Birth Story of Remy Tyler Eck
By Shelley Ragsdale Eck

On the night of Tuesday, September 2, I started losing some mucus plug.  This was different than with my previous two pregnancies where I had lost pieces of (surprisingly firm) mucus plug off and on thought the third trimester.  With this pregnancy, I did not continually lose pieces of mucus plug and when I finally did, it was much thinner than before.  That night, I (of course) went to bed and went on to work the next morning where I lost a surprising amount of mucus.  Nothing else happened until Friday morning, the 5th.  That morning, I had an appointment with the chiropractor and the midwife so I did not get up early and go to work.  I was taking my time around the house getting ready and when I when to the bathroom, I found a small amount of blood streaked mucus.  I went on the the chiropractor and then to the midwife who told me during the appointment that I was dilated 2 centimeters, the most I had ever dilated before labor started.  During that visit, I realized my birth kit did not have a birth pool liner in it, so we ordered one immediately.  She sent me home with the birth pool.  When I left my appointment it was time for lunch so I went by the house and picked up Trav so we could eat together.  He stopped at the comic store on our way and I stayed in the car where I felt a contraction.  From there we went to Freebirds and I had a second contraction.  After lunch, I went in to work.  As I came in, I passed a lady in the hall who said, "Well, I guess it's not today!" And then a second lady who followed saying "Today isn't over yet!" I thought the second lady just might be right. I had 2 more contractions during my afternoon conference call.  The contractions were about 30 minutes apart but they stopped after I went home.  At home that evening, Trav filled, bleached, and drained the pool in the carport because I was afraid the liner wouldn't come in time and I'd be using it without one.  At about 9:00 that night, I went to the bathroom and when I stood up I felt wetness. I thought maybe I hadn't completely emptied my bladder until I stood up but it crossed my mind that my water could be leaking.  The same thing happened every time I went to the bathroom that night (which you know is like every 10 minutes those last weeks) so I put on a pad and after I got up and down off the couch a few times the pad had gotten wet so I decided it was likely my water was leaking and that I should get to bed quickly.  I thought about taking some Tylenol and Benedryl to help me sleep, just in case, but I decided not to.  I went to bed at about 10.  At 11:00 I was woken up by contractions.  I had a contraction timer Ap on my phone, so I started timing and they were about 3 minutes apart straight away.  I texted Trav and asked him to bring me some Tylenol and Benedryl (in attempts to sleep away the early labor) and told him he should probably hurry up and get some sleep.  I thought he was in the living room, but he texted back that he was just walking up to the back door from taking a long jog!  Trav brought me some pills then got in the shower but the contractions were too rough for me to sleep through already.  I went and sat on the couch and asked Trav to bring me some scrambled eggs after his shower, which he did.  Trav seemed to recognize right away that this was it, but I wasn't sure if it was the real thing.  For one, it just wasn't as painful at that point as my previous (hospital) birth had been.  I guess I underestimated the power of the comfort of home.  We had, days before, set up the guest bedroom as a place for labor and for Remy and me to sleep after he was born.  At some point, I went into the guest bedroom to be alone and Travis took it upon himself to start filling the pool  because we had learned from the earlier filling that it takes way longer to fill those things than you might expect.  In the bedroom, the contractions intensified as did my breathing and an unplanned mantra came into my head "I am the tide.  I am the waves.   I am the moon.  I am a woman.  I am all women.  I am powerful."  I said it in my head with each contraction and breathed loudly.  At some point the word "waves" started to feel painful and I dropped that part which messed up my rhythm a bit, but I still liked the mantra enough to stick with it.  Trav kept asking me if he should call the midwife and Marilyn to take the kids.  I said didn't know.  He (wisely) did so on his own and Marilyn arrived at 1:30 or so while I was still breathing through contractions.  (Which was good.  I'm certain I was loud enough to wake them - and the dead - had they stayed longer.)   The midwife and her apprentice came at 2:00 or so.  At some point, the mantra was no good anymore and the breathing turned to (very loud) moaning... I mostly made the "Oh" sound.  Usually it was "Oh, oh, oh, oh" and sometimes it sounded like I was singing "Oooooooooooooh".  The midwife applied pressure on my back and hips a few times which felt great and then suddenly I didn't want anyone to touch me anymore.  The order of the events are fuzzy in my mind, but here are the highlights of the first phase of labor:  At some point in all this I asked Mrs. Darlene if I had called her too early, if I was really in active labor.  It wasn't until she checked me and told me I was at a 6 that I finally believed I was  really in labor.  My water broke fully while I was laying in the bed during a contraction.  I was very glad my water held on as long as it did.  It had completely ruptured before contractions started with both Arwen and Jonas and I didn't want that to happen again.  The following contractions were more intense.  I only threw up once this time and I remember saying to them that I didn't think it meant much (as in I might not yet be in transition) because I threw up multiple times with Jonas and much earlier in labor.  I didn't want to be checked because I was afraid I would hear I hadn't progressed but Mrs. Darlene convinced me to and I was encouraged to hear I was at a 9.  Some time passed and she checked again.  All that was left was a cervical lip which she helped to remove manually.  After the lip was gone, the "Ohs" became mixed with  me yelling. "Come out baby!" was one thing I remember saying.  I started feeling a very mild "pushy" feeling.  Mrs. Darlene said I could gently bear down and so I did.  If I tried to bear down any harder it felt terrible so I didn't.  After a time, the urge to push went away completely.  Here is the one thing I would change about what happened if I could, when the strong urge to push did come, I panicked. I thought "If I am complete, why can't I push?"  The contractions were still coming one on top of another and for what?  I couldn't bear down.  I told Mrs. Darlene that I thought I could push if I had an epidural.  I had effectively pushed before, but there was a bad feeling when I pushed now, a feeling I couldn't push against.  It wasn't pain, it was more like the sensation of nails on a chalkboard multiplied a thousand times. I thought if I could knock out that sensation I could get the baby out.  She told me that she suspected baby might have a nuchal hand that was interfering with my urge to push, but that I was running the risk of having the baby on the side of the road if we left now.  I told her I did not feel close at all.  So, around 6:30 AM, we left the house and headed for the hospital.  When we got to the hospital, someone was waiting at the door.  She whisked me away to L&D in a wheelchair.  It was quite a trek and when a contraction hit I'd yell "stop!" and stand up and hang on Travis until it passed.  I came into the room (still panicked) yelling through contractions for an epidural.  They got me on the table and found I was complete and the room filled with workers.  They were opening all the little tools and flying all over the place thinking I was about to push a baby out any second.  I tried to explain the situation but couldn't communicate effectively and they didn't seem trust me (which is understandable considering they didn't know me from Eve and I came in with no assigned doctor.) They told me I couldn't have an epidural because it was "too late".  They told me an epidural "would not work" if they gave it to me at a 10. I called BS and said, "What would you give me if you were taking me to c-section right now?  Give me THAT." I considered leaving, but then thought "This is a hospital.  They will give me pain relief. They will not want to hear me scream for hours and hours and they will eventually do it to shut me up."  So, I stayed.  They wanted me on the table which was horrible.  I was still squirming, squatting, standing, and moving with each contraction. A nurse told me I HAD to get on the table.  That it wasn't safe or sanitary to birth my baby on the floor. (Whatever.)  The "Ohs" turned to sharp, high, "Aaaaayyyye!" And my panic intensified.  The nurses asked questions and made some demands and I was not compliant, it was nearly impossible to be compliant.  At some point I heard my name and realized Mrs. Darlene had made eye contact with me.  She said, "Shelley. Say 'Ahhhhhhhh'.  Nice and low.  Like this. 'Ahhhhhh.'"  I screamed, "Aaaaaaaye!"  "No", she said gently and firmly. "Ahhhhhh.  Nice and low."       My eyes stayed locked on hers and I repeated. I felt some level of control coming back to by body vocalizing and looking into her eyes.  I thought, "My gosh, she's like a lion tamer!"  The nurses said if I would try to push, they would call the anesthesiologist.  He might not make it in time, but if I promised to try to push they would call him after I got a 2 bags of salines through the IV drip.  I was scared they were tricking me, that they would delay calling but I agreed and somehow they got me on the table.  They held my legs up and belted out the old familiar count....  PUSH!!! 1, 2, 3, 4...  I started pushing, then, "Aaaaaaaaye!!!!!!" I screamed and recoiled and stopped pushing.  The horrible feeling, the nails on chalkboard was everywhere, all over my body.  My guts seemed to squirm and retreat away from my abdomen as if everything in my body was screaming "No!"  "Keep pushing, keep pushing!", they said.  "I can't!  I can't!"  Over and over we did this.  Finally the anesthesiologist walked in.  With a thick European accent he said, "I am going to make you very happy."  "Oh, thank God", I said.  Everyone except one nurse left the room.  The epidural was done in moments and I quickly fell asleep.  They let Trav and Mrs. Darlene in after a half hour and some time later they woke me up to start pushing again.  I can't remember if it was before or after the epidural that the nurse told his head had turned asynclitic (baby was presenting ear first).  I pushed very efficiently now with the epidural (so the nurses said) but after each contraction when I pushed him down, he would go back up.  We tried all kinds of positions, on all fours, legs in opposite stirrups, and laying on my side just breathing through the contractions and doing nothing.  This went on for hours.  Mama came somewhere during all this and reminded me that I never do anything the easy way (which is true) and stayed for the rest of the birth.  This was the first birth she had been able to witness.  After a long while, during the contraction, Mrs. Darlene would say "Stop. Take a deep breath for your baby."  She told me that up until recently baby had looked excellent on the monitor through the contractions.  Now he looked okay to good but not excellent like before.  We pressed on.  The doctor in the other room was apparently beginning to lose hope or patience (or both) with the situation and the nurse left the room to negotiate with him for me to be able to push for one more hour.  While she ways out, I asked Mrs. Darlene what she thought of the situation.  She told me to roll to my side and put one leg up in the stirrup and lay in that position without pushing while the nurse was out.  She recommended giving it one more hour and reminded me that the baby was well but slightly declining.  She thought that if laying like that did not help him turn and I continued to push through the next hour without success it was probably time to consider a c-section.  She thought Remy would only handle the long labor for so much longer until he would be in distress.  If I went for a section while we were both stable, we would probably have a better experience and outcome than if we waited until one of us crashed and we needed an emergency c-section.  The nurse came back and let us know the OB had agreed to another hour.  I started pushing through contractions agin.  I felt as though I was going through the motions, that I would be having a section soon but I was very glad I had been given a chance to give it all I had and I trusted Mrs. Darlene's assessment.  The nurse and Mrs. Darlene started preparing me for his arrival by managing my expectations. They told me that because of the long labor and hours of pushing he would likely be born with bruising and several cones on his head, but not to worry that all that would go away and he would look fine.  Then, it seemed all in one moment... Someone said he "might be turning".  The doctor came in and in an instant Mrs. Darlene said, "Shelley, look down!"  Up he came screaming like mad!  I yelled "He's here!  He's here!" and cried. Travis was laughing the happiest laugh I've ever heard him laugh and was wiping away tears.  Mrs. Darlene was crying, Gina, her apprentice was crying, Mama was crying, the nurse was crying! Everyone cried, except the doctor, though someone later said that if he'd had been there through everything he'd have been crying too!  I was very swollen from pushing so long and had a second degree internal tear.  After the birth, I started bleeding more heavily than they would have liked (which Mrs. Darlene said is common in long labors).  The placenta was out in no time (the doc might have manually removed it) and he started uterine massage and pitocin.  While he stitched me up, I looked at Remy - so alive and wriggling!  Loud and healthy and BEAUTIFUL!  Not a bruise anywhere.  He looked like a c-section baby!  He latched fairly quickly after birth with no struggle and has been an efficient nursling since.  Remy Tyler Eck was born vaginally (2VBAC) after about 13 hours of labor on September 6, 2014, just after noon at 39 weeks and 4 days gestation. He had a nuchal hand and was all wrapped up in the cord like a kitten in yarn. He weighed 7 lbs 0 oz and was 19 inches long.
 Afterthoughts: I have learned something about myself in this process which was unsettling to me at first, but I have since come to terms with - I am not a peaceful birther.  You hear stories about these peaceful birther types, gently swaying, leaning on their husbands, or humming glossy eyed in a birth pool.  That is not my style.  I was all over the house, back and forth from the bedroom to the bathroom, on the floor, on the toilet, in the tub, in the pool, on and off the bed, and loud.  Very loud.  Birth was painful.  And long.  I don't regret getting an epidural for this particular birth considering the circumstances, though I do wish I hadn't panicked. I am glad for the parts of labor that I experienced naturally.  At the end of this birth I got the euphoric rush I have always wanted but haven't experienced before.  I felt bonded to Remy and adored him at first glance.  But, it wasn't peaceful or pretty or poetic and I am quite alright with that.  I chose to birth as naturally as possible not because I wanted an photograph worthy experience but because I felt it was the healthiest, safest option for Remy and myself.  Even still, there is beauty in a loud and primal labor... wild like the waves, and the tide, and the moon.
