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Reclamation

YOUR 4-YEAR-OLD daughter
and an entourage of medics
explode from the emergency
department into a hospital
corridor.

She sits cross-legged on the
gumey. The nurse carries her
IV pole. Your husband lugs this
week’s array of stuffed animals
while you hold her hand.

Your child has just been
sentenced to spend the rest of
her life with diabetes.

“The left front wheel of the
‘gumey wobbles out of control.

Wedged into your daughter’s
antiseptic-smelling room, you try
to decide what to do. Your spouse:
cancels a business trip. The
Orlando escape is put on hold.

You call your daughter's
pre-school and leave a message.
that she will be “out” the rest
of the week. You withhold the
reason for her absence.

Over the next week you
and your husband
squeeze a crash course
in digbetes manage-
‘ment into your tightly-
planned, fast-track
lives.
Before today,
the future had a
glossy sheen.
Your girl fastened
her own Velero
shoes and buckled her
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own car seat. But this afternoon
she pushed the stool up to the
Kitchen faucet and drank straight
from the tap, plastering her hair
t0 her head.

You wondered, i faucet guz-
zling typical? Your spouse called
the doctor, and that’s when you
were hurdled into the world of
endocrinology. Definition: Life
just shoved you into a black
chasm.

You start crawling back up,
unable to see your way.

“The diabetes nurse educator
insists that you poke yourself
with a needle. You need to know.
you're not hurting your daugh-
ter, she says. Needle technology
i better than ever. Better?

Life was better last Tuesday, at
the park, slurping a Hawaiian
Paradise snow cone, before
the diabetes fairy floated in for
avisit.

You close your eyes and
poke yourself. The jabbing, sear-
ing pain you expected doesn’t
happen

‘A dietitian explains that your
daughter needs to eat six times a
day. She moves on to meal plan-
ning. Carbohydrate and protein
measurements whirl around in
your head.

Following the hospital dis-
charge, you read books on di
betes and talk to parents and pro-
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fessionals. Armed with more
knowledge, you reduce her
highs and lows.

In the grocery store, your
daughter settles into the cart.
Together you scrutinize the pro-
duce and discuss the number of
carbohydrates in green peppers
and chocolate chip cookies. She
straightens and says, “T don’t feel
like I have diabetes when I eat
when you tell me to.” She grins
that lopsided grin

‘The chasm tums from black
togray.

At her next diabetes appoint-
ment, her doctor smiles at her
AIC and says, “Keep up the
good work.”

One day your husband de-
scribes a diabetes book. He tries
o say it was well written, but it
comes out, “Whell whittin” You
and your daughter laugh at his
Elmer Fudd impersonation.

Prisms of sunlight beam
through the clouds. You're out
of the chasm. In this new light,
Tife Tooks different, but tastes
as sweet.

You reschedule the trip to
Orlando.

Jennifer Angelo is a writer work-
ing on a book about her daugh-
ter’s first year with her insulin
pump. Jennifer can be reached
at jangelo@jangelo.com.




