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When there is diabetes within a family, it does not matter which family member has it – a 

toddler, a schoolchild, a teenager, or perhaps Mommy or Daddy. At first it brings stress and 

shock, sadness and fear at how the family will deal with it.  

Soon everyone will pass the first test and change the family’s diet, and the child will once again 

engage in their hobbies, sports, and return to kindergarten and school.

But battling diabetes is a long battle and there are always news challenges and tasks to deal 

with. Not only for the child, but also for the parents, as well as grandparents and other relatives, 

and even the teachers.

This book, with its fine pictures, describes two pupils who find themselves in the world of 

diabetes. After staying in the hospital, they return home, and then to school. They too have 

questions and they too seek the solutions and strength they need to deal responsibly and 

carefully with diabetes.

But sometimes things can go wrong – and when that happens, it’s good to have a helpful friend.

This book about living with diabetes is also a book about friends and families who help out and 

support each other.

Dr. Nataša Bratina, Head of the Department of Endocrinology, Diabetes and Metabolic Diseases at the Ljubljana University 
Medical Centre, and President of the Association for Helping Children with Metabolic Disorders.



May liked to dance.

She often said:  

“When I grow up,

I will be a ballerina
.”

Mike liked to play soccer. “When I grow 

up, I’ll be a soccer player.” 

He was convinced of it.



“How are you feeling?” 
asked May’s mother. “I notice that 
lately you’ve been really, really thirsty.”

“I think we need to see a doctor,” said May’s mommy, 
after a bit of thinking. She said to Daddy: “Our daughter 
is constantly thirsty, and every day she feels worse 
and worse.”

Also Mike's mommy was 
worried about her son. 
»You have 
to go to the toilet, 
so so often. Are you 
feeling ok?«”

Mike’s mommy was worried. 
“We need to visit a doctor,” she said 

to his daddy. “Our son has no energy. He’s 
weak and often says he has a tummy ache.”



May went to the doctor.
“We’re going to take 
some blood. You’re not
 afraid, are you?”

May shook her head and 
turned at her mommy: 
“I like when they take my 
blood. But even better is the 
yummy reward that follows.”

Mommy smiled: 

“...or my mommy’s fruit salad,” 
said May, finishing her sentence.

Mike went to the doctor.
“You’ll have to give a little blood. But you’re 
brave, right?” Mike nodded, and winked at his mommy. “I 
like to give blood. My mommy 
always gives me a reward for my bravery.”
Mike’s mommy smiled at the doctor: 

“Chocolate, ice cream...”

“Chocolate, ice cream...”

“...or my mom’s vegetable steak,” said Mike, 
finishing the sentence.



         “You’re going to have to stay 
 in the hospital,” said the doctor.

Mommy turned pale. “Is it something serious?”
“Your daughter has severely high blood sugar. May 
has diabetes, and we’re going to have to teach her 
how to deal with it.”

“You’re going to have to stay in the hospital for a 
little while,” said the doctor. 
Mommy was scared: “Is it something serious?”
“Your son has very elevated blood sugar levels and 
you’ll have to learn how to live with it.”

      M
ay and her mommy

      w
ere waiting for the 

      b
lood test results.

Mike and his mommy 
were waiting for the blood test results.



In the hospital, May and her mommy 
realized they had a lot to learn. 
May’s pancreas was unable to produce 
the hormone insulin that it is supposed to 
produce.

May got an insulin pump, which very 
closely mimics what the pancreas 

does.

so she’d always know how much sugar was 
in her blood, and she was told that they 
must eat healthily. 

“And no chocolate and ice cream,” 
warned the doctor. May smiled and 
looked at her mother, “Did you hear? 
I’m going to be a good girl, so you’ll
have to make me lots of fruit salad.«

Mommy smiled:  
                  “We’ll manage, you’ll see.”

                       And Mike?  
                He and his mommy learned  

at lectures that he too would have to   
   change his way of life. His pancreas 

      was unable to produce the hormone  
          insulin that it is supposed to produce.

      Mike also got an insulin pump. With the push
       of a button or two, he could add the right amount

       of insulin to his body. He got a glucometer, which
    would always show him how much sugar was in his
         blood, and he got  the instruction to eat plenty of 
       vegetables, fruit,  sugar-free drinks…”

       “And no chocolate and ice cream,” 
      the doctor reminded him.

“Actually,” said Mike, “I much 
prefer vegetable steaks.”

Mommy 
smiled at him: 
“We’ll manage, 
you’ll see.”

She got a glucometer, 



“Mommy, which herbal tea should I make?”

“Daddy, can we surprise Mommy today with a 
vegetable minestrone?”

After the first shock came sadness, 
anger and, finally, optimism.

“Mommy, can I make
plum compote tomorrow?” 

“Daddy, when 

“Grandpa, 
will you 
teach me 
how to make ice 
cream from Greek 
yogurt?”

“Grandma, can we 
plant also peas in my 
vegetable garden?”

are we planting 

strawberries...?”



Mike went regularly 

M
ay w

ent regularly to ballet practice 

and obeyed her doctor’s orders.

to soccer practice 

and obeyed his 
doctor’s orders.



But one day May got up on the wrong side of the bed:
“I’m not going to eat! I’m late!”
“Please, May, you know that–” her mother pleaded.
“I’ve had enough of diabetes and the rest of it!” she 
snapped, and dashed through the door. Off to school.

But at school she felt terrible. She was shaking. 
Sweating. Her heart was beating wildly. She was 
dizzy and everything looked foggy. She could hardly 
wait for class to end. She headed for home. By herself. 

“I’ll manage,” she said defiantly.

She sat down on the bench at the bus stop. Mike 
sat down next to her. That annoying and pimply 
boy from the fourth grade.
“Are you alright?” he asked May, that impossible 
third-grade girl who was always yapping so loudly. 
May was in a panic, rummaging through her bag.

Mike noticed her insulin pump...
“Can I help you measure your sugar levels?” 

he asked.



May didn’t have the 
strength to say no. Her 

blood sugar levels were too 
low.

“Too much insulin and not enough 
food may lead to hypoglycaemia...” 

said Mike, hoping to console her.

May interrupted him: “It’s my own fault. 
Today I didn’t want to eat breakfast”
“I know. Sometimes I also want to run away from all 
of this,” said Mike. He offered her a cube of sugar. 

“Here, take this. It 
should help.”

May opened her mouth, 
popped in the cube, and 
let the sugar melt away. 
She didn’t know how 
much time passed before 
she could see clearly and 
think normally again.

May listened to the boy: 
“I also have diabetes. I always have a cube of 
sugar with me, just in case my sugar levels fall.”



Mike listened to the girl:
   “From now on, I’m going to carry 
      around a cube of sugar, just in case 
           my sugar levels fall.”“It’s not so bad, but sometimes it 

seems so unfair,” admitted May to 
the boy from the fourth grade, who 

maybe wasn’t all that annoying.
The bus came. Mike reached 
for May’s hand, and they boarded.



May told her mommy and daddy what happened. 
Her parents had tears in their eyes.

“I’ll manage,” 
promised May.

Mike told his mommy and daddy what 
happened. His parents felt a stab in 
their hearts.

“But I’ll manage,” 
said Mike, firmly.



And they really did manage. 

Both of them, May and Mike.

May became a prima ballerina.

Mike became the captain of the soccer team.

Their mommies were so proud of them that 
the next day they rewarded them with treats: 

made of fruits and vegetables.





The book you have in front of you will help parents introduce 
diabetes to children. It will also be a welcome addition to 
schools and kindergartens because, in a simple manner, it 
explains diabetes and how we can live with it.

Dr. Nataša Bratina, Head of the Department of Endocrinology, Diabetes and 
Metabolic Diseases at the Ljubljana University Medical Centre, and President of the 

Association for Helping Children with Metabolic Disorders. 


