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have you read our blog? ... 
it’s provocative, loving, uncomfortable, thoughtful.



Rob has just finished videotaping our family around the 
holidays.  I sit down to watch the video and see our living 
room.  Martel is four and sitting in his chair watching PBS 
Kids.  It’s the only television I allow him to watch as I am 
convinced that if he watches violent television such as the 
Power Rangers or even Looney Toons, he will learn to be 
violent.  Children, after all, can’t distinguish television, 
video games, and cartoons from reality.  No war toys and 
no violent television.
On the video recording, Martel says something to me while I’m in the kitchen, out of the camera frame.  I walk into 
the living room, nine months pregnant, and stand next him, not necessarily aware that the camera is on.  While 
Martel is talking, I interrupt him with a “uh,uh,uh… don’t talk like that.  If you want me to listen to you, you need to 
talk to me in the right tone of voice.” 

When I sat down to watch the video, this was not the scene I expected to see.  As I watched the video unfold, it felt 
almost unreal.  Who was this person talking to a child like that?  I felt horrified and ashamed, even a little sick to my 
stomach.  I had never seen my treatment of Martel through the objective lens of a video recording.  Because I loved 
him with all my heart, I believed that my love showed through, even when we were in conflict.  I imagined myself as 
a loving, caring, and nurturing parent. 

Before seeing the video, I believed I was committed to creating a home environment that allowed Martel to express 
anything he needed, especially his emotions.  I knew I had my moments when I lost it, but I believed all the reading, 
research, and thinking I had done about what it meant to be a parent had set me on the right path.  I had worked 
hard to heal the pain of my past with my own parents and believed that I was ready to be a parent.

      unlearning
ADULTISM



While I was pregnant and even before getting pregnant, 
I had read countless websites, forums, articles, and books 
about natural childbirth and parenting.  I had committed 
myself to eating organic whole foods.  I eliminated caffeine.  
Though he was born in the hospital, we had decided against 
circumcision.  We had a natural, drug-free birth and he 
nursed on demand.  Attachment parenting, extended breast-
feeding, meeting his needs as a baby with co-sleeping, baby-
wearing, and responsive parenting were the norm for us. 

When he was a baby, we worked hard to meet his needs and 
we controlled his environment to ensure he could explore 
the world on his terms.  We believed in saying no as little 
as possible.  Then, when he began to broaden his world, 
my ideas of what he should do and his ideas of what he 
should do clashed.  I believed that it was my responsibility 
to create the kind of childhood for him that would ensure 
he was healthy, happy, compassionate, loving, and kind.  
Our relationship became strained and marked with conflict 
because I thought my way was the right way.  How could 
he know what was best for himself ?  So my initial vision of 
parenting and who I was as a parent still lived in my head, 
but it was not reflected in the reality of our relationship.

Watching myself on the video was a turning point in my 
parenting journey.  It made me step back and evaluate who 

I had become as a parent.  And the reality was the 
interaction caught on the recording that night was 
just one of many times I had treated Martel with 
disregard.  In the moment when I corrected Martel’s 
tone of voice, he shut down initially and then he 
decided to comply with my demands.  Although he 
complied in that moment, I had noticed over the 
last year how he had become increasingly angry.  He 
would take his anger out on other children, but he 
never directed it at me. 

At the time, I believed I needed to impose more 
control on him because he clearly did not have any 
self-control.  I had unknowingly bought into one 
of the biggest lies about parenting that our society 
perpetuates on children and parents.  If children 
are “out of control,” parents need to come down 
even harder and impose more control.  Of course, 
at the time, I didn’t know this was a lie.  I would 
come to understand this once I began to unlearn the 
adultism I had internalized growing up and in my 
“education” as a parent.

Adultism is a pervasive dynamic that operates 
within adult-child relationships in our culture.  It is 
a belief that adults are better than children and have 

          Adultism is a belief that adults are   
 better than children and have the right 
  to control children’s actions, decisions,   
          and lives without their consent.



the right to control children’s actions, decisions, and lives 
without their consent.  When we control children we teach 
them through our actions that they cannot be trusted.  We 
learn through our own childhood and in institutions such 
as schools, churches, and the legal and medical systems that 
children need to be controlled for their own good. 

Children learn that in order to get the approval of adults 
they must behave in ways that please adults.  They then 
internalize the belief that their worth and value is defined by 
their behavior, their grades in school, and any other criteria 
established by adults.  Children come to understand that it is 
not enough to learn for the sake of learning, but they must be 
able to prove to adults what they have learned.  Even if adults 
don’t say please and thank you, they learn that they must say 
those words to adults in order to get what they need or want.  
Ultimately, by controlling and manipulating children, by 
treating them as if they are only good if they do the things we 
want them to, we treat them as less than human.  Adultism 
and our resulting behavior dehumanizes children.

The irony of my relationship with Martel was that in my 
work as a university administrator, I was a leader who was 
committed to creating space for students who came from 
groups that had been marginalized and disempowered in 
inequitable and often oppressive systems of education.  I 
spent my days advocating for change, teaching social 
justice, and working to create and sustain programs to serve 
students. 

On the nights and weekends, I came home to Martel 
and I disempowered him.  I set him up to accept 
my power and domination over him as a normal 
part of our relationship.  In our dominant culture, 
this is often referred to as responsible parenting.  I 
did not allow him to watch any other television 
besides “educational” television.  I controlled his 
food choices and lied to him so that he would eat 
the kinds of foods that I believed were best for him.  
I forced him to eat when I believed he was hungry, 
not just when he said he was hungry.  I assumed 
that I knew what he needed more than he did.  
These were all things I read and learned were what 
responsible parents did.

What I had failed to understand until Martel was 
over five years old was how adultism was deeply, 
subtly, and insidiously embedded in my view of the 
world.  Adultism operated in all of my interactions.  
It set me up to believe that I knew what was best 
for Martel.  Adults know what is best for children 
and, as a result, we have the right to impose our will 
upon them to get them to comply and do as we say.  
As children grow up in this environment at home, 
in schools, and in other public spaces, they learn 
that the more powerful have the right to control the 
less powerful.  In this case, parents have the right 

When we control children we teach 
them through our actions that they 

cannot be trusted.



to control children.  This begins to extend to other parts of 
their lives.  When they become more powerful, the idea that 
they have the right to control the less powerful is already 
embedded in their world-view through their experiences 
with us as parents.

Despite all of the professional and personal work I had done 
to examine my biases and prejudices, despite all that I had 
done to try and undo the harm of growing up in systems 
of oppression, I failed to understand how adultism is at the 
root of all oppression.  I was setting Martel up to not only 
accept being dominated by the more powerful (like me, his 
mother), but to then use his power to dominate others as he 
became more powerful in the world.  Martel rebelled against 
my domination of him, but instead of rebelling directly 
against me, I saw him begin to use his power to try and 
control other children.  His anger and frustration couldn’t be 
directed at his mother, who had the power to control his life, 
but it could be directed at other children.

My journey to understanding adultism and the ways I 
had internalized it, led me spend time examining how I 
was disempowered as a child in an adultist world.  Where 
before I had placed the blame squarely on my parents for my 
dysfunctional and painful childhood, I began to understand 
the ways in which they, too, had been socialized to believe 
that children should be seen and not heard.  They had been 
socialized to believe that spanking and whipping were 
the right and obligation of parents to properly raise their 
children.  Just as I was a product of my socialization, so were 
they.  

When I began to peel back the layers of my childhood 
experiences, I have sharp and often painful memories of 

being told I was not good enough by my teachers, 
my parents, and other adults in my life.  This telling 
didn’t always happen in words.  It might have been 
in a look.  It might have been in a whipping.  It 
might have been in the silent treatment I received 
when I didn’t do what was expected.  I strove to 
please the adults in my life because it was how I 
got the love and approval I needed as a child.  I 
learned through my childhood that it is a child’s 
responsibility to please adults and do what adults 
want.  Even if it was something that made me 
uncomfortable, even if I was angry, I did what I was 
told to do.  I lost my connection to my own voice 
and authority and looked to others to tell me I was 
good enough and smart enough to be loved in the 
world.

What I didn’t understand as I moved into adulthood 
is that this is the experience of most children.  
The sense of disregard, disempowerment, and 
marginalization that I experienced was the result 
not only of the particulars of my family, but the fact 
that my family mirrored the larger social structures, 
norms, and values of a dominant culture that is 
steeped in fear, control, and power-over dynamics.  

And, just like any “good” member of society, 
I carried those dynamics into my own family.  
Although I questioned corporate food and chose 
natural childbirth and attachment parenting, I did 
not question the right of adults to use their power 
over children.  I just used it for what I thought were 
the right reasons.  Because I wanted Martel to be 
healthy, I could force him to eat what I thought was 

. . . adultism is at the root 
of all oppression.



best for him.  Because I wanted Martel to grow up as a man 
who was not sexist, I had to control his behavior to ensure 
he did not use male privilege to diminish women.  Somehow 
the lesson that children learn from how they are treated was 
not part of my education as a parent.

As I began to understand the ways in which adultism 
impacted my view of parenting, children, and childhood, 

I had to engage in a process I call unlearning.  My 
view of the world was shaped by my experiences as a 
child.  Because I experienced control, punishment, 
and conditional love from the adults around me, I 
internalized the belief that this is how children should be 
treated. 

Even though I knew that I wanted Martel and Greyson 
to have a different childhood, it wasn’t until I actively 
challenged my world-view, or paradigm, that I began to let 
go of control, domination, and oppression as my parenting 
tools.  I thought I was giving them this different childhood 
because I didn’t use physical punishment and I was willing 
for them to express their emotions.  Although there were 
incremental differences in their childhoods, the underlying 
foundation of control and domination was still there.

As a teenager, I railed against my disempowerment.  I 
knew that I was capable of far more as a teenager than 
the adults around me gave me credit for.  I wanted to do 
important things but I was not taken seriously.  Then, as I 
grew into adulthood, I somehow forgot how it felt to be 
less powerful as a child and teen.  I was busy in college, law 

school, advancing my career, and working on behalf 
of others who were experiencing discrimination 
even as I struggled to be taken seriously as a young 
professional woman. 

As I grew older and advanced in my career, I still did 
not see the power of adultism because I was too busy 
fighting other –isms.  I was a bi-racial woman, 15 
years younger than my peers, and I felt as though I 
was fighting against those stereotypes.  I was focused 

so much on the ways I needed to perform 

in my professional role to be effective, which also 
meant challenging issues of race and gender, that I 
couldn’t see how I had transitioned into parenthood 
and held the privilege and power I had as an adult in 
relationship to children.

This is the fundamental nature of oppression that 
I understood in the context of class, gender, sexual 
orientation, and other identities.  We most often 
don’t see those identities in which we hold power 
and privilege.  For example, before women and men 
of color were given the right to vote, it was a cultural 
norm in our country to believe that those groups 
were intellectually inferior.  The majority of white 
men in our culture at that time did not question 
their right to control others because of this supposed 
inferiority.  In my own case, I couldn’t see how I 
had moved from feeling oppressed as a child, to 



struggling to be taken seriously as a professional, to being the 
oppressor as the parent.  Because control and domination of 
children is normal in our culture, I couldn’t see it for what it 
was - oppression.

My coming to understand my power as an adult in our 
culture began my process of unlearning adultism.  One 
unexpected result of this unlearning and learning process 
is that  it has helped me to heal my past.  By looking at my 
painful experiences as a child through a broader lens of 
adultism, I have been able to forgive my parents.  Where 
before I struggled with painful memories of rejection and 
criticism, I have come to see the ways in which my parents 
were unable to do more than they did.  Understanding their 
struggles in the broader context of adultism helps me to 
understand my own struggle to shed my adultism.  Forgiving 
my parents has helped me to learn to forgive myself.

I have learned to forgive myself for the unlearning I am 
continually doing.  When I am triggered by something 
Martel or Greyson has done, I have the chance to look 
at how that triggering experience takes me back in time, 
without knowing it, to when I felt disempowered as a child.  

I distinctly remember times when my father would yell at us 
when we got too loud, even if we were just playing.  When 
I’m told by Martel or Greyson to be quiet because I’m 

bothering them, I have experienced being triggered.  
I feel shut down by their request because I’m taken 
back to my own childhood when I was punished 
for being too loud.  My own experience in being 
triggered has caused me to consider that perhaps 

when my father became angry in my childhood he 
was being taken back to his own painful childhood.

Before I began to understand the impact of my 
disempowerment as a child, I could have easily 
turned my pain into anger that I would then 
direct at the children in my life.  Now, I am able to 
understand how my trigger is a chance to heal from 
the adultism I experienced.  I can recognize that I 
have a place of pain that I can feel, lean into, and 
heal so that they are not subjected to my leftover 
baggage.

If I choose to ignore the pain of those experiences, 
they don’t go away.  They merely become fuel for 
my mistreatment of Martel and Greyson.  By being 
willing to look at the ways adultism impacted me 
as a child and the ways I perpetuate it as a parent, I 
can break the harmful cycle that continues in our 
culture. 

We can break the chains that bind us to a system of 



oppression that is rooted in adultism.  We can learn from the 
harm done to us by adults who weren’t able to disengage and 
liberate themselves from a system that expects power and 
control of children. 

One of the ways I have moved forward in my liberation is to 
forgive my parents for what they couldn’t see, even if I don’t 
forget my past.  Shame and blame - of my parents and myself 
- allow the system of oppression to continue unchecked.  Yes, 
my parents are responsible for the choices they made.  I am 
responsible for the choices I make.  I am accountable for the 
pain I may have inflicted on Martel and Greyson.

However, my liberation is tied to love, not hate, blame, or 
shame.  When I come to my relationship with myself (and 
my parents) from a place of love and acceptance, I break the 
chains of adultism and oppression.  When I value my past 
experiences as part of the whole of who I am, I can see that 
it is through the lens of those experiences that I am able to 
create a different relationship with Martel and Greyson. 

My passion for eliminating adultism within myself and 
breaking the cycle of adultism in this generation of 
children comes from the pain I experienced in that system.  
Liberation is possible when I can look at the past with clarity 
and see a future that is not yet created, but is filled with hope.

Teresa Graham Brett, J.D.
 lives her passion for creating social change by combining 

her work in social justice education with parenting. 
As a professional, she has spent over 20 years working in 
and with universities and colleges as an educator, leader, 

administrator and consultant committed to
 advancing social change and social justice. 

After graduating from law school, 
she decided not to practice law.  

Instead, she opted to serve the cause of 
social change through her work at three large public 

universities across the country.  
She worked with innovative programs 

designed to create transformative learning 
for students, staff and faculty.  

As a consultant she continues to 
bring her expertise and passion to clients interested in 

transformative learning, social change and social justice.
Her own life was transformed after the births 

of Martel and Greyson, who have challenged her to 
live the values of liberation, freedom and respect as a parent.  

She discovered the ways in which 
she did not live in congruence with her professional 

values in her role as a parent. 
Using her experience in facilitating social justice learning, 

she began her own learning journey toward creating 
respectful relationships with the children who share her life. 

This personal journey and her challenge to others 
to create broader social change by transforming how we view 

and treat children is chronicled in her writing, 
both on her website and in her book, 

Parenting for Social Change.  Inspired by the change
 in her relationships, she coaches parents to 

turn conflict into connection. 
You can find her at:

 www.ParentingforSocialChange.com, 
TeresaGrahamBrett.com, 

twitter @TGbrett, 
or friend her on Facebook, Teresa Graham Brett.



Before having children, sleeping in a family bed, or co-sleeping as it 
is sometimes called, is not something that we ever planned to do.  In 
fact, I had never heard of it at all!  At my terribly traditional baby 
shower, the main gift that I received was a beautiful, expensive crib.  
I still have a photo of me, hugely pregnant and standing in front of 
it, holding a little teddy bear, which I guess I was supposed to put in 
the crib with Devin when he was born.  In every photo of me 
holding the material items at my baby shower, I have a confused, 
blank look on my face.  It felt wrong instinctually for the things to 

 

     of the Family Bed
FlowThe Sacred



be the focus of that event.  I had no friends attend; only a few 
co-workers who drank punch and looked at their watches as 
I opened my gifts.  Every gift that I received was designed to 
separate me from Devin in such a disempowering way.

I never ended up using the crib that was in all of those sad 
photos.  In fact, I sold it on eBay when Devin was only a few 
months old and in the description for the listing I wrote: 
“Never used – brand new, mahogany crib.  We made the 
loving choice to co-sleep and can’t imagine sleeping away 
from our child at night.”  Despite my “description,” the 
crib sold immediately and I got top dollar for it, too.  It is 
no surprise it sold so quickly with the focus on separating 
a mother from her child, even before birth, in our culture.  
Even asking for my crib a higher price than it was worth and 
promoting co-sleeping in my description did not deter the 
buyer.  I felt sad thinking about the lonely baby that would 
sleep in it for years, away from the warmth and love of his 
mother’s arms and breast. 

Our journey to what would be a constant flowing and 
evolving of sleeping arrangements was authentic yet may 
seem chaotic to someone outside looking in.  I can remember 
sleeping with Devin next to me and thinking how right and 
perfect it felt.  I wanted him with us, and he wanted to be 
with us.  Along with the crib, we were given a bassinet that, I 
am sad to say, was passed down for three generations in Joe’s 
family.  It was presented to me as if it was something I should 
be very honored to receive.  His mother and grandmother 

actually cried when they gave it to me.  Yet, in my eyes, it 
symbolized sadness, isolation, and loneliness for Joe, who 
slept in that very bassinet alone for the first year of his life. 

When Devin was two days old, I placed him in the bassinet 
away from me when we went to bed one night.  I could see 
him on the other side of the room and he could see me.  I 
could feel his asking – his longing to be with me physically.  
He needed me yet there we lay separated, desperately 
wanting to connect and be together.  He began to cry after 
only a couple minutes and I jumped up to retrieve him.  I 
kissed his forehead and cried telling him that I would never 
do that again, and I didn’t.  Those two minutes were brutal 
and painful.  My tears were not only for that moment, 
but they were for the very experience of taking part in this 
twisted experiment of separating the two of us. 

It was at that moment of deeper realization that I grew 
immensely as a mother.  I knew that I was walking down 
a path in which I had to be strong and confident in a way 
that I had never been before in my life.  I knew that I would 
never, ever sleep away from my children if we wanted to 
be together, despite any outside opinions or voices.  I did 
not know anyone else that had ever shared sleep with their 
baby.  I began researching co-sleeping online and when I 
did, it opened me up to a world of parenting that I never 
knew existed.  I had found my tribe and this recognition was 
the very first time I truly honored my inner knowing.  In 
an instant, I evolved.  I began turning up the volume on my 

 I knew that I was walking down a 
path in which I had to be strong and 

confident in a way that I had never been 
before in my life.  I knew that I would 

never, ever sleep away from my children 
if we wanted to be together, despite 

any outside opinions or voices. 



beautiful inner-self that I had been silenced early on and then ignored for all of my 
life.  It was a new beginning in every way for me.  I was mothering from my heart 
and gained a new sense of self-love in doing so.

Of course, Joe’s parents were greatly insulted that I didn’t use the heirloom bassinet.  
I gave it back to my mother-in-law, thanked her for offering it, and told her proudly 
that I did not need it because we were going to co-sleep with Devin.  This honesty 
and confidence in my parenting choice began a spiral of negativity between her 
and me that continues even today.  She told me that she and her husband wouldn’t 
be going upstairs in my home again because seeing a bed that we all slept in would 
make them uncomfortable.  It made me feel like she thought what we were doing 
was wrong, shameful, and dirty. 

With the crib sold and the bassinet returned, there was nothing in our lives 
separating us at night from Devin.  He was with us at night, just where he should 
be. 

We bought side rails for our queen-sized bed so Devin would not roll off.  We 
made sure we shared sleep safely and didn’t have big pillows or puffy blankets near 
him at night.  We read everything we could get our hands on about co-sleeping 
online.  I woke often to nurse, yet I rarely felt tired during the day like everyone said 
that I would as a new Mom.  I loved being between my husband and my son.  Joe 
felt that it only made sense to co-sleep.  He loved waking up with his family and 
our mornings were filled with giggles and cuddles.  It was a profoundly important 
bonding time for our family.  I cannot imagine not having that time for all of us to 
connect – that time between night and day when it was quiet and peaceful when 
the earth stood still for us to truly be together as a family.  We were physically with 
our child twice as much as a mainstream parent!  How could that not benefit the 
child and the family?!

As Devin grew, it became obvious that a queen-sized bed was not big enough for us 
all to sleep comfortably.  We attached a twin bed to the queen and purchased what 
is called a “bed-bridge” to connect the two beds seamlessly together (bed-bridges 
are often used in hotels to turn to twin beds into a king-sized bed).  Oftentimes, 
when space is limited in a co-sleeping arrangement, many parents blame the co-
sleeping when, in fact, it is lack of space causing the issue!  It is so important to 
grow your bed as your children grow so that everyone is comfortable.  Co-sleeping 
becomes difficult when parents are inflexible and unwilling to change to meet the 
growing needs of the family.

When our second child, Tiffany, came along, I slept with her in another room for 
a few weeks while Devin and Joe shared the bed in our family bedroom.  Devin 
slept through the night for the first time the night of Tiffany’s birth.  It was perfect!  
He was two and a half and no longer needed to nurse at night, so I was able to give 
myself completely to my daughter, physically, at night.  She was awake often in the 
evening and she and I were able to lie together or rock in the chair without waking 

  Do you have a 
budding scientist in your family?
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to Sneakin’ in Science!  
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tons of extra information, related experi-
ment ideas and career exploration!  

Experiments include: 
Fossil dig, Rockets, Sand that stays dry 
in water, Volcano, Geode, Owl Pellet 

and much more!  
Perfect for homeschooling!

Sneakininscience.com

Looking for  
Cooperative  
Culture?

Our 80-page quarterly magazine is chockful of information, 
inspiration, and personal stories about how to build and  
sustain community—whether an ecovillage or a  
neighborhood; whether a cohousing community or a  
workplace. We help you where you are! 

Our articles examine the successes and also the challenges, 
highlighting the invaluable lessons learned along the way. 
If you are part of a group, we can help you live and work 
together more cooperatively; if you are an individual or 
family looking for community, we can inspire your search. 

Each issue is organized around a theme—recent ones include 
Intimacy, Mental Health, Elders, Power and Empowerment,  
Education for Sustainability, and Family. 

Nobody chronicles cooperative culture the way Communities does.  
Subscribe now and be inspired! 

website: communities.ic.org  
800-462-8240 

Communities has 
what you’re looking for!



Joe and Devin.  After the first month or so, we joined the rest 
of our family in our nest, our family bed. 

After several months, the bed became crowded again.  
Instead of adding another twin bed, we removed the first one 
and brought in another queen-sized bed.  We attached the 
two queen beds together to make one huge bed.  Our family 
bed was a beautiful, sacred space.  It was where we spent 
half of our time, so it took on an energy of love, joy, and 
contentment for all of us.

One day, I decided to give our family bed an upgrade!  I 
hung silken fabrics from the ceiling and created a stunning 
canopy bed.  I used a handmade quilt that my grandmother 
made as a head board.  My grandmother made the entire 
piece by hand and it took her over three years to make.  After 
she died, I was gifted this quilt on my wedding day.  Bringing 
it into this space of love was homage to her in my eyes.  She 
was with me, behind my decision to listen to my heart.  Her 
quilt spread the entire length of our huge family bed on the 
wall behind our heads.  Feeling so alone and shunned by Joe’s 
family and friends because of our decision to share sleep, I 
created ways in which we could feel supported and loved.  
This was just one way in which I did that.

Making our family bed as beautiful as I could was fun for 
me!  It was an outlet for my creativity that I celebrated.  I 
printed brightly colored stars of all different sizes to stick on 
the ceiling above our bed.  It was our sanctuary, our nest!  I 
wanted the space to be cozy and uniquely ours.  I surprised 
my family with our newly-decorated space and they gasped 
when they saw it.  Over the months, we expanded on its 

beauty and added functionality as well.  Shelves were added 
to the space where Devin slept, so he could have his books 
within easy reach.  I purchased a wireless headphone set to I 
could watch television at night without it waking the kids.  
We found many ways to meet all of our needs in our family 
bed space. 

When Ivy was born, I also slept with her separately from the 
other family members until we were ready to join the rest 
of the family after our cocoon time together.  The first few 
months were bliss but, when Ivy began growing and moving 
around more, the room in the giant bed became cramped, 
yet again.  I moved with her to a different room where she 
and I slept in a queen bed comfortably together.  Everyone 
had space and had their needs met.  It worked out this way 
perfectly for us for years.  I would go to bed much earlier 
with Ivy than Joe and the other kids would go to bed.  One 
family bed room was for the “early birds” and one for the 
“night owls.” 

Joe and I set up a twin bed in a spare room for the two of 
us to connect when we wanted to make love.  It became our 
special little space where we would connect in the peace and 
silence of the night or as the sun rose in the morning.  He 
would knock on my door and I would nurse Ivy before going 
out to meet him for our rendezvous.  We also were able to 
get creative and kinky and enjoy one another physically in 
other rooms of the house like the kitchen, living room, or 
shower.  Sex was never boring and, because of this, our sex 
lives became richer.  Just because you have a family bed, does 
not mean sex isn’t possible!  On the contrary, it opens up 
possibilities and a new level of creativity as the two of you 

  Our family bed was a beautiful, 
sacred space.  It was where we 

spent half of our time, so it took 
on an energy of love, joy, and 

contentment for all of us.



discover new and exciting ways you can connect as a couple!

During the time when I was sleeping in a bed with Ivy, Devin 
really wanted to fall asleep with me.  He liked to have his 
back tickled as he fell asleep, so I honored that.  He would 
fall asleep by my side and Joe would later carry him into the 
other room into the bed with he and Tiff.  This went on 
every night until Devin was nine years old.  Also, during this 
same time, Tiffany wanted to fall asleep in the living room 
watching her favorite television shows.  We also honored 
this and Joe would carry her up to bed when she fell asleep.  
Needless to say, Joe had some killer biceps during this time 
in our lives from carrying two children to bed every night; 
but he did it, unwaveringly and with love, until they both 
outgrew the need.

When Orion was born, I slept with he and Ivy from the 
beginning.  As he grew, we attached another bed to the 
queen creating another huge family bed in the second 
bedroom.  Again, it was perfect and just what we needed 
for everyone to be comfortable.  I again created a unique, 
functional, and beautiful space in our second family 
bedroom.  I slept between our two youngest children and Joe 
between the two oldest every night and still continue to this 
day. 

We are proud to share that this arrangement has worked 
amazingly well for everyone in our family.  We still are not 
done with our evolution in regards to our family bed!  One 
thing is certain though - we have always respected our 
children’s need to be with us at night.  We are connected 

and present through sickness, nightmares, or simply to 
cover up a child whose blanket slipped off.  I truly believe 
that the most natural and healthy place for children to be 
is with their parents at night until they out grow the need 
and desire.  Devin is twelve and still chooses to share sleep, 
and we celebrate his authenticity and desire.  We see what an 
amazingly capable and loving human being he has become 
as a result of having his needs met and respected.  The family 
bed has only strengthened this within him. 

Today, our children are four, seven, ten, and twelve years old 
and we all share sleep.  Joe, Devin, and Tiff are in one huge 
bed in the “night owl” family bedroom.  Orion, Ivy, and I are 
in one huge bed in the “early bird” family bedroom.  The two 
rooms are connected so it is truly one enormous space with 
two enormous beds!  Expansion and growth has been our 
mantra for the last decade.  Neither Devin nor Tiffany need 
to be carried to bed anymore because falling asleep in the 
bedroom works for them now. 

Devin and Tiffany each have their own bedrooms in addition 
to sharing sleep with us, but instead of beds in their rooms, 
Tiff has a giant craft table and Devin has a workbench and 
computer lab.  That is yet another benefit of sharing sleep 
- you have much more space for the kids to use their own 
rooms for creativity and exploring their passions in life!  It 
has opened up opportunity for their rooms to be workshops, 
craft rooms, dance studios, libraries, pet centers, music shops, 
design studios, sewing rooms, blacksmithing shops, and 
media rooms.  It allows them to have more space when they 
are awake to grow and pursue their interests with a focus on 

We will always cherish and remember 
this time and no “expert” or authority 

could ever convince me that we are 
doing a disservice to our family by 
choosing to live and sleep together. 



their joy in the moment. 

Over the years, our sleeping arrangement has evolved and 
changed to meet everyone’s needs.  I know that they will 
continue to grow and evolve.  Our home certainly doesn’t 
look like a magazine or our culture’s ideals of what a home 
should look like.  Our beds are huge and have mismatched 
blankets, pillows, and quilts and are filled with stuffed 
animals and treasured dolls.  Every night we all pile in 
together along with our pets, whom are also respected in 
their desire to sleep with us all at night. 

The family bed is a living and growing entity in itself.  It 
becomes part of your family as an extension of you.  It should 
be a sanctuary, a nest, and something honored and respected.  
It is uniquely yours and it should always be big enough and 
comfortable enough for everyone to sleep happily together.  I 
know that my children will outgrow the need to share sleep 
in their own time, in their own way.  In the meantime, I am 
enjoying every second of our family bed knowing that this is 
such a short season in our lives.  We will always cherish and 
remember this time and no “expert” or authority could ever 
convince me that we are doing a disservice to our family by 
choosing to live and sleep together. 

This is more than co-sleeping, it is nighttime parenting.  
Looking back on the last decade of our life together as a 
family, half of my memories reside in the sacred place we call 
the family bed.  I cherish every one of them and trust in my 
heart that this is the most healthy, connected, and respectful 
way to parent our children.  It is such a big part of who we 
are today, as a family.  As I write this, my family is snuggled 
up together and warm in bed.  Tears of gratitude flow from 
my eyes.  I am so grateful for listening to my heart all of these 
years.  It has allowed me to be a stronger woman and mother 
and the decision to co-sleep was the pinnacle point in our 
journey to parenting, which set the stage for all else that 
followed.  I love the family bed and will always hold it sacred 
as it is where it all began. Dayna Martin

 is a mother of four, author, childbirth educator, Doula, 
inspirational speaker, raw foodist and entrepreneur.

She enjoys traveling, creating, pursuing her
 passions and growing through self awareness. 

Her family lives in the 
White Mountains of New Hampshire.

You can visit her website www.DaynaMartin.com.
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“A whole new spectrum of possibility is now unfolding,” he said.  
“And nothing that is important to me now will be important to me 
if this child is born...  Well, one thing will be,” and I could hear him 
grinning and winking at me over the phone... 
 
That little blue plus sign revealed itself to me as I crouched beside 
my car on the dirt road nearest the drugstore in Cottonwood, 
Arizona last January.  The signs from my body had been mounting 
for days when I finally got a test and impatiently took it as soon as 
possible.  It was just a few days before my thirtieth birthday.  Wow!  
What a birthday surprise!  
 
That day also happened to be just a few days after Quinn had left my 
home in Sedona to go to India for some yet undetermined amount of 

Birth of a Universe  



time.  A month?  Three?  Six?  He felt such a strong pull to be 
with me and continue fueling the flames of our budding True 
Love that for days he lingered and considered not going at all 
to do this sustainable building project, as it could potentially 
keep him there for months.  I talked about joining him there 
ASAP, if he did go. 
 
So I didn’t know what to expect of him, what he would say 
or do, when he found out that the course of our lives had 
changed irrevocably.  It took me a couple hours to work up 
to it, but I finally managed to spit it out over the phone, just 
as he was going 
through security at 
the airport for his 
connecting flight to 
London.  We were 
pregnant.  
 
OMG, OMG, OMG!  
We were pregnant!!!  
Aaaaaahhhhhh!!!  
 
Standing there in my 
Sedona backyard on 
the phone with 
Quinn, my mind 
spinning in every 
direction with the 
multitude of 
possible realities 
that could ensue 
from this point, I 
was reminded to 
stay present.  Right 
at that moment, we 
did not yet have a 
baby.  We had a 
pregnancy, which 
does not guarantee a 
baby.  
 
Breathing deeply in presence with my pregnancy, I recalled 
the benefits of staying present with what Is, rather than what 
could, should, or might be.  There is a lot of space for fear 
and attachment with a reality like pregnancy.  There are 
many potential scenarios to be dreaded or fantasized about.  

Yet by staying in tune with present reality as best I could, I 
gave little power to these future projections, and kept my 
focus mostly in the present, where it is the most powerful 
and beneficial. 
 
Quinn and I both had complete and total trust in the natural 
process of creation and the unfathomable intelligence of the 
human body to create a perfect new human.  Therefore, we 
did not see a doctor through almost my entire pregnancy.  I 
trusted in my own instincts to guide me on what to eat and 
when to rest and do whatever else would be of benefit for me 

and the little being 
growing inside me.   
 
Pregnancy was therefore 
easy and highly 
enjoyable.  I had no 
morning sickness at all 
and experienced very few 
of the other physical side 
effects of pregnancy that 
seem relatively common.  
I greatly enjoyed the 
extra snacks and naps, 
and loved watching my 
belly grow. 

 
Continuing to stay 
present with the 
moment of pregnancy 
that I was in and strong 
in my faith my body, I 
did virtually no 
research on birth or 
babies or even 
pregnancy for that 
matter.  It has been my 
belief that my innate 
intuition and present 

awareness were then, and would always be, my most valuable 
tool for determining the best course of action in any moment 
or situation.  This seems especially true when dealing with 
matters of the body, which has an intelligence all of its own.  
I felt that filling my head with ideas about how things should 
or could be would do more harm than good by clouding my 
present awareness.  

Quinn and I both had 
complete and total trust 

in the natural process of creation 
and the unfathomable 

intelligence of the human body 
to create a perfect new human. 



 
I had by chance seen a video on ecstatic birth just a couple of 
months before becoming pregnant myself.  From the 
moment, I became aware of this possibility; I was holding 
space for that reality to become my reality.  If I ever gave 
birth, that was the kind of birth I wanted to have.  Forget all 
the pain and suffering… how about ecstasy and even 
orgasms?  Yes, please, sign me 
up for that!  
 
A vision of my potential birth 
had been brewing throughout 
my early pregnancy.  I had seen 
myself in tropical place, with 
hot sun, warm waters, and cool 
breezes at night.  I fantasized 
about giving birth on the shores 
of the sea, the birth place of life 
itself here on our beautiful blue 
planet.  I imagined dolphins 
swimming up to welcome and 
adore this precious new being.  
 
So about 3 months prior to my 
estimated due date, I started 
laying tracks to make that vision 
a reality.  I found us a sweet 
little private cabin on the 
south Caribbean side of 
Costa Rica and booked 
it for two months.  
 
Though I did not yet 
know what motherhood 
would feel like or be like, 
I did know that it would 
be a whole new universe 
- a complete shift in my 
reality.  I wanted to give 
my new little 
family some special time 
devoted to bonding and 
getting to know one another in intimacy and privacy.  This 
tiny simple cabin seemed an ideal place for the three of us to 
just be together.  There we would have fewer distractions 
than at home in Texas - fewer people, projects, errands, 

chores, and all the many day to day aspects of living with 5 
other people on a 4-acre sustainable farm in the vast Dallas 
- Forth Worth metroplex. 
 
The months of pregnancy passed quickly as we were quite 
busy.  The term “nesting” does not encompass the huge 
project we had taken on.  I had moved from Arizona to 

Quinn’s place in Kennedale, Texas, 
bringing a trailer full of stuff with me.  
His home was called the Garden of 
Eden, an expansive property with a large 
house, great potential, and tons of stuff, 
everywhere.  Quinn had a grand vision 
for the property and so we spent much 
of the summer in creative process - 
building, collecting, cleaning, and 
organizing - both inside and out - as 
well as sprouting, planting, watering, et 
cetera.  
 
We had planned to leave for Costa Rica 
right after the Rethinking Everything 
Conference at which Quinn was a key 
speaker.  Our original travel date was 
about ten days before my estimated due 
date.  Close, perhaps, but ten days 
seemed a solid enough window to 

squeeze in a quick jaunt 
down to the Caribbean, 
and the conference was very 
important and so not to be 
missed if it could be 
avoided.  I had booked us 
flights two days after the 
conference, thinking that 
we could quickly pack and 
regroup, and get to our 
birthing location well in 
advance to settle in and 
scope it out before the baby 
came.  
 

By the time of the conference, I was still confident that we 
had a while before birth as my baby bump was still high on 
my belly and I’d had no signs of early labor yet.  
 

It has been my belief 
that my innate intuition and 

present awareness were then, 
and would always be, my most 
valuable tool for determining 
the best course of action in 

any moment or situation.



Finally, the day of our flights was upon us.  Rather spent 
from an intense five days at the conference, we packed 
quickly and readied to make for the airport.  Yet one very 
important thing was still missing, one critical item - Quinn’s 
passport.  I was surprisingly calm as we made our way with 
our packed bags in tow to Quinn’s mom’s house, within 
hours of our scheduled flight, to see if by some miracle the 
passport was there.  No 
luck.  We were sitting 
ducks. 
 
Days passed before we 
finally booked new 
flights and repacked our 
things.  We wound up 
getting Quinn a new 
passport and  were 
thankful for the 
opportunity to rest and 
regroup more 
thoroughly. 
 
 Two nights prior to our 
rescheduled flights, I was 
repacking everything 
according to the 
stipulations of the airline 
on the sizes and weights 
allowed.  We had 
prepaid for our baggage 
fees to save a little money, but I realized that a different 
assortment of bags would better suit our needs and be only 
three dollars more.  I called the airline to make the change.  
 
In a thick Indian accent, the words “flight canceled” rung in 
my ears like the cymbal that plays after a not so funny joke.  I 
laughed and said, “You have got to be kidding me!  Let me 
speak to your manager.”  
 
It turned out that the flight had not been canceled, but was 
full and they were seeking volunteers to switch flights to the 
next day.  After hearing that we would receive vouchers for 
one free flight each, and extracting as much detail about the 
use and restrictions on those vouchers as we could, we 
agreed.  It seemed like the universe was trying to give us back 
the flights we lost when we missed our initial departure.  

And, after waiting that long to go at last, one more day 
seemed like no big deal.  I was still feeling like there was time 
before the baby came, that I would have another couple 
weeks even, as there were yet no signs of labor. 
 
So finally, on September 16 - my exact-estimated due date - 
with plenty of snacks and bags carefully packed to weigh 

exactly one pound under the 
maximum, we boarded our flights for 
San Jose via Fort Lauderdale.  Our six 
AM flight out of DFW and 
connecting flight were right on time.  
We had stayed up all night before 
flying, as was common for us lately to 
avoid the summer heat of the 
daytime.  Also, I find that sleeping 
helps the travel time pass quickly so I 
often stay up before a flight. 
 
However, it is rather much more 
difficult to get comfortable on a 
plane when 9 months pregnant than 
when you’re lean and flexible.  It is in 
fact hard enough to get comfortable 
when stretched out a great mattress 
being so pregnant, let alone squeezed 
into a plane seat.  I was so tired and 
wanted nothing more than to fall 
asleep.  But all I could do for some 
modicum of comfort was brace my 

upper body upwards to keep from having my ribs and pelvis 
crushed by the basketball in my belly.  Needless to say, I 
didn’t sleep a wink. 
 
We landed in San Jose just after noon, one hour earlier than 
Texas time.  In the baggage claim area, we met another 
American couple traveling with their two young children.  
The woman had fallen totally in love with birth and was 
chatting with me about my obviously impending birth.  They 
shared some important information with us about the legal 
system in Costa Rica, where home births are rare and pose 
certain complications to getting a birth certificate.  Since we 
were planning to head to Australia for another conference by 
the end of October, it was important that we would be able 
to get her papers quickly.  
 



Based on what they told us, we needed to get an ultrasound 
to get a birth certificate at all, let alone in such a short time.  
So we decided that rather than going straight to our cabin in 
the small town of Puerto Viejo de Talamanca, about five 
hours away, we would stay to seek an ultrasound in the 
capital city of San Jose.  
 
Sitting at the airport door without any connection or even 
wifi on our high tech phones, we wondered a moment where 
to go next.  Across the road, I saw a shuttle van branded with 
Best Western logos and info.  I was inspired.  We could take a 
free shuttle to 
some hotel where 
we could get 
internet access, at 
the very least, and 
go from there.  
 
So we hopped 
onto the next Best 
Western shuttle, 
ushered by a very 
friendly and 
helpful company 
representative 
named Olger.  He 
asked us about my 
pregnancy and, as 
politely as he 
could, told us 
about rigidity of the Costa Rican bureaucracy, reinforcing 
what the couple had said about getting a birth certificate.  
 
As we approached the hotel, I looked out the van window 
and saw a sonogram clinic, just kiddy corner to the hotel.  
How convenient!  Once inside, we went straight to the 
concierge and he got us an appointment there at two 
thirty that same day.  He told us that the last bus left 
for  Puerto Viejo at 4 pm that day and also about a private 
shuttle service that could take us door to door in the 
morning if we preferred.  
 
I was famished after a long morning of traveling on just little 
niblets here and there.  So we stopped in to the grocery store 
next door to the hotel on our way to the sonogram clinic and 
picked up some veggies, cheese, and tortillas.  We then 

crossed a busy intersection of a two lane roundabout, me 
waddling as quickly as I could as cars whizzed by. 
 
In the sonogram clinic, I filled out some forms and was seen 
by the doctor after only a few minutes.  He was surprised to 
hear that I had not seen a doctor at all through my pregnancy 
and questioned us about it.  He asked how I knew if the baby 
was ok, if it was growing and strong and healthy.  I replied 
that it was easy to feel all of these things and rubbed my belly 
as I smiled at him.  
 

The ultrasound gel was cold 
on my belly at first, and he 
poked and pushed with the 
wand to see the parts he 
wanted to see.  He described 
what he was looking at in 
many places.  Some parts, 
like the head, heart, and 
spine were easy to recognize, 
while others just looked like 
a blur.  
 
He could not get at the groin 
to see the sex, since the baby 
was already so big and was all 
curled up.  No problem.  I 
had been confident from the 
start that it was a boy, and 
had been told by many that 

it looked like a boy from the way I was carrying.  I was 
content to wait and find out for sure when the little one 
came out. 
 
Everything was perfect.  All limbs were accounted for, all the 
major organs seemed to be well formed, et cetera.  The only 
hitch was that the big lump under my ribcage on the right 
side, which I had thought for weeks was the butt, was 
actually the head.  The baby had not turned... 
  
He suggested that I schedule a cesarean section as my due 
date was upon us and left only a short window until birth 
was imminent.  I heard him but didn’t listen for a second.  I 
was not concerned about the baby’s position as I felt still like 
there was time for the baby to turn.  It could happen in just a 
few hours I had heard.  So I just breathed in presence and 



faith in the process. 
 
We went back to the hotel, 
sonogram photos and 
verification in hand, and I 
decided that I wanted to 
go no further that day.  So 
we checked in, made a 
reservation for the shuttle 
to take us to our cabin the 
following morning, and 
went up to our room for 
some rest.  I was still 
hungry and devoured 
those tortillas as fast as 
Quinn could assemble 
them.  
 
While Quinn was out 
placing ice buckets for 
collecting rain water, I was 

looking out at the pool from the balcony and saw steam 
rising from the jacuzzi.  Oh yeah, baby.  It called to me.  So 
when he came back to the room, I suggested we go 
downstairs and he could grab a free cocktail from their four 
o’clock happy hour and meet me in the jacuzzi for a nice soak 
after a long day.  
 
I was standing at the bathroom door, steadying myself with a 
hand on the wall while putting on my bikini bottom, when a 
trickle of warm water splashed onto the floor.  Quinn looked 
at me in surprise and said, “did you just pee?”  We both knew 
it was not pee. 
 
Seriously!?  I’d had eight months advance notice, but in that 

moment birth seemed to have come upon me so suddenly.  I 
was so surprised.  Until that moment, I thought I would have 

at least a few more 
days if not weeks.  I 
was stunned, went 
bland for a few 
minutes, and 
wondered how long 
I would have from 
that moment until I 
was fully in labor.  
 
This was not the 
plan, not even close.  
We were supposed to 
be in a pristine and 
idyllic beach setting, 
not a chain hotel!  
We briefly 
considered finding 
our way to the sea, or 

even to our cabin, as quickly as possible.  Labor usually takes 
a while so I probably had some time, we reasoned.  But upon 
feeling into it, I just wanted to stay put, get comfortable, and 
perhaps even get some rest before things got intense, as I had 
not slept in about 28 hours.  
 
Rest was not in the cards for me, not much anyway.  
Contractions began almost immediately.  They were mild at 
first but in short intervals, only about five to ten minutes 
apart.  Quinn blew up my exercise ball, which I had brought 
just for the birth, and drew me a bath.  We took a bunch of 
photos and videos, getting the most out of the last moments 
of pregnancy.  In between contractions, Quinn took a short 
video of me narrating the story of the day leading up to birth.  

Now is the only moment we ever have, 
Now is where our power is.  

Right now was my opportunity to 
consciously align myself with importance, 
to focus, to be in love with my experience.



At this point, when between contractions, I felt totally and 
completely normal.  Then a contraction would come on and 
I would breathe through the intensity for a few seconds and 
then be normal again.  I was on my ball a lot, leaning back 
into the corner, or forwards onto the bed. 
 
Time passed quickly in this way.  I looked at the clock and it 
was already past 
eight.  Quinn had 
brought me some 
french fries and 
pickles at my 
request, and I had 
eaten about half of 
them between 
contractions when 
things started to 
get intense.  
 
I felt the 
contractions low in 
my pelvis, getting 
stronger and 
stronger, and more 
and more painful.  I 
got into the bath 
and felt my body 
relax.  I was already 
fatigued before 
labor began and was all but totally exhausted at that point.  
For a few moments I dozed in the bath tub.  I woke with 
another strong contraction and saw that Quinn, too, had 
fallen asleep, sitting on the side of the tub, leaning his arm 
and head on the soap dish. 
 
The pain was getting really intense.  Quinn was coaching me 
through each contraction, reminding me to breathe into the 
pain, to be with it in embrace.  I went through several cycles 
of moving towards embrace and falling back into resistance.  
I screamed loud and long, as Quinn held a pillow up for me 
to try to muffle the sound, though I was barely aware of it an 
inch from my face.  
 
Quinn was my doula, my birth coach, my angel of mercy, and 
my angel of death.  He helped me move from one spot to 
another, again and again.  He was vigilant with a bed sheet, 

throwing it over me when I was frozen and pulling it off 
when I burned up.  He supported my body with his body, 
and my spirit with his spirit.  He gently coaxed me through 
some moments, and pushed me hard through others.  
 
He reminded me that all experience flows in alignment with 
our own energetics, and that Now is the only moment we 

ever have, Now is 
where our power 
is.  Right now 
was my 
opportunity to 
consciously align 
myself with 
importance, to 
focus, to be in 
love with my 
experience.  By 
resisting the pain 
and by wishing 
to be in another 
moment, I was 
only 
disempowering 
myself, and 
aligning with 
more 

disempowerment.  I did my best to tune in to what he was 
saying, yet it was a long and constant battle with my mind. 
 
For the next few hours, I was all over the place.  I was back 
and forth from the tub to the bed.  I was burning hot and 
sweating during contractions, and then shivering, freezing 
cold right after.  I was totally present in one moment, then 
scrambling for this to be all over in the next. 
 
I was feeling beyond exhausted.  It felt like the baby was 
sitting on top of a brick wall, with nowhere to go and no way 
out.  I was terrified that things were all wrong, that this was 
impossible, that I didn’t have the strength left in me to push 
this baby out.  I wasn’t clear enough to think distinct 
thoughts about the logical repercussions of potential failure, 
but death felt like a possibility, though still remote.  I also 
wasn’t clear enough to consider alternative paths to birth and 



life.  For what felt like a long time, I could feel only the flux 
of frustration and despair. 
 
I told Quinn I didn’t know if I could do it, that I felt so tired 
and so weak.  He asked me if I 
wanted to give up, if I wanted to 
go to the hospital.  I replied “no” 
to both.  Then I was surprised to 
hear him say, “Then quit fuckin’ 
around!”  
 
He was right.  I wasn’t really 
owning the experience, and that 
was the reason for it unfolding 
the way it was.  I was mentally 
blaming the circumstances for 
why I couldn’t do this.  I hadn’t 
slept at all or eaten much in the 
past thirty six hours.  The baby 
was positioned wrong and 
wouldn’t fit out of my little 
body.  This was not the way I 
had envisioned my birth! 
 
Though these thoughts were 
“true,” focusing on them had 
clearly not been serving me.  
They were disempowering me, 

convincing me that I really could not do it.  
 
I couldn’t see how giving up was an option at that point, even 
if I wanted to.  I knew there was no way I would submit 
myself and my baby to the Costa Rican medical system, 
which would most likely cut me open.  There was also no way 
I was going to surrender to let myself or my baby just die.  
Therefore, there was only one way through this.  The path of 
natural birth was the only path I was willing to accept, and I 
was the only person or entity that could make that happen.  

 
I breathed in true presence and true responsibility at last.  I 
was finally in complete ownership of my experience.  It no 
longer mattered how difficult the situation was or seemed to 

be.  Those obstacles would 
just have to be overcome. 
Period.  I was determined.  
I was empowered.  
 
This shift seemed to have 
come at just the right time.  
Within a short time, I felt 
the undeniable urge to 
push.  I was kneeling on 
the bed, Quinn supporting 
me from in front.  I 
reached behind to feel 
what was going on and felt 
a huge bulge between my 
legs.  Birth was, indeed, 
imminent.  
 
With each contraction I 
pushed, screaming and 
grunting and growling, 
loud and long.  For what 
felt like a long time, 
nothing seemed to be 

happening.  Doubt again flashed through my mind.  Was 
birth supposed to be this painful?  Was it supposed to take 
this long?  How was this baby going to come out, being 
positioned the way it was?  
 
No, none of this mattered.  I would do this, somehow.  I 
would just have to dig deeper.  I could do this.  I repeated to 
myself over and over - “I can do this,” both aloud and in 
silence, until eventually I believed it.   
 

The path of natural birth was the only path 
I was willing to accept, and I was the only person or entity 

that could make that happen. 



I was super focused.  I was in the zone.  I was breathing hard 
and screaming loud still, but I was barely aware of it.  I was 
totally inside myself.  Quinn asked how he could support me, 
what I wanted him to do, but I could barely consider the 
question, let alone utter an answer.  
 
At last I could feel something 
moving.  With each push I felt 
the massive bulge descending 
lower, bit by bit.  I was 
encouraged greatly by this 
feeling of progress.  I could feel 
that something had emerged, 
though what part of the baby’s 
body would come first was a 
mystery.  I was feeling for a foot, 
recalling the position of the 
head.  But this was no foot. 
 
Quinn had been taking video 
from the rear, where all the 
action was.  I asked to see a 
screenshot.  I wanted to know 
what was going on back there.  
Neither of us could identify 
what was sticking out of me.  
Quinn said there was black stuff 
everywhere that looked like 
alien goo.  No matter, it was a 
baby and, human or alien, it was 
coming out, one way or another.  
 
I continued to push, harder and 
harder.  I could feel my body 
stretching, opening wider and 
wider to let this baby out.  It hurt 
in ways I had never felt before.  But the effort was paying off.  
The baby was sliding slowly out of me as I pushed.  I could 
feel it moving out a little bit with each contraction, and 
sometimes slide back in a bit in between.  After a handful of 
long, hard pushes, I felt like something should be shifting 
soon, like the apex of the event should be on the horizon.  
 
Quinn could feel it too.  Looking behind to see birth 
happening before his very eyes, and coming front to look 
into mine, he was at one moment totally overcome with love.  

“Oh baby, I love you! I love you so much!  Oh my god!  I 
love you, baby!  You’re doing so great baby!”  I was moved to 
see him so moved, yet I was so deep in the zone I could 
barely reply.  
 

The urge to push 
intensified, not only as a 
sensation in my body but 
also as an awareness of 
importance.  I knew I had 
to keep it moving, 
utilizing each contraction 
to the fullest potential.  I 
gave one more really hard, 
long push and could feel 
the baby’s body slide out, 
followed by a reduction in 
the stretching and a 
sensation of great relief. 
 
I asked Quinn what was 
happening.  Was the baby 
out?  The whole body was 
out, up to the neck.  It 
was a girl and she had 
come butt first.  He was 
holding her tiny goo-
covered body in his 
hands, while her head was 
still in my vagina. 
 
I had come back to earth 
a bit.  I felt behind me, 
and looked back at 
Quinn.  I could feel her 
neck and shoulders 

outside, and the relatively lessened pressure of her head still 
inside me.  I would have to wait for the next contraction to 
push again.  
 
In that moment, I was in appreciation of the physical relief I 
felt, and also in anxiety that her head was still inside.  I 
breathed and waited.  The next contraction seemed to take a 
long time, but came after about two minutes.  I knew I really 
had to get it out so, in one great big heave, I pushed hard and 
her head came out.  



Oh, the relief !  Oh my god!  I turned around to see her tiny 
body, purple and floppy, covered in white paste and black 
slime, yet beautiful.  So beautiful.  Quinn handed her to me 
gently, as we maneuvered the umbilical cord under one leg 
to lead from my body towards the front of me.  
Quinn ran some more hot water into 
the bath and helped me into 
the tub.  She cried 
for a while 
and I just 
held her on my 
chest, close to 
my heart.  I 
didn’t need to 
check her to know 
she was perfect. 
 
The water was warm 
and soothing.  Quinn 
took some photos and 
then got into the bath, 
too.  I had almost forgotten 
about the umbilical cord when 
another contraction came.  I 
handed the baby to Quinn, got 
up on my knees, and with little 
effort I pushed out the placenta, 
right there in the bath.  It was over.  
Our baby was born and the three of us 

sat together in a pool of deep red, rich with life and love.  
 
I was in shock for quite some time.  I was conscious, but 
minimally functional or responsive.  We slept, the three of us 
together, in our blood and amniotic fluid covered bed, too 
tired and yet also too satisfied to want to go anywhere else.  It 
wasn’t really until the next day that I had my full realization 
of motherhood.  
 

We had eaten breakfast and then moved to the room next 
door at the hotel management’s request.  They were alerted 
to the situation by guests who heard me roaring all night and 

were concerned about our wellbeing and their 
liability.  Quinn had gone downstairs to get us 

another meal, as I was starving, and management 
had generously given us several meal vouchers.

I was lying in bed with my baby on my chest, 
just the two of us alone in the room.  She 

had been crying a lot and we found she 
was soothed by the sound of our voices.  I 

hummed softly to her.  It was a tune I had 
hummed to her during my pregnancy, 

spontaneously composed.  And with 
those simple notes ringing in my 

chest, I felt the connection truly and 
powerfully for the first time.  

 
“I sang this to you in my belly, 

little one.  I loved you before 
you were even born.  And 

now here you are, in my 
arms.  My heart come alive, 
my love incarnate.”  Tears 

streamed from my eyes and love 
beamed from my heart.  

 

Quinn returned to the room and, feeling what I felt, aware 
of my deep feelings, he crawled into bed and held us, his two 
babies.  There we were, a new little family, together in love 
and freedom.  Mmmmmmm.  Aaaaahhhhhhh.  This was 
better than bliss.  This was True Love. 

There we were, a new little family, together in love 
and freedom.  Mmmmmmm.  Aaaaahhhhhhh.  

This was better than bliss.  This was True Love. 



Inok Alrutz 
born in South Korea to a young, unwed mother with a 

physicaldisability, after she had tried to abort me. 
I was with her for three months before I was given up

 for adoption. I spent six months in foster care and at nine 
months old, was placed with an American family in upstate 

new York.  There I grew up, the middle of three daughters in
an upper-middle class family.  Both sisters were my adoptive 

parents biological children.  My family life was happy at 
times, but of course riddled with dysfunction. I felt loved, 

but neglected in some ways, and smothered in others. By the 
time I was thirteen I had decided that I did not want to have 

children, and I did not want to get married. These realities 
just seemed too dysfunctional and stressful for me to ever 

want to be a part of them.

I was on a path toward remaining single for the rest of 
my life.  My relationships with men were dysfunctional, 

even abusive by some standards, and became less and 
less important to me throughout my twenties. I had two 

abortions with a man I was involved with in my 
mid twenties, and a third abortion in my late twenties. 

Twice I had become pregnant at the end of the relationship, 
and found out after we had called things off. 

My true desire to become a mother had been deeply 
suppressed under layers of personal pain and dysfunction 

resulting from my own experience of ¨family¨, and was 
surfacing through these pregnancies.

It was after meeting Quinn Eaker that I really began 
my journey towards wholeness, and thereby was able to 

truly embrace the path of pregnancy when again life
 offered me the opportunity. In the year between meeting 

him and giving birth, I have experienced the greatest 
and most  profound transformations of my life. 

With him I have explored the depths of my own 
consciousness and come to see myself more clearly, and to 

love myself more wholly and truly.  I cannot fullydescribe in 
any amount or combination of words who and what he is to 
me, nor tell of the bounty of wealth I have received through 

him.  All I shall say here is that he has been the gateway to all 
the best parts of my life as I now know it. I am so thankful 

for all that he is, and all that he is to me. I dedicate this story 
to him with love and gratitude.



The parent I would become was changed by history.  Or at 
least by revelations history offers.
 
At 18, I signed up for a college history course simply to fulfill a requirement.  Although I’ve forgotten the professor’s name, 
I’ll never forget the man.  He was oddly proportioned with a short round body that didn’t match his oversized head.  His 
florid face, full lips, and bulging eyes gave the impression that he was continually strangled by an unseen hand.  Stadium 
seating in that introductory history class of nearly 100 students made him look even more foreshortened.  He used no visual 
aids, no videos, only an occasional map that he drew on the board.  He spoke without notes about a subject that impassioned 
him.  As he lectured his voice quavered, his hands trembled and he leaned forward looking at us with red-rimmed eyes.  It 
seemed he was on a mission. He was desperate to help us to see history through a lens I’d now call critical thinking.  To do 
this, he asked us to investigate a large swath of the past using one pivotal question.
 
What happens when people are deprived of (or otherwise separated from) the consequences of their words and actions?
 
We studied the elite in various societies and different eras who were insulated from the consequences of their actions, even 
if the working poor around them suffered more and more from decisions made by the rich and powerful.  We analyzed the 
larger impact this had on the culture over time.  Then we narrowed it down to individuals.  We looked at rulers and titans 
who were brought up in privileged circumstances.  Those who rarely experienced the consequences of their actions from 
childhood on often made decisions that resulted in tragedy, sometimes immediately, sometimes in ways that took generations 
to exact a cruel toll.
 
I sat in the back of that huge classroom taking notes.  I was too shy to raise my hand or contribute to the discussions but 
inside I was churning with ever-expanding ideas his question sparked in me.  It felt like a revelation.  Any time we stumble 
on truth we see how it interconnects with larger truths.  Once I recognized what happened in history when people were 
deprived of consequences, I saw the same theme everywhere I looked— in literature, in politics, in the news being reported 
each day.  I saw it in relationships around me.  And on weekends, while volunteering with a project that offered services to 
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teen addicts, I saw it there too. 
 
So I vowed to use what I’d learned from my history professor 
when I became a parent.
 
When my toddlers made a mess, even spilling a drink, I 
calmly offered them a rag and some assistance cleaning it 
up but I didn’t do it for them.  That work was their own.    
Whenever they asked to help, I let them take part.  My two-
year-olds became quite proficient wielding a butter knife 
to cut mushrooms for a salad, using a squirt bottle of water 
and rag to wash the car, and sweeping the front steps with 
a wisk broom.  To them, these weren’t chores.  These were 

ways of taking part in what older kids and adults were doing.  
And just as they threw themselves fully into play, they made 
the most of helping out.  Even at such an early age, they 
liked to make a real contribution and kept asking for bigger 
challenges.  Now that my kids are teens and young adults, 
they still help with good cheer, plenty of banter, and greater 
proficiency than I possess.  Their efforts make running our 
small farm possible.
 

It wasn’t until I was writing my book that I stumbled across 
research that shows children who participate in household 
tasks starting at age three or four are more likely to succeed 
in adulthood - real success, not money but advancement in 
learning and careers, plus good relationships with family 
and friends.  Even I.Q. scores have a weaker correlation with 
success than giving children early responsibilities.  Parents 
expend all sorts of effort ensuring their kids have access to 
enriching activities and materials, but if kids don’t get the 
chance to take on real responsibilities, they’re missing major 
ongoing exposure to cause and effect.  That may be what 
the world’s powerful are missing as well - a background in 
helping out and cleaning up their own messes.

 
As my kids got older, I expected them 
to think things through.  It’s easy for 
adults to direct, control, and intervene 
but that doesn’t help children learn 
to trust their own resourcefulness 
nor does it build cooperation.  So 
whenever possible I invited them 
to contribute solutions for family 
decision-making.  I also let them make 
their own choices and deal with the 
consequences.  If my son ran out to 
play on a snowy afternoon without 
gloves he quickly recognized the 
wisdom of going inside to find them.  
If my daughter forgot to return a 
friend’s toy, she suffered that friend’s 
indignation later.  What they learned 
was remembered because it had an 

impact.  A parent nagging about bundling up or making 
excuses for her daughter’s carelessness don’t have the same 
impact as cold fingers or a friend’s heated rage.
 
When my kids wanted to do something outside our normal 
rules, we asked that they come to us with actual reasons 
rather than complaints.  This spared us from the usual 
“everyone else is doing it” argument.  It also helped our kids 
think things through.  We asked questions like “what might 

Even at such an early age, they liked to make a real contribution 
and kept asking for bigger challenges.



happen if ____?” and “how are you prepared to ____?”  
Our kids quickly learned to turn those questions back at 
us, noting with glee that they worked both ways.  And they 
learned to stretch beyond their own perspective, looking 
at all angles and anticipating potential consequences.  This 
helped them win the case they were making more often than 
not, developing impeccable logic in the service of their own 
interests.  For example, our kids lived in a home free of video 

games and commercial TV.  This suited them just fine when 
they were younger but by the time my oldest was eleven he 
considered it silly that his friends played games rated M for 
hours every day while he didn’t have a game system to play 
anything.  So he came up with reasons, all sorts of them, 
why he should be allowed to play video games.  I realized he 
did so in a very reasonable way.  Instead of whining about 
unfairness, he managed to look at it from his parents’ point 
of view.  He showed us articles about the cognitive benefits 
of gaming, explained that he was open to limits on gaming 
time, said he’d gladly discuss game purchases in advance, and, 

perhaps the winning point, noted that he’d saved his own 
money to make the purchase.
 
Once they became teens, we didn’t keep them from 
taking reasonable risks.  Two of my sons took a backpacking 
trip across the U.S. with a friend, the youngest 16 and the 
oldest 18.  I even let my son meet up with adults he’d met 
through an online forum.  That’s because I knew these young 

people had developed a fine awareness of their own abilities.  
They’d shown, over and over, that they could think through 
options and see potential consequences well before taking 
action.  That’s maturity.  
 
Yes, I’ve gotten plenty of flack from others who follow 
today’s trend of exceedingly cautious parenting.  With the 
very best intentions kids are kept indoors, watched closely, 
even monitored.  But why?  Violence against kids has 
markedly decreased and the overall crime rate continues 
to plummet.  A teen is three times safer today than a teen 

I can’t rant about a driver on the road without one of my kids 
telling me it’s an opportunity to practice inner peace.



in 1979.  Sure, there was no Internet in the 70’s but the 
real danger to kids online tends to be peer harassment, not 
predatory adults.  Sure, I do my share of worrying but I try to 
keep it from inhibiting the necessary development my teens 
need.
 
Kids require escalating responsibility as well as escalating risk 
in order to grow toward healthy adulthood.  The common 
practice of delaying risk (and often responsibility as well) 
stems from the best motivations: love, concern for safety, 
interest in staying closely involved.  But today’s highly 

cautious approach to parenting actually inhibits a child’s 
healthy development.  It can result in young people who are 
overly anxious or who take unnecessarily dangerous risks.  It 
can also leave them unprepared for adulthood.
 
There’s payback for parenting this way.  Yes, kids who 
cheerfully split firewood and shovel manure.  Kids who think 
their decisions through carefully.  But also, kids who expect 
ME to deal live up to my own words and actions.  I can’t rant 

about a driver on the road without one of my kids telling me 
it’s an opportunity to practice inner peace.  I can’t bemoan a 
pundit’s idiocy without one of my kids repeating my mantra 
that everyone has a beautiful soul.  That’s what happens when 
my words come back to bite me.
 
When I think of my college professor’s urgency in getting 
across his message, I think about the generation we’re raising 
today.  Too many kids are deprived of the consequences of 
their actions on a small scale.  When parents help a child on 
and off playground equipment for fear of falls, the child is 
taught she can’t trust her own body.  If a parent takes over 
building a model when the child becomes frustrated, the 
child is taught he is incompetent.  If a parent refuses to let a 
child take the blame after hurting another child, she is being 
taught to avoid responsibility (and empathy).  These aren’t 
the messages parents intend to convey.  They’re hoping to 
make things safer, easier, and happier for their children.  But 
frustration, embarrassment, even a few bruises are important 
parts of the maturing process.  Attempts to make childhood 
frictionless are misguided.  Worse, the consequences of 
words and actions on a larger scale may be much harder for 
these children to understand.  At least that’s what history 
tells us.
 
Resource Links

Benefits of children helping out at an early age:
http://www.culinate.com/articles/features/a_childs_place_
is_in_the_kitchen

Helping with tasks as predictor of success: 
http://www.cehd.umn.edu/research/highlights/Rossmann/

Anticipating consequences:
http://web.cas.suffolk.edu/faculty/esandberg/mb_chapter.
pdf  

Letting teens take risks:
http://shareable.net/blog/we-dont-need-no-age-segregation

Kids require escalating responsibility as well as escalating risk 
in order to grow toward healthy adulthood.



Children kept indoors:
http://www.usatoday.com/news/nation/2005-07-11-
pastimes-childhood_x.htm

Children watched closely:
http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/37493795

Children monitored:
http://www.rfidjournal.com/blog/entry/7864

Violence against young people decreased:
http://www.unh.edu/news/cj_
nr/2010/mar/lw04survey.cfm   

Crime rate drop:
 http://bjs.ojp.usdoj.gov/content/
glance/tables/viortrdtab.cfm

Online danger peer harassment:
http://cyber.law.harvard.edu/sites/
cyber.law.harvard.edu/files/ISTTF_
Final_Report-Executive_Summary.pdf

Highly cautious parenting inhibits child 
development:
http://www.tandfonline.com/doi/ab
s/10.1080/01926180802534247#pre
view  

Words come back to bite me:
https://docs.google.com/View?id=dfv9fxdp_79gkg74jdp
&pli=1 
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finally,
we’d love your feedback and comments on this issue’s stories.  Email us at publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net.

If you’ve not yet subscribed for FREE to our two sister publications, we invite you to do so now!

Rethinking Everything LIFE magazine publishes on February 1
www.remagazinelife.com

Rethinking Everything SEX magazine publishes on March 1
www.remagazinesex.com

Do you have a story of deeply transformative change you’d like us to publish?  
Send it our way!  We’d love to read it, consider it for publication and even help you write it if writing is not your thing. 
Email us at publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net.

Our 16th international conference on Rethinking Everything is in the planning stages now.  
Labor Day Weekend in 2012, August 30 - September 4 in Irving, Texas, USA.  

Visit www.rethinkingeverything.net for ongoing details which will begin in February, and sign up there to 
receive conference updates.  We’d love to have you participate with a revolutionary session or activity.  

Email Barb with your ideas!  barb@rethinkingeverything.net.  

www.rethinkingeverything.net



Whenever I held 
my newborn baby in my arms, 

I used to think that 
what I said and did to him

could have an influence 
not only on him

but on all whom he met,
not only for a day or a month or a year,

but for all eternity -
a very, very challenging and exciting thought 

for a mother.

Rose Kennedy
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