
In January 2017, I acquired autoimmune encephalitis and lost 
most of my memory from the prior two years, including the first 
year of my degree. The next few years were spent adjusting to 
this new life with epilepsy, reteaching myself that first year, and 
having a few more autoimmune diseases added to the mix. 

Disability for me is nuanced. It’s an ebb and flow, with some days Disability for me is nuanced. It’s an ebb and flow, with some days 
being easy and others truly awful. It means I harbour an 
unreasonable resentment towards Mondays, which is my plasma 
infusion day. That means every Monday I have to insert needles 
into my stomach fat to keep my antibody levels up. It means 
taking half a pill cabinet each day to reduce seizures. It means 
frustration from being measured by tests every few months. 


