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Early on a Sunday morning, I began spotting. I tried to return to sleep, but to no avail. I lay there, wide awake, waiting for the tell-tale cramping to begin. Nothing happened. Finally, about midday, I paged my doctor to see what I should do. You see, I was two weeks away from my due date with my first son. I was nervous and unsure of what to expect. My doctor never called me back. After several more pages that went unanswered, I called the obstetrics floor at the hospital to see what I should do. They asked me to come to the hospital and to bring my bag. At the hospital, I was told that I was indeed in labor. I was quickly attached to a fetal monitor and given an IV, and was not allowed to move for the next twelve hours. 
As you can guess, this method of childbirth is neither natural nor reassuring; but it is efficient for hospitals. Every intervention was used to “hurry me along”; my bag was broken, pitocin was added to my IV, I was given oxygen and fetal monitoring when the baby’s heart rate began to dip. I was given an epidural, a catheter, and goodness knows what else. Every hour, something new was done to me, never asking me what I wanted. Finally, I was told that the doctor on call had a procedure to perform. I either had to deliver “now” or wait for her to return in a few hours. Well, at the nurses urging, I gave birth “now.” An hour of directed pushing necessitated an episiotomy. 
My son was healthy and beautiful. He was taken from me to be pricked, prodded and prettied up, before being returned to me in a sanitized bundle.  While filling out paperwork after the delivery, the nurse was shocked to find that I was in my late twenties. She had thought I was a teenage mother, and apologized for her pushy attitude towards me. As if teenage mothers deserved less respect while delivering their babies. The next day, we were preparing to leave, when the nurse informed me that I would not be allowed to leave the hospital without first giving my baby a bottle, even though she knew I was exclusively breastfeeding. 
Now times this experience by two, and you will understand why I felt so strongly about becoming a Birth Doula.  I believe that women need an educated, experienced advocate, to help them have not only a safe delivery, but an honest and fair delivery. A woman in labor needs caring support by a third party who can help to advocate for her and her birth plan. If she wants an epidural, she should have one. If she wants a midwife, she should have one. There is no reason that a low-risk delivery needs to be induced, rushed, and generally interfered with, just to get a family in and out of the hospital in 24 hours.
As a multiple subject teacher, as a woman, wife, mother, sister, daughter and friend; my goal has always been to encourage, support, educate, advocate and care. My goal as a Doula and Childbirth Educator is the same; to advocate, educate and support mothers and their families. I hope to empower women to be the mothers they always wanted to be, and to have the births they always hoped for. I know that through my work as a Birth Doula, I have been given the opportunity to bear witness at many beautiful births.  Thank you to the many families that have welcomed me into their hearts and homes. I can only hope that I may continue to serve for many more years to come. 
