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The Surprise Breech Birth of Eliana Grace on Dec 17, 2009 

 

It seemed like any other night. I was uncomfortable and had raging heartburn. I was 39 

weeks and 3 days pregnant. I went to bed as usual. On Dec. 17th  I woke at 3:00 am as I 

usually did to use the bathroom. As soon as I walked into the bathroom, before I could 

reach the toilet, I felt a small gush and heard fluid hitting the floor. I knew it was my 

water breaking. Though it wasn't a lot. I knew the time to have my baby was near. I 

woke my boyfriend Clint and told him. We were both excited. I was too excited to go 

back to sleep. Clint wasn't. I started cleaning my house. I had no contractions at this 

point. But my water continued to slowly leak. I took a shower and prepared the house 

for the new baby. Around 4:30 Clint got back up and helped get the bed ready and all 

the supplies from the birth kit out. It was about 5:00 when I started having contractions. 

They were not intense and I could talk through them. They were somewhat irregular. 

Sometimes ten minutes apart sometimes five. At some point my six year old son woke 

up and all I told him was it was too early to get up yet. He went back to sleep. It was 

around 6:00 am when I decided to call Tosi and let her know things were starting. She 

had told me so many stories of moms who would wait until the "right" time to have 

their baby. I was concerned about having my son in the house while I gave birth. We 

only tentatively had childcare for him. However he did have school that day, though it 

didn't start till 11:45. My son woke up for good at about 6:30. We told him about what 

was going on. He was really excited. Then my contractions stopped. We called the 

people we wanted to have at the birth and let them know what was going on. Clint's 

mom offered to come over. She arrived around 7:30. She brought donuts. I figured I 

might as well eat some. It was probably the last day I had the excuse of eating whatever 

I wanted because I was pregnant! Since the contractions had stopped we all decided to 

take a walk outside to see if we could get them started again. It was a cold foggy 

morning. It was beautiful. We walked all around our neighborhood to no avail. Though 

my water continued to leak steadily the whole time. 

Clint's mom offered to take our son to McDonalds to feed him lunch then drop him off 

at school. I believe that was around 9:45. Around 10:00 am I called Tosi to figure out 

why my contractions had stopped. She said it was normal and sometimes it can happen. 

She said things might not pick back up till that evening. Not to worry though because 

since I hadn't had an internal exam we had more than 24 hours from the time my water 

first broke. I was relieved. Though somewhat disappointed that things might not be 

happening as soon as I expected. Tosi recommended we get some rest and call her 

around 1:00 pm to let her know how things were going. We got in bed about 11:00 am. I 
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fell asleep for about 45 minutes. I woke up at 12:00 pm with an intense contraction. 

They were immediately very strong and painful. I went to the living room to let my 

mom and sister know the contractions had started again. Pretty soon they were coming 

five minutes apart. I called Clint's mom to let her know she better get back quickly. 

Clint called the midwives. I had Clint fill up the tub. I felt a strange pressure in my 

lower back. It was about 1:30 pm. I thought to myself “it sure feels like I'm about to 

have this baby." I was in shock though. I already felt like pushing. But how could this 

be? My contractions had only just begun. Finally the tub was full enough for me to get 

in. Without realizing what was really happening, I was already pushing. Somewhere 

deep down, though I knew to just let my body do what it needed to do without actually 

"helping" it push. The contractions were at their most extreme point. Almost 

unbearable. The only reason I had the strength to get through them was knowing it 

would be over soon. Rachel Hansen arrived first. Probably around 2:00 pm. It was then 

that I actively started pushing, but not with every contraction. I would hold back or just 

breathe through some of them. I was hardly aware of anything else in the room. I was 

so focused. Finally Tosi arrived. Probably about 2:45. I was really starting to push now. 

During one big push I felt like the baby was crowning. I put my hand down to feel her 

head. I was a little alarmed at what I actually did feel. It didn't at all feel like a head. 

There was no hair (which would be unusual considering our genes) and it felt soft and 

mushy. Not hard like a head. I vividly remember what my son's head felt like. Out loud 

I said "what is this? This isn't her head! It feels too soft." Tosi said "sometimes heads can 

feel mushy or strange." I was scared though. It didn't occur to me she could be breech. I 

was afraid that somehow it was part of the cervix. Tosi asked if I wanted her to do an 

internal exam to check and I said yes. She assured me though that it couldn't be the 

cervix. As she was trying to put her glove on I had another strong contraction and a 

really powerful urge to push. I couldn't hold back this time so I let it happen. Clint was 

meant to catch the baby so he put his hands in the water, but almost immediately I 

heard Tosi say (and I'll never forget this) "Oh, she's breech!" she kneeled down to help 

catch the baby since clearly Clint was not told how to catch a breech baby at the catch 

class. Hehehe. What a surprise. I wasn't afraid at all anymore. I thought "so that's why 

she felt different." But I knew I could push her out. I had no fear whatsoever. I think I 

pushed three times to get her all the way out. Then they laid her on my chest and she 

was the most beautiful baby. It brought tears to my eyes I was so happy. She was born 

At 3:01 pm. We were all a little shocked though. She tricked all of us. It is my belief now 

that she never turned head down. From 28 weeks on she was always in the same 

position. She was a little girl at only 6 lbs. 13 oz. I think this may have something to do 

with us not being able to tell what position she was in. I feel so blessed to have the 
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wonderful birth I did. I'm actually glad I didn't know she was a breech because I know I 

would have worried about the birth. Also I am so glad that I chose homebirth because if 

I had chosen the hospital I probably would have had a cesarean section. This obviously 

would have been unnecessary. I am proud to have given birth so easily to a breech 

baby. It goes to show how strong and capable a woman's body really is. I would do it all 

over again without changing a thing. Later on Tosi told me I was doing the exact right 

thing by not pushing hard with every contraction. Apparently with a breech baby 

you're supposed to let them ease out and only push a little at a time. It's amazing to me 

that I was instinctively doing that. Also interesting how my contractions didn't pick up 

until my son was at school.  Proof that we really should trust fully in our bodies. 


