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To Edward Thomas

Tá tú stardust, tá tú órga

 


To Beth

Is tusa an spéir a choinníonn na réaltai





"Midwives know that birth is not only about
making babies. Birth is about making mothers—strong, competent,
capable mothers who trust themselves and know their inner
strength."

—Barbara Katz Rothman


CHAPTER ONE

 


Midwife means with woman.

 


 


Ah, September! It's the time of year when
the days are still long and the sun still shines brightly, but the
tourists are gone, the school buses are rolling, and the seaside
town of Langford itself seems to let out a comfortable sigh.

I felt a sense of nervous anticipation,
however, as I took in both the harbor and the hospital grounds. I
also was going back to school. A few months ago, I had agreed to a
dual appointment between Rosemont College, a small, highly-ranked
institution with an excellent nursing program, and Creighton
Memorial. I would continue as a midwife at the hospital for half
the week, and then teach the obstetrics module to the nursing
students at Rosemont and provide gynecological care to the faculty
and staff the rest of the week. How would this work out? Was I up
to the challenge? Would I regret being the pioneer for this new
partnership between the hospital and the college?

Looking at my watch, I realized I better
focus solely on my midwife role today and get a move on.

As I picked up my pace from the staff
parking lot to the main entrance, I saw a red minivan with flashing
lights speed towards the emergency entrance. As it passed, I
realized that the driver was gesturing frantically to me.

Martin! The driver was Martin Long, whose
wife Sienna was a patient in the midwifery practice. What was going
on?

I ran to catch up, accidentally dropping my
large burgundy tote along the way. From the corner of my eye, I
spied my apple rolling down the drive. Oh well, so much for a
healthy snack.

I caught up to the minivan, which Martin had
already parked outside the ED, leaving the driver's door open and
the ignition running. Since I didn't see him anywhere, I assumed
Martin had disappeared beyond the hospital's revolving glass doors,
looking for help. Sliding open the van's back door, I saw a
wild-eyed Sienna in a semi-sitting position, desperately clutching
at the back seat.

"He's coming!" she said through gritted
teeth.

Hoping Martin had put the van in
park, I climbed in. I recalled as much as I could about
Sienna's history as I squeezed into the back seat, trying to find
room for both of us. I knew this was her second baby and that she
was full-term, but that was about it. Her long, curly black hair
was clipped on top of her head, and she wore a blue gingham cotton
nightgown along with what looked like Martin's well-worn hiking
boots.

"Maeve, help me," she gasped.

"I got you, Sienna," I said in what I hoped
was a calm, reassuring tone. At the same time, I pulled a rolled-up
yellow beach towel from the rear seat and placed it under her.

"Okay, Sienna, blow out now, try not to
push. I can see your baby's hair."

"I have to push!"

As was typical with many precipitous births,
Sienna was reacting to her body's cues and the sensations that were
directing her to have her baby now! I better be ready.

Guiding the baby's head as it rapidly
emerged, I helped the baby be born. Suddenly, the back seat was
full of a crying newborn, copious amounts of amniotic fluid,
Sienna, and me.

I settled the little boy on Sienna's chest
and, pulling off my navy cardigan, covered them both.

"My beautiful Roman," Sienna cried. "Is he
okay, Maeve?"

"He looks and sounds wonderful."

As I said this, I saw Sienna's umbilical
cord lengthen, indicating that her afterbirth had separated.

"Sienna, I'm going to deliver your
placenta."

"Do I need to do anything?" she asked
distractedly while stroking Roman's face. Now that the baby was
here, her attention was on him, not herself.

"No. Just relax, Sienna. You'll feel the
afterbirth passing," I responded, holding the umbilical cord
taut.

 I
needed just one thing. Looking about, I spotted a very old, dented
metal beach pail on the floor. It was perfect. As the placenta
gently slipped out, I placed it in the makeshift container.

"Hurry, hurry," I heard Martin bellow as he
led a group of Creighton Memorial's first-rate emergency department
staff to the van.

One of the ED attendings, who was the first
to reach us, said, "Looks like they called the midwife already." As
she spoke, she handed me tools to clamp and cut the umbilical
cord.

"You have a lovely little boy, Martin," I
said, giving him a wide smile to hopefully allay his fears.

"Wow, oh wow," was all he could say
initially. Then, once he awkwardly maneuvered his lanky frame to
lean over the front seat, he broke into a wide grin as he gazed at
Sienna and Roman. A look of pure relief crossed his face and he
added, "Thank goodness I got us here in time."

"Let's move Sienna and Roman to a more
comfortable place so you can see them," I said.

I picked up Roman, still wrapped in my
sweater, and wiggled out of the car. MJ, one of the seasoned
emergency room RNs, took the baby from me. She exchanged my
cardigan for a hospital-issue baby blanket and placed Roman in a
wheeled bassinet. MJ eyed me as she held up my heavily soiled
garment in her gloved hands and said, "I saw this sweater on the
Gap site, but I never really thought of wearing it for backseat
births. You are a trendsetter."

"Funny woman," I laughed. Looking around,
though, I realized that I was indeed leaving a mess in my wake.

"Use our staff lounge to clean up. I'll get
you some scrubs. Is that your tote on the curb?" she asked,
gesturing towards my now deflated bag.

"Yes, I dropped it when I saw the car pull
in."

MJ placed a warm hospital blanket around my
shoulders. "Go ahead. I'll get everything for you."

I watched the team settle Sienna on a
stretcher and then turned to get myself together.

"Hey, Maeve," MJ called out. I whirled
around. She gave me a thumbs-up as she grinned widely.

I smiled and nodded my thanks as I made my
way inside.

Creighton Memorial Hospital was indeed my
home away from home. I still remember arriving for my midwifery
interview years ago. The long row of imposing red brick buildings
and immaculate lawns made me think I had arrived at a bucolic New
England college campus. I soon realized that although the façade
looked like it was from olden days, the interior housed
state-of-the-art facilities. On top of this, an excellent
reputation for providing care and a progressive management team had
top doctors-in-training from Boston rotate through the various
departments. They came to get a feel for the private practice
sector under the tutelage of the outstanding medical staff. This,
in turn, fostered a seamless relationship with the Boston academic
medical community, which benefitted both patients and staff.

The town also played a significant role in
the development of the hospital. The wealthier citizens of Langford
generously endowed the impeccable grounds, first-class personnel,
and outstanding patient programs.

That's not to say that everything had been
sweetness and light during my time here. In my early tenure, things
at the top of the OB department had been a bit rocky, you could
say. At present, however, Creighton Memorial was on an even
keel.


After letting my midwife colleagues know that I would be a bit
detained, I took a long, warm shower. My mind drifted to my little
family as the water flowed over me. My eldest daughter, Rowan
Margaret, was sixteen months old, and Sloane Genevieve was eight
months. My youngest had been born with as much drama as Roman had
just been, and I was forever indebted to the Creighton staff for
their superior care. Both girls were thriving, and Will, my
husband, and I had made them the center of our world. Of course,
our pack also included Fenway, our fiercely protective dachshund.
Currently, our lives were happy and full. Looking back on our
fertility struggles, I never imagined we'd be so blessed.

Now, though, I needed to get moving, so I
turned off the shower and stepped out to towel off and dry my hair.
As I did, I saw that a set of red scrubs had been left for me by
MJ. It occurred to me that wearing red would mark me as part of the
Emergency Department staff for the day, since each unit at
Creighton Memorial wore different color scrubs and navy blue was
worn in OB. Although I was partial to the navy blue ones, as I
dressed and looked in the mirror, I decided that I rather liked red
for a change.

The hairdryer was professional grade and
worked its magic quickly, which wasn't surprising since it had been
selected by someone knowledgeable about such things. At Creighton
Memorial, every women's staff bathroom was outfitted with
hairdryers, various lotions, and other accoutrements of a five-star
bed and breakfast, courtesy of the hospital's Women's League.
Perhaps a little sexist, but also a welcome touch for female staff
who worked long hours each day providing the excellent care the
hospital was known for.

Finishing up, I saw my tote and a steaming
cup of coffee on a side table in the main lounge. Again, I could
detect MJ's helpful hand.

Dressed and ready, I stepped into the ED,
which was relatively quiet. MJ and another staff member were
standing in front of one of the bays.

"Maeve, this is Jeremy, one of our finest
nurses. Jeremy, this is Maeve, Creighton's intrepid midwife."

I smiled and nodded at the trim, tall man.
In typical ED fashion, he had a beeper attached to his scrub pants,
his phone in his top pocket, and a pen attached to his hospital ID
lanyard.

"He's a beautiful baby. I must say we don't
often see them mere minutes after their arrival," Jeremy said,
raising both eyebrows.

"Strong work, Maeve," MJ said, giving me a
fist bump.


Coming up to the bay, I saw Sienna and Martin cooing at Roman.

"Hello, Maeve," Sienna called out.

Martin turned toward me as I stepped into
the curtain opening. "We can't thank you enough. What would we have
done without you?"

"Sienna did it all," I countered. "I'm happy
I got to be with her."

One of the senior residents stepped forward
and asked me to look at the notes he had entered on the hospital
computer system. He had described Sienna's arrival and wrote up his
post-birth findings. Sienna's placenta appeared to be intact, and
she had no lacerations. Her vital signs were within normal limits,
and her bleeding was minimal.

The delivery section was blank, and I
quickly perused Sienna's prenatal chart to double-check her labs.
Then I added the birth details, and finally signed off on her
record.

Turning to Sienna, I asked about the onset
of labor.

"All day yesterday, I felt slightly off but
had only a few irregular contractions. I went to bed early and was
up and down during the night. But, you know, the third trimester is
often like that. I got up at 5:00 a.m. and took a shower. That's
when I started having a few strong contractions. I was about to
call the midwife line when my water suddenly broke, and I had a
powerful cramp. My mother is staying with us, so Martin woke her
up, and we decided to drive straight to Creighton Memorial. We
figured that we would call on the way. Carl, our first baby, only
took five hours of labor, and at my last office visit the midwife
told me to call and come right in with regular contractions. We
thought we would make it in time, but Roman just couldn't wait."
She threw her hands up in mock exasperation.

"I drove as fast as I could," Martin added,
almost apologetically.

"I dropped the phone under the car seat, so
I couldn't call," Sienna said, letting out a little giggle.

"Well, the three of you did just fine," I
told them. "You handled it like a pro, Sienna. Martin, your timing
was impeccable. It was great teamwork. Now let me see that
beautiful boy." I picked up Roman, now looking cozy in a tee shirt,
diaper, and blue and pink striped baby blanket instead of my
cardigan.

"Roman looks very official now," I said as I
adjusted his covering.

"I'll buy you a new sweater, Maeve," Sienna
said, deep frown lines crinkling her brow.

"That old thing. Please, it was past its
time. I am thrilled it was used for such a good cause."

Then I pulled the curtain shut to examine
Roman and give Sienna one last check. Both passed with flying
colors, and I discussed the next steps with Sienna, who was about
to be admitted to the postpartum unit. After bidding the family
goodbye, I grabbed my tote and coffee and went to say thanks to MJ
and the staff.

At the main desk, the Beach Boys' song
"Kokomo" began to play as six staff members started singing and
swaying to the beat. They sang in unison about Aruba and Jamaica
while one of the techs gently swung the freshly sterilized metal
beach pail adorned with tall palm trees.

"Gee Maeve, you may have started a new trend
in placental basins," MJ observed.

Shaking my head, I burst out laughing.
Hospital peeps—you could not beat them. They were my second
family.

"You're one of us now wearing those red
scrubs," the curly-haired ED security guard chimed in. Giving me a
big smile, he continued, "You can be our on-call midwife for
door-to-door service."

"Just think if they'd had a golf club bag or
a picnic basket in the car," MJ contemplated.

Still laughing, I waved goodbye and headed
off to Labor and Delivery to begin my day once again.

 Was
there ever a typical day in the midwifery profession? Squeezing my
six-foot frame into the back seat of a car for an emergency birth
with no equipment was a first for me, but, as Melville wrote,
"Midwifery should be taught in the same course with fencing and
boxing, riding and rowing."


CHAPTER TWO

 


Certified nurse midwives are licensed to
practice in all fifty US states, the District of Columbia, Puerto
Rico, Guam, American Samoa, and the US Virgin Islands.

 


 


By the time I arrived at Labor and Delivery,
the entire staff had heard all the details of Roman's birth. As in
most hospitals, the Creighton Memorial hotline was alive and
well.

"I see you've changed sides, Maeve," Maddie,
the chief nurse midwife, said, greeting me in the midwife call
room.

"Red does become me." I laughed as I put a
hand on my hip and twirled around to give her a full view.

"I heard you did a great job in very—well,
tight circumstances. Good thing it was the car's rear seat and not
the front with your height," she said with a chuckle.

Maddie and her wife, Joy, had four young
children. Joy had been treated for breast cancer in the past, but
luckily, there was no evidence of the disease at present. It was
great to see Maddie's sense of humor return along with Joy's
progress.

"How does your week look?" Maddie added,
sorting through a stack of papers. "I was thinking of having a
department meeting on Thursday at 4:00 p.m. Will that fit your
schedule?"

"The academic calendar hasn't formally
started yet, so Thursday afternoon is fine." I nodded. "I don't
need to be home until six."

"Terrific," she said, scribbling a note.

Maddie then looked up at me and studied my
face.

"What?" I asked, holding my hands up.

"Come on, Maeve. It's me. Getting cold feet
about Rosemont?"

Maddie and I had been friends for so long
that she could easily pick up my mood, even if I thought I was
hiding it well.

"Oh, Maddie, I want to represent midwives in
the best light possible. Am I suited to the academic life?"

"Maeve, you will be fabulous. The students
need a currently practicing clinician to teach them. Remember, the
entire staff will support you."

Maddie was always so positive, but I was
well aware that the jury was still out.

My dual position had been created by Dr.
Daphne Saunders, the dynamic, newly-installed president of
Rosemont. She was a transplant from the UK who firmly supported
midwifery care. In her eyes, the appointment of a midwife to the
faculty was a double win for the college. She thought adding
dedicated on-site health care for women staff would be a great
perk. Dr. Saunders also believed that having a midwife teaching
obstetric care would enhance both the educational experience and
the visibility and status of midwifery.

For my part, I had found her charming and
inspirational during our initial meeting. I was excited if a bit
apprehensive about this new aspect of my career. Really, though,
how fortunate was I? I could continue midwifery at Creighton
Memorial while also participating in college faculty life.

Leaving Maddie after receiving a hearty pep
talk, I went to check on my current patients. The day passed
quickly, in no small part because I was the target of many
seaside-themed jokes and more Beach Boys tunes. But at the end of
my shift, as I went to the locker room to change, I realized I had
no sweater for the ride home. The wind was brisk today, and I
wished I had my warm wool sweater. Oh well, my commute was quick,
and there was always the seat heater in my car for warmth.

Approaching the wooden bench in front of my
locker, I saw a large white paper bag with the hospital gift shop
logo and a Happy Birthday balloon. A small card attached to
the bag read, To our favorite lifeguard…the L&D
Crew.

Opening the bag, I unwrapped a white
sweatshirt decorated with a colorful beach scene, complete with
gold glitter for sand. On the back, Lifeguard Maeve was
written in red, puffy paint, and all the staff had signed their
names underneath.

They were the best, I thought, as I changed
out of my scrubs and happily put on my new top. I would wear it
with pride.

As I pulled up to Primrose Cottage, I found
myself smiling broadly. Our home was a converted carriage house
that Will's grandmother had gifted him, along with an acre of land,
for his twenty-fifth birthday. She was affectionately called Grand
and lived in Seacrest, an oceanfront manse on the adjoining six
acres.

Tonight, Will and his crew were catering a
private engagement party at the Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum, so
I knew he'd be home late. A Thyme for All Seasons, Will's business,
had grown into a successful food service company with an associated
café.

Our competing schedules would have caused a
time crunch after our prior nanny had departed for sunny San Diego.
I had no concerns now, though, because I knew our daughters were in
good hands. We had found an equally skilled nanny, Kate, courtesy
of my mother's intervention. Mom had sent word to relatives and
friends near and far to help us find the nanny of our dreams.
Twenty years old, Kate was spending a few years in the States
before returning home to Galway to study law. She was the eldest of
four, loved children, and had quickly become part of our
family.

I had taken a three-month leave after
Sloane's birth, and Kate had started with us a few weeks before I
went back to Creighton. Despite my opening day jitters, I knew that
the dual appointment with Rosemont was better for this period of my
life because it would reduce my call time by half.

As I entered the foyer, I heard Kate's
delightful brogue as she talked to Rowan and Sloane.

"Well, I see you are enjoying my shepherd's
pie, Rowan, and you love the mash, Sloane. Ah, yes, Fenway. Don't
you worry. You'll get a wee bit with your kibble."

Rowan and Sloane were seated side by side in
highchairs next to the large oak dining table. Fenway was pacing
between them, desperately waiting for food to drop. Kate sat on a
high-backed stool, spoon-feeding Sloane. Appetizing aromas filled
the air, and I saw that Kate had steamed apples for dessert.
Besides her childcare skills, she was an accomplished cook.

"Mama," Rowan cried when she saw me at the
doorway, her coppery curls framing her face. Fenway let out a loud,
welcoming bark, and Sloane reached her arms out to me.

"Well, look at you," Kate said, taking note
of my new top. "Welcome home. What a jumper! Where did you get
that?"

In typical Irish fashion, Kate referred to
sweaters and pullovers as jumpers.

I kissed the girls and gave Fenway a pat.
"It's a long story. The labor and delivery staff made it for
me."

"I can't wait to hear it. I must say it's
quite unique," Kate said, laughing.

 Kate
was five feet eight inches tall and slim with chin-length chestnut
brown hair. Her deep navy eyes and long lashes lit up her alabaster
complexion. Intelligent, determined, and with an outgoing
personality, she was a delight to be around. Mom had indeed found
us an exceptional nanny.

Kate had started late today due to Will's
schedule, so she helped me with bath time and bedtime and insisted
on giving me a hand with kitchen cleanup.

It was great that she was so flexible with
her hours. Will so loved his morning playtime with his daughters.
While we did the dishes, I told her about my day, and she listened
with rapt attention.

"Now I understand the arty jumper."

We both laughed. "Arty is one word for it.
How is the nanny group doing? You said it was getting larger."

Kate and her best friend Bridget, who also
hailed from Ireland, though from Athlone, had started an informal
friend group for international nannies. At last count, it had
swelled to ten.

"Two new nannies have joined. They're both
from Sweden and will be nice additions."

She paused for a moment. "It's such a fun
group. Most of us signed up with the same agency."

"It must be great to discover a new country
together."

 "It is. We plan trips on our days
off. We go to museums, Newbury Street, Haymarket, or just ride the
T and explore neighborhoods. Most of the nannies who live out room
together."


She was pensive for a moment before she continued. "You know,
there's been a fair influx of nannies from Bloomsby College to the
area. You've probably heard of that school. It's in England, and
all the royals get their nannies there. For them, nannying is a
lifelong career. They often stay with families for years."

"I've read about it. Their graduates are in
very high demand. In fact, my husband had a wonderful nanny from
there whom he dearly loved."

"Rightly so. They are the crème de la
crème." She bent to put away the pot she'd been drying. "Our nanny
group extended an offer to join us for a dinner or a pint, but they
have turned down every invitation so far. They're all live-in
nannies, so maybe they are too busy. Who knows?"

"Perhaps they will come around in time. I'm
sure they are great, but I hope you know that Will and I think
you're amazing, Kate." I handed her the last dish and dried my
hands.

"Ha, thank you, Maeve. I'm so happy I landed
with your family. Nannying suits me for now, but I want to study
law eventually."

"I know, and we are so thankful you took a
small break. What about Bridget?"


"Bridie is enjoying herself. She was placed with a great family,
too. She writes stories all the time and is thinking of applying to
a special literature program at Trinity. Our other friend Fiona is
struggling a bit. She is with a fancy family in that Mariner
Heights development. She always needs to miss our outings because
her employers change their plans so often. The missus is a tough
taskmaster."

I could tell Kate was still holding
something back. Hopefully, my silent presence would give her room
to speak. I followed her to the hallway as she started to gather
her things.

"Oh, Maeve, that foolish woman accused Fiona
of both stealing a bracelet and having an affair with her husband.
It's total nonsense, of course. The husband even said it's not true
and the 'stolen' bracelet was found in the woman's purse. I don't
know how long Fiona will last in that house."

"Wow, that's awful, Kate. Can Fiona get a
different placement?"

"She wants to stay and work things out.
She's so distraught, she can't see another way."

Kate shook her head briskly as if to clear
her thoughts, gathered her coat, and continued, "Well, I'm off now,
Maeve. I'm meeting Bridie for a pint at the Bluestone Pub. I'll see
you first thing in the morning so you can get an early row in
before work."

Kate knew I loved rowing. I had competed at
the University of Massachusetts in Amherst and now regularly used
my single shell, Suaimhneas, on the bay. The name was Irish
for serenity. I had found a robust rowing community at the Regatta
Club.


With Kate gone, I checked on the girls once more. Seeing them sound
asleep, I packed my tote for tomorrow and curled up with Fenway on
the couch to read the latest Deborah Crombie mystery and wait for
Will. I was distracted by imagining poor Fiona trying to provide
childcare under such trying circumstances and by my new work
worries. Hopefully, tomorrow's row would bring some serenity to my
life.


CHAPTER THREE

 


Certified nurse midwives have been licensed
in Massachusetts since 1977.

 


 


Flat water! It was a rower's dream. The sun
was rising, the air held a slight chill, the water was still and
gleaming, and I was flying across Langford Bay. Rowing here was
otherworldly, especially in the early morning. On the shore, both
rustic cottages and large mansions built by shipbuilders of old
stood silently as the brightening morning brought them into
view.

At the bend, I passed First Light
Lighthouse, a Langford landmark since its construction in 1816. The
structure's tall white exterior and bright red cupola were visible
for miles, and I used it as a marker every time I rowed. It was two
thousand meters to First Light and two thousand meters back. Some
days it seemed insurmountable, but today it felt too short.

As I glided by, I took in First Light's
majesty. What had it seen over its two centuries? How many sailors
had it saved? I was sure it had extraordinary stories to tell.

Although I didn't want to stop, I was
cognizant of the time, so I began to swing wide to turn
Suaimhneas back toward the Regatta Club. After the row, I
would need a shower before heading to my busy day at Creighton
Memorial.


As the shell turned, I saw joggers on the Bay Trail. That was
typical because it was a route many people used to run, cycle, or
skate. A few of the very physically fit ran up the two hundred
steps inside First Light as part of their routine.

Cruising past it, I noticed several people
had stopped running and were frantically waving and shouting. It
also looked like someone was on the ground. What was happening? Did
they need medical personnel?

Since I was so close, I turned my boat
around again and quickly rowed to shore. As Suaimhneas
closed on the jetty, I pulled my oars in, letting the shell drift.
When the water was shallow enough, I stepped out and pulled
Suaimhneas up on the beach. Then, I trekked carefully over
the rocky shore to the lighthouse in my stocking feet since my
rowing shoes, like those of all rowers, were firmly attached to the
inside of the boat. Still, even though my socks were thick and I
was very cautious, I could feel sharp surfaces with each step up
the slope.

As I approached the grassy lawn in front of
First Light, I saw a woman administering CPR to a middle-aged man
who was clad in a long-sleeved white tee and black running
tights.

"Has someone called 911?" I inquired while
taking a long look at the fallen jogger.

"They're en route," a worried-looking,
dark-skinned woman replied. She sported a fitted jacket of fuchsia
nylon with Ride Like a Girl printed across the chest. She
was closely watching a tall blonde doing chest compressions.

"If you need a break, I'm here, Sadie," she
said.

Sadie nodded that she understood, her long
braid bobbing with each push on the man's chest.

Looking over the victim, I saw that his
face, as well as his fingernails and hands, had a distinct bluish
cast that indicated he was oxygen deficient. How long had he been
like this, I wondered.

"Did you see him go down?" I asked the
female cyclist.

"I did. We always stop at First Light if
it's a nice day. We saw him stumble out of the lighthouse door and
collapse as we approached. Sadie is a respiratory therapist, so
when she found he had no heartbeat, she started CPR
immediately."

Both of us looked up as sirens heralded the
arrival of the ambulance team, followed by a Langford police
cruiser driven by my brother Patrick. Well, there was no place for
me to hide. Six feet tall, front and center, here I was.
Emergencies always seemed to find me, much to Pat's chagrin. The
paramedics ran to us and immediately took over from the tiring
Sadie. Within minutes, they had the victim packed up and began
racing toward Creighton Memorial as the group watched them leave.
When they were gone, the two officers from the cruiser started
taking names and asking questions.

"Morning, Maeve. Were you out for a pre-work
row?" Patrick, or rather Deputy Chief Patrick O'Reilly, one of
Langford's finest, asked me.

"Good morning, Pat. And yes. I was on the
water and didn't see what happened. But when I saw the excitement I
came ashore to see if I could help."

In the past, I always seemed to show up at
Pat's crime scenes by some twist of fate. But this time, it wasn't
a crime scene. This poor guy undoubtedly had a cardiac event. I
mean, running for miles and then going full speed up and down First
Light stairs was a true cardiac stress test.

"It doesn't look like foul play this time,"
I pointed out. "Plus, you can see I'm merely an innocent
bystander."


Patrick shrugged but kept his tight smile firmly in place. Then he
turned and joined the other officer. Listening in, I overheard
someone say the man's name was Theo Archer, and he was training for
an Ironman competition.

I wanted to stay and learn as much as
possible, but a glance at my watch told me I needed to get going. I
waved goodbye to Patrick, got back in my shell, and began my row
back to the Regatta Club.

After a quick shower, I called Will on the
way to Creighton Memorial.

"Hi, honey, how's your day so far?" I
asked.

"Good. I'm checking out a new goat cheese
farmer in Western Mass today. It's a long ride, but I hear her
product is first-rate. How was your row?"

"It was fine, but some guy collapsed after
running the stairs at First Light," I said, noticing my hands were
tightly gripping the wheel.

"Gosh, Maeve, were you there? Is he all
right? Are you okay?"

"I'm fine. I didn't see him collapse. I
rowed in to help, but the emergency crew got there quickly." I
stretched my fingers out and loosened my grasp.

"What a morning."

"Well, I'm used to dealing with medical
emergencies, but having an event occur outside a healthcare setting
always presents challenges."

After reassuring Will once again, I signed
off.

 As
I pulled into my usual parking space and gathered my belongings,
"Lean on Me," sung by Bill Withers, pealed from my phone.

It was Meg. My older sister was a
world-class real estate agent and sibling. Meg could be arrogant
and snippy, but she always puts her family first. She was both my
harshest critic and my fiercest protector.

"Hey, Meg."

"Busy morning, Maeve?"

"Well, I rowed and—"

"And just happened to come across a dead
body. Do you have some special death radar I don't know about?"

"A dead body? What?"

"Dead as a doornail. Shelley heard from her
sister that a DOA from First Light was brought into the Creighton
Memorial ED."

Shelley was Meg's longtime house manager and
was part of a large, prominent Portuguese family. They had lived in
Langford for generations and always knew the latest happenings.


"Her sister is a jogger and said a female rower stopped to help.
Early morning, woman rowing on the bay, and a dead body. Hmmm…now
who else could it be but my baby sister, the young Jane
Marple?"

"How did Shelley's sister find out the man
died?"

"Apparently, the guy's brother, Jeremy
Archer, is an RN in the Creighton Memorial ED. The victim was part
of a runner's group and the brother called the leader to let him
know what happened. After that, the word was out."

Small towns held no secrets for long.

"Oh, no," I exclaimed. "I just met the
brother yesterday in the ED. That's awful. Imagine seeing a family
member come into the emergency department in that condition."

"Terrible," Meg agreed. "The victim's name
was Theo Archer. He retired early after he sold a large software
company."

"Hey, Meg. I'm late. I need to run. Talk to
you later. Love you."

"Go, save lives. Try to stay out of trouble.
Love you."

As I walked down the corridor, I once again
thought of how fragile life can be. It could change in an instant.
Poor Jeremy! My hand closed around my locket that held photos of my
pack as I sent up a silent prayer for protection.


CHAPTER FOUR

 


As of 2024, there were approximately 14,000
certified nurse midwives in the United States.

 


 


My schedule was fully booked, and the
morning passed swiftly. Jayda, the stellar ambulatory RN, had
written Itching/34weeks on a sticky note and attached it to
my notepad for my final patient. She never missed a beat and always
kept our sessions running on time.

Geena Sheehan was a primigravida, a woman
pregnant for the first time, whom I had met a few times before. The
Creighton Memorial midwifery group tried to have our patients
rotate among all the midwives so they would be familiar with
whoever was on call at the time of their birth. Geena had a glowing
olive complexion, and her jet-black hair was pulled into a low
ponytail.

"Hi, Geena. I know we've met before."

"Hello, Maida. It's nice to see you
again."

My Irish name was a mystery to many. It was
often misspelled or mispronounced. I usually let it go, but I
always had a list of rhyming verses ready.

Like Dave with an M.

Like cave with an M.

Like brave with an M.

But today, I would be Maida.

"How are you doing? Jayda says you have some
itching," I said as I approached the exam table.

"Yes, it started two days ago. I didn't call
because I knew I had this appointment."

Geena pulled her blue and white striped
tunic up to her bra line. Bright red streaks caused by scratching
covered the sides of her abdomen, so I slipped on gloves and
inspected her skin closely under the exam lamp. There were no signs
of a rash, blisters, or hives.

"I can see that your abdomen is very itchy.
Anyplace else?" Her face and neck were untouched.

"The palms and the soles of my feet are
itching nonstop. I can barely sleep."

Hm, those two areas were hallmarks of a
certain condition. Strange how physical diagnosis was so like
solving a mystery.

"Has the baby been active?"

"Yes, very active."

I continued my physical exam of Geena,
noting that her vital signs and the baby's heart rate were within
normal parameters. Pulling up the stool next to the exam table, I
began to tell her my concerns.

"Geena there is a condition called
cholestasis of pregnancy. In some pregnant women, the liver doesn't
function as effectively as it should. This causes bile to build up,
and if the levels get high enough, women develop itching."

I paused for her to digest this information.
I always found it best to present the possible diagnosis briefly
and outline the treatment path. Patients often didn't hear the
facts on first discussion. I tried to put myself in their position
on hearing unsettling news and allow them time to fully process the
situation. She waited for me to continue.

"The next step is getting a blood test to
check your liver function and bile levels. If those confirm the
diagnosis, you will need to start medication."

"What about my baby? Did
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