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Articles in this newsletter cannot be reprinted without express consent of the author of said article.

This newsletter is provided for obtaining informational resources only, and not as a guide for recommendation of
treatment.  Recommendations for care and treatment should be obtained from your physician. BransonGoers Gazette
makes no representations or warranties concerning the accuracy or reliability of information contained within. The
contributing authors, editors, p roduction, and programming staff shall not be liable for errors, omissions or inaccuracies in
information or for any perceived harm to readers.  Articles and other information found here are intended to share
information of interest to the readers, includi ng medical opinions.  They are not intended to offer specific medical advice or
act as a substitute for professional health care. Opinions, products, or services mentioned herein are not necessarily
endorsed by BransonGoers Gazette.

If you have anything you would like posted concerning your local support group, please contact us.

“““GGGeeettttttiiinnngggTTToooKKKnnnooowww YYYooouuu”””
featuring Randy (RB) & Annie Bassham

What is your name and at what age did youcontract polio?
I contracted polio (the first time) when I was six months old.  We lived in Trinidad -
Dad was in the Navy - and the local island Doctor labeled it "Jungle Fever"...but as
I got weaker and weaker  and my legs refused to work at all, he sort of threw up his
hands.  His little nurse was also a navy nurse, and sought help from a Pediatrician
she found herself dancing with at an Officer's Club dance.  She asked him if he'd
come the next day and see me,  and he agreed.  Within a couple of days the whole
family was on a ship headed toward Portsmouth, VA to a Naval Hospital.

The second time was in 1955 - this one I remember - I had just turned four in
March.  We lived in Millington, TN.   Mom and I were both ill on a Friday night �
sore throats, stiff necks, high fevers, and I had been vomiting.    I had stayed awake
for a while trying to color - back then the cleaners who did Dad's uniforms would
return his shirts on a piece of cardboard with pictures on it -perfect for coloring. I
had finally given up, because I felt too bad to do it anymore.
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