November 5, 2008   Jessica Stanton, AAHCC
 
My third Bradley ® brat, the birth of Jacob Christopher.
                                                              
Jacob arrived Sunday, October 5, 2008, after about 24 hours of labor.
I started having contractions in my sleep Saturday morning.  I had contractions off and on all day Saturday.  Around 10pm, after putting my two big boys to bed, the contractions got pretty regular.  They were low in my back and belly.  Around midnight I called Nancy Peterson C.N.M.  She said it sounded like the baby was posterior and gave some suggestions for changing his position.  I felt very uncertain about trying to change his position, not knowing for certain what position he was in.  She asked if I wanted to be checked.  And I said, “Yes.”
I called Nicci Walla, my Bradley ® Instructor.  She asked if I was willing to stay at the hospital if I was dilated past five.  I said I was, but that I was also willing to head home if I wasn’t dilated past five.
My mom, husband, and I headed to the hospital. I was dilated to three.    I was checked and told my little one was WAY posterior.  And that posterior babies can take days to change positions.  The nurse, who was new, was uncertain about letting me go home.  So, we were monitored for about an hour, then, headed home.
When we got to my mom’s house, I went to the bathroom then climbed in the shower.  I let the spray pound on my lower back while I rested my head on the cool tiles.
When I came out of the shower I asked my husband, “Remind me again why we don’t use drugs?”  My mom said, “Because you are doing so good.”
I made it to the dinning room where I went down on all fours for a contraction.  I then proceeded to lay down on the dinning room floor for several more contractions.  Finally, my mom and husband convinced me to move to the couch.  I labored on the couch til I had three contractions that lasted a total of two minutes and fifty seconds with very little space in-between.
I rolled off the couch, on to my hands and knees.  After another contraction my husband helped me to the bathroom where I first pushed.  Thankfully, my husband had left the lights off and didn’t realize I was pushing.
I came out of the bathroom and headed for the front door.  I stopped in the dinning room and went into a full squat, had a contraction and pushed.  Made it out to the side of the car, squatted, had a contraction, and pushed.
On the way to the hospital, my mom was in the backseat, I had a contraction and said, “Push, push, push.”  Throughout my labor I had been saying, “Put pressure on it,” (meaning my lower back).  So, my mom leaned forward and applied pressure to my lower back, but my husband realized what I was saying and doing.  He began to rush to the hospital.
We got to the hospital and I had a contraction before getting out of the can, another half-way across the parking garage, another before entering the hospital.  My coaches had been discussing if we needed a wheelchair.  My husband called the hospital to tell them we were on our way.  Shortly after that I got down on my hands and knees for a contraction and was thinking there is no way I’m getting up.
I looked up to see my midwife, a nurse with a wheelchair, and a nurse with an arm load of supplies headed our way.  Also, two nurses from the ER were headed our way with another wheelchair.  Nancy dismissed the ER nurses, who had shown up in response to my husband’s call.
As we headed to the elevator, the nurse with the arm load of supplies pointed out a spot where a woman had given birth just the week before.
I had another contraction as we neared the elevator.  I started to push, Nancy said, “Don’t push.”  I rolled my eyes.  She said, “Well, try not to push.”
We got upstairs and into our room.  Nancy told me the tub was filled or I could get in bed.  I went into the bathroom, sat down on the toilet, and EVERYONE heard my water break.  Nancy asked if the baby was coming.  I said, “Yes.”  She said, “Scoot back so I can catch him.”  I said, “I can’t.”  I leaned back a little.  Nancy tried to get her hand down there, said there was no room, and told me to get in the tub.
So, the first contraction in the tub she said, “We can see the head.”  The next contraction he crowned.  Then, there was a LONG pause.  The next contraction I screamed and his head came out.  Another pause.  I arched backward, because he was SO posterior, and out he came.  Nancy told me, “Jess, grab your baby.”  I was asked if it was a boy or girl.  Which I responded, “A boy!”
We were in our hospital room twelve minutes before Jacob was born.

