My daugher, Himma Lynn, was born on October 5 at 2:32 in the morning.  She was my first baby and the entire pregnancy and birth was an amazing, trying, exhilarating experience.  Her birth, in particular, is something I want to remember.

I passed my mucus plug 4 days before I went into labor.  Then, the night of my due date (actually early morning on the day after my due date) my water broke at 4 a.m.  I was so excited!  I went to the bathroom and confirmed my water had broken.  I had some very mild contractions then for about an hour and a half—they felt like period cramps—and then they subsided completely.  From 4 a.m. until 3 p.m. it went like that, an hour or so of mild contractions and then nothing for another hour or so.  I didn’t feel anything in my belly—it was all in my back (and pretty much stayed this way throughout my labor because, as I would later find out, Himma was both posterior and a brow presentation).  Barrett, my partner, and I watched a movie and hung out around the house.  Around 3 p.m. my contractions picked up—they were both more painful and more regular.  By 6 p.m. I was having contractions every 60-90 seconds that lasted 45-60 seconds.  I started throwing up around 6:30 p.m.  I remember feeling excited about throwing up because I felt like it meant I was really going to see my baby soon.  I threw up about 5-6 more times and my contractions continued like this more or less until Himma was born at 2:32 a.m.

Barrett called Amanda around 7 and she came pretty quickly.  Before Amanda got there I wasn’t moaning or doing any of the pain-relief techniques I had learned because I thought I wasn’t in hard labor yet and I needed to save those tricks for the real deal.  But, I was in pain and trying to be tough was not helping.  As soon as Amanda got there, she had me moaning and got me in a more comfortable position (for me, this was hands and knees most of my labor).  She also started doing counter pressure.  The moaning was SO helpful—it was quite amazing really how much it helped relieve the pain of the contractions.  Before labor I was most afraid of the pain of actually pushing the baby out.  I thought the contractions would be easier to tolerate because it was just muscular pain, whereas the pushing could entail torn tissue.  I was wrong!  Pushing was such a relief and, despite Himma’s very difficult presentation, did not hurt nearly as badly as the hours of intense contractions.  

We continued moaning, the contractions continued, I threw up more, and eventually Amanda called Sandra the midwife.  When Sandra arrived it was around 11 p.m.  She checked me and I was 7 centimeters dilated.  The contractions got closer together and were coming sometimes with only 30 seconds rest (and sometimes back-to-back).  The moaning again was so helpful.  I was amazed at how instinctual the whole process was, once I stopped trying to control it.  The moaning really allowed me to submit to the labor process.  At one point I remember Barrett saying, after I grunted in response to a question, that I had “entered the non-verbal stage.”  I was as present and in the moment as I’ve ever been in my life—I wasn’t scared or worried about what might happen or what might go wrong.  

After an hour or more Sandra checked me again and my cervix was swollen on one side (she said I had developed a “lip”).  This was because Himma’s posterior/brow positioning was putting uneven pressure on my cervix.  As Sandra was checking me, she pushed on the swollen lip to see if it would respond and I pushed her away because it hurt so much.  I continued to labor and Sandra pulled Barrett to the side and told him (I didn’t hear this) that I could continue laboring and it would perhaps self-correct but that could take 6 to 12 more hours and we may end up in the hospital anyways.  Or, we could go to the hospital now, where they would probably want to do a C-section.  Or, she could try pushing on the swollen part again during contractions and see if she could get my cervix to move manually, which would hurt.  She said it was up to me.  Then, they both came and presented these options to me, but didn’t mention the hospital or that self-correcting could take 12 more hours (I think they told me 6).  I decided to let Sandra try manually pressing on my swollen cervix again.  But, I was exhausted and needed a break before I felt I could tolerate that pain.

I felt if I got in the tub and laid on my back, instead of hands and knees, it might slow things down and give me a break from the contractions.  Everyone agreed that my idea might do the trick, so I got in the tub.  It was heavenly—I still had contractions but much less intense and further apart and I got a rest.  In the tub, Barrett said that in between contractions I was so tired and so relaxed that I looked like I was on heroin and at times I almost fell asleep in less than 60 seconds.  Then, when the contractions came I was wide awake and moaning like an animal.  He finally had to coax me out of the tub.  I was so tired and wanted a nap so badly!  

It only took Sandra 3 contractions of pressing on my cervix to get the lip to even out.  It did hurt but it was quick and totally worth it because after that, I was fully dilated and ready to push my baby out.  Sandra told me my cervix was wide open sometime around 1 a.m.  I started pushing on my hands and knees but the pain of the contractions was too intense and I wasn’t able to focus on pushing.  I then tried the toilet, where I made a little progress and started to figure out which muscles I needed to activate in order to move Miss Himma, but I was uncomfortable there too.  Sandra suggested I get on the bed and lie on my side with my top leg bent and Barrett holding it to provide traction.  That position worked like a charm because I was tired and lying down was restful, and I was able to activate the muscles needed to push the baby.  After an hour and a half of pushing, Himma was born!

When she came out she didn’t scream or cry or breathe, but she looked perfect.  She was pink and moving and gorgeous (I didn’t notice it at the time, but photos showed her head was very misshapen after her difficult passage down the birth canal).  Sandra immediately started suctioning and sucking out her nose and mouth and trying to get her to scream or cry to clear her airways.  She still didn’t cry (or breathe), so Sandra started using oxygen too.  This wasn’t the emergency I thought it might have been because we didn’t cut her cord and she was still getting plenty of oxygen from the placenta.  But, I delivered the placenta and she still hadn’t cried.  Sandra could feel her pulse the whole time she was trying to get her breathing and it was strong, so we knew she was getting oxygen.  Then her pulse dropped and Sandra told Amanda to call 9-1-1.  A few seconds later Himma finally breathed and her pulse shot back up and Sandra said, “nevermind.”  At this point, when Barrett knew she was okay, he started crying.  It wasn’t until he started crying that I realized Himma’s not breathing immediately was scary or potentially life-threatening.  I was so out of it from the hormones and endorphins!  I was eerily calm and didn’t freak out.  

A few seconds after she started breathing, we put her to the breast and she sucked like a little champ!  It was so natural for her, I could see.  I was shocked by how strongly she sucked.  Himma was born on a Wednesday morning and when I woke up Friday morning to feed her, my milk had come in!  I was trying to mentally prepare myself for the 3-5 day range of waiting for milk, and saying 5 days to myself so I wouldn’t be upset if I was on day 4 and still didn’t have milk, so I was very surprised to find my breasts brimming with milk so quickly!  I really do attribute that to a natural birth and how quickly Himma started nursing (because although she had a difficult time making it out of the womb, she wasn’t drugged up when she arrived).  The first two weeks she slept all the time, and fell asleep at the breast every time she ate once my milk came in.  But, that changed quickly enough (as does everything in this process, I’ve learned).

