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Dialysis looks different depending on when it enters your life. Starting it young-or younger than expected-comes with a specific kind of grief: the loss of momentum, possibility, and imagined futures.

 This book comes from that place.

 

I didn’t plan to live on dialysis.

No one does.

Most of us don’t grow up imagining a future measured in treatments, machines, lab results, and exhaustion. We imagine normal things: work, relationships, small comforts, a sense of control over our own bodies. Dialysis doesn’t just interrupt those plans. It replaces them.

If you’re reading this, chances are your life split into two parts at some point: before dialysis and after dialysis.

And no matter how much information you were given, nothing truly prepared you for what “after” feels like.

This book is not written by a doctor. It’s written by someone living inside this reality. Someone who knows what it’s like to wake up already tired. To count fluids, watch food, feel guilty for cravings, and wonder how long you can keep going like this. Someone who has felt fear, anger, grief, shame, and the strange loneliness that comes from being sick in a world that keeps moving.

I won’t tell you to “stay positive.”

I won’t tell you everything happens for a reason.

And I won’t pretend dialysis is something you just get used to and stop feeling. What I will do is sit with you in the truth of it and show you how I  survived it. If you feel broken, weak, or behind in life because of dialysis, I want you to know this first:

You are not failing. You are adapting to something incredibly hard.



My story

 

Before dialysis, I was living a good life. Or at least, that chapter of my life felt genuinely good, maybe even suspiciously good, in hindsight. I had met my  partner  about  five  years  before  my  diagnosis,  and  over  time  he became  everything:  my  best  friend,  my  family,  my  emotional  support system, my person. Given where I started in life, that alone already felt like winning.

I grew up in foster care, in an abusive household, which is one of those things that tends to quietly sit in the background of your life like an unpaid bill you assume will eventually come due. For a long time, I half-expected it to catch up with me. Still, I always thought I had turned out all right. I did well in school, went to university, and generally functioned like someone who had their life together.

That arrangement ended at nineteen, when my foster family kicked me out, coincidentally around the time I stopped being good money.

After  that,  life  was  objectively  hard  but  also  strangely  enjoyable.  I  was young,  stubborn,  and  convinced  that  freedom  automatically  counted  as happiness.  I  went  abroad.  I  didn’t  finish  university  (long  story,  different book).  I  struggled,  but  I  enjoyed  it.  I  genuinely  believed  I  had  made  it through the worst part of my life and earned a normal future.

Then,  at  twenty-five,  I  met  my  partner.  He  became  my  first  and  only partner, and for five years we built a life that felt safe, loving, and real. No drama, no chaos, just us. Those years still matter more to me than anything else in this story.
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