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Need an adrenaline rush?  Spend some time at an auction.  Long gone are the comedic days when swatting a fly or scratching a nose could send you home with a moose head or ugly lamp. Whether you’re at an estate auction under a tent or in an auction house, whether you’re buying or selling, it’s all professional and interesting. 

Buying:

1. Look:   Before the action begins, there is always time to look over what is being sold.  If you can imagine it – and even if you could never possibly imagine it – someone once owned it and it’s now going up for bid. You’ll find boxes of little things, rooms of big things, the grand and wonderful, the weird and silly. 

2.  Be patient:  For your first venture, watch.  See how the game is played.  Note the items, the bids and how fast this moves.  Some places move items every 30 - 45 seconds; some, every 15 - 20 seconds.   Note the difference between the fine and the not-so-fine and what people were willing to pay.  

3. Register:  If you see something you absolutely must have, go to an office or desk and register for a number.  Someone behind a computer watching the auction is noting your winning number, the amount you bid, and will be awaiting payment.

4. Two numbers:  Before beginning to play the bidding game establish your boundaries:   the amount you’re willing to pay and the amount, no matter what, you will not go over.   You’ll need that second number so you’ll know when to stop.

5.  Be quiet:  If you have stumbled upon something rare and beautiful that only you seem to know about, this is not the time to share your knowledge with others in the room.  Now they will want it. They will bid against you. 

6.  Be informed:    Sellers:  some auctions take their cut from the sale so you will not be getting the full sale value.  Buyers: some auctions expect the buyer to pay an additional percentage on an item to cover the cost of the auctioneer.
Stories from Buying:  

Story #1   Not knowing at all how the game was played, and being very young and stupid at the time,  I arrived at an art auction, excited and ready for action.  I registered for  a number, entered the room, and arrived in the middle of the bidding.  A print from one of my favorite artists was up for bid on an easel.  

 I heard, “ I have 250. Do I hear 3?” 

 I thought, Really? I could have that maybe for  $300?  and raised my number.  

I was acknowledged with the words, “I have Three Thousand Dollars!  Do I hear 350?”  

 My whole world stopped. My breathing stopped.  In nano seconds, I found religion, founded several new religions, and began to pray.  A second later, I heard, “I have Three Thousand Five Hundred Dollars.”   (See numbers 1 and 2)

Story #2  At an estate auction held two years ago under a tent, I perused a yard full of fabulous  antiques.   I wasn’t interested until I chanced upon an historical accessory for women that I had written about in vintage / historical fashion shows.  Rare.  And there it was in front of me.  

I spoke excitedly to the friend with me, and the next thing I knew, a man standing nearby overheard me and joined in the conversation.  An expert in silver, he began pointing out more details he thought I should know.  

When the item finally went up for bid, I was over budget within 8 seconds.  There was no time to turn around to see who was bidding against me, but I could guess my competition.    I won the bid and cherish this piece today, but it was an expensive lesson. I also paid 17% more for the auctioneer.  (See numbers 4, 5 and 6). 

Stories from selling:
 Fed up with being the guardian of  family things I didn’t want or need,  I let go of the family mantra. “This will all be valuable some day.” ( See last month’s article.) I carefully packed numerous boxes, made a list of the contents for both the auction house and myself, and made an appointment to deliver everything.   I received paperwork with a registered number that identified me as owner of these items.

For fun, I attended the auction the day my things went out to bid.    I was most intrigued when a woman won the bid on the family silver flatware.  I found her on the way out, explained who I was, and then asked why she wanted so many knives, forks and spoons.  

“Oh,” she said, “ I’m  opening a restaurant.”

I was thrilled.  I  imagined savory bites and shared desserts; interesting conversations and laughter.  The pieces that had been a part of our family dinners would now be feeding others. 

 I got a check from the auction house a month later.  It wasn’t much.  It didn’t matter. Boxes of things were gone. The silverware went to the perfect person.  My home and I felt lighter and better.     

