The Beautiful Gift of Ada Kathryn – Our Light in the Darkness of Medicalized Birth
David and I had been together for five years before deciding to get married and begin a family.  During that time, we explored many areas of life, both individually and as a couple.  We traveled, we trained for and ran marathons, we pursued advanced education, we changed careers, we enjoyed our dogs, we slept in, we ate out, we changed apartments and got a house, we learned about each other.  I came to my relationship with David with a lot of baggage – self esteem, difficulty with trust, difficulty making friends, no connection with my body.  I am a hard worker and super driven, so I wasn’t planning on staying that way.  I have always been a person that wants to squeeze every ounce of life experience out of my time here and do everything I possibly can to grow towards that end.  So when it came time to start a family, we approached with a sense of “consciousness” – that we knew where we came from and what we were working towards.  We also knew and trusted each other to be a source of support.  That turned out to be true 
I got pregnant with Ada in October of 2005 and was elated from the first sprinkle of tinkle on the stick!  We laid in bed at night during those first months wondering who she would be (I “knew” she was a she, don’t ask why) and thinking about names.  We stumbled one night on a name we both immediately liked, “Ada” in Swahili meaning “where all women come from”.  From that point on, she was with us in meaningful ways.  We watched my belly grow and marveled.  I loved being pregnant – beginning to end.  Well, except for the part in the summertime where your boobs stick to the top of your belly and your underpants are constantly humid…not that part.  We signed up for a St. Luke’s Childbirth class, but dropped out  after one class.  Instead we signed up with a fellow couple for a childbirth class taught by my future mentor, Nadia Stein, in her home.   Aside from the fact that it was always 100 plus degrees during our classes, I don’t remember much.  We didn’t know what we didn’t know.  We had an OB who’s office looked warm and inviting with lots of pictures of Moms and babies in natural settings.  We had switched OB’s upon learning that we were pregnant to find a better “fit”.  She said all the right things and seemed very supportive.  We would be delivering at Hermann Memorial in the Houston Medical Center.  Until childbirth class, that had all seemed fine.  In the class, there was talk about where to birth and that St. Luke’s was a better “natural birth” spot.  When I approached my OB, she said that she did deliver at St. Luke’s but preferred Hermann and that we “didn’t need to worry about where”.  This struck us as strange, but okay, (I was still picturing Mommies and Babies and the warm fuzzy office).  At our 20wk ultrasound we discovered that Ada had hydro-nephrosis in her right kidney (meaning enlargement of).  They wanted to keep an eye on it and we had follow up ultrasounds on it that only changed marginally.  It was on one of these ultrasounds that we discovered that I also had low fluid.  About a week and a half to two weeks before her due date, we were encouraged to induce labor.  This hit us like a ton of bricks.  We were sent home with instructions to hydrate well and come in for a more detailed ultrasound at the hospital the next day.  The following day showed no change and my 5ml fluid level (the low side of normal) got us admitted.  The doctor I liked the LEAST of the group was on call and we tried not to notice.  Of course, as fate would have it, my doctor was out of town.  We’d had no notice that she was leaving and were shocked not to have her input.  We put in a call to her that was directed back to the NOT LIKED OB on call.  We got a room around 2pm or so and began the induction with Prepidil (a cervical ripener).  We took video footage and looking back on it – we were so excited and so clueless.  We talked to Ada through the camera about being born soon.  As the night wore on I had contractions that I didn’t feel (but of course the machine that goes beep knew they were there).  We had friends stop by to visit and then it was nightfall.  The nurse on duty came in and asked if we wanted something to help us sleep or anything for pain?   I had no idea.  Did we?   I didn’t usually take things, but maybe they knew something we didn’t about what the night held.  I took the Ambien and Demerol and promptly began the blackout that would be my trial of labor.   I have vague memories of walking to the bathroom to pee – which David says I did more than a few times.  Then it was morning and David says that they began the pitocin at 6am.  By 10am I was very uncomfortable and scared and wanting an epidural.  Someone came in and administered the epidural.  Then I remember being told to push as hard as I could.  I was dilated to 9.5cm (out of a possible ten) with slight swelling on my cervix.  It was determined at 24hrs that baby was not coming – and from the video footage we took – the  conversation with the doctor went like this:  We can continue with what we are doing right now for another couple of hours, and I don’t mind doing that, but I don’t think there will be much change”  Me: Ok, so we should go to a cesarean delivery?  “I think that’s the best bet”.  And so we did.  In the OR, I remember that the anesthesiologist was on his cell phone during surgery, that I could feel more than just pressure – in fact pain, and the doctor saying, “we’re going as quickly as we can okay?”  My husband was called to be with Ada when born and passed by my organs splayed out as the uterus was reinserted.  Lots of blood and a traumatized husband.  We were wheeled to recovery and I held Ada for the first time.  She was amazing and perfect.  I felt incredibly lucky with her in my arms.  My family came back to visit with us and surgery faded for a bit.  I was still really out of it – fading in and out of consciousness.  We were then wheeled to our permanent room and the nurse jumped into all of the things we needed to log on a sheet about Ada and I remember thinking that I couldn’t quite manage consciousness or move my body to care for my baby, much less accomplish the higher level motor activities she was listing.  I was in the room alone with Ada in her  plastic bassinet – David having gone to get our things?  It was not long afterwards that my body started to shake uncontrollably.  I was terrified.  We called in the nurse who didn’t know why I was shaking  and another nurse who also didn’t know.  After a while it settled down and when the OB came to ck on us the next day (the one we DIDN’T CONNECT with) she said she didn’t know what it was but that we were over-reacting and obviously fine today.  Amazing.  The lack of humanity.  During that first night, I awoke and jumped from the bed, afraid that Ada had stopped breathing.  She was fine and I was frightened that I might have caused some injury to myself jumping up after surgery.  Family came by again the next day and I remember coughing and holding a pillow to my abdomen and being in fear of coughing again.  I remember my Mother bathing me in the shower and helping me stand and sit.  I remember getting into the car with Ada and driving home in the back seat and feeling all of the bumps along the way.  There end the hospital memories.  
The next phase of life at home has lots of darkness.  Once we were home all the feelings I’d put in the back of my mind came to the forefront. The first or second night home I crashed emotionally: with no help to breastfeed, the recent assault on my body, and the lack of comprehension by everyone surrounding of why I was struggling so, I just cried.  My daughter, who I know now to be extremely emotionally perceptive, cried and was rocked until she passed out by my Mother-in-law.  She remembers this time with fondness – which makes me so sad.  My baby girl cried to be close to me and I couldn’t be there, so she gave up.  With the days that followed I tried to heal and pickup the pieces of myself.  I found a lactation consultant, who I still work with as a doula, and figured out breastfeeding.  Ada was a great nurser!  She grew fat and happy and I held her close constantly.  I touched her all day long – I’m sure trying to make up for abandoning her so early.  I fell into a depression for the first six months after her birth, triggered in large part by the conversation I finally had with my OB.   I wanted to understand what had happened.  How my intuition could be so far from reality.  Why did I fail to dilate?  Had we done something wrong?  Forgotten something?  My OB was extremely defensive.  She refused to look at my delivery notes (written by her fellow OB) saying that she wasn’t  going to start distrusting her co-workers’ work.  I was obviously “obsessed” and needed to get over it.  I was “just too small to give birth vaginally” and should be grateful for a healthy baby girl.  “How she got here is not the important thing.”  Then why did it I feel raped?  Colors faded and I stopped feeling hungry.  I didn’t connect with friends and I stayed at home with Ada.  I nursed.  I slept.  I changed diapers and then nursed again.  
One day, when Ada was 9 months old, I reached out to Nadia Stein, my mentor, and shared my story.  I began to cry without reservation – crying for me, for Ada, for my Mother’s absence in advocacy and subsequent passing of the baton for loss of self in birth, for David’s inability to protect me, for my MIL’s lack of understanding, for all women trapped in a system full of answers without dignity.  I talked to everyone who would listen.  I visited support groups.  I processed with my therapist.  I wrote in my journal.  I looked out the window.  I looked at Ada.  I looked at me.  And I began to get angry and motivated.  I knew, I knew, I knew that I was right about me.  Nothing in my past with caregivers would validate this, but I knew that I was capable and deserving of the miracle of birth.  I took off my warm sweater of victim and hung it up with appreciation in the closet of my psyche.  Time for new clothes.
I sought out another OB – this one put to the test with all of our questions and skepticism.  She passed.  As did her record of successful VBACs.   I enlisted Nadia’s services for baby #2.  Someone that David could lean on and I could trust to keep me and my body safe in the jungles of the hospital.  I researched hospitals and found that St. Luke’s indeed was the better fit for me.   I prepared mentally – without fear- for what I knew instinctively would be a wonderful experience.  My body was infinitely capable and now the pieces were in place.  
I will be haunted and deeply sad for the rest of my days for what Ada and I lost.  For the birth we were robbed of.  And one day I will have to tell her about it and accept responsibility for where I didn’t know and how I didn’t advocate for us both better.  It was a reflection of where I was – which birth always is.  I learned so much from her birth and went on to have much different birth experiences.  
Dearest, dearest Ada.  Light of our lives from the moment we met you.   Thank you for your gift of enlightenment,  brought into our lives as individuals and as a couple.  Light that has illuminated not only your brother and sister’s lives, but that of countless women who will read your story and correct their course, prepare for their births and surround themselves with advocates for this most sacred of events.  
