
Tas notika 2022. gada vasaras noslēgumā. 
Gatavojoties izgāju elpas kursus, izlasīju 
kaudzi rakstu, pievienojos vairākām 
grūtnieču čata grupām un, protams, centos 
pēc iespējas veselīgāk dzīvot. Noskaņoju 
sevi dabiskām dzemdībām stacionārā, 
neizmantojot anestēziju. Pēdējās grūtniecības 
nedēļās paliku lēna un smagnēja, nevarēju 
sagaidīt, kad tad beidzot sāksies. Naktī pirms 
prognozētā dzemdību datuma pamatīgi 
sāpēja, un, kad no rīta ierados uz apskati, 
daktere teica, ka man pēc iespējas ātrāk 
jāstājas slimnīcā. Tur viss ilga vien trīs 
stundas - ūdeņu pārduršana, kurai sekoja 
ļoti sāpīgas kontrakcijas, tad vēlme spiest 
un streipuļošana uz dzemdību zāli. Tālāk 
vecmātes balss, kas saka, ka mazulis nejūtas 
labi un liek pareizi elpot, bet gribas bļaut 
un nu jau par vēlu ņemt to anestēziju… Tad 
iegriezums, mazliet spiediena uz vēdera, un 
pat nesapratu, ka meitiņa jau ārā. Pēc tam 
placentas piedzemdēšana, šuvju uzlikšana. 
Vecmāte saka, ka esot bijis diezgan liels asiņu 
zudums un dušā labāk neiet vienai. Visbeidzot 
arī stunda kontaktā ar mazo brīnumu… Te 
nu man sanācis uzskaitīt galvenos notikumu 
veidojošos punktu. Bet kā šajā visā jutos es 
pati? Ko darīja mans ķermenis? Vai es to 
īsti neatceros tāpēc, ka pagājis jau gads? 
Patiesībā nekādu spilgtu atmiņu nebija arī 
nākamajā dienā - nez kāpēc smadzenes 
atteicās pārvērst šo intensīvo pārdzīvojumu 
viegli pieejamā failā. Labi, ka uz dzemdību 
nodaļu tomēr paņēmu arī kameru un statīvu, 
ko uzliku palātā īsi pēc ūdeņu pārduršanas. 
Pašā sākumā izdevās uzņemt dažus 
pašportretus. Drīz vien sāpju intensitāte un 
biežums kāpa. Dažas reizes vēl nospiedu 
pults pogu un tad uzliku video režīmu, lai 
nekas netraucētu nokoncentrējoties uz sāpju 
pārvarēšanu. Kad pārcēlāmies uz operāciju 
zāli, draugs atcerējās paķert arī kameru, 
taču tā tika ieslēgta tikai, kad mazulis jau 
bija ārā. Nākamajā rītā pamodos ar smagām 
sāpēm mugurā un krūškurvī – dzemdībās 
tika iespiests starpribu nervs, arī šuves ļoti 
sāpēja. Bija grūti pakustēties, bet mazulis 
jābaro, un vispār kaut kā jāmēģina celties. 
Tā izplenēja mana apņemšanās dokumentēt 
pirmās dienas slimnīcā. Decembra vidū 
saņēmos pirmo reizi ieskatīties ierakstītajā 
materiālā un pamazām sāku to pētīt cerībā, 
labāk izprast piedzīvoto.

It happened at the end of the summer of 
2022. In preparation, I went to Lamaze 
classes, read a bunch of articles, joined 
several pregnancy chat groups, and, of 
course, tried to live as healthily as possible. 
I mentally prepared myself for a natural 
hospital birth without anesthesia. In the 
last weeks of pregnancy, I became slow 
and heavy, eagerly awaiting for the whole 
thing to finally begin. On the night before the 
expected due date, I was in serious pain, 
and when I arrived for the check-up in the 
morning, the doctor insisted that I go to the 
hospital as soon as possible. There, it all 
lasted only three hours – amniotomy followed 
by very painful contractions, then the urge to 
push and the stumbling to the delivery room. 
Next, I heard the midwife`s voice, saying that 
the baby wasn`t feeling well and instructing 
me to breathe correctly, while all I wanted 
to do was cry out; it was already too late to 
take the anesthesia… Then, an incision, a 
little pressure on the abdomen, and my baby 
girl was out before I even realized it. Then 
followed the delivery of the placenta and the 
stitching. The midwife said that I had lost 
quite a significant amount of blood, so it was 
best not to go to the shower alone. Finally, 
an hour of contact with the little miracle… 
So, I`ve managed to list the key moments 
that shaped this event. But how did I feel 
in all of this? What did my body do? Do I 
struggle to remember the details because 
a whole year has passed? Actually, I don’t 
recall having any vivid memories even just the 
next day – for some reason, my brain was 
refusing to convert this intense experience 
into easily accessible files. It`s a good thing 
I had brought a camera with a tripod to the 
maternity ward. I set it up in the room shortly 
after the breaking of the water. At the very 
beginning, I managed to take a few self-
portraits. Soon, the intensity and frequency 
of the pain increased. A few times, I pressed 
the remote trigger and then switched to 
video mode to ensure nothing would disturb 
me while focusing on overcoming the pain. 
When I was moved to the operating room,
the father of the baby remembered to grab 
the camera, but it only got turned on after 
the baby was already born. The next morning, 
I woke up with severe pain in my back and 
chest – during labour, my intercostal nerve 
got compressed, and the stitches were 
also terribly painful. It was difficult to move, 
but the baby needed feeding, and I had 
to try to get up somehow. That`s how my 
determination to record the first days in 
the hospital faded away. In mid-December, 
I finally mustered the courage to take a first 
look at the recorded material, and gradually 
I began to study it closer in the hope of 
gaining a better understanding of what I had 
experienced.

Vika Eksta
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