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The Hanko Girls
After a successful heart surgery , many childhood
pneumonias with hospitalizations, 13 memorable years
in school with wonderful teachers and helpers, and my
beautiful daughter did graduate from high school. And
she went to prom with a lovely young man and I was oh
so proud!

Kim and Jessica--- together forever!!!
That is what we always say to each other. Jessica was
born 21 years ago and I can remember it like it was
yesterday. I was so excited going in to the delivery
room. We already had a son, 4 years old, so a boy and a
girl would make the perfect family. I had no idea what
else my little girl would be - Down syndrome. What a
shock! My husband had no clue what this meant. He
was born in Poland and had never seen a child with
Down syndrome in his whole life. Needless to say, our
emotions were all over the place-Sadness, fear, anger
and a little excitement. While in hospital, we found out
she had a heart defect so we were worried about that. I
remember reading a Readers Digest piece while in
hospital about a mother talking about her daughter
graduating from high school and all the pride and joy
that went with that. I broke down crying as I didn’t
know if my daughter would ever be able to finish
school.

Now Jessica has a job at our local MacDonalds restaurant where she is well accepted plus she has lots of
friends and a far larger social life than I do!
My husband has Down syndrome all figured out and
my son is always happy to show his sister off to his
friends. She is much loved by our extended families
and we cannot imagine life without her. I believe I have
learned so much from Jessica. She is a witty, wise and
kind young lady and such a pleasure to be with. I do
worry about her future, but Jessica is excited about it!
“I believe I have learned so much from Jessica.”

To contact Kim- email: kghanko@gmail.com

My Story of Emma
by Jennifer Colbert

People often say to me, “I don’t know how you do it.” My
answer to that is, “Do what? I’m just raising my girl like
everyone else.”
I gave birth to Emma when I was
21 years old. I didn’t know until she
was born that she would change
my outlook on life forever. I knew
I was going to be a young mother,
but I didn’t know that she would
have Down syndrome. I was very
shocked to find out, as the chances
were so low for my age.
At first I was terrified, I really didn’t know much about Down
syndrome. I knew that people with Downs had a similar look,
and that they had learning disabilities, but really that was it. I had
thoughts that day, that the doctors must have accidentally given me
someone else’s baby, or that they were mistaken with the diagnosis,
and would come back to my room and tell me so. I soon realized
that this was reality and yes, this was my baby who had Down
syndrome.
For the first week, Emma was in an incubator. She had jaundice,
a hole in her heart, and had turned blue all on her first day. I sat
beside her all day every day, only able to hold her tiny hands. I had
never felt a love so strong and felt so helpless at the same time.
Then finally on the 6th day, I was able to hold my baby girl. She
had wires and tubes everywhere and a little mask on her face, but
she was in my arms. It was on that day I decide, no more tears, no
more mourning for the so called “normal” child I thought I was
going to have. I was going to protect her and teach her and love her

like any other child. No poor me, no poor her, and no sadness. She
was my child and I was going to give her the best life I could. And
that’s what I have done.
Emma has had some medical issues, and there have been some
tough times, but through all of it she has been as much my
strength as I have been hers. She had the most unconditional love.
She smiles with her entire face and laughs from deep in her belly.
She has such an innocence and purity about her that I only wish
more people in the world could have. She is the person that you
never forget once you meet her. She really touches the heart of
everyone she meets.
Emma is now 14. She is currently in karate
and cheer leading. She’s been on a bowling
league, participated in ballet, and even had
a part in a movie. She has a social life much
better than mine! She is the most amazing
kid I have ever met, and I’m not just saying
that because I’m her mom! :) She has made
me look at life so differently. As Emma grew
up, I grew up as a person too. What matters
are our family and friends, spending time
with them, and how you make them feel, not
the petty things that used to matter.
For the last 10 years Emma has had three step siblings. Her step
brother Brandon is the same age as her. They have the most unique
bond. They have always been inseparable, and even now as teens
they still are. I asked Brandon recently how life is for him having
a sister with Down syndrome, he answered me with “Just the same
as having my other sisters, she’s no different.” That statement made
me so proud and full of happiness. She plays such an important
role in our family, in her school and in our community. I honestly
wouldn’t change a thing and feel so privileged to be her mom.

Keep Calm & carry an extra chromosome

Sproul Donnelly Family
There she was! Red face, screaming, arms

flailing. It was 9:30am in the private bathroom of my
hospital room. She came suddenly with only my mom
and me there. One uncontrollabel contraction and
she landed in my arms. When the doctors and nurses
arrived, and I was back in my bed, they handled my
bundle to me.
Chris and I had both been married once before and
had five children between us. We thought our baby
days were over... but the glue that would hold us together was here.
I looked at her. Ivy Claire Sproul. She was so little
and pink. And she had Down syndrome! Only no
one told us. I knew it when I saw her. I saw her slanted
almond shaped eyes and I knew. I saw her floppy little
arms and I knew. How could this have happened? I
had all the tests. My other two children had prenatal
markers and they turned out fine.. is this my destiny? Is
someone punishing me?
I whispered to the doctor “can you look her over carefully? She looks like she has Down syndrome.” She
nodded to me and quietly looked her over while my
family gathered to watch. My mother was watching
me, our eyes met. She knew it too.
Chris didn’t see it. Chris didn’t believe it. Chris didn’t
talk about it. Even after we were home for a week and
got that Saturday morning call. It was genetic testing

confirming Ivy was positive for Down syndrome. “Well
maybe,” he said. “But she doesn’t look like she has it and maybe
it will be so mild, nobody needs to know.”
My heart was broken. I pictured a beautiful, smart woman as
our daughter. Not a mentally challenged life-long dependent.
I could only see the challenge. I imagined all she would NOT
accomplish.. drive a car, live with friends, go to university, get
married, have children.. take care of Chris and I when we
are old. Will she die when she is 40? Will I have to bury my
child??
The next few months were overwhelming. I chose to throw
myself into the Down syndrome world by reading books,
joining online blogs, and even volunteering for Special
Olympics and the NS Down Syndrome Society. I was hungry
for information. Anything that would help me make sense of
this reality.
Chris didn’t even say the words Down syndrome until Ivy was
almost a year old. I guess it is how he dealt with his grief. It
wasn’t until the Walk with Friends fundraiser. That day he was
excited, involved, and so proud to have her and to be a part of
this community.
I think out family needed Ivy. Not just Chris, the kids, and
I, but our extended family as well. I as ashamed to admit it, but
we were a family that judged easily, laughed at jokes, and even
used the “r-word” to describe anything crazy or silly.
Ivy is healthy, beautiful, bright, and so full of joy. She is not
only the glue that holds us all together, but she is the
difference that makes us all alike. I can’t wait to see what
she can do, who she’ll be, and how the rest of us will learn from
her.

Hatchey Family
Let me tell you about my family. Our family consists of four
members, my husband Justin, my 4mth old son Emmett, and my
(almost) 3 year old Elaina. Elaina has Down syndrome. Our story
really begins there.
My husband and I were trying to get pregnant. After a previous
loss, we realized we really wanted a child. So we started trying.
After 7 months, we were finally were successful. We were
ecstatic; finally we were having a baby! Then came the Worst (or
so I thought at the time) news. My baby, at 11 weeks along, had
a high probability of having Down syndrome. To be exact, the
chances were 1 in 49. After an ultrasound that measured the baby’s
nuchal fluid in the neck, the chances increased to 1 in 13. We were
given 3 options; a CVS, an Amnio, or we could do no further tests,
and just wait and see.
I felt like I needed to know. And Justin was on board with whatever I decided. One thing we knew for certain, no matter what the
test results were, we were keeping the baby. So at 15 weeks I had an
amnio. The week that followed seemed like torture while we
awaited the results. Justin was away on training (we are both
military members), so I was on my own. He came home the
weekend before we received the news. The following Monday, the
genetic counselor called me at work. The results were in. Our baby
girl would be born with Down syndrome.
I broke down, tears poured down my face, and I ran out of my
office. A medical technician at the clinic in my buildingwent to
Justin’s ship and brought him to see me. He knew just by looking
at me what had happened. We just held each other for a while, and
then we went home. We already decided to keep her, so there was
nothing really to talk about. But I needed the solace of my bed,
as soon as we go thome; I grabbed my cell phone, and crawled in.
I cried for hours, I called my best friend, I called my mom, and

I cried. They both said the same thing to me, you are strong, we
will love the baby no matter what, and it will get better.
My OB called me several times; warning me that time was
running out, if I was going to terminate it had to be soon. And
each time he called I told him, we already decided to keep the
baby. Two weeks after we found out the news, I went for my
prenatal checkup. The OB once again warned me...so I left and
never went back. Instead I switched doctors and went to the IWK
Maternal Fetal Medicine Clinic. That was the best decision I ever
made. They were so helpful and supportive, and best of all, they
were accepting, and did not pressure me.
At 19 weeks, we had an ultrasound that brought more bad news.
Our baby girl, who we chose the name Elaina for, had a
Congenital Heart Defect (CHD) called AVSD (Atrioventricular
Septal Defect) and she would require surgery early on in life to
repair it.
It felt like we just kept getting hit with bad news. At 24 weeks we
met with the cardiac surgeon. It was discussed that when Elaina
was born, there would be a Neonatal team, Cardiology team, and

the regular set of doctors in the delivery room with me. And I was
told that I would not be able to hold her right away. I wasn’t even
in labour and already knew I could not hold my little girl when she
made her entrance. They warned me she would be in the
hospital for at least 2 weeks before we could go home, and then a
few months down the road, she would have surgery.
The rest of the pregnancy was mostly uneventful. Besides barely
being able to walk for around 10 weeks and being put on semi bed
rest due to chronic pains that I was having, it was pretty basic. No
more bad news.
Then at 35 weeks and 6 days, my
water broke. it was 6:15am. There was
a snow storm starting, but we had
to get to the hospital, my bag had
not even been packed yet. Around
6:40am, we got in the car and
headed towards the hospital. We
didn’t arrive there until 7:55am, and
I was so overheated that despite
the storm, I was wearing capri
yoga pants and a short sleeve shirt,
and I had my head hung out the
window.
I got sick twice on the way, and made Justin stop at a coffee shop
along the way so I could be sick in the bathroom. 20 minutes later,
we made it to the hospital. I went into the little admitting office
while Justin parked the car.
There were 4 women ahead of me, and I thought for sure I wasn’t
going to make it, thankfully they all ushered me ahead of them,
and screaming in pain, I made it to the registration desk. They took
one look at me and said we would do the paperwork upstairs
instead. Once in the early labour unit, they wanted to start
assessing me. Again I screamed, and toppled over and almost hit

the ground, so they decided to check me in a delivery room.
They wheeled me into the room, and I got on the bed. They
checked me and I was fully dilated and had to start pushing. Justin
was still parking the car, so I was all alone. I started to push, and a
few minutes later, my husband walked in, took one look at the
situation and gulped down his coffee. Then he came and held my
hand. 5 minutes later, Elaina shot into the world (literally, the doctors were running to catch her, she made it about 5 feet!) And to
my surprise, they did a quick check then let me hold her!!
I was not expecting that! I felt overwhelmed and amazed and held
her close, skin on skin. Then they had to run me into the operating
room to remove my placenta, it would not come out on its own.
It was another 5 hours until I was able to see Elaina again. This
time she was hooked up to many wires, in a small little cot in the
NICU (Neonatal Intensive Care Unit). We spent a total of 7 days
in the NICU. Not the 2 weeks we were told to expect! Things were
looking good. So finally after spending a few days on a little bed
with blue lights, looking like a little glowing alien, we took our
monkey home.
A few months later, at 4 months old, she had her heart operation.
Shortly after the operation, she went from being asleepy little
infant, to an active and energetic baby. Elaina started participating in many therapies early on in life, physio, occupational, speech.
And she thrived! All of my research told me she would be delayed,
she would be behind, but little did I know that she wouldn’t be as
delayed as we thought. While she was delayed and still is, she is
amazing, she is smart, and she learns fast! She signs, she has a few
words, she walks, she runs, and she loves. She gives all of her love
to the newest addition to our family, her little brother Emmett.
But to be honest, I mourned. For a very long time, even after she
was born. I mourned for the loss of the little girl I had pictured for

so long in my head. I couldn’t understand why this was happening
to me. I don’t think I fully stopped mourning until around Elaina’s
first birthday.
The first year was hard, reconciling my dreams with my reality, all
the doctors’ appointments. And with all my worries. I was
worried that she would never talk, that she would never walk, that
she wouldn’t understand us or be able to communicate. I worried
our families wouldn’t accept her, or love her, or treat her like a
typical child.
When I look back now, I can’t believe I was
ever so worried. Elaina is the
happiest person I know, she gives
love so freely, and can’t resist
sharing many hugs and kisses. She
loves to read with us, color, dance,
and just snuggle on the couch.
She’s an amazing big sister, and
never fails to try and soothe her
baby brother when he cries. She
brightens my life, and every person
she comes in contact with, every day.
Our families are in love with her,
and no one treats her any different. I
truly believe that our lives are richer
with her around.
I am so glad that we made the right decision; at least it was for us.

Halifax Down Syndrome Society is a volunteer, non-profit
organization which acts as a resource to everyone with an
interest in Down syndrome in Nova Scotia. Our mission is to
improve lives for persons with Down syndrome and their
families through advocacy, education and support.
Membership to HalifaxNSDSS is free. Join today and connect
with families in Nova Scotia. Visit the website to join today!
Please visit www.halifaxnsdss.ca for more information.

Serving the Down Syndrome Community in the
Halifax Area
Check us out on Facebook via the Halifax
Nova Scotia Down Syndrome Society

