
“In the midst of the most heart-breaking              

experience of my life, it felt like such a GIFT.” 

 

 

In early 2019, my husband of 32 years died rather suddenly and                       

unexpectedly 3 weeks a�er receiving a cancer diagnosis.  We were                   

referred to Roswell   Cancer Center and were there about a week a�er the 

diagnosis.  We thought we would be talking about treatment op%ons and 

were preparing for discussions around chemo, radia%on, surgery.  But a�er 

some tes%ng and a horrifyingly swi� decline, we got the unthinkable news 

that the cancer was absolutely everywhere in his body and there was no 

treatment they could offer.  Thankfully, I was able to get him back home to 

Lacona, and he died a week later.  At home, peacefully, with his best buddy, 

best girl, and ki+es at his side.   

 

MaryLu and Dan Moriarty 

  

I have been a dedicated, vocal advocate for organ dona%on for more than 25 years, and my husband was as well.  We were both 

registered donors and had always expressed to each other that we would choose dona%on if the %me/occasion came.  So I was 

deeply saddened that because of the rampant cancer, Dan wouldn't be able to donate his organs or %ssues.  I said as much imme-

diately a�er he died to my doctor friend.  Then she replied "You know, they might well be able to transplant his corneas." It is hard 

to express how much that sentence comforted me, at a %me when there was li5le comfort to be found. 

  

But Dan had just passed and we were at my home, in Lacona.  I really didn't know if it would even be possible to make that           

happen.  I contacted the Director of the Finger Lakes Donor Recovery Network, a dear friend of mine who I had worked with over 

many years and he contacted the Lions Eye Bank at Rochester.  Very shortly a�er that, I got a call saying that they would be willing 

to drive to Pulaski and recover Dan's corneas at the funeral home.  My doctor friend, the lovely gentleman from the Eye and Tissue 

Bank, and a kind and accommoda%ng funeral director then made all the arrangements.   Within a couple hours I got no%fica%on 

that they had been able to accomplish the cornea recovery.  It felt like a huge relief; like we had been able to make something       

happen that Dan would have wanted.  

  

I understood from the get-go that those corneas might not actually be usable.  I was told that there were no guarantees, but that 

they would no%fy me eventually what the disposi%on was.  I hoped and prayed that they could be used, and just wanted to hear. 

  

It is very hard for me to find words to describe the emo%ons that overwhelmed me when, four months later, I received a le5er 

informing me that both corneas had been successfully transplanted.  Dan had given the gi� of sight to two people.  I dropped to 

my knees and wept with gra%tude and apprecia%on for what all those people had done to make this possible.  In the midst of the 

most heart-breaking experience of my life, it felt like such a GIFT.  And I mean to me, not the recipients.  The love of my life would 

in some small way live on and made an impact on other people through his death.  My husband was a teacher for more than 35 

years and was a loving, caring, giving soul.  It felt like the most perfect thing for him to help a few more people on his way on to the 

next life.  I knew with absolute certainty that it was what he would have wanted. 

  

I wish everyone could know the compassionate, caring, and professional manner with which this was carried out.  There                  

was so much respect shown for my husband: another gi�.  I have been involved with organ and %ssue dona%on since the ‘90s            

when I worked in HR and an employee of my company died while awai%ng a lung transplant.  I became ac%ve with the local organ            

procurement organiza%on and have for years worked to help raise awareness and understanding of the importance of dona-

%on.  It’s very strange now to also be a donor family.  But it absolutely affirmed for me what I always believed to be true: that it is 

comfor%ng and gra%fying and heart-breakingly special to be a member of this club. 


