Julie Folkerts
Day Three – Three-Day Challenge
5-18-23

Estate Sale Battle
	It was a week before the estate sale at my mother’s townhouse.  Mom had been living with me and my family for eight months as her battle with Lung Cancer was nearing the end.  My aunt, cousin, husband, both daughters and I had been working on getting everything organized and set up for the two-day estate sale scheduled for the following weekend.  There were three bedrooms, two living areas, a kitchen, and a dining room packed with folding tables, items neatly placed, and prices marked on each.  
	Mom went with me this Saturday morning to do a final walk-through and see if there was anything sentimental that Mom wanted to give to someone.  As we were driving over, my sister, Veronica, called and asked Mom if she could put some of her personal items she wanted to sell at the estate sale.  Mom said yes and then informed me later.  
	Upset that Veronica would even ask her as she did not lift one finger to help us with the estate sale.  When she arrived, I asked her to place the items on the correct table to keep things organized.
	My Mom’s dear friend Beverly stopped by to see Mom.  Beverly, a member of Mom’s church, brought positive thoughts and good news whenever she visited Mom.  My friend, Jill, came by to see the cherry wood bedroom set for her daughter.  Jill and I worked together, and she lived close to Mom.  As we were in the master bedroom, Mom started looking in her closet.  I witnessed my sister entering the closet to check the clothing and shoes.  She commented on a pair of sandals, and then Mom said something to me, so I went to the closet.  Mom said, “Julie, I want to take several of these sandals back to your house to wear.”
	I replied, “Mom, I still have another bag of shoes for you at the house, which we haven’t even had time to go through yet.”
	Then Mom replied, “Oh, I didn’t realize.  I don’t need anymore, then.”
	Quickly and without notice, Veronica turns around and gets in my face yelling, “This is Mom’s house and Mom’s things.  If she wants them, then she can have them!”
	In five seconds, my right hand swung through the air, and I slapped Veronica across the face.  I was as shocked as she was, but it was a long time coming.
	Veronica stormed out of the closet, holding her cheek, yelling, “I’m calling the Police!”
	Mom started crying, “Veronica, you and your sister have had issues for a long time.  Can’t you try to work things out?”
	“NO!” Veronica loudly shouted, at the same time dialing the Police.  She walks down the stairs and tells the Police Dept. my exact name, including my middle name.  Then she tells them what I’m wearing, what I look like, and the address of Mom’s townhome.   
	Jill followed Veronica down the stairs to hear what she was telling them.  Veronica says, “My sister hit me and pushed me down the stairs.”
	Jill heard the lie and yelled, “Liar,” hoping the Police would hear her.
	Beverly and Mom walked downstairs and sat on the patio chairs while Mom continued to cry.  When the two Police cars arrived, Jill and I stood out on the driveway, ready to speak to them.  Veronica suddenly appeared and started loudly talking and pointing her finger at me.  One officer pushed her hand back and told her to wait inside and that he would speak to each of us separately.
	After the officers had spoken to everyone, they told Veronica to gather her things and leave.  I then inquired whether they would be filing charges.  The officer replied, “No, it looks like you both have had problems in the past, and you’re adults and need to work things out.”
	I replied, “Yes, it’s been coming for fifty-three years.”
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