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When my family and I first moved to Nelson 15 years ago, we rented a cottage on the waterfront while looking for a permanent home. 


The cottage didn’t come with many mod cons; it was arbitrary in its delivery of hot water, draughty in the winter and short on square footage. We didn’t have 50 television channels, high speed Internet, granite countertops, or air conditioning. We all lived, ate, played and worked in one main room. The cottage didn’t allow us to scurry off to distant corners to engage in individual activities in separate rooms. Instead, it brought us all together.  


	We stayed there for ten months—long enough for real life to intrude and yet our relaxed summer-cottage feeling endured.  


Of the 19 addresses I have occupied in my lifetime thus far, this little cottage is No. 2 on my list of homes that hug. 


Entertaining was easy because nothing other than good company and informality were expected. Housework was simple because there wasn’t much house to work on and when repairs were required, they weren’t our problem. Freed from the obligations that come with the ownership of property and stuff, we had time and energy left over for friends and family.  


I am not naïve enough to believe that we could have lived in a rustic cottage tripping over one another indefinitely, particularly as two small boys grew into much larger and noisier versions of themselves, but I cherish the sense of home that humble shelter represented.


I believe that ‘home’ is far more likely to be found in imperfection than in immaculate shiny surfaces and state-of-the-art appliances. This is a good reminder to us all, particularly during challenging economic times: home is often more about what we don’t have than about the stuff we think we ought to have.
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