A couple of days prior to labor beginning I had been feeling extra hormonal.  In fact, the night before, I had told Shawn that I just needed some alone time and went to Barnes And Noble to sit and read a book sipping on a decaf Carmel Machiato with Soy milk for an hour or so.  The book I read through was How to Manage your Emotions by Joyce Meyer thinking maybe I was having some kind of spiritual battle going on there.

The next night (Thursday March 30th) Shawn’s mom, Samantha and I went to Dick’s Sporting Goods to scout out prices on some stuff that Shawn had wanted for his birthday.  I had been feeling the urge to pee really bad about every 5 minutes so although I went to the bathroom right before leaving the house, my first stop once walking into Dick’s was to find the bathroom.  

I’ve heard people talk about knowing the baby dropped because they felt like they had a bowling ball between their legs, and I guess that’s what I was expecting…a lot of pressure and stuff down there rather than this constant need to pee feeling.  As we left Dick’s and I waddled my way very slowly back to the car I was thinking that since I still had over a week left to go that if this peeing stuff kept up…I was gonna be miserable by the time my due date rolled around.  

As we made the brief drive back home (all of 5 minutes) I got a really weird cramping feeling that hurt and I was almost holding my breath for fear of moving and making it worse.  Luckily, we were sitting at a stop light since it really caught me off guard.  Tina looked at me and asked if I was ok.  I told her I think I was having a contraction or something…some kind of weird cramp I’d never felt before.  It was kind of a burning menstrual cramp or something. It started to ease off as the light changed and I was able to slowly move my foot from the brake to the gas and finish going home.

After getting home I settled in with Shawn and Tina to watch Survivor and had that same crampy feeling a couple of times.  I told Shawn, “Maybe we should be timing these cramps…it seems like they keep coming.”  So, we timed a few of them to be 6-10 minutes apart.  When I realized that there was in fact a pattern to them, I was surprised.  This was not what I expected contractions to feel like and I was still a week early!  Didn’t most first time birthing moms go late?  In fact, an average of 8 days past their due date?!  

I was a bit excited to think maybe pregnancy was coming to an end (it had been a long uncomfortable one this time) and that the big event might be right around the corner.  Yet, I was also a little nervous.  After what I had been through with Sam and the c-section, it had been difficult for me to really get my heart firmly set that I would in deed have a non-medicated vaginal birth.  The only thing that had kept me spurred on when I was having such a hard time finding a provider was the fact that God had put this passion in my heart to birth naturally, and He would not have done that if He didn’t intend to fulfill that desire for me.  

After a couple of hours and still having the cramps, I called my midwife and explained what I’d been feeling.  She said that it definitely sounded like early labor and to take some calcium and try to get some rest.  I asked if she thought they might go away.  I was seriously expecting her to say that it’s possible and it could just be a warm up or practice labor.  But, she didn’t.  She said she doubted that it would stop at this point being so close to my due date.  I got off the phone with her shaking a little bit at the realization that this was really happening!  I didn’t have any calcium but tried to get some rest anyway.  I didn’t sleep well.  Maybe a total of a couple hours all night.  I kept having to pee and it seemed like every time I was almost asleep a contraction would wake me up.

By morning, I was having some bloody show and the contractions were pretty steady at about 5 minutes apart. Shawn called his boss and told him he wouldn’t be coming in.  I let some people from church know what was going on and waited for things to move along.  Shawn took his mom to his brother Art’s house to stay for a while since she didn’t want to be here for the birth (having heart problems and stuff…probably wouldn’t have been good for her).  He also called Mindy and let her know that we might need her soon to come help out with Sam.  She said she was available any time and could leave work as soon we told her to.  Things were set and just waiting for my body to do it’s thing.  It kind of made me feel like I needed to perform…everything was set and waiting…but I had no control over it.  

The midwife called around 7:30am to see how things were going.  She had spent the night nearby with another lady in labor that was having her 5th baby…but things were moving slow.  I told her to take her time as I didn’t think much was happening fast for me.  She said once things got finished up there that she’d call and see how I was doing and whether I wanted her to come then or not.  By the time the other lady had her baby and Joan (the midwife) and her apprentice Amy got here it was around 4pm on Friday.  Still not much change…slow and steady contractions.  So, we decided to let her check and see if I was progressing at all.  At that time I was 3 cm and 100% effaced.  I hadn’t expected much as the contractions were manageable.  I’d actually joked with her when she asked if I wanted checked telling her I was afraid she’d say I was at 2 or something and I’d be so disappointed.  She really encouraged me that that was a lot of work to be done already!  That the cervix is about as long as your nose and for it to be completely flatted out now was excellent.  She then gave me some calcium to take and told me to call when things really started getting going and try to get some rest.

Some friends stopped by from our Friday night bible study group to pray for us and to let us borrow their camcorder and then I tried to finish up a bit more.  I wanted to try to have as much stuff caught up around the house as possible and laundry is always trying to pile up on me.  I was tired and wanted to get some sleep, but every time I had laid down to rest it felt like the contractions hurt more so I really was dreading laying down.  I had tried to sleep earlier when I had put Sam down for a nap, but it just wasn’t happening.

Finally, we went to bed about midnight.  I was restless and concentrating through contractions while trying to drift off.  I was right on the verge of sleep land when I had a pretty intense contraction that I sorta came out of dreamland to deal with by reciting “God’s not going to give me anything I can’t handle” over and over.  And then suddenly I felt a pop and a warm gush of fluid flow out of me.  I shouted, “Shawn!” Who was snoring peacefully beside me.  “My water just broke!  Get me a towel!” and started to get up out of the bed when I suddenly realized if I did that, that gravity would make it get on our bed and the floor and everything else.  So, Shawn jumped up and got me a towel and I put it between my legs and waddled to the bathroom and sat on the toilet.  My clothes had gotten wet, but nothing else.  It was 1:11 am Saturday April 1st.  I sat there and had a couple of contractions that Shawn timed to be about 5 minutes apart, but they were quite a bit more intense.  So, I told him to call Joan.  She asked if I was ready for her to come and I told him to tell her yeah….I think so.  

I went back and laid down on the bed a bit more and started feeling hungry, so Shawn got me a banana.  Every time I had a contraction I could feel more warm fluid gush out so I made my way back to the toilet thinking I’d just let it go there instead of messing up all the towels.  A few minutes later, I decided that I really hated laboring on the toilet.  That position made it hurt so bad and the contractions started coming 2-3 minutes apart.  I told him to call Joan back and tell her they were picking up.  She said she was getting her apprentice and was on her way and that now would be a good time to get in the birth tub.  That was right around 1:45am.

I laid on my bed on my left side for a while until the tub was filled enough to get in.  Some contractions were stronger than others, but they were definitely coming faster. I had worked on inflating the pool earlier in the day and Shawn helped me get it all set up with a couple of comforters under it so that it was nice and soft on the floor of it for laboring, as well as it could help keep the warmth in so the tile floor wouldn’t cool the water too fast.  We had put it in the kitchen where the dining room table usually is and just moved the table over.  All that was left when the time came was to fill it with water. Shawn had filled it with as much as he could until the water heater was out and needed to be refilled.  There was only maybe 6 inches of water in the pool when I got in.  But, even that was great.  I hadn’t been able to soak in our tiny bathtub ever since we had moved in in January and I had been really looking forward to relaxing in the pool in some nice warm water!  It really felt great!  But, I made sure he knew I needed a lot more water!

A few minutes later Mindy showed up and started helping out since Sam was still sleeping peacefully upstairs.  They  worked on filling up pots and pans with water and bringing them to boil and adding them to the pool.  They also worked hard to keep me hydrated and were great at offering ice water and some orange juice.  I tried to relax and listen to Rivertribe and work through the contractions.  I thought they were pretty bad, but little did I know what I was about to endure!  I also kept asking someone/anyone to get me something to throw up in.  The banana from earlier was not sitting well and I kept thinking I was going to hurl.  Although I never did.

I got out of the pool to go to the bathroom and while I was sitting on the toilet I had a rough contraction. The cute little black swim skirt I had bought specifically for labor was quickly thrown into the sink next to me.  I had wanted it cause I thought it would be nice to not have my glory all exposed and that it would allow me a bit of modesty.  During contractions though the elastic of the skirt seemed to be right along the line of the most intense pain along my public bone.  So, it had to go!  I waddled back out to the pool sort of apologetic to everyone but explained the skirt had to go.  No one seemed to mind. 

I kept asking Shawn how much longer until Joan got there.  For some reason I just wanted her there.  I kept thinking once she got there that things would almost be over and it seemed like every contraction was getting harder and harder and for some crazy reason…she was going to make it hurry up to an end.  I can’t explain WHY I thought that, it was just a general impression I had in the back of my mind although I know better than that.  I was expecting her to realistically be there around 4am though.  Her and her apprentice Trish (a different one from earlier in the day) did in fact show up right around 4am. 

I was so happy to see her!  She was calm and mellow and asked how I was doing.  I told her I thought I was doing ok.  She asked if I wanted her to check me and to my surprise, I did.  My birth plan had said no internal exams unless absolutely necessary, but I really wanted to know how much longer this was possibly going to go on.  I was even more shocked when she announced I was at 7cm!  That number actually put a bit of fear into me.  I realized that I was about to hit transition and I was scared.  Everything I had read said that transition was the hardest and most intense part of labor and I was truly scared of the thought of it getting harder.  I was struggling to stay on top of the contractions already and was really working hard to stay as relaxed as possible through them.

Joan helped give ideas like putting a wash cloth on my belly and pour the warm tub water over it during a contraction.  That felt really good until the cloth got cold then I slung it!  The cold did not feel good!  But, cold wash cloths on my head and neck and chest did feel good. 

Shawn and I had practiced relaxation in the weeks prior to labor.  He also did the duty of keeping the water in the pool at the right temperature.  Plus, when pushing started, it was him that I clung to for strength.  He definitely had his place in all of this.

I lost track of time for a while.  I remember almost screaming during a contraction as I was on my knees and leaning on the pool.  Joan reminded me to make low noises.  Not in terms of quiet, but almost like growling or mooing noises.  So, that’s what I concentrated on doing.  It gave me something to focus on other than the pain since I was almost lost to being able to relax through contractions at this point.  I tried, but it was extremely difficult now.  It felt like my pelvic bone was on fire and literally coming apart with each contraction.  The baby decided to do some stretches around this time too.  He was pulling some of his ’alien belly’ maneuvers in there.  It hurt so bad!  Even Trish commented on how painful that looked after it was all over.  In the moment I heard her whisper, “Oh my gosh!  Look at that!”  Joan said, “It’s the baby turning around.”

Shawn says that it did seem that some of the contractions were coming almost right after each other during this time.  But, I really don’t remember.  I was just trying to take each contraction as it came.  I remember looking up between contractions one time and seeing Joan and Trish sitting on the floor with their backs up against the cabinets in the kitchen just sitting there watching looking extremely bored.  I asked them if they were bored and Joan said she was just waiting.  I was a little irritated actually.  I was working so hard and they were just sitting there looking bored.  LOL!  But her calmness also reassured me that everything was fine.

At some point, Joan asked to check me again and I let her.  She determined I was at a stretchy 9 almost 10cm with a little bit of a lip in the front.  So, I labored some more a bit disappointed that it wasn’t over yet.  A while later she asked to check again and I let her and she said I was almost 10 with a lip and I kinda got mad at her.  I told her that’s what she had told me hours ago.  She said, “I haven’t even been here for hours yet.”  I looked at the clock and realized it was only 6ish.  She had in fact only been there for about 2 hours.  She said that if I wanted her to she could try to hold back the lip during my next contraction and see if the head would descend.  I was willing to try anything to speed this up.  So, I let her.  It hurt SO bad!  I made her stop and just dealt with the contraction.  She offered to pray for me and I let her.

I had previously announced to everyone that I had to pee and Joan told me to go ahead and pee in the pool, that urine was sterile.  At the time I had said it I got distracted by a contraction and forgot for a while.  I’m not sure how long, but later I remembered I had to pee and tried to pee in the pool.  But I just couldn’t.  So I got out and went to the bathroom.  I sat backwards on the toilet and started shivering.  I’m not sure if I would have gotten the shakes if I would have stayed in the pool.  I don’t know if they were from being wet and it made me cold, or if it was a pain response from labor.  I had a couple of contractions while sitting there too, then I went and got back in the pool.  

Pretty much everyone had cleared out of the kitchen at this point and were in the living room talking quietly so I was alone for a bit.  I was actually irritated that they were in there having a conversation even though I couldn’t hear what they were saying…just heard whispers.  I got out and went to the bathroom again.  This time I was so frustrated thinking that I should have hit pushing by now and why on earth was I still having these hard contractions and getting no where?  Shawn came in and prayed for me.  At this point I was really worn down.  I told him I didn’t think I could do this.  He told me I could.  

Joan had told me earlier to try grunting a little at the end of each contraction and see if that would help move the baby with a tiny push to get past that lip.  I had been feeling a tad pushy at the end of the contractions, but was so discouraged that nothing new was happening even though I was trying to push a little bit.  I was expecting a big change in how the contractions felt and was ready to move on to the next stage and get this over with.

I knelt on all fours in the hallway between the couch and the wall in front of the bathroom door and started crying.  I said “I can’t do this! I want to be done!”  Someone came and put a towel or a coat or something over my back and butt and I thought, “Why be modest now?”  Although I didn’t say anything.  I just thought it was odd that someone was covering up my mostly naked body at this point.  (  

Joan reminded me of the Christian song that says the only way is through this.  It struck a chord with me as I realized the only way to get a baby was to push past the pain.  She again offered to hold back the lip to see if I could push the baby past it during a contraction.  I gladly said yes.  I was eager for anything that would get me to the next stage.  So, that’s what Joan did as I sat there on all fours during the next contraction.  She coached me when to push a little and I did.  She said that it worked and that I needed to get where ever I was going to give birth because it was time to start pushing now.  She asked if I wanted to get back in the pool and I didn’t.  She also asked if I would drink an energy drink to try to get my energy up for the last part of the journey.  I said yes.

I decided I wanted to be in the living room and lean over the couch laying my head on the cushions.  It seemed like a good idea.  I thought I’d be able to rest that way.  Everybody jumped to set up in the living room and started laying out chucks pads and repositioning the camera as I crawled on hands and knees to the couch.  I didn’t even make it the whole way before a contraction hit.  Joan got on one side of me and Shawn on the other to help hold me up as I moved into a squatting position to try to push.  Trish (I think) put a chucks pad under me.  Unfortunately all that happened was that I pooped.  I was so embarrassed.  The last thing I wanted to do was poop in front of everyone.  I apologized and Joan and Shawn both assured me that it was a good thing.  That it meant the baby was moving down.  I then leaned over the couch like I had planned on doing and someone got some toilet paper and Shawn wiped me up.  On the next contraction the same thing happened and I even peed too I think.  Joan just calmly changed out chucks pads when I was done and Shawn wiped me up.  I kept apologizing and they again assured me it was a good thing.

I was so tired I just wanted to sleep.  I decided that leaning over the couch was taking too much energy so I tried to lay down on my left side.  That too was uncomfortable so I got back up.  I didn’t know what to do.  I was just so tired.  Shawn then set up a makeshift rest place in the corner of the sectional part with pillows and it was very inviting.  I leaned against it and was able to almost drift off between contractions.  During contractions I put my chin to my chest and pushed, but I was so tired I really wasn’t making much progress.  

After a few contractions Joan suggested I try to squat and see if that was more effective.  Boy was it ever!  The contractions I had in that position literally took control over my body.  I couldn’t have stopped pushing if I had wanted to.  The only thing I’ve been able to compare it to is the reflex you have when you are sick and vomiting and it’s coming out everywhere and you can’t stop puking and the thought crosses your mind that you’re gonna sufficate on your own puke.  I know that’s a gross analogy…but that’s the only thing I’ve every experienced that can even come close to the intensity and loss of control over my own body.  These pushing contractions wracked my body over and over and over and was nonstop for what seemed like forever at a time.  Then, it would stop and I’d lay back on the makeshift resting spot until the next one would come and then I’d get back up into the squatting position.

Joan offered to massage my legs or straighten them out of something because I kept them bent at the knee the whole time.  Even when resting I was still in squat, just leaned against the couch instead of up on my feet.  Amazingly I wasn’t losing feeling or feeling tingly or tired in my legs at all.  So, I declined the offer.  I was in fact, afraid to change positions other than those two because it was working and I wanted an end to it all.  And also my butt was starting to hurt and I didn’t want to sit on it.  I even wouldn’t let Shawn move or change his grip or anything.  I had found something that worked and I didn’t want any part of it to change.  I still said “I can’t do this.” a couple of times.  But the words were wrong.  What I was thinking and should have said was, “This is really hard work, I’m tired, and I want to be done.”

Sam woke up and was sitting at the top of the stairs asking for me.  I felt so bad for her.  She sounded scared, but I wasn’t ready to deal with her at this part of the labor.  I had wanted her to see her sibling be born, but I honestly didn’t know it was going to be that intense.  We had prepared her by watching Gentle Birth Choices together and talking about mommy making noises and stuff.  I think she probably would have done fine, but for some reason I made the decision to not have her come down.  It might not have been the wisest of choices and hindsight is 20/20.  Her hearing me screaming probably was a lot more scary to her than the actual sight of what was going on.  Mindy went up and entertained her for a while and then put on a video for her.

As pushing got under way more and some progress was obvious as they could see a bit of the baby’s head, Joan asked if I wanted a mirror to see.  I didn’t.  I’ve never been one to want to do that.  She then asked if I wanted to put my hand down and feel.  Again I didn’t.  As natural and all as I am, I just didn’t want to.  I don’t like the idea of touching an intimate part of my body while in the presence of other people.  Even if it was to feel the baby and not myself.  I don’t know why, I’ve just always had a No WAY feeling about that.  Even when a friend told me she thought it was so amazing to reach down and feel the baby when she was giving birth and I was like, Um…no thank you!  

I pushed with everything I had.  It felt like every single muscle in my body was pushing to get that baby out.  I realized that I was gripping Shawn’s hand pretty hard and made a point to not do that.  My hands weren’t going to help me get the baby out and I didn’t want to hurt him.  I don’t know if I actually did or not, but I tried to consciously relax my hands during a contraction and focus on pushing where it really counted.  I was surprised when Joan made the comment of it burning.  Yes, I had pain as the baby’s head was coming out, but the pain in my belly as the contractions took over my body minimized the burning sensation.  I didn’t even notice it until Joan said it.  She told me the baby’s head was “slipping slipping slipping and it’s really beautiful”  She said he was turning and was out to just about his nose and one small push would probably get the rest of his head out.  I pushed just enough to get him out to about his lip and then he stayed there until the next contraction when I pushed the rest of him out.  He was born at 8:28am on Saturday, April 1st.

Joan caught him and put him right to my chest and someone covered him with a towel.  He started crying right away.  Shawn said, “You did it!  All your doubts are gone now.”  He had tears and kissed me on the forehead.  All I could think about was, “Ah.  It’s finally over!  I’m so tired.”  After a couple of minutes we realized that we didn’t know the sex yet so we peeled back the towel and learned that, “It’s a boy!”  Joan said she had wondered with those big hands!  Sam was then brought down to see her new brother.  I asked her if she wanted to touch him and she said no.  Later on as I’ve talked to her about him she mentions him having blood on his head and mommy having blood on her booby.  So, I think she was a little frightened by that.

A few minutes passed while I tried to get him to nurse and then just 8 minutes after Christian was born I birthed the placenta and soon after Shawn cut the cord. I vaguely remembered Mindy leaving when I was pushing , but she came back then and was so bummed that she missed it.  I can’t remember if he had been weighed yet then or not.  But, Trish weighed him and Shawn eagerly awaited the results standing over her.  He was 8 pounds 1 ounce.  She then measured his length and Shawn and I both noticed that his leg wasn’t completely straight when she did it.  Regardless, she announced him to be 21 ½ inches long!  Which is long enough!  LOL!  But, I’m uncertain of his true birth length since at 10 days old the Family doctor measured him at 22 ½ inches, and he had gained a full pound by then too.  So, we’re unsure.

Joan said she usually did an herb bath now to help with swelling, but we could skip that since I was so tired.  I told her I really wanted my butt to not hurt, that it really felt like it was wrong side out down there.  She agreed I was quite swollen and had bulged more than most women ever do.  Apparently, I didn’t stretch well at all and just bulged as the head came out instead.  

Shawn and Joan practically had to carry me up the stairs since I was so weak and tired to take the bath.  I couldn’t believe how shaky my legs were.  I probably could have made it up the stairs alone, but more than likely only from shear determination to get up there rather than really feeling strong enough to do it.  

I sat in the warm tub and Trish handed me Christian.  He laid on my legs while she helped get the blood out of his hair and washed him up then took him to get dressed while Joan helped me out of the tub and to bed.  She assessed my tear to see if I needed stitches or not and upon talking it over with Shawn they decided to let it be and heal on it’s own.  While Christian and I got settled Joan asked some questions to finish filling out the paperwork we needed to turn in for his birth certificate.  I was shocked when she told me that I had a total labor time of 36 hours and 6 minutes.  I had pushed for an hour and 28 minutes!  Time was weird there.  It felt like it was never going to end, yet it seemed like only a few minutes had passed that I was actually pushing.  She finished up and then left.  

We’d all had a long night so I called a friend from church that had stopped over the night before and asked if she’d watch Sam for a few hours while we rested up.  She was delighted to be of service and rushed right over.  Shawn got her dressed and out the door I was surprised by how strong Christian’s latch was as he took to nursing like a pro.  Mindy went home to shower up and take care of a few things and promised to come back in the afternoon and take Sam for a movie.  Knowing the plans for the day, Shawn, myself, and Christian all snuggled in for a nice long nap.   

My bum was quite sore, but I was really surprised that every other muscle in my body was not so sore I couldn’t move the next day.  Mostly just my pelvic bone feeling quite weak and the soreness between my legs were the only things other than the new little baby in my life that was left to remind me of what I had just been through.  I spent a lot of time the next few days just so thankful to God for bringing us through this ok.  I was so thankful that the passion that had been so deep inside of me to birth my baby unmedicated and the way God designed my body to do, had finally come true.  I was so thankful that He was so great at making my desires happen for me.  I was overwhelmed by the reality of His goodness and care to fulfill my passions that He had put upon me.  He had helped us to find the perfect care provider that was on the same page with me for how I believed in birthing, and He provided all the right people for all the right tasks to make this birth so memorable and special.  

At first I was sorta disappointed that I didn’t have a euphoric feeling from birth, I thought I was going to have such a high feeling and be so in awe of it all and happy, but I think it’s because I was so dog gone tired!  I had been up for almost 48 hours and had just been through a really tough time!  Now though, 3 weeks later.  I’m so proud of the accomplishment that my body has done and what God did for me through it all.  I birthed my baby at home, in confidence that God was leading us and looking out for us at every turn!

