
2013 Update on Maria in Her Own Words
! Three months after February 28, 2009, the day of my transplant surgery, the hepatitis C 
(HEP C) virus began attacking my new  liver. You see, I was not able to receive the HEP C 
treatment before the transplant because my own liver was too damaged. The only solution 
was a transplant first followed by the treatment which begun in May of 2009. It consisted of 
chemotherapy drugs and injections. The pills were daily and the injections weekly. The first 
few  months the virus responded favorably until it was undetected in my blood stream. Then it 
started coming back. My doctors informed me that after a transplant the HEP C virus 
becomes more aggressive and resistant. Therefore, the injections became daily and the pills 
were increased. Needless to say, the side effects were many, among which were decreased 
red and white blood cells. The remedy was two added new  injections to help the bone marrow 
produce more red and white blood cells. This gave me a whole new set of side effects: joint 
and muscle pain, headaches, fatigue, extreme weakness, loss of appetite, dizziness, etc. But 
in spite of all this discomfort, I was willing to do anything that would destroy this virus and it 
worked for a while. The virus did begin to disappear for a few months but then returned. I was 
at a point where I didn’t know which was better, the gradually increasing symptoms of terminal 
liver functions, like those I had before the transplant, or all these side effects from the drugs.
! I was treated for HEP C for two years and four months, from May 2009 through August 
2011, and then the insurance company refused to pay anymore. They were not seeing good 
results for such a costly treatment ($10,000/month) and truly I agreed with them.  So their 
refusal to pay took any decision out of my hands and for which I was grateful. Then in 
September of 2011 my doctors told me that soon there would be a new  drug approved and I 
could be a candidate. Although I thought that was good news I was horrified at trying a new 
drug. I was happy it was not available yet. But then I remembered the viral count was 
increasing and I felt hopeless. 
! Just as I had learned to depend on my heavenly Father and my Savior and His Holy Spirit, 
completely and without holds, on that hospital bed three years before when I was totally 
impotent to help myself, I turned to Him again and surrendered to His will for me. On the 
advice of a dear church friend I told my loving Father that I did not want to go through the 
symptoms of this terrible illness all over again. I asked Him not to let this microscopic bug 
destroy the lifesaving work that He had already performed in me. I didn’t want to die of liver 
failure. But I only wanted His will to be done no matter what my thoughts and desires were. 
And I rested in His peace.
! Soon I began to experience again the symptoms of a malfunctioning liver. Because I only 
have one kidney, my doctors decided to change the antirejection medicine for one that is 
kinder and not as toxic to the kidneys. While I was being weaned out of one medication I 
started taking the new  one, but it landed me almost a month in the hospital in February of 
2012 with a failing kidney. I overcame this crisis and went home with an extra thirty pounds of 
fluid. Slowly my kidney improved, but in March and April I had to have fluid removed from my 
abdomen. All along I’ve had monthly blood lab work, and in July my viral count was 7,476,000 
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per ml of blood. We have over 5,000 milliliters of blood in our bodies. That is a lot of virus. By 
then I was accepting the symptoms of liver failure if such was God’s will.
! But I did not stop crying out to my Father believing in His power. In September of 2012, 
one year to the month when I had stopped taking chemo medications, my viral count came in 
undetected. When I saw  the results I was speechless. I was in complete awe of my heavenly 
Father, my Savior and His Holy Spirit. The doctors had no explanation for it. What the 
medications could not do during over two years, my God did after one year of no medications. 
It was all my loving God’s doing. I told the doctors how I had put my life in His Hands and this 
was His work. They could not even refute my claim. They were stunned and said that if this 
continued for six months I could consider myself cured. It is now April 2013 and I am still virus 
undetected. Now the doctors consider me cured. Now  my liver and kidney functions are very 
good. I have renewed energy and stamina. I feel great, healthy and happy.  Most of all I am 
eternally grateful to my loving God. I truly believe He waited a year on purpose so that it could 
not be said that science, medicines, doctors or treatments cured me.  As Jesus said of the 
paralytic, this was for the glory of God. I am truly God’s walking miracle, as a friend calls me. I 
am humbled by what He has done to me and for me. I have not been blessed, I have been 
divinely favored, not because there is anything of worth in me, but because He gives me 
worth. He looked beyond my faults and saw my need and His love has saved me.!
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