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"Midwifery should be taught in the same course with fencing and boxing, riding and rowing."

—Herman Melville, Moby-Dick; or, The Whale

CHAPTER ONE

The first trimester of pregnancy begins on the first day of the last menstrual cycle and lasts until the end of week twelve.

Contrary to popular opinion, midwifery is the oldest profession, and I was getting older by the minute waiting for Christy Nelson to give birth. Christy had been in labor for a very long time.

She was what I called a "nuts and granola" fan. Everything about her birth experience had to be natural and pure. Christy had a long birthing wish list that began with dim lighting in the room, one hundred percent organic cotton sheets on the bed, and minimal intervention in labor. It ended with Yanni's "Live at the Acropolis" playing during the birth.

In some states, Yanni at a birth could be construed as child abuse.

Now, with her labor at twenty-six hours and counting, both Christy and I were more than ready for her baby to be born.

Christy was a first-time mother being induced at Creighton Memorial Hospital because of the baby's large size and the decreased amount of amniotic fluid seen on her last ultrasound. She strongly objected to being induced but realized it was best for her baby. Still, she had fought every intervention tooth and nail. I had spent hours repeating midwifery philosophy to her and Leon, her type-A investment banker husband. I had explained at length that I would keep their desires in the forefront but frequently reminded them our goal was a healthy mother and baby. At this point, Christy had an epidural and was making progress, and even though the birth wasn't going totally according to their plan, they were rising to the occasion step-by-step.

It was now six-thirty a.m., and the baby was beginning to crown. I estimated the weight to be a bit over nine pounds.

"Christy, you're doing great! It won't be much longer."

"How much longer, Maeve?"

"Very soon."

"GIVE ME A TIME!"

"By seven a.m., we should have a baby."

"Seven a.m.? I caan't!" Christy wailed.

With this, Robin, our veteran labor nurse, took over with a determined look. "Come on now, Christy...get ready...deep breath and push down...push, push...very good."

Robin was short with smooth, dark hair—a quiet, unobtrusive presence who always kept her voice low, calm, and encouraging, which I appreciated. I disliked birth rooms that sounded like a football cheering squad had taken up residence.

"That's excellent, Christy. I'm going to scrub up now and get the room ready." I walked over to the sink, and Leon quickly followed me.

"Remember," he said. "Dim the lights a bit more, and I'll start the music. Don't forget that the baby needs to be put on her chest immediately. These requests are non-negotiable."

I took a deep breath. "Leon, this is a large baby, but I'll do everything I can to make this a wonderful birth."

Leon paled, and bright red splotches appeared on his cheeks as he walked away to set up his video equipment. I wanted to give him more reassurance, but I needed to concentrate fully on the birth right now. I had already spoken to Robin regarding my concerns about the baby's size, and, as always, she was ready with backup staff on standby. I put on my gloves and opened the delivery kit. As I turned to Christy, a large portion of the baby's head was now visible.

"Christy, remember what we talked about. When I tell you to stop pushing, quickly blow out. I'll tell you everything that's happening. Listen to my voice."

"I need to push!" Christy screamed.

"Nice and easy. You're doing great."

I exerted a slight pressure on the baby's head to keep it flexed. The ears began to emerge, and then big chubby cheeks appeared. This was always a tense moment with a large baby. Would the head turn easily? And, more importantly, would the shoulders slide out? The threat of shoulder dystocia, when the baby's head is out but the shoulders get stuck, strikes terror in the hearts of all delivery-room personnel. Sometimes babies are injured, or worse, from this complication even with the best planning.

I was as prepared as I could be. Christy had a roomy pelvis, and Robin had helped her into a great position. I turned the baby's head gently to see if it would rotate easily. It did!

"Okay, Christy. Stop pushing! Blow out!"

"I have to push," Christy screamed.

"Look at me, Christy."

She held my gaze, and I nodded. 

"Nice and easy. You've got this."

Christy blew out rapid breaths while Leon rubbed her shoulders. Then he turned to his equipment. 

"Quiet, please, everyone," he said. "The baby needs to hear the music." 

The electronic drone of a generic synthesizer filled the room.

Robin gave a slight roll of her eyes and then gave me an inquiring look.

I applied downward pressure to the baby's top shoulder and felt some resistance. The shoulders were a bit tight. I quickly moved them slightly off-center.

"Robin, can you give me a little assistance here, please."

Robin stepped onto the stool she had placed beside the labor bed. She placed both hands slightly above Christy's pubic bone and gave me steady downward pressure.

"Push now, Christy. One more strong push."

Christy pushed and exhaled loudly while falling back on the pillows.

The baby delivered slowly at first, making its way into the world by what seemed like fractions of an inch as I held my breath. Then the shoulders passed through the pelvis, and the body began to come more easily. Finally, the legs and feet slid quickly out.

"It's your daughter. She's lovely!" I told her and silently breathed a sigh of relief.

"Oh, sweetie," Christy cried. Leon burst into tears and kissed her.

"You both were amazing. Strong, strong work," I told them.

Robin stepped down from the stool. "Such a great team." 

The baby was a bit blue and not crying, but her arms and legs flexed well. Robin took her and placed oxygen tubing near the infant's face while gently rubbing her back. In typical fashion, Robin already had a warm blanket ready. The baby began to pink up immediately and let out a loud screech.

"Is she alright?" Christy asked.

"She's perfect. She just needed a bit of air," Robin said as she placed the baby on Christy's chest. "Here, you need to see her." 

Christy held Abigail gently and smiled as tears trickled down her cheeks. "She has your hair, Leon." 

"What's Abigail's Apgar score?" a thoroughly disheveled Leon asked. The Apgar score, which measured the baby's general condition, was given at one and five minutes after birth. The score ran from zero to ten and measured heart rate, breathing, color, muscle tone, and reflexes.

"Robin, what do you give Abigail?" I asked. I always had a nurse assign the Apgar score at my deliveries. I liked to keep myself honest.

"Eight."

"What! Not a ten?" Leon sputtered.

"I took a point off for color and because she needed a whiff of oxygen. Abigail will get a ten at five minutes." 

"I can't believe she didn't get a perfect score. Maybe it was from the epidural." He turned toward me.

I tried to reassure him. "Leon, an eight out of ten is an excellent score. Abigail looks wonderful, and she will certainly get a ten at five minutes." I wanted to add that this wouldn't affect her chances of getting into Harvard but kept my mouth shut.

"At least there was no episiotomy," Leon muttered.

Christy was stroking the baby now and cooing. I finished my charting on the bedside workstation and recorded the baby's weight and vital signs. Leon, the proud father, was already on his cell, alerting the world to Abigail's arrival.

I hugged Christy goodbye and complimented her again on her strength and wonderful birth. She thanked me for my help through her tears. Then I left the room and wearily stretched. Outside, the birth suite was humming with the change of staff. I said good morning to a few regulars as I passed the nurses' workstation. 

"Hey, Mauve! Have a good sleep,'' Carl, the patient care manager, called as I passed by.

"Funny guy," I said, waving. Maeve, my traditional Irish name, was said in so many ways by so many people. I probably should carry a card that read, Maeve, like brave with an M.

After a quick shower in the locker room, I changed into my black jeans, a white tank, and a charcoal cotton jacket. The pants didn't quite reach my ankles, but finding tall pants wasn't always easy. I clipped my shoulder-length, blonde hair into a twist and put on some rose lipstick and blush to counteract my lack of sleep. I wanted to look at least a bit pulled together for my quick coffee date with my husband, Will. Not too bad for an exhausted midwife, I thought as I took a last glance in the mirror.

Traffic was heavy on Main Street in Langford. Boston commuters were on the move, and the omnipresent school buses were rolling.

I pulled up to The Coffee Cup, housed in a remodeled Victorian house in the center of town. As I entered the café area, I spotted my older sister, Meg, holding court.

Oh great. I forgot today is real estate open house day. I didn't want to see her after a night call, so I slid into a booth and pretended to study my phone.

Meg marched over to my table. "Avoiding me, Maeve?" 

"Of course not." I gave a weak smile.

Meg and I were both six feet tall, but she was model thin and, this month, a flaming redhead. Thirty-six years old, she had an unbelievably well-adjusted, fourteen-year-old son and lived in a lavish Tudor-style mansion on the shores of Langford Bay, courtesy of her uber-wealthy ex. She was also a very successful real estate agent and was well respected by her colleagues and clients.

Meg had on black sheer stockings, a black silk pencil skirt, and a lime green sleeveless shell, all complemented by hair and makeup worthy of a Vogue cover shoot.

"I know you're bringing life into the world, but really, Maeve, do you not own a hairdryer?"

"It was a long night, Meg."

"That's what it looks like."

I sighed and held my hands up in surrender.

"Okay, okay, you're mostly hidden by the booth anyway." She grinned.

This was our typical exchange. Meg was the perpetual homecoming queen, impeccably dressed and charming her court, while I was the shy, studious, unfashionable little sister watching in the background. To her credit, Meg had tried valiantly for years to perform makeovers on me, but always to no avail. The latest fashion trends were just not my passion.

"We're about to tour homes." Meg gestured to her colleagues, who were gathering their belongings. Air kisses and hugs were quickly exchanged, and the pack of agents was off like hounds at the chase.

"Call me later," Meg sang out as she left.

"Roger that."

I sat and sipped my decaf mocha latte while engaging in some light people watching.

"Hey, beautiful!" Will, my 6'4" husband, appeared next to me. He had a lean runner's body and a head of dark brown curls and was easily the best thing to ever come out of Langford. He was everything wonderful—kind, honest, and outgoing. He also hated golf and loved baseball and me. How had I gotten so lucky?

"Hey, there." I kissed him.

"How was the night? The birth went well?"

As was typical with midwives' families, Will was well-schooled in centimeters, dilatation, and prenatal testing.

"All's well that ends well—a healthy baby girl. And I'm so glad you suggested we meet for coffee."

Will, aka William Charles Kensington III, had followed the family tradition of attending Yale. But upon graduation, he'd gone on to study culinary arts at Johnson & Wales. Afterward, he'd returned to Langford, where he'd opened a catering and bakery business to the eternal consternation of William Charles Kensington Jr., CEO of Oyster Cove Financial Services, one of the East Coast's largest private equity management firms. In five short years, Will had succeeded in making any event catered by A Thyme for All Seasons a highly prized ticket.

I leaned against him, and my entire body relaxed.

"Are you ready for the Event?" he asked.

The "Event" of this season was the wedding of Charlotte Whitaker, daughter of the chief of obstetrics of Creighton Memorial, to Brooks Hawthorne, which was to take place tomorrow at The Country Club. Just The Country Club, no other name needed. A Thyme for all Seasons had recently expanded to cater large events, and the Whitaker wedding, if all went according to plan, could really help promote the business. On the other hand, Will would have trouble repaying his sizable business loan if the reviews were less than fabulous.

Will sighed and finished his mug of coffee. "I believe I am. So much is riding on this wedding. If it's spectacular, it will be great for business."

"It will be great," I assured him. "You only do great." Then I hugged him.

"I hope so." He finished his coffee and slid out of the booth. "See you tonight, honey. I love you. Get some sleep."

As Will pulled away in one of the company vans, I again wondered how he was so grounded and loving, considering the rest of his family.

But that's another story.

I got into my trusty Jeep before sleep could overtake me and pointed the car toward home.


CHAPTER TWO

Certified nurse-midwives are registered nurses who have completed a graduate-level midwifery program and have passed a national certification exam.

Saturday morning dawned bright and sunny. But then, it would never rain on a Whitaker wedding. Will had left hours ago to make sure the catering was on track. 

I took Fenway, my four-year-old rescue dachshund, for a quick walk and then got ready for the wedding. I slipped into my new silk, sapphire wrap dress. It displayed more cleavage than usual, but, hey, why not? It was expensive, but it was also gorgeous and looked great with my new black silk slingbacks and black beaded clutch. I donned the beautiful Mikimoto pearls Will had given me on our wedding day and was ready to head off. Amazingly, even my stick-straight hair had some loose waves courtesy of a seldom-used curling iron. Not bad, I thought as I went out the door. 

The parking lot at St. Andrew's Episcopal was filled almost to capacity. Despite a recent visit to the car wash, my Jeep looked out of place next to all the Mercedes, BMWs, Range Rovers, Jaguars, and Porsches.

I took out and quickly scanned the engraved linen cream invitation. It read:

Matrimonial Ceremony of

Charlotte Alexis Whitaker

and

Brooks James Hawthorne IV

St. Andrew's Episcopal Church

Langford, Massachusetts

Saturday, the eighth of June, at two o'clock in the afternoon

As I approached the massive church, I saw all the pink plantings and railings wrapped in white tulle with pink peonies at precise intervals. It was a floral tour de force that must have taken an army of gardeners and florists a few days to accomplish. Inside there were pink roses, peonies, and hydrangeas everywhere. The scene was right out of InStyle Magazine. I wondered, were there any pink flowers left on the East Coast? On the West Coast?

As I squeezed into the last row, a large choir serenaded the full house in the loft above the congregation.

The choir began to sing "My Spirit Sang All Day" as Mrs. Whitaker, resplendent in a strapless, rose silk Carolina Herrera with a vibrant pink cabbage rose behind one ear and a necklace of marble-sized, green South Sea pearls, was ushered to the left front pew. Really? Strapless for the mother of the bride? Well, she does look amazing.

A hush fell over the crowd. The stained-glass doors closed, and the groom and his men filed to the altar.

Did one have to be six feet two, gorgeous, and ripped to be in this wedding party?

As the first strands of Wagner filled the air, the doors opened, and down the aisle came Anastasia Bleeker. She was one of the bride's four-year-old charges at Miss Bloomfield's School, where wealthy, pregnant women enrolled their offspring-to-be to claim a coveted spot. Anastasia was wearing a white tulle fairy-tale gown with a dark rose-colored sash. A circle of petite, light pink roses and baby's breath crowned her chin-length, straight, white-blonde hair. She carried a small, white wicker basket in one hand, and with the other, she started to drop pale pink rose petals down the long aisle.

Channeling Lady Di, I thought.

Next came the ring bearer, Barrington Cabot. He was another nursery school trust-fund-baby-in-the-making in white linen shorts and jacket and a head of black, curly hair. Then six breathtaking models, or rather bridesmaids, dressed in rose-colored tulle skirts and pale pink lace wrap blouses, floated down the aisle carrying white and pink hydrangeas wrapped in rose-colored ribbons. They looked like an upscale version of an ad for the United Colors of Benetton.

After a slight pause, the stained-glass doors parted again, and Dr. Whitaker appeared in his morning suit, standing at Charlotte's right side. She was breathtaking in a Vera Wang white silk ball gown glittering with thousands of tiny seed pearls. A deep rose satin ribbon wrapped around her bouquet of white peonies. Her Belgian lace veil trailed behind her down the aisle.

The ceremony went on amid candlelight, roses, and organ music. It was like being in a dream, albeit a very, very expensive dream.

Finally, vows were exchanged, there were no objections, and Charlotte and Brooks were off to the photo-taking session in a vintage, white Bentley. As they left, the guests milled about outside the church for a bit and then headed to the reception.

Evelyn Greyson, the sixtyish director of Obstetric Nursing, stood at the top of the church stairs as I exited. She was dressed in a powder blue suit with a short jacket with peplum and knee-length, fitted skirt. A pearl necklace, her ever-present pearl brooch, and small pearl stud earrings completed the look. Her graying hair was, as usual, in her trademark chignon.

"Beautiful wedding," I said.

"Magnificent," Evelyn replied. "Dr. Whitaker wouldn't have it any other way. See you at the reception, dear." And then she strode off to her car.

Evelyn always agreed with everything Dr. Whitaker said and did. She worshipped him. Did she also have an unrequited crush on him?

I quickly greeted a few colleagues but didn't linger because I wanted to see how Will was doing.

The Country Club was buzzing with activity when I drove through the porte cochère, pulled up to the main entrance, and handed my keys to a valet. The grand foyer was glittering with hundreds of candles and still more massive floral arrangements in blush pink. A string quartet played Pachelbel's "Canon in D" beside the grand staircase.

Out on the veranda, the wedding party was taking pictures before an expanse of green lawn and brilliant blue sky and sea. It would be a wedding album worthy of its own issue of Town & Country.

I made a quick detour to the caterer's kitchen. Waiters in black tuxedos formed a parade carrying silver trays of hors d'oeuvres and champagne. I spotted Will toward the back making a detailed inspection of the wedding cake, a tower of white and pink with fresh roses on the layers. The cake topper was a porcelain likeness of Charlotte and Brooks, complete with a replica of her gown and veil.

"Hey, Will!" I called out as I came up behind him.

He turned and looked at me for a long moment. "You look stunning, Maeve," he finally said. Then he gave me a huge grin followed by a kiss.

Will gazed around the kitchen as he quickly took measure of the dinner preparations. "Hey, Kevin, can you help pass the hors d'oeuvres, please?" Will asked.

Kevin was an old family friend who Will had recently hired. I had a hand in his hiring, although Kevin was unaware of my influence.

"Sure, Will. Hey, Maeve, nice to see you."

"Great to see you, too," I responded.

A well-run major catering event was like a ballet. Everyone and everything had to flow just right. Timing was critical.

I put my arm around Will's waist and hugged him. "You got this, honey."

"Do or do not. There is no try," Will countered.

"Yes, Yoda," I said as I kissed him on the cheek and took my leave. We both knew how high the stakes were today.

Conversations buzzed in the ballroom and on the veranda as I returned from the kitchen. Large silver serving trays were circulated among the guests, offering tiny crab cakes topped with dill aioli, mini beef Wellingtons, smoked salmon pinwheels, and tomato and goat cheese on toast points. There were massive silver bowls of fresh shrimp on ice on round marble tables.

"Maeve! Maeve! Over here!" one of the midwives called.

Looking around the ballroom, which held table settings for six hundred guests, I saw that the Creighton Memorial staff was on the right side of the room while family and friends were on the left. I waved to the midwives but walked over to the table where Grand, Will's grandmother, was sitting with Will's parents, Will's sister, Eloise, her husband, Taylor, and Will's younger brother, Teddy. 

"Hello, Maeve." William stood and extended his hand. Never a hug, never a kiss on the cheek, just a handshake.

"Hello, so nice to see you all," I replied, shaking his hand as I nodded to the table. I saw that Lydia, my mother-in-law, was outfitted in a mint green silk cocktail dress with a large diamond necklace and matching drop earrings. She tilted her head toward me and smiled but said nothing.

"The Country Club is such a perfect wedding venue," I offered.

"Quite lovely," she replied.

"You look beautiful, Maeve," Grand said.

"Thanks, Grand."

"Sweet dress," Lydia said.

Sweet dress? What, am I five years old? Lydia was a master of the backhanded compliment, and she was not my biggest fan. Keep it together, Maeve.

Eloise was in a sleeveless, pale green and cream striped dress with an emerald and diamond pendant and earrings. Like mother, like daughter.

"Well," I said, "enjoy the meal. Will has been creating a masterpiece." I saw William's and Lydia's smiles tighten. They did not respond. They were not pleased with Will's chosen profession.

"I can't wait," Grand said.

I gave a little wave and headed over to find my table.

Scanning the room, I saw my sister, Meg, cross her eyes and raise her wine glass in a mock salute. Meg was the Langford real estate agent of choice for the wealthy and had been invited along with other top business leaders of the town. She knew I had just navigated a minefield with my emotionally distant in-laws. As soon as I reached my table, I quickly sat down and took a long drink of chardonnay.

Herend Chinese Bouquet china in pink, Gorham Newport Scroll sterling, and Baccarat crystal decorated each setting.

My gosh, they'll have to pat everyone down before they leave.

Murray Alfond, the famed orchestra leader, turned on his mic and said, "Please be seated while the bridal party arrives."

There was sustained applause as Charlotte and Brooks triumphantly paraded into the ballroom. "The bride and groom will dance to a classic personally chosen by Brooks," Alfond announced.

"The Very Thought of You" wafted through the room as Charlotte and Brooks took to the floor. They obviously had attended many ballroom dancing classes in preparation for this moment, and they danced impeccably.

Then the entire wedding party sashayed to "Fly Me to the Moon." It was like watching La La Land. They were all perfectly coiffed, dressed, and ready for filming. Plus, they could dance.

When they were done and returned to their seats, Alfond intoned, "Please bow your heads while Reverend Lucas Mathers says grace."

The Episcopal pastor of St. Andrew's, Reverend Mathers, was slightly rotund with flushed pink cheeks. He ran his hand through receding black hair, obviously feeling the weight of this moment. Then he bowed his head.

"Dear Holy Father, thank you for this glorious day! What a wonderful celebration! We ask you to bless Charlotte and Brooks, as well their families and friends, and we beseech you to grant this special couple a life together that is happy and blessed. We further ask you to bless this fabulous repast and grant your blessings on all present. Amen."

Gee, that was short. He must be hungry.

A phalanx of waiters served the first course of spring green and white asparagus spears with shaved red onion. As we started in on the delicate vegetables, the best man, Ry Farmington, took the microphone and asked all to raise their glasses in a toast to the couple.

"Brooks has been like a brother to me since our first day at Hollis in Harvard Yard. We've seen many adventures together—none of which, out of respect for your patience and his reputation, I will go into here."

He paused for applause and a few knowing hoots.

"In the words of the Bard,

No sooner met but they looked;

No sooner looked but they loved;

No sooner loved but they sighed;

No sooner sighed but they asked one another the reason;

No sooner knew the reason, but they sought the remedy;

And in these degrees have made a pair of stairs to marriage.

Please rise and toast to their lives together."

Six hundred guests rose and toasted the couple.

Then came truffle-scented tenderloin with dauphinoise potatoes and tender baby carrots. I snuck a look first at the Whitaker table and then at William and Lydia. They all seemed to be enjoying the meal, and I prayed that all the reviews would be excellent.

For dessert, a chocolate mousse with a crème brûlée center was placed at each setting. I knew the wedding cake would be cut and served later.

Just then, the wait staff re-entered the room. They set a Baccarat champagne flute filled with pink champagne at each place. A hush came over the ballroom. Dr. Whitaker was standing at the head table, staring the crowd into silence. Then he picked up his glass and smiled adoringly at Charlotte.

Everyone listened as he gave a long, loving toast to his daughter. Finally, he took a moment to gather his thoughts before saying, "Charlotte, your mother and I found this magnificent champagne in France a few years ago and had it shipped in for your wedding."

Mrs. Whitaker stared at Dr. Whitaker with a huge Miss America smile.

Dr. Whitaker continued, "Would everyone please rise and toast my lovely daughter Charlotte and her husband, Brooks." He lifted his crystal flute to his lips and took a sip while beaming at Charlotte.

Immediately, his cheeks turned scarlet, and he started to wheeze. The crystal dropped from his hand and shattered on the ground. He clutched at his throat while making extensive gasping attempts to pull in a breath. Then he went limp and collapsed to the floor. The room erupted into pandemonium.


CHAPTER THREE

After ten weeks of pregnancy, the embryo is referred to as a fetus.

Dr. Theodore Cydson, vice chief of the obstetrics department, ran to the table and searched for a pulse. "Get his EpiPen! Call 9-1-1!" he shouted.

Mrs. Whitaker quickly retrieved an EpiPen from her clutch. The crowd parted, and a deadly quiet overtook the ballroom as she handed the pen to him.

"Please save him!" Charlotte cried. She had spilled champagne from her flute, and a large stain ran down the front of her gown.

Dr. Cydson tried to inject the contents of the EpiPen into Dr. Whitaker's thigh. "What?" he cried out in surprise and repeated his motion with the EpiPen. "It's broken!" he exclaimed in alarm. He withdrew the EpiPen and threw it against the wall. By now, Dr. Whitaker's skin had turned a mottled blue as he lay flaccid on the floor.

"I need a new EpiPen!" Cydson screamed, looking wildly around the gathered crowd.

"Start CPR now," said Dr. Sanjay Patel, another of the obstetrics staff. He was a bit more composed as he stretched the stricken physician into position to begin chest compressions. He and Dr. Esther Wong, the emergency department chief, started doing two-rescuer CPR as sirens wailed in the distance.

One of the labor and delivery nurses quickly brought over The Country Club's defibrillator and switched it on. Immediately, it gave instructions to attach the pads to the patient.

"Analyzing rhythm. Do not touch the patient," the machine instructed. In a moment, it announced, "Shock indicated. Charging. Stand clear." Everyone stepped back as Dr. Patel pressed the button to deliver the shock, and the body gave a sudden jolt.

"Shock delivered. Resume CPR," directed the device. Sanjay Patel and Esther Wong resumed their efforts.

A frantic guest ran up to them and offered her EpiPen as paramedics came running into the ballroom. Sanjay injected the new EpiPen but got no response from Dr. Whitaker.

The paramedics replaced the defibrillator with their monitor. The jagged, irregular line snaking across the monitor showed that Whitaker's heart was fibrillating uselessly. Another shock was administered to no effect. The paramedics quickly placed an intravenous line and intubated their patient. Another dose of epinephrine was given. It, too, had no effect.

Continuing CPR, the paramedics loaded Dr. Whitaker into the waiting ambulance and sped off to the Creighton Memorial emergency room. The immediate family followed in close pursuit. In the ballroom, silence gave way to confused conversations.

"What happened? Was it something in the champagne?" asked one of the guests looking at her flute on the table.

"Maybe it was a cardiac issue," another said.

"I don't know," I said, shaking my head. It didn't look to me like a heart attack. "This is shocking."

The ballroom itself was now a picture of chaos. The head table was in shambles. Chairs were tipped over, plates and glasses were in pieces on the floor, along with debris from the CPR efforts. Stunned wedding guests were milling about and murmuring to each other. The dinner was long forgotten, and the musicians had begun packing up. Festivity had given way to numb disbelief.

I went to find Will.

He was leaning on a bar countertop with his head in his hands. "Will," I began. He turned to me, and I saw his eyes lacked focus. "Are you okay?"

"Maeve, this is unbelievable," Will said.

"Do you have any idea what happened?" I asked, taking hold of one of his hands and holding it tightly for some sense of normality.

"I have no idea. We poured Dr. Whitaker's own champagne selection in the special Baccarat flutes. The champagne was delivered to us from his private vendor."

"He grabbed his throat. I think he may have had an allergic reaction to something," I said.

"I don't see how that's possible. We had a list of everyone's allergies, and we were obsessively careful about them. Plus, he had the attack while he was drinking champagne and not while he was eating." He looked up and held my gaze. "I hope my team didn't mess up."

"I am sure it has nothing to do with you or the staff." But was I sure? "Dr. Cydson must have known Dr. Whitaker had allergies because he called for his EpiPen right away," I said.

"We always ask about allergies, and for this wedding, we made sure there were no nuts in any of our dishes. Anyway, he was drinking, not eating. What was wrong with his EpiPen? Was it broken?"

"Who knows?" I shrugged.

"Maeve, I need to get myself together and talk to my staff. Are you okay to drive home?" His forehead was creased with worry.

"I'm fine. Go ahead, Will. We'll talk later."

He hugged me tightly and then went back into the kitchen.

I saw Grand sitting alone at her table and made my way over. "Grand," I started. She took my hand. Her clear blue eyes stared into mine.

"Will's worried," I said, feeling panic start to overwhelm me.

"Have courage, Maeve. Be strong for Will."

I squeezed her hand and nodded.

About fifteen minutes later, Dr. Patel walked to the microphone. He raised his hand for silence. "Ladies and gentlemen, I just received a call from Dr. Cydson. Our emergency room staff was unable to resuscitate Dr. Whitaker. We ask for your prayers and thoughts for his family."

There was a collective gasp from the guests, who began gathering their belongings and heading to the exit. As they did, veteran Langford police captain Mike Petrucelli took the microphone and announced, "Good evening. Before you leave, please see Deputy Police Chief O'Reilly. He and his staff will be taking the names and addresses of everyone in attendance. I know this will take a few extra minutes, but we ask for your assistance. We will do this as swiftly as we can. Thank you for your cooperation."

Deputy Police Chief O'Reilly was my older brother, Patrick. I needed to talk to him, but the crowd surrounded him. I looked at the gathering of elegantly dressed people giving their names and addresses to the police. These were definitely not the usual suspects.

I started to follow along, filled with conflicting emotions. I was sad for the Whitakers, but I was also terrified for Will. No matter what happened, everyone would ask who the caterer was at the reception.

Maybe it would turn out that Dr. Whitaker had a heart attack, but an allergic reaction would need to be excluded. An autopsy would clearly need to be done. And where was that EpiPen, and what was wrong with it? Why didn't it inject? I realized that maybe the police hadn't found the pen yet. I glanced over and saw that Patrick was still knee-deep in work with the other police officers.

I walked over to the head table, where Dr. Whitaker had coded, but I couldn't see the EpiPen. I started to look under the table when a police officer approached me.

"May I help you, ma'am?" she asked, her voice stern.

"Hello, officer. I was just looking for the EpiPen. I was wondering why it didn't work."

"May I have your name, ma'am, and your relationship to the victim?"

"Oh, I'm Maeve Kensington. Uh, O'Reilly-Kensington. I, uh, I..."

She looked puzzled.

"M-A-E-V-E, it's pronounced like cave with an M." If I had a nickel for every time I had said something like this...I think I know every word that rhymes with Maeve. 

Patrick must have finally spotted me and walked to us. "Can I help, Officer Manning?" 

"Sir, this woman was looking through the crime scene. I was taking her name and particulars."

"This is Maeve Kensington, my sister. She works at Creighton."

"Sorry, sir."

"Nothing to be sorry about. You were doing your job," Pat said, then turned to me, looking not entirely happy. "Maeve, please just fill out the form, and leave the police work to us."

"Pat..." 

"Maeve, I know he was your colleague, but we need to keep the crime scene secure until we fully evaluate it," Pat pointed out.

"I know, Patrick. I was just curious as to why that EpiPen didn't work." I scanned the ground one last time, hoping to spot it.

"Maeve, fill out the form, and I'll call you later. I know you're worried about Will. Are you okay to drive?"

"Yes, I'm fine. Thanks, Patrick. We can talk later."

He walked back to join the other officers.

"You will get through this, Sis," Meg said as she sidled up to me.

I let out a sigh.

"Stiff upper lip time, Maeve. Is Pat being tough on you?"

"He's just doing his job. Why didn't that EpiPen work?"

"Come on, Nancy Drew," Meg chided, steering me away from the front of the room. "It's time to call it a day. This isn't Will's fault." We got up to the table at the exit, and Meg and I filled out our information. Then we walked out to get our cars. "Call me if you hear anything," Meg said, hugging me.

"I will," I promised as I got into the Jeep.

"Or even if you don't."

When I got home, I put on my sweats and made a mug of fruit and almond tea. Grabbing a spoon and a pint of Ben & Jerry's Cherry Garcia, I snuggled under our red-and-white wedding ring quilt with Fenway. I had no idea when Will would get home, but it wouldn't be soon enough.


CHAPTER FOUR

The second trimester of pregnancy is from thirteen to twenty-seven weeks.

On Monday morning, as I pulled into the hospital garage, I saw the American flag on the lawn at half-staff. All of Creighton Memorial would be in a somber mood today.

As I sat in my Jeep, I thought back to my job interview five years ago. Arriving at Creighton, the long row of imposing redbrick buildings and immaculate lawns made me believe I had come across one of the many college campuses scattered across Massachusetts. Doctors in training at different Boston medical centers routinely rotated through the various services to get a feel for private practice. And while the excellent care contributed to the hospital's reputation, it didn't hurt that the grounds and facilities, endowed to the hilt by the town's wealthier citizens, could only be described as magnificent.

Walking into the main building, I'd nodded at the two blue-haired and deeply tanned older women sitting at the information desk. The foyer had marble fireplaces, tasteful reproduction furniture, and antique quilts on the walls. Call it Ralph Lauren's country hospital. Dr. Whitaker had been the chief of obstetrics for thirty years. 

After gawking at the opulent lobby, I'd been directed to his suite and found myself in a waiting room paneled in rich, dark mahogany and furnished with maroon leather club chairs. On the walls hung scenes of naval battles and hunting dogs. It was pitch-perfect old boy decor.

I'd been greeted by a tall, slender middle-aged woman who wore a dark navy, fitted suit with a peplum jacket, a pearl circle pin on her lapel, and a starched white shirt. Her dark hair had been pulled tightly into a severe chignon, and she looked as if she'd stepped out of a 1950s secretarial pool.

She had introduced herself as Evelyn Greyson, Obstetric Nursing director, and abruptly told me that I would follow her on a tour before my interview. Even then, I'd wondered if this was the power behind the throne. During the tour, Evelyn barely acknowledged the staff except to occasionally announce I was a midwifery candidate. 

It quickly became apparent that the physical plant was second to none. The patient areas were lovely, warm, and homey, with state-of-the-art equipment readily available but hidden from view. The floors gleamed, gorgeous indigo hydrangeas were on desktops, and every room appeared to offer views of the harbor. Is this a hospital or a spa? Could a hospital make me feel underdressed? This one had, even in the beige linen suit and white silk blouse I'd worn to the interview. That morning, as I left my apartment in Boston, I'd thought I looked calm and collected, but trailing behind Evelyn through these polished spaces, I'd felt sweaty and scraggly and wrinkled.

Finally, Evelyn had taken me through a mahogany door into Dr. Whitaker's inner sanctum, where a man with patrician good looks, a chiseled chin, and thick, steel-gray hair sat behind a massive, glass-topped desk. Under his pristine white lab coat, he had on a pale blue shirt paired with navy trousers and a navy silk tie. It suddenly felt like everything here was color coordinated from Martha Stewart's blue palette. To one side, a grouping of family portraits crowded a credenza, displaying several smiling children in various nautical settings. One large picture of a beautiful woman with violet eyes, dark brunette hair, and high cheekbones stood out from the rest—the doctor's wife, I'd later confirmed.

Dr. Whitaker had made approving comments on my recommendations and training—UMass/Amherst College of Nursing, Masters in Midwifery at Columbia, and four years at Boston General—and asked a few lightweight questions before I was summarily dismissed. As I'd correctly assumed at the time, Dr. Whitaker did not get very involved in the hiring of non-physicians. Luckily, when I met with the midwifery group, I found them to be strong, intelligent women who took Dr. Whitaker and Evelyn with a massive grain of salt.

Suddenly remembering what had happened to Dr. Whitaker, I left the Jeep and hurried in through the main door. I didn't want to be late for this quickly called department meeting.

Yesterday, I'd fielded phone calls from my mom and Meg and let the rest go to voice mail. Unfortunately, Patrick had not returned any of my calls. In part, Will had made his version of American chop suey because cooking always calmed him down. It was the perfect comfort food, and we ate it while watching the Red Sox get pounded by the Minnesota Twins, which was a fitting end to the weekend.

Stopping on the Labor and Delivery Unit, I quickly scanned the patient board. It listed six patients, all either in early labor or recently delivered. For the moment, everything was calm, and so I went on to the meeting.

In the Hadley conference room, Dr. Theodore Cydson was seated at the head of the table with Simon Peters, the urban planner turned healthcare CEO of Creighton. Evelyn Greyson sat directly to Dr. Cydson's right. Although her hair, makeup, and suit were pristine, Evelyn's face was drawn. She seemed oddly deflated and kept her gaze upon her clenched hands. Obstetricians, midwives, and obstetrical nursing managers completed the gathering around the massive oak table.

"Good morning," Simon Peters said when everyone had found a seat. "Creighton Memorial Hospital has suffered a terrible loss. Dr. Whitaker was the heart and soul of the OB/GYN department and a pillar of the hospital and the community. While we will honor his memory in due time, our immediate task is to keep up his legacy and move on as he would want us to do. Our grief counselors will be on hand for any staff who wishes to meet with them later."

"Do we know what the cause of death was?" Val, the Labor and Delivery nurse manager, asked.

"The autopsy results will be released as soon as possible."

I pray it was a heart attack.

"How is the family doing?" Dr. Sanjay Patel asked.

"As well as can be expected," Peters said. "We will offer them all the support we can." He stopped, took a breath, and continued, "I want you all to know that we will carry on as usual. The trustees and department chiefs will meet this afternoon to decide on how and when his successor will be named."

"Who will cover his patients?" Val asked.

"Well, as chief, he did not have a full clinical schedule, but his booked surgeries will be reassigned after discussion with his patients," Simon replied.

Dr. Patel put down the pen he'd been fiddling with. "Is there any word on the funeral arrangements?"

"The service schedule will be announced shortly when all the plans are finalized. I believe many of his family are coming from a distance, and, of course, the medical examiner must release the body. It will be a few days. Any further questions?"

The group was silent.

"For now, please carry on in your usual tradition of excellence. I know the Creighton family will weather this shock with its accustomed resilience. In the interim and to provide continuity and experienced guidance, Dr. Theodore Cydson has been appointed acting chief."

Dr. Cydson stood and smiled broadly at everyone in the room. A few people nodded in his direction. "I know we will all work together to show the true character of Creighton Memorial even in these darkest of hours. Thank you all for coming and for your continued support."

As staff filed out, Madeline, the Midwifery director, asked the midwives to stay for a brief meeting. Madeline was an excellent clinician, our outspoken advocate, and a lifelong yoga enthusiast. She lived with her wife, Joy, and their four kids, all six and under, plus assorted animals in an old farmhouse they were constantly renovating with the help of Joy's four brothers.

"Well, that really was the wedding of the century," Madeline said.

"What killed Dr. Whitaker? Was it an allergy? His heart?" Winnie asked. She was our older, very experienced British midwife, born in Montserrat and educated at Queen Charlotte's and Chelsea Hospital in London. As the unofficial mother to the group, younger midwives routinely told one another to "Stay calm, and call Winnie."

Madeline gave her a reproving look. "We need to wait for the autopsy." 

"Why didn't the EpiPen inject?" I wondered.

"Another unknown," Madeline shrugged.

"I still can't believe this," Bev, another midwife, groaned. "Dr. Cydson, the acting chief? There will be no living with him now." Bev was a native New Yorker of Haitian heritage. Tall, elegant, and unflappable in clinical situations and life, she always managed to make us all smile with her quick wit. 

"And El Cid has been in such a foul mood lately," Winnie said. Dr. Theodore Cydson, the vice chair of the obstetrics department, was commonly referred to as "El Cid" by the staff when safely behind his back.

"What happened?" Madeline sighed.

"He's been storming around the labor floor barking out orders to nurses, second-guessing everyone on fetal monitor tracings, and generally pushing people's buttons with obnoxious regularity," Winnie said.

"And this is new?" Bev asked.

"Well, hard as it is to believe, he seems worse than usual," Winnie replied.

"Doctor One-Day-This-Will-Be-Mine-All-Mine should be very happy now," I mused. "Dr. Whitaker was going to retire soon, and now El Cid is first in line to get the keys to this kingdom." 

"Last week, I overheard Dr. Whitaker say he wasn't ready to retire," Winnie said. We all turned and looked at her.

"What? When was that?" Madeline asked.

"Well, he and Evelyn Greyson were talking, and..."

"Evelyn! She's the most unsupportive Nursing director ever!" Bev chimed in. "His right-hand gal...yeah, right if that's all she is."

"Come on, Bev. You know the Divine Miss Evelyn has made a second career of unrequited love. She is his protector. She's not romantically involved with him," I said.

Bev shrugged and raised an eyebrow in reply.

"Anyway," Winnie went on, "he told Evelyn he planned to stay on as chief indefinitely. El Cid was at the labor and delivery desk, and I know he heard the conversation."

"Wow. No wonder El Cid was smoking!" Bev exclaimed. "He's redecorated and remodeled the chief's office ten times over in his mind."

"What do you think changed Dr. Whitaker's mind?" Winnie asked. "The buzz at the perinatal conference was he would retire next year."

Without thinking, I added, "I heard he'd planned a six-month sailing trip after his retirement and had already made most of the arrangements." The group turned and looked at me, a few mouths hanging slightly open. 

I shrugged sheepishly. "Heard it at the in-laws'."

Bev grinned at me. "Blue blood confidential." 

I put my hands up in a sign of surrender, and we both started laughing.

"Now," Madeline announced to the group, "we need to figure out who will wind up as king or queen of this department and how it will affect us. Even though he's vice chair, El Cid isn't guaranteed the promotion." 

The group was silent. We all knew midwifery was often on unsteady ground without strong physician support.

"Madeline, do we need to think about that right now? Dr. Whitaker isn't even buried yet," Winnie asked incredulously.

Bev nodded her head. "She has to, Winnie. You know that El Cid would like to see the midwives subservient to him." 

"You're right about that. He often tries to ridicule us at rounds," Winnie responded.

"What he really wants is for us to be gone from Creighton," Bev pointed out. "What about Sanjay Patel or Fran Raymond becoming chair?"

"What about your John?" I asked.

Bev was married to Dr. John Armstrong, the chief of Maternal-Fetal Medicine. John was tall, always impeccably groomed, dressed out of a Brooks Brothers catalog, and had a reassuring, calm demeanor.

"John would never give up his clinical and research time for more administrative duties. He's very happy running his division," Bev replied.

"I think Fran Raymond is too young for the trustees' taste," Madeline said. "Also, sad to say, I'm not sure being a woman helps her cause with them. Sanjay also seems like a bit of a long shot. We all know he's a great clinician and very experienced, but politically the trustees are likely to turn to Dr. Cydson. He's an original member of the old boys' club."

"Not all the trustees are old boys," I piped up.

Bev smiled at me and nodded. "Will's grandmother is a powerful force on the board."

"Well, for now, let's keep our ears open," Madeline directed, letting her gaze go from face to face down the table. Then she laid down the critical question. "What is our consensus? Whom would we like as chief?"

"Sanjay," Winnie said.

We all agreed enthusiastically, and there was an immediate sense of solidarity in the room that lasted until Bev pointed out the obvious. "Too bad we don't get to vote."

Madeline looked thoughtful. "You can be sure I'll let the powers that be know how we feel. Oh, and one quick reminder. Please explain to all your students that if they push the red code button found in every patient room and operating suite in this hospital a cardiac arrest team will appear in minutes–and they will not be very happy if it's a false alarm. Last week a respiratory tech trainee pushed it by mistake and his patient was startled by the emergency response."

We all chuckled. Learning hospital protocols and procedures could be overwhelming. Finally, the group sat in silence for a moment.

Madeline turned to me. "Are you okay, Maeve?"

"Will is barely able to function," I sighed. "The police have been going through all of his supplies."

"Well, everyone knows he didn't do it," she reassured me.

"What motive would he have?" Winnie asked.

"Very PD James, Winnie," Madeline said.

"Brits are the best detectives," Winnie answered with a wry smile.

"But it did happen at an event he was catering," I said.

"Sweet baby Jesus in the manger, get a grip, woman. Will is blameless. And we are here for you," Bev said.

Winnie patted my back. "Whatever we can do to help, Maeve. We are your family." 

"That's right," Madeline said. "Anything you need, you just let us know."

"Thank you," I said.

This is how it was in every clinical setting I had ever worked. Hospital people took care of their own. It indeed was a second family, and once again, I realized how lucky I was to have this community.

I could sense the meeting was over, so I announced to the group, "I brought some cookies. I thought we needed a little treat." Dead silence immediately filled the room.

"How did you find the time to cook?" Winnie finally asked as I pushed a container into the middle of the table.

"I couldn't sleep. I was up early." Again no one spoke or reached for a cookie. I blinked in amazement. "Hello? My friends? My support group? My family?"

"I'd love to try one." Bev gamely reached into the plastic container. She bit into the cookie. "Ohhhh," was all she said as most of it dropped down the front of her scrubs in the form of raw cookie dough. It was very, very underbaked.

"Maeve, do you ever taste these before you bring them in?" Madeline asked.

"They looked fine," I objected. "Plus, I tried some new tricks this time."

"Not working," Madeline said.

"At least they're not hockey pucks, Maeve," Winnie offered as she placed the cookie she'd taken on the table in front of her, untasted. "Maybe it's your oven." Everyone looked at her.

"She lives with a chef, Winnie," Madeline pointed out.

Bev wiped the front of her scrub top where the dough had fallen. "Maybe the timer was off."

"It could be from shock," Winnie said. "You know, after the wedding fiasco."

I shook my head. "I'll never get this right."

"You're just stressed, Maeve. Even the best bakers have off days. Watch The Great British Baking Show. They are amazing bakers, and even they have huge flops," Bev pointed out.

"How about just using the recipe on the wrapper that the chocolate bits come in? It's easy and foolproof," Winnie said.

"That's what I used, Winnie," I mumbled

"Oh, dear." She frowned. 

"That's the way the cookie crumbles...or doesn't," Madeline said.

Everyone started laughing. Even I had to chime in as I dumped the cookies into the nearest trash bin.

"Such a waste of eggs and chocolate," Winnie said.

"Shush," Bev said.

Madeline stood up. "Okay, battle stations, everyone. Time to work."


CHAPTER FIVE

Miscarriage occurs in approximately ten to twenty percent of all pregnancies.

As I scanned the morning schedule at the prenatal office, I saw a text from Meg. Meet me for lunch @ deli.

I texted back, Bring lunch here. Can't leave. Too many patients.

She replied, Tuna on rye coming up.

I quickly looked over my list of patients. Kara Cook and her husband, Garrett, were first. Kara was thirty-six years old. She'd had a miscarriage six months ago at eight weeks gestation. Now Kara was nine weeks pregnant and had started spotting last night. She was so worried that she had already called the triage nurses with questions three times this morning. I took a deep breath and knocked on the door to her exam room.

"Good morning, Kara and Garrett. Kara, I heard you were spotting. Tell me what's going on."

Kara was about five feet six inches tall, with very short brown hair. There were dark circles under her eyes. A former Marine turned electrician, Garrett had his well-muscled arm around her shoulders. He looked serious and concerned.

"Well, last night, I went to the bathroom and had a few spots of blood, but no cramping," Kara began. "I called the on-call line, and the nurse told me if the bleeding wasn't heavy and I had no pain, I could wait to have an ultrasound this morning. Do you think everything is okay?"

"What color was the spotting?" I asked.

"Pink."

"Did you have recent intercourse?"

"No. Why do you ask?"

"Sometimes you can have spotting from your cervix after intercourse, which is harmless."

"Do you think the baby is okay?"

"Kara, many pregnancies have spotting early on. I know that you are very worried because of your prior loss. It's too early for me to hear the heartbeat with the fetal heart doppler, so I am going to have you get an ultrasound, and then we can talk."

A tear escaped down Kara's cheek.

"I know this is stressful," I said to her gently. "Let's see what the ultrasound shows."

"Okay, Maeve," Kara said.

Garrett took her hand, and I watched them walk toward the ultrasound suite. I said a quick prayer that this was not another miscarriage for them.

Next up was Macey Cunningham, a nineteen-year-old with a history of opioid use during her pregnancy. She lived with her chronically unemployed, thirty-two-year-old boyfriend, Tim, although there was no sign of him today. As I walked into the exam room, she immediately said, "I'm tired. I want to have this baby today."

"Let's see how you're doing," I said and proceeded to examine her. Then I picked up her chart.

"Macey, you're thirty-eight weeks. The baby sounds great and is growing well, and your blood pressure is good. How is the baby's activity?"

"She never stops moving!"

"Fetal activity is a healthy sign. How are you feeling?"

"Terrible. I told you I want this baby out today."

"Why do you feel terrible?" I asked her.

"I'm too big. I have heartburn. I want a C-section now."

"Macey, let's take one thing at a time. You look well. You have gained twenty-two pounds, which is right on target for you. Are you trying small, frequent meals for the—"

"I'm tired of this!" Macey snapped.

"I know, it does get tiring," I replied as calmly as I could.

"How would you know? You don't have any kids, do you?"

Take another breath. Keep going. I met Macey's eyes. "Women get fatigued at the end of pregnancy. Is Tim helping you out?"

"No, he never does. He does buy takeout for dinner, though."

"Has he found a job?"

"Not yet."

"That must be difficult."

"You think?" Macey sneered.

"Have you used any drugs lately, Macey?"

"No."

I so wanted that to be true. "You are doing very well. I am going to send a drug screen on your urine sample. Is that okay with you?"

"I told you I'm not using," Macey said, looking at her feet.

"Remember our contract," I reminded her. "Because of your history, you agreed to be tested." Macey continued to stare at the floor. "Have you been seeing Faye, the OB social worker?"

"No, I don't need to. I'm fine. The drug test will be fine."

"Macey, I want to help you get ready for motherhood. A negative drug test will show everyone your commitment."

"Do you have any kids?" she asked again.

I swallowed hard. "No, I don't." But I was so longing to be pregnant this month.

"Well, then, why should I listen to you?" 

I didn't want to go through any explanations with Macey. Male obstetricians care for women. Cardiac surgeons don't need to have cardiac surgery to care for their patients. I reminded myself that I would not let her get to me.

"Macey, I am trying to provide the best care possible for you and your baby."

"Ha! Then give me a C-section."

Once more, I went over the signs and symptoms of labor. I repeated to her that there was no indication to intervene in her pregnancy at this time. Finally, Macey agreed to the drug testing and stomped out of the exam room.

As I went to check the appointment tracking on my desk monitor, Jayda, the ambulatory obstetrics RN, stopped me with a look of sadness on her face. "Bad news for Kara. The ultrasound showed no fetal heart activity. The fetus stopped growing two weeks ago."

"Oh, no. Bring them to my office."

Kara was sobbing, just heartbroken. Garrett was blinking back tears but held himself in control and supported her.

"Why does this keep happening, Maeve? Was it something I did?" Kara asked.

"Kara, in most cases, early miscarriages happen because the embryo has a chromosomal abnormality. There is nothing you did to cause this. Nothing."

Kara started to sob silently. I held her hand and waited until she dried her eyes and looked up. "I'm so sorry, Kara and Garrett. Do you feel ready to talk about your options, or do you want to think about it overnight?"

"I just want this over," Kara insisted. "I remember the treatments you told us about from the last time. I want a D&C. I want the same as last time, and I want to be asleep. And please make sure they examine the baby to see if they can find out what went wrong?"

"Yes, we can arrange to have everything looked at by the pathologist," I assured her. "Let me call the scheduler and book a date for the surgery. I will have you sign the consents and have your blood work done today."

"I want this done as soon as possible, Maeve," Kara said. By sheer luck, there was a cancelation for early the next morning.

"Kara, remember. Nothing to eat or drink after midnight. You need to be in the pre-op area at five-thirty tomorrow morning."

"Who will do the D&C?" Garrett asked. A dilatation and curettage, or D&C, is a surgical procedure where the cervix is dilated so that a curette can remove tissue inside the uterus.

"Dr. Sofia Krebs. She is very experienced and extremely compassionate. You will meet her before the procedure. I think you will be happy with her."

"Okay," Kara said.

"I'll see you for a follow-up in a few weeks, and I'd like you to have a consultation with Dr. Beth Chisholm, one of the reproductive endocrinologists," I said.

"Why?" Garrett asked.

"Well, Garrett, I want to make sure we cover all the bases, and I think it would be helpful to get an expert opinion. Usually, we wait until a woman has had three miscarriages before a consultation, but Kara is thirty-six, and I don't want to waste valuable time." My own ticking biological clock was also always on my mind.

"That makes sense. Thanks, Maeve," he replied.

When I finally finished the paperwork and handed them written instructions, I hugged them both. Then I went to the main desk where Jayda was waiting for me.

"Next up is a gestational carrier named Elaine Colton," she told me. "She may have ruptured her membranes, and she's due tomorrow. You're seeing her for Dr. Lewin."

This was a new phenomenon we were seeing more frequently. Couples hired a woman, referred to as a gestational carrier, to have a baby for them. Eggs from the woman of the couple or donor eggs were used. Then pregnancy was achieved by using in-vitro fertilization and implanting the fertilized egg in the carrier.

I knocked on the exam room door. I saw Elaine, a thirty-six-year-old with long, dark hair and a pale complexion, on entering. Her face still showed some evidence of long-ago bouts of acne. She was dressed in bright fuchsia sweats and white Golden Goose sneakers. Next to her, a forty-something guy out of the pages of GQ, clad in Armani and with an earbud in his ear, was madly texting on his iPhone. He did not look up as Jayda and I entered.

"Hello, Elaine. I'm Maeve, one of the midwives. I'm seeing you for Dr. Lewin."

"Is Dr. Lewin ill?" blurted out the startled male model, I mean companion.

"Dr. Lewin is in the operating room," I told him, trying to be reassuring.

"Oh," he said, recovering his composure as well as his death grip on the iPhone.

I put out my hand. "I'm Maeve, and you are?"

"James Rostoni, one of the fathers. Austin is also in the OR in Boston, but he can be here as soon as we need him. And the videographer is on the way."

"Is Austin in the medical field?" I inquired. Elaine giggled.

"Yes," James confirmed. "He is a reconstructive surgeon in Boston."

I quickly realized that "Austin" was Dr. Austin Hedgewood, Boston's preeminent cosmetic plastic surgeon. He was a regular in the society pages and a generous contributor to many charity fundraisers. At fifty, he was tall, had a deeply tanned complexion, and was handsome in a way that led to rumors that he partook of his own wares.

"This child is Austin's and yours?" I inquired.

"Correct."

"Well, very nice to meet you." He gave me a quick nod as he began texting again. "How are you feeling, Elaine?"

"I'm fine, thank you. I think my water broke, but I'm not positive. You'd think I'd know by now."

"Sometimes it can be hard to tell. That's why we always want you to come in and be checked." I took a quick look at the chart and saw that this was baby number four for her. "Elaine, how were your other labors?"

"Well, the first two were my own, and I had them when I was fifteen and seventeen. I didn't know much then, but I don't remember having any problems. The last one was Austin and James's first baby. I had an epidermal. That labor was fine, about six hours."

"That's epidural, Elaine," James corrected.

"I meant epidural," Elaine said.

"I see he was born two years ago," I noted, still going through her record.

"We want our children to be close in age," James said.

"I see, and is this pregnancy using the same egg donor?"

"Yes. She's twenty-three and a Yale graduate. She's tall, blonde, and was a field hockey athlete."

Elaine lowered her eyes.

Well, between the egg donor's genes and Austin and James, this should be a designer baby. With Elaine as a proven gestational carrier, what more could they ask for? "First, let me check the baby's heartbeat." I picked up the doppler and held it to Elaine's abdomen. A rhythmic beat filled the room. "The baby sounds great," I said.

"Let me record it, please." James held his phone over Elaine's abdomen.

"Do you know what you're having?" I asked.

"This is Greer," James said. "His older brother is Lydon."

"James, would you please wait outside while I examine Elaine," I requested as I gave a slight nod toward the door.

"Please let me know the results immediately."

"Absolutely." I smiled as he closed the door. "Elaine, I'm going to check for amniotic fluid, and then I'll do a few tests. I'll explain everything as we go."

"That's fine," she replied.

I looked for signs of amniotic fluid and didn't see anything unusual. "Your cervix looks a bit open," I told her. "But I don't see any pooling of fluid in your vagina. Now let me do a few tests." I touched some nitrazine paper to her cervix, but it did not change color. This was a negative result.

"I'll just take a look under the microscope, but so far, everything looks fine," I let her know. When I was done, I looked up from the microscope. "All the tests for ruptured membranes are negative. Are you having any cramping?"

"Yes, on and off. I had contractions last night for about an hour."

"Okay, I'll do a quick exam of your cervix, Elaine."

She relaxed, and I completed the pelvic exam. Then I turned to Jayda. "You can let James know that Elaine hasn't ruptured her membranes, so Austin doesn't have to rush down from Boston."

Jayda nodded and left the exam room. "Call me if you need me," she said as she left.

"Elaine, you haven't ruptured your membranes, but your cervix is about two to three centimeters dilated."

"I feel so silly coming in to be checked."

"Elaine, you did exactly the right thing. It can be hard to tell if you ruptured your membranes, especially at the end of pregnancy. Remember, this is your fourth baby, so things can happen quickly. Here, let me help you sit up." I helped Elaine to an upright position and adjusted the table so she would be comfortable. "How has the pregnancy been?" I asked.

"Fine. Austin and James are wonderful people, and I have no blood connection to the babies, which makes it easier. James is a bit shy around new people, but they are both kind and wonderful parents."

"Well, that does sound nice," I agreed.

"It is a great situation for all of us."

"Is the postpartum time difficult?" I decided to probe a little further.

"Not really," she answered. "I'll supply breast milk for about six months."

"You are a huge part of the family," I acknowledged.

"They make me very welcome. Plus, it's great to watch the baby grow into a little person."

"What about your own children?"

She perked up considerably. "My oldest is in college. I'm so proud of her. She's going to be a lawyer," Elaine said, beaming. "My youngest is in the Navy and loves that life."

"Is it going to be hard to leave after you have the baby?"

"Well, they want three kids, so I'll be around for a few years." She picked up her Louis Vuitton purse. She noticed me looking at the tote and smiled.

"It's a gift from Austin and James. They gave it to me after Lydon was born." 

I smiled back at her. "It's been very nice to meet you, Elaine. Remember to call with any signs of labor or if the baby's activity is decreased. I'll send Dr. Lewin an email about our visit."

"Thanks, Maeve. Nice to meet you."

Jayda entered the room again as Elaine left and raised an eyebrow. "I heard from the labor and delivery nurses that the baby gets handed straight to the fathers, and they rent out a postpartum room so that they have total access for bonding. On top of that, they have nannies and housekeepers, so I guess they plan to have perfect silver spoon kids."

"Money talks," I agreed. "But Elaine also told me they are wonderful, loving parents. She seems very happy with the arrangement." It's a brave new world. This is the world of obstetrics today, with both new frontiers and old problems.


CHAPTER SIX

Prenatal care aims to provide excellent care for women and their unborn children through education, surveillance, lab testing, and constant assessment.

I finished the morning session as Meg arrived.

"Cookies for the office and not made by Maeve," she trilled as she hugged Jayda and handed her a box of goodies.

Jayda peeked into the box and then fixed me with a sweet smile. "I'm not a traitor, Maeve, but these cookies do look delicious."

"Yup, eat those fabulous cookies," I laughed.

Today Meg was dressed in an ivory St. John knit, complemented by a black leather purse with a gold chain strap and three-inch black heels. As always, she looked smashing. She unpacked the tuna on dark rye, chips, lemonade, and more chocolate chunk cookies. Meg could eat all of this and never gain an ounce.

"If I ate like this every day, I'd never be able to zip my jeans again," I said.

"Come on, Maeve. You were a Division I rower in college. You look great and are always walking, biking, or rowing that weird boat of yours. All I do is an occasional spin class and a little yoga now and then," Meg said.

"It's called a shell," I reminded her.

"Whatever. It's strange looking. Remember that Aidan, our baby brother, and I take after Dad's side of the family. They're all tall and skinny." She closed the door and glanced around the office. "You really need to update the decor here, Maeve."

The midwife group had chosen primary-colored wall quilts on pale cream walls for our office. "Meg, I've told you a million times, we have to choose from the Creighton Memorial Design Committee's selections."

"Well, they need to come into this century. This must be from the Early Ugly Collection. Boring, boring, boring, but oh, so tasteful." She paused for a second before plunging ahead. "What's the word about the late Dr. Whitaker's department?"

"El Cid will be in charge for the time being."

"No surprise there. Do you think he will be named chief?"

I shrugged. "It's too early to tell. I hope not."

"Is Evelyn wearing widow's weeds?"

"No, although
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