Alijah's Birth Story - June, 10th 2015

My 4th pregnancy was a normal, uneventful, healthy pregnancy. We had no ultrasound until around 36 weeks, and that was just to check for any possible life-threatening birth defects or complications like placenta previa, etc. The ultrasound showed no problems whatsoever except his breech positioning, but I wasn't too worried about that since he still had plenty of time to turn around. He was quite the roly-poly, always wiggling all around. Since it's likely our last baby, my curiosity got the best of me, and I just had to know the gender. Even though I'm a notoriously bad gender-predictor (only 1 of my 3 children have I correctly predicted), I felt that he was a boy. Autumn had predicted that the baby was a boy from the beginning, and she's always been right (she predicted Ava and Ally were girls). We all had been calling him "baby Alijah" throughout the entire pregnancy, even before the ultrasound. We were thrilled to learn with certainty that Kensinger baby #4 was definitely 100% BOY! I think it took me 3 girls to warm up to the idea of a boy, but I'm thrilled about our little boy! Even after the ultrasound, the tech said something like, "look at that smile!" because of the grin on my face at the news.

At around 38 weeks, I started having very strong contractions about 4-6 minutes apart all through the night. The contractions were very painful, really hurt my round-ligaments, particularly on my right side, and they didn't feel exactly like my previous experiences with labor contractions. They went on for 2 nights with the most painful and consistent contractions mostly happening during the night. I was pretty sure Alijah was breech, and after discussing things with my midwife, I came to the conclusion that his breech positioning was most likely causing premature "false" labor. My midwife recommended a chiropractor to perform Webster's technique (a chiropractic technique to help turn babies). Although I don't understand how or why the technique works, I was desperate and probably would have tried just about anything just to get the contractions to stop. I called the chiropractor and she said she could come over to our home that same morning (it was a Sunday), and that was great news! After my chiropractic adjustment, I felt wonderful, and nothing hurt. We went to see our midwife immediately following the adjustment to check his positioning. Sure enough, he was head-down—what a relief! After that the pre-labor contractions gradually mostly disappeared, and my pregnancy continued normally.

At 41 weeks and 1 day exactly (the average gestation period is 41 1/7 weeks exactly), on Wednesday, June 10th 2015, I began to have contractions at around 4:30 am. The contractions weren't very strong but felt like "real" contractions, and they were consistently 3 minutes apart. Before he left for work, I told Adam that I might be in labor, but it was definitely still early labor. I told him that I thought he should just go to work but that I would call him if things progressed and I felt he should come home. Contractions got stronger by around 8:30 and I called Adam around 10:30 am suggesting that he come home. Luckily, my mom was off work, and she came over even before Adam got home. She was helping clean, vacuuming, doing laundry, etc.—I was so thankful for that!  Audrey came over around 12:00 pm because I was sure that I was in labor. Contractions were still around 30-60 seconds long and 2-3 minutes apart. When she arrived we decided to check my dilation just to give us a better idea of how far along things were (since I couldn't judge well by the strength and consistency of the contractions alone). Since I was only dilated to 5 cm, she went back to the birth center to get something and to meet with a few of her clients (Wednesdays she has appointments, check-ups, etc.) I spent some time taylor-sitting, squatting, and sitting low on the birthing ball to try to strengthen the contractions.

By 4:30 or 5pm, the contractions had become much stronger, and our midwife came back. We talked between my contractions, which were now consistently around 60 seconds long and 2 minutes apart. I was mostly alternating between walking around or taylor-sitting on the bed. At around 6:30 pm, at my request, she checked my dilation again, and I was around 7 cm. This was a little discouraging, but I knew my contractions were strong so I suspected things couldn't go too much longer. I spent about 30 minutes in a hot bath, and that was the last moment that provided any comfort or relaxation. Contractions continued to get stronger, longer, and much closer together until they were practically one on top of the other. At some point, she checked my dilation again, and I was only at 8 cm so she wouldn't let me push. For about the last hour, I had no break between contractions. It was like one constant contraction with fluctuations but absolutely no breaks between them. I tried various positions but was mostly tayor-sitting on the bed. There was no position that didn't hurt. The contractions didn't stop. There was no relief, and I was just trying to keep my breathing as slow as possible so I wouldn't hyperventilate. I had been feeling a lot of pressure on my pubic bone and rectum for the last hour, and this pressure had become stronger and more unbearable.

Adam came back inside from feeding and watering the animals and garden just about the time that I had decided to try to go to the toilet to urinate in an attempt to relieve some of the pressure. I wasn't sure that I could go, but I didn't know what else to do. Sure enough, as soon as I sat on the toilet and beared down just the slightest bit, my water broke. The midwife wanted me back to the bed immediately. I had felt the baby drop more as my water broke, and the pressure was so intense that I didn't see how I could walk. I said, "I can't", but she said, "Yes, you can". Somehow, with Adam's and the midwives' help, I made it back to the bed. She checked me to make sure it was ok to push, but the natural pushing contractions came, and they couldn't be stopped. I started pushing and could feel him getting lower as I beared down. It only took about 3 pushes, and then I could feel him crowning. With a gush of amniotic fluid, and just 2-3 more pushes, he was born at 8:50 pm, after only a few minutes (maybe 5-10) of pushing. He was a wet, vernix-covered mess, placed immediately on my abdomen. He was crying, and aside from his pale color appeared as healthy as could be. He was a little wet sounding at first, so they sucked him out just a little, and then I pulled him up where I could try to nurse him. He took to the breast like a champ. It was obvious that he'd been sucking his thumb or fingers in the womb because he knew just what to do with a booby. lol. He nursed. After the cord was no longer pulsing, they clamped it, and Adam cut it. The placenta was birthed with just a little effort. I took an herbal bath to rest and relax. We also cleaned the meconium off of Alijah (a lot of past-due babies have meconium in the amniotic fluid). It felt wonderful to finally be able to relax and enjoy Alijah. After my bath, the midwives checked me again. I didn't have any tearing at all even though I do remember the burning sensation during pushing seemed a little stronger than it had been with the other babies. Maybe because his head was 14 inches around!?!?

His head was perfectly round, though, with no molding at all. His eyebrows and eyes were all scrunched in a scowl, much like the one his sister Ava wears often. He had fairly thick hair, but not too long, more than any of his sisters (the boys always get the best hair)! He has a tiny little chin and round face, just as cute as can be. We all took guesses before weighing him, and I guessed 9 lbs. 2 oz. He weighed 9 lbs. 3 oz. and measured 22 inches long. He nurses easily, and definitely likes being on the breast, but he hasn't been too needy, difficult or fussy. He's a very laid-back happy baby. His first smile was for Daddy (yesterday, at one day old) even though he was dreaming, of course. He's given us a few smiles since then, also while dreaming. He's adorable, and we're in love, just as we have been with every one of his sisters! He will have his Daddy for a father and me for a mother, but 3 sisters for "mother hens"! There will never be a moment that he's not smothered, mothered, loved, and looked after as the only boy and forever "baby" of the family. We couldn't be happier with our baby boy, Alijah James Kensinger.
