
Caleb Jett Ethridge was born at 4:55am in Okinawa, Japan on September 14th, 2013. He weighed 9lbs 
3.6oz and entered the world very alert and quite calm. This is the story of his birth and my journey to a 
childbirth experience free of fear. 

Sister Daisy 

Jett is my second child. His sister, Daisy, turned three a few days after Jett was born. Her birth was a 
very different experience for me. She didn’t have any complications or medical drama. In fact, according 
to the medical field, it was a very normal and uneventful vaginal birth. I did everything I was told to do 
by my doctor and the nurses. I didn’t ask many questions since I trusted that they knew what was best 
for me and my baby. I set up an induction date when they told me to, took pitocin to “move along the 
progression of my labor” and received an epidural as was “standard procedure” for delivery- though 
completely my choice. 26 hours after labor started, I met Daisy. I had been told all along by my doctor 
that his goal and the hospital’s goal was “Healthy Baby, Healthy Mother.” They met their goal. As for 
me, the whole experience was terrifying emotionally and spiritually. I struggled with “baby blues” after 
going home and tried not to think about the fact that I would have to do it all over again to add to my 
family in the future. It just all seemed very “unnatural” and wondered if there was something more to 
be achieved than just the hospital’s goal. Why did I feel so fearful and confused though I went home 
with a perfect baby? 

My struggle had to do with two facts: 1) I believed lies about childbirth and 2) I was not prepared 
physically, emotionally or spiritually for childbirth. 

As a child, I had been taught that childbirth labor was a curse from God because of the sins of Eve. I had 
heard the women in my family talk amongst themselves about how “terrible” it was and they “felt 
sorry” for women who were close to their due dates. I heard women at work talk about how they “just 
couldn’t do it” without epidurals and stories about people who had babies so big that they were “ripped 
in half” during birth. I saw young girls become pregnant and have to deal with shame and constantly be 
told that they had to “deal with consequences.” It all seemed very scary to me. These were fears that I 
carried into my birth experience. 

Baby #2 

My husband and I knew that living in Okinawa was the perfect setting to expand our family and could 
not wait to get settled on the island to start building. It didn’t take long to get pregnant or to realize that 
I was going to have to deal with the two facts that I had chosen to ignore during my first pregnancy. As 
my belly started to grow, I consciously decided to dig my heels in and immerse myself into changing my 
birthing experience. I wanted more than anything to be able to tell Daisy when she was older that 
childbirth was not a terrifying experience, but one that is blessed by her God. I just couldn’t believe it 
myself yet. 

 

 



Physical Preparation 

The easiest first step was to physically prepare for Jett’s delivery. I discovered my plan of attack when 
my friend invited me to a prenatal yoga class when I was at 17 weeks. Prenatal yoga was designed to 
prepare your body for childbirth and to ease some of the aches and pains during the trimesters. We held 
poses for 60-90 seconds, the typical length of a contraction, and learned to breathe through the 
discomfort. Sometimes we would focus on pelvic floor exercises and other times we would do overall 
strength training- but we would always BREATHE. At first it seemed a little silly that we spent so much 
focus learning how to breathe (I mean, I know how to breathe- I’ve been doing it my whole life), but this 
turned out to be one of the most valuable tools during my labor. When I was about 25 weeks along, I 
left yoga class and said to my friend “If I felt half as focused and limber during labor as I feel when I leave 
yoga class, I would be good to go.” That is when it occurred to me to ask our yoga instructor, Faith, if she 
would be interested in doing a session with me at my house when I go into labor. I was kind of surprised 
that no one had ever asked her before, though I knew that timing would have to work out just right and 
my labor would have to not progress too quickly or else yoga would not be realistic. But I planned for it 
nonetheless. 

Mental Preparation 

I had no idea where to start erasing my mind of the junk and replacing it with positive valuable 
knowledge. I was overwhelmed with what I didn’t know. I went to “Birth Talks” and heard words and 
phrases that I had never heard before (VBAC, Placenta Encapsulation, etc). The more I heard, the more I 
felt like I knew nothing. I had no opinions on vaccinations and my birth plan still consisted of trying to 
not get in the doctors way. But I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that I didn’t like the idea of my body 
and my baby being up for someone else’s opinion. Most of all, I needed help sorting through the fear 
and replacing it with knowledge. I found that in a Doula. 

The word “doula” comes from the ancient Greek meaning “a woman who serves” and is now used to 
refer to a trained and experienced professional who provides continuous physical, emotional and 
informational support to the mother before, during and just after birth; or who provides emotional and 
practical support during the postpartum period. Studies have shown that when doulas attend birth, 
labors are shorter with fewer complications, babies are healthier and they breastfeed more easily.  

Caleb and I interviewed Amanda as a potential doula because I knew that she was a Christian and that 
was important to me, though I knew that doulas were unbiased. She told us about her three childbirth 
experiences. One of them sounded a lot like my experience with Daisy. The third one sounded like what 
I wanted my next birth experience to be. I told her about my desire to eliminate fear and didn’t know it 
at the time, but I was a perfect fit for a 6 week series class that she taught on HypnoBirthing. 

 

 

 



HypnoBirthing, according to Wikipedia, is 

“based on the theory that to experience an easy and comfortable birth, women need to have an 
understanding of the way in which the uterus functions naturally during normal childbirth when 
unencumbered by fear, along with the ill effects of the fear-tension-pain cycle on the birthing process. 
Birthing women and their support partners are taught non-pharmacological strategies, such as 
relaxation, meditation and visualization that allow the body to birth normally without restrictions to 
assist in pain free, easier, more comfortable birthing.” 

In essence, it helps remove fear so that your body can do what it needs to do without tensing up, 
slowing down your labor and causing more pain. I needed this education. 

I read the book HypnoBirthing: The Mongan Method in one night and absorbed the concepts of how 
your body responds to the typical process of American medical practices. Caleb and I watched the 
documentary called “The Business of Being Born” and learned about the history of American childbirth 
practices that brought us to where we are today. I watched videos of women having birth calmly 
without fear and some even with joy. And almost every day I sent Amanda random questions via 
Facebook of things that I was learning. I was replacing the fear of the unknown with knowledge and I 
started to have strong opinions about what I wanted in my upcoming birth. The more I learned, the 
more I wanted to know. 

Spiritual Preparation 

This was the toughest but most important part of my journey to a childbirth experience free of fear. I 
knew that fear itself was not from God. The Bible says that “God has not given us the spirit of fear but of 
power, and of love, and of sound mind” (2 Timothy 1:7). My best friend Anna sent me that verse and it 
spoke so loudly to me that I claimed it as my personal promise from God. I did not want to be delirious 
or frantic during labor. I wanted to think, make decisions and to remember my experience with a clear 
mind. 

As I prayed and talked to God about this fear that I felt from my first birth it occurred to me that I had 
never invited God to be in the room with me during the labor. Now I know that “God will never leave us 
nor forsake us” but I also know that I wasn’t focused on Him, but on my panic. I didn’t trust Him or cry 
out to Him when I was in labor. I accepted fear in His place. I knew then to prepare for His presence at 
the next birth. 

One of the next steps was to call out the fears for what they were and to give them to God. During one 
of the HypnoBirthing classes, we spent time visualizing our fears about childbirth being written in a 
book. We then visualized ripping each page out of the book and disposing of them in a trash bin. I chose 
to visualize handing each page up to God for Him to take from me. As we walked away from the “trash” I 
chose to leave it to Him and to make a new book of positive feelings later. 

 



But there was one more issue left to be settled: The Curse of Eve. I mean, this thing was set in motion 
long before me and who was I to question Genesis? Then I read or heard somewhere that the root word 
for “labor,” as in “childbirth labor” was the same “labor” as “labor in the fields” with The Curse of Adam. 
And though I know that field labor is hard work, I never hear of men screaming and having panic attacks 
while they are working. They aren’t ever demanding narcotics while they work or talking for years about 
how horrible it was. So, maybe that wasn’t what God had in mind for me as I labored. Yes, it would be 
hard work and it would be intense but there would be fruit for my labor. 

Timeline of Events: September 13th and 14th  

1:30pm- water broke 

Caleb, Mama and I were leaving lunch when I thought I felt a “trickle.” I doubted that it was my water 
breaking because I had not felt any contractions, but the idea was going through my mind. We decided 
to go get ice cream but when we got out of the car, I knew that we would have to go back home. Water 
was going everywhere and I had no control of it. We were all immediately excited and went home to 
start preparing for labor. 

3:30 pm – yoga session 

I messaged my midwife, doula, best friend on the island, and my yoga instructor, Faith. Faith and I had 
been planning on her coming for a yoga session to get me focused and limbered up for labor.  It was 
perfect that my water broke in the afternoon (as opposed to the middle of the night) and I hadn’t 
started contractions. It was literally the best session of yoga that I had ever done. For the first time in 
months I felt comfortable and was very flexible. My joints and muscles were ready for labor and the 
months of physical preparation was already paying off. I soaked two towels with water during our 
session but I was very comfortable and relaxed. Also, I was amazed at how I could noticeable see that 
my stomach was smaller since I had lost so much water. Namaste. 

5:30 pm – ate protein 

I knew that I had the best work out of my life coming up in a few hours so I focused on eating good 
proteins and energy-promoting foods for dinner. And LOTS of water. I needed to stay hydrated so that 
my body could easily replenish the water that I was losing. If I wasn’t hydrated I knew that I would have 
to be hooked up to an IV later and I didn’t want that. 

6:30 pm – rainbow relaxation and nap 

One of the exercises that I learned in my HypnoBirthing studies was called Rainbow Relaxation. It was 
essentially a 20 minute track of a lady walking you through steps to relax your body and mind with 
positive affirmations about your upcoming birth and how your body would respond perfectly to the 
natural birth process. I listened to this track until I fell asleep. 

 



7:30 pm – surges at 9 min apart 

I woke up an hour later because my contractions had started. They were not strong and they were far in 
between. I knew that everything was good but I was getting some calls of concern from my midwife that 
I should come in to the hospital to be monitored. I wanted to labor at home first. 

8:30 pm – walk 

Caleb and I went for a walk around the neighborhood to encourage the contractions to pick up. It was a 
good time for us to spend together before the craziness started. He reminded me of how nervous he 
was before he proposed to me year ago. He talked about everything but what was going on in that 
moment- checklists in his mind and about his upcoming trip to New Zealand among other topics. I 
smiled knowing that he was excited and nervous about what were about this huge life experience and 
praying that it would all go smoothly. 

11:15 pm -doula came to my house, contractions 5 minutes apart 

Amanda came when I messaged that contractions were starting to get more intense though they still 
weren’t really serious yet. 

Ashley from AMP Photography also came with her camera to capture Jett’s birth. She had been looking 
for a Mama to capture moments of labor. I originally thought that something like that would feel 
invasive or would just bring inappropriate images. But when Amanda told me who the photographer 
was, I knew that it would be priceless. I had been following her work for a year and knew that she was 
one of the best on the island. All of the images in this blog are from AMP Photography. 

When Amanda arrived she mentioned that she had found that when the doula arrives, the contractions 
tend to pick up. The next contraction was what I called “a serious one.” She wasn’t kidding. It was like 
my body knew that the professional had arrived and it could go to work now. 

12 midnight- labor pool 

We borrowed a labor pool from Amanda and set it up right in my living room. I had my favorite candles 
burning and praise and worship music playing on my phone. It felt amazing to be weightless as my body 
relaxed and encouraged my baby to move down. I understood then what Amanda meant when she said 
to “move in to your birthing body.” It was an intense focus on the moment with lots of internal dialogue. 
Between each contraction was a moment to refocus, rehydrate and relax. Caleb was a huge help putting 
pressure on my back and hips using the techniques that he had learned in the Hypnobirthing classes. He 
was getting a workout physically helping me through each contraction and always encouraging me. 

 

 

 



12:45am- contractions 2 minutes apart, went to hospital  

As I got more and more focused, I lost track of time. Amanda at one point looked at me and said “Are 
you ready to go to the hospital? Your surges are about two minutes apart.” I was glad that she was there 
because I would have just stayed there in my “birthing body” and had that baby in the water without 
realizing that I needed to get in the car and go to the hospital. I was focused! The hardest part of the 
whole night was when I got out of the water and my body temperature dropped. I was shaking and it 
made the contractions so much more intense. I had to get upstairs and get in the shower to regulate my 
temperature again. It was hard to get up and down the stairs in between contractions that were 2 
minutes apart. Caleb and Amanda got me in the car with all of the bags. I had dreaded that ride to the 
hospital because I remembered freaking out during the ride to have Daisy. I was prepared this time. I 
put on praise and worship music by Bethel Music and listened to Jenn Johnson sing about how God was 
going before me and was with me and was all that I needed. And I believed it. I knew that He was in 
control and that I was safe. Breathe. 

1:15am- labored at the hospital 

I spent a while in Triage because my midwife had to confirm that my water had broken. I had to get on 
my back to be “checked” but it was really painful to get on my back when I had a contraction, which was 
happening less than every two minutes at this point. I declined having her check to see how dilated my 
cervix was or how I was progressing. I didn’t want to start the process of being told that I wasn’t 
“progressing fast enough” and I knew that things could change faster or slower at any point. My goal 
was to focus on relaxing and to ignore anything that would make me tense up. I knew that if I tensed up, 
my body might slow down labor. This would start conversations about the need for Pitocin, which was 
not on my birth plan. I knew that it made contractions much more intense and might lead to 
conversations about accepting an epidural. I knew that with an epidural came requirements to be 
continually monitored, which meant I would have to stay in the bed. I didn’t want any of those things. 
One thing would lead to another. When I finally got to my labor and delivery room, I declined getting 
into the bed as the corpsman asked me. I started on the floor leaning against a yoga ball. It didn’t seem 
to take long before I started to feel the urge to push. While I was focused inwardly and only speaking to 
my doula and husband, there was a battle going on in the room. It was hospital policy for laboring moms 
to have an IV port in their arm in case of “emergency.” I had written in my birth plan and discussed with 
my doctor that I wanted to decline the “Heplock” so that I could move around freely as I labored. He had 
adamantly told me that I was asking too much and that it was not negotiable. I spoke with another 
doctor and got the same response. I finally removed it from my birth plan and thought that though I was 
not happy about it I would have to compromise since I was not allowed to change providers through the 
military hospital. However, when the conversation started in the room about starting the IV, I really did 
not want to have it because I was actively feeling the urge to push. I knew that everything was going 
smoothly and we would have a baby soon. Multiple people came in the room and the conversations 
with my husband became more and more aggressive. At one point I heard my doctor say, “Ok, well I 
have to tell you that your wife may die for you making this decision.” I thought “Oh my goodness, I am 
just having a baby. I am not sick. I can do this without all the intervention.” Amanda must have seen that 
I was starting to pay attention to the conversations because she quietly said to me “Just focus on what 



you are doing, not anything going on around you.” It was just what I needed to get refocused. The next 
battle was about having continuous monitoring. Because I was on the floor and not in the bed like they 
asked me to be, they were not able to connect me to the monitor without holding it to my belly. But the 
nurse was holding it to tightly against my belly and it really hurt. I asked Caleb to tell them to move it. 
She seemed a little frantic and said that she wasn’t allowed to remove it without permission from her 
boss. My doula offered to hold it for her while she went to ask permission. The battle continued for a 
while until at one point someone ripped all the monitors off of me and left the room dramatically. The 
room was completely silent then. I smiled knowing that I was now free to have my baby in the calm 
environment that I so desperately wanted and was able to move as my body told me to without cords 
hanging off of me and beeping sounds in the room. I knew then that no one would be telling me when 
to push and how to lie and I wouldn’t have to be concerned that I wasn’t “progressing fast enough.” I 
looked at Amanda and told her that he was coming soon. I could feel him moving down. 

It really wasn’t a prime position for the staff to help deliver a baby while I was on the floor and they 
really wanted me to get on the bed to be higher. I was hesitant because I did not want to end up on my 
back, knowing that it hurt earlier and that gravity would not be in my favor. Amanda encouraged me 
that I would be able to get in to the same position as I had been on the floor, so I got up and spent some 
time on all fours leaned against the back of the bed. This is when I really depended on my positive 
reinforcements to stay focused. I kept telling myself that I was only responsible for one thing: to breathe 
through the next contraction. That is it, only one thing. I listened to the words in the music that we were 
playing. It was often just what I needed to hear to remind me that God made me to do this and that He 
was with me. I could have peace and not fear. When I would start to get scared I would think about my 
verse that said God did not give me the spirit of fear but of power and love and of sound mind. I claimed 
that sound mind and rejected the fear. When I felt a contraction was going to be a hard one I would call 
for Amanda and tell her that I needed help through the next contraction. She knew just what I needed 
to hear every time. Often I would say, “God, I give you this contraction.” I know that it relieved me of 
pain and allowed me to just breathe. 

At some point, my midwife had to confirm that I was fully dilated, which I was. And at some point I was 
asked it I wanted to try the squat bar, which could be attached to the bed. I thought that was a great 
idea. My body was ready to move into another position.  I spent a good portion of the active pushing at 
the squat bar. There was some concern in the room about my legs giving out since I was in the squatting 
position for so long. I knew it was the “Goddess Pose” from my yoga classes. It was my favorite position 
because it helped prepare my hips to be open and flexible for childbirth. It also had apparently 
strengthened my legs because I felt very comfortable in that position for a long time. I heard someone in 
the room say “She does yoga, so she should be fine.” The next concern about the position was that 
there was not enough “clearance for catching the baby.” Amanda asked if I would like for her or Caleb to 
sit behind me to lean back on. I chose her so that Caleb could be available when Jett arrived. The angle 
was perfect for my final pushes. I stopped feeling contractions and only felt the urge to push. I prayed 
that God would help me because I knew that I could not do it on my own. I had learned that it was good 
that this part go slowly so that my body could stretch around him and not tear quickly. I felt patient and 
felt like the rest of the room was patient too. Everything felt calm. 



4:55am- Jett was born 

I was a little surprised when I saw him. I thought I would feel him come out more dramatically or hear 
people say that his head is out and to do one more push for his body, but it was quiet to me. He didn’t 
really cry. He was very alert and looked at me when they put him on my belly. Not long after he was 
born he literally crawled up my belly to my chest. It was an instinct that I had heard about but was 
shocked to see from my own baby. I heard a clear reaction from the room too. With no drugs in our 
systems, we were both able to do what our bodies naturally were made to do. 

Our midwife waited a long time to cut the cord, as we requested, so that Jett could get all of the good 
blood and nutrients. I don’t even know how long we waited but I had forgotten that it hadn’t been cut 
yet when she asked Caleb if he would like to cut it. I was so grateful that our midwife was so patient. 

I really didn’t want him to be poked and prodded on his birthday. I wanted it to be calm, without 
unnecessary tears. We declined the Vitamin K shot because I knew that it was a preventative and usually 
unnecessary precaution. They took blood from his cord to determine his blood type. I declined the 
ointment on his eyes until after his first feeding so that his eyesight would not be blurry as we bonded. 
We declined getting him circumcised because we could find no medical reason why he would need the 
surgery. And we waited three hours for his first bath to focus on the time bonding together. I was 
amazed at how alert he was. He was perfect. 

Everything went better than I had planned. I think that is what happens when God is invited in the room. 
He exceeds our expectations and planning. 


