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Sometimes the smallest detail can be the 
most important.

Y’all remember I told you last month about 
the road trip I took with Lily and Samson? We 
drove northeast to the Chesapeake Bay area 
and then south along the coast for eight days 
of ferries, wild horses, kite flying, fishing, and 
beach camping.  It was totally awesome.  

Without a doubt one the highlights of my life 
and something I can’t wait to do again. 

On the fifth day of that trip we took a small 
ferry from Davis, NC across the Core Sound 
to the Cape Lookout National Seashore. Lily 
and Sam, who had slept most of the way 
from Cedar Island, were just waking up when 
the ferry started its engine. Although I’d told 
them what we were doing they didn’t really 
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comprehend it until we drove out from 
between two sand dunes and suddenly the 
vast stretch of empty beach came into view. 
The waves were crashing as we were driving 
on the beach and suddenly these kids were 
really, really excited.  Even though we had 21 
miles of beach to explore with the option of 
calling any spot we chose home they wanted 
to stop immediately.

“Daddy, right here!”

“DADDY!!  Right here!”

“DADDY!!!!!!!  Stop now!!  Right here!!!  Puh-
lease!!!!!”

I really wanted to keep looking for a bit, to 
scout out the perfect campsite. But I gave in.  
We stopped.  In preparing for this leg of our 
trip I’d read all the information on the National 
Park Service’s website about the island. 
Bring plenty of water. Haul out all your trash. 
Bring a shovel, jack, and a compressor.  
Don’t drive on the dunes. Bring shade. Camp 
anywhere you want above the high tide line. I 
felt like I was pretty prepared, I thought I had 
the details covered.  

So we get out of the truck and look around. 
It’s a clear day and the sky is a beautiful 
Carolina blue. The only person we’ve seen 
so far is the park ranger and the beach is 
deserted as far as we can tell. The kids 
started playing on a “sand cliff” as they called 
it, a sharp drop off in the sand about 15 
inches tall that was created by the tide. After 
we played for a while we drove a couple 
miles north to look for a campsite. Again the 
children demand we stop, and again I gave 
in.  We parked about 10 feet above another 
one of these sand cliffs where we would be 
safely above the high tide line. As the kids 
started building another sand castle I went 
about getting camp set up.  

This being a vacation, I didn’t take my usual 
minimalist approach to camping. I brought 
everything, including a bucket to use as the 

kitchen sink. I set up our 12x12 canopy and 
anchored it to the sand before pulling out all 
of our gear so that I could set up our 
bedroom in the back of the truck. Once that 
was done, I carefully stacked up all of the 
plastic bins that held our clothes, food, and 
other supplies. I set out the rest of our gear 
including the coolers, fishing rods, chairs, 
and the grill and neatly stacked the firewood.  
Finally I strung a couple of lines from which 
to hang towels and lanterns and I was 
finished. I like an organized camp site and 
this one was impressive, if I do say so 
myself. 

We’d arrived about 4:30 in the afternoon so, 
by this time, the sun was getting lower and it 
was close to supper time.   I built a fire and 
set up the grill. In short time we were eating 
cheeseburgers, drinking orange soda, and 
having a great time watching the sun set over 
the ocean. It had been a long day of travel 
and when we finally crawled into the back of 
the truck and got in our sleeping bags we 
were all asleep in a matter of minutes.

Around 2:00 in the morning the sound of 
waves crashing woke me up. At first it was 
pleasing but I quickly realized it was much 
louder than it should have been. As I felt 
around for my flashlight Sam woke up and 
Lily rolled over.  When I switched the light on 
I heard Sam’s sleepy voice, “Daddy, are we 
in the ocean?” 

Holy crap!

The sand cliff, apparently, is not the high tide 
line. Outside the truck the water is up to the 
center of the rear wheels and, because of our 
angle, it’s awfully close to the tailgate. I 
jumped out and looked around. The tide had 
swept through our campsite picking up all of 
our gear and washing it about fifty feet down 
the shore. Our neat, organized camp site is 
now in a tidal pool and our bins are literally 
floating down the beach.  
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Thank goodness the tide is heading out but 
the kids are scared. I’m sloshing through 
knee deep water trying to get all of our stuff 
together while they think we are being 
washed out to sea. I’m trying to calm them, to 
tell them we’re okay. But in the back of my 
mind I really wondering if we’re in a terrible 
mess. Is the truck stuck in the sand? How 
long would it take to get a tow truck out here? 
Can it get here before the tide comes in this 
afternoon?

It took me about an hour to get everything put 
back together.  As the tide receded the 
children calmed down. The water had just 
barely touched the front wheels so the truck 
was not stuck. And although much of our 
gear was soaked nothing was missing or 
ruined. I climbed back in with the kids and 
assured them that everything was fine. All the 
while I was kicking myself for not studying the 
beach more thoroughly. Even with all the 
prep work and weeks of planning, missing 
one small detail nearly got us into real 
trouble. 

Some details are trivial, some details are 
pretty damn important. I didn’t pay enough 
attention to it because I was enjoying the 
time with my kids and in a rush. Although it 
turned out fine, it could have been a major 
catastrophe.  

It reminds me of Nat & Anna, whose house I 
sold nearly a decade ago.  I’ve told their story 
hundreds of times since then. We were 
following our normal process of getting the 
house ready including staging, cleaning, 
landscaping, etc. Normally we have our 
homes inspected before putting them on the 
market so we can determine if there are any 
repair issues and fix them upfront. Nat 
wanted to skip this step. To him it seemed 
like a delay for unnecessary detail.  He was 
in a hurry to get the house listed and was 
sure nothing was wrong with his home.  I 
persisted, he eventually agreed, and when 
the report came back there was a lot of mold 
on the back side of the sheetrock in the hall 

bath. The mold was the result of a pinpoint 
plumbing leak in the wall that was so small it 
was undetectable from within the house but 
enough to allow substantial mold growth.  In 
the same way that the rising tide could have 
totally ruined the kid’s vacation, this mold 
problem could have totally ruined the sale of 
his house. Had we taken the typical approach 
of waiting on the buyer to do an inspection 
we would have been in a real mess. Buyers 
are terrified of mold, agents are often 
misinformed about mold, and there’s a good 
chance the contract would have been 
terminated. Instead the problem was solved 
with a call to Nat & Anna’s insurance 
company and the mold was remediated 
before we ever put the house on the market. 

DETAILS PEOPLE. I’d read on the Park 
Service’s website to watch out for the high 
tide line. The folks at the ferry company said 
the same. The park ranger reminded me 
again. I wasn’t told just once, but three times, 
and I still overlooked that detail because I 
was in a hurry. 

I guess sometimes you learn lessons the 
hard way.

Downhill: The State of 
U.S. Healthcare 
A lot of you know Ken Turco. He’s my good 
friend, our photographer, and until recently he 
was my mountain biking buddy. We’ve ridden 
of a lot of downhill trails together all over the 
Appalachian Mountains and as far away as 
Whistler Bike Park on the west coast of 
Canada. From the stories I’ve told about our 
adventures most everyone I know also knows 
about Ken. My kids call him Grandpa Turkey. 
Sam, my youngest, thinks they are actually 
related.

So Ken and I are pretty close. Which is why 
I’m so pissed off at the sate of healthcare in 
our country and, in particular, the current 
situation with the “opiate crisis.” 
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Advice: Why You Shouldn’t Get It from Facebook 
I’m a member of a couple dozen Facebook groups for realtors. From time to time I’ll post on them, most often on 
a local group if I need a referral for a contractor to take care of something. And for that purpose they can be 
pretty useful. For example I recently needed a referral for a good landscaper in Concord which is just beyond the 
area served by the company we typically use.  I got several recommendations, the one we chose did a great job, 
and my client was happy. 

But that’s pretty much the minority of what 
happens on the Facebook groups.  Mostly it’s a 
bunch of nonsense.  People post stuff like, “I’m 
calling FSBOs (For Sale By Owners) to try and 
get a listing appointment, what scripts do you 
use to get in the door?” Which is really, pretty 
much, a way of asking what lie you can tell with 
the hopes of getting a meeting with these folks 
who are trying to sell their own house. 

The responses are pretty much what you would 
expect from a group of people who exist in order 
to ask and answer questions like this. “Tell them 
you are working with buyers and some of them 
might have interest in their house so you want 
to know if you can come preview it to see if it’s a 
good fit.” Which is, really, pretty much a lie even 
if you do use the word “might” to qualify the 
buyer’s interest. I mean, seriously, I “might” be 
interested in buying the Playboy Mansion if Hugh Hefner’s passing makes the value drop to $100,000 or so.  
“Might be interested” is the biggest BS phrase in all of real estate.

But that’s not my point here. My point is the picture up there. This agent posted to one of these Facebook groups 
an article about how agents can save themselves and their clients money  by way of the agent being the 
photographer for the listing.  Folks, this has got to be the number one worst idea I’ve ever heard.  Perhaps it held 
some merit a decade ago when professional photography for listings was reserved for multi-million dollar 
mansions in LA but that time has long passed. Today, if you ask me, using a professional photographer is about 
the bare minimum you can do in terms of marketing a house. 

The idea that this is about saving the client’s money is TOTAL GARBAGE! I mean, come on, she’s not making 
her clients pay for professional photos, is she? I sure hope not. So that means the only person that’s saving 
money here is her, the agent who has convinced her seller that amateur snapshots are acceptable for marketing 
a house. And as cheap as pro photos have gotten she’s probably not saving any money either, unless she places 
no value on your time. Some of the big outfits, who I would never use because their work isn’t all that great, will 
shoot a house for $99.  But even if it isn’t great it’s better than what most people can do with their iPhone.  And it 
gets worse, because by skimping out on the photography, she’s created visual marketing materials that will loose 
in the digital world in which we live. Everyday people make yes and no purchasing decisions from the comfort of 
their living room using websites like Zillow, just by the photos they see. 

This sort of thing really burns me up. Across the country I hear agents complain about a lack of respect for what 
we do and how, increasingly, people want us to discount our fees. How can we complain if the best we can come 
up with for “saving our clients money” is skimping on what is arguably the most important thing you can do to sell 
a home? The answer is that we can’t complain and that we, as a group, should do better. The truth is if you won’t 
spend a few hundred bucks on professional photos for your client then you are putting your financial interests 
ahead of theirs. And, in that case, complaints are certainly justified. 
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Seven weeks ago Ken was riding at 
Snowshoe Bike Park in West Virginia and 
had a terrible crash. Crashing your bike is 
fairly commonplace and usually results in 
some bruises and scratches. In bad wrecks 
you might break a bone. He and I have had a 
few broken ribs and other injuries that have 
put us in the ER on more than one occasion.  
We’ve had stitches, braces, x-rays, and 
more. But this crash was different. In the first 
few minutes Ken couldn’t move his arms. He 
couldn’t move his legs. Laying on the ground 
on the side of the trail waiting on the rescue 
crew he thought he was paralyzed. 

By the time his wife, Mary, texted to let me 
know what was going on he’d been hauled 
out of the woods by the local paramedics and 
airlifted to the emergency room at Carolinas 
Medical Center in Charlotte. Thankfully, he’d 
regained movement so paralysis was off the 
table. He’d suffered a spinal cord injury with 
several vertebral fractures and had severe 
nerve damage. As a result he was in a lot of 
pain. He’s going to be in a lot of pain for a 
while.  Maybe even the rest of his life. And 

with this opiate crisis getting medicine to treat 
that pain is proving to be near impossible. 
It all started in the hospital. From the 
beginning they were hesitant to treat the pain 
and put Ken on such low doses of medication 
that the pain was excruciating. Mary said that 
during the short periods of time that he could 
get to sleep he was crying from the pain. 
She, of course, was raising hell about it with 
the staff but they wouldn’t do anything about 
it. To Ken and Mary it felt like the he was 
being treated as if he had crashed on 
purpose and injured his spine just so he 
could get some pain medication. Really?

At his follow up with the neurologist four 
weeks later the PA refused to refill his 
prescription for the Oxycontin that he’d been 
prescribed previously to manage the pain. 
Instead she wrote him new prescription for 
hydrocodone, which wasn’t as effective for 
him but in her mind was less addictive. And 
she also wrote it for a lower dose than what 
he’d been taking with the other medicine. So, 
Ken is down to a three day supply of 
Oxycontin and has a two day supply of the 
less-effective hydrocodone. The pain is still 
excruciating and the new medicine barely 
takes the edge off. He describes it as a 
burning pain in his ams and hands that 
radiates up his arms. His knuckles feel like 
someone is smashing them with a hammer.  

Looking for help, he went to his primary care 
doctor since he already had an established 
relationship of around 10 years. No luck, that 
doctor will not prescribe medicine for long 
term pain management and sent him to a 
pain clinic.  In order to get established at the 
clinic Ken would be required to pay $750 for 
an initial consult and blood test to determine 
if he was eligible. Then there is a two week 
wait to find out if they will treat you. From 
what he and Mary could find online the clinic 
had horrible reviews and declined to treat 
most people who went. It seemed they just 
took your money and then found a reason 
that you didn’t qualify. Since it looked like a 
scam, he didn’t go.
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Mary has made nearly a full time job of 
researching doctors and trying to find 
someone who will help manage Ken’s pain. 
One evening, following a long day of 
research and phone calls, she collapsed in 
tears on the dining room table. Imagine the 
helpless feeling of watching your spouse 
suffer and not being able to find anyone to 
help.

So where does all this leave Ken? Mary 
found a doctor in Asheville who will prescribe 
long term pain medication. Like the pain clinic 
he has to submit to a blood test at the initial 
consult and then wait a week to get his first 
prescription.  But get this - he has to wait five 
weeks for the initial consult. So he’s down to 
just a few doses of pain medication which he 
only has because he’s been taking half and 
quarter does and just bearing the pain in 
order to stretch out his supply. 

Folks this is absurd. Ken’s got a severe injury 
and a legitimate need for opioid medications 
yet, because of the so-called opiate crisis, 
physicians are unwilling to prescribe it. I don’t 

deny that we have a problem in the country 
with opiate abuse. But the solution shouldn’t 
be one that creates an environment where 
physicians are afraid to prescribe it if it’s 
needed. 

Thankfully Ken has found a doctor, albeit two 
and a half hours from his home, that will help 
him. Lots of people, who aren't so lucky, have 
no choice but to shop on the streets or in the 
dark corners of the Internet. It’s a terrible 
situation and one that’s turning those people 
into criminals. The black market for opiate 
medication is booming. It’s a shame that, in a 
country that supposedly has world-class 
healthcare, some people are forced to turn to 
the streets instead of their doctor to get the 
medicine they legitimately need. Opiate crisis 
or not, we should absolutely not be to forcing 
people to live in pain unnecessarily.   

Dress Blues 
Unless you read the back cover first you 
don’t know yet that I don’t have a book to 
share this month. Life got in the way of 
reading during September. There were too 
many doctors appointments, school 
meetings, fundraisers, and other stuff that ate 
into my free time. That, and maybe a couple 
of good concerts. Although we missed 
FarmAid for the first time since 2012, Julia 
and I had the good fortune to see a few other 
shows this past month, including Willie 
Nelson on the waterfront in Wilmington. The 
weeks later we saw John Prine. And last 
week we saw Jason Isbell for two nights, 
back-to-back, at Ovens Auditorium in 
Charlotte. 

So I thought, rather that share what I’ve been 
reading, I’d share what I’ve been listening to. 
But I didn’t want to write a concert review or 
album review, I’ll leave that to Rolling Stone. 
What I really wanted to do was share 
something with you that, over the years, has 
meant a great deal to me. In the end I 
decided the best way to share would be to 

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

Ken’s daily regimen

http://www.allrightsally.com


OCTOBER 2017 www.allrightsally.com VOLUME 1 , ISSUE 5

print the lyrics to one of Jason Isbell’s songs. 
This is Dress Blues which he wrote ten years 
ago after hearing about the death of a 
Marine, Matthew D. Conley, who was a 
football star at the same high school that 
Isbell attended. At the age of 21 Conley was 
killed in the Iraq War when and IED exploded 
under his vehicle.  

I’ve always had mixed emotions about our 
armed forces and the wars our country has 
fought. Like most Americans, I find comfort in 
knowing my country is protected by a 
superior military. But, as a teenager, I refused 
to register for the selective service because I 
identified as a conscientious objector. Years 
later 9/11 happened and I had thoughts of 
volunteering for the pending invasion of 
Afghanistan, which I supported. Of the many 
reasons I had for not signing up, one was a 
concern over being deployed if we entered a 
war with which I disagreed or felt was unjust.  
That concern became a reality a couple of 
years later, and I found myself in Washington 
protesting the invasion of Iraq. 

Although my opinions of war have changed 
over the years, one thing has remained 
constant: I appreciate, in ways that my own 
words could never express, the sacrifice of 
those who have served in our country’s 
military. In this song Isbell shares what it 
means for those left behind when what’s 
sacrificed is a life. If you’d like listen it’s on 
the website at www.allrightsally.com/
dressblues. 

Dress Blues by Jason Isbell 
What can you see from your window? 
I can't see anything from mine 
Flags on the side of the highway 
And scripture on grocery store signs 

Maybe eighteen was too early 
Maybe thirty or forty is too 
Did you get your chance to make peace with the 
man 
Before He sent down his angels for you? 

Mamas and grand mamas love you 
'Cause that's all they know how to do 
You never planned on the bombs in the sand 
Or sleeping in your dress blues 

Your wife said this all would be funny 
When you got back home in a week 
Turn twenty two and we'd celebrate you 
In a bar or a tent by the creek 

Your baby would just about be here 
And your very last tour would be up 
But you won't be back, they're all dressing in 
black 
Drinking sweet tea in Styrofoam cups 

Mamas and grand mamas love you 
American boys hate to lose 
You never planned on the bombs in the sand 
Or sleeping in your dress blues 

The high school gymnasium's ready 
Full of flowers and old Legionnaires 
Nobody showed up to protest 
Just sniffle and stare 

There's red, white and blue in the rafters 
And there's silent old men from the Corps 
What did they say when they shipped you away 
To fight somebody's Hollywood war? 

Nobody here could forget you 
You showed us what we had to lose 
You never planned on the bombs in the sand 
Or sleeping in your dress blues 

You never planned on the bombs in the sand 
Or sleeping in your dress blues 

I’d like to dedicate this issue to the men and 
women of our country who have given their 
time, and in some cases their lives, in service 
to our military. Thank you to everyone who is 
serving or who has served. I appreciate all of 
you. 
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What I’m Reading 
This month I’m not reading a damn thing. And not because I don’t want to, but because it’s been one of those 
months where all of my free time has been sucked up by work or a family emergency or somebody needing 
something from me every time I turn around. I’m not complaining, exactly, but good grief!

Do y’all ever have months like that? Like where you want to pull your hair out and scream and you’d gladly 
trade all your worldly possessions for just 10 minutes of peace and quiet?

I like to get up early. If Sally let’s me get to sleep early enough I prefer to get up at 4:30. The kids don’t 
usually get up until 6:00 and that hour and a half between the time I get up and the time they get up is near 
magical. The house is quiet, the coffee is hot, and nobody needs anything from me. I can read. Or write. Or 
sometimes just sit still and enjoy the quiet. But that time has been under assault 
this school year. We finally got the kids to get up with an alarm clock this year. 
This has been no small feat and, it too, is near magical. But I’ve learned it has its 
drawbacks. 

Jack and LuLu like to argue about who gets to ride in the front seat on the way to 
school. In tweaking the rules for shotgun to cut down on the arguments I made it 
so that you can’t call it until you’re ready to walk out the door. Shoes on, breakfast 
dishes put away, teeth brushed. Well LuLu figured out real quick that if she gets 
up earlier she can beat Jack simply by virtue of having more time. So she’s 
started getting up earlier. And earlier. And earlier.

Last week I was sitting on the couch drinking coffee. I heard Lu coming down the 
stairs and checked the time: 4:37 AM.  This child, whom I couldn’t drag out of bed last school year, is up and 
dressed. Her bed is made, her lights are off and she’s on the way to fix a bowl of cereal. 

4:37 AM! That morning my 90 minutes of quiet time was dedicated to answering her questions. Why are you 
not dressed yet? Why is Jack not up? Can we just go ahead and go to school? Why not? On and on with the 
questions as the child paced around me while I tried to read.

I gave up. The fastest way to get Jack out of bed is to whisper the word doughnut in his ear, which I did that 
morning at 5:55. By 6:15 we were on our way to Dunkin Donuts for breakfast. The rest of my day went well, 
but my free time for that day was gone. There were a lot of days like that this month so here I am, the last 
day of September, still reading the book I started on the last day of August.

And you know what? This month, I wouldn’t trade it for the world. 

LuLu 

Follow Me On Instagram @therwprice
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