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About of

This book is written to motivate women who receive a gestational diabetes diagnosis. It's like encountering an unexpected storm in the middle of an already transformative journey. It's a reminder that, even in vulnerability, immense strength arises from within.

As described in "Two Heartbeats Under the Wing of the Spring," motherhood is a process of constant renewal, and today that rebirth comes with a challenge that demands all of your attention and love.

For you, holding your belly for the first time, full of hope and perhaps now with a little fear: remember that this diagnosis does not define your ability to be a mother. It is the first teacher, showing you resilience and deep care before the love of your life arrives in your arms.

For you, who already know the beautiful chaos of motherhood and now add another worry to your list: your body has already proven capable of miracles. This is a test of your strength, a reminder that even the most experienced woman continues to grow and adapt for the well-being of her little ones.

Under the wing of this spring that represents new life, they are both united by a common purpose. Do not see this diagnosis as a shadow, but as an act of protection. Blood sugar may fluctuate, but the strength of a mother caring for her tiny heartbeat is an unwavering constant.
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CHAPTER 1
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THE MIRAGE OF THE GOLDEN GOBLET

The afternoon sun filtered through the doctor's office windows, casting shadows of varying shapes that seemed to dance across the white walls. For Hellen, a young woman embarking on this new journey of motherhood, it felt like a fairy tale. A woman with no prior experience in this area, her first pregnancy was a miracle of life growing within her. That doctor's office, with its enormous windows, was a grand temple of hope where she would once again hear her son's heartbeat so powerfully that it filled her with an overwhelming sense of emotion. That day, she wore a light dress and her mind was filled with rosy clouds, imagining how they would paint her baby's room. She envisioned countless colors, teddy bears, balloons, and green or white walls. She was so eager to rush to a store and look at nursery accessories that the wait in the doctor's office felt like an eternity.

Seated across the room with a posture that conveyed both weariness and quiet authority, Bea watched. She had been a mother for eight and five years and hadn't thought she would be a mother again for at least eleven years—a woman who had already walked this path twice before. In her lap lay a storybook, a distraction from the boredom of her young son, who was tugging insistently at her skirt. For Bea, this pregnancy was familiar territory, a routine of nausea and kicks she thought she had mastered, as it wasn't her first pregnancy. But unlike her previous pregnancies, this time she felt something different, something she couldn't quite explain.

However, fate had a twist in store for her story.

The doctor's office door opened, and the nurse's call broke the spell of the atmosphere as if by magic. One by one, they received a mysterious slip of paper. Each of them remembered how their doctor had told them during a previous appointment that they needed a blood test to check their sugar levels. So, while they waited for the results, they thought all their anxiety stemmed from the fear of something going wrong, or perhaps the opposite. But when they unfolded the paper to see the glucose test results, the diagnosis hit them like a pronouncement from an ancient oracle, like someone throwing a bucket of cold water on them as they walked down an alley. Two words that changed their day in seconds, but that left a mark on them—those two words that are inherently frightening: Gestational Diabetes.

For Helen, the news was like a bolt of lightning that shattered her bright, colorful blue sky. Suddenly, the golden chalice of her "perfect" pregnancy seemed to have cracked. She heard words like insulin, levels, and risks, care, changes in diet, regular checkups, but in her mind, only a barrage of piercing questions echoed: What did I do wrong? Was it the excess sugar at the last pregnancy celebration my friends threw? Was I already diabetic and no one had told me? What will the consequences be if my baby is diabetic at birth? She felt like an alchemist's apprentice who, by mistake, had let the fire in her own cauldron get out of control. The fear, the uncertainty, the unanswered questions—that cold fog—began to cloud her joy, her enthusiasm for painting her baby's room, her desire to buy every little thing she saw in a store for her baby. Everything changed in a few minutes. She thought her sweet cravings were already a danger, outings with her friends and partner to a coffee shop were forbidden, and the future was a labyrinth of doubts that, for the moment, would never end.

For Bea, however, the diagnosis was different. She received the blow with the resignation of a veteran warrior. There were no tears, no anguish about the future, but rather a deep sigh that carried the weight of a thousand battles. For her, the diagnosis wasn't a shadow of guilt, but a familiar storm that had once again darkened the horizon at the worst possible moment. While the doctor explained the new rules of the game, Bea was already mentally calculating how on earth she was going to check her glucose six times a day while preparing snacks for her other children, managing the household, going to the supermarket, going to work, and dealing with exhaustion. Her armor, though dented by the years, had to be dusted off and put on for this new battle that, in her opinion, had already begun.
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