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I’m sitting here Thursday night, June 17th next to a little piece of heaven, thrilled to tell you about her coming into our lives.  It was no secret that that we were expecting her, but how we wanted her to be born was kept a bit more quiet. It was as magical as I could have imagined and I’m humbled again by the experience of birth.  This is my third time on the birth journey, each time unique and inspiring with me trying to let go just a little bit more – trusting that Mother Nature’s got my back.  Here’s Eden’s incredible story…
Eden was due June 8th, but decided to wait a bit before making her debut.  I was growing mighty impatient and a touch concerned when the 15th arrived and she hadn’t.  It was a week past my due date and she stilled hadn’t come.  I was trying every old remedy in the book: walking, stairs, whole pineapple consumption, spicy foods, herbs, long talks with her.  I also threw in on Tuesday an induction massage using castor oil to spur things on.  Rowan, my maseus folded up her table and said, I think she’s coming tonight.  I sure hoped so.  This was around 3:30pm, at 5 I started to feel crampy and by 6pm I was having contractions every 5 minutes or so that lasted a good minute in length.  Excited, I bathed the kids and put them down before going to fix myself some more parsley tea.  I was as giddy as a first time mom, timing my rushes and noting them in my blackberry.  David got home at 7:45pm and carried the kids downstairs to my mother-in-law’s home.  I gave Sandra, my midwife, a call to update her.  I told her I thought it would make David feel better if she came sooner rather than later (she lives in Richmond) since we didn’t know how fast things would move (Jonah’s was a 6 hr labor).  David and I took the dogs down for a walk and a poop.  The rushes got stronger.  I got back and decided to take a shower – because we all want smooth sexy legs and pits, right?  I talked to her in the shower and envisioned my body beginning to blossom.  I got out of the shower and centered myself in the bed to relax.  Kathleen, my doula, arrived and shortly afterwards, Sandra.  Sandra checked me around 9:30 and said I was 4cm and 50% effaced at a +1 station (how low baby is in the pelvis).  This was a little disappointing since I had been 3cm the day before and rushing for 3hrs now.  Sandra reassured me that everything looked really good.  She asked if she could stay and encouraged me to do anything that sounded good.  I decided to go for a walk with David to satisfy his soda needs.  We walked until 10:30 and came back in to be monitored briefly – baby was completely relaxed.  We decided to sit and hang out with Sandra, Kathleen and our birth photographer, Nicole.  We munched on strawberries and giggled about parenthood and toddlers.  Around 11:35pm I noticed that my contractions had spaced out a bit and Sandra suggested David and I use this opportunity to get some rest.  That sounded good.  We curled up in bed together and rested.  My contractions were strong enough that I couldn’t really sleep.  About 1am I awoke out of my semi-sleep with a start.  My water had broken all over the bed!  David helped me to the bathroom and I sat down to pee and take account of how I was doing.  Everything began to move very quickly.  I started to shake uncontrollably (sign of transition! Yeah!) and asked Sandra if I could move to the tub.  She said that sounded good and I sank into the warm water thankfully.  David sat behind me and held me as a I trembled and rushed for five or six minutes in a sitting position.  The intensity of the rushes grew quickly and I shifted positions to hands and knees, with my hands around David’s torso.  I had to use my deep moaning to keep myself centered at this point.  After about two or three really strong rushes, I felt like I needed to poop.  Sandra suggested I reach down and see if I could feel baby’s head which I did, but there was no head.  I really thought it was poop preceding baby.  I asked to move to the toilet.  My support team helped me over.  As soon as I sat down on the toilet, things hit maximum speed.  I had three huge rushes that felt as if I would rip in half.  Sandra asked if I wanted to feel her head, which I did – amazing!  She asked David if he wanted to and he did.  I could hear David saying, honey, I can see her!  But I was too lost in the intensity of her descent to respond.  Her head emerged and Sandra told me to stand up.  I did and she removed the hand Eden had brought down next to her face, which was keeping her from making it the rest of the way out.  Then, there was a whoosh and she slide easily out and into my lap as I sat down.  How unbelievable!  She was here.  And quickly too – it had taken her 30 minutes and six or so contractions to come out.  No pushing and holding my breathe at all.  Just urge after urge.  We left her connected to her cord and moved back to the bathtub to soak and admire.  There we sat for about 45 minutes and watched her begin to register the world.  As the water began to chill a bit, I passed Eden to David after he cut the cord and emptied some of the water out to refill with fresh as we awaited the placenta.  It came soon after Eden left the tub and Sandra inspected it and me for excessive bleeding.  There was none.  I was great and feeling higher than a kite.  I stood up and took a shower, rinsing my body down and reveling in the unreality of it all.  I got out, put on my robe and headed to the bed so that Sandra could give my girlie area a look over. I had a 1st degree tear that needed some stitching (due to how she came out with head and hand!).  David layed next to me in the bed with Eden and passed her over to nurse clumsily from the side.  It was so good to have her close!  Kathleen came back in the room with my placenta smoothie and I hungrily gulped it down (tasted like bananas, yogurt and strawberries!)  Even David dared a taste and declared it “not bad”.  We sat in bed with Eden and our support team reveling in the experience, each person sharing a personal favorite moment or supplying information/perspective the rest of us hadn’t had.  When we felt like it, Sandra asked to take a good look at Eden.  She picked her up and held her close, whispering in her ear and loving her (what a gift to have her handled with such reverence!).  Eden Eloise Moore weighed in at a whopping 8.8 lbs and measured 20 ½ inches in length.  She passed her exams with flying colors and came back to our arms for the night.  After reviewing how she wanted me to care for myself and explaining how to use the motrin she was leaving, she hugged and kissed me and said she’d be by tomorrow to check in again.  Everyone packed up and took off and it was us once again, curled up in our bed, now three.  It was unbelievably intimate and amazing and I’m so thankful to everyone who helped to make it happen.  For the support and belief in me from my husband, David who continues to be my rock as I explore life and to the women I labored with who had every confidence that this birth would be as fantastic as I’d dreamt it would be.  
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