Born @ Emanuel
A little fighter makes it home
by Carissa Creighton
As part of our 100th
anniversary, we asked
people to submit stories
from their experience “
@ Legacy Emanuel.”
Here is the “Born @
Legacy Emanuel” winner.

On May 15, 2011, my world
was turned upside down.
I was 26 weeks and 5 days pregnant and
something just didn’t feel right. My motherly
instincts kicked in and told me to get the hospital at 4 a.m. I was isent to the birthing center
at the hospital in Salem, and my son Colten’s
heart was monitored. Soon, the nurses transported us into ultrasound to take a look at my
little guy. Everyone went silent. They told me
I needed to wait for the doctor to talk about
the ultrasound. Immediately I knew that something was wrong … you don’t call an on-call
doctor into the hospital for nothing.
Within the hour my doctor showed up and
discussed what they saw: hydrops –– a word
I never knew existed that almost destroyed
my family. Hydrops, a pretty rare condition, is
a symptom of another issue within the baby
where it causes fluid in places it shouldn’t be.
In my son, the fluid had accumulated around
his lungs, heart and skin. It is dangerous for
babies because it compromises the growth of
their organs and puts extra work on the heart
to get the fluid out of the body. Hydrops also
has a 40 percent chance of the baby not making it. With fluid surrounding my son’s lungs,
they were not growing, and it was progressively getting worse the longer I carried him.

the hydrops were. Little did I know, it was
pretty bad. The fluid was prominent around
his lungs and in his skin, and the doctors
thought he would surely pass away within
the following 48 hours. The doctors decided
to closely monitor him for the days because
I was adamant that I wanted my son to be
born alive. Over the following few days we
had ultrasounds daily, heart monitoring consistently and an echocardiogram that thankfully determined that my little fighter was
holding strong.
I was admitted later to the hospital. The goal
was to keep Colten in my womb until a minimum of 32 weeks of pregnancy. At that point
it was said that he would have a better chance
because his lungs would have grown more
and the risk of premature birth problems were
much less. We stayed in the family birth center
for nearly two months.
Every day I spoke with at least one of doctors
from all the specialty areas. We were told he
likely had an underlying genetic. But we had
no real answers. The only thing we knew was
my son’s chance of survival to less than 10
percent. However, as time went on, the ultrasounds showed that the fluid around his lungs
was lessening. We passed the 32-week mark
and the doctors seemed a little more hopeful.
On July 8, 2011, Colten’s ultrasound showed a
sudden change in movement. The tests that
monitored him for movement, breathing, fluid
around him and limb movement were worse,
not better. Dr. Anya Bailis came into the room,
and together we decided that it was best to
deliver Colten as soon as possible. The point of
my being hospitalized through the pregnancy
was to make sure that he was holding up OK,
and if something changed then it was a clue
that it was time to take him via C-section.

Within a few hours, the doctors in Salem transferred me to Legacy Emanuel Medical Center
because it had a neonatal intensive care unit
(NICU) that was better prepared for a baby
with serious complications.

The decision was made to deliver him the next
day at 8 a.m. I got little sleep and was very nervous and anxious. Would my baby live? What
did the future look like for us? Would this affect
him the rest of his life? All I could do was wait.

Colten was hooked up to the heart monitor
and had an ultrasound performed on by Dr.
Patricia Robertson to determine how severe

At 10:09 a.m. Colten James Creighton came
into this world via C-section. I didn’t hear him
cry because he was immediately transferred

into NICU
(something that
I was prepared
for.) Every minute
or two a nurse
would come in and
give me updates:
My baby was trying
to breath but wasn’t doing too well on his
own so they had to intubate him to help him
breath. They also wanted to drain some of the
fluid off of his lungs so they inserted a drain
tube into his right side. But he was stable! The
next few days were difficult, between a baby in
the NICU and me recovering from a C-section,
but all I wanted to do was be with my son.
A few days later I was discharged, and the
hospital had amazingly arranged for me to
stay at the Ronald McDonald House nearby,
so I wouldn’t have to drive to and from Salem.
I was in the NICU every day, hours at a time (I
think they got sick of me, ha ha.) They decided
to do a brain MRI about a week –– the MRI
showed that everything was normal for his
brain and Dr. Rogers came out to tell me the
one thing I wanted to hear: The fluid had
almost all drained from Colten’s body and
he didn’t have any kind of brain abnormalities that were incompatible with life. My little
fighter was going to come home!
August 11, 2011, I got to take him home, three
months after our journey started. We built so
many amazing relationships with the team
at Legacy Emanuel, from the nursing team at
the family birth center, to the doctors, to the
amazing gal who runs the boutique. Colten
still comes to Legacy Emanuel for appointments and we visit when we can –– he smiles
and lights up when he sees the people who
contributed to saving his life. He is the happiest, always smiling and bright baby boy in the
world. He lights up my life.
My son wouldn’t be here without the team
at Legacy Emanuel. And for that, I will be
forever grateful.
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Saved @ Emanuel
“Lymphoma Libby” beats cancer
by Libby Mongue
As part of our 100th
anniversary, we asked
people to submit stories
from their experience “
@ Legacy Emanuel.”
Here is the “Saved @
Legacy Emanuel” winner.

I didn’t know it at the
time, but my life was
about to change
because of a funny gurgling in my throat, really
itchy skin, being tired and having horrible hiccups that all started around December of 2000.
At the time, I was 20 years old, a full-time
college student, a part-time veterinary assistant and a very active community volunteer.
My little sister was in her senior year of high
school, my brother was attending a local college, my mom at home, and my dad was the
bread winner, and as luck would have it, also
had decent health insurance.
My mom and I both thought maybe I had
mono, so with a little prodding from her, I
made an appointment to see a doctor. My
mom was a thyroid cancer survivor, so besides
the check up and basic blood work, the doctor thought I should have an ultrasound. That
ultrasound proved that there was nothing
wrong with my thyroid, but the masses just
above my collar bone were not normal.
That lead to a CAT scan that found out, in addition to the two golf ball sized masses by my
collarbone, I also had a large mass in my chest,
pushing on my aorta and esophagus. Which
lead to a biopsy, a gallium scan, a PET scan,
and what seemed like a lot of blood work.
In about three weeks I had gone from a fairly
normal young adult, to being diagnosed with
Hodgkin’s lymphoma, Nodular sclerosis, stage
two. I had official become a cancer patient.
My wonderful, amazing, rock star oncology
doctors over at Legacy Emanuel Children’s
Hospital (now Randall Children’s Hospital) told
me that Hodgkin’s lymphoma was one of the

best types of cancer to get, if you are going to
get cancer.
Besides my mom’s thyroid cancer, which was
considered cured with removal and a little
radioactive iodine injected, we didn’t have
cancer in our family. As the new year started,
my family all became caregivers for me, with
a disease that we had no experience dealing
with. I had a bone marrow biopsy, a port a
cath placed, and started a clinical trial protocol
chemotherapy that included such tasty items
such as Adriamycin, bleomycin, vincristine,
and etoposide.
I had four cycles of chemo in a little over four
months. The first week of a cycle, my mom
and I drove to Emanuel five days a week for
my treatment. Week two was off, week three
was one day of chemo, and week four was off.
We repeated that three more times.
Although my mom and I were already exceptionally close, we had some extreme bonding
time between those commutes to the hospital, hanging out all day for chemo, and then a
drive back home in traffic.
Besides the typical hair loss, nausea and vomiting, of chemo, I ended up getting hospitalized three times, for a total of 12 days, and
dropped 30 pounds. If you ask me how many
times I threw up, I remember about five times.
As a caregiver, my sister tells me it was a lot
more than five!

tattoos! My
mom loved my
bald head, first
of all because I
have a pretty wellshaped head, and
because it reminded
her of when I was a
baby. I remember lying on the chemo couch
at Emanuel while she rubbed my head as I
waited for the nausea to pass.
Because I slept a lot during those four months,
seemed like the time went by quickly. But for
my caregivers that was an incredibly long four
months. I know every time I got hospitalized,
I scared everyone. I didn’t know it at the time,
but my sister would sit and watch me sleep to
make sure I kept breathing.
When I was feeling awful, and not wanting to
bother my family, I found the shower to be a
great place to get angry, and let it all out in a
big bawling cry. I also learned later that my family did the same thing, so that I wouldn’t know.
I got a couple of weeks break to recover from
my chemotherapy, and then moved to radiation. During this time I got to see my baby
sister graduate from high school and proudly
wore her name on my head.
And before I knew it, I was told I was NED,
that’s code for “no evidence of disease,” or in
other terms, remission!

Although I slept a fair amount during those
of chemo, my family still had a normal life to
take care of. My brother was debating joining
the navy. My sister should have been looking forward to her senior year and things like
prom and graduating high school. My parents
shouldn’t had to have been worrying about
medical bills while watching their oldest child
look more and more like death warmed over.
But, Emanuel hospital offered the care and
support we needed to get though everything.

Once I finished treatment, it’s time to move
on to all those follow up scans to make sure
that I stay in remission. First it was every three
months, then every four, then every six, and
then I finally hit that “just once a year” mark!
We all hold our breath and can’t wait to exhale
when we get that clean bill of health again!

As rough as it was at times, my family handled
it with humor and style! There was a lot of
laughing, even when dry heaving.

Thank you Emanuel (and some awesome doctors, nurses, PAs, MAs, radiology techs, med
students, receptionists and even cleaning
staff. You all helped to get me to this point)!

I never was a hat person or a wig person, so I
went “commando”. My brother drew artwork
on my head, and I made use of a lot of fake

I’m happy to report that I will be going to Legacy Emanuel soon for my 11th year of remission follow up! I’ve celebrated several National
Cancer Survivors Day’s at Emanuel.

Onward and upward!
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Trained @ Emanuel
Nurse ends up where she started
by Patrea Kristensen Krol
As part of our 100th
anniversary, we asked
people to submit stories
from their experience “
@ Legacy Emanuel.”
Here is the “Trained @
Legacy Emanuel” winner.

It was 1964 and I was a
wide-eyed high school
grad when I left “the farm”
in Central Washington and came to “the city”
and Emanuel Hospital School of Nursing.
Emanuel had the best reputation for educating
nurses on the West Coast and I visited it when
my friend, Eleanor Larsen, was a student. It was
the only school I applied for, I was certain that I
would get the best education at Emanuel.
On arrival, I was told that there were six students too many to house in the center wing,
where the freshman lived, so my room would
be on 2 North. That was great, one of the “new”
rooms! Three years passed quickly, although I
didn’t think so while I was a student. There was
so much to learn, would I ever learn it all and
be one of the best?
So many memories … we worked hard, but
on our time off we played hard. (There wasn’t
much time for play, we only had six late leaves
and two overnights as freshmen or “probies” as
we were known.) Time off gave us an oppor-

tunity to ride the tandem bikes up to the
zoo, swim in our state of the art pool, or do
a little shopping at Lloyd Center. In the summer we would sunbathe on the roof of the
dorm, which was fine until the traffic and news
helicopters passed overhead and made comments on the radio about the Emanuel nursing
students in their skimpy bathing suits … or no
suits! One of the things I still do not understand is that it was a requirement to pass Red
Cross advanced beginner swimming before
we could be capped. What did that have to do
with being a good nurse??
After graduation, I worked at Emanuel as an IV
therapy nurse and then moved to St. Helens
where I worked for 12 years, but my heart was
always at Emanuel and I continued to work
“on cal.” One night, I told Mrs. Ritchey, the night
supervisor, I thought I was in labor. She was so
upset because we were short staffed so I told
her never mind I’d work! Well, she had to close
the recovery room and have that nurse cover
me as I delivered my first son before I could
finish the shift!

ence at Emanuel is that
when I became
a coordinator,
I was given an
office.
And guess what?
That office was on
2 North, Emanuel
East, which was the
old dorm. It was only four doors away from
my
first dorm room! So I can say I started and
ended my nursing career in the same hallway
at Emanuel Hospital!

I returned to the IV Therapy Department at
Emanuel in 1982. Then in 1983, I had the
opportunity to go to the Emergency Department. I was blessed to be working at Emanuel
when we launched the trauma program. I
continued to learn every day I worked there;
in reality, training did not end at graduation.
I worked in the ED until I became a trauma
nurse coordinator in 2002. I retired from
Emanuel in 2009.
One thing that is different about my experi-
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