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WHAT MY BLOOD TAUGHT ME

From Silent Killers to Messengers: How I Overcame Diabetes, Cholesterol, and Hypertension with Science and Spirit

IMPORTANT NOTICE

This book contains the personal experiences and reflections of the author. It does not substitute for professional medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment. The author is not responsible for any use made of this information. Always consult with a qualified healthcare professional.
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PROLOGUE
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THE WISE COUNSEL OF THE BLOOD

There was a time, long and obstinate, when I lived inside my body like a distracted tenant in a house I believed was eternal. I walked its hallways without hearing the creaks in the floorboards, the whispers in the pipes, the unrest growing in the most hidden rooms of my being. I believed health was a fixed state, a possession, not a dialogue, a conversation that had to be cultivated.

They arrived, the three of them, not with the clamor of invasion, but with the quiet firmness of messengers whose telegram had been ignored too many times. Diabetes, cholesterol, hypertension.

They were not external enemies; they were the most loyal voices of my own being, standing finally before me, holding the crisis reports that could no longer be hidden.

For a long time, I imagined health as a heavenly recipe that always burned at the last moment, or as a divine score that demanded absolute harmony, without a single semitone of imperfection. I grew frustrated, punished myself, kept failing. I sought impossible perfection, and that search, ironically, was what was making me sicker.

Until life—that wise, old cook, that orchestra conductor who has seen a thousand symphonies sink and be reborn—took hold of my soul and whispered in my ear: “Idiot, it’s not about perfection. It’s about flavor. Rhythm. The balance that is won, lost, and found again in the dance. It’s about listening even to the instruments that are out of tune, because sometimes they hold the truest melody. Salt is not the enemy, nor is water the savior. It is the hand that serves it: the one that, without measure, drowns or dehydrates; the one that, with attention, grants life.”

My three great passions—the music that runs through me, the cooking that brings me together, the passionate debate where ideas clash and give birth to light—are not separate pastimes. They are the three secret languages, the three keys with which the universe had been nudging me all my life, preparing me to decipher the most urgent message: the one my own blood was writing on the walls of my veins.

This book is the transcription of that great internal conversation I avoided for decades. It is the story of how three diagnoses that felt like death sentences became my wisest, most patient, and most relentless teachers. I learned to negotiate with my glucose as one negotiates a peace treaty after a long war: with respect, concessions, and memory of the pain. I learned to cook my cholesterol, to mix the fats of my life with spices of awareness, over a low flame. I learned to conduct the chaotic symphony of my blood pressure, listening to every internal instrument until I found the melody beating beneath all the noise.

You will not find a magic recipe here. Nor an infallible ten-point plan. You will find a map stained with coffee and experience, annotated in the margins with urgent handwriting. A guide for you to learn, too, how to listen to what your body has been telling you in whispers, in shouts, in symptoms that are love letters written with the ink of pain.

Because blood, brother, sister, does not lie. It only speaks an ancestral language we have forgotten.

This is the story of how I remembered it.

I invite you to sit at this table. Bring your story. Here we serve science with affection, season spirituality with common sense, and converse with the rough frankness of those who have hit rock bottom and from there learned to see the stars.

Welcome to the most important dialogue of your life.

The one that is already happening, at this very moment, within the sacred and mysterious council of your body, where matter converses with consciousness.
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PART I
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THE WHISPERS AND THE SHOUT
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CHAPTER 1
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THE THREE MESSENGERS

There are numbers that should come with ambulance sirens. Mine arrived printed on bond paper, impersonal and cold as statistics: glucose through the roof, pressure in a war zone, cholesterol lining my arteries like moss on a damp stone. Three diagnoses. Three medical phrases I felt fall upon me like funeral slabs.

Statistics take on flesh and blood

While 18.3% of Mexicans were burdened with diabetes—that silent executioner already the second leading cause of death in the country—I was still on stage, drunk on a youth that refused to wither. I believed, in my arrogance, that biological laws did not apply to me, as if they were rehearsal schedules I could change or ignore.
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