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“She’s a bimbo,” said the buyer’s agent over 
the telephone. “She’s stupid. She’s a bitch. 
That’s really what she is, just a stupid bitch.”

I guess this is what is supposed to pass for 
negotiating skills in today’s real estate 
market. Over the years y’all have heard me 
talk about the problems created in this 
profession by having such low barriers to 
entry. However this conversation with a 
buyer’s agent about potential repairs on a 

house I have under contract marked a low 
that even I would never have expected. And 
we’re just getting started. 

“I saw all those pictures, she’s got a live-in 
boyfriend, “ she says. “And that baby must be 
adopted, it’s obviously a different color than 
either of them.”

I can hardly believe my ears. Did another real 
estate “professional” really just make an 
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incredibly insulting and derogatory comment 
about my client’s child?

Yes.  Yes she did. 

When I got started in this business over a 
decade ago one of the first things I did was to 
read books about how find success in real 
estate.  Since then I’ve read a lot of books 
about business, people skills, and 
negotiating. Maybe I missed it but I sure don’t 
recall  any chapters on insulting children. 

One of the best books I’ve ever read on the 
subject of negotiating is the classic How To 
Win Friends and Influence People by Dale 
Carnegie. Although written over 80 years 
ago, the wisdom in this book is as relevant 
today as when the book was published. In 
one section, Fundamental Techniques in 
Handling People, the first principle is “don’t 
criticize, condemn, or complain.” In another, 
Twelve Ways to Win People To Your Way of 
Thinking, Carnegie suggests that 
negotiations should “begin in a friendly way.”

Clearly this agent and I are off on the wrong 
foot. Maybe I should send her a copy of the 
book?

The seller, my good friend Stacy, is pretty 
unique. I like to call her my barber even 
though, technically speaking, she’s a hair 
stylist.  But that doesn't have a good 
masculine ring so I call her my barber. She’s 
been cutting my hair since 2006 and in that 
time we’ve gotten to know each other pretty 
well. 

Stacy is a self-made woman. She does not 
live in her parent’s basement. She has a 
career.  And a house. And a nice car.  And 
these are things she’s acquired through hard 
work and smart decisions - like saving her 
money and making good investment choices. 
Nothing was given to her. 

At just shy of 5’ 5” with perfect hair (of 
course), striking brown eyes, and brilliant 

white teeth Stacy is a very attractive woman. 
She has a look that often makes women 
jealous. People look at her and see an easy 
target - one they can take advantage of. 
Whether it’s buying a car, getting 
homeowner’s insurance, or having a pool 
installed people have tried to get the upper 
hand. But Stacy is no dummy by a long shot. 
Since she’s no stranger to people trying to 
take advantage of her she’s developed a 
healthy sense of skepticism that can, on 
occasion, be just a little over the top.  

Knowing her the way I do,  I was prepared for 
some conflict during the inspection process. 
And because Stacy’s house is a 
manufactured home (a double-wide, but she 
gets mad at me if I call it that) I expected 
some differences of opinion as to what 
repairs may or may not be required. 

Prior to the inspection I prepped the buyer’s 
agent by telling her a little bit about Stacy and 
preemptively requesting extra documentation 
should they request any repairs.  When she 
sent me a report from a structural engineer a 
couple of days later it had, attached to it, an 
estimate for $2,300 to fix four problems: 
missing vapor barrier, attached trailer 
tongues, non-bonded piers, and lack of a 
wind restraint system.  So, I called Stacy.  

“Wait,” she said, “is a vapor barrier that big 
piece of plastic that’s under my house?”

“Yes, you mean you have that?” I said.

“I think so - I mean the entire underside of my 
house is covered in plastic. And there’s no 
trailer tongues here either.”

“I’m coming over,” I said, “ be there in a 
minute.”

When I got there we broke out the flashlights 
and got under her house and, sure enough, a 
full vapor barrier was in place. And there was 
no sight of any trailer tongues. 
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Now let me say this, for the record: I don’t 
know much about manufactured home 
construction or installation so I’m somewhat 
at the mercy of people like engineers to tell 
me if something is wrong. In this case it 
certainly appears that this engineer is at least 
partially wrong. But whereas I’m thinking that 
the he must have made an honest mistake, 
Stacy is starting to feel like someone is taking 
advantage of her. As she and I were talking 
about it I was starting to feel like her 
skepticism was getting out of hand. That was 
until she pointed out something I’d 
completely missed - the engineer who wrote 
the report also owns the construction 
company that provided the estimate. 

Wait a second, now something does smell 
fishy.

As it turns out one of Stacy’s friends is an 
architect who happens to have a background 
in manufactured housing. He did her a favor 
and went over to check out the foundation. 
Folks I kid you not, all four issues raised by 
the engineer/contractor were, in fact, not 
issues at all. The house has a vapor barrier 
and there are no tongues, as we’d seen 
ourselves. But there was also a Vector 
Dynamics wind restraint system installed 
and, because of the foundation type, the 
piers are not required to be bonded. “You are 
being scammed,” he said. 

Now, I’ve never shied away from talking 
about the deception, greed, and outright lies 
that are so prevalent in this industry. But I 
also try to give everyone the benefit of the 
doubt. On occasion engineers, home 
inspectors, and other contractors have been 
wrong about something. I get it, we’re all 
human. In fact I’ll never forget the home 
inspector who noted that there was “some 
sort of contraption outside the garage with 
water & gas pipes running to it.”  He 
recommended a licensed general contractor 
inspect it to determine what it was. We 
skipped that and just told the buyer what it 
was, a tankless hot water heater, which the 

inspector had never seen. Fair enough, 
honest mistake. But this situation is looking to 
be anything but honest. 

Folks, for the next two weeks I asked 
questions. I called the engineer, he would not 
return my calls. I called the buyer’s loan 
officer - he mostly wouldn’t return my calls 
and if he did he was combative and 
defensive of the engineer.  Turns out, he’d 
been the one who recommended the 
engineer in the first place. I called the buyer’s 
agent a few times as well but, as you can 
imagine since Stacy is “just a bimbo” those 
calls didn’t result in much progress.  
Everyone just kept demanding that Stacy 
contribute $2,300 to the buyer. 

It was during these conversations with the 
buyer’s agent that she saw fit to refer to 
Stacy as a bimbo with a live-in and a baby of 
a different color who is just a bitch. I tried, to 
the extent possible, to work around that 
agent rather than work with her. My thinking 
was that if I was going to bring Stacy out on 
top that I wouldn’t get there by playing the 
game at her level.  It took a couple more 
weeks, two or three meetings, a few trips to 
the house, and two written reports by the 
architect but in the end the buyer’s agent and 
lender backed off. No foundation repairs 
required or performed. Stacy’s money stayed 
in her pocket. 

If she weren’t my friend I would have never 
said a word to Stacy about what the buyer’s 
agent had said. Like The Men In Black, 
protecting the earth from unknown alien 
invasions, I’m often tending to serious issues 
taking place in the background that my 
clients never know about. But in this case I 
had to share. You should have seen the look 
on Stacy’s face. 

She smiled. She’d won, and rightfully so. I 
guess the question now is, who’s the bimbo 
after all?
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Can’t afford the couch? Then you can’t afford the house, 
either.  
Here’s something you almost never hear a Realtor say: “you don’t have to buy a house.”  I’ve said this 
to a lot of people over the years, and I think it’s good advice. In fact if you know someone, particularly a 
young person, who is thinking about buying their first house cut this out and send it to them. 

Yesterday while I was looking at cars for The Teenager on the Facebook Marketplace I came across 
this ad. The first line grabbed my attention:

“My family is buying our first home and have 
absolutely nothing to put in it.”  

My first thought was, “Smart - instead of running up 
credit card debt buying new furniture these folks are 
looking for good deals on used stuff.”

But, no.

She goes on to explain how expensive buying a 
house is and how they don’t have much money. And 
then proceeds to ask, as if buying a home qualifies 
as a charity case, if anyone has home furnishings 
they will give her. 

Here’s the thing: if you can’t buy the beds, tables, 
couches, dishes, and toilet paper that you need to 
furnish a house you have absolutely no business 
buying the house in the first place. 

And here’s the thing about that thing: not buying a house is totally OK. It really is. The sun will rise and 
set the next day, the next month, and even the next year if you don’t become a homeowner today. 

I’ve been chastised, over the years, by team leaders and other agents at the Big Box Brokerages where 
I used to work for giving this advice. After all, they teach you that first time buyers are the low hanging 
fruit. With easy financing options and little experience these folks are super easy to sell a home to. 

And that’s true. But just because it’s easy doesn’t mean it’s a smart move for the buyer. Consider that 
buying a house with these easy options, such as 100% financing, virtually ensures that you start your 
journey in home ownership underwater. After all if you need to sell it within a couple of years it’s likely 
that the cost of selling will exceed the appreciation and you’ll loose money. 

This gets to something that’s often overlooked by first-time buyers: there are costs to home ownership 
beyond simply making the payment. If buying the house puts you in the position of not even having 
enough money to buy a couch what are you going to do if the water heater breaks or the roof leaks? 

My advice? Find a home to rent and save your money. Renting may not be what you want to do. It may 
not be as fun as buying but I promise it’s a lot more fun that being house-poor.  
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An Ambitious Road 
Trip 
One of the hardest things about having been 
divorced is not having my kids all the time. 
Visitation schedules, although necessary, 
aren’t easy for either kids or parents. My 
children’s time is divided between two 
houses with drastically different ideas about 
how children should be raised. And, like any 
father with several kids finding enough time 
to give each child the  individual attention 
they deserve is challenging.  In my family it’s 
doubly challenging because 4 of my 5 
children are on visitation schedules so they’re 
not with me 100% of the time. I try to do little 
things as often as I can like wake just one kid 
up early and get donuts, have lunch with just 
one of them at school, or take one of them to 
work with me for a few hours. They love that 
sort of thing because it makes them feel 
really special.

Although Lily and Samson are my biological 
children I see them less than Jack, LuLu, or 
The Teenager because of our visitation 
schedule. They are with me every other 
weekend, every Wednesday night, and for a 
few extra weeks in the summer.  In those 
summer weeks I try to do something really 
special with them. Something big that they’ll 

remember. With summer coming to an end 
and Sam starting kindergarten I wanted to 
make sure this year was extra special. 

On a cool Thursday morning, with the truck 
loaded down with kayaks, coolers, fishing 
poles, and camping gear we hit the road 
traveling northeast towards Virginia. Our 
destination was Kiptopeke State Park in 
Virginia, just north of the twenty-plus mile 
Chesapeake Bay Bridge. Although I 
explained to the kids along the way just how 
massive this bridge was it did nothing to 
prepare them for actually seeing it. Seven 
hours later, standing on that bridge and 
looking out over the bay, their eyes were 
wide with amazement. They’ve never seen 
anything like it.

This was just the start to 8 days of adventure 
as we drove 976 miles through Virginia 
Beach & Curretuck and into Kitty Hawk.  
Then through Corolla Beach and down  to 
Cape Hatteras, stopping at the Bodie Island 
& Cape Hatteras lighthouses along the way. 
Then we hopped a few ferries to get to 
Ocracoke, Cedar Island, and finally Cape 
Lookout National Seashore where we spent 
three days and two nights exploring the 
island which is untouched by commercial 
development.  There are no paved roads, no 
hotels, no billboards. And hardly any other 

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

So much fun! 
High-def video footage at

www.allrightsally.com/roadtrip

Camping right on the beach at Cape Lookout National Seashore.

http://www.allrightsally.com/roadtrip
http://www.allrightsally.com
http://www.allrightsally.com/roadtrip


SEPTEMBER 2017 www.allrightsally.com VOLUME 1 , ISSUE 4

people. We were totally alone most of the 
time (except for the horseflies, which were 
the size of actual horses). Our last day we 
took a short drive to Atlantic Beach where we 
did the typical beach stuff: ate crab legs, 
played miniature golf, rode the bumper boats, 
and went to the aquarium. 

Along this trip we saw some really amazing 
things. In Kiptopeke we paddled between 
concrete barges from World War II that had 
been intentionally sunk about 100 yards from 
the beach to protect the coast from erosion. 
In Corolla we saw wild horses standing in 
peoples back yards. We rode some ferries 
big enough to hold 50 cars and others big 
enough for only two. We fished from the 
world famous Avon Pier. We touched jellyfish 
and buried each other in the sand. We 
cooked hotdogs and hamburgers and 
marshmallows. We built epic sandcastles and 
flew kites with 20 foot streamers. We chased 
ghost crabs, camped right on the beach 
beside a bonfire, and watched the sun rise 
from the bed of the truck. 

We spent time together. Uninterrupted time. 
Just us. No work, no phone calls, no emails. 
No homework, no bedtimes. It was incredible. 
When I think back on my childhood, which 
was also rattled by divorce, I have some 
great memories of the time I spent with my 

father. Overnight fishing trips at Cedar Creek 
Dam. Going to work with him for weeks at a 
time, remodeling an old A-frame cabin on 
Lake Norman. Building miniature skateboard 
ramps, swords, and treasure chests from 
scraps of wood in my grandfather’s cabinet 
shop. Those memories are crystal clear. I can 
remember my dad lighting a cigar at Cedar 
Creek to keep the mosquitos away. I can 
smell the musty air of the basement at that 
cabin and I taste the lacquer that always 
hung in the air at the cabinet shop. I hope 
that, with this road trip, I’ve created memories 
for my children that will be just as vivid for 
them twenty and thirty years from now.
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Want to Help Houston 
Flood Victims?
The flooding in Texas is terrible. I just read 
where some areas have had as much as 40 
inches of rain and the storm is expected 
make another pass so more is coming. On 
another site I read where Federal officials 
expect that in the Houston area alone, at 
least 30,000 people will relocate to shelters 
and 450,000 victims will seek disaster 
assistance.

Things are bad, and I know a bunch of you 
will want to help. Unfortunately, we’re already 
seeing the scammers pop up with creative 
ways to get your money. Sites like 
GoFundMe coupled with fake Facebook and 
Twitter accounts make it incredibly easy for 
the scammers to operate.

Most of the articles I’ve read suggest that the 
best way to help is sending cash. While 
collecting food, blankets, bottled water or 
other supplies might seem like an obvious 
solution the reality is that in Houston and 
surrounding areas there is a significant 

infrastructure problem.  In other words the 
capability to distribute those supplies, if you 
can get them there in the first place, might be 
limited. 

So best thing to do is send cash, but 
donating cash is one of the easiest ways to 
get scammed.  What to do?

Thankfully a few national charities have 
made it easy and safe to donate by just 
sending a text message. Here’s three:

United Way of Greater Houston:
text UWFLOOD to 41444

American Red Cross:
text HARVEY to 90999 to donate $10

Salvation Army: 
text STORM to 51555

Did I mention this is really easy? In less than 
a minute I donated $20. With a couple 
hundred subscribers to this newsletter. If 
everyone will send $20 then, together, we 
can get over $4,000 to the places where it 
can do the most good. Give it a try!
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Our company is guided by set of Core Principles. 

R.W. Price Realty Associates Core Principle #3: You Can’t Win If You Care About Numbers More 
Than You Care About People.

Realtors are taught, by the trainers and coaches and Big Box Brokerages that real estate is a 
numbers game.  How many houses did you sell last month?  How many do you want to sell next 
month? How many calls did you make today?  How many doors did you knock on this weekend? 
What’s your target income level? How many drip emails did you send to your sphere this month? 
How many leads did you get?

By focusing on those numbers you may have a chance of building a successful business. But it’s 
more likely to build a long list of people, including friends and family, that don’t want to see you or 
hear from you.  If you are focused on sending the next email or closing the next deal solely for the 
chance of adding another checkmark to your list then you are doing it for the wrong reasons. You are 
serving yourself instead of serving your clients. 

Like so many other aspects of the real estate business focusing on these numbers may bring you 
short term success.  But in the long run you’ll be seen for what you’ve become: a pesky salesperson.  
And you will be treated as such.  
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What I’m Reading 
Silly me, thinking I could get any reading done this month. Between getting two kids back to school, 
taking two more on an 8 day road trip, and looking at a couple dozen cars with The Teenager spare time 
was at a real premium. On the road trip I took a book with me. Because of course I’m going to have a lot 
of time to read while moving from one town to another with a 6 year old and a 9 year old, right?

Wrong. But I did get to it last week. When I finally opened the 
pages of Raven Rock: The Story Of The US Government’s Secret 
Plan To Save Itself While The Rest Of Us Die I was immediately 
hooked. I knew, of course, that there was a succession path to the 
Presidency in the event the President should die. And I knew it 
went beyond the Vice President a few positions further. But I had 
no idea just how far it went. 

I’m just finishing the first chapter and my mind is completely blown 
by what’s known as the Continuity Of Government Plan.  This 
comprehensive plan covers every aspect of American life 
including where we would live, how we would work, and who 
would run the country in the event of nuclear war.  It was put in 
place to ensure America kept functioning even if every member of 
all three branches of our government was wiped out 
simultaneously.

Some things in the book can be expected- such as the bomb 
shelter that was installed at the White House under the guise of 
remodeling. But other things sound down right crazy. In the 1950’s 
the city of Chicago advised parents to have their children’s blood 
type tattooed under their arm -  not their arm itself lest it get blown off - to aid in blood transfusions.  
People became interested in getting out of the suburbs and phrases like “good bomb immunity” became 
commonplace in advertising rural properties. In fact there is a massive network of underground bunkers 
all over the country - some as large as cities. 

I came of age during the last years of the Cold War and had absolutely no idea that this level of 
planning existed so I expect the rest of this book will be just as eye-opening.  

Crappie Day @ Lake Twitty Old School Waterslide @ Buxton New Coffee Cup @ My Office
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