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Kenneth George Bolton, MD, was humming as he entered his office that fine March morning.  To the round, bald man, dressed in a seersucker coat, and red and white bowtie, the affairs of the world were grand; his career progressing nicely.  He was a star; a full professor and chairman of the well respected department of obstetrics and gynecology at the University Medical Center.  Research drives the world of academic medicine, and the professor’s studies were extremely successful.  His investigations led to the world’s first uterine transplant, given the moniker TAUT for: trans-abdominal uterine transplant.  The procedure harvested a cadaveric uterus after death, and transplanted the organ into a female whose uterus had been removed years before, generally as a treatment for uterine or cervical cancer.  23 cases had now been successfully completed in that manner.  In conjunction with the drug company Oviture, he developed Pregno- platinum; the only immunosuppressive drug that did not cross the placental-blood barrier.  This was a tremendous breakthrough, allowing the suppression of the immune rejection in the mother’s transplanted uterus, without affecting the fetus.  These studies led to the world’s first TAUT live birth, a healthy baby boy delivered just one week ago.  Yes, in the world of academic medicine, Kenneth George Bolton was a celebrity.  He was soon to cross paths with a patient-couple who would leave the professor wondering whether it was worth it all.


It was unusual for patients to arrange an appointment in the professor’s office, most being seen by hospital house-staff in the University OB/GYN clinic.  Money can open many doors however, and this patient-couple included a man who was the chair of the Seagram’s foundation; an organization which funded the OB/GYN residency for many years.


“Doctor Bolton,” the secretary said warily, interrupting the man at his desk, as the professor reviewed his place in the academic world.  


The professor looked up at the woman over his rimless spectacles, and in his finest southern drawl he answered: “Bonnie honey.  What can I do for you?”


“Ah…Dr. Bolton…sir, I mentioned to you last week the appointment with the Summerville’s.”  Whispering now she said: “You know, they are Seagram’s patrons.”  Not receiving a response the secretary reminded him.  “They are here after referral from Doctor Connors.  You know…for a TAUT.”


The professor questioned the woman.  It truly was a fine day and so politely asked: “but who is the gynecologist?  I believe Doctor Connors is a G.P.?”


Bonnie looked down at her shoes, blushing a bit.  “Well…Doctor Bolton….I…I…don’t think they have a gynecologist.”


The professor scowled at the woman, beginning to feel slightly impatient.  “Now Bonnie…honey…you know I see people, only after referral from a gynecologist!”


“Well, I’m sorry, Doctor Bolton.  I…I mentioned this to you last week.  They will not go home without seeing you!  They already made that quite clear to me.”


The professor thought for a moment.  Glancing at the portrait of Joseph E. Seagram’s on his office wall, he soon appreciated the dilemma.  “Well I see…Seagram’s patron you say?” Money now registering in his bald head.


“Yes.” Whispering she added.  “Quite big patrons, as I understand it, sir.”


The professor drummed his fingers on the top of his desk top, now quite interested in the situation.  “Well…Okay…put the woman in the exam room.  I always like to see these ladies with absentia uterinii alone without their husbands.  I’ll talk with the man afterwards.” He said, adjusting his bowtie and returning to his favorite medical journal.


“Ah…Doctor?” Bonnie said quietly.


The professor looked at the woman sternly.  “Yes…what is it now Bonnie honey.”    


“Ah… Doctor. Bolton…Sir…this lady….well she’s a he!”


“That’s what I said, put the lady in the exam room,” looking down and returning to his work.  “I’ll talk to the husband later.”


“But Doctor Bolton… they are both men, the Summerville’s are both men!”


The professor looked for the longest time at his trusty secretary.  He was confused, but slowly the scenario clicked in his mind.  Bolton was a conservative man, who considered himself open, with a progressive, southern mind.  “They are both men?” 


“I believe they are called a Gay couple.” she replied.  “And quite married I might add.”


“Homosexual…they are homosexual?” The professor asked, nearly spitting out the words.


And so Doctor Kenneth George Bolton was introduced to the new world order that his surgical genius had created in the form of Bobby and Billy Summerville; a gay couple, modern in every possible way.

“We are so thrilled to meet you Doctor,” Bobby said enthusiastically.  “My partner and I have been so incomplete, that is until we became aware of your breakthrough.”  Neatly dressed in matching silk, charcoal grey, suits and pale green ties; the men were tall, thin, with short, neatly coiffured hair.  Bobby seemed to dominate the pair; Billy quiet but very attentive.


“When could you do the operation, Doctor?”


Kenneth George Bolton sat behind his large desk.  He looked at Bobby and then Billy with a confused look.  Looking to his left, he incorrectly addressed Bobby as Billy.  After sorting out his mistake he went on.  “Well… Mr. Summerville.”


“Please, call me Bobby,” the man replied with a beautiful white smile.


“Ah, yes… Bobby.  Here at the University, we have been able to resolve the absentia uterinii problem that has plagued nice young ladies since the advent of the hysterectomy, primarily of course as the result of cancer.  I don’t really see how my super, and it is a super operation.  I don’t see how our program here might apply to you…or,” looking now uncomfortably at Billy, “you’re husband.”


“Partner, Doctor Bolton!  Billy is my partner,” Bobby said emphatically.  “And partner for life I might add,” gently grasping Billy’s hand in his, revealing ornately bejeweled and matching wedding rings.


“Yes…Partner, I stand corrected,” the southern man replied.  “But what could a trans-abdominal uterine transplant possibly have to do with Billy here?”


Bobby sat back in his chair and brushed an invisible object off of his tailored suit jacket.  Both Bobby and Billy looked wounded when they heard the professor’s analysis.  Bobby shook his head and pushed on.  “Doctor Bolton, all people have the right to be parents.”


“Parents yes, and isn’t adoption so…modern now-a-days?”


“Old, antiquated thinking,” Bobby said.  “We are long past the time when sexual orientation affects parenthood.  Doctor, we all have the right to experience the blessed birth experience.  Do you not agree?”


Kenneth George Bolton paused and thought silently.  Recalling his 23 successful female TAUT patients, he raised a politically incorrect objection.  “Females, TAUT’s have never been performed in a male, Mister’s Summerville’s.” He said looking first at Bobby and then at Billy.


Bobby shook his head without a word.  He turned his head briefly and gathered some reassurance from Billy.  Reaching to the floor he lifted an oxblood leather satchel to his lap from which a scientific paper was removed.  Reading from the abstract the man said: “Materials and methods from Surgery of Gynecology and Obstetrics, dated May of 2002.  In an article by Bolton et. al.; and I quote: “46 male, white tailed, pigs underwent TAUT in the standard manner.”


The man looked intensely at the professor.  “Doctor Bolton, you performed your landmark research by operating on male pigs!”


“Well…of course in the animal model…ah…the male pig was used…but…”


“Doctor Bolton, may I ask you why males were used in your animal studies?”


“Bigger than females, of course,” he said without thinking.  Realizing what he had just said he added enthusiastically.  “Ah…but really…if you must know, they were much cheaper than the sows.”


“A sow is actually a female pig only after she gives birth to piglets.  But I repeat your words: BIGGER.  Is not the human male pelvis bigger that of the female, much like in the pig?  Also, and again I quote from your article: “the anatomic surgical considerations were identical in the male pig.”  So, would not the surgery be identical, and actually easier due to size?”  Bobby Summerville asked.


Kenneth George Bolton looked silently at his two visitors without response.  Technically he knew the TAUT would be identical in the male.  What troubled the man was the concept of motherhood.  A male with a uterus capable of giving birth?  The professor was a progressive man, but the thought disturbed him.  He thought however, of his competitors, primarily in Texas, and would love to be the first to perform a TAUT on a male.  While a bit unusual, he decided, fame would again be his; the professor really just an educated fame seeker.


Bobby reached again into his briefcase.  Slowly he removed a framed portrait of a pretty blonde haired woman.  He set the picture on the edge of the Doctor’s desk.  Touching the top of the frame he mentioned the name of Betty Summerville.  “My ex-wife, Doctor Bolton. A fine woman, as far as that goes,” he said, turning and nodding to Billy.  “I understand that transplants are more successful when the donor is living related.”


“Yes, but all TAUT’s have been cadaveric transplants.  The uterus is donated by an unfortunate death along with harvesting the usual organs…heart, lungs, kidneys, cornea’s, etc...  Who is this woman?”  He said picking up the portrait.


“My ex, as I said, and she just happens to be Billy’s sister Betty.”


Thoughts of the family dynamics introduced by this shocked the Doctor.  Bobby Summerville was the ex-husband of Betty Summerville, the sister of his Gay partner.  Still he wasn’t really sure what the man was hinting at.  “Go on.”


“Betty Summerville is my ex-wife, the sister of Billy here.  A fine woman, as I said.  She, Doctor Bolton, wishes to donate her uterus, allowing her wonderful brother to experience his birth right, that is, the experience of giving birth to a child.”  Both men looked lovingly at each other with their matching beautiful white smiles.  


“A living related TAUT?”


For the first time Billy spoke up: “Yes, Doctor Bolton, very living and very related.”


Kenneth George Bolton stood slowly from his desk. Turning he opened the long drawn curtain revealing the beautiful University campus mall.  In silence he considered all that had been said.  Sitting before him was perhaps the gift of a lifetime.  He was already the world’s first cadaveric TAUT innovator, but evidently he could be the world’s first male, TAUT surgeon.  Not only could he perform the first TAUT in a male, but that case would be the first living related TAUT as well.  With this one procedure, the professor would continue to lead the transplant academic curve.  Many were beginning to gear up to perform the procedure that he had described in the female.  Soon the procedure would be very common place, and his name committed only to the annals of medical history.  He knew that anatomically the surgery would be even simpler in the larger male.  The rejection problem with the closely related donor would practically be a non-issue; the doses of the pregno-platnimum needed to suppress rejection now negligible.  Pregnancy, difficult in the immuno-suppressed female, would not be a problem.  What had dropped into his office that fine March day, was not only the world’s first male, uterine transplant patient, but the first mother-male, a term the professor was soon to coin.

The professor turned back and sat at his desk.  Before him was an endorsed personal check made out to the University Obstetrics and Gynecology department for one million dollars.  Next to the check was a thick sealed envelope with a well known law firm’s return address.


The professor picked up the check quietly, and placed it in the top right hand drawer of his desk.  He understood easily its implications.  


“Thank you Mr. and Mrs. Er…Mister’s Summerville’s.”

He picked up the envelope and sliced it open with a golden letter opener.  Reading quickly he realized that the document was a served legal document accusing Kenneth George Bolton, MD, and the University of racial discrimination based on sexual orientation.

Bobby spoke up.  “That serves you with our intention.  If in fact you do not see our way in this racially charged request, we will be forced to litigate the matter.  Now if you see this our way, I will personally tear up the legal document.”  Turning and looking dotingly on his partner, Bobby said: “The first living related TAUT and subsequent live birth in a male.  Doctor Bolton, this is an opportunity of a lifetime, is it not?”

#

There was a huge media contingent present the morning of the landmark TAUT.  Doctor Kenneth George Bolton arrived early that morning, and gave interviews on local as well as national networks.

“This is a groundbreaking event.  The procedure will be the first in the history of medicine.  It will right some of the child baring gender inequality present throughout time.  I ask you, why should mother-male’s, given the medical breakthroughs in this new decade, not be able to give natural birth to a child, like all fertile women have been able to do since time immortal?”

“Professor,” the newscaster asked.  “Some say that childbirth was a God given function of the female, and hence you are not morally justified in performing this surgery.  How would you respond to this?”

“Old antiquated thinking!  Now excuse me, I have to go to the operating room.”  

#


The surgery was performed in room two and three of the University operating room theatre.  A traditional hysterectomy was performed through a lower midline incision on Betty Summerville.  The uterus was placed in an ice chest and delivered to the adjoining room.


The TAUT was performed on Billy Summerville in the following manner.  A lower para-median incision was performed; an up and down incision in the left lower quadrant of the abdomen.  The uterus was placed transverse, with the fundus, or top of the uterus, in the left lower abdominal quadrant and the cervix in the lower right hand quadrant of the abdomen.  The artery and venous supply of the uterus was then anastamosed to the internal iliac artery and external iliac vein in the same manner as a kidney transplant.  The cervix was then brought out through a stoma in the right lower quadrant, the externalized cervix eventually to be covered with just a Band-Aid.


The patient did well.  He was pre-medicated before surgery with female doses of estrogen and progesterone needed to create a maternal type milieu in the uterine lining.  Pregno-platinum was started at very low doses and continued throughout the postoperative period.  Once the patient was healed, eggs from an ovulating female and sperm from Bobby Summervile were implanted in the transplanted uterus through the stomatized cervix.  Nine months later, a healthy baby girl named Barbie was delivered with the use of Pitocin labor induction.

#


One year post delivery Billy Summerville was in Bolton’s office when the professor returned from the operating room.  Bonnie warned the man of Billy’s presence before he entered his office.


“Mr….er, Ya… Mr. Summerville,” Bolton said to the man as he made his way to his desk.  He couldn’t help but notice the absence of Billy’s wedding ring.  Sitting, he faced the man and asked him,” where is the…er..family?”


The man stood and straightened his silk tie.  He dropped a thick envelope from the same law firm with a thud on the professor’s desk, walked around the desk, and looked out the window on the University campus mall. Bolton opened the envelope quickly.  In doing so he was legally served with malpractice litigation claiming malfeasance in surgical and obstetrical management on the part of Kenneth George Bolton, MD, and the University Medical Center.   

Billy Summerville cleared his throat and spoke, obviously choking back tears.  “Bobby left me for another man.  Barbie is happily with my sister Betty.  I just couldn’t do the mother thing.  I want it out, Doctor Bolton!  I want a hysterectomy.” 

