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The Naming of Moss Cottage 
by Kelly Edmonds in 2001
It had been an earlier dream of my husband’s to own a home on the West Coast. He dreamed of spending his leisure and retirement time lulling around on the lazy shores of British Columbia. The fun of turning over tidal creatures and fishing for that imagined salmon played many times in his head. His dream came true. On marrying me in 2000, his BC bride, he eternally connected with the coast. He immediately took to task finding his shoreline dream, and soon found it. On a far away island, lonely for its distant owners, stood a forgotten refuge on Mudge Island. British Columbia, you see, was too far away for them, and it had too much rain; then there were those dreaded ferries. So, in a quick snap, my husband proudly assumed ownership of this haven, and we soon began our journey of West Coast pleasures. 

It was not until Easter of the following year that we managed to step across the threshold into our new coastal abode. Standing on a tucked-away sandy beach on Gabriola Island, we awaited our inaugural cruise to Mudge Island via a little dinghy. As we stood there and gazed about, we felt time slip backwards into an age of peace, love, and groovy-ness. Across the narrows, almost an arm's throw away, floated our new island. We promptly tucked aside watches and cell phones, as the only active thing we were going to experience was the community fair during the August long weekend. Mudge was in a time-warp you entered by a tiny tin boat. 

As we came closer to shore, we saw our new home, ready for occupants and for some love. The house was just a hop-skip-and-a-jump to the front door from the beach. We entered it with anticipation. The first inviting room was the kitchen, lovingly decorated in festive colours. Its robin-egg blue walls against the light oak cupboards brought an immediate smile to my face. I could cook in here. As I scanned the kitchen like an ardent wife, I saw the latest in technology - counter-top stove, wall oven, microwave, china, and what every household needs - a complete set of escargot tongs! Yes, I could actually live here. 

Next on the floor plan was the dining area and living room. Here is where our million-dollar view came to light. The windows stretched the full length of this floor, peaking from the kitchen, and wrapping around onto a front deck. Ah, visions of waterfront beauty from many angles. Lounging in this area during all seasons would be soothing, especially with a fire stoked in the river-stone fireplace spanning up one corner of the main room. Whatever aquatic activity was happening, the event could be viewed from the first floor. Apparently, Doug, our wonderful neighbour, feeds an eagle often down on the shore: our first scheduled event - on island time, that is. 

As well, on the main floor was room for guests with a separate bedroom (shared with the freezer), and a large full bathroom, just like home. Tiled and elegant, it added to the therapy of this retreat. Upstairs offered a spacious den that overlooked the main floor and was covered from floor to ceiling with precious cedar strips. As the main decor throughout the house, the knotless cedar walls authenticated true coastal living. Consuming the rest of upstairs, the master bedroom had a sliding mirrored closet, down-covered waterbed, miniature TV, and its own full bathroom. There was nothing pioneer-like here. 
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For four days, we cleaned and preened our new home. Old stuff was dragged out. New stuff was dragged in. Getting a large quantity of things across in a little tin boat takes some organizing, but it adds to the adventure. Tiny boats are the only means of getting to Mudge. Without bridges, there are no cars, and without cars, there are less people. We were starting to become islanders by preferring it that way. 

Once prepped and settled inside, we ventured out to our waterfront lot. Just the sound of "waterfront lot" promised years of joy. Our long piece of land had room for a couple of sheds, a few overgrown gardens, a small fire pit, and the stairs to the beach, which was strewn with driftwood and earlier inhabitants of oyster and clam shells. Our front street was called False Narrows and would become our entertainment of otters, seals, boats, and tides, and many shades of blue and green. 

Our exterior needed some work, though. With first things first, my husband and my father climbed the steep roof and scrapped off heaps of moss. "Not bad for ten years of growth", said my dad, perched precariously on the slippery shingles. Mom was inside sanitizing the dishes and counters like no other could do. We both had red, swollen fingers from scrubbing endlessly. What a great help they were. 

Then came the last day of our moving-in visit. We tossed aside all chores, wiped the last counter, and marched off to explore "our island". What a serene and enchanted place it was. Without predators or hunting, and sprawled with sleepy people, strolls along the country roads seemed mythical. Fresh air, friendly neighbours, and gorgeous green vegetation validated our buying the cottage. Our stroll took us to Link Beach on the other side of the island where locals "vacation". While on this nice flat beach for sunning and swimming, we met the principal resident, an otter. 

Returning from our visit to the beach and nearing our place, we stopped and admired its new face-lift - it looked awake and sparkly. Inside the house I knew all was in order and ready to be enjoyed. My husband was looking at the roof, and remembering his sore back. He pulled me closer and said in a soft voice, "Moss Cottage. I think we should call it Moss Cottage." And so it is. 
