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Introduction 
 

In the weeks following the birth of my second son I dreamed 
of bringing together women to share a positive vision: 
  
“You can do this. And you will love it - no matter what.” 
 
May this collection of birth stories inspire and motivate you 
to respect your intuition, love your experience, know that 
your pregnancy and birth is perfect, and speak about your 
birth (past and future) with hope, fun and love.  
 
The stories give detail, so that pregnant women can visualise 
the process of giving birth. This can be so hard to do when 
you haven’t done it before. 

The mothers sharing these stories, no matter how they 
birthed their babies, are beautiful women. They trusted that 
by sharing these personal details, just one woman might feel 
more confident that giving birth, no matter how, is amazing 
and worth writing down and sharing with others.  

Most birth experiences can be seen in a positive way 
with the right outlook. As you will see in this collection, you 
can focus on the best thing, or the lesson you learned about 
yourself. Birth is worth looking forward to. It’s worth smiling 
about.  

Decide to have a bit of fun with your pregnancy and 
birth expectations, as your story will be unique to you and in 
some way, will also be moving and memorable. 

There’s no better time than this to see how your 
beliefs are shaping your life – because the beliefs that shape 
your pregnancy and birth will continue to shape your early 
parenting experience as well as your relationship with each 
member of your family.  
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How comfortable are you with speaking positively 
about your expectations about birth? How comfortable are 
you with talking about your past experiences with peaceful 
acceptance? How comfortable are you in listening to the 
words you say, and recognizing areas of discomfort or conflict 
that you could work through to release yourself? 

There’s no better time than now to wipe away fears 
and start listening to your intuition. Your intuition always 
speaks from a place of safety, love, and wants you to have fun 
and feel the best you can possibly feel.  

Let this book be a companion for you during your 
pregnancy. Laugh and wonder. Be happy and optimistic. 
Trust in the process of life and know that no matter what 
happens, everything you experience is the perfect story for 
you.  

Remember, you are amazing, you are loved, you are 
safe, and you are perfect just the way you are!  

 
Joanna Becker  

Austra l ian Author :  “Dusty ’ s  Wonder  Bug”,  “Max’s  Bright  F ly”   
Wel lness  Medium: www.joannabecker .com.au 

Proofreader and Editor at Free Birds Author Services  
Assisting women to self-publish transformational stories 

Visit: http://www.freebirdsauthors.com/ 
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Birth story by Meggan  
 

I’ve always had this thing about the full moon. I just love it. I 
love being under its light and staring up into it. So naturally 
the thought of giving birth to my baby on a full moon really 
appealed to me. 

Three days after my due date, at 2:55am on the 7th of 
April 2012, just two hours before the full moon, I had my 
first contraction. It woke me. 25 minutes later I had my 
second. I started recording the starting time of each one on 
my iPhone.  

I made a conscious decision to not wake Simon. I 
knew he had got to bed late the night before and I wanted 
him to get as much rest as possible so that he could be fresh 
and alert when I really needed him, i.e. when I was in full 
labour and close to birthing our baby.  

The tricky thing is that you never really know how 
much time you have, but more women have a marathon and 
not a sprint, especially with their first baby, so I figured I had 
quite a bit of time to go still. 

I’d heard that it’s a good idea to keep busy during the 
initial contractions. Some women cook; others clean. It’s 
often a matter of nesting. I decided to watch Ashtavakra Gita.  

During my pregnancy I wanted to watch the whole of 
the Ashtavakra Gita series – 33 DVD’s by Sri Sri Ravi 
Shankar, discussing what is said to be the most profound 
conversation that has ever taken place on this planet. And I 
was up to number 27. So as my contractions continued I 
watched series 28 and 29. 

When the contractions got too strong I had to start 
moving. I knelt on the floor of the living room with my 
elbows on the couch and started spiraling my hips. (I spent a 
lot of time spiraling during my pregnancy … especially towards 
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the end. It’s meant to be great for helping your baby move 
down, which is why belly dancing is good too.) 

Feeling tired I went back to bed, but couldn’t lie down 
for more than a moment before another contraction 
came and I had to get up and move. I ran a warm bath, 
adding a few drops of jasmine and rose oil. 

Being in the water felt so good. It was at this time, at 
5.12am, that I sent a text to Korin, my doula and very close 
friend, letting her know what was happening. 

I really wanted to get out of that bath and down to 
Balmoral beach for 5:18am when the full moon was peaking, 
but I just couldn’t move. Once I’d missed it I thought I’d see 
if I could get there for sunrise. Sunrise came and went. And 
still I was in the bath.  

At 6:15am I mustered up enough will to leave the 
apartment and walk down to the beach. I thought it probably 
wasn’t a good idea for me to drive while having contractions! 
And also, if necessary, that way Simon could come and pick 
me up.  

What usually takes me 15 minutes to walk took me 
about half an hour that morning. Whenever a contraction 
came I stopped and breathed through the intensity. 

The contractions got stronger, longer, and closer 
together as I walked and I started wondering if I’d made a 
good decision to leave the house alone. It was starting to sink 
in that today was probably going to be the day my baby was to 
be born. 

When I got to Balmoral I sat on the sand, leaning 
against the wall. I was gazing out across the ocean 
contemplating whether to sleep or swim when on came 
another very strong contraction and then another shortly 
after.  

The way I got through those ones was to count how 
long they lasted for, recording the details on my phone, and 
reminding myself that they wouldn’t last. There was some 
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comfort in knowing that I could rest between each one, that 
they were finite. 

I remember a random woman walking past and 
greeting me with a very chirpy, ‘Morning!’ Her very sweet and 
friendly greeting felt so jarring to me in that moment. I guess 
I’d begun my journey inwards. The more I withdrew, the less I 
wanted to be speaking with anyone. 

My journey into ‘labour-land’ had started. 
It was 8.30am when I called and woke Simon, told 

him I was having contractions on the beach, and was about to 
go into the ocean in front of Bathers Pavilion. I asked if he 
could come and fetch me.  

When he arrived I was standing in the water 
breathing through another contraction. 

I don’t remember very much from this point on 
except to say that the contractions kept on coming. When I 
got home I had a shower and got into my nighty … the 
massive one I’d recently bought, probably the only item of 
clothing I had that hung loosely over my belly.  

It was great to be having a home birth ‘cause I 
didn’t need to think about going anywhere. Instead, I chilled 
out on the living room floor, played my guitar and sang 
through the contractions, not without a few tears. 

And then we took the phone off the hook and 
watched ‘Leela’s Homebirth,’ a short and beautiful 
DVD which Robyn, one of our midwives, had lent us. 

When the contractions got even stronger I moved to 
our bed and laboured there for some time while leaning 
forward over a huge pile of cushions.  

I remember making a huge amount of noise and just 
not caring who could hear or what they thought.  

I even let out a few very loud screams, but then I 
started to go inwards, rather suddenly, and started making 
much less noise. I vaguely remember thinking that if I was 
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going to be making a lot of noise it would hugely diminish my 
energy levels, and I needed all the energy I could get. 

Around 2pm Korin came over. Because I was too far 
gone to do anything but labour, Korin and Simon timed and 
recorded my contractions. (In retrospect they wish they’d 
known about the apps you could buy to make this time-
consuming process simpler and easier). 

My support team was just fabulous. They were 
continuously attentive, yet unobtrusive. They were also 
incredibly still and respectful of the sanctity of the space, 
which was really great because I felt so incredibly sensitive to 
the sounds around me. 

Simon and Korin regularly came up to me with a glass 
of fresh coconut water or water and fed it to me through a 
straw. If it weren’t for them doing this I’m sure I could have 
dehydrated.  

Occasionally they fed me a teaspoon of honey to keep 
my energy levels up, but I refused the last teaspoon of honey 
by turning away from it. I just couldn’t speak. If I could have, 
I’d have told them that I’d love some honey, just not the one 
they were offering me, which was from the last bit of what was 
left in the jar and was all yukky and crystalised. 

I can’t remember why, maybe it was because I needed 
the loo initially, but I moved to labour on the toilet and 
ended up spending a very long time there. 

During that time Korin stayed with me while Simon 
started setting up the water pool in the living room. After 
dark, around 5pm, Robyn, our midwife arrived. By then I was 
labouring in the pool, eyes closed and in a deeply meditative 
state. There was no room for polite hellos from either of us. 

Robyn entered in complete silence, totally aligned 
with the beautiful stillness that we were all in. She encouraged 
me to make low, deep sounds with the contractions rather 
than the high-pitched ones, which were 
occasionally coming out of me. 
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Over the next three hours I moved back and forth 
between the pool, the toilet and the living room. At one stage 
they got me to move off the toilet because they were all 
desperate to use it.  

By the time I got into the pool for the second time the 
water had cooled and I had to get out so they could add more 
hot water. (And it’s not easy getting in and out of those 
pools with a huge pregnant belly).  

Korin must have boiled almost a hundred kettles and 
pots of water that afternoon after our hot water supply ran 
out. 

When Robyn suggested I get off the toilet and lie 
down on the couch for what would be my first and only 
internal examination, my waters still hadn’t broken.  

I walked through to the living room, very slowly, with 
this bag hanging out of me. I remember reaching down and 
taking hold of it as I stood near the cupboard in the centre of 
our apartment. At that point it still didn’t burst, but started 
leaking. 

Before Robyn examined me, the lights were dimmed. 
The bees-wax candles and essential oils that I ‘d bought for 
the birth were burning close to a picture of my Guru. And 
Bhanudidi’s sacred sanskrit mantras were playing.  

Well, I must have been fully dilated because at that 
point Robyn told me I was ready to push my baby out. I 
moved onto the floor at the end of the couch where I sat on 
my heels with my knees wide.  

The weight of my body on my ankles was so sore that 
Simon had to put cushions under them. I wasn’t going to 
push unless a contraction came, and they seemed to subside 
for a while.  

When that position clearly wasn’t really working for 
me, I moved into the water and Simon climbed in behind me.  

I was so hyper sensitive to everything. I remember 
feeling the smallest ripple of water and very sternly telling 
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Simon not to move. Apparently he hadn’t and it was merely 
an after ripple from my own movements. 

Robyn suggested I lean back into Simon and that 
when a contraction started, to draw my knees up to my chest 
and push into where it hurt … and to then rest fully between 
contractions. 

When the next contraction came I pulled my knees up 
and pushed. When it really started to sting I started repeating 
the words ‘om namah shivaya’. I hadn’t planned to, they just 
kept coming. 

And then Joshua’s head came out. I rested, fully. 
Residing deeply in the present moment.  

Robyn was there, leaning over the side of the water-
pool, holding her hand mirror in the water so that I could see 
what was going on downstairs, but I couldn’t see much 
because that bag was in the way. 

(During this time Korin was very unobtrusively taking 
pictures, which was fantastic because we now have the most 
amazing record of those incredible moments). 

The stinging was intense. I just kept repeating ‘om 
namah shivaya’. Robyn said that on the next contraction I 
could push my baby out.  

And so I did. With a huge heave and another ‘om 
nama shivaya’, Joshi entered the world. It was 8.31pm.  

As he came out Robyn caught him, gracefully lifted 
him up out of the water, placed him on my chest and covered 
him with a wet towel. Bhanudidi was singing in the 
background, ‘om amitabaya … Buddaya, sangaya, damaya.’ 

It was surreally beautiful. The three of us stayed there 
for ages, just looking at each other. I couldn’t stop gazing at 
this little miracle lying on my chest with his eyes half closed.  

He didn’t cry. He just looked at us and moved his 
little hands a bit. It was incredibly still and peaceful. 

After some time, I felt another contraction coming on, 
during which I gave a big push and birthed the placenta, 
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which was placed in our wooden fruit bowl and left to float 
on the water.  

I was open to the idea of having a lotus birth, but we 
decided to play it by ear and to decide in the moment. In the 
end we cut the cord after it had stopped pulsating. 

Then came the challenge of getting out of the pool, 
which we did very slowly. The cord had not yet been cut, so 
while I held Joshi someone else lifted and carried the placenta 
bowl out. Joshua and I lay on the couch while Robyn covered 
us with a few towels to keep warm.  

She then sat down beside me and showed me the 
placenta. It was incredible to see it there in her hands. A 
fleshy, meaty, bloody pulp, which had delivered nourishment 
to my baby for so many months. 

Our plan was for Robyn to take it home and make 
homoeopathic medicine for Joshi, which she did. Then 
everyone had a cup of tea, except Joshi, who had colostrum 
instead. 

All in all, it was 17 and a half hours from the very first 
contraction until the time Joshi was born. Not bad for this 
first time mamma! 

There are a few tips I’d like to share which I feel could 
be useful … 
• If you’re planning a hospital birth, don’t rush to hospital 

as soon as your contractions start. 
• If you are planning a homebirth, don’t call your support 

team over too early. You want them to be rested so they 
can support you as best as possible. 

• Keep hydrated. Coconut water is great. If you can’t get 
fresh coconuts then test the boxed coconut juice before 
you go into labour to see if you like the taste. 

• Keep your support team fed so that they have enough 
energy to support you. A couple of weeks before the birth I 
made a huge plate of bliss balls for my support team, 
which they loved and finished.  
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• Find yourself a doula to support you. Having a doula in 
addition to Simon and my midwife, was really fabulous. I 
feel very fortunate to have had a doula who is also a very 
close friend and doctor. 

• Don’t be too concerned with the three stages of labour. 
• Know that it’s totally possible to give birth without 

intervention of any sort. Women have been doing it for 
hundreds and thousands of years. And you can too. And if 
it’s important to you, know that it is entirely possible to get 
through the journey of labour and birth without a single 
pill for pain relief. A couple of times during my labour 
Korin gave me a few drops of Rescue Remedy, but apart 
from that I took nothing for the pain. 

• And lastly, I’d like to share with you an excerpt which 
Korin sent me during my pregnancy … 

BE with the pain in labour. 
BE with it 100%. 
Dissolve into it. 
Ride it like a wave. 
Don’t resist ANYTHING. 
Let the sensations transform your body … to enable 
your beautiful baby to come into this world. 
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Birth story by Ruth  
 
I have two daughters and I had very different experiences 
carrying and birthing them.  

With Grace I felt very present the whole way through 
my pregnancy. I did a lot of pregnancy yoga and was happy to 
birth her at home with little intervention. She was a 
transverse baby for a while but after having specialised 
chiropractic treatment she turned and I continued the 
treatment through my pregnancy. 

I did experience severe aching in my legs throughout 
the final stages of pregnancy, mainly at night, and I often 
needed to just sleep through it. I was well prepared for the 
birth from the Yoga Baby classes and the active birth 
workshop. I had read a lot of inspirational information. 

Grace was born at home with little intervention and I 
felt connected and not fearful through the gentle and natural 
birth. I chose to keep her cord attached and stayed in hospital 
with her for two sweet days. 

With Matilda I found my body to be much more sore 
and aching. I found it harder to sleep and I woke up regularly, 
at 3 or 4am, for a few restless hours. I also had severe aching 
legs at night. I had much less time to tune in to my baby and 
practise yoga, because I was working and looking after the 
house and my two year old.  

I planned to have a water birth with Matilda and 
expected it to go just as well, if not better than the first. I was 
surprised that the contractions were much stronger with 
Matilda and I was less accepting of the pain. The birth wasn’t 
progressing in the water, as her waters were still in tact so I 
had to get out of the pool and face even stronger contractions. 
I didn’t feel connected to the midwife and found it more 
difficult to find my center. Once I was fully dilated Matilda 
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was born in two or three pushes, and she burst out of her 
waters as she was born. 

I remember seeing her lying on the floor, so beautiful 
and so quickly; I was so mesmerised I almost forget how to 
pick her up. 

I had to leave the birthing center after only four hours 
so felt a little rushed.  

I had vaginal tears with both girls. 
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Birth story by Dee Light 
 

Benjamin was born in January 1996, just a few 
months shy of my fortieth birthday.  

Dominique had arrived three years earlier, in a Sydney 
birthing centre, a long labour but a short second stage. Taking 
45 minutes to remove my T-shirt was just a symptom of my 
concentration, and my avid swearing at my then-partner 
surprised me, but not him. He was prepared for anything. 
Renowned birth teacher Marie Burrows had helped us trawl 
our relationship, fears and expectations until we were ready as 
could be.  And when she arrived, all 2.3 kg of her tiny self, we 
became three.  

Her birth had given me the confidence to, this time, 
embrace the whole bodied homebirth experience, to delve 
deep, to give up my bones to birthing, to savour every drop. 
To be a bigger mother.  

We now lived in Noosa, near the beach. No pollution, 
no traffic, no schedules. My partner ran a massage and 
bodywork practice, and my days were spent at the park with 
Dom. We had left Sydney, my corporate training job, our 
Oxford St apartment, the sirens, the concrete, the 
competition, the fast pace. For a life less troubled. Less 
complicated. Less money but more time.  

So when our next baby was conceived, I knew this was 
our last, and I knew this was my chance to savour every drop. 
To not push aside the process but to welcome it in.  

I craved meat. I knew he was a boy. I have no real 
recollection of the pregnancy other than it was smooth, 
buoyed by my newfound group of fellow home birthers (and 
Noosa cafes). This time I had company. And a daughter who 
watched my tummy grow with increasing curiosity. Each time 
our midwife visited she would listen with delight at his 
heartbeat, her little face lighting up at the sound.  
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I just got bigger and bigger. In the last month I floated 
off Noosa beach like a whale, just to defy gravity. He was a big 
one. We knew he was a boy now, as our one visit to the 
obstetrician ensured we were in no doubt. I think he even 
waved.  

We prepared well. I ate, exercised, slept, had plenty of 
perennial massage and very luscious sex. I had pared back my 
life, let go of Sydney, let go of my corporate show pony 
identity and was just happy to be big and pregnant. In Noosa.  

I quietly asked for a six-hour labour. Long enough to 
know I was in labour but short enough to handle the pain. I 
also told my family in Melbourne very little, so as not to alert 
them to our birth plan. I didn’t need the wave of worry that 
would come. Nor the judgement.  

We cocooned.  
When the first contraction started at 7.45pm, and all 

the memories of my first labour rose with force, I simply let 
go. The midwife was already on the way as she had checked in 
with the baby and his light had changed colour. She knew. I 
just trusted her experience, her gentleness, our choice.  

My husband and daughter had prepared the 
downstairs room, and garage for birth. They had spent the last 
weekend painting long sheets of paper with murals, bright red 
and purple swirls, with our birth story. Even at three, Dom 
wielded a mean paintbrush, so I was impressed. She revelled 
in the process.  

When I slowly descended the stairs, she held my hand 
and helped prepare my nest with all her soft toys, her ‘boys’. 
Ozzie ostrich got a bids eye view of proceedings. My two 
girlfriends kept up water, tea, stroking, laughter and bent 
straws for sipping lying down. Yes, bent straws. I thought they 
were the world’s most relevant invention at the time.  

My husband never left my side. Except to fill up the 
wading pool from Target to just the right temperature. And 
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Elizabeth our midwife, silently and gently made her regular 
internal checks.  

For me, I rode. Rode the waves, the depths, the 
expansion, the internal surrender of inevitable change. No 
turning back, can’t stuff them back in, so just let go. I went 
quiet, as I do when I’m on my own. This was a solitary 
internal journey, one with me and my body. I let my body 
take the lead.  

The lights were low, Dom now in bed, and just Clive, 
Elizabeth and I, we rode out the last hours together. Me quiet, 
they listened.  

At around 8 centimetres dilated, I crawled to the 
garage, like a slow prowling lioness and with cumbersome 
effort climbed into the pool. There were candles. There were 
fish too, as Target blow up pools were joyfully decorated. I 
just remember the fish. And warm relief.  

Pressure not pain was my mantra. Pressure not pain. I 
remember leaning over the edge, my lower back being gently 
loved into softness by warm cupping water. Second stage for 
me is fast. No mucking around now. The contractions came 
with strength, urgency, purpose. This kid was coming.  

I remember the push to birth his head. Then all went 
quiet. My husband got the torch and shining it into the water, 
uttered, “Hello little man”.  Benjamin’s eyes were wide open 
and blue. They stared at each other, a father son moment 
indelibly marked. Never forgotten. Seared into time.  

The final push came and out he shot, all 4.3kgm of 
squirming, pudgy flesh, and as I turned to receive him to my 
tummy, his eyes met mine and his yearning mouth went 
searching.  He was big, full, gentle, present, alive. And hungry. 

 He latched onto my breast almost immediately, his 
eyes scanning the faces. Dominique was woken and appeared. 
Golden curls tousled, and wide eyed she was ushered in, and 
spoke to him gently, welcoming him. Her touch was sweet. 
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The placenta arrived in a livery rush, and left my body 
with grateful ceremony. It was still red with life, it had done a 
great job. One of the biggest Elizabeth had ever seen. I should 
have known then that Benjamin would eat, and eat and eat.  

That sustenance were his driving force and that 
nothing would keep him from his next meal. Hence began his 
life. Hence our lives changed.  

As life has it, birth stories rarely run to script.  Two 
days later on self-examination, I found I had torn more than 
we knew. The receding swelling revealed a large tear, which 
required stiches. I remember the obstetrician’s words, “Well, 
if it doesn’t heal, we can always cut and rebuild you”.   

Wow. Nothing like the vision of a knife to spur me 
into action.  

So, with daily warm baths in olibanum, and a healing 
massage blend my husband made, we coaxed my vagina and 
perineum back into life and shape. She healed magnificently. 
Maybe a different generosity to her voluptuous folds, but a 
force to be reckoned with. She did well. She still does.  

Twenty-two years have passed. Benjamin has now 
grown, left home and found the love of his life. We have 
always had a very strong connection, often unspoken. He had 
his first swimming lesson at ten days old, was a champion 
Nipper (junior lifesaver), and champion body boarder. Water 
is his happy place.  

A gentle birth begets a gentle man. And we wish him a 
gentle life. 
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Birth story by Kate - 1  
Story by Kate 

 
Everything about the birth of this girl was about timing.  

On August 9th, I picked Art up from work and he 
asked me what I wanted to do for my birthday weekend.  

My 30th birthday was only 3 days away, (August 12th), 
but for me, I was a bit pre-occupied nesting, cleaning out 
closets and drawers, scrubbing tiles, and washing cloth 
nappies, to even think about the big ‘Three Ohhh!’  

Hmmm, birthday weekend … I mentioned that I had 
been thinking of getting a recliner chair but I told Art there 
was no need to rush buying the chair. The baby wasn’t due 
until 21st August; we could just look around.  

So, we went to the Super A-Mart furniture store and 
to my surprise, my usually super bargain-shopper and hunt-
for-deals husband, said we could get one straight away. ‘Early 
birthday present, my dear.’  

He had to gut the car out to fit the chair in so we 
decided we would put the new baby’s car seat in, too. I was 38 
weeks, so it was about time anyway. I was 10 days late with my 
first, Margo, and even though I had a feeling I would come 
early with this one, I was in denial that anything would 
happen so soon. 

Art was outside, vacuuming the car, and Margo and I 
were inside the house rearranging furniture and making room 
for my new chair.  

Then Art got all mad at me because he said that I 
shouldn’t have been doing all that heavy cleaning, lifting, etc. 
while I was so far pregnant. Maybe he was right.  

I put Margo to bed, sat on my new comfy chair and 
picked up The Water Birth Book by Janet Balaskas. My midwife 
had loaned me the book.  
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To be honest, I wasn’t much of a reader, but it was 
pretty good and I wanted to read the section on how to fill 
the pool. Then I picked up my crocheting. I checked the time, 
quarter to eleven, ‘Oh, better go to bed!’ 

Even though I knew the baby wasn’t coming, I felt it 
was a good idea to always be rested, just in case.  

I stood up, and there went my waters! 
It wasn’t like in the Hollywood movies where you’re 

all of a sudden standing in a puddle. It was very subtle. I 
wasn’t even 100% sure if that’s what it was.  

So, in denial, I didn’t say a word to Art, tried to go to 
bed, and half an hour later, yes, I was sure, it was indeed the 
waters.  

At 11:45pm I rang our midwife, Maria, just to give her 
a heads-up. I was thinking, ‘man, I’m not ready for this baby 
just yet! We still have to buy a hose for the pool, it’s the 
middle of the night, and we don’t have 24 hour Wal Marts 
here like they do in America. No contractions yet, little babe 
… you’re just going to have to wait.’  

I couldn’t really sleep at all that night, every half hour 
I was running to the loo (lucky, that meant we didn’t have to 
utilise the fishnet for the birthing pool, if you know what I 
mean).  

Morning rolled around. Hardly any contractions, so I 
made an appointment with the acupuncturist to see if I could 
get things rolling.  

Art took Margo out to get the hose and some 
maternity pads (ha ha, what will the cashier think – I thought). I 
stayed home and did my yoga, breathing and meditation, did 
the dishes, and took a shower. I even had time to shave, hang 
out the laundry, and bake freaking apple crumble, in denial, 
as if nothing was going on! I called Margo’s swim school and 
told them casually that we wouldn’t be coming to swimming 
today because my waters had broken the night before. 
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Margo’s labour was something silly like 36 hours all 
up, so I wasn’t expecting the baby to be born that day! 

I thought, ‘well, I wish contractions would start, but 
maybe I need to take a nap first. Actually, Art should too, 
because we could have a long day ahead of us.’  

Can you believe my nerve! Margo went down for her 
nap around 11am and we all had a big family sleep.  

Art and I woke up before Margo and we went out into 
the living room to do our breathing and meditation. 

While I was meditating, I started getting strong 
contractions, each time I would get one, I peaked at the clock 
and I noticed they were five minutes apart.  

‘Wow,’ I thought, ‘that was fast. Guess I don’t need to 
get that acupuncture’.  

As soon as Art opened his eyes from his meditation, I 
told him, he had to get cracking and blow up that pool. It was 
about 2pm. Still thinking in the back of my head that I would 
be in labour for the next ten years … and that we had lots of 
time. 

While he was filling the pool up, contractions started 
heating up. Margo was getting fussy, because Art was busy and 
I wasn’t able to deal with her during contractions, so I called 
our friend Maria, as she had planned to be there to help with 
Margo during the birth.  

I also rang our midwife, also named Maria, thinking it 
was probably too early. But she sensed something in my voice, 
and she said she was on her way. 

Sometime in between the contractions, I remembered 
thinking about the book I had ordered from America, ‘We’re 
Having a Home Birth‘ by Kelly Mochel. It hadn’t come yet, but 
somehow, I knew it was in the mailbox!  

‘Art! Go check the mail!’ 
 Sure enough, it was there. I read it to Margo as best I 

could in-between contractions. Soon after, Maria our friend 
came and Maria the midwife came.  
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And then, I was gone, just gone, off on another 
planet. Planet birth mode. Primal during contractions, semi-
conscious in between.  

About an hour after Maria the midwife arrived, I 
couldn’t believe it, but I said I thought I had the faint urge to 
push. She quickly called the other midwife. Meanwhile, Art 
was still filling the pool!  

We had run out of hot water, so he was boiling water. 
Maria, our friend, was reading books to Margo. Maria, our 
midwife, was helping me through each contraction and just 
being an absolute angel.  

I somehow managed to get up to the loo, and then it 
was all over. Went into the living room, I was in second stage 
(ready to pop that baby out, in other words). The EXACT 
SECOND Art got the perfect temperature in the pool, I 
became fully dilated, hopped in, and in about five minutes we 
had a baby in our arms.  

Art walked outside for a SPLIT SECOND and missed 
the head the coming out. She sort of came flying out like a 
rocket ship. Other than stopping for a brief moment and 
squirming around with her head sticking out (OUCH), she 
literally flew out!  

And, there she was, our little baby girl, 11 days early 
on August 10th, 4:20pm, 7lbs 1oz. 

Sharon, the second midwife rocked up about ten 
minutes after. I guess baby girl was going to wait for a lot of 
things, like for me to nap and for the book to come in the 
mail, but not for Sharon.  

The placenta came out a bit later. We left the cord on 
for about 3 hours, but decided to cut the cord rather than do 
the full lotus birth. It was just too much with Margo jumping 
around.  

Anyway, it just felt like the right thing. ‘We’ll put it in 
the freezer - maybe I’ll make a smoothie with it,’ I joked.  

Art said he would pass on the placenta smoothie. 
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So, there we were, three Leos, and Margo, the Pisces. 
Art, baby girl who was in the process of being named (what!? 
She was too early!) and myself, we all had our birthdays within 
three weeks of each other.  

Having a home birth was amazing - and that’s a whole 
other story. It’s only about 100 times more comfortable than 
being in a hospital, and you don’t have to worry about 
forgetting your toothbrush or undies! 

Little baby girl was wrapped up on my chest sleeping 
for a couple of hours while I wrote this … deep in her own 
little bliss. 
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Birth story by Kate - 2 
 

The five month lead up to this little boy’s arrival was 
anything but relaxing. Instead of getting ready for a baby, we 
had to move house (twice), negotiate buying a house, then, my 
husband’s father passed away. Work was crazy, we were sick 
for weeks and weeks at a time.  

Everything we did seemed to end in crazy. And those 
were the big things. We only moved into our permanent place 
when I was 36 weeks pregnant, just 3 weeks before the birth. 
Nesting? Forget it. 

So many little things were also crazy, right up until the 
last minute and there was so much to do! But, I didn’t feel 
ready until all the boxes were ticked off. The very last thing 
that had to happen before I felt ready to birth this baby was 
our homeschool re-registration meeting. That happened on a 
Thursday. Finally… everything major was ticked off the list.  

I was 39 weeks the next day, and I knew that this baby 
was already cooked and ready to come out. I had accurately 
guessed with my previous two children the round-about date 
when they would be born, and I knew with this one as well. 
The time was now. 

The next day, I went to get an ayurvedic massage, I’d 
been going weekly since 34 weeks. My ayurvedic doctor told 
me it was important to get these weekly massages, as it helps 
the baby descend (brings the vata down). And, man, did it 
work because his head was down…waaaayyy down, which is 
apparently unusual for third babies.  

My ayurvedic massage lady gave attention to some 
marma points, energy points, to help, if the baby was ready to 
come. That night, I had a mucus loss. And… my first real 
night of false labour was about to begin (although it had been 
sneaking up on me every night for weeks before). 
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False labour really messes with your head. The first 
night wasn’t too bad. I woke up around 11pm with mild 
contractions, about 10 minutes apart. I got excited! I also 
noticed the baby being really active, which was unusual 
because all had been pretty quiet for the past couple weeks 
down there.  

With every contraction, the baby would squirm and 
wiggle! In between one contraction, I felt really tired, and lay 
down. I fell asleep and woke up in the morning! Labour had 
stopped… nothing happened all day.  

I felt really anxious… What was going on? In my head, 
I was planning and analysing. “It was the new moon, the baby 
should be born on the new moon, or on this date,” blah blah 
blah. But, then nothing. 

The next night, the same thing happened. Same time 
of night too. Except, these contractions were slightly stronger, 
then they got much stronger and were perfectly spaced apart.  

My previous labour had only been 2 1/2 hours, so I 
figured I better call my midwife. At 11pm, I called her and 
told her to stay tuned. The baby was wiggling a lot again… 
then, I got tired, lay down, only to wake up again in the 
morning, with my babe still in my belly!  

I was exhausted, emotionally and physically. What was 
going on!? Surely, I knew my body better than this?! This was 
my third birth, how could I not know the difference between 
real and false labour?!? 

Well, it turns out that the baby was most likely in a 
funny position, his little chin needed to be tucked in, but it 
was flexed. My midwife came the next morning and had a feel 
around. She could feel that his chin wasn’t tucked in.  

Our theory was that every time I would go into false 
labour, he would start to wiggle, hoping to tuck his little chin 
in so that he could negotiate that pelvis. In hindsight, he was 
very big and long, so it must have been hard for him to have 
enough space to get that head in the right spot.  
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She showed me a few exercises I could do to help - 
when I felt a contraction, I was to lift the belly up with my 
arms cradled and tilt the pelvis. Talking to her put my mind 
at ease. She told me it was normal to have these false labours, 
and yes, it can mess with your head, but to try and relax. 

I felt better after seeing her and immediately did the 
exercises… Then, BAM! A few hours later, it was on. I knew 
this was it. False labour tends to happen at the same time 
every day, and this was a different time, and a different 
feeling. I texted the midwife and asked her if she had gone far 
from the house.  

She had, indeed, gone all the way to her house, 45 
minutes away. She asked me to time the contractions, they 
were strong and less than ten minutes apart. She was there for 
our last home birth, and that one had been quick, so she hit 
the road straight away when we told her how close together 
they were. 

By the time she arrived, it was obvious, this was no 
false alarm. But, things weren’t too intense yet. Everything 
was light and fun. Our friend, Julie, was over, playing with the 
kids. Art was frantically filling up the pool. The midwives 
were setting up. We were chit chatting and I could still talk to 
everyone.  

About an hour after it started, I hopped in the pool… 
and then it hit me that I was going to have this baby, and it 
was going to happen soon… and that I WASN’T READY!!! 

I don’t know what happened, but I sort of shut down. 
It COULDN’T be happening this fast! Could it? 

And, what’s worse, was that I felt like I had to poo. 
The midwives joked and said, ‘Aw, you probably just have a 
BABY to push out… probably not a poo’. But, no, I definitely 
felt a poo and I was not about to poo in my birthing pool. 
The same happened with Goldie, I couldn’t have her until I 
pooed! I knew this was happening again.  
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By this time, the contractions were very strong. My 
waters had not broken yet and there was so much pressure. 
An enormous amount of pressure that I felt I could not 
handle in that moment. 

I climbed out of the pool, felt freezing and was 
shaking all over. I dried off and put a dress on and staggered 
down the hallway to the toilet. And yes, did a big massive poo. 
Hooray!  

But, I was really a mess in my head. Because, I knew 
this was it. I knew I would be pushing this baby out in just a 
few minutes. And, I felt such a resistance. I have no idea why. 
I stopped half way down the hall and absolutely could not 
walk another step farther. I put my head on my husband’s 
shoulder and starting sobbing and thinking in my head, ‘why 
me?! I don’t want to be doing this! I hate this! This is crazy!’  

He said I cried only for a few minutes, but it felt like I 
was standing there for at least twenty. 

I just wanted to jump out of my skin! But, there was 
nowhere for me to run and hide. It was me who had to birth 
this babe. Whether I liked it or not. I had not felt like this 
with my other two births, so it was a real shock to be going 
through this sort of denial. 

I mustered up some strength and walked back to the 
birthing pool. It felt so nice and warm. A few minutes later, 
my waters broke, which was a huge relief of pressure. Then, I 
felt this baby’s head slam into my cervix. Still, the thoughts of 
‘why me’ and ‘get me the f@*! out of here’ were floating 
around in my head, but I had to ignore them, there was 
nothing I could do other than what I was doing. 

The next contraction, I had that undeniable urge to 
push. Except, this was no airy-fairy breathe your baby out and 
have an orgasm sort of urge. It was a ‘push like hell heave ho’!  

And I did. In once contraction, his head made its way 
all the way down, and half way out. It wasn’t one push; it was 
a bunch of pushes, but all in within a minute or so. It was 



home-birth testimonials 30 

insane. And, he felt HUGE. I was like, ‘Oh shit, how many 
stitches, and what sort of surgery am I going to need for this 
one?!?!’  

His head was almost all the way out, and the midwife 
asked if I could push a little just to get the chin out. Push? 
You said push?! Yes yes! I can push because that’s all I want to 
do! I pushed a little, and his head was out. 

‘The head’s out,’ the midwife said. 
‘Oh God, yay, the head’s out,” I thought. 
I vaguely could hear Margo (6 years old) yelling, ‘the 

baby’s head is out! The baby’s head is out!’ to get her sister’s 
attention.  

I really had no idea what everyone else was doing 
during this whole thing. I think at one point, the kids were 
kicking the giant birthing ball down the hallway, just a few 
feet away from me. And, Julie was making a frozen pizza for 
the kid’s dinner. Everyone was joking, “Which will come out 
first, the baby or the pizza?” 

The pizza came out first, but only by a minute. 
Then, I thought I might just have a little rest for a 

second and wait for the next contraction to get the rest of the 
baby out. I flipped to my back, but oh there, was no waiting. I 
just couldn’t wait. The baby felt so massive in there. I had to 
push, had to push before that next contraction. In my head, 
that next contraction might be next century, for all I knew! 

I gave a tiny push. Nothing. This baby was big. Then, I 
gave this all-mighty heave-ho with corresponding guttural 
growling scream. And out came our baby! But, he was like a 
mile long! It felt like I was pushing forever and he was still 
coming out! Arms and legs stretched out and it looked like I 
had birthed a giraffe!  

He shot so far out into the pool, he looked like an 
astronaut flying into outer space, only connected by his air-
hose. He seemed sooooooo far away from me. I started 
grabbing for him like he was going to slip away. It was pretty 
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hilarious. Finally, I CAUGHT HIM like you would catch a 
slippery fish, and pulled him back to my chest. 

I held him close for a few minutes, then lifted his leg 
to take a peak. 

‘It’s a BOY!’ I said, and everyone chorused, ‘IT’S A 
BOY!!!’ 

Every birth is so different. His birth was so powerful 
and intense… more than I had experienced before. He was my 
ouchy one. The one that knocked me to my knees and made 
wonder how the hell the population of the planet had 
reached 7 billion people if every birth was like this. My 
previous two had been all soft and sweet. 

I stood up to get out of the pool, thinking I would 
have to stand to get the placenta out. Two midwives and my 
husband were gathered around to help me out. But, I 
couldn’t move an inch. They were giving me a pep talk, ‘You 
can do it Kate … just one leg over … here we go...’  

I said, “I can’t, I can’t, just wait!” 
What I couldn’t articulate was that I was about to 

birth the placenta. Here they were trying to pull me out of the 
pool and I was standing like a donkey in quicksand. Finally, 
SPLAT! The biggest, juiciest placenta splashed down into the 
birthing pool and sprayed them all with bloody water. 

‘See! That’s what you all get for not listening to me!’ 
We all laughed. 

We walked back to the bedroom to get comfy. I ended 
up losing quite a bit of blood, not enough to be alarmed, but 
enough that I couldn’t stand up properly. So, I spent the 
night peeing in a bucket on the side of the bed. It had been 
the same with my last birth, so I wasn’t overly surprised.  

My rock star husband was there to help empty the pee 
bucket and he even helped me change my pads. Wow, you 
just don’t know who you’ve married until you go through a 
home-birth together! 
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Our little boy was 8lb 6oz (3.93 kilos) and 21.25 
inches long (54cm). 

It was an intense birth, yes, but it was fun too. 
Anyway, the intense part was only twenty minutes. I can’t 
imagine how it would have been if I hadn’t birthed at home.  

Home is so comfy. You can really let loose and relax. 
The poo, the crying, blabbering on my husband’s shoulder, 
the peeing in the bucket on the side of the bed…  and, the 
girls probably wouldn’t have been there to see it. 
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Post-birth acknowledgement 
Poem by Joanna Becker 

 
Dear Body… 
 
 
I know you worked so hard to bring 
My babe into the world. 
Incredibly, you grew a human, 
A whole new life, from just a cell. 
 
You provided blood for food, and 
You made room for babe to grow; 
You made sure I rested every day 
To support babe’s health as well. 
 
We planned the birth together; I thought 
I knew what would be best: 
A natural calm delivery - up for the 
Ultimate female test. 
 
So we did a natural labour and 
We stayed happy, calm, at-peace, 
And our baby made its own way down: 
I relaxed. You did the rest. 
 
And when babe reached my pelvis, 
I pushed, I laughed, I yelled. 
It felt amazing to stretch wide, to feel 
The flexing of this bone. 
 
I had to trust you, Body, as the midwife 
Checked babe’s heart; 
She worried babe was getting stressed; 
I smiled, ignored her tone. 
 



home-birth testimonials 34 

Next, babe was in my lover’s arms, 
Then, resting on my tum. 
A slippery, vulnerable, fragile gem, 
Eyes big - a cry so new. 
 
Babe felt warm. We said it was 
Like we'd known this face forever. 
We laughed, we kissed, and for hours, days, 
Admired babe. (And us, as parents, too).  
 
I know you worked very hard to bring 
My babe into the world. 
Incredibly you grew a human, 
Another life, from just a cell. 
 
You provided blood for food, and 
You made room for babe to grow; 
You made sure I rested every day 
To support babe’s health as well. 
 
And now I'm home and living life, 
Awaiting quick recovery. 
But I'm shocked I'm still not back to being 
The regular, in-shape Me. 
 
My grazes have healed nicely; 
My pains are all-but-gone. 
It's the change inside that's still not healed, 
Lingering signs of pregnancy. 
 
My muscles are all stretched; 
My organs, still out of place. 
I can't yet run or jump or lift, 
Stuck at a slow, frustrating pace. 
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So wondering now if you, Body, 
Have changed this time for good. 
I ask myself: What’s happened here? 
Concerns masked by smiling face.  
 
Then I think: I never thanked you 
For the work that you have done!!  
My body, blood, nerves and brain, 
Supported two lives, not just one! 
 
Perhaps you’ve waited patiently; 
But it’s not forgotten yet, 
That you changed in every way 
To fill my life with baby fun. 
 
So thank you Body, for the place 
You gave my babe to grow. 
Thank you for the food, the warmth,  
My beating heart: a comfort babe will always know. 
 
Thank you for adjusting again 
The day Babe would arrive 
To let this little being move 
Down and out, calm and slow. 
 
I'll remember what you did 
From today ‘til eternity 
My babe is here because of you 
And your work, all free from pay. 
 
I’m a healthy, happy parent now; 
My life has changed for good. 
Looking at my babe will remind me 
To thank you, Body, every day. 
 
- Joanna Becker  
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About the editor 
 

 
Prior to becoming a parent, Joanna Becker was a professional 
copywriter, marketing communications specialist, creative 
process manager and Creative Team trainer. Between 2001 
and 2010, Joanna was employed at one of Australia’s largest 
and most successful international direct mail businesses in 
Queensland’s sunny tourism city, the Gold Coast, overseeing 
campaign roll-out to over 26 countries in 6 languages. 

Following the birth of her son in 2010, Joanna 
independently supported not-for-profit wellness organisations 
with copywriting and marketing communications or strategy. 
She authored and independently published the children’s 
book, Dusty’s Wonder Bug, with accompanying musical CD, 
and Max’s Bright Fly, as well as the biography and How-To 
guide for parents: Teaching Our Kids How To Eat Real Food. 
She supported women through pregnancy and early parenting 
with an online presence, guest-presentations and in guiding 
meditation. 

A long-term student of life, meditation, metaphysics, 
nutrition and holistic wellness counselling, Joanna continues 
her work writing and publishing creative holistic wellness 
books and providing holistic support to women authoring 
and self-publishing books. To learn more, visit 
www.freebirdsauthors.com  and www.joannabecker.com.au  
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