




WWe are so excited that you have chosen to begin this journey of exploring transplant as a treatment option.The physicians and
staff of the Methodist University Hospital Transplant Institute are truly dedicated to every patient involved in our program.We work
with transplant candidates and recipients on a daily basis, and are very knowledgeable in all aspects of organ transplantation.

The Methodist University Hospital Transplant Institute began in the research laboratory of Louis G. Britt,M.D. in 1968. In 1970
our program became the sixth medical center in the nation to transplant kidneys. Since then, the program has transplanted more
than 1,600 kidneys and can claim to have one of the most successful survival rates in the United States. In 1982 we introduced the
third liver transplant program in the United States.The program has completed more than 400 liver transplants to date.Then in 1989,
our transplant program began offering a treatment option for critically ill, diabetic patients with our kidney-pancreas and pancreas
only transplants.

Although we are experienced in all areas of transplant,we understand that some of the most valuable information for you comes
from those individuals who have actually been through the transplant experience. In the pages that follow, real people who have had
transplants tell their stories in their own words.We hope that their stories inspire you and provide the education you need to make
an informed decision about your treatment. As you will see, all the stories about transplantation are individual to the person.
Transplantation is a lengthy process in which you are an active partner in your healthcare.These stories will help you become
familiar with some of the pros and cons of transplantation before you make your decision.

Good luck during your transplant journey.Our staff is always available to answer any questions you may have about organ
transplantation. Please feel free to call us toll free at 1-866-805-7710.

Sincerely,

Barry Marshall Karen Hamburger
Administrative Director Transplant Social Worker

Dear Reader,



My name is Sherilyn Jones and I am a recent living organ donor recipient.
At age 32, I was pregnant with my first and only child. Who knew this experience would turn out to be

horrific. At the end of my second tri-mester, I started to have problems with swelling and elevated blood pressure.
I was being checked once a week, and every week they would admit me to the hospital because of my blood
pressure. This went on for about five weeks. Finally, they decided to keep me in the hospital for the duration of
my pregnancy. After being on bed rest for two days, the doctors decided the needed to take my child early. It was
now a matter of life and death. I was terrified.My son was taken around my 29th week.He weighed 2 lbs and 5 oz.
He was the smallest thing I had ever seen.He stayed in the hospital for one month. He is now a healthy and very
smart five-year old.

Because my blood pressure had been irregular for too long,my kidneys had suffered some damage. I didn’t
know how severe it was until a few years later.After a physical, I was diagnosed with end-stage renal disease.My
kidneys were gradually failing. I was put under the care of a nephrologist. I was placed on a strict diet and tested
every month to see how my kidneys were functioning. My doctor told me I would eventually need dialysis or a
kidney transplant.He educated me on the different types of dialysis.He also told me about the national kidney
waiting list.The wait on the list is approximately two to three years.

Then he told me about living organ donation.When I told my family about living organ donation, they all were
excited and wanted to be tested. I was so relieved, because I don’t think I could have asked for a kidney.My sister
Daphnee Joyce (who has always been my protector, even though I am older) was the first to be tested and she
matched.We were on our way from then on. The only thing was for me to stay healthy until all the testing was
done. I took a turn for the worse and had to start dialysis right away. I had a tube in my neck and a tube in my
stomach. The tube in my neck was accessible right away.The one in my stomach would take a few weeks to be
ready for use. So, I was to start hemo dialysis initially, and then switch to peritoneal. Hemo was not for me;my
blood would not flow through the tubing.They tried blood thinners and everything. I had to start peritoneal under
close supervision. The educators at the dialysis center were absolutely wonderful.To stay healthy, I had to have
dialysis for 6 months. This gave us enough time to complete all the testing for the living donor kidney transplant.

I had my transplant on April 21, 2004. Both my sister and I are healthy now and hope to be spokespersons for

My Sister is My Angel



living organ donation. We would especially like to educate the African American community. For some reason the majority do not donate.
Living organs are much healthier than being on dialysis for long periods of time.

For those of you who are about to go through some of these experiences, remember to keep your faith and be strong. This is definitely
a faith tester.During trying times such as these, you must remember to stay positive. Do not stress over anything or anybody. Memorize
some scriptures for when you start to feel low.A good support system is always helpful.My support system was my co-workers,my church
family,my pastor and my immediate family including my boyfriend.My sister has always been my protector since we were small children. I
guess I should have known she was my angel.

Thank you my angel for being fearless enough to give of yourself so that I may have an opportunity to see my child grow up and for
the chance to be around to have a niece or nephew. I love you.



“I find peace in the fact that God has a plan, and although I may not understand it,
He is ultimately in control. ”

During a routine physical exam when I was 22 years old, I was told that I had high blood pressure.There was
a history of high blood pressure in my family, so I was not too alarmed.The doctors wanted to investigate the
source of the high blood pressure and a kidney biopsy revealed that I had IgA Nephropathy. IgA Nephropathy is a
progressive kidney disease that can lead to renal failure.The prognosis was that I would probably need a kidney
transplant at some point in the future. I was placed on high blood pressure medication and monitored.

During the remainder of my 20s and into my late 30s,my kidney function steadily declined. My creatine
ranged from a low of about three to pre-transplant level of 6.8 in 2002. Routine doctor visits were used to
continue to monitor my blood pressure along with annual visits to a nephrologist. In December 2002, at the age of
37, I was placed on the transplant waiting list. Life went on as usual.

OnThursday,May 2, 2002 around 4:30 p.m., I was at my office when I received a call from my church. I was
informed that a young man who attended my church suffered a severe asthma attack and had been placed on life
support.His family was forced to make the most difficult decision any family could face.Their decision, after much
prayer,was to remove him from life support.The young man’s family decided to donate his organs, and in
particular, to someone at our church that needed a transplant. I was in shock. I phoned my pre-transplant
coordinator and let her know what was occurring. She began the initial steps for my transplant.

Around 6:30 p.m. that evening I received a call that the initial testing looked promising and that we should
know shortly about the possibility of transplant. At 11:00 p.m. I got the call telling me to be at the hospital at 6:00
a.m. the next morning for my transplant.

When I arrived at the hospital, they did some last minute blood tests and around 9:00 a.m. I was sent to
surgery. I began to really wonder how my life would be changing. What could I do now that I was unable to do

I find peace in the fact that God has a plan. . .



before? What could I not do anymore? I had more questions than answers at that point.My surgery lasted around four hours and I was
back into my room around 3:00 p.m.

The next day I began to learn about the many medications I would be taking for the rest of my life.There were immunosuppression
drugs and steroids and many others. The post transplant staff was very helpful in answering my questions and educating me on what to
expect.Getting out of bed the first time was a chore, but the more I walked the better I felt. My new kidney was slow to“wake up,”which
I was told was not unusual. I was in the hospital for eight days and was glad to go home.

The following months were a time of victories and defeats. In late May of 2002, I began to have pain in my left leg, and after an
ultrasound, it was determined that I had blood clots (DVTs) in both legs. I was placed in the hospital for a week to begin medications that
would thin my blood. Several weeks later I developed an abscess at the transplant site that required outpatient treatment for eight weeks.
The ride was not over. In December 2002 I developed an incisional hernia and had surgery to repair the tear. I had surgery again in
December 2003 to repair another incisional hernia.

Since then,my life has been less eventful, but still has had some minor health issues. I’ve had bouts with shingles and skin cancer and
have been diagnosed as aType II diabetic. I have follow-up visits with my transplant team every two to three months.During my visits with
the transplant team,we review my labs and adjust medications as necessary, and discuss any current health issues.

This may seem like a lot of set backs, but, all in all,my life is much better than before my transplant.My long term prognosis is
excellent and it wasn't until I began to reflect back to write this article that I realized I had been through so much.
Each day is a gift from God, and I cherish them. I often think about my donor and how his life was tragically cut
short and how my life was lengthened. I find peace in the fact that God has a plan, and although I may not
understand it,He is ultimately in control.



“I have learned that family doesn’t always mean relatives… I still needed the support of my
Methodist family.”

My name is Jim Daves. I’m 54 years old and live in Olive Branch,Mississippi.The beautiful young lady in the
picture is my eight-year old daughter and the true love of my life.

After a high school basketball injury I had knee surgery which forced me to forgo any participation in high
school or college athletics. I developed a degenerative arthritic condition of the knee and over the next 25 years
had a total of eight knee surgeries, including two total knee replacements. In my early 40s I was diagnosed with
diabetes and then hepatitis C that I had probably contracted during my first knee surgery. My liver was damaged
to the extent that I was placed on the transplant list, but at a low priority. I spent several years on the transplant
list but don’t think that I ever accepted the severity of my condition or the fact that I was facing major surgery. In
the summer of 2003 my condition worsened and I was moved up on the list as my test results indicated that I
would soon have to have a new liver.

Saturday morning,October 18, 2003, I received a phone call telling me that a liver was available and I needed
to be at UT Bowld Hospital (now Methodist University Hospital Transplant Institute) within two hours to prepare
for transplant. I called my ex-wife to see if she could pick up my daughter who was spending the weekend with
me. I called both of my sisters, one who lives in Kentucky and was on the way to Hilton Head for vacation (Eva)
and the other who lives in Northern Illinois (Ann). I told them I was on my way to the hospital. I packed my
suitcase and left home for the 30 minute drive to UT Bowld Hospital. Everything was happening so fast that I
didn’t have time to get scared or actually even comprehend that I was getting a new liver. I spent most of the
drive on my cell phone calling friends and explaining what was about to happen.

I arrived at the hospital and was surprised to find that the man in admitting was waiting for me.He had my
entire paperwork ready and within a few minutes I was checked in and on my way to a room. Little did I know
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then, but this was my introduction to my new“family.” I spent the next hour in my room being examined, having blood drawn and was
briefed about what was about to happen. The team had already left to procure my new liver and I was starting to realize what was about to
happen. As I started to meet more members of my new transplant family, I began to see how involved every one of them was in what I was
about to undergo. When the nurse stuck a needle in my vein and then apologized for the pain and held my hand, I began to realize that I
wasn’t going through this transplant alone.There were a lot of people involved and so far each one of them was very concerned about the
outcome of my surgery.

As the time for my surgery approached, I became nervous.The nurse gave me something to help me relax. That really did the trick.The
next thing I knew I was riding down to surgery. As they were preparing to wheel me into the operating room, the door opened and my
sister Ann walked in. I still don’t know how she did it, but she had made it from her home to Chicago O’Hare airport, got a flight to
Memphis, and got to the hospital in time for us to talk a few minutes prior to surgery. I later found out that my other sister, Eva, arrived
soon after and they were both in the hospital during my eight-hour surgery. Everything went well, the transplant was a success, but due to
an irregular heartbeat, I spent an extra few days in intensive care, during which time Eva and Ann lived in the hospital with me. The first
night I was able to be in a regular room, I assured Eva and Ann that I was fine and that they should get a good night’s sleep in regular beds.
Little did I know that this was the pain medication talking because I got out of bed during the night, fell and broke my hip! So, less than a
week after my liver transplant, I was having hip surgery!

During my time in the hospital,my“family”grew. The doctors kept a close eye on me.The nurses were great
and the physical therapist succeeded in getting me up and walking. Because of the excellent care I received, it
wasn’t long until I was moved to a rehabilitation hospital. I spent a week there and then came home. Eva and
Ann brought me home,put their own families on hold, and stayed with me until I was able to take care of myself.
I had to get used to my weekly trips to the lab and the transplant clinic, and my trips to the physical therapist
three times a week. What a commitment! Keeping track of my medications,my doctor appointments and
therapy visits was like a full-time job. After my transplant, I had applied for and was granted full disability from
my job as an accountant with the Navy. Now my job was getting well and becoming independent. I never
realized how much work was required to take care of all the details of my new life.

During each visit to the lab or the clinic, I was treated with tremendous respect and concern. ‘How are you



Mr.Daves,’“How are your sisters,”“Looks like you’re feeling better today.” Everyone knew me by name and was concerned about my
progress. During one visit with Dr. Santiago Vera, I was worried about a couple of test results that were not what I had hoped they would
be. Dr.Vera told me not to worry, that was what he was paid to do and he would let me know when I should be concerned. Then he told
me that if I did two things everything would be all right:“You must trust in God and listen to Dr.Vera.”These are two things that I still do
today.

My condition improved and my visits to the clinic became less frequent. I had improved enough that my daily medications were
beginning to be decreased. By the time I had my one-year evaluation my condition had improved greatly and my daily medications had
been decreased accordingly. Shortly after my one-year anniversary, something happened. I was becoming tired easily, had no energy and
was becoming jaundiced. A quick visit back to the clinic let me know something was wrong. I was admitted to Methodist University
Hospital for observation and tests. In November and December of 2004 I spent almost six weeks at Methodist for tests and treatments. I was
amazed at how many of the staff knew me and remembered me from UT Bowld Hospital. Again my transplant family was growing and was
there with me. I was told that I was rejecting my liver and that I would be put back on the transplant list - this time for both a liver and a
kidney. Even though my kidneys were still functioning (only at 15-20% capacity) I was now a candidate for a double transplant.Two days
before Christmas I went home to wait for the appropriate organs. Eva & Ann both came to Memphis.

On January 5, 2005 I received a phone call telling me that a liver and kidney had become available and I needed to be at Methodist
University Hospital as soon as possible to prepare for transplant.This time my bags were packed and I was ready to go. I was very weak
and tired from the liver failure and slept most of the way to the hospital. Again, people I knew greeted me and helped me to get ready for
another transplant.Again,my transplant family was there for me.They gave me encouragement and tried to make me feel better. This time,
the surgery lasted 12 hours and I was told that everything went fine. I don’t remember anything for the next few days but I know that
God, the transplant team and my sisters all watched over me and took great care of me.After a couple of days in intensive care I was back
in my room where Eva,Ann and members of my transplant family were waiting for me.Thanks to the wonderful care I received at
Methodist, on January 15th I was discharged and was able to head home.

It has now been over four months since my transplants. I live at home, take care of my house and yard, tend my garden and spend as
much time as possible with my daughter. My life has changed drastically in the past couple of years. A lot of the plans that I had for my life
have been completely turned around. I have learned that family doesn’t always mean relatives. Even with all of the help I received from Eva
and Ann, I still needed the support of my Methodist family. Thank you all for being there when I needed help.



I heard the words,“they are going to put me on the transplant list”and all of the sudden my heart dropped. In
November 2003 my sister, Sheri Jones,was added to the national transplant list.At the time she had begun dialysis,
causing a decline in her quality of life.What is life without quality? How can you raise a four-year old without being able
to tuck him into bed at night because you are hooked up to a machine?What 36 year old woman passes on a girls’night
out because she has to spend nine hours having the life drained from her body and having it recycled through tubes?

I found this unacceptable.My sister is going to live without restrictions.My sister will not be relegated to a machine
every day for the rest of her life if I have anything to say about it. I am sure I have two perfectly functioning kidneys. She
can have one of my kidneys…and then the reality really set in. I have never had any serious surgery in my life. I am in
school trying to complete my bachelor degree. I am running a business full-time.When will I have time for this? I told
myself I’d figure that out later. I went to my sister and asked when and where I needed to go to be tested.

I went to theTransplant Center at UT Bowld Hospital to be tested. I had always prayed to God to use me in any
way He saw fit.“Lord I am your vessel, use me in your kingdom however you need to use me. I offer all of me to you to
be a blessing to someone in need.” I had no idea at the time that it would be my kidney that would be a blessing to
someone, and I never imagined that my older sister would be that someone.

I went through all of the necessary testing over a period of weeks. It was determined that I was a two to six
antigen mismatch.This was enough of a match to actually donate the organ.All I knew was that I was a match of some
sort and that was good enough for me.

The transplant team wanted to perform the operation in December.Oh no, that would not work for me. I was
going to receive my associates of arts degree in December, and my 30th birthday was in January.The timing was all
wrong for me. I told the transplant coordinator that I would have to check my schedules at school and work before
committing to an available time. In my mind I wondered if I was being selfish.How could I even think about a
graduation, a birthday,or a schedule while my sister was living life on a machine daily? I had to realize that although I
was willing to help save my sister’s life, I must also continue to live my own life. So I spoke to the owner of my
company. I informed him that I would need at least six weeks off from work in order to donate my kidney to my sister.
I then looked over my school schedule with the director of student services at the college I was attending. She assured
me that, given the circumstances, I could skip a six-week class and make it up later.

One Sister Gives Another a Second Chance at Life



OnApril 21,2004 my sister and I jumped in the car with my mom and we headed to UT Bowld Hospital for a kidney transplant. As soon as
we stepped off the elevator at 5:50 a.m., I heard a voice say,“Send Daphnee Joyce down to the operating room,we are ready for her.”They were
ready for me. I thought,“I am here for a reason.This is my day to prove to God that I really meant what I said.This was my chance to give my
nephew,my mother,many other people and myself a chance to spend more time with my sister.This is my opportunity to share a part of me that
will allow my sister to live life at a higher level without being connected to machines ever day.”

What is life without family?What is life without knowing that I made a difference?The interesting thing is that my sister never asked me to be
tested. She never asked me for my kidney.When she told the family that she needed the transplant we immediately took action.Of course, I asked
the doctors at theTransplant Institute about the risks involved. I asked my own doctors questions as well. I was given several pamphlets and
brochures about living organ donation. I even spoke to someone that received a kidney from his sister almost twenty years ago.Ultimately, I made
the decision and followed through because in my heart it was exactly what I wanted to do.

Some people ask if I was afraid. I tell them yes. I was afraid of my nephew turning five without his mother at his birthday party. I was afraid of
my sister not having the chance to do some of the things she always wanted to do for herself before she turned 40. I was afraid of having the
ability to do something that would save someone’s life,but not having the courage to do anything about it.Yes, I was afraid.But I was not afraid of
taking a chance to allow my sister to have a better quality of life.

On December 18,2004 I received a bachelor’s degree in BusinessAdministration with honors.With the support of others, anything can be
accomplished.



“On Friday, July 30, 2004 at 11:55 p.m., I was given a second chance to live.”

My name is Greg Hart. I’m a native of the Chicago area and currently reside in West Memphis,AR. In 1964, as
an infant, I had a blood transfusion that exposed me to hepatitis C. I didn’t become aware of the disease until
1994. I had taken a job as a truck driver and my physical showed elevated liver enzymes.At that time nothing was
known about the virus since it wasn’t discovered until 1989. Because I wasn’t ill in any way, I didn’t pay too much
attention to it. By the time combination therapy had become available,my disease had progressed to the point
where the therapy wouldn’t have made a difference. I started becoming symptomatic in mid 2002.At first the
symptoms were mild, but as time went on, they became increasingly severe.At first,my symptoms consisted of
mild calf cramps and fluid retention. Eventually they escalated to include everything from cramping in the
extremities, to weight loss,weakness, and a reduced ability to concentrate.

After being referred to the transplant team I started the seemingly endless process of tests, consultation and
interviews. It can be painstaking but it’s important.The waiting process began when I was placed on the national
transplant list. But, I never had any doubt I’d get a liver. I can’t say why, but I just knew. I tried to continue to live as
much of a normal life as my symptoms would allow.My need to be at work everyday had a great deal to do with
keeping me going, and I am proud to say I worked full-time up until the day of my transplant. I also continued to
cook for my wife and myself and pursue my pastimes of golfing and ‘jeeping.’We moved out of our apartment,
purchased a home and were not even unpacked when I got the call that a liver was available.

My surgery lasted nine hours.The staff gave my family hourly updates during the surgery.The transplant team
really has their act together. I spent seven days in the hospital and was sent home very sore but very happy to be
going home.Make no mistake, I was in pain for quite a while but it was all worth it.The follow-up routine was
demanding, and although I had been told about it, I didn’t really comprehend the intensity of it until it started.The
amount of medications was overwhelming. I’ve never seen so many pills! This has been reduced over time though
and will most likely continue to be reduced.

. . . I was given a second chance to live.



As I continued to heal, I started to exercise a little bit. I went for short walks around the neighborhood. Seven weeks and two days after
the surgery I returned to work full-time.Although it was painful at first, I felt I needed to get on with my life. I was tired of sitting around
and I think the best way to promote healing is to get back to business right away.

I still have frequent follow-up visits to monitor my blood levels and I’ve had to start combination therapy to attempt to kill the virus
still in my blood. Initially, between doctor visits I would jot down questions to ask my doctor, including comments on soreness, feelings,
whatever. Even prior to being on the list I would arrive with a battery of questions. I wanted to know everything and I encourage others to
do the same.

During my waiting period, the things that kept me going were love of family, a desire for purpose, and anger.Here was this disease
trying to kill me and it made me mad. I wasn’t going to let it beat me.During my recovery period the simple joy of being alive and the
eagerness to resume living urged me on despite occasional setbacks. I’m at the ten month mark now and although I still have some
soreness from surgery and the combination therapy leaves me feeling a little fatigued, I am confident all will work out for the best. I’ve
become involved in doing volunteer work for the Mid-SouthTransplant Foundation and have had the pleasure of meeting my donor family. I
do have some advice for patients awaiting transplant. First, have your act together: research your disease and procedure as much as possible,
take notes during doctor visits, and ask questions. Second: keep a positive attitude, never have any doubts that you will get the organ you
require.And,most importantly, never give up.



“If you think you can or think you can’t you’re probably right. I decided that I could do it.”

“What in the world was I thinking? I’ll never be able to do this. I’m way too old and out of shape for this sort
of foolishness.”Those were the thoughts going through my head as I lay sweating and panting on the floor of the
training center, trying to complete my regimen of fifty sit-ups.After my second kidney transplant in January 2000, I
was about 50 pounds overweight with very little energy. I wanted to get back to doing all the things I did prior to
going on dialysis in May 1998.Although I had the desire, I just couldn’t seem to get the actual plan going.

My son started takingTaekwondo in October 2000.While I sat on the sidelines, class after class, I became
fascinated watching the students develop their skills. I started wondering if I could actually get up and do it. I had
a treadmill at home, but always found an excuse not to exercise.

In February 2002 I finally got up the courage to start taking classes. I have to admit I was somewhat
intimidated because I felt that I had to be the oldest and most out of shape student to ever start a martial arts
training program. I finally realized that the worst thing that could happen was that I would find out really quickly
that I didn’t have the energy and the stamina to keep up with the rest of the students. I guess at the time, deep
down, I really didn’t believe I could physically do it.

What a surprise! With the guidance and encouragement from my instructors and fellow students, I found that
with each class I started getting a little stronger and could go a little further. I also discovered aches and pains in
places I didn’t know existed.My sore muscles even had sore muscles. I usually felt like a walking toothache the
morning after each class but I also looked forward to going back for more. I started working out two or three
times a week.

As the weeks went by,my weight started dropping and I started to feel better both physically and mentally. I
found it easier to focus on getting my professional work done and even having energy left over at the end of the
workday to do some of the things that I would usually put off - like mowing the lawn and other household chores.

If you think you can or think you can’t you’re probably right.



The big surprise came when I went for my six-month check-up.Not only had I lost weight, but my labs also looked better than ever.My
cholesterol level was down to textbook, blood pressure was down, and the rest of my lab values were exactly on target. I toldTeresa
Rutland,my transplant nurse,what I had been doing and she was really surprised.Her only concern was that I protect my kidney during
the sparring sessions and not take a bad hit.When I told her how I protected myself and that the instructors and fellow students were very
aware and sensitive to my transplant she was excited and extremely supportive.

In ourTaekwondo training center there are ten colored belts and 14 testings from the White Belt (beginner) to reach First Degree Black
Belt.With every promotion new skills are introduced and the bar is raised a little higher.The minimum time between testing is two months
with a minimum of 15 one-hour classes. Because I also travel for a living, sometimes it was a challenge to get to class. I really didn’t think
that much about being promoted to Black Belt. I was more focused on getting the long overdue exercise, growing stronger, and getting back
into shape.

My biggest thrill was stepping on the scales and watching my weight slowly drop from 215 lbs down to 165 lbs.And going from a
waist size of 40 to 36.What could be better than that? It didn’t really sink in that I could actually achieve the Black Belt level until I was
about three belt levels away.There was this saying that started running through my head;“If you think you can or think you can’t you’re
probably right.” I decided that I could do it.

On July 16, 2004, at 59, I tested and received my First Degree Black Belt in front of my family and friends. I have always worn a green
transplant ribbon on my uniform to honor my anonymous kidney donor. I pray that he or she is looking down
with pride saying,“well done.”

I may be a bit optimistic here, but I feel so confident that I’ve signed up for the Mastery program. If I pass
every test, I’ll go for my Second Degree Black Belt in November 2005 at age 60.



My name is Bobby R.Burress, and I’ve just marked the first anniversary of my kidney transplant.
It all started about three years ago. I became very sick and was taken to the hospital. I was told that my kidneys had

failed and that I would need dialysis that night or I would die.On December 17,2001 I was transferred to another hospital
where I stayed several days until they could get me set up on hemodialysis. I was sent home with instructions that I would
need hemodialysis three times a week.Each treatment made me very ill, so the doctors decided to let me try peritoneal
dialysis. I had a better response, and I was kept on it for two years.At that point,my doctors thought I should be tested to
see if I could be a candidate for a potential transplant.The word came back that I would not be able to be put on the
transplant list for a donor.The doctors told me that a living donor was my only option.

I had two brothers and a sister who were tested as potential matches.Unfortunately,none of them were able to donate
a kidney to me because of numerous medical problems.We were all saddened by this news and didn’t have much hope.
After much prayer,God answered our call with a person that he brought into my daughter’s life 12 years before.Her
husband,Art, agreed to be tested and turned out to be a perfect match.Art was more than willing to donate his kidney.

On May 12,2004,my son-in-law and I went into surgery at Methodist University Hospital.The transplant worked right
away.His gift of life has been a wonderful blessing to my family and me.The transplant team at Methodist University Hospital
is the best.Drs.Gaber andAmiri were just two of the many doctors who helped us and we consider them family.
Unfortunately, soon after my transplant surgery, I had trouble with my pancreas and was in the
hospital for 47 days.During that time I had numerous infections and several surgeries.Thanks
to the doctors and staff at the hospital, and God’s healing hand, I was able to recover and my
new kidney never suffered any problems.

I would like to encourage everyone to be a donor.All you have to do is sign the back of
your driver’s license and tell you family about your wish to donate.This is very important.There
are thousands of people who are waiting for organ transplants and the only way they will be
able to receive one is through the gift of another person. I pray that everyone will consider
donating so that another might have a gift of life.God has given me a new life through the gift I
received. I would like to thank Him, the doctors, and especiallyArt for all they have done for
me.May God bless them all.

To Fellow Transplant Patients . . .Be A Donor
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