
 

 

Sydney took a deep breath as she left the farmhouse steps. Minutes 
before, she had managed to help Josie get the boys ready for school, into 
their parkas out into the crisp autumn air for their walk to the schoolhouse. 
How could two little boys have so much energy this early in the morning? 
Rascals. 

Sydney pulled her scarf up around her neck. The mornings were getting 
cooler, and she shivered a little before her trek warmed her cheeks as she 
set off to the hospital. The sun began to shine on the long driveway from the 
farm, out to the main road.  

Her thoughts drifted to her life as a young midwife, and what could have 
been had her mother not died during the birth of her baby brother.  

Declan, now 4, had been raised by Sidney and her younger sister Josie. 
Their father worked away most of the time, and the girls did their best to 
bring in money, cook for the family, and care for Declan and Darcy, who 

was 7. Sydney had been given a scholarship to study to be a midwife, and 
she enjoyed it immensely. She loved to help babies into the world, and teach 
new mothers how to swaddle, feed, and comfort their babies. New mums 
were always so tired, understandably so, and Sydney loved to hold the tiny 
infants so mum could rest.  

Sydney adored working, and it made things easier on Father if her and 
Josie pitched in to help. Josie was self-taught in sewing, and she made a 
small fortune tailoring clothes, as well as designing her own dresses. Her 
dream was to own a dress shop, so she was socking away some of her 

earnings at Father’s insistence. Father wanted his daughters to be strong 
like their mother and stand on their own. 

Sydney had other dreams. She loved babies so much and wanted her own 
one day. Not yet of course, Sydney had no love interests since school days 
when her and Blythe Cooper used to occasionally look at each other and look 

away again, as school kids tend to do. Blythe was so shy, he never got the 
nerve to ask Sydney for the time, much less a proper date. Not that she had 
time to date anyone after Mother passed away. She longed for a true love, 
but it seemed so out of reach. When she first became a midwife 6 months 
prior, just before her 18th birthday in March 1921, Sydney wondered if there 
would be cute doctors at the hospital. Much to her chagrin, the youngest 
doctor at the hospital was 59 years old, and cute was not a word she would 
use to describe him.  

When Sydney arrived at Manchester Hospital, she peeled off her scarf 
and gloves, and tucked them away in the sleeve of her coat, hanging it on 

the hook in the nursing lounge. She smoothed her skirts, and hurried into 
the nursing station, where Sister Nancy was busily writing in the logbook. 
She looked up when she heard Syd’s steps. 

“You’re a sight for sore eyes,” Nancy smiled. Sydney adored Sister 
Nancy. She was not stuffy like some of the other nuns and nurses. She had 



 

 

taught Sydney so much, and Sydney was grateful to be ready to begin 
helping moms on her own. 

“Come here darling, I have an assignment for you. Catherine Fraser has 
been put on bed rest by Dr. Ferguson, and she needs someone to check in on 
her a couple of times a week, taking her blood pressure, and helping with 
household duties. Could you add her to your schedule?” 

Sydney nodded, opening her satchel and pulling out her notebook. Sister 
Nancy rattled off the address and they made plans for Sydney to visit the 
Fraser’s home that afternoon, after rounds. Due to complications with a 

birth, Sydney did not leave the hospital until 5 that afternoon.  
 

*** 
 

Only 10 minutes from the hospital, the Fraser’s home was a stately 

property with a large brick wall framing the property. Large oak trees lined 
the front lawn, leaves of orange, yellow and red drifting down to the grass. 
With the gates open, Sydney was able to walk right up the long driveway 
and she bounced up the steps and knocked on the door. 

Catherine was a matter-of-fact woman, but kind. She had Sydney make 

notes about the due date, noting the high blood pressure that had put her on 
bed rest, and pertinent things she wanted Sydney to help with around the 
large house. She was extremely excited about this baby and had plans to 
have her sister visit before the baby came. Catherine was electric with 

trepidation and excitement about meeting her baby. Her ears perked up a 
little when she heard the front door. A man appeared in the doorway and 
Catherine jumped up. 

“Ohhh darling, this is our midwife, Sydney. Won’t you say hello? Sydney, 
this is Thomas, my husband.” 

Thomas stood an easy 6 feet tall or more, and he had on a sharp grey 
suit. He hair was a deep brown, and it was boyishly messy. Catherine, as if 
on cue, reached up and smoothed his hair with her fingers, grimacing at 
him. Sydney stood from the armchair she had been seated in and held out 
her hand. Thomas raised his eyes to hers and he shook it gently. His eyes 
were an ocean blue, and his lips were soft and curled up ever so slightly. So 
unfair that men get the longest lashes, she thought. She looked back at his 
lips.  

“Pleasure,” Thomas said smoothly. 
Catherine cleared her throat. 

“Well, I must be going, Mrs. Fraser,” Sydney stumbled over her words 
slightly. She hoped Catherine did not notice. “Nice to meet you Mr. Fraser!” 

“It was a pleasure,” Thomas repeated, and glanced at his wife. Catherine 
looked unhappy, and it was clear she was holding her breath. 



 

 

Sydney was barely to the front foyer before the yelling began. “Why do 
you always do this Thomas? You barely look at me, and you dare to stare at 
this girl who has come to help with our child?” Sydney slunk out of the 
house and down the steps as the door latched behind her. 

That night she disclosed the argument to Josie. “Oh my word Syd, did he 
say anything back to her? Honestly, she sounds horrid!” 

“Stood right straight like a board, and was silent as a church mouse, 
although I didn’t stay long. It is not my business unless that woman’s blood 
pressure gets out of control. Oh Josie, he was a handsome fella though. My 

word.” 
“Steer clear, big sis. You are a good girl, and you know better.” 
“Good girl,” Sydney scoffed. “You make me sound like your prized goat!” 
The girls exploded into laughter. 
 

*** 
 
Over the next few weeks, Sydney visited Catherine as scheduled. Dr. 

Ferguson expected regular updates, and Sydney dutifully handed over her 
notes to him.  

Catherine was a bit of a handful, understandably angry at having to stay 
on bed rest. She knew it was for the best, but she was upset about it 
nonetheless. Sydney witnessed battles between Mr. and Mrs. Fraser many 
times. Mrs. Fraser would yell something awful, and Mr. Fraser would just 

stand there and take it. It was odd, but also none of Sydney’s business. 
Sydney had caught him glancing at her, and although she felt butterflies in 
her stomach every time it happened, she was there to do a job. Sydney took 
her job seriously, and she convinced herself to avoid his gaze. He was a 
delicious man, but she could not be tempted for a taste, and heeded the 

warning of her sister. 
One afternoon, Sydney was finishing up the dishes while Catherine 

napped. Thomas arrived home early and came into the kitchen.  
“Oh, Mr. Fraser. I do not think we were expecting you home at this hour. 

Is everything alright?” 
“Thomas. You can call me Thomas, just like you call Catherine by her 

name. You’re helping deliver the baby, after all.”  
Sydney chuckled, “I suppose. Would you like a tea? I was just about to 

put on the kettle…Thomas.” She smirked at him, her eyes twinkling. So 
much for avoiding his gaze. Her heart was pounding so loud, she was sure 

he could hear it. 
“Sounds splendid,” he smiled warmly at her. 
Sydney filled the kettle and lit the burner. She placed the kettle quietly 

on the stove and turned to dry the dishes she had just washed. She glanced 
up at Thomas, if only for a few seconds. She could barely breathe, being this 



 

 

close to him. They had only seen each other with Catherine around, and 
there had been such a longing for conversation, at least on her part. His 
eyes were pure desire, and Sydney could feel his eyes all over her. She had 
seen that look before, but feeling this way was a whole different pot of tea. 
She felt warm, flushed almost. Her nerves were sparking all over her body, 
and she tried to follow the conversation Thomas was trying to have with 
her, but she felt like she was on fire. He was asking about her family, and 
she quickly told the story about her mother, and about Josie and her taking 
care of the kids. He sympathized with her losing her mother so young. He 

too had lost his parents early in life as well. 
He leaned against the cupboard that Sydney would need once she 

finished drying the glass in her hand. Sydney looked into his eyes and felt 
torn wide open. He had a trusting face, and she could not help but admire 
his lips once again. She stepped toward him, reaching for the handle of the 

cupboard behind him.  
“Sir?” she said, her voice almost a whisper. 
He hesitated. His eyes met hers. He took her outstretched hand gingerly 

and pulled it to his lips. He kissed the palm of her hand and placed her hand 
on his chest. With his other hand on the small of her back, he pulled her 

body into hers. She sunk into him, unable to help herself. He smelled so 
good. Sydney placed her head on his chest, where she could feel his warmth, 
and hear his heart beating. Sydney closed her eyes. She slipped her arms 
around him and hugged him back. She felt his hand under her chin, pulling 

her face to his. She looked into his gorgeous eyes one last time, and then 
closed hers again. Their lips met and she felt like she might explode. He 
kissed her so softly at first, his lips like butter on hers. She could feel her 
body take over as she grasped his shirt at his waist and started to pull him 
into her. He kissed her harder and held the back of her neck with his hand. 

She could feel his fingers in her hair, and his other hand, slipping down 
from her back to her bottom. She throbbed and ached for more, but she 
pulled away as the kettle began to whistle. 

She poured the tea, and they agreed to go into the back garden. For a 
solid hour, they sat in their coats, watching the leaves fall. They talked 
about life and dreams, and Sydney left her post that day without seeing 
Catherine. Thomas had assured her that it was alright to let Catherine sleep, 
so that is exactly what Sydney did.  

That night, Sydney lay in her bed, thinking about the kiss, feeling guilty 
and wondering what Thomas was doing in that very moment. She could not 

stop thinking about him. He was incredible, and their talk had only 
solidified that in Syd’s heart. She also could not get Catherine out of her 
mind. It was clear the two of them were not happy, but the guilt persisted. 

Thomas found ways to see Sydney throughout the day. He would leave 
his job and they would have lunch behind the hospital where no one could 



 

 

see them, sitting in the grass leaned up against the building. He brought her 
sandwiches from the local shops, and once he brought her a small bouquet 
of flowers. He wrote her poems that she nervously giggled at, and listened 
to her talk about her dreams of helping her sister open her dress shop once 
the kids were older. Kissing Thomas felt like sparks coursing through Syd’s 
body, and she imagined a life with him. The trouble was, he had a life, and 
she didn’t want to upset the apple cart that was the Fraser household. 

 
 

*** 
 
Thomas and Sydney managed to hide their affair from Catherine and the 

house staff. Sometimes, Thomas would meet Sydney in the barn, and they 
would go for walks along the creek, or just sit on the bank and talk. He was 

extremely attentive, and always so affectionate. She loved the way he 
touched her face when they kissed, and she longed to be with him fully.  

One afternoon, while Catherine slept, they walked into the forest. 
Thomas in navy dress pants, a white shirt and navy vest, Sydney in her 
yellow dress with white lace at the neck and along her petticoats, they were 

a handsome couple, holding hands along the trail. Thomas was nervous as 
they walked, which was out of character for him. He led them to a clearing, 
where he had set up a blanket, and a small basket of food. Syd squealed in 
delight, and they ate under the trees, not once thinking about their lives and 

the incredible pressure they both faced. Thomas pulled out a small package 
from the basket, wrapped in a red cloth napkin.  

“I saved the best for last,” he grinned. He handed the little package to 
Syd. 

“Surely you didn’t need to,” Sydney said as she peeled back the fabric. 

Dozens of ants began to crawl up her arm and she screamed.  
Thomas and Sydney scrambled to get all the ants off her arms, and they 

barreled over with laughter. Ants had decided to crawl right into the basket 
and go for the tarts Thomas had so carefully packed. 

“Well, you tried, fella!” Sydney teased, “you really know how to make a 
girl scream.” 

Thomas loved the chiding and was having a grand time. He smiled big 
like a little boy on Christmas. They held each other for hours, giggling, 
kissing, and talking. He laid his head in her lap and squinted into the sun. 

“Sydney?” 

“Yes Thomas.” 
“I love you.” 
Sydney sat up straighter, unsure what to say. 
“You’re supposed to say I love you too,” he offered. 



 

 

Sydney stammered a bit, “Thomas, I could love you. I could learn to. 
Since the day I looked into your eyes for the first time, I just…” Everything 
in her soul could not give in to him. So much of this felt wrong, but she 
wanted him so very badly. 

Thomas sat up and took her hands in his. He pulled them to his chest and 
kissed her hard.  

“I want to be with you. I do not care what I must do to be with you. I love 
you I love you I love you. There, I have said it. Now I need to act on it.” 

He kissed her again, this time softer. He embraced her whole body as 

they lay on the blanket together. His hands roamed across her slowly, 
exploring every inch of her. She wanted him so badly. She reached for his 
belt and guided him under her skirts.  

Thomas’ love continued to grow through the weeks, as did Catherine’s 
belly, and Sydney’s guilt. She liked Catherine; a lot more than she wanted to 

admit. Catherine was such an incredible woman, so intelligent and business 
savvy, thanks to her father. She began to teach Sydney bookkeeping, so 
Sydney could help her sister with the dress shop. Sydney found it so 
interesting that both of their fathers encouraged their daughters into 
business, given that most parents would say a women’s place is to make a 

home and babies.   
 

*** 
 

One November morning, Sydney was hanging Catherine’s dresses and 
stockings while Catherine lay on the bed, her feet up on pillows. She was 
crocheting a bonnet, one of her many busywork projects she did to pass the 
time. Catherine was complaining about Thomas. Sydney said nothing, just 
listened to what felt like endless griping about him.  Sydney reminded 

Catherine that her blood pressure was the reasons she was very literally on 
bed rest now. Sydney still had a job to do despite this growing friendship, 
and she was professional but firm about insisting on bed rest when it was 
called for. 

Sydney was exhausted from working, looking after the kids, and this 
double life of sneaking around to see Thomas. It made her anxious to be in 
their home mere hours after kissing his beautiful lips behind the hospital or 
in the grove. 

Catherine knew something was different, and Sydney could feel her 
suspicion growing, until one day, Catherine blurted out, “I think Thomas is 

having an affair.” Catherine then dropped another bombshell in the center 
of the room.  

She explained that they had lost 2 babies before this. After the first one, 
Thomas had been supportive for a while, but then began to pull away. By 
the time they were pregnant with their second baby, they were barely 



 

 

speaking, but they had hoped another pregnancy would bring them 
together.  

The day Catherine lost their second baby, Thomas spent that evening 
drinking with his buddies at the local pub. He had come home to an empty 
house, as Catherine was still recovering in hospital. He woke up in his 
clothes just as she was coming through the door the next morning, 
accompanied by a nurse and her father. Thomas and Catherine’s father 
argued, and a fight ensued. Since the house they lived in, and Thomas’ 
business was all funded by Catherine's family, Catherine’s father had no 

qualms about holding this over Thomas’ head. Sydney soon realized that 
Thomas was trapped.  

This pregnancy had been an accident. Catherine had become pregnant 
right after the miscarriage, against doctor’s advice. Thomas had been drunk 
and wandered into Catherine’s quarters, apologetic, and so she let him in. 

They were both surprised to find this pregnancy viable long after the first 
trimester, and all signs pointed to a healthy baby this winter. 

 
*** 

 

The ladies spent a considerable amount of time together as the baby’s 
due date was approaching quickly. Catherine confiding in Sydney changed 
their relationship quite a bit, from employer/caregiver to an actual 
friendship. They spent several afternoons lying about, laughing and carrying 

on like schoolgirls, eating sweets and dreaming about what could have been. 
Catherine was quite taken with Sydney’s decision to become a midwife, and 
Sydney was smitten with the idea of marriage and children, although that 
wasn’t such a spectacular fantasy as it once was, now that she could see 
things for what they were, close up. 

Sydney quite enjoyed spending time with Catherine and learned that 
Catherine had gone to school for business, at her father’s insistence. He did 
not approve of Thomas from the get-go, and the night they fought made it 
all that much worse. Catherine’s father was over-protective about his 
daughters, and Catherine’s sister Theresa had a lot to say when she came to 
visit. Theresa had never married and was in line to take over her father’s 
business when the time was right. In the meantime, she worked with her 
father daily to learn the ropes, and his stern demeanor had been passed 
down to her. 

With the baby’s due date less than a month away, Theresa came to help 

set up the nursery and to shop for whatever Catherine wanted. Dr. Ferguson 
had reluctantly approved a day away from bed rest, and the three ladies 
took a carriage to the shops. Catherine delighted in picking up some 
clothing and a beautiful mobile for the nursery, and the three ladies went to 
lunch. 



 

 

Theresa did not hold back her questions, firing one after another about 
Catherine’s plans with Thomas. Catherine divulged her suspicions about 
Thomas having an affair, and Sydney kept silent throughout. She was 
beginning to see Thomas for what he was and thanking her lucky stars that 
she had her career to keep her afloat. 

“Well, if he’s having an affair,” Theresa started, “whoever she is, she’s 
going to be awfully disappointed that he is a broke bloke who isn’t at all a 
supportive husband and will likely be an unsupportive wet noodle of a 
father as well.” 

“Hold your wits Theresa,” Catherine whined. She looked over at Sydney, 
“what do you think Syd?” 

“It’s not my place to…” Sydney started. 
“Oh hogwash,” Theresa scoffed. “You’ve spent time with this couple. Do 

you think he will step up? I sure don’t!” 

“He’s never home,” Sydney broached this statement fearfully.  
“Exactly!” Catherine exclaimed. “Exactly. I know what I must do. Father 

is going to be angry, but I am well past the point of caring. I have to do 
what’s best for me and this little one.” She rubbed her belly, anxiety in her 
eyes. 

The sisters came up with the plan that Catherine would tell Thomas the 
marriage was over before the baby came. At this point, Sydney did not want 
Thomas either. He was a wet noodle. She had grown so close to Catherine 
and realized that Thomas was a horrible husband. He did not do anything; 

not for himself, not for Catherine, and he certainly would not do anything 
for the baby. Sydney had grown tired of picking up his messes around the 
house when she had been hired to check in on Catherine.  

Catherine struggled with her decision. She came from a religious family 
that would frown upon single motherhood. She worried about her father 

cutting her off financially, but reasoned that he would probably support her 
decision, given how he felt about Tom. Thomas continued to be isolate when 
he was home, which was not often. Catherine cried a lot, and it was difficult 
for Sydney to comfort her, knowing she was part of the problem. If Sydney 
and Thomas had just stayed away from each other perhaps he would be 
more attentive to his pregnant wife. The guilt was insurmountable at this 
point. 

 
*** 

 

Thomas continued to pursue Sydney at every turn, although Sydney had 
been avoiding him at all costs, citing her siblings needs as an excuse to get 
home right after work. One night she was walking home from his, and he 
caught up to her. They walked in a nearby groove, and he attempted to hold 
her hand. She pulled away. He stopped and put his arms around her.  



 

 

“I want to be with you. I need you. You are the most beautiful creature, 
and I cannot be without you. You make me want to be a better man. This 
situation I’m in seems impossible, Sydney.” 

Sydney wrapped her arms around his neck, on her tiptoes. She tucked 
her head into his neck and took a deep breath. 

“I know,” she loved the familiarity of his warmth, but she was growing 
impatient with the situation. There were no good answers here. He was 
stuck and she felt horrible, especially since Catherine was coming to the end 
of her pregnancy and needed her more than ever. The guilt of knowing 

about the other babies was destroying Sydney. She needed to break it off 
with Thomas. 

She began to explain this to him. How she felt, the feelings of guilt, the 
impossible situation. “This isn’t right,” she whispered, her eyes filled with 
tears. 

He gripped her arms on either side and his eyes changed. “You can’t do 
this. Please do not do this Syd. I want to marry you one day. I just have to 
figure out how to …” 

“Thomas,” she stopped him. She wriggled out of his grip and stood still 
to look at him. “This isn’t me. I want the life you describe, but I do not want 

to do this to Catherine. I am sorry, but we cannot keep doing this. We must 
stop. It’s over.” 

Thomas became impatient, “I cannot believe you dare to do this. Was 
there really nothing between us? If you leave, I will tell the hospital that you 

pursued me. Who are they going to believe?” 
“Thomas!” Sydney was shocked, “What a desperate thing to say!” She 

turned on her heel and fled home, as fast as her legs would take her. Her 
skirts flew behind her in the wind, and the tears streamed down her cheeks. 

 

*** 
 
Catherine and Sydney lay in the lounge after lunch the next day, each of 

them with their feet up. The laundry and lunch clean-up behind them, 
Sydney was grateful for some girl time, although she felt pensive and stayed 
quiet. This worked out well for Catherine, who had finally come up with her 
plan. Tonight, she would be telling Thomas to leave. He could go to his 
brother’s; she did not care. He had been but a shadow for the last three 
years, and Catherine had had enough. Sydney was so nervous she could 
barely look at Catherine, and impulsively decided to come clean. Both Syd 

and Catherine cried. Catherine had her suspicions, and Sydney felt her 
friendship with Catherine was way more important to her than this man 
who really had nothing to offer but his deep ocean blue eyes and his 
ridiculous lips. Oh, those ridiculous lips. 



 

 

“Ugh, I know,” Catherine said. “That is what got me too, in college. That 
bastard is hard to say no too. He is charming as heck. I fell in love with 
those eyes, and he was so sweet. He still is, but he is a coward. Do you know 
Father tried to get him set up with his own business and had to do most of 
the work because Thomas was afraid to make any decision on his own? It 
was ridiculous. And do not get me started on his lack of support through all 
these pregnancies, losses, and this baby. He’s afraid of his own shadow.” 

Sydney giggled, “no kidding. He is just liked those mannequins they have 
in the shops. Not much upstairs, but nice to look at.” 

Catherine cackled, “Oh my days, I know. He must ask me everything 
about the business, and it has been 5 years. You would think he would 
remember how to do things instead of running to wifey every five seconds. I 
do the books; I do the taxes. I am realizing I married a man-child. It would 
be like having two kids if I weren’t cutting him loose.” 

“He threatened me, you know,” Sydney confessed. “He told me he would 
report me to the hospital that I came onto him, and he will get me fired.” 

“Hold your tongue Syd. I won’t let that happen.” Sydney cringed. She did 
not deserve this friendship. 

Catherine sensed Sydney’s guilt. “Listen,” she said, “this marriage has 

been over for some time. You have done me a favor. I am just sorry you got 
caught up in all of it. He is charming like a snake. Both of us are about to be 
better off.” 

Thomas walked in as Sydney was tidying up. “That’s my cue,” she 

whispered. 
“No, stay Syd.” Catherine said, “this won’t take long. Thomas, have a 

seat.” 
Thomas sat, looking from one woman to the other, and back again. 
Catherine cleared her throat and sat up straighter. “Thomas, I know 

you’ve been having an affair. This is not the first one, but it is certainly the 
last. Father has reluctantly issued a cashier’s check to get you on your feet. 
Your brother is expecting you this evening. Your suitcase is packed, and you 
may collect the rest of your belongings on Saturday. I will no longer be 
disrespected in my own home. It’s over.” Catherine’s tone was clinical and 
cold. It was clear this was no surprise to anyone in the room. 

Thomas looked at Sydney. 
Catherine continued, “don’t bother looking to Syd. She told me 

everything. Now go get your suitcase and get out.” 
“Sydney, remember what I said,” Thomas began. “The hospital would 

fire you if they knew you came on to me.” 
“Save your breath big boy,” Catherine grinned. “You forget that Father 

sits on that board. You come for her job, and you will be out a fat cashier’s 
check.” 



 

 

“You can’t do this,” Thomas begged. “What about our baby? I’m the 
father!” 

“In the last three years, you have acted like a father exactly zero times. 
You have barely been a husband to me, as I dealt with miscarriages and 
heartbreak by myself. I refuse to have my child raised by a defeatist! Get 
out!”  

Thomas continued to beg and plead, and even broke down into tears. 
Catherine did not concede. She stood firm, her voice calm for the first time 
in years. Thomas finally took his suitcase and walked to his brother’s house.  

After he left, Catherine poured them both a tea. Sydney looked at her 
friend and realized the strength it took for Catherine to go through with the 
separation. They talked quietly into the night, Catherine tearing up here and 
there, and then laughter, and back to tears. Sydney had felt a little lost since 
her mother passed away, and Catherine was like a big sister to her. They 

discussed plans for the future, and Sydney was happy to keep coming back 
once the baby was born, to help out as a friend.  

If there is one thing Sydney learned, it was those friendships between 
women, especially strong women, were priceless. Syd would go on to find 
love one day, but she was grateful to have found herself first. 

 
 

 


