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The kids and I have decided to write a book 
together. They all know that I’m working on a 
book and are pretty curious about it. All of my 
kids love to read, even Sam who mostly still 
just pretends to read. Jack’s been talking 
about being an author for the past year or so 
and every now and again he’ll sit down to 
write a novel but he gets frustrated when he 
can’t crank out War and Peace in one sitting 

and gives up. I figured it would be a fun 
project to write a kids book with the kids. 

To keep it fun and to avoid overwhelming 
them I needed a way to break it down into 
chunks. Jack and LuLu have moderate to 
severe [read: off the charts!] ADHD and 
neither Lily or Sam can sit still for more than 
five minutes so I also needed a way to get 
them to focus.  I figured out a way to do it but 
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Did you say “Fart Gas?”
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our first session was a bit like herding cats 
who’d just figured out where the catnip was. 

I explained to the kids that we’d write using 
the “hero-journey” formula. If you’re not 
familiar with this then you probably just don’t 
realize you’ve seen it a dozen times.  
Basically the story has six segments:

1 - Introduce the Hero
2 - Something terrible happens to the hero 
and he has to go on a journey to fix it
3 - The hero meets his travel companions
4 - The group faces their first obstacle
5 - The group faces their 2nd more 
challenging obstacle
6 - Having surmounted the obstacles the 
group faces and defeats the antagonist 

Think Wizard of Oz - We meet Dorothy 
whose house is blown away so she has to go 
find the Wizard and meets the Lion and the 
Tin Man and. . . you get the picture.

So what I did was get out six pieces of paper, 
one for each of the segments. I wrote down 
what each segment was and what we 
needed to think up. I tried to keep them 
focused and looking at things at a high level. 
So for the hero I just wanted them to decide 
what type of hero.  Should our story be about 
a human or a dog or a robot? Should it be 
about a boy or a girl?  I’m shooting for real 
basic stuff here.  But the kids were having 
none of it.  Over the next 30 minutes we 
decided, in agonizing detail, that the story 
would be about a nine year old girl of slightly 
above average intelligence who doesn’t 
appear very bright but can still figure things 
and out and is very athletic and flexible.  So 
we didn’t exactly excel at keeping it high level 
but at least we got something on paper.

Moving on to part two which comes pretty 
easily - we decided that the girl has lost her 
backpack and has to go find it - easy enough. 

And then we meet our travel companions  - a 
wizard, a dog, and a grasshopper.  Great!

By this point the kids are having a blast but 
they’re also bouncing all over the place.  
LuLu and Sam are rocking in their chairs 
while Lily paces around on her tip-toes and 
Jack is literally out in the driveway twirling 
around and rattling off details about the 
companions.  I decide I need to reign them all 
back in and focus or we’d never get this book 
laid out.  So I give them a “teacher 
lecture” (their words, not mine) and get them 
all sitting down again and looking at the next 
card: the group’s first obstacle.  

The room is silent.  All the kids are thinking 
and for a moment I believe I’ve got them 
focused and we’re going to finish this thing 
out.  I’m getting kind of excited because I can 
see their little minds racing and trying to 
come up with something really good.  It’s 
dead quiet when LuLu raises her hand.  
(Raises her hand!  I might be on to 
something with this “teacher lecture” thing.)  
So I call on her, “Yes Lu, you have an idea?”  
She’s starting to squirm and has this grin on 
her face and stands up and with a big ‘ole 
smile says, “Yes.  Fart gas!”

Hilarity ensues.  I, of course, say absolutely 
not.  No way, no how.  We are not using “fart 
gas” as a plot mechanism.  They wanted to 
know what a plot mechanism was. I tried to 
explain, thinking this would steer them away 
from the fart gas.  But, apparently, my kids all 
think fart gas is a perfectly good plot 
mechanism.  They’re now begging, pleading 
even, to write the story using fart gas as the 
first obstacle.  All four of them are yelling as 
loud as they can, (mind you, we are in the 
garage with the door open) “FART GAS! 
FART GAS!”

This is not turning out the way the way I’d 
expected it to.  This is not what I planned for.  
But isn’t that a lot like raising kids in the first 
place?  Things don’t always go the way you 
plan them. Eight years ago, when Lily was 
born, I wanted one more. Five years ago, 
when Sam  was born I was done, I even went 
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and got snipped just to be sure. But look at 
me now! I’m remarried and, along with 
herself, Julia brought LuLu, Jack, and Walt 
into my life. This isn’t what I’d planned for, 
either, but it’s turned out pretty cool.  

I suspect the book will too.  Fart gas and all. 
Heaven help us, though, when it’s time to 
illustrate.  I have no idea what color fart gas 
is. 

Racing for Leukemia 
“Mom, can we go to Olive Garden for supper 
tonight?  I need noodles for tomorrow so I will 
have energy! And make sure Richard doesn’t 
eat all the peanut butter at breakfast because 
I need that too - it’s for my endurance.”

LuLu has been looking forward to the big 
race for weeks now. Since joining Girls On 
The Run for the spring season this has been 
a singular focus.  

“I’m fast,” says she.  “I’m going to run a 5k!”

A few weeks back Julia and I were at charity 
event at Tree House Vineyards in Monroe. 
That night I was introduced to a man who 
looked liked Santa Claus, sounded like a 
cowboy, and was wearing running shoes with 
his blue jeans. His name is Tim McBride but, 
for all the miles he’s run, he may as well be 
The Energizer Bunny.  

Tim’s been running for a long time. But, more 
to the point, he’s been running for a long time 
time without stopping. The day I’d met him 
he’d run 1,903 consecutive days. I do mean 
consecutive - no breaks.

On a trip to California last year his return 
flight was at 8:00 AM. The folks he was 
traveling with thought he was crazy when he 
set his alarm for 4:00 so he could get up and 
run. Figuring his legs would be tired and 
cramped from the long flight back to the East 
Coast he wanted to make sure that he got his 
run in before he flew home.

“When you have cancer you don’t 
get a day off so why should I take a 
day off running?”

Tim is serious about running. His reason? 
Cancer. He runs, every day, as a way to draw 
attention to, and raise money for, cancer 
research.

Last Saturday LuLu met Tim for the first time. 
LuLu didn’t just want to run, she wanted to 
make a difference. For a couple of weeks 
she’d worked on collecting donations, $1 at a 
time, for the Leukemia & Lymphoma Society 
to give to Tim.   He was recently nominated 
to run for  the LLS’s Man Of The Year 
competition. The winner is the person who 
can raise the most money in a ten week 
period. 

It was, after all, the Girls on The Run 5k so 
she showed up to the race in fine form - neon 
pink running shoes, pigtails, bows, and a red 
tutu. Not to be outdone Tim, also known as 
McBeast, sported a purple tutu that went well 
with his Santa Claus beard.  They were quite 
a sight as they ran the route together around 
Lake Park. 

It was his 1,951th consecutive day of 
running. I don’t know what place they came 
in, but I know LuLu didn’t care. “I’m not here 
to win,” she said, “I’m here to beat cancer.”
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I KNOW I SHOULDN’T LAUGH BUT, DANG, THE THINGS PEOPLE 
DO IN THIS BUSINESS! 

Sometimes it’s just too much. I know you have to 
have new clients but, come on, how about having a 
little self respect?  This is from a Facebook group 
that I’m a member of, sheerly for entertainment 
value. Can you imagine if I showed up, unknown 
and unannounced, on your doorstep in roller 
blades? And before you ask, yes, this is real.  
Yesterday this fella asked the group what they 
thought of him wearing his rollerblades while door 
knocking and today he’s made a video of himself 
doing it. 

I always wonder what it is about the real estate 
business that makes realtors think that anyone on 
this planet wants them to knock on their door just to 
see if you might want to sell your house. Do they 
think when people decide to sell a house that the 
next thought is, “damn, I sure hope a realtor stops 
by so I can sell my house!” 

Not too long ago we started working with a new 
client. She was referred to us by another client after 
commenting about a realtor knocking on her door to 
see if she wanted to sell. Turns out the realtor who 
knocked on her door was the same realtor who sold 
her the house.  I’m guessing that was not the 
reaction that agent was looking for!

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

“OMG! You mean we can kayak IN THE 
OCEAN? Really?”

“Well, not exactly, but we can kayak in the 
Lockwood Folly Inlet & the Intracoastal 
Waterway.”

“What’s that?”

“You’ll see.”

“Are we there yet?  Are we there yet?  How 
much longer?  I’m hungry.  I have to pee! Are 
we there yet? Are we there yet?”

And so began what might be the shortest 
vacation I’ve ever taken in my life. Two 
weeks ago, on Monday morning about 10:00, 
Lily and Sam and I set out for Oak Island to 
visit Julia’s mom and spend some time in the 
sun. Jane has a place down there a few rows 

back that we’re fortunate to be able to use 
from time to time.  Oak Island, if you’ve never 
been, is absolutely beautiful.

At the south end of the island is the 
Lockwood Folly Inlet which connects the 
Atlantic Ocean to the Intracoastal Waterway. 
The beach there surrounds a calm body of 
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Meanwhile,  at the Big Box Brokerage 

I’m the kind of person who, perhaps even to a 
fault, looks for the silver lining in bad news. My 
business partner’s mother, until recently, was on 
staff at a Keller Williams Realty. She’s no longer 
there and, while I’m not at liberty to discuss the 
reasons why, I am finally at liberty to discuss 
some of their training.  After all Gary Keller, 
founder, has often said that “KW is a training and 
coaching company that also happens to be in the 
business of real estate.”  Indeed they put out a 
press release in January about having been 
named the #1 training organization across all 
industries worldwide.  

You might be wondering then why you’re reading 
this along side a a picture of a stripper on dance 
pole. If you never saw Demi Moore in Striptease 
and have no idea 
what goes on in such 
an establishment it 
goes something like 
this:  you walk up to a 
stage where a topless 
dancer squats down 
and you give her a 
dollar.  This dancer 
tries to get as many 
dollars as she can 
before the song ends. 

So what does this 
have to do with KW’s 
training?  In their 
agent training, in one 
portion of class, the 
trainees are asked to 
take turns lying on the floor. Music is pumped to 
max volume while the other trainees shower the 
one on the floor with $1 bills as they flail their 
hands and feet around and scream, “I AM A 
MONEY MAGNET! I AM A MONEY MAGENT!!!”

Folks, I don’t know about you but that doesn’t 
sound too much like “real estate training” to me.  
I wonder if this sort of thing passes as training in 
other industries. Do you imagine that doctors, 
when they complete their residency, lie around 
screaming about being a money magnet?

I suppose the real question is, if they did, could 
you trust them?  Wanna see it in action? Search 
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water that is more similar to a lake than the 
ocean. With no waves crashing it’s the 
perfect place to take the kids kayaking and, 
usually, it’s not as crowded as the beachfront.  

By 2:00 that afternoon we had the kayaks in 
the water. Straight away we starting having a 
big time. Sam, especially, was excited. All the 
kids got kayaks last summer but he wasn’t 
quite big enough to paddle own his and had 
to be content riding with me. He’s a good 2 
inches taller and 10 pounds heavier this year 
and was exited that he was no longer just 
cargo.
He  and Lily are super competitive and spent 
t h e n e x t 
hour or so 
racing each 
other before 
taking some 
time off to 
h u n t f o r 
crabs and 
o ther sea 
creatures.

By the time 
we got back 
t o J a n e ’ s 
house and 
rinsed the 
s a n d o f f 
(side note: 
outdoor showers are among the world’s 
greatest inventions) they were spent and 
ready for bed which suited me just fine. After 
a morning in the car with them and chasing 
them on the beach for a few hours I was 
ready for some quiet time myself and spent 
the rest of the night watching a movie.  
Brokeback Mountain, if you’re curious.  The 
first part was pretty good. As I often do, and 
am often berated by Julia for, I fell asleep 
about half way through so I have no idea how 
it ended.  I never have been much for 
movies.

The next morning we were up early and went 
for a walk along the ocean.  Of course the 

kids were picking up seashells and I realized 
I’d forgotten to bring anything to put them in. 
By the time we got back to the truck my 
pockets were bulging and they were ready for 
lunch so we stopped at Russell’s Place for 
hotdogs and hamburgers before heading 
back down to the inlet for more kayaking.

Along the way stopped at Wings or Eagles or 
whatever it’s called - you know, the places 
that are always “going out FOR business.” It 
never ceases to amaze me how excited our 
kids get if you give them $5 and cut them 
loose in one of these places.  It’s all junk, of 
course, but the fun of watching them dig 

through it and then 
try to work out deals 
with each other (I’ll 
buy this but only if 
you buy that and 
share it with me. . .) 
is totally worth it.  
O n e m o r e s t o p 
before paddling - a 
client called to check 
the status of her sale. 
Turns out she was in 
Oak Island as well so 
a s w e l l s o w e 
stopped by to update 
her in person.

We hit the inlet just 
about 1:00 and spent the rest of the day 
much as the previous - paddling, playing, and 
looking for sea creatures. Today was even 
better because there were a bunch of other 
kids on the beach and the hermit crabs were 
out en mass. I mean they were everywhere! 
At first the kids, especially Lily, were terrified 
of them. I mean like kicking and screaming 
and having a hissy fit and wanting to run 
away but, soon enough, she made friends 
with a local girl who showed her the ropes of 
catching them. Before long she and Sam 
were picking them up, inspecting them, and 
putting them in a bucket. By the time we left 
she must have collected 100.
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“No baby girl, you can’t bring them home to 
live with us.”

A quick stop back at Jane’s to clean up and 
have a bite for supper and we were on the 
road. The kids fell asleep which was great for 
me since it gave me time to catch up on 
phone calls and tend to a little bit of work.  By 
11:00, just over 36 hours from when we left, 
we were back home and I was carrying both 
of them up to their beds. 

It was  a really, really short vacation indeed 
but a good one. And I suspect, because of 
those crabs, the kids will remember it for a 
long time to come. 

Julia’s Moving! 
But don’t be alarmed, she’s not going far.  In 
fact she’ll be almost as close to me now, at 
work, as she is at home since she’s moving 
her office into the same building were R.W. 
Price Realty Associates’s offices are located. 

In the new space she’ll be expanding 
treatment options to include new services in 
addition to Botox & dermal filler. She’ll also 
be carrying some new product lines that you 
ladies (and men, as she always reminds me) 
will want to check out. 

Coincidentally, I just renewed the lease for 
my office which we’ve been in now for five 
years.  It’s hard to imagine that we’ve been 
there five years already.  In the words of 
Julia’s all-time favorite, Willie Nelson, “Gee, 
ain’t it funny how time slips away.” 

Given Julia’s new lease and my renewal I 
think we should have a party between the 
two offices. Stay tuned for that.
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Kayaking in The Lockwood Inlet

Our company is guided by set of Core 
Principles. 

R.W. Price Realty Associates Core Principle 
#3

We reject the idea that the life of a Realtor is 
one of a constant sales pitch. We earn our living 
in real estate, true, but recognize that life is 
about much, much more than just real estate. 
We believe that when we meet someone in the 
checkout line that it’s OK to talk about the 
weather, or the long wait, or The Enquirer 
headlines. We believe that chance meetings are 
just that - chance meetings, not opportunities to 
sell ourselves or talk about “the market.”  We 
are here to serve our clients - to protect them.  
Does that involve closing deals?  Of course. 
But closing is an end to which we strive for 
our clients, not the means by which we live 
our lives.  
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From Instagram: @therwprice
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What I’m Reading 
I’ve got this one buddy of mine.  He’s what I like to call an “armchair expert.”  You know the the type 
- graduates of the University of Google. Quick to defend whatever inane opinion on whatever topic 
is at hand as fact because “they read it on the internet.” 

The Teenager pulled it last night, at dinner, in a discussion around the 
German invasion of France in WWII and whether or not France 
surrendered.  His position was that France had, indeed, surrendered to 
the Nazis which Julia disagreed with. As proof of his point The Teenager 
whips out his phone and Googles it. 

“Hah!” he says, “told you so!”

Trouble was the first result was, shall we say, not a “real” history website 
and was dubious, at best. How many times have you seen this happen? 
Now, tell the truth, how many times have you done the same thing? 

I’m guilty as charged.

In The Death of Expertise by Tom Nichols the author takes on this problem, 
and others, created and exacerbated by the Information Age. As it turns out, the problem is much 
older than the internet, having its roots all the way back to the invention of the printing press.  

Well written, easy to read, and quite fascinating as the author discusses problems with the 
proliferation of questionable information on the internet, human propensity to seek information that 
confirms their existing beliefs, and the tendency of experts in one area to believe they are experts 
in all areas.  He discusses problems with our education system, mass media, & culture of 
ignorance that is creating massive problems in running our country that could, in the worst case, 
cause the ultimate downfall of The United States.  

Lake Wateree White Water CenterWashington, NC
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