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“Dude, you’ve got a great life. I’d trade with 
you right now, for sure.” 

I was sitting in my office last week talking to 
an acquaintance when he said those exact 
words to me. I thought, “Dude, if you only 
knew the half of it. . .”

It’s easy to fall into the trap of thinking that 
everyone else’s life is somehow better, 
easier, or more perfect than our own lives. 
Particularly in the age of social media, where 

everyone shares a perfect projection of their 
life, it’s easy to get caught up in the idea that 
everyone around you is fabulous and has 
carefree life with no worries all. But the truth 
is that everyone has their own pile of crap to 
deal with. 

Last month I told you about Julia & I seeing 
Jason Isbell in back to back concerts.  We 
took our daughters, Lily & Lilly (you read that 
right, such are the quirks of a second 
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marriage) to the first night and our friends 
Bret & Gay joined us for the second night. 

Jason Isbell’s life is one that a great many 
people would be envious of. Born into a 
family of musicians, he learned to play 
several instruments as a child. By 16 he’d 
played the Grand Ole Opry, and at 21 he 
went to work at FAME Studios in Muscle 
Shoals, Alabama. A year later he joined The 
Drive By Truckers and toured with them for 
six years before starting a solo career that 
would launch him to stardom on the 
Americana music scene. He’s released five 
albums and received two Grammys.  His 
wife, Amanda Shires, is a successful 
musician and songwriter who just won the 
Emerging Artist of The Year award. They tour 
together, have a house in Nashville, and they 
have an adorable daughter named Mercy 
Rose.  From my perspective he’s got the total 
package. 

But even folks like him have things to worry 
about and stress over. On the first night of 
those recent shows, the night we took the 
girls, Isbell opened with his new song, 
Anxiety.  Consider these lyrics:

Anxiety, how do you always get the best of 
me?  
I’m out here living in a fantasy. 
I can’t enjoy a goddamn thing. 

Anxiety, Why am I never where I am supposed 
to be? 
Even with my lover sleeping close to me, 
I'm wide awake and I'm in pain. 

The song tells the story of someone who has 
it all but can’t enjoy a bit of it because they’re 
afraid that it will disappear.  Isbell drew upon 
his struggles with what he calls “regular 
worry” as well as Shire’s “clinical anxiety” in 
writing the song. I think, to a degree, it 
describes all of us. It’s no small irony that Lily 
was with us for this performance; at the age 
of nine she already has problems with 
anxiety. She often has a nagging worry that 

some future event, such as a test or gym 
meet, won’t go well. 

Worry.  Worry creates anxiety. Anxiety 
creates stress. Stress causes worry.  It’s one 
a hell of a cycle. 

The stress in my life can be overwhelming at 
times. Although I don’t often talk about it I’ve 
got so much going on it often feels like the 
stress is going to consume me. Yet, to many 
people, I appear to have a perfect life. I have 
a beautiful wife who is my best friend. I have 
five beautiful children. We live in a large 
house in a nice neighborhood. We both have 
successful businesses and the freedom that 
comes with being self employed. Many days 
we spend working from each other’s offices 
just because we like to be together. I bring 
her coffee in the morning and she picks up 
my shoes I leave scattered around the 
house. Julia’s parents own vacation 
properties which affords us the luxury of 
inexpensive travel. By all appearances we 
have the total package. 

So I get that an acquaintance, going through 
a rough spot,  might think he wants to trade 
places. But if he knew only knew. . .

He doesn’t know that, despite all of those 
really good things, I have a lot of sleepless 
nights.  He doesn’t know that Julia and I see 
a therapist just to try and keep a handle on 
the craziness in our lives. 

He doesn’t know that, of my five kids, four 
are in therapy right now. Two of those are in it 
for the long haul. 

He can’t see my bathroom floor which is 
constantly covered in hair. Hair that is falling 
out of my head. Hair that is falling out of 
Julia’s head. I’ve learned that chronic stress 
really does cause hair loss. 

He doesn’t know that Juila and I have just 
been to the attorney’s office again because of 
ongoing problems with her ex-husband. He 
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doesn’t know I’m stressed to the max 
because her ex-husband recently left Jack, 
who is 11, alone on a remote camping trip 80 
miles from home supervised by a 17 year old. 
He doesn’t know that something bad 
happened on that trip that required an extra 
trip to the therapist or that we had to put a 
mattress in our bedroom for Jack so that we 
could wake him from the night terrors that 
followed. 

He doesn’t know that when my children ask 
me questions about my mother I can’t answer 
them. I can’t answer because I have no idea 
where she’s at or what she’s doing. We 
haven’t spoken in over 2 years following her 
decision to spend her time with my ex-wife 
rather than with me and my family. This 
despite my pleading and explaining how 
doing so was detrimental to the well being of 
my children. 

He doesn’t know these things because, 
outside of a pretty tight circle, I talk about 
things like mountain bikes and kayaking trips 
and concerts.  He can’t see all the things that 
I worry about. To him, I’m like Jason Isbell, 
out here living in a fantasy. But there sure are 
days where I can’t enjoy a goddamn thing. 

Even my job is like that, with people saying 
they would trade. My friends often look at me 
like I’ve got this cushy job where I’m my own 
boss and I can get to the office whenever I 
want and take off on vacation if the mood 
strikes. The reality is nothing like that. 

The reality is that my job involves helping 
clients with what, for most, is the largest 
financial transaction they will make in their 
lives. Sometimes they have a lot of anxiety 
around it. In fact, as I’m writing this, a text 
has come in from my client, Amber, saying, 
“So I'm anxious to figure out what to do next.”  
Amber is under contract to purchase a home 
and we’ve just put her current home on the 
market. For the house we are selling there’s 
not much to worry about. But for the one 
she’s buying the inspections didn’t go well 

and we might be terminating the contract. 
That raises the possibility of selling her 
current house before she has bought the next 
which could mean multiple moves, temporary 
housing, and other inconveniences. 

Other clients are easy, go lucky, and laid 
back. Nothing is ever a problem. And, 
although I appreciate working with folks like 
that, it doesn’t mean that I don’t have 
massive anxiety around working with them. 
Most of the time things don’t go wrong, but 
when they do the consequences can be 
pretty hard to swallow. So I worry about every 
move I make. Every phone call, every 
negotiation.

You want to know something? I even have 
anxiety about this edition of the newsletter. In 
a couple of pages there’s a recipe for my 
famous eggnog. In the real estate business 
there are a dozen companies that will create 
a really slick looking, professionally written  
newsletter for me. Although it might look 
good it would be full of dumb articles, fluff, 
and usually a recipe of the month. These 
newsletters are as fake and as inauthentic as 
it gets. I don’t want this newsletter to be 
anything at all like those, so I’m worried 
about including a recipe this month. Hell, I’m 
even worried about this article you’re reading 
because I’m having a hard time getting my 
thoughts on paper. So I’m worried that it 
won’t make sense and you won’t enjoy 
reading it.  And I’m anxious about getting it 
wrapped up and to the printer. And I’m 
stressed because it’s October 31 November 
1st and should have already been mailed.

Worry. Anxiety. Stress. Eggnog anyone?

Swimming In A Pond 
for Charity 
In the early hours before sunrise on a 
Saturday morning in September four people 
met in the dark parking lot at the R.W. Price 
Realty Associates World Headquarters. 
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Dressed head-to-toe in black metallic armor 
we loaded into our vehicle and headed 
towards Wingate. The ride was silent with 
each of us focused with laser-like precision 
on our mission. Our objective was nothing 
less than total annihilation of our enemy.

OK, so it wasn’t exactly like that. Our team of 
four consisted of Stacy (ya’ll remember her, 
the bitchy bimbo from September’s 
newsletter), Heather (our office manager), 
and Hannah (Stacy’s kinda-sorta daughter). 
Our battle armor was really running shoes & 
gym shorts, and our objective was winning 
the 2017 HealthQuest Amazing Charity 
Challenge.  Loaded on a school bus with the 
other teams we didn’t know exactly what to 
expect but soon found ourselves building 
bridges, playing long-distance corn hole, and 
wading in murky, chest-deep pond water in 
pursuit of the prize: bragging rights and a 
$2,000 donation to the charity of our choice. 
We’ve sponsored the event in the past but 
this is the first year we’ve participated. 

Spoiler alert: We didn’t win.

In fact we didn’t even come close to winning. 
On the bus, headed back to the Union 
County Ag Center for a post-competition 
meal and awards ceremony, we felt pretty 
good about our performance. We’d done very 
well at several of the events including 
obstacle course, bike races, and paintball 
target shooting.  Others, like the tennis ball 
slingshot and blind horseshoes, presented 
more of a challenge. But overall we felt like 
we had a real shot at winning. I was 
especially proud of our time in the floating 
picnic table race where Stacy pretty much 
dumped me in the water and insisted that I 
pull her around the pond while she sat on the 
picnic table and parade-waved to the crowd. 
About halfway through the day Heather and 
Stacy had me convinced that we were going 
to win. As Hannah swallowed a bug in the 
food challenge, the last of 21 events, I was 
nearly certain  that we’d at least place in the 
top three.  

The awards ceremony began with an 
announcement of the total funds that had 
been raised, just over $70,000. But there’s 
more. Thanks to HealthQuests’ incredibly 
efficient operation, for each dollar they raise 
they are able to provide $18 in prescription 
medications to folks who would be otherwise 
unable to afford them. So the $70,000 is 
compounded to a total of $1,260,000 in 
prescriptions provided. Given the rising costs 
of prescription medications I think this is 
pretty amazing.

Then the winners were announced.  First 
place went to. . .not us. Second 
place went to. . .not us. Third 
place went to. . .also not 
us.  You get the picture. 

We’ll be back next 
year.  And my 
prediction is first place. 
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It’s Eggnog Season 
About this time of year I start getting ready to 
make eggnog.  Eggnog is the #1 greatest 
thing about the holiday season. I find that a 
lot of people like it but when I talk to them 
more about it they've never had homemade 
eggnog.  Let me tell you something:  If you've 
only ever had store-bought eggnog you are 
missing out. In fact I might even go so far as 
to say that you don't really even know what 
eggnog is.  As compared to the homemade 
version the store-bought stuff is, well, pretty 
much sugary slime .

It used to be folks were scared of my eggnog.  
Raw eggs?  No thanks. But over the years it's 
become more popular.  Now, rather than 
having any left, people are usually scraping 
the bowl to get the last of it.  Starting a 

couple of years ago people began asking for 
my recipe.  Mine comes from a recipe I found 
on the internet that I've modified over the 
years to reflect my particular tastes and 
opinions on ingredients.  

Eggnog recipes are pretty much all the same.  
It's eggs/sugar/cream/milk/booze in various 
combinations.  The only real differences are 
whether or not to use the egg whites, exactly 
how much booze, and whether to garnish 
with the traditional nutmeg or the 
contemporary cinnamon or coco. For a long 
time my recipe was just scratched out on a 
piece of paper. Last year more people than 
ever asked how I make it so I typed it up.  
The recipe is below - have at it - and let me 
know how it turns outs.  Even better would be 
to bring me some!

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

http://www.allrightsally.com


NOVEMBER 2017 www.allrightsally.com VOLUME 1 , ISSUE 6

 
The RWP Eggnog 

(Also online at allrightsally.com/eggnog if you 
want to share)

This makes right at 2 1/2 gallons if you add 
just a nip more of each liquor, which is what 
I like to do. This is about fifty 6 oz servings. 
Don’t worry, you’ll drink it. And it saves well 
if you don’t. But if you don’t drink it, shame on 
you - invite more people to your party 
next year. 

Warning: this stuff is good, but’s it powerful 
strong. Please drink responsibly. This is the 
kind of thing that will sneak up on you so 
make sure you have a driver if you need to get 
anywhere.  

Ingredients 
• Eggs: Two Dozen - pasture raised. DO NOT 

GET CHEAP EGGS! 

• Sugar: 3 cups, divided. 
• Horizon brand organic Whole Milk: 9 cups 

• Horizon brand organic Heavy Cream: 6 
cups, divided 

• Nutmeg: to taste. 
• Bacardi White Rum: 3 Cups 

• Appleton Estate VX Dark Rum: 3 cups 

• Wild Turkey 101: 4 cups 

• Carriage House Apple Brandy : 2 cups 
A note on ingredients: Get good stuff. Now is not 
the time to buy cheap factory farmed 
eggs or store brand mass-produced milk. Nor 
should you skimp on the liquor - 
Aristocrat Spirits have no place in eggnog. I’m 
serious about this. 

The Process  
Remember we’re making 300 ounces here 
which is just shy of 2 1/2 gallons. You’ll
need a big container to mix it up - I use a large 
stock pot and I like to save a few milk 
jugs to put it in after I mix it. 

Note: be gentle. When you are serving it fresh 
a big part of the flavor comes from 

the texture which is light and airy. If you’re 
harsh in mixing it up it will still be really good 
but you’ll miss that light and airy part. 

1. Separate the eggs. DO NOT get any yolk in 
the whites. If you have never separated 
eggs, Google it. 

2. Beat the egg yolks with 1/2 of the sugar 
until creamy. Put that bowl aside. 

3. Beat the egg whites until they are stiff. Add 
the other half of the sugar and beat that 
in. 

4. Mix the egg yolks and the egg whites 
together with a spatula.  

5. Add the milk and whisk - GENTLY. 

6. Add the liquors one at a time whisking - 
gently - in between. 

7. Add half the cream and whisk gently. 

8. Whip the other half of the cream and fold it 
into the mixture with a spatula. If you have 
never folded, Google it. 

Serving It 
When you first mix it up in your large 
container you’ll have a fairly homogeneous 
mixture. It separates quickly, which is fine, but 
if you’re putting it into smaller 
containers do it pretty quick after you mix it 
and whisk it in between pours. Serve it in a 
punch bowl only slightly chilled. If you make 
it early and store it in the fridge then 
remember to take it out a little while before 
you serve. 

It will also separate in the punch bowl as it 
sits. The cream will rise to the top so you’ll 
want to stir it every 15 minutes or so. This is 
about how often I fill my cup so it works out 
well. Ladle it into a cup pulling up from the 
bottom and through the frothy stuff on the 
top. Sprinkle on a little nutmeg and enjoy!
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Purchased Authority 
If there’s one thing I can’t stand about the real estate business it’s all the bullshit.  There so much 
of this business that is smoke-and-mirrors. So much pretending to be something you’re not. Self 
promotion & advertising in this  industry is rife with pseudo-expertise, meaningless designations, 
and false representations.  

I’ll tell you about what might be the most egregious example of this type of advertising I’ve ever 
come across.  Nations Media Group, former the Fast Authority Media Group, publishes a book on 
Amazon called The Essential Guide to Charlotte Real Estate, Insights from top Experts. Their offer, 
which I received via email, promises to 
make me a best-selling author, trusted 
authority, and celebrity in Charlotte Real 
Estate. They do this by having a chapter in 
a book ghostwritten for me. Here’s some of 
the perks they promise:

• Done-for-you chapter, ghostwritten by a 
professional writer 

• Professionally designed cover 

• Book promotion with guarantee of being 
on at least one Amazon Best Seller List 

• Premium news releases about the 
publication and achievement of best 
seller status

And the best part?  All of this only takes 
two hours of my time.  BOOM! Two hours 
and I’m a best seller.  Stephen King, eat 
my dust!

Folks, the truth is, this type of advertising 
is everywhere. With marketing practices 
like this it’s no small wonder that Realtors 
are consistently rated as being 
untrustworthy.  

And it does beg the question: if you can’t trust the advertising, can you trust the advice?

By the way, and I’m sure this won’t be a surprise to any of you, I looked the book up on Amazon. 
As a printed book it hasn’t sold enough to be rated. As an electronic book, through the Kindle 
store, it’s currently number 1,281,677. 
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What I’m Reading 
“I don’t mind worries,” I said, “worrying is the correct world view. Life is worrisome.”

These are the words of Aza Holmes in John Green’s latest novel Turtles All The Way Down. On the 
surface it’s a coming of age tale about a few months of 16 year old Aza’s life during which she 
discovers love over the course her search for a missing businessman.  That’s the story, but the 
book itself is about the crippling effects of mental illness. Aza suffers from anxiety & obsessive 
compulsive disorder.

The story has all the elements one would expect in a 
teen novel: love, friendship, betrayal, rebellion.  But it’s 
Green’s exploration of mental illness that makes the 
book brilliant.

I read this book with my stepson, Jack, for whom it’s 
been almost therapeutic. He suffers from a mild 
generalized anxiety disorder that, among other 
symptoms, causes him to obsessively bite his 
fingernails. Reading the book gave him something 
tangible; something he could see and touch and feel that 
has helped to put a name on his own feelings. He 
identified with something that happened to have been 
written by one of his favorite authors that described a 
previously indescribable feeling. And naming it, calling it 
out, helps to tame it. For Jack, there was relief in finding 
a part of himself in Aza.  

Since Jack and his mom are serious John (and Hank) 
Green fans I will be fired if I don’t mention Pizzamas.  
Pizzamas is a “thing” and the proceeds from the pizza-
turtle poster go to support the National Alliance on 
Mental Illness (www.nami.org).  Learn more about 
Pizzamas at www.dftba.com.

Follow Me On Instagram @therwprice
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