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“I will always remember the look of joyous surprise on their faces.” 

Pulmonary Fibrosis is a disease that very few people know about, but it kills almost as 
many Americans each year as does breast cancer. It is 100% fatal the only "cure" is a 
lung transplant. I learned about it in May 2008 when my sister reveled that she had it & 
that she had it for a while, The disease hardens the lungs making breathing difficult & 
eventually causing the lungs to stop working. My sister died on Columbus Day of that 
year.  

 Two years later I was going to the gym three times a week, but was finding it difficult to 
walk up a flight of steps. I went to a pulmonologist and he sent me for a MRI. The results 
showed that it was Pulmonary Fibrosis. A biopsy at NYP in January 2011 confirmed it. 
The thing is that you can not get listed until you are very ill & the doctors feel that you 
have about six months left to live. I kept getting worse & had to go on oxygen. I even had 
a unit that ran on electricity placed in my bedroom so I could sleep with it at night. It got 
to a point that everything I did was a chore. If I dropped something I didn't have the 
strength to pick it up. I finally got listed in June of 2012. The doctors decided that I could 
live with just one lung & that I didn't need two, also since my blood type was AB+ 
meaning that I could receive any blood type making me a perfect backup. In other words 
I would be called when the hospital received a pair of lungs & if one of the lungs was not 
viable for any reason then I would get the good lung. However, if both lungs were good 
then a person who needed two lungs would get them. It is called a "dry run" when you 
get the call to come to the hospital & get prepared for the surgery, but it turns out that the 
lung(s) are not viable & you get sent home. It is not unusual to have one or two dry runs. 
I had nine.  

 The hard part is seeing how hard this is on your family. Most calls come at night, (when 
there are more accidents or acts of violence), so at the hospital while  I was laying in a 
bed, (hooked up with an IV), my family was trying to get some sleep in the waiting room. 
The usual length of time we would spend there was about eight to ten hours. Knowing 
that my wife, son & daughter were not comfortable & not really sleeping really wore on 
me. The first time we were there we were sent home very early in the morning, I believe 
it was about five am. We went home exhausted & fell right to sleep. About an hour later 
we got a call to come back. After another long period of time we were sent home again. 
So it was very rough on not only me but my whole family.  

 Finally on September 16, 2012 I got a call, (number 10), this time I only went with my 
wife & to our surprise they took me in right away. It was for real!! I remember waking up 
after the surgery & feeling so much better. The hospital keeps the oxygen on for another 
24 hours, but I knew that it wasn't needed. When my wife & son came to see me in the 
morning they expected to see me in bed hooked up with wires & an IV, instead they 
found me in a chair eating breakfast. It was wonderful. I will always remember the look 
of joyous surprise on their faces. I only stayed in the hospital eight days. Which to me is 
amazing. I would be remiss if I didn't mention that NYP staff is fabulous, I had 
absolutely great care while I recovered. Doctors, surgeons, each & every nurse was just 
great. Even the cleaning woman was always cheerful & would ask me if she could do 
anything for me. As far as hospital stays are this was a good one, to say the least.  


