
I contracted polio prior to the start of second grade in 1954 in Pi�sburgh. That               
was the year children in my school district began the polio vaccine trails. I had               
been complaining about pain in my legs and was not feeling well. Later in the               
week, my mom’s cousin, Billy came to visit and they took me to the doctor. The                
medical staff treated me like I had a bad cold and sent me home. The next                
morning, when my father returned from his night shi�, my mother told him that I               
needed to go back to the hospital. At this point, I was in agony, because my legs                 
hurt. My parents took me back to the hospital; this �me they gave me a spinal                
tap. The medical staff told my mother she would have to leave the room, while               
they examined me. I remember the cold table and several nurses had to hold me               
s�ll, while they injected the needle into my spine to draw fluid. My mom, outside               
of the office, heard my screams of pain and tried to enter the room, but they                
restricted her. A�erward she received the news, I had polio and they needed to              
get me out of there quickly. I was sent to Municipal Hospital, a hospital for               
communicable diseases and where Dr. Jonas Salk conducted much of his research            
on the polio virus. There I would remain in the hospital isola�on for about 6-8               
weeks.  

No one could visit and the family would have to be quaran�ned at home for a                
short �me. My dad couldn’t go to work and my brother, a year younger, couldn’t               
go to school. My younger sister was too young to go to school, at that �me. In the                  
hospital, my parents, family and friends sent cards, coloring books, books, puzzles,            
and stuffed animals, none of which I could take with me, when I Ie� the hospital. I                 
remember this was the first �me I ate a so� boiled egg…I love it to this day. The                  
nurses were my socializa�on. 

A�er release from Municipal Hospital, I was sent to The Industrial Home for             
Crippled Children, a rehabilita�on facility in Squirrel Hill, a neighborhood in           
Pi�sburgh. There I remained un�l one month before the end of the second grade              
school year. I remember �me at the “ Home” . I was in a ward with about 8-10 kids,                 
who had suffered various diseases from polio to cerebral palsy. Our parents could             
visit once a week on the weekends for about an hour. School classes were              
conducted according to age. I moved around in a li�le wooden cart that had a mat                
and pillow; my legs stretched out before me. In bed and in the cart, I had two                 



sandbag cylinders that were placed on either side of my legs and fabric a�ached              
between them that served to hold my leg down. Also there was a foot board               
which I was to keep my foot flat against it. Ugh!  

In the mean�me, my mother marched with her friends for the March of Dimes.              
One of their marches was celebrated in the local newspaper when they collected             
about $350 in dimes and change. At that �me, Helen Hayes was the honorary              
spokesperson. My mother s�ll has the “78” record album with the message from             
Helen Hayes, a movie actress, and instruc�ons on carrying out a successful march             
and campaign. Mom rallied our neighbors, about 20 women and marched in our             
neighborhood. The March of Dimes helped with my medical expenses. Recently,           
Mom shared her remembrance through tears as we journeyed back. She recalled            
those who were suppor�ve and embraced her as well as those who shunned her              
and were afraid to be in contact with her. She also remembered the racial              
encounters resul�ng from my illness. We lived in a racially mixed, public housing             
community. Her team of marching moms was culturally represented across racial           
lines. 

I remember when I returned home with crutches and a full leg brace on my right                
leg. My family had a special celebra�on. Mom made me a beau�ful pink dress              
with a wide white collar and a velvet black ribbon �e at the waist. On that day, my                  
parents came to the “Home” and we took a picture of the three of us at the rod                  
iron fence that surrounded the property. (I can’t find the picture.) At home, Mr.              
Mosley our neighbor, ar�st and photographer took my “welcome home” picture. I            
also remember the red wooden table with black lacquer legs…this was my            
exercise table located in my bedroom. My dad told me that if I exercised every day                
my leg would recover. At last, it didn’t work, but I was very ac�ve in school and in                  
my later years. My mother drove me to school early ahead of all the kids, so that I                  
would not be harassed. Mr. Giovanni the gym teacher would greet me. I loved this               
teacher. He pushed me to compete, when I felt that I couldn’t. I learned to drive a                 
car; I loved to dance, roller skate and I learned to ski in my thir�es. 

When I was nine years old, the doctor recommended surgery to straighten my             
crooked foot. I was in a cast during the summer. I remember how hot it was. I                 



used a knife to scratch under the cast. The surgery didn’t work, so it was               
suggested that I try another type of surgery. At that �me the surgeries were              
experimental. My mother said that I could make the decision. I chose not to opt               
for surgery. 

During my school years, I can remember those people who would shun me. It              
hurt, but I had really good friends who loved and accepted me for who I am.                
Today, I have wonderful group of friends that have remained friends from my             
childhood. As children, they asked their parents what happened to Carol, and why.             
I asked the same ques�on of my mother. I remember many days in my youth were                
she said, if she could change place with me she would, as she held me in her arms                  
on the sofa. 

My mother has kept memoires: pictures, newspaper ar�cles, le�ers, journal notes           
(from my childhood), and informa�on from the Mother’s March of Dimes, etc. As I              
inquired about my childhood for this ar�cle, tears came to my mother’s eyes as              
she relived the experience over 60 years ago. My sister told me that she clearly               
remembered, when I came home from the hospital.  

I’ve had a rela�vely successful life, a loving family, wonderful friends, a great             
educa�on, a successful career and desire to give back to the community. I am              
blessed. 


