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T his issue of Family
Focus is unique. It is the
first issue ever that the

Editorial Board has elected to devote
entirely to what you, our readers
and supporters, have submitted.
The submissions we had received
were so numerous that it was taking
up to a year after we received them
to actually publish them, as we are
able to include only a few with each
of the standard issues due to our
regularly scheduled articles.  

Every week we receive all types
of wonderful items…articles, poems,
pictures, cartoons. Sometimes they
are informative, sometimes humor-
ous, sometimes heart warming,
sometimes sad, but they are always
inspiring and humbling. The sub-
missions provide us with the oppor-
tunity to get to know you better…
what is important to you, how you
have learned to cope with chronic
kidney disease, lifestyle changes you

have faced, the importance you have
placed on life and how you bravely
face the future. Not only does what
you send help us as we plan Family
Focus but, most importantly, what
you send assists your fellow readers,
those who are on dialysis or trans-
planted, those who face one of these
therapies in the future and their
friends and families.

I also want to share with you
that the Editorial Board has decided
that each Family Focus issue will
now include a section entitled,
“Milestones.”  We want to feature
your accomplishments, be it being
on dialysis for 20 years, graduating
from school or getting a promotion
at your place of employment. We
urge you to write to us with a few
statements about your accomplish-
ment, or if you are a family member,
friend or dialysis professional, the
accomplishment of the person with
chronic kidney disease.  If possible,
send along a photo, too, so that we
may see your smiling face.

We hope that you enjoy this
issue as much as we have enjoyed
reading the submissions over the
past year. And, please, keep those
articles, poems, pictures and car-
toons coming!  You, our readers, are
what Family Focus is all about.
With this issue, we acknowledge
that and truly honor you.

Karren King, MSW, ACSW, LCSW
For the Editorial Board
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For Our Readers, 
By Our Readers

THANK

The editorial board of Family
Focus would like to thank
everyone who provided stories,
letters, poems and pictures 
to make this special issue 
possible. 

We would also like to remem-
ber the following contributors
to this issue, who have passed
away: Lee Dolezal, KaSandra
Love and Charissa Samples.

YOU

F
F

Karren King



2

Family Focus Volume 12, Number 1

NKF Family Focus is published quarterly by the National Kidney Foundation

Editorial Office:
National Kidney Foundation
30 E. 33rd Street, 
New York, NY 10016
(800) 622-9010 • (212) 889-2210
http://www.kidney.org

Editor-in-Chief:
Karren King, MSW,
ACSW, LCSW
Kansas City, MO

Fitness Editor:
Pedro Recalde, 
MS, ACSM
San Francisco, CA

Medical Editor:
Wendy W. Brown, MD 
St. Louis, MO

Nursing Editor:
Bobbie Knotek, 
RN, BSN 
Plano, TX

Nutrition Editor:
Lori Fedje, RD, LD 
Portland, OR

Patient Editor:
Dale Ester
Glendale, AZ

Pediatric Editor: 
Barbara Fivush, MD
Baltimore, MD

Social Work Editor:
Mary Beth Callahan,
ACSW/LMSW-ACP
Dallas, TX

Transplant Editor:
Linda Harte, RN,
BSN, MA, CNN, CCT
Kansas City, MO

Opinions expressed in this newspaper do not necessarily represent the position of the National Kidney Foundation

Editorial Director:  
Gigi Politoski

Editorial Manager:
Sheila Weiner, LSW, CSW

Executive Editor: 
Sara Kosowsky

Managing Editors: 
William Comerford

Production Manager: 
Sunil Vyas

Design Director: 
Oumaya Abi Saab

To contribute to the

National Kidney

Foundation,  

visit our Web site at 

www.kidney.org 

or call 

(800) 622-9010

to make your 

donation as a  

Family Focus reader. 

Dear Exercise Editor:

I am under five feet tall and weigh 191 pounds. I have been
on dialysis for almost 10 years. I did not always know the value
of exercise.

Two years ago, I had right and left total knee replacements
and lost 55 pounds. Last year I was in an auto accident, broke
my right arm and left leg, and then over the last year began
putting the pounds back on. So far I have gained 18 pounds.

I am not able to do strenuous exercise, so when I am
watching television I exercise during the commercials. I simply
pick my feet up off the floor as if I was walking. I count to 20
and I do these exercises two or three times a night. Once I am
in bed I do 10 leg lifts. If I am in a really good mood, I do 40
heel slides. 

I hope these suggestions will help your readers. I do not
expect to lose weight, I just hope I don’t gain any more.

Sincerely yours,
Gloree Rogers
San Diego, California
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The artist of this

drawing, Lee

Dolezal, was a car-

toonist for his local

paper. A kidney

patient from

Yorkville, Illinois,

he passed away in

November, 2000. 

Dear Editors:

I received my Family Focus today. I couldn't
help but laugh out loud as I read all of the
things that everyone hopes to see in the next 10
years. The reason for my reaction is that I had
my first dealings with dialysis 30 years ago. My
first kidney transplant took place in 1973 with
my brother, James, as the donor. (He has had
no health problems from giving me a kidney.)  I
was only 15 years old at the time. I have seen so
much change over the last 30 years. This is why
I couldn’t help but laugh. I am filled with joy by
the changes I have seen and the hope that dial-
ysis patients can now have. I have been blessed
to still be alive and to be able to see all of the
wonderful changes that have taken place.
Please continue to fill my heart with laughter
and hope with each Family Focus. May God
bless all of you involved with Family Focus and
any other service that gives to dialysis and
transplant patients.

Sarah Blalock
Chickasha, Oklahoma
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The Championship Battle of My Life
By Douglas A. Smith

Iwas diagnosed with kidney dis-
ease in 1994 fresh out of col-
lege.  I didn’t know what the

future had in store for me, but I was
determined to take this chapter of my
life head on, for all 12 rounds, the
championship battle of my life. To put
the topping on the medical cake, I was
also diagnosed with multiple sclerosis,
which I have beaten so far in the
fourth round with the help of my doc-
tors, family, friends and God, which is
a good support system, the first step in
the healing process of the soul. So far,
it’s still in remission.  

I had just received my degree in
civil engineering when I received the
good news. Yes, I said the good news,
because this chronic disease made me
reach down deep inside of me to come
up with some remarkable survival and
healing skills that I would like to have.
I was always taught by my grandmoth-
er and others that no matter what the
obstacle that’s in front of you, it can be
overcome. This comes from my 

African-American upbringing and early
childhood. This is something that you
can pass on to the next generation
only by example, not by talk.

During this time I received an
internship with the New York Depart-
ment of Transportation Engineering
Construction Division and I had no
visible signs of being disabled. I was
also an athlete in my early high school
and college life so I had the right atti-
tude to take on a new challenge: I put
my game face on and said to myself
“Let's do this.”  Being a black man and
a minority in the engineering field, you
have to always be on your game. You
are always being tested or challenged
from every angle to see if you know
your work. I would have to bring my
work home with me so that I could
have a jump-start on my next task. At
the same time I was doing my dialysis
treatment, quietly undercover. I was
basically fighting two battlefronts. Only
my most trusted friends knew. The
reason for this was that I did not want
to be perceived as being disabled or
handicapped for fear of the department
saying that I could not do my job as an
engineering inspector.

I have worked in the engineering
field now for the last 12 years and was
on kidney dialysis for eight years,
going to the clinic every Monday,
Wednesday and Friday (until receiving
a transplant last year). I didn’t miss
much time from work because I saved
all my sick days and vacation. I look at
my chronic kidney condition as some-
thing that I have to survive for my kids
and most of all for my loving and
understanding wife, who has always
been there. 

The medical profession is good.
The nursing and tech staff are the
best and are very underrated for 
the terrific job that they do on a 
daily basis.

Although the doctors and the
medical staff do their part, in order to
survive and keep that flame burning
inside you have to find good things in
life to smile about to fight off the
depression that creeps up every now
and then. Look for humor in the
everyday things that you do. Smile
every day as laughter heals the soul;
don’t limit yourself or your potential
because you are classified as so-called
disabled. That’s just a word. Always
know that there are always other peo-
ple who are worse off than you.

The morning sunrise is not guar-
anteed for anyone, but by staying pos-
itive you have an advantage. Also lis-
ten to your body, know your rights,
love your Creator and never give up. FF

The author, Douglas Smith, with
one of his sons. 

I was always taught 

by my grandmother

and others that no 

matter what the 

obstacle that’s in 

front of you, it can 

be overcome.

My Access Line
By Douglas A. Smith

My access line
My life line, my umbilical cord,

To this life, to this plane, to this existence.
Let it flow, let it flow

The red blood cells of life,
Destroy the toxic waste of my body,
Cleanse my soul, while you’re at it.

My access line,
My Master Card for more life,

Another day to see
More things that I love,

Stick me, stick me, and be gentle

The Renal Zone
By Douglas A. Smith

Enter, enter, enter,
You have just stepped into

The renal zone.
An extension of mind, body and soul

The bloody horror show,
Watch it flow,
Watch it flow,

Through your heart,
Cleansing your body,
Avoiding the return,

Ashes to ashes and dust to dust,
Find meaning in the pain we suffer,

Morning thoughts,
I see another sunrise.

About the Author

In addition to work-

ing as an engineer,

Douglas Smith is a

frequent writer of

poetry and stories.

He has been a kid-

ney patient since

1994, and in

January, 2002, he

received a kidney

transplant. Douglas

lives with his family

in Virginia.



Family Focus Volume 12, Number 1

4

A Celebration of Life
By Maurice and Carol Gurney

Remember when girls were “sugar and spice 
and everything nice”

And boys were “scissors and snails and puppy  
dog tails”?

Then they “matured” to pizza and beer with 
nothing to fear

Cheeseburgers, cokes and greasy fries, hot dogs
and beans and whoopee pies

And chili and nachos and salsa dips
plus pie à la mode and potato chips

Our guys played hard and worked 
hard at earning a livelihood

Asking no more of life but that it 
taste good

The key word back then was    
motivation

In hindsight far better had it been 
MODERATION

After decades of indulgence and life’s 
vicissitudes

The “boys,” though now older, 
are still handsome dudes

But of course over time it
hardly seems strange

That the innards…the filling…should 
drastically change

NOW this boy is Neacaps, Isobide,  
Allopurinel and Pentoxifyline

Lipitor, Atenolol, Phoslo, Quinine and 
Hydralazine

Add Aspirin, Tylenol, Aluterol, Serevents 
and Flarents

And you have a comprehensive list 
of his current ingredients.

Just don’t overlook the warm heart 
beating inside

Full of love for friends and family 
and his work-ethic pride

See his strong determination to 
MAKE IT by faith and by will

Always part of his being and it’s driving him still
He’s wistful for old times but knows 

that he’s owing
God and you caregivers for keeping him going
So at 74, along with the ‘scripts and sound 

medical advice,
This boy is filled with gratitude—and 

everything nice.

Written for the 74th birthday of Maurice Gurney
who dialyzes in Weymouth, Mass. 
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Something Beautiful
By Joseph Yepez

talk to me without speaking
carry me without lifting
the body
hush the worries
of a human!
with the laughter of a child
wake me tomorrow
so i can be a better man
and pass it on to a friend
a seed is a child to a higher power
provide it with love
watch something beautiful
grow into a flower

Joseph Yepez is a patient care technician at 
a dialysis clinic in Dearborn, Michigan.

Haven of Hope
By Jack Norris

There stands a home on Rue de Brille
Built for kidney patients ill
They say that angels tend with care
The many sick that gather there

The angels watch us all in turn
With vigil eye they teach and learn
With careful ear they weigh each sound
And stand alert for troubled ground

A call for help, a moan, a sigh
A muffled scream, a tearful cry
The blind, the sick, the limbless too
Endure the chains of sorrow through

“Touch our flesh, O Lord, we pray
And cleanse our blood for life to stay”
For we who live, to night by night
Have angels each to hold the light

When shadows paint the evening sky
The angels end their work to cry
For they have walked among the poor
And gave them life and hope once more

Jack Norris dialyzes in New Iberia, La. He dedicates
this poem to the staff of his unit.
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C.A.P.D. Blue
By Annette Stewart

Boxes in the living room, why must that be?
Welcome to the world of C.A.P.D.
Warm a bag with dianeal in it,
Wash your hands for one full minute,
Wear a mask to prevent infection,
Did I mention that weekly epogen injection?
Remember to use that acronym SEAL*
Check the bag by sight and feel
Have your supplies within close range
Plug yourself in and do your exchange
Repeat this process four times a day
Until a new kidney should come your way
Dialysis has you, body and soul,
But look on the bright side,
Your very own IV pole.

*SEAL is an acronym to remind peritoneal dialysis
patients to look for four things before beginning each
treatment: Strength (of solution), Expiration date,
Amount and Leakage.

Annette Stewart, of New York, began CAPD in 
October, 2001.

Hail the Organ Donor
By Charles Jeffries

When this earthly journey comes to an end
And some of our human functions remain
Do we have the God-given authority to say
That we will keep them when our neighbor is
On that growing list of needs?

Does having these functions with us as we
Enter the Gates of Pearl have such appeal;
We leave the lad without stamina for the
Sport and leave the lass with no hope of
Becoming a wife, a mom, a teacher and
Perhaps much more?

How much more joy to see children play,
Parents laugh and shout with glee and look
To see the transplanted child grow up.
What joy there is in making that Gift of Life
Become a smile, a shout, and achievements
Undreamed before.

The organ donor’s gift is without cost but what a
Treasure is life and living!

Charles Jeffries, of Sanford, N.C., has received two
kidney transplants. His wife Wanda, an organ donor,
died in March, 1996.

On That Special Day
By Brian K. Davis

It won’t be much longer,
Before we all feel a sense of loss.

The anticipation...
Of waiting to see you gracefully walk

Through the door, for yet another treatment,
Will be a thing of the past.

We will all be very happy to see you go,
And very sad to hear you say goodbye.

But until that special day—
When you are blessed with a new kidney—

We will continue to pray for you,
And enjoy the pleasant ambiance you bring

To our ever-so-busy dialysis unit.

Dedicated to Karen Maldonado, who is on dialysis
in Neptune, New Jersey.

F
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FFor Richard

By Karen Totten

You always could
climb the highest

and you won everytime
at Monopoly. Small
wonder you live far

from where we all grew up,
and vote Republican.

I was always good
with words and books.
But looking things up

doesn’t mean one gains
control of them. Like

disease. Like the body,
so easily placed in peril.
You offered this aging

Liberal not a story
but a fact, a bean-

shaped swimming pool
for my blood stream,

a slight curve of the belly
close enough to hug.

I thank you.
My children thank you,

for the nine days
you spent in a hospital

bed, back numb,
fever high, and

the pain. Thanks for your
kind gift—a sort of
get out of jail free
card. I drove up

into the hills today
for a picnic and

understand more
what you always

liked about climbing—
getting there is a challenge and oh,

the view.

Karen Totten lives in Ann Arbor, Mich. 
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Ihad been diagnosed with kidney
failure and had spent the next
two years attempting to cope

with my changed lifestyle when I final-
ly reached the deepest point of my
despair. I was, quite frankly, seriously
depressed. I just didn’t know what to
do anymore. My metaphysical friends
would tell me to keep a positive atti-
tude, my Christian friends would ask
me if I had been saved and the rest
would offer a token word or two and
sing me a chorus of how not to give up
hope. None of them would be seen
much afterward. Even an “I can’t cope
with what is going on with you” would
have been so much easier to handle
than the silent phone. I was so busy
with my chronic illness and its
demands that it actually took months
to realize something else was wrong
with my life. No one wanted to be
around me. Yes, I needed. It wasn’t
neediness; it was honest, overwhelm-
ing need. Excuse me, but I had never
been in this condition before so I was
lost and overwhelmed, too.

It took me months to begin to
understand that some of the people
closest to me suddenly didn’t know
how to communicate with me because
they didn’t know how to cope with my
misfortune. They were traumatized by
my condition, too. The barrage of doc-
tor’s appointments, medicines and
routines filled up my calendar. My
other life seemed lost forever and I
couldn’t identify myself anywhere. I
hated my new life and grieved for what
I had lost. No one listened. It was like
everyone was shouting orders at me
all of the time. It was as if I were a
mannequin standing in the corner,
being taken out for various routine
activities then shoved back into the
corner again. My biggest pain wasn’t

in the dying anymore—I had survived.
But I was in acute EMOTIONAL PAIN
about what had been, about where I
seemed to be now and about having
no future. My life had been reduced to
the daily survival routine of living. I
didn’t know whether to be embar-
rassed, humiliated or just plain angry.
After a short time, I became silent.

I broke my silence, slowly at first,
by asking doctors, nurses and dialysis
technicians questions about my condi-
tion and treatments. There were ques-
tions for which I needed answers. Ever
so slowly, I began to build and catalog
information. First, about kidney fail-
ure. About medicines, volumes of
medicines, what each one does, how
they might affect your body and what
they won’t do. About all of the people
involved in my care—what they knew
and in what way I could depend on
them. Mostly I had to learn how to live
life all over again from where I was.
And that was a very confusing, scary
and shaky place, because I wasn’t
exactly sure about where I was in rela-
tionship to anything else.

I began to build a reality of sorts.
First, the have-to’s. Dialysis three
times a week was have-to, along with
medicines and doctors’ appointments.
Paying bills, shopping for food and
cooking were have-to’s. Laundry and
cleaning were have-to-as-best-as-able’s
because I was still pretty weak. All I
could do on dialysis days was to come
home and sleep. What more could an
“unmade bed” do? It did offer me such
comfort. Tomorrow I shall slay drag-
ons and conquer worlds, for now com-
fort is at the top of the list. I have
found myself more anchored to the
ground. Perhaps because my condi-
tion has forced me to be.

I have taken a depression manage-
ment class at my dialysis clinic recent-
ly with the result being that I can face
my disability and still move on.
Learning to define my life into what’s
normal life for me now was probably
the best advice they gave me. I can
have a normal now and pivot my life
forward from that point into active
happiness with different goals and
newer terms. I still grieve occasionally
about the things I can sometimes no

longer do because of my physical limi-
tations… but I love walking on the
bay, enjoying the sunshine, feeding
the ducks and loving my friends. What
a wonderful life to live. And I know I’m
living it now. I think I just took it for
granted before.

My personal relationship with God
is much stronger than ever before. I
have learned that although humans
will do whatever they will, God is the
love that keeps me alive, helps me
through bad days and stands with me
when I am afraid.

The sunshine is a little brighter
now and my relationship to it has
changed. I’ve learned what I call “rid-
ing the edge.” That’s the phrase I use
about living life by accepting it on a
daily basis, not really knowing if I’ll be
here tomorrow—because I don’t know.
So sunshine has become an important
part of my day. It feels good on my
body. It comes up usually every day
and it is something that I can count
on to be a stable part of my life. Riding
the edge isn’t so frightening any more.
It takes a bit of balance, but then we
could all use more balance in our
lives. Tomorrow, I might die, but
today…ah, today I am so much alive.

About the Author:
KaSandra Love died on January 29.
2002. She was a dialysis patient who
attended one of the depression man-
agement classes which will be released
by the National Kidney Foundation
Council of Nephrology Social Workers
within the next year. These words
reflect her changing perspective as a
result of participating in a depression
management program. KaSandra wrote
this article in the hopes of sharing her
experience with other patients.
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About Hope, Positive Thinking and the Hereafter
By KaSandra Love

I had never been in 

this condition before 

so I was lost and 

overwhelmed. 

I broke my silence,
slowly at first, by 

asking doctors, nurses
and dialysis techni-

cians questions about
my condition and 

treatments.
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Iam just completing my second
year on dialysis and what a
change it has been. My first

year was like a rocky road; getting
attuned to the new venture in my life,
numerous hospital visits, and reading
how awesome dialysis was. Many days
I was in limbo, not knowing what the
next day held.

But my second year changed for
the better. At the unit I developed
strong friendships with staff and
patients, which was refreshing and on
many days encouraging. I was fortu-
nate enough to attend a convention of
kidney patients in Tampa. What an
eye opener that was! I learned so
much about improving my life on dial-
ysis that it was phenomenal. I learned
about my diet, the foods that were
important to eat and those I should
stay away from. Finally, with the help
of a better diet and medication, my
anemia improved and I could main-
tain a hemoglobin level that made me
feel alive.

When I had renewed strength, I
began to feel very bored. I realized I
needed to get busy. After much
thought, I decided to volunteer at a

senior center. They welcomed me with
open arms and being able to help and
cheer other people was a blessing.
What is this all about? Dialysis is not
sitting in a chair three times a week. It
entails much more.

Here are some tips that made my
second year a success. I hope they
help you, too!

1. Read and inform yourself about
every aspect of dialysis. This is
an every day pursuit. Look for 

posters and pamphlets in your
unit. They are always there to
inform you of new literature and
seminars that will make you feel
more comfortable on dialysis.

2. Watch your diet, your liquid
intake and your medication.

3. Be aware of your blood levels.
Know the meanings of BUN, 
creatinine and Kt/V.

4. If at any time you need help, the
staff at the unit is there for you.
Also, get acquainted with your
End Stage Renal Disease (ESRD)
Network.

5. Look at dialysis as the rising sun.
It brings sunshine into your life.

Last but not least, my faith that
my health would improve and my 
family and friends have made life 
so meaningful and beautiful. Happy
dialysis. 

Mariann Burkett lives in Pembroke
Pines, Fla.

Two Years and Moving On
By Mariann Burkett

Mariann Burkett

You say, “Being on dialy-
sis is not fair. Where did
I go wrong?”

Well, my friend, life, at times, is
not fair. You may be a mother,
father, sister, brother, doctor,
teacher, lawyer, or basketball play-
er. But underneath the title you
are still a human being who is
dealing with an illness that causes
pain physically, mentally, emotion-
ally and even financially.

Cry, if you must, it’s truly
okay, ’cause to be perfectly honest,
I still cry from time to time. The
first year was rough. The first day I
wanted to die, but now that I’m
still here, I gain strength from my
heavenly Father. Then I gain

strength from genuine friends and
loved ones.

Cry, but never give up because
you have so much to give to those
even in this state. You are strong
and vibrant. There are dreams that
have not been dreamed, a song
that needs to be sung, a poem that
needs to be written! But most of all
your strength that you have on the
inside speaks for itself. How do I
know? Because you’re still here! 

Never give up. You can make it!

Christine Hopkins has been on
dialysis for four years. This is dedi-
cated to her sister, Justine Hopkins.

Cry, But Never Give Up
By Christine Hopkins

F
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Connie Kramer has had chronic kidney 

failure for 16 years and two received trans-

plants. She has been on hemodialysis for

the last 12 years. 
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Celebrating the Life of Adriana Rojas
By Laura L. Minnick, ACSW

Adriana Rojas celebrated her
30th birthday recently.     
When most people turn

30, it is treated as a major turning
point in their life. However, when
Adriana passed her major life turning
point she was only nine years old. It
was then that she was diagnosed with
kidney failure and began treatment.

Adriana started on peritoneal dial-
ysis and performed her dialysis
exchanges at school. After about six
months of dialysis she received a
transplant. Unfortunately, the trans-
plant failed after a year and at age 10
Adriana was back on peritoneal dialy-
sis for another six months. She then
began hemodialysis. It is her longevity,
19 years on hemodialysis, that we cel-
ebrate with her at this time. 

Going to dialysis after school,
Adriana was able to finish the ninth

grade. Adriana loves to do things with
her hands such as painting, drawing,
flower arranging and sewing. As a
young girl, Adriana dreamed of being
an astronomer. She enjoys stargazing
and has a telescope she enjoys using
on warm evenings. Adriana's current
dreams are to go to Disney World in
Orlando with her family so that they
will have some special, fun memories
to share. She also would like to attend
an astronaut or science camp.

Adriana attributes her longevity to
faith in God. “If you don’t have God,
you don’t have anything,” she says.
Adriana is very comfortable in her
relationship to the Lord, and trusts
Him to provide for her. Not missing
treatments or cutting them short and
staying on her renal diet also con-
tribute to her longevity, although
Adriana does confess to occasional
slipping off of her diet.

For people new to dialysis, Adriana
admits it is a difficult thing to get used
to...even after 19 years. However, she
thinks that once dialysis has become
part of your life, “that machine” is your
best buddy, doing the work your kid-
neys used to do.  

While our staff and patients helped
Adriana celebrate her 30th birthday, 
the true celebration is Adriana’s longevi-
ty on dialysis. It is our hope that
Adriana will have many more years 
to celebrate.

Adriana Rojas has been treated with
hemodialysis for nearly 20 years.

F
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Pioneer Award Recipient
By Della Brooks,  LCSW

In July of 1990, Doris Stewart had no idea what the
future would hold.  She had just learned that her
kidneys had failed and she needed dialysis to con-

tinue living.

“I was in shock
and disbelief, unable
to understand the
medical crisis I was
in,” Doris said. “In
the beginning, I
denied the severity of
my illness, thinking it
was going to heal or
go away.” After the
initial shock wore off
Doris began to realize
that her life had

changed and would never return to the way it used to be.
More importantly, she knew what she had to do to contin-

ue living a full and active life. “When you come into dialy-
sis you can either live or die. It was a team effort for me to
understand my illness and work to live a successful life.  I
bonded with those helping me, especially my nurses.  I
began to trust them through their patience in teaching and
through their care of me,” she said.

Doris also assumed a new role as caregiver of her
nephew and two nieces in 1992.  Even with the increased
responsibility, she continued to stay healthy on peritoneal
dialysis. “I learned the importance of discipline in doing
my daily dialysis just as I was taught in order to stay
healthy,” she said. “You have to do your exchanges some-
times even when you don’t feel like it.”  Doris attributes
her success on peritoneal dialysis to her good support sys-
tem and increased faith. Dr. Luis Cespedes, Medical
Director and CEO of the unit where Doris dialyzes, said,
“Doris is a good example of how successful peritoneal dial-
ysis can be—perseverance on the part of the patient and a
team approach from us.”

This past month Doris was presented the Pioneer
Award by Baxter Healthcare Renal Division for 12 years of
successful peritoneal dialysis with the original catheter.
Congratulations, Doris! F

F

Doris Stewart, center, receives the
Pioneer Award in honor of 12 years
of peritoneal dialysis with the origi-
nal catheter.

milestonesmilestonesmilestonesmilestones
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Mr. Fred Waterhouse, who dialyzes in
Houston, celebrated his 100th birth-
day at the clinic in August, 2002. He

was indeed the “King for the Day.” Mr.
Waterhouse has been on dialysis for two years.
He is truly an inspiration for us, as he has a
determination and love of life. Mr. Waterhouse
rarely misses treatments and is very compliant
with his diet. Although he is 100 years old, he is
very independent and gets around by using his
motorized wheelchair. We are very happy and
honored to continue to work with Mr. Waterhouse
and to have celebrated this special occasion with

him. We are definitely looking forward to celebrating yet another birthday with
Mr. Waterhouse! F

F

Happy 100th Birthday, Mr. Waterhouse
By Mario Vasquez, MSW

� Family Focus is

available on the Web.

To find this issue or

back issues of the

newspaper, go to

www.kidney.org/

patients/backissues.cfm

December 1, 1976, is the
date Don Kluesner started
dialysis. His dialysis unit

honors him on his 25th anniversary!

You can find Don at his dialysis
unit early in the morning Monday,
Wednesday and Friday. He can be rec-
ognized by the twinkle in his eye, his
broad smile and his hardy laugh. Don
says, “You have to maintain a good
sense of humor to survive the prob-
lems of kidney disease.” His advice to
new patients: “Continue to thank your
spouse for her support, maintain a
sense of humor, work with your
restrictions and know your primary
nurse. Treatment and restrictions
have improved throughout the years.
It is much better now.”

Don Kluesner, above, has
seen a lot of improve-
ments in his treatment
over the past 25 years.

F
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Fred Waterhouse (seated,
center) celebrates his 100th

birthday with the staff of his
dialysis unit in Houston. 

milestonesmilestonesmilestonesmilestones

In the early morning of July 30,
British climber Tony Ward set
what may be a world’s record in

dialysis: the highest altitude peritoneal
dialysis exchange ever. Tony per-
formed this exchange during an
attempt to climb Europe’s highest
peak, Mount Blanc, along with his
wife, Bridget Ward, and a team of
mountaineers. Though bad weather
prevented them from reaching the
summit, the dialysis exchange at
4,000 meters (around 13,000 feet) is
the highest land-based exchange that
is known to have ever happened.

“What our expedition proved is
that with a little care and thought you 

can dialyze almost anywhere,” Tony
said. However, “anywhere” is not nec-
essarily as comfortable or as safe as
home. During his three days on the
mountain, he performed five
exchanges, rather than the 15 he
would have normally done in that
time. There was little privacy, and he
said he carried out several exchanges
“in full view of a hut of mountaineers.”
In addition, without running water he
had to use sterile alcohol wipes to
clean his hands and equipment. And
perhaps the most uncomfortable thing
was being unable to find a good way to
heat the bags of fluid. “In the end,” he
says, “I carried out the exchanges cold,
which at 5 a.m. when you are already
cold is not very pleasant.”

After his final exchange, Tony left
the mountain by a paraglider.
Apparently, though, he has not had
his fill of adventure. In May he is plan-
ning to cycle from the southern tip of
Wales, through England, to the north-
ern tip of Scotland, a total of 1,200
miles. More information about Tony’s
adventures, past and future, is avail-
able at his Web site: 
www.tonywardadventures.com

Mountaintop Dialysis

Tony Ward performs a peri-
toneal dialysis exchange
near the summit of Mount
Blanc with the help of his
wife, Bridget.
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http://www.kidney.org/patients/backissues.cfm
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A Day in Dialysis
By Winston Rhodes

Dialysis, a place we go to
get our treatment for our
disease, a place where we
meet new friends. A place
to talk about the ol’ days
with people we know.
A place to see our relatives
every other day besides
holidays.

Faces, that are just 
faces without expressions.
Faces, that are in wonder if

tomorrow will be good or bad. Faces, that come
in with feelings that they are going to make it
no matter what. Faces, that come in and don't
want to talk or see anybody.

The sense of loneliness.

In this big room with plastic tubes mounted
here, there, around, and go directly to your
body. The red stuff that makes us live runs out
and returns. Sometimes the room is filled with
laughter and sometimes it is quiet.

We sleep to try and make the time go a little
faster. Sometimes we visit with the person next
to us, but most of the time we are just in our
own little world. Our minds reliving the past.
Seems that there is no more thing called the
future.

In this room are the most beautiful people, run-
ning here and there in their multicolored uni-
forms making us comfortable and helping us
make it through our treatment. They smile and
joke with us and mildly carry on a conversation
with us. This makes us feel that we have known
each other for a long time. To some it probably
has been and they still have a smile to share.
There are those who see that we are living com-
fortably and will help us if we need help.

Maybe one of these days there will be a cure, 
or our names will be called for what they call 
a transplant. ‘Til then we have to keep on
returning.

‘Til the next day after tomorrow, we’ll repeat
what we did today.  I would like to think that 
we will not see new faces come through that
door and that all our people enjoy a healthy, 
full life.

Winston Rhodes dialyzes in Mesa, Ariz.

Winston Rhodes
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This Thing Called the Dyo-Machine
By L.B. McCormick

Here I am, hooked up to the Dyo-machine again.
Just like it was, the way before, back then.
As I sit here hooked-up to this machine, I sit and look 

“all” around,
At the other people, as they sit and stare, like there’s 

really nothing there.
Some cry, some moan in pain, some aren’t really 

even there.
I hope someday there will never have to be anyone that 

has to be hooked up to
This thing called the Dyo-machine.
It’s not really that bad, when you think of what Christ 

had to do,
Being nailed to a cross made from a tree.
I keep praying we “all” will be free of this thing called 

the Dyo-machine.
Oh, how I would like to see for “all” of us someday 

to be free, and there will no longer be
A thing called the Dyo-machine.

Lloyd McCormick lives in Zanesville, Ohio. 
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My World  Three Times Per Week
By Mary Livingston

It’s 3 am, the old Big Ben clock is ready to jump off 
of the TV

Today is a dialysis day...
Up at 3 am, into the shower and dressed by 4 am
Get snack ready, at 5 AM big Metro Bus out in driveway
Honking and tooting his horn.
Get to dialysis center, blood pressure is shooting high,
The bus ride, the bus ride—some of the bus drivers drive
Like bats out of H---, Oh yeah.

Get to dialysis center, meet and greet patients and staff
Hope and pray everything running smoothly,
Nurses, techs, water system, and A/C
Hope and pray everyone slept well; if not, I’m in for 

another bumpy ride.

By 7 am it’s time to relax and take a nap,
Hope and pray no cramping, no nausea, or need for a bag,
These only make for a bad day.
Now four and a half hours have passed, it’s time for 

farewells until next time.

It’s now 12 pm, and the big Metro Bus is bouncing in, 
to take me home.

Mary Livingston is a hemodialysis patient living in
Houston, Texas. 
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Healing Waterfalls
By Elaine Denise McMahan

When the waterfalls of my eyes 
flow down

to gently caress my soul,
it is then that I am refreshed,
it is then that I am renewed.

For I know that I have been
thoroughly rinsed,

and I know that I have been
truly cleansed.

Just as the fragrance of the bath oils
and lather

heal my soul with a soothing balm,
the waterfalls of my eyes bring

back laughter
and restore my sense of calm.

Pools of liquid strength fill up
the arid hollow places.

They take away the burning sands
of my white hot dehydration.

Purifying mists spring forth
from my internal oasis,

as the barren desert in my heart
comes alive with saturation.

The healing waters feel good to me.
Their restorative powers strengthen me.

I am washed and rinsed
in my eyes’ waterfalls

and then I am cleansed
by their gracious miracles.

Elaine Denise McMahan lives in Los Angeles, Calif.
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Somedays
By Charissa Samples

Somedays I get up
and think what a wonderful day.

Somedays I get up
and think what an awful day.

Sometimes I just sit
and watch all the people.

Then I take a look
at my life and say,

“Hey, I don’t have it so bad.
That others on the street are starving,

When I’m griping
Because my steak’s not done.”
Then I look at other people who

Say they hate their life.
And think, “My life is great.”
So somedays I just tell God

I am thankful for all the help
And the strength He gives me.

Then somedays are just other ordinary days.

Charissa began dialysis in October,
1997, at age 12. She received a trans-
plant in December 2000 and she died
due to an infection six days later at
age 15. She was described as some-
one who “never lost hope.”

�
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Dialysis
By Margaret Campbell

Sometimes I feel like I’m dancing
my blood spinning through the plastic tubing

dancing with butterflies and stars
watching the deep red as it clarifies and cleans

all the passions and pain
dissolving in dialysate

until I am reborn whole
and ready to live another day.

Margaret Campbell, of Eugene, Ore., started 
hemodialysis in June, 2001.
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The Big Machine
By Thelma “Juanita” Paynter

As I come through the door
counting tiles on the floor
going to the big machine

for 3 1/2 hours (12 it seems)
it takes out our blood
and puts it back in

cleans it all with the help of saline
sometimes we think of early days
when we could work or even play

now we depend on the big machine
to get us through another day

The big machine, the big machine
where would we be without

the big machine

so let’s pray to God every day
as on the machine we sit or lay

that he will be with us
and guide the nurses
because without them

we wouldn’t be on
the big machine

Thelma Paynter lives in Oceana, W.V.

F
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More Poetry Corner

New Yorkino
By Joshua Rosado

You would like to know about me,
a Hispanic women?

Who was born on the other side,
destined to be American?

Then I shall tell you a story
A story that is really true

And if you were to go to my “barrio”
many people would repeat.

Once upon a time came a girl
with many dreams in her heart and soul.

She came to study and to gain laurels
which in her homeland would be impossible

because she was born poor.
To study she had to learn English,

and despite prejudices and mistreatments,
she reached her goal of having a career

and raising a good family.
They call us “Newyorican”

or “Puertorican-transplants”
but always Boricuas by blood and by race.

Dedicated to my mother.

New Yorkino
(En Español)

Tu quieres saber de mí
de mí que soy una hispana
nacido en una ísla mas aya
y por destino Americana?

Pués te contaré una historia.
Una historia que és verdad

y que sí vas a mi barrio,
muchos te repetan.

Una ves vino a estas tierras,
una niña con sueños en la alma.

Iba a estudiar y a alcanzar
laureles que allà en su tierra,

por ser pobre le negaban.
Para estudia aprendió el inglés.

Y aunque por prejuicios y maltratos,
llegó una carrera a alcanzar

y a criar su familia feliz.
“Newyorkino” así nos llaman,

“Transplantes” Puertoriqueños,
“Boricuas” de sangre y raza.

Dedicado a mi madre. 

Joshua Rosado, of New York City, received a kidney
transplant in February, 2002. 
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The following brochures, already available in English, will 
be published soon in Spanish by the National Kidney
Foundation. To receive a brochure, call the NKF’s national
toll-free number, 1-800-622-9010.

� Are You at Increased Risk for Chronic Kidney 
Disease?

� High Blood Pressure and
Your Kidneys

� What You Need to Know
About Anemia and Chronic
Kidney Disease

� What You Need to Know
About Urinalysis

Los siguientes folletos, ya
disponibles en inglés, serán
publicados pronto en español
por la Fundación Nacional del
Riñón.  Para recibir un folleto,
llame al número gratis nacional 
de la fundacion, 1-800-622-9010.

� ¿Tiene riesgo elevado de padecer insuficiencia renal
cronica?

� La hipertension y sus rinones

� Lo que necesita saber sobre la anemia y la insuficien-
cia renal cronica

� Lo que necesita saber sobre la urinalisis

Estos folletos ya están disponibles en español:

� Acerca de la presión
arterial alta y las enfer-
medades de los riñones

� La diabetes y la enfer-
medad renal

� La dialysis peritoneal

� El entender la muerte
cerebral

� Lo que todo el mundo
debe saber sobre los
riñones

� Programa de donación de órganos

� Sobre la donación de órganos y tejidos 

� Tomese su tiempo para conversar: Una guía para
hablar en familia sobre la donación de órganos 
y tejidos

Y O U  K N O W
T H E  M O R E



13

Family Focus Volume 12, Number 1

Adapting to Dialysis in Russia
By Fedor Medvedev

Let me introduce myself. My 
name is Fedor, and I’m 29 
years old. I live in Moscow

and work at the “Mezhtopenergobank”
in the foreign exchange and money
market department. I am on hemodial-
ysis. I’d like to describe my first year
on dialysis, including my impressions
and my feelings. I hope my article will
help new dialysis patients and their
families and friends.

When I was about two years old I
was diagnosed with pyelonephritis, an
infection affecting the kidney, but I
didn’t have any serious problems.
When I was 15 I started having high
blood pressure, but I still felt good. In
December 2000, at age 27, my health
worsened. I had difficulty
breathing, was swollen and
couldn’t walk fast, but I was
still able to work. 

My doctor said I’d have to
go to the hospital. My creati-
nine level was about 2.69
mmol/ltr (normal is about
0.14). I entered the hospital,
but I couldn’t have a dialysis
treatment then because all 
of the machines were occupied. 

I then went to another hospital,
which had a machine I could use.
After two days, I started dialysis. I felt
better than in December, and I didn’t
think that I would need dialysis again
for a long time. I looked like a healthy
man. I tried to be in good spirits and
make the other patients feel better but
it was really hard sometimes. The doc-
tors created a fistula in my arm, and
10 days later I started using it. After
two weeks of using the fistula without
problems, my doctor sent me home.

Fortunately, a new dialysis center
opened in Moscow. That is where I go
now. My main problem on dialysis is
that our chief doctor replaces our
nurses too often. So sometimes I have

extra holes where the nurse missed
and had to re-stick me. I understand
that nurses need to learn how to work
with different people, but we are in
trouble when they stick us wrong. Oh,
well, that’s life. I’m not so worried if it
happens now. 

My family, friends and girlfriend
have helped me to cope. When they
came to the hospital to visit me, I’m
sure it was difficult for them to see me
in the shape I was in.  

My treatments are three times a
week, for four hours. The other eight
patients in my room are friendly, and
we celebrate holidays and birthdays 
together. We try to help each other

with our problems. Most of them are 
awaiting transplants, but I don’t want
one. I’m sure that science can come
up with new ways to make our kid-
neys healthier, even if I have to wait
several years for this.

I am feeling really good now. I fol-
low my diet and it’s not so hard for
me. I am still working at the bank,
and I am thankful my employer
understands my problems. I am plan-
ning to get married soon. My girlfriend
and I are thinking about having chil-
dren. On the Internet I find many
friends who have the same problems
with their kidneys, as well as informa-
tion about dialysis. 

Just one thing makes my life
incomplete. I can’t go on long trips like
I did before. It’s so expensive for me
now. Unfortunately, I can’t have 
any dialysis treatments abroad
because our medical insurance won’t
pay for them. I will probably have to
save some money for dialysis on our
honeymoon trip.

Sometimes other patients say that
when you start dialysis your life ends.
They say, “All you can do is wait for
death.” And I want to say, “No!” I want
to scream, “No, no and no again!” It all
depends on your choice. You may
decide to wait for death or to live your
life. Choose life. If you have to take
dialysis treatments, don’t be afraid. It

can be difficult at times, but you
can’t live without them. 

Sure you have to spend a lot of
time on dialysis, but don’t think of
it as a waste of time. Use it for edu-
cation. Read a book or learn a for-
eign language. Write letters to par-
ents and friends!

Yes, dialysis is a part of your life
now, but it’s just a part. Live your

life. If you dreamed about parachute
jumping all your life, it’s time to do it.
Meet with friends. Spend more time
with your family. Maybe your children
are noisy or your parents are grum-
bling. Maybe your wife or your hus-
band is not so pretty and mysterious
like at your honeymoon, but so what?
All of them love you with your prob-
lems. Love them, too. It really is better
than spending your time quarreling. 

Unfortunately, it took me a year of
dialysis before I understood these
things. Now I know that one thing I
really have is my life. So, enjoy life!

Fedor would like to thank to his
friend, Lee Deuell, for his help in writ-
ing this article.  

F
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There are lots of reasons to donate a vehicle. 
Funding kidney research and patient care are only 
a few. Make your car a Kidney Car. Cars that save
lives. For more information, call 1-800-488-CARS.
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A Journey to Japan
By Rhona Pulman

Over this summer I had the   
great privilege of perform-
ing and touring with the

Washington Opera in Tokyo, Japan. I
never thought it would be possible
since I have been on dialysis for over
three years. Yet it really happened, and
I had a marvelous, magical time.

I have been singing in the chorus
of the Washington Opera for over 25
years and occasionally have had the
opportunity to perform small parts.
Placido Domingo has been this compa-
ny’s artistic director for over five 
years, and he, too, would be going 
on the tour.

I was asked to join the tour last
January. I first had to get clearance
from the management of the
Washington Opera due to all of my
medical problems. I never expected it
but they said that if I could arrange
dialysis and endure the stress of the
tour that I could go. With some help, I
located several clinics in Tokyo. It just
so happened that one, Shinjuku-
Koshin Clinic, was near where the
opera company would be staying. I
made arrangements and sent all of the
necessary paperwork. Everything was
set about two months in advance. I

was still very wary of having dialysis in
a totally foreign country where I could
not speak the language or read the
alphabet. I studied some Japanese
language CDs, but I certainly could
not express myself.

My first treatment was July 2. I
brought my good old erythropoietin in
a cooler, walked into a huge sky-
scraper and proceeded to the 15th floor.
The receptionist spoke perfect English.
She was the person who had corre-
sponded with me about my dialysis
needs. I was led into the treatment
room, which consisted of 40 chairs
and beds set in rows. Interestingly,
you had to remove your shoes before

being sent to your place. The staff was
very kind and attentive. Instead of
technicians inserting your needles,
very young Japanese doctors, who
were typically female, stuck everyone.
The chairs were totally automated and
could adjusted to any position. Instead
of the machines beeping, they each
had their own individual classical
tune—Borodin’s “Stranger in
Paradise,” Chopin’s Nocturne in E-flat
major, Vivaldi’s Four Seasons, etc. It
made for a much calmer atmosphere.

I had six treatments in Japan.
Despite the language barrier, I did
quite well. The tour was exhausting,
but between performances we were
able to see majestic shrines and tem-
ples, bustling streets and lovely gar-
dens. The food was delicious. So much
so, that I want to share one of the
recipes with you.

I had 17 days of the most exciting
time of my life. I am grateful for the
opportunity to tour and perform in
Japan despite my kidney failure.

In addition to singing for the
Washington Opera, Rhona Pulman
teaches voice and piano and has
raised two children. 
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Sti r  Fr y  Shr imp

1 pound frozen shrimp
2 cups frozen oriental vegetables
1/2 cup low-sodium soy sauce
grated ginger
crushed garlic
3 tbsp. vegetable oil
1/2 cup water

Heat oil in pan with garlic and ginger. Add shrimp
and cook until it is no longer pink. Remove shrimp
to a separate pan. Add water and vegetables to pan
and cook until done but still crispy. Return shrimp
to pan and season with low sodium sauce. Serve
over rice.

Makes 8 servings. Each serving (not including rice)
contains approximately:

Carbohydrates: 8 g
Protein: 14 g
Fat: 6 g
Sodium: 701 mg
Potassium: 219 mg
Calcium: 45 mg
Phosphorus: 161 mg

Note: This recipe is high in sodium. Check with
your dietitian before including in your diet. 

Analysis done by Nutritionist 4 Computer System.

✃
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Medicine, Dialysis and God’s Blessings
By Michele Lilly

After getting tested for dona-
tion in 1998, I was informed
that I was a positive match

with a three year old who needed a
bone marrow transplant. The
Cleveland Clinic conducted many tests
on me, and I left confident that I was
in “tip top” shape. That was until I
received a call from a doctor who told
me that I needed to report to my pri-
mary physician for further testing
because my creatinine was very high. I
thought... what’s creatinine? I did see
my physician, who basically did blood
testing and checked my blood pres-
sure. I received a thick packet in the
mail from him within a week and I
understood nothing he had written
except for his referral to a nearby
nephrologist. This whole matter had
me a bit shaken, but I kept my
cool…my birthday was in a few days.
I’d told everyone that 40 was going to
be my year.

That morning while killing time
before my doctor’s appointment, I had
the scare of my life. I stood up to go to
the kitchen and I had a severe pain in
my chest. I dropped to my knees as I
clutched my chest. I prayed out loud,
“Please, God, don’t let me die like this.”
As the pain subsided I grabbed my
jacket and purse and drove to the
nearest emergency room.

I was treated as a heart patient
upon arrival. I felt exhausted and very

alone. What was going on with my
health? After about an hour, the ER
doctor told me that I was admitted,
and that the nephrologists who I was
scheduled to see would be there to see
me. I was in the hospital for a few days
before the bomb was dropped on me. I
had experienced end stage renal fail-
ure and was in need of dialysis. I told
my doctor that he needed to take those
charts and find another patient to
drop that drama on; a mistake had
been made. He could not be talking
about me!

Needless to say, he gave me time to
get over the shock and, most impor-
tantly, time to cry. I was lucky to have
very supportive family and friends
around me. Nevertheless, my thoughts
were scattered and I wondered over
and over, how could I not have had
any symptoms? How could I not have
known that something was wrong with
me. Why me, why? Thoughts of my
mother, who had died the previous
year, surfaced. She was a registered
nurse who worked with dialysis
patients for years. How did I become a
patient after her death? How do you
not remember having any symptoms?
What did I miss? Will I live to see my
two young children grow up? What do
I tell them about Mommy being sick?

Shortly afterwards, I had vascular
surgery where I received an access and
had my first dialysis treatment. The
whole thing seemed like a depressing
dream. My first visit to the dialysis
unit was horrific for me. I saw elderly
citizens, some with missing limbs, and
others with various problems. I cried
on my way home. Words can’t describe
how being at the lowest point of my life
felt. How did I end up with kidney fail-
ure? It just wasn’t right.

To make a long story short, it’s
been one year now and I’ve adjusted to
my circumstances. What has helped
me the most is the support I’ve
received from my family, friends and
the friendly personalities I encounter
at the center. The elderly people who
intimidated me earlier are people I look
forward to seeing and laughing with at
every treatment. They’re family.

In short, I submitted my story so
that others will not take high blood
pressure for granted. It’s serious,
folks…I am living proof. In looking
back, I still don’t know how I missed
the symptoms, but I’m grateful that it
was detected in time for me to receive
help. In attempting to do something for
someone else, I learned that I was the
one in need of help. God is good. I still
work full time and enjoy having fun
with my children. When people ask me
how do I do it all, I tell them my secret
recipe: medicine and dialysis, mixed
with God blessing me, make every-
thing possible.

Michelle Lilly, of Maple Heights,
Ohio, has been on dialysis for two
years. 

I was lucky to have

very supportive family

and friends around me. 

In short, I submitted

my story so that others

will not take high blood

pressure for granted. 
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and the National Kidney Foundation

want to help you show all the special people in your life exactly how much they mean to you and help support 
the National Kidney Foundation in the process! 

Order today on-line at www.1800flowers.com or call 1-800-356-9377 
and 1-800-FLOWERS.COM® will give 10 percent* of the net proceeds from your purchase to the National Kidney Foundation, 

just use the code KIDNEY when ordering.

©2002 1-800-FLOWERS.COM, INC.
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An Uplifting Experience
By Ida Jane Guernsey

Many times embarrassing
moments from the past
create sources for jokes

later. A humorous incident for a 
seriously ill individual can be a 
welcome respite.

Dialysis becomes a way of life for a
kidney failure patient; however, the
machine becomes a poor substitute for
your own organs. Many suffer prob-
lems that dialyzing cannot prevent. My
appetite waned; consequently eating
became an ordeal. Lack of food intake,
naturally, caused weight loss. Looking
into a mirror was so painful. My rib
cage resembled those imprisoned in
concentration camps. How devastating
to my self-esteem.

Sundays were always a welcome
day of the week. I looked forward to
attending church. This was a “dress
up” occasion for us—not a casual
appearance. My husband wore a suit
and tie, while I was attired in a frilly
dress or fancy pantsuit. These days
my appearance was disheartening.

The idea had crossed my mind
several times to search a catalog for a
bra enhancer. Since my normal bust
size is small, I decided to order a size
36B bra with insert. That would be
just the solution to a blouse that hung
from my shoulders like a curtain
panel—straight down with no curves
to mold into the material.

After the order was placed, I eager-
ly awaited for the parcel to arrive. It
would be exactly what I needed to
boost my image in the mirror. I’d wear
it to church the first chance I got! As I
opened the package, my eyes bright-

ened and my spirits rose like a child
unwrapping a gift. Just what I wanted!
Its appearance was more than utilitar-
ian, with its lacy trim. What a lovely
undergarment! Who needs apparel
from Victoria’s Secret?

I carefully dressed—wearing my
loveliest blouse—to cover my “fooling
mother nature” apparel. Or so I
thought! What a shock! The reflection
in the mirror displayed a bust size
quite different from the one I antici-
pated. My appearance no longer
showed a torso like Twiggy, the waifish
“string bean” model of the ‘60s.
Instead I was transformed into an

hour glass figure like Dolly Parton!
What happened? Thank goodness I
hadn’t ordered a C or D cup! As I
quickly thumbed through the catalog
once more, my attention was drawn to
a single phrase, “mastectomy bras”! Of
course. My breasts, even though quite
small, had not been surgically
removed.

By now it was too late to change
clothes, and as I walked into the sanc-
tuary I imagined all eyes on my enter-
ing. After all, besides looking—as well
as feeling—top heavy, I walked
unsteadily like a teenager with her
first pair of high heel shoes! My rich
pink blouse was pale in comparison to
my complexion by this time. How
could I have been so stupid?

I must confess the sermon that
day was lost on me. I scooted down in
the pew wishing to become invisible.
This was humiliating! Would the 
service never end? After church I
quickly hurried to a friend to get her
opinion on the new me. After asking if
she noticed the change in my appear-
ance, a drawn out “W-e-l-l-l…” sent
both of us doubling up in laughter.
The expression, “If you’ve got it, flaunt
it” definitely was too much for my
appearance.

Now no enhancer is needed, since
a kidney transplant has improved my
weight and appearance. This bra and
accessory are tucked away in a drawer
beneath other unmentionables. They
are a reminder of an occasion that
brought a chuckle to me when I need-
ed it most. F

FIda Jane Guernsey with her
husband, Paul. This photo
was taken a few months
after her kidney transplant,
on the occasion of their
50thwedding anniversary.
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