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“If a deer senses 
danger during birth, 
she sucks her baby 
back inside of her 
and walks to a safer 
patch of grass. I am 
a deer with no other 
place to go.”                          
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PRESS RELEASE
BERKELEY, CA — Childbirth is a women’s rights issue. A 
woman in labor commands an environment that allows 
her to listen to her instincts and trust her intuition. 
Healthcare providers must trust their patients to give 
birth in their expressly chosen way. Unfortunately, that’s 
not always the case. 

The day Thais Nye Derich walked into the hospital to 
deliver her first son, she thought she had all the answers. 
One week later, she walked away overwhelmed with 
questions. Not only was she physically and emotionally 
damaged, she also felt utterly disillusioned by the 
majority of the hospital’s financial, legal, and medical 
protocols. For the next three years, Thais focused on 
recovering from that experience, as well as preparing for 
the day she would become pregnant again. And then she 
did get pregnant—and her resolve to give birth naturally 
was put to the test. In her debut memoir, Second Chance: 
A Mother’s Quest for a Natural Birth After a Cesarean 
(She Writes Press, May 9, 2017), Thais Nye Derich 
weaves together two narratives of two very different birth 
experiences, telling a universal story about betrayal, 
trust, and listening to one’s instincts. 

Propelling, forthright, and genuine, the book sheds light on the gaping holes in mainstream maternity healthcare, 
as well as bares truth to Thais’s deep-rooted grief over her mother, who left when Thais was four years old. At its 
core, Second Chance provides a voice for all the mothers who have walked away from their delivery experience 
wondering what in the hell really happened.

 

Second Chance
A Mother’s Quest for a Natural Birth After a Cesarean

by Thais Nye Derich
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Thais Nye Derich was born in Carmel, CA. She 
graduated of California Polytechnic University, 
San Luis Obispo, where she earned her Bachelors 
of Science in Recreation, Parks, and Tourism 
Administration, a minor in French, and a Technical 
Writing Certification. In 2003, Thais started her 
own software training business, allowing her to 
travel around the United States teaching software 
operations at Fortune-500 companies. A few 
years later, she and her husband decided to start 
a family, prompting Thais to leave the business 
in order to stay at home full time. Shortly after, 
she began to dabble in her passion for writing 
by launching a successful food blog, and, most 
notably, she focused on writing Second Chance. 

Derich’s past work has been published in Salon, 
BlogHer, BabyCenter, Literary Mama, Wild Violet 
Literary Magazine, Forge Journal, SFGate, and 
the San Francisco Examiner. A chapter of Second 
Chance was a finalist for the Creative Non-Fiction 
Magazine’s Baby Anthology. 

Thais lives just north of San Francisco in Marin 
County with her husband and two sons. She’s 
currently writing her second book – a post-
apocalyptic novel about the last baby girl on 
earth. 
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SELECT PRAISE

“This book is a beautiful, raw and poignant story of the role of birthing in women’s lives. It takes us 
on one women’s journey yet it is so real that it is almost impossible to not take it to heart 

as partly our own.” 
  - Erica Weiss, MD, Obstetrician/Gynecologist, San Francisco, California

“So many women today don’t believe that they have choices when it comes to giving birth – but 
Thais Derich shows us the way in her brave and beautifully written memoir. It is an important and 

timely story – a memoir full of heartache, resilience, and joy. My hope is that all women considering 
motherhood will find their way to Thais Derich’s book.” 

- Melissa Cistaro, author of Pieces of My Mother, a NCIBA Best 
Nonfiction Book of 2015 winner

“I’ve read a lot of book-length birth stories, but Derich’s stands out as especially revealing of the 
weaknesses in our system.”

 - Ina May Gaskin, bestselling author and midwife

“An unbiased, highly transparent account of one woman’s journey through the labyrinth of emotions 
and experiences that can accompany the post-cesarean birthing woman within the U.S.”

 - Laquitha Glass, Former President of the International Cesarean 
Awareness Network

“Second Chance is a beautiful telling of a mother’s journey and will be empowering to many women. 
The ending is so wonderful, I cried.”

 - Amy Graff, News Producer for SFGATE.com

“A raw and revealing memoir which illuminates the maze of emotions during birth.”
 - Maria Iorillo, Licensed Midwife (LM), Certified Professional Midwife 

(CPM), past first Vice President of the Midwives Alliance of North 
America and the Chairwoman of the California Association of Midwives

SECOND CHANCE
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Q&A WITH 
Thais Nye Derich

What made you decide to write this book? Where did you draw inspiration from during the 
writing process? 

I remember thinking near the end of my second pregnancy that if I get through this and have my baby safely at home, I’m 
going to write a book about it. I also remember thinking that if I end up with a repeat C-section, I’m going to have to have 
another baby and try the whole thing again. The day after my second child’s birth I started using voice memo to catch my 
thoughts as they came to me while I rested on my side of the bed and my infant son nursed.

What kept me writing was the feeling that my personal freedom was stolen from me the day of my first son’s birth. I felt like 
my basic rights were violated. I lost control of my body and the decisions about my body. Martin Luther King said, “Our lives 
begin to end the day we become silent about things that matter.” Birth in the hospital wasn’t how I expected it. Afterward, I 
had PTSD, shingles, I couldn’t pick up my technical writing job at Adobe again because I felt too overwhelmed, and I cried all 
the time. I lost a lot! In retrospect, I gained a lot of self-awareness, but I didn’t know that 10 years ago. 

If you sum up the single best piece of advice you’d want to give to aspiring mothers about 
the overall childbirth experience, what would it be?

The single best piece of advice for aspiring mothers is to know your patient rights, maybe even bring a printed copy with you as 
you’re in a vulnerable spot when giving birth and it may be hard to try and stand up for your rights. You may need a reference. 
Trust yourself; always ask for a little more time to make a decision. Remember you’re the boss of what happens to you and 
your baby. Your health care providers are there to advise you. You are the ultimate decision maker!

What message do you hope to advocate to readers in Second Chance about the industry, 
culture, and/or perception of pregnancy and childbirth?

Childbirth is a women’s rights issue. For some reason, when a woman goes into the hospital in labor, all her patient rights go 
out the window. Childbirth is a natural physiological event; it isn’t a medical condition that needs to be fixed. A woman needs 
an environment where she can listen to her instincts and trust her intuition, which doesn’t always follow hospital protocol and 
timelines. Health care providers must trust the woman to give birth in her own way.

Your book is very detailed, with specific references to smells, sounds, and conversations - 
did you keep a journal during that time or did you write from memory? 

 
I had my birth records, photographs, video, and my journals. Actually on of my challenges of writing the cesarean birth was to 
change the point of view from the camera to myself.
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Q/A Continued...

As a former software turned food blogger, how would you describe the overall process of 
writing such an intimate and raw memoir? 

 
This was a book that I had to write. I could see the book from start to finish immediately. I knew that I wanted to weave the 
two birth stories. Since I was 11 years old, I always knew that I’d write a book, but I obviously didn’t have the life experience. I 
wish childbirth didn’t have to be my story as I wouldn’t want anyone to feel what I felt, but it turns out that it really threw me 
through the ringer. It had unexpected results and it had a lifelong effect on me. All that and the policies and politics around 
birth made my story something that I couldn’t turn away from.

What challenges or fears did you face with writing and publishing Second Chance and how 
did you overcome them? What did you find most rewarding about the experience? 

I worried about writing about my family. It’s a relief to have them finally read the book and support it. I wouldn’t be here 
without my family. It’s always a struggle when writing memoir. How to be kind to the people in your book depends on the 
stage you’re at in writing your book. If you’re writing your rough draft then you don’t worry about other people, you just get 
your story down on the page. Just before your advance reader copy is printed, you want your family to read it and you will 
have done a lot to get the book ready for their eyes. 

I also worried about hurting the feelings of the people who assisted me during my cesarean. One of the biggest things that 
hurt me was being wheeled into a recovery closet with boxes and other storage items. I was separated from my baby and my 
husband. This is hospital policy not the fault of the people there. I understand that we are all pawns in a bigger problem, but I 
do hope that we will each start making change where change needs to happen to turn the wheel and make birthing in hospitals 
feel more natural and respectful.

Second Chance is packed with some surprising information about childbirth, especially as 
it relates to the medical industry and hospital births. What  shocked you the most or what 
unexpected lessons did you learn when conducting your research? 

 
I was shocked at how little doctors know about recent studies. Even in San Francisco, I couldn’t find a doctor who would 
wholeheartedly support my vaginal birth after a cesarean. One doctor said she’d do it, but I had to agree to stay in the hospital 
bed with the fetal monitor attached. That’s when I turned to midwifery. And even in the midwifery arena, my options were very 
limited. People were scared to take me on or inexperienced with VBACs. There’s no scientific evidence to why people need to be 
scared now. VBACs are a safe and reasonable option.

What does the future hold for you as an author?
 
I’m currently writing a novel. I’m taking the central theme of my memoir and blowing it up into a post apocalyptic novel about 
the last baby girl on earth.
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EXCERPT

Chapter 1: Mikko “The Walk”

Back from my in-laws, ice cream, and redwoods, I’m slowly climbing the front steps of our San Francisco 
apartment. My eyes hardly move from my feet. The rhythm of my squeezing belly paces my steps. I remember 
how greatly I was misinformed before the birth of my first child, three years ago. Women have been giving birth 
forever, I thought. How hard can it be? My heart pounds. The brick steps up to my red front door seem never-
ending. I’ll go to a birth class and study birth books; spontaneously begin labor; go to the hospital; and then the 
baby will just come out. I stop and grip the railing. I want to tell myself that everything is fine. But things aren’t 
fine. I begin slowly climbing again. This time, I’m going to trust my own body.
 Three years ago, when the cesarean was proposed to me, I didn’t know that I could decline and just keep 
pushing. I thought cesareans were reserved for emergencies. I would have pushed longer. I swear. If I’d known I 
had that choice, I would have. 
 Now, after years of preparation, I have a second chance to get it right.
 The weight of my off-balance, pregnant body and the accumulated fatigue of days without enough sleep 
sweep over me. I resist the urge to use my hands to help my legs up the stairs. They shake. Poor legs. When 
I reach the top, I’m breathing as if I have just run a marathon. Why am I still living in a place with so many 
stairs? All I can think about is collapsing on my bed, the way the Olympic athletes fall on their backs right on the 
racetrack after they cross the finish line. But my marathon is just beginning. 
 Finally, I enter our apartment. The water is running for Luke’s nightly tub. I peek into the bathroom.
 “Maybe you should go for a walk or something to keep it going,” Jake says.
 “Let’s not end up with a stalled labor like last time,” is what I think he’s saying.
 “Later,” I tell him.
 I turn my back and walk to the bedroom. I have to sleep, if only for five minutes. Am I already sabotaging 
my hopes for a better birth by resting? No, that’s what my body is telling me to do. Sleep.
 I slowly lean back in bed. Jake comes in and rubs his thumb in circles on the nervy pressure point just 
above my ankle. It’s supposed to stimulate labor. I groan. Luke runs around the corner, wet. He leaves his little 
three-year old footprints on the wood floors.
 The contractions are so gentle, it feels like they might slip away with the fading daylight. Jake scoops 
Luke up with one arm and swishes a towel around on the floor with the other. My heavy eyes blink slowly a few 
times. The big building behind our house blocks the low sun.
 After an hour the soft squeeze of my belly wakes me up. It’s still there; in fact, it’s grown stronger. 
Energized, I force myself to rise. I’m ready for that walk.

Second Chance
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 I stand at the top of the carpeted stairs that lead down to the front door. Jake cradles Luke in his arms 
and struggles to untwist his penguin pajama feet.
 This is it.
 “Wait! Take your cell phone,” Jake says.
 My keys jingle as they hit the counter. Then the entire contents of my purse hits the granite, like he’s 
shaking out a lost sock from a pillowcase. He holds up the phone like a trophy and tosses it to me. I catch it 
between my legs. I close the door with a gentle click behind me.
 I’m on Fulton Street now. The cars speed by. The noise is more like jet engines than normal traffic. Cars 
stream by me, one after another.
 I have got to get off this street.
 My stomach cramps up, and I stop walking and breathe deep, long breaths. I turn right into the USF 
campus. The sunset melts in front of me. My legs waddle so widely, I could have a horse’s back between them.
The campus is empty except for a small group of people following a young tour guide. They stop at every building 
to look up as she talks. I cross the large green lawn. At the edge of the lawn, I teeter back and forth between the 
tall grass and the flat pathway. I rest and wait out a contraction. They’re strong now. I make it to the foot of the 
USF stairs.
 Two weeks ago, Jake and I climbed these steps; they are the same stairs that we climbed together on our 
wedding day. The view from the top looks straight at the tower of St. Ignatius church. 
 We posed for our wedding pictures, kissed, and enjoyed a quiet moment together here. I want to climb 
those stairs with Jake again and recapture a simpler time. I take two big steps up. The promise of the view of the 
St. Ignatius tower urges me onward. The orange and lemon sky unobstructed by buildings, like the top of a pint 
of sorbet, awaits me. The railing splits into two curving staircases flanking a beautiful rose garden.
 And then I can’t feel my legs. They buckle under me with the next contraction. I start to fall. My shirt 
brushes the petals of a rose. With my hands outstretched, I catch myself on the railing. I’m not going up these 
steps. I need to get back home.
 But when my feet touch the flat sidewalk again, walking feels good. I head farther away from home, 
toward the setting sun.
 When I’m almost to my favorite ocean vista point at the edge of the university parking lot, I bend over. 
My deep breaths manage the rolling waves of contractions. The trek to this vista point has made my already long 
walk longer. But I’m too close now to turn back. The expansive view of the Pacific Ocean is steps away. A little 
farther, and I will witness the earth rotating away from the sun. 
 I make it to the edge of the empty lot and stop to look. The city opens up, and the colors bleed into the 
blue water. I breathe. The faint smell of the roses still lingers on my shirt. The warm ocean breeze pumps me with 
energy and gently blows my hair.
 As the color starts to dull, the first star of the night appears.
 “Time to go home,” I say softly.
 Determined to take the most direct route back home this time, I waddle across the crosswalk. I can barely 
walk now. No cars are coming. I resist the urge to drop to my knees and surrender to labor right there on the 
other side of the street.
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 I take the cell phone out of my pocket, but what can it do for me? Luke is probably sleeping, and I don’t 
want Jake to wake him to come get me. I put it back in my pocket. The white campus security car drives by. 
Should I flag him down and ask for a ride? No, I have to make it home. I have to do it myself.
 I hobble to the pedestrian entrance of USF. The shortcut home runs through the deserted campus. If I take 
the longer route, down Fulton, there will be people around, but it will be longer. I can’t do longer.
 I turn into the campus. The same tour group walks toward me, and I stop and pretend to look at a poster 
as I wait for my contraction to stop. I don’t want help. I look normal on the outside. The group passes me, and I 
am alone again. I shuffle my feet forward.
 The sky is completely dark now, and I am really alone. Should I call Jake now? But then I look around 
and realize that I am not on a road. I’m in the middle of the pedestrian-only campus. Jake can’t pick me up in 
the car. I smile at the stubbornness of the universe, its insistence upon getting its message of solitude across to 
me. One step at a time, I make my way back toward the house. Jake will be doing the dinner dishes. Music will 
be softly filling the empty spaces of the house. Luke will be asleep, unaware that he will be a big brother in the 
morning. 
 When I get home, I’ll call Maria.
 I am prepared now. I am ready.
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