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Never take your health for granted...Overnight it all can change. Five year old Mikayla began

having high numbers of seizures in her sleep suddenly one night. The frequency of them is

exhausting and extremely scary for her parents who battle night after night looking after their

daughter. Medications are tried and fail to help, hospital admissions are made and doctors try

to help her desperate family. Family life is attempted to be kept normal, but nothing is normal

when your child is having up to twenty seizures a night. Then, younger daughter, Aleisha also

begins having seizures.Follow this strong family as they battle through the ups and downs of

having two children with Epilepsy. This story will show you the strength and resilience this

family have to overcome even the most dire of situations as they never give up. "Mikayla's

Journey" will open your eyes to epilepsy if you are not affected, and may offer support and

hope if you are.

About the AuthorThe author has fitted nearly 1000 people with hearing aids and wears them

too. This is a second career for the author, who has an extensive background in electronics.

With a caring and professional manner towards patients and their families, the author enjoys

great respect in the local hearing healthcare community. --This text refers to the paperback

edition.
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Mikayla’s Journey The Story of One Family’s Struggle with Epilepsy Kylie

Henstock Copyright. This book is based on the life of the author and her family. The medical

facts and experiences mentioned throughout were all undertaken with a medical personnel’s

guidance. The author urges the reader to obtain medical guidance also and takes no

responsibility if they do not.© 2018 Kylie HenstockTABLE OF CONTENTS TABLE OF

CONTENTSFOREWORDChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter

FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter ElevenChapter

TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenEPILOGUEFOREWORD My little

girl,All I want to do is protect you,Keep you healthy and happy.Sometimes I’m sure you’re

braver than we are.One day I hope it all just stops,But for now we just have to manage it the

best we can.Give you the best that we can,We love you. I am not a doctor. I am, in no way, an

advocate for “doing your own thing.” The specialists need to work WITH you to find the best

way to treat what is happening. I was once told, “treating Epilepsy is more an art than a

science,” and I can vouch that this is true.This story is my family’s journey with Epilepsy, our

daughters’ journey. I hope it may help you and your family through your own journey. You are

not alone. All names of doctors, teachers and friends have been changed in this story to

protect their identity. I’ve just kept my family’s names true with their permission.Chapter

One “Just move it slightly to the left,” I said, “…a bit more…yeah that’s perfect!” It was all falling

into place.My two young daughters and I were moving in with my boyfriend, Dave, and three of

his four sons. Going from a small household and cooking for just me and the girls, to adding on

four hungry males was a bit daunting. They were teenage boys with never-filling stomachs. But

it was such an exciting move. Moving from small town Te Awamutu to sunny beachside

Tauranga. I knew it would be a great change for the girls and me. We were moving from friends

and family but it was only an hour and a half drive. Just over the hill, and we planned on

making this work. I wanted to give the girls a stable childhood. No moving back and forth. We

were determined to make our blended family work.Dave and I had been dating for fifteen

months. Long distance was hard but we saw each other every weekend with either him coming

over to stay with the girls and I, or we came to him and stayed at his house with the boys. Dave

has four sons aged twelve, fifteen, sixteen and seventeen. Aaron, the seventeen year old, had

left home earlier in the year to study at University in Wellington. Dave and I had both been

through divorces and were determined to give our relationship all we could. Neither of us had a

lot of help with our children from our ex’s. The girls loved Dave. He was fun and played with

them even with their tea sets and Barbie dolls. It was so different for him from the rough and

tumble of bringing up four boys, but he was loving the differences and taking it all in his stride.

Mikayla was five years old and starting at the local primary school after Easter. Aleisha was

almost four and would go to the close by day care centre for pre-schoolers. Dave’s boys were

amused with all the girly toys coming into their home. They had their own sleep out bedroom

off the house so they had a bit of space from the onslaught. Ash was twelve and attended the

local Intermediate school. Ryan was fifteen and Josh was sixteen, they both attended the

College down the road. So our large blended family was nick-named the Brady Brunch by

friends and it didn’t take long before we found our feet and all got into a routine.

Mikayla’s Journey The Story of One Family’s Struggle with Epilepsy Kylie

Henstock Copyright. This book is based on the life of the author and her family. The medical

facts and experiences mentioned throughout were all undertaken with a medical personnel’s



guidance. The author urges the reader to obtain medical guidance also and takes no

responsibility if they do not.© 2018 Kylie HenstockTABLE OF CONTENTS TABLE OF

CONTENTSFOREWORDChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter

FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter ElevenChapter

TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenEPILOGUEFOREWORD My little

girl,All I want to do is protect you,Keep you healthy and happy.Sometimes I’m sure you’re

braver than we are.One day I hope it all just stops,But for now we just have to manage it the

best we can.Give you the best that we can,We love you. I am not a doctor. I am, in no way, an

advocate for “doing your own thing.” The specialists need to work WITH you to find the best

way to treat what is happening. I was once told, “treating Epilepsy is more an art than a

science,” and I can vouch that this is true.This story is my family’s journey with Epilepsy, our

daughters’ journey. I hope it may help you and your family through your own journey. You are

not alone. All names of doctors, teachers and friends have been changed in this story to

protect their identity. I’ve just kept my family’s names true with their permission.Chapter

One “Just move it slightly to the left,” I said, “…a bit more…yeah that’s perfect!” It was all falling

into place.My two young daughters and I were moving in with my boyfriend, Dave, and three of

his four sons. Going from a small household and cooking for just me and the girls, to adding on

four hungry males was a bit daunting. They were teenage boys with never-filling stomachs. But

it was such an exciting move. Moving from small town Te Awamutu to sunny beachside

Tauranga. I knew it would be a great change for the girls and me. We were moving from friends

and family but it was only an hour and a half drive. Just over the hill, and we planned on

making this work. I wanted to give the girls a stable childhood. No moving back and forth. We
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months. Long distance was hard but we saw each other every weekend with either him coming

over to stay with the girls and I, or we came to him and stayed at his house with the boys. Dave

has four sons aged twelve, fifteen, sixteen and seventeen. Aaron, the seventeen year old, had

left home earlier in the year to study at University in Wellington. Dave and I had both been

through divorces and were determined to give our relationship all we could. Neither of us had a

lot of help with our children from our ex’s. The girls loved Dave. He was fun and played with

them even with their tea sets and Barbie dolls. It was so different for him from the rough and

tumble of bringing up four boys, but he was loving the differences and taking it all in his stride.

Mikayla was five years old and starting at the local primary school after Easter. Aleisha was

almost four and would go to the close by day care centre for pre-schoolers. Dave’s boys were

amused with all the girly toys coming into their home. They had their own sleep out bedroom

off the house so they had a bit of space from the onslaught. Ash was twelve and attended the

local Intermediate school. Ryan was fifteen and Josh was sixteen, they both attended the

College down the road. So our large blended family was nick-named the Brady Brunch by

friends and it didn’t take long before we found our feet and all got into a routine.One night I

cooked a cottage pie for tea. It was so big and heavy with all the mashed potato and cheese

topping I could hardly lift it into the oven to grill the top. ‘At least I’ll have some left-over for

lunch tomorrow’, I thought. Little did I realise how much all these growing boys ate! The whole

pie was eaten easily and I soon realised this amount of food was going to be normal for us to

cook each night. It was crazy! So much food, so much washing and the toilet seat that was

always up! All so different for me, but it soon became life and routine for us.The girls enjoyed

school and day care and loved having such a big family. There was always someone around to

talk to and play with them.It seemed to all be going well and we were all getting used to the

household daily routine. I got a part-time job at the local MRI scanner. I was a Radiographer,



but unfortunately couldn’t find a job in Tauranga, so decided to take the training position in the

MRI scanner. This was on the job training with two years of correspondence study through the

University of Auckland. It was daunting with me being a not-very- computer-savvy, adult

student, but Dave encouraged me, so I thought I’d go for it. Dave was a Real Estate Agent and

could work around some of the school pick-ups when I was working, so it all fell into place.Little

did we know this three months of bliss was about to start us on the rollercoaster of our

lives…..Chapter Two “Happy Birthday dear Aleisha, Happy Birthday to you!!!!...One, Two,

Three, FOUR!!” we all sung. My parents had come over from Te Awamutu for the birthday party

and Dave’s parents who lived locally also joined us. It was a lovely evening and everyone got

along well. Little Aleisha certainly enjoyed having all the attention and had a wide grin on her

face the whole time.“So how‘s it all going?” my Mum asked me. We were in the kitchen with

Lyn, Dave’s Mum, cleaning up the dishes.“It’s going well,” I said. “I can’t believe how much

everyone eats and sleeps, but it’s lovely to be able to see Dave every day.”“He’s loving having

you and the girls here too,” said Lyn.“You look so happy”, Mum said, “I’m really happy for you,

Kylie.”“Thanks Mum,” I said as I hugged her.“It is strange not having you round the corner

though,” Mum said. “Dad and I were thinking we could take the girls away for a night or two in

the motorhome if that suited you?”“Oh, they’d love that!” I said.Everyone left later that evening

with full stomachs and plans of the girls going with my parents in the next few weekends time

for a break away in their motorhome.Two days later I was shopping in town when I heard my

phone ringing in my handbag. As I got it out I could see on the screen it was Aleisha’s day care

ringing me.“Hello, Kylie speaking,” I said.“Kylie, hi its Annie here from Topkids Day care. I’m

sorry to bother you but Aleisha has fallen from the monkey bars and appears to have hurt her

leg. She’s lying on the couch here now crying with one of our teachers. We’ve put ice on it but

she’s asking for you.”“Oh dear! Poor Leishy! I’ll be right there!” I said.I put the top I had been

trying on back on the rack and went straight to my car. When I got to Aleisha she was pale, but

not crying, and her leg looked okay, but she wouldn’t weight bear.“Thanks for ringing me,” I said

to Annie the teacher. “I’ll let you know how we get on at the doctors.”I thought her leg would be

fine but knew I had better get her checked over as she couldn’t walk on it. It was two thirty by

now so I thought I would get Mikayla from school on my way to the doctors. Mikayla’s teacher

was happy to let me take her early. At the medical centre we got through pretty quickly to see

the doctor and he organised an x-ray just to be sure she had no fractures. I knew the

Radiographer as she worked where the MRI scanner was that I worked on too.“Kylie, do you

want to take a look?” Sally asked.“Sure, thanks” I said. “Oh crap!” I exclaimed when I saw the x-

ray. A spiral fracture ran down my baby’s tibia on the x-ray with a fracture through her fibula

also.“Gosh, she’s been so brave! I honestly didn’t even think it was broken! You’d think I’d

know!” I cried.“Happens all the time” Sally said. “My boy fell from the couch a few years ago,

terrible broken arm and I had left him for a few hours with the ice-pack on it. He didn’t even

make a fuss. Honestly don’t feel bad.”“Thanks Sal,” I gave her a hug, “still, no more monkey

bars for you for a while my little monkey,” I said hugging Aleisha.“What happens now Mummy?”

asked Mikayla wide eyed.“Well, Aleisha will need her leg to be put in a plaster by the doctor

now,” I said.“Yes, come back round to the plaster room now,” said Sally, “and I’ll get the nurse

and doctor to meet you there.”An hour later I walked out with Mikayla and Aleisha with a large

white plaster on her leg going from half way up her thigh right down to her foot and a bright

yellow wheelchair to wheel her in. I had bottles of Panadol and Ibuprofen to hopefully keep her

pain at bay.Dave was amazed to see how big the cast was even though I had rung him from

the surgery, but it was still a shock. He carried Aleisha in from the car to the couch. She was

heavier with the weight of the large plaster cast on her leg.“Well, what have you been up to



today? Thought you were a monkey I hear!” he joked with Aleisha.“No Davey! I’m a girl, but I

just slipped off the monkey bars!” Aleisha exclaimed.“Oh I see,” he said. “Well, you’ll have to lay

off the bananas for a while in case you think you’re still a monkey!”“Davey!!” she yelled. He was

always joking and playing with the girls.“Right, I’ll get the washing in and start some tea,” I

said.“No, it’s okay I’ll do it,” Dave said. “You’d better ring your mum. She rung while you were

out she’ll be worried ‘cause all I could say was you were at the doctors and Aleisha had fallen

off the monkey bars.”“Okay. Thanks,” I said.I rung my mum and explained all that had

happened.“Oh gosh, poor Leishy!” Mum said, “Is she in pain?”“Not at the moment,” I said.

“She’s been very brave.”“Well keep up the pain relief cause if you don’t the pain can build up

quite quickly.”“Okay. Will do.”“Well, I was going to suggest Dad and I take the girls away in the

motorhome on the eighth, but I guess now we’ll have to see how Aleisha is.” The eighth was a

fortnight away.“Yeah better just pencil it in,” I said, “have to see how she goes.”“Okay. Well take

care and I hope Aleisha is okay with no running round for a while,” Mum said.“True. I’ll pop out

tomorrow and get some activity books I think,” I said. “She has some colouring in here, but

good to get something new to keep her occupied. Bye Mum.”“Bye Kylie.”I went over to the

couch and gave Aleisha a big hug. It’s hard seeing your child hurt, but she seemed quite okay

at present.Over the next few days Aleisha managed quite well with the heavy plaster on her

leg. She had some moments where it was very sore for her, but keeping the pain relief up for

the first day or two helped her immensely. When it was time to transfer to a fibreglass plaster

Aleisha chose a purple cast as it was her favourite colour.She managed to move along the

ground quite well on her bottom with her broken leg dragging behind her and whenever we

went out she sat in her wheelchair while we pushed her around. Children are very adaptable to

change and she took the days all in her stride.In the end it was all fine for the girls to go away

with my parents in their motorhome. It was decided a night away was enough. There was a

bunkbed each for the girls at one end of the motorhome and Mum and Dad were in their

double bed at the other end. Aleisha would sleep on the bottom bunk so it was easier to get

her in and out with her broken leg.The four of them headed off with lots of games and books on

board and the wheelchair safely stowed away in the motorhomes underfloor garage. The girls

left with huge grins as it was such an adventure for them to go away with their grandparents in

the motorhome. Dave and I were also looking forward to a “date night” without the children

around.Chapter Three The next day I got a phone call from my mum just before lunch.“Hi,” I

said. “Is everything okay? How did last night go?”“Not great,” said Mum. “Dad and I have hardly

slept.”“Oh no, was Aleisha sore or something?”“No, it was Mikayla,” said Mum. “She seemed to

be having panic attacks all night.”“Panic attacks? What do you mean, what was she scared

of?”“Well, she would be asleep, “explained Mum, “then she’d wake up breathing heavily and

trying to jump out of bed. She was on the top bunk and we were worried she’d hurt herself so

we put her in our bed and Dad slept in the top bunk. She just kept doing it, over and over again.

All night waking up and breathing heavily, trying to get out of bed, panicking about something.

We put it down to anxiety from being away from you or something. But she did it all night.”I was

completely confused and worried. She’d never done anything like this before. Here I was

worried about Aleisha and her broken leg, and it was Mikayla who’d been the child with the

problem.“Okay, so when will you bring the girls back?” I asked.“Probably about two if that’s

okay. I don’t want Dad driving home late we are both exhausted from Mikayla’s night,” said

Mum.“That’s fine. See you then,” I said.I hung up and went to explain the conversation to

Dave.“Sounds very strange,” he said. “Maybe she was having bad dreams?”“Yeah, maybe. But

that many? All night?”Mum and Dad drove up the drive just after two o’clock. They both looked

exhausted and explained further about Mikayla’s restless night.“She seemed to be terrified



each time,” explained Mum, “and kind of making a sneezing type sound too, with wide eyes.”It

really sounded strange but we had nothing else to go on so thought hopefully tonight would be

better now she was at home in her own bed. Aleisha was fine and had enjoyed getting out of

the house with a change of environment with her Grandparents. We said goodbye to my

parents and waved them off.That night we settled the girls into bed. They shared a large

bedroom just off the lounge so we could hear them easily. They had both gone off to sleep and

I could hear a noise coming from the bedroom. I went in and Mikayla on the far side of the

room was in bed making a sneezing sound, then she sat up quickly and seemed to be

panicking. Breathing heavily and trying to get the blankets off her and get up.“It’s okay honey,” I

said as I went to her. I held her and soothed her back to lying down. It lasted only a few

seconds and she lay back down and fell asleep.I went back out to the lounge to Dave and told

him what had happened. We had only sat down for twenty or so minutes when she made the

some sounds and when I went in to her the same things were happening. I reassured her

again and lay her back down, soothing her as she calmed down and went back to sleep.“It’s

like a panic attack or something,” I explained to Dave. “Do you think she’s worried about

something at school, or being here, such a lot of changes for a little girl to process?” I was

trying to work out what might be happening.We got up to Mikayla ten times that night. But we

ended up sleeping with one ear open for her so we felt exhausted when morning came and we

hadn’t had a relaxing sleep at all. Mikayla on the other hand was jumping round and happy like

she normally was. A healthy little five year old.That day after I had dropped Mikayla at school I

rung Lyn, Dave’s Mum to relay the goings on of the weekend to her. She explained perhaps its

allergies. With us new to the area perhaps there’s more pollens around. We also spoke about

panic attacks and I said perhaps when she’s asleep she’s processing the move to Tauranga

and it’s upsetting her. New home, new school, new friends, new family……but we found this

hard to believe as she seemed so happy with the new changes in her life.That night about half

an hour after going to bed, we heard Mikayla making the strange sounds she was making the

night before. We both went in and Mikayla was sitting in bed, panicking and pushing the

blankets off her legs. She was pale and breathing heavily. Aleisha was a heavy sleeper and just

slept through the whole thing in the bed opposite Mikayla. We went to Mikayla and reassured

her and calmed her down. After about twenty seconds she calmed down and we lay her back

in bed where she fell immediately back to sleep.We went back to the lounge and I picked up

my laptop. I looked up allergies to pollens, cats and dust but none of the effects sounded like

what Mikayla was doing. I also looked up panic attacks. Dave and I decided to take Mikayla to

the doctor the next day to talk about things.That night Mikayla had twelve of these “things” and

again we were exhausted with the broken sleep.We took Mikayla to the doctor the next day.

They looked her all over and couldn’t find anything wrong.“It does sound like a panic attack of

some sort,” explained the doctor. “Keep to a regular bedtime, nothing too exciting before bed.

Warm bath and quiet story. Hopefully it’s just with all the changes she’s had recently. She’ll

calm down soon.”So we followed the doctor’s advice. Though we were already doing these

things really. I had always ensured the girls had routine and were in bed early.Once again that

night, thirty minutes after I had put the girls to bed, Mikayla woke with panicked breathing,

trying to get out of bed. We found her almost at the door when we got to her. Her little arms

were flailing around, she was panicked with wide eyes and a pale face. I took her in my arms,

but her arms were hitting my body with abandon, it was hard to hold her. Slowly she relaxed

and her breathing resumed normality. I took her back to bed and lay her down.“Darling, do you

know what’s wrong? “I said. I had tears in my eyes. I was afraid what was going on but I didn’t

want Mikayla to see my fear. Dave sat on the bed with Mikayla.
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