Birth As Transformation – The Coming of Jonah Shelby

Jonah Shelby Moore was born on Thursday, April 10th at 1:30pm.  It was a very quick labor (3 hours active labor)!  As I write this  - I write in disbelief because I sought this experience out on intuition – knowing that it was possible – that “I” was capable of greatness.  And then it happened just the way I said it could and I am reborn as a result.  A debt of thanks I can never repay to all involved – myself, my best friend and confidant, David, our OB Dr. Damla Dryden who helped us find confidence and prepare a safe emotional space to birth and my mentor and labor support, Nadia Stein, who taught me that women are powerful.  Thank you, thank you, thank you for the new person I get to be!!!!

We had gone out for our routine morning walk around 7:30am and during the walk, I began to feel contractions (very light) about every 4 minutes.  I figured this was all normal and would probably subside, but when we got home they were still coming.  We called the doctor and got the PA (physician’s assistant) who thought we should head in to the office just to be cautious since I was intending a VBAC (Vaginal Birth After Cesarean) that posed slightly higher risks in labor.  We also contacted my doula, Nadia, who suggested I go about my day and call when things were stronger – but that this was all good and I would know when to call her.  We split the difference and slowly headed to the doctor’s office, with Munch (Ada) in tow – dropping her off at her Grammy’s along the way.  Once we got in to see Dr. Dryden, we found I was about 5 cm dilated and 100% effaced and the contractions were now 3 minutes apart and a bit more intense.  Before being seen in a room I had begun to squat and stretch during contractions to get comfortable.  We were shown to a room about 9:45am and while having a vaginal exam, my water broke unexpectedly (the same had been true for my Mom, so I wasn’t so surprised).  Dr. Dryden sent us on our way to check in to labor and delivery.  We walked across the skybridge connecting the office to the hospital and were immediately lost, which at first was comical, but then anxiety provoking as my contractions were getting more intense.  We finally found our way and our l/d nurse, Trish, got us situated in our room (l/d #2), complete with designer birthing gown.   No sooner had she stepped out to get our paperwork, then the contractions heated up.  I immediately felt anxious and asked David repeatedly to make sure that I could get an epidural.  The slow meditative breathing I was doing was NOT working anymore and the rocking chair I was in was not helping.  My body got rigid with each contraction and I exhaled loudly.  Our nurse walked in and I said “I’m scared, Trish” – she said this was a normal sensation and that they did not have “walking epidurals”.  My heart sank. Since an epidural had meant the loss of a vaginal delivery for my first birth with daughter, Ada, I was determined that I would endure whatever I had to to avoid missing out again. This was about 11:30am.  I distinctly remember sitting on a birthing ball next to my hospital bed when my doula, Nadia, arrived. It was her voice that I heard first, “relax your shoulders” as her gentle touch reinforced.  There was a calm that entered the room with her, which swept the anxiety away.  This was all going to work – I was going to work and she would show me how!   We labored for about 3 hours before witnessing the unbelievable magic of seeing our son born.  I say we because David was a critical piece of my laboring, providing non-stop counter pressure on my lower back for the three hours of active labor.  Jonah was sitting in a posterior position (sunny side up) and with back support I was able to relax and let the contractions do their work. I actually felt the moment that Jonah turned – wild! David was with me at every step of the game, employing whatever new skills the labor nurse and my doula suggested and being wherever I needed him to be.  In my final pushes, he too was taking deep breaths, holding them, expelling and rapidly regrouping.  It was a beautiful thing to have experienced with such an amazing man.  We touched Jonah’s head as he crowned and I remember Dr Dryden mentioning that we were going to have a red headed boy before David cut the cord and officially committed our little guy to outside life.  Delivering Jonah was the most incredible experience I have ever been through and I am deeply grateful for the opportunity.  Jonah is, much like his sister was, an awesome little being.  He has bright red hair (probably from Grammy – David’s mother) and amber colored eyes for right now.  He was born 7 lbs 4 oz and 19 ½ in length.  I feel wonderful, mobile and content.  Ada is doing a great job handling her first week as a big sister, which I knew she would.  She enjoys patting Jonah’s head and looks for him in the morning when she wakes.  When he cries (not often), she runs over to me and pulls up my shirt – isn’t she a quick study?  Isn’t life miraculous?

 
