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“My Aunt Margaret meant a great deal to me,” Nancy-Ann said as she picked up her purse, ready to leave.  “You’ll get the best prices possible on all her belongings?”

“Most assuredly,” Tucker told her.  He was always super-formal with clients until he got to know them a little better. If he got to know them a little better.  

Often their clients were surprised when two black guys in their twenties showed up at the door.  Was this some kind of scam?  Bait and switch?  One client had gone so far as to say, “You didn’t sound black on the phone.” Of course they’d done such a top-notch job, that client had set them up with no fewer than five new leads in a single calendar year, and they were still getting phone calls from people who’d been referred by the man.  So you never know.

“Everybody says you’re the best,” Nancy-Ann went on.  “You and—Bobo, is it?”

“Boo-Boo,” Tucker corrected her.  “Like from Yogi Bear.  You remember that cartoon?”

The blond woman laughed, tossing her head back for emphasis.  She had lots of crinkly lines around her eyes that made her look older when she was happy than she did when she was sad.

“I remember that cartoon,” she said.  “Of course I do.  I’m surprised that you remember it.  Goodness, I have shoes older than you are, darling.”

Comments about his youth always got Tucker a little huffy, and Nancy-Ann must have noticed the change in his demeanour, because she quickly said, “Boo-Boo—he’s your... your partner, you mentioned?”

“Partner in business, partner in life,” Tucker replied as he walked her to her car.  “Been together since we were seventeen.”

“Well, isn’t that nice?” Nancy-Ann said, though her smile seemed a little plastic.  “Oh!  I almost forgot: I had a spare set of keys made for you so you can come and go as you please.”  As she fished them out of her purse, she asked, “You’re sure you’ll be able to organize an entire estate sale in a week?  Aunt Margaret had a ton of belongings. There’s so much to sort through.  Goodness, I’d be at it forever and a day.”

Tucker shrugged.  “This is what we do for a living.  We’re experts in our field.”

“No arguments here,” Nancy-Ann said, her smile warming as she opened her car door.  “You feel free to call me with any questions you might have.  Okay?  I mean it, any day, any time.  And if I don’t hear from you before the weekend, I’ll at least see you at the sale.”

“We’ll handle your aunt’s belongings with the greatest care and respect,” he assured her.

Nancy-Ann had just started yanking her seatbelt across her chest when that sentiment seemed to hit her head-on.  She stopped, staring blankly through the windshield.  She then snapped the seatbelt into the clicker and looked up at Tucker.  

“Thank you,” she said, looking almost perplexed.  “Thank you.  I believe you will take care.  The greatest care.”

He gave her a slight nod before closing her car door and stepping back.  She gave a wave, he gave a wave, and when she backed out of the driveway, Tucker nearly jumped out of his Gucci Ravello derby shoes.

Why did he jump?  Because of the lady hanging out by the fence.  

On the other side of the fence, that is.  Not standing on Aunt Margaret’s lawn.  This woman was in her own front yard, both arms folded casually between the tall pickets, both hands crossed on one point, her chin settled quaintly on her knuckles.  Head tilted, smiling faintly, eavesdropping shamelessly.  

Tucker hadn’t noticed her there while he was chatting with Nancy-Ann.  It was like she’d appeared out of thin air. 

She had the kind of hair you don’t see too often these days—not on white ladies, that’s for sure.  One of those styles that required sleeping with a multitude of curlers attached to one’s head.  Gave her an old-fashioned air, making Tucker feel like he was communing directly with someone from the fifties.

Clutching his chest, he said, “Sorry to have jumped, ma’am.  I didn’t see you there.”

“Clearing out Margaret’s place, are you?” the neighbour lady pried. 

“Yes, yes I am.  The name’s Tucker.  My partner and I operate a business called Tea and Bee Estate Sales.  We come in after a relative has died and allocate items to various markets.  For instance, there are some things we know we’ll get a better price for online, and so we’ll create an online listing.  On occasion, a well-respected auction is the answer.  But that process is very time-consuming.  That’s why we rely on a good old-fashioned—not to mention expertly marketed—estate sale to clear out the majority of the physical assets.  Here, have a card.  That’s my cell on there.  We’re always accepting new clients.”

Waving it away, the lady said, “Oh, I don’t know anyone who’s died lately.”

“That’s the thing about death,” Tucker went on, approaching the fence with his business card in hand.  “Sometimes you don’t see it coming.”

Still, the lady wouldn’t take it.  “I’m sure the family would handle all the clearing out.  You all probably charge an arm and a leg, anyhow.”

“Our fees are surprisingly reasonable, when you consider the expertise we bring to the table.”

The lady smiled serenely.  She wouldn’t take the card.  But Tucker somewhat understood.  Some people felt it was inauspicious to take any steps at all that involved dealing with death.  Even things like writing a will.  Some people felt it was bad luck.

So he gave up the push, but he did ask the lady, “Did you know Margaret when she was alive?”

“Oh yes,” the woman said, brightening considerably.  “Nice enough lady.  Kept to herself toward the end, just her in that big house.  But I remember, when I first moved in here, all sorts of people stopping by.  In the nighttime, if you catch my drift.”

This information piqued Tucker’s interest tremendously.  “Are you saying Aunt Margaret was a... fille de joie, shall we say?”

The lady behind the fence squinted.  “Well, I don’t know what you mean by that, but I’m saying she had folks around for séances and such.”

“Oh!”  That’s not at all where Tucker’s mind had naturally gone.  Working with dead people’s earthly belongings, you’d think he’d have some experience with the supernatural, but that wasn’t the case at all.  And, in truth, he wasn’t all that interested in reflected on the afterlife. 

“Not that I was ever invited,” the neighbour lady went on.  “I was just a young bride at the time.  Wouldn’t have interested me anyway.”

Just then, a bright red hot rod came zooming down the quiet residential street, making enough noise to wake the dead.  Tucker wasn’t sure what kind of car it was, only that it was from another era.

His eyebrows must have gone up, because the lady across the fence said, “There’s a man two streets over fixes ‘em up, old cars like that.  He’s always racing by, all hours of the day and night.”

“I’m not what you’d call a
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