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THE GARAGE SALE GAL

Garage Sale “Gods” are smiling
Lynda Hammond

It's Friday the 13.

No bad luck here—knock on wood!

In fact, sometimes it seems like the garage“galds” are smiling down upon me. The things |
run across at garage sales are nothing short afiagiaso much so that someone up there must
like me.

Now, don’t get me wrong things haven't alwaysrbeesy for me—no siree, I've had my share
of life’s ups and downs just like everybody elsee Ihad some bad breaks--- lost jobs, walked
out of the restroom in a fancy restaurant withettgdaper hanging out of my dress (I'm serious!)
and as | struggled through one particularly diffi@lass in college | was told by the teacher that
| didn’t have what it took to become a journalistemember, that professor—David Richter—I
think he knew telling me that would light a fireder me. It worked. | showed him. Yes, |
graduated from the Ohio State University with ardegn broadcast journalism—thank you very
much. If only he could see me now---an accomplishal..garage saler!

| have done well in the garage sale game, toowine odds are against me.

I'll give you a recent example.

My best friend, Amy McDonald from Salt Lake Citgme to stay with me and brought a gift--
a great one since | love coffee. It was one ofe¢hzeppuccino makers. On the second day of her
visit | was wiping off the kitchen counter when trash*!*, I'd knocked the tiny, delicate glass
carafe off its perch and right smack onto the flddy friend looked at me instantly and said
“What was that?” Later she would tell me what stz really thinking—"You klutz! I just
bought that for you!” Don't you just love best finigs?!

Amy suggested we head to the store and buylacepent----that they sell them at all
kitchenware stores. Amy was right. They were eadint but at $29.99 a pop | cringed. The
frugalista in me rebelled, I'll find one at a gagagple,” | told her. But, Amy, who doesn’t care
much for garage sales, had her doubts I'd be aljdéck one up just anywhere. “Really? I'm
skeptical. I'd be surprised if you could find oofethose at a garage sale,” Amy told me.

Surprise!

That's right, Amy. | found one at a garage salgfloat. (My husband says Amy and | are
more like sisters—sure we love each other but waretty competitive so if | get to prove her
wrong even over something as small as a coffedeza#idl milk it for all it's worth!)

No, it wasn’t that day, that week or even thanthdhat | found it. But I did find one six weeks
later at a garage sale in my own neighborhood.pEople were selling a really old cappuccino
maker that had a glass carafe—the exact size ledeeldeft the ancient coffee maker and took
the carafe for just $3! Gosh, | love garage sales.



So, don’t worry Prof. Richter, your ploy workeédot only can | write but | can also find what |
need—anytlme—at a garage sale. And in this econothat—s not a bad talent to have.
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(pic provided by Lynda Hammond) My friend gave this cappuccino maker as a gift but
some clumsy goof broke the glass carafe just haftes she gave it to me. You're looking at a
replacement which | found at a garage sale. Yippee!

Talk to the Garage Sale Gal!

Do you have a question or comment about garagstateebargain sales? Email the Garage
Sale Gal: Lynda@GarageSaleGal.com.




Lynda Hammond is a former television anchor who left the anchor desk for the love of garage
sales. Contact her at Lynda@GarageSaleGal.com. Lynda also does garage sale segments on
local TV stations.
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