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chapter 1 

 
 

august 11, 2011 

“Damn, damn, DAMN!” Brigid looked back down the 
steps as all her groceries came through the bottom of 
the bag. She let out a dramatic sigh, flopped down on 
the top step, put her head on her knees and tossed her 
long, blond curls over so they hung down almost to her 
feet. Deep cleansing breath. Brigid wasn’t lazy but there 
was no point going into the house and getting a new 
bag to put the groceries in.  She knew her brother, 
Damien, and her best friend, Aisling, had both seen her 
come in and one or the other would have the job done 
by the time she got back outside. Suddenly, she caught 
a movement out of the corner of her eye. A large black 
hand was reaching for a can of tuna. Brigid quickly 
moved her left foot and stomped down on the hand. 

“Ow! Why did you do that?” 

Flipping her hair back, Brigid sat upright and said, “Who 
are you and how the heck did you get in here? Has 
anyone ever told you you look like Rick Fox?” 

“Gee, you sure know how to stay on topic. Frankly, I 
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think I am better looking than Rick Fox. Now. My hand. 
Please.” 

“You haven’t told me who you are or how you came to 
be in here on this side of that locked gate over there.” 

“I’ll gladly shake your hand and introduce myself like a 
proper gentleman, just as soon as I get my hand back to 
shake with.” 

“Answer my questions first.” 

“Look, I am trying to be nice here and help you out but 
you are just rude. You realize I could just yank my hand 
out and probably send you ass over teakettle but…” 

“You would what?” 

Aisling came running over, flushed and out of breath. 
“Here’s a bag Brigid, I saw what happened. Hey Earl, all 
settled in?” She caught her breath and then noticed 
what was going on. “Brigid, why are you stepping on 
Earl’s hand?” 

Brigid blushed, moved her foot and stood up. “Sorry, 
Earl, I didn’t know you were one of Aisling’s friends.”  

Aisling looked confused. “Brigid, Earl is your new 
tenant…” 

Earl started to back away, “Ladies, I’ll leave you to 
straighten out any confusion.” He started jogging 
backwards toward his house, “Blondie, meet me out 
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here in an hour and I’ll take you to dinner.” Then he 
turned, took his front steps two at a time and 
disappeared through his front door. 

Brigid’s mouth dropped open. Aisling started to laugh, 
“Obviously, Earl will have to learn that no one calls you 
Blondie!”  

Brigid shook her head, “No. No one calls me Blondie 
more than once. Except for one person. Aisling, I think 
that’s Dagwood!”  

Aisling patted her shoulder, “No, Brigid, that’s Earl. Earl 
Greene. He’s a detective in your father’s department.”  

Brigid started to answer but her mother, Patricia, 
walked out onto the porch. Brigid went up on her 
tiptoes on her left foot to give her mother a hug and a 
kiss. “Mom, is that Earl Greene person Dagwood?”  

Patricia unconsciously started pulling her fingers 
through Brigid’s hair, pulling out the snarls. “Of course 
he is. Didn’t your father tell you about it? I’ll fill you in 
later. Kevin called me. He said you weren’t answering 
your cell and he wants you at the office.”  

Aisling started to giggle, “Brigid was a bit tied up with 
attacking her new tenant.”  

“Well, Aisling, come in for tea and you can tell me about 
that. Now off with you Brigid, before Kevin is on the 
phone to me again.” 
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Brigid didn’t have far to walk to her office. She didn’t 
have far to walk to anywhere. She had an acre, 
impossible in the middle of the city, with three houses 
and a carriage house. The carriage house served as a 
garage and upstairs was divided into an apartment for 
her brother, Damien, and the offices of The Kildare 
Group. She had accomplished a lot in 30 years of life, 
she thought with some pride. As she walked into the 
office, she found Kevin just putting papers into a large 
manila envelope. “Well look who finally decided to 
come back to the office. Where have you been young 
lady?” 

“Sorry, Kevin. I was checking out our old lady situation. 
We’ve got number four.” 

“Oh no! Brigid, the police have to listen to you now!” 

Brigid held up an envelope. “Not this time, I’m afraid. 
This one left a note.” 

“Then she’s not missing! Who is it? Tell all.” 

Brigid sat at her desk and got comfortable. “I went by 
Kathleen’s for a cup of tea and a chat. There was a 
moving truck and movers coming out of her apartment 
with furniture. I asked where she was and one of them 
asked if I was Brigid and said there was a note taped to 
the door for me.” 
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“Well, what does it say? Let’s see.” 

Brigid handed Kevin the note. “Here. Read it. What little 
there is. And the handwriting is terrible. She got new 
bifocals or trifocals, whatever, and she can’t get used to 
them and letters are written on top of letters instead of 
beside them.” 

Kevin looked down at the note. “Oh my. I see what you 
mean. Hmm… ‘Brigid, Will be in touch. I think I know 
what is going on. Look at your father. Kay’ What does 
that mean? Look at your father?” 

“Good question. But first you need to know, does it say 
look at your father or look to your father which is what 
it actually looks like? It is hard to tell with that 
handwriting.” 

Kevin handed the note back. “Oh, I see your point. And 
look at implies involvement and look to means look to 
for advice, guidance, whatever. But what does your 
father have to do with this and is she talking about the 
missing ladies?” 

“Kevin, I don’t know anything anymore. She knows 
about the missing three ladies, we discussed it. I hoped 
she knew them but other than seeing each other at 
mass and saying hello on the street, they really weren’t 
friends. But realistically she is number four. Except for 
the note. And she didn’t leave an address or a phone 
number and it is not like she has a cell. I was there less 
than a week ago and she never mentioned moving. You 
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don’t decide to move overnight. And my father? I have 
no clue what she means by that. I mean other than he’s 
a cop. But she knows he was no help.” 

“I have told you again and again we should be 
investigating this, Miss B. I mean seriously investigating 
it. After all, if an old lady like Jessica Fletcher can do it, 
surely a one legged PI and a gay PA should be able to 
muddle through!” Kevin gave a dramatic stamp of his 
foot to emphasize his point. 

“Kevin, I am not that kind of PI. As you well know. If it 
can’t be done on a computer, it is not for me. We are 
strictly data. Enough of this. Why were you calling me?” 

“Well boss, while you were out gallivanting…” 

“I wasn’t gallivanting! But you first. Sorry I interrupted.” 
Brigid stuck her tongue out at him, not sorry at all. 

“As I was saying. I finished all those employee 
background checks for the city and I am going to run 
them down to City Hall before they close. I told them 
C.O.D. when we took the job but considering their 
budget issues, I decided emailing the info and waiting 
for them to mail the check was just not prudent. So I 
have five minutes before I leave if I am going to make it 
today. I called and the check is cut. So shoot. What were 
you up to that kept you out of the office while I slaved 
away?” 

“I decided that since all the ladies went to church, and 
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Rosa and Assumpta went to mass every morning, I 
would go see the priest. A real piece of work. Didn’t 
know them. It went very downhill after I pointed out 
there couldn’t be more than five people show up for 
weekday morning mass so what kind of priest was he 
that didn’t even know them.” 

Kevin rolled his eyes and sighed. “Honey, I have known 
you since you were three and your mother first hired 
me as her secretary and one of the first things I ever 
noticed was how good you were at the whole win 
friends and influence…. HEY! See that’s what I mean! 
Why would you shoot a rubber band at me?” 

“Because, darling Kevin, I have something else to tell 
you before you run out. I have a date.” 

“Never mind the check! I’ll get it tomorrow. Details 
girlfriend!” 

“Go! I’ll call you when I get home and tell all. I have to 
get ready pretty quick. He is meeting me so early, we 
must be going to the early bird special somewhere,” 
Brigid said as she shoved him out the door. 

 

Brigid sat on a stool she kept by the bathroom vanity, 
slipped off her prosthesis and rinsed the socket with 
soap and water. Then she hopped over to the shower. 
There was a seat in it, but her balance was so good she 
rarely used it. There was no time to wash her hair so 
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she grabbed a shower cap and was done and drying 
herself off in minutes.  

Brigid grabbed her prosthesis and hopped through her 
bedroom into the closet. Some people had rows and 
rows of shoes. The first thing you noticed here were 
shelves with… legs. Brigid had prosthetics for all her 
needs. There was the water leg. For the beach, pool or 
shower. She almost never used it, not just because she 
managed fine without it, but it was ugly and she was 
vain. Better no leg than an ugly one.  Then there were 
two running legs. There were two because she had 
fabric laminated on the socket and she had had a tough 
time picking just one design. Then there were her two 
‘every day’ legs. The one she was now replacing in its 
place, that had a foot fitted for her flats and her 
sneakers and the one with what she called her ‘fancy 
foot’. The toes were separate, like real toes, and 
pedicured. She wore it when she wanted to go barefoot 
or wear flip flops. Then her favorite, which she reached 
for now. No one had one like this. Maybe Heather Mills, 
but then Brigid had not been that impressed with the 
prosthesis she saw her wearing on Dancing With The 
Stars. Brigid had seen amputees wearing pumps. Plain 
pumps with inch and a half heels. And they looked so 
awkward wearing them. The foot did not lie flat and 
they sort of walked on their heel with their toe never 
coming down. But Brigid knew what she wanted. She 
found the perfect pump, three quarter inch platform 
with five and a half inch heel, and bought three pair in 
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black (she was tough on shoes) and then a pair in every 
color they made. Her prosthetist made a foot to fit the 
shoes and he let her brother, who was a pretty good 
sculptor for a computer tech, sculpt the calf so the 
muscles looked exactly like the ones in her left leg did in 
heels.  

Brigid was admiring her pink heels and sleeveless, pink 
linen sheath in the mirror when a large black and white 
dog came running in. “Sit! Kennedy. No jumping on me 
right now.” Kennedy skid to a stop and sat. “Oh 
Kennedy, it’s a good thing I love you so much cuz your 
nails are ruining my hardwoods,” said Brigid as she 
squatted down to hug the Old English Sheepdog. There 
was a knock on the bedroom door but before she could 
answer, Liam and Katherine ran in and were instantly 
down hugging Brigid and Kennedy. 

Patricia soon followed. “Come on kids, let Brigid up, Earl 
is out in the yard waiting. Brigid, I told Aisling to take 
the night off. I’ll stay with the twins.” 

“Ma, Aisling gets lonely sitting over there by herself and 
George won’t be thrilled if you bring the kids up. He 
likes his quiet in the evening.” 

“I’m staying down here. George has his Yankees” 
Patricia rolled her eyes “and he won’t even know I’m 
gone. And I told Aisling to go across the hall, knock on 
the door and ask that lummox, Mike, to take her to a 
movie.” 
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Brigid started laughing, “Oh Ma, don’t make me laugh 
this hard, I’ll pee my panties. Aisling and Mike! 
Puhleeese! Oh. Stop. Let me clear that out of my head. 
I’ll just go comb my hair and put on some lipstick.” And 
in about two minutes, she was out the door in a cloud 
of Shalimar. 

 

As Brigid walked down the porch stairs, Earl whistled. 
“You sure look pretty. You know, the first day I met you 
in preschool, I went home and told my grandmother I 
met a Christmas tree angel. Geez, your lips are even all 
glittery.” 

Brigid giggled and blushed but was saved from having to 
respond by her father bellowing from his window. “Hey, 
Greene, am I gonna have to give you my strict father 
speech?” 

“No sir. I’ll just keep reminding myself that you’re my 
boss.” 

“You do that. Don’t let him give you any trouble 
Pumpkin.” 

“Don’t worry Daddy. Why don’t you go over and watch 
the Yankees with George?” Brigid grinned as she said it, 
knowing that would never happen. 

“No need to be cruel, daughter. I need no reminder of 
your mother’s poor judgment marrying a Yankee fan 


