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            "From the standpoint of daily life, however, there is one thing we do know: that we are here for the sake of each other - above all for those upon whose smile and well-being our own happiness depends, and also for the countless unknown souls with whose fate we are connected by a bond of sympathy. Many times a day I realize how much my own outer and inner life is built upon the labors of my fellow men, both living and dead, and how earnestly I must exert myself in order to give in return as much as I have received."

― Albert Einstein 

 

Epilogue

"You gain strength, courage and confidence by every experience in which you really stopto look fear in the face. You must do the thing you think you cannot do.

Eleanor Roosevelt
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THE BEGINNING OF THE JOURNEY

2007, the Friday before Thanksgiving


The school was buzzing with excitement for the upcoming holiday break, both students and teachers. I must admit I was not immune to this excitement. As the school day was nearing a close, and it being a Friday meant that it was time to get ready for the weekly faculty meet-ing. I don’t usually get nervous before meetings, but something about that day was different. It felt as if there was a tension in the air that I couldn’t quite pinpoint the cause of. It is possible that this tension I was feeling was because of my conversation with Joseph earlier that day. Joseph was another teacher at the school that I had worked with for several years by that point but hadn’t really gotten a chance to know that well. Earlier that day he had approached me in the employee lounge asking if I planned to attend the faculty meeting that day. I found this odd because I almost always do, and why would it matter anyways? I simply assured him I would be there, and he calmed somewhat, but I could tell that something about the meeting was deﬁnitely giving him a lot of anxiety.

When the time came for the faculty meeting, it began the same way as so many others. We discussed new procedures, plans for the future,









interdisciplinary teaching, disciplinary issues, student check-ins, all the usual things. With very few exceptions, they all blend into one another after so many meetings. However, this one was noteworthy only insofar as it was the one just prior to Thanksgiving break and my attention was meandering toward thoughts of vacation instead of remaining engaged like I usually would. Then my attention was brought back when Joseph suddenly spoke. He was sitting, coinciden-tally, right next to me. The tenor of the meeting shifted instantly—almost palpably. It was obvious that he had something terribly impor-tant to say. Joseph was usually a proliﬁc and accomplished public speaker, so it was alarming to see him nearly choking on his words. The quiet in the room suddenly grew intense, but he regained his composure and managed to speak quietly, with a humility and sense of urgency that made everyone eager to listen.

“Many of you have heard about my friend, Anne. Anne...” He paused for a moment in order to keep his composure. “Anne is a friend near and dear to me, and right now she needs help. You see, her health has been failing due to kidney disease, and she has had no luck in ﬁnding a donor. Time is running out, and things are getting desper-ate.” Upon hearing her name, I remembered that I had actually met this friend of a couple of times before at school events. I remembered her seeming like a very sweet but somewhat shy and reserved person, but we had barely been acquainted. I had absolutely no idea she had kidney disease. “I have even started the process to ﬁnd out if I can be a donor myself, but with how long the process takes we could use as many potential donors as possible.”

Joseph explained to all of us what being a kidney donor would entail. He presented the facts accurately. He pleaded poignantly for all of us to think and talk and perhaps, in doing so, a donor might be found. One could tell he was holding back his sorrow and instinct to cry. The collective gaze of the faculty alternated between looking at him and looking away as if unsure what was more appropriate, what felt less awkward. The fear and anguish in his voice resonated ﬁercely with the rest of the faculty. I didn’t know Joseph particularly well at this point in time, yet I wanted to hug him with all my might. A few people expressed their care and concern.









“Joseph, we are so sorry to hear about your friend.”

“We will do what we can to support you in this difﬁcult time.” “Please know that you are supported.”

And so on. Truthfully, we were all at a loss for how to respond to this devastating news in a way that was any more substantive that giving condolences. After the scattered responses, the room fell quiet as we frankly became uncomfortable and were unsure of how to move forward with the meeting. I saw Joseph scan the room person to person looking for something, anything more than empty platitudes. As I saw him begin to lower his head with despair, I raised my hand and looked toward our Head of School, Mr. Brown. I asked him, “Mr. Brown, what would it mean for a faculty member’s job if they were able to donate?”

He looked over at Joseph for a moment before turning back to me and responding, “Any employee able to donate would be covered in spades, no question.” I heard Joseph give a sigh of relief. I was not familiar with the expression due to my French upbringing, but I never-theless gathered from context and Joseph’s response that being ‘cov-ered’ meant being taken care of. My long silence must have given me away, though, because Mr. Brown then elaborated. “If a member of our community is willing and eligible to be a donor, they will receive full compensation for any time missed in preparation for, during, and in recovery post-surgery. This is an unequivocal and ﬁrm commitment to support a donor or even potential donor.”

By this point everyone on the staff was crying in some way, shape, or form. Whether there had been anything else on the agenda for the meeting that day, we’ll never know. As the staff continued to discuss it, I was thinking about Joseph’s poor friend Anne and how scared she must be, and how scared Joseph was for her. I started to feel like he had brought this to the faculty meeting for a reason; maybe I was meant to be a donor. I had always been a popular guest at blood drives because I have a universal blood type and thought this might have an impact on my potential eligibility as a donor. I continued to ignore the meeting as I scribbled a fast note on the back side of the agenda hand-out. I tore it off and passed it to Joseph who sat a few inches to my right. My note read, “I’m O-positive, let’s talk.” He read it and looked









at me like he didn’t believe what he’d read. This meeting marked a very difﬁcult moment for our faculty. As we adjourned the day’s meet-ing, everyone was murmuring and muttering expressions of sympathy, not really knowing what the hell to say as we parted. We all felt utterly helpless and overwhelmed.
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Aside from being a teacher, I was also in charge of the food program at my school—practically by default due to my extensive culinary past. On Fridays we didn’t have lunch service, so I would get leftovers out for the faculty meetings that would need to be washed up. After the meeting, Joseph accompanied me to the kitchen to help me wash the dishes and give us an excuse to talk a bit. I don’t know how, but in my heart of hearts I knew that I was going to be able to do this thing—donate a kidney—so long as the forces of the universe were aligned. After a minute of small talk, Joseph ﬁnally broke the ice. “So, are you serious about wanting to possibly be a donor?”

I gave him an emphatic, “Yes!” with a grin on my face. Joseph looked at me in a serious way before returning his focus to the task at hand.

When the dishes were done, we made our way to my classroom to continue our conversation. Unsurprisingly, Joseph urged me not to be hasty in committing to anything in any way. “Mima, this is really a monumental undertaking. Even just all the steps required to see if a potential donor is compatible with the recipient in the first place. I have jumped through all the hoops to see whether I could donate and, tragically, the doctors say that I am not a match. Unfortunately, a lot of donors back out, get cold feet, have logistical or personal reasons, and can’t or won’t go through with it. This causes a recipient exponen-tially more stress and pain. Please, take a good amount of time to reflect on this and we can discuss in more detail what is involved later.”

With a calmness and serenity that I’m hardly capable of, I simply replied, “I’ll do some research. I’ll talk to my family. I think I can do this.” He gave me a smile and a nod as we parted for the weekend.
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So, I did just that. The next couple of days I spent extensively reading about kidney donation processes and procedures online, making sure I had all my statistics and information correct before I broke the news to my family. My children (son Marley, 12, and daughter Marie, 8) initially reacted with sheer horror at the idea of me going through such an invasive surgery. “But Mom, don’t they go inside of you and take a body part out?? How do you live after that?” Marie hurriedly asked, with genuine concern in her voice.

“What if you die? What if they mess up the operation? Will you still be able to live normally?” Marley chimed in, direct with his questions as always.

“It might really, really hurt!!!!” Marie ﬁred another one.

I took a deep breath and thought of the best way to ease their anxious minds. “There is nothing to fear, dears. The success rate for donations is nearly 100% and donors go on to live perfectly healthy lives with only one kidney. In fact, many people are actually only born with one kidney to begin with, and they are perfectly healthy and normal. It will just be a few days in the hospital and you both can visit me as much as you’d like, and then I get to come home!” Of course, that wasn’t quite enough. The kids had a few more concerns.

“Who will take care of us while you’re getting better? How long will it take?” Poor Marie, always ready to take on additional respon-sibility.

Before I could answer Marie, Marley cut in and asked me bluntly, “If something happens to your remaining kidney, will you die?” This was the question I didn’t have a prepared answer for, and never really would. So, I did my best to placate their concerns for the evening and let them sleep on the information I had given them. It was a lot for kids their age, to be sure.

The kids did come around relatively quickly to the idea that it was worth it for me to go through with it, even though I could never satis-factorily guarantee that I’d be okay if something happened to my remaining kidney. The best I could do was try to assure them that someone would probably be there to do the same for me if I needed it.









Good karma, right? Later after mulling it over, I ﬁnally realized what the most distressing thing was to them. My kids, young as they still were (despite their maturity beyond their years), were having a hard time grasping the concept that their mom could die—that it was a possibility. That’s a hard realization for a child to have, and perhaps it was placed on them earlier than most kids, but I trusted my kids to understand and to have my back. They understood that I was doing my best to save another life.

After the kids, it was time to talk to my papa. I admit that I was almost as anxious to discuss it with him as I was with the kids. Papa was a very reasonable man, but he was also deeply religious, and if something didn’t sit right with his faith it was hard to talk him out of it. But Papa was always the sage of the family, and he never reacted outwardly to things, so I wasn’t expecting him to put up much of a ﬁght.

I found Papa as he was sitting in his chair in the living room, and I asked him if I could talk to him for a minute. He gave me a slow nod and said, “Of course, Mima.” Papa listened intently as I explained my intentions, never interrupting to ask questions, just judiciously pondering the situation as I outlined it and the facts as I had culled them. He was both a scientist AND a deeply religious man, so he preferred to take in information, contemplate it, and see how it sat with him pragmatically and spiritually before weighing in. This time was no different.

“I have great concern for your health and welfare, Mima, and concern for the children should something go awry.” He ﬁnally weighed in.

“I know, Papa, I know. It is a lot to take in, but I promise you, I have done my homework. I would not have made such a decision impetu-ously. I have a responsibility to you and the kids before anything else. Trust me, this is not something I would do if I weren’t nearly 100% sure that I will be okay. Besides, I’m pretty sure God wants me to try.” I added with a tinge of irony, but fundamental conviction, nonetheless. We all have different ideas about what is our ‘Higher Power,’ after all.

On the other hand, my husband, Robert would not be so easy to convince. That same night after the kids went to bed, I revealed my









intention to apply to be a kidney donor. After I got his attention by telling him I had something serious to talk about, I faced him and spoke clearly and calmly as I could. “Robert, I wanted to let you know that I am going to be applying to become a kidney donor soon. Joseph from work has a friend who is in desperate need and doesn’t have much time left, and I have a chance of being a match. I know it sounds scary, but it really isn’t when you research it like I have.”

I couldn’t get any further before he cut me off. I could hear the shock and disapproval in his voice and see it on his face when he immediately got incredulous. “What in the world are you talking about?!?! Are you crazy? You don’t even know the lady!” I quickly began to deﬂate, my hopes of a constructive conversation immediately dashed. I didn’t really have another chance to get a word in, as he continued. “It’s dangerous! She should be able to ﬁnd someone in her family or among her own friends than have to rely on the donation of a stranger who has a family of her own! This isn’t your responsibility. Besides, who will take care of the kids while you’re down?”

I tried to cut in to maybe explain or answer some of his concerns, but he had no interest in hearing me out. Despite the dumpster ﬁre of a conversation, his disapproval would do nothing to make me any less resolute in my decision. Maybe the disappointment and resentment I felt toward him even contributed to my steadfast conviction that I had to try this. Spite is a great motivator, after all! But since I now had the kids in my camp, there was no turning back.
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The next time I saw Joseph at school, I told him that I was sure I wanted to go through with it, and I was ready to go. He responded with a grin and a nod before he was off to his duties. I exhaled a sigh of relief. I thought there was a chance he might try to talk me out of it. I will admit, I did have some anxieties around starting. I had gleaned from my research that the process of being matched and accepted was rigorous and unpleasant in a variety of ways. Since Joseph had under-gone all the tests himself, he promised he would talk me through each step as we moved further in the process in the months that lay ahead.






I ﬁrst sent Anne an email over Thanksgiving weekend. We had met in passing a couple of times when Joseph had brought her to visit and for a couple of school functions, and I had been struck by how sweet she seemed—genuinely so, showing great interest in all that we did at the school and how we did it. I had extended an invitation to her to have lunch in the cafeteria (a source of pride for me) in order to get better acquainted, but that never transpired. It had been a long time since I had last seen her.

I didn’t hear back from my initial email to Anne over Thanksgiving weekend, which surprised me somewhat, but I tried not to read into it. The following Monday it was back to school, and immediately Joseph tracked me down and asked me if I’d received Anne’s email. I looked at him perplexed and silent for a moment until I realized that it had probably gone into my junk mail. Later I got to my computer and checked, and there it was. I felt relief because I had secretly harbored a fear that she wouldn’t been willing to consider my ‘candidature’ after all and, truth be told, I was already feeling invested. I had spent the four-day weekend thinking about almost nothing else. I had to keep reminding myself that people are very busy during holidays such as these and that she would undoubtedly get back to me at some point. It was with immense pleasure that I retrieved and opened her email, and I responded right away.
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From: miss.mima@yahoo.com To: anne_elizabeth@msn.com Date: 11-26-07

Subject: Re: Hello! Dear Anne,

I just found your email in my "junk" folder, and I apologize for not responding sooner. I'm relieved that you overcame your reluctance to let Joseph make your situation known to the Keller faculty. We folks at Keller have a unique way of doing things, and I'm glad to be part of this community. Joseph and I spoke yesterday, and I reassured him of my commitment to helping you. Looking forward to our conversation, although I'm a bit behind schedule this morning.




Best regards, Mima
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From: anne_elizabeth@msn.com






To: miss.mima@yahoo.com

Date: 11-27-07

Subject: Re: Hello! Dear Mima,

When Joseph suggested bringing up my need for a kidney transplant to the Keller faculty, I hesitated. It felt like it was a lot to ask from people who barely knew me. But Joseph convinced me, emphasizing the compassionate nature of our community. Your response, in particu-lar, has left me feeling overwhelmed and deeply moved. Learning that you would consider donating a kidney ﬁlls me with immense grati-tude. It’s hard to ﬁnd words to express how much this means to me.

Wishing you a wonderful Thanksgiving, and I eagerly await our upcoming conversation.




Warm regards, Anne
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From: miss.mima@yahoo.com To: anne_elizabeth@msn.com Date: 11-28-07

Subject: Lunch Hi Anne,

Let's plan for lunch, shall we? Are weekdays or weekends better for you? Perhaps we could meet next week. I've been researching kidney donations and would love to hear what you know. I’m curious about whether the surgery would be laparoscopic, as I’ve heard recovery is quicker in that case. I also wonder about psychological testing – I’m on a small dose of antidepressants and hope that won’t be an issue.









I'm also trying to understand the timeline for this process. Let's get the paperwork started without delay. What do you think about lunch, possibly with Joseph? And how about dinner?




Best, Mima
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From: anne_elizabeth@msn.com To: miss.mima@yahoo.com Date: 11-28-07

Subject: Re: Lunch Dear Mima,

Again, words cannot express my gratitude to you and your family for your offer to help me in this way. Words will never be adequate. As soon as it is convenient for you, I would love to buy you lunch and tell you more about myself, my family, and what I know about organ donation. I was also thinking it would be wonderful for our families to meet, possibly over dinner. You just name the restaurant. We live in Sunny Cove and could meet you over the hill most any evening. I have also invited Joseph to join us if he would like to. He has played such an important part in all this and has become a dear friend to my entire family. Please let me know how best to accommodate you and your family. I am overwhelmed by your generosity and love for others. I am so looking forward to our meeting.




Anne
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We were to have an exploratory relationship in more ways than one over the next few months. We would need to learn very personal






things about each other’s health and bodies, not to mention getting wrapped up in each other’s lives. Our situation felt akin to newlyweds in an arranged marriage. We didn’t know what the future would hold in store, yet so much was riding on it. We were invested in a project of paramount importance, but her fate was horribly uncertain. She was making the rounds of hospitals, searching desperately for a donor every-which-way. All prospects were being ruled out and her health was failing rapidly.

Between our constant emails back and forth and our little visits, we started to become very close very quickly. This only motivated me further, so I moved forward with testing as aggressively as possible. I found out that I was actually O negative rather than O positive and was petriﬁed that my efforts were doomed, but when I told Anne, she reacted with utter joy. Apparently, that was her exact blood type, and potentially an even better match. She was so excited that she called all her family and Joseph immediately. In that moment I deeply felt that this was a sign that we would be successful—that we were indeed intended to be a match. If her health could be maintained through this testing period, I was sure that fate would be kind. I truly felt in my heart of hearts that the universe was going to make this work for me, for us! The universe just had to cooperate for Anne.
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From: anne_elizabeth@msn.com To: miss.mima@yahoo.com Date: 11-29-07

Subject: Re: Lunch Hi Mima,

That sounds great. Wednesday at 3:30. In the meantime, would you have any time before then that I could give you a call?




Yes, it has been difﬁcult visiting the hospitals and going through this process. Ironically enough, after I worked in the counseling and social






service world for many years, I worked for a dialysis division of Johnson and Johnson—there is no quality of life for those patients.




And as for my children, I have two daughters, ages 21 and 24. The worst part of all this is they have a 50% chance of inheriting this disease from me, and I constantly worry about their health. Until they are about 30 years old, the doctors do not feel they can make a conclu-sive diagnosis either way and which is why they cannot be donors at this time. It is horrible to think that their lives might be affected by this terrible disease that I have passed on to them. The doctors have also suggested that they may want to consider not having children because of this genetic link to PKD. Sometimes I cannot imagine how things could get any worse, but we can never give up. I don't know any other way to look at life.




Thank you so, so much, Anne
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From: miss.mima@yahoo.com To: anne_elizabeth@msn.com Date: 11-29-07

Subject: Actually... Hello again Anne,

Maybe we could meet at Keller around 3:30 next Wednesday? My classroom is quite cozy, and my son will have friends to play with while we talk. I’ll just need to leave by 6 to pick up my daughter from karate in Soquel. Of course, if you’d prefer something different, I’m open to suggestions.




Joseph mentioned your recent trip to Scripps and how emotionally taxing it was, ﬁlled with discussions of potential challenges. I’m truly sorry to hear that. The thought of facing separation from my kids or






them having to endure my absence is unimaginable. You're dealing with so much, and the family issues only add to the burden.




I hope you manage to ﬁnd some peace and calm this weekend.




Best, Mima
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Joseph told me that Anne had family issues, and I would soon ﬁnd out that they were far worse than mine. Joseph had alluded to something about her sister having been slated to be a donor and that’s why Anne hadn’t gotten on any waiting listings sooner. He didn’t say it explicitly, but I gathered from what he said that the sister reneged. I think that he was being intentionally vague because it wasn’t really his story to tell. If she wanted me to know more, she would tell me. Thankfully though, by this point Anne and I knew instinctively that we would share (almost) everything with one another. The story about her sister would emerge in greater detail in time, but it would turn out to be true that Anne’s sister abandoned her.

While we were mostly open books with each other, I would never let on about the ﬁghts with Robert—or anything else problematic for that matter—as she was under great duress as it was. And besides, she would never have allowed me to go any further with the plan if she thought it would disrupt my family in any way. I kept on trying to educate Robert on the surgery and what it entailed, assuring him that his fears were unfounded.

We’d been seeing a marriage counselor, Lucinda, for a couple of years already, and we spent multiple sessions on the subject with mixed results. While I occasionally was able to gain some ground, the ﬂawed dynamics in our relationship hadn’t fundamentally improved. I









still felt like he prioritized golf and the ‘19th hole’ over his wife and children but given that he was essentially only guilty of what I called ‘benign neglect,’ I simply went about my life autonomous from his. At the time, despite all the distress and grief it caused me, I hadn’t felt an overwhelming desire to split the marriage. Besides, how would I manage ﬁnancially as a single parent? So, I would make a valiant effort to follow Lucinda’s advice to respect Robert’s side of things. It often felt to me like he prioritized his feelings over mine. During one session, after I talked at length about how hurt I was that he would not support me and my decision, she said, “Robert has valid concerns, fears, and opinions.”

To this I folded my arms and responded with, “Well, what are they?” in hopes that Robert would elucidate his supposed position and points, so that with each argument that he posited I’d be ready with my rebuttal.

Unfortunately, Lucinda ruined this opportunity for Robert to speak up and tell me himself. Before he had a chance to open his mouth, she chimed in, “He loves and cares about you. He is simply worried that the medical procedure could be detrimental to your health.” This session had turned into one for me and Lucinda, not me and Robert. At this point I was fully irritated, so I countered her with all of the statistical facts I’d learned that supported the contrary. Then she had the gall to try and leverage the kids, saying, “He’s also reasonably concerned that the kids’ mental health will be affected if they are afraid and that you won’t be able to care for them post-surgery.”

This made me snap. I sat upright as much as I could without lifting off the couch and put my hand ﬁrmly to my heart as I spoke. “The kids are fully behind me. They have told me themselves. So, Robert might want to consider spending less time on the golf course and instead taking on an extra measure of responsibility for their caretaking for a mere couple of weeks!” Both Robert and Lucinda sat like deer in head-lights. Neither of them expected that out of me, I suppose. I took advantage of the moment, and I added sarcastically, “Besides, I have friends and family that can and will rise to the occasion if need be.” I said this with a look at Robert.

Now he decided to speak up for himself. Try as I might to hear out
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his redundant arguments, I would soon start to space out as I became increasingly frustrated and impatient. I was convinced that he was simply being irrational and couldn’t let go of it. As I sat there listening to him continue on his tirade, I came to the conclusion that he was more upset with me for making the initial choice to do this more or less without him. Since we had been drifting in different directions over the years, I started making more decisions for the family without confer-ring with him. On more than one occasion, this had been an impedi-ment to our relationship. I felt like a single parent, and I conducted myself as such, which is how I explained it to Lucinda.

It quickly felt like the counseling sessions were becoming inﬁnite and circular. At the end of this exasperating session, I stood up and told Lucinda, “I appreciate your ongoing efforts to reconcile me and Robert’s disparate stances regarding the kidney donation, but despite your best efforts, absolutely no progress is being made.” This once again left both her and Robert shocked and momentarily speechless. Lucinda would respond diplomatically, and we agreed that from then on, that our sessions would be focused on how best to keep the chil-dren from being harmed in our current fracas of a marriage. That, thankfully, proved more fruitful.
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Despite the failed counseling session, on the car ride home I decided to attempt one more last-ditch tactic. About halfway home I broke the silence. “If one sees a person hurt on the side of the road, does one stop and try to help or just drive on?” Robert remained silent and firmly watching the road, but I saw his brow furrow in confu-sion; he didn’t even get what I was trying to say. “What I’m trying to say is, how in the world can I possibly think twice about trying to help when someone’s life is on the line? That is my moral preroga-tive. It would be unethical not to help. Besides, what chances does Anne have if not for me?” I began to get very emotional and near tears, so I used the kids to buttress my line of defense. “And you know that the kids are way okay with it, so you can stop using that as an excuse! Plus, it’s my body to do with what I please. The






success rate for donors is 100%, so you can stop worrying about that.”

Here he tried to cut me off, but I wouldn’t let him. “Do you even think that I would consider doing this if there was any risk of not being around for them?!” He kept his mouth shut, hands at 10 and 2. I took the rare opportunity of his silence to really get my point across. “Hon-estly, I think that you still hold out some hope after all these years that you’ll be able to exert some control over me. Well, my mother never could, and you will never be able to, either. I’m my own person and I make my own choices. Besides, I’m not even going to lose any pay over it!” I kept on going and going. Robert just sulked as he obediently drove us home.

Unfortunately, that peaceful silence would not last, as he would soon begin to try again. This time he would use fear-mongering tech-niques he had learned from others uneducated on the subject, or he would blame any and all family problems on the fact that my time and energy were all consumed by the donation process. Different bullshit arguments from the ones before. And so, the battles would rage on.
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From: miss.mima@yahoo.com To: anne_elizabeth@msn.com Date: 11-30-07

Subject: A quote Dear Anne,

A quote from my best friend Kirsten (the one who had AIDS), with you and me in mind:




"From the standpoint of daily life, however, there is one thing we do know: That we are here for the sake of others... for the countless unknown souls with whose fate we are connected by a bond of sympa-thy. Many times a day, I realize how much my outer and inner life is built upon the labor of people, both living and dead, and how earnestly I must exert myself in order to give in return as much as I have received."




Mima
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From: anne_elizabeth@msn.com To: miss.mima@yahoo.com Date: 11-30-07

Subject: Re: A quote Mima,

A beautiful quote. I don't know how it could have been said any better. I hope your best friend is doing okay. I have heard we have some better drug treatments for AIDS now and that many patients are doing quite well. Thank you (I just can't resist saying it) for your phone call. It was wonderful to have the opportunity to speak with you. You are awesome. Look forward to seeing you Wednesday.




Sincerely, Anne
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From: miss.mima@yahoo.com To: anne_elizabeth@msn.com Date: 12-03-07

Subject: Lab work done Anne,

I got my blood drawn this morning, so deﬁnitely by Wednesday when we get together, I'll be able to verify my O + status. But does that auto-matically ensure compatibility? I think they have to put both of our blood together and see if they "like” each other. Are there any legal issues I should be thinking about? Any idea how long the consent process will take? Sorry to bug you with so many questions. I think about this all the time when not working. I sooo want it to work!!!!!!!!!!!




Mima
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From: anne_elizabeth@msn.com To: miss.mima@yahoo.com Date: 12-03-07

Subject: Re: Lab work Hi Mima,

Thank you so much for the questions and for all your efforts to help me.




The best way some of this has been explained to me is that the body is made up of cells, and on the surface of your cells are markers like ﬂags on ships. These markers help the immune system recognize which cells belong there and which don't. That is how the immune system spots infections—it sees markers that don't belong to your cells. In the same way, the immune system can perceive of a new transplant like a large infection because of the different markers on the cells of the new organ. So, most of the blood tests for both of us would be looking at our immune systems. These tests would show how similar your cell markers are to mine. In general, the more similar(compatible) you are, the more likely my body will accept your kidney. There are four compatibility (tissue matching) tests that are done:
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