Grace’s Birth Story

It was truly a test of faith and patience.  My previous birth spontaneously started at 39 weeks.  So, the idea of going overdue this time, was not something I truly expected to happen.  Yet, as the time got closer, it seemed more and more that that is exactly how it would play out.  At 38 weeks I started thinking, “any day now…it could happen any day now” yet deep in my gut I knew that it probably wasn’t going to.  Then at 39 weeks, “any day now…it could happen any day now”, but again, I just kinda sensed that it wouldn’t.  That there was a lesson to be learned, and my faith and beliefs of all I believed was to be tested.  After all, how can I truly teach others what I have not lived through myself?   And if I really want to teach a Christian perspective to childbirth, understanding God’s design and divinity that plays into it, must be experienced first hand….and I knew this.  

As the weeks and days passed, I often found myself feeling so full of anxiety and just wanting to get this show on the road that I’d have to sneak downstairs in the still, dark of the night or wee hours of the morning and pull out my scripture cards to get my heart and mind back on track and waiting upon God’s timing.  Reminding myself that it is Him that brings forth a child into this world, to be anxious for nothing, do not be impatient, but in everything by prayer and petition, present our requests to God.  One of the most powerful and amazing things I learned in this pregnancy came from stumbling upon a couple of scriptures that I had written down last time I was pregnant.  I’d obviously read them, but this time they were God breathed right into my heart.  They were:  Psalm 22:9 which says Yet you brought me out of the womb; you made me trust in you even at my mother’s breast.  And then, Psalm 71:6 – From birth I have relied on you; you brought me forth from my mother’s womb.  I will ever praise you.  

What struck my heart in those two verses was this….God brings forth the baby.  Twice it said that God (not me) brought the baby out into this world!  I suddenly realized that birth was an awesome fantastic work of God that I got the pleasure and privilege to be a part of!!  How exciting is that!  God was working within me to form and shape this baby, and then at the perfect moment that He had planned for it’s birth, bring it out into this world!  I felt so humbled and almost overwhelmed at the realization that I was not going to be alone in this adventure…but that God himself was going to be right there beside me and working with me and through me to bring this new baby out into this world.

But the long days leading up to that adventure were still full of it’s own struggles as I was anxious.  The funny thing is that I really wanted an October baby.  I already had a September baby and I really wanted this one to be unique, but that meant I’d be overdue.  And overdue I was.  (  The day of my due date (September 27th) we went to a cookout and of course at that point in pregnancy everyone makes bets of when the baby’s coming.  (  It was fun.  I enjoyed the attention, actually.  As we were leaving I told them all that I hoped to not see them at church the next day…as hopefully I’d be holding my new baby.  But alas, it didn’t happen and again it was the center of jokes the next day as well.  “You haven’t had that baby yet?”  They’d ask, knowing I wanted to slap them.  LOL!

September 30th, In hindsight, I should have known I was gonna go into labor this day.  Nothing was working out right for me!  The kids and I first went to my Chiropractor appointment and then stopped off at Meijer to pick up a few essential grocery items.  I’d been trying to keep us up on the necessities since I could be out of commission for a while at any given day.  I was in a hurry though cause we had a 1pm appointment at home for someone from AEP or something similar to come by and check some of our electrical things for energy efficiency. For some reason, I ALWAYS pick the slowest lines at check out. It’s become a joke at this point and I tell others in line that if they ever see me in their line in the future they should just pick a different one cause it’s gonna be a while.  (  Well, this day was no exception.  I stood in line for over a half an hour!  In which time the women in front of me was going on and on about the people in front of her being from a different country and getting WIC and how outraged she was that the government was paying for them, yadda yadda ya.  I tried my best to ignore her ramblings while still being polite when she asked when I was due.  Christian was beyond bored and so was Sam, but somehow we managed to keep it together.  Finally when it was time to pay for our stuff the kids were helping to put it all up on the conveyer belt and Christian dropped the pickles and it shattered in the aisle.  The place reeked of pickles but oddly they smelled incredibly yummy!  LOL!  And I don’t really eat pickles!  Anyway, they had to close the lane so it could get cleaned up. By the time I got home it was 20 after 1 so I called the place to tell them I’d probably missed the guy and I’d need to reschedule.  I got the kids down for a nap and then the door bell rang…it was the energy guy!  It then took 2 hours for him to complete his work and before he left the kids were awake again…so nap didn’t happen for me.  I’d been pretty good about napping during the day, but it just wasn’t happening this day.  

After Shawn got home from work, I tried to lay down a bit while I waited for my brother in law Mikey (that was home for two weeks from Iraq) and his family to show up with dinner, hoping to get some rest.  But again, it didn’t happen.  Just when I was starting to relax they showed up.  So, I got up and went and joined the party…not wanting to be antisocial.  Mikey had made his famous homemade stromboli and pizza and brought over for us.  It all looked and smelled so good!  As soon as I bit into the stromboli though I knew I couldn’t eat it.  It had sausage in it and I was afraid I’d be up all night with heartburn or stomach cramps if I ate it, so I stuck to the salad and cheese pizza.  

Lisa said I looked tired and ready to have a baby.  I said I felt it too…but there was absolutely no indication at all that it would be any time soon.  (meaning I hadn’t lost my mucous plug or felt like the baby had dropped any lower)  All evening I’d been having Braxton Hicks contractions and every time I’d have one she’d ask, you ok?  Is it normal for you to have so many?  You having another one? (  At this point they were uncomfortable and tight, squeezing, but still just Braxton Hicks.  I’d been getting excited over the previous couple of weeks thinking “I wonder if it’s time?” when I’d be walking and feeling the cervix aches of the head pressing down.  But still, I knew they were just Braxton Hicks and then too, the aches in my cervix would go away as the head would seem to float away again.  Lisa assured me that if I needed anything to let her know, and that she’d come get the kids whenever I was ready.  I guess they left around 9:30 or so after all of us adults hung out at the kitchen table gabbing a while with the kids playing together in the living room.

We got the kids dressed and off to bed and finally Shawn and I laid down together and watched something.  I don’t even remember what it was…maybe House?  Or CSI or something like that that had been prerecorded.  At 11:00pm I felt a particularly strong and slightly painful contraction.  About 18 minutes later I had another one and after it was over I told Shawn, “I just had a couple rough contractions…I don’t think they were Braxton Hicks ones.”  He said, “I know, I could tell.”  I said, “How could you tell?”  and he said, “By how you were handling them.”  I hadn’t realized I’d handled them any different at all...but apparently I had.  LOL!  Then he decided he was going to sleep in case he needed to be up at 3am with me.  (  

I laid there timing contractions.  They were coming steadily between 15-18 minutes.  Just after midnight I texted Lisa and said, “I’m pretty sure it’s starting!”  And she quickly responded with, “Contractions?”  And then, “Tell me what you want me to do!”  (  I told her the kids were sleeping and I’d just leave them that way for now and when they woke up I’d like her to come get them and she said she would.  Finally at 1am I was convinced that I was indeed in early labor so I called my midwife to let her know…but that she didn’t need to come yet, just that it looked like it might be it and to be prepared since she lived over an hour away.  At that time, contractions had already moved to 8-10 minutes apart…so I was pretty sure this was it.  Especially since I was 4 days overdue!  I then went and laid down and tried to get some rest while it was still early.  

By 3am, I was starting to get really uncomfortable and I woke up Shawn and told him so.  He then called the midwife back and told her he’d like her to go ahead and come, then he started working on the birth pool after he made me some eggs and toast with OJ.  Not long after that I was making pretty regular trips to the bathroom as my bowels were emptying and then I started getting shaky with the contractions and were trying to ride them out by leaning over the birth ball since laying down wasn’t working out too well.  The shaking was confusing to me…since I’d only known of shaking in transition and thought it was way too soon for that to be happening.  When the midwife got there and I mentioned it to her, she said to take some extra Calcium/Magnesium and it’d help with that.  So apparently, it wasn’t anything new to her.  (  

I once again trotted off to the bathroom and then afterwards I let her check me for progress.  I told her I thought I was probably at about a 4…and sure enough!  I was!  Completely effaced and a stretchy 4 and the baby was really low.  So I asked her if she wanted to find somewhere to lay down and try to catch some sleep since we had a while still and she said she did, so I handed her a pillow, told her where to find a blanket and off she went.  

Shawn added more water to the birth pool until the hot water ran out again and then covered it back up with a sheet and we all laid down to try to rest.  I was still surprised that I’d not had any bloody show yet, nor seemed to have lost my mucous plug…which was what I’d been expecting to happen since in both of my previous pg, it’d happened before labor began.  Anyway, I dozed between contractions and I actually was doing really well with them.  It seemed that vocalizing or moaning slightly at this point was actually making them seem a bit worse, and if I just concentrated really hard and kept quiet, I seemed to get through them really well and keep on top of them.

Around 7 or so though, Christian woke up and I just couldn’t concentrate through them the same and was starting to struggle with them a bit.  I asked Shawn to call Lisa to come get the kids, so he got busy getting them dressed and together and ready to be out the door.  It seemed like I couldn’t get them out of the house fast enough and was getting irritated that Lisa hadn’t picked them up yet.  Honestly it was probably only a half hour or 45 minutes or so before Mikey came and got them…but I was hitting transition and the noise was really bothering me.  

Before I got in the water, the midwife checked me again and I was an 8, so then I knew I was good to get in and that it wouldn’t be much longer.  Sam came and gave me hugs and kisses while I was in the pool and I felt so relieved when I heard Mikey picking up the kids.  Finally!  Silence!  LOL!  

Shawn came up and stayed with me for awhile and the midwife went back downstairs to give us some time together.  That’s actually one of my most vivid memories of labor.  It seemed like it lasted forever.  I was laboring on my knees and leaning on the side of the pool.  Shawn was outside of the pool holding my hand and stroking it and my arms.  He was praying silently, but I could still tell he was praying.  Contraction after contraction we stayed like that.  I’d moan through them while he held my hand.  I’d open my eyes between contractions and we’d look at each other and sometimes he’d have tears in his eyes.  We didn’t really talk, that I can remember, but I remember feeling very connected to him.  

A little later, the midwife came up to check on me, and Shawn was getting hungry and I needed some more juice and water, so he went to make himself some eggs and Joan stayed with me.  I remember her and I talking about births that we’d been to and people I knew that had recently given birth, etc…but I can’t really remember any specifics of it all.  Shawn came up and asked her if she was hungry and then went and made her some breakfast too, but things are really fuzzy…yet some things are so incredibly vivid!  Like I remember thinking it was a bright and sunny day out and how nice the cool washcloths were that she was putting on my neck.  I’d told her I was hot and she asked if I wanted a fan or some washcloths and I’d told her some washcloths would be nice and to ask Shawn for a bowl of cool water.  

At some point though, after breakfast was over for them (LOL!), I was getting into some really tough contractions.  During one particularly rough one I was thinking…and completely uncensored said out loud…”I don’t ever want to have sex again!”  The midwife laughed softly.  Shawn said, “I’m sorry.  It’s my fault.”  I reminded him, “No it’s not.  I woke you up, remember?”  The midwife said something about being a strong woman that took responsibility even in labor.  I didn’t quite catch it all as I was again having another contraction.  It’s funny though…cause I was seriously thinking that if THIS was what came out of having sex, I didn’t want any part of it!  LOL!  After birth, Shawn said that statement was what made him realize I was really close to being done.  It was like the signpost he needed to know where I was in labor and he knew I was really getting serious.  Shortly after that (I think) I had the midwife check me again and I think she said I was about a stretchy 9 with a lip and to try laying on my left side if I could.  So I did as best as I could in the pool.  Shawn was helping to hold my head up and stroking my hair as I held onto the handle of the pool and propped up on my left elbow on the seat that was in it.  I rode out several contractions that way.  I remember that I’d kept looking at the clock the whole time I’d been in the pool trying to figure out how much longer it was gonna be and how close I was to having the baby.  But I can’t for the life of me remember at what time anything of significance happened.  LOL!  Like what time I was 9 cm, or anything.  I don’t remember.  I THINK I might have asked the midwife to check me again at some point…but I can’t remember.  I kept saying over and over “I just want to be done.  I just want to be done.”

I sat up at one point and announced that my bones were hurting.  Like, my hips were hurting and burning during contractions and she asked me if it felt like they were coming apart and I said yes.  Shawn asked me if I wanted him to get in the pool with me.  I did, but I didn’t think he really wanted to as we’d talked about it before hand and he didn’t really want to.  But he was persistent and said that if I wanted him to that he would…and I did.  So, he went and put on his swim trunks and as he was stepping into the water I had another contraction and told him to stop moving!  He stood there stock still until it had passed and I said, OK…then he got in.  (  What a guy!  He sat behind me and I snuggled down in front of him.  I was starting to feel a bit pushy at the end of the contractions and was starting to grunt through it a bit, but the position just wasn’t working for me.  I got up in a squat with the next contraction and it made a world of difference.  Suddenly it was the overwhelming, couldn’t stop if I wanted to, kind of pushing!  When the contraction was over, Joan asked if I was pushing I was like, “Yeah!  Couldn’t you tell?”  I know it sounded kind of rude, but I really was in shock that it might have somehow not been obvious!  She said she thought so but was asking to be sure, then she documented it in the chart.   A couple more good contractions and I could feel the baby starting to come down.  The next contraction, my water broke.  At first I didn’t know what had just happened I just felt a big pop and Joan said, “There goes your water!”  And I could see the amniotic fluid forcefully gush out and swirling in with the water in the pool, as I was pushing when it broke.  

Once I felt the baby in the birth canal I couldn’t stop pushing.  It was such an uncomfortable feeling to have this big hard head coming down that the thought of stopping pushing and resting and waiting for another contraction all while feeling that was all I needed to keep me going.  She even said, “only push during a contraction” but I could still feel the need to push, although not as strong and I said, “I CAN’T stop!” and was giving it all I had to get that head out!  I could have physically stopped, but I mentally couldn’t cause I didn’t want to stop and feel the head there just sitting in the birth canal like that.  So, I kept pushing.  I felt the stretching, the burning and I yelled, “Oh God!  This hurts!” and I felt like I was just going to rip open!  Then the head was out!  I rested as soon as Joan said, “the head is out!”  She told me to lean back a little bit with the next contraction so she could reach the baby and I asked if I could lean forward instead and Shawn catch the baby.  But he said he would rather she get the baby and he support me. A minute later another contraction and I pushed and asked her if she could get it yet and started to stand up a bit thinking it was gonna need more room or something cause with Christian I had to stand up a little to deliver him, but she reminded me to stay down to keep the baby in the water.  She said it wasn’t all the way out so I pushed some more until finally the baby was all the way out and she lifted it in front of me and into my hands as I lifted the baby up out of the water.  I remember seeing the baby there at the bottom of the pool underwater, and then it being in my hands….I’m thinking that’s how it happened.  Anyway, I tried lifting the baby up to my chest and was suddenly stopped and said Ouch!  And the baby cried as I realized the cord was really short!  

Joan covered up the baby with a towel and Shawn urged me to relax back onto him, but I was afraid the baby would go underwater and I couldn’t lift it up any higher…but she assured me I’d be fine, so I finally sat back into him and the baby rested on my abdomen.  She was completely quiet except that one cry.  I was afraid she wasn’t breathing or something and I rubbed her head to be sure.  She lifted it up and made a few crying noises and I stroked her head and told her it was ok, and then she laid it back down to sleep.  I vividly remember sitting there in the pool and stroking her little wet head.  I think it’s a memory I’ll always cherish.  

Joan asked if we’d checked to see what the sex was and I hadn’t.  I’d just assumed it was a girl.  That’s what I thought I was having all along and the thought of actually checking hadn’t even crossed my mind yet!  It just looked like a girl, even though I’d not actually thought, “Hm…does this look like a girl or a boy.”  I just assumed!  So, she took a peak and it WAS a girl!  Shawn said he could tell as soon as he saw her cause she just looked like a girl!  And it was odd, I did too, but wasn’t even consciously aware I was thinking it.   I asked Joan to take a picture and they were the only ones we took this time!

During the final moments of birth Shawn’s phone had been going off and it started up again and this time Joan handed it to me and it was Lisa, so I called her and let her know we’d just had the baby….7 minutes ago!  LOL!  She was calling cause she needed to come get more diapers for Christian since they’d forgotten to grab the bag off the back of the door with stuff for them and he’d pooped already since being there!  I asked if she could bring the kids by to meet the new baby and then maybe take them to play a little longer and so she did.  The kids cautiously entered the room and then so did Mikey and little Mikey and Chase and all of them as I sat on the bed with a towel covering my lady parts.  (  We cut the cord about 15 minutes or so after she was born cause the cord was so short I wasn’t able to nurse her and I really wanted to and to try to get the placenta delivered.  We had just cut it long though and then later tied it shorter with the cord I’d made for her and then Shawn cut the longer portion off.  It still took about an hour for the placenta to birth.  

In that time, Shawn drained the pool and packed it back up and Joan filled out all the paper work and got the herb bath ready.  I sat and soaked for a few minutes, but I really wanted to shower to get the garlic smell off of me, so I did….and this time I chose to not bathe the baby either cause I didn’t want her smelling like garlic like Christian had after he was born.  I remember being so disappointed cause I didn’t get new baby smell.  (  

All in all, it was a fantastic birth!  Just 12 and a half hours of labor, and 17 minutes of pushing!  And Grace was born 1 minute after my water broke!  She had a perfect little head and no molding since it was so fast!  She was beautiful from the moment I saw her!  She just laid there on my belly so quietly, her arms stretched out on both sides like she was giving me a big hug and slept.  It was exactly what I’d always wanted my births to be like!  I came out of this feeling so incredibly close to my husband and so in love with him!  He was a fantastic partner through it all and I couldn’t have asked for anything better.  And yes, this time, I even felt close to God throughout it, and especially in the days after as we reminisced on this amazing event!  I felt on top of the world!  I even told Shawn the day after that I didn’t even feel like I’d given birth!  I hadn’t torn this time and I wasn’t even sore where I was supposed to be sore!  I felt great (aside from a hemorrhoid)!  I wasn’t even sore all over muscularly like I’d remembered being last time!  Yeah, labor hurt and I’m not too excited to go through that again, but man!  What a feeling in the afterglow!  I felt like I was so happy and so full of life and love that I was going to burst from excitement and joy!

Shawn and I both can still be moved to tears when we talk about it…and I think he enjoys telling the story as much as I do!  It was definitely a moment to treasure, and an answer to prayer!  It was exactly what I’d always wanted!
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