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Megan Giblin stood outside of Katie Mahoney’s condo building. She wasn’t sure she should even be there, but her boss, Frank Rossi, had told her that Katie’s next of kin would be in town for the next couple of weeks. They had already sold the condo and they were going to hold a memorial service for her. The reading of the will had been scheduled for the day after the service. 

Megan’s doubt must have been obvious to the doorman because he came out to see if she was okay. 

“Yes, yes, I am. I’m just gathering my courage, Bill. Have you met the people who are staying in Katie’s condo?”

“Yes, Megan, I have. They seem like a nice couple of young women. Will you be going to the service later today?”

“I’ll be there. Is it all right if I go up?”

“Of course. Here, let me get the door for you.” 

She walked past him, noticing the surprised look on his face. 

“No, she never knew.” Megan said.
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Erin was standing in front of the window that looked out across Lake Michigan when Nora’s arms encircled her waist.

“Whatcha thinking, sweets?”

“I’m tired, yet we have so much more to do before we can head to Lake Geneva.” Erin replied. “I’m dreading the memorial today. I don’t know why either. It’s not like Katie was related.”

“I may have been her great niece, but you and she spent close to a year with one another on a daily basis. She may not have been related to you by blood, but you were her granddaughter, and she was your grandmother,” Nora said.

“Well, at least the condo sold quickly, I just wish she’d been here to sign the papers and spend some time with her memories. Jesus, Nora, they spent close to thirty years living here. At least the new owners have been understanding and are allowing us an extra two weeks to get this place cleaned out.”

“It helped that you offered to pay for those two weeks at the hotel of their choice.” 

Erin turned around to face her partner. Just as she moved in to steal a kiss, the doorbell rang. 

“Well, hell!” 

Erin chuckled at Nora’s comment as she moved to the front door, wondering who would be stopping by.

A tall red headed woman was standing in the doorway. Erin noticed that her hair was straight and fell almost to her waist.

“Yes? Can I help you?”

“Maybe...yes...I sure as hell hope so. Well, that sounded bad. Hello, my name is Megan Giblin. I don’t even know where to begin. I was engaged to Bruce, Katie’s son, and I heard about her death.  I know there is a memorial service this afternoon, but I needed to talk to whoever is in charge.”

“Hello, Megan, Katie mentioned you. But she also told me that you two had not been in contact for years.” Erin figured there was no point in mentioning the hurt that Katie went through after Megan stopped contact. “What can I do for you? Why don’t you come in.” 

The woman reached to the side and pulled a stroller into view. 

Looking down, Erin saw a little red headed girl smiling up at her. Shocked, she turned to Nora, who looked just as shocked as she was.

Megan rolled the stroller to the couch, then sat down after taking the child out of her confines. The little red headed child stood with her hand on the edge of the coffee table. 

“This is Kathleen Patricia Mahoney.” She paused to let that sink in as they all watched little Kate take her hand off the table, stand for maybe five seconds before her very padded butt hit the carpeted floor.

“Is this little one Katie’s grandchild?” Erin asked, afraid of the answer.

“Yes, she is. Look, I know that the timing on this could be better, but life happens, you know? I had no choice but to come by today. It’s a long story, if you have the time.”

After looking at Nora, Erin nodded, then asked who wanted coffee or tea before she headed into the kitchen. Once everyone was settled with their drink of choice, Erin looked to Megan to start her story.

“After nine eleven, Katie and I kept in touch for a few years. But as time went on, I stopped calling. We didn’t get together for lunch the way we used to either. I wanted to get on with my life. Ha! What a joke that was. As if I could move on after losing the other half to my soul. Seeing Katie, hell, even talking to her, was not helping me move forward. God, I hate those words. Unless someone has gone through the gut-wrenching loss of someone so suddenly, they couldn’t know.” 

Nora grabbed Erin’s hand. Megan noted it. “Maybe you can. Anyway, I tried my best to get back to a normal life. It was one of the hardest things I’ve done. I tried dating, you know, the usual things. Nothing worked. I just drifted along for years, never fully getting past my loss.” 

Megan stood and paced back and forth. As she walked around the condo, she seemed to be reliving moments of her life. Finally, turning back, she continued her tale.

“Bruce was the other half of my soul, as I mentioned. A few months before the attack he went to the doctor. He had not been feeling well for some time and he finally listened to me. The news was devastating. He was diagnosed with testicular cancer, an aggressive type. After much hemming and hawing, along with plenty of nagging by me, he went to a clinic that specializes in freezing sperm. For just this reason. You can guess the rest.”

“So, this is Katie’s granddaughter. Why didn’t she know? Did she even know Bruce was sick? Because I have to say, she never mentioned it. I think that would be something she would have talked about. She talked about everything else concerning him, and you, for that matter,” Erin said.

“The plan was for Bruce to tell his father while they were in New York. Then, when he returned, we were all going to sit down to tell Katie. After the attack I didn’t see any reason for her to know. There was no point. Can you understand that?”

“I can, truly I can. But you should have given Katie a bit more credit. If nothing else, the woman I came to think of as a grandmother, was the most realistic and compassionate person I have ever met.” Erin realized that her voice was turning hard, so she took a deep breath before she continued. “Okay, so where does this cute little one come into things?”

“As I mentioned, I had a hard time with things. Some people are better at dealing with grief. I’m not one of those. After a few years, I started to think that maybe I could bring back at least a small part of my soul if I used some of what Bruce left behind. After ten years of debating with myself, I just jumped in. So, in two thousand ten I went to the clinic and had myself inseminated. I was on file as being his spouse, so there was no thought of them not letting me do it.”

Erin walked to the window she’d been standing in front of just a few minutes ago. Her thoughts were scattered.  The wild churning of the currently dark green water was an indication of how fast the weather changes on the lake. She noticed that many small craft were heading back to whichever port was their home. The calm, deep blue water of this morning was gone, much like her mood. 

“Why didn’t you let Katie know what you were doing?” she asked.

“I didn’t want to get her hopes up. I didn’t realize it would only take one try. By the time I got up the courage to call, she was gone. Gone as in no longer living in Chicago. I didn’t know how to get in touch with her, plus things got a bit busy in my life, what with the birth of this one. Next thing I know, I’m reading her obit in the paper. It said she was living in Ireland at the time. There was also a long list of relatives, which surprised me as she had always said that she was alone in the world. She did mention a brother, but she didn’t know much. I guess she must have found out that her brother had children. Is he still alive? Was she able to connect with him?”

“Yes, unknown to her, she had a whole slew of relatives. Her brother had married and had a daughter before he was killed in Dublin in the early part of the nineteen twenties. I’m a genealogist that she hired to find if she had any family left. But that’s another story altogether. She spent the last year or so getting to know that family before some drunk driver took her life,” Erin explained.

Erin came back to the sitting area to sit on a chair next to the couch. She noticed that little Katie was staring at her. She put out her arms in a welcoming motion and the little girl came barreling to her. Just as the girl started to fall forward, Erin picked her up, smiling at the little pixie face. 

“Now what?” Erin didn’t want to sound so accusing, but it was hard not to. “What do you want? I understand why you did what you did, I also understand why Katie didn’t know, but now what?”

“Did Katie ever tell you about me?”

“Only how much she loved you and that you were engaged to Bruce. She mentioned that as years went on the two of you lost contact. She figured you just moved on and didn’t want a reminder of what might have been. Guess she was wrong on that.”

“It’s my fault, I’m the one who cut off contact. I was wrong, so very wrong. And I deprived Katie of any time with her grandchild.”

“You still haven’t answered the question, Megan,” Erin remarked softly.

“It’s not an easy question to answer. Well, it is, but it isn’t.” Megan took a deep breath before she went on. “I’ve not been feeling well the past few months. No energy, no appetite. I’ve been feeling as if I’m shrinking away, not thriving.  I went to the doctor this past week, and the news was not good. I have stage four ovarian cancer. It seems there are many women out there who never suspect a thing before they are diagnosed. There is nothing that can be done. It’s inoperable. I have chosen not to do chemotherapy. The doctors have given me six months to a year. I need to make arrangements for little Katie.” Megan fell back onto the couch. As if all energy had left her. 

“Well, hell,” Nora said.
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“Erin, what are we going to do? How do we even know for sure this 

woman is telling the truth?”

“Nora, all you have to do is look at that child to see she’s related to Katie. Even you must see it. Hell, I even see some of you in her. Minus the red hair.”

“She is kinda cute, isn’t she?” Nora remarked than felt a slap at the back of her head. “Hey!”

“Sorry, just felt the need. I need to think about this. Why did Katie make me the executor of her estate? Shit. Shit. Shit.” 

Erin yet again walked to stare at the lake. Nora didn’t know how to help her girlfriend. 

“I’ll help you in any way I can, sweets, you know that. Right now, though, we need to get into our Sunday best for the memorial service. Do you think Megan and the kid will be okay here?”

“I don’t see why not. It’s not as if she doesn’t know her way around. Besides, you saw her, she looks done in and I wouldn’t feel comfortable sending her home. Besides, she’s made it clear that she has no one to watch her or the kid, as you call her.” Erin smiled when she mentioned little Katie.

“I think I’ll go ask Megan if it would be all right if we took the little terror with us to the service, instead of her having to worry about Katie. She would be bored while her mother took a nap.”

“You know, Nora, that would be great. Between being sick and chasing after a rambunctious two-and-a-half-year-old, Megan has got to be tired. Go, go ask her.” 

Nora walked down the hall to the guest room, knocking before she was invited in. She noticed that Katie was quietly playing on the floor, as her mother sat on the bed watching her.

“Megan, why don’t you take a nap. If it’s all right with you, Erin and I would like to take little Katie with us to the service. You’re wiped out and need to rest. I realize we are strangers to you, but you can trust us.”

“Nora, no, while I thank you for your offer, you don’t have to do that. I’m used to keeping one eye open while sleeping. Katie is used to me being tired and having to play by herself. We’ll be fine. Honestly.”

“Well, all right, but we won’t be gone long. We will also be bringing something back for dinner. Is there anything special you want?”

As Nora came back into the bedroom, she noticed that Erin was dressed and ready to go. As she changed, she relayed her conversation with Megan. They both agreed that junk food for dinner would be best.
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After the service and getting a dinner of fast food, the three women sat around the living room. Erin desperately wanted to know more about Megan and her cancer, but she didn’t know how to ask it without being intrusive.

“So, can you tell me about yourself?” she asked finally.

“Sure, but it’s a boring story. I grew up in San Francisco, which during the seventies was fun. The hippy generation was winding down, albeit slowly. It never totally disappeared though. My mother, Joan Giblin, was born in Belfast. She jumped the pond in the mid-nineteen-sixties. At first, she settled in the Washington DC area.” 

“What about your father? Was he from Ireland also?” Nora asked.

“No, in fact, I know nothing about him. Mom did say he was from the East Coast though. Something about Georgia. She didn’t talk much about him. Anyway, she moved to San Francisco in nineteen-seventy. She worked while she put herself through school. Ended up being a law clerk for a judge. He was the reason I went to law school. Which I did, in Evanston, at Northwestern. Which is where I met Bruce. He was going for his master’s degree in economics. Although his true love was art. I spent seven years in school. Four for my bachelors, and then another three for my law degree.” 

Erin noticed that Megan became quiet, as if she were reliving her meeting with Bruce. She took this time to go get them all another beer. 

She was intrigued by this woman and enthralled with the child now sleeping in the guest room. 

“To get back on track, after graduating I spent the next few years focusing on my career. Bruce and I only spent a few months together back in school. We were both focused on our lives. Then one day he walked into the law office where I was working. It felt as if I’d been hit by lightning. We started dating again. By then I was on my way to become a junior partner and he was wrapped up in his job. He owned a small investment firm, with his father being a very loud silent partner. He spent his down time with a paint brush. He did love to paint. I loved his parents, they loved me, we started talking about getting married. Then he wasn’t feeling great, so after much nagging on my part, he went to the doctor. You know the rest.”

Erin, in a knee jerk reaction, jumped up to pace, surprising the two others. 

“Oh, sorry,” she explained. “I just was tired of sitting. You spent, what, nine years floundering?”

“Yes, if you want to put it that bluntly. Although floundering is not the best word to use. It was more like a gut-wrenching loneliness that I tried to get past. Which never happened until I had little Katie. It’s that simple and that complicated. Was it the right decision? Given my current situation, no it wasn’t. But I wouldn’t change it for the world. That little girl has brought more joy into my life since the attack than I can explain.”

“I lost my parents when I was a teenager, so I do understand what you went through and are still going through. I get it. But I can’t get past you not telling Katie about it,” Erin said.

“You have no right to say that to me! What do you know? The guilt I feel about not keeping in touch with her eats away at me on a daily basis! I couldn’t bear the pain I saw in her eyes each time we saw one another!” 

Megan also got up to pace. “Now I will never be able to make that right. Ever! I tried so hard to get back in touch, but she wasn’t answering her phone and as far as I knew she never had a cell phone. I finally gave up. Imagine my surprise to read about her in the paper. In the fucking obituaries! I’m sorry. My emotions are all random lately. I think it’s the drugs they have me on. Did I do wrong? Probably, but I can’t go back and change the past. I wish to God I could, but I can’t.” 

Erin ran to Megan, who was starting to go down, but Nora beat her to it. Looking at one another, they carried her to the guest room to join her daughter. She noticed that Megan opened her eyes, startled to see she was now in the bed.

“Go to sleep, are there any meds you need to take?”

“No, thanks for the assist getting me here. But I can’t spend the night here.”

“Quiet, you are not leaving. We are going to head to bed, but if you need anything, you know where we are. Sleep well, Megan. Things will work out, I promise.” 
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Erin was up early the next morning, her night spent tossing and turning. Her mind couldn’t seem to turn itself off. Now in the kitchen, the old coffee machine was making strange noises as she waited for her first cup. Then little Katie shuffled into the kitchen, dragging a purple blanket.

“Morning, sweetie, I see you like purple, too.” Erin smiled as the girl easily manifested her distaste of mornings. Laughing, Erin wondered what to have for breakfast. She and Nora had stopped yesterday after the service to pick up a few more items, thinking they might need some kid food, as Nora called it. 

“Should we see what we have for breakfast?” Katie nodded and Erin moved to the pantry. “Is this okay with you?”

Katie’s eyes grew wide when she noticed the cereal box with a purple unicorn on the box. She practically ran to the table to try to get into a chair.

“Wait a sec, I’ll see if I can find you something to sit on. That chair is a wee bit too big for you.” 

Erin left to find a couple of books, returning to put them on a chair. Just as she picked the girl up, Nora walked into the kitchen. She was dressed head to toe in purple sweats. Watching Katie watch Nora walk in was a joy to see. The girl’s eyes were as wide as they could be, finding another person who seemed to like purple as much as she did. Although as excited as she was, she didn’t utter one word. She did, however, grab her blanket, as if she were afraid Nora would steal it. 

“Don’t worry, little one, I don’t want your blankie. I have enough purple.” Nora and Katie seemed to bond then because of a color.

Erin grabbed four bowls, hoping Megan would show soon, then sat with Nora and Katie. 

It wasn’t long before Megan came into the kitchen. She shuffled in, as if it were a chore to lift her feet. Erin chuckled at the three of them, getting a glare from two of them.

“What? The three of you are so not morning people.” Erin said.

“Yeah, well, my head hurts,” Nora said. “Megan, well, she’s sick, and as for the purple people eater, she’s a kid. Kids are never morning people. Suck it up, buttercup.” 

That got a giggle from the child, now sitting on her mother’s lap.

“So, plans for the day? The only thing we have to do today is hit the lawyer’s office this afternoon. Megan?” Erin sat and sipped her coffee.

“Well, it seems I get to be with you at the lawyer’s office. I didn’t get a chance to tell you last night, but I am a junior partner at that firm. I was notified that the reading of Katie’s will is today. I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry? You were a part of her life. I know she loved you as if you were her own. I see no reason why you wouldn’t be part of the will. You need to stop this self-imposed guilt trip. Life is what it is, there is nothing you can do, or might have done, to change things,” Erin said.

Nora grunted her agreement. 

“Do you want to ride with us?” Nora asked as she refilled everyone’s coffee.

“That would be great, but is there any way we can stop by my condo before we head there? I need to change, and this little purple monster also needs some clean clothes.” 

They all laughed as Katie yelled something about some puppet named Gonzo. 
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Nora walked around the small condo while Megan showered, changed and took care of Katie. She noticed the many photos of Bruce and Megan. Amongst them were also pictures of Katie, the elder, and her husband. On the mantel of the faux fireplace, she noticed a picture of an older woman who looked very much like Megan.

“Hey, Erin, I’ll bet this is Megan’s mother. Wonder if this man is her father?” Nora said. She saw a blur run past her, naked as a bird. “Whoa there, Gonzo, you need some clothes.” Nora bent to pick up the squirming kid.

“No! No like clothes! You no make me.” Nora felt the kid pull back from her, saw her crossed arms, determined look, and lost it laughing.

“I know, right.” Nora heard Megan speak from the doorway.

“Megan, right this minute she’s the spitting image of her distant cousin,” Erin said.

Nora looked at Erin like she was crazy before she handed Katie to her mother.

Mother and daughter went back to get said daughter dressed. Nora laughed when a frustrated sob followed them.

“Erin...” Nora stopped when she saw Erin hold her hand up. They were both thinking that same thing. What the hell was going to happen to this little girl when her mother was too sick to care for her, let alone when she passed away.
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They were greeted by Katie’s lawyer when they entered his office.

They were all settled around his desk when little Katie started to move about.

“Katie, would you like to have Brenda here take you to the daycare?” Megan asked. Katie nodded and yelled with excitement as the girl ran to Brenda. 

The sudden sadness that engulfed the adults in the room was palpable. Erin cleared her throat, wiped her eyes and turned to the man across the desk.

“Okay, to business. Katie described you to a tee, Erin, so that must mean this darkhaired woman beside you is niece Nora. Megan, how are you feeling? I’m worried about you.

“I’m good, Frank, honestly. The doctors try to be encouraging, but we all know how this is going to end. While I have most everything in order, there are still a few things that need to be done. I’ve accepted this, I hate it, but there it is. Thank you for worrying, but please stop.” 

Erin had a hard time listening to this conversation. 

“Well, then, let’s do this. This is the last will and testament of Kathleen Finn Mahoney. In accordance with her wishes, made very clear to me by herself, you two, Erin and Megan, are the principal beneficiaries. I’ll skip the boring parts which Megan knows are boring.”

Erin was wide eyed and stunned as the terms of the covenant were disclosed. Not knowing what else to do, she kept her mouth shut until Katie’s lawyer was done. 

The three women looked at one another in shock. 

“What the feck?” 

“Feck? What’s feck?” the lawyer asked.

“She means what the fuck, Frank.” Megan supplied the answer. She, too, was stunned at the generosity of the woman who would have been her mother-in-law. 

Erin stood, she wanted to pace, talk things through, but did not want to do that here. She took the file that was offered to her, being the executor of Katie’s estate. There was an unspoken conversation between the three of them that they would talk about this back at Katie’s condo.

“Megan, do you and little Katie want to come back to Katie’s with us?” 

“I’m not sure. This is a lot to take in. I think I need some time. Thanks for offering. Can we maybe get together for














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Family

Detective
Book Two
Parenthood

Ginny Gerth





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





