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We often hear about Diabetes in the news or from other sources, but often don’t understand the
entire scope of the condition. Diagnosed with Diabetes Mellitus Type 1 in 1964, Lucy’s story
provides an emotional and detailed first -hand account of her diabetic journey. The memoir
candidly reveals diabetic effects managing the condition as well as impacts with school,
infections, stress, friends, peer-pressure, dating, marriage, career, caregiving and the
continuous desire to be normal.
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This book is dedicated to my mother Grace as well as my grandmother Anastasia both of who
suffered from diabetes, and to all of those who struggle each day to battle this unforgiving
disease. I hope each reader will better appreciate the importance of support from family and
friends and the critical role parents and caregivers play in helping diabetics manage their
disease and not allow it to define them. My journey with diabetes is shared with millions of
others; together we are stronger by sharing our experiences and supporting efforts for continued
research for a cure.
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PREFACEIN 1921, CANADIAN physician Frederick Banting discovered insulin. It was a
breakthrough at the time for those who were diagnosed with diabetes.In 2019, nearly 100 years
later, there are over 400 million people with diabetes worldwide, many of whom are
undiagnosed. Millions more are pre-diabetic, have insulin resistance or metabolic syndrome
which can lead to chronic diabetes. Diabetes has become an epidemic and can lead to serious
disability and several related health problems. In many cases it has led to heart disease,
blindness, amputations, kidney failure, and neuropathy.Globally, diabetes treatment costs are
approaching two trillion dollars each year. Today, due to medical advances and specialized care,
diabetics have more choices for managing their condition effectively and with good self-care, are
able to live long productive lives.My story is just one of millions who are suffering on a daily basis
battling diabetes. I am a survivor.

Chapter OneAN EARLY DIAGNOSISMY NAME IS Lucy and I have an autoimmune condition
called Diabetes Mellitus Type 1. As I write this story, I consider myself fortunate to be alive and
thriving. Like many others, my diagnosis at the age of three changed the course of my life’s



journey and yet, I have managed to create a good quality of life and learned to accept what my
condition requires.I was born in Trenton, New Jersey and I was the first member of my extended
family to be born in the United States. My mother was born in The Ukraine and did not come to
this country until 1958. Her family left Eastern Ukraine in 1943 during World War II and traveled
throughout Europe as refugees until they settled in a refugee camp in Austria. When World War
II ended in 1945, my maternal grandfather applied to come to the United States, however, at that
time the country was not accepting immigrants. My grandfather then applied to Brazil; his family
of seven was accepted and they settled on a farmstead and went to work. After three years, they
moved to Sao Paulo, Brazil for better job opportunities. Sadly, in 1954 my grandfather passed
away in a tragic accident where he was hit by a truck while riding his bicycle to work. At this time
his five eldest children (one being my mother) went to work full-time to support the family. My
mother was only 14 when she got a job in a factory and went to night school with her older
brother, Jaroslav. In 1958, her brother Alex applied to come to the United States. My
grandmother Anastasia corresponded by mail with her family in The Ukraine and found out that
her nephew Misha had come to the United States from Germany. Misha sent my mother’s family
a visa to enter the country. On arrival to the United States, my mom met a man who was a friend
of Misha that would ultimately become my father. He had arrived in the country a few years
earlier and was also Ukrainian. In 1959 they were married.In 1961, my mother was excited to
welcome me into the world as a healthy baby girl. She checked me thoroughly – I had all five
fingers and all five toes. My mom’s family came to visit me in the hospital, and all were overjoyed.
Sadly, my uncle Jaroslav found my father in the hospital parking lot in his car with his door ajar
and his arm hanging out of the door, nearly falling out of the car. He was passed out drunk. My
father’s whereabouts were unknown when my mother went into labor. Who knew at that time
how this would impact me throughout my life.The three of us lived in a one-bedroom apartment
on the first floor of a building that had previously been a bar. There was no phone or washer and
dryer, and any phone calls were made with a payphone down the street. My mother said I was a
good baby, never cried much and was always smiling. My father was a full-blown alcoholic. He
got up in the morning, went to work, went to a bar after work, and drank. He often left my mother
and I alone, would come home drunk every night, then continue drinking and frequently start an
argument. My mother left her job as a timekeeper to take care of me and my father was angry
that that she stopped working. Many times, he would threaten my mom and throw things. When I
was six months old, the situation between them was worsening. One night he came home and
smashed the TV. Another time, he broke the fish tank creating an enormous mess. My mother
told him many times that if he ever got physically abusive, she would leave him. One night he
came home very late and my mother was beside herself. She was home alone with me and I
was asleep. An argument erupted over his drunken state and my father punched her in the
stomach very hard. She immediately took me, left everything behind, and walked to my
grandmother’s house. My grandmother was terrified for us and said we could stay as long as we
needed to. The next day she returned to our apartment with a police officer to pick up our things



as she was terrified what he might do next. When they came to the apartment, he had changed
the locks. The policeman broke in and my mom packed what she needed for me and a few
things for herself. My mother had made up her mind to leave my father for good, but money was
going to be tight. She contacted a lawyer, but he wanted way too much money to file for divorce.
The lawyer had suggested $25.00 per month for child support, but my father refused to pay, and
told her he would never give her a divorce. She did not pursue the payment because she could
not afford the lawyer.My father visited me a few times at my grandmother’s house, and she was
in fear for her life. We were still living in New Jersey, and that was the only time he came to see
me. He never paid any support and was not able to show it if he had a heart for me. After two
years, the extended family decided to move to the Midwest and my mother determined that we
would move also. We arrived in a new apartment flat in Chicago in 1963, and my mom decided
to work any minimum wage job to support me. She knew how to sew – a wonderful skill she
learned when she was a teenager growing up in Brazil. She got a job sewing at a factory making
pockets on men’s suits and overcoats. The job was piecework, the faster you made the pockets,
the more you got paid. The job was steady, and she worked there for 7 years taking the bus
every day. Her employer offered health insurance for she and I, but only for hospitalization.As a
toddler my life was normal – playing outside with neighborhood kids, drawing in coloring books,
playing with toys. I got a hold of some chocolates one time and my uncle Jaroslav, who was also
my Godfather, took a picture of me after they smeared chocolate on my face to capture a great
photo. Little did I know what my future held for me and chocolate. My mom did not have a driver’s
license and depended on my uncle to drive us where we couldn’t take the bus. We got to know
new people through our church, and we were lucky to have my grandmother and my uncles for
support. My mother’s side of the family had close friends that were a large part of our lives as I
was growing up.Because my mom was working all the time, she decided to take me on a fun
outing to an amusement park called Riverview in Chicago. I was still young, but we saw lots of
interesting things and despite my mom’s hesitancy, we rode the roller coaster. It turned out to be
a bit more than we bargained for and my mom held me incredibly tight and was extremely
scared. We got off the ride and my mom was shaking. Later, when I was older she told me she
wished she had never taken me on that ride and I often wondered if that event may have had
something to do with my developing diabetes.Around my third birthday in 1964, I started
developing some strange symptoms. As a matter of fact, I can still remember my mother’s
concern after noticing I was losing weight, had no appetite and started to wet the bed at night. I
had become lethargic and clearly lacked the energy of a normal toddler. My mother quickly
suspected something was very wrong when one day after work my grandmother told her I was
urinating very frequently and had an unquenchable thirst – wanting to drink water constantly. We
made an appointment with a doctor my uncle recommended who was an older man in his late
50’s and we were instructed to bring in a urine sample. The doctor examined me, gave me an
injection (of what, we do not know) and told my mother I would be okay and that I did not need to
come back for a follow up. He made no mention of the urine test, so we don’t know if it was even



checked. That evening I wet the bed again which had become an almost daily occurrence.
Instead of getting better, I was getting worse.Lucy on Paper Moon 1964Before Diabetes
DiagnosisTwo weeks later, my mom was getting ready to go to work, and had to catch the bus.
She did not want to disturb me as I slept and simply kissed me on the cheek and left. During her
break, my mom called my grandmother, Anastasia to check on me. My grandmother told her that
I still hadn’t awakened, and that I was breathing heavily. My mother rushed home immediately,
taking two buses to get there. She called my uncle Alex (who lived upstairs) to drive us to the
hospital. My mom hurriedly carried my limp, unconscious body to the emergency room. The
emergency room staff took me right away and started asking about the symptoms I had and
whether anyone in my family had diabetes. My mom had never even heard of diabetes or what it
even meant. They then asked my mom to sign a medical consent form so they could perform a
spinal tap. Frightened, my mom gave her consent— all she wanted was for me to wake
up.Although my family did not understand this, I was in a diabetic coma. I had all the classic
symptoms – frequent urination, unquenchable thirst, weight loss, no appetite and lethargy. In
about an hour the results came back from the spinal tap and the young intern told my mother I
had Diabetes Mellitus Type 1. This diagnosis was going create a profound change in our lives.
My mom asked the doctor if I was going to live. I was running a very high temperature of 105
degrees and was lying on a bed of ice in my diaper. He answered that he did not know. My mom
cried and started to pray. She was in shock and disbelief. I was only three years old, a baby, and
she was terrified. My mom stayed with me at the hospital day and night and did not sleep or care
to eat. After the third day at the hospital, my grandmother came to give my mom some relief. My
mom took the bus home, kneeled by the bed where I slept and prayed to an icon of the Virgin
Mary. She prayed for the Virgin Mary to please heal her daughter knowing that the Virgin Mary
had lost her son. Later that day, my mom took two buses back to the hospital. She came into my
hospital room and within the hour I opened my eyes and said “I’m hungry and I want a scrambled
egg”. I still remember that moment and how happy my mom was. At that point I had no memory
of where I had been or why I was in the hospital.I stayed in the hospital for four more days for
monitoring and lowering my blood sugar back to normal levels. I was on an IV insulin drip and
after three days I finally ate a complete meal. My appetite was back. The nurses started to give
me insulin injections daily and for a three-year-old this was scary and very difficult. I cried each
day with every injection. I had to start on a diabetic diet to keep the blood sugar under control.
Imagine a three-year-old child needing to be on a diet! I was placed on 1200 calories and every
portion had to be weighed by grams on a scale. If I had too much food and too little insulin, my
blood sugar would go up creating hyperglycemia. If I had too much insulin and not enough food,
I could experience a dreaded insulin reaction creating hypoglycemia. Either situation could result
in death.Once I came home from the hospital, our new lifestyle had to begin. My mom had to
learn how to give me injections every morning. I would scream at the top of my lungs. The
injection would burn after going in and I would rub the spot to make it feel better. This was very
hard and confusing for a three-year-old who was thinking, why is my mom hurting me? I thought



she loved me. It took a long, long time for both of us to get used to this new routine. After my
mom left for work, my grandma had to comfort me and calm me down until the pain went away
so she could give me breakfast. A diabetic always needs to balance the insulin ratio with the
amount of food given. A lot of the time I did not want to eat everything. My grandma struggled
every day to get me to eat what I needed. Frequently, I would open the refrigerator door to see
what I could grab. I remember this one time when my grandmother opened the freezer and I saw
a box of chocolate chips. I asked if I could have some and she said “no honey, you can’t right
now.” Sugar was not for me. Being the only diabetic in the house was very hard for me. I felt so
cheated when I couldn’t eat the delicious things they were eating. My uncles who were in high
school at the time, always ate a lot when they came home. I saw popcorn, sandwiches, peanuts,
RC Cola, and I couldn’t have any of it. I didn’t understand why I got yelled at when I tried to eat
something that I wanted.First Christmas with DiabetesIn order to maintain my blood sugar levels,
my grandma needed to feed me at the same time every day. She used to cry because she knew
if I didn’t eat, I would end up in the hospital again. She used to pray to God in front of me so that
the Lord would give me the strength to eat on time. I would eat eventually, but it was not easy for
me. Afterwards, I would go on with the rest of the day playing with toys. Barbie dolls were my
favorite and were the first friends I had. They kept me occupied so my grandma could do the
cooking, laundry, cleaning, and keep an eye on me.My mom was constantly worrying about me
while she was at work. She would call my grandma during every break. I know my condition put a
great deal of strain on the family, but looking back at family photographs I noticed I always had a
smile on my face. I felt secure living in a home with several family members, even though they
were not my siblings. After dinner everyone would relax in the living room and we would watch
TV shows until it was time for bed. In the summertime we would spend time in the backyard after
dinner.After a while, I started to become more active. My insulin was working and I had a lot of
energy. We lived in a two-flat, and my uncle Alex, his wife and baby lived upstairs. I used to run
up and down the stairs full of curiosity. Eventually my activity was catching up with me. Along
with not always eating a full breakfast, I started to have insulin reactions - low blood sugar. One
morning after not eating enough, I had a very bad reaction. At the time I was just four years old. I
recall my head felt strange and my vision started going black. It was fading and I could barely
see anything. I screamed to my grandma, “I see monsters, I see monsters!”. My grandma knew
to give me ginger ale or sugar cubes. She held me in her arms and said “drink, and then chew.” I
followed instructions because I just did not feel well and would do anything to make it go away.
Back then there was no way to predict glucose levels in the blood, but it was clearly too low.

Chapter OneAN EARLY DIAGNOSISMY NAME IS Lucy and I have an autoimmune condition
called Diabetes Mellitus Type 1. As I write this story, I consider myself fortunate to be alive and
thriving. Like many others, my diagnosis at the age of three changed the course of my life’s
journey and yet, I have managed to create a good quality of life and learned to accept what my
condition requires.I was born in Trenton, New Jersey and I was the first member of my extended



family to be born in the United States. My mother was born in The Ukraine and did not come to
this country until 1958. Her family left Eastern Ukraine in 1943 during World War II and traveled
throughout Europe as refugees until they settled in a refugee camp in Austria. When World War
II ended in 1945, my maternal grandfather applied to come to the United States, however, at that
time the country was not accepting immigrants. My grandfather then applied to Brazil; his family
of seven was accepted and they settled on a farmstead and went to work. After three years, they
moved to Sao Paulo, Brazil for better job opportunities. Sadly, in 1954 my grandfather passed
away in a tragic accident where he was hit by a truck while riding his bicycle to work. At this time
his five eldest children (one being my mother) went to work full-time to support the family. My
mother was only 14 when she got a job in a factory and went to night school with her older
brother, Jaroslav. In 1958, her brother Alex applied to come to the United States. My
grandmother Anastasia corresponded by mail with her family in The Ukraine and found out that
her nephew Misha had come to the United States from Germany. Misha sent my mother’s family
a visa to enter the country. On arrival to the United States, my mom met a man who was a friend
of Misha that would ultimately become my father. He had arrived in the country a few years
earlier and was also Ukrainian. In 1959 they were married.In 1961, my mother was excited to
welcome me into the world as a healthy baby girl. She checked me thoroughly – I had all five
fingers and all five toes. My mom’s family came to visit me in the hospital, and all were overjoyed.
Sadly, my uncle Jaroslav found my father in the hospital parking lot in his car with his door ajar
and his arm hanging out of the door, nearly falling out of the car. He was passed out drunk. My
father’s whereabouts were unknown when my mother went into labor. Who knew at that time
how this would impact me throughout my life.The three of us lived in a one-bedroom apartment
on the first floor of a building that had previously been a bar. There was no phone or washer and
dryer, and any phone calls were made with a payphone down the street. My mother said I was a
good baby, never cried much and was always smiling. My father was a full-blown alcoholic. He
got up in the morning, went to work, went to a bar after work, and drank. He often left my mother
and I alone, would come home drunk every night, then continue drinking and frequently start an
argument. My mother left her job as a timekeeper to take care of me and my father was angry
that that she stopped working. Many times, he would threaten my mom and throw things. When I
was six months old, the situation between them was worsening. One night he came home and
smashed the TV. Another time, he broke the fish tank creating an enormous mess. My mother
told him many times that if he ever got physically abusive, she would leave him. One night he
came home very late and my mother was beside herself. She was home alone with me and I
was asleep. An argument erupted over his drunken state and my father punched her in the
stomach very hard. She immediately took me, left everything behind, and walked to my
grandmother’s house. My grandmother was terrified for us and said we could stay as long as we
needed to. The next day she returned to our apartment with a police officer to pick up our things
as she was terrified what he might do next. When they came to the apartment, he had changed
the locks. The policeman broke in and my mom packed what she needed for me and a few



things for herself. My mother had made up her mind to leave my father for good, but money was
going to be tight. She contacted a lawyer, but he wanted way too much money to file for divorce.
The lawyer had suggested $25.00 per month for child support, but my father refused to pay, and
told her he would never give her a divorce. She did not pursue the payment because she could
not afford the lawyer.My father visited me a few times at my grandmother’s house, and she was
in fear for her life. We were still living in New Jersey, and that was the only time he came to see
me. He never paid any support and was not able to show it if he had a heart for me. After two
years, the extended family decided to move to the Midwest and my mother determined that we
would move also. We arrived in a new apartment flat in Chicago in 1963, and my mom decided
to work any minimum wage job to support me. She knew how to sew – a wonderful skill she
learned when she was a teenager growing up in Brazil. She got a job sewing at a factory making
pockets on men’s suits and overcoats. The job was piecework, the faster you made the pockets,
the more you got paid. The job was steady, and she worked there for 7 years taking the bus
every day. Her employer offered health insurance for she and I, but only for hospitalization.As a
toddler my life was normal – playing outside with neighborhood kids, drawing in coloring books,
playing with toys. I got a hold of some chocolates one time and my uncle Jaroslav, who was also
my Godfather, took a picture of me after they smeared chocolate on my face to capture a great
photo. Little did I know what my future held for me and chocolate. My mom did not have a driver’s
license and depended on my uncle to drive us where we couldn’t take the bus. We got to know
new people through our church, and we were lucky to have my grandmother and my uncles for
support. My mother’s side of the family had close friends that were a large part of our lives as I
was growing up.Because my mom was working all the time, she decided to take me on a fun
outing to an amusement park called Riverview in Chicago. I was still young, but we saw lots of
interesting things and despite my mom’s hesitancy, we rode the roller coaster. It turned out to be
a bit more than we bargained for and my mom held me incredibly tight and was extremely
scared. We got off the ride and my mom was shaking. Later, when I was older she told me she
wished she had never taken me on that ride and I often wondered if that event may have had
something to do with my developing diabetes.Around my third birthday in 1964, I started
developing some strange symptoms. As a matter of fact, I can still remember my mother’s
concern after noticing I was losing weight, had no appetite and started to wet the bed at night. I
had become lethargic and clearly lacked the energy of a normal toddler. My mother quickly
suspected something was very wrong when one day after work my grandmother told her I was
urinating very frequently and had an unquenchable thirst – wanting to drink water constantly. We
made an appointment with a doctor my uncle recommended who was an older man in his late
50’s and we were instructed to bring in a urine sample. The doctor examined me, gave me an
injection (of what, we do not know) and told my mother I would be okay and that I did not need to
come back for a follow up. He made no mention of the urine test, so we don’t know if it was even
checked. That evening I wet the bed again which had become an almost daily occurrence.
Instead of getting better, I was getting worse.Lucy on Paper Moon 1964Before Diabetes



DiagnosisTwo weeks later, my mom was getting ready to go to work, and had to catch the bus.
She did not want to disturb me as I slept and simply kissed me on the cheek and left. During her
break, my mom called my grandmother, Anastasia to check on me. My grandmother told her that
I still hadn’t awakened, and that I was breathing heavily. My mother rushed home immediately,
taking two buses to get there. She called my uncle Alex (who lived upstairs) to drive us to the
hospital. My mom hurriedly carried my limp, unconscious body to the emergency room. The
emergency room staff took me right away and started asking about the symptoms I had and
whether anyone in my family had diabetes. My mom had never even heard of diabetes or what it
even meant. They then asked my mom to sign a medical consent form so they could perform a
spinal tap. Frightened, my mom gave her consent— all she wanted was for me to wake
up.Although my family did not understand this, I was in a diabetic coma. I had all the classic
symptoms – frequent urination, unquenchable thirst, weight loss, no appetite and lethargy. In
about an hour the results came back from the spinal tap and the young intern told my mother I
had Diabetes Mellitus Type 1. This diagnosis was going create a profound change in our lives.
My mom asked the doctor if I was going to live. I was running a very high temperature of 105
degrees and was lying on a bed of ice in my diaper. He answered that he did not know. My mom
cried and started to pray. She was in shock and disbelief. I was only three years old, a baby, and
she was terrified. My mom stayed with me at the hospital day and night and did not sleep or care
to eat. After the third day at the hospital, my grandmother came to give my mom some relief. My
mom took the bus home, kneeled by the bed where I slept and prayed to an icon of the Virgin
Mary. She prayed for the Virgin Mary to please heal her daughter knowing that the Virgin Mary
had lost her son. Later that day, my mom took two buses back to the hospital. She came into my
hospital room and within the hour I opened my eyes and said “I’m hungry and I want a scrambled
egg”. I still remember that moment and how happy my mom was. At that point I had no memory
of where I had been or why I was in the hospital.I stayed in the hospital for four more days for
monitoring and lowering my blood sugar back to normal levels. I was on an IV insulin drip and
after three days I finally ate a complete meal. My appetite was back. The nurses started to give
me insulin injections daily and for a three-year-old this was scary and very difficult. I cried each
day with every injection. I had to start on a diabetic diet to keep the blood sugar under control.
Imagine a three-year-old child needing to be on a diet! I was placed on 1200 calories and every
portion had to be weighed by grams on a scale. If I had too much food and too little insulin, my
blood sugar would go up creating hyperglycemia. If I had too much insulin and not enough food,
I could experience a dreaded insulin reaction creating hypoglycemia. Either situation could result
in death.Once I came home from the hospital, our new lifestyle had to begin. My mom had to
learn how to give me injections every morning. I would scream at the top of my lungs. The
injection would burn after going in and I would rub the spot to make it feel better. This was very
hard and confusing for a three-year-old who was thinking, why is my mom hurting me? I thought
she loved me. It took a long, long time for both of us to get used to this new routine. After my
mom left for work, my grandma had to comfort me and calm me down until the pain went away



so she could give me breakfast. A diabetic always needs to balance the insulin ratio with the
amount of food given. A lot of the time I did not want to eat everything. My grandma struggled
every day to get me to eat what I needed. Frequently, I would open the refrigerator door to see
what I could grab. I remember this one time when my grandmother opened the freezer and I saw
a box of chocolate chips. I asked if I could have some and she said “no honey, you can’t right
now.” Sugar was not for me. Being the only diabetic in the house was very hard for me. I felt so
cheated when I couldn’t eat the delicious things they were eating. My uncles who were in high
school at the time, always ate a lot when they came home. I saw popcorn, sandwiches, peanuts,
RC Cola, and I couldn’t have any of it. I didn’t understand why I got yelled at when I tried to eat
something that I wanted.First Christmas with DiabetesIn order to maintain my blood sugar levels,
my grandma needed to feed me at the same time every day. She used to cry because she knew
if I didn’t eat, I would end up in the hospital again. She used to pray to God in front of me so that
the Lord would give me the strength to eat on time. I would eat eventually, but it was not easy for
me. Afterwards, I would go on with the rest of the day playing with toys. Barbie dolls were my
favorite and were the first friends I had. They kept me occupied so my grandma could do the
cooking, laundry, cleaning, and keep an eye on me.My mom was constantly worrying about me
while she was at work. She would call my grandma during every break. I know my condition put a
great deal of strain on the family, but looking back at family photographs I noticed I always had a
smile on my face. I felt secure living in a home with several family members, even though they
were not my siblings. After dinner everyone would relax in the living room and we would watch
TV shows until it was time for bed. In the summertime we would spend time in the backyard after
dinner.After a while, I started to become more active. My insulin was working and I had a lot of
energy. We lived in a two-flat, and my uncle Alex, his wife and baby lived upstairs. I used to run
up and down the stairs full of curiosity. Eventually my activity was catching up with me. Along
with not always eating a full breakfast, I started to have insulin reactions - low blood sugar. One
morning after not eating enough, I had a very bad reaction. At the time I was just four years old. I
recall my head felt strange and my vision started going black. It was fading and I could barely
see anything. I screamed to my grandma, “I see monsters, I see monsters!”. My grandma knew
to give me ginger ale or sugar cubes. She held me in her arms and said “drink, and then chew.” I
followed instructions because I just did not feel well and would do anything to make it go away.
Back then there was no way to predict glucose levels in the blood, but it was clearly too
low.During those years we used a testing kit that would show how much sugar was in the urine
but even if it was negative, there was no way to establish a number. Eventually I started to come
back to normal. My vision was coming back and I was feeling better. My grandmother held me
and said, “no more monsters, no more monsters, shhh, it’s alright. Baba is here, nothing will
happen to you.” Baba is Ukrainian for grandmother. She rocked with me until I could get up. This
was my very first experience with extreme low blood sugar, and I still remember it over 50 years
later.I did have more insulin reactions, although they were not as severe since my grandma was
vigilant about my eating. She used to say – “eat Lucy, chew Lucy.” She would sit and watch me



until I finished everything. Now that I was more active, if I wanted something to eat between
meals, I could. On one particular occasion, I remember eating cottage cheese and applesauce. I
could actually eat it instead of just looking at it. Eventually, my mom bought me some coloring
books to keep me occupied, and I used to love to color in them. I would color in the living room
while my grandma read the newspaper or cross-stitched in between doing housework. I was so
fortunate to have such a loving grandmother who could care for me.Lucy, Baba and Mama
1965The day finally arrived when I could start school. Like many kids, my first day of
kindergarten was traumatic for me. My mom took me to sign me up for the first day of school. I
gripped her hand when I walked into the room. As I walked to the teacher, Mrs. Fox, I started to
cry and whimper and hold on to my mom, because now I knew she was going to leave me with
this strange new woman that I didn’t know anything about. Mrs. Fox greeted me very nicely, took
my hand, and told me that she was going to be my kindergarten teacher. I can still remember her
blond beehive hairdo and light-colored glasses. My mom started to tell her that I was special
because I had diabetes, and she brought a little pencil case filled with sugar cubes and some
apple juice in case I needed it. My mom had to leave to go to work, and I started to cry a little bit,
but then I settled in with Mrs. Fox and the rest of the class. Starting school, I did not speak any
English because my grandma spoke to me only in her native Ukrainian. Mrs. Fox had called
everyone to get their blankets to sit on the floor and she was going to read us a story. All the
children sat down, and I followed. Mrs. Fox read several stories and then started showing us the
alphabet on the board. Before I knew it, school was over and my grandma was waiting outside to
pick me up. I was so happy to see her and hugged her with my little arms around her legs. We
walked home hand-in-hand, and I started telling her about my exciting day at school.I looked
forward going to school the next day. Each day was a fun, new experience and I hardly ever
thought about my diabetes, insulin injections, or eating. I started to learn the alphabet and made
some new friends. By now the insulin injections were an everyday part of my life and although I
didn’t look forward to them, I knew they were a necessity. I must admit, my grandma still had to
coax me to eat as breakfast was not my favorite meal.The very next week Mrs. Fox started to
offer new activities in class. Slides, jump rope and more – these were all fun and new to me.
Baba came to pick me up after school and I was so excited to tell her about my experiences.
Kindergarten went by quickly that year and I enjoyed making friends in the neighborhood and at
school. I even remember I had a little boyfriend named Kevin that was in my class and lived
nearby. We sometimes held hands as we walked home from school. He had a variety of pets that
he would bring over including a duck, a rabbit, a hamster, a puppy, and a kitten. Kevin would
come over with other kids and we would all do coloring books together in the living room. Baba
had a Polish lady friend from the neighborhood with a daughter named Pasha that used to stop
by and talk. I became friends with Pasha too, and I felt like I was starting to get popular! I didn’t
think about being a diabetic anymore. Although I always knew I had to take my medication and
make sure I ate lunch on time, I enjoyed that I just got to be a kid and could focus on other
things..



Chapter TwoSCHOOL DAYS WITH DIABETESAUTUMN CAME AND I started first grade. My
new teacher, Mrs. Conlon, taught us how to read and write, and we also started learning to do
simple arithmetic.I used to carry a small purse to school to keep my sugar cubes with me. I
remember being the only one in my class who had a purse. I would hang my purse on the metal
fence in the schoolyard so I could play hopscotch, jump rope, run around or do other activities.
One day, I saw another girl go into my purse to see what was in it but she didn’t take anything.
She asked me why I had sugar cubes in my purse, and I said they were for an emergency. She
didn’t pursue it any further. Since I couldn’t have sugary things for breakfast like Frosted Flakes, I
had to have a scrambled egg with toast or liverwurst spread on bread which I didn’t like very
much. I would pretend to eat it, but instead sneak it out of my mouth into a paper towel or napkin
and throw it away when Baba wasn’t looking. This wasn’t a good idea for a child on insulin. One
day right before recess, I started to feel funny. My insulin was kicking in hard from not eating all
my breakfast. My body had too much insulin floating around and inadequate food to work on in
my body. I needed some sugar, otherwise I would faint. I felt dizzy and when the recess bell rang,
we had to walk down two flights of stairs to get to the playground. I remember walking along the
wall of the stairs by the hand rail and hanging on to it. I had my purse with me on my shoulder. I
had grown rather tired of always taking my purse with me and I often left it in the classroom, but
that day I took it with me. As I walked down the stairs, my vision was fading and I was in the
beginning stages of a severe insulin reaction. As we got outside to start recess, I hung my purse
on the fence and got several sugar cubes from my purse and quickly started to eat them. After I
finished eating, a girl came up to me and wanted to know what I was eating. My hands were
shaking, I was sweating, and I felt faint. I could hardly stand up and I was in and out of dizziness.
I ignored her as I continued to eat and swallow, but she was curious and did not go away. The girl
kept asking me what I was eating, and I became angry and said in a loud voice “Nothing!!” I
stood by the fence, mostly to hold myself up. My mom and Baba were not there to rescue me. I
had to deal with this episode by myself, and I did. I soon started talking with my classmates, then
the bell rang. Darn it! Diabetes got in the way! An hour later, I went home to eat lunch. Baba
always had a nice wholesome meal for me. That day, I remember having minestrone soup and
rice topped off with some fruit. I can’t remember whether I’d told her about my hypoglycemic
incident. I walked back to school for the rest of the afternoon. This was now a way of life for me.
Up and down blood sugar. I was so active all the time. If I wasn’t doing homework, then I was
running around outside looking for the next activity. After school I would get together with some
girls from the neighborhood and we would jump rope and then have contests to see who could
jump for the longest time. I had to do the best, of course! So, I was using up my blood sugar
constantly.As the school year went on, I started getting a lot of infections in my throat. I was six
and a half years old at this time. My mom was constantly spending money on me for doctor
visits. I remember I had a very good pediatrician who was also very gentle. His attitude was
always positive about my diabetes when speaking to my mom and encouraged her to let me be
myself and that I could participate in any activity I wanted. In a year’s time, I had over 20 throat



infections. All the money my mom made working overtime in the factory went toward my medical
costs and medication. I started to miss school quite often and was getting behind. The doctor
told my mom my tonsils were getting very bad and they needed to come out. Being a diabetic,
constant infections were hard on my body especially when combined with a high fever. It
seemed like the right decision to have my tonsils removed.It was wintertime when I was admitted
for the surgery and had to stay overnight. The nurses hooked me up to an IV the night before
and tried to explain to me that they had to stick a needle in my hand. I was scared, but I didn’t
show it. I just nodded my head and said ok. I felt the needle go in and it did indeed hurt. My mom
and Baba were not there. Here I was alone to deal with another scary thing.When I woke up from
surgery, my mom was there along with my Godfather for support. Shortly thereafter they rolled in
a cart with ice cream. It was such a treat to be able to eat something with sugar and cream
without restrictions. Now I didn’t feel so bad about the surgery! My throat was painful and it was
hard for me to swallow for a long time. The diabetes made the healing process take much longer.
It took about a year for that weird feeling in my throat to go away and it felt like I was missing
something. My mom needed to closely monitor my diabetes during this time and adjust my
insulin. Baba also checked my sugar levels in my urine by using the Clinitest kit with the
activated tablets. My mom and grandmother were my personal home nurses, always following
my diabetes and supporting me. They were my angels. I remember starting to feel better and not
experiencing throat infections, so the surgery was definitely necessary.Time passed and I
started going to school again. I was now in second grade. I had a new teacher and new
classmates. I made friends very quickly with a girl named Penny. We sat next to each other at the
same desk and giggled, made notes and tried to pay attention to the teacher. We were always
doing something that had nothing to do with schoolwork. Sometimes playing tic-tac-toe or some
other game. One time the teacher asked the class who they thought were their best friends.
Penny told everyone I was her best friend! After that I gave her a hug and I was so happy.Penny
was turning seven years old and her mom was throwing a birthday party for her. She gave me a
handwritten invitation. I ran home from school and showed Baba, “look, look I was invited to a
party!” telling her with glee. I was so excited, my first birthday party! I told my mom I needed to
buy a present for Penny. Mom agreed and we bought her a game. My mom always worried about
me, especially so with me going to a party, what I would eat and how I would feel. I told her I
would be alright. I really wanted to go, but I didn’t know what to expect. This was my first party
and my mom drove me to Penny’s house. I remember having so much fun – we played games,
Penny opened presents, and everyone had cake. My mom had told me not to touch anything
with sugar in it, but what did I know? Cake was cake. I’m sure I had some. We were so active
running around, I’m sure it didn’t affect me much. The party lasted a few hours and I remember
talking about it for days.I walked to school every day by myself unless the weather was bad, then
I got a ride. About a block from my house the patrol boys were on duty protecting us while
crossing the street. There was a small bush that grew by the corner and these boys used to drop
things in that bush. When I walked by, I would find all sorts of things they carelessly dropped



including pennies, small toys and even a quarter once. The kids at school told me about the
corner pharmacy down the block that sold penny candy and gum. My friends and I walked there
from school during recess. My favorite candies were Jolly Ranchers watermelon sticks and
Lemonheads. This new endeavor felt sneaky, but I went along. My mom and Baba didn’t know I
went there. I also used to find loose coins that my uncles’ left on a dresser. I would take them to
go and buy bubble gum and candy. I would stash my candy in a certain dresser drawer for when
I wanted something sweet. At one time I had accumulated so much candy that it almost took up
half the drawer. One day, when my mom was in the bedroom looking for something, she opened
the drawer and discovered all my candy. Her jaw dropped and she demanded to know where I
got all of it. In a coy voice, I told her I was buying it at the pharmacy. I knew I was going to get
scolded, and I did. She immediately took all the candy away from me. I cried but I knew sugar
was forbidden for me. No longer were loose coins left lying around the house. Baba and mom
used to send me to the local grocery store sometimes to pick up a gallon of milk or bread. It was
a block away and I walked there alone frequently. They wanted me to be like the other kids that
went for small errands. As you entered the store there were several bubblegum machines in the
entrance of the store. If I was lucky to find a penny, I would buy a piece of gum when I went there.
I didn’t need to tell anyone and that little treat made me happy.Occasionally Baba would buy me
some barbeque potato chips and I would have those or a piece of cheese after school when I
could run and play outside. Those snacks were a luxury. Other kids would have them and not
think twice about balancing it out with insulin, but this was always on our minds.One day I must
not have eaten a lot for either breakfast or lunch. It was mid-afternoon, I came into the house and
wasn’t feeling well. I couldn’t talk well. As suggested by the doctor, my mom gave me ginger-ale
right away to treat my low blood sugar. That afternoon I felt worse than usual. I couldn’t
pronounce words and had a hard time speaking. My uncle Oleg gave me a child’s book to read
aloud. I had a hard time remembering how to pronounce anything and it took me several minutes
to get the words out of my mouth. He told me to keep trying and I wanted to try but it was very
difficult. The low blood sugar had severely affected my brain. Even though I was eight years old I
was still horrified about what was happening to me. Why couldn’t I remember how to read?
There are many types of insulin reactions that present different symptoms, but this one was
intense. After drinking a lot more ginger-ale, I finally regained some clarity and started to read
normally. Uncle Oleg got me to laugh and smile and helped me to come back. My mom called
the doctor and told him about the incident. He told her that she did the right thing and explained
that this can happen with severe low blood sugar.I always wore a pendant that identified that I
was a diabetic. On the back it had my name and phone number. I used to hide it under my
clothes when I was at school. I didn’t want anyone to ask me about it because I didn’t really know
how to explain diabetes, or want to, I just wanted to fit in with the rest of the kids.The summer
passed and school was back in session. That September I went on my very first field trip to a
museum in downtown Chicago. I was a bit scared but I knew I would be with my teacher and all
my friends from school. That day I went to school with my purse and sugar cubes inside, my



diabetic pendant and my lunch. Baba made sure I had a sandwich, some juice and a banana. I
was ready for anything, all bases were covered. Baba warned me, “make sure you eat everything
in your lunch bag during the lunch hour when you break!” Even at my age I had come to know
that if I omitted eating something and we did a lot of activity I could have low blood sugar and my
teacher would be stuck with the situation.We arrived at the museum, a huge building that was so
exciting for us. We walked through many interesting displays and before I knew it, we were taking
a break and sat down to eat our lunches. I wasn’t really hungry yet, but I opened my lunch bag
and took out the sandwich and hardly had time to finish before the teacher asked us to finish up
and get in line. Everyone rushed to throw away their lunch bags and move on. I did the same. I
suddenly realized I had thrown away my banana, and that Baba had reminded me to finish
everything! I ran to my teacher and said, “I didn’t eat my banana” and started to cry. I wanted her
to find it in the garbage. She tried, but there were so many bags in there that looked the same
she was unable to find it. I panicked. What would happen to me since I didn’t eat my banana? I
tried to enjoy the rest of the day, but I was full of anxiety. Luckily, I didn’t experience any low
blood sugar symptoms at all. It was one o’clock, and time to head back onto the bus to go back
to school. The teacher didn’t seem too concerned that I had unintentionally thrown away my
banana, my potential lifesaver. I reflected her attitude and I calmed down as well. This was a sign
of the times – lack of awareness or understanding by teachers and the critical role of food in a
diabetic situation. I was on my way back home, so all would be well. I came home and told Baba
the story. She shook her head from side to side and was thankful that nothing happened to me.
My mom heard about it later that night. That was probably my first frightful experience away from
home, and I still remember it like it happened yesterday. It taught me an important lesson to
follow directions for managing my diabetes no matter what.My mom took me in for my usual
doctor visit. In the room on the table was a copy of the Children’s Bible. Since I frequented the
office so much, I always liked to see that book and look at the pictures and then ask my mom
about the stories. Mom saw that I really enjoyed the book and bought me my own copy. Baba
always taught me prayers at home, even though I didn’t really know much about what I was
saying. I had my first communion, so I knew several prayers by heart, and I had to practice them.
One afternoon I was sitting on the front porch and I was quietly going through the book and
looking at the blue sky. My little cousin who lived upstairs was coming down the stairs, he was
about three or four years old. As he came down the stairs he yelled in his little voice “Lucy is a
diaper-betic, Lucy is a diaper-betic,” over and over. I got up and ran into the house. I didn’t want
to be a diaper-betic!! Even at that age I felt so insulted. What did I do to deserve this? He was
making fun of my diabetes. But the diabetes was not mine, I didn’t want it, I was merely stuck
with it. I told Baba what happened, and she assured me not to worry.Like most moms, mine was
always looking out for my welfare, and wanted to talk to the doctor about how to make my life
easier. It was always very difficult for my mom to give me injections. She was weary of being the
bad guy because she knew that it hurt. I remember having deep pits in my arms and legs from
the needles because I didn’t like to rotate my injection sites. I had learned early on that when an



injection is given repeatedly in the same area the tissue becomes desensitized and the pain is
less severe. My young arms and legs looked like pitted mounds on the moon. The doctor
suggested that I could and should learn how to give myself injections and presented the idea of
going to diabetes camp. The first suggestion was scary and the second was worse. We worked
with a nurse at the hospital that showed me how to draw up a syringe the right way and then
inject into the orange. Despite my fear, I went home and practiced on an orange a few times. I
simply refused to be my own pin cushion. I told my mom I couldn’t do it and I didn’t want to. She
tried pushing me a bit, but then backed down. Instead she said she would send me to the
diabetes camp where I would be with a lot of other children and I could learn how to give
injections there. She reassured me that there would be adult counselors there for any problems
or emergencies. It would be for the summer, and since there would be other children, she
somehow thought it would be fun. Fun? What could be fun about being with a bunch of strangers
with diabetes? How could I be away from home, away from my mom and Baba and all my friends
and relatives? This was not like I was going away to college, this was diabetes camp and there
was nothing about it that was even remotely appealing to me. How would they know what I
needed, and what kind of food I had to have? There was no use fighting it, my mom already
made up her mind and I had to accept my fate.Lucy and Mama 1968She was filling out the
forms for “camp” and had them ready to mail with the payment. I was full of fear about being
alone in a strange place. In a final attempt I said, “mom I don’t want to go” and she said, “you are
going.” My pleas continued for the next 20 minutes. I got so red from crying and protesting the
idea that she finally gave in to me. I lit up. “I don’t have to go?”, “No”, she said, “you don’t”. Right
or wrong, I had won. As you can imagine, I skipped out of the room and I didn’t bother her for the
rest of the day. I was ecstatic!During this same year, I started to have pain in my lower calves.
They felt very tight and I could not put my heels on the floor to walk. I tried very hard, but I had to
walk on my tiptoes to move. I saw the doctor and he decided to put me in the hospital and run
some tests. Shortly after I was admitted, the doctor brought in a specialist to see me. He did
several tests including pricking my legs with a long thin needle to see if I had any sensations. He
could not determine what was causing these symptoms, and he did not find any abnormality. I
was also scheduled for an EEG to check my brain waves. The nurse put sticky tape ends on my
head and connected some electrodes and then gave me a sedative so I would relax. I was very
nervous, and I didn’t want to sleep. I was fighting it, I didn’t like what they were doing. It turned
out that she could not finish the test because I could not relax. After a few days in the hospital, I
was released and sent home. Since I had difficulty walking, Baba had to carry me on her back
from one room to another, usually from the living room to the bathroom, if I needed it. It took a
long time for the tightness to go away until I could put my heels on the floor and walk normally.
One day the symptoms were gone and I was able to take a step again. The cause of this was
never determined and I was just happy to be able to run around again.At the next doctor visit we
were introduced to a new magazine called, Diabetes Forecast, published by the American
Diabetes Association. It focused on recent developments in diabetic care, stories about



diabetics and a way to contact other people with diabetes by writing to them. A few weeks later
the first issue came in the mail. Under the magazine title, I remember there was a picture of Mary
Tyler Moore. I knew her! She was on the Dick Van Dyke Show. She had diabetes? And, she’s a
movie star. Wow, I didn’t know there were diabetic movie stars! I was happy to see that she and I
shared something so awful. Though it wasn’t anything to really be happy about, it reminded me
that I was not alone. Someone famous had this too! Mary Tyler Moore became the
spokesperson for diabetes at that time and she became my inspiration. I would have been
honored to meet her - it felt oddly comforting to know that someone famous was dealing with this
disease just like I was.
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Anne Behan, “Educational and Well Written book on Diabetes. I bought this book as a gift for my
mom and here is her review: A Diabetic's Journey is an excellent book. Lucy was diagnosed
with an autoimmune condition called Diabetes Mellitus Type 1 when she was 3 years old, a
toddler , "imagine". It is well written because she describes this awful disease in detail from a
young child to adult who is now over 50 years old. She has suffered much because of this
disease and is still suffering along with her wonderful mother who also became diabetic in her
later years. This is an educational book to read for everyone especially people who are suffering
from diabetes, maybe they can learn something and help each other out or give their advice.
This disease can give you heart disease, tonsil infections high blood pressure, hypothyroidism,
shingles, cataracts, etc. Lucy was rushed to ER many times. Her mother was her help and is
the rock in her life. Thank you Lucy for having the courage in writing your memoir and hope for a
cure!”

Lori B Furusho, “You too can live your life and do the right thing and remember you are enough!
And you do matter!!!. This book is amazing. It gives the reader such a clear view of a diabetic
Life. Both as a child, teenager and adult. It is hopeful yet talks about the lows and highs that
every diabetic goes through. It is insightful as well as a good read. I could not put it down and
thoroughly enjoyed it. It gives us all hope and love to enjoy our coming years. I struggle every
day to do the right thing. This book gives me the courage to continue through my journey!!”

Victor J Bucharew, “A great book to read.. This author described the many challenges she when
through during her life dealing with diabetes.She is hoping that a cure will be found. This book is
a "must read" for others who are dealing withdiabetes. I enjoyed this inspiring book.”

P. Rogers, “Diabetes. Can't wait to finish”

Vera P in FL, “A Must Read. Lucy's story is moving as well as heart wrenching. Growing up as a
diabetic child was not easy; especially in the 1960's. Having a potentially fatal condition that she
was expected to keep under wrap. This book was quite an eye opener for me. I never imagined
the day to day struggles of managing blood sugar levels. It was quite impressive how Lucy as a
young person secretly managed her diabetes. Her love and support from her late grandmother
and mother were instrumental in her survival.This book is an easy read and kept my interest
throughout. The author brings to our attention how difficult it is to live with diabetes in everyday
situations. Things we as non-diabetics take for granted.”

patty, “Beautiful insightful book for everyone. This is a beautifully written and insightful book for
everyone, not just diabetics! True to life, conversational and impactful!!!Michael Reilly MD”



patty, “Great Book! A must read for every family. This is a very insightful, impactful read -
beautifully written.  I highly recommend this book for everyone.Michael Reilly M.D.”

Natalie Siwiec, “A Diabetic's MUST READ. This was a great, inspirational book on the struggles
of living with diabetes and the search for a cure. Thank you to the author for writing this! Anyone
looking for comfort and support with diabetes must read this book.”

The book by Lucy Ana  Krasno has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 11 people have provided feedback.
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