Waiting on Aspen – The Story of Birth

Dear Aspen, this is for you.  I want you to know how much I (we) looked forward to your arrival.  I have become a stronger person thanks to you.  I love you with all that I am.

I had a delightful pregnancy.  Feeling happy, healthy and beautiful, I could not have been more excited to become a mother.  Throughout my pregnancy, I exercised a lot and both Matt and I were eating better than we ever have.  We were trying out new recipes and eating a lot of organic fruits and vegetables.  I felt it was important to give you the best start I could while you were growing inside of me.  I also believed that it was important to begin building trust between us.  I wanted to assure you and reassure myself that I would always do my best to nurture, provide and protect you.  Reflecting back, I feel like I became a mother to you immediately.  This gave me confidence that I was ready to take on this new role in my life.

I researched and learned all of the cognitive facts about labor and delivery.  Yet in the back of my mind, I was scared of doing everything right.  I wondered and worried about how I would handle being uncomfortable in labor, where I would be when I went into labor and would I recognize the signs.  Above all else, I worried most about labor and delivery being our own experience ~ I wanted to share this intimate moment just between the three of us.  I wanted to be selfish for the first time in my life and I didn’t want it to be about anything or anyone else. I wanted it to be about loving you and welcoming you into our family.  It was important to me to be strong for you and bring you into this world in a peaceful and calm environment.  There would be plenty of time for celebration and excitement after you were here and we had time to bond as a family of three.

You were due on Saturday, March 26th, 2011.  I had hoped you would come the week before because I was anxious to hold you and meet you.  I worried about you loving me and knowing I was your mother (in retrospect this is funny because so far, we are attached at the soul).  Early on, my OB said you were a big baby and thought you might come earlier than the 26th so I got pretty caught up in a “due date.” 

When March 26th came around and went, I was not too worried because I felt you would be here any day, right?  But the wait seemed unbearable at the time.  I wanted to see you so badly and hold you in my arms.  I remember stressing about everyone asking if you were here yet (as if we would not have told them if you were).  To get our minds off of waiting, Dad and I went to the Natural Science Museum the day you were due and went to Galveston the following day.  We watched an Imax film about Mount Everest and bought you the seashells on your bookshelf just to remember the day you were due.  Each day following, I would wake up wondering if this was the day and each night I would go to bed hoping labor would come.  Daddy was a rock during this time and always stayed positive and talked to you.  He tried to talk you into coming out to meet us.

A week went by and it was April 2nd… by this time, Daddy and I were willing to try everything.  I lived on a yoga ball, walked 2 miles every day, and ate Mexican food, pineapple and whole jalapenos…. We drove over train tracks, walked up and down stairs and tried every other natural method possible to initiate labor.  Looking back, you just weren’t ready yet.  You were happy right where you were and felt safe.  How sweet those days were thinking back on them.  I should have known that we would be close just by observing how in sync we were during those days.

At eight days overdue, I was racing the western medicine clock and my midwives were talking about inducing you.  I only had a few more days and the pressure to go into labor was really causing more stress now.  I really wanted you to pick your own birthday.  Everyone was calling me daily, and it was really hard to block out the pressure.  On Monday April 4th, I was given a cervical ripener because they were going to induce you on Thursday morning and the midwife felt it would help prepare my body for the induction.  That afternoon Amanda Moore, our Doula, came over and spent the afternoon helping me relax.  Both Amanda and I felt like labor was close I just needed to overcome the mental game and relax.  I needed to feel safe to bring you into this world and you needed to feel safe coming into the world.

The following day, Tuesday, April 5th, Amanda arranged for me to have a massage.  I went to my massage and it was exactly what you and I needed.  We talked about thinking positive thoughts, walking around the backyard backwards and eating curry for dinner that night.  So that night, Daddy and I went to eat Madras Pavilion.  I ate the eggplant curry (both eggplant and curry are said to initiate labor so the combination should do the trick, right?).  I went to bed that evening hoping that I would go into labor on my own.  I was scheduled to go into the hospital on Wednesday night to prepare for the induction on Thursday morning.  I was scared about going to the hospital ~ especially when I was not even in labor yet.

Thankfully, we never had to check-in without being in labor because a few hours later (April 6th), I woke up in early labor.  The contractions were pretty mild looking back, but since I had spent so much time waiting for labor to begin, I could hardly believe it was REALLY happening.  I didn’t even wake Daddy because I didn’t want him to get excited and not really be in labor.  I knew I needed to rest, but simply couldn’t (next time I will know better ( ).  I laid on the couch and observed every contraction until I finally went back to bed for a couple of hours.  By 7:30 that morning the contractions were getting stronger, but were not following a consistent pattern so Dad and I continued to labor at home.  I swept the back porch, walked around the backyard and played with Scarlet.  I was tired and tried to rest, but it was hard to find relaxation in all the excitement.  We had been waiting so long to meet you.  Since we knew it was close, Dad had packed all our things in the car and we were ready for the hospital when it was time.

Amanda came over in the early afternoon and helped me through each contraction while encouraging me to rest.  I tried so hard to rest, but I think all of the worry and excitement that I had built up waiting for you made resting too hard.  I just wanted to meet you.   I continued to labor at home and my contractions were getting stronger.  At this point I was keeping my midwife updated every couple of hours.  She was supportive of us continuing to labor at home and was glad Amanda was there to help us.

Around 10:30 that night, I felt it was time to go to the hospital.  I had been laboring for almost 24 hours at that point and I wanted to know how much progress my body was making.  We called Amanda and the midwives, and we got in the car and started the trip.  Amanda was going to meet us there.  Thankfully it was a short trip to the hospital because contractions in the car were not fun, and Fannin Street seemed bumpier than I had ever noticed.  I kept asking Daddy to please drive more gently. (
When we pulled up to the valet parking, I was having a contraction.  Since it was night hardly anyone was around, but I probably would not have noticed anyway.  We knew exactly where to go and started towards the labor and delivery unit on the 3rd floor of St. Luke’s Hospital.  As we walked through the doors to the unit, we checked in with the guard and went on to the nurse’s station.  They were preparing our room so we would have to go to the triage unit first.  Before heading that way, they weighed me while I was having another contraction.  The contractions were much more intense and I hoped that my body was making good progress.  While we waited for the midwife, Mary, to check me, the nurses put the monitor on me to check on you.  You were doing great so I was reassured.   As soon as Mary got there, she checked and I was 3 centimeters dilated.  I was so tired after almost 24 hours in labor and a bit disappointed that I was only at a 3.  I knew we had a long way to go.

We went to our labor room shortly after that, and Amanda filled up the tub for me.  I found great relief in the hot water and jets during my contractions.  We labored in the tub for nearly an hour.  I remember Dad and Amanda being right there with me through each contraction.  They were ready and willing to do anything I needed to be comfortable.  I labored a little more in the bathroom and headed to the bed to try to get more comfortable again.  We were listening to Door Harp by Michael Houser throughout your entire labor and delivery.  You still like this CD and I often play it for you during your naps.  I listened to this CD hundreds of times throughout my pregnancy.

By this time, it was nearly 12:30am, and my body and mind felt tired.  I had wanted to do this naturally, but starting preparing myself mentally for the idea of a little help.  Amanda helped coach me through my decision and daddy was supportive of whatever my decision was as long as we were both healthy.  My uterus wasn’t functioning as efficiently because my body was so tired and I needed some relief to rest and allow my body to open up.  At around 1:00am or so, I got the epidural and it was a great relief.  I was able to rest and so was my body.  I was dilated at about 4 cm at this point so things were going slowly.  They continued monitoring you and you were still doing great. At this point, both Dad and I were relieved and able to get some rest.

Both Dad and I slept for about 4 or 5 hours, and the midwife and nurse would come in periodically and check on us.  We continued doing great.  When they checked me at about 6:00am that morning, I was at 9 cm.  I could hardly believe it; you were getting closer.  It seemed unreal since it seemed to be moving so slow before that.  We were going to continue laboring down to allow you to keep coming on your own before we started pushing.  Amanda came back up to the hospital shortly thereafter.  I was very nervous to start pushing so Amanda and I talked about it.  I did not know what to expect so I was scared.

At 8:00 am the shift changed and Debbie Rigby was there for the pushing and delivery.  We thanked Mary for all her help.  Debbie checked me again and I was fully dilated!  It was almost time to push.  I started pushing about 9:00 am.  It was hard work; much harder than I had expected.  Dad helped me through each push.  Initially he was standing back a little, but by the end of pushing he was right up there coaching me along.  I remember him telling me that you had black hair.  They had thought you were bald when they could feel, but not see, your head.  I was really excited when he told me they could see you and you had black hair.  It felt like it took a long time to get to the point where they could see you.  I got discouraged at some point and thought you were never going to come out.  Debbie, Amanda and Dad kept encouraging me and telling me that you were getting close.  I wasn’t so sure; I felt like they had been telling me that for so long and it was never going to happen.  I was tired and had been pushing for almost 2 hours at this point, but I kept going.  Finally you were low enough that I could feel your head.  That was encouraging and made me push harder.  Daddy was a strong coach at this point and said some really sweet things about how we were a family of three now.  He said it was just you, me and him forever.  Those words made me feel good and strong so I kept at it ~ pushing harder each time.  You crowned a really long time.  I think it was a few contractions before I could push your head through, but I finally did it at 11:44 am on April 7th.  After your head was out, the rest was easy.  Debbie and Amanda helped me grab a hold of you and pull you up on my chest.  I could hardly believe my eyes; you were finally here!  After so much waiting, you were finally here.  Dad was so excited too! Neither of us could believe it; we had become a family right then and there.  You were crying and crying, and so was I for that matter.

They weighed you and you were 8 lbs. 12.5 oz. and 21.5 inches long.  As they were moving us up to the recovery floor, Dad asked the nurse who would change your diapers when we got upstairs.  We all started laughing.  I’ll never forget that.  It was the beginning of our new family and learning all about you.

