Telling MY Story   by Don Giammo
I will never forget the monumental moments that have impacted my life… the abrupt announcement over the school intercom that President Kennedy was shot while riding in a motorcade in Dallas, Texas. I wouldn’t experience another indelible ‘kick in the gut’ until the morning of September 11, 2001, when a co-worker ran into my office to announce that New York City was under attack.

I humbly submit the personal event that only I recognize as a life changing occurrence. I compare and categorize the sudden appearance of Myasthenia Gravis into my body with the events in Dallas and Lower Manhattan because everything was fine, and then in an instant, something went horribly wrong.  

It was Monday, March 22, 2004. I had coordinated and participated in a tradeshow for my employer while in Los Angeles, CA. I worked hard the previous week to get everything ready for the opening of the show that morning. 

At the conclusion of a successful day, we headed to a nearby restaurant.  I intended to ask my co-workers to report to the booth 30 minutes before the show in the morning for a brief meeting, but without warning, in mid-sentence, my articulators shut down. I said “Let’s plan on meeting at the booth around ninthe erthak er plaaahh…” It was as if a switch in my head was thrown from ‘radio-ready diction’ to ‘slur-babble-implode.’  I excused myself from the table and retreated to a neutral corner to analyze what had just happened. By remaining silent while trying to make sense out of my verbal collapse, I inadvertently allowed my articulator muscles to relax and return to normal.  Outwardly, I seemed OK, but I wasn’t. 

The next morning, I was able to speak clearly. I thought the vocal nose-dive the previous evening was a sort of fluke occurrence. Two days later, I set up another show in Long Beach.  I welcomed visitors to the booth. The unseen demon struck again. A prospective customer asked for a catalog. I handed one to him and said, “Here is our…”  I wanted to say ‘Steel Construction Literature’ but I became absolutely incoherent. The man asked me if I was OK… I whispered… ‘no’

When I returned to my main office in Ohio, I enjoyed about two weeks of ‘normalcy’…  I thought, ‘lousy California smog…’   In April, the slurring returned. At first it was a weekly occurrence, then it became daily. My general practitioner referred me to a specialist mainly because he didn’t have a clue why I spoke like a drunk, looked like stroke victim and was unable to drink anything without it being rerouted through my nasal passages. After testing that included MRIs, electronic probes and endless blood work, I was informed by the neurologist that I had a condition known as Myasthenia Gravis. I had never heard of it, my extended family had never heard of it, and 99% of northern Ohio had never heard of it.

Since I’m limited to 599 words, I’ll cut to the chase… I took Mestinon, Immuron and Prednizone.  Nothing worked to an acceptable level at first, but after more than a year of adjusted doses, I was able to repel the disease enough to maintain some duties from my desk.

My work suffered right along with me. I was no longer able to keep long hours, setup tradeshows or welcome visitors. In 2010, I was replaced by inexperienced people who could speak clearly, handle long hours… and outsource the work I did.                                                                                                                           

I am now getting my necessary rest because I am home a lot… forced to retire way too soon.

