
Ari’s Birth 

*You can read this story in 2 different ways: one version at a time or both side by side through the time line* 

Mom’s Version 

Dad’s Version 

  10/31/14 
It was Halloween and we had already passed your due date by a week. 
I knew that it was normal to go past 40 weeks but at 41 weeks I was 
starting to get nervous. In the months before you were born your dad 
and I spent the time preparing for your arrival. We decided that we 
wanted a natural birth at a birthing center and we found the perfect 
place. However if I was still pregnant at 42 weeks I would have to be 
transferred to a hospital. In my anticipation to meet you and in my fear 
of ending up at the hospital your dad could tell that I needed to relax. 
He sat down with me and told me that no matter what happened, 
birthing center or hospital we would be meeting our little boy within 
the next week. After our conversation I took a bath to help me focus 
on what he had said. He was right, the fear over what I could not 
control was not going to help you get to us sooner. I went to bed that 
night feeling more at ease.  
  11/1/14 
Releasing my fear and relaxing must have been what I needed because 
the next morning I woke up with a couple signs of early labor. I did my 
best to keep from getting too excited because I wasn't having any real 
contractions yet and I knew that early labor could last for days. When 
your dad woke up we went on a walk to see if we could give the labor 
a kick start. By the end of our walk I was having contractions, but 
nothing too strong so we decided to go grocery shopping.  I'll never 
forget the look of joy and excitement on your dads face as I was 
leaning on the grocery cart and moaning through contractions. In my 
mind I thought that I was being discreet and quiet, later your dad told 
me that the looks I was getting were pretty comical.  

11/1/14 
It was November 1st, 8 days past our due date. The worry of having to go 
to the hospital weighed heavily on our minds. That and endless calls 
from our family with the question “Is he here yet?” Yes family, he’s here 
and we decided not to tell anyone?!!? Really? When I woke up I think 
she knew it was the day, but I couldn’t really comprehend. It was the 
last day of my life that I would not be a father. She told me she was 
having contractions but they were not too strong or consistent. From 
our classes I knew that contractions could last for days and I did not 
want to get my hopes too high. So we went to the park. We did the curb 
walks, squats and lunges. Nothing was really doing the trick. I figured we 
shouldn’t rush it. So we went to get some groceries. I will never forget 
the looks she got while moaning through contractions at the grocery 
store. It was happening but in my mind it was still days away. 



Mom’s Version Dad’s Version 
  11/1/14   
When we got home your dad made me the perfect lunch, chicken 
parmesan, and then he got ready for work. He wanted to stay home 
with me, but I assured him that my contractions were still not 
consistent enough. So he went off to work and I took a nap. When I 
woke up my contractions were stronger, but they were still really far 
apart. So I distracted myself by calling some family and friends. 
 
Throughout the evening I kept your dad updated by texting him my 
progress. He told me to tell him when the contractions started to hurt 
and I told him that they all hurt, they were contractions after all. I 
think he was nervous that I was alone and that I was just putting on a 
brave face so after that exchange he informed me that he was on his 
way home.  
 
When your dad got home he tried to help me eat a little but I couldn't 
keep anything down. So he helped me relax through contractions and 
he started to time them. After an hour or so he told me that he 
thought we should call the birthing center before it got too late. When 
we reached Leslie, the midwife on call, we found out that she was out 
celebrating with the other four midwives. I remember thinking that it 
was so cool that they would all know that I was in labor and that they 
would be sending their energy my way. Leslie told us that she would 
like my contractions to be closer together and more consistent and to 
call her back in an hour and a half. So your dad and I used that time to 
make sure everything was ready to go to the birthing center and we 
took a shower to pass the time.  
After the hour and a half was up there still wasn't any progression in 
my contractions, but Leslie told us to head in anyway.  

11/1/14  
It was 3:00 in the afternoon and I had to go into work. I left and I 
wasn’t very worried, like I said in my head we were still days away. I 
was getting text updates and a few calls. Finally around 7:00 pm I said 
to call me if they start hurting very badly. She responded saying 
“well, they hurt badly now and they are about 5 minutes apart.” 5 
MINUTES APART!!! PAIN!!??? I was going to leave work when they 
were seven to eight minutes apart! Days later my customers told me I 
left with a look of horror on my face racing out the door. I got home to 
a very bizarre scenario. Here is my tiny 5 foot, 41 week pregnant wife, 
going through contractions cool as a cucumber. She had a low serene 
moan as she pushed through each contraction. No freak outs, no 
screaming and yelling like I had it envisioned in my mind. I had 
pictured every 1980’s movie of a lady screaming while the husband 
races her in a wheelchair. Here was my beautiful wife and we were 
going to have a baby. So we started timing the contractions together. 
They were still inconsistent. So we started to do the Bradley chart of 
things to get this baby on the move. After a little trial and error, we 
found what worked best for us and the most comfortable. 
  
After some maneuvering we got the contractions on a steady beat. We 
called the birth center, it was Leslie on tonight! Great, we loved all the 
midwives but Leslie was the one at our first appointment and it felt 
very serendipitous. She said that she was hanging out with the other 
midwives and that when we felt ready we could go into the birth 
center. I remember thinking how cool it was that she was with the 
other midwives and I knew they would be sending us their positive 
thoughts. So off we went. 
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Mom’s Version Dad’s Version 

I was nervous because I knew that the car ride was going to be hard 
on me because I get car sick easily and I was already nauseous from 
the labor and I didn't want to make the trip more than once. I was 
right too, that car ride was the worst part of my labor but luckily we 
didn't have to make the trip more than once.  
 
 
 
When we arrived Leslie checked me and I was dilating from five 
centimeters to six and we were admitted. She suggested that 
because it was late and since your dad and I seemed sleepy that we 
should try to get some rest. So we headed upstairs and crawled into 
bed. We were able to lay down but we didn't get much rest. My 
contractions were getting stronger and you dad was with me in every 
moment trying to help me relax and stay focused. Within a few hours 
he got some backup, our friend Linh came to help out in any way she 
could. 
 
 
After some time in bed Leslie suggested to maybe try walking, 
lunging, or any movement to help get the contractions closer 
together. I remember that there was a circular rug at the top of the 
stairs and I was walking/lunging around it. It was as if I was doing the 
dance of labor and leaning on your dad for comfort between the 
dances. I know that I was tired and each contraction brought some 
pain, but I remember feeling peace all around me in the late hours of 
the night. 
 
 

The car ride was soooo intense. It seemed that with every slight bump 
and turn I was torturing my wife. Now, we were very set on an all 
natural birth, but as I drove it seemed that every hospital and Care 
now was yelling at me to pull over and deliver there. That wasn’t going 
to happen. We pulled into the birthing center and again as if jumping 
through some vortex that took me into different worlds. There stood 
Leslie. The house seemed so peaceful and quiet. Like the ground itself 
was awaiting our arrival.  
 
She examined her right away. YES! She was dilated! I couldn’t take 
another car ride home if we were not ready to have this baby. We 
went up stairs and got comfortable. Now through all of this my wife 
kept her very steady low moan. I kept thinking, who is this woman?  
  
 
 
 
 
 
So we started again with the motions of trying to get the contractions 
going. We did stairs, we did squats, lunges, rolled on a ball, and 
we walked in circles squatting with each step. After a couple of hours 
of this our friend / nurse / make shift doula showed up. We rotated 
taking turns massaging my wife. We repeated continuous words of 
encouragement, and filled the room with love. I think it was because 
she was in so much pain that she didn’t mind the repetitiveness of it 
all. On a regular day or for anyone not going through labor I probably 
sounded like the worst broken record ever!  
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As time went on I continued my labor dance and I would alternate 
to rotating on the birthing ball. At some time before the sun came 
up Leslie checked my progress and I was at 8 centimeters. I know 
that your dad snuck in a quick fifteen minute nap and before I 
knew it, it was morning.  
 
 
   
 
 

11/2/14 
At 8 a.m. Leslie was no longer on call and at 9 a.m. Linh had to 
leave so she could make it to work. Your dad and I felt sad to see 
them go because they had helped us get through the night without 
getting to meet you. However, with the shift change we had the 
birthing nurse, Porsha and we got to have two of the midwives, Teri 
and Amy. Teri was still in her orientation with the birthing center so 
Amy was there to observe and help where she was needed.  
Once everyone was settled in Teri wanted to check my progress. I 
was still at 8 centimeters, so she suggested breaking my water. 
After breaking my water Teri was able to feel your head and she 
told us that your head was engaged slightly crooked. So she sent 
me to the stairs to do lunges at each contraction to try and help 
reposition your head. After a while of doing this Teri checked in on 
us and said that your dad and I looked exhausted and suggested we 
lie down and try to rest.  
Your dad said that we both fell asleep for about fifteen minutes, 
then I woke up with back to back contractions that were very 
painful. I told your dad that I had to go to the bathroom and once 
we got there I got another wave of intense contractions. Your dad 
realized that I was in transition and he got Teri. I told Teri that I had 
to go to the bathroom and she told me that it was time to have my 
baby.  
 

The night dragged on and it seemed we were not making any progress. 
I know from classes to expect the unexpected and no birth goes 
exactly to plan. So I kept my thoughts positive. One goal- Deliver this 
baby in the birth center. I would not dare to leave her side. If she was 
going to the bathroom, so was I. If she needed to walk then so did I. I 
wanted to be as big of a part of this birth as possible. The hours 
continued to drag on and morning was approaching. I was getting tired 
and I wasn’t going through labor! How is she doing this! She continues 
with the slow low moans. She never complained, not once. Who is this 
woman?! 
  11/2/14 
As morning approached, it was the end of Leslies shift. Teri and Amy 
arrived and swooped in. There was definitely a change of energy. It 
may have been mostly in my head but it seemed with them coming in 
that we were that much closer to being transferred. I didn’t let her 
know that those thoughts were in my head, and if she had any 
negative thoughts like that, I would have never known. It turned out 
that the baby's head was turned the wrong way and it was up to us to 
get him back into place. We decided to lie down and rest a while. I 
woke up, I couldn’t have fallen asleep more than 10 minutes but I was 
so disappointed in myself. How dare I sleep while my wife labors on? I 
looked up and she was asleep too. I felt less guilty. She woke up not 
minutes after. She had to go to the bathroom. As she sits down on the 
toilet here comes the contractions! One, after another, after another. 
Super intense! I tell her we have to go back to the bed, but she says 
she has to pee. I call for Teri and she comes running in. It’s go time. I 
didn’t realize until later that it was transition. All those classes telling 
me exactly what I actually experience and I still don’t know it when 
we’re there.  
 



Mom’s Version Dad’s Version 

 
  11/2/14 
When I got back in the room Amy and Porsha joined us and Teri told 
me to start pushing when I had my next contraction. I had your dad 
standing next to me on my right, Porsha sitting on the bed next to me 
on my left and Teri and Amy in front of me. By this time I was worn 
out, but each time I started to push the four of them erupted with 
excitement and encouragement that gave me energy.   
 
After awhile Porsha said that she needed to go and I didn't 
understand, I thought 'why would you leave now?!' She wasn't really 
leaving, Teri told me that Porsha just had a baby and that she needed 
to go pump and Porsha reassured me that she would be back in 
time.  So we continued on without her for a bit, but once she was 
back in the room it dawned on me that the three women 
surrounding me were all mothers. I was able to use their love and 
strength as well as the love and strength of your dad to keep me 
going.  
 

   11/2/14 
We get back to bed and she is fully dilated. We are finally ready to start 
pushing! So it has probably been the longest 24 hours of our life and 
now my poor little wife has to push a baby out of her. But she is like a 
machine! Doing everything that is asked of her. She is pushing and 
pushing and still no sign of baby. Now after about 45 -50 minutes of 
this Teri and Amy and now with the assistance of the wonderful nurse 
Porsha, they ask her to stand up and hang on to the post and when 
she gets a contraction to squat down and push. In my head I scream! 
Hasn’t she been through enough?!  Can’t she just lie down and rest!? 
And there goes my beautiful wife without a word or a thought and 
gets up and grabs on to the post. With me right behind her, she squats 
with every contraction, pushing as hard as she can. After a while she 
lays back down.  



Mom’s Version Dad’s Version 

We settled into a rhythm of me pushing then listening to your 
heartbeat in between contractions. Everyone in the room kept telling 
me that you would be here soon and that with each push I was 
making progress. Then with the next check of your heartbeat we 
heard that it had slowed down. Teri looked up at me and said that 
she knew that I didn't have any contractions but I needed to push 
and that I couldn't stop pushing until you were here. I did exactly as 
she said and you were born at 12:47 in the afternoon.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Your dad was able to help deliver you and I held you against my 
chest. Your breathing was on the wet side so after your dad cut the 
umbilical cord they suctioned you lungs. Then we got to enjoy our 
brand new family of three.  
I know that your dad was very proud of me. Throughout the whole 
experience he kept saying that I was amazing. I have to admit that I 
was amazed with myself as well. I didn't let fear or pain take over 
and I knew that I could trust in myself with the help of your dad and 
the wonderful midwives to get you here. And now that you are here 
you're the one that is amazing.  

A head is poking out!!!!! We are making progress. More contractions 
and more pushing. It was like a beautiful melody hearing our baby’s 
heart beat over the monitor between contractions. We seem to be 
making some progress but still no full head out. Porsha puts the 
monitor to her belly and I know we both hear it. The heart has slowed 
down.  
  
I have a gush of feeling hit me like a brick but I don’t say a thing. Just 
the continuous words of encouragement. Teri looks up at her and says 
“I know you are not having contractions but you have to push”. It was 
like she had this energy that she had stored up for her entire life that 
no one knew about and she was waiting to use it for just this 
moment. We were surrounded by love. I could feel the strength and 
feeling from these women encouraging my wife. She started pushing. 
Pushing and screaming. She did not stop pushing until our little boy 
came out of her. I don’t know how long that last push was. Time 
ceased to exist. The only thing that now existed was our family. Our 
beautiful 7 lb 15 and ½ ounce boy was born at 12:47 in the afternoon.  
  
 
 
I did a lot to prepare for that day. I thought I knew all that I could. I had 
taken the classes, read the books. I knew that on that day I would 
meet my son. But there was something that I could never prepare 
myself for. Something that I didn’t know could happen. It was on that 
day that I met my wife. I never truly knew her before that day. I could 
never imagine the strength and courage this little woman in my life 
had. Throughout that night I was brought to tears thinking about how 
strong she was. She was and continues to be strong and an inspiration 
to my life. It was that day that we found our family. 
  


