Nina was born in our home on 2/4/11.  I had a strong feeling she would be born February 4 two days prior; the 4th (a Friday) was forecast to be icy.  The entire city was shutting down.  Schools and businesses closed.  Power outages were expected; the city was doing rolling blackouts on the days leading up to the freeze to prevent complete outages.  Everyone would be expected to stay in, off the icy roads, and just stay safe. I called my midwife, Sandra McDonald, Tuesday night when the forecast for Friday came out.  I wanted her reassurance that we could do this on Friday if it was as bad as they said it would be.  She was confident it would be fine, and told me that if I was stressed, labor would not start.  There was still several days to my due date so there was no pressure to go into labor, but I (and she?) sensed that it was close.  
 So we woke up and had a very pleasant Friday morning, all of us home from work and school thanks to the icy weather.  As I ate my breakfast, I was feeling lots of contractions.  I had been having lots of ‘feelings’ for days, just low and crampy but nothing major.  I remember thinking it was smart of me to eat so well, that this meal would get me through the labor, but I kept all that to myself.  
As it happens, Sandra and I had already scheduled a prenatal visit for that morning.  We were waiting to see how the weather turned out but I went ahead and called her to let her know that I was definitely feeling stuff.  
At this point Jason and I were beginning to get ready for the birth.  It was sort of unspoken between us that the baby was coming.  He began to prepare the bed, with all the extra sheets and stuff, and I went to take a shower.  In the shower, I felt more pains, but nothing I couldn’t deal with.  This was probably 9:30 am or so. 
After the shower I was hanging out and prepping my bedroom, and I called Amanda Moore, my doula, around 11:00 am.  Told her something was happening, and Sandra would be there soon.  She told me to keep her posted.  I sat on the bed and felt a gush.  I never felt my water break with my first baby, Martin… they ruptured the bag of waters at the hospital.  I screamed “Oh my god my water broke” into the phone to my sister and quickly calmed down.  It was not nearly as dramatic as I’d anticipated.
By now it was probably about 11:30.  I proceeded with my day and put some potatoes on to bake for lunch.  As I washed and wrapped the potatoes, I had to stop periodically to work through the contractions.  Yes, I finally admitted to myself, these were contractions.  But my first baby was born after at least 30 hours of labor, so this was just starting, I kept thinking I had lots of time.  I would walk over to the couch and hang over the arm of it, and I was also doing the hip moves I learned in the belly dancing class I took prenatally. Those came so naturally to me I didn’t really have to think about what I was doing, it just felt good.  
I moved back into the bedroom around noon.  I was feeling quite strong contractions (in my hips, nothing like what I expected) and stopping to work through them.  I could talk through them and it seemed fine.  Jason began to look nervous and I made a comment about how I wanted him to do something after Sandra left.  His eyes got so wide and he said, “What?  Sandra’s not leaving!  You’re having the baby now. “ I kept denying it and he just kept moving, because there was  a  lot to do in getting ready. 
Amanda texted around 12:30.  She wanted me to feel the contractions wrap around and suggested the runners pose on my bed.  I did it and that got the show on the road.  I talked to Sandra again, and she still didn’t seem to think I was in major labor.  Or if she did she hid it.  Her advice earlier that day was ‘ignore it as long as you can’ so I was doing just that.  
I asked Jason to serve me my lunch and I ate it quickly, and I remember thinking, this is good, this will help me.  I really believe my good food that day contributed to my strength.  I was hungry and I ate it up.  Then back to the bedroom.  I talked to Amanda again.  She heard my voice and she said “Is Sandra there yet?  No?  Ok I’m coming.”  I was relieved.  It was starting to get serious and I was ready for someone besides Jason to see me
Amanda got there just in time, around 1:30.  When she arrived, I was at the foot of the bed, kneeling on a pillow.  I had been on my knees a while and it was hurting to kneel on the carpet.  She began to rub my back.  Honestly, I didn’t recognize her when she walked in.  I knew her, I knew she was there to help me, but it took a while to remember who she was.  It was weird.  I had started to make noises and they were getting louder. She coached me to moan low and that helped.  I felt like a cow, and that was a feeling that would stay with me the entire labor.  But I didn’t care.  I just went with it, it swept me up and took me at this point, and I was no longer myself.  Looking back, I realize that’s how it is supposed to be.  
Sandra got there soon after, probably 2:00 or so, and she began to set up.  I heard her say to Jason, those are the sounds of a woman about to have a baby.  I sensed her rushing into the bedroom and I knew it was close, but I didn’t realize how close.  Amanda helped me into the bathroom, suggesting I sit on the toilet for a while.  I hated that idea, hate the toilet, but I did it.  I don’t regret doing it at all, and I think it helped, but at the time I thought it was gross.  I had a lot of contractions there, a lot of pain.  It sucked.  I was screaming and fighting.  My body was doing something out of my control, and it was there, on the toilet, where I felt my uterus begin to push the baby out or down or whatever.  It was awful. I’d never felt my uterus do anything before and now it was in full gear pushing and contracting.  It was like vomiting, in terms of being involuntary and painful.  I was pissed, I was angry, I was hurting.  I was in transition.
By this point the labor tub was ready.  It was full and hot and everyone wanted me to get in.  I took off what remained of my clothes to get in but I just couldn’t.  I didn’t want to in a way, and honestly I couldn’t move.  The contractions were one on top of another, no more breaks in between.  And they were awful.  I know I was crying and screaming by this point.  At some point Sandra checked me.  I was nearly complete, but the baby was still high.  She told me I still had some work to do and I said no.  No way was I doing any more.  
My recollection at this point is I was lying on the bed so Sandra could check me and suddenly the baby was coming.  I remember feeling like I couldn’t get up.  Sandra and Amanda later told me that the baby dropped several stations all of a sudden, she was coming down.  Next thing I remember the baby was coming out, and it was the most disgusting feeling in the entire world.  I distinctly remember sensing that a bag of jelly and bones was emerging from my body.  Awful.  She was coming out, and I was screaming, still in so much pain.  At this point, as she crowned and emerged, my hips were killing me and I screamed “My hip!” as she came out. 
The baby was out quickly and for the record I did no pushing, she just came out.  I will never forget the sense that my body, this primitive animal part of me, did all of this work and I was just being dragged along.  It was like a tornado or something.  I couldn’t do anything to stop it, and it took me along with it.  
Nina’s birth to me was a profound insight into the true meaning of ‘human nature’ a thing that I have chased after, intellectually, for so many years.  It is not something that you can learn by reading books.  
I honestly don’t remember seeing Nina the first time (not in any Kodak memory kind of way, anyhow), but I remember how she felt on my body when we were still connected by the cord, and she was all purple and wet and slimy and I was so happy.  I was just happy it was over.  I was happy she was ok.  I was happy that I was not in the hospital having my baby, but in my bedroom, on my bed, and with my beautiful son and husband next to me.  I held her and she cried just a little.  She was quiet but fine.  They suctioned her and wiped her off, Jason did skin-to-skin and warmed her up while I delivered the placenta and then she and I took a bath in the labor tub.  It was a wonderful bath.  My baby was beautiful and healthy and my family was close to me.   I couldn’t ask for more. 

