Sam Russo

My Birth-rewrite


When asked about what my birth was like, I would have to answer that I have never discussed the topic with my mother.  I only know that I am the youngest of four children.  I have an eldest sister and two older brothers.  Thus, I spoke with my mother to determine the course of events surrounding my entry into the world.


My mother was 26 years old when she became pregnant with me.  The last trimester of her pregnancy occurred during the summer.  A normal summer day in Omaha, Nebraska was hot and humid so my mother would take her children to my grandparents house. My grandparents would watch the kids play while my mom laid out on the cool living room floor.  She was miserable as there was no air conditioning.  At this point, she had gained 40 lbs.  Also, her feet were swollen and she could not wear shoes comfortably.  She had no insurance so her physician would not give her “water pills”.  He just told her to avoid salt.


I was born in Doctors Hospital at 11:14 p.m. on July 30th, 1970.  I came right on my due date and my mother feels she may have played a conscious part in the timing.  My father had a new job in Des Moines, Iowa and my mother did not want to move to Des Moines at that time: she would have had to start over with a new physician so close to the birth.  Her neighbor was a nurse and told her that mineral oil would start her labor.  She drank two ounces of mineral oil on my due date and started her contractions later that day.  I am assuming that the oil had a reflexive reaction on the smooth musculature of the uterus from the gastrointestinal tract. At this time, my aunt came over to watch my brothers and sister and my grandparents came over to take mom to the hospital. Her contractions were five minutes apart as they left to for the hospital.


In the delivery room my grandmother held my mother’s hand and they both cried every time my mom had a contraction. The pain would start in the back with great intensity, then radiate to her side and eventually to her stomach.  Her stomach would get very hard with every contraction.  She described the pain felt like a very bad gas pain.  Eventually, the hospital staff gave her an epidural. According to my sister an some of my female friends, this description of labor pains is fairly accurate.


The labor lasted two hours.  All during her labor, every contraction would make her defecate because of the mineral oil.  When I came out my Mom said “What is it?”  She wanted a girl so when the physician said “It’s a boy” my mom said “oh, shit.” The physician replied “Well, we’ve certainly seen plenty of that tonight.”  (I have to admit, I was a little stunned at hearing this, yet my mother quickly assured me that she is very happy that I turned out the way I am.)


I was born at seven pounds, six ounces. In remembering the first time my mother saw me, I was covered in blonde hair.  The nurses did not even clean me off. Rather, they just lay me on her stomach to help push out the placenta then wrapped me up and placed me in her arms.  I am under the impression that pressure on the abdomen may reflexively stimulate separation of the placenta from the uterine wall.  We went home essentially after I was born, again because we did not have insurance.  The cost was maybe $240. My mother remembered a lot of cramping after my birth and was told that post partum cramping is more common with each subsequent birth.  Another after effect was that she would get nauseous at the sight of oil for the next two years.


When asked about the most difficult aspect of my birth she replied that the pain was severe but it fades.  “You do not think about it as soon as the baby is in your arms” she said.  My sister replied similarly when I asked her about the birth of her two daughters, both of which were born caesarian. 


In reflecting on her description, my birth was relatively easy.  For a hospital birth, the experience was much less invasive than hospital procedures friends have gone through.   Actually, my wife related to me a recent attempted home birth of a friend of ours that was more difficult and resulted in a transport to the hospital.    Even with a healthy woman and proper prenatal care, events can change causing birth plans to be altered.


Yet, I would like my wife to give birth at home or, secondly, a birthing center, while bearing these undesirable possibilities in mind.   I feel so because if I were born today in a hospital I believe the process would involve more intervention due increased required procedures to protect the hospital from liability. Also, if my mother did not have insurance for a birth today, she would very likely be unable to choose her obstetrician.  Essentially, a hospital environment is not one that I would like to be the initial experience for my child.  Instead, I want my wife to be supported and surrounded by those she loves in an environment that she feels safe and nurtured in.  I cannot imagine another way to bring our child into the world.
