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I sit here in front of my computer resisting the thoughts hopping about in my head waiting to be typed, 

because they conjure up labels like ‘rabid midwife’ trying to attach themselves to me. Rabid midwives 

always have unshaven legs, unkempt hair and home sewn cloth birth bags. They serve placenta bolognaise 

to their clients as their first post birth meal.  Oh lordy lordy, why me?  Probably because there are too many 

women coming to Mama Bamba, our newly opened baby and mother wellness Centre in Cape Town, with 

horror stories about their births, and the difficulties they’re having as new mothers.  Its not that they’re 

being trussed up, sliced open or drugged to the gills (which they usually are) that seems to be creating the 

problems for them, it’s that they’re not getting the support they need for creating a welcoming 

environment for their babies, and that welcoming environments are such a non issue.  Do we really believe 

that our babies lie there in their nice little nursery cots miles from the comfort of a nice friendly mum or 

the smell of mother’s milk to soothe them, thinking ‘Wow, fine place this earth plane, must remember to 

chalk it up as a good one’?  I don’t think so, and I don’t believe other mothers think so either.  Here we are, 

its 2005 and we still nod dumbly whilst our gynaes make all our decisions for us, and we truly believe it’s for 

the good of our babies.  Guess what, girlfriends?  Gynaes do NOT always know best.  Neither do rabid 

midwives, nursing sisters, husbands, partners or helpful mother-in-laws.  The worst news though, is that 

unfortunately and quite often, neither do we as mothers.  We can’t rely solely on vague intuition for 

making decisions regarding birth, the stakes are too high for that.  We need evidence and information 

supporting our hunches that maybe our babies are more than milk processing, poo producing factories with 

demanding whinge elements.  And since the medical establishment is not expending a great deal of effort 

supporting the notion that we need to take care of our babies’ emotional and spiritual health, its up to us 

mothers to find the necessary information for making informed choices regarding the overall well being of 

our infants. Then we need to be prepared to stand up for their rights. 

 

It’s so easy when giving birth in the hospitals of today to forget that babies are enormously sensitive and 

aware at birth, and to forget that birth can be a frightening event for a baby.  Frederick Leboyer wrote a 

revolutionary book called ‘Birth without Violence’ which was first published in France in 1974.  That’s a long 

time ago for so little to have changed in our birthing environments.  It was one of the first books to call 

attention to our attitudes to our newborn babes, and to describe how susceptible they are to their 

environment.  After describing a horror scenario of a ‘normal’ hospital birth in the 70’s, he continues with a 

description of the alternative: 

 

“Learn to respect this sacred moment of birth, 

as fragile, as fleeting, as elusive as dawn. 

The child is there, hesitant, tentative, 



unsure which way he’s about to go. 

He stands between two worlds. 

 

For heaven’s sake don’t touch him, 

don’t push him, 

unless you want him to fall. 

Let him wait until he feels the time is right. 

 

Have you ever watched a bird take flight? 

As he’s still walking, he’s heavy, awkward, 

his wings drag, and then suddenly  

he’s flying, 

graceful, elegant and free. 

He was the son of earth, 

now he’s the child of the skies. 

 

Can you say when he left one kingdom for the other? 

It is so subtle, the eye can hardly catch it. 

As subtle as stepping in, 

or out, of time, 

to be born, 

or to die. 

 

What of the tide, 

which imperceptibly, 

irresistibly rises, 

only to fall. 

At what moment did it turn? 

Is your ear sharp enough to hear the ocean breathe? 

 

Yes, this birth, 

this wave parted from wave, 

born from the sea 

without ever leaving her. 

Don’t ever touch it with your rough hands. 

You understand nothing of its mysteries. 

But the child, 



the drop from this ocean, 

knows. 

 

A wave pushes him towards the shore, 

another pulls him back, 

only to push him higher still. 

one more, 

and he’s out of the flood. 

He’s parted from water, 

and come to the land. 

He’s frightened, terrified. 

Let him be. 

Just wait. 

This child is awakening 

for the very first time. 

 

This is his first dawn. 

Allow him its grandeur, its majesty. 

Don’t even stir until he leaves behind 

the night and its kingdom of dreams.”  

 

Birth awareness is so subtle. The smallest difference in attitudes and intentions about how we’ll be 

receiving our babies can make an enormous difference to how they settle into this world.  Jack Kornfield 

illustrates this point clearly in his book on Spiritual wisdom, called A Path with Heart: 

 

“The heart is our garden, and along with each action there is an intention that is planted like a seed.  We 

can use a sharp knife to cut someone, and if our intention is to do harm, we will be a murderer.  We can 

perform an almost identical action, but if we are a surgeon, the intention is to heal and save a life.  The 

action is the same, yet depending on its purposes or intention, it can either be a terrible act or a 

compassionate act.” 

 

When we receive our babies without reflecting on how they’re adapting emotionally to their new world we 

often unintentionally hurt them.  A possible reaction to this deep lack of honour for the sacred space of 

their birth can cause them to withdraw emotionally.  Closing down the emotional field sets them up to 

begin experiencing life from a series of reactive patterns of behaviour, which they are likely to repeat 

throughout life. Unless they eventually begin to heal their wounds, by revisiting them and peeling them 

away like layers of an onion, they continue to experience life through the veils of their conditioned 



responses. Since we are all wounded and unable to see the reactive patterns of others as reflexes from 

their own wounds rather than a reaction to ourselves, we find it difficult to recognize the clear open hearts 

of babies and we forget to appreciate their unconditional love which expects an open loving response in 

return.  

 

Babies are wise and sensitive.  There is a whole field of birth psychology which supports this notion.  Mama 

Bamba was established with the intention of creating more awareness of our babies’ spiritual and 

emotional needs at birth.  Mama Bamba means ‘Mother’s embrace’ in Xhosa, Zulu, Ndebele and Seswati.  

The centre offers workshops/playshops for pregnant and post-partum parents, massage, reflexology, 

spiritual counseling, meditation and a well baby clinic.  The people who work at Mama Bamba are 

passionate about helping parents to hone their listening skills for babies.  Babies can feel when we’re fully 

focused on them, and they can feel the quality of the attention.  They know if they’re being held with love, 

they know if their parents feel confident and relaxed with them, they know how we’re feeling.  A baby’s 

heart is still wide open and vulnerable at birth.  Chogyam Trungpa describes the heart of a ‘Spiritual 

Warrior’, and it sounds as if he’s portraying the heart of a new born babe. 

 

‘When you awaken your heart, 

you find to your surprise that it is empty. 

You find that you are looking into outer space. 

What are you, who are you, where is your heart? 

If you really look, you won't find anything tangible or solid... 

If you search for the awakened heart,  

if you put your hand through your rib cage and feel for it, 

there is nothing there but tenderness. 

… 

It occurs because your heart is completely open, exposed. 

It is the pure raw heart. 

Even if a mosquito lands on it, you feel so touched... 

It is this tender heart of a warrior that has the power to heal the world. 

 

Well, just on the off chance that this description fits the vulnerable, unharmed hearts of our babies, 

shouldn’t we be taking a bit more care with them?  And if we did, wouldn’t we maybe be empowering 

them to heal the world?  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 


