
Aoife’s	Birth	
	
We	started	the	hypnobirthing	course	at	around	week	20	and	
joined	 the	 weekly	 sessions	 online.	 I	 loved	 the	 science	 part	
which	proved	so	helpful	 in	labour	–	all	of	those	surges	doing	
something	 useful	 and	 none	 of	 them	 wasted!	 The	 BRAIN	
acronym	proved	invaluable,	as	did	the	induction	section,	and	
the	 relaxation	 tips	 which	 we	 tried	 to	 practise	 every	 night	
coming	up	to	the	birth.	
	
As	I	was	an	older	“geriatric”	mother	(such	nice	terminology	we	
have	in	the	UK),	initially	I	was	consultant	led	and	booked	in	for	
additional	 growth	 scans.	 However,	 I	 had	 a	 wonderful	
pregnancy	–	I	stayed	fit	throughout,	tried	to	eat	as	healthily	as	
possible	 and	 had	 no	 signs	 of	 pre-eclampsia,	 gestational	
diabetes,	high	blood	pressure,	or	birth	weight	issues.	However,	
my	 talks	with	 the	 Doctors	 proved	 very	 negative	 and	 I	 grew	
increasingly	frustrated.	Due	to	my	age,	they	wanted	to	induce	
me	at	39	weeks	despite	my	wishes	for	a	water	birth	at	the	Birth	
Centre	and	no	health	issues.		
	
This	 is	 where	 hypnobirthing	 came	 into	 its	 own.	 I	 used	 my	
BRAIN	 and	 asked	 to	 read	 the	 report	 that	 they	 referred	 to.	
Having	read	the	report	and	also	talked	it	through	with	a	friend	
who	was	a	midwife,	I	realised	that	the	chances	of	stillbirth	were	
very	 small,	 no-one	had	discussed	 the	 risks	of	 induction	with	
me,	and	the	report	also	had	some	caveats	around	it,	so	taking	
this	 all	 into	 account,	 I	 discussed	 at	 my	 next	 Doctor	
appointment,	declined	induction	at	39	weeks	and	was	finally	
granted	 care	 under	 the	 Birth	 Centre,	 albeit	 continued	
appointments	with	the	Doctors.	
	
The	next	appointment	at	the	BC	(37	weeks)	was	like	a	breath	
of	 fresh	 air.	 I	 was	 offered	 a	 tour	 of	 the	 place,	 my	 birth	
preferences	were	taken	away,	actually	read	and	discussed	with	



me	 in	 detail,	 and	 I	 felt	 really	 listened	 to.	 They	 embraced	
Hypnobirthing	and	really	understood	the	language	and	what	I	
was	looking	for.	
	
From	what	the	Doctor	had	said	about	induction,	I	was	worried	
about	going	overdue,	so	started	a	mini	strategy	of	using	those	
things	that	should	get	 labour	started	at	37	weeks	–	plenty	of	
walking	 and	 exercise	 throughout	 my	 pregnancy	 (if	 it	 didn’t	
bring	on	labour,	it	certainly	helped	a	positive	mindset),	a	curry	
(I’m	 sure	no	 effect!),	 pineapple	 (similar),	 but	 I	 did	 have	 two	
sessions	of	reflexology,	with	the	last	one	just	over	a	day	before	
it	 all	 started,	 and	 even	 if	 it	 didn’t	 do	 anything,	 it	 helped	me	
relax.	
	
On	the	Sunday	(39+2),	I	woke	up	from	a	horrible	nightmare	in	
floods	of	tears.	Rob	and	I	had	a	great	Oxytocin	filled	cuddle	and	
I	felt	great	after	that.	I	had	been	going	to	the	gym	all	throughout	
my	pregnancy	so	got	up	to	get	changed	for	my	class	and	as	I	
rolled	over,	felt	quite	a	trickle	of	water.	Having	done	my	kegel	
exercises	religiously,	I	didn’t	think	I	had	wet	myself,	but	didn’t	
quite	believe	it	was	my	waters	either!	As	I	walked	to	the	toilet,	
there	was	more	water,	and	as	I	put	the	sheets	in	the	washing	
machine	yet	more	–	I	realised	that	my	pelvic	floor	hadn’t	given	
way,	but	 things	were	happening!	 I	 felt	 remarkably	calm,	and	
thought	it	was	probably	best	that	I	cancel	my	gym	class!	
	
We	 ran	 through	 the	 hospital	 bags	 and	 made	 sure	 we	 had	
everything	in	there	that	we	needed	and	took	one	last	picture	of	
the	bump	and	 I	–	we	had	been	 taking	pictures	each	week	 to	
show	how	much	the	baby	was	growing	and	in	many	ways	it	was	
sad	to	think	this	would	be	the	last	one!	
	
We	rang	the	hospital	to	let	them	know	what	was	happening	–	
they	asked	me	to	come	in,	in	the	next	four	hours.	We	walked	to	



the	hospital	which	was	about	20	mins	away	and	everything	felt	
fine	–	a	few	tightenings	but	nothing	that	wasn’t	manageable.	
	
I	was	greeted	by	the	midwife	who	read	my	birth	preferences	as	
I	did	a	urine	sample.	My	pad	was	looked	at	as	well	and	it	was	
confirmed	 that	 it	 was	 my	 waters.	 I	 was	 then	 offered	 two	
choices	–	to	go	to	the	labour	ward	and	be	induced	now,	or	to	go	
home	 and	 see	 what	 would	 happen	 in	 the	 next	 24	 hours.	 I	
jumped	at	the	offer	of	choice	2!	I	was	told	to	eat	well	and	rest	
as	much	as	I	could…	
	
We	walked	back	with	the	tightenings	getting	slightly	stronger	
but	 still	 very	manageable.	 I	 had	 a	 few	 hours	 in	 bed	 but	 not	
much	sleeping.	We	were	meeting	some	friends	near	our	home	
for	a	low	key	event	and	wondered	whether	we	should	go	–	we	
decided	that	as	it	was	so	close	to	home,	it	would	be	a	good	idea	
and	we	could	always	come	back	if	things	progressed	quickly.	It	
was	a	lovely	couple	of	hours	or	so,	finishing	off	with	some	ice-
cream	 and	 the	 tightenings	 were	 still	 very	 manageable.	 We	
came	home	for	some	dinner,	watched	some	TV	and	settled	for	
some	sleep	that	night.	However,	about	15	mins	later	the	surges	
really	ramped	up.	Suddenly	I	was	very	much	practising	my	up	
breathing,	and	another	15	mins	later,	unbeknownst	to	me,	Rob	
had	started	to	time	my	surges	which	were	coming	about	every	
5	½	minutes.	I	never	really	felt	any	uncomfortableness	in	my	
back	–	it	was	all	very	much	in	my	lower	tummy.	I	laid	on	my	left	
hand	side	on	the	bed	and	held	my	pregnancy	pillow	close	to	my	
tummy,	which	seemed	to	really	soothe	me.	We	also	had	a	fan	in	
the	 bedroom,	 and	 the	 rhythm	 of	 the	 gentle	 whirring	 really	
helped	too.	Rob	put	some	music	on,	and	that	put	me	in	a	very	
relaxed	state	as	the	surges	ebbed	and	flowed.	
	
I	 really	 didn’t	 keep	 an	 eye	 on	 time	 all	 I	 needed	 to	 do	 was	
breathe	and	Rob	was	doing	the	rest.	However,	just	before	4am,	
the	surges	were	becoming	very	well	established	and	now	they	



were	 coming	at	 about	 three	 every	10	minutes.	Rob	 rang	 the	
hospital	 and	 they	 asked	me	 to	 stay	 at	 home	 if	 possible	until	
they	came	about	every	two	minutes.	
	
Soon	 after	 this,	 I	 tried	 to	 get	 up	 to	 go	 to	 the	 toilet,	 but	 the	
change	 in	 the	position	caused	me	all	sorts	of	problems	and	I	
was	left	gripping	onto	the	bed.	Rob	was	asking	what	the	matter	
was	 and	 suddenly	 I	 found	 the	 surges	 really	 intense	 and	was	
struggling	to	hold	onto	the	breathing.	I	managed	to	get	to	the	
toilet,	by	which	time	I	asked	Rob	to	ring	the	hospital	again.	I	
wanted	to	know	how	dilated	I	was	because	I	didn’t	think	I	could	
put	up	with	this	for	much	longer!	Looking	back,	I	realised	that	
I	had	hit	transition,	hence	my	wobble.	
	
As	we	live	in	central	London,	Rob	called	a	cab	to	get	us	to	the	
hospital	and	helped	me	get	changed.	All	I	was	focused	on	was	
having	clean	armpits	and	told	Rob	to	wipe	them	down	and	also	
get	 me	 some	mouthwash	 as	my	mouth	 had	 dried	 up	 –	 Rob	
thought	 there	 were	 more	 important	 things	 to	 be	 doing!	
However,	 I	 absolutely	 insisted	 –	 it’s	 funny	 how	 you	 become	
obsessed	by	the	mundane	things,	but	these	two	things	helped	
me	feel	human	and	got	me	back	on	track!	
	
The	taxi	came	–	I	was	leaning	on	some	steps	by	our	door,	eyes	
tightly	closed,	breathing	deeply.	Luckily	it	was	early	so	no-one	
was	around	otherwise	our	neighbours	would	have	wondered	
what	was	going	on!	I	got	in	the	cab	on	all	fours	–	he	drove	like	
the	wind	and	all	I	can	remember	is	thinking	never	get	your	nose	
that	close	to	a	cab	seat	again!	
	
We	managed	to	get	to	the	BC	from	the	taxi	–	it	was	a	30m	walk	
and	yet	took	the	best	part	of	20	mins	as	I	stopped	&	grabbed	
onto	anything	as	I	was	having	surges.	When	we	got	to	the	BC,	
they	 asked	 for	 a	urine	 sample	 and	 soon	 realised	 that	wasn’t	
going	to	be	forthcoming!	I	had	really	strong	urges	to	push	but	



managed	to	get	to	a	room	and	grip	onto	a	bed	as	the	midwife	
very	 calmly	 started	 taking	 a	 blood	 pressure	 reading	 and	 to	
check	the	baby’s	heartbeat.	She	then	asked	to	examine	me	–	I	
had	asked	for	as	few	examinations	as	possible	and	this	was	the	
only	one	I	had.	The	surges	were	very	strong	at	that	point	so	I	
asked	if	she	could	examine	me	in	a	position	other	than	my	back,	
so	it	was	done	on	my	side.	Thankfully,	I	was	over	9cm	dilated!	
	
Luckily,	they’d	been	reading	my	birth	preferences	and	I	knew	I	
wanted	a	water	birth.	I	knew	from	the	tour	that	the	pool	was	
very	 quick	 and	 would	 take	 less	 than	 6	 minutes	 to	 fill.	 We	
walked	to	the	room	very	slowly	with	a	few	surges	on	the	way,	
I	was	helped	to	undress	and	got	into	the	pool	–	it	felt	so	good!	I	
instantly	felt	more	relaxed,	like	I	was	in	a	little	cocoon.		
	
Rob	and	I	had	discussed	how	I	would	like	the	room	set	up	for	
the	birth	–	tea	lights,	some	essential	oils,	a	flannel,	music,	dim	
lights,	 guided	meditation,	 light	 touch	massage	 etc.	 However,	
reality	often	takes	over	and	the	tea	lights	didn’t	get	opened,	the	
essential	oils	stayed	in	the	bag,	the	guided	meditation	wasn’t	
needed,	but	the	music	was	played	(Moby	“Long	Ambients”	 is	
highly	 recommended!),	 the	 lights	 were	 dimmed,	 and	 the	
flannel	was	used	as	a	stress	ball	with	every	surge!	It	was	all	just	
right	so	don’t	panic	if	you	forget	to	pack	something…	
	
Not	long	after	getting	into	the	pool,	I	had	an	urge	to	push,	it’s	
the	strangest	thing,	but	your	body	takes	over,	and	if	you	just	
listen	 to	 your	 body,	 your	 breathing	will	 follow	 –	 it	 felt	 very	
natural	and	I	didn’t	feel	like	I	was	“forcing”	my	breathing	at	all.	
I	did	maintain	my	sense	of	humour	throughout	–	I	heard	myself	
mooing	 (again,	not	 something	 that	 I	 thought	 I	would	do,	but	
just	a	natural	sound	that	came	out!).	In	the	pushing	stage,	it	felt	
like	the	surge	was	coming	in	three	stages	–	the	first	mini	surge	
was	like	a	signal	to	my	body	to	get	in	the	best	position	(I	was	
either	on	all	fours	in	the	pool	with	my	head	out	of	the	water,	or	



on	my	knees	with	my	hands	either	outside	of	the	pool	or	on	a	
ledge	in	it).	The	next	mini	surge	straight	after	this	one	was	a	
more	intense	pushing	surge	where	I	felt	the	head	coming	down,	
&	then	the	third	mini	surge	was	again	a	punchier	push	that	was	
intense	 as	 I	 felt	 myself	 stretching.	 This	 went	 on	 for	 what	 I	
thought	was	quite	a	long	time.	I	was	trying	to	pant	out	the	last	
mini	surge	so	that	I	wouldn’t	tear	–	it	felt	like	a	really	intense	
stretch.	
	
The	midwives	and	Rob	were	amazing.	One	of	the	midwives	was	
pouring	water	on	my	back	which	was	very	soothing,	Rob	was	
repeating	the	positive	affirmations,	making	sure	the	music	was	
playing,	 fanning	 me	 with	 a	 great	 little	 portable	 fan	 we	 had	
bought	(the	room	gets	very	hot)	and	giving	me	drinks	of	apple	
juice	 (straws	are	excellent	 for	drinking	 in	 times	 like	 this!)	 in	
between	the	surges.	 I	had	asked	for	wireless	monitoring	and	
this	was	respected	and	not	obtrusive.	
	
Finally,	I	felt	Aoife’s	head	pop	out	–	such	a	weird	but	magical	
experience.	The	next	surge,	the	rest	of	Aoife	was	born,	and	in	
amongst	our	ecstatic	feelings	of	elation,	I	forgot	about	the	baby!	
Luckily	the	Midwife	scooped	her	out	of	the	water	and	we	heard	
an	 immediate	 blast	 of	 noise,	 so	 knew	 she	was	 just	 fine!	 The	
midwife	brought	her	 to	my	 chest	 and	 I	 felt	 a	warm	and	wet	
bundle	of	joy!	At	this	point,	we	didn’t	know	whether	we	were	
having	a	boy	or	a	girl,	so	I	checked	and	thought	it	was	a	boy,	
muddling	the	cord	with	anatomy!	Another	check	and	we	soon	
realised	we	had	a	little	girl!		
	
As	the	pool	was	drained,	I	was	wrapped	in	towels	with	our	little	
girl	and	asked	to	wee.	I	hadn’t	passed	urine	during	my	time	at	
the	 Birth	 Centre	 and	 they	 were	 keen	 to	 get	 me	 to	 do	 this.	
However,	nothing	was	 forthcoming	and	 I	was	given	as	much	
time	as	possible	to	do	this.	
	



While	waiting	 for	 this,	 I	was	helped	out	of	 the	pool,	and	 laid	
down	on	a	lovely	couch.	We	were	given	delayed	cord	clamping	
(in	fact	over	an	hour,	so	all	the	blood	had	definitely	drained!),	
and	was	looked	over	–	no	tears	thankfully.	I’m	not	quite	sure	
why	I	had	no	tears	–	I’m	sure	the	water	helped	lots,	the	panting	
in	 the	 surges	 so	 that	 my	 baby	 wasn’t	 born	 too	 quickly	 was	
useful	 and	 I	 had	 used	 an	 Epi-no	 during	my	 last	 few	weeks,	
although	was	quite	far	from	10cm	by	the	time	Aoife	was	born.	
	
Rob	 cut	 the	 cord,	 but	 I	 still	 hadn’t	 passed	 any	 urine,	 so	 the	
midwife	asked	to	catheter	me.	I	knew	that	this	was	for	the	best,	
but	 seemed	 to	 be	 more	 terrified	 of	 this	 than	 the	 birth!	 It	
honestly	wasn’t	that	bad	–	it	stung	a	little,	and	I	heard	myself	
wee	without	any	sensation	which	was	very	strange.	It	was	over	
very	quickly	 and	a	 large	 amount	of	 urine	did	 come	out	 so	 it	
definitely	was	for	the	best.	
	
The	 midwife	 was	 also	 getting	 slightly	 concerned	 about	 the	
placenta	 (but	no	panic)	 –	 I	 tried	 to	push	 it	 out	 but	 it	wasn’t	
budging.	I	had	asked	for	a	physiological	third	stage,	but	after	an	
hour	with	no	sign	of	it,	we	decided	that	it	was	best	that	I	have	
the	injection.	Again,	it	was	like	a	quick	sting	on	the	leg	that	very	
quickly	disappeared	and	what	felt	like	almost	immediately,	the	
placenta	was	 birthed	 –	 it	was	 certainly	 not	 a	 decision	 that	 I	
regretted	and	I	felt	a	certain	relief	after	it	came	out,	so	all	in	all,	
nearly	 all	 my	 birth	 preferences	 were	 met	 and	 where	 we	
deviated,	this	caused	me	no	concerns	and	I	was	fully	consulted	
throughout.	
	
The	placenta	was	explained	to	us	–	I	had	seen	some	pictures,	
but	 I	 was	 still	 amazed	 as	 just	 how	 big	 it	 was	 and	 what	 an	
amazing	job	it	had	done!	Some	toast	(definitely	the	best	taste	
ever!),	a	hot	shower,	&	off	to	a	lovely	room	to	get	to	know	our	
baby.	
	



Out	of	all	 the	things	that	I	had	bought	for	my	pregnancy	and	
birth,	hypnobirthing	was	the	best	money	I	spent.	I	would	highly	
recommend	it	and	indeed,	have	been	doing	so	to	many	people!	
	
**Rob’s	story**	
As	soon	as	Lou	had	signed	up	for	hypnobirthing,	we	introduced	
the	breathing	techniques	and	positive	affirmations	to	our	daily	
routine.	 Then	 we	 began	 reading	 positive	 birth	 stories	 and	
watching	videos	together.	
	
I	 really	 enjoyed	 reading	 them	 and	 it	 really	 helped	 me	 to	
understand	 the	 things	 that	 women	 go	 through	 during	
pregnancy	and	how	the	hypnobirthing	can	help.	
	
One	thing	I	did	find,	though,	was	a	distinct	lack	of	voices	from	
the	partners.	
	
They	can,	of	course,	play	a	massive	role	in	the	delivery	of	your	
child	and	I	for	one	can	say	that	going	through	the	course	with	
Lou	and	getting	to	grips	with	the	tools	that	I	can	bring	to	the	
experience	was	incredibly	empowering.	
	
Being	so	closely	involved	with	the	delivery	of	little	Aoife	was	
simply	the	best	experience.	 I	 felt	 like	an	active	participant	 in	
the	 birth	 rather	 than	 a	 static	 bystander.	 Supporting	 Lou	
throughout	 the	 birthing	 process	whether	 it	 be	 the	 timing	 of	
contractions	 and	 getting	 us	 to	 the	 hospital,	 through	 to	
supplying	her	with	hydration	and	nutrition,	cooling	her	with	a	
fan,	 being	 the	 dj,	 encouraging	 her	 along	 with	 words,	 and	
coaching	her	breathing	provided	me	with	memories	I’ll	never	
forget,	especially	when	all	of	that	lead	to	the	miraculous	sight	
of	Aoife	being	born	in	a	calm,	relaxed	environment	with	zero	
complications	or	stressful	encounters.	
	



I’m	so	thankful	for	the	hypnobirthing	course	as	I	really	believe	
the	 knowledge	 and	 information	 that	we	 had	 at	 our	 disposal	
helped	 immensely	when	 it	 came	 to	making	certain	decisions	
during	the	course	of	Lou’s	pregnancy.	
	
Good	luck	to	everyone	who	may	read	this,	whether	you	be	the	
mother	or	birth	partner	-	I	wish	you	all	the	best	in	your	journey	
to	meeting	your	baby.	

 


