
My 'kidney journey' began in 2006. I'd been having really painful migraines for some time and was using ibuprofen and 
migraleve to ease the pain & nausea (little did I know back then, the damage I was doing to my kidneys by using over-
the-counter medication!) 
 
Eventually my partner at the time insisted I went to see my Doctor; he took my blood pressure which was extremely 
high and told me to go to A&E at Darent Valley Hospital, Dartford immediately! 
 
That was on a Wednesday. When I arrived at A&E they checked my blood pressure and carried out some blood tests and 
an ECG & the next thing I was admitted with no one able to tell me what was wrong. Apart from the 'headaches' I felt 
fine! 
 
Back then, Darent Valley was a satellite renal unit and came under Kings College Hospital, London and the renal 
consultants visited Dartford on a Friday. For the next 48 hours I was left wondering what the hell was going on & on the 
Friday I was told that I had kidney failure. To say that came as a shock is an understatement; I was 44 years young, 
working full-time and although life was busy, I felt healthy and well (apart from my knees from playing sport). 
 
That was when my life changed. I was discharged on the Monday and the only meds I was given were blood pressure 
tablets. My migraines ceased & because I felt 'back to normal' I went into denial & would not accept that I had chronic 
kidney disease. The next procedure was a kidney biopsy and when the results came back the scarring on my kidneys was 
too far gone and I was told that eventually I would need to start dialysis and would probably need a kidney transplant at 
some point in the future. 
 
During the next 2 years I had regular check-ups at Kings and my creatinine was rising slowly and my kidney function was 
slowly dropping. I’d moved to Portsmouth and in 2007 I asked my consultant if I could go on holiday. She 'ummed and 
ahed' for a while & then looked at me & said a break in the sunshine would probably do me good. So off I went to 
Hawaii on a 3 week 'healing holiday' to swim with wild dolphins convinced that their 'healing energy' would 'fix' my 
kidneys. When I got back Alison said I looked really well and my kidney function had improved a little and I remember 
feeling over-the-moon! But this was short-lived. 
 
In 2008 I got a call at work saying that my blood results were not good and that I needed to decide which type of dialysis 
I wanted - I didn't want either! I'd attended a Patient Information Day at Kings and had been overwhelmed by the 
information I was given. Back then there were no other patients to talk to and new kidney patients were 'talked at' by 
various nurses and consultants and it was all pretty scary stuff but I'm pleased to say it is all very different now.  
 
Eventually I decided to go on Peritoneal Dialysis as it was something I could do myself and I could fit it in around my job. 
Initially I was dialyzing every 4 hours and the company I worked for were great. I used to hang my fluid bag from the 
ceiling above my desk and dialyze while I worked. I've also been known to cook a roast, bbq and drive a car while on 
dialysis (I was stuck on the M1 in a snowstorm on my way up to Northamptonshire), I wouldn't recommend the latter! 
After a while I decided to go on overnight dialysis (CAPD) which was great as it gave me my days back and a machine 
beside my bed cleaned my blood while I slept. I was even able to fly to a family wedding in Portugal in 2009 with my 
machine and fluid bags - all organised by my renal team. 
 
In 2012 my dad read an article in a newspaper about a 'new' procedure being trialed where a person with a different 
blood type could be an organ donor so he contacted the renal department at Queen Alexander Hospital, Portsmouth 
(unbeknown to me) and asked if he could be tested & in 2013, after a lot of pre-op preparations, I received my 1st ABOi 
'incompatible' kidney transplant from my dad. My 'new' kidney gave me the chance to have both my knees replaced in 
2014 & 2015, which would never have happened had I been on dialysis & this saved me from needing a wheelchair. 
 
I moved to Kent in 2017 & unfortunately my dad's kidney failed & I found myself back on the transplant waiting list and 
am now under the fantastic care of the renal team at Kent & Canterbury Hospital.  I was lucky enough to be able to go 
back onto PD as there was no way I wanted to go on to hemodialysis - for me the thought of a fistula in my arm is a No-
No! I came across KKPA in 2018 at a Patient Information Day in Faversham and started volunteering for the charity soon 
afterwards. I also joined my local tennis club and am still very grateful to the NHS for both my 'bionic' knees!  
 
In August 2019 I got THE phone call saying that a kidney had my name on it and I had my 2nd transplant at Guys 
Hospital, London and I'm truly thankful every single day to my deceased donor and her family. 
 
Tracy West, March 2021. 


