
My husband Robert 
and I were woken 
by bangs on the 
door at 4.15am.

I panicked. It  
was last July and we were both 
52, parents to Christopher, 25, 
and Matthew, 23. Were they OK?

Robert ran downstairs in his 
PJs, and I heard a woman’s 
voice. ‘Christopher…accident…
hospital.’ I leapt up, terrified. 

Robert raced to me, saying  
we had to go to the hospital. My 
heart pounded as we drove there. 
Please let Christopher be OK.

He was single, a beefy labourer 
who lived alone in a one-bed flat 
nearby. I tried to stay calm. Maybe 
he’d just had a drunken fall… 

But we were sent to intensive 
care where a doctor explained 
Christopher’s first-floor flat had 
caught fire. He’d fallen from a 
window trying to escape, suffered 
terrible head injuries. ‘He’s 

braindead,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry.’
I stared, numb with shock. My 

caring, funny son, who loved footie 
and fishing. He couldn’t be dead.  

Christopher lay with bruised 
eyes and tubes in his mouth.  
But he was breathing, the heart 
monitor was beeping. He looked 
asleep. ‘He is braindead,’ the 
nurse repeated. ‘The machines are 
simply keeping his organs alive.’

I lifted Christopher into my arms, 
wailing: ‘No!’ Crying, Robert and 
I phoned the family. Matthew, his 
girlfriend Diane and my parents 
raced to join us in our awful vigil.

I kept rubbing Christopher’s 
hand, weeping: ‘I 
love you.’ I asked 
the nurse if he 
could hear. She 
shook her head. 

Then at 
7.40am, she took 
us into an office 
and introduced us to the 
hospital’s transplant co-ordinator. 

She gently asked: ‘Would you 
give permission, on Christopher’s 
behalf, to donate his organs?’ She 
wanted to cut up our son?

Panicked, I started crying: ‘What 
if they’ve made a mistake, what if 
there’s a chance he’ll be OK?’  

But I trailed off as she 
continued. ‘If 
there was even 

the slimmest 
chance he’d pull 

through,’ she said. 
‘We wouldn’t be here.’  

The truth sank in. 
My boy was dead. 

Now we had to make 
this terrible decision. She 

said Christopher’s heart, 
lungs, liver, pancreas, 
kidneys and even his 

ligaments could 
be used. 

But when she 
mentioned his 
corneas, I broke down. They’d 
cut his eyes out?

‘No,’ she explained quickly. 
‘It’s only the top surface.’

Still, all I kept thinking was: 
‘He’ll be cut open. Are they sure 
he’s dead?’ She assured us his 
body would be treated with 
dignity and when we saw him 
afterwards, he’d look the same.  

Robert and I cried throughout. 
But the important question was 
— what would Christopher want?

I could picture 
him smiling: ‘I don’t 
need those organs 
any more, Mum.’

Robert agreed 
our generous son 
would want to save 
lives. So after 40 

draining minutes, we agreed to 
donate every organ. 

The op would take place that 
night, then Christopher’s organs 
would be whisked away to other 
hospitals. ‘Just promise you’ll 
never leave his side,’ Robert 
begged and the doctor agreed. 

But it was awful. I’d finally 
accepted he was gone. The rest 
of the day, we huddled around 
Christopher’s bed. I wept, telling 
my son how proud I was.  

By 7pm, we were exhausted. 
So the nurses suggested we go 
home until next morning. My 
heart shattered as we hugged 
Christopher, saying our very last 
goodbyes. The next time we’d 
see him, he wouldn’t be 
breathing, just cold and still.

Back home, Robert and I 
couldn’t sleep. So at 11pm, we 

‘I don’t need 
those organs 

any more, Mum’
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drove to Christopher’s burnt-
out flat. Standing outside, we lit  
a candle and prayed for him.

There’d be an investigation but 
it wasn’t thought to be suspicious. 

All night we lay awake, minds 
whirring. Had they taken his heart 
yet? Had his organs saved lives?

We returned to the hospital at 
8am, where we were led in to see 
Christopher. My heart burst.  

He looked so handsome and 
peaceful, with a faint smile on  
his face. He seemed proud of 
himself and right then, I knew 
we’d made the right choice.

We learnt he’d saved five lives. 
Christopher’s kidneys had gone 
to two young mums. Another 
woman got his heart, a grandfather 
his lungs. His liver, ligaments and 
corneas were used too.

Seven months on, we carry 
donor cards ourselves. And 
though we still grieve, it’s a real 
comfort knowing Christopher 
didn’t die in vain. All those 
people are alive because of our 
wonderful son. I’ll never regret 
the decision we made.

Caroline o’Gorman, 53, 
erskine, renfrewshire
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