Sophia Marie Rayoan Poston’s Birth Story
My dearest Sophia, 

This is the story of how you made your grand entrance into this world.  I labored for a total of nearly 30 hours.  It began on Monday night, around 11:00 pm.  Your dad had just given me a back massage.  I was sitting in a backwards position on the rocking chair that your great-grandmother Poston had given me.  I discovered that to be a pretty comfortable position.  I was joking around with your dad about using natural induction methods to ensure that you either come on time or not terribly late past your due date.  We were already doing the nightly 30 minute walk around the neighborhood.  I began drinking organic raspberry leaf tea several days before, and I welcomed every chance to eat spicy food.  I was seriously thinking about getting castor oil so that your dad can use it for massaging me.  At the end of the massage, I began to feel menstrual-like cramps.  I felt as if there was something different about these cramps.  I decided to pay attention to their quality and possibly their frequency.  Sure enough, they faded and came back with a regular quality to them.  I told your dad to begin timing these intervals and length of those sensations.   The menstrual-like cramps became stronger and more recognizably felt as contractions.  The contractions were 3-5 minutes apart and about 1 minute (sometimes 2 minutes or more) in length.  I also began to have a bloody show.  We decided to call Amanda, our doula, because we realized that this might be the real thing, and we wanted to let her know what was going on.  We were up pretty late that evening trying to find ways to get rest and relieve the discomfort of the contractions.  I tried different sleeping positions, even sitting in bed.  I tried listening to music, sitting in the hot tub, and watching episodes of “I Love Lucy” on the computer while in the hot tub.  Your dad managed to get in a few hours of sleep, but I couldn’t get an ounce of sleep.  At around 1:00 am on Tuesday morning we decided to call Amanda again.  Amanda didn’t mind us calling her at that hour.  She told us several days before when we spoke to her to call anytime, even at odd hours, well aware that our due date was nearing and I could go into labor any day.  Amanda told us to continue doing what we were doing.  At around 9 am, Amanda telephoned to check in on how we were doing.  I told her that the contractions had progressed to slightly stronger ones.  She asked what I wanted to do, and I told her that I wanted to continue to tough it out and labor at home for as long as I can.  We agreed to check back in with her in about an hour.  Around 11:00 am, I asked your dad to call Amanda and ask her to come on over to our house by 12:30 pm.  Meanwhile, the contractions became stronger and I began experiencing the urge to push.   Around 12:00 pm, we called Amanda back and she suggested that we make our way to the hospital soon since my sensations were changing.  She suggested that we swing by her house so that she can follow us to the hospital.  Your dad gathered our belongings – labor bag, CD player, pillow, computer, and other essentials – and packed the car.  We arrived at St. Luke’s Hospital somewhere between 12:45 pm and 1 pm.  I was wheel-chaired into the triage area and assessed there.  I was hooked up to a fetal monitoring machine, and they monitored my contractions and your heart rate response to them.  You were just fine and did not experience any distress at all.  You were a tough baby.  I wasn’t expecting to be on that machine very long but I ended up being hooked up to the monitor for about 2 hours.  A female resident performed a cervical exam, which revealed that I was only 3 cm dilated and 80% effaced.  You were stationed at -3.  I recall feeling somewhat disappointed with those numbers, as I had hoped that I was farther along.  The next thing we needed to decide was whether we were going to stay at the hospital and check in to a labor and delivery unit, go home, or hang around the vicinity.  The nurse suggested that we not discharge and readmit later because we would have to do the whole triage and readmission process all over again.  Also, birthing rooms were scarce and we might have had to wait even longer for one if discharged and readmitted.  I didn’t want to hang around the village even though it was close by because I feared that my contractions would get too intense and labor would progress faster than I could get back to the hospital.  So, we decided to wait and check in to a labor and delivery unit as soon as a room opened up.  We ended up waiting until around 5:30 pm.  I was again monitored on the fetal monitoring machine but this time for about 30 minutes.  Afterwards, Amanda guided us through exercises on the exercise ball.  She coached me on how to breathe and groan naturally and in a way that promotes relaxing of my cervix.  After being monitored again on the fetal machine, your dad, Amanda, and I decided to go for a walk on the 3rd floor for 30 minutes.  The walk was somewhat of a challenge for me, but I made it through and was even able to find a rhythm or pattern, in which we would walk a few feet in between contractions, then I would pause for the contractions, deep breath and groan, and Amanda would massage my pelvic bones together to provide me with relief.  Meanwhile I would hug your dad and rock back and forth.  Periodically, I did squats during the contractions, which surprisingly provided me with tremendous relief.  As we walked the halls of St. Luke’s and entered part of Texas Children’s Hospital, several people passed us by and asked if I was OK.  Amanda would reassure them that I was.  I realized that many people are not accustomed to seeing someone go through the process of a natural childbirth and the sorts of things you do to get to full effacement and dilation.  We returned to my labor room a little after 6:30 pm, and we met my nurse on our way back.  She began to get worried about us when she didn’t see that we were back.  I was again hooked up to the fetal monitor for 30 minutes.  Sometime after that, Amanda guided us through breathing and groaning exercises as I sat on the toilet.  The intensity of the pain from the contractions continued to increase.  My doctor, Dr. Dryden, came in to visit me at around 7:30 pm to check on me and provide me with some support.  She came back again sometime between 8 pm and 8:30 pm and conducted a vaginal exam at my request.  I was now 5 cm dilated and 90% effaced.  You were now stationed at -1.  Active labor.  This was good news for me.  Dr. Dryden discussed some options to consider since I was beginning to get tired.  She said that I could have my membranes ripped, have narcotics, or just continue as is and let the labor progress.  I opted to just keep going and continue laboring.  At around 9 pm, I took a hot shower, focusing the shower head on my lower back.  It was while I was in the shower when my water broke.  I was overcome with a new wave of mixed emotions – relief, fear, confusion, amazement, and a sense of a loss of control. I was amazed at how much water continued to gush out from inside me.  I remember thinking:  ”So this is what the big deal is!”  I then cried out to both your dad and Amanda, “My water just broke.  Oh God, there’s so much oozing.  And there’s still more coming out.”  In one sense the scene was comical.  I can imagine what Amanda and your dad were thinking.  The news of my water breaking was welcomed by all because that meant things will likely progress a bit faster from there – or so we hoped and thought.  I continued to do some exercises on the birthing ball and continued to ooze more amniotic fluid.  Amanda coached me in kneeling on the bed and slowly descending as I experienced each painful contraction.  I would also moan and many times had the urge to cry.  Amanda reassured me that it was OK and natural to cry.  I felt so in touch with our primitive side; in one sense it was liberating.  The sensation of the contractions at this point took on a paradoxical quality.  There was both intense pleasure and pain occurring at the same time – an indescribable rush that is so raw and powerful.  Around 11:30 pm, I began to feel an extremely strong urge to push.  The doctor checked me again and I was 7 cm dilated and 100% effaced.  You were now stationed at +1.  By midnight I was fully dilated (10 cm) and at +2.  I felt relieved to have accomplished so much.  We now tried pushing using a squatting position for each contraction.  I was held by your dad on one side and by Amanda on the other when I pushed as I squatted.  We didn’t continue with that position for very long because it became uncomfortable for me to sit back down in between contractions.  At this point I was getting extremely exhausted.  I hadn’t gotten any sleep since Sunday night, and at that point it was already late Tuesday moving into early Wednesday.  I also hadn’t had anything to eat since breakfast, except for a yogurt parfait and half a granola bar which I ate after getting checked into the delivery room.  I would have snuck in more meals or snacks, but they began to check my blood sugar levels once I got into the delivery room and it indicated that it was slightly above my ideal range.  It was a little over 120.  So not only does the hospital not allow you to eat once you’re checked in, but my medical condition (gestational diabetes) required that I be monitored every 4 hours until active labor (I was checked every 2 hours at that point).  It was frustrating to be under the microscope.  I’m sure that had I eaten more, the labor would not have taken as long, as I would have had more energy to push.  Instead, I settled for eating crushed ice kindly fed to me by Amanda.  We decided that at this point, I would lie on my back and push during the contractions.  The nurse, Amanda, and your dad followed my lead.  When I felt the urge to push, your dad and Amanda held up my legs, while the nurse counted to 10 three times.  The nurse, Thelma, was very encouraging and had a hopeful, cheerful spirit.  This went on for several hours.  Amanda and your dad were both getting very tired and eventually ended up snoozing as I did in between contractions.  Your head began to slowly show with each laborious push but you would slide back in in between contractions.  Your dad, Amanda, and the nurse cheered me on and tried their best to keep me hopeful.  They kept saying, “You’re almost there.  Just a little more.   A little harder, a little longer.”  I kept checking in with them and seeking reassurance that we were truly almost there.  They always said “yes” and gave kind words of encouragement.  I’ll always remember the nurse, Thelma, finding her rhythm as she always counted and then followed it with “keep it coming, keep it coming, keep it coming.”  Residents would come in and try their luck at widening my opening.  One resident tried to relieve my swelling and performed something like a burning perinuem massage.  I originally requested that no residents be allowed in the delivery room; however, at that point I was grateful to anyone who could aid in your delivery.  I decided to focus my attention on pushing rather than be nit-picky about residents being present.  Whenever there was some progress made, the nurse asked me if I wanted the mirror to be brought out so that I can see.  I declined each time because I felt it would have drained me of the remaining psychological reserve that I so desperately needed for pushing.  I needed to remain interiorly focused, and looking at the mirror would have distracted me.  As we pushed on into a little after 4 am on Wednesday morning, Amanda began to express concern about my physical exhaustion and suggested that the nurse contact Dr. Dryden to check on her opinion about options to facilitate this process, given my weakened state.  Dr. Dryden suggested pitocin, but she didn’t seem pushy about it.  I wanted to give it a few more pushes and told Amanda and your dad I would then consider taking pitocin if I didn’t make any more progress.  Dr. Dryden eventually made her way into my room and a couple of residents followed soon afterward.  She was very supportive and helped  bring you down to crown.  I tried a few more pushes with some more progress.  My audience was building as a few more auxiliary staff came in.  Medical equipment and tables were being brought in, which signaled to me that true progress was being made.  Also, Dr, Dryden’s presence was so comforting and confidence boosting.  Soon she and the residents began to put on their surgical scrubs, gloves, protective eye wear, and she began preparing a sheet to catch the baby.  I had full confidence now that we were in business and I truly only needed a few good, strong pushes.  I knew I could do it, and I was determined to deliver you soon.  My spirit was awakened and a surge of energy burst forth in me and when I had that one last urge to push, I gave it my all and out you came at 4:47 am on Wednesday, July 28, 2010.  According to the doctor, you had your hand next to your head when you came out.  You cried immediately.  What a sweet sound it was – music to my ears.  The doctor unwrapped the umbilical cord from around your neck.  It didn’t harm you at all. She suctioned out your nose and mouth.  She then clamped your umbilical cord and your dad cut it.  You were immediately placed on my chest.  Wide-eyed, awake, and alert you were meeting the world.  I was so happy to finally see you, hold you, and kiss you.  Amanda took pictures of us together during your first minutes in this world.  I shortly after delivered the placenta, and the nurse and doctor massaged my uterus so that it will contract and reduce the bleeding.  I was also given an injection of pitocin in the arm for the same reason.  I was given other medication (local lidocaine, suppository of cytotech, and an injection in my leg)  to stop the heavy bleeding.  The doctor and her residents stitched me up down under because I had gotten a third degree tear (and hemorrhoids).  Within 45 minutes, I began to breastfeed you.  You had no problem latching on.  We stayed in the delivery room for a few hours because we had to wait for a post-partum room to be cleaned.  While we waited, they drew your blood from your heel, gave you your vitamin K shot, and administered eye drops.  They also weighed you – you were 7 pounds, 8.6 ounces.  You were 20 inches in length.  And they took your foot prints.  When we arrived to the post-partum room, you got a bath, we enjoyed holding, kissing, and looking at you, and then your exhausted parents tried to catch some sleep.

Every bit of sacrifice or suffering that I endured during your labor and delivery was worth it and meaningful.  This narrative couldn’t possibly convey the totality of the experience.  It was an extremely profound and mystical event that has moved me so deeply.  

So, dearest Sophia, that is the story of your birth.  It was a beautiful, moving, and powerful experience.  I wanted you to know it.  By the time you read this, you will have already added many more experiences and memories to your life story.

Love,

Mom
I would like to also express my deepest and heartfelt gratitude to Amanda – you are a beautiful person!!  Thank you for helping us see that the birth experience can be magnificent and dignified despite its natural hardships, for helping us to see and experience the value in suffering, and for helping us to embrace it and brave it.  And no, I am not masochistic at all!!!!  It takes an extremely special and gifted person to do what you do.  And you do it so well and naturally.  You have that X factor – doula queen!  Last, but not least, I would like to mention what an awesome doctor Dr. Dryden is and how wonderful the St. Luke’s staff were.  They were so patient and supportive.  Thank you Dr. Dryden for letting my body do its thing and supporting me in a having a natural, vaginal delivery (medication free, I might add.  And no, I’m not masochistic!!!)
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