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How One Book Changed My Life
about what step to take next. I needed to do something that would
make money because our savings would soon run out.
That’s when I saw a book called Retire Rich, Retire Young by Robert
T. Kiyosaki. I was instantly intrigued by the title.
Back when I was a teenager and running my first business (mowing
lawns), I told my parents I would retire early. They laughed as they
shared this information with their friends at dinner parties. Not that
they didn’t believe me, they just thought it was funny to hear those
words coming from a 16-year-old. I, of course, never knew how I
would retire early, but I knew how it felt to own a business and I just
believed that I would, indeed, retire young.
I remember wandering the aisles of a Barnes & Noble in San Diego.
My wife and I were in town so she could attend a writers’
conference. Amanda, my wife, was anxious because she had written
her first book and would be pitching it to prospective agents and
trying to make some connections at the conference.
I was killing time and not really looking for a particular book. My
mind was busy wondering what the next chapter in our lives would
look like. Amanda clearly had vision for herself—whether she would
be a starving writer or a successful writer, she knew deep in her soul
that she wanted to write. I, on the other hand, felt lost. I didn’t have
a clear idea what I wanted to do. I was only 25 years old and had
already been a commercial fisherman in Alaska (where I grew up),
owned and operated a landscaping business, achieved a business
degree, obtained a captain's license to drive ships, served active
duty and reserves as an officer in the U.S. Coast Guard, and was
hired as a marine logistics operator and location scout on movies
and TV shows around the world.
Working in TV and movies was great but grueling work and was a
temporary gig—my last job had ended, and I felt lost and concerned

So I took Retire Rich, Retire Young back to our hotel room. I
devoured the book. It lit my soul on fire and ignited my brain with
ideas about what to do with the next chapter of my life. If you are
unfamiliar with Robert Kiyosaki, he is the author of the Rich Dad,
Poor Dad books. Much of what he illustrates in his books is how to
rewire your brain to think like an entrepreneur instead of an
employee, and to acquire the mindset to be a successful business
owner.
I remember thinking: I wish I had read this book in high school, or at
least in college. Not that I had made bad choices up to that point,
but it would have helped me make more strategic decisions. The
book reignited my passion for owning and operating my own
business. I decided right then I would never work for anybody else
again, unless I wanted to learn a specific skill from them.
I knew from both running a business and being an employee that
owning a business is way harder than working for someone else. An
employee may have a difficult job, but eventually they clock out, go
home, and don’t have to deal with work until the next morning. As a
business owner, you never clock out. You are always on call. You
never finish your work, because there is always more to do. The
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upside of being a business owner is that, if you can find a way to
work smarter, outperform others, outwork others, and beat the
competition with your superior service or product, you can earn
unlimited income, as opposed to an employee’s set wage.
Even though the core advantage of owning a business is unlimited
income potential, that has never been the part that got me excited.
Sure, I like to make money. But I love to compete. I love to
experiment. I love to create or produce something that helps others.
I love to solve problems.

I was motivated to retire early so that
I would eventually be free to choose
how, when, and on what I worked. It
was never about NOT working.
So after reading Retire Rich, Retire Young, I focused on what I
wanted to do next. Later that year I found myself in real estate
school, and I had already flipped one house.
I never had any intention of becoming a real estate agent. When I
enrolled to get my license, I was focused on being a real estate
investor. I signed up for real estate school just to gain access to the
MLS, so I could work my own deals. I thought maybe I’d learn
something valuable in the process. But the more the instructor
talked about a career in real estate, the more excited I got about
becoming an agent who helps others succeed in real estate. At the
time, the real estate market was booming. I had previously worked
with real estate agents, and the experience made me think: If they
can do it, then I know I can.
Years before, when I attended college, I lived in a small town in
California called Benicia. This town had a cute and walkable
downtown lined with a variety of shops and restaurants, and I
remember wondering why there were so many real estate offices. It
felt like half the town must be licensed agents. I couldn’t quite wrap
my head around why so many people would choose to work in real
estate. There was so much competition. There were hundreds of
agents that I, as a consumer, could choose to work with in that small
town. It seemed absurd. I remember thinking that being a Realtor
listed in one of those shop windows was the last thing I ever wanted
to be.
It’s funny how life changes in unexpected ways.
Sitting in a classroom full of prospective agents, I couldn’t help but
notice how different we all were. We all had different backgrounds
and different motives for being in that class. I wondered who would
be successful and who would not. The instructor told us on the final
day that statistically in a room of 25 new agents, only four or five
would remain in business after two years. This naturally caused
everyone to look around and wonder who would make it. I didn’t
understand yet why so few of us would make it. The job just didn’t
seem that tough. I knew there was a lot of competition out there
from other agents, but there was a lot of opportunity as well.
I got my license and became one of 4,000 agents working in my
community of 400,000 people (Boise, Idaho). I knew only three local
people at the time, and one of them was a real estate agent. I had
just moved up from California, because real estate was more
affordable in Idaho. I joined a national franchise brokerage, forwent
all other job opportunities, and focused on my real estate career full
time. I was full of optimism and hope. I figured that with my strong

Here is my family on a recent trip to Brazil. That restaurant was a
local hangout in a town in the middle of nowhere. We ate like royalty
with multiple courses. The total bill was less than $10. Unbelievable.

work ethic I could work really hard and create a great career and
business as an agent.
That was 10 years ago. I could fill a book with the war stories and
craziness that transpired in those 10 years. Some day I will.
On paper, I am in no way the most successful agent in my community.
Nor am I the most well known. I am certainly not the most profitable.
However, I do believe I am building the strongest real estate business
in my community. If you know me, you know that I am not just a real
estate agent. I own my real estate office, Front Street Brokers, out of
which about 20 agents operate. I’ve hosted a radio show about real
estate and the local economy for the past five years. I’m in the process
of finishing my second book on real estate. I have two podcasts in
production right now, while also producing three magazine
publications. My office is creating our own 501(c)(3) charitable
organization. I have a lot going on.
We all define success differently. Some agents or clients might look at
all the things I do and wonder how I can be an effective real estate
agent. My response is that I wouldn’t be effective if I wasn’t
surrounded by the right people. With the right support, I can focus on
out-marketing the competition with my real estate listings. I can
afford to experiment with new ideas and bolder marketing plans,
while my competitors focus on what they’ve always done.
I do make mistakes—lots of them. For example, a couple of years ago I
created my own real estate newspaper and mailed it to more than
10,000 people every month. This took a huge amount of time, and
about $7,000 a month to print and mail. I gambled that it would help
me sell my listings and get new listings in the process. I tried this
experiment for close to a year, and it failed miserably. I got one listing
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from those efforts and lost more than $50,000. But I don’t regret it. I
always learn from my mistakes. It wasn’t a bad idea—it just wasn’t
executed correctly.

These mistakes often lead to amazing successes. For instance,
following the failure of the newspaper, I created a publication for
real estate agents. Now I can showcase my listings to the 4,000 real
estate agents in my community. I have a tool with which to sell my
listings that no other agent in the valley has. I’ve tweaked it and
changed it over the years to make it more effective, and now it’s one
of my best tools for selling my listings.
As a real estate agent, my goal is not to be the top-producing agent
in my community. However, I do desire to be the most effective one.
I desire to find new ways to help people in my community. I desire to
pass on what I’ve learned to as many agents as possible so they can
do the same. It feels amazing to help others succeed, whether
they’re my clients or fellow agents. Helping others is what fuels me. I
don’t believe that will ever go away.
I often wonder how different my life would be if I hadn’t picked up
that book. It changed the course of my life. Without it, would I likely
have continued to find interesting jobs? Yes, I think so, but I wonder
if I would be in the position to help others that I’m in now.
I sometimes feel like the luckiest man on the planet. I have an
amazing wife and two daughters whom I cherish. I get to help people
every day. I get to implement my new ideas and learn something
new every day. I reinvest most of what I make back into my business,
so we live fairly modestly. But I feel wealthy. Even though I often
work 12+ hours a day, I feel like I retired early.

Me and my two girls, Emilia (8) and Ivy (6), on small skiff going
out on an adventure in the Amazon this past winter.
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We spent a night in this amazing tree house in the jungles of
Brazil. This picture doesn’t do it justice. It was amazing.

This past summer, I passed on the Retire Early, Retire Rich book to a
family friend who just graduated high school. I told him that he didn’t
need to read it now, but if he ever felt like he was at a crossroads where
he couldn’t decide what to do next, it might be time to read it. Maybe it
will change his life too.

Here we are, my wife and two girls on a boat we chartered for a few
days to go deeper into the Amazon. We played a lot of UNO on that
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My Deadliest Catch Expe

You might have seen that show on the Discovery Channel called
Deadliest Catch. It takes place in the mass of water between
Russia and western Alaska called the Bering Sea. The show
features crab boat captains and their crews working these
perilous waters.
Many of you know that I grew up in Alaska. Some of my close
friends growing up are still there today running fishing boats. It’s
a dangerous profession. Every year fishing boats capsize and
fishermen lose their lives in accidents.
My father was once saved by a U.S. Coast Guard helicopter when
the boat he was working lost its engines and almost sank.
I never worked on a crab boat in the Bering Sea. Those guys are
nuts. But I did work one summer on a fishing boat in Bristol Bay,
which is in the Bering Sea but closer to shore. Instead of crab, we
fished for salmon. Bristol Bay is home to the world's largest
sockeye salmon fishery.
The fishery in Bristol Bay should have its own TV show. My
summer there was literally like going back in time to the Wild
West.
There are four reasons why this fishery gets so crazy:
1. There are no docks or ports, so to get to shore you literally
have to beach your boat at high tide and be ready to leave when
the tide goes out. There is no infrastructure, no towns to speak
of—you are literally in the middle of nowhere.
2. Because the native people still fish those waters, Fish and
Game implemented rules that boats cannot be bigger than 32
feet. For the past few decades, boats have been constructed
specifically for this fishery. They’re 32 feet long, but really wide,
to allow as much deck space as possible. They’re built like tanks—
metal boats that can withstand collisions, accidental groundings,

and the harsh conditions of Alaska.
3. Fish and Game regulates this fishery by designating lines in the
sea past which boats cannot fish. They have boats that sit outside
this designated line to make sure fishermen don’t break the rule.
(I’ll come back to this in a minute.)
4. The bay where the fishing takes place is remarkably shallow.
You often can’t see land, it’s so big—but much of the bay is less
than 15 feet deep. Which means you can’t get big ships in there,
and you have to be careful how you operate your vessel so you
don’t run aground.
There were three of us onboard that vessel: the captain and two
deckhands. I was offered the job after my first year at college.
Since I spent most of my savings to pay for my first year of school,
I was ecstatic to get the invitation. Deckhands often could make
$20,000 or more in two months fishing in Bristol Bay. That was a
lot of money. I didn’t really care what I had to do—I knew I
couldn’t say no.
The other deckhand was a family friend. He was two years
younger than I was, but he grew up in a fishing family. He had
been commercial fishing since he was six years old. He was tough,
fast, and skilled. I’m no slouch, but this guy was amazing. He could
operate at a whole different speed than I could, even when I was
giving everything I had.
The captain was a younger guy, maybe mid-30s. This was his first
year as a captain in Bristol Bay. He had taken a huge financial risk
by purchasing a boat and buying into the fishery. What we
deckhands didn’t know was that he was also in pain. A lot of pain.
He had blown a blood vessel in his brain while lifting weights, and
therefore had horrible headaches which he self-medicated with
hardcore painkillers. (More about this later in the story.)
We flew in to this village where the boat was located. The first
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task the captain gave us was to lash a bunch of old tires around
the boat. Initially I thought it was to protect the sides of the boat
when we docked or tied up to another vessel. But I soon realized
there was some other purpose, because he had us cover every
inch of the side rails in tires. So not only was this vessel a floating
armored tank, it was a floating armored tank with an extra layer
of protection.
We soon set out for the fishing grounds. We fished with a gill net,
which is basically a net that lets out off the back of the boat. One
side of the net was weighted down, and the other side had floats
so it didn’t sink, thereby creating this wall in the ocean about ten
feet deep. Salmon would swim into the wall and get part of the
way through the holes, and then the net would get stuck in their
gills so they couldn’t escape. It was our job as deckhands to haul
the net back into the boat and free the salmon with our hands so
they would fall and pile up on the deck. On a good haul, there
would be no place to stand as salmon would literally be flapping
around every inch of the back deck.

On a good or even an average year, it’s
common for deckhands to walk away with
$15-20k for less than two months work.
Keep in mind that’s two months of very long days, with no days
off. Never leaving the boat. And in this case, our boat didn’t have
a working shower. That’s two months of handling fish, with no
showers, and then sleeping inches from two other guys with no
room to even turn over. (Not to mention the amount of danger
involved with the job, which I haven’t discussed yet.) So you
really earn the money as a deckhand. But on the year I went up
there, something terrible happened. The salmon didn’t come.
The year I got my lucky break to fish in Bristol Bay, Alaska, salmon
were at a 50 year low—something almost unheard of, where the
weather or currents in the Pacific Ocean led to a phenomenon

that kept most of the salmon from coming in.
This was devastating for all the fishermen, especially the rookies
like my captain who were just learning the ropes of the fishery.
These fishermen got desperate—although, I’m convinced, none as
desperate as my captain. Initially, he didn’t realize there was a
salmon shortage. My captain kept looking for salmon and got
increasingly pissed off the more we struggled to find them.
This led to some terrible verbal abuse as he sat behind the wheel
of the ship and took out his frustrations on us deckhands—or
rather, on me. Because I wasn’t as fast or as skilled as my fellow
deckhand (who was, let’s face it, likely the best deckhand in the
entire fishery), my captain literally stared at me all day and
criticized every movement I made. Since he was high on pain
medicine or because he was an A-hole, he had no filter and didn’t
appreciate that I was working my ass off for him.
There was nothing I could do about it. I was stuck on the boat. I
couldn’t quit, because we never went to shore. He
also stopped buying food.
When you turn in your fish for the day, you tie along
a larger vessel that takes your salmon. They also
have “stores” which are basically grocery items you
can purchase. But since my captain wasn’t making
any money, he didn’t buy any food. None. All we
had on board was a big bag of white rice and the
salmon we caught each day. Which meant all we ate
for two months was salmon and rice. And we only
ate once a day—the captain, being high on pain
medicine, was never hungry. We learned that
salmon and rice, once a day, is a great diet for
weight loss.
As the days went on, things only got worse.
My captain grew more desperate and mean, and he
took more risks with the boat. Remember the line in
the ocean enforced by Fish and Game? That’s where
most of the fishing boats gathered. They jockeyed
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for position, so they could make a run down the line with their gill
nets to capture fish as they swam up the bay. However, boats that
accidently (or intentionally) went over the line were slapped with
huge fines, often well over $10,000. So the jockeying on this line
was intense and aggressive—hence the extra armor around our
vessel. Others had the same protection, and we needed it, as it
became a huge game of bumper boats on the ocean. We could be
lined up to make our run on the line, and a boat would come at us
(full speed) and intentionally ram us out of position. We
deckhands would be busy working the nets, and the captain
would scream that we were about to be hit, so we could hold on
to something in order to avoid flying out of the boat.

It truly was like the Wild West.
I saw guys with shotguns threaten other captains from the bows
of their boats. I saw boats band together like gangs and use their
numbers to block other vessels from approaching the line. This, of
course, sent my captain’s anger through the roof, which led to
him ramming boats for no reason and having other boats force us
over the line, which led to us getting fined, and more screaming
frustration directed at me.
I couldn’t believe the Coast Guard and Fish and Game would allow
such crazy behavior, but they did. They just sat there and watched
for someone to go over the line so they could rush in and fine
them.
Some days we fished when everyone else went for cover. The
wind blew up waves in that shallow bay that were more ideal for
surfing than for boating. The waves got so big and tall that our
flat-bottom boat slid down them like a surfboard and hit the
ocean floor hard. I remember holding on for life in the back of the
boat, calculating how I would get to the other end to retrieve my
survival suit when our captain inevitably sank or rolled the boat
with his bad judgment.

I’m telling you this story 20 years after the fact, which
means I survived—just barely, I think.
I wondered if I would eventually crack under the constant
criticism and lash back at my captain. I was convinced that would
lead to one us being murdered aboard the ship. Every day on that
boat I daydreamed about how I would lash out at him for the
verbal abuse he was throwing at me. Those daydreams may have
been the only thing that kept me from actually doing it.
After six or seven weeks, my 160 pound frame was down well
below 140. The captain, finally feeling defeated, said he couldn’t
pay me, especially if he kept both of us deckhands on board. So
he dropped me off on shore, and I caught a floatplane out of
there. I remember getting to Anchorage, sleeping in the airport,
reeking to high heaven, I’m sure. I had a ticket to get home, but I
was leaving two weeks early.
The next morning I checked in for my flight. The gal at Alaska
Airlines was almost finished checking me in when she said, “Oh! I
need to charge you a $35 change fee for this ticket.” I looked at

her with disbelief. I didn’t have any money with me. (This was
before I had credit cards and bank accounts.) I hadn’t eaten
anything except airline peanuts in the past 24 hours. She said she
couldn’t allow me to fly without paying the fee. I almost broke
down right there in front of everyone. I felt so close to escaping
the nightmare and finally going home.
I found a payphone and tried calling my parents, but they were
both at an education seminar in California. I tried calling some
family friends but couldn’t reach anybody.
I went back to my chair to figure out what in hell I was going to do,
when an idea popped into my head. The gal from the airline had
nearly finished checking me in when she remembered she was
supposed to charge me for the change ticket. I wondered if
another check-in agent would overlook it like she almost did.
There were five airline staff checking people in. So I decided to
change my clothes, put on my hat, and get back in line. It looked
like I was queued up to get the same gal as last time, so I let some
people go ahead of me. I ultimately managed to get another
agent. I hid my face the best I could from the gal two computers
down.
It worked. This agent didn’t ask me to pay for anything and gave
me a boarding ticket. I practically ripped it from his hands and ran
to my gate. I was going home. (The airline food that day was the
best I’ve ever tasted.)

The funny thing is, I don’t regret taking that job.
I ended up losing money, as my ticket to get up to Bristol Bay cost
more than I was paid. I was certainly relieved to get off that boat,
to not work for that jerk anymore, to go home, to nurse my
injured body back to health. But I look at that experience the way
a runner thinks about his first marathon—the race may have
almost killed him, but he finished it. He survived it.
I think about that job often when I’m going through a tough
situation. Whether I’m dealing with someone who’s being a total
jerk to me, to a family member, or to an agent in my office. Lots of
things can get under my skin, like when I’m traveling somewhere
and my flight gets delayed or cancelled. However, no matter the
scenario, it’s never as bad as any day on that boat.
We’ve all had tough experiences. I’m sure you can think of many
you went through. Do you believe they helped shape the person
you are now? Did it make you more resilient? That doesn’t mean
you want to repeat it or recommend it to anybody else—but it is
part of your identity. I guess that’s why I share my stories with
you. They are part of my identity, and help explain how I’m wired
and how I think.
Plus, it’s fun for me to share my stories. Like how I had lunch with
famous actress Penelope Cruz. Or how I got to play a real-life
Indiana Jones in the jungles of the South Pacific. But you’ll have to
wait for future newsletters to hear those. n
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Stories from the Front Lines – Each month I’ll share stories I’m seeing from the front
lines as an entrepreneur, real estate broker, husband, and father.

“What A-Hole Is Showing Our House?” Today?”
We often take our kids out for breakfast on the weekends. It’s
definitely one of our favorite family traditions. This past weekend we
stopped in at this tiny hole-in-the-wall breakfast place near Franklin
and Cole Roads called The Chef’s Hut.
The girls ordered chocolate chip pancakes, my wife got the
omelet special, and I went for the eggs benedict. It was quite good,
by the way, if you’re looking for a new place to try for breakfast.
But this story isn’t about the meal. It’s about the people sitting
behind us at breakfast. They were a middle-aged couple. They were
finishing up their meal, and they started talking about their home.
Based on their discussion, I understood that their home was listed
for sale. What got my attention was when the gal said, “. . . A-hole
Realtor . . .” and then the
next sentence included,
“What a-hole is showing the
house today?” Luckily they
weren’t talking loud enough
for my kids to hear.
They kept referring to
the agents involved in selling
and showing their house as
a-holes. I’m not sure what
led them to this conclusion,
but it was clear that they
considered ALL real estate
agents to be scumbags. (I
know a few people who feel
the same way about
attorneys.)
Obviously, these folks had experienced some bad encounters
with Realtors. On my drive home after breakfast, I couldn’t help but
wonder what those bad experiences were—though I already had an
idea what they could be.
There are more than 4,000 real estate agents in the Treasure
Valley. The number could be well over 5,000 now; I’ve stopped
paying attention.
Imagine going out to shop for a car, and instead of one pesky car
salesman coming up to try to get your business, there are 10
salespeople vying for your attention. That’s how many real estate
agents are in this community. It’s like we trip over each other at
every turn, there are so many of us.
Often when I introduce myself to somebody new, I don’t lead by
telling them that I’m a real estate agent. Rather, I say that I run a real
estate and media company in Boise. It’s not that I’m ashamed of
being a Realtor; it’s more that I don’t like being labeled or grouped
into the same category as the 4,000+ agents in my community.
Sure, there are many great agents in this mix of 4,000, but the
vast majority scare me. They’re armed and dangerous with their real
estate license. They’re dangerous because they don’t know they’re
dangerous. They often don’t know when they’re causing pain and
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frustration, and losing thousands of dollars for their clients, whether
it’s from their lack of experience, greed, or desperation to pay their
bills.
They are likely the reason the couple sitting behind me at
breakfast had become so convinced that all real estate agents are
scum.
As a Realtor in the same community, I am associated with this
group of people. I have more than 4,000 direct competitors in my
community. This is why referrals are so important. (Thanks to
everyone you’ve sent my way, by the way—I wouldn’t still be in
business if I didn’t get referrals.)
In my attempts to stand out among all that competition, I’ve
started a radio show, created
newspapers and magazines,
produced many videos, and
written dozens of published
articles. My company has
designed marketing platforms
for home sellers, and offers
buyers resources they can’t
get anywhere else.
All of this hard work has
paid off. I know my business
has a great reputation. But I
still worry about the
thousands of people in my
community who have
negative experiences with real
estate agents.
For this reason, I started dedicating some of my time and
resources to giving back to my industry in an effort to “raise the bar.”
This is not difficult within the walls of my own brokerage—but when I
dream, I tend to dream big.
I’m in the final stages of finishing my next book, Everything I Wish
I’d Learned in Real Estate School. It comes out this spring and is
designed to help real estate agents. Hopefully it will help “raise the
bar.” I’m going to give away thousands of copies to the local agent
base because, again, I want them to be “more than real estate
agents.” I want them to be community advocates, industry experts,
skilled negotiators, savvy marketers, and excellent communicators.
When I sit down to breakfast in a restaurant—or overhear
anyone’s honest opinions about my industry—I want to hear more
about the positive impact Realtors are making in my community,
rather than hearing that we’re all a bunch of a-holes.
I don’t know how successful my efforts will be, but if I can make
even a small, measureable impact, it will be worth it. Writing a book is
no easy task, but since I’m married to woman who writes books for a
living, I have great support and inspiration at home. I’m scheduled to
see the first round of book cover designs for my new book next
month; I’ll share it on my next newsletter. n
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Client Stories Boise was on their shortlist to check out. Once they came to town, they fell
in love with Boise, like so many of us do. I helped them find their first home
here, which was in Eagle. A year or two after that, they ultimately decided
that the home was too big for them. Right after I sold their Eagle home,
Karen wrote me this great testimonial:
We bought and sold our Two Rivers home with Mike
Turner. His marketing and Internet expertise gave our
home fantastic exposure for a quick sale. Mike
communicates well, and his strong negotiating skills
helped us net more for our home than we expected. His
team is excellent and he is patient, which helped ease the
stress of buying and selling. We highly recommend Mike
Turner and Front Street Brokers!
I really appreciated those kind words, so today I want to respond in kind.
Mark and Karen are amazing clients to work with. The funny thing is that
they often joke with me that they must be my worst clients, since they are
always changing their minds and asking questions. This makes me laugh
because they are so easy to work with.
Selling homes—especially high-end homes—is no easy task. My team and I
work hard to ensure that we are always out-marketing the competition,
using our Value Driven Approach to secure the highest price possible for
clients’ homes (versus the Price Driven Approach that most agents use,
which ends netting far less money for home sellers). Many of our low- to
mid-priced homes sell within the first week of listing. However, as I
mentioned earlier, upper-end homes often take extra time.
As I write this, my clients Mark and Karen are scheduled to head to the
title company to sign the final paperwork from the sale of their condo on
Crescent Rim.
Going in, we anticipated it would take some time to sell their condo, as it
was priced near $700,000 and there aren’t many condo buyers at that
price range in Boise.
We listed the home early last summer, and we didn’t get an accepted
offer until February of this year. Having a home listed for so long creates a
lot of strain and stress on sellers—even for experienced home sellers like
Karen and Mark.
I say they’re experienced because, since I’ve known them (just a few
years), they’ve moved multiple times.
We first met when Mark and Karen were on their second visit to Boise.
They were searching for a new place to call home. Mark works as a pilot,
and they’ve been based in Memphis, Tennessee, for many years. Memphis
has been troubled with a high crime rate that doesn’t appear to be
improving. Mark and Karen were also looking for a change of pace. Mark is
scheduled to retire in the near future, so they wanted to find a city where
they could see themselves retiring.

Mark and Karen always understood this and had faith in my process, trusted
my advice, and together we’ve been able to get them where they wanted to
go. That may not have been possible if we didn’t have that relationship.
In Karen’s testimonial, she said how she appreciated my patience with her
and Mark, and that I helped ease their stress. Well, that goes both ways. I
get stressed if I have a client whose home isn’t selling as quickly as I expect it
to. I can’t control the market, but that doesn’t mean I don’t lose sleep over
that fact. Having clients like Mark and Karen lowers my stress and helps me
enjoy my job that much more.
Mark and Karen decided that their Eagle home was too big, their downtown
condo was too small, and now they have found a home in the North End
that they are remodeling. They tell me Boise is definitely their new home, as
they can’t see living anyplace else. I hope this North End home brings them
all the comfort and lifestyle they’re looking for. It’s been an absolute honor
to help them through this transition. I’m humbled by the trust they have in
me, and it makes me smile when I think about how I’ve gained two more
wonderful friends here in Boise.

So cheers to you, Mark and Karen, on your next
adventure here in Boise!

At my real estate firm, Front Street Brokers, we demonstrate to clients how to take a Value-Driven Approach to
Sell Real Estate. By treating your home as an investment—like a business with a stock price versus a home with
a sale price—there are unique ways to manipulate the perceived value of any home on the market. Because
maximum profit for a home seller cannot be guaranteed, it must be engineered. For a more in-depth discussion
on this topic, request a free copy of my book by emailing me or go to http://mybook.FSBrokers.com.
I would also like to take a moment to thank YOU for your continued business, support and referrals. I wouldn’t
be in business today without YOU. When you are done reading this newsletter, please feel free to pass to pass it
along to any friend or family member that you feel would benefit from it OR if they want to get on my mailing
list please have them contact me directly at: 208-340-8399 or mike@FrontStreetBrokers.com

More Still to Come at: www.MikeTurnerBoise.com

