My goal for birth was to bring a healthy baby girl into this world with as little trauma to my body as possible. We think we would like a large family, and I didn’t want the number of children I am able to bear to be limited due to a compromised uterus. I knew that the fewer interventions I had during labor, the lower the risk of complication. Having a doula assist with my care has shown repeatedly in the literature to reduce my need for instrument assisted delivery or cesarean. My mother is the hippie in the family, not me. I just wanted to keep my body intact and not be so traumatized by labor and birth as to frighten me from having more children. So I set myself up for success with the midwives at St. Luke’s, Amanda as my doula, chiropractor to align my pelvis, every massage therapist in town who does pre-natal massage, a maternal-fetal specialist for fancy ultrasounds, and pulmonologist just in case I got so fat I couldn’t breathe. And then it began…

It started on a Monday at work. I stood up from having been sprawled on a bench eating dinner. (I chose the location to allow for elevating my feet without sitting on the floor or in the smelly cafeteria.) Upon standing I felt an intense hot flash and the onset of contractions. Much stronger than my previous Braxton Hicks. I was walking in wide strides and swaying my hips uncontrollably. I would lean and sway with each contraction, then return to work. Super excited with a constant smile I finished up my duties at work, completed my paperwork for taking maternity leave, and ignored the advice of my peers to stay at the hospital, get checked, and labor there.  I followed my plan to go home, relax, labor at home, and go to the hospital where I didn’t work to push the baby out. Well… a few hours later the contractions stopped. I had read to rest, elevate your legs, hot bath, eat, drink, pee, etc. Do all the things to relax your uterus and if you still have contractions it’s game time. I guess I just had a false start…

Since I had completed my paperwork for maternity leave on Monday I didn’t see much sense in working the rest of that week. I continued with my twice weekly massages, long evening walks, and stretching with the exercise ball. On Friday Greg had a super long surgical case and asked me not to go into labor while he was busy. No problem I said while snuggled in bed. Whatever! 11am I awoke with contractions. So I started the routine of happy uterus activities. Shower (washed hair and shaved legs) breakfast, lounging on the couch, etc. Contractions persisted. So I took the dog for a walk, emptied the dishwasher, blow dried my hair, curled my hair. I sent the occasional text to Greg with non labor remarks such as “hope your sutures are holding” and other occasional lame commentary knowing he would respond when the train wreck case was over.  He called around 2pm and was home by 3pm. He reviewed my contraction record on the Ipad and asked me how my contractions were, I responded “not so bad, well, except for during the contraction, but it’s still so early and Amanda has been texting me maneuvers to try to get her to turn face down and reduce the back pain. I’m fine.” Have you called the midwives? “No. Why would I do that? My water hasn’t broken, I haven’t had any diarrhea, no bloody show, just contractions and look it doesn’t hurt at all in between them.” Well… while I had been pressing the button at the start and stop of my contractions I was too focused on my household chores to look at the trend! I was 3 minutes apart, lasting 90 seconds. Oops. Guess we should call somebody. Talked to Midwife, she said to call Amanda. Talked to Amanda and decided to meet at St. Luke’s. Called back Midwife and said we were going in- please request a room with a tub and the largest birth ball they have (I’m tall.) 

Triage? You want me to go to triage?! Are you kidding?! Amanda was a great advocate and assured the nursing staff I was in active labor and would qualify for a room immediately. Thank you very much! Striped off my dress, put on the hospital gown, monitor showed happy laboring baby. Stable vitals. Now this is where my memory gets a little shoddy. 

· Midwife arrives and checks me- 5cm. I start cussing and crying all depressed that I’m not 7cm or greater. They try to reassure me, but the anxiety has officially begun. 

· At some point I’m off the ball and in the tub refusing the jets. I feel overwhelmed and while the water is a great comfort, I am scared the jets will over stimulate me.

· I was wrong. Jets are awesome! I’m on my left side in the tub, with the jets, very happy. I have been opening up my IV fluids because I love to be well hydrated, and I want my milk supply to be awesome. 

· Contractions are more intense and my anxiety is really climbing. My horse noises and slow purposeful breathing are not cutting it. I know how much time I need to remain still for an epidural to be placed without risk of complication. I request they call Anesthesia immediately. 

· Nobody gets on the phone.   Rude!! Hello- I am asking for an epidural- get on the phone and call Anesthesia. I know I will still need to answer his questions, sign consent, prepare the equipment, and complete the procedure. Get on the phone lady!!!

· I’m overwhelmed, crying, eyes closed (my eyes remained closed for the duration of the labor), freaking out.  Someone tells me to stop opening up my IV fluids that my arm will get too cold.  Are you kidding me?!?! Like a cold arm is my biggest problem right now?! You said I need a 1 liter bolus of IV fluids before you would call Anesthesia, then you clamped my fluids. I’m not a retard! and you are horrible at your job! (Well that’s what I was thinking at least.)

· For the 100th time. No Midwife you can not break my water! Why? Because it is going to hurt! and I am currently at my maximum pain threshold!

· Contractions are stronger. The counter pressure to my hips by Amanda and Greg is my only comfort. My eyes are closed, but I feel Greg is close to me at all times and I am not alone. I never had to ask for anything. Amanda guided him and offered her own interventions. I wanted for nothing (except for the damn epidural nobody called for and for a break from the rapid pace of labor.) 

· Water breaks, giant splash sensation. Wow! Now this is game time! Contractions feel different already! I think I want to push? Really? Is that right? I’m about to push this baby out? Guess I can quit asking for the epidural. But I am crying and anxious, what if I have a panic attack and they sedate me to stop my hyperventilation? Anxiety rising! I negotiate for a dose of Nubain. The team agrees, but I never feel relief and no one I have questioned actually saw me receive the drug. That damn bitch of a nurse! (I’m a nurse.) 

· Pushing! This sounds strange but my thoughts were of 1. High school track practice- Monday (hard day) and there is no excuse I can tell Coach Beagle to get out of this workout. I am going to have to keep going, it will only get harder, and there is nothing I can do about it. 2. It felt like I could feel her moving inside me with nerves responding that I had never felt before. Like an enormous bowel movement in a different place? 3.  If I can just push the head out, everything else will be okay. 

· Push! Push! Now slow down, ease up, stop pushing! Now push push! Whatever, I heard these comments, but I just did whatever my body wanted to do. 

· Now they are saying that they can see her, I beg for them to pull her out then! In my mind, If you can see her you can pull her out and help me! They didn’t… I continued to push. It seemed like a long time to me, but Midwife recorded my push time as 11 minutes. Apparently this is awesome!

· Baby is out! Her name is Gianna. My eyes are open, the pain is mostly gone, I am holding her. She’s beautiful! She looks so healthy! I am so glad she was full term! 

· My placenta is taking it’s time to come out. I refuse to allow Midwife to straight cath me to decompress my bladder. Amanda and Greg help me to latch Gianna to the breast. Uterus still doesn’t clamp down. I finally allow Midwife to straight cath me as I assess my own blood loss on the drapes. Placenta comes right out afterwards. 

· Gianna latches well thanks to Greg. I am super weak from the rapid pace of labor, and acute blood loss. He assists with each latch for the first 24+ hours. Amazing! 

· I was weak and confused for several hours after the birth, but all anxiety was gone. I had instant confidence that our family was safe, healthy, and we could do anything together!

