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Prologue



January 2013

Dear Ross,

You have just fallen asleep in my arms.

I put you in the cot an hour ago but you started roaring, as you weren’t a bit happy about being put to bed, so eventually I gave in, picked you up and sat in the rocking chair in darkness, rubbing your back gently until you finally dropped off to sleep snuggled in my arms.

And as we sat there, some memories from the last two years flashed into my mind and I got that shiver down my spine. For a time I had it hourly but in the last six months it’s hardly happened at all. When it does, though, I’m instantly transported back to that week.

The week that ricocheted from sheer joy to sheer terror in the space of a few days. I kiss your head in gratitude because, thankfully, the shiver down my spine is becoming a stranger to me now.

For some time, I have been thinking about writing to you about the beginning of your life – the earliest chapters of a life that I hope will be exciting, fulfilling, thrilling and fascinating. But your start was tough, and that’s what I want to talk to you about. You and I had to survive a horrendous ordeal before we could meet and live a normal life.

As you approach your second birthday, that is exactly what life is now: normal. You hate getting dressed and wriggle uncontrollably while I try to change you. You love bananas and hate beef stew. You have eleven and a half teeth and the others are coming fast. You love having your brother, Oisín, playing around you and hate it when he wanders off. You hate being strapped into the car seat and love chewing your socks. You love going out for a walk and complain loudly if I stop the buggy for more than a minute.

In other words, you’re normal. Our life is normal. Finally, we have reached the normality I dreamt about when the horror of that week in June 2010 gripped me.

I’m going to tell you the story of an ordinary life that was suddenly and shockingly thrown into a nightmare and how, with all the love, support, kindness and luck in the world, that life has returned to normal.

People ask me all the time how I coped with the situation we were landed in and I usually smile and say I had fantastic family, friends and medical teams who guided me along every step of the way, which is true. But, unlike most patients, I had a secret weapon. I had a tiny beating heart in my womb that willed me on.

Yours, my love.

My baby, Ross. You were my heart for a time, so that is why I say that this is not just my story. It’s our story. A mother and a son.

But while your story began just weeks after you were conceived, for mine we have to go back a little further, to 20 November 2009, just before everything changed for ever.

All my love,

Mama






Chapter 1

Two Becomes Three

On New Year’s Eve in 2009, after much thought, deliberation and planning, I hit on a highly original idea: let’s just stay at home! Every other year, having ignored the idea of celebrating for days beforehand, I would then frantically spend the afternoon on the phone to friends, trying to make elaborate last-minute plans for the evening, but that year was different. That year I didn’t want to be anywhere except in our own home because we had a baby to hug when the clocks struck twelve. Finally, after so many years, we had our first baby in our arms. Our son Oisín was a whole three weeks old, and as we rang in the new year, I thought my heart would explode with happiness.

Holding Oisín tightly during the countdown to midnight, I looked at my husband, John, and he winked back at me and we just knew 2010 was going to be a wonderful year for us. We had a beautiful baby boy and I was going to be on maternity leave for the next few months to enjoy every minute. Life was sweet.

When I think back now, all I can do is shake my head. What fools we were. How could we sit there cocooned in our little world, and not realise that we would soon be swept away in a storm of fear, confusion and panic? On that New Year’s Eve, 2010 promised so much and now, it was the speed with which everything fell into turmoil that shocks me most. One minute I was basking in the glow of being a new mum and the next I was marching down hospital corridors, terror in my heart, the ground seeming to crack under my every step.

I suppose this story really begins a few weeks before that New Year’s Eve, when I started my maternity leave. I left my desk in RTÉ on Friday, 20 November 2009, at lunchtime midday and headed off for a goodbye lunch with my team and as I left the office that day in 2009, I had no idea that, after nearly eight years working as the reporter on The Gerry Ryan Show, it had been the final time I would sit at that desk.

On that November day, I was so happy. I was heavily pregnant with my first baby and was heading out the door to start my maternity leave. My colleagues were determined to send me off in style: I’d spotted bulging gift bags under desks, so I guessed they had organised some presents for me. That I remember, but it’s difficult to recall any more details of that day with any certainty. I have replayed it over and over in my mind so many times that I’m sure I’ve strayed from what actually happened. Were my colleagues really just sitting calmly at their desks, making arrangements for the following week’s programmes before we headed off for lunch? Was Gerry just sitting in his corner desk as normal, chatting away on his phone? How could I have had no clue to let me know that this would be the last time I would see that familiar scene after nearly eight years of it being my daily life?

Before I left that November day I tidied away a couple of things, leaving some personal bits and pieces in my drawers for my return. I had been working in radio for many years and always loved being at the heart of the action in the station. I had joined RTÉ back in 1998 as a researcher and had quickly stepped into reporting and presenting, both of which I adored. As I was checking that my battered stapler still actually stapled, I suddenly realised that, from today, I would be at home. I would be ‘a listener’. Relegated to the sidelines. In fact, scratch that, I was choosing the sidelines. My new life as a mother would take over from the daily diet of newspaper reading, programme meetings and broadcasting challenges that had filled my working life for years. That was going to be very strange but as John had just been appointed Head of 2fm a few weeks earlier, at least I would have some idea of what was going on in work during my confinement. My plan then was to have the baby, head back to work the following year and life would continue as normal.

Normal. I was normal then. I was heading off to start my maternity leave like any other first-time mother. I was so excited because leaving that day meant that the moment I would meet my new baby was getting closer and closer, but along with that excitement, I could feel butterflies in my stomach. I knew how to be a wife, daughter, sister, daughter-in-law, aunt and, yes, a broadcaster but at that moment, tidying my desk, I did not have the first idea how to be a mother. I was closely involved with my nephews and nieces but in fairness, I had generally only dealt with them after a full night’s sleep. How would John and I cope with a bambino that was going to be ours and ours alone? Like a lot of people, I get cranky when I’m tired, and while I knew that having a tiny baby was going to be an amazing experience, I wasn’t convinced that I would cope elegantly or gracefully with nightmarish-sounding three a.m. feeds. John and I used to coo at the idea of a tiny person arriving into our world, but sitting at my desk that day, I felt a surge of uncertainty.

My office was familiar and I knew how that world operated, but the new job I’d applied for? The mama bit? Gulp.

My thoughts were interrupted when one of the team called me. It was time to go and they hustled me out of the door for lunch. I left my doubts in a drawer in my desk for another day.

As we made our way into town, we were talking about that morning’s programme and how emotional it had been for me. I had been in the studio on-air live with Gerry, and as he was signing off at the end of the programme I had started to head out of the studio but he had called me back. As it was a minute past twelve, the show had officially ended but he apologised to the newsreader and turned to me. Out of the blue, he made a beautiful speech on-air wishing myself and John well with the new baby and thanking me for all my hard work on the show. I was moved to tears. It was an utterly unexpected and very sweet tribute. Sitting there, I suddenly had flashbacks to when I’d first started working with him. Back in the summer of 2002, I’d had a phone call inviting me to try out as a reporter on the show for a couple of months. I’d liked Gerry and, thankfully, he’d seemed to like me, so I had been on the show ever since. Back to today’s show, though: I was so stunned by what he’d said that I just thanked him and sat there smiling. He gave me a wink and I headed out again. I knew I would passionately miss the show and his studio, CC3, where I had spent so many happy hours chatting on-air about every topic under the sun. Incredibly, that was to be our final broadcast together.

The image I have of him sitting there, headphones wrapped around his head, newspapers in piles on his desk and on the floor, was so familiar that I’m shocked even now that that was the last time I was on-air with him.

That day, I waddled out of the studio and back up to the office where the team and I got ready to head into town. As I think about us packing up our things and making our way out to the front of the radio centre, I have a picture in my head that I cannot shake: a pregnant woman is standing on the steps of the radio centre, waiting with friends for a cab in the winter sunshine. She is so happy and excited, more content than she ever thought possible, and chatting enthusiastically to her colleagues. When it arrives she walks down the steps and looks back one more time at the radio centre, then gets into the car.

That picture haunts me. It shocks me that my life, which was so happy, so secure, so content, was about to be overturned and thrown into turmoil.

I had the goodbye lunch with my colleagues and we had such fun swapping pregnancy advice and horror labour stories that lunch turned into dinner, and I danced until midnight before the bump and I finally gave up and went home.

Next morning, I packed away my dancing shoes and checked my first job on the maternity-leave to-do list. Oh, yes: have a baby. Just under two weeks to go until that particular job had to be handled. Hmm …

I am usually quite adept at getting John to do some of my tougher chores, but this time there was no outsourcing. The birth was approaching and I had to remain calm, but even the mantra that millions and millions of women all over the world had given birth successfully for centuries was cold comfort. I am, clearly, not the bravest of souls. A baby was coming and I, terrified of needles, blood and pain, had to deal with whatever came with it.

Some days later, on 1 December, John and I visited my obstetrician. She confirmed to us, yet again, that while the baby was doing really well it was not yet engaged properly. She was concerned that if things didn’t improve, we might be looking at a Christmas induction!

She asked me gently how I felt about having a Caesarean section, and we said that of course we wanted a straightforward delivery so whatever the doctor considered the best course of action was fine by us. So, how would we feel about a C-section the following day? she asked. Fine, we agreed, if that would be best for the baby, but inside I was churning. A baby. Tomorrow?

We went home reeling at the idea that we were going to be parents in less than twenty-four hours. We talked about the jobs that needed doing before the baby came. Luckily, we seemed to have most of them sorted. In fact, we were well organised apart from one small issue: the baby’s name. We had chosen – well, I had chosen – not to find out the sex of the baby beforehand and had filled the previous several months with passionate discussions about names. Suddenly, tomorrow, we would have to pick one. Who was the stranger who was about to arrive into our lives? How could they be on their way when we didn’t even have a name for them? It was bizarre.

The next day we checked into the hospital and at four sixteen p.m. precisely our gorgeous, healthy baby was born. Our doctor said, ‘It’s a little man,’ and we both broke down, weeping with joy.

After years of trying to have a baby, he was finally here. He was seven pounds and two ounces, a perfect, crumpled little scrap of a thing, and we adored him. I remember a nurse laying him on my chest and John was wrapped around the two of us and we just wept. ‘You’re here, you’re here,’ I kept whispering to our tiny boy. ‘You’re finally here and we love you so much.’ The three of us were cuddled together and the rest of the world just faded away. The pregnancy was over, no more dreary symptoms or prenatal stuff, the baby had arrived, and our life as a family could begin. ‘Hooray, little man,’ I remember murmuring to him.

After a few minutes, the nurses wheeled me off to Recovery and John took the baby upstairs. As he was leaving, he mouthed at me, ‘Oisín?’

I nodded. Yes. I think so. It was a beautiful name and we both loved it. Oisín Brian McMahon. As I lay on my bed in Recovery, a sense of utter contentment began to spread through me, filling me up, pumping around my body – as vital now to me as the blood in my veins. A while later, when I was wheeled up to the ward, I remember seeing John waiting for me with our son in his arms. I remember looking at them both and thinking, This is going to be OK. I don’t think we can screw it up too badly.

It was fantastic.

Family and friends rushed in that evening to be introduced to Oisín, and it was wonderful to watch his grandparents, aunts and uncles hold him and welcome him into the world.

After a few days, we were discharged and went home, a little nervous with the new bundle but filled with excitement about our future together as a family. It was heading towards Christmas and those weeks after I had Oisín were the happiest in my life. Christmas itself was a blur of feeds, nappies and visitors, and I loved every minute of it. Then on Tuesday, 5 January, John returned to work and slowly life acquired a rhythm, with a mother-and-baby routine. My mother, Peigí, who is also my next-door neighbour, was a daily visitor, as were my sister, Kim, and John’s parents, Brian and Margaret.

Once I had finally worked out how the buggy actually clicked into place, Oisín and I headed out into the world. I loved being with him so much that even those dreaded night feeds could not dent my enthusiasm for this new person in my life. John’s father, Brian, had carved a magnificent cradle for Oisín and it was at the end of the bed in our room. I was never more than a few feet away from him in those early weeks. The minute he stirred in the mornings I would be hanging over the edge of the cradle soothing him, unable to resist the temptation to pick him up and cuddle him. I would feed him, change him and then we would go downstairs and make plans for the day. It was a dream. We went for walks in the park, dropped in for coffee to anyone who would have us, and I was always talking to him, telling him about his cousins and filling him in on the neighbourhood. Every evening John would bound in the door from work, eager to hug him and hear about our day. Life was blissful. One day, on my way to meet my pal Elayne for a playdate, I remember driving, with Oisín in the back of the car, and thinking, Are you allowed to be this happy?

I find that bizarre now. Why did that thought occur to me? Why was there any doubt?

Now I wince when I see pictures from that time.

It hurts me to see how naïve we were then, so innocent. But I’m so grateful for those precious carefree months. John and I were in love with each other and our gorgeous son, and we had no idea that a wrecking ball was coming in our direction.

It all began with a small, angry-looking spot.


Chapter 2

First Sign of Trouble

After Oisín was born we assumed that we would have to wait a long time again for our second, if we were so lucky as to have a second, so we decided to enjoy life with the three of us. By the time he was five months old, Oisín was starting to sleep through the night so we decided to book a holiday to the Canaries. The day we were due to fly out, the infamous Icelandic volcano with the unpronounceable name – Eyjafjallajökull – erupted and all flights were grounded. We came home from the airport sorely disappointed but we were assured that we could rebook and decided to try again in a few weeks’ time.

For now, though, I was looking forward to a fun, relaxed summer. I had a long list of places I wanted to visit with the baby, including an exhaustive list of parks and gardens I had studiously researched on the web. I was lucky to have lots of friends and colleagues I wanted to catch up with so every week I would plan my mother-and-baby sessions for the mornings and meet up with grannies or pals in the afternoons. It was a charmed life.

One morning, near the end of April, I was getting dressed when I noticed something on my breast.

It looked like an angry spot, like the kind an unlucky teenager would have on their chin, and it was sitting next to the nipple on my right breast. Hmm … I thought. I felt around the breast but couldn’t detect anything like a lump so I decided to keep an eye on it. I wasn’t particularly bothered by it so I put it out of my mind and finished dressing.

To be honest, at that time I was more concerned about the baby’s feeds and introducing him to solids than the spot on my breast, and any vague worry I might have had about it soon faded completely from my mind.

A few days later, on Friday, 30 April 2010, my work life was about to shatter in the saddest way possible. That date is engraved on my heart as it is our wedding anniversary but it was about to take on even more significance for us. On that day in 2010, our fifth anniversary, my friend Gerry Ryan died. It was one of the bleakest days of my life.

Just after lunchtime that day, Oisín and I were in my sister Kim’s house when John rang. I answered the mobile awkwardly while balancing the baby and launching into some boring description of my day. Uncharacteristically, he cut me off.

‘Where are you?’ he barked.

‘At Kim’s.’

‘What are you doing?’

‘Eh … feeding the baby.’

‘Give the baby to Kim right now. I need to talk to you.’

‘Oh, OK.’ Shuffle, shuffle, as I waved at Kim and passed Oisín over to her. She brought him into the sitting room to continue with his bottle.

‘What is it?’ I asked.

‘Evelyn, I have terrible news. Gerry’s dead.’

‘I’m sorry – what do you mean, Gerry’s dead?’

‘Gerry. Gerry Ryan is dead. Mike [his brother] has just told me. I have to go now and talk to people so stay with Kim and I’ll be back in touch.’

‘John, are you sure you’ve got this right? He was on-air yesterday – how can he be dead?’

‘Ev, I’m so sorry but it’s definitely true and I need you not to talk to anyone else now until you hear back from me. I’ll keep in touch, sweetheart, and give the baby a kiss.’

I slowly hung up and turned to Kim, who was staring at me from the couch. She was looking at me in shock.

‘Gerry’s dead, Kim,’ I gasped. ‘Jesus Christ, John says that Gerry’s dead. Gerry Ryan is dead.’ I felt a wave of nausea and tears formed in my eyes.

I remember standing there, holding on to the worktop and starting to shake a little. Kim came over to me and I relayed the conversation to her again and again as I struggled to let it sink in.

And then my phone beeped with a message from a journalist pal in a different radio station, asking me politely to give him a ring as he’d just heard a mad rumour about Gerry and wanted to discuss it with me. When I read that message, I knew it was true. Word was spreading like wildfire in Dublin, and as the phone beeped with similar messages, I collapsed in a heap sobbing. Gerry was dead and all I could do was cry.

You see, like hundreds of thousands of people, I loved Gerry Ryan. I loved the on-air Gerry Ryan. The broadcasting genius. The messer. The brat. The troublemaker. The entertainer. The know-it-all. The wise elder. All of his on-air roles. And off-air, in real life, I loved the father figure in the office. I loved that he could make me collapse laughing ten seconds after he arrived into the office. I loved his kindness to us, his team, his loyalty to us, and his unwavering support and help to me whenever I looked to him for advice or guidance on work matters. Also, I loved the way he adored his listeners. The Gerry Ryan Show listeners. As I stood in my sister’s house reeling at the news of his death, I thought of them. They would be devastated by his death. Back in that dark afternoon, knowing he was gone, so many memories of times spent on the show ran through my mind but, more than anything, I was struck by how his listeners would feel. They had turned on his programme each morning at nine for more than twenty years and his death would leave a terrible gap for them. I slumped on the sofa, with my buzzing phone in my hand.

Eventually John rang again. I told him that I was feeling shocked and scared and he told me that I needed to come into the radio centre and be with my radio family. He was right. I wanted to be nowhere else: I had spent so many great days with my friends in that building. Eight years ago, I had started working with Gerry when I was young, free and single, and during my time on the show, I had got engaged, married and headed off to have a baby. All through these huge life events, Gerry and the team had been there in the background, supporting me, happy to help on any issue as I stumbled my way through the decisions that come with adult life.

Today I needed to be back with them, so I got Oisín’s stuff organised, packed him into the car and we drove in to RTÉ. As soon as I had parked and was hauling the buggy out of the car, people came to greet us. As I wheeled Oisín inside, others descended on us, welcoming us with tears and hugs. I remember getting the buggy into the office and found everyone gathering in the 2fm area. John was running around, managing the fallout from the news, and my colleagues were stumbling through the day. We had never experienced anything like this before. I doubt anyone in RTÉ had.

I was back at my old desk but everything had changed since the November day when I had gone off on maternity leave, not least the beautiful baby in the buggy parked beside me. At around tea time I was called into John’s office where he was standing with a group of senior colleagues. He looked me straight in the eye and said he had a question for me. They had decided that I should present the tribute programme the next morning if I was up for it. Was I?

I was stunned, overwhelmed, soggy from all the crying, and was about to say no, I couldn’t do it, I just wasn’t up to it, when I stopped myself. I know this show, I thought. I love this audience, and I know how Gerry would want this show to go so I’m going to say yes. I agreed to front it with my good pal Brenda Donohue in the studio beside me for the duration.

We had to decide what to do on the show and as we made plans to get clips of Gerry’s best moments (there were too many), to contact some of our favourite guests and to pick the music we all started to put a show together. Of course, we couldn’t contemplate doing a show for Gerry without inviting his favourite band, U2, to contribute. We had no idea where in the world they were but eventually we got the call that Bono and the Edge would talk to us. They were in America, shocked at the news that Gerry had died. The deal was that they would talk to us at midnight, Irish time, for a pre-recorded interview. It was a huge relief to line them up: Gerry loved U2. He thought of the radio show as his own rock band and always enjoyed talking to Bono and the Edge about their latest escapades, so it was fitting that they featured on the programme.

We kept working on our running orders and then after we handed Oisín over to my brother Colm for an emergency sleepover, John and I – wearing a clean shirt and dress respectively – headed over to RTÉ TV at about nine p.m. Arriving into the Late Late Show green room was surreal. The atmosphere was very emotionally charged. We sat in the audience as Ryan Tubridy spoke to friends and colleagues about the shocking loss we’d suffered just that day. When it came to my turn, I spoke about the text Gerry had sent me the night Oisín was born, ‘Welcome to my world’, which summed him up completely. I said that with Gerry it had always been about family and his was at the centre of his life.

The rest of the show passed in a blur. We went backstage and there were more tears. Then John and I returned to the radio centre, which was now quiet and still. We waited in a little studio in 2fm for U2 to ring through. There was nothing we could do but sit there and count the minutes. After the turmoil of the day, it was strange to sit in the quiet, waiting for a phone call from two of the biggest names in the world of music. On any other day I would have had butterflies in my stomach but that night I just wanted to make sure we got what we needed. The call came at around midnight, as agreed, and both Bono and the Edge paid moving tributes to Gerry. Bono wished him goodnight in the poetic way that only he can. Gerry would have loved it.

After we had finished the interview, Bono and the Edge wanted to go on talking about Gerry. We all discussed how tragic the news was and they wished us luck for the morning’s programme. Recording done, we turned off the lights in the studio and went home to try to get some sleep.


Chapter 3

Remembering

The next day was a Saturday, and a bank-holiday Saturday at that. Normally that would mean a quiet RTÉ radio centre, but that day was different. A group of us who had worked with Gerry for years gathered early in the studios and ploughed through the newspapers, which were full of pictures and stories from Gerry’s long career. Not every photo was flattering. He had had many dodgy hairstyles over the years and the papers had dug out pictures from the archives, which made us laugh.

Ten minutes before we went on air, Brenda Donohue, Alice O’Sullivan – who was Gerry’s producer at that time – and I went downstairs to prepare for the show as we had all done so often in the past. We were old friends who had met on Gerry’s show and now, after all those years working with him, we found ourselves making our way downstairs to his studio, his chair and his mic.

It was terrible.

And then we were on-air. We opened the Ryan-line, invited listeners to ring us and the calls came flooding in. Relief washed over me.

A few moments stand out for me from that programme, like the man ringing in to tell us he was a travelling salesman who spent many hours trapped in his car and that Gerry had been his side passenger for many years. He asked us what he was supposed to do now that his wingman was gone.

Lavinia Kerwick was another memorable caller. She was the person Gerry had credited with placing his show firmly into the spotlight and convincing people to take it seriously. As a young woman, Lavinia had been raped by an ex-boyfriend and had waived her right to anonymity to speak to Gerry about the attack and the court case surrounding it. That interview had caused shockwaves at the time. Now she was back to mourn him and talked to us about how Gerry had helped her.

We could have stayed on all day, but at five to twelve Alice said quietly into my headphones, ‘Start winding it down now.’

And suddenly it hit me. This was goodbye.

I shakily thanked all our guests and our listeners, then said goodbye to Gerry directly. I told him we loved him, and at that my voice broke.

John appeared out of somewhere and guided me up the stairs. All I could see were queues and queues of people milling around the radio-centre reception area.

Earlier in the show, we had announced that there would be a book of condolence for people to sign, and they had been turning up all morning, standing patiently in line to add their names. I stood in the foyer in awe – the weather was so dreadful yet still people came.

I saw mothers dragging buggies out of cars and getting soaked. I saw small knots of people in raincoats, wielding umbrellas and making their way through the sheets of rain just to come in and sign the book. I spoke to one man who had risen early that morning in Cork and clambered onto a bus to Dublin to sign the book. Another woman had arrived in Busáras never having been to Dublin before and had asked a taxi driver to guide her to RTÉ. He had driven her to Donnybrook and they had waited in the rain together to sign the book before he drove her back to her bus without charging her a penny. It was an extraordinary sight and I stood there for a long time watching those people – it was an experience I will always remember vividly.

We crawled through the weekend, and the phone calls became a blur. By Monday lunchtime, a decision had been taken and John rang to say that there would be a show on Tuesday morning. It would be kept simple, letting the listeners talk and playing some of Gerry’s best bits from over the years. Again I was invited to sit in the presenter’s seat, with Brenda beside me, and I gladly accepted. On Tuesday morning at eight fifty-five, Brenda and I were back in Gerry’s studio, asking the listeners to call us one more time.

Everyone gathered again on Wednesday morning, when the funeral took place at St John the Baptist Church in Clontarf. The ceremony was conducted by Father Michael Collins. Both he and Gerry’s family spoke movingly about their love for him. Father Brian D’Arcy’s eulogy also struck a chord with many.

Down at the back of the church, a little wooden box had been erected as a mini radio studio for Colm Hayes and Mark Little, who were anchoring the service, which was broadcast live on 2fm. At first, the idea of broadcasting it had seemed bizarre but we discovered that it wouldn’t be a first for 2fm because a mass had been broadcast on the station before, if a long time ago. Back in 1979 John Paul II had held a youth mass in Galway, which the new Radio 2 had broadcast, but since then, the station had put out very little religion. When it was decided to allow coverage of Gerry’s funeral, John laughed as he reckoned Gerry would have enjoyed the irony of being responsible for a slice of religion on the airwaves.

As I made my way out of the church car park, many women came up to me to say hello and to tell me how much they had appreciated the tribute shows, which was lovely.

Later, on the news, I saw a woman who had been interviewed as she stood outside the church with her double buggy. She told the reporter that she was a single parent with two small babies and that Gerry had been her lifeline. She had turned him on every single morning and he had helped her through her day. She was devastated at his death.

I knew how she felt: his show, both on- and off-air, had been the centre of my own world for years and now, suddenly, it was over.


Chapter 4

Rollercoasters

Two weeks later, having rebooked our holiday, John, Oisín and I flew to the Canaries for a badly needed week’s break. It was great to get away from the sadness, but reality wasn’t very far away because of the many phone calls John was fielding as he and his colleagues worked out the next piece in the 2fm jigsaw. His phone had rung endlessly on the dreadful day when Gerry had died and it had barely paused since. I knew that John’s thoughts were at home as he tried to figure out what to do next, but I was determined for him to enjoy parts of the holiday too. With everything up in the air at work, who knew when we would next get a chance to be away together on our own? We spent hours by the pool, reading and talking. Often when John’s phone rang he would head off with the buggy, wheeling Oisín around the grounds, phone clamped to his ear. The joys of being away with a small baby is that Ois was quite happy to be in his buggy while we soaked up the sun, and in the evening we would wrap him up warmly and go to a quiet local restaurant as he slept under his layers.

Despite the ringing phone, we had some lovely times on that holiday, and the photos of the three of us relaxing in the warm sunshine hold a special place in my
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“Peaple ask me all the time how I coped with the
situation we were landed in ... But I had a secret

weapon. 1 had a tiny beating heart in my womb
that willed me on. My baby Ross.”
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