Ben Hohorst Birth Story

Our weekly Bradley classes had come to an end.  David and I asked each other, "What will we do with our Mondays now?"  Little did we know, our Mondays were about to get interesting.  I continued my week as I normally would with surprises jumping up in the most unusual places.  An outside cat snuck inside our house as I was leaving.  My mom ended up coming over to help David clean the house from top to bottom while I sat on my exercise ball trying to stay calm and telling them what to clean next.  I was not going to have my baby enter into a house with fleas, so I spent the next couple of days cleaning all of the clothes from the bottom racks of the closet because of the possibility of that cat touching them.  Needless to say, I never got to “nest.”  I continued going to the gym.  On Thursday, I had to make several stops on my way back to the car to rest. I then decided that was my last time going to the gym while pregnant.  Friday, on my way to the bathroom, my bag of waters started leaking.  I called the midwife to let her know. She told me that I was on bed rest until the leaking stopped and to stay hydrated.  I immediately ordered Netflix so I would have some entertainment for the meantime. (Now I wish I would have purchased books on my Kindle instead; being more educated on certain things would've come in handy once Benjamin was born.) David waited on me hand and foot.  I went to the restroom a million times because of all of the water I was drinking.  I then decided that David needed to go to the store for all of the things we would need to have a home birth.  Our midwife gave us a list.  I was a few days short of 38 weeks and none of the list was checked off. (I really believed that Ben was coming after 41 weeks. Boy, was I wrong.)   My mom came and hung out with me while David and his sister went to the store. His sister had several home births before.  I figured she would be a huge asset to have with him.  They got everything done, and we had a great weekend.  Monday morning at midnight we finally decided to go to bed.  That night I decided I would sleep better in the bed.  I had been sleeping on the couch so I wouldn't disturb David during the night while getting up to use the restroom.  We were just about to go to sleep when I felt a contraction.  It felt different than my previous experiences with Braxton Hicks.  I knew that this was it - what we've been waiting for!  So we stayed up a little longer, timing the contractions to make sure this was labor.  About 30 minutes later the contractions repeated themselves very rhythmically.  At 1:30 a.m. we called the midwife to let her know Benjamin was coming some time that day.  She told us it wasn't labor, for us to go to sleep and she would call us later in the morning.  But I knew it was labor.  We went to sleep for a few hours.    When our alarm went off, we woke up and noticed that the contractions were still there.  (David woke up during our slumber. He heard me making some "grunting" sounds during each contraction. He was so tired, he couldn't even laugh, he just went back to sleep and told me about it later.) We called the midwife to let her know where we were on the timing of the contractions, and that we were heading to our weekly appointment with the OB/GYN, and we would see her later that day when it was time to birth our baby boy.  When we got to the doctor’s office, the nurse said something about what we would do the following week.  I replied, "No, this is our last visit. Our baby is coming today."  She looked at me and smiled.  (I know all these people have heard first-time mothers before think they were in labor and were wrong. But I just knew I was right.)    The doctor called us in, checked me out, and confirmed I was in labor.  I was at four centimeters. He sent us home to birth our baby!  We called the midwife.  She spoke to the doctor. Then we agreed to meet at our house after lunch.  I just knew that our baby was going to be a "Memorial Day" baby. (Ben proved me wrong on that one.) So while riding home, I called all the people that we wanted at the birth to let them know the baby was coming today.  One person lives in Baton Rouge.  I made her aware earlier in the weekend to be prepared, just in case, to drop everything and head on over.  And that's just what she did when I called her that morning.  She showed up two hours later.  Everything was going according to plan; except that I wanted a water birth.  The tub that we were going to rent was being used at the time, so two of my guests cleaned my bathtub for me.  My sweet supporters!  That's love!  We had stopped at the grocery store to buy snacks and drinks for everyone.  We also picked up a "Birth-day" cake and some orange juice for the celebration afterward.  Once home, I was only social for about an hour.  I was still drinking a lot of water to make sure Ben had enough fluid in his "waterbed".  Once I started going to the restroom to pee, the contractions started getting harder, and I didn't speak much after that.  I only took one nap between the few hours I had slept that previous night and the actual birth.  I remained calm and relaxed throughout the whole 26 hours, but Ben took his good ole time arriving on the scene.  I spent most of my time on the toilet, peeing, and in the tub.  I got “checked” a couple of times and was holding steady at four to five centimeters.  I became discouraged.  I was having back labor with some pressure in my lower abdomen, also.  The midwife informed me that Ben was turned the wrong way and he would need to turn in order to come out, so I stayed floating in the tub most of the time trying to get that baby to turn so he can come out.  A few hours later my contractions hadn't changed position-wise.  I stayed quiet mostly, but continued talking to myself:  “How was I going to tell David this was it.  Everything I was against and afraid of I was going to have to cave in and do.”   I finally spoke up. I said, "David, Ben has not moved. For Ben's sake, tell Ann (the midwife) to pack everything up.  Whoever wants to meet us at the hospital, can come.  Ben is tired and it's time he comes out.  I know I don't want "anybody" touching my back, but if I get the epidural, all I need is for somebody to reach in there, turn Ben's head and he will come right out.  He's ready."  David then left the bathroom.  I was SO MAD.  Not that he left, but because I KNEW he was going get somebody to come and change my mind.  Yep, sure enough, in walks his sister.  She let me know that my body was doing exactly what it was supposed to do.  She then prayed with me.    Afterwards, my thought process was, "Okay, I've never heard of a labor longer than 36 hours.  I probably have six more hours to go. I can do this." (This was at 1:00 a.m., Tuesday morning.  I was only at 23 1/2 hours. No concept of time during labor.)    Then the midwife came in and asked me if I wanted to get "checked" again.  I said yes, but knew that nothing had changed and I would still be at four centimeters and Ben's head would still be in the wrong position.    But when she "checked" me, I was at nine centimeters.  I, very tired but extremely excited, then asked about the procress, "So what's the plan now?"  She then instructed me to get on the floor, lean on the exercise ball, and softly start pushing to get me to ten centimeters.  Our midwife was amazing.  She sits back and sees how "hands on" you want her to be.  She knows when to help when needed and stand back and watch when necessary.  She saw that David and I were a team.  Even with the "soft pushing" part, she came over to David and told him the things that she would be looking for and he took over.    I didn't know any of this until I saw the video a few days later, but my husband was wearing a head light.  During each contraction, he was looking down there for whatever she told him to look for. This was a hilarious sight!  Now, I've always pictured me to be that "quiet" laborer, like the ones I read about in Dr. Bradley's Husband-Coached Childbirth.  But, those who know me, there is nothing about me that is quiet.  During almost every contraction, I would moan.  Oh, well!  But it let others know what was going on, so I don't feel too bad about my "dream birth" not panning out the way I thought it would.  I was eating some grapes, ice chips, and drinking my water, finally noticing people that weren't there earlier.  Things were looking up.  We all decided to talk to Ben.  "Come out Ben.  We want to meet you."  Others joked that he stopped for some boudin on his was out. When watching the video later, I saw David smiling and acting goofy during contractions or after things I would say.  When I saw this, I asked him, "Why were you acting silly at this moment?"  His reply was, "Because we were getting close to the end. Our baby would soon be here."   I needed to pee so badly.  Thank goodness for my midwife; she thinks of everything. She had the floor protected, and I, for the first time in my life, peed on the floor.  Oh my goodness, the things we do for relief during labor.  Finally, I made my way to the toilet to pee for the millionth time. The midwife had some interns there.  One of them noticed the baby was crowning while I was sitting on the toilet.  It was now time to get into position.  Ben was ready to come out!  I was so exhausted that I completely forgot that I wanted a water birth.  They had everything ready in our king-sized bed, so, with their help, I climbed on in.  Having a king-size bed was amazing.  There was enough room for me and a person on each side of me to hold my legs for me.  Everyone else was at the foot of the bed or spread throughout our bedroom.  My view was AMAZING while I was pushing. Everyone's enthusiasm with each "push" was so encouraging that it definitely helped me "want" to "push" again.  I had my cousin filming what everyone else was seeing.  I only wish, now, that I had someone filming from my point of view because their faces were priceless.  They will be forever etched in my memory!  Ben had never straightened his head.  It turns out, I have a long perineum.  Who knew?  So Ann, the midwife, after exhausting all other alternatives, asked if we wanted an episiotomy.  We didn't want one, but I knew that Ben had a long day.  If I didn't get the episiotomy, Ann would've had to push Ben back in with hopes that he would correct his head position.  I told her to go ahead and do the episiotomy. Three pushes afterward, Ben entered the room. The umbilical cord was wrapped around his neck, but Ann took care of that.  Ben was born Tuesday, May 29, 2012 at 3:37 a.m.  There was my precious baby, looking at me, wide-eyed, and jabbering away.  My purple, cone-headed baby boy was finally coming into my arms, right where he belonged.  He needed oxygen so that delayed his first feeding, but I had full confidence that all would work out -- and it did!  While Ben was getting the oxygen his little body needed, I was drinking my orange juice.  I then went and took a bath and got stitched up.  Meanwhile, all of our guests were loving on Ben after he got weighed and he was finished with everything the midwife needed to do.  His grandmother came over before work to pray blessings over our sweet boy.  Then, once everybody left, at 7:00 a.m. we all THREE went to sleep.  Waking up to a crying baby never sounded so sweet.  Friends and family made their way in and out throughout the day.  His cone head was gone before evening fell.  Everyone was astonished that I looked so good and was walking around.  I was so proud to be a witness of what a natural birth looks like.    We sang Ben happy birthday, ate some cake, shared our story with everybody, and enjoyed watching everyone love on our baby boy.  Right after giving birth to Ben, my cousin came up to me and asked if I would do it the same way again.  Without hesitation, my answer was yes.  I had a newfound burst of energy.  I would've done it again, right then and there.  And I'm looking forward to whenever the "next time" happens.

