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Donor Room: Dr. Kern’s Final Patient
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The story Sarah shared with us was nothing short of stunning, harrowing, unique, and unforgettable.

“I am Sarah Paterson. I used to work at the Medical Center, in the Department of Transplant and Organ Donation. My role was that of an assistant anesthesiologist and resuscitator. Our center was one of the nation’s leading institutions for organ transplants. We were well-known across state lines, a hub for organ harvesting and tissue typing.

I loved my job deeply. It felt like we were giving people a second chance at life. But what my husband and I went through... I wouldn't wish it on anyone.

Our chief doctor, Dr. Kern, was arrested in front of us—handcuffed. I can still feel the chill of his malicious, burning gaze. Even now, the memory of him sends a shiver down my spine.

And today, I want to tell you everything.”



Sarah remembered how she first met her future husband, Michael. It was in the subway—they were both listening to the same music. A smile, a laugh, a conversation, and then they exchanged numbers. It was Michael who called first, inviting her to a concert by their favorite singer. He had already bought two tickets. At the time, they were both students.

“Your work is definitely more exciting than mine,” he would say, smiling over a steaming cup of morning coffee. “So, tell me—how long does a heart last?”

“After death, the heart deteriorates quickly,” Sarah explained. “That’s why it must be stored cold—typically between six and twelve hours—but ideally, it should be transplanted within four to six hours.”

Michael raised his eyebrows, genuinely impressed. “So, the patient has to be prepped for the transplant almost immediately, right?”

Sarah nodded and hugged him tightly. “It’s frightening, isn’t it? Thinking that one person must die so another can live. Sometimes someone even gives up a kidney voluntarily, just to save a life...”

“I love you so much,” Michael said, his voice suddenly intense as he kissed her firmly. “I’d sacrifice myself for you.”

“Don’t say that.” She scolded softly; her voice tinged with fear. “I don’t even want to think about such a thing. No sacrifices—I need you alive and well.”

She burst into laughter, pushing away the tension, and stood up from the table. “Well, it’s time for me to head to work. I’ve got a short shift today, nine to five. I’ll be free this evening—but the day after tomorrow, I’ve got night duty again.”

Michael stood quickly, his expression concerned. “I thought you said no more night shifts. I want my beloved wife home at night, next to me in bed.”

Sarah smiled warmly. “Honey, I don’t work every night. My schedule is a bit all over the place, but my manager promised to sort it out.”

Michael pulled her into another hug and kissed her forehead. Today was the first day of his vacation.

“Perfect,” he said. “If you’re done early, I’ll head out for groceries and cook us something special. Or would you rather go out to a restaurant?”

Sarah was already putting on her coat. “I’d rather stay in. You cook just as well as any chef,” she said with a wink.

Michael grinned, pleased with her answer. As soon as he saw her off, he returned to the kitchen. He washed their coffee cups, wiped them down the table, and then pulled out a sheet of paper. With care and quiet excitement, he began jotting down a list of ingredients for their romantic dinner at home.

Suddenly, and quite unexpectedly, the phone rang. Michael rarely answered calls from hidden numbers, but something made him pick up this time.

A calm, unfamiliar voice came through the receiver.

“Hello, Michael. We’re looking for a young and talented individual with a knowledge of foreign languages. We need someone to handle a few translation tasks. Would you be interested in cooperating with us?”
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