
Masons Birth Story: 
 

This is the story of how our third child, Mason, came to be our son, and how 
hypnobirthing and a doula helped to make our dream birth become a reality.  
 

My story starts back 5 years ago, to when my first son was born. I was very 
young and really had no idea what I was doing (although I thought I did at the time). 
I hadn’t had any real experience being around birth or pregnant women. The only 
thing I had to go on was that my mom had had two babies when I was ages 13 and 
15. I was there to witness both of the births. Both were calm, hospital, and 
medicated births. There were no complications and everything seemed rather 
uneventful. My mom was induced with one of the babies, so I thought this was 
normal. Both kids were healthy, and this seemed to be the ultimate goal: To have a 
healthy baby.  

 
When I became pregnant, I thought this was just what people did. You go to the 
hospital, get your IV, start your induction, get the epidural, have the baby, etc. A 
natural birth never once even came into my thought process. So, the big day arrived. 
I was just shy of 40 weeks, and one of my tests had come back a little high for 
cholestasis. The doctors thought it best if I just go ahead and induce since I was 
basically at my “due date”. “Great, I thought.” We’re here at the hospital already so it 
is convenient for everyone. I got all hooked up to my IV, got the Pitocin, penicillin for 
group B strep, and had my water broken. I then chose to have my epidural. Things 
were moving along, everything seemed fine. Our son was born 39 hours after my 
induction. He came into the world kicking and screaming, and all seemed great! He 
was placed on my chest, and immediately my mommy instincts started kicking in. 
  
When we were discharged from the hospital was when things started to seem “off”.  
I couldn’t understand why I was so sad all the time. It felt as if there was a fog 
around me, and nothing really made me happy. I felt very alone with this new baby 
being so young, and it really intimidated me. I felt very alone with my situation, and 
didn’t really understand what was going on myself. I had insomnia very bad, and I 
would be anxious all the time. I was struggling with postpartum baby blues. 
Although I still loved this baby very much, and had very strong maternal instincts 
towards motherhood, I just didn’t seem myself. Eventually, (and thankfully) the 
situation got better on its own. It wasn’t until I had made it through that fog that I 
could really begin to understand what had happened. That was the first time in my 
life that I made the decision to explore natural birth and really educate myself as 
much as I could for any future babies I would have. 
 
 Fast-forward three years to my daughter’s birth. I was very excited to have the 
natural birth experience that I wanted. I had it all planned in my head as to how I 
wanted it to go. When I was 39 weeks, my doctor told me that she thought the baby 
was getting “too big” and that if I wanted to have my natural birth, she would need 
to induce me. Reluctantly, I agreed. I thought that Pitocin would be a better option 
than an epidural, and at least I would still get to experience more so what I had 



envisioned. I was very disappointed when I got to the hospital that I was “not 
allowed” to move around the room or labor the way I wanted to. They told me I had 
to stay in the bed, and couldn’t even get up to use the bathroom. 

 
When I asked “why?’ they replied it was because a very rare instance called cord 
prolapse could happen. I just went along with it, because as far as I knew, you just 
don’t question the doctors…of course they know what is best for you. My daughter 
ended up getting stuck and we were presented with shoulder dystocia. Pushing was 
difficult, and everyone in the room was completely panicked, including the doctor. 
When she came out, no one knew if she was even alive. Thankfully, all was fine and 
all she had was some facial bruising. When I look back on that day, the most vivid 
memories are the nurses and doctors yelling at me, and everyone being completely 
chaotic and panicked. The other part that stands out to me is the sheer relief I felt 
when my husband told me that she was okay. Although this birth was closer to what 
I had envisioned in terms to being more natural, it was not at all how I saw it 
happening. Even though she had a complicated birth, I remember how clear minded 
I felt after she was born. I was able to bond immediately, and was surprised that I 
felt so ecstatic and happy. That was the realization to me that what had happened 
with my son was due to all of the drugs that had been running through me for 39 
hours straight. I was just over the moon right from the beginning. 
 
Fast-forward 12 months later, we found out we were expecting again. We were so 
excited to be adding to our family. From the very beginning, my husband and I 
flashed back to our daughter’s birth. “What if that happens again” was the thing we 
both were thinking, but no one was saying. Immediately, my first response was how 
to have my dream birth while keeping everybody safe. My husband’s way of solving 
the problem was to have a medicated birth with an epidural. His rational was that 
since our son’s birth had been so perfect and complication free, this was obviously 
the way to avoid that. I never really discussed the things that went on with me after 
my son was born, because I didn’t know how at the time. He could not understand 
why a medicated birth was just not an option for me.  
 
I had never considered the use of a doula. Honestly, the thought of having a doula at 
my first two births was such a turn off for me (since once again, I thought I knew 
everything there was to know). I look back to my second birth, and I think how a 
doula could have made a world of difference! For my third birth, I decided very early 
on to explore ALL options and to keep an open mind and just educate myself as 
much as possible. My husband left for Korea, and while he was away I threw myself 
into exploring and educating myself on every aspect of natural childbirth that I 
could. I decided that I would like to look into having a doula and see what it was that 
they were able to help me do. That was when I met Amanda. 
 
 She introduced me to the concept of hypnobirth and the benefits of having a doula. I 
was so excited to learn of all these new possibilities. I could not wait to tell me 
husband about it. When he came back, he was less than interested in hypnobirthing, 
and even less so in having a doula. I was crushed! I reluctantly convinced my 



husband to come to one of Amanda’s birth talks and to meet all the doulas so he 
could see for himself what it was a doula does .To my surprise when we left the 
class, he said how much he enjoyed the birth talk and ACTUALLY agreed with me 
that a doula might be beneficial. I was so excited! I already knew which doula I 
wanted, even though I had not met with her yet. Thankfully, when we did have our 
first interview, she really stole both of our hearts. We knew she was “the one” and 
that she was going to make a huge difference. We told her all about our fears and 
concerns, and she really listened to what it was that we wanted. She was able to help 
my husband to understand why it was I wanted this type of birth and why it was so 
important for me. She met with me and checked in on me several times throughout 
my pregnancy. I had a very specific way that I wanted things to go this time. I was 
bound and determined that I would have my natural birth experience, and that I 
would be able to keep a peaceful, loving environment free of stress.  
 
My ultimate dream was to be able to go into labor on my own, and to avoid 
induction. Our doula was my ray of hope that everything I was dreaming of could 
indeed be turned into reality. With a new bounce in my step, I coasted through my 
pregnancy worry free. Everything was smooth sailing. I trusted my body and my 
baby 100% that we would be able to do this together. I took Amanda’s 
hypnobirthing class, which helped tremendously. It taught my husband and I how to 
relax and how he could help me through my labor and surges. I trusted myself that I 
would have the birth experience that I always wanted. I was so excited for labor and 
to meet the new baby that we were doing so much preparation for. As my due 
period neared, my midwife kept saying at my appointments, “Wow, this baby is 
going to be a big one!” Never once did she mention induction, but it was those words 
that allowed the fears to sometimes come creeping back to me.  
 
I would have flashbacks to my daughter’s birth and get scared that history would 
repeat itself. It was my doula and Amanda that helped me overcome that. I was 
reminded time and time again that my body was made for this, and to release ALL 
fears that came to mind. I was reminded how strong I was, and I had to remember 
why it was I was making the decisions I was making. It was then that I was able to 
release all fear I had about my birth and once again be excited. I knew I was in good 
hands, both with my birth team and my midwife. I would envision at night time 
while listening to the hynobirth CD’s how I saw things going. I saw myself going into 
labor at home in the middle of the night. In my visions, I was able to labor at home 
for a majority of my labor. I went to the hospital only to deliver the baby, and 
wanted to be at an 8 when we arrived at the hospital. Everything went exactly how I 
wanted it to go in my visions. I was in a very positive mind-set, surrounded only by 
positive people and positive energy. My midwife that I had throughout my 
pregnancy was the one on shift when I went into the hospital. It was a very 
encouraging and loving atmosphere. I was able to use hypnobirthing to relax myself 
and help with my breathing. I saw everything going smooth and relatively quick.  
 
I did NOT expect that everything I saw in my visions was EXACTLY what happened 
in real life. I went into labor at 1:30 in the morning and labored at home in whatever 



position I felt my body was telling me to do. In early labor I was able to sleep in 
between surges. I completely turned into by body and let my body and mind take 
over. I trusted my body to lead me through this birth with ease. Our doula was there 
right by our side, which was comforting.  I labored in the bathtub for about 30 
minutes, but found it did not really relieve any pressure. All I wanted was to be on 
my side, on the couch. I didn’t really “need her” to do anything while I was laboring 
at home, but just a supportive female presence was so calming and reassuring to me. 
My labor went very quick, and we left for the hospital just in time.  At this point my 
surges were 2 minutes apart. 
 
Initially I was very worried that we might not make it to the hospital. We thought it 
best for me to drive with our doula just in case I actually did have to push. I had a 
few strong surges on the way over that I had to focus hard on. When we pulled in to 
the hospital I was so relieved that we made it. I had to labor on the front steps of the 
hospital on our way in because I was no longer able to talk or walk through my 
surges. Our doula would apply deep pressure on my lower back, which would take 
all the pressure away. It was such a relief.  
 
In triage, I told them I didn’t have time to be there and that I was going to have the 
baby any minute I felt. I was so happy when they told me I was at a good 8, almost 9! 
Just like what I had envisioned. My midwife was on shift that day, and I felt pure 
relief when I knew she would be there to deliver the baby. I was wheeled into my 
room, and was so happy that everything on my birth plan was being respected. They 
kept the room quiet and peaceful for me, no one came in to ask me questions, no one 
bothered me about getting an IV. I was only in the room for about 5 minutes when I 
knew it was time to push. In my original birth plan, I had wanted to deliver any way 
other that on my back. However, I didn’t care at the time and could barely move 
with how intense my surges were. I decided to stay in the bed but propped up in a 
sitting position. My midwife and birth team was right by my side. I was doing my 
best to stay relaxed and breath correctly to help my body. The energy moving 
through my body was so intense. My surges at the end up until pushing took a lot of 
concentration and focus to stay relaxed and calm. They just kept coming so intensely 
one right after the other. It was the hardest work of my entire labor. When pushing 
came, I remember there being so much pressure. I was able to reach down and feel 
his head to give myself encouragement. 
 
 When I reached a point thinking I could no longer do it, our doula jumped up on the 
bed behind me and held my hand and told me that “Yes, you can do this”. That was 
so helpful to me. I needed encouragement, and that was the perfect way. I kept 
getting so hot and thirsty; I remember our doula constantly putting ice packs on my 
head and neck. I never fully appreciated ice packs until that very moment!! She 
knew what I needed even when I myself didn’t know what I needed. My midwife 
then calmly told me that my water had just broken and that there was meconium in 
the fluid. I was worried when she said this, but she assured me that it was okay, and 
that when the baby came out they needed to take him to the warmer to make sure it 
was not in his lungs and that he would then be given right to me. Originally, I 



wanted the baby to immediately be placed on me, but that was something no one 
could help. My midwife was correct, that this was going to be another big baby. This 
baby did end up getting stuck just like my daughter did, but we were all prepared to 
deal with it. The nurse just reached around me and helped to guide his shoulder and 
it just “popped out”. No one yelled at me, no one was panicking.  
 
Everything just fell into place and happened just how it was supposed to happen. 
We did not know the gender at the time, and I was able to see for myself when he 
was born that he was indeed a little boy.  My heart was so happy. I felt full and an 
overwhelming flood of love and joy for this little person that I had only met 30 
seconds prior. My birth had gone just how I had always dreamt it would. The power 
of positive thinking really proved itself to me that day. Mason Edward Harner was 
welcomed into this world at 12:26 pm and weighed a whopping 9 pounds 10 
ounces, completely natural, and unmediated. We chose to delay his first bath so that 
we were able to bond. We declined the eye ointment until the next day so that his 
vision would not be blurred while feeding. We had originally wanted to do delayed 
cord clamping, but because of the meconium we could not. We chose to have my 
placenta encapsulated to help my body with the recovery and replenish depleted 
hormones. My husband was able to have skin-to-skin bonding immediately after it 
was determined that no meconium had passed into his lungs. I had wonderful care 
both during labor and postpartum. 
 
 It was the experience I had always wanted, and I am so pleased my dreams were 
able to become my reality. I felt so empowered knowing that I had made every 
decision informed and educated. I made decisions I knew were best for my baby and 
for myself. I feel confident in saying that my birth would not have been the same had 
it not been for having a doula and for hypnobirthing. I am so proud of myself for 
letting go of the fear I was holding onto from my daughter’s birth and that I was able 
to trust myself to make informed decisions. I trusted myself to pick the people that I 
knew would play a key role to making this a successful birth. I was able to really use 
this experience to help heal from the trauma that my husband and I both 
experienced during our daughters birth.  
 
I have learned a great deal with each of my birth experiences, and it has helped me 
to grow as a woman and as a mother. We are so thankful to everyone who helped 
make our beautiful birth experience what it was. I would just like for other women 
to know that they do have options, and to educated yourself as much as you can. 
Birth does not have to be something scary and dreadful. It is the most beautiful time 
in a person’s life. There are few experiences in a woman’s life that can compare with 
giving birth. For me, it was such a spiritual, raw experience.  Now, as I look back on 
Masons birth, I am filled only with beautiful memories that my husband and I will 
cherish for a lifetime. We are so blessed!  


