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Doctors. Drugs. Machines. Sometimes we've got to be glad we have them, expensive though
they may be. Other times we wonder why we bother. Ever notice how much better
phlebotomists—those mostly female blood-takers are—are at processing blood-work than the
most skilled physicians? They're far less trained than M.D.'s, yet some doctors have no idea
where to put the needle, allowing blood to spill out over the room as if they're auditioning for a
local theater company's production of "Sweeney Todd." Abby Epstein's thought-provoking
documentary, "The Business of Being Born," posits the belief that delivering babies, like taking
blood, is another field that would best be handed over from obstetricians to people less-trained
in surgery but with a special expertise in natural methods of extracting newborns. Every
expecting mother should see this—and that's quite a big audience.

By way of showing the ignorance of Americans about midwives, several women at random are
asked: Would you consider using a midwife to help you give birth to your child? To a person,
each said no. Why? One can but assume that the picture in each woman's mind was of an
ignorant third-world woman, mostly toothless and barefoot, who'd come to the pregnant
woman's apartment or house with dirty hands, ask for a towel and a basin, and go to right to
work. Abby Epstein's film illustrates the very people these American women must have had in
mind and they did exist in America just as they do in parts of the world today. But today's
trained midwives, usually with master's degrees and some with doctorates, are a far-cry from
this model.

How do we know? We see some of the most graphic footage of births ever shown in film.
Women, including producer-comedian Ricki Lake, are at home in water, often in their own
bathtubs, tended to with loving care by their midwives. They are not injected, yet they seem to
be virtually free of pain. When each one's baby is ready, the baby comes out quite naturally,



with no cutting, no forceps, no slapping on the behind. Natural with a capital "n." The baby is
put right into the mother's arms. By contrast, some forty percent of hospital-delivered babies
are delivered by cesarian section, up drastically from a small percentage of c-sections in 1900.
Hospitals are seen as alienating, antiseptic places, where babies are delivered by surgeons who
are overqualified and who should be doing surgery, not delivering babies: this is overkill.

The most prominent talking head in the doc, one who might be considered by the American
Medical Association to be a traitor to his profession, is Dr. Michel Odent, a French OB/Gyn
(that's obstetrician-gynecologist). He sits in on home-births just for the small percentage of
emergencies. Notes Dr. Odent, among the virtues of natural childbirth as opposed to birth via
epidural injection (followed by another drug to increase contractions, followed by another
epidural to relieve the pain of contraction, following by another drug to increase contractions)
is that the natural birth allows the mother to release oxytocin, norepinephrine, dopamine and
serotonin—all of which further the bonding of mother and child.

The only way this doc could have been better would be if Michael Moore ("Sicko") had a hand
init. He'd play up the idea that you don't always get what you pay for. A typical hospital birth
in the U.S. costs $13,000, while a midwife charges $4,000, and that $4,000 covers not only the
delivery but all sorts of services after the birth. (By the way, I'm wondering what the uninsured
women do about that $13,000 cost.) What's more, the U.S. is at the bottom of the developed
world heap in infant mortality. In some European countries, seventy percent of births are via
midwives.

| sure left the theater convinced: it's natural all the way for me. Jeeves, draw me a bath.
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