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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 Kate  
 

I was seven days past my due date, but that was ok. There 
wasn’t much for me to do, I had worked up until the 4th of 
March and she was due on the 8th.   
Everyone thought I was crazy to be working right up until my 
due date, but we really needed the money, and I was feeling 
fine. I was teaching in a school that had air conditioning and 
the kids were really well behaved, so it was okay. 

Work was finished; my due date had come and gone, 
but no baby! Being late was a very good thing, though. It gave 
me time to scrub the house and rest!  

After the whole house was scrubbed (as much as you 
can clean when you have a belly the size of a watermelon and 
the occasional gumby legs from someone’s cute little head 
cutting of the circulation to the lower half of your body), 
there wasn’t much to do except sit around and wait.  

So, we listened to music, we meditated, we did yoga, 
we slept and I just waited for her to come.  

Even after nine months of carrying her around, it was 
hard to grasp just exactly what was waiting for me when she 
came out … I couldn’t imagine what she would look like, or 
even that I would ever even go into labour. I just had this 
feeling like I would be pregnant forever!!! 

I wasn’t even really desperate to get her out, even at a 
week late. I was really enjoying the pregnancy and I knew that 
she would come out when she was ready.  

I didn’t want to be induced, although the obstetrician 
said it was available. And then finally … the inevitable started 
to happen … 

I was up all night with mild contractions, no sleep for 
more than 20 minutes at a time. I thought for sure I would be 
in the hospital the next morning.  
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But, morning came and the contractions subsided a 
little, I called the maternity ward and they said that was 
normal and that it could be up to a few days before I went 
into labour.  

Art had off that day so we went around town, did 
some food shopping, and I only had irregular 
contractions. They were only bad enough that I had to just 
stop walking and breathe a little. 

We got home around noon and I made a huge pot of 
yummy tofu, tomato, bok choy and noodle soup, which we’ll 
get back to a little later.  

Took a short nap (I could finally get some sleep). Then 
when I woke up around 2pm, I noticed the contractions were 
getting more regular and more uncomfortable, but I was still 
suspecting it would be a while before anything happened.  

The contractions did not subside and got stronger and 
stronger. I could still walk around in-between, but when they 
came, I had to start rocking and completely stop what I was 
doing.  

Right around 5pm I thought I would finish off the 
rest of the soup … big mistake …  

The contractions kept coming and I went to go 
meditate to soothe the pain, but the contractions were 
coming really strong, so it wasn’t really what you would call a 
deep meditation. 

Art was doing his best to make sure I was comfortable, 
but by around 7pm, I knew things were heating up. I called 
the midwives and told her what was happening and she said 
she wouldn’t be surprised if she saw us before the morning.  

So, I told Art to get in the shower, brush his teeth and 
pack the car. We didn’t even make it to 8pm before the 
contractions had become really strong.  

We jumped in the car; Art did his best to hit every 
single bump on the five-minute journey to the hospital! It was 
also dark and rainy and a little chilly (end of summer in 
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Australia). There was so much pressure on my abdomen, even 
when we hit a crack in the road it felt like we had hit a crater!  

We got to the maternity ward and I could barely make 
it out of the elevator or even tell the midwife what was 
happening. She walked me down the hallway to the birthing 
room and told me to wait.  

The room was so big and it was dark out and the 
maternity ward was quiet and peaceful. Except for the intense 
contractions, it seemed like I was checking into a high quality 
vacation … mmm … sort of. 

The first mid-wife was so cool. Art put a picture of our 
guru, Sri Sri Ravi Shankar, out on the windowsill and she 
instantly asked us if that was our guru and commented how 
good it was that we meditated, etc.  

She did a quick check and told me that I was 4-5cms 
dilated! She was so proud that I had done so much hard work 
at home! She said most women come in and are barely one 
centimetre. That made me feel good, like maybe this won’t be 
so bad after all.  

We all chatted happily in-between contractions and 
she made us feel really comfortable with our request to have a 
natural water birth, etc. She filled the tub up, but her shift 
was about to end. 

The contractions were getting really strong now; I had 
to start doing some breathing to get through them.  

I had really bad heartburn too - that darn tofu, tomato 
soup!  

The midwife suggested I get in the shower while the 
pool filled up so that my muscles could warm up.  

Art helped me into the bathroom, and the second I 
turned that water on, I barfed up the tofu soup! Not even like 
one little bit, I mean, like every last drop! It was full on 
exorcist barfing. Just spewing until there was nothing left! But, 
oh, did it feel so good to get that out.  
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Art and I laughed in between contractions, and I 
helped him spray the vomit chunks down the drain. And, oh, 
the relief! Without the heartburn, now I could really 
concentrate. 

The shower was going okay, but it was getting hard for 
me to stand up. So, I went to the pool. But, the pool 
temperature was too hot, so after about 45 min in there, I had 
to get out because I was overheating and the baby’s heart rate 
had jumped.  

I felt her squirming around in there like crazy! The 
midwife on duty put me on this stupid monitoring 
machine. By now it was about midnight and I was exhausted, 
hardly any sleep in two nights. She then monitored me for 
something like five hours! 

This part of the labour was the most intense. I went 
between the bed and ball for hours, strapped to this stupid 
machine.  

It told me the baby’s heart rate and it also showed the 
intensity of my contractions. It seemed like I was there for an 
eternity. Eventually, the baby’s heart rate returned to normal 
and so did my temperature.  

Art and I were so exhausted we were both actually 
falling asleep between contractions! I didn’t want to fall asleep 
because the sleep was so peaceful and then a huge contraction 
would come and snap me out of my dozing. 

Even the midwife was falling asleep. She was yawning 
and every once in a while would leave the room for up to an 
hour and come back smelling like she just had a cup of coffee.  

They checked my dilation sometime during these five 
hours of hell and said I was 7-8cms and that they should 
break my waters to help the birth along. I didn’t want any 
intervention at all, but I was also exhausted, after 30 or so 
hours of pre-labour and labour combined, I agreed.  
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After they broke my waters, the contractions changed, 
they were still as intense, but somehow seemed like they were 
doing more. 

I was still strapped to that stupid machine and would 
rip off the heart monitor that was strapped to my finger, every 
time I had a contraction. They also said I was dehydrated and 
would need an IV!  

As soon as I heard that, I started drinking like a 
camel. After each contraction I needed a huge gulp of 
water. Art’s almost sole job for five hours was just to keep 
filling up my water bottle.  

With each contraction, I was breathing so heavily, and 
that’s why I was getting so dehydrated! Anyway, it was one way 
of keeping Art awake, he was the water boy! 

Finally, around 5am, the midwife checked my dilation 
again, 10cms! Now I could push if I felt the urge, although 
the midwife seemed reluctant to really let me give it a go.  

I felt like she would be cheering me on or something 
... but no ... she just sat there and did nothing. It seemed like 
she wasn’t sure if I was fully dilated and the doctor wouldn’t 
be around for several hours.  

For some reason, I felt really pissed off at her because I 
felt like she was holding up my labour because she seemed 
uncertain. 

I was probably feeling very unsure of what to do at 
that point and very, very exhausted. She was okay, but I didn’t 
really feel so comfortable with her, the whole night (and I’ve 
heard that babies will not be born if certain unwanted people 
are in the room). 

The pool was still warm from when they first filled it 
up. After the initial over-heating, I had lost all interest in the 
pool.  

To be honest, I couldn’t even imagine that this baby 
would ever be born! I just thought I might sit there for the 
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rest of my life in labour! The whole experience was surreal. It 
felt like I wasn’t even there.  

I could feel the sensations, and I was coherent, but I 
was in this zone. Who am I? Am I even experiencing this 
pain? What is happening? Where am I? It went on like this for 
hours.  

Anyways, after they broke my waters, that feeling 
subsided slightly and I asked if I could go back in the pool 
because my legs were killing me. My whole body ached. Each 
contraction required 100% attention and strength from my 
entire body. 

So, into the pool I went. It felt much better and 
because of the reduced pressure from them breaking my water 
I thought it might be over soon.  

The idea of ‘over soon’ was so vague to me. Would 
over soon mean that I would have a little baby soon? They 
kept saying, ‘oh, just wait to you get to see your little 
treasure’.  

I still couldn’t imagine holding a baby in my arms, or 
even picture what she would look like or that an actual baby 
was going to come out of me! All I wanted to do was go to 
sleep!  

I kept having this thought, ‘I can’t wait ‘til this is over 
and I can sleep’… and then I realised what a stupid thought 
that was … I was going to have a newborn … how was I ever 
going to sleep? 

I spent nearly another three hours in the pool doing 
this wimpy pushing.  

The midwife told me, ‘when you feel an overwhelming 
urge to push, do it hard.’ Well, that didn’t really mean any 
thing to me; I had no idea what she meant!  

I really didn’t like her that much, especially then. The 
sun had come up and at this point I hadn’t slept much in 
over 36 hours.  
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I was exhausted and so was Art. In fact, second to 
dealing with the contractions, my second most strong thought 
was how bad I felt for Art!  

He sat there through the whole thing, there for me 
every second, whatever I needed. One second he would help 
me stand up, the next I would swat him away when he tried to 
rub my shoulders … poor thing … he was exhausted too, and 
had to sit through me going through this insane experience!  

He was really amazing; I can’t imagine having to go 
through that with anyone else. He was just incredible. What a 
lucky baby to have a father like that. 

Anyway, 8am rolled around and we had a new 
midwife. Thank GOD! Her name was Margaret, in her fifties, 
very stern, but really sweet looking and all business. I liked her 
right away.  

She seemed so in charge and I could tell she really 
knew what she was doing and at that point I really felt like I 
needed someone I could trust to tell me what the hell to do 
(as almost all woman in labour for the first time feel)!  

Well, I didn’t have my glasses on, so I couldn’t really 
see her well, but I could tell she was my saviour! Seriously! I 
was so lucky she came.  

In hindsight, now I know how incredibly important it 
is to have a midwife or doula present at your birth, one whom 
you can trust and whom you know! I often wonder how much 
faster my labour would have been if I had had someone there 
that I trusted. 

She watched me have one contraction and saw that I 
was not pushing hard enough. I specifically told her that I 
needed her help and that I didn’t know what to do. So, she 
told me that the baby was posterior and that I literally had to 
push so hard that I turned my baby around to get it out!  

She said, ‘Right, here’s what we’re going to do, you’re 
not going to like it, but it’s what you HAVE to do. You’re 
going to get out of that pool and go to the toilet. You’re going 
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to push like hell. On the toilet you don’t have to worry about 
anything else coming out and you’ll be in a better 
position. Get up now, take big steps and let’s get to the 
toilet.’  

So, drill sergeant Margaret got me up and walks me to 
the toilet. 

We got to the toilet and she sat down right next to me 
and started bossing me around (and, I liked it).  

‘Take a deep breath, hold it and you’re going to bear 
down like you have to take the biggest poo of your life. You’re 
pushing your baby out literally with the muscles in your 
diaphragm.’  

As soon as she told me what I had to do, I 
immediately got pissed off at the last midwife who might have 
been able to tell me that information a few hours ago.  

Then, I thanked Margaret for telling me what to do, I 
pushed, and my God, I finally felt baby’s head start to make 
its way down! I was like - YEAH! This is it! This is how I get my 
baby out! 

So, she kept talking me through each contraction. 
‘Wait for it to build, now push, hold your breath, and push, like this, 
for ten minutes.’  

Finally, I felt some progress. It burned so bad, but I 
knew it was finally happening! I reached and could just feel 
the top of our baby’s head. 

Oh, and a little comic relief walked in at this point. 
Here I was sitting on the toilet naked as the day I was born, 
and in walks the OB who was going to deliver the baby.  

He was doing his morning rounds, all dressed nicely. 
‘Oh … hello,’ I said, all smiley, in between bearing down with 
a contraction.  

Margaret said, ‘she’s doing awesome; she’s had no 
drugs and don’t go far because this baby is about to come 
out.’  
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Then, drill-sergeant Margaret said, ‘right, you’re not 
going to have this baby on the toilet, you’re going back to the 
pool!’  

The pool felt like it was three miles away. How could I 
WALK to the toilet with a baby’s head practically hanging out 
of me?  

‘I can’t do it,’ I said.  
‘Oh yes you can,’ said Margaret. ‘And, you’re going to 

take BIG steps to get there!’ 
She was awesome. She walked me to the pool and I 

got in and laid back.  
Did I forget to mention how much it burns to have a 

baby’s head coming out of your vagina?!  
She told another midwife to call back the OB because 

this baby was coming out! 
I lay back in the pool so content, yet, in so much 

burning pain. Then, Margaret got out this big flashlight and 
Art got his camera out to take some illegal video.  

She talked me through a few more contractions, 
telling me to listen to her, and to not push all at once. I could 
really feel her head now.  

I just wanted to push her out, but I was listening to 
Margaret.  

One more gigantic push, and her head came out. Oh, 
what a relief!  

I could see the back of the little head with all of this 
goopy stuff floating on it. She was submerged under water. I 
was in bliss … don’t ask me how you can be in bliss with 
something the size of a melon hanging out of you … but I was. 
The rest of the body had to come out though. 

They said to wait for the next contraction. It felt like 
five minutes went by, although, it was probably only 30 
seconds.  
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I really, really wanted to push her out! But, there was 
no contraction coming! I kept asking, ‘can I just push her 
out?’  

They said to try and wait for one.  
But, nothing was happening! Finally, my Obstetrician, 

in his friendly accent said, ‘just give a small push and see what 
happens.’  

I gave a little push and she came flying out! 
My Obstetrician just helped me a little to catch her 

and bring her above the water, and there she was! Right in my 
arms! The cord was a little short and I wanted to bring her 
right up to my chest, but she was a little stuck at the water 
line.  

And, she was soooooo beautiful. Her eyes were wide 
open and she was looking all around, so alert! I wanted to 
wait, to delay the cord cutting, but it was so short, and I think 
they were a little concerned … so they clamped it and Art cut 
it.  

Then, we could really see her and I brought her up to 
my chest. I couldn’t believe how perfect she looked! I took a 
quick look at all her little body parts, and all I saw was 
beautiful baby!  

It was incredible. I was just crying and laughing; the 
past 36 hours didn’t mean a thing! 

I had so much energy right after. I climbed out of the 
pool, not even using the stairs, with the cord still hanging out 
and the placenta still needing to come out.  

I hopped on the bed where they put her on my chest, 
all covered in mucus bloody stuff, and she was just divine. I 
consented to getting a shot that would help to deliver the 
placenta faster and stop bleeding … I was so over being all-
natural at that point!  

She was so alert and so content. We sat there for 
about an hour just staring at her. (In fact, at the time of 
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writing this, she was about four days old and we were still 
sitting around and staring at her.) 

She did the whole breast crawl thing; that was 
amazing! We took a good look at the placenta; that was really 
cool. I was just smiling and crying. We were all doing great.  

Even her little head, which had been squashed for 
hours to get through, was in perfect shape. Later that day all 
the midwives were asking if she was a Caesar - and proud me, 
said, ‘nope. Water birth!’ 

After all that, we had our little Margo and we were in 
love! She was gorgeous and healthy.  

My whole body was aching from hours and hours of 
labour and I had a little bit of grazing (think gravel rash … 
eww) but no tearing. 

But, no matter how long and crazy the labour had 
been, I would do all again if I had to. 
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Birth story by Kristan  
 
I had been labouring all day on Sunday 14th October. Just 
gently, at home and with just the four of us. The twins didn't 
know that I was in labour.  

By about 11pm, hubby and I had finished watching an 
episode of Dr Who, and had taken the suggestion from my 
midwife Teresa to get some sleep. Well, he slept.  

I lay in bed, dozing in between the strong tightening 
sensations (you may know them as contractions!) and waking 
up at the start of those strong ones, hitting 'go' on my phone 
app, generally remembering to stop it afterwards, and then 
dozing again. 

Teresa must have arrived at about 9:30pm, because I 
remember recording a few of them while she was there talking 
with us, and then stopped soon after as it was clear they were 
pretty regular. 

At that point they were alternating between three and 
seven minutes apart (literally, three minutes, then seven 
minutes, three minutes, seven minutes)... then started to 
ramp up towards consistent two-to-three minutes apart, then I 
stopped recording until I went to bed.  

When I went to bed, they were about five minutes 
apart, but as I lay down and tried to sleep, the intervals 
between the ones strong enough for me to bother 
waking/recording stretched out to 12+ minutes.  

I suspect that they stayed about that 10-12 minutes 
apart throughout but I couldn't always be bothered recording 
them or wasn't fully aware enough to do so. At 12:30 they 
suddenly got more intense ... to the point where I was very 
uncomfortable trying to lie in bed through them ... I thought 
they were about five minutes apart then.  
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I figured that maybe I should get up and go to the 
toilet and get more comfortable being upright. First thing that 
I noticed was I was finally getting a bloody show.  

All sorts of signs of labour had been there all 
afternoon, but it was different now.  

I quickly woke the slumbering husband up and 
suggested he might like to get the bags back into the car and 
get himself ready to go to hospital. And with three tightening 
sensations hitting me in next-to-no-time, I think he realised 
that maybe he needed to wake fairly quickly.  

By 12:57am I was able to send the message to my 
midwife showing the regularity of the tightening increasing. 

At 12:59am I was sending a message to our neighbour 
to hopefully gently wake her. She had been joking with me for 
a week or two before that she was sleeping lightly in 
anticipation!  

Within a few minutes she was at our house, being 
given a quick run down of where everything was for the twins 
so she could get them fed/dressed/etc. for school some hours 
later.  

Meanwhile, we got on the road to the hospital by 
about 1:10am. At 1:12am I sent a message to my 
Photographer friend who had already done some great 
maternity shots and said, ‘everything ramped up quickly. On 
way to hospital. I'm about 1.5 minutes apart and very 
owchies’.  

At this stage, Jen was 39+ weeks pregnant with her 
third child too, and she lived a solid 40 minutes or more drive 
from the hospital, so the fact she was willing and able to make 
the trek in to our birth was even more appreciated and special 
than it would have normally been.  

It’s normally a solid 15 minute drive for us to get to 
the hospital area during the day, but strangely at 1am, it was 
the quickest either of us had ever taken to get there - I don't 
think there was even too much speeding involved!  
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We saw strange things like feral cats at the river 
crossing, almost no traffic in normally very bustling area ... I 
took some relief in my tightening slowing down to at least 
two, if not over three minute intervals.  

As soon as I was upright and mobile again (waiting to 
be taken up to the Birth Suites, pacing in A & E with Teresa, 
waiting for S to return from hopefully finding a car park and 
meanwhile trying to ignore the room full of sick people 
watching me pacing around in my poorly-thought-out evening 
wear), the intervals for tightening were back to less than two 
minutes, generally sitting just over a minute apart, lasting for 
25-30 seconds.  

About 30 seconds "on", 30-45 seconds "off". So much 
fun with spectators! 

As soon as we got into the birth suite, I was warned by 
Teresa what would happen next - as far as hospital policy goes.  

I would be told that hospital policy was to connect me 
to continual monitoring, which more than likely would have 
me tied to the bed, and that they would want to give me a 
cannula (aka one of those needles in the back of my hand) 
"just in case".  

You see, women who have had a C-section previously 
and who are labouring again are said to have a higher risk of 
requiring a repeat C-section. 

Months of preparation plus the previous 18 hours of 
early labour had me very aware that I needed to stay mobile, 
upright and to keep these extra distractions and unnecessary 
interventions away from me.  

So I politely declined when they were thrown at me 
within moments of my assigned hospital midwife walking in 
the door.  

She was so used to people saying yes and just going 
with whatever they are told, that when I said no both items, 
she 'heard' the first one (no to the continual monitoring), she 
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replied with, ‘oh, so I'll get started preparing for the cannula 
then.’ 

I politely said it again, clarified that I said no to both 
interventions.  

‘Oh. Well, that goes against hospital policy. I'll have to 
get the Obstetrician to speak to you about that,’ she replied.  

I quietly agreed that the extra chat would be fine. The 
tightening was quite intense by this stage!  

I wanted to get into the shower ASAP, since "hospital 
policy" also stated that I couldn't use the bath. However, I had 
to get past some more paper trail things: base line foetal 
checks, i.e. taking her heart rate while in a contraction and 
afterwards.  

It was like torture - so much more intense and 
uncomfortable than it was when I was leaning against a wall 
or on a handrail! I migrated to the shower and immediately 
had relief from being upright and from the plentiful water. 

Jen arrived a little after 2am, and to be honest, I have 
no idea where I was by then ... but she slotted into the room 
and was just a fly on the wall (someone else to chat to between 
tightening, occasionally).  

I rocked, I groaned and I guess I even moaned a bit 
through the next hour after Jen arrived. My legs were turning 
to jelly and I was getting fairly worn out. 

I was starting to get indecisive about what I wanted 
and where I wanted to be. I just knew that the freezing cold 
washers that I was getting on my head were heavenly 
(apparently I looked a bit red, hot and bothered ... can't 
imagine why!) 

I'm now fairly sure I was headed into transition at this 
stage. I also know I was getting really irritated by the hospital 
midwife. She came to check the baby's heart rate, which was 
fine, but it felt quite abrupt and annoyed me, probably more 
than it should have.  
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She offered then to do an internal check. I was weak 
with my indecision and wavered at one thing, which I had 
made quite clear earlier in the evening ... NO internals.  

So at this point, my dearest husband sorted it out in 
one clear statement, which still resonates and makes me adore 
him that much more than I already did/do.  

‘No, she doesn't want it.’  
I don't know if it was said as calmly, clearly and 

definitively as I remember it, but he's my hero for saying that 
when he did. It let me relax and not think about it anymore - 
to keep doing what I was doing so well already.  

With the next tightening, I looked down to see 
a significant amount of my plug going down the drain. I 
guessed I was getting closer to the business end of everything. 

Soon after this, I moved to kneel next to the bed so I 
could completely rest between tightening. It worked a treat 
and the fatigue I had been heading towards became a distant 
memory, and I'm sure I started labouring more efficiently. 

As the contractions were picking up in intensity, I was 
grabbing my husband’s hand closer and closer to my face ... a 
little too close at one point it seems, and my mouth started to 
close in on his finger tips.  

I remember thinking... MUST. NOT. BITE. 
FINGERS ... and actually having to stop myself from biting 
down on them, which I suspect would have caused some 
significant damage. He told me later that he didn't dare move 
them, but he too had fears for the safety of his fingertips. 

I was working for my reward by this stage. Our little 
bub was moving up and down with the tightening ... I 
couldn't believe it and I remember at least once calling out in 
despair that she was moving back up again. and how unfair 
that was. 

My (own) midwife and husband were by my side. 
Literally. They didn't dare stand behind me after a discussion 
about amniotic fluid when the full waters burst. Teresa 
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suggested to him to NOT stand behind me unless he wanted 
to wear it. 

Maybe the hospital midwife didn't hear that 
discussion, or she hadn't experienced a woman being out of 
bed so that she could possibly wear it, but, when my waters 
did break, they did so with force and all over her -like, she 
would have needed a full change of clothes. Sorry!  

So, a few minutes later I was realising my baby was 
nearly out; I could see her head from a mirror, I was even able 
to touch her.  

It’s very hard to comprehend what a baby's head feels 
like at that point, until you are there. I was surprised by the 
softness I felt, it made everything so real! 

Soon enough, though at the time it probably seemed 
like an eternity, her head came without any difficulties at all. 
A bit of a flurry came then though. 

Unbeknownst to me, she had thrust her hand and 
forearm next to her shoulder, and so Teresa was coaching me 
to take things slowly, to pace myself and to only push when 
my body told me to (and maybe to breathe extra to slow that 
down).  

My reply? ‘NO.’  
I was intent on having her out. So while I did wait a 

bit, I think, I didn't wait too long, and I ended up with a 
decent tear.  

At 3:47am, our second daughter, third child, arrived 
naturally. Without drugs, intervention or any involvement of 
an Obstetrician or midwife - not beyond heart rate checks 
anyway. 

I had done it! I had managed my VBAC delivery with 
my midwife, Teresa and my husband by my side. The wonder 
of what childbirth could be was suddenly within my 
comprehension.  
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I had made it clear I wanted a physiological third stage 
- and that came easily. The placenta was delivered in less than 
20 minutes and without any complication.  

I also wanted delayed cord clamping if possible - in 
line with the physiological third stage. Her cord was cut 
almost 20 minutes after she was born.  

If you haven't heard of delayed cord clamping, read up 
on it! A newborn can receive a huge percentage of their total 
blood volume by just allowing the placenta to do what it 
normally would do without medical intervention - pumping 
the last of the stem cells and foetal/placental blood into the 
baby.  

Lydia soon nuzzled to feed and seemed to latch on 
well and stayed there for quite some time feeding, getting all 
that liquid gold she could want. 

I never had skin-on-skin with the twins when they 
were born, so this special bonding time was part of what I had 
truly been looking forward to.  

I think really the truth in my desires for this labour 
and delivery was that my choices be listened to and that I have 
involvement in them, and most of all, that I had quality 
bonding time after whatever delivery ended up happening.  

Well, the only time my little girl left my side was when 
I went to have a shower quite some time after delivery, when 
she had quality bonding time with her Dad, and when she 
was measured over an hour after she was born.  

The stats? She was 3.63kg (8lb), 51cms long and 35cm 
head. Everyone told me that they thought she looked tiny, but 
were very surprised to hear that she was actually 8lb. 

So what was next? What does one do after such a 
fantastic delivery? Other than get sewn up (OWCH to the 
anaesthetic needle ... happy to never have that required 
again), well, I waited for a paediatrician to check the baby, a 
hospital midwife discharged me, and I got to go home within 
six hours.  
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Yes, believe it or not, but by about 9:15am, I was 
making a break for it... we left, and took Lydia up to see her 
siblings at school.  

I was never admitted to the Maternity Ward.  
I didn't expose my little girl to sickness that is 

naturally around in all hospitals, though possibly to a smaller 
extent in a Maternity Ward. I didn't have to share my 
personal space with anyone. 

I saw two VERY excited six-year-olds instead, meeting 
their little sister for the first time with about 25 of their 
friends and teachers standing by.  

Their teacher asked me what I was doing there, wasn't 
I meant to be at hospital having a baby? She couldn't see me 
properly at that point to realise that I had our littlest daughter 
already and that all was very well. 

We then went home to relax in our own bed, to sleep 
off the last couple of days while Lydia did the newborn huge 
sleep (I think she woke up finally at about 6pm that night). 
The big kids came home from school and got to enjoy the 
peace while it lasted as well.  

So that is the story on our littlest daughter's arrival. A 
complete polar opposite to our twins, six years her senior. An 
amazing delivery, the way that mothers should be allowed to if 
they are in a hospital situation ... with care, support and 
intervention only if it is required - not as a standard 
expectation. 
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Birth story by Anna - 1  
 

In 1981, I had been married for almost four years and was 
desperate to have a baby. We had been trying for a year and 
had resorted to taking an ovulation stimulant called Clomid 
when finally, in early September, I was able to tell everyone 
that I was pregnant at last.  

I kept a diary for the entire pregnancy, documenting 
my hopes, fears and feelings, weights and measurements, and 
the following is from the last few entries: 
 
37.5 weeks: Three weeks to go. I hope it comes early. The head's been 
engaged since 32 weeks, so it might. The dark line down the middle 
of my tummy appeared about three weeks ago. It goes from the top of 
the uterus to the pubic bone. 
I'm not afraid of the birth any more; in fact I'm impatient and 
excited. I want to hold this baby in my arms and check that it's all 
there. I want to love it and cuddle it and feed it. It’s also getting very 
uncomfortable to carry around. 

 
38 weeks: Just after 8am I noticed some blood mixed with some 
mucus on the paper after going to the toilet. It's now 11 am and 
nothing has happened, so maybe it was a false alarm. I'll just have to 
wait and see. 

 
38.5 weeks: Nothing came of that show, by evening I had decided it 
was nothing, but when I told mum about it she said that labour 
should start soon. I had some more blood Tuesday night and 
Wednesday morning. So I spent all day Wednesday waiting. On 
Thursday I went to the doctor who did and internal examination and 
he said the cervix was taken up and one centimeter dilated, but he 
said, ‘See you next week’. The internal made it bleed again that night 
and the next day, and then sex stirred it up again. Now we'll just sit 
and wait and let it come when it's ready. 



Hospital-Birth Testimonials 27 

 
39 weeks: Well, he arrived, yesterday! On Tuesday at 5:25 am our 
son, Timothy was born, weighing 3020g (6lb 11oz) and measuring 
54cms. He has fair fluffy hair, long fingers and a squashed nose, 
Peter's big feet and big toe and my little toe. He has a bruise on the 
top of his head from the birth. And we think he is just perfect and the 
most amazing little boy ever! 
 
Monday morning was the Anzac Day public holiday and I felt 
quite good, I cut out the christening gown ready to sew. In the 
afternoon we went to Peter's parents' farm and I started to feel 
a backache and generally uncomfortable. 

When we went home in the evening and when I was 
sitting still I realized they were contractions. At 7pm they were 
coming about 10 to 15 minutes apart, by 9pm they were 
about six minutes apart.  

The contractions were a mild pain at this stage and 
easy to handle. We rang the hospital and were told to come 
in. 

They were very busy at the hospital; I was the seventh 
one to come in that evening. I wasn't looked at until 12.30am 
by which time the contractions had become very irregular. 
When the sister examined me she said I was 2-3cms dilated 
and that it would take till 8-9am. 

She then broke my waters and gave me an enema. I 
had the shakes from that. It really sped things up though; my 
contractions were much quicker and stronger. It was a pain 
that made you want to squirm away from it, but didn't help 
any if you did. 

I found deep breathing helped the most, the slower 
the better. Peter squeezing my hand distracted from the pain 
somewhat. I relaxed between contractions quite well. 

At about 3am I was moved into the labour ward and 
given a pethidine injection, that and the gas didn't ease the 
pain, it only helped to relax between contractions. It was 
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actually distracting and made it harder to concentrate on 
relaxing during contractions. 

After 4am I was ready to push. It took a few 
contractions to work out where and how to best push and get 
into a comfortable position with some pillows behind me.  

I found holding on to the top of my thighs the best 
way to locate the direction of the pushing. The head moving 
down with the pushes was a weird, unpleasant feeling, like I 
was trying to pass a football.  

It took some accepting and at times I just couldn't 
continue to push during the whole contraction. The head was 
close to coming for some time; it kept slipping back between 
contractions. So when it was close to coming out again the 
sister put her fingers in to hold the chin up and keep it there.  

After about an hour and a quarter of pushing the 
head was finally out! At that point my Obstetrician walked in 
and said, ‘Well, let's see what we have here!’  

They cut the cord from around his neck and gently 
eased him out. His scrotum was so big you couldn't miss that 
it was a boy! 

I had him on my tummy for a few seconds then they 
whisked him away to clear out his lungs and do the AGPAR 
check. The doctor then gently massaged my tummy to expel 
the placenta, which came out easily and filled a kidney dish. 

Peter held our son while the doctor put three stitches 
in a graze that happened because Timmy had his hand beside 
his head when he came out. No wonder it took so long to 
push him out!  

The sister then brought him to me to help him try to 
feed but he was too tired so they took him to the nursery. 
After a sponge bath, which felt absolutely heavenly, I was put 
onto a trolley and wheeled into the hallway to wait for a 
room.  

They brought us each a cup of tea and biscuits at the 
sight of which I had to vomit. Most likely my body reacting to 
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the stress and strain of the birth, as I hadn't vomited the 
whole pregnancy.  

We talked for a while about the amazing experience 
and how clever we were then Peter went home to ring all the 
family with the wonderful news. 

I was wheeled upstairs to my room and helped into 
bed where I stayed resting for a few hours before I got up to 
unpack and have a shower. I was too excited to sleep. I felt 
euphoric, it was the biggest high I've ever experienced! 
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Birth story by Anna - 2  
 

When Timmy was almost 16 months old, I found out that I 
was pregnant again. I was so thrilled to have fallen pregnant 
without any intervention and so easily.  

My periods hadn't returned until about two weeks 
after I weaned Tim at ten months and were erratic on a short 
cycle. I had just gone to the obstetrician to get a script for the 
Clomid pills again when I found out I was pregnant already.  

The symptoms were completely different this time, no 
breast tenderness, lots of pimples and feeling very tired and 
nauseous all the time. I guess that is quite normal when you're 
looking after a toddler. 
These are the last few entries of my second pregnancy diary: 
 
33 weeks: Well, there are only seven weeks to go now. The head is 
down and the baby is growing well. It seems to be a long baby, 
stretching its legs from one side of my tummy to the other. The 
heartbeat was 120 at the last doctor's visit, which means its more 
likely to be a boy. 

 
34 weeks: Tim is half toilet trained now; he only wears a nappy to 
bed at night and will use the potty when I take him. He doesn't tell 
me yet. 

 
36.5 weeks: Only three and a half weeks to go and I'm really looking 
forward to it. Several times I've wondered if I'm in labour. I've been 
having very strong Braxton-Hicks contractions. 

I'd like it to come about a week early, too early and it won't 
be big enough as I'm not showing very much and carrying very small. 

I'm almost ready now, only the nappies to wash and the 
room itself to clean. I've done lots of sewing and feel rather pleased 
with myself. Tim is looking forward to the baby I think. At least he's 
showing an interest in babies and wanted to take one home the other 
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day. I hope he'll like having one here permanently! 
 
38 weeks: She has arrived! We have a daughter! And we couldn't be 
more thrilled. Alisa was born at 5:18am on Monday the 2nd April 
weighing 2750g (6lb 1oz) and measuring 49.5cms. 

She has fluffy light brown hair, a little squashed nose, neat 
little ears, long fingers, and she's so tiny and dainty. She has white 
spots on her nose and chin, because she's so early I suppose. She was 
too sleepy to feed yesterday but has fed well this morning and so far 
has slept well between feeds. She's lovely and soft to cuddle and loves 
to grasp my fingers during feeds. Her birth was quite quick, though I 
wouldn't choose to do it without medication again. 

 
Sunday I washed the windows in the baby room, I didn't quite 
finish washing the walls and ceiling.  

Friday and Saturday we went to the Show and ran into 
a lot of people who were surprised I only had two weeks to go, 
in fact one didn't even realise I was pregnant! 

Sunday evening we watched a movie and the whole 
time the baby kicked and squirmed a lot. I was having what I 
thought were Braxton-Hicks contractions.  

I tried going to bed but couldn't settle so after the 
movie we went to bed and made love. That probably helped it 
along! From midnight till one I couldn't sleep, my stomach 
was contracting accompanied by backache.  

At one o'clock I had a strong contraction and felt 
something pop and some waters leaked out. Apparently it was 
the hind waters and the head was stopping the rest from 
coming out. 

For about an hour I timed the contractions, they were 
about five minutes apart and gradually getting stronger. I had 
more backache than anything else. I got up and finished 
packing my bag. At two I woke Peter and told him it was time.  

He was a bit dubious at first, we weren't sure it was for 
real. 
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We rang his mother to come and stay with Tim, and 
finished getting ready. When she arrived we didn't wake Tim, 
just left them to sleep. 

It was three when we arrived at the hospital and by 
then the contractions were two-three minutes apart, so it was 
really happening! The sister examined me and found the 
cervix to be three centimeters dilated and there were fore-
waters that hadn't broken.  

I was shaved and given an enema. Once the enema 
had worked I stood under the shower, feeling the soothing 
water on my back. By then the contractions were much 
stronger and lasting a good 40-50 seconds. 

I put on a hospital gown and a pad; I had quite a bit 
of bloody mucus by then. And went to sit with Peter in the 
waiting room. He tried to read magazines and squeezed my 
hand and timed contractions. We stayed there until I got a 
pushy feeling.  

We told the sisters who then put me in the labour 
ward (the same one where Tim was born). The contractions 
were very strong and painful by now with a lot of backache.  

Peter rubbing my back helped but I couldn't get into a 
good position on the narrow table, so he mainly squeezed my 
hand. 

When the obstetrician arrived he found I was 10cms 
dilated and ready to push. I'd felt that for a while but wasn't 
certain. He broke the fore-waters and I pushed with the next 
contraction.  

It was an awful feeling, worse this time because I 
hadn't had a local anesthetic in the pelvis first. With each 
push I felt like I was splitting in two, I didn't like it much. My 
legs were feeling tingly and cramping from hyperventilating.  

The doctor rubbed my left calf muscle, as it was very 
tight. Peter held my hand and smoothed my forehead; I was 
perspiring by this time. 
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They held the mirror up for me to see but they held it 
at the wrong angle most of the time, so I couldn't see much. 
After the second push they said, ‘can you see the head?’ All I 
could see was a hole!  

With the fourth push the head was delivered and I 
bent forward to have a look. She had her arm out too, just 
like Tim! Then they lifted her out onto my tummy.  

She cried well and I was able to cuddle her while the 
placenta was delivered. I was asked to give a small push to 
help it out. 

When she was just on my tummy they were all trying 
to see what it was. At that moment I thought to myself, ‘I bet 
it's another boy,’ but then they said, ‘It's a girl!’  

We were so happy we almost cried. 
After about five minutes they took her to a side table and 
checked her over and rugged her up, then brought her back to 
me. I had a slight graze, which didn't need stitching, so I was 
thrilled.  

Peter held her while they washed me and helped me 
dress. I tried to feed her but she was too full of mucus to be 
interested, so they took her to the nursery to be weighed. 

They put me on a trolley and wheeled me into the hall 
where we were given a cup of tea and toast and were left alone 
to discuss how clever we were. I had a bite of toast and 
vomited! Again, just like after Tim's birth! 

Peter went home to tell Tim and his mum and all the 
family. I was taken to my room an hour later and tried to rest.  

I finally had a sleep at about 11 after her first feed. 
She still wasn't very interested though. 

Peter and his mum brought Tim in at 9am. He was a 
bit dubious at first and said, ‘bag, mummy, come on’. But he 
was fine after a cuddle and a look at the baby. 

A few days later, I still hadn’t slept very well, but apart 
from headaches, muscle-aches and lack of sleep I felt fine - still 
on a natural high from the birth.  
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It was wonderful not having any stitches, I could walk 
and sit and move quite comfortably. Alisa was feeding well 
and my milk came in. At first she was poking the nipple back 
out with her tongue; she figured it out though.  

Lots of visitors came and we were thoroughly spoilt!  
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Birth story by Anna - 3 
Birth story by Anna 

 
My third and final baby was born a year later than I'd 
planned. When Alisa was two and Tim was four, I decided I 
was ready for number three. I wasn't sure if I'd want a fourth, 
I just knew two wasn't enough - it didn't feel like a family for 
me. 

We started trying for a baby at the end of May and 
when we'd had no success by November, I was ready to use 
the Clomid again to boost ovulation. At the end of January I 
thought I was pregnant, sore breasts, etc., sadly my periods 
came a week late and they were heavy and painful, so I think 
that it was a very early miscarriage.  

I felt disappointed, as I was more than ready for a new 
baby, however we then waited a few months while we shifted 
house and then in April took the Clomid again. 

By June 30, my periods were a week overdue, so I was 
able to have a blood test (the only way to find out for sure) 
and was thrilled with the positive result when I rang on the 
1st July 1987. 

Baby 3 was on the way! Following are the finale entries 
from the diary I kept during the pregnancy: 

 
38.5 weeks: By this time Alisa had been born and I'd had a show 
with Tim. This time ... nothing! Just a belly full of squirming baby 
who moves rather painfully now. It moves a lot more just above the 
pubic bone than the other two did, it feels like the hand is scraping 
my insides, and it hurts when it does that. For the last two days I've 
had a very tender spot just above my navel, to the right. It really 
hurts when Bubby moves just under it. 

My back aches a lot, I get heartburn by about 10am most 
days and I'm very tired and lethargic. Everyone is starting to ask, ‘are 
you still around?'  
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I think this baby will come closer to due date than the other 
two did. I just hope it's not on the 29th February ... A leap year 
baby! 

Last time I felt my cervix it was definitely getting thinner, 
but not dilated as far as I could tell. Doctor will do an internal on 
Thursday, that might help. I had a loose bowel motion this afternoon, 
I wonder if that's a sign? I'll just wait, wait, wait! 

 
38 weeks 6 days: At my appointment this afternoon the 

doctor did and internal and stretched the cervix. It was 1.5cms 
dilated, which he said was quite normal for a third baby. He said the 
manipulation may bring on labour, usually within 24 hours. I've 
been feeling uncomfortable contractions but not sure if it's the real 
thing (4:15pm). He also said the cervix is in a posterior position - not 
a good way to start labour! 

7:30pm - nothing much has happened. The contractions 
have virtually stopped. I'm just feeling a continual backache and 
baby hasn't sat still all afternoon. I'm disappointed; I wanted this to 
be it. 

8:30pm - just went to the toilet and had a good show of 
blood and mucus. 

9:30pm - have timed contractions, about every 10 minutes 
while I've been lying down reading. 

39 weeks: We have another daughter! Yanieke was born at 
8:43am today, 2948g (6lb 8oz), 52cms long, 33.5cms head 
circumference. She has quite a not of light brown, fluffy hair, big blue 
eyes, a cute little nose and tiny ears with pixie peaks. She has red 
marks on both eyelids and a kind of a birth-mark above the bridge of 
her nose. Her fingers are long and thin, maybe like mine. So far she 
has been wonderful, just eating and sleeping. She's feeding very well; 
in fact she's the only one of my babies who has wanted to feed in the 
labour ward. Peter and the kids are thrilled ... They wanted another 
girl. Everyone else is pleased too. 
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We rang mum at 8:30pm after I had the show, as I thought 
things would happen from then.  

The contractions didn't change much, I couldn't 
concentrate on timing them while I was moving around 
packing my bag; they felt like uncomfortable Braxton-Hicks 
with backache. 

Mum arrived and we all went to bed at about ten and 
I slept till about midnight, then woke again and timed 
contractions, ten min apart, and had about another hour of 
sleep before 4am.  

I got up to pass urine and thought my waters had 
broken, had a look with a torch but couldn't see anything 
unusual.  

For half an hour, I timed five-minute contractions, 
and then felt a definite gush as I got out of bed.  

I grabbed the towel I had ready and turned the light 
on. There was blood in the fluid so we decided this was it! 

Quietly, we finished packing, Peter even shaved, and 
we left home at around five. Dawn was just breaking as we 
drove in to the hospital. It was beautiful - the beginning of 
something new! 

When the admitting sister examined me I was only 
three centimeters dilated and the cervix was still posterior. 
Very disappointing!  

I was given an enema suppository and sat on the bed 
with Peter till it worked. Then I stood under the shower for 
quite a while. It felt lovely, I let the hot water run down my 
back during a contraction while I rubbed my abdomen.  

I sat on the bed with Peter again for a while ‘til the 
sister came and told me she had rung the doctor who would 
come in about an hour and put a drip in to speed things up. 

I then decided to walk; I didn't want a drip. I was 
moved into a ward where I sat while a sister felt the fundus 
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during a contraction to see how strong they were, then we 
went into the corridor to walk up and down.  

It must have worked because the contractions were 
definitely getting stronger. During each contraction I held on 
to the handrail while Peter rubbed my back. 

We sat in the waiting room chairs for a while which 
wasn't really comfortable. I didn't like standing either; I found 
I couldn't relax enough.  

So I went into the labour ward to lay down on my side 
with a pillow against my tummy and one under my arm. That 
way Peter could rub my back and I could relax as much as 
possible. 

At about 7:15 the doctor examined me. By then the 
contractions had become very strong and were about two 
minutes apart.  

I really had to concentrate on breathing slowly and my 
back was aching terribly. When I had first laid down the sister 
felt the baby and said it was in a posterior position, which 
explained the backache.  

Luckily she didn't remain there. By the time the 
doctor examined me she was anterior and my cervix 6-7cms 
dilated. He suggested up using a TENS machine for my back. 
It sort of tingled up and down my back and took my attention 
away from the pain.  

They asked if I wanted to use the gas so I moved into 
the labour ward for it. Doctor said it would only be another 
hour or so then. 

The contractions were very strong and often. From 
then till the pushing stage I used the gas mask and Peter 
activated the TENS machine each time. I then had three or 
four terrible contractions during which I felt the urge to push.  

I was still lying on my side when the sister examined 
me and found the baby's head about three centimeters into 
the vagina and she said to push with the next contraction.  
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It was very uncomfortable and awkward getting into 
the best position to push. The pillows were still beside me and 
had to be put behind me, plus a beanbag, on the very narrow 
bed. It all still felt very uncomfortable, the pillows weren't far 
enough into my back.  

The first push was very uncoordinated and not 
successful. The next went better. After about five pushes her 
head was out. It was such a relief.  

I reached down to touch her but they were suctioning 
the mucus out of her nose. Then I wanted to push again to 
deliver the shoulders. I asked, 'do I push?' and doctor said, 'a 
sort of grunt push'.  

So I pushed gently but I needn't have, she slid out very 
quickly, which is why I have one stitch. 
They had given me a local anesthetic in the perineum so the 
splitting feeling wasn't so intense.  

Her body sliding out was a lovely feeling. They sucked 
her out some more and cut the cord. Peter said, 'I think it's a 
girl!' So we had a look and she was!  

They put her on my tummy and we cuddled and 
touched her. She was covered in vernix and some blood. 

Doctor wanted to wrap her up, then, as she was so 
tiny. They took her under a heater lamp to check her and do 
the Apgar (9 out of 9).  

Meanwhile the midwife asked me to give a push to 
deliver the placenta, it was huge! She held up the sack to show 
it to us, turning it out to see the placenta and cord. 

We then held a warmly wrapped up new little 
daughter and admired her while the doctor put a stitch in the 
graze.  

We thought she was just lovely and looked like Tim as 
a newborn.  

We were very pleased with ourselves; Peter was 
absolutely thrilled to have two daughters! 
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The doctor and sisters congratulated us and said I'd done 
well, which made me feel great, so proud!  

They then left us alone to get to know our little girl. 
Peter filmed her first feed. She fed very well; she took to it 
immediately.  

Took a photo and then relaxed into our new roles as 
parents of three! 

Whenever I've been asked what was the happiest 
moment if my life, my response has never altered ... ‘the birth 
of each one of my children!’  

The high I've felt each time; the wonder of the miracle 
of a new little being, is something that has never been 
surpassed by any other event.  

My children mean the world to me and are the best 
thing that has ever happened to me. The journey has had its 
challenges, its highs and lows, and yet, when I look back over 
the years I seem to only recall the wonderful times, the joy, 
the love, the fun we've had.  

Being a mother is the most amazing privilege and I 
wouldn't have missed it for anything! 
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Birth story by Kristy  
Story by Kristy 

 
This was my first pregnancy – at age 39. I was fit, healthy, 
calm and confident. My pregnancy was stress-free (almost). I’d 
been practicing yoga and meditation for over 10 years and I 
continued these practices throughout my pregnancy. I ate a 
healthy organic diet (including quite a bit of Raisin Toast and 
Hot Cross Buns over Easter). Given my years of practise in 
meditation and yoga, I was interested in a holistic, natural 
approach to childbirth.  

I read books on HypnoBirthing®, my partner and I 
attended a yoga and birthing workshop, and I had regular 
acupuncture.  

I visualised a natural, easy birth. I worked on letting 
go of fears and focusing on my breath. I was certain I would 
be able to communicate with my body and manage a natural 
birth.  

At the same time, being a health professional, I also 
trusted the medical system so was happy to go with the 
recommendations of my team, should the need arise. I did 
lean towards thinking that drugs involved in C-sections, 
epidurals and inductions could not be good for the baby, and 
I really did want a natural birth.  

Looking back, I think I actually approached having a 
natural birth with a sense of perfectionism – like anything else 
would be a failure. 

My due date came and went. I started having 
acupuncture twice a week. The baby dropped and I was 
getting pre-labour pains. Several times I thought this is it! I 
walked. I ate licorice. I had sex. I ate curries. I frequented 
Google with “how to make the baby come”. I REALLY didn’t 
want to be induced! I was desperate. I started thinking, what is 
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wrong with me? How come I can’t let go? And then I went back to 
eating licorice.  

In the end I did go in for induction, which I was 
dreading but I was ready and I felt the baby was, too. The 
obstetrician came in at midnight and broke my waters. I was 
surprised at how warm the fluids were. My contractions 
started immediately.  

We asked if we could be given time to see if the 
contractions would progress (as I really didn’t want the 
syntocinon drip) and they agreed. I felt joyous that the birth 
was going to progress; I felt stronger contractions than I had 
before. 

We went for a walk outside and Todd timed the 
contractions, which were coming about every five minutes, 
and I kept thinking, oooh – they’re getting stronger. How little I 
knew!  

Once back in the birthing unit, they measured the 
contractions and a wonderful midwife came on shift and told 
me very gently that the labour was not progressing enough. I 
would have to have the drip. My heart sank but I knew I must 
surrender.  

I sat with a heavy heart and with fearful anticipation 
as they set up the drip and strapped all the monitors to me. 
She started the drip and this wonderful midwife never left the 
room again. The contractions certainly started then – 
increasing in length and intensity in rapid succession.  

What I remember of this time is some shock at the 
intensity of the pain, and a feeling of intense discomfort. 
Each contraction made me lose a lot of fluid and I felt all the 
time that I wanted to go to the toilet to do a wee. I also felt 
like I wanted to rise up off the bed and get away from the 
pain. I walked back and forth to the toilet changing pads, 
which was not easy with the machines that came with me.  
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Todd was beside me - all the time comforting me. He 
watched the monitor and told me when another contraction 
was starting.  

I know the way I deal with intense moments 
(emotional, physical) is to lock down and go deep within 
myself. I was doing that with the contractions – I wasn’t 
making eye contact, I was buried deep down inside myself. As 
each contraction came, all my thoughts were, I can’t, I can’t, I 
can’t, despite the midwife Mandy coaching us to say, ‘I CAN, I 
CAN, I CAN,’ (with an open mouth, which helps to open the 
birth canal).  

Somewhere inside me I thought I might tell Todd 
that, I know when contractions are coming – you don’t have to tell 
me, but I didn’t because I had disappeared deep within. Time 
went on and the midwife kept turning up the drip and the 
contractions kept getting more intense.  

After a few hours I asked for an epidural, which I had 
decided I would do if I were induced. The midwife checked 
and I’d only dilated to three centimeters. She agreed that this 
was a good plan. A wonderful anesthetist came and placed the 
epidural, and slowly - over about 10 minutes - the labour pains 
subsided.  

I lay back in the bed. Todd held my hand on the side 
of the bed and we both looked and each other and sighed a 
joint sigh of relief. I kept saying over the next few hours, thank 
god I had the epidural. That was so difficult.  

I felt somewhere a pang of guilt. Like I wasn’t strong 
enough. Like I wasn’t a real woman. Like I couldn’t walk 
through the valley of pain to come out the other side – in 
mastering birth thus mastering fear: no fear of pain, no fear of 
death (as described in the HypnoBirthing® book I read).  

Like I wouldn’t be baptised into motherhood along 
with the billions of women around the world that do this 
every day. But that guilt would wait – right then, all I felt was 
relief and immense gratitude.  
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We watched TV and a Harry Potter movie was on, 
which I semi-noticed. Around 11pm, I started feeling pain in 
a small section on the left side of my ovaries. There was a part 
that hadn’t been blocked by the epidural. The pains became 
worse and I was given gas again. I started feeling nauseous and 
throwing up. The midwife said this was a good sign – she 
checked and I was about eight centimeters dilated.  

The pains kept getting really intense in that one spot 
and it felt like the ovary on that side was going to explode. 
Todd kept holding my hand and was such a loving presence I 
will never forget. Around 11.30pm, I was fully dilated and the 
midwife asked me to start pushing. 

It was a relief to push against the pain of the 
contractions in that one spot, but it felt really strange as I 
couldn’t really feel any muscles pushing. I felt an odd numb 
bulging sensation in my bum, which was unpleasant and I 
kept asking for feedback on what was happening down there.  

I felt a lot like crying. But mainly I just threw up.  
After about 40 minutes, the heart rate of the baby 

started going up. The midwife asked me to stop pushing. She 
kept checking on things and then rang our obstetrician. He 
came in and examined me: the baby had turned posterior and 
her head was flexed. She wasn’t dropping down far enough 
and was getting in a little distress. He tried to turn her while I 
pushed, but after a little while he couldn’t. He told us that he 
would take us down to theatre – and if she had dropped, he 
would try and turn her with forceps. If not, then we would 
have a C-section.  

I was so tired and sick. I didn’t feel afraid. I felt a 
sense of calm and great trust in those around me. The lovely 
anesthetist came back and changed the epidural to a spinal 
block, resulting in the last spot of pain finally disappearing.  

Todd helped wheel me to the lift and down to 
theaters – where I threw up once more! Finally they gave me 
something for the nausea and I stopped. Todd swiftly changed 
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into scrubs, and in we went to the bright lights of the theatre 
room.  

There seemed to be 20 people there. They put the 
blue screen up and the operation began – Todd sat behind 
my head stroking my hair. At times the movement was so 
great my whole body moved on the table. The anesthetist 
stayed at my head the whole time and kindly told me 
reassuring things around what was happening.  

Then she was out into this world! I heard her cry – 
loud and strong. Instantly voices were again reassuring me: 
‘it’s a strong cry, that’s a good thing’.  

The pediatrician took her to the side to check her 
over, and the next thing, I saw Todd holding our baby girl, all 
wrapped like an Eskimo in towels. It was as if a beam of light 
shone from above on his face – he looked so happy, so in 
love.  

They brought her to me and lay her over my chest. My 
first thought was, she is strong. She had stopped crying and she 
was just looking – staring into this new world. I stroked her 
head and spoke to her.  

It is difficult to find the words to describe what I felt 
at that moment – something indescribable. Life changed 
forever in that moment as we welcomed that little being 
further into our hearts. 

The doctor stitched me up while we held her and in 
no time at all, we were in recovery. The midwife put her on 
my bare chest and encouraged me to allow her to crawl and 
find my breast. 

 She did. Strong and alert, she made her way to my 
nipple and latched on. Instantly she was sucking strong and 
sure from my breast. She was so well. So healthy. So strong. 
So perfect. 

‘Just when you think you know love – something little comes 
along to show you just how big love really is,’ my sister wrote on a 
card for us. How true that was. 
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Our recovery was excellent – I had little pain and Skye 
was a thriving little baby. Our obstetrician explained that 
there would have been serious complications had we 
proceeded naturally with Skye’s birth. She wasn’t moving 
down and in the end she had the cord wrapped twice around 
her neck.  

I felt great relief after this discussion. Like I wasn’t 
responsible for stuffing up the birth. I still have a little guilt 
about the epidural and not working with the pain, but I’ve 
decided that feelings of guilt are ok and I don’t need to 
overcome them – I can let them be and live with them.  

It seems to me that the process of birth and 
motherhood is one of eternal contrasts. All at once there is 
intense pain and intense joy; great fear and great excitement; 
bursting pride and crippling guilt; enormous love and heart-
wrenching grief.  

The key seems to be to find the harmony with 
accepting that both light and dark exist at the same time, and 
if we can accept this, we experience the full richness of life. 

My greatest realisation, reflecting back on the birth of 
my amazing beautiful wonderful daughter Skye, is how 
completely out of control we are. I truly believed on some 
level that by controlling fears, emotions, pain relief options, 
and how many hot cross buns I ate, I could engineer a natural 
birth.  

In the end releasing and letting go, for me, was 
allowing the birth to proceed as it did … and I am forever 
grateful for all the staff, for my wonderful loving partner, and 
for Skye and her strength.  

My hope is that as Skye grows, women will become 
more supportive of each other and our decisions – instead of 
assessing and judging each others’ journeys on the sacred path 
of childbirth with all its choices and options.  

Let’s just love one another, share our stories and laugh 
or cry at the craziness of life. It’s my intention to do just that 
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with this amazing little girl who will one day (with blessings) 
become a woman making her own birth and life choices for 
herself. May I lovingly support and accept every one. 
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Birth story by Melissa  
 
Journal Entry: Today I’m due to have our baby girl, the third and 
final child to complete our family. It’s a beautiful, warm, bright day 
full of hope and anticipation. I’m so looking forward to meeting her, 
the first moments, touching her little feet, smelling that sweet 
newborn baby smell, breastfeeding an infant again who is so 
desperate and longing to be nurtured and cared for. I can’t wait to 
see who she takes after, and secretly I’m hoping I can see some of 
myself in her. I’m feeling quite positive, excited and calm about my 
upcoming labour. I feel ready. I’m really hoping my body will go into 
labour naturally (after having two induced births two weeks after my 
due dates). After educating myself on induced births and worryingly 
seeing how common they have become, I have decided, all being well 
with my baby and me, I will not be induced this time. My body is 
capable of bringing labour on. My mum is coming to stay in 10 days 
time, so I really hope it happens while she is here! 

 
At 2.30am I was woken by some gentle contractions. I 

grabbed my phone, which had a contraction timer app on it, 
and I began timing. At this point they were about 6-10 
minutes apart and a bit irregular.  

I felt so full of joy and peace at going into labour 
naturally - my body could do it! I tried to rest (with a big grin 
on my face) knowing that if this was going to be like my other 
labours, I would need to conserve my energy.  

Craig’s alarm went off at 4am for him to go to work. I 
filled him in with what had been happening and he replied, 
‘are you sure? Because I could earn double time today’. I had 
been thinking that also. Not knowing when he would next 
have work, but with two other children at home and my mum 
due to arrive today, I didn’t want to risk sending him off to 
work in Brisbane and him not making it back in time if this 
was to be THE day. 
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The boys woke at 6.30am just like any old day, I was 
thrilled at what they were about to be a part of and was 
looking forward to staying home with them for as long as 
possible, soaking up every last minute of our little family of 
four.  

Craig well meaningly cooked me an omelette (that I 
didn’t eat with concern I might see it later!) while I had my 
first shower. Standing in the shower, time seemed to be 
passing in slow motion. So surreal; so special. A woman’s 
body is truly amazing.  

My contractions were manageable most of the 
morning; I could chat with the boys and do little jobs around 
the house. Craig kept asking if he should call his mum to 
come watch the boys but I didn’t want anyone there until it 
was really necessary. 

Then around lunchtime I noticed I could no longer 
speak through my contractions and I had a “show” (another 
thing I hadn’t experienced before), and I was starting to need 
to focus internally.  

I had to get Craig to keep the boys away so I could do 
my meditations, focusing my energy on things other than my 
pain … sounds in the house, breathing, visualisations.  

Craig was getting more and more nervous that I was 
being too blasé about my labour, and I believed he was 
secretly worrying he might end up delivering our baby, but I 
knew my body - I would know when it was time to go. It was 
time however to get Nanna Jan to come watch the boys. 
Knowing she had to come from Brisbane, we didn’t want to 
leave that too late. 

The boys had a quick play at the neighbour’s house 
while waiting for their nanna to arrive. I remember sitting on 
the couch, looking out the window, noticing the quiet, 
wanting them home and just feeling so much love for these 
special boys in my life and wondering how life would change 
for them.  
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Mason was still so little and attached to me, and 
Jacob, 5 years old, so big yet still so small and precious. And 
Craig, our parenting journey was about to change again. 
What a journey we had been on and what would come next? 

I was lying on the bed as my contractions seemed 
quite full on when standing. Nanna had arrived and was 
watching the boys. I went to the shower for some relief. 
Standing in the shower, I leaned forward with my hands up 
on the glass, steam surrounding me. 

I rocked and breathed, rocked and breathed. I 
imagined calm swirls moving through my body, with each 
breath, engulfing my baby. Safe and warm. The sound of the 
water was soothing. My contractions were getting faster.  

I knew it was time for hospital but I really wanted to 
see my Mum, she was due to arrive soon. I got out of the 
shower and told Craig it was time, and I could tell he was a 
little freaked! 

I believe fully that the mind is the greatest dictator for 
when you go into labour. I don’t believe me going into 
natural labour the day my mum arrived from Adelaide to stay 
with us for two weeks was a coincidence.  

I felt ready knowing my beautiful mum would be there 
to share in this with us, and be there with my boys who love 
her so dearly. 

Still wanting to see my mum but not wanting to leave 
it too late, we said our goodbyes to the boys and set off down 
the road … slowly … and with each contraction I made Craig 
slow down to 5kms or less. Ha ha. We stopped the car just 
down the road in the shade near our local park when we 
realised we’d forgotten the iPod dock.  

Just as we were umming and ahhing about going back 
or not, my mum and Poppa Ross drove past us on the way to 
our house. So we turned around and followed them home. I 
finally got to see my mum, and the boys were so excited. 
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I felt like my mum and I were so similar and that the 
boys could sense that - so if I couldn’t be there for them at 
that time, then she could fill my place. It felt good leaving 
them then, and I was looking forward to spending time with 
Mum when I got home.  

With many road-works being done around the 
hospital we were going to, we had to park a block away. I 
enjoyed the walk in, relishing in the fact we had stayed away 
from hospital for 12 hours. I felt proud.  

When we arrived at the hospital it was very busy at 
ground level. We went up to level four and spoke to the 
midwife we had spoken to on the phone earlier. At this stage I 
had to lean on the wall and brace through my contractions. 
We were shown to our room.  

Craig played around with the music and I just sat and 
waited, already I didn’t feel as relaxed as I did at home, but I 
was thankful to have Craig with me, my little piece of home 
away from home. 

Six centimetres dilated and I had done most of the 
work at home. Bubs was posterior, which is why my 
contractions had been manageable while lying down at home, 
but more full on when walking around. I still believed, 
though, that I would be there for the long haul. I was advised 
to stay on my feet and I would soon meet my baby. After two 
long labours before, I didn’t believe the midwife. Gee I was 
wrong.  

Soon I was on the bed, sucking in the gas and air like 
my life depended on it! Angry, agitated, transition was 
happening, it wouldn’t be long. I remember yelling, 
‘ahhhhhhhhhhh!’ at the top of my lungs with my teeth 
clenched around the gas and air and hearing them gently shut 
the door. I could sense the oh my goodness looks in the room 
but I couldn’t open my eyes and I couldn’t care less! It gave 
me such relief! 
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I loved, in hindsight, being able to feel bubbas head 
starting to emerge, the burning … so real. I knew it wouldn’t 
be long. Then finally, after not even being in hospital for an 
hour, my beautiful Leila made an appearance.  

They lifted her up onto my tummy, where she lay 
perfect, pink and warm. I was in disbelief. They covered us in 
blankets and relief flooded over me and I cried. I cried 
because the pain had finished; I cried because I couldn’t 
believe how blessed I was to have a healthy baby girl; and I 
cried because she was my last. I wanted to stay in that 
moment forever.  

Once Craig had taken a photo on his phone I told 
him to put his phone away. This was our moment: our special 
moment in time with our baby girl. Quiet. Magical. 
Amazement. 

Leila Milly, born Saturday 4th May 2013 at 3.14pm. 
Welcome to the world baby girl. My little ray of sunshine, 
lovely Leila. 

I have to add that the magic continued. Soon after I 
had recovered, I walked Leila back to our room, breastfeeding 
her all the way. Her adoring big brothers arrived, with Ninny 
(my mum), Nanna Jan, and Poppa Ross, to meet their little 
sister. Their reaction to her made my heart melt. Jacob looked 
so adoring and proud and so grown up. Mason was so unsure, 
loving and gentle. Their life had changed once again, and they 
changed in that moment. 

I love, love, love my little family. 
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Birth story by Anne - 1  

 
After many years of seeing a gynecologist, coupled with my 
‘advanced age’ (36), I always thought I would have problems 
falling pregnant. When Paul and I made the decision that we 
would definitely like to have children ... together, I made an 
appointment with my gynecologist.  

‘We are thinking of having a baby. What do we need 
to do?’ I asked innocently.  

My doctor looked at me in disbelief. Like he had to 
give the whole bird and bee spiel ... then he realised what I 
was alluding to. 

‘Well. First we will test you for Rubella, do blood 
tests, a pap smear and make sure everything is in order. If 
nothing happens after six to 12 months of trying, then we will 
do some tests.’  

When we went back to see him after a positive 
pregnancy test some six or seven weeks later, he was smirking 
when we entered his office.  

‘Just referring to my notes, you were thinking about 
having a baby. This is the most amazing case of positive 
thinking I’ve heard of!’ 

I was healthy. Eating well. Exercising regularly at the 
gym. Walking to and from work everyday and swimming 
several times a week. I added prenatal yoga for good measure.  

I was glowing. Happy all the time. Pregnancy was a 
breeze. I got a promotion at work without even lobbying for 
it. I didn’t suffer any morning sickness - only gagged when I 
brushed my teeth.  

It just so happened that I fell pregnant at the same 
time as several friends, so we had a mutual journey together - 
comparing notes: cravings (mine were pepper-steak pies), 
abdominal kicks, and potential birth plans. Everything went 
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so well. I was adamant that we would not find out the baby’s 
gender. I wanted something to give me the drive to get 
through labor - the ULTIMATE surprise!  

As the pregnancy went so smoothly, and the exam at 
each prenatal appointment was so brief, we ended up 
speaking to our obstetrician about all sorts of things. 
Including homebirths. Having trained in England, my doctor 
was well experienced with these and told us how well the 
system ran with a strong and effective band of communicative 
midwives and doctors.  

He explained the history of the “need” for home 
births as there simply was not enough capacity at hospitals to 
cater for all births and it was often proposed for second-time 
mothers. He also explained that this was NOT the case in 
Australia – with no integration and sole-practitioners 
operating independently.  

I had heard some really lovely home-birth stories, but 
also knew personally of two cases where home births had gone 
horribly wrong - requiring subsequent ambulance journeys 
during labour, hospitalisation and a severely brain-impaired 
baby. This was enough for me to make my decision for the 
unknown: this had to be about the baby. Not me.  

My doctor also brought up the prospect of 
circumcision - in the event the baby was a boy. This was 
something we had not broached at all. I said, ‘absolutely not! 
That is barbaric!’  

Paul, born in the era of the majority of Australian 
males being circumcised, didn’t really have an opinion. The 
doctor took the time to give us another history lesson: about 
hygiene in the past, time spent in the trenches during war, 
modern thinking and religious reasoning. It was an outdated 
practice and would require special arrangements. No thanks.  

We visited the hospital and attended pre-natal classes. 
We were astounded at the number of pregnant women whose 
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doctors had scheduled caesarian births for them - many citing 
“advanced maternal age”.  

These were all women in my age group - many 
younger! Upon hearing of how prepared and in-shape I was, 
the midwife joked, ‘you should be able to sneeze out your 
baby’. I certainly hoped so.  

Like many new mothers-to-be, I planned on having no 
intervention during the birth: natural all the way. I drew the 
line at having a music mix to play or oils to burn.  

As some of my friends had delivered before me, they 
started to convey how a detailed plan could be so screwed up. 
Of how incredibly painful the whole experience could be. Of 
how having to have an emergency caesarian made a mockery 
of the whole plan and could make one feel a failure.  

I decided to keep an open mind, see how things went, 
and keep pain-medication as a last resort but a distinct 
possibility.  

February 2004 was incredibly hot. I went for a swim 
on my baby’s due date. I had finished work two weeks prior. I 
floated in the water, feeling totally relaxed, enjoying the 
sunshine, at peace with the world.  

I went for a swim the next day. The pool was crowded 
and I was scared of being kicked by other swimmers. It was 
hot. I did not have that peace-with-the-world feeling. At. All. I 
went home. I told Paul it was time for the baby to come out ... 
and he had to do his part. We had curry for dinner, sex at just 
before midnight.  

My contractions started almost straight away. I 
thought I’d try to sleep through them. When I realised they 
weren’t going away, I woke Paul at about 4am to put him on 
standby. I rang the hospital at around 6am. They told me to 
have a warm bath. This slowed down the contractions - but I 
was determined to have a baby that day ... so we went for a 
walk and out to breakfast - to get gravity on our side.  
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Paul dropped in at work to say that he wouldn’t be in 
that day. I had to stop periodically and rest on Paul to 
withstand the next contraction. We got home. We had 
builders in the house (building a nursery onto our front 
porch).  

We had no electricity. No AC. It was getting REALLY 
hot. I rang the hospital again, and they asked how long it 
would take for us to get to the hospital. I said five minutes. 
They asked if we could make it 15!  

Apparently, the hot weather and thunderstorms we 
had been having had prompted a lot of babies to arrive earlier 
than expected - and the hospital was at full capacity. That 
morning, ALL birth suites were occupied. We got to the 
hospital, waited in the lobby and FINALLY were able to get to 
a birthing suite at around 11am. My doctor asked if I wanted 
my waters broken.  

‘What will that do?’ we asked.  
‘Speed the process up,’ he replied.  
Absolutely then. I didn’t want to endure this for any 

longer than I had to. Bring it on! We heard some terrible 
moaning and wailing coming from next door. Paul and I must 
have had horrified looks on our faces as the midwife consoled 
us with, ‘don’t mind her. She’s doing it without pain 
medication’.  

Then I had first-hand experience of the pain involved. 
Not good. I thought I would go for as long as possible without 
medication. I reminded myself that this was just one day of 
pain - with a lifetime ahead: I’d have a baby to show for what I 
was going through and I’d finally find out what gender it was.  

I walked around. I sat on a swiss ball under the shower 
and bounced through the contractions. I was determined for 
gravity to help this baby out so I stayed upright.  

I tried to transfer my pain to Paul by squeezing his 
hand as hard as I could through contractions. With each 
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contraction I reminded myself that it was only momentary - 
that it would soon pass.  

I threw up. I then had an overwhelming desire to 
sleep. I lay down on my side. The lights were turned down 
low and we were left in peace.  

All of a sudden I had a very strange feeling and 
warned Paul, ‘the baby’s coming!’ He raced off to find a 
midwife.  

A midwife sauntered casually in, took one look and 
yelled out ‘CALL THE DOCTOR!’ The look of pain and fear 
on my face prompted Paul to ask for pain medication for me. 
The midwife responded that it was far too late for that. Not 
even gas. All I had to do was push and I’d have a baby!  

I pushed. The doctor raced in the room, red in the 
face from having sprinted from his office at the other side of 
the hospital. I pushed again. The doctor then told me NOT 
to push. WHAT!?? This was apparently to remove the cord 
from around the baby’s neck. 

I pushed again and felt a baby slip from me at 1:50pm. 
Then the cry. A beautiful cry. The cry we had been waiting 
for.  

‘It’s a boy!’ was the chorus.  
A boy? Are you sure? I thought for sure I was having a 

girl, despite what the Chinese lady at the markets had told 
me!  

I was ecstatic, I gazed at this perfect 8lb 6oz bundle 
and said, ‘hello Honey,’ with tears in my eyes. Paul said he felt 
a little twinge of jealousy as he now had to make way for 
another “Honey” in my affections.  

My doctor later admitted that it was always those that 
“kept an open mind” about pain relief that were able to go 
without it. The ones that were adamant they wouldn’t need it 
were the ones who were more likely to succumb.  

My tear was stitched up and I wolfed down any and all 
food brought to me. Giving birth is a hungry experience. Paul 
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bathed our new baby. The lack of medication or epidural left 
me in great spirits and able to walk to my room. I was in no 
place to choose a name for the baby however.  

Our boy name Gabriel seemed all wrong. Paul left me 
to sleep on it ... as much as I could, as I was totally buzzing 
with excitement, nerves and not just a little fear.  

After a day or so, we settled on the name Luc Preston. 
Preston after my paternal grandfather - who was so honored 
that his name had been chosen.  

I loved being in hospital; being brought food and 
surrounded by bunches of flowers, gifts and well wishes. I 
adored the lovely sharing midwives who were so giving in 
advice and assistance in this breastfeeding caper - that was 
definitely not as easy nor natural as it had appeared. I 
welcomed any and all guests ready to share in our joy. 

I had four nights in hospital and my doctor said he 
could arrange for a longer stay if I felt I needed more time.  

This care continued at our local, council-funded 
Health Centre. Once a week I would take Luc in, weigh him 
and fill out his chart. I took part in a Sleep School, where I 
took Luc in and a midwife observed his sleeping habits plus 
my feeding and settling skills for a full day. This was brilliant 
as she was able to identify some issues with Luc’s feeding.  

A midwife at the Health Centre organised an 
information session for new mothers - when we would meet, 
watch videos, ask questions and realise that we were not the 
first person to have ever gone through the trauma of birth or 
the perplexities of a newborn.  

We met once a week for several weeks and the 
midwife prompted us to keep meeting one another and act as 
a support network for one another. This was SO incredibly 
beneficial. We were all first time mothers (with one 
exception), professional women and a little on the older side. 
A lovely group of ladies all as bewildered as one another with 
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a dreadful feeling of having all sense of control in our lives 
totally obliterated!  

Luc was an “awake” baby. Not so fond of napping. He 
wanted feeding every three hours and would take forever to 
feed. He wasn’t a robust baby and we joked that I must 
produce skim milk! He was alert, happy, and healthy and 
reached every milestone on or ahead of time. He was a 
dribbler and needed to constantly wear bibs or have a change 
of clothes.  

I had to have a minor operation around nine months 
after Luc was born. This was a Fentons procedure or 
Vulvoplasty - and was required because scar tissue healing, 
from my tear during delivery, had basically rendered me a 
virgin!  
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Birth story by Anne - 2  

 
The beginning of 2005 was a trying time for us. Paul’s 
company was unexpectedly closed and he was without an 
income or any recompense. I went back to work full time and 
Luc finally received a position in a daycare facility for three 
days a week - after around 15 months on a waiting list! 

Paul started working from home and had lovely 
bonding time with his son. It was around the time of Luc’s 
first birthday that we began contemplating Number Two. 
Again, we thought this would take some time. Again, I was 
pregnant before we knew it.  

The weekend I found out, I had the most horrific case 
of food poisoning - while on holiday on Stradbroke Island 
with the in-laws. This worried me.  

Again, I didn’t get morning sickness, but suffered 
terribly from sciatica - no doubt exacerbated by carrying 
around a toddler.  

Towards the end of my pregnancy, I needed 
chiropractic care, remedial massage and resorted to 
acupuncture to alleviate some of my pain. My fitness suffered 
but I was able to continue swimming and walk from time-to-
time. Paul had to become a master at massage to help with my 
pain. My big craving was for fruit salad, which I consumed 
every day. 

Again, I thought I was having a girl. This was 
confirmed by the Chinese lady at the markets - after all, she 
had been right the first time!  

Our scan revealed something looking remarkably like 
a penis, and Paul and I shared a look until the sonographer 
stated, ‘baby looks good. I am going to check for gender now,’ 
causing us to believe we had just seen the umbilical cord.  

Half way into my pregnancy, Paul was offered a job in 
Chicago. We thought this would be a great opportunity, but I 
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refused to move before the baby was born. The stories we had 
heard about the American health care system were horrible!  

When the due date arrived, our second baby had no 
intention of coming out. My parents had arrived early to help 
out with Luc and our little cottage was full of people staring at 
my bump in anticipation. We tried walks, curries, sex, exercise 
... nothing worked.  

We were in a quandary with our visa applications. We 
were not able to be issued a visa until we had a flight itinerary. 
We would not get this until we had booked plane tickets. We 
could not get tickets without all our passports. We could not 
get a passport until we had a birth certificate. We could not 
get a birth certificate until we had a baby!  

Time was of the essence. As my obstetrician was not 
going to be on-call over the weekend, we decided to induce 
the baby, nine days late, on Friday November 11th. This 
seemed to be a fitting day as it was Remembrance Day.  

I was sure we had to be at the hospital at around 7am. 
Paul was sure it was later. I didn’t quite trust my placenta-
brain, but when we turned up late, my obstetrician joked that 
he thought we were a ‘no-show’!  

I was asked if I planned to observe the minute silence 
at 11am. I made no promises, despite having remained silent 
through Luc’s birth. I had the gel placed on my cervix and we 
waited.  

We went walking. Nothing. I climbed up and down 
stairs. Nothing. My waters were broken. Nothing was 
happening.  

I had oxytocin fed into me via an IV. Then the 
contractions finally began at around the middle of the day, 
much more intense than last time. I was always led to believe 
that delivering a first baby is always the worst, and things get 
better with subsequent babies ... but this hurt more. A lot 
more - I was sure of it.  
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This birth experience was a bit more hazy, but again, 
after throwing up, I had an overwhelming desire to go to 
sleep. The lights were dimmed, I lay down on my side and I 
attempted to sleep.  

Again, I felt the baby coming. No time for pain relief. 
My doctor had refused to leave the maternity-wing as he knew 
things would happen fast. Sure enough, two pushes and out 
popped my next little 8lb 8oz bundle at 3pm.  

Again, the welcome cry and the familiar chorus of, ‘it’s 
a boy!’ 

I was astounded. My maternal intuition prediction 
skills sucked! Paul cut the cord and I was then handed the 
most beautiful baby I had ever laid eyes on. I greeted him 
with, ‘hello Sweetheart,’ as I held him close. An 
overwhelming feeling of love washed over me. 

This time I knew what was to come - there was no 
mystery, fear of the unknown or need for a rapid maternal 
learning curve. I didn’t need to learn the whole subject of 
baby - I just had to become accustomed to this baby. One of 
the midwives noted that he was a “sucker” and that he’d do 
well with a dummy.  

Paul bathed our new baby in the delivery suite while I 
ate and was attended to. Again, I was grateful that I hadn’t 
had an epidural as I was able to move around, clean up and 
assist my new baby.  

“Gabriel” didn’t work for this baby either. One of the 
midwives commented on how he looked very regal and 
thought “George” would suit him. I told her that I had 
already considered that name and it seemed a good fit. After a 
day or two, we named this baby Nicolas George. George after 
Paul’s maternal grandfather Arthur George.  

Nic was a dream baby. He fed quickly, put on weight, 
slept longer and settled easily. He was very content, happy and 
his non-fussy nature such a bonus as we had to pack up our 
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home and move to the US before he even reached 3 months 
of age.  

Paul and I did feel guilty however when we heard Luc 
muttering in his bed one morning, ‘No Nic. Luc! No Nic. 
Luc!’  

Someone didn’t approve of being moved aside as the 
center of attention. 
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Birth story by Anne - 3  
 

When Paul and I first decided we wanted children, I told him 
I wanted three. I thought this was a great number. I was one 
of three. Paul wanted five. He was one of seven. I told him he 
better find another woman to be a mother ... or compromise 
... at three. (After we had our first child, we were wondering if 
one might be a good number!)  

We had been in Chicago for coming up to two years. 
Our placid, dream baby Nic had grown into a super-active, 
curious on-the-go maelstrom of a child. He completely 
exhausted me. I couldn’t contemplate having another child, 
let alone being pregnant while having to chase this whirlwind 
around.  

We hadn’t formally agreed upon the timing of 
another child. We had been practising the rhythm method as 
a form of birth control, and I had relied on Paul to keep track 
of dates. In the depths of winter, I felt I had to give Paul a 
very piercing accusatory glance one morning as I felt a 
somewhat familiar heaviness to my breasts.  

‘We need to talk’.  
One pregnancy test later, and yes, I was pregnant. 

Months earlier, I had made an appointment for a pap smear 
with a friend’s ObGyn and I had to ring to change this 
appointment to an obstetric appointment.  

Before I had a chance to meet my obstetrician, I had 
massive, unexplained bruising appear on the back of one of 
my legs. I was concerned, so the family spent an entire day in 
the local emergency department while tests were undertaken. 
Thankfully, it was nothing scary. I felt a tinge of sciatica 
return, but other than this, things were good.  

Keeping up with a couple of boys and lots of walking 
around Chicago kept me fit, but I was unable to swim because 
I didn’t have a gym membership.  
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Around the time I found out I was pregnant, Paul 
began working from home, so this made things easier getting 
out the door in the morning. I thought the baby might be a 
girl ... but didn’t dare trust my forecasting skills given my 
appalling history. My big craving was for licorice allsorts.  

When I was six months pregnant, I had a bad case of 
vomiting and diarrhea.  

I managed a park visit with friends on Tuesday but felt 
awful. Very early Wednesday morning I felt dreadful, with a 
painful tummy. I couldn’t sleep. I rang my doctor’s assistant 
and she told me to have a soothing bath, and that I was 
probably experiencing gas.  

When Paul woke up in the morning, I sent him to the 
pharmacy for some gas medication. This did nothing. I felt 
something wasn’t right. I suffered through the morning.  

Rang again. I was told to come in for some fluids as it 
was hot, I’d been sick and I was probably dehydrated. Paul 
arranged for a friend to look after the boys in the afternoon 
when he would take me to hospital. He then promptly fell 
asleep during the boy’s naptime.  

I was watching the clock, and figured I could get this 
pain over and done with faster if I just took myself to hospital! 
I wrote Paul a note, walked down the street and caught a cab 
to the hospital.  

When I was finally seen, they realised that something 
was wrong. I had lots of doctors come to see me. Bedside 
ultrasounds were undertaken and lots of poking and 
prodding. I was sent off to the radiology department for a 
more thorough ultrasound, then when this was inconclusive, 
a CAT scan with a barium suspension I had to drink.  

The concern was either appendicitis or an omental 
infarction. The CAT scan proved it was appendicitis and 
surgery was scheduled for around 2am Thursday morning. I 
was petrified, but somewhat relieved to hear that the surgeon 
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had just completed an appendectomy upon another pregnant 
woman the same morning I’d arrived.  

Paul had been with me in hospital - once he had 
found the note and dropped the boys off - but had had to 
leave to look after the boys in the evening. The surgeon 
promised to call him when I came out of theater.  

I had no idea how much I weighed, so was concerned 
that I might not be given the correct dose of anesthetic. I was 
terrified I might lose my baby.  

I was super-worried that I might not wake up, Paul 
would become a widower and my boys wouldn’t have a 
mother.  

The relief as I came-to, somewhat groggy, was amazing. 
I was taken back to the maternity ward … and then another 
wave of panic as I started having contractions.  

I started to dilate. A neonatal specialist spoke to me 
about the issues involved with preterm babies. I was given a 
dose of steroids as a precaution for the baby’s under-
developed lungs. Thankfully, everything slowed down. I stayed 
in hospital for a couple of nights before being sent home. I 
was a mess.  

I couldn’t believe how no one seemed to take me 
seriously when I told them things were not right. I’d been 
through pregnancy twice before - but no one seemed to 
believe my opinion. An Australian-born midwife explained 
that I would not have been dramatic enough in my 
explanations or demeanor. She told me an American would 
have screamed, ‘I’m DYING! Someone see me NOW!’ and 
not give up until their needs had been met.  

I was lucky as I was just over 27 weeks pregnant. This 
is the age where a baby is considered to be ‘viable’. All efforts 
were therefore made to keep the baby safe.  

I was shocked to hear that the mother who had an 
appendectomy at 20 weeks had been sent home immediately 
after the operation.  
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The recovery while pregnant was slow and painful. I 
couldn’t find any comfortable way to sleep. I went back to 
hospital a week after surgery as I started having contractions 
again. I was kept under observation overnight.  

My obstetrician was pretty confident that my body was 
recovering from shock and that I would carry to full term. 
One upside was that my sciatica disappeared! I was surprised 
to hear several appendicitis-while-pregnant stories from other 
mothers. Apparently this happens to other people too!  

I regained my strength and was feeling good once I 
reached my due date. My mother had arrived from Australia 
and was ready to take charge of the boys once I went into 
hospital. I had a case of Strep B, so was warned that I would 
need to have a dose of antibiotics once labour began. This 
needed to be in my body for at least four hours to take effect 
and keep the baby safe.  

Even after expressing I didn’t want it, my doctor 
scheduled an induction for September 9, the day after my 
due-date. I was quite relieved when I was woken by 
contractions at around 5:30 that morning.  

I thought I better time the contractions. As they were 
less than five minutes apart, I woke Paul to let him know we 
might need to move quickly!  

We got to the hospital and I was given an IV. Without 
having requested one, an anesthetist came by to administer an 
epidural. I declined, saying I’d like to speak to my doctor first 
- she was due to start at 7am. The attending obstetrician and 
midwife decided to stay for the delivery. My doctor, new 
midwife and midwife-in-training arrived. We had five women 
ready to deliver this baby!  

Again, after throwing up, I felt a strong need to sleep. 
This time I knew what I was in for. I had figured that this 
baby should come out with just one push. It didn’t. I kept 
pushing. I joked, ‘how about that epidural now?’ and the 
attendants laughed. I wasn’t feeling as jovial.  



Hospital-Birth Testimonials 68 

Paul noted that something appeared to be wrong: the 
baby wasn’t coming as quickly as it should. He felt the glare of 
several pairs of eyes, as they didn’t perceive we were far into 
the process, but Paul had been there before with me and 
knew things should move a whole lot faster. I kept pushing.  

I was told to “push through the ring of fire”. What?!? I 
certainly hadn’t felt this before ... and it bloody did feel like 
fire. I lost count of the pushes. I vowed NEVER EVER under 
any circumstance would I EVER do this again unless there 
was an epidural involved. I pushed. I pushed some more.  

I persevered until, FINALLY, out popped a baby - 
posterior or sunny-side-up just before 8am.  

No wonder things were so damn painful and slow. 
The chorus this time rang out before the baby’s cry.  

‘It’s a girl!’  
Then the beautiful, welcome cry of a new life. A little 

pink wrinkled 7lb 14oz girl life! Finally, at age 41 I had a 
daughter.  

Paul cut the cord. I was amazed at how efficiently and 
quietly the women all worked together (including my very-
pregnant obstetrician who needed to sit down for the 
delivery). There didn’t seem to be an apparent hierarchy in 
the process: they all seemed to be able to anticipate each 
other’s needs. It was very different from the “obstetrician in 
charge” for my previous two deliveries.  

A girl? What? I was right this time? Paul and I looked 
at one another. Mietta. It was the only name we had agreed 
upon when I was pregnant with Luc. Now we could use it. We 
used my mother’s name Hazel as her second name. My 
mother was thrilled to tears. 

There was no bathing of baby this time. In America, it 
is common practice not to bathe the baby until after the 
umbilical cord drops off. An English friend told me that it 
was considered strange not to have boys circumcised in the 
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US and she was questioned when she requested her boys not 
to be!  

It would make sense that things were different this 
time: our boys were born in the Southern Hemisphere, in the 
afternoon, right-way-up. Our girl was born in the Northern 
Hemisphere, in the morning, wrong-way-up!  

The initial blood tests on baby Mietta were a cause for 
concern and she was monitored closely. Paul and I worried 
about the effects of Strep B as I hadn’t had the antibiotics in 
my system long enough.  

We also worried about the CAT Scan I’d had - we had 
been warned about the higher incidence of leukemia amongst 
in-utero babies exposed to the radiation. Thankfully the white 
blood count registered normal with subsequent tests.  

My time in hospital in Chicago was very lonely. I 
didn’t know if I was left alone because I was a third-time 
mother, or if it was just a different hospital culture - but I felt 
abandoned. Midwives were nice but not as forthcoming as I 
found in Brisbane.  

Unless a direct relative, children were not allowed as 
visitors. The feeling was somewhat quiet and clinical with 
people confined to their rooms. It didn’t appear to be as 
buoyant or joyful as the maternity wing of the Wesley where 
new mums were more inclined to wander about, showing off 
their offspring while stretching their legs.  

I was shocked when I was asked if I planned to 
breastfeed or bottle-feed. In Australia, the assumption was 
made that one would breastfeed unless there was good reason 
not to.  

The standard length of stay, in a private hospital for a 
natural birth is two nights in the US. People are sent home 
before potential visitors are even aware they should visit! 
Mothers are kicked out before their milk “comes in”. No 
wonder breastfeeding is not as prevalent.  
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No follow-up care was offered. This was to be sought 
from a pediatrician for the baby and obstetrician for me. No 
health care centers in this country! I felt very sad for the first-
time mother being so left alone in the daunting process of 
caring for a new life. I was very grateful for my established 
group of friends to rely upon.  

Mietta was a very joyful, responsive and smiley baby. 
She did have problems settling at night - this was resolved 
once she had been diagnosed as a GERD baby and we were 
able to treat the horrible acid reflux she suffered when laying 
down.  

We believe that the steroids given when I went into 
labour at six months are the reason for Mietta’s very loud 
voice!  

Now, as Luc is 9, Nic is 7 and Mietta has just turned 
5, the world of pregnancy and childbirth seems to be such a 
minor part in the big scheme of life. Thankfully we have no 
memory of pain - otherwise the human race would have 
ended long ago ... but I do still find that I wince a little when 
I see childbirth on a TV show or movie.  

New babies bring a little tear to my eye as I remember 
those three momentous days in my life where Paul and I had 
the privilege of welcoming a new life into the world and being 
given the responsibility for its growth and nurture. I wouldn’t 
change a thing.  
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Birth story by Joanna  
 
It was two days before my expected delivery date and I was 
awaiting contractions. I thought reflexology might bring the 
contractions on, so I booked another reflexology 
appointment.  

As I found with my earlier reflexology appointment, it 
was more of a counseling session, with the spiritual therapist 
applying acupressure techniques on my feet and giving gentle 
prompts to get me talking and exploring my feelings about 
giving birth.  

It helped me through a big emotional cleanse as I 
talked about the worries I had about being an ‘ok’ parent. I 
cried for most of the appointments. 

I’d been carrying around a lot of tension because I was 
afraid of what I would experience with the baby’s birth - I was 
still scared after my miscarriage with our first pregnancy, 
amongst other fears of not being good enough. 

I was able to let go, though, while the therapist 
stimulated my bowel (for a clean-out) and my cervix (to ripen 
it for contractions).  

I expected to start feeling contractions within the next 
24 hours. I slept for the rest of the day with my baby 
squirming and knocking its way around inside my belly, it was 
feeling for a way out. I had five very strong Braxton hicks, one 
with backache, but they settled during the day as I slept. Not 
really knowing any of these feelings, I thought these were early 
contractions and the beginning of my labour. 

Three days later it was my expected delivery date and I 
could hardly believe that the baby hadn’t arrived. Why did my 
labour start then stop? I thought. My husband, Tim, and I had 
our appointment with the obstetrician and he measured my 
cervix at 2-3cms dilated. He agreed that labour had possibly 
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begun. We had a scan and saw our baby’s little face! It looked 
like a little boy to me. Now we were really excited! 

I had backache and period pain and I told our 
obstetrician that I wanted to deliver a healthy baby without 
putting the baby at risk. I was afraid of stillbirth. My 
obstetrician quoted the statistics of stillbirth deliveries in 
relation to ‘number of days overdue’ – the further past the 
EDD a woman was, the higher her chance of delivering a 
stillborn. I was getting more afraid, and told him I didn’t 
want to take any chances waiting around.  

He said to me that natural labour doesn’t work for 
everyone – after all, look at the damages from bush fires in 
Australia. ‘Nature isn’t always the best thing,’ he said.  

He was a truly lovely obstetrician and I admired and 
respected his gentle tone and caring manner. So we arranged 
for me to be induced that night, with the expectation of 
birthing the baby by midday the following day. 

Tim and I spent the afternoon shopping for baby 
clothes; packing the car, treating our Rhodesian Ridgeback 
with fresh rib eye fillet, and heading into the hospital after a 
short sleep in bed at home.  

In the hospital, my strong Braxton Hicks continued 
and the nurse checked my baby’s heart rate. She then applied 
a gel to my cervix; it was all very clinical lying there on the bed 
with a nurse prodding and poking.  

I reminded Tim of the list of things I wanted him to 
follow to help us through the labour – exercises, essential oils, 
massages, music, and my meditation recording. We both tried 
to sleep while we waited for the gel to work. 

I woke up early and noticed I was having mild 
contractions, about 2-3 minutes apart and lasting 45 seconds. 
There were just tightening sensations, really. The obstetrician 
said the nurse hadn’t applied the gel correctly the night 
before, and he re-applied the tape to get the labour started.  
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The 2-3 minute apart contractions continued all 
morning and at 11:15am the obstetrician said my cervix was 
still 2-3cms dilated, and was soft and had come forward. ‘I’ll 
be able to break your waters to get things happening faster, if 
that’s ok with you?’ 

‘Definitely,’ I said.  
After that it became quite serious. We walked around 

and up and down stairs. I had a hot shower and sat on the 
exercise ball to ease the pressure of the contractions.  

Tim started looking bored, and began texting a mate. I 
felt left out.  

‘Tim! Get off the phone!’ 
Guilty as charged. He put the phone down and looked 

at me. ‘What do you want me to do?’ he said.  
‘I don’t know’, I said. ‘Maybe light the oil burner, 

change the music or something? I’d probably better do a 
meditation.’ 

We were both really excited, eagerly waiting for good 
stuff to happen. In my mind I was thinking – don’t 2-3 minute 
apart contractions mean the baby is just about ready to come out? 
This has been going for hours already! 

I lay down on the yoga mat Tim had put down for me 
and listened to my meditation (I think Tim pulled his phone 
back out for more texting). I soon realised my contractions 
were slowing down. So I hopped up and started pacing again. 

By about 2pm I was getting tired and the contractions 
were one-to-two minutes apart and lasting for one minute 
each. I thought baby was really close. 

I lay down on the bed as my obstetrician directed his 
gloved hands towards my vagina to check my dilation. It was 
very awkward relaxing my pelvis so he could reach in. Where 
should I look? I chose to focus on Tim and he smiled at me. 

‘You’ve dilated to five centimeters, Joanna. You won’t 
need the oxytocin drip,’ he pulled his hand away. 
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And with that, another painful contraction came on. 
And I wasn’t coping with the contractions anymore. I was 
restless as anything, and my smile was all-but-gone. 

I said, ‘no,’ to my meditation audio when Tim 
suggested it. I didn’t want to relax or meditate, certain that it 
would relax me too much and slow the contractions down. I 
was checking the clock wanting to have the baby now. 

We tried the gas to ease the pain but it didn’t do 
anything except make me really upset. I started 
hyperventilating while crying uncontrollably.  

Tim was getting worried. He helped me calm down by 
guiding me into the shower. The obstetrician ordered the 
anesthetist for an epidural and said to me, ‘you’re going to 
have another five hours of labour before starting the pushing 
phase. You’ll need the epidural.’  

I didn’t want an epidural and pulled myself together. 
When the anesthetist arrived, I told him I could manage so 
long as I stayed in the shower. He left again. 

It felt like time was at a stand-still, but I managed to 
tolerate the contractions for another couple of hours. I stayed 
in the shower washing my legs as membrane and blood came 
out during each contraction. It felt good to push the bloody 
membranes out. But the midwife was telling me not to push.  

By 4.30pm it was absolutely impossible not to push. I 
was moaning and grunting, squatting and bending my legs 
apart, pushing hard. The midwife called the obstetrician. 

My obstetrician came in, lay me down on the bed to 
check me again, and said I was still only six centimeters 
dilated. 

‘You have to stop pushing or you will damage your 
cervix, Joanna,’ he said, gently.  

But it was so hard to control, and so painful! I was in 
this dark clinical room with nothing to focus on except the 
pain, my cramps and my own desperation to finish labour. I 
just wanted the baby to be born.  
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I was again left alone with Tim, and occasionally a 
midwife checked up on me, then a different one as staff shifts 
changed. When she put the monitor on me to check the 
baby’s heart rate, I made a crappy joke, looking for a friendly 
companion to make it a bit more fun. But the new midwife 
seemed uninterested and didn’t even give me advice for 
breathing or relaxing. I remember asking her to hold my hand 
during a contraction and she pretended she didn’t hear me, 
and then left the room. 

For another couple of hours I continued to have 
intense contractions with only a minute between each one.  

I was exhausted, and Tim sat next to me while I lay on 
the bed; I was just waiting for the next contraction to take 
over. After a while I couldn’t find the strength to open my 
eyes between contractions, and during each contraction I 
writhed on the bed, holding my legs together, and moaning 
and crying. 

At 7:30pm the obstetrician opened my legs and with 
his white gloves on, put his two fingers back up my vagina for 
another check. He was sitting there waiting for a contraction 
to finish, and then he urged me to relax my pelvic muscles. 

‘You are eight centimeters, Joanna, well done! But you 
need to stop pushing. The baby’s head is posterior, and it will 
take a while to come down. Let’s give it until 9.30pm, that’s 
another two hours, and then we will check on progress again. 
Ok, Joanna?’ he said.  

By this stage I couldn’t stand the thought of another 
two hours of contracting with a posterior baby that might not 
move down further.  

As the obstetrician took off his gloves, I heard the 
midwives tell him that the woman in the labour ward 
opposite me, who had been induced at the same time last 
night, had given birth to her baby. That really hit a sore spot. 
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I kept zoning out between the contractions; I’d just 
slip into this exhausted nap for a minute or two. Tim would 
pull on my hand, ‘Josie? Wake up! Are you ok?’ 

I had no energy to reply to him. Then I’d groan as 
another contraction started. I was moaning like an animal, 
lying there on my side with my knees together, pulled up to 
my waist, holding onto both of Tim’s hands.  

My body kept pushing and it was a huge effort to not 
open my legs up wide, scream and push! I was struggling in 
my mind, knowing that I wasn’t supposed to push for another 
two hours. No midwife came to give me advice on how I 
should handle the contractions. The midwives simply held the 
monitor on my belly to monitor my baby’s heart rate, which 
was going up, then down, then up, then down. 

Between contractions I whispered, ‘get the doctor 
back. I want a caesarian’.  

My obstetrician came in, sat down next to me and 
said, ‘Joanna, you can continue to labour and possibly have 
this baby out by 9.30pm. If it’s not born by 10pm, it might be 
that we consider doing a caesarian. I can schedule you for 
surgery at 11.30pm.’ 

‘No. I can’t do it,’ I said. ‘I’m worried about our baby. 
It’s stuck. It should have come out by now.’  

Tim was really worried, and said he also wanted the 
caesarian to be scheduled now.  

So we were booked in for a caesarian to take place at 
8:30pm, replacing someone else’s appointment for their pre-
arranged elected caesarian.  

It was 9pm before the nurses even came to prepare 
me, all the while we were becoming more tired and stressed 
with really painful contractions. The pressure was really low 
now and I felt like I was going to poo. I was trying to hold it 
in, so as to not embarrass myself. 

My mum and dad arrived and, for one contraction 
during the preparation for surgery, my dad held my hand. I 



Hospital-Birth Testimonials 77 

saw him tearing-up; I knew he didn’t want to see me like this. 
They left again to wait in the waiting room. 

The nurses prepared me for surgery (as well as they 
could with me ‘zoning out’ on the bed during contractions) 
and helped me into the blue hospital gown. Tim took off my 
rings and fumbled for a place to hide them. 

I had several contractions while being wheeled into 
surgery, and while waiting for the epidural. I was pretty sure I 
had pushed out a poo by then. I didn’t care.  

The epidural took a while to administer. ‘You’re not 
flexing your back enough for me’, he said. They ended up 
putting the needle in during a contraction and that hurt.  

The idea of a needle in my spine had always freaked 
me out. But I focused on the outcome. The epidural worked, 
and the cramps disappeared completely. 

I loved the experience from that point forward. 
Without any pain, I “woke up” and magically regained my 
strength. I looked at Tim and asked him to cheer up – he was 
stressed as anything and had been crying. I was again feeling 
really excited about having a baby. 

To distract us from the surgery and the utensils 
cutting my skin, we chatted about nursery furniture. It was 
only five minutes before the doctors exclaimed, ‘baby’s head is 
wedged tight in there; poor little thing has been stuck … will 
be ok’. 

I felt lots of tugging and knocking around inside my 
tummy, but no pain.  

My obstetrician pulled our baby’s head out with two 
hands cradling it, and another doctor’s hand went under 
baby’s back to lift him out of my stomach – slooooop went a 
sucking sound as baby left the air-tight cavity. 

The two lovely doctors lifted him over the protective 
fabric to my face. I stared. Tim stared. We both giggled. Our 
baby’s tiny face was red as he cried, with his eyes squeezed 
closed. It was such a strange new sound to me. Geez he was 
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little, and he seemed so lost. Is this really my baby? I’ve never seen 
a baby this small before. 

‘Would you like to hold your baby boy?’ My 
obstetrician asked.  

Thank God for him suggesting what we should do! 
Tim and I both reached out to him, and between our four 
hands, we awkwardly lay him on my chest. We stroked his 
arms not knowing how hard we could press, and marveled at 
the little being.   

Then the female pediatrician asked for Tim’s help. 
They carried our baby boy to a table and she helped Tim cut 
the remaining cord.  

A nurse said out loud that it was 9:35pm and we had 
a baby boy. The pediatrician called out to me, ‘will you be 
breastfeeding your baby boy?’  

The reality of breastfeeding this little boy hit me. A boy 
sucking on my nipple?! Wow – ok. 

‘Yes,’ I said. I felt quite stunned about being a mum 
now, but I was also very relieved and happy. Maternal 
intuition then started kicking in and I was getting a protective 
instinct for my baby, like a mama lion, keeping a watchful eye 
on him, getting to know what he looked like from where I was 
lying on the bed. I felt much more mature all of a sudden. 

Tim brought our baby back to me and lay him on my 
chest and sat next to me. We admired him for ten minutes 
while the surgery continued.  

My baby boy recognised me and just gazed into my 
eyes – our beautiful baby boy! He could recognise both our 
voices, as he was soothed when Tim talked. We then told the 
surgical team his name: Dustan Jude.  

Tim nursed Dusty while I was stitched back up and 
wheeled away to the recovery room.  

In the 40 minutes I was gone, Tim helped the 
pediatrician put Dusty under the heater to warm him up. 
They weighed him – 3.65kg, measured him – 50cms tall, and 
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gave him a little clean. My parents watched on excitedly from 
a distance. Tim then wrapped him up and took him to our 
room. 

Meanwhile, I felt really strange lying in a massive 
surgery room all by myself waiting for something to happen. 
The drugs were supposed to be wearing off. Eventually a 
nurse came in, and I looked down and, noticing my stomach 
had shrunk, made a joke that I could see my vagina again! I 
was still obviously high! She ignored me. Embarrassed, I shut 
my mouth. 

When I was wheeled into the room, Tim was rocking 
Dusty in the clear trolley, talking to him softly. He turned to 
me and smiled as I was pushed into the room. 

‘You look so professional,’ I laughed. 
Tim was a different person. He lifted Dusty out of the 

trolley and put him on my chest like an expert.  
Dusty then found his way onto my nipple and had his 

first suckling. He was a natural and I followed his cues. The 
pinching on my nipple felt strange and hurt, but I didn’t even 
look up. This was my new job and it felt right.  

Tim put Dusty to bed, but after half an hour I pulled 
Dusty back out, feeling anxious about being separated. While 
sleeping lightly I stayed blissfully aware of my newborn on my 
chest, his head just lower than my chin. I was absolutely in 
love. 

 The next morning I wrote in my diary … 
 
He is the most special, cutest little boy I have ever seen! He is 
currently sleeping in the trolley next to me, a very good sleeper and 
feeder so far. Last night I fed him for about an hour at 10:30 and 
put him to sleep in his trolley and he was so quiet. But I couldn’t 
resist and pulled him into bed with me and we cuddled for the rest of 
the night. I was sleeping lightly as my muscles kept jerking with 
spasms and Dusty kept waking up with little jolts, but a little kiss or 
stroke and he would fall back asleep. This morning at 5am, Tim 
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woke up and Dusty transferred to Tim for cuddles, which they both 
loved. Then Tim changed his nappy and I gave him another 
breastfeed. I can’t believe how quiet he is! He has been entertaining 
us with sneezes, where he lifts his little clenched fists up to his face – 
achoo! He has blonde hair, a button nose and perfect features; he 
looks just like his daddy. He likes to look into our eyes while we talk 
to him, as if he’s putting a face to the voice he has been hearing for 
so long. 

 I really relied on Tim to look after Dusty, dress him, 
change his nappy, fill out the nurses reports, and take him for 
walks down the hallway, while I stayed in bed recovering from 
the caesarian.  

On the third day in hospital I was able to walk down 
the hallway slowly. I even left Dusty with my sister for half an 
hour, while I visited my gorgeous daughter-dog in the park 
outside. I took Dusty’s little clothes for her to smell.  

 I sat on the grass and held onto my dog and bawled 
my eyes out … all the emotions of having a baby and being a 
new person burst out of me, with the comfort of my dog’s 
brown eyes and reassuring licks.  

I was so glad she was there. I couldn’t wait to go home 
on Day Five to start our life as a family together.  

It felt amazing to be a breast-feeding mum, no longer 
pregnant. My life had changed so quickly! 
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Birth story by Leanie  
 

My birth story is not what I would have expected, as I 
was so positive I would have an epidural or a C-section. My 
labour began at 7am when my membrane and waters broke, 
and at 9am I was taken to the hospital for a check-up. Re-
assured all was going ok, I was sent home with an 
appointment booked in for the inducement at 6.30am the 
following morning. 

Whilst on the way home, my contractions started 
increasing and I was home no longer than two hours before 
returning to the hospital – my back spasms were intensifying. 
I was given ethidine.  

I walked down to the labour ward with my partner 
and midwife where I was settled into my room and we started 
my lavender infusion, which was wonderful.  

The contractions started to get closer and longer - my 
partner thought I was going to break his finger. Because the 
last two hours were very intense, I started on the gas and it 
helped so much. ‘Just suck, suck, suck,’ they said, so I did.  

I visited the shower heaps during the whole process, 
and spent my whole last hour in there. I couldn’t move 
because our baby had started to crown. After the nurses and 
my partner got me standing and a few hard pushes, baby had 
arrived.  

I am so glad I didn’t have the time to receive the 
epidural. The feeling was amazing … over-bearing, but worth 
it.  

I was then walked to the bed for a couple of stitches, 
and after my partner cut the umbilical cord, and having skin 
to skin time, we walked up to the ward.  

This was my first pregnancy and I will definitely enter 
my next pregnancy with a more open mind to what my body 
can handle. My labour took six and a half hours, and my 
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whole pregnancy and labour wasn’t all as painful as I thought 
it would have been. I now know why so many people want the 
drugs and why so many people choose the natural way as well.  

All I can suggest is to go with an open mind and relax 
through the process, and most of all enjoy the experience as 
much as you can.  
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Birth story by Natalia  
 

'I’m so over this!' I thought to myself. It was another 
day at work, and although I had it 'easy' at work, I was huge at 
this stage and I was over being pregnant. 

That day was Friday, and I was cleaning up after the 
children had finished their lunch. I was on my feet all day, 
resting here and there, but working in childcare there really is 
no rest. I enjoyed my job, but as the days, weeks and months 
went by, I was slowly getting over it. I'm short in stature, and 
my belly had exceeded its length and weight. 'Natalia, you're 
huge!' is what I would hear all the time.  

I had only six weeks left of my pregnancy, and only 
two more weeks left of work before starting maternity leave. I 
was counting down the days as I was going to have a whole 
month off and I was planning on doing nothing - I was really 
looking forward to it.  

But of course, I put it out there in the universe - I was 
over being pregnant.  

Saturday came. My mum had been in hospital on the 
Gold Coast for a tooth operation. I went and saw her with my 
sister, Tatiana, that morning. She was due to leave that 
afternoon and go home to Brisbane.  

Having lunch with Gareth and Tatiana, I was 
contemplating going to Brisbane with my mum, just for the 
drive. I was feeling really tired that day and decided not to - 
looking back I'm so glad I didn't. After lunch we did some 
shopping and finally we headed home and I was ready for a 
nap.  

When I woke up from my nap, I was feeling hot, so I 
decided to hop in the shower. That's when it all happened. 

The thing about being pregnant is that you don't 
know how it's going to be, or how you’re going to give birth. 
You don't know what to expect with any part of it. During the 
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three years it took me to get pregnant, I got told by the 
specialist doctor that the only way for me to fall pregnant 
would be IVF.   

I had miscarried prior to this and it was one of the 
saddest moments in my life. Gareth and I were saddened by 
the news, as we were so happy to have a family. When I 
miscarried it was a day after his birthday. We both cried that 
night.  

Gareth and I wanted to be parents so much that when 
we were told that I had low egg count and probably had to do 
IVF, we decided to take a break from it and if so, try any form 
of natural procedures to fall pregnant. When we were told 
that we couldn't possibly have a baby naturally, we were both 
upset.  

But we decided to not worry about it until we got back 
from Fiji, and to enjoy his sister’s wedding there. That's when 
I fell pregnant naturally. I was very lucky.  

So it was a hot Saturday and I had hopped into the 
shower, and I really needed to wash my hair. In the movies 
they portray it as a gushing of water. One that just escapes 
from in-between a woman's legs and gushes all over 
dramatically. I can now safely say that it’s not always so 
dramatic. 

As soon as I stepped into the shower, a warm liquid 
from in between my legs ran down and down and down. I 
knew it was my water breaking as I had just gone to the toilet. 
I could do two things at this stage: 1) wake Gareth up from 
his sleep and stress him out, or two) shower and wash my 
hair, then call out to him. So I did what anyone in my 
position would do - I decided to shower and wash my hair. I 
didn't feel any pain, so I thought that would be the better 
option - my hair was really dirty. So I quickly showered then 
called out to him.  

‘Gareth, Gareth. Wake up,’ I yelled. But not too 
loudly, trying not to stress him out. He opened the bathroom 
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door and I told him what had happened and not to stress, 
because I wasn't stressed. Being the chill-out guy he is known 
for, he, of course, stressed.  

We rang the hospital and I was admitted straight 
away. With six weeks left, I did not have my bags packed, and 
had to do it quickly before going to hospital. This is now one 
thing I tell people to do early, as you never know when you 
could have your baby.  

Once we were in hospital, we decided not to let our 
parents know, as we didn't want them being worried about it.  

Once I was lying in hospital I was three centimetres 
dilated. I had no contractions at this stage, so I was put in a 
room and the nurses were going to monitor me all night.  

I was very lucky as my ObGyn was on call that 
weekend and I was the only one having a baby. There were no 
other patients. So my ObGyn was with me the whole time. 
She informed me that if I wasn't to have contractions 
naturally, that I was going to be induced. I was induced.  

The pain came slowly. I was on a drip to start the 
inducing process. I had never felt so much pain as the one I 
felt during this time. But I knew the pain would be one of the 
best pains in my life – a pain where something good would 
come out of it, in the end. I remember the midwife in our 
birthing class saying, 'this is a good pain, this is a good pain,' 
and I kept reciting this to myself.  

Gareth was there, holding my hand. I remember way 
before this telling him not to talk to me during this time, but 
once again I needed to hear his voice.  

I needed him to hold my hand and tell me to breathe 
in and out, to soothe me. I found this to be really comforting. 
The gas helped. It took the pain away; or it made me forget 
about it. Either way, it was great.  

The pain increased. The doctor induced me to the 
furthermost point of inducing. Then I had to stop the gas, as 
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it was time to push. I pushed for 15 minutes towards the end 
of it and it was the hardest thing I'd ever done.  

I closed my eyes during the whole pushing process and 
concentrated on the pushing, the pain - all of it. I kept 
thinking in my head that it was a good pain, and that I had 
more knowledge about it, that I didn't need or want any 
drugs. I just wanted the baby out!  

With one last push, Jasmine Juanita was out! I didn't 
cry when I saw her, I was relieved, happy, and so overwhelmed 
by it all. I couldn't believe what just happened! I had six weeks 
left! Thankfully, Jasmine was in great form considering she 
was premature. This beautiful surprise was beautiful. She was 
tiny. She was all mine.  

Jasmine had to be in hospital for three weeks 
following her birth, as she needed time to grow and learn how 
to eat.  

Six weeks is a really long time for a baby to be out 
from their comforting womb and be faced with this big world. 
Those days were the hardest for me as I had the hormonal 
emotions of just having had a baby, to the emotional time 
that I couldn't have my baby home with me yet.  

Gareth and I were the happiest people once she was 
home. We would never leave her side again.  

But of course, once she was home, reality set in.  
Five months on, Jasmine was doing great. She was 

growing and every day I loved her more and more.  
I tell people that the first two months were the 

hardest, as you have this new little person in your life that 
you're all trying to get to know, and she's getting to know you 
as well. We overcame that and love being together; I can now 
say that I am a proud parent. 
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Birth story by Nicole  
 
It was February 28th 2003 when I found out I was pregnant 
with my first child. I was so excited, and a little worried 
because just two months before, I had lletz (large loop excision 
of the transformation zone) done on my cervix due to cancer 
cells growing on my cervix. 

The doctor said that they would monitor the cervix as 
the pregnancy progressed. 

During a scan at 24 weeks, a doctor said that it looked 
like I had dilated. He sent me home and said that if I got 
cramps or bleeding then I should go back in straight away.  

 I went in the next day for an appointment with the 
obstetrician and when she gave an examination of the cervix, 
she stated that I was two centimeters dilated and she rushed 
me to the hospital to get my cervix stitched up. I had a spinal 
instead of a general because I wanted to hear and see 
everything that was going on.  

The next day I was sent home and told to rest as much 
as possible, which I did.  

By week 26, my waters broke and Steve rushed me to 
the Gold Coast Hospital, where I was examined and told 
what I already knew. The doctor sent me to the Royal 
Women’s Hospital in Brisbane. I remember waiting for a 
doctor, and a theatre nurse came in and told me that they 
would take out a stitch and I would probably go into labour 
that night.  

I was horrified and balling my eyes out. I knew the 
chances of my baby dying were about 50-50 and I felt so 
afraid. Then the doctor walked in and told me that I could be 
part of a trial going on … he asked if they could keep the 
stitch in, so I could take part in the trial. I agreed even before 
he told me about it. The trial meant I would need to have an 
injection once a week of either saline solution or steroid. I 
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was not told which one I would get, but I was just happy to 
keep my baby inside for as long as I could.  

 Week by week went by, and I drank three litres of 
water every day because I was told it would keep me hydrated 
while baby didn’t have much fluid around it. 

Finally I made it to week thirty in the gestational 
period. I was told that bubs now had an 80% chance of 
survival and I felt great relief. 

At thirty weeks and three days, I started getting 
contractions. I remember the nurse giving me panadol and 
leaving the room. I was like - get me another nurse! I was lucky 
to get the most caring and funny midwife, then.  

The doctor came and had to take out my cervical 
stitch while I was having contractions. I think it was more 
painful than the actual birth. The nurse asked me for Steve’s 
number and I remembered he was at my parents’ place 120 
km away. I was amazed by how fast he got to me. I’m glad he 
didn’t get a speeding fine that night.  

It was a three-hour labour. I remember holding the 
baby up and saying, 'Oh wow! It’s a boy! We have a little boy!'  

He wasn’t breathing very well so they took him away, 
and after 30 minutes I got up and saw him in a humidicrib. 
He was so cute, with blonde hair and the most gorgeous face. 
I was so proud of him … and nearly ten years later I am still so 
proud of him! I love you Michael. 
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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. 
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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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Birth Story By ………………………………….… 
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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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