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Dear Reader,
The Methodist University Hospital Transplant Institute began in a research laboratory of the UT Bowld Hospital in

1968. In 1970, our program became the sixth medical center in the nation to transplant kidneys. Since then, the
program has performed more than 3,100 kidney transplants and has one of the most successful survival rates in the
United States. In 1982, we introduced the third liver transplant program in the country, and in 2011 we were named
the 4th largest liver transplant program in the nation, performing over 1,700 liver transplants to date. And since 1989,
our program has offered a life-saving treatment option for critically ill diabetic patients with our kidney-pancreas and
pancreas alone transplants. 

Although we are experienced in the area of transplant, we realize that some of the most valuable information for you
comes from those individuals who have walked in your shoes. The following pages are dedicated to actual transplant
donors and recipients who have been through the transplant process at the Methodist University Hospital Transplant
Institute. It is our hope that their stories provide you inspiration and the education you need to make an informed
decision about your treatment. As you will see, there are many aspects to transplantation. It is a lengthy process, and
involves you being an active participant in your healthcare. 

We wish you luck during your transplant journey. Our staff is always available to answer any questions you may have
about organ transplant. Feel free to call us a 1-866-805-7710.

Sincerely,

Alison Apple Susan Dodson, BSW, MSSW, LAPSW
Senior Director, Transplant Institute Transplant Social Worker
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Conner Buse
We chose to let God be God and let Him decide.
Pregnancy should be a joyous time in our lives, full of anticipation of a new life we are

about to meet and care for. But sometimes God throws us a curve - He sets us on a
journey to test our faith and trust in Him. 

My journey began on February 12, 1996. When I was 18 ½ weeks pregnant with my son
Conner, a routine ultrasound was performed to check his progress. The ultrasound
revealed that his bladder was full of urine and he had a complete blockage that prevented
urine from leaving his bladder. I was told by the doctors that this was extremely rare and
our unborn son would most likely not survive his condition. The urine had remained in

his bladder for over ten weeks which had destroyed his urinary tract and left his bladder and kidneys with irreparable damage.
That moment was a turning point in my life, and in my faith in God. 

I was given advice from many in the medical profession that I should terminate the pregnancy. I was given a list of the reasons
abortion would be the most “humane” choice for my baby. I was told the chances of carrying Conner to term were very slim and
even if he were born after a full-term pregnancy, his life would not be easy. He could be born with many challenging and
disabling abnormalities. The list seemed endless: club feet, a prune belly, and facial abnormalities, small stature, and a lifetime
of urinary issues and hospital visits. Had I chosen abortion, my story would end here. We chose to let God be God and let Him
decide. 

Conner was born 5 weeks early, September 20, 1996. He was beautiful. There were no outward signs that he was anything less
than perfect. And he was perfect to us - no matter what was going on that could not be seen. We knew at that moment, we were
blessed no matter what was to come. 

When Conner was only three days old, he was transferred to LeBonheur Children’s Medical Center where Dr. Norman H. Noe
performed the first of many surgeries to come. At that time Dr. Noe placed Conner’s bladder on the outside of his body so that
it could drain directly into his diaper. This was only the first of eight surgeries that Dr. Noe would perform on Conner. 

The years to come were an emotional roller coaster. So many trips to doctor’s offices and hospitals…so many sleepless nights
rocking a crying baby that could not be consoled. Feeling helpless because I could not take away his pain. But we were surviving,
one day at a time. Conner had beaten the odds so far and astounded the doctors. 

The years that followed were not easy. It was a difficult road to walk, but we never walked alone. We were treated and encouraged
constantly by many wonderful friends and medical staff who often came to our rescue at all hours of the day and night.

I will never forget the day when we first met with the transplant team at Methodist University Hospital. Dr. Eason and Melissa
were very caring and encouraging to us. Dr. Eason was so soft spoken. He calmed our nerves and boosted our spirit. Conner’s
father and I were both tested as possible kidney donors for Conner – I was the perfect match. 

I had no idea what I was about to go through, but the transplant team was there to hold my hand through the entire process. The
team could not have done more to make the process easier through one of the most difficult times in our lives. They were
professional, informative, loving, caring - they were the best! 

We are constantly amazed by Conner’s strength, courage, resilience and joyful spirit. At age 17 Conner finally received his new
kidney from me. I was blessed to be able to give Conner life for the second time. I would never take either of those opportunities
for granted.

We are so thankful to all of the medical professionals in our area who have given us these 17 wonderful years with Conner. We are
so blessed to live so close to one of the most outstanding medical facilities and staff in the country – the Transplant Team at
Methodist University.  Thank you Methodist Transplant Institute and to Methodist University Hospital for taking such good care
of us. You are one of our many gifts from God!
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I began seeing a Nephrologist twice a month in order to monitor my kidney function.  I received a Fistula placement on July
16th, 2010 so that it could develop and be ready when the time came for me to start Dialysis. 

On August 30th, 2011, a year and a half after receiving my Fistula, I began Dialysis 3x’s/week, that ran for 4 hours. It was a
huge adjustment for me and my body. Every time I sat in the chair at the Dialysis Clinic I would ask God, “Why me?”  Once I
accepted the fact that I was going to have to be on Dialysis, things got better. Oh, yeah, that devil tried to take over at times, but I
hung in there, kept the faith, and prayed that God would give me strength to make it .  

After only a few months on Dialysis, my transplant coordinator came to me and asked if I wanted to be placed on the kidney
transplant list and I said, “Yes”.  Upon being placed on the transplant lists I was sent to Jackson, MS,  Birmingham, AL, and
Memphis, TN Transplant Centers for evaluations.  My Dialysis Clinic drew my blood and sent it to them every month.  It was
like being in the Army, the Transplant owned you with certain guidelines to follow to remain on their transplant list. 

After being on Dialysis a little over two years, I received that life saving phone call from Methodist Hospital in Memphis, TN
on March 23rd, 2014 to inform me of the possibility that they had a kidney for me. After answering numerous questions, I was
asked not to eat or drink anything the rest of that day.  I will never forget, I was on my way to the Flea Market the day I got that
call.  I was so excited, I immediately turned my car around and started on my way back home. I began calling everyone telling
them the great news.  My family misunderstood and thought I was just going to Memphis for another evaluation.  As I was
walking into my house, the Transplant Clinic called and said for me to be on my way.

I checked in at Methodist at 4:45 PM on March 23rd, 2014 to begin preparations for my kidney transplant; if the kidney was a
match.  The kidney had not yet arrived at the hospital, but did arrive shortly after the admission process was completed.  I saw
the helicopter land outside my window with the kidney.  They called me to let me know the kidney was a match.  I was taken to
the surgery holding area where an IV was started, I was asked a number of questions, and then I was informed of the risks
associated with this type of surgery.  

Cynthia Usher
Always keep the faith, believe in God and that He will
answer your prayers when you least expect it.
My name is Cynthia R. Usher. My story begins in the Spring of April 24th, 2010.  I was

working in a Nursing Home as a Certified Nursing Assistant. I had been working a lot of
overtime; due to the shortage of employees.  On April 22nd, I had started having some
pains in the left side of my body. It started out as tingling in my fingers, and tightness in
my chest.  

My co-worker and patient, that day, told me I looked like I wasn’t feeling well. I
reassured them that I would be okay and passed it off as having indigestion, because I had

eaten a meal from Captain D’s.  I went to the drink machine to get a coke to drink and started belching and began to feel better.
I completed my shift, went home, and told my husband and daughter what had happened at work and told them that I was going
to lie down. I remember my daughter coming in and saying, “Momma, don’t put off til tomorrow what you can do today.” 

On  April 24th, 2010, while working, I began having chest pain and felt like I couldn’t breathe. I took two baby Aspirin and
kept working. The baby Aspirin didn’t relieve my pain, so I called my mom and told her I was going to the hospital. I tried to call
my husband and daughter on the way to the hospital, but couldn’t reach them, so I drove home instead. Once I got home, I told
my husband that I was having a heart attack.  He took me to the hospital immediately. I was taken straight back to the exam room
after telling the receptionist that I thought I was having a heart attack. After tests were run I heard my mom crying when the
doctor explained to her everything that was going on  with me. 

I was told that they were going to transfer me to Tupelo NMMC, that my right kidney was failing. After being in the hospital
for weeks, and after numerous tests were run, I was discharged home. 
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I feel that my entire journey with transplant has
been awesome. 
Hello, my name is David Long and I received my gift of life (kidney transplant) on

October 25, 2012.  

I was told that I was “born” with kidney problems and later learned I had Barter’s
syndrome.  Through the years, I had a lot of ups and downs and later developed end stage
renal disease and had to start dialysis.  At first, my kidney doctor started me on peritoneal
dialysis, but due to problems and infections, I had to be switched to hemodialysis.  Hemo
dialysis was hard on me and I had to go to the dialysis center three times a week for
treatment.  Luckily, I was able to be switched back to peritoneal, where I could do my
dialysis at home.  

After a little over of year of being on dialysis, I was referred to transplant for an evaluation. I completed my workup and got
placed on the list in February 2012.  Shortly after being put on the waiting list, I got the call.  It just so happened, that at the time
I had been sick and was unable to get the kidney.  I can clearly remember my sister crying and my uncle saying it was God’s way of
saying “he’s not ready!”.  

Through continued prayers and support of my family, I was ready when that second call came.  On October 25, 2012, I
received my kidney transplant.  I was scared at first, knowing that my life was about to change.  The doctors, nurses, and other
staff members made me feel a lot better.  Having my family by my side made everything so much easier.  I only stayed in the
hospital 5 days and was on my way home.  

My mom told me the OR team had called my room, where she was waiting patiently, between 9 or 9:30 PM, to inform her they
had started the surgery.  Afterwards, I remember them rolling me back into my room; the clock said it was 2:15 AM, March
24th, 2014.  When I came around I asked for ice chips because my throat was so sore from the tube.  My doctor came in and told
me he wanted me to do everything I normally did prior to receiving my transplant. 

I got up out of bed, sat up in a chair for several hours, and drank a lot of water to wake the new kidney up.  Every day while in
The Hospital, I drank a lot of water, and walked the hallways with my IV pole, because I didn’t want to get Pneumonia.  My
doctor even gave me a nickname, “Rock Star”.     

I was discharged on March 26th, 2014, just three days after receiving my transplant, with new follow up procedures done as
recommended by my doctor.  I am now seven months post-transplant.  I can’t express in words, just how grateful I am for
everything the doctors and Nursing staff did for me on Thomas Wing at Methodist while I was under their care; nor could I ever
express just how grateful I am to the kidney donor and the donor’s family for giving me a second chance at life.  I would also like
to thank the Transplant Clinic for all they did for me as well. 

If I could encourage anyone, I would say what my daughter said to me, “Don’t put off til tomorrow what you can do today.”
Always keep the faith, believe in God and that He will answer your prayers when you least expect it.  

God Bless.

Cynthia Usher David Long
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Lab work and the taking of daily medication became part of my everyday routine.  But the tradeoff, I FELT SO MUCH
BETTER!!!! I could do things that I could not do before and I had way more energy.  All along I knew I wanted to give back to the
transplant community but was unsure how.  I spoke with some of the clinic staff and decided to become a hospital volunteer.  I
went to the orientation and classes and now volunteer in the transplant clinic almost everyday.  

I feel that my entire journey with transplant has been awesome.  From the care I received, to the staff I work with every day.
Thank you, thank you, thank you!!!

David Long
I received what can only be described as the miracle
of a lifetime.
My name is David Tarpley and I can say “the things my eyes have seen!” As an over the road

truck driver for forty-six years, I imagine I’ve seen a great portion of “it all.”  As a driver, I quite
naturally embedded or stored places in my mind with thoughts of returning after retirement
someday. A time to possibly return to these places with my wife Connie, who, as the CEO of our
home, has not had the opportunity to literally see the sights I’ve seen. 

After so many years invested and more changes to our industry coming, I made the decision in
early 2013 to retire and I set the plan in action for July 31 to be my retirement day. At sixty one, I

figured I’d seen enough, get on out and leave the driving to the younger guys. Traveling from then on would include my wife
and on occasion, her dad, my healthy ninety one year old father-in-law, who I dearly wanted to show some sights in this country
he‘d never seen. Experiencing the roads I’d traveled with two of the people I loved became very important to me. 

I retired on July 31, 2013, gave it up, ready for the new adventures. Little did I know that the adventure of a lifetime was
lurking just a few short months down the road. Some weight loss and several doctor visits and come September, I’m just not
feeling well. Clinic visits for blood work and a liver biopsy in October revealed the shocking news I would never have imagined.
A long term medication had turned toxic for my liver. Steatohepatitis with cirrhosis. Words never thought to be fitting for me
came about fast and furious. Numerous doctors visits, even more clinical visits, testing and more testing. The next months spent
in true despair of this condition, of which I had no control. 

David Tarpley
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David Tarpley
Never one to be brought to a standstill before, I was quite literally losing this battle to an unimaginable, heartbreaking

condition. My wife, also my caregiver, my support system, my life at this stage was daily witness to my disintegration to this
version of my former self. The one constant during this time was the conclusion drawn by every doctor we visited: nothing short
of a liver transplant will help. A short comment with long implications to the mind of someone experiencing it. Thankfully, my
name was submitted to the transplant center by my gastroenterologist, and after struggling through these months, I was
scheduled for a first visit to the transplant clinic in February 2014. My wife, daughter and I met with Dr. Nair and other
transplant team members. After returning home that day, I received a call informing me to be ready for admittance to the
hospital the next day to begin evaluation for transplant. I truly believe I was at my worst during this time. 

After a barrage of testing for twelve days, I was released and sent home with hopes of being listed for transplant. Several days
later I received a call from the nurse coordinator telling me I was listed. Not ever one to give much thought to lists before, it was
pure joy to be told I had gone to the top of this one for my blood type and category. It also reinforced my knowledge of just how
sick a man I truly was. Thankfully, on the early morning of March 12, 2014, the call came. Please come to the Emergency Room
and begin the check in process for transplant. Surgery began about nine am with Dr. Eason heading the team. By about two pm,
I was in ICU. All went exceptionally well, and 24 hours later I was being moved to 10 Thomas. Nine days later, I was released
from the hospital and returned home. 

I received what can only be described as the miracle of a lifetime. The transplant team and a wonderful donor family gave me
life again. My follow up and post operative care has been a continuation of the excellence delivered by this amazing group of
people. Be proud Memphis, Tennessee, to have such an extraordinary group to provide such care and extend life at such a time
of need.

The things my eyes have seen! In April I saw my 38th anniversary with the woman I love. In May I saw my beloved father in law
turn 92 years old and he’s ready to travel. June brought a new summer of attending baseball games for my grandson Blaise,

whom I dearly love. In July, I saw my 63rd birthday. I see my beautiful granddaughter, Alex cheer for her school and play
volleyball. I see the relief and thankfulness in the faces of my children, Tracy and Patrick, when we gather together as a family.
And yes, I see myself with emotions which I sometimes find overwhelming and hard to contain without tears of gratefulness. 

Thank you Methodist University Hospital, the finest doctors and staff anywhere, and to my donor family I say God bless you
for my second chance at life. 
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sister, Michele, was the only one who did not inherit PKD and as a result her children didn’t either. Terry, Marie, and I weren’t
as fortunate and as a result my two sons and Marie’s two daughters also have PKD however Terry’s son does not have it.  (If you
have PKD, there is a 50/50 chance of passing on the gene to your children.) 

While our mother was sick, Marie stepped into her shoes and assumed all the responsibilities that come with that title. She
cooked, cleaned, ironed, did all the grocery shopping, and basically cared for us while our mother couldn’t. This was just the
start of showing how strong of a woman she was and still to this day is. Marie was the first to experience complications from
PKD.   Marie was blessed with her first kidney, a live donor kidney, from her first hero, her husband Frank, on March 12th,
1996. This kidney lasted for 8 years but she eventually lost it and had to start hemodialysis in 2003. At first, she did this in a clinic
but eventually she began home treatment with her husband acting as her dialysis nurse. During all of this, she worked until she
was laid off in 2006. She did dialysis for 9 years and there were many ups and downs and hardships to endeavor.   Through it all
she kept a positive attitude and always stated, “It could be worse!” and also became my hero as she mentored me thru the
progression of my PKD.   It was not easy on her but, through her perseverance, she kept pushing forward.  Because of her
previous transplant, she was what is called in the medical field as a negative antigen match. She would only have the possibility of
matching about 2% of the nation’s population for a kidney transplant.  Our sister, Michele, had even tried to donate to her but
because Marie is so hard to match, even her own sister could not help.  Others stepped forward such as her brother in law,
Robbie, and her neighbor, Patrick, but, they also did not match. Patrick helped her get on the national registry by agreeing to
donate his to anyone in the United States if she received a match from the national list. However, on October 12th, 2012, a call
came in from the local transplant unit. A tragic accident had occurred and a young person had lost their life. This person and
their family were gracious enough to have made the selfless choice of passing life on to others. This young person was a match for
Marie and so on October 13th, 2012 she received her second gift from her second hero.

My story is a little different and involves our sister, Michele, also. When Marie married, Michele stepped into the caregiver
role at home. There were many days she stayed home from high school to care for our mother until our mother passed away.

Elizabeth Myers
My Sisters Are My Heroes
November 13th, 2012. To most, this was just another inconsequential November day. It

is a day that positively transformed our future and gave me a gift that I can never repay.
November 13th, 2012 is the day I received a live donor kidney transplant from my sister
Michele. My name is Elizabeth Myers and this is my story on why my sisters are my heroes.

To tell you my story you must first understand my family and our history with the
nation’s leading hereditary disease, polycystic kidney disease, or PKD for short.  PKD is a
hereditary disease that causes cysts to grow on your kidneys. The kidney then becomes
enlarged which, over time, leads to reduced kidney function and eventually kidney failure.

There is no cure and most patients will require a form of dialysis or kidney transplantation as the disease progresses. 

Growing up, my siblings (I have one brother, Terry, and two sisters, Marie and Michele) and I knew we had a chance to
become diagnosed with this disease. We saw what it could do and how it affected your quality of life.  As teenagers in the 70’s, we
watched our mother do battle with the pain and sickness associated with this disease which included running on a home dialysis
machine 6 hours a day 3 days a week. We knew then what fate had planned for our future.  Even before watching our mother go
through this, we had seen our share of what this life changing disease could do. Our great-grandmother passed away at 40 and
our grandmother at 46; both due to the complications associated with PKD. One of our uncles was diagnosed but able to receive
a transplant; his son also has PKD. Sadly, our mother lost her battle and passed away on March 16th, 1976 at the early age of 40.
We were heartbroken to lose our mother before we had yet to even become adults.

Now we move to us as adults. 3 out of the 4 of us were diagnosed with PKD. Medicine has advanced in the 36 years since our
mother’s death but there is still no cure. There are still only two options for PKD patients: dialysis and transplantation. My
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other’s spirits up. On one of our many adventures down the hall, many members of the transplant team saw us coming. They
separated, lining the halls and in a “Knights Of The Round Table” sword salute, drew their swords as we walked by.  We heard
over and over again “We can’t believe three sisters are here at the same time”.    

I am so thankful for everyone involved. We were so impressed with the entire transplant team and hospital staff.  They helped
us heal and move forward and I will never forget the exceptional care I received from them.

My brother, Terry, has never undergone a transplant. He has been a hemodialysis patient for the last 6 years. I hope he will be
fortunate enough to receive the same blessing we have.

I wrote this story in hopes to inspire others. If you have thought about or considered becoming an organ donor, I implore you
to take from this story the importance of giving this gift to others. So many people, including the donor and their families, are
impacted by just one person choosing to selflessly give this gift. Our families have been blessed by donors and I cannot begin to
tell you the unfathomable feeling of appreciation we all feel. Organ donation truly is the
“Gift of Life”.

Michele then married her high school sweetheart, David, and helped to take care of his parents and family as the need arose. She
is a loving mother and grandmother. She is a natural born caregiver! Sadly, Michele lost her husband to cancer on January 7th,
2010. He was only 53. It was a devastating loss for the whole family but especially to Michele. Through this pain she found a new
focus to improve my life. I started dialysis in July of 2011. Michele came to me and stated that she had chosen to give me a
kidney. It turned out she was a match! However, before she was able to donate, she had to lose weight and Michele became
admirably determined. She lost 82 lbs in a year and half and we started working out at a local gym together.  I have always tried to
be health conscious and work out because I knew what was in store for me and I used my knowledge to help motivate and
encourage Michele. We hit another obstacle on October 8th, 2012. We lost our father to cancer and kidney failure. Before he
passed on, our stepmother, Sandy, told our father to go find our mother and have a dance with her and to help “make your
children well.” When we returned home, Marie received her call about her possible donor and received her gift the next day.
Also, around that time, Michele got the news that “the OK” had been given for our surgery and the date was set. (If that isn’t
divine intervention, I don’t know what is!) November 12th, 2012 was the date of my last dialysis session. On November 13th I
met Michele at Methodist University Hospital in Memphis, TN so she could give me “Little Shelly”, which is the affectionate
nickname I have given to my hero’s gift to me. I was nervous but very excited to be receiving this totally unselfish gift of life from
my sister. When I woke from surgery I felt great! There was typical pain but I was happy! My adrenaline was pumping and I was
grateful for the blessing I had received; a fully functional kidney.  Michele was in a lot of pain but she is a strong woman. It is
always harder on the donor than the recipient but after one day she amazed the doctors. She was up and about, in pain, but
refusing to be kept down.  

My sister, Marie, was also back in the hospital due to some complications from her transplant. We were all on the 10th floor in
the East wing of the hospital together.  I fed off of both my sister’s strength and in less than 24 hours I was out of bed and
walking the halls. We stayed by each other’s side and we walked the halls with our IV poles. We would laugh and talk and keep each

Elizabeth Myers
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I would like to thank all the “medical staff”, as there are too many to list separately.  From the surgical staff to the ICU to 10
Thomas……you all are amazing.  I am determined not to feel sorry for myself…my middle name is “GO”.  I have returned to
work as an over the road truck driver and became a volunteer at Methodist University Hospital, where I serve as a mentor to
other patients.  I have two awesome grandchildren, that are a huge part of my life.  

I thank God everyday for this Gift of Life….Letting God be the pilot.  

Gary Elam
I thank God everyday for this Gift of Life.
I was born and raised in Covington, TN with small town values.  I moved  to the big

city in 1967 and graduated from Trezevant HS in 1973.  I then joined the US NAVY
and spent 4 years in Florida and Bermuda.   I spent over 40 years as an over the road
truck driver.  I lost my wife in 1990 secondary to complications related to an
amputation. 

I then learned in 1990 that I had Hep C, which I contracted from a blood
transfusion in 1989.  For 4/5 years I was in denial and I finally decided to go back and
see my doctor.  From there I went to see a local GI doctor and after a biopsy, I learned

I had stage 1 cirrhosis.  It started with lots of medication, one being an experimental drug that was not effective.  

Ten years later, STAGE II.  More medicine and more doctors appointments. 

Twenty years later, in 2010 a biopsy showed stage IV liver cirrhosis and I was referred to transplant.  I had a long stay in the
hospital due to encephalopathy and had to start drawing  disability  from my job.  I ended up going to a rehab center after
suffering from a fall.  On January 24, 2014 while at the rehab center I got the call stating they had a liver.  It took me only
minutes to make a decision, which would change my life forever.  I went to surgery at 7:30 pm on that day and spent 8 days in
ICU.  I was then transferred to 10 thomas.  In about four days I was walking unassisted and in two days, I was on my way home.  

So as I sit writing this letter, 7 months later….I feel wonderful.  I am thankful for my life and the opportunity to do things the
right way and give back to others.  
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Jennifer Fulk
The gift and opportunity she has been given will be
not be wasted.
Jennifer Fulk, a 40 year old hardworking mother of two young boys.  It seemed there

was little Jennifer could not accomplish. She had worked her way through college. In
the workplace she was personable, focused and always valued for her ability to make the
most difficult tasks seem easy. She was the consummate “go to” person.  Jennifer
brought the same selfless devotion to her family. She was the ultimate “hands on”
Mom. Whether it was soccer, football, camping, biking, building forts or catching
frogs Jennifer was there. She was a darn good fly fisherman too.  I never ceased to be
amazed at how Jennifer managed it all.

In 2011 Jennifer decided she wanted to use her considerable skills to teach young
children. So, on top of everything else she went to graduate school to obtain her
Master’s Degree.  The faculty members at Middle Tennessee State University were so

pleased with Jennifer’s skills that she was made a graduate assistant. She thrived in this new environment and was headed to the
last term of her advance work.

In the summer 2012 everything changed. She began to lose energy and evidenced some weight loss but simply dismissed it as
the rigors of her schedule. About a month later her body began to swell with fluid. She consulted a doctor and the usual
protocol of endless tests and diagnosis. Things progressed from preliminary news to bad news to worse news.  Jennifer was
diagnosed with stage 4 autoimmune hepatitis. The liver damage was done. The local doctor told her that optimistically she had a

50 percent chance of surviving the next six months. Any hope resided in the Methodist Hospital Transplant Center in Memphis.
A stunned family with a very sick young woman in tow arrived in Memphis desperate to find hope. What we eventually found was
redemption at the hands of a life giving team of professionals. 

The journey was one of incredible difficulty.  The disease takes a terrible toll on the body and spirit. Jennifer suffered with
terrible swelling in feet, legs and body. Her legs would not function well. She could not rest for more than an hour at a time.
Steroids used to arrest the disease induced diabetes. She lost her eyesight and blood sugar spiked at over 700. Jennifer hung on
through the agony and fear that perhaps she could not muster the strength to continue. In this dark place the hands that reached
out to touch her belonged to God and the caring team in Memphis. The message from every person on the team was one of
encouragement, strength and hope.  Dr. Nair was steady with his resolve and focus on solutions. Pre Transplant coordinator,
Nurse Practitioner Billie, was a constant source of comfort and encouragement. Jennifer’s success would not have been possible
without her loving gift. Social Service was a beacon of light and constant support through their education and group sessions.

It was a minute to minute and day to day fight for Jennifer to find the will to move forward when everything else was pulling
her backward.  Her frail body continued to swell and despite massive fluid drains the agony continued. The Memphis team never
left her side and Jennifer did move forward with courage and determination. She was on a timeline known only to God.
Jennifer turned 41 in November 2012. She never lost her determination or her beautiful smile.

In late January 2013 Jennifer received the call that would again change her life, again.  A liver right for her was now available.
Her logistical support team moved into action to get her to Memphis. I think about that anonymous person and grieving family
who gave such magnificent gifts to others through organ donation. In Jennifer’s case this person gave her the gift of life. The
next hours were a blur of preparation and precise movements by the Memphis team. Jennifer, body swollen with fluid, was filled
with a mix of apprehension, joy and all the hope that had been promised these past months. It was time and this was the
moment, as surreal as it seemed.   
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The surgical team was amazing. The skilled hands of Dr’s Nezakatgoo and Yoo placed this magnificent gift in Jennifer’s body.
Jennifer was walking in two days and in five days walked out of the hospital on her new journey.  For the first time she was on a
path to getting better rather than sicker.  God had sent the perfect match.  Her care has continued in the hands of the Methodist
team.  Nurse Coordinator Troy guided her through the recovery process.  There is no amount of praise or gratitude that is
worthy of the support and life giving gift the Methodist Transplant Center has given to Jennifer and her family. 

In April 2013 Jennifer took her children fishing and started substitute teaching.  Jennifer stands as a tribute to the power of
faith and fortitude.  The gift and opportunity she has been given will be not be wasted.  In ways not yet known she will touch the
lives of others the way hers has been touched.

Jennifer Fulk
There's no time to waste, there's so much to celebrate.
After I was diagnosed with NASH a form of Liver Disease and had successful surgery one listens

to his heart more than ever in living his or her life.

This is a quote from The Polar Express: Believe in what your heart is saying, hear the melody
that is playing.  There's no time to waste, there's so much to celebrate.  Believe in what you feel
inside and give your dreams the wings to fly.  You have everything you need if you just BELIEVE.

- Believe, The Polar Express

The key step in any journey, is asking yourself, "Do you believe?"  If you believe, you are going
to beat this disease that struck you an inner peace will come over you.  Remember once you
believe, you have everything you need.

1. I remember asking myself and others how in the world did I get this disease? I came to the following conclusion:
"It just is the hand that I was dealt!"

2. It is how one reacts after getting the diagnosis that counts, be pro -active in your follow up, do exactly what the 
Medical Team tells you to do,, they are the Professionals not you.

3. Get in the best shape you can get into before the surgery, even small steps are better than doing nothing.  Small 
victories count as much as large ones.

4. After surgery " Get Moving!" I had a goal I had set for myself, to get out of that bed ASAP, and go walking down the 
corridor.  I accomplished my goal the afternoon I was moved from Intensive Care, to my private room 1004. I 
walked within 4 hours of being delivered to that room, and I kept walking.

John Keim
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John Keim
5. You must eat, and take all of your medicine.

6. Take the necessary steps in your lifestyle, to avoid ending up as you were before.

Some simple things to remember!

Be Responsible and Accountable.  Don't declare yourself to be the victim.  The problem with declaring yourself the victim is
you give up control to someone else.  Taking responsibility and being accountable takes us to a new level that helps build the
margin we need in order to absorb the blows of blame when they come our way.

Be honest with yourself about the disease? If you know how you got it remind yourself not to do the same behaviors that got
you the disease in the first place

Have personal integrity, do what you say you are going to do, eat properly, diet, exercise, take your medicine, follow up tests
and treatments. I am working on my diet, at the present time.

Look in the mirror everyday and say, the following letters, I,C,N,U. Simply put, what is it that I see in you?
Answer a Survivor!

You have to say your Thanks Everyday, First you the Good Lord  for letting you survive, and to your Donor.   Remember always
you are living for two people now. 

Every time I go to clinic, I always say Thank You to everyone I see.  The Medical Team doctors and nurses as well as the lab techs.
I always thank the administrative staff as well, they keep things running smoothly.

One thing I have learned from this, is that life is truly an Adventure.   Remember, develop a thirst for adventure can change how
we see everything. While adventure can be draining, it can also renew your spirit.

Remember to Laugh, sounds crazy but it is true.  People who take themselves too seriously tend to live a much rougher life.  If

there is one thing most people are starving from, it is from the lack of laughter.  The ability to laugh has everything to do with
the quality of relationships...with others and with ourselves.  I am much happier with the people I laugh with, than being around
a negative person.

I guess the most important thing is optimism?  How we see things is simply a choice.  The circumstances in which we find
ourselves may be beyond our control, but the response we choose is not!  And how we respond has everything to do with how we
have come to see all that is around us.  I see optimism as a choice!

I recall a quote from a  tale of Two Cities by Charles Dickens.

"It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief,
it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of light, it was the season of darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter
of despair, we had everything before us, we had nothing before us.”

I always like to take this excerpt and suggest it is a great opportunity for choice.  Are you going to have the best of times or the
worst?  Live in the spring of hope or the winter of despair? Are you living in the season of light or a time of darkness?  

Remember, for most every situation where you find a person who has been defeated by a set of circumstances, you will find a
hero who has triumphantly risen from the ashes of a similar set of circumstances.  Most often the difference is choice.  And
choice is actionable!

Remember to  follow the way of the Phoenix and rise from the ashes.

I truly hope these thoughts help just one person then I will have accomplished my simple mission.

Thank You to all members of the Methodist Hospital Transplant Team!

John Keim 
Liver Transplant Patient  2/16/2012
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Nancy Fowlkes
Find that reason to fight and don't give up
My name is Nancy Fowlkes and I am a liver transplant survivor. In the fall

of 2012 I was a 39 year old full time college student at Tennessee Wesleyan
College, mom to 2 kids and a wife. My life was busy and stressful at times
but nothing I couldn't handle. In November of that year I started to notice
a change in myself. I was tired all of the time, slept a lot, was really anxious,
had anger issues, and just couldn't keep up with my school work and life.
By December there were days that I couldn't recall and my once excellent
grades had turned into failing ones. I no longer went to class because,
quite frankly, I didn't remember to go if I was even awake to do so. I was

losing big chunks of time, my memory was terrible and I was having anxiety attacks. 

I went to my primary care physician and she did some labs on me and prescribed me medication for depression, ordered an
ultrasound of my liver, and referred me to a gastroenterologist. The gastroenterologist performed a colonoscopy, which came
back clear, and did some more blood work. My lab work came back and I was referred to a gynecological oncologist because I had
elevated markers for ovarian cancer.  Several  doctor’s appointments later I was admitted for exploratory surgery to confirm the
diagnosis of ovarian cancer on 2/7/2013. They scheduled the surgery a couple of times but cancelled it each time because blood
tests done before the surgery showed my blood was not clotting well enough for the surgery to be done safely. Another
ultrasound was ordered and a hematologist was consulted who ordered a liver biopsy which indicated cirrhosis from undiagnosed
fatty liver disease leading to NASH. I was then transferred 6 hours away to Methodist University Hospital because I was in
complete liver failure and deteriorating quickly. The only option was a liver transplant. 

The morning after I arrived in Memphis I was moved to the ICU because I was so sick. The fluid in my abdomen was getting
worse and fluid was building in my lungs making it hard to breathe. Within two days I was so sick that they put me on a ventilator
and sedated me. I was placed on dialysis because my kidneys had stopped working and the doctors told my family that I was so sick
that there was a good chance that I would not survive long enough to get a transplant.

After 10 days my condition had improved enough to be taken off the ventilator and start the process of getting on the
transplant list. The doctors performed a battery of tests on me in the ICU over the next two weeks and on 3/14/2013 I was
officially placed on the transplant list with a MELD score of 41! 

The next morning, less than 24 hours later and on my daughter, Madyson’s 13th birthday, I was offered a liver! The surgery
went well but they informed us that my colon was enlarged. They would be keeping a close eye on it but I was now on the long
road to recovery. The staff had warned us that the sicker you are before transplant, the longer and harder the recovery process
would be. They were not exaggerating. 

Nine days after my transplant surgery I was taken back into surgery because a scan found air in my abdominal cavity. During the
surgery they repaired a perforation in my colon. For the next month I worked with physical therapy in the ICU and got moved to
a regular room, but was still unable to hold down any food. On 4/23/3013, one month after my second surgery, I stood for the
first time since coming to Methodist, but a scan later that day showed more air in my abdomen and I was taken in for a third
surgery. This time they found I had appendicitis, which was the reason for not being able to eat. A few days later I was returned
to a regular room but had lost the progress I had made with physical therapy and had to start over.

On 5/10/2013 I was transferred to Health South so I could focus on physical therapy. After a month of therapy I was finally able
to walk short distances with a walker, was off dialysis completely and finally was scheduled to go home! On the day I was scheduled
to be released, I had developed a low grade fever and was getting sick. Instead of releasing me to go home I was readmitted to
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Nancy Fowlkes
Methodist. My condition continued to worsen, my ammonia levels were rising, and one week later I was moved back to the ICU.
I had become unresponsive again and a scan revealed a small brain hemorrhage. I regained consciousness after a couple of days
of close monitoring in the ICU and was released to go home on 6/24/2013, but my work at Health South had been wiped out and
I was again too weak to walk on my own.

After coming home I had to work hard to complete my recovery. I had physical and occupational therapists come to my home
daily and I was confined to one room in my house on the lower level until I was able to walk upstairs on my own. I had to learn
how to take care of myself again and adjust to life at home because being in a hospital for 5 months takes a toll on a person both
mentally and physically. It took a month to be able to gain the strength to get myself out of the wheel chair and walk with a walker.
Eventually I was able to make it upstairs, sleep in my own bed and shower in my own bathroom.

I celebrated my 40th birthday that year and it was the best birthday I have ever had! I continued to improve both physically and
mentally and was even took a trip back to Methodist in March of 2014 to see all of the wonderful people that cared for me and my
family. This visit I walked in and out of the hospital on my own two feet - no gurney or wheel chair was needed. Along with
making a full recovery I was able to see my son Blake graduate from high school and see my daughter Madyson start her freshman
year. Chris and I celebrated our 22nd wedding anniversary in 2014 and I returned to college for the fall semester at TWC. If all
goes well I will earn a bachelor's degree in Criminal Justice with a minor in Legal Studies and an emphasis on Forensics in the
fall of 2015! 

There isn't a day that goes by that I don't think about my donor, whoever they might be. Without my donor and the wonderful
team of doctors, nurses, medical assistants, social workers, and transplant staff at Methodist University Hospital I would not
be here.

Whenever you are at your lowest - don't give up - there is always hope. Find that reason to fight and don't give up!

Nancy and Chris Fowlkes
Liver transplant recipient 3/15/2013
http://www.caringbridge.org/visit/nancyweatherlyfowlkes
Donate Life Ya'll
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Rev. Billy Echols
Give the world the best you have and it may never
be enough.
Billy's journey with dialysis began 7 years ago. He explains that dialysis was not in his life's plan,

but with God's help, he had taken on the challenges. He felt that he was making great progress.
Billy's advice is, "Try to stay positive and never land into a pity party...but do a praise party, so
that will show the people around you to keep their heads up and feel much better." Always listen
to your doctors and not to the negative advice of other people. The second journey of Rev. Billy
Echols came on a nice sunny day in April 2014. I received a call from Methodist University
Hospital in Memphis, TN to come in and do blood work. The young man’s name was Ben who
gave me a call that day. I truly believe in God and waited until he gave me what I had been

praying for- a second chance at LIFE. I'm a new creature into this New Year. AMEN

"The good you do today may be forgotten tomorrow. Do good anyway. Give the world the best you have and it may never be
enough. Give the best anyway. for you see, in the end, it is between you and God. It was never between you and them anyway."

Best regards 
Rev. Billy Echols

Shelia Martin
I have a better way of life now.
My name is Shelia Martin. My journey to transplant began in January 2013. I was admitted

in to Methodist Hospital with CHF. That is when I found out my kidneys had failed. I really
did not know what that meant but it could not be good. At first, I was in denial. This could
not happen to me. I did not know where to turn left or right or what to do.

The first doctor I made an appointment with told me that there was nothing he could do
for me. I left his office thinking this could not be the end. There had to be something that
could be done. I went home and did the only thing I knew to do. I prayed and relied on my
faith. My answer came. I eventually got an appointment and began dialysis treatment at
DaVita.

I started my testing in March to see if I would be eligible for transplant. My doctor felt that I would be a good
candidate for transplant because while I was under his care I never missed a treatment nor and appointment. I did not
know how important that was but when you start testing for transplant, you must keep all your appointments. That is
the key to being placed on the list. In the class that is the first thing you are told. You have to push yourself even when
your body tells you that you can’t do it. Sometimes after dialysis you are tired and you know this is going to be an all
day testing with nothing to eat. Keep the appointment.

I have always done things my way and you see how that turned out for me. It was time to listen to someone else and try
their way. Now I want to share this because of my faith in god, my journey in this was not hard for me. I had a lot of
love and support from my family, my pastor and my health care provider.
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I was placed on the transplant list in May 2013. I received the call for my kidney on May 11, 2014. On my way to
church I got the call that they had a match for me. I was admitted on May 12, 2014 at 5 am and received my kidney at
6pm that evening.

I hope you understand that it was God and Dr. Kasby that led me to Dr. Nezakatgoo, who placed me on the transplant
list, and the staff at Methodist Transplant Clinic who, when I walked through the door, I was met with a feeling that
everyone in there cares about the best treatment for me.

I have a better way of life now. I encourage you to keep all your appointments, listen to your doctor, continue to do
what they advise, stay positive and know that all things are possible through Christ who strengthen you.

Thank you Methodist Transplant Staff. 

Shelia Martin
Established to promote and enhance quality of life, the Transplant Resource Center at Methodist University Hospital 
supports the educational, emotional, spiritual and financial needs of our transplant recipients, organ donors and their families. 

We are able to accomplish our mission through four main goals: 

       1.  Provide an open forum for transplant recipients, organ donors and family members to obtain up-to-date 
            information about organ transplantation and organ donation. 

       2.  Promote organ donation and transplantation throughout the community in an effort to help
            increase awareness. 

       3.  Enhance quality of life by providing limited financial resources for transplant recipients and organ donors as 
       well as their family members.  

       4.  Provide a supportive environment for transplant recipients, organ donors and family members.

Donations may be made to the Transplant Resource Center through the Methodist Healthcare Foundation.

Mail donations to:
Methodist Healthcare Foundation
1211 Union Ave., Suite 450
Memphis, Tennessee 38104 

Transplant Resource Center
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Transplant Institute: Living Kindly Support Group
Get the support you need with Living Kindly, a monthly support group sponsored by Methodist Healthcare. The group is open
to caregivers, family members, transplant candidates, donors, those who have had a transplant, and anyone who is interested in
transplantation. You will have access to knowledgeable speakers discussing a variety of topics, such as medication side effects,
living donation, transplant resources, financial concerns, and maintaining a healthy life style. 

Methodist University Hospital Transplant Institute’s staff is on hand at each meeting to offer support, share their knowledge
and answer any questions you might have. More importantly, other transplant donors and recipients are available to share their
transplant experiences or provide mutual peer support to you and your family.

Not a joiner? That’s okay. You are welcome to attend and listen. Living Kindly is designed to give donors and recipients access
to as much information as possible to assist with their transplantation journey. 

For more information on times and locations, please call the Transplant Clinic at (901) 516-9183.

Transplant

Life Stories
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1-866-805-7710
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