THE BIRTH STORY OF PEANUT, RENATA TER VELD
This is the story of the birth of our daughter Renata from the father’s perspective. First, I’ll give a little background about us, Nira (Mom) and myself, Wietse (Dad), and then I’ll narrow it down to the actual birth as I remember and experienced it.

About us:
Nira was born and bred in Iran and myself in the Netherlands. To make a long story short my company moved us to Newfoundland in Canada in 2007 and to Houston, TX in 2010. From early in our marriage we both had an affinity for healthy eating and looking after ourselves, this prompted especially Nira to look in a natural delivery of our baby. 

Preparations before the arrival of Peanut 
By educating ourselves via Internet, talking to other moms-to-be, etc. Nira signed us up for a 12 weeks Bradley method class. Now mind you, that was 12 Sunday afternoons from 4 to 6 plus travel time. I must say that, initially I was not very enthusiastic. In hindsight it was one of the crucial contributing factors to a successful natural delivery. I had absolutely no clue about contractions, uterus, amniotic fluids, first stage labor, etc. But by the time we finished the sessions and by talking to other couples attending the class, I was well aware of the entire birth process.
Nira chose a very well known and nice OB/GYN and registered at the Texas Women Hospital for delivery.
As we educated ourselves and learned more about the US medical system and the Texas Women Hospital in particular, we felt that we did not have enough knowledge and certainly zero experience to fend off medical interventions in the case hospital staff would urge to do so.
So approximately six weeks before the “due date” or rather “guess date” we got in touch with Amanda Moore who was happy to take on the role as our Doula. 
It was through Amanda’s suggestion that we decided to switch from the Texas Women Hospital to the St. Luke’s Hospital, which was somewhat more relaxed towards natural delivery. I believe that having Amanda as our Doula, as well as making the switch, played a crucial role to the successful of natural delivery.
Nira and myself went to see the OB/GYN on Monday, 1st of Aug 2011, at which we presented our proposed birth plan for the OB to review. On that visit, which was the 37 weeks check-up, the OB noted that baby was in a low position. So, he advised to take it easy and certainly not to put any physical pressure onto her. 
With the above two paragraphs I believe the stage is set for what was about to happen.

The Water Sac 
Nira’s mom arrived from Tehran on Thursday afternoon, 4th of August after a 24-hour journey. I am a bit of a photography amateur and really wanted to do a session on the beach during sunset of Nira’s belly. Hence on Saturday, 6th of Aug, the three of us went to Galveston for a photo session on the beach during sunset, we had supper on the way home in Galveston and than drove for an hour back home. This was where the story really started:
Five minutes before arriving home Nira told me that she really needed to go to a washroom “like right now, I mean NOW”. Assuming that with her compressed internals there was no space for her bladder, I did not understand what the absolute urgency was. Anyway, I pulled over at a gas station of which the washroom happened to be locked. So, back into the car and then arriving home, we checked out the fluid Nira was losing; it was clear and odorless, so not urine or a distressed baby. I called Amanda and told her what was going on. Amanda explained to me that it could be that the bag got ruptured and the rupture was plugged up by baby’s head moving down into the birth channel. Amanda also made me well aware that it was very likely that Nira was going to get contractions within an hour or two.
Nira, as organized as she is, had a checklist and a bag with clothing for baby and herself prepared a week or so earlier. We kicked into high gear and started to prepare for a departure to the hospital; I went to the gas station filled up the tank, set up the GPS, put some stuff for myself together, camera, batteries, computer, etc.
When we went to put our head down in anticipation of signs of contractions, while nothing was happening yet.

Early Labor
Around 2 AM Nira started to get contractions as expected, these fairly mild contractions kept on going until the morning. Not strong enough for immediate action but definitely strong enough to keep both of us awake and aware. Contractions started to pick up strength and speed around 8 AM. I called Amanda again around 8:30 and gave an update about what we saw and experienced, Amanda talked me once again through what was happening and what I could do to help Nira coping. Also suggested to call our OB/GYN and let him know what was happening. Around 9:00 AM I called the office of our OB/GYN and explained what happened, our OB was not on duty but another OB called back within minutes and I explained the status, OB suggested to be on the safe side and go to the hospital to check if all is OK. I felt that it was too early to head to the hospital and asked if it was OK to stay home a bit longer which was absolutely fine with the OB on duty.

Active Labor
In hindsight this is when active labor started, despite Amanda’s explanation and the Bradley classes, it did not dawn on me that this was it, for real; I mean it was supposed to be another three weeks away. Contractions started to pick up and I started to time them and trying to gauge as to how strong they were, contractions ranged from light to what I perceived “strong” every 10 to 15 minutes till about 10:30 or 11 o’clock. After that, contractions almost disappeared, which made sense to me because it was still three weeks early, so maybe the real thing would be another couple of days or a week away. Silly Me!! Anyway Nira laid down for a bit and dozed off a little. However, it was for real and around 1:00 PM things started to pick up again, first a bit irregular and not too strong but around 2:00 o’clock contractions started in earnest. All the while I had been in contact with Amanda either by texting or phone calls, Nira also talked to Amanda directly on a few occasions to explain exactly what she did or did not feel. 
Around 3:00 PM we had a bit of a routine going, every time Nira felt a contraction coming up I would stand behind her and put my hands below her belly and rock her hips, meanwhile talking to her until the contraction faded away and we went on with our business, which for me was checking books and the internet and stay in contact with Amanda. Around 3:30, I had another talk with Amanda and went through everything once again, Nira was feeling pressure on her behind. It was time to “mobilize”, Amanda indicated not to waste any time! But hey, what to do, balancing between hurrying up and not causing any panic.
Nira’s Mom had a warm lunch and soup prepared, Nira was hungry and wanted to eat something before taking off. I did not want to cause a fuss, and must say was a bit hungry as well, so we did eat. In the mean time I was packing the last bits and pieces and loading up the car.
Around 4:45PM we left the house, anxious but in control, a bit after 5:00 we arrived at the hospital and checked in. I did get very agitated by a customer-unfriendly security guard, in hindsight I made a mistake when pulling the ID’s for both my wife and myself, I still think the guard was unfit for the job, anyway we did check in. 
A nurse checked Nira’s blood pressure, checked whether or not water had broken which it clearly had, also went through the questionnaire once again just to make sure that all the data about allergies, medications, etc. is indeed up-to-date. This took about half an hour before we moved to the delivery room.  During the move from our house to the hospital and throughout checking in, the contractions clearly reduced in strength and frequency. But once settled in the delivery room, which was around 6:00 PM, both strength and frequency of contractions picked up quickly. So, no more denying “dad-to-be”, this was for real, THIS WAS IT.	

Late Active Labor, Transition, Pushing and Birth
This part is a bit of a blur to me; in hindsight I can pick out a few stages but during the time in the delivery room certainly could not.
The OB on duty visited us around 7:30 after several hardcore contractions had taken place. The OB measured the uterus which was 5cm dilated by that time, fantastic news. Indeed, Nira did get a mental boost, which translated into renewed energy and settled in for more hard work. During the first hour or so Nira was restricted in her movement because of the Doppler that had to monitor baby’s heart rate.  Once the heart rate was established and found to be good, i.e. in the 150 ranges, Nira could walk around a little bit.
It must have been around 8:00 PM that a few really heavy contractions took place while Nira was in the bathroom and standing up. The nurse apparently saw some bulging and therefore wanted Nira back on her bed to monitor both progress and baby’s heart rate. Amanda on one side and me on the other side encouraged Nira to keep on going and not to give up. Our actual OB as opposed to the OB on duty arrived and also set himself up for the last part of the delivery. I should not forget the fantastic job the nurse on duty did in encouraging and coaching Nira through this last part of the delivery.
Somewhere in between Nira cried, shouted two times that she absolutely could not handle the pain, again at that time I did not recognize it, but it was the transition period. A mix of extreme hardcore contractions and pushing started; also the bulging could be seen clearly. The OB got very excited when he could see the crown of the baby, again early on I did not recognize that the crown could be seen only after a few more hard pushes. I thought it was part of baby’s head I was seeing.
Now something interesting happened; an army of people moved into the room, apparently everyone was getting ready for the arrival of Peanut. I said to one of the nurses “You must be in the wrong room” but she read out the name and she was indeed at the right place. Also a big black dude with a cart full of tools, vice’s, tongs and scissors move in and positioned himself such that he had good access to Peanut when she was about to come out. I was actually annoyed with this buzz of activity and all those strangers moving in.  For my feeling we still had a long way to go and I felt we should be left alone till Peanut would be ready to jump out. Little did I know, apparently we were already that far into the process.
The OB at the far end, Amanda on Nira’s left, myself on Nira’s right and the nurse at Nira’s head all encouraged and coached Nira through the last 45 minutes of labor. I felt such emotions that I wanted to take her pain and suffer away from her so badly, but all I could do was to provide courage and maybe mental strength. In my experience, no matter what you know or how much you learn about labor prior the real thing, if it is your first time you are not ready for it.
Nira’s system made her contract and push so hard that she screamed from so deep down that it really hurt her. After every round of pushes, the little crown was coming out a bit further but then went back again as soon as the pushing paused. And so the last half an hour passed in a blur of anticipation, pain, emotion and much more.
All of a sudden, with a strong push Peanut’s head came out and that was it, I may not remember hundred percent correctly but I think she squeezed out with so much force that she jumped, the next thing I knew is that she started crying immediately and the OB held her up to show. 
After several moments that the baby was on mommy’s chest, I cut the umbilical cord. Not long after she was measured and cleaned by the same nurse whom I thought was way early. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]So there it is, Peanut was born on 7th of August 2011 at 22:14, and soon to be named Renata Elenora ter Veld.
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