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“Well, I mean, of course I like it,” Julia said, 
“It’s so big!”

Thus began our conversation over dinner at a 
restaurant in Columbia, South Carolina. 
Earlier we’d been cruising the town in a 
jacked up 1991 Suburban that looked 
somewhat like a monster truck. It had been a 
couple of years since we’d gotten married 
and, with all the kids together, we didn’t have 

a vehicle big enough for everyone to ride in 
at the same time. Taking two cars worked 
fine on a day-to-day basis since we didn’t 
often need to ride all together, but was by no 
means ideal when everyone wanted to go out 
to eat or down to the lake.

Never being one much for minivans, I’d been 
looking at SUVs for a while. The problem at 
the time was a limited budget, so a newer 
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one was out of the question. Looking at 
Craigslist over the summer I kept coming 
across old square-body Chevrolet and GMC 
Suburbans like I remembered from my 
childhood. Big and boxy, they reminded me 
of the trucks my father drove when I was 
growing up. The 1991 version I’d come to 
look at was a little newer than I wanted, but 
driving around Columbia on that crisp fall day 
with the windows down it had seemed nearly 
seemed perfect. 

This thing was a monster! It had four wheel 
drive, solid front axle, and a 6” lift kit with 36” 
tires.  Everything was power - steering, 
windows, door looks, even the awesome rear 
tailgate window that you could roll down with 
a switch on the dash. It had two tone paint, 
light gray and charcoal gray with red pin 
stripes.  The grey velour interior had faux 
wood  inlays, a third row seat, and even rear 
climate control. 

As my dad would say, it was “loaded to the 
gills.”

So I bought it. Lloyd Trimble, who I own R.W. 
Price Realty Associates with, was on board 
so we made it a company vehicle. 

The initial plan was to patch a little rust on it 
and then wrap it.  The idea was to do it up in 
the style of a police vehicle, only it would say 
“Realtor” on the side instead of “Police.”  I 
had plans for a big rack on the top, a 
spotlight on the driver’s side, and even a old 
school light bar and siren. We thought it 
would be an easy way to cover up the 
imperfections and a fun way to advertise the 
business. But when I dropped it off at the 
body shop things immedietly started to get 
out of hand.

Jeff McNeil, owner of McNeil’s body 
shop,  said “you know, it wouldn’t 
take much more work to just paint 
the whole thing.”  That’s all I needed 
to hear. He removed all the rust from 
the body, replacing a few panels in 
the process,  and painted the entire 
truck. We dropped the light gray two-
tone in favor of charcoal gray top-to-
bottom. Since the interior was pulled 
out for the paint job I went ahead and 
had the interior surfaces covered 
with Dynamat, a sound dampening 
material, to cut down on the road 
noise. And while I was at it I went 
ahead and replaced all the window 
and door seals for good measure. 

Next stop was Carolina Car Audio 
where Chris and Rusty installed a new 
stereo, new speakers, and a remote start 
system. They also installed a CB radio for me 
along with a PA speaker, which I knew was 
going to be a big hit with the kids.

By summertime my masterpiece was 
complete and I loved it. The kids loved it too, 
they named it “Big Bad John.”  We took that 
truck everywhere. We drove it to the lake. We 
drove it to the beach a couple of times. It 
made several trips to the mountains, 
delivering my middle son, Jack, to his first 
overnight camp.  It hauled me and a bunch of 
my mountain biking buddies around the hills 
outside of Asheville. Despite it sticking out 
like a sore thumb, we’d drive it to the pool at 
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Rolling Hills, windows down and eighties 
country music blaring the entire way.

Of course, there were parts to replace, and 
my buddy Bobby Schulz at Handle Bars and 
Muscle Cars took care of that. Fuel pump, 
water pump, plugs and wires, distributor, and 
more. When the fan broke loose on a trip to 
Stone Mountain, tearing up the radiator, I had 
it towed back and Bobby installed a custom-
built aluminum radiator with electronic fan 
controls. He replaced wheel bearings, 
window switches, AC controls, and who 
knows what else. I did it all as if I was going 
to drive that truck forever. 

If Big John was cool when I bought him, he 
was surely awesome now. 

However, he wasn’t very practical.  Because 
of the height, everyone in the family besides 
The Teenager and I had a hard time getting 
in and out. The kids had to use the seat belts 
like ropes to climb in, and I actually taught 
them to yell “Geronimo!” when they jumped 
out. Even with all the sound dampening the 
truck is still pretty loud, so Julia pretty much 
refused to drive it, and it was hard to carry on 
a conversation with a kid in the back row.  
And it turns out the rear climate controls are 
AC only - no heat - which was a problem 
when winter rolled around. I didn’t realize this 

at first, so the kids in the back just froze while 
the AC blasted them and I promised it would 
be warm in a  minute. 

It’s really is a great truck for tooling around 
on the weekends but, for us, it just didn’t 
work as a daily driver. When I bought the 
Toyota Sequoia the intent had been to sell 
Big John. I figured if I could get most of the 
money I’d put in it back out that would be fine 
so I started adding it up.  I thought I had 
about $13,000 in it but, turns out, I was closer 
to $15,000. Figuring that might be a little high 
I put $14,000 on the black and orange FOR 
SALE sign. 

I posted it for sale on Facebook and ran 
some ads on Craigslist.  I parked it on Main 
Street at my office during the car shows all 
summer long and even put in in a couple of 
car shows down in Lancaster. On the 
weekends I’d park it at Lowes, Walmart, or 
Target. Lots of people called or emailed and 
the conversations always went well but 
nobody ever make an offer. 

You’d think I’d know better by now.  In nearly 
15 years of selling houses I’ve seen this story 
play out dozens of times, maybe more. When 
folks talk to me about selling they’ll often say 
things like, “I bought it for $400,000 and I’ve 
put $90,000 in it, so I’m not taking one penny 
less than $500,000 for it.”  
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While that might sound logical enough, the 
truth is that buyers do not care how much 
they paid for the house or how much money 
they spent on it.  Those might give some 
indication as to the value, but if you overpaid 
for the house or spent the money on the 
wrong improvements you might not have 
increased the value at all. For example if 
you’ve spent $50,000 to install luxury pool in 
the back yard of a $300,000 house you’ll find 
that the house is still worth about $300,000.  
That’s because, at least in the Charlotte area 
where we work, pools aren't the norm. Most 
people don’t want one, and appraisers won’t 
give them any value. 

With Big John, pretty much everything I did 
besides the paint job and basic maintenance 
is like that pool. The fancy aluminum radiator, 
the PA system, the remote start - none of that 
really adds any value. At the end of the day 
it’s still a 1991 Suburban. A very cool one, 
yes, but a 1991 Suburban nonetheless.  

So Big Bad John is for sale again, this time 
with an asking price based on what it’s 
actually worth, and not what I spent. If you 
know anybody who likes old Suburbans we’ll 
take $7,500 for ours. 

New Renovation Project - 
Woodberry Forest
We closed on our newest renovation project 
right before Christmas, a 1969 brick ranch in 
the Woodberry Forest neighborhood between 
Highway 74 and Monroe Road in Charlotte. 

So far the weather has prevented us from 
getting started with the construction but 
we’ve managed to take care of all the 
demolition - the only thing we’ve saved is the 
original ceramic tile in the bathrooms. 

You would not believe the trash in this house! 
It took an entire 40 yard dumpster just to hold 
it along with the old furniture and appliances. 
Then another for the demolition debris, which 

included all of the insulation in the attic 
(which we removed after we evicted the 
raccoons that had taken up residency). With 
that dumpster full we had to set a third, and 
hopefully final, dumpster for the old roof and 
then scraps from reconstruction. 

Today the house has 3 bedrooms and two 
baths with a very closed/traditional floor plan. 
After we move a couple of walls there will 
only be three bedrooms, but the master suite 
will be much larger and room configuration 
much more open and bright. 

By this time next month we’ll have the roof, 
windows, doors replaced along with the walls 
being moved and a new HVAC system 
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installed. We should have it ready to sell by 
March, stay tuned for a progress report.

National Expired Listing Day
I always feel bad for someone who has listed 
their house and it does not sell. It’s a simple 
fact in the real estate business though - not 
every house sells the first time it’s listed. 
Even with our value-based approach to 
selling we have problem houses from time to 
time. 

When this happens the owners, while trying 
to decide what to do next, have to deal with a 
barrage of phone calls, letters, and even 
people knocking on their door begging to list 
their house.  It’s a common practice in this 
business that I abhor, one of which I have 
been a huge critic, and one that is absolutely 
not allowed at my company. 

Just this morning, on Facebook, I saw this 
post:

Right there in the second paragraph 
something caught my eye, something that I’d 
never heard of before - National Expired 
Listing Day.

I’d never heard of this so I asked Google and 
found out that, apparently, January 2nd is the 

most common day of the year for listings to 
expire. So one of the Big Box Brokerages 
created this National Expired Day, as sort of 
a celebration of this practice of harassing 
people who’s listing has expired.  

God help anyone who had a listing expire on 
that day.

Basically, all the agents pile into the office 
and print the expired list.  Then, like robots, 
they start calling. Some of them even have 
robo-dialers set up so they can call two and 
three homes at a time. Using the scripts 
provided by their team leader they all say the 
same thing.
“Did you know the listing for your home had 
expired?  When do you plan to hire the right 
agent to get the job done for you?”

Or something like that. 

As if people don’t know their listing expired. If 
they didn’t, to be sure, by the tenth phone call 
before 8:00 AM they sure as heck did.  Last 
year my client, Beth, who’s listing with 
another broker had expired, got 14 phone 
calls before 9:00 in the morning.  And that’s 
nothing - I’ve heard tell of people getting as 
many as 50 and 60 calls!

Do these people not understand that nobody 
likes telemarketers? 

Of course they do! I get at least one, and 
sometimes a half dozen, telemarketing calls 
every day from someone trying to sell me the 
latest “lead generation system” or something 
similar. It’s incredibly intrusive and annoying. 
And I know these companies are calling the 
same Realtors that are participating in 
National Expired Day so they know, first 
hand, hoping annoying it is. 

Yet, whenever I speak out against the 
practice, I’m met with the same response. 
“I’m coming from a place of contribution and 
offering value so I don’t think people really 
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mind. Plus I make a lot of money from it, so 
why wouldn’t I do it?”

I tell you, that just doesn’t sit right with me. I 
mean, you can rob banks or sell heroin and 
make a lot of money to, but that doesn’t 
make it the right thing to do. I wish this 
practice would end, but I might as well wish 
for the moon.  Indeed, as the housing market 
continues to shift and more houses don’t sell 
the first time they’re listed I expect we will 
see much more telemarketing and door 
knocking. 

Remembering The Housing 
Crash
Looking at some recent statistics, the 
housing marking is showing signs of 
softening, which reminded me that it’s been 
about a decade since the housing market 
collapsed entirely. Y’all, I’m not gong to lie, 
that was a rough time. It seemed it was 
overnight that Union County had gone from 
the 15th fastest growing county in the entire 
United States to pretty much dead. 

Nobody wanted to buy a house because 
values were plummeting, and nobody wanted 
to sell a house for the same reason. The 
market was flooded with foreclosures, but the 
banks weren’t lending to the few people who 
did want to buy, so they just sat there. 

I remember going nine months while earning 
only $2,000 through small transactions. 

I remember my friends, Lisa and Randy 
Carroll, bringing boxes of food to my house. 

I remember taking cash advances on one 
credit card to pay the bill on another.

I remember not being able to afford the rent 
at my office, and my good friend Joe Beeson 
let me share his and didn’t charge me a 
penny. 

I remember my good friend Bill buying an 
investment property I had listed and agreeing 
to close early so I could make my mortgage 
payment. 

I remember getting a lot of help, but I also 
remember many of those closest to me - both 
friends and family - telling me it was time to 
quite the real estate business. That it was 
time to “get a real job.” The daily refrain was 
that I’d failed at real estate and I needed to 
find another job, pronto. At times it seemed 
like the only person who still believed in my 
was my business partner, Lloyd Trimble. 

Despite his support, I had to admit that I was 
flat broke.

I was at a crossroads. I’d worked incredibly 
hard to get to where I was and now I could 
either keep going, despite the risk of total 
disaster, or I could turn off and take another 
direction. Earlier in my life I might would have 
given up. Walked away from what I’d worked 
so hard to build and done what everyone 
around me wanted me to do, just to appease 
them.

Looking back, I’m glad I went forward. Not 
long after going through that crossroads I 
discovered a way to help people who, like 
me, were in a bind because of the state of 
the economy and the housing market. The 
first short sale I ever brokered closed on 
December 12th, 2007. I’ll never forget not 
making any money on that sale because the 
lender, who had to approve the sale, would 
only pay a partial commission - most of which 
went to the buyer’s agent. What little was left 
barely covered my expenses.

But I didn’t care. On that first one I had no 
idea what I was doing, but somehow I 
managed to get the house sold and the 
owners out without a foreclosure. The feeling 
I got from helping them, alone, was worth it. 
Equally, if not more important, however, was 
that I went on to master the process of short 
selling houses, which gave me a way to help 
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a lot of people and earn a living during an 
incredibly tough time. As I’ve written about 
before, I watched a lot of those folks come 
out on the other side and buy houses in the 
years following the recovery. 

Folks, when you’re doing something you 
believe in there are always going to be 
doubters and naysayers. 

People getting in your head. 

“Haters” as my kids call them from time to 
time. 

Well, as the kids say, “Haters gonna hate.”

That doesn’t mean you have to listen to 
them. 

Keep pushing. If you turn off your path to 
avoid the pain you might miss out on big 
rewards that lie just down the road.
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Catching nothing but having fun 
anyway at Wilson Creek.

WHAT I’M READING

I was looking for a book on bushcraft at Barnes and Noble when the 
clerk who was helping me recommend One Second After by William 
Forstchen.  I was skeptical but it turned out to be a pretty great 
novel, the first in a series of three about life in the United States 
following a terrorist attack that completely disables all electronic 
equipment in the country. Without cars, refrigerators, air conditioning, 
or communications society collapses and the entire country is thrown 
back into the dark ages. As food supplies dry up disease runs 
rampant people become increasingly desperate. Within just a few 
months 80% of the population is dead. It’s highly entertaining and, 
perhaps, informative.  As it turns out the type of attack described in 
the book is not only possible, but we have enemies even now who 
are trying to figure out how to carry out such an attack.  
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All right folks, welcome to 2019. It’s good to be back at the typewriter after taking 
December off to spend as much time as possible with my family. If you were with me last 
January you’ll remember that I decided to do that after my wife nearly died in a botched 
surgery and we spent much of last December in the hospital and doctor’s offices.  Things 
like that sure do remind you just how short life is. Still, 2018 was a great year and I enjoyed 
sharing my adventures with you. This month I’m saying goodbye to Big Bad John, starting 
a new renovation project, and revisiting the housing crash of 2008. 

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