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My story begins as it does for all of us, our birthday.  Mine is March 3rd, 1952.  Life was 
pretty much uneventful until I was in the second grade and had my first major experience 
with an Emergency Room.  I was bitten by a rather large German Shepard (especially 
when you’re that little).  I spent 4 weeks in a hospital bed in my own bedroom and for 3 
of those 4 weeks I wasn’t allowed out of bed and had to keep my legs elevated.  After my 
recovery and life resumed I was afraid of all large dogs. 
  
Life returned to everyday routines and was pretty much normal.  I joined Cub Scouts, 
then on into Boy Scouts.  I enjoyed scouting and eventually ended up working at a scout 
camp, Camp Sequassen in New Hartford, CT.  My first year on staff was in the kitchen 
and then working on the Rangers Crew.  I am an Alumni Member and still visit the camp 
several times a year. This lasted until I graduated high school and entered the Air Force 
in 1970.  My job was that of a Security Policeman (now called   Security Forces).  Now 
for a little twist, I volunteered to become a dog handler (K-9).  My parent’s reaction was 
one of complete shock considering my earlier experience with large German Shepherds.  
After K-9 school my first assignment was working at the Military Working Dog 
Procurement Center at Lackland AFB.  Here I gained great knowledge and experience 
working with the vast amount of dogs located there, on   average approximately 500 of 
which the majorities were German Shepard’s but a few other breeds as well.  I then got 
orders sending me to Southeast Asia.  It was there that I met Duke, a Golden German 
Shepard.  He will always be my favorite and who I will never ever forget.  Of all the dogs 
I have handled, in the Air Force, drug dogs for US Customs or those I have personally 
owned, Duke is the one who will always be by my side. 
  
I began working for the Westchester County Dept. of Correction in 1984 as an officer. 
Through the years I was promoted to Sergeant and then promoted to my final position as 
Captain.  As a Captain I ran a squad on the day shift at the Penitentiary, and then was 
made the Director of Training from 2001 to 2005.  In June 2005 I was moved to my final 
position as Accreditation Manager (to comply with national standards for   accreditation 
with the American Correctional Association) and retired in August 2010. 
  
One morning at work after just finishing up a breakfast snack I began to have some 
abdominal pain.  This pain turned out to be the result of an esophageal varices bleed. The 
date was Monday, March 15, 2004.  It was fortunate that I was at work and that the 
Westchester Medical Center was literally right next door.  My wife Lynn always prayed 
that if something were to happen to me that it would happen at work. God answered her 
prayers. 
 
 
 I remember seeing her at the foot of the gurney I was on and that is all I remembered 
until sometime during the afternoon of Wednesday March 17th.  I learned that I had spent 
the past 2 days in ICU, and that I complained about the machines beeping, nope no 
recollection of it.  Now I got the news as to what happened to me.  I was told I’d had an 
esophageal varices bleed and had I not been at work when it occurred that I would not 
have survived.  Lynn continued to explain what I missed and it was quite a bit.  She told 
me that she was waiting in a hallway as I was having an endoscopy and a doctor who 



came out introduced himself to her as Dr. Wolf and began to explain what was happening 
with me.  He then told her “we can always do a liver transplant”.  Life as I knew it 
changed, really changed! 
  
My whole routine that I was used to was to be no more.  After a week in the hospital I got 
to go home, spent three and a half months at home before being cleared to return to work 
but only half days.  I would go home from work at noon and just fall asleep until Lynn 
got home from work.  She would call me for dinner and sometimes I did not even eat but 
just got up from my recliner and go straight to bed.  Repeat, so it went.  Doctor 
appointments, tests and then they found a blockage in one of my heart arteries which was 
corrected with a stent.  The half days continued, doctor appointments and tests continued 
until September when Dr. Wolf informed us I was now officially listed on the transplant 
list. 
  
Now the wait started and the half days continued.  On February, 17th 2005 at 
approximately 9:30 p.m. I received “The Call”.  I was told that they might have a liver for 
me and prepare to come in and they would call back.  At 10 pm they called and told me 
to come in. 
  
It has been 10 years and on February, 18th 2016 it will become 11 years since my 
transplant. 
  
It is amazing how we can remember specific dates and times but I can’t remember when I 
began my journey with TSO.  It has been a wonderful journey with strangers who 
become friends and I thank ALL the members for their support, help and understanding.  
I look forward to the future……..! 
 
 
  
 


