
Bloom: Finding Beauty in the Unexpected--
A Memoir (P.S.)
 Free Ebooks

 Kelle Hampton

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/WBLxj/Bloom-Finding-Beauty-in-the-Unexpected-A-Memoir-P-S
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/WBLxj/Bloom-Finding-Beauty-in-the-Unexpected-A-Memoir-P-S
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/WBLxj/Bloom-Finding-Beauty-in-the-Unexpected-A-Memoir-P-S
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/WBLxj/Bloom-Finding-Beauty-in-the-Unexpected-A-Memoir-P-S
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/WBLxj/Bloom-Finding-Beauty-in-the-Unexpected-A-Memoir-P-S


“In her tender and genuinely beautiful memoir, Kelle Hampton encourages us to not simply
accept the unexpected circumstances of our lives, but to embrace them like the things we
wished for all along.” —Matthew Logelin, New York Times bestselling author of Two Kisses for
MaddyBloom is an inspiring and heartfelt memoir that celebrates the beauty found in the
unexpected, the strength of a mother’s love, and, ultimately, the amazing power of
perspective. From the outside looking in, Kelle Hampton had the perfect life: a beautiful two-year-
old daughter, a loving husband, a thriving photography career, and great friends. When she
learned she was pregnant with her second child, she and her husband, Brett, were ecstatic. Her
pregnancy went smoothly and the ultrasounds showed a beautiful, healthy, high-kicking baby
girl.But when her new daughter was placed in her arms in the delivery room, Kelle knew instantly
that something was wrong. Nella looked different than her two-year-old sister, Lainey, had at
birth. As she watched friends and family celebrate with champagne toasts and endless
photographs, a terrified Kelle was certain that Nella had Down syndrome—a fear her
pediatrician soon confirmed. Yet gradually Kelle's fear and pain were vanquished by joy, as she
embraced the realization that she had been chosen to experience an extraordinary and special
gift.With lyrical prose and gorgeous full-color photography, Bloom takes readers on a wondrous
journey through Nella's first year of life—a gripping, hilarious, and intensely poignant trip of
transformation in which a mother learns that perfection comes in all different shapes. It is a story
about embracing life and really living it, of being fearless and accepting difference, of going
beyond constricting definitions of beauty, and of the awesome power of perspective. As Kelle
writes, "There is us. Our Family. We will embrace this beauty and make something of it. We will
hold our precious gift and know that we are lucky."
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birthI TURNED THIRTY-ONE ON DECEMBER 29, 2009. My husband and I went to dinner with
friends the evening before, and as we left, toting our leftovers in Styrofoam boxes and marveling
at my very round pregnant belly that seemed to have grown a bit since dinner, I noticed the
welcoming glow of the nearby bookstore. I had told Brett I didn’t need anything this year for my
birthday, since Christmas had just passed and we had splurged on a new lens for my camera,
but at the sight of the store window, I remembered a book that had been recommended by
another photographer. As we walked by, I told Brett I changed my mind. I wanted that book, and I
needed it that very second. So we ventured in, and he played downstairs with our two-year-old,
Lainey, while I wandered up in the self-help section, thumbing through titles until I landed on the
only copy—A Million Miles in a Thousand Years by Donald Miller.Later at home, we put Lainey to
bed and I drew a bath and climbed in, heaving my round middle over the edge of the tub and
sinking into warm suds with my new book and a highlighter in hand. And I read. And read. And
read. Underlining, highlighting, starring paragraphs and quotes and words that moved me hard. I
warmed the water about a trillion times and pruned my skin to raisins, but I could not stop
reading. I passed three hours in that tub, followed by another hour or so of reading in my
bed.The book spoke of the power of challenges—how living a life of comfort does nothing to
make us grow, and how hard times shape us into interesting, developed characters. By the end
of the book, I was inspired. Inspired to write a new story for our life—inspired to face challenges
and leave my comfort zone and go through hard things because that is what turns the
screenplays of our lives from boring to Oscar-worthy. And to be honest, in my mind, our most
uncomfortable challenge boiled down to one thing: the changes in our life with Brett’s job and
having him away from home. Little did I know.Fast-forward.Three weeks later, a Thursday, Brett
and I teased all day that we were so ready for this baby, she had to either come Thursday or
Friday. Every time he called me from work, he told me I should be out jogging. I didn’t jog, but I
did walk like crazy, trailing Lainey through the streets of our neighborhood in a stroller, thinking,
These might be the last moments with my only daughter alone.Thursday night, the pains started
coming—nothing horribly uncomfortable but some significant cramps that were semiregular and
popped up several times through the night. By morning, I had several that were fifteen to twenty
minutes apart, and my doctor, convinced I would go fast once I was in full swing, suggested I go
to the hospital within a few hours. I remember getting off the phone and it hit me: today was



going to be the day. It was surreal. I texted my friends, called my family, began the last steps in
the long process of saying good-bye to my only child. She wanted her face painted like a kitty,
and although I was excited to pack up and head to the hospital, I savored every brushstroke of
those last moments with my big girl.I called my friend Katie in Fort Lauderdale. Katie was the
delivery nurse the night Lainey was born, and we have since been forever friends. She promised
me she wanted to be present for all my babies’ births, so she hightailed it over I-75 after my call
to get there in time.It was strange. It seemed so real and yet I had dreamed of this moment for so
long, it was almost like a dream itself: Wanting a second child. Losing a pregnancy. Getting
pregnant. The horrible night I thought it was all ending and the trip to the ER where we saw that
little heartbeat. Waiting and preparing and finally, these last weeks, having everything just—
perfect. The birth music ready to go, the blankets I had made packed and ready, the coming-
home outfit, the big sister crown for Lainey, the nightgown I had bought just for the occasion—
what I would wear holding my daughter the first night I rocked her to sleep. Even the favors I
hand-designed and tied every ribbon to were lined and stacked in a box, ready to pass out the
moment the room flooded with visitors. My heart could hardly hold the excitement, and I will
never ever forget what it feels like to long for your baby to be placed in your arms the last few
days of your pregnancy—it’s so real, you can touch it.We said good-bye to Lainey as we left her
with Grandma and headed to the hospital, where I was quickly instructed in Room 7 to drop trou
and gown up. I slipped my white ruffled skirt and black shirt into a plastic belongings bag. Days
later, just the sight of these clothes—the ones I wore during all the excitement, during those last
happy moments before my life was changed—would bring pain. I think my friend Heidi finally hid
the bag because it made me cry every time.The early stages of labor were perfectly beautiful.
Nothing hurt that bad, I had the anticipation of this utopian experience ahead of me, Brett was
chill, and my girlfriends started trickling in the room. We actually played a game—the “If you
could” cards I had packed in my bag for this very purpose. If you could vacation to anywhere in
the world, where would it be? If you could change one thing about your past, what would it be? I
played moderator, firing questions from my hospital bed—questions that ignited good
conversation, laughter, the feeling that this was fun and beautiful and more like a sleepover than
an afternoon hooked up to monitors and IVs. And all the while, among the laughter and small
talk was the accompanying melody of the girl I was about to meet. Her heart steadily beat a
beautiful rhythm that could be heard loud and clear from the monitor strapped to my middle.
Bum-pum. Bum-pum. Bum-pum. I had it perfectly planned, and it was going just as I had
imagined—but better.By 2:00, my water had broken and my contractions were in full force. The
room was full of excitement and laughter. I chatted with my girlfriends until a contraction came on
where I shifted gears, “ow-ow-ow-ow-ow’d” my way through it (and cursed), and came out of it as
fast as I went in, picking up the conversation where we left off. I checked to make sure Brett was
okay. Several of my girlfriends were headed out to a birthday party but, with news of my status,
they all huddled into the room, dressed to the nines, to check on me before their night out. I liked
the commotion. I loved the anticipation. I loved the feeling of people waiting anxiously for our



baby. It felt special … and we were so ready.Two hours went by and I was off the wall in pain,
begging for anesthesia to get in with an epidural. They were tied up, and so I cursed them, too.
Little did I know, I was dilated to nine centimeters. This is where things begin to get hazy. It all
just happened so fast. I remember anesthesia walking in to give me an epidural, Brett getting
uneasy, girlfriends talking me through it, my pediatrician stopping in to say hi during her rounds,
and my obstetrician walking in and gowning up. This was it. With Lainey, it took forever, and here
I was, just hours after walking into this place, and they were going to tell me to push. They were
going to tell me “just one more,” and then suddenly my life was going to change.I couldn’t grasp
it even then. It was all just happening so fast and I wanted to savor it. I looked around the room
and tried to take it in—the candles, the music, the lavender oil I brought that wafted through the
room and calmed the tension. And then I remember just speaking to myself. You are about to
meet your daughter. You are about to be changed for good.At this moment, I heard the sounds of
our birth song begin to fill the room … “When You Love Someone.” And I began to cry. My
husband, my friends, my dad, my nurses … all of them smiling … cameras flashing …(Heidi
Darwish)One more push.Oh, this is so hard …I pushed. I pushed and watched as the tiniest little
body came out of me, arms flailing, lungs wailing … and then, they put her in my arms.… and I
knew.I knew the minute I saw her that she had Down syndrome and nobody else knew. I held her
and cried. Cried and panned the room to meet eyes with anyone who would tell me she didn’t
have it. I held her and looked at her like she wasn’t my baby and tried to take it in. And all I can
remember of these moments is her face. I will never forget my daughter in my arms, opening her
eyes over and over … she locked eyes with mine and stared … bore holes into my soul.Love me.
Love me. I’m not what you expected, but oh, please love me.That was the most defining moment
of my life. That was the beginning of my story.I don’t remember a lot here. My friends have filled
me in, but I feel like I was in a black hole. I know I held her. I know I kissed her. I know I begged
every power in the world that this wasn’t happening, that she was normal, that I would wake up
and be pregnant again. But I knew in my soul exactly what this was.She was scooped off my
chest and taken to the warming bed where nurses nervously smiled as they checked her over. I
wanted someone to tell me what was going on. I kept asking if she was okay, and they told me
she was fine. She was crying and pink and just perfectly healthy. I wanted to say the words, but
couldn’t. So I asked why her nose was smooshed, why she looked funny. And because she
came out posterior and so quickly, many people in the room honestly thought she’d look a little
different in an hour or so. But I knew. I cried while everyone smiled and took pictures of her, like
nothing was wrong. I kept crying and asking, “Is there something you aren’t telling me?” … and
they just kept smiling.At this point, I had believed the pediatrician came in right away and told me
the news. But because I was so confused and emotional, I am told it wasn’t right away. The
nurses apparently called my pediatrician in for “DS suspicions,” and during this hour, I was
handed back my daughter as if everything was okay.When I’ve thought about this time later, I’ve
cried and cringed, wondering what I did. Did she feel love? Did I kiss her? Did I hold her and tell
her happy birthday and smother her with happy tears? My friends who were in the room smile



when I ask this and promise me I did. They tell me I couldn’t stop kissing her. And while I held
her, the room went on. Someone popped champagne and poured glasses and a toast was
raised. “To Nella!” they cheered, while I sat, confused, trying to take it in.(Laura Cecil)(Heidi
Darwish)I remember feeling … nothing. As if I literally left my body for a bit. But they said I kissed
her. They said I loved her. They said I was a mama.Suddenly, my pediatrician walked in, and my
heart sank. This was it.“Why is she here?” I asked. They told me she was just checking the baby
out, which she did. And then the room grew quiet and everyone was asked to leave. I started
shaking. I knew it was coming. The tears. The twisting in my stomach as they were about to rock
my world.Brett stood behind me, stroking my hair, and my nurse friends, Dot and Katie, stayed
on either side of the bed. And it happened.My pediatrician snuggled Nella up in a blanket and
handed her to me, and she knelt down next to my bed so that she could look up at me—not
down. She smiled so warmly and held my hand so tight. And she never took her eyes off mine.
We had been through a lot together with Lainey’s jaundice, and I had spent many tearful
conversations with her over the course of these two and a half years. She is an amazing
pediatrician, but at this moment, she became more than that. She was our friend as she
beautifully shared the news.I need to tell you something.… and I cried hard … “I know what
you’re going to say.”She smiled again and squeezed my hand a little tighter.The first thing I’m
going to tell you is that your daughter is beautiful and perfect.… and I cried harder.… but there
are some features that lead me to believe she may have Down syndrome.Finally, someone said
it.I felt hot tears stream down and fall on my baby’s face. My beautiful, perfect daughter. I was
scared to look up at Brett, so I didn’t. I just kissed her.And then, Dr. Foley added …… but, Kelle,
she is beautiful. And perfect.I suddenly remembered my dad was in the hallway. He had been in
the delivery room just minutes earlier wearing the “Poppa” shirt he had made for this special
occasion, smiling and cheering as she entered the world and now I had to tell him what I knew. I
felt like a child again—needy and vulnerable. I wanted my dad. I wanted my mom. I wanted my
brother and sister by my side. I asked for my dad to be let back in the room, and when he walked
in, I cried again. “Dad, they think she has Down syndrome.”He smiled genuinely as his eyes
welled up with tears. “That’s okay. We love her.” He scooped her up, and I asked him to say a
prayer. And there, in the delivery room where moments earlier she entered the world, we
huddled around my bed—Brett still stroking my hair, Katie crying on one side, Dot on the other,
and Dr. Foley kneeling down beside my bed. Dad prayed and thanked God for giving us Nella
and thanked him for the wonderful things he had planned for us. For our family. For Nella. Amen.
(Laura Cecil)(Laura Cecil)As soon as my dad finished, I looked up at him, completely desperate
and flailing. “I need Carin. Now.” My sister was my rock, and her presence was imperative for my
moving forward. He assured me she’d be on a flight the next day, and my mom would follow.Dr.
Foley hugged me and told me she got to hold Nella for her examination, but now she wanted to
hold her just for some snuggles. And she did. I will always remember her compassion and know
there is no one else who could have supported us in the kind and confident way she did.Katie
asked if I wanted to nurse Nella, another dreamy moment I had long anticipated. Yet it felt so



different this time. I remember her latching right on and sucking away with no hesitation,
completely accepting me as her mama and snuggling in to the only one she’s ever known—and I
felt so completely guilty that I didn’t feel the same. I felt love, yes. I just kept envisioning this other
baby—the one I felt had died the moment I realized she wasn’t what I expected. But the nursing
—oh, the nursing—how incredibly bonding it was. The single most beautiful link I had to falling in
love with this blessed angel.(Laura Cecil)The hallway was still filled with visitors—and there are
stories from our other wonderful friends and family about what happened behind those walls
while they waited. All I know is that there was more love in that birthing center than the place
could hold. As anxious eyes reentered the room, I held my baby and told them all, crying, what
we had been told. I knew there was a stream of friends ready to come and celebrate and I
wanted them all to be told before they came in. I couldn’t emotionally handle telling anyone and
yet, strangely, I wanted people to know as soon as possible because I knew I needed the troops.
I was falling, sliding, tunneling into a black hole; and I needed as much love as possible to keep
me up.I just remember happiness. From everyone. All the amazing souls in that room celebrated
as if there was nothing but joy. Everyone knew—and there were a few puffy eyes—but mostly, it
was pure happiness. More friends trickled in. More smiles. More toasts. And hugs with no words
—hugs like I’ve never felt. Ones that spoke volumes—arms pulled tightly around my neck, lips
pressed against my forehead, and bodies that shook with sobs—sobs that told me they felt it
too. They felt my pain and they wanted to take it away.(Heidi Darwish)(Heidi Darwish)And Brett
… well, he never left our girl’s side. He was quiet through this all, and I’m not sure I’ll ever know
what he felt, but I know the daddy of our babies, and I know he knows nothing but to love them
with all his heart. And he did so from the very beginning.As soon as the epidural wore off, I
wanted my own nightgown. They were going to take me to our new room upstairs, and I was
ready for a new start. Everyone carried our stuff up and waited for us. And then … the moment I
always talked about—the moment they put you in that wheelchair and place the baby in your
arms … and stroll you through the hallways to your room while onlookers smile and wish they
were you. It’s so strange, but I barely remember it.I remember arriving to our room and being told
Lainey was on her way. And I cried new tears. I hadn’t even thought about how this would impact
Lainey, what she would think, how her life would be different, how every beautiful vision I had of
two sisters growing up together—grown-up phone calls, advice giving, cooking together,
shopping—everything would be different. Numbness started leaving my heart, and sheer pain
settled in.(Laura Cecil)Don’t cry. Don’t cry. Don’t cry when Lainey gets here.… and then I’ll never
forget her face … her cute outfit someone put her in … her eyes when she walked into that room,
and the way she tried to hide her excitement with her shy smile.I will never forget the day my girl
became a big sister.I will never forget the moment her little sister was placed in her arms. I
watched in agony … in tears … in admiration as my little girl taught me how to love. She showed
me what unconditional love looks like … what the absence of stereotypes feels like … she was
… proud.… and that was one of the most beautiful moments of my life. I needed that.(Laura
Cecil)As darkness set in that night and people started trickling out, I felt paranoid. So completely



afraid because I knew with darkness, with the absence of everyone celebrating, that grief would
come. I could feel it coming, and it hurt so, so, so very bad.I wanted Lainey to go home with
Brett. My heart was in a million pieces and wanted to be with her, and if I couldn’t, I wanted him
there. And so he left, with the little girl who completed my world, while I remained in the hospital
with my two amazing, wonderful friends, Heidi and Katie, who will never ever know how special
they are because of what they did for me that night. They heard and saw things no one else will
ever know, but I could have never made it through the night without them.I think I cried for seven
hours straight. It was gut-wrenching pain. I held Nella and I kissed her, but I literally writhed in
emotional pain on that bed in the dark with our candles and my friends by my side until the sun
came up. I remember trying to sleep and then feeling it come on again, and I’d start shaking, and
they’d both jump up and hug me from either side, Nella smooshed between the three of us. I
begged for morning, even once mistaking a streetlamp for the sun and turning on the lights only
to find it was 3:00 A.M. and I still had to make it through the night.“This isn’t happening,” I
moaned. “Please make it go away. I want to wake up. Oh, please let me wake up.” And Katie
would stroke my hair and Heidi would bury her head into my shoulder and both of them would
whisper over and over, “You’re going to be okay, Kelle. You’re going to be okay. We’re not leaving
you.”I CAN’T EXPLAIN THAT EVENING. I SUPPOSE IT’S HORRIBLE to say you spent the first
night your daughter was born in that state of agony, but I know it was necessary for me to move
on to where I am today. And, knowing where I am today and how much I love this soul, how
much I know she was meant for me and I am meant for her, knowing the crazy way our souls
have intertwined and grown into each other, I can say all this now. It’s hard, but it’s real, and we
all have feelings. We live them, we breathe them, we go through them, and soon they dissolve
into new feelings. So here I go.I cried out that I wanted to leave her and run away. I wanted to
take Lainey and my perfect world and this perfect love I had built with my two-year-old and our
cupcake-baking days and our art projects and our beautiful bond and I wanted to run like hell. I
wanted to be pregnant again. I wanted to be pregnant so bad. I wanted it to be the morning Nella
was born, when I was happy and excited and when I wore the white ruffled skirt and black shirt
and put it in the belongings bag knowing joy was to come. I wanted to go back. I wanted to go
back. I wanted to go back.I moaned in pain and through it all, this little breath of heaven needed
me. I cried while I nursed her. I cried while I held her. I cried while I pulled my nightgown off just
so I could lay her body on my naked skin and pray that I felt a bond. I writhed in emotional
torment for hours, and Heidi and Katie saw parts of me no one else has ever seen. My eyes were
so swollen, Heidi said I looked like Rocky, like someone beat the hell out of my face and then cut
little slits for eyes. It was that bad.And then morning came, and with it, hope.My sister arrived
and revolutionized the place with her own version of an “I Have a Dream” speech. She told me I
swallowed the blue pill. She told me I could never go back, but that I held a key to a door that no
one else does. With tears in her eyes, she excitedly and passionately told me how lucky I was.
She told me that I was chosen and that it would be the most special thing in the world. She told
me it was going to be just fine.And she was so right.The day after Nella was born, I fell in love



hard. I knew she was mine. I knew we were destined to be together. I knew she was the baby all
along that grew in my beautiful round tummy, the one I thought I almost lost, the one that I
proudly rubbed when people told me how beautiful that belly was. It was. It was Nella all
along.Over the course of the next several days, things just became beautiful. I cried, yes, but
they soon turned to tears of joy. I felt lucky. I felt happy. I felt like I didn’t want to run away with
Lainey anymore—and if I did, I was taking my bunny with me.When Lainey was in the hospital
with jaundice, I remember hugging Brett and crying. I told him if God would make her better, I’d
do anything. I’d live in a box, I’d sell everything we had, I’d be happy with nothing—just make her
better. When she did get better, that feeling of raw gratitude was real, but it wasn’t long before
real life set in and I was complaining once again about the dirty grout in our cheap tile and how
much I wanted wood floors.I’ve often thought about how quickly that feeling left because we
have a perfect, healthy little girl running around who erases all the painful memories of when we
thought something might be seriously wrong.I felt that feeling again with Nella. And as the pain
has slowly dissipated, I’ve realized that I will always be reminded. My Nella, my special little
bunny, my beautiful perfect yet unique girl will be my constant reminder in life. That it’s not about
wood floors. No, life is about love and truly experiencing the beauty we are meant to know.And
so, we came home … happy. In fact, walking out of the hospital with our new baby girl and our
proud new big girl, all crowned up, gripping the handle of the car seat with Daddy, it was just how
I had imagined it.Life moves on. There have been lots of tears since and there will be more. But
there is us. Our Family. We will embrace this beauty and make something of it. We will hold our
precious gift and know that we are lucky. I feel lucky. I feel privileged. I feel there is a plan so
beautiful in store … and we get to live it. Wow.The story has begun …(Heidi Darwish)(Heidi
Darwish)chapter 1waitingIT WAS TWO DAYS BEFORE LAINEY’S FIRST BIRTHDAY when Brett
finally gave in and agreed that we could try for another baby. I had longed for one since the day
Lainey grew out of the light blue cotton sleeper with the pink strawberries on it that I associated
with every ounce of newborn-ness she possessed. And at that party, as we watched our little girl
blow out her candle and smear white frosting all over her cheeks in celebration of that first
astounding year of life, I was comforted by the fact that the sadness I felt surrounding her getting
older would soon be replaced by the joy of knowing another “little” was on the way.But it didn’t
happen. I had gotten pregnant with Lainey within two months, so by the fourth month of trying for
my second baby, I grew impatient. I also understood how annoying it must be for women who
struggle with infertility when the onslaught of sympathetic advice pours in. It’ll happen. When you
relax. When Brett’s job stress is gone. When you’re not thinking about it. When you try Clomid.
When you’re least expecting it. Blah, blah, blah.The thing was, I didn’t want to wait. I could taste
her then. What she looked like. What she smelled like. What the weight of her tiny body felt like in
my arms. I yearned for another baby as if the survival of the human race depended on it, and if I
had to pee on a stick one more time and squint my eyes searching for a line that didn’t exist, I
thought I’d pretty much die.Which is why, on March 9, 2009, after quite a bit of anticipation, I
jumped around the kitchen sobbing and screaming holding a pregnancy test with two pink lines.



Two. After eleven and a half boxes of pregnancy tests over the previous months and all the
imaginary second lines I had conjured up in my brain, I finally saw a real one. It was beautiful …
and exciting. It held the promise of another amazing journey I was already blessed to know so
well.I’m not sure when my mother heart was born, but for as long as I can remember, I’ve wanted
kids. Forty-seven of ’em, to be exact, and I used to tell people I was going to marry my dad and
raise those kids in a tree house in the backyard. That wasn’t exactly feasible for a number of
reasons (legality and morality chief among them), but at least I had some ambitious goals at a
young age. My mom tells me I wanted a job in the church nursery when I was six and that my
scrawny body could carry a tot on my hip like I had been doing it for years. Even my first
kindergarten paper—an “All About Me” assignment that came home in my backpack that first
day of school—bore proof of my destiny. Under where I had filled in “pizza” for my favorite food
and “Buffy” for the family dog, there was a line of red Crayola chicken-scratched letters in all caps
—a forceful answer to What do you want to be when you grow up? A MOM. And, at the ripe old
age of eight, I spent many afternoons lying on the living room carpet of my best friend’s house
where we rifled through old baby photos from our family albums, pretended we were the moms,
and wrote our fake kids’ names in Magic Marker, along with all the activities they were involved
in on the back. I recently found one of my own baby pictures and flipped it over to find my eight-
year-old handwriting: “Nicole Alexandra. Ballet. Tennis. Soccer.”(courtesy of the author’s
family)Life, of course, didn’t turn out exactly as I’d planned it. My sister had her kids well before
me, and I lived vicariously through her for many years. I skipped so many classes my first year of
college to be with my nieces that I actually had to retake Psychology and Microbiology. If it
wasn’t for the fact that I finally moved away from her to finish school, I’d probably be living alone,
attending my nieces’ parent-teacher conferences today. Not to mention I’d be well versed in
psychology and microbiology.Eventually, I had to cut the cord, so to speak. I packed up my teal
Ford Escort station wagon with a few pieces of clothing and a hundred framed pictures of my
nieces, made my tearful good-byes, and drove the great distance of 120 miles to Spring Arbor,
Michigan. I needed to finish school and find myself. Finish school, I did, but find myself, not so
much.Spring Arbor University is a small, faith-based college known for bestowing upon its
graduates not only a valuable degree, but also a devoted spouse. Most of my friends met and
married their fellow classmates there, planning their weddings in between taking notes in the
basement of the Whiteman-Gibbs Science Building. I, on the other hand, didn’t meet anyone. I
graduated after four years with a diploma in one hand and a prescription for Zoloft in the other. I
had gained the “freshman fifteen” plus another five or so every following year. I didn’t know what
I wanted to do with my life, I couldn’t find a permanent teaching job, and living with my dad
wasn’t exactly the Chicago studio bachelorette pad I had dreamed of. I was dressed and ready
for life but had nowhere to go.I spent a year postcollege as a substitute teacher at two
elementary schools, all the while watching my friends start their lives and wondering what I was
going to do with mine. I was a damn good teacher and poured myself into my sub jobs, even
offering to do lesson plans and grading for other teachers when I could. I felt like I had so many



ideas, so much energy, so much creativity and love built up, but no outlet, nowhere to use it. So I
delivered a social studies lesson to a fourth-grade class like my life depended on it. I dressed up
like Christopher Columbus. I brought in samples of exotic teas to make the Boston Tea Party
lesson a little more fun. Heck, I once set up an entire grocery store in a classroom with canned
goods and a cash register to teach a math lesson. I even had my local grocery store make me a
real name tag. But still, I didn’t belong. I wanted my own classroom. My own place. My own
family. My own life. I was tired of living through everyone else, and I needed a jump start to shake
things up.
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Inspired Book 2) Anti-Bias Education for Young Children and Ourselves, Second Edition Up, Not
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Girl More Alike Than Different: My Life with Down Syndrome Expecting Adam: A True Story of
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Complete Learning Spaces Book for Infants and Toddlers: 54 Integrated Areas with Play
Experiences (Gryphon House)
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Bubbieknowsbest, “Our attitude to any situation ultimately defines the outcome. Keep your
kleenex nearby! This touching memoir from a young mother who finds at her daughter's birth
that it's going to be an entirely different adventure this time. Her newborn has the facial
characteristics of those with Down Syndrome.. Shock, and terror for her baby, replaces
excitement. Kelle is made of stronger stuff than even she imagines! I couldn't put her story down!
What would I have done? How DID she make it through to the acceptance that ultimately helped
her grow and bloom right along with her daughter? A delightful uplifting read! Pictures too!”

groupworker, “Facing downs syndrome with lots of love. A beautiful story and a very easy read.
Loved the photos too. While some parts were much better written than others, I appreciated the
honesty and reflections on joys and sorrows, the pride and judgments, the hopes and dreams
realized and forced to change. While there are other books about raising children with
disabilities that I've given 5 stars too, rather than 4, I appreciated this story and getting the full
picture of the Hamptons' life.”

Jazziegirl, “She was born a Downs Syndrome child and the book describes beautifully the first
year of Nella's life. This is the true story of the author's little girl, Nella. She was born a Downs
Syndrome child and the book describes beautifully the first year of Nella's life. The book
celebrates how important every life is and how we should treasure each life.”

violetsky, “Great book. Great delivery. Great book. Great delivery”

Melli, “Emotionaler Lebensbericht einer Mutter, der zu Herzen geht. In "Bloom" erzählt die
Autorin Kelle Hampton von ihrem Leben mit ihrer Familie, mit ihrer jüngsten Tochter, die mit dem
Down-Syndrom geboren wurde.Kelle Hampton, US-Amerikanerin, die in Florida lebt, begann
2007 ihren Blog "Enjoying the Small Things", auf dem sie von ihrem Alltag mit Mann und Kind
erzählte. In Januar 2010 erwartete die Familie stolz die Geburt des zweiten gemeinsamen
Kindes des Ehepaars Kelle und Brett. Sie freuten sich auf eine gesunde Tochter, und der
Schock war groß, als Kelle ihre Tochter Nella zum ersten Mal sah und gleich das Down-
Syndrom vermutete.In diesem Buch schildert Kelle Hampton ergreifend den Schock, das Nicht-
Wahr-Haben-Wollen, das Akzeptieren und letztendlich das Kennen- und Liebenlernen mit ihrer
Tochter.In Rückblenden erfährt der Leser auch viel über Kelles Vergangenheit, über ihren Weg,
der sie dahin geführt hat, wo sie nun steht.Ich kannte den Blog der Autorin und hab ihn seit
einigen Monaten regelmäßig gelesen. Die Geschichte der Familie ist interessant und Kelle
Hampton erzählt sie ehrlich und ergreifend. Von daher war mir klar, dass ich auch ihr Buch lesen
möchte. Ob es auch auf Deutsch erscheinen wird, weiß ich nicht. Ich hab es als e-book gekauft
und kann es auf jeden Fall empfehlen.Viele Farbfotos zeigen die Familie und emotionale
Erlebnisse, die im Buch geschildert werden.Das englischsprachige Buch lässt sich sehr gut



lesen.Authentisch, ehrlich und sehr emotional erfährt man in diesem Buch Einblicke in Herz und
Seele einer liebenden Mutter, die durch ihre kleine Tochter gewachsen ist und die Leser daran
teilhaben lässt.Ich kann das Buch auf jeden Fall allen empfehlen, die gerne Geschichten wie
diese lesen, emotionale Geschichten aus dem Leben.”

Diane, “Wonderful, wonderful, wonderful. I found Kelly's blog about a year ago and fell in love
with her and her little family. So as soon as her book was on pre order, I ordered it. It took me
three nights to finish her book and it's truly inspirational! She is brutally honest and writes about
her journey to accepting the unexpected. Kelly is an incredible writer! Love her book, I'd give it
ten stars if I could.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Review. Excellent book! Highly recommended”

The book by Kelle Hampton has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 389 people have provided feedback.
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