
Hana Marie 
 
I heard a “pop” then felt a gush as my water broke.  I opened my eyes and squinted at the 
clock.  It was 12:01 (midnight) on Tuesday, December 20th.  I woke up Julian (J: after 
keeping me up “talking” until 11:00pm Monday after a long 7 to 4 work day) and we got 
our stuff together and headed to the hospital to the Emergency entrance (J: which 
consisted of construction plywood making the entrance look like the entrance to a shanty 
town), then upstairs to Maternity Triage. 
 
Here’s what I looked like at about 2am. 

 
Here’s what Julian looked like.  He was not a happy camper!  (J: Dawn has a grumpy 
picture too!) 

 



 
The nurses checked me out, and then determined that I wasn’t in active labour because I 
was not dilating at all and had no contractions.  They suggested that we try walking for a 
while to see if it would get things going, so we went and walked around the ward for an 
hour or so.  Then they re-checked and since nothing was happening, they told us to go 
home (J: and come back for 6 AM).  So we packed up and went home for about an hour 
and a half, then went back to the hospital for 6:30am.  They told us that if nothing 
happens on its own for 6 hours after the water breaks, then they will induce (J: We 
thought they’d induce at 6 –uh, no.). 
 
When we got back, we went back to triage.  Unfortunately it was a busy night, and they 
couldn’t move me to a labour and delivery room because there were no rooms open on 
the “high risk” side and no nurses on the “low risk” side.  Finally around 2 PM they 
moved me to a L&D room (J: on the “high risk” side). 
 
Here’s me around 4:00pm on Tuesday, December 20th. 

 
 
They started the IV with syntocin to induce labour.  Then we waited.  And waited and 
waited.  The chart beside me is a fetal monitor.  They had two sensors attached by bands 
around my belly and a monitor that charted the baby’s heartbeat and my contractions. 
 



Around 8pm the contractions started to get painful.  Unfortunately they were confined to 
my lower back.  They were so painful in my back that I couldn’t even feel them in my 
belly.  I was checked again by a nurse who gave us fantastic news.  I was 7 cm dialated!  
With only 3 more centimetres to go, we were well on our way to having this baby.  It 
really renewed my energy and efforts.  Julian was busy with counter pressure on my back 
as we tried sitting on a ball, then leaning up against the edge of the bed. 
 
Then the doctor came in to check me at around 11:00 PM.  She had me lie down, then 
gave us the bad news.  I was barely 2cm dilated (J: D’Oh!).  The nurse had made a 
mistake.  We were devastated.  I couldn’t believe that I was having all this back pain with 
no progress at all.  The doctor also told us that technically I wasn’t even in labour yet, 
because they don’t consider you in active labour until you’re at least 3 cm dilated.  We 
asked the doctor for her advice and she advised me to get an epidural.  It would be at least 
10 hours until the baby could be born if things went well, and things were not going well 
so far.  Why 10 hours?  Because women typically (J: keyword: “typically”) dilate 1cm 
per hour.   
 
So I decided to get the epidural.  This way we could both sleep thorough the night and 
hopefully I’d be further along in the morning.  Julian helped me survive about an hour of 
contractions as we waited for the anaesthesiologist to come and give me the epidural.  
Once it went in, we settled down for a long night.  I was poked and prodded and my 
blood pressure measured all night as they kept turning up the syntocin to try and get 
things going.  Julian was sleeping on a chair that turned into a bed all night (J: not that the 
bed took all night to turn into a bed, I just slept in the hide-a-bed chair all night –in it’s 
bed configuration). 
 
Around 10am on Wednesday, December 21st the doctor came back to check.  It had been 
a long night and the syntocin was turned up to the maximum they could do.  The baby 
had been doing well all night (i.e. didn’t show any signs of distress) so they had let the 
labour continue.  The doctor checked and I was still at 1 to 2 cm.  Not even in labour yet! 
 
It had been 36 hours since my water had broken and they were concerned with infection.  
Plus, there had been no progress, so no one had any idea how long it would be until the 
baby could be born.  So she suggested a caesarean section.  I was scared, but also 
exhausted.  The contractions were strong and exhausting, even if I couldn’t feel any pain 
(I could still feel the tightening when they were really strong). 
 
Julian and I decided to go for it, so they took me off of the syntocin drip and the 
contractions slowed down.  At 12:00 they took me into the operating room and gave me a 
stronger epidural that contained morphine. 
 
At 12:36 Hana Marie Nedohin-Macek was born with an APGAR score of 9-9. 



 
They cleaned her up and wrapped her up and gave her to “Dad” to show me! 

 
Here is the first picture of our new family! 
 



They moved us into recovery, where Hana was weighed and measured while we waited 
for a room for us to move into.  Hana was 8 pounds, 1.4 ounces (3669 grams) and 21 ¼ 
inches long (56 cm). 
 
Once my left hand unfroze, I could hold her for the first time. 

 
 
And here’s Dad saying hello (around 6pm on Dec 21st)! 

 
 
 



 
They finally moved us up to a shared room where Hana was taken to get a full bath.  Here 
she is getting warmed up before her bath. 

 
 
We ended up staying in the hospital until noon on December 25th. 
 

What a great Christmas Present. 


