Let me start by saying when I found out I was pregnant I had no intention of having a natural unmedicated birth. I went to my gynecologist and was planning on having her deliver my baby but I was very unsatisfied with how she was dealing with my pregnancy and I knew I didn’t want to have her deliver me. I changed to the midwives at 32 weeks and still was not convinced to have an unmedicated childbirth. The decision to try came after a lot of reading, encouragement and attending our childbirth classes. With Amanda’s encouragement Gabe and I decided to try and have an unmedicated birth and we also decided to have a doula help us with our birth.

Our story begins 3 1/2 weeks before my due date. The day before Thanksgiving I went in for a routine check up and the midwife wanted to do a pelvic exam to see how the baby would come down. She asked me if I had been having contractions and I said no I hadn’t. I was already 3 cm. dilated and fully effaced. Dawn my midwife basically said I would be having the baby over the weekend so I left the office and proceeded to freak out. I didn’t feel prepared or ready to have the baby. I went home and scrubbed my house and tried to organize and prepare for baby. I started feeling some mild cramping after the exam and into the evening. During the night I had Braxton-hicks contractions and then it stopped. Nothing happened, no more contractions, so I decided I scared myself out of labor. The following Tuesday I went back in for a check up and besides the surprise of me not having had the baby, I had not progressed. So still 2 weeks early I knew it would be any day and I calmed down and allowed myself to be ready to have the baby. 

The next day I went to work and was feeling really great. I had a burst of energy and was getting a lot done. I went home and Gabe and I were getting ready to have a nice dinner. I was on the computer and I heard a pop and felt a pinch. I knew my water broke. At first it was a trickle so I wasn’t completely sure but within a few minutes I started having contractions. We called Amanda, left a message for the midwives and sat to eat dinner and time the contractions. I wanted to make sure I had a good hearty meal in me. Of course in our excitement neither of us ate very much and at that point my water completely broke and I felt like I needed to take a shower.

Amanda arrived at our house around the same time the midwives called and said we should head to the hospital right away. I had tested GBS + and they wanted me to have at least 4 hours to give me antibiotics. My contractions were quickly moving to five minutes apart but they were bearable. Amanda followed us to the hospital and in the short time it took to drive there I had to breathe into my contractions. I still felt at that point that they were bearable and the excitement and confusion of finding the hospital and being in labor made the time go quickly.

As soon as we pulled up to the hospital Amanda immediately helped me work through my contractions. She had me squat in the parking lot while the cars were being valet'd. Once I got to the delivery room and settled in. The started an IV and put on the baby monitor. Dawn (the midwife) checked me and I was 6 cm dilated. (As much as I was excited to be that far part of me wanted her to say o.k. your at 10 cm lets get this baby out.) 7:30 to 10 seemed to fly by. Once I was in the room the real work for me began. The baby’s heart rate initially was elevated so they gave me fluids thinking it may be because I was dehydrated and it soon stabilized. The monitor had to remain on because her heart rate had been irregular. It didn’t bother me and I didn’t even notice it.

Once all the initial checks were done Dawn, Amanda and Gabe helped me try different positions to cope and progress my labor. There were certain positions I liked better than others. We danced around the room, sat on the birthing ball, at one point they had me sit on the toilet for a few contractions. Usually when I switched positions the next contraction would be very intense. Amanda and Dawn helped me to remain calm and work through the contractions in a position knowing they would get easier. Amanda was constantly massaging my back and hitting pressure points through the contractions. She knew what I needed and alleviated some of the pain. She also helped Gabe by prompting him to do certain things so he could be just as hands-on in the process. Throughout the process everyone made me feel like I was doing a great job and continued to encourage me even when it was becoming difficult. At the hardest part of my transition I did a lot of loud moaning. The vibration and sound distracted me from the intensity of the contractions and at that point I had been in a squatting position over the bed, which was a good position for me. There was a point where I didn’t think I could continue unmedicated anymore and I was given the little bit of encouragement I needed to feel like I could continue. When I hit that point Dawn suggested I try to push even though I wasn’t quite at 10 cm. 

Once I started to push I was o.k. For me it was like time moved fast and slow simultaneously. I watched the clock and counted the minutes but then it would seem like an hour passed and then another… and then another. I pushed for a long time and as the hours went by Gabe and Amanda were right there with me holding me up, lifting my legs, wiping my forehead and giving me encouragement. I remember joking between contractions at some points and also coming to a point where I was crying and needed to chant I’m O.K., I’m O.K. As time went on I became more comfortable with the process. We ended up bringing a mirror in and I was reenergized seeing my daughter creep her way into the world.

Although I knew it was taking a long time to have her, there was never an indication or feeling that something was going on that shouldn’t be. The atmosphere was always calm. Dawn always anticipated my contractions and I wasn’t aware of it at the time but realized later that she was watching the baby monitor. The monitor was never a part of the delivery. No one noticed it or talked about it. 

 Lily was in a bad position and she was pretty much stuck. After 3.5 hours of pushing she came out with both hands at her cheeks. When her head came out and Dawn realized something wasn’t right people rushed into the delivery room. A very motherly nurse came up to me and introduced herself and said I’m going to take your baby. I remember thinking in the seconds that all this was happening that it was alright that this woman was going to take my baby. Nurses, DR’s. all of a sudden people were yelling at me to push and I saw scissors. Lily was born at 3.35 A.M., Dawn tried to collect her cord blood but she was unable to get a viable amount. Lily was on my belly until they cut her umbilical cord and then they took her away.  They brought her back in to show her to me before they took her to the NICU. The delivery had caused her to have a heart arrhythmia and she also broke her collarbone but she was fine. Gabe was very scared and shaken up but I felt calm and knew she was gong to be fine. The worst part was that she could not be with me and I had to wait 6 hours to visit her in the NICU.

There are some things I think are important to note about the delivery:

· Even though the outcome of my delivery wasn’t ideal, what happened could have happened no matter how I chose to have the baby. In fact I was told had I chosen to have an epidural I would have had to have a c-section because I wouldn’t have been able to push her out

· Dawn was always my advocate. The delivery nurse tried several times to bring a Dr. in because it was taking a while to have her and I know Dawn  acted professionally, with my interests, and knew a Dr. would have given me a c-section.

· I was amazed at the whole atmosphere and calm that surrounded me during the delivery. Dawn used warm glycerol to gently massage and open my perineum. There was a kind of ritual that struck me as clean and organized and gentle all at the same time. Sheets were changed, robes were changed and then she would pour the warm--- and we would push and then it started all over.

· For me personally I felt very comfortable with the people  that surrounded me and that was so important. I was naked for almost the whole delivery and being in that situation the last thing you want to worry about is what people are witnessing or being embarrassed.

· One last quick suggestion would be to really take that strong deep breath in to get a good push. My nose was very stuffed up and I had a hard time getting a good breath to push. At first I thought that was why it was perhaps taking so long for me to have her.

· And finally I loved every minute of my birth experience and I am so glad I chose to have a natural unmedicated birth.

