger bread house.New Year, new rifle.  That darned beagle again.

http://www.coinbase.com
http://allrightsally.com/crypto
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$3,000 VIRTUAL 
TOUR?

THE DAY MY WIFE 
ALMOST DIED BITCOIN

IN THIS ISSUE

Welcome to the second year of All Right, Sally. This new format is meant to simplify the 
mailing process as our subscription list continues to grow. 

If you missed the December issue you can blame it on Julia, she nearly died last month so I was 
busy taking care of her. That story is inside as well as one about how many Realtors resort to 
extreme penny-pinching when it comes to marketing their listings. 

Of course I can't let an issue go by without picking on the typical agent at a Big Box Brokerage so 
this month you'll hear about one who tried to hand out the peanuts (along with his business card, of 
course) on a recent flight. And with Bitcoin being in all the headlines lately I’ll tell you about my own 
experiment with Crypto-currencies.   

Richard Price 
201 N. Main Street 
Suite 111 
Monroe, NC 28112

All Right, Sally

An original monthly publication by by Richard Price: Father. Husband. Friend. Mountain Biker. 
Early Riser. Aspiring Author. Real Estate Broker & owner of R.W. Price Realty Associates. 
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