I Just happen To Have Diabetes			Yvonne Profit, March 11, 2011

My mom has always taken me and my sister to any event she’s attends dealing with diabetes.  Actually, my mom takes us with her everywhere she goes.  She’s very protective of me and my sister sometimes to the point where I’m like, "Come on Mom, I’m 13 years old!"  I know she means well, but I am growing up!  As I sat there, kind of bored, well actually, I was a lot bored.  I know that’s not grammatically correct, but it’s to convey my point.  I couldn’t help hearing some of the parents’ comments.  I heard the parent say she had to quit her job because she goes to her daughter’s school four times a day to test and give shots and her daughter is 9 years old and now has complications from diabetes.  One mother was crying very upset about her 8 year old having to deal with diabetes and the hardship it has placed on the entire family.  The stories were so depressing!  I thought to myself, I was testing my blood sugar when I was 3 years old!  I was doing my insulin injections at 5-1/2!  My mom instilled in me I would never use my diabetes as a crutch to not try my best.  I would learn how to control my diabetes and not allow my diabetes to control me.   I asked my mother after the meeting, “And you think I’m irresponsible?”  My mom laughed.  The depressed parent will make their child depressed.  If the parent learn how to handle the responsibility of dealing with diabetes on a daily basis, so will the child.  I remember my mom telling me, you help me with your diabetes during the day, and I will take care of you while you sleep.  You will never go to bed wondering if you are going to be able to wake up the next morning.  She has been taking my blood sugar throughout the night for almost eleven years.  I can count the times that I have taken it during the night.  It’s just something we have to learn how to deal with, but it’s not the end of the world.  I go to Children’s Hospital for my checkups.  My mom had to take some documents to the pediatric endocrinology department.  I stayed in the car.  When she got back I told her.  “Mom, I know I have diabetes, but while I sat in the car, I saw so many kids in far worse shape than me.  They couldn’t walk, looked like they couldn’t talk, they had masks over their faces and oxygen tanks on the back of their wheelchairs.  They were in pretty bad shape.  Seeing them, I understand how blessed I am.  I can do whatever I want, but they can’t.  Diabetes is a managed disease, which makes a tremendous difference.  How can you manage leukemia, with chemotherapy?  If I had to acquire a chronic illness, I take diabetes any day in the week!  I didn’t realize how blessed I am until I saw all these kids.
I think the parents need to trust their children to take more control and responsibility for their diabetes.  The parents need to let their kids go to diabetic camp and the parents stay home.  The kid at diabetic camp has to take their own blood sugar, change their infusion, and do their insulin injections.  This makes the kid more responsible.  Besides, it will give them an opportunity to interact with other kids just like them.  You realize after going to diabetic camp, you’re not the only one dealing with this disease.  The way I see it, the kids are too dependent.  Sooner or later the kid is going to grow up.  What’s going to happen when the parents aren’t around?   They should start now learning how to care for their diabetes.  It teaches independence and responsibility at a young age that will carryover unto their adult life. I was never raised to think of my diabetes as a handicap.  I remember asking my mom when we had to park really far from the grocery store, “Mom, I will be able to get one of those handicapped stickers because of my diabetes?  That’s one advantage of having diabetes.”  My mom said, “No.  You’re not handicapped Elizabeth.”  I tried to argue the point but it was a losing battle.  I can do anything I put my mind to.  The doctor told me long time ago, "Elizabeth, you are essentially healthy.  You just happen to have diabetes.  He was right.

