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 Holiday Schedule  
Wed 26th ½ day close at 12:00 

Thurs 27th CLOSED 
 

Effective 10/13/14 an $80 
deposit will be required to 

book a first OB appointment.  
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Best Birthing Center Nominee 

We’re nominated for the Best 
Birthing Center in DFW! This year 

voting for best midwife has 
changed and is now a “write in” 
category if you’d like to vote for 

one of our ABC midwives. 
 

The Best for Moms & Babies 
survey opened for voting on 

Monday, October 27 and will close 
Sunday, November 23.  

 
Go to www.dfwchild.com to vote!  

 
Thank you for your support! 



10/1 Annabel (1) 11/3 Hollis (3) 

Happy (belated) Birthday to these 
sweet ABC sisters!  

Sorry mom for the delay ;)  



28th Zoë Saige (1)  

12th Canon (1) 

13th Madison Piper (1) 



Please submit birthday announcements, birth stories, ask the midwife questions, and other 
newsletter tips to info@allenbirthingcenter.com with “for the newsletter” in the subject line.  

Events 

Mamas, capture your precious baby bump and family before 
your new little one arrives. Laura Stiller, of still:life 

photography and an ABC mama, is offering mini-maternity 
and mini-family sessions exclusively to ABC families just in 

time for holiday cards.  

Our CNM Teri Mitchell will be a speaker at the Tarrant County 
Birth Network monthly meeting November 20th regarding 
circumcision. The meeting will be held at 7:00 pm at the 

University of North Texas Health Science Center.  
For more information visit www.tcbirthnetwork.org/ 



I don’t think there is anything that could 
have prepared me for having two 

children. I was a preschool gymnastics 
instructor, substitute teacher, an aunt 
since I was thirteen, babysat all ages 

and I even nannied for two young kids. 
It was still not enough to equip me. Yet, 
there I was pregnant with baby number 
two. I hope this story of our journey will 

not only make someone smile, but be 
an encouragement to those who have 

experienced the same joy and overcome 
the trials that my family and I have 

overcome. 

Annabelle’s Birth 

There are very few people who know the intimate details of my first pregnancy with my 
daughter Dylann Brooke. In all honesty, I was left feeling very dehumanized and stripped of 
dignity when all was said and done. Not to mention, I was overtaken by guilt from day one. 
Looking back, I know it was the Enemy that I allowed to make me feel that way, but it was 
still not easy to overcome. Firstly, Dustin was finishing his clinical rotations for physical 
therapy school and was gone for two thirds of it. I missed my best friend. Secondly, I was 
made to feel as though my pregnancy was nothing but an inconvenience for my 
surrounding peers at the time. 
A few days after a digital Clear Blue test smacked me in the face with the word “pregnant,” 
I sat down to tell my boss. I was teaching preschool gymnastics at the time, and they were 
desperate for a consistent staff. Her exact words to me were, ”Oh no…” She then, of 
course, came back with a very forced, ”Oh I mean congratulations!” Guilt. I felt nothing but 
guilt. Needless to say, I sat in my car and cried on my lunch break. 
My boss was then told by her manager to cut my hours to part time, and I did not find out 
until I was told by the district manager I was going over hours. Long story short, I took a 
nanny position during my second and most of my third trimester. Very soon, I phased out of 
nannying, and the last six weeks was nothing but a waiting game. 
For one reason or another, our doctor decided to induce three days prior to my sweet 
baby’s due date. I was so anxious to meet her. I was confined to a hospital bed for a while 
before they actually started the Pitocin, and I wasn’t given a lot of explanation or even told 
about my options. Knowing what I know now, they were reasons that could not be justified. 
I was just so ready to meet my baby, that I just tried to stay focused on being grateful for a 
healthy baby and a smooth pregnancy. 
Unfortunately, I did not handle being confined to labor in a hospital bed with very much 
tact. In fact, I hated it. I was surrounded by family and friends, but knowing there were 
people in the waiting room left me feeling guilty as well. Not to mention, an entire social 
media universe was waiting on the tips of its toes.  I was told by my doctor I had until 11:00 
PM until they would do a cesarean. I was never given a reason why. At 10:26 PM, I finally 
reached ten centimeters. Then, there she was. Perfect. She was exactly the baby girl I had 
dreamed of and I was over taken by unconditional love. 
 



I wish I could say the guilt washed away from there, but it did not as quickly as I prayed. The emotions from 
my pregnancy frustration had finally bottled up, and after days in the hospital and shift changes of nurses 
and doctors, coming in my room at midnight every night, I finally hit my emotional breaking point. They 
were, of course, just doing their job, but I was just so worn out. I felt as though I had no control. 
I did fall into postpartum depression for several months and sought out professional counseling. It took 
some time, but I soon gained the confidence I needed to be a mommy. Now, I am grateful for everything 
God taught me through that time, and I have since been able to hold the hand of other mommies facing the 
same guilt and emotional exhaustion. 
With all of that said, that only prefaces the journey we would soon embark upon with our second baby. 
There I was again with two little pink lines that once again, would shake my world. Dustin and I knew we 
wanted to take a completely different route than the first pregnancy. First of all, we decided to not find out 
the gender to help combat any guilt or disappointment. Besides, it was way more fun not knowing! We also 
toyed with the idea of a home birth, but soon were referred to a wonderful place called Allen Birthing 
Center. All of our prayers had been answered and pointed us in this direction. 
I remember driving up to ABC-a gorgeous victorian style house-and immediately I felt at home. I will be 
forever grateful for my prenatal care from four midwives who still have a special place in my heart. They 
also pointed me to the Bradley Method course for birthing classes. I still have no doubt God knew what He 
was doing, because the classes were only a mile from our house. My instructor, Jennifer Wade, soon 
became my doula as well she helped me piece together a birth plan that allowed me to verbalize and 
envision what I had in mind, but staying open minded as well. 
Then I was full term. Nine months had flown by and I had fallen in love with every flutter, kick, flip, and 
punch from the precious life growing inside me. On my thirty-nine week appointment, I did not receive the 
news I wanted to hear. My midwife told me I was only one centimeter and Baby Montgomery was still 
posterior (sunny side up). Even though I could birth that way, I knew it could be painful because they often 
turn during labor. She suggested to go home and do a lot of pelvic rocking and bounce on a yoga ball to see 
if that would help the baby turn to the anterior position. I drove away feeling contractions the whole way 
home, but I knew it could be days, or even weeks. 
That night, I gave into waiting. I had suspicions I was in pre-labor, but Braxton Hicks contractions had been 
my BFF for weeks. My wonderful mom was in town to help me until the baby was born, so she sent me and 
Dustin on a date night. I wanted salsa. A lot of salsa. I decided the consequences of acid reflux were worth it 
at this point. While leaving the restaurant, the contractions set in again, but I disregarded them. We went to 
a movie, and I got my beloved buttered popcorn. What was another few pounds, right? 
During the movie, I felt Baby M turn from the posterior position. My spine was being compressed with 
every contraction and all I could do was lift off of my seat and breathe through it. I was told that I would 
recognize real labor when the environment around me began to irritate me, so I got out my iPhone and 
began timing contractions. They were eight minutes apart. There was no point in leaving the movie, so we 
stayed for most of it, but decided to go home and get some rest. 
At 11:00 PM, I got in the bathtub and watched Parenthood on Netflix to stay relaxed. I was able to fall 
asleep off and on throughout the night, but I remember waking up at 3:30 AM from a dream about pain. I 
got back in the tub and wrapped a warm, wet towel around me to subside the contractions, but by 5:30 
AM, Dustin and I both went downstairs. I texted my doula and told her I would keep her posted. 



I finally called my midwife at 7:30 AM. She told me to stay hydrated, and to come in whenever just go get 
checked. At 11:30 AM (fourteen hours after acknowledging I was in pre-labor) we arrived at Allen Birthing 
Center, but not before stopping for donuts. I had to have donuts. My contractions were now three to four 
minutes apart. The midwife on call, Carol Bunker, told me some devastating news. I was only at three 
centimeters. How was that possible? Looking back, I realize that I had not given into labor and was still 
trying to stay in control of the pain. She suggested going to the park to walk, but of course, I chose Target 
instead. 
When the doors of Super Target opened, my senses were over loaded and the contractions came two 
minutes part. I had crossed over into full-blown labor. The lights were too bright, the people were too 
loud, and I had to walk away from the cafe because it smelled too strongly. I stumbled to the restroom and 
then somehow found myself in the baby aisle. I could feel the baby moving down. I remembered that 
every Target has a display rocking chair and I sat down, and lifted off with every contraction. 
Dustin decided we needed leave, but in my mind, I was very discouraged because I thought it would still 
be hours. I had a lot of self doubt. We made it back to the ABC around 12:45 PM and I was then at six 
centimeters! I threw my arms around Dustin out of joy because of the progress and my midwife asked me 
if I would like to get in the warm water. Why yes, yes I did. 
The nurse began filling up the tub, but it wasn’t heating as quickly as I needed it. I rocked in the rocking 
chair there for a while, but finally curled up in the bed hoping for relief. Dustin was by my side the whole 
time, but I was relieved when Jen, my doula, walked through the door. I had started to hyperventilate, but 
instead of telling me to breathe, she simply just breathed with me, setting a pattern. Instead of telling me 
to relax, she just laid her hand gently where I was tensing. With every contraction she reminded me that it 
was bringing my baby closer and helped me to remember that they were moving my baby down. My baby 
was moving down. Oh boy, as soon as I realized it, I couldn’t take it anymore. 
She suggested to get on my feet, and I was terrified because the contractions were double peaking, and 
one minute apart. Somehow, it brought relief. I went to the bathroom and the only sentence I could 
mutter was, ”I need to push.” Carol came in and with complete relaxation and confidence she said, ”Yep, 
ten centimeters, 100%! Do you want to get in the tub?” 
I did want to get in the tub, but as soon as I rolled over to stand up, I said, ”No I need to push now.” Jen 
told me to give a push, but no one was expecting what happened next. I let the contraction finally do its 
job and I felt the bag of water come out first. Carol ran over and with excited yelled, ”Oh my look at that!” 
She let me feel the bag and told me one more push. Then there SHE was! 
Annabelle Hope Montgomery was born on April 3rd, at 2:10 PM. She was five pounds, one ounce and a 
teeny eighteen and a half inches long. She was born in caul (in the bag of water). I never made it to the 
birthing tub, but I was perfectly content and amazed at how in tune I felt with my body and having the 
instinct to know I needed to push. I was in awe of God’s goodness and His faithfulness to provide the 
experience I had so fervently prayed. 
After gushing and swooning over little miss Annabelle for a few hours at the birthing center, we were 
cleared to go home. I felt so liberated and the fact that I was able just to get up and walk out the door was 
relieving. We got home in time to eat dinner with my parents and I even got to put big sister Dylann to 
bed that night. 
I have never looked back on my experience of our nine month journey with Annabelle Hope. All of the 
guilt from my first pregnancy has washed away, and I am able to fully enjoy this season of my life with my 
two little girls. With parenting, there will always be guilt and frustration, but there is also healing and so 
much joy. I hope this will be an encouragement to anyone who has ever felt guilt or been faced with 
postpartum depression, and I would love to hear your story. Just remember that worry and guilt do not 
come from our Father above and His mercies and goodness are new every morning. 
“Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not let your hearts 
be troubled and do not be afraid.” John 14.27                  
      - Jenna and Dustin -  


