VLAD+LENA=ALEKSANDRA (Sasha)
BIRTH STORY
For those who will read this story, I have to forewarn you – it was a very intense experience for me.  When it was over, Debbie told me that this was what’s called “hard labor”.  But it was a positive experience.  I learned that everything can happen, anything is possible, and it all passes.  And the result – our beautiful, darling, amazing little daughter – is worth going through all of it, twice   Please forgive the mistakes or incoherences you may come across.  Our little Sasha is very demanding of time and attention.  I’m attempting this task with little time at my disposal and having had very little sleep.
At my 40-wk check up, my body showed no signs of being ready for labor.  But that evening my belly dropped.  The next morning I felt mild contractions.  They came on irregularly and completely subsided by evening.  But the next morning at 4 am they started again.  And, again, they went away in the late afternoon.  That evening, around 8 pm, Amanda came over to talk about what was going on.  My husband, Amanda, and I discussed two specific issues that I had been dealing with in relation to labor and the coming baby and came up with some solutions.  Also, Amanda (with Vlad’s help) gave me a special kind of foot and back massage that was supposed to help the pelvis open up, or something like that.  Toward the end of her visit, the contractions came on and started picking up in strength and frequency.  Amanda went home and I prepared to go to the hospital in the morning.  But the contractions kept getting more intense and we ended up calling her around 1 am and were in the hospital by 2:30 am.  The slow 2-day start had given me time to, finally, pack the suitcase.  Vlad stocked up on goodies from Whole Foods.  I managed to make some PB-and-banana sandwiches in-between contractions, after Amanda had left.  It’s really amazing how strong the connection between the mind and the body is – I am absolutely sure that the labor finally started full force because we were able to come up with a plan of how to deal with the issues that had been worrying me.
When we got to the hospital Amanda was already there.  But it turned out that there were no “labor and delivery” rooms available.  We were taken to a recovery area, very similar to triage.  Thank goodness I was the only patient there – I wasn’t into the idea of an audience for this.  A young nurse and a student came over to watch, but Amanda did such a great job asking them to leave – very polite, not how I would have done it   My request for the nurses to stop chatting during my contractions was more blunt.  The lights were dimmed and the curtains around my bed and monitor were drawn.  The contractions were coming on one after another; they were quite strong already, with most of the pain in my back.  I couldn’t stand sitting or lying down on the bed, so I stood at the end of the bed and leaned forward on it.  Amanda stood behind me, applying counter pressure to my lower back.  She also communicated with the nurse on my behalf.  We managed to snack a bit on the goodies – the sandwiches, Odwalla smoothies, water, banana.  I didn’t really get a chance to eat much between the contractions, but the snack was very welcomed by my body – I didn’t know before that labor entailed actual physical work.  Titi came by every once in a while to check up on me and to let me know of the developments in trying to find a room for me (none).  She made a remark about us sneaking in food and about the crumbs that gave me away.  I didn’t know if she was on our side (snacks are good for the woman in labor), or on the hospital’s side (no food allowed), so I blushed and didn’t say anything.  Amanda explained to me later, that Titi was just teasing.  Titi kept telling me to “relax those hips”, but it was impossible to do because I was freezing and shivering a lot.  A little while after I put on additional comfy layers, I got warm and even started sweating.  But it did help me relax physically, and I started trying to sway the hips and squat with open knees, to help the pelvis open up.  By the way, the baby was in a posterior position (facing forward), that’s why the pain was in the back and it was so much more painful to sit or lay.  My pelvis needed to open to give the baby room to rotate.  Someone brought me crushed ice, but the temperature shock to my hot body was unpleasant.  I did drink some room temperature tap water, but not much.
Things got very, very intense quite quickly.  I asked Vlad to leave, so that I would feel free to be myself without worrying about the impression it would make on him.  The contractions were lasting 1 to 1.5 minutes, with 10 to 30 sec breaks in between, or no breaks at all.  Every once in a while Amanda had me empty my bladder and sit on the toilet through several contractions, but the pain was unbearable.  I dealt best with it standing and leaning forward onto the bed, with Amanda massaging my lower back – first with her fists, then it wasn’t enough pressure and she used our tennis balls in a stalking that I had worn to our wedding.  Amanda had started moaning first and all I needed to do was join her and match her style and pitch – very low.  I couldn’t go that low because the pain was just too intense.  Amanda kept moaning for me and pressing on my back, giving me instructions and being strong, confident and supportive for me – just like I needed.  She only took one short bathroom break and Titi brought her some chamomile tea.  In between the moans I was also communicating with Amanda, commenting on what was going on – I don’t think my mouth was shut for a minute.  I actually was a little hoarse and had a sore throat for a couple of days after labor.  At some point, I’m on the bed (probably getting checked), I feel I’m about to throw up, somebody brings me a tray.  Titi kept trying to get us a room with a tub or at least a shower – she and Amanda were sure water would help the pelvis open up and things would proceed more smoothly -- but no luck.  At another point, while being checked by Debbie, I think I’m about to poop, but Amanda explains that that’s just the baby moving down (I think she just said that to make me feel better).  
8 hours later a room with a shower finally became available.  I had to make it down the hall and around a corner.  The nurse offered me a wheel chair, which I impolitely refused – the thought itself of sitting was unbearable.  I walked, leaning on the chair and holding on to the side rail of the wall.  Actually, I almost ran – trying to cover as much distance as possible in the 10-second breaks between contractions.  In the new room I immediately get in the shower, on all fours, I need hot water on my lower back, but it’s too stuffy for my face, so I stick my upper half out of the shower, and lean on the birthing ball.  I sway forward and back, so that the water massages my lower back up and down.  But I am physically exhausted and, I think, Amanda also mentioned mild dehydration.  She and Titi discuss giving me a little bit of Nubain.  Amanda explains that it will take the edge off the pain, but I will have to be on my back for the rest of the labor.  At first it doesn’t make sense to me:  if I have to be on my back, the pain will be even stronger, so taking the edge off of it would just put me back to where I am now, so why bother.  But I know that physically I am close to the end of my ability, and I still have to push.  Amanda says that Nubain should also help me relax.  I’m all for it and try to convince Amanda that I am not delirious and won’t regret this decision when it’s all over.  Then I’m on the bed, and I see a big red digital clock on the opposite wall, right between my legs.  Amanda, Debbie, and the nurse go through some trouble to cover it up for me.  Nubain is administered.  I don’t know if the drug really took the edge off the pain.  It was still so intense that at times I would lose focus and start just screaming and Amanda would have to bring me back to concentration and focused work.  I gave her a look, I don’t know what I was trying to say with it, probably that I hadn’t ever expected the experience to be this intense and hard.  She looked me straight in the eyes and said: “I know.”  It meant everything.  But the drug did help me relax – it stopped my mind from running, I even dosed off in between contractions.  At some point I realized, that pushing – contracting down there – is a way to fight, or control, the intensity of the pain.  Debbie says it’s too early, but I can do it if I want to.
And then it really is time to push.  After all those videos of people pushing the legs of the laboring woman back, I’m surprised that labor isn’t at all about the legs, and all the focus is on the small area between them.  My whole conscience becomes this tight dark tunnel with a head moving down it.  I clearly visualize this with every push.  Amanda and Debbie look inside me and argue about whether or not the baby has hair, or whether it’s blond.  I’m asked if Vlad should be called in.  Absolutely not.  Then it’s the infamous “ring of fire”.  And this is almost exactly when Debbie tells me to stop pushing.  The urge is so strong; the body almost pushes without me.  I say that I don’t know how to stop.  I feel how tight the skin is stretched; a part of me wants to keep pushing and almost anticipates the POP! and the relief that would follow, but I realize that the consequences of this would be undesirable.  Amanda suggests trying to pant.  What a great idea.  This gives another outlet to the energy that is bursting from inside of me.  Then Debbie says to push a little and a little more.  I don’t want to touch the head or catch the baby.  She is finally put on my chest – warm, slippery and heavy.  I ask Amanda to cut the cord – she is the reason I was able to go through this.  After everything I had just gone through, I’m having a hard time understanding that this baby just came out of me.  Another vivid memory – Debbie’s hand with needle and thread, dancing up and down between my legs.  Debbie tells me that this was hard labor, that in addition to being posterior, the baby was also “transversal” (diagonal) and got stuck, which caused a 5-hour transition for me).  The tears are second degree, superficial.  We call Vlad in when everything is cleaned up and the baby is trying to nurse at my chest.  Amanda is quickly on her way out, but Debbie manages to catch her in the hall and bring her back for a photo.  Later Amanda sends me from her phone a picture of me with Sasha just out of me – she took it especially for Vlad, because he wasn’t there to witness the first moments of Sasha’s life with us, here.
Up in the postpartum room, I can’t believe what I have just gone through.  At the same time, I don’t mind the thought of doing it again, for a second child.  But, of course, not right away.  And even now, two months later, I know – with no real labor room, no bath or shower, with an 8 lb 4 oz posterior transversal baby, and 5 hrs of transition, Amanda is the main reason I was able to go through this experience.  Without her presence, guidance, and help, it would have been a very different story and a very different postpartum me.  I also really thank Titi for validating my hard work and trying so hard to get me a room and recommending Nubain.  And Debbie, for being so kind and clear in her instructions during the post crucial part of labor.  And Theodorah, for all her attention and wisdom in guiding me through the pregnancy, and for recommending hiring Amanda as my doula.  And Dawn, for her “absolutely nothing in your vagina for at least 6 weeks”, which gets the imagination running and still brings a smile to the face.
