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Transplantation (Authorisation of Removal of Organs etc.) (Scotland) Bill 

Yvonne Prentice 

Dear Health & Sport Committee, 

I believe there is a meeting regarding the soft-opt out option on transplantation 
and I would like to make presentation in this regard. 

I think it very poignant that today’s meeting is on 11th November, 
Remembrance Day………...... 

Every day is Remembrance Day to someone who has received the gift of life, 
to every transplantee’s family and also to every Donor Family because they 
know that spirit is out there somewhere living and breathing. 

Living LIFE. We remember EVERY time we look at Harry, spend time with 
him.  

I am Mum to a son who was privileged to receive the greatest gift of all, a 
chance to live life to the full when another unfortunate soul has lost dear life 
itself leaving their family and friends lives shattered. 

Harry lived life as an apparently healthy young boy unaware of any health 
issue, paying piano, trombone and active Sargent with the local air corps. 
Studying for his Highers and aged 16 a suspected food poisoning case within 
hours changed into a “fighting for life” scenario. Harry needed an urgent heart 
transplant. Due to the lack of donors Harry didn’t receive a heart at first, over 
6 weeks on life support he grew weaker and as he slowly slipped further away 
from real life he was implanted with a mechanical, electrical heart to keep him 
alive. He “lived” with that for 2 years until infection took hold and he found 
himself back on the emergency list once more. 

Life support and organ donation waiting list is terrible place to be. Every 
moment of every day you wait hopeful of “the event”. Hopeful? How can you 
be hopeful? Hope turns to guilt - all the time. You are being hopeful of 
someone else’s fate………… How awful is that? 

Huge stress and personal battle with such thoughts and hopes as you make 
every effort to grip on to life. Daily. 

Unfortunate situations arise, fortunate for others. Yet only when kindness, 
forward thinking and understanding prevails through darkness. When 
someone dies, nothing can bring their spirit back to life, but for that spirit to 
carry on is something for families to hold on to. 

It’s an education in itself and one harshly taught as you travel along the 
transplantation road with facts, figures and events taking place. A road rarely 
travelled yet not until you are on it do you realize values and fragilities of life 
and its losses. 
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I understand your meeting today is attended by donor families, these people 
are amazing individuals to have been so kind and loving to our nation. They 
do not stipulate or chose who can and cannot have the valuable organ, they 
agree freely and knowing that someone somewhere can perhaps see the light 
at the end of a very dark tunnel. 

I would ask the committee, has there been any thought to a meeting with 
families who have NOT agreed to donation in the event of their loved one 
passing away? I wonder how many of those families still stand by their 
decisions and how many have regrets in the cold light of day. I would imagine 
more than just a few. 

I firmly believe the proposal will make things easier for families placed in the 
position of having to even contemplate organ donation, presumed consent 
isn’t a “tear your options” away bill but a choice, the choice to say NO. A 
family choice made easier if the deceased has not opted out or said NO. NO 
means NO. A phrase we are well familiar with, give the “individual “ the choice 
to say NO. After all there is a high percentage of families who still say NO 
even though the individual has said YES, 

Taking away the “individual’s” wishes and right – surely no one can say that is 
right. 

Remembrance Day - Yes, every time we look at Harry we remember. He is at 
college now, he had difficulties whilst waiting transplant, he has attended 
Parliament (Scottish & Westminster) and several other medical seminars 
speaking about his situation and to champion the cause for this proposal. He 
would have loved the opportunity to come see you himself however that 
opportunity has not extended itself to him. Perhaps it will. Make this 
Remembrance Day the day of Change, A day to Remember all the people 
who have died, growing to ill or weak whilst waiting on a list of poor souls 
awaiting the fate of another and a day to Remember the families and 
individuals who have given consent freely to help others. 

Harry was awarded the British Heart Foundation Young Heart Hero of the 
Year Award 2015, he was the first successful mechanical heart to heart 
transplant patient in the country, he is now 21. Attached is also the story Harry 
has written and it has been chosen and published by the Scottish Book Trust. 

Thank you for your time. 

Yvonne Prentice 
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SCARS, TROPHIES AND LIFE’S TRUE REWARDS……….. 

The room was large and crowded, yet for that moment silence prevailed 
before one name rang through. Applause heralded my slow unsteady march 
to the stage. Many know the anxiety that precedes simple tasks when 
suddenly placed at the centre of attention, the caution in climbing stairs, the 
humiliation of an unlucky stumble while at the mercy of an audience. I am well 
acquainted with anxiety, however, for different reasons but, with the guidance 
of a supportive arm I stepped up - a quick hand shake, congratulations then I 
felt the weight of the prize in my hand. It is a prominent trophy, cold glass 
heaviness with sharp edges. I looked up. The burden of a room full of eyes lay 
upon me as my mind drifted back to the journey that started four years earlier. 

I was a gregarious 16 year old with the world at my feet. Life was good. A 
huge part of growing up had been my involvement in the local air cadet 
squadron, with numerous rewarding experiences through my earlier teens. I 
had swum, run, flown, shot, and crawled through mud and undergrowth, years 
spent going on camps and meeting new friends. It is ironic how the simple 
things in life are only truly valued when you lose them. We take simple 
freedoms for granted, without demand, yet it is life's little privileges that form 
the mortar that holds us together when life starts to wobble. Disaster struck, 
for my health as well as my future, before I could inch my toes across the 
starting line into adulthood. 

Within me my heart had served me well in my short years of life, but it had 
been a ticking time bomb. There was little reserve left now as it pumped on, 
on tired and faltering. The same heart, like a motor, had powered me through 
my early swimming years. I had trained under the persuasive coaching of my 
uncle. He had a wry sense of humour and little time for second place. His 
teaching proved invaluable. With determination and hard work comes 
progress and with progress comes reward. 

Lying in hospital day after day, swimming now lay far beyond the limits of my 
struggle. I relied on machines and pills to keep my heart from failing further. 
For now, these were only half measures as my heart would never recover. 
The plan for me was a new heart. I waited on a list, with other souls, for my 
future to be decided by someone else's fate. As the days and weeks passed 
my prospects grew dimmer and dimmer. I slipped further into fragility and 
illness but no suitable new heart came. Then, out of the bleakness, a chance 
of some degree of life and hope was presented to me. It would not be a new 
heart in conventional terms, but one of electricity and metal. With this 
‘mechanical heart’, known as a ventricular assistance device, life was far from 
normal, making me feel half human, half machine. 

But I was now more human than the diminishing ghost that had been 
languishing in that hospital bed. I had, at least for now, another crack at life, 
freedom and the makings of a future ahead of me. 

Then came two years running on battery power, plugged into the mains at 
night like some sort of appliance. It taught me a lot about the freedom that 
people enjoy in health. I was one of the lucky ones. I could close my eyes in 
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the silence of night and hear the tiny whirring cogs emanating their high 
pitched whistle from deep within my chest, round the clock, without repose 
and without instruction. No difference between me and everyone else, only, I 
was reminded of that which kept me alive. 

Alas, however trustworthy, machines can succumb to the harsh reality of 
nature. Infection had snaked its way within me to the very surface of my 
trustworthy ‘companion’. Its days were now numbered. Once again I was back 
on the emergency transplant list awaiting a new heart, this time, hopefully, a 
real one. 

After six days my second chance at life had arrived. The day had come. The 
morning moved swiftly, a last minute visit from loved ones, teary eyes and 
exchange of a few comforting words. Then down to the business at hand. The 
anaesthetist leaned over my head, talking me off to sleep, a mask gripped 
tight to my face, and then nothingness. 

The next few days and weeks, were turbulent - so I am told. The heart 
transplant operation was successful but the heart itself less so. I was kept 
alive by an array of machines surrounding my bed, an army of faithful doctors, 
nurses and the hope and prayers of my close friends and family. My lungs 
failed my heart and a hole was buried into my neck for me to breathe. I held 
on to dear life itself, in the most inhuman way possible. 

Then, after my darkest day came not so much a light at the end of the tunnel 
as a slow, gentle, cautious ascent from the depths, I was getting better. 

However, no warrior returns from battle unscathed. The fiercer the battle; the 
deeper the scars. I have had two years of exhaustive recovery and rehab, 
learning to walk again, talk again. The stroke I suffered through prolonged 
time on life support became the greatest price, taking power from half my 
body and changing my life forever. I lost many friends along the way but 
realised some true ones as well. 

Standing here this award feels heavy in my hand, but my reward, lies in 
appreciation for the subtleties of life. 

They say I have a choice, the choice not to let my disability define me. 

I have no such choice, it will always define me. 

The choice I have is whether to let it define me by how it knocks me down, or, 
how I get back up. 

Harry Prentice, 
British Heart Foundation Young Hero of the Year 2015. 


