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Foreword

This book was written by my father, Guillermo Salvador Trotta,
in 1989, 9 years after his kidney transplant. It is important for you
to know that his was one of the first’s kidney transplants in Argen-
tina; it is highly likely that the current procedures have changed.

My father was a musician, an excellent pianist and a passionate
teacher. At the time he decided to write this book, his life was way
different than what it was before the transplant. I was starting my
first year at primary school, my mom was a housewife and my dad
was no longer working for the Central Bank because he had already
founded his own conservatory of music, ‘Musarun’. In the front part
of our house he received children of all ages who came to learn to
play the piano and the electronic organ, among other stuff. That’s
the father I remember, the artist.

My father was unbelievably happy making others happy and it
was that positive attitude and good predisposition to help others
what made him transcend. Unfortunately for everyone who knew
him, he died of cancer in 1995.

The original book is written on a typewriter, an Olivetti that I still
own. I do not know the exact reason why he decided not to publish
it while he was alive, due to his tale is, in my opinion, inspiring.

2012 was a rough year for me, because being an only child; I
had to go through the loss of my mother. Nevertheless, during her
last months, the conversations I held with my mother were beau-
tiful and we came out with the idea of publishing this book, which
was neatly stored in a box. One night at the hospital, while I was
taking care of her, [ read it and got moved by it. That night I realized
that book could be a great help for many people and that I should
publish it.



2 Foreword

[t is my desire to reach people who are going through something
like this, to their loved ones and medicine professionals who decide
to dedicate their lives to help us.

[ invite you to get inside this story, written in a simple yet excit-
ing way and amusing in many occasions.

Alejandro César Trotta



Introduction

This is a real story. The names of the characters and places have
been changed to protect the privacy of the people involved.

Even though I know the story perfectly, because it is my story, |
am not sure I managed to translate it correctly into the written form,
because I am not a professional writer and I do not pursue any liter-
ary purpose. These pages had their origin on the suggestion of Dr.
Maschi, who based her suggestion on how “useful” it would be for
others to read about what had happened to me. This would be later
supported by other people, among them my wife and the writer M.
E. D., to whom I thank her good interest and help.

[ must add that I did not describe any event the way I now re-
member it, I described how I lived and felt in that moment. Some
parts are filled with anger, others with gloom; feelings I had expe-
rienced under that circumstance but as time passed by have been
modified, leaving behind, just a tiny grief.

Dear reader, for two persons to understand each other it is nec-
essary in the first place to speak the same language. That’s why, in
order to establish communication between us within these lines, it
is essential that you try to put yourself in my place at every moment
of the story.

[ have divided the story in three parts: first, “sickness”, second,
“hemodialysis” and lastly “transplant”.

Without further ado, I invite you to step into the first page of the
story.

Thanks for your attention
The author






