HOW I FOUND ‘LORI’


For quite a few years now I have been asked, “How did you do it?”    “How did you find your ‘Donor Family’?”   Mostly it is people who have had a transplant, or, those who know of such a person.   We all know that, still today, it is frowned upon and definitely not encouraged; in fact, I believe that there is legislation in place that forbids us finding out.

I do believe that it would not work for everybody, but I also believe that where both parties would like to know and meet, that certain criteria should be met, but, it should not be prevented.   It is quite strange but I can honestly say that I love Lori and her Mum and Dad as if they were my own family.   Lori and I are great mates and to think that it has only been since about May/June 2002.   You must bear in mind that we had been writing to each other for a few years before that, and the actual meeting was finally being able to put a face to the image, I had in my mind.   Believe me I was not disappointed, and she was everything that I had expected.

After my kidney transplant on the 2nd of October 1998, and a few letters between my ‘Donor Family’ and myself, my wife Mirva and I went to the first Thanksgiving Service in 1999.   During the service a girl got up and read a poem about ‘Her Brother Douglas’.   As I listened to her words, I recalled what I had been told about my donor, and realised that what the girl was describing, could have been exactly the way my donor had died.   As you can probably imagine, it was a very emotional service for us, maybe more so myself, as I would not expect anyone, to feel or understand the bond there is, between a donor family and a recipient.   The service was beautiful as they all are.   I encourage anyone to go along to one if you have not already been, as they are just so very special, as they should be, as giving life to a complete stranger, by donating the organs of your recently departed loved one is so incredibly special.

After the service, we stayed around talking to various donor families and recipients, wondering if we had just given a hug to my own ‘donor family’, or was I just fooling myself.   I kept thinking about this girl and her brother ‘Douglas’, and it was really starting to get to me.   When we got back to where we were staying for a couple of days, while we were down in Brisbane, I told Mirva that I had to do something with the little bits of information, about my ‘donor’, that I had been told by Lori and her Mum, in their letters.

The following morning I rang the register of Births Deaths and Marriages, and was politely but firmly told that they could tell me nothing, as I had to be related.   I tried to tell the lady on the phone that I was, in a way, as I had my donor’s kidney.   She appreciated my attempt at humour but I was told that that sort of relationship did not count.   I hung up a little dejected but thought, “ I know I have to do something with this info I have, and the poem the girl read the day before was only the trigger needed to get me of my proverbial butt and get me into action.”   The lady where we were staying suggested that being a government department, I should try again and maybe get another operator in another city who might be a little more understanding.   Without another thought, I rang the number again and a pleasant female voice answered.   I started my spiel again, and this lovely voice said to me, “ Oh, I get it, you thought that by ringing again, and this being a government department, you would get another operator in another office?”   Well I acknowledged that she was right, and I’m sure she could hear my heart sinking to the floor.    

She said “Well you’re stuck with me!”.   I was beginning to feel this emptiness coupled with severe sadness, and was about to give in when she said.” Why is it so important for you to find out?”.   I replied that it was better than patting myself on the tummy and saying, “Thanks Mate”.   I also told her that I would be satisfied with just a first name.   Again the lady, who I’ll call ‘Kate’, told me that it just wasn’t allowed.   

I was beginning to see the writing on the wall when ‘Kate’ asked me when my donor might have died.   I told her that it could have been very early on the 2nd October, or even on the 1st October 1998.   ‘Kate’ said, “Ron there were about 110 people who died on the 2nd, so I told her that I could narrow that down.    I was beginning to feel excited, as I believed this girl/lady was going to help me.   I told her that my donor was male, aged 37 and died in South East Queensland.   She told me that with a government computer, you had to put a name in it, or a number, and my information did not come under either of those categories.    She also told me that there were over 150 people who died on the previous day, which was when my ‘donor’ had passed away.   Then a very strange thing happened.   I could hear her tapping something, and a bit of bashing, not too serious mind you.   I asked her what was wrong, and she replied that her computer had suddenly selected a name.   ‘Kate’ was sounding rather upset and frightened.   I asked her to relax and told her that everything was going to be all right.   I have a framed saying in my home that helped me through my kidney failure, which reads,

 ‘Lord help me to understand that nothing is going to happen to me today, that you and I can’t handle together’ 


‘Kate’ told me that she had tried to ‘escape’, and also control alternate and delete, at the same time to restart her computer.   Nothing had worked and that is why she was getting so worried.   After a few deep breaths, she asked me what else I knew about my donor.   I told her what I knew about him, and some of the things I thought might be relevant about his family.   I also was beginning to get a little excited as she agreed that I in fact did know a lot about my donor without actually knowing his name. 


After I had run out of the things, that I could think might help, ‘Kate’ told me that she still couldn’t tell me who the computer had selected because of breach of privacy acts etc., but, after a pause that seemed to go on forever, she asked me when he was buried.   I told her that I was not sure but it could have been as early as the Monday as my transplant was on a Friday.   Actually it was the day before an election, and I was told I did not have to vote if I didn’t want to, because I was still under the effects of the anaesthetic, and by the time my 24 hours after was up, the booths would have been closed.    ‘Kate’ said, “No.” then another pregnant pause before she said, “Pick another day”.   I was prepared to sit down for the next year if I had to ‘til I found out the day this person, that the computer had chosen, was buried.   When I got to the Wednesday, she said, “Yes”.   ‘Kate’ also said that although she didn’t think that they would be able to tell me anything either, that I should try to find out about a service at a time on the Wednesday, at a Crematorium on the Gold Coast.   She also told me that I shouldn’t make a special trip, as she was sure I wouldn’t be told anything, and anyhow, it was just a name the computer had ‘selected’.


“Kate” I asked, “Has your computer come back to normal?”   “Yes” she said, “It has, it has”.   “See!” I told her, “I told you everything would be all right”.    She answered; with a smile evident in her voice, that I had indeed told her, that everything would be all right. 


I thanked her from the bottom of my heart, but she told me that she had told me nothing really.   With the way it had happened she hadn’t had to tell me any more.


That afternoon I went over to the state library in South Brisbane and proceeded to run through the microfilm of various papers looking for a funeral service that would match up with the times and dates I now had.   Bear in mind that this was just a ‘name’ the ‘computer had picked,’ out of a possible 260 or so people.


After five hours I came across an exact match.   I was elated.   What clinched it for me was that I knew that my ‘donor’ had worked for an emergency services group and had won an award for bravery at some stage in his life.   At the bottom of the notice were the words:- ”No flowers by request, donations to the Air Sea Rescue Point Danger”


I wrote the entire notice down into a little black book with red corners.   I carried that book with me wherever I went, and I still had it with me on the day I met Lori in 2002.    I didn’t tell her, until that year, that I had known her name, or that I had found out who my ‘donor’ was, so many years before.


I worried about meeting Lori and her Mum for the first time because I was concerned it would rekindle the sadness of Pete’s passing.   Lori’s genuine hug and big beaming smile put me at ease immediately, and then her Mum gave me a hug and said “Ron, nothing will fill this hole in my heart for Pete, but, seeing you getting on with your life, and hearing about what you are achieving, has made the decision to donate all the more worthwhile”.   How could I be nervous after that?   


Lori and her Mum joined with Mirva, and became my main cheer squad at the 

8th National Transplant Games held on the Gold Coast in September/October 2002.   Lori’s Dad even came down from Brisbane, to cheer me on, at the swimming pool.   Because of my transplant, I was able to compete in 11 events at those games, and I won medals in seven.   Before that, I had never won a medal in my life.


But wait, there’s more.   You thought I was finished didn’t you?    Wipe that tear away, and let that lump fall back out of your throat.   The night before we eventually met, I rang Lori and we arranged when the best time to meet would be.   We have a good three to three and a half hour drive from home here to get to Lori’s shop ‘Pet Supplies Direct’ at Harbourtown.   


We left home and proceeded to drive down with our three chi-hua-huas and stopped for a ‘cuppa’ about halfway.   After taking the correct exit off the main Gold Coast Highway, one of our little dogs began to misbehave.   They are all usually very well behaved.   When we pulled up at a set of traffic lights, I told Mirva that we would pull over just up the road, and let them go for a wee walk.   As I pulled over I noticed a van pulling in behind us.   As Mirva got out the passenger door with our three charges in their harnesses, I got out to see if the driver behind us wanted me, or was just pulling over to read the signage on the car.   This gentleman walked up to me and asked, “Ron, Ron Crawford?”.   At first I thought “Well no points there.   It is written all over the back window.”   I took more notice of the chap as he walked up, and then recognised him from a photo that Lori had send me by e-mail the previous night.    “Michael?” I queried, “What are you doing here?”

He then told me that he was on his way to open the shop, just up the road, in about 5 minutes time.   Michael and Lori only live 10 minutes from the shop, so the odds that we would meet up at a set of traffic lights after such a long trip, were pretty slim.   When Lori introduced us to Michael later that day, I was able to tell her that we had known him for ages.   Well at least, an extra two hours, or so.


Nothing surprises me much anymore.   These are just a few of the wonderful and varied things that have happened to me in my life.   I am, more than ever, determined to promote ‘Organ Donor Awareness’ so that others might benefit from my experience.   Pete saved eight of us, and improved the lives of so many more.   

I will always be eternally grateful, not only for being given the chance to live again because of ‘The Gift Of Life’, but because I have been blessed with meeting a wonderful family, Pete’s family, and by the way have I told you about this wonderful caring lady we have also met.   

Pete’s sister,,,,,,,, Lori…….   

