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Garage saling in Cottage Country				

Before buying a cottage last year on Lake Huron, it never occurred to me that I could enjoy garage sales even more than in the city, and I am a 25-year veteran. It’s so pleasurable to step outside, before anyone else in the family is up, with bluejays screeching in the trees, and head down narrow cottage roads with my mug of tea, local map, and the Shoreline Beacon. Haggling over a used coffee maker is more enjoyable when you can smell a woodstove and hear lapping waves. The cottagers holding the sales seem friendlier than city sellers, and the goods are different too – mostly old, passed down through generations. 
One morning, an ad for a “Cottage tear down – everything for sale” had my mind spinning with possibilities. I had barely parked the car when I spotted two huge, old-style Muskoka chairs. Running across the still-damp grass, I thought, “Will they want $75 or $100?” I tried to calm the excitement in my voice as I asked for the price. The owner said they were in “terrible shape.” I helped her move a television off the top of one, revealing a single broken slat. “That’s it?” I asked. “So, how much  do you want?” The owner replied, “ Would you be willing to pay a dollar each?”
Only in cottage country. —Melody Wren
 
