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    Unlikely Entrepreneurs

    
    
  
  Danny Walsh’s week had begun badly and, in a rare twist, he had managed to make it worse.

He stared at the crumpled paper in his palm: a bill for electricity he couldn’t pay, not unless he somehow collected two hundred dollars and three miracles by Friday. There was a condensing stain on his ceiling—like the landlord hired a poet to do the plumbing—that threatened to become a second, wetter apartment. His phone, screen cracked in a spiderweb so complete that it could be considered abstract art, buzzed on the sticky Formica table.

“Let me guess. Unemployment again,” said Ginny, not looking up from her practiced act of melting into the thrift-store couch.

Danny glanced at her. Ginny’s hair had achieved new gravity-defying patterns, possibly from sleeping off last night’s small bottle of gin or comfort-eating toaster waffles. Both were probable. She wore Danny’s old AC/DC t-shirt that had, over many washes, faded to read ‘A _   _  D   ’, which was arguably more honest.

“It’s the electric,” he said. “Another friendly reminder that I should’ve married rich.”

“You? Please. You can’t even spell ‘prenup’.”

He half-grinned. Ginny, looking like a raccoon on her second night raid, gestured loosely at his pile of envelopes. “Just burn the bills for warmth.”

He rolled his eyes and checked his phone. A news alert flashed: Professional Mourners: The Surprising Trend at Modern Funerals. Below was a thumbnail of a woman, mid-sob at a gravesite, in heels that screamed ‘someone’s getting paid’.

Danny snorted. “Listen to this. People actually get paid to cry at funerals. Paid.”

Ginny, now vaguely animated, grabbed the phone. “That’s a job? That can’t be a job. Professional what, bereavers?”

“Professional mourners,” Danny corrected, reading aloud. “There’s an agency. For when your family is too busy, or too... alive? Whatever—it’s a gig.”

Ginny gave him a look that suggested either deadly seriousness or gas. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

“That if I fake-cry at a funeral, it’s all downhill from—”

“No,” she interrupted. “That we can actually do this. Like, be funeral people. Paid to mope and eat tiny triangle sandwiches. I was born for triangle sandwiches.”

Danny’s mind whirred. A business… He had about four business ideas a week. Most of them involved eBay and poorly forged Bob Ross memorabilia. This one, though, seemed less illegal and even less likely to land him in immediate small claims court.

“Think about it,” Ginny said, enthusiasm growing by the second. “We’re nobodies! Who’d look twice? It’s all about blending in, right? Sobbing when appropriate, nodding sympathetically. I can do solemn.” She attempted a face somewhere between ‘bereaved aunt’ and ‘person smelling sour milk’.

He snorted. Then he realized she was absolutely right.

“I mean, there’s gotta be an art to it,” Danny said, warming up to the code. “Dress up, stay near the back, don’t ask for seconds at the wake, keep your mouth shut unless someone needs a tissue.”

Ginny swatted his arm. “See? You’d be great—so dry and morose! And I’ll do the emotional heavy-lifting. Plus, I still have my cousin’s black dress from her caffeinated goth phase.”

He nodded, trailing off into imagination.

“First step,” he said. “Research. We need to learn how these gigs work. Protocol, rates,—”

Ginny snapped her fingers. “We crash a funeral.”

Danny blinked. “Isn’t that… a little… sacrilegious?”

Ginny’s tone turned sly. “Danny. Would we really get haunted by a bunch of strangers who never RSVP’d us in the first place? We’ll be ghosts. In and out. Invisible. Like somber ninjas.”

Danny stifled a groan. “Fine. But if anyone asks, you’re my cousin from Winnipeg and I’m mute from, uh, grief-induced laryngitis.”

Ginny grinned, victory glowing in her eyes. “Operation Ghost Guests. I love it.”

He already sensed how bad an idea this was. But rents, like regrets, have a way of refusing to go quietly.

He stood, collecting the stiff blazer from the back of a chair. Ginny dug up a purse coated in glitter from an era neither acknowledged. They rehearsed tragic faces in the bathroom mirror. Ginny’s practiced teardrop look made Danny cough with suppressed laughter.

“Okay, operation sober sadness,” Danny said.

She pumped a fist. “Let’s crash a funeral.”



They sat, twenty minutes later, in the crowded pews of St. Augustine’s, a funeral in progress. The dearly departed, they gleaned from the crumpled program left behind, had been a retired dentist named Clive. Danny attempted a solemn, ‘I may have known this man’ nod as the first hymn began. Ginny, eyes darting, surveyed the room. She nudged Danny subtly as a particularly enthusiastic mourner wailed.

“We need to up our game,” she whispered. “That’s next-level.”

Danny rolled his eyes. “Keep it together. We’re not auditioning.”

But as the service dragged, they watched. Took notes. The pacing of sobs, the muffled sniffles. Ginny, with a handkerchief, delivered a subdued dab to her eyes at all the right intervals. They snagged only one suspicious look—from a boy in the second row who seemed more interested in Pokémon than the dearly departed.

As they left, shuffling grimly past a spray of lilies, Ginny clutched his arm, whispering, “I think I just nailed my eulogy face.”



Back at the apartment, armed with half a tray of wake sandwiches (acquisition: covert), they hammered out a plan, fueled by stale coffee and shaky adrenaline.

“Craigslist ad?” Ginny asked.

Danny grimaced. “Too obvious. We need a website. Something… official. Tasteful.”

Beneath a fresh Google search—‘How much do professional mourners make?’—Ginny declared, “We need names. Something classy, but not, you know… morbid.”

Danny racked his brain. “Mourning Glory?”

Ginny considered. “Sounds like a regret from Catholic middle school.”

“How about—‘The Undercover Grievers’?”

She made a face. “More like spy novel than funeral service.”

A pause. Ginny smirked. “Why not just call it what it is? ‘Funeral Crashers’. It’s honest. Ironically. Plus, people love honesty—until they don’t.”

He grinned. “Funeral Crashers it is.”

They high-fived. The beginnings of a website began to take shape. Danny drafted a mission statement with professional-sounding platitudes: ‘Providing presence, compassion, and a discreet touch of humanity in your time of need.’ Ginny found free stock photos of sad-looking people who, on closer inspection, were probably actors faking ennui.

“How much do we charge?” Ginny said, pulling open a spreadsheet with a flourish.

Danny shrugged. “Going rate is fifty to a hundred a service. Make it a hundred and throw in a eulogy for an extra fifty.”

Ginny nodded, then hesitated. “You sure about the eulogy?”

He hesitated, then shrugged. “Worst case, we ad-lib. Half the people never even heard of the dead.”

“Only half?”

He snorted, and they clinked to-go coffee cups in a solemn wedding of desperation and opportunity.

“So?” Ginny said, finally, swirling the spreadsheet toward him like a tarot omen. “Are we really doing this?”

Danny, glancing at the bills and the cracked phone, thought about the peculiar dignity in pretending to care. “Let’s do it. Worst case, we die of embarrassment.”

She grinned. “I can live with that.”

They pressed ‘Publish’ on the world’s first honest site for professional funeral crashers—and with it, tumbled into a business venture that would prove only slightly less awkward than death itself.



  
    First ‘Client’, First Disaster

    
    
  
  

Rain slipped like old oil down the windows of Danny’s apartment as Ginny stared at her phone, forehead creased.

“Subject: URGENT – For Clive’s Send-off,” she read, chin jutting in disbelief. “Is this real? Is anything real?”

Danny, who had only just bitten into a cold funeral sandwich, mumbled, “Lemme see,” and grabbed her phone. There it was—an email adorned with too many exclamation points to be sane, from a ‘Mrs. Dalloway (née Butterfield)’.


‘I require a moving, memorable presence for the funeral of my husband, Clive Dalloway. Attendance will be sparse; his Rotary friends are mostly dead. I am prepared to pay handsomely for visible grief. Weeping and handkerchiefs are encouraged. Please bring gravitas (and your own tissues).’



“Oh hell yes,” Ginny crowed, eyes shining. “She wants drama. She wants snot. She wants us!”

Danny glanced at the bills on the table and shrugged. “How bad could this go?”



1. Preparation Is the Enemy of Subtlety

They took to the task like method actors auditioning for a tragic soap opera nobody would ever air. Ginny staged wailing contests in the living room. Danny practiced his ‘stoic, haunted widower’ across the hall mirror. They built backstories: Ginny was Clive’s orphan goddaughter from Liverpool; Danny, an old bridge partner wracked by old secrets.

Wardrobe was a military operation. Ginny donned a pillbox hat that, in profile, made her resemble a weeping cupcake. Danny’s suit was rescued from an era when his waist had fewer opinions and his shoulders less slouch. They rehearsed their lines: “So sudden,” “Never missed his dominoes night,” “An angel on Earth, truly.”

“Let’s not overdo it,” Danny warned, as Ginny applied eyeliner—liberally, for maximum running effect. “It’s a funeral, not ‘Les Mis’.”

She brandished her tissue box like a badge. “The Oscar goes to: us.”



2. Enter Mrs. Dalloway

They arrived at Thornwood Chapel by bus, dodging a hearse that parked like it held a grudge. The chapel was as chilly inside as out, bedecked with sad lilies and half-hearted hymnals. Clive Dalloway’s casket sat up front, surrounded by a dozen yawning pews and fewer mourners.

Mrs. Dalloway herself swept toward them, a trembling belfry of feathers and perfume.

“You must be the...extra grief,” she purred, eyes rimmed in expectation.

“Deeply honored,” Ginny said, bowing as if about to faint. Danny offered a silent, waterlogged nod—his mournful laryngitis kicking in stronger than intended.

Mrs. Dalloway beamed, glancing over the empty pews. “Clive was very...private. Make it unforgettable.”

To Danny’s horror, Ginny winked.

“On my honor, madam.”



3. Scene-Stealing Sorrow

The service began with Reverend Sykes proclaiming, “We are gathered here, few though we may be, to celebrate the life of Clive Dalloway.”

Ginny ramped up instantly. She sobbed in shuddering waves, pressing tissues to her eyes and clutching at Danny’s arm. Danny blinked furiously, summoning whatever ghosts would carry him through. An older woman in a mauve suit side-eyed them, whispering behind her order of service.

Sykes’s gaze flitted over the pair, narrowing. Ginny gasped, “Not Clive! Oh, Clive, the world is dimmed!” and dissolved noisily into Danny’s sleeve. Danny offered a low, strangled whimper, bordering on livestock.

An uncomfortable quiet spread through the pews—except for Ginny, now dabbing her nose with the dignity of a toddler. Sykes frowned, adjusting his glasses.

“I wasn’t aware Clive had so many—devoted—friends,” he said, pointedly.

“Old domino league,” Ginny declared, voice wobbling. “Manchester finals, 2003. Never forget.”

Mrs. Dalloway beamed approval. The congregation’s confusion fermented.



4. Shattered Composure

The eulogy was mid-sentence (“Clive was a man of quiet passions—”) when Ginny, swept by her own performance, let loose a sob so apocalyptic it echoed off the stained glass.

Danny leapt from the pew, awkwardly shuffling Ginny toward the aisle—their ‘exit’ as practiced. But Ginny lost the tissue mid-pew, lunging after it, shrilling, “His favorite!” and scattering hymnals in her wake.

A lumpy vase toppled with a crash. All heads swiveled.

Sykes stalked over. “Excuse me, who are—”

Ginny gasped. “His spiritual niece! Emotional support!”

Danny adopted a look of mute devastation, clutching his throat like Hamlet. Sykes wasn’t buying.

Mrs. Dalloway, delighted, called from the front, “Don’t mind them, they’re with me.”

At that, a man in a funeral director’s suit hissed to Sykes, “Saw them at Saint Augustine’s last week—never seen them with the families. They’re plants!”

Sykes moved like a bloodhound. Danny and Ginny exchanged a single, wide-eyed glance: Run.



5. Exit, Stage Left (with Mild Violence to Dignity)

They bolted, Ginny careening past a stack of programs, Danny tripping over his own funereal loafers. Sykes bellowed, “Stop! Impostors! Show some respect!”

They swerved through the kitchen (upending a tray of finger sandwiches), out a side door, straight into the parking lot, funeral staff in hot, outraged pursuit.

Ginny lost her hat to the wind; Danny nearly lost his dignity to a flowerbed. They didn’t stop until they were two blocks away, breathless, huddled by a dentist’s office that promised ‘gentle sedation’—exactly what their pride required.



6. Debrief: Failure, Minus Arrest

They slumped onto a bench, rain dribbling down their cheeks—real tears, for once, sliding alongside streaks of eyeliner.

Ginny peered at Danny, smirking through her shivers. “Better than temping at CVS?”

He considered. “More exercise. About the same amount of judgment.”

She cackled, then coughed. “Think we’ll get paid?”

A text pinged. From Mrs. Dalloway: ‘Marvelous wailing. Bank transfer sent. Worth every penny!’

Danny blinked. “We’re in business. Sort of.”

Ginny shrugged. “We still on for that wake next week?”

He grinned, cheeks flush. “Let’s just… dial it down next time.”

Ginny saluted, rain-soaked and invincible. “Subtlety. Sure. Got it.”

A passing bus splashed them both.

Danny groaned. “Next time, we Uber.”





  
    A Booming Business, Morally Questionable

    
    
  
  A gentle knock at the apartment door, 8:43 a.m. on a Tuesday, was not Danny’s concept of an emergency, not after the previous week’s chaos. Still, he hadn’t expected to find a man outside in a suit so shiny you could check your teeth in it, holding a box of muffins as if it were a negotiation tool.

“Funeral Crashers?” the man croaked, eyeing Danny’s flannel pajamas and untamed hair.

Danny blinked. “We’re not taking converts.”

Suit Guy thrust out a business card: ‘PERCY G. WINSLOW, Personal Grief Consultant’—gold-embossed, threatening a level of earnestness Danny associated with telemarketing cults.

“My condolences. On, uh, your pajamas.”

“Thanks,” Danny deadpanned. “We don’t sell anything before nine.”

Ginny, summoned by the scent of suspicious baked goods, appeared. “You bringing muffins, or looking for a show?”

Winslow glided in as if invited, slicing the awkwardness into corporate cubes. “Word’s out, folks. Mrs. Dalloway is quite the…influencer in certain circles. I’ve had three requests for help already, and you two have the right look. Not fresh, but—authentic.”

Danny, cheeks souring, exchanged a glance with Ginny. “We’re, uh, boutique.”

Winslow beamed. “Exclusivity. I like it. Here—there’s a grieving pet goldfish. A father who wants his ex-wife to see how ‘deeply he’ll be missed’—you get it. It’s the next big thing.”

He slid a wad of business cards their way, plus a sheaf of validation: screenshots of their ‘Funeral Crashers’ website spreading like an odd disease through social media. One was captioned, “Peak Millennial Side Hustle?”

Ginny was already calculating the odds. “How much is ‘big’?”

“Two hundred a service plus bonuses for tears, drama, or bespoke lamenting. People want flair.”

Danny’s morals curled sideways but were promptly drowned by his bank app’s negative balance. Ginny shot him a brain-melting grin. He tried to summon principles but got only a faint ‘ka-ching’ from the recesses of his ethics.


	



By Friday, the gig economy of woe had fully dawned.

Their inbox was a digital circus: Rebecca wanted them to ‘cry convincingly for Uncle George, who was only really into model trains and diet cola.’ A former juggler requested a standing ovation for his own memorial (“He’ll be cremated, but his dummy’s available for crowd reaction shots”). A lawyer in a blazer named Harlan wanted someone ‘to attend and look devastated so my ex knows she missed out.’

Ginny conducted phone ‘consults’ from the bathtub, soaking up the weirdness. She scribbled requests on index cards—some in glitter pen, others ominously sticky from wake leftovers.

Danny tried to maintain order, mapping out bookings in an Excel spreadsheet that whimpered with each new absurdity.

One day, Ginny burst in holding her phone over her head. “The Red Hat Society needs mourners. Their matriarch died, and they’re worried it’ll be a flop—apparently, turnout is low for anyone who made a career of pyramid schemes.”

Danny surveyed himself in the bathroom mirror. “Do I look like I sell scented candles for a living?”

Ginny snorted, rummaging for a red hat amongst their growing costume pile. “You look like someone who’s buried scented candles for insurance fraud.”


	



The Eulogy Olympics

Each assignment demanded new levels of dramatic absurdity. Ginny wept over a lobster mascot in a seafood restaurant that held memorial services every November for ‘Larry the Claw.’ She performed double-duty as grieving second cousin and rabbi’s assistant for a woman who wanted her cats publicly remembered ‘above all ex-husbands.’

Danny, meanwhile, found himself subject to bizarre requests: he was paid extra to sit stone-faced and squeeze a musical teddy bear at precisely 10:23 a.m. (“That’s when Grandpa always napped during the service”).

He drew the line at piping Gregorian chant over a Bluetooth speaker at a wake, but Ginny convinced him with the offer of triple pay and free finger foods.

With every booking, Ginny’s energy soared. She played it big. Eyeliner. Rhinestone tears. Monologues that would shame daytime soaps.

Danny preferred background roles—stealthy nods, calculated sighs—equally effective but leaving his dignity relatively intact.

Tensions simmered. “It’s not about us,” Danny whispered after Ginny tried to deliver a Shakespearean soliloquy for a funeral where the deceased wanted ‘no fuss, keep it simple.’

Ginny rolled her mascara’d eyes. “People crave drama. Even dead people. Especially their families.”

“It’s a service, not improv night at the morgue.”

“Tell that to the tips.”


	



Morality by the Punchbowl

Then came the request that stopped them both cold. It appeared as a DM from a woman named Paula, her profile a filtered teacup and half her face.


“Hi, urgent. My stepdad’s funeral is Wednesday. I need you to attend and visibly grieve so my real dad gets jealous and ups his inheritance offer. Ideally, he should think you’re someone who’s slept with my stepdad. Performance crucial.”



Danny scrolled, lip twitching. “‘Ideally, he should think you’re someone who’s slept with my stepdad’?!’’

Ginny cackled. “I call dibs.”

He hesitated. Bills glared from the table. “This is… actually kind of evil, right?”

She shrugged. “You wanted subtle. This is subtle manipulation. Plus, drama. Our specialty.”

He stared at his schedule, at the words ‘Larry the Claw Memorial’—at their calendar, now crammed tight—then at Ginny, twirling a drippy black scarf around her neck as if she were choking out remorse itself.

“What if someone gets hurt?”

Ginny’s grin flattened. “Everyone hurts at funerals. We just… lubricate the process. Besides, don’t you want to pay the phone bill?”

He sighed, running a hand through hair that no longer remembered hope. “We’re not the good guys, are we?”

Ginny offered him a muffin, now slightly stale. “We’re the helpful guys. It’s different.”


	



Showtime

Wednesday: gray-skied, threatening rain as always. Danny and Ginny stood at the back of St. Bartholomew’s, scanning the room. Paula—mid-thirties, over-accessorized—nodded at them, mouthing, “Make it count.”

Ginny marched to the second row, locking eyes with the deceased’s ex-wife. She dabbed her eyes, whispered urgently, and clutched her black scarf like a relic. Danny, face arranged in pained sorrow, sidled up to the stepdad’s brother, whispering, “We were… close.”

Rev. Sykes—again—shot them a daggered look. Was he at every funeral, or did they just attract bad luck and repressed rage?

The ‘performance’ peaked when Ginny delivered a trembling sob and laid a single red rose—snagged from a nearby grave—on the coffin. The ex-wife glowered. Paula’s dad, standing at a polite distance, paled. Paula texted, mid-service: ‘He’s losing it—amazing work!!!!’

Afterward, Paula pressed an envelope stuffed with cash into Danny’s palm. “My stepdad would have loved you two. He was a bastard. But he adored drama.”

They walked out into drizzle, quiet for once.

Danny stopped short. “Are we… making the world better, or just making funerals worse?”

Ginny, peeled off her scarf. “Both? Neither? I don’t know, Danny. Is that really worse than what funerals are already?”

He snorted, nudged her. “Put it in the brochure: ‘Funeral Crashers—Making funerals at least interesting.’”

She punched him, softly. “As long as interesting pays, I can live with that.”

They strolled past headstones, laughter mingled with tired relief—uncertain, but undefeated. Somewhere in the distance, a car alarm wailed. Neither noticed.


	





  
    The Funeral Faux Pas

    
    
  
  

It was an ordinary Thursday in Danny's apartment—the faint tang of burnt toast, a clutter of unpaid bills, and Ginny hunched over the laptop, gnawing a pencil stub like it owed her money. That is, until an email pinged into their inbox with the uncanny urgency of a tax audit:


Subject: Immediate Assistance Required For The Markham Memorial



Ginny squinted. “Markham... As in, ‘Markham Foundation’ Markham?”

Danny, still in pajama bottoms, fished the phone from the table. “Please, God, let it be the Markham whose charity gala once gave me food poisoning. That salmon would kill a horse.”

“You promised we’d class up our clientele, Danny. This is it. This is our break.”

It was, as the email explained (with unnecessary exclamation points), the funeral of Edith Markham—philanthropist, benefactress, and, as the attached press release dryly put it, ‘the beating heart of Marrowood’s social fabric’. Several city officials would be present, as would the regional press. There was concern that the Markham family’s notorious chilliness would leave the pews mood-light and the camera-frames gloomy. Their solution: “embellished grieving, imbued with joy remembered and loss sincerely mourned. Discretion paramount.”

The attached contract zeroed out Danny’s anxiety: One thousand pounds. Ginny made a noise she reserved for shoe sales and lottery wins.



Elite Mourners for Rent

They spent the night prepping. Ginny sourced a black pillbox hat (now nearly canon for her persona), a string of faux pearls, and a sensible, demure navy suit. Danny dug out his best tie, which might once have been purple before a tragic spaghetti incident. They drafted biographies worthy of a 90s miniseries: Ginny as Edith’s goddaughter once removed, Danny as a family friend from ‘up north’ (he’d never specified which direction—kept options open).

“How risky is this, exactly?” Danny muttered, wrestling a mothball from his lapel.

Ginny’s grin was carnivorous. “Think of the exposure! If we nail this... maybe even a magazine feature? Or a podcast. All the great scams get podcasts.”

He hesitated, eyeing the flawless arch of her eyeliner. “We definitely want to be remembered as grifters, right?”

Ginny waved a hand. “After this, we’ll be too legit to call grifters. Trust me.”



Arrival: The Circus of Grief

The Markham service had the trappings of a presidential inauguration—barricades, paparazzi, a family crest with enough lions to evoke an identity crisis. Security eyed every shoe. Camera crews clustered at the chapel entrance. Even the crows in the cemetery trees looked star-struck.

Ginny inhaled, then straightened. “Showtime, partner.”

They filed past blacked-out SUVs, brushing shoulders with the city’s sharpest suits and the whiff of generational wealth. Inside, the pews were packed. A cluster of Markhams—regal, funereal, and so pale they seemed to repel light—occupied the first three rows.

A sallow man in a blazer intercepted them. “You’re with Miss Beatrix’s contingent?”

Ginny, without missing a beat: “Couldn’t imagine missing it. We all adored Aunt Edith.”

He ticked a box on a clipboard. “You’ll sit with family.”

Danny gulped. “Family. Great.”

A photographer’s bulb flashed. Danny, dazed, did his best ‘distant cousin’ grimace and immediately sneezed twice into his tie. Ginny elbowed him. “Keep it together.”



The Spotlight Beckons

From the pulpit, a bishop with eyebrows like angry shrubbery began. The family blinked in synchronized solemnity. A reporter hissed to a cameraman: “Get that lady in pearls—we haven’t seen her at any galas.” Ginny pretended not to hear.

A spindly Markham—possibly an uncle, possibly a pallbearer, possibly both—glided over. “Which branch of the family did you say you were from?”

Ginny channelled her inner Jane Austen. “Beatrix. From the Montreal Markhams.”

“Oh! Say, aren’t you the one who led that literacy charity?”

Ginny beamed, nodding furiously. “Absolutely. That was mostly Edith’s inspiration. She always believed in... vowels.”

Meanwhile, a wiry woman with a press badge cornered Danny. “Graham Markham, right? The Australian nephew? You missed the gala last year!”

Danny nodded vaguely, his accent fluttering across two hemispheres. “Tasmania, yes. Long—er—flight. Koalas.”

She grinned, satisfied, and scurried away. A nearby lawyer jotted “Aussie cousin: present” and asked for an interview later.

Ginny, seeing Danny’s horror, tried to signal him with a firm jaw and a fierce eyebrow.



Comedic Complications

The bishop droned. Ginny, relaxed by the apparent success of their roles, let her guard slip at the refreshments table. As she pocketed mini-quiches, she accidentally knocked a silver tray into the lap of a local councilman. “Oh, crumbs!” Ginny gasped, collecting asparagus rolls from his pants leg.

“Can I help you, miss…?” he asked.

“Cousin. From Montreal. Family tragedy. Don’t get up.”

He did, brushing crumbs, then flagged over a staffer: “Escort this cousin to the front, please. She’s family.”

Danny rejoined Ginny, breathless. “I just agreed to do an accent for Channel 4. How many continents can one family have?”

“More than one, apparently. Also, we might have to eulogize.

The Markham matriarch, grandly veiled, turned. “Would the Montreal cousins care to say a few words?”

Ginny, swallowing panic, approached the lectern. Beside her, Danny stammered. Ginny cleared her throat. “Edith was... the kind of woman you read about in—uh—library pamphlets.” She tried to catch the matriarch’s eye for guidance. “She loved words. Sometimes she’d... just say a vowel for the joy of it.”

—

Wheels Come Off

A low buzz of confusion swept the pews. The family lawyer’s jaw tensed. A tabloid photographer flashed another shot as Ginny, in her nervousness, dropped a canape—onto her own foot. Danny attempted to look supportive, instead nudging the flower display, which crashed spectacularly onto the bishop.

Worst of all, a familiar, hawk-eyed presence lurked near the exit: Reverend Sykes. His gaze narrowed.

From the back, the press badge woman called, “Mr. Markham—from Tasmania! When did you last see Edith?”

Danny, lacking good choices, gambled on bravado. “Last summer. We bonded... throwing boomerangs.”

The lawyer frowned. “But Edith was in hospital last summer.”

A collective intake of breath reverberated. Security shifted. Sykes strode forward, finger pointed.

“I recognize these two. St. Augustine’s. Thornwood. St. Bartholomew’s. They’re no family! They’re professional mourners—frauds!”



Spectacle and Scandal Unleashed

Tabloid and local TV cameras snapped from every direction. Reporters surged, questions flying faster than Ginny could invent answers. Danny looked for exits. Ginny, in desperation, blurted, “We were just trying to help—!”

A microphone materialized. “You’re not Montreal Markhams?”

Ginny’s canape-stuffed purse popped open, mortifyingly revealing two mini-quiches and a single, pilfered rose. A photojournalist captured the expression—juice-stained, eyeliner running, halfway to tears and halfway to laughter.

Within seconds, the family lawyer ordered security to ‘escort’ the duo out. The bishop’s sermon, already teetering, dissolved into chaos. Sykes announced, “The shame! The exploitation! The—unmitigated gall!”

As they were hustled through the paparazzi, a Channel 4 anchor cried, “Markham Fraudsters Crash Funeral—Grief for Hire Gone Wild!”

Someone threw a sausage roll. Ginny caught it on reflex; Danny nearly wept.



Aftermath: The Crash Heard Round the Intranet

They stumbled out into daylight, red-faced, mascara streaming, flower petals stuck to Ginny’s lapel. Twitter (and, ominously, the Marrowood Gazette homepage) blazed with their mugshots. “Funeral Fakers Exposed! Mourners for Money Humiliate City’s Elite!”

Danny, still clutching the limp flower, blinked at Ginny. “On the bright side, I’m pretty sure we’re trending.”

She kicked a pebble. “We’re finished. No more gigs. We’ll have to move. Or fake our own deaths.”

Danny managed a weak smile. “Or we finally get that podcast?”

She elbowed him, both of them wincing. Across the street, a TV in a shop window replayed their disastrous exit. Ginny grimaced, then laughed—a raw, surrendering sound. “If this is rock bottom, at least it’s got catering.”

They watched the replay in silence as the city’s streets bustled on, their brief infamy sealed. The world would keep spinning, but ‘Funeral Crashers’ was, without doubt, dead and buried.





  
    Ashes to Ashes, Gags to Giggles

    
    
  
  

Danny stood outside his apartment, fumbling with his keys, peering into the fishbowl-lit gloom. The world, which had once ignored him with such satisfying indifference, now watched his every stumble with popcorn and glee. Across the street, the bodega guy waved his phone. Danny made out the faint chant—“Funeral fraudster!”—from the video playing, savagely looped, on YouTube.

Ginny, half-hidden in a scarf that was less camouflage than crisis-management, trudged beside him. “That’s, what, the seventh time today?”

“Ninth, if you count the lady at Starbucks who asked if I’d ‘cry for her muffin’s tragic loss.’”

Ginny barked a laugh, then quickly muffled it. “You’ve got to admit, Danny, we went viral. Just—y’know, the wrong kind.”

They entered the apartment. It smelled, as usual, of burnt coffee and existential dread. The table was littered with bills (unpaid), newspaper clippings (unflattering), and one wilted funeral bouquet with a card: “Nice try! – The Markham Family Legal Counsel.”

The TV flickered with a morning show segment. The hosts looked severely cheerful:


“And in today’s viral fails, the notorious ‘Funeral Crashers’—yes, that’s what they called themselves—were escorted from Edith Markham’s funeral in what can only be described as a masterclass in public shaming!”




“They say death is the great equalizer, but apparently so is humiliation!”



Danny slumped onto the couch. Ginny perched beside him, knees to her chin.



Fallout: Mourners Without a Cause

Danny deleted the website first. Well, tried. His password, never memorable on a good day, betrayed him. Ginny watched over his shoulder, texting with a wild-eyed fervor.

“Client list—do we warn them?” she asked, brow furrowed, equal parts guilt and mischief.

Danny sighed, scrolling their booking spreadsheet. “Half of these people used fake names. One guy just wrote ‘Mr. M’ and sent emoji instructions.”

They sent a vague apology email: ‘To whom it may concern. Deepest apologies for any unintended distress, scandal, or overly dramatic sobbing at your loved one’s send-off. Regretfully, the business is now deceased. You may send flowers to our landlord.’

Almost instantly, responses trickled in. Some, genuinely peeved: “My mother’s urn rotated at the news.” Others, oddly grateful: “Best shiva I’ve ever hosted. Hope you land on your feet.” A few, Ginny screenshot for later: “You two are legends. Ever crashed a wedding?”



Surviving the Local Rotisserie

Public backlash was less elegant than Twitter predicted—a stew of ridicule, angry DMs, and schadenfreude-laden memes. Ginny’s face—mascara streaming, mouth open mid-wail—was now the mascot for “Monday Mood.” Danny’s hunched form, clutching a funeral program, captioned: “Me hoping my boss doesn’t notice I’ve quit.”

Their phones buzzed with everything: hate, threats, interview requests, and, weirdly, someone offering to option their story for a true-crime podcast called “Paid to Cry.”

Family weighed in. Danny’s mom called twice, an Olympian in passive disappointment. “Not what your father had in mind when he said make an impression.”

Ginny’s brother left a voicemail: “What the actual hell? Also, Aunt Roz wants your autograph for her book club.”



Gallows Humor

Danny paced the apartment. “Should we move? Grow beards? Enroll in Witness Protection?”

Ginny peered out the window. “We could fake our own deaths. Again. This time, cremation. No trace.”

He tried not to smile. “The world doesn’t care as much as we think. Next week, a llama will photobomb a First Lady’s memorial, and we’ll be yesterday’s clickbait.”

A silence, deeper than anything they’d known since this oafish adventure began, settled between them.

Ginny broke it. “Do you regret it?”

Danny looked at her. “Only the accent. Never again.”

She snorted, swatted his leg. “I’m serious.”

He was quiet, then: “If you forget the shame, the press, the lawyer-pinned note? It was… kind of brilliant. We made funerals something people still talk about. Even if it’s while pelting us with sausage rolls.”

She nodded. “And you—always said you wanted to matter. Even if—y’know, accidentally.”



Bittersweet Amends

After three days indoors, they ventured out for groceries. At the corner store, Mrs. Dalloway herself ambushed them, still in peacock plumage.

“Dearest frauds!” she announced. “You made Clive’s funeral so memorable I caught a second husband’s eye. For that, eternally grateful. Would you like cake?”

Danny, startled, attempted to fade into the shelf of discount cereal. Ginny pulled herself together, stammered out a thank you. Mrs. Dalloway—oblivious, unbothered—winked, then glided away.

“See?” Ginny whispered. “Not everyone’s angry. Some people loved us. Or at least—loved the show.”

At checkout, the cashier gave them a double take, then shrugged. “Hey, you’re those funeral weirdos. Do you want your receipt with that? ’Cause I’ve been dying to ask.”

They took the bag, dignity bruised but functional, and walked home in companionable defeat.



Reconciliation by Laugh-Track

That night, Danny made popcorn. Ginny (blatantly hiding a new can of eyeliner) flopped beside him in front of the TV.

“So what now?” she asked. “I’m not cut out for influencer infamy. And you… can’t exactly eulogize this phase of our lives back into oblivion.”

He considered. “Maybe we apply at that temp agency again. Tell them about our experience facilitating social... catharsis?”

Ginny giggled. “We could start a Yelp for funerals. Four stars, great seating, too few finger sandwiches.”

Danny grinned. “Or we write a self-help book. ‘How To Fail Publicly and Still Get Free Cake.’”

She tossed popcorn at him. “Promise me we’ll never do pets’ funerals again. I still have cat hair in places I can’t name.”

He mock-swore. “On my future grave.”

The shadows flickered around them, calm at last. The sting of humiliation receded, replaced by something weightier—and lighter—than notoriety: a kind of relief.

Ginny spoke, voice tender. “Maybe that’s all we ever got right, Danny. We made people feel something. Even if it wasn’t what they hired us for.”

He looked at her, honest for once. “And we showed up for each other. Even when we shouldn’t have.”



Epilogue of the Inconveniently Alive

They let the quiet settle—miraculously, it stayed. The Internet would move on. So would they.

Danny nudged the popcorn bowl toward Ginny. “I’m just glad we’re still here. And that, for once, nobody expects us to cry on cue.”

Ginny snorted. “Speak for yourself. I’ll probably still cry at the phone bill.”

He laughed—loud, unguarded, the sound of someone finally surrendering to the farce.

They watched the sunrise together from the apartment window, two slightly infamous, more-than-slightly ridiculous misfits. There would be, without doubt, more disasters ahead. But for now, this moment was enough.

And if, someday, someone needed one more loud, ill-advised laugh at the edge of life’s dark circus, Danny and Ginny would be first in line.
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