Jameson Michael - October 4, 2014

Labor began at about 4 am with low back pain. I didn't think I was in labor because I had been experiencing back pain in my entire third trimester. An hour later I realized the pain was coming and going, so I decided to time it. I wasn't sure if it was contractions because the pain was only in my back, but it was happening every 6-9 minutes for 40-50 seconds.

Around 6 am the pain started to spread to the front. I was also having to go to the bathroom a lot and noticed a little "bloody show". But I still wasn't convinced I was in labor so I decided to take a bath to try to go back to sleep to see if the pain went away. A couple hours later there was no denying I was having contractions. They weren't too bad, more like menstrual cramps that were coming every 5-8 minutes. I sent my doula a text to let her know it was labor day and made myself some breakfast.

By the time my doula came over around 9 am, the contractions were harder to work through. The pain was mostly in my back, and I needed constant counter-pressure on it. It also felt better to let my belly hang so I would get on hands and knees when a contraction came and my doula would push on my back. We decided to go on a walk to see if it would speed things up. During the walk my contractions did get closer together, but when I got home they were really inconsistent. I decided to take another bath because the water felt sooooo good.

My husband came home while I was in the bath, around noon. Contractions were still inconsistent an hour later, 6-9 minutes apart and not quite a minute long, so we decided to go on another walk. Our plan was to go to the hospital when contractions were 5 minutes apart and one minute long for an hour. When a contraction came on during the walk, I would hang on my husband's shoulders and lean into him while my doula pushed on my hips. I was having really bad back labor at this point. I walked for maybe 15 minutes before the contractions were too much and I needed to go home. When we go home, contractions were only 2-3 minutes apart and 50-60 seconds long, so we decided it was time to head to the hospital.

The car ride was not fun. It was about a 40 min. drive, and I felt every minute of it. I couldn't concentrate or relax during contractions like I could at home, and it was hard for my husband to push on my back and drive at the same time. On the way to the hospital, I felt a little gush and got really excited because I thought my water had broke. It turned out to just be the "bloody show". When we walked up to Labor and Delivery (stopping every couple of minutes for a contraction) the nurses decided I didn't need to go to triage because I was clearly in labor. They got me into a room and checked my cervix there. I was 5 cm dilated and 100% effaced. I was so happy! My biggest fear was getting to the hospital too early and only being a couple centimeters dilated and having to go home.

My room had a labor tub in it which I was very excited about. I wasted no time getting in. I was strep B positive so I had to get antibiotics, which they easily gave me in a IV while I was in the tub. It took about 15 minutes to deliver the antibiotics and after that they just wrapped up the hep loc so it wouldn't get wet. I had been kinda worried about how getting the antibiotics would affect my birth plan, or the flow or labor, but it was no big deal at all.

The tub ended up not being as comfortable as I had hoped because by then my back labor was really bad, and I needed constant pressure on my lower back. My husband couldn't reach very easily while I was in the tub, and I just didn't feel as in control there. I tried the shower next, and that was a quick "no" as well. I really thought the water would be wonderful, but back labor changed the plans. I ended up on my knees hanging over the back of the bed that had been raised up. Letting my belly hand and my husband and doula taking turns pushing on my back was the most comfortable. I got into "the zone" and worked through pretty tough contractions for a fe more hours. There were a few times when I remember saying, "I don't know if I can do another one like that", and my husband would say, "You can do it. You're doing so good", and it was just enough to get me through another one. My doula was great, too. They were like a tag team reassuring me, getting me water and fruit snacks, and taking turns pushing on my back. Apparently, I needed them to push really hard because the next day my lower back was black and blue and swollen. But it felt good at the time!

All of the sudden during on contraction, I pushed a little. I asked my midwife, "I just pushed. Is that ok?" She said if I felt like it, it was totally fine. My midwife was awesome. She pretty much just sat back and watched the three of us working together. She was very much a "lifeguard" there just in case she was needed. She was also great about recommending different positions to push in. I was all over the place. I pushed on my hands and knees, used the squat bar, and laid on my side with one leg up. I pretty much did whatever was recommended. My water still had not broken, and my midwife asked if I wanted her to break it. In my birth plan, I did not want my water broken, but I'd also heard that once your water breaks, the baby comes shortly after. So I asked if she thought it would make a difference, and she said, "Honestly, it could make a one or two push difference at this point." So I decided to just let it be. I didn't get checked again after my initial check, but I'd been pushing for about two hours and could feel that the baby was looooow and didn't have much further to go. Apparently, he was stuck under my pubic bone. My husband told me later that at one point, I said, " I think he's in my butt!" The pressure in my lower back and bottom was intense.

I ended up on my left side with one leg up in my husband's hand, and my doula still pushing on my back. Baby started crowning, and I felt the "ring of fire". It was a good feeling though because he was stuck in one place for so long it was finally reassuring that we were progressing. A few more hard pushes, and when he came out the water broke. My midwife slipped the cord from around his neck (I didn't even know until I saw the video), and my husband held the baby's head in one hand and put my foot on his shoulder. He said, "Babe, I have his head in my hand. Push again." I asked, "Right now??" (I was tired). One more push, and my husband caught our son and laid him on my chest.

And instantly I felt no pain. Labor had been long and hard, but I honestly never felt like I needed/wanted an epidural. I really believe that the Bradley Method® classes prepared me to handle and work through contractions. My husband was an amazing coach. I couldn't have done it without him. He learned a lot in the classes as well, probably more than I did. I would also highly recommend a doula. She was like my husband's coach and made it so easy for us to be in the moment together while she helped with whatever we needed.

The only complaint I have about my birth is the pediatrician who was on call. She instantly started wiping him off and was just really in the way of our special moment. Not even two minutes after he was born, she said he needed to be looked at under the warmer because she didn't like his breathing. He was then taken to the nursery because the Dr. said his heart needed monitoring. So Daddy went with him while I was stitched up and cleaned up. I had to get a low dose of Pitocin after birth because I was bleeding a little too much, so that took about 30 minutes. I finally was able to to up to the nursery almost 2 hours after Jameson was born. It was hard not to get really sad while I was waiting. I got to the nursery, and the nurses said he couldn't leave until his heart rate went down. I can't remember when it was that I put him in my shirt against my chest and within seconds his heart rate was normal. I wish I would have told the Dr. to wait to take him until after I could hold him for a few minutes because I'm sure that he would've been fine from the start. But hind sight is 20/20, and now I know for next time.

Jameson Michael was born at 8:46 pm on Oct. 4, 2014, a healthy 8 lb., 6 oz and 21 in. long.
