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“See you in just a little bit,” I said to my wife, 
“this shouldn’t take long at all.”

My plan for that Sunday afternoon was 
perfect.  The front brakes on Julia’s Toyota 
Sequoia had started squeaking. I’m lucky that 
my friend Keith, owner of Zuffenhaus, a 
vintage Porsche restoration shop in Monroe, 
is also a Toyota enthusiast and lets me use 
his shop from time to time.  And I’m lucky that 

our friend Steven, another Toyota guy, was 
there working on his 4Runner. Changing the 
front pads on this truck isn’t too hard so I 
figured I’d save a few dollars by doing it 
myself, hang out with a friend for a little bit, 
and drink a few beers. What could go wrong?

I pulled into the shop, cracked a beer, and 
and jacked the passenger side up. I had 
complications right away when two of the lug 
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nuts refused to budge. No matter how much 
pressure I put on the breaker bar they would 
not move.  No problem, since I was at the 
shop and had air tools.  With a pneumatic 
wrench I spun the stuck lugs off in an instant.  
Along with one of them came the stud (the 
bolt that holds the wheel on). It had sheared 
right off.

Ugh!

Steven heard me cuss and came over to see 
what the fuss was about. A missing stud isn’t 
the end of the world - I could still drive the 
truck with one missing until I have time to get 
another. The real problem, which he 
immedietly noticed, was that the front pads 
were only half worn. They didn’t need to be 
replaced at all.  The squeak was coming from 
the rear. 

Ugghh!

I put the wheel back on, lowered the front, 
jacked the rear, and pulled that wheel off. I 
expected the rear brakes to be just like the 
front, pads and all, but no such luck. The 
entire caliper is different so the pads won’t fit. 
I like to use genuine Toyota brake pads which 
I do not have the time to go get since the 
closest dealership is thirty minutes away. 

Uggghhh!

This was supposed to be a thirty minute 
project start to finish. Counting the beer I 
stopped to drink I’m pushing an hour but I 
haven’t actually accomplished anything yet. 

I put the wheel back on and lowered the 
truck, then put all the tools away and cleaned 
up my mess. The last step is to hand tighten 
the lugs with a torque wrench. I had no 
problems with the rear, but when I got to the 
front the other stud that had been stuck broke 
off. Missing one was no big deal, but with a  
second missing the truck isn’t safe to drive.  

Uggggggghhhhhh!  

Thankfully there’s a parts house nearby so I 
headed over to pick up new lugs & studs. On 
a Saturday afternoon the  place is a zoo and, 
of course, there’s only one guy working. 
Between that and the lady in front of me it 
took me nearly thirty minutes just to get the 
parts. Bless her, though. She was picking up 
parts for her husband who had sent her with 
nothing more than a picture of what he 
needed. With her young (and tired/hungry/
thirsty/bored) child by her side she was 
probably more frazzled than me. 

Back at the shop my elapsed time is well 
over two hours. I jacked up the front again 
and removed the wheel. That’s all you have 
to do to replace the brake pads, but replacing 
a stud requires removing the caliper and rotor 
as well. My streak of good luck continued as I 
realized the rotor was seized on the hub. It 
took me a good ten minutes with a hammer 
and block of wood to get it off.  By the time I 
got it all put back together and put everything 
away I was hitting the three hour mark and 
running well behind what I’d planned. 

It was about then I heard Steven say, “Just 
because you can do something yourself 
doesn’t necessarily mean you should do 
something yourself.”

He’s right.

Years ago before I got into the real estate 
business I was a project manager for an IT 
company. Since I was a W2 employee my 
taxes were pretty straight forward so I did 
them myself with Turbo Tax. As a real estate 
broker I was a 1099 contractor which made 
taxes considerably more difficult but I kept 
doing them myself. 

Several years later I decided to hire an 
accountant. In addition to my 1099, receipts, 
and the other stuff he needed to do my taxes 
he asked for copies of my returns for the 
previous 2 years. When I picked my file up a 
few weeks later I was blown away. Unlike me 
who knew enough about Turbo Tax to be 
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dangerous, he actually knew what he was 
doing.  He’d amended my tax returns for 
those previous two years and I got refunds 
for both that amounted to several thousand 
dollars. In a effort to save a little bit of money 
by doing my own taxes I had inadvertently 
cost myself a whole lot of money. 

But sometimes the allure of saving a few 
dollars by doing something yourself is just too 
much to resist.  Take Julia, for example. For 
those of you who don’t know she owns a 
medical aesthetics practice that focuses on 
skin health and rejuvenation. She does 
Botox, dermal fillers, micro-dermabrasion, 
micro-needling treatments, and chemical 
peels.

Ten years ago when she started she did her 
own scheduling. It worked for a while, but 
then her business took off, and she was 
overwhelmed with administrative work. 
Eventually she broke down and hired Tina to 
handle scheduling, but wouldn't let go of 
other administrative things. As time passed 
and her business kept growing she found 
herself working more late hours and brining 
home work that could have been delegated. 
That’s when Tina took over as Office 
Manager. 

Last year Tina needed to take an extended 
leave of absence. Despite my suggestion that 
Julia hire a temp while she was out (nobody, 
she said, could replace Tina) Julia decided 
that she could handle things herself for a bit. 
“It’ll be fine,” she said, “plus I’ll save some 
extra money, right?” 

Wrong. For a while it worked okay.  And by a 
while, I mean about two weeks. It took about 
that long for me to realize that her work day 
had expanded by several hours as she tried 
to keep up with the administrative work. She 
was working harder, not smarter, loosing time 
and not saving money. 

When Tina came back Julia was able to get 
back to coming home on time, enjoying time 

with me and the kids, and not stressing over 
piles of paper work and phone calls to return. 
Like me and the taxes she’d learned that just 
because she could do it didn’t mean she 
should do it.   

I see this all the time in real estate because 
where there’s always someone trying to sell 
their own house.  A lot of brokers get really 
upset and offended by this. “How dare they 
think they can do our job!”  

Me? I think it’s great when someone can sell 
their own house. But the fact is that it’s not an 
easy thing to do. Historically the success rate 
for homeowners selling themselves is less 
than 15%. In fact the running joke among 
brokers is that For Sale By Owner signs are 
actually Help Wanted signs, and we chuckle 
about the owner of FSBO.com hiring a 
Realtor to sell his house. Regrettably most 
folks that try selling themselves find that the 
majority of calls they get are from Realtors 
who want to list the house. And, most times, 
after a few months they end up hiring a 
broker and realize that just because they 
could do it themselves doesn’t mean they 
should. 

I just got back from the shop where I had 
Julia’s brakes done. Turns out she also had a 
stuck caliper which means, even without all 
those problems I had, I would have just 
ended up in the shop anyway. Trying to save 
a few bucks by playing mechanic cost me an 
afternoon I could have spent with my family 
and gained me nothing.

I should have just hired someone the first 
time. Lesson learned. 
 
 

A Deal is A Deal 
“No way dude, that wasn’t our deal.”

Back in April we made two trips to Atlanta. 
The first was to visit Olympic Park where we 
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took the kids to see the National Center of 
Human And Civil Rights (which was 
incredible), the World of Coke, and several 
other museums. A week later took them right 
back, this time to meet former President 
Carter at the Jimmy Carter Presidential 
Library. Our last stop on that trip was the 
Fernbank Museum of Natural History.

Walking through one of the exhibits, Julia 
noticed a stuffed fox and remarked to Jack & 
I that it sure would make a nice coat.

Jack said, “You shouldn’t kill animals.”

A rather hilarious conversation ensued during 
which Jack - whose favorite foods are steak, 
bacon, pork chops, bacon, cheeseburgers, 
and bacon - proclaimed that from that 
moment forward he would forever be 
vegetarian.

“I bet you $5 you can’t make it a week,” I 
said.

We shook hands and the bet was on.

Later, at Mac’s Speed shop for supper, Jack 
had a big grin on his face when he ordered 
the black bean burger. When the waitress 
returned a minute later to tell him they were 
out of black bean patties he doubled down 
and ordered a cheese quesadilla.

I’ll give him credit, he started out pretty 
strong. For a BBQ joint they have a decent 
vegetarian selection, and I imagine he was 
already thinking about how he would spend 
his winnings.

But it didn’t last.

The sight of the glorious spread before us - 
pulled pork, brisket, ribs, and smoked 
sausage - was too much. When Julia saw 
Jack’s mouth watering she said, “I’ll pay you 
six dollars to eat some meat.”

Jack caved.

“Pass me a bit of that sausage there, 
Richard, I’m getting paid!”

It wasn’t until after he swallowed it that I 
pointed out that he was only making one 
dollar.

“You might be getting six from mamma, but 
you lost five to me.”

After supper, I went to collect my winnings.

Jack balked.

“I didn’t understand,” he said, “I just thought I 
was getting paid to eat BBQ.”

“To bad kiddo, a bet’s a bet. Pay up.”

“Nope, I don’t have to. I won six dollars from 
mom so get it from her. Hah!”

Jack didn’t want to give up his cash. Since he 
recently started working outside of the house 
to earn some extra cash his attitude towards 
money has changed. Suddenly it’s more 
valuable than it was before. Five dollars that 
he earned cleaning his Aunt Janet's 
bathroom is a lot harder to let go of than five 
dollars he got in a birthday card.

I wasn’t about to back down. Julia thought I 
was being totally over the top. But she didn’t 
have any small bills and therefore no way to 
pay Jack at that moment. And I wasn’t about 
to let him off the hook on a contingency that 
wasn’t part of our deal.

“Jack, our bet had nothing to do with the deal 
you made with your mamma. She might even 
renege on that deal and never pay you, but 
that’s not my problem. You made a bet with 
me, we shook on it. A bet is a bet, and your 
word is your word. Now pay up.”

He pulled his wallet out and handed over the 
money.
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So am I over the top? Maybe. But life has 
rules. When you make a deal with someone 
you don’t get to come back later and make 
that deal contingent upon some other 
transaction.

I think kids need to learn the rules of life at an 
early age.

After all, you can’t win the game if you don’t 
understand the rules.

And yes, Julia paid up too.  

The Trouble With 
Appraisals 
Remember my client, Bill, who I wrote about 
back in January?. He was the owner of the 
log home in Fort Lawn near the Catawba 
River for which we produced a lifestyle video 
that came with a price tag of $3,000. I’d 
written not so much about the house or the 
video but the overall state of the real estate 
industry. If you recall, a lot of people were 
questioning my judgement on spending that 
much money when companies like 
TourFactory produce basic slideshow videos 
for $99. 

My point was that most people, even most 
Realtors, just don’t get it. It’s not always 
about how cheap you can get something, it’s 
about how effective that something is. 

Although I wouldn’t have said this to anyone 
other than my wife, I was terrified at the time 
that I wouldn’t be able to find a buyer for Bill’s 
house. He’d put a lot of money into 
extraordinarily high quality materials and 
features and, given the location and 
surrounding homes, I knew it just wouldn’t 
suit most buyers.  Moreover I knew that if I 
found a buyer they would likely take out a 
mortgage to pay for the home and that meant 
the property would need to appraise for the 
purchase price. 

We put the house on the market on January 
29th.  Sixty-four days later, on April 3rd, we 
accepted an offer and put it under contract 
for $430,000.  Bill was thrilled. Given that the 
property had already been on the market for 
a year with two other brokers before I got 
involved he didn’t really expect to have a 
contact so quickly. And at 96% of the asking 
price he was happy with the figures. 

Me? I was worried about the appraisal. To 
begin with the entire process of appraising 
homes is flawed. At the most basic and 
oversimplified level an appraisal reports the 
average price of three similar homes that 
have recently sold. So the question is this: if 
a home is only worth the average price of 
other homes that sold in the past how do you 
account for appreciation? But, more pertinent 
to our situation, what do you do if nothing 
else like the home being appraised even 
exists?

When the appraiser called me to ask a 
couple questions I knew we were in trouble. 
He was 15 miles away in Edgewater, which is 
located in another county, and had some 
questions about a home I’d sold there. 
Edgewater is a great neighborhood. As the 
crow flies (or the boat drives) it’s only a 
couple of miles south on the Catawba from 
Bill’s house, but that’s where the similarities 
end.  By car it’s 30 miles away and there’s 
not a single house in Edgewater that’s 
remotely similar to Bill’s. 

The next ten days seemed to pass at a 
snail’s pace. After a week passed it became 
excruciating. The closing date was set for 
May 15th and Bill was set to purchase his 
next home on the same day. In order to pull 
that off he had to start packing. By May 5th, 
the day the appraisal came back, his entire 
woodworking shop was packed up and 
moved to storage. As were the dishes, 
pictures, televisions, small furniture, most of 
his clothes, and anything else he could move. 
Normally I don’t advise doing this until all 
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contingencies are cleared but in this case we 
didn’t have any better options. 

As I opened the appraisal I expected that we 
might come up a bit short of the contract 
price. But I didn’t expect it to be as far off as 
it was. Our contract was for $430,000. The 
appraiser thought the house was worth 
$354,000.

I called Bill to break the news.  “You’ve got to 
be kidding me! That’s $76,000!”

The buyers, who are from another state and 
totally unfamiliar with the area, freaked out. 
They demanded a reduction in price to the 
appraised value and had no interest 
whatsoever in contesting the appraisal. 
Despite the fact that five people (Bill and I, 
the buyers, and their agent) all agreed the 
house was worth $430,000 and despite the 
fact they had the money to buy it regardless 
of the appraised value they wouldn’t move 
forward.

The next couple of days were chaos. The 
buyer exercised their right to terminate the 
contract and I put it back on the market.  I set 
about calling all the agents who’d shown it 
before to see if there was any interest. I 
promoted it on social media. I talked to 
everyone I could about it. 

But mostly I talked to Bill. In the big picture 
he was actually in fine shape. He didn’t have 
to sell the property to begin with and since 
the purchase of his next home was 
contingent upon the sale of this one he could 
terminate that contract without losing any 
money. 

We talked about options. We talked about 
how long it might take to find another buyer. 
We talked about where the appraisal for that 
buyer might come in.  We talked about every 
conceivable scenario for moving forward. In 
the end, Bill decided that closing the 
transaction, even at a lesser price, was more 

important to him than that getting the entire 
$430,000.

The day I called the buyer’s agent he was in 
the process of writing an offer on another 
home. I proposed the new sales price, one at 
which Bill would accept a little less than the 
original contract price and the buyers would 
pay a little more than the appraised value. To 
be honest, I didn’t have high hopes. The last 
few days had been pretty tense between the 
parties. The buyers were questioning their 
initial decision to buy, wondering if they’d 
simply made a bad choice. 

So I was quite surprised when their agent 
called me back to say we had a deal. I 
quickly updated the contract, got it signed, 
and we closed last week. 

This was, hands down, the most challenging 
home I’ve ever marketed. I’m thrilled that it’s 
sold, but it’s hard not to be disappointed by 
that appraisal. 
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What I’m Reading 
Fake News. Politically speaking this term has become all too common with the 2016 Presidential 
Election bringing it to the forefront of the national conversation. Our news feeds are full of click bait 
and questionable reporting and a large chunk of Americans no longer trust the main stream media. 

And with good reason. Although the media has been manipulated for as long as it has existed, The 
Internet has created an environment so susceptible to this manipulation that a trained monkey can 

nearly pull it off. In his book, Trust Me I’m Lying: Confessions of a Media 
Manipulator. Ryan Holiday lays out just how it’s done. 

It extends far beyond politics, and we’re all suckers for it. 

In the age of modern journalism, which is driven by online content, there 
exists one need that trumps all others: the need for clicks. Clicks are king 
because they are the measure by which you get to set the price for 
advertising. This sets up a system where it’s more important to simply publish 
the article - right now - than it is to make sure the facts are right.

Here’s the short version of how it works. Someone like Holiday uses a fake 
email address to report a scoop to a small, no-name blog who publishes it. He then uses another 
email address to report that blog’s story to a slightly larger and more well known blog who then 
reports it and cites the first as the source. This is continued in a process he calls trading up the 
chain until it’s eventually covered on the nightly news. With example after example you’ll find your 
stomach turning as you discover just how often this happens. 

Trading up the chain is only one way it happens. This book will make you question everything you 
read. I highly recommend this book, but wait until later this year when the revised edition comes 
out, it will have sections specifically addressing “fake news” in the context of the most recent 
election. 

Always In Season Who’ll Buy My Memories? Homegrown Tomatoes $1

Follow Sally on Instagram @franklyjuliaprice
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Oh, hey there. Remember me? I’m the guy that writes this swell newsletter that I didn’t 
write in May. Or June. Or the first half of July. Sorry about that. No excuse really, just didn't 
get it done. But, lucky you! In your hands is the May-June-July issue of All Right, Sally. This 
month we’ll talk about those times where you do something yourself even when you would 
be better off hiring somebody and I’ll tell you about the time my son, Jack, tried to get out of 
deal we made. There’s also an update on Bill’s river house and I’ve got a killer book 
recommendation.  
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