Zach’s Birth Story

While I have always wanted children, I really hadn’t given much thought to the birth process until a friend of mine delivered her daughter naturally with the midwives at St. Luke’s and Amanda.  As she described making the birth process a thoughtful and intentional activity, rather than something that happens to the mother and baby, I knew this was something that I wanted to try to do.  

I liked the idea of treating pregnancy and birth as a natural and healthy phase of a woman’s life, something that we were made for.  But I wasn’t sure whether I would be capable of natural childbirth since I’ve never been good at endurance sports.  This made the idea of giving birth in a hospital, under the care of midwives, a happy balance for my husband and me.   

I also wasn’t sure that a doula was necessary, but after my friend and her husband spoke so highly of Amanda we decided we’d at least interview a few doula and ultimately decided Amanda was a good fit.  I figured she’d help my husband, Adam, support me without him worrying that something was going wrong.  And I’d just do what my body was made to do, have a baby.

Armed with that logic, I had a pretty easy pregnancy and was happily anticipating the arrival of our little boy.  The one hiccup was that the midwives and I disagreed on his due date by a full week and I was strongly opposed to inducing based on due date calculations since the statistics show only 5% of babies are born on their calculated due date.  

When we reached 39 weeks and 5 days I had my regularly scheduled weekly appointment with the midwives and we had a discussion about what the next steps would be.  They really wanted him to be born by the time we had our next appointment, Friday, August 26, otherwise, they’d already gone ahead and scheduled me for an ultrasound on Tuesday, August 30 and didn’t want the pregnancy to extend beyond Friday, September 2.  This all had me pretty nervous because I really, really, really did not want to be induced.  I felt very strongly that the baby would come when he was ready and rushing him wouldn’t benefit either of us.  

So, with this disagreeable plan in place, I left the midwives appointment on August 19 ready and watching for any signs that he might ready to come see us.  Sunday night I convinced Adam to take an extra long walk after dinner because I was feeling a little different and thought maybe things were about to happen.  No such luck.  

Tuesday morning I woke up feeling crampy and tired so decided not to go to work because the only thing I feared more than being induced was having my water break at the office.  By noontime on Tuesday it was clear nothing was happening, but oh well, the extra sleep felt good and I should enjoy as much as I can before the little guy gets here!  

With nothing happening, I went back to work on Wednesday.  Mostly just to clean up because Thursday was to be my last day whether or not the baby had made his appearance yet.   

Good thing I did because Wednesday/Thursday night, August 25, at about midnight I woke up with what could only be contractions.  Yay!  It was time!!  I was so excited it was hard to sleep, but Amanda’s admonition to get rested in early labor echoed in my head, so I stayed in bed.  Ten minutes later, another contraction kept me from falling asleep.  This time I got up to time the contractions.  After about an hour, I’d concluded that they were consistently 10 minutes apart.  

Again, Amanda’s admonition to sleep, sleep, sleep in early-labor kept echoing in my head.  So even though it’s pretty hard to sleep through a contraction, I did lie down and more-or-less slept for another two hours.  Around 3 am when I got up to time them again, Adam woke up and came to see what I was up to.  Immediately his instinct to take care of me kicked in and it took some convincing that he really didn’t need to sit up with me.  It would be far better for both of us if he was well-rested and yes, I promised I’d try to sleep more.  

I did, sort of.  Occasionally I’d get up and pace through the house with our dog, Chela, faithfully following me from room to room.  Then I would nap a bit on the couch.  But by about 6, Adam and I were both up and very excited.  Should we call Amanda now?  Should we let her get her sleep?  We decided to text her a heads-up.  The contractions were still about 8 minutes apart so we weren’t making very fast progress.  

We had breakfast and went for a walk with Chela through the neighborhood.  It even rained on us for a few seconds, which we both took as a good sign for the day, given the horrendous drought we were experiencing this summer.  The contractions were getting slightly stronger and more frequent, but still very bearable at this point.

Around 10, Amanda came over.  We chatted and moved around the house, letting the contractions interrupt as they started to do.  By 1 pm they were about 4 minutes apart and pretty intense.  I wasn’t talking during them anymore and Amanda though maybe we should head to the hospital before the car-ride got too uncomfortable.  

We got to the hospital without incident – no baby born in the car and no traffic jams to slow us up.  Adam was relieved; he’d been nervously anticipating that trip for 9 months!  

At the hospital they did the usual height, weight, allergies questions while my contractions continued at a solid, strong pace.  I wasn’t sure if I wanted the midwife, Deborah, to do an internal exam or not, but thought that I must be getting close, so I’d see how close.  I was a little disappointed when her exam revealed I was only 5 cm dilated.  The contractions seemed pretty constant and strong for only being half way there.  

Amanda encouraged me to move around the room, trying different positions.  The birthing ball and leaning over the bed seemed to be most comfortable most of the time.  But after a few hours, all I really wanted was a bath.  I’d heard that a bath too early in labor can actually cause too much relaxation and the contractions would stop, so I’d been holding off asking whether I could take a bath.  When I did ask, everyone agreed that was a great idea and the water felt so good! 

Adam, Amanda, Debi and I had all been hanging out, just chatting, laughing, and moving around the room for hours and I was sure that things must be moving along nicely, so when Debi did another internal exam around 5pm I was bitterly disappointed to find out that I was only 7 cm dilated.  At this point, I felt pretty demoralized.   Was I really no further along?  How much longer would it go?  Was I not working hard enough?    I really wanted to give birth completely naturally and I knew that as hard as the contractions had been up to this point, I wasn’t really that close yet.  I think it was at this point that I first asked Adam and Amanda whether I should take something, to which they both encouraged me to keep going without anything because it really shouldn’t be long now.  

The contractions kept coming at a quick pace, though I have no idea what the official timing on them was at this point.  I was alternating between folding myself over the back of the upright bed and the bathtub at this point, trying to conserve energy and willing my baby to help me get him out.  My water finally broke sometime that evening and I thought for sure that would move the process along, but another exam revealed that I was still 7 cm.  

By 7 pm I was so tired that I told everyone that I needed some help.  The options were to take a narcotic (Nubain) or get an epidural.  I asked what the process was for each and upon learning that the nubain was instantly available while the epidural would take at least an hour, decided to go with the nubain.  As promised, it provided immediate relief.  I still felt every contraction, but I was able to separate myself from the pain and get a little rest.  

The contractions were unrelenting and I was exhausted.  I just wanted to hold the little guy.  What was taking so long?!  The contractions kept up and I took refuge in a kind of daze, looking at the clock, willing the little man to come into this world.  All afternoon I’d been telling myself, it’s going to happen by 5 pm.  Ok, 6 pm.  Ok, 8 pm.  Finally, as the drugs were wearing off, just before 9 pm the urge to push hit me.  I’d heard people say they enjoyed the pushing phase – which I can’t say I did – but I did enjoy knowing that this was the final stage.  I could do this one last bit.  And oh did I push.  I wanted so badly for the birth to be over.  I wanted to hold my baby.  I wanted the pain to stop.   It was a feeling that I can’t explain and honestly, hardly remember, other than the fact that I remember thinking I couldn’t do this for much longer.  Debi was massaging and stretching the skin, which hurt awfully.  I remember asking “can you please just stop that?” in a much rougher tone than I ever intended. She did, but the pain continued.   

Just at that moment, Adam, Amanda and Debi started talking about seeing the head.  I just thought, one more push and it will be out.  Not quite so easy… evidently they’d only seen a very, very small portion of the head.  I pushed with everything I had.  And kept pushing.  Finally, Adam moved down to catch the baby, but almost at the same time, Debi pushed him aside because the baby was presenting face-up and with the cord around his neck.  As I continued to push there was some effort to untangle the little guy.  At this point they could tell his arm was wrapped up in the cord as well, making his shoulders seem as big as his head.  Not the relief I’d been looking for.  Then, at 9:18 pm, there he was.  Laying in Debi’s hands, getting untangled from his cord and being handed to me. 

The real miracle of birth is how, after everything that labor entails, at the moment I first touched my baby, I smiled.  I couldn’t have imagined smiling 5 minutes earlier, but now nothing could hold that smile back.  I’d been waiting for that moment my whole life and here was my little Zachary with those big blue eyes alertly staring up at me and holding his head up just enough to root around for dinner.  He has been a strong, hungry little guy from the very beginning.

The pain didn’t stop - Debi and the nurse were pushing here, pulling there, stitching, massaging, who knows what.  It hurt, but at least I had Zachary in my arms and Adam by my side.  Nothing else mattered.  


Looking back on the birth, I am so thankful that Adam talked me into having Amanda join us for the journey.  Birth was not as intuitive as I’d thought it would be.  I was reminded time and again that women have always helped women find their way through the pain and frustrations of pregnancy and birth and those first few days of bad latches and painful nipples.  I really wanted to have a completely natural birth but wasn’t able to do it.  Maybe I was too tired and wimped out or maybe it really was because Zach wiggled from face-down to face-up during labor causing us to stall in transition, but whatever the case was, Adam was able to confidently encourage me when I was losing faith because Amanda and Debi had a strong handle on the situation and knew that while I’d hit a wall, the situation was safe and I was capable of continuing.  It wasn’t completely natural, but it was wonderful.  

