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Julie  Genser  is  a  world  traveler  and  spiritual  explorer,  temporarily  grounded  by 
environmental  and  chemical  injuries.  She  is  the  founder  and  director  of 
PlanetThrive.com, a grassroots community for personal wellness that aims to empower 
others healing from environmental illnesses with the information, resources, and support 
necessary to create change in their world.



Stumbling consciousness 
Morning half-wake ritual 

Dragging my body-as-corpse-lagging-dragging-wet-rag-doll-dull, 
Again. 

 
Soldier to wake the dead 

My carcass my flag 
 

Rise to   ? 
Do housework?? 

   and the point is? 
Surf that I-net 

   and the point is? 
I want substance! 

I scream for substance! 
   for work, for duty, for en-gage-ment 

   in life breath breathing sweating working striving living life. 
 

Am I in the middle of suburbia? 
An apartment? 

 
Ah, the same old familiar daily gremlin whispers of 

dispair, hopelessness, mockery, disdain, sarcasm and disbelief. 
 

Devils all.  Dangers pure. 
The sweet and pleasant evil that tempts, then burns. 

 
I am shock stark in the middle of an ancient noetic warfare. 
I am shock stark in the middle of an ancient noetic warfare. 
I am shock stark in the middle of an ancient noetic warfare. 

 
Why can't I believe it? 

 
So crazy dangerous-silly of me to think otherwise, to think this was suburbia. 

And then, dangerous self-destructive volatile for me to think, 
Even for a second's dwelling's entertainment, 

That this was suburbia. 
 

Wake. 
Put on armor. 

And 
 

   Fight. 
  
 
  
 

By Jon Neiss



~ Passings ~
 

Linda Grommes
1952 ~ 2007

 

By Bob Grommes
 

 

 

My wife, soul-mate and best friend died August 1, 2007 after a 31 year battle 
with Chronic Fatigue Syndrome / Myalgic Enecphalomyelitis (CFS/ME), which was 
vastly complicated by severe EI in her final 7 years. 

Linda graduated from both high school and college as valedictorian with a perfect 
4.0 grade point average. She finished college in three years. Images of “brain-
bound” and ultimately ineffective people often come first to mind when we think 
of the very brightest, but Linda was amazingly down to earth, practical, centered, 
empathetic and creative.

She immediately distinguished herself as a computer systems analyst, a job that 
she absolutely loved.

She was 23 years old, and married less than a year, when she was struck down 
by a virulent, flu-like illness that dragged on for six months. When it finally 
ended, she returned to work, only to relapse a few weeks later – a pattern that 
was to repeat over and over. After some years she developed severe cognitive 
problems. Her employer made a rare accommodation for that day, running a 
dedicated phone line and installing a computer terminal so that she could work 
part time from home. But her IQ was eventually documented to drop from 180 to 
102 over a two-year period, and she could no longer do accurate work.

Forced onto disability, she could have been crushed by the loss of a profession 
she loved, and by the loss of her intellectual capacity. But Linda simply did what 
she would ultimately do several times during her life: she re-invented herself.



 

Linda had been raised on a farm and had 
always had a special relationship with 
animals. She now distinguished herself as a 
breeder and trainer of champion Shetland 
Sheepdogs (Shelties). To this day, her 
champion Chris graces the cover of one of 
the popular books on the breed.

Figuring that Shetland Sheepdogs should be herding Shetland Sheep, she became 
one of the very first to import that rare primitive breed to the United States, and 
because of delays and expense in dealing with the breed registry in Great Britain, 
established one herself for the United States, which today is the North American 
Shetland Sheep Association. She edited that organization’s newsletter using the 
then-new desktop publishing software.

Declining health and the end of her first marriage forced her to give up her 
beloved Michigan farm and she moved to Kalamazoo, Michigan. That is when our 
whirlwind courtship began.

We married just six months after we met and packed an incredible amount of 
living into the next six years, including a good deal of travel and a big move, West 
to Arizona.

Those familiar with CFS/ME know of the “push/crash” phenomenon where you 
push to function normally for a few days and then pay for it with several weeks in 
bed. This is how Linda was able to experience travel and other activities. She 
loved life more than anyone I’ll ever know, and the price for living was very 
costly, but worth it to her.

At the time neither of us exactly understood the 
underlying sense of urgency that drove us in those 
years, because we both thought her health had 
finally stabilized. But with the onset of environmental 
illness, it gradually dawned on us that Linda’s world 
was about to get a lot smaller yet again and we were 
grateful that we had wasted no time. If there was 
one thing that Linda taught me, it is to “seize the day”.

Like a lot of EI couples, we pretty much rebuilt our home, removing all the 
carpeting, installing special air filters, ditching upholstered and leather furniture, 
and so on. Many of Linda’s treasured possessions, such as the many awards and 
citations won by her dogs, had to be destroyed because they had become moldy 
from basement storage back in Michigan.

Eventually Linda’s neurological problems, worsened by the EI, rendered it 
impossible for her to read more than a few sentences at a time, or to receive 

 
Linda was one of those few bright 
meteors that flash by and sprinkle 
stardust and miracles on the rest of 

us.  She was one of a kind.
 

 
 If there was one thing 

that Linda taught me, it is 
to “seize the day”.

 



many other kinds of enjoyment we all take for granted – no television, for 
example. Every chemical exposure magnified the symptoms. She became a 
“universal reactor”, and during the final two years she left the house only to see 
doctors, who increasingly, had little help or comfort to offer.

With her life down to a pin-prick of its former self, I never heard her complain. 
There were certainly tears of loss, but she never shook her fist at the heavens. 
Linda now took pleasure in whatever she could. She would watch the birds 
visiting the lush backyard whose landscape she had designed. She gave each of 
them names, and hobbled outside to feed them several times a day. When she 
could no longer do that, she saw to it that I did.

I’m still feeding them, in grateful memory of 
this extraordinary woman who I still can’t 
believe I had the good fortune of sharing life 
and love with these past thirteen years.

At a memorial service in Linda’s honor in 
Michigan, only a few surviving immediate 

family members were present, but there were about 80 people in attendance. It 
was a tribute to the lives she touched that former bosses, co-workers, colleagues 
from the Sheltie and NASSA organizations, former professors and teachers as far 
back as grade school, and childhood friends all paid their respects, many traveling 
long distances for someone they had not seen in as much as thirty years.

Back in high school, Linda was part of a study group of kids who had a friendly 
rivalry over who would get the best test grades. One of those “other kids” 
probably said it best when he wrote me the following reminisce a few days after 
Linda’s passing: "I had not seen Linda in many years but through her letters I 
could tell her bright, optimistic spirit was not dulled by illness.  Linda was a 
remarkable person and she will always be an inspiration to those who knew her. 

Linda was one of those few bright meteors that flash by and sprinkle stardust and 
miracles on the rest of us.  She was one of a kind."

 

Bob Grommes is an independent consultant and software developer living in Phoenix, 
Arizona.  You can contact him at bob@bobgrommes.com.

 
What we do for ourselves dies with 
us. What we do for others and the 

world remains and is immortal.
Albert Pine

 

mailto:bob@bobgrommes.com


Simple Miso Recipe (for 2)
 

By Norie

strip kombu
2 shiitake mushrooms
1 and 1/2 to 2 Tbs miso (to taste) 
daikon, kabocha, string beans, lotus root, carrots, or any veggie on 
hand

wakame, diced tofu, chopped scallions (optional)

1 -Cut a 2x4 inch strip of kombu and add with 2 shiitake 
mushrooms to 2 cups water. Let sit for an hour and a half. 

2 - Heat on (1) on medium heat and remove kombu right 
before the water boils. Boil shiitake for 10 mins. This 
is your broth, or "dashi".

3 - Take out shiitake to cool, then slice (discard stalk) 
and return to broth (most will discard the shiitake since 
the flavor has gone into the broth, but I like the chewy 
texture.)

4 - Slice other veggies and boil for 5-10 mins in dashi 
until soft. You may want to add root veggies first then 
for the last 5 mins add the others.

5 - Lower heat and add miso (and optional items). 

6 - Serve with brown rice with a pinch of sesame seeds
and sea salt for a perfectly balanced meal!

 

Norie is a seed collector and experimental organic gardener in southwest Tokyo who dabbles in 
Japanese herbal medicine, organic rice farming, natural plant dyeing and the art of living slowly.

 



Natural Detoxification
A Practical Encyclopedia

The Complete Guide to Clearing Your Body of Toxins
2nd Edition Revised and Expanded

 

By Jacqueline Krohn M.D.
&

Frances Taylor M.A.
 

Reviewed by Lucinda Hodges

 

 

 

Have you ever had one of those chemical 
moments when you know there is something 
you should be doing to clear a chemical 
exposure from your mind/body, but you're so 
overcome and dazed by the exposure you do 
nothing even though you know better? If yes, 
then Natural Detoxification is the book for 
you. With this book by your bedside you will 
always be able to find just the right treatment 
for any exposure.

Doctor's Krohn and Taylor have organized the 
book into eight parts:

 

• Approaches to Detoxification
• The Body
• How We Are Exposed to Toxins 
• Sources of External Toxins
•  Sources of Internal Toxins
• Ways of Detoxification 
• Prevention 
• Detoxification Programs 

 
Clear Complexion Juice

The following juice mix helps clear 
skin problems. When taken several 

times a week, it also acts as a 
blood purifier. Beet juice, celery 

juice, tomato juice. Mix two oz. of 
each juice together and drink two 

or three times a day.
 excerpt from Natural Detoxification

 

http://www.amazon.com/Natural-Detoxification-Updated-Expanded-Jacqueline/dp/0881791873/ref=pd_bbs_sr_1/002-0991010-2180853?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1190410275&sr=1-1


 

In my house part six, Ways of Detoxification, is by far the most thumbed through 
section of the book. There are thirteen chapters in this section:  

 

• Saunas, Baths, and Hydrotherapy
• Nutrients
• Diet, Fasting, and Juicing
• Exercising and Bodywork
• Breathing and Oxygen
• Allergy and Chelation
• Homeopathy and Bach Flower Remedies
• Herbs and Aromatherapy
• Topical Detoxification
• Organ Cleansing
• Energy Balancing
• Detoxification for Mind and Spirit
• Detoxification Methods for Children

 

The authors take a comprehensive approach 
to natural detoxification and their process is 
consistent with the level of care most 
chemically injured people require. Of course, 
not every detox method will be safe for every 
person so proceed with common sense and 
caution. Amazingly, nowhere in the book is 
there reference to MCS, though I did find a 
few brief paragraphs on Chemical Sensitivity. 
In addition, there is only one reference for 
Environmental Illness in the chapter on 
Breathing and Oxygen Therapy. This was 
surprising to me in a book that is clearly 
addressing safe treatment methods for chronic 
conditions on every page. In many ways this is 
the book I wished for when I was first injured 
and at a loss on how to proceed. Dr. Krohn 
and Dr. Taylor's in depth encyclopedia, in conjunction with the right healthcare 
provider, and some financial resources could take a person, in the early phase of 
injury, a long way on the path to wellness. On the other hand, the beauty of the 

 
Few detoxification treatments are 
offered in allopathic medicine. It 
does not generally acknowledge 
the effects of chemicals on the 

body except in cases of poisoning 
and death. The allopathic use of 

drugs for most treatments 
introduces more chemicals to 

bodies that are already laboring 
under a toxic load.

 
excerpt from Natural Detoxification

 



book lies in the fact we are all in need of safe and natural detoxification in the 21st 
century, and thus Natural Detoxification is a great guide for anyone seeking better 
health in this toxic world.

Each chapter is well laid out with interesting 
factoids and easy to read tables on specific 
nutritional and vitamin guidelines. I must say, 
I have not read the book cover to cover; 
instead I have enjoyed the book piece meal 
examining the charts and detox methods as I 
need them. The final section on Detoxification 
Programs is wonderful for it's easy to read 
charts based on condition or disease; though 
some of you will find them too general it's a 
great starting point. There are product 
recommendations in the appendix, but not as 
an extensive listing as I have seen in other 
alternative medicine books.

There is also an excellent foreword written by 
Dr. Allan Lieberman, Medical Director Center 
for Occupational and Environmental 

Medicine. He writes, "If we adhere to the principles outlined by the authors, we can 
undoubtedly reduce the chances of major organ and system injury due to toxic 
exposure of all kinds."  Which of course, is what it's all about. 

 

 

Lucinda Hodges lives in Montana where she home schools her children, tends her garden, 
wild crafts herbal remedies, and writes and maintain websites, for Pariah and Toxic 

Trains.

 
GI Tract

The gastrointestinal tract is an 
important route for the absorption 

of toxins. In our lifetime the GI 
tract processes over 25 tons of 

food, representing the largest load 
of antigens and xenobiotics 

confronting us. The mucosal surface 
of the stomach and intestines is 200 
times that of the body surface area, 
making it very susceptible to toxic 

exposure.
excerpt from Natural Detoxification

 

http://www.toxictrains.org/
http://www.toxictrains.org/
http://www.accert.org/pariah.htm


Planting Seeds of Consciousness 
 
 

By Kathy Fitzpatrick

I still recall the very first packet of seeds i planted. They were Kentucky Wonder 
Pole beans. I planted them in an unlikely spot, along a small stretch of picket 
fence that divided our driveway from the neighbors, where my father was sure 
they'd never grow. There was a well-used basketball hoop on the garage next 
door and the ball constantly slammed against the fence. Despite his concern i 
planted my seeds there anyway. I grew them with tender loving care, nurturing 
them into a prolific profusion of beans. My father was amazed and i was hooked 
on gardening for life. 
These days i continue to plant seeds, not only in my 
garden, but in the hearts and minds of the everyday 
people i come in contact with. Being chemically 
injured i feel compelled to warn others about the 
everyday dangers of our  EMF-a-fied, chemical, WI-
FI world.
I work part time at what i believe is the only shelter 
in the United States with a fragrance/chemical-free 
policy. While the policy was first put in place as an 
accommodation, it's no longer the only reason. Many 
residents come to us with children who have lead poisoning, asthma, autism, 
ADD, or ADHD. Mothers come with fibromyalgia, chronic fatigue, COPD, 
depression, anxiety, PTSD, or a host of other DISeases. Before our shelter, they 
never considered the impact chemicals had on their health.
Our shelter serves as a laboratory where residents can explore a new way of 
living.  We provide them with fragrance-free products to use during their stay. 
We  teach them to recycle and how make cleaning and personal care products out 
of inexpensive, easy-to-find ingredients. Many residents have reported their 
children sleep better, had no asthma attacks or that they didn't have to use a 
breathing machine during their stay. One mother recently shared that since she 
stopped wearing Paris Hilton cologne, her sinuses no longer bother her. 

Many are resistant to change. They are stuck in their own worldview and far too 
rigid to see there is another way or they simply disbelieve. In fact, they refuse to 
even consider the damage chemicals can cause. Because of this we build on our 

common humanity knowing there is a potential for 
far greater understanding when we share our 
journeys with one another. 
Of course, you can share your journey and still have 
others completely negate it’s value by asserting 
themselves in ways that cause real, not imagined, 
physical harm. When this happens there is a need to 

 
I work part time at what i 
believe is the only shelter 
in the United States with 
a fragrance/chemical free 

policy.
 

 
Being defeated is often a 

temporary condition. 
Giving up is what makes it 

permanent.

Marilyn vos Savant
 



make a distinction between conscious and unconscious people. An unconscious 
person will act in a destructive way by twisting words around to suit their own 
best interests. You can see this being done in every thing from politics to the 
environment to religion and to those of us with chemical injuries. Once, a staff 
person stood in the office doorway, looked at me, then turned and walked right 
into the kitchen and turned on the gas stove. He is aware this causes me harm. 
In fact, there’s a sign clearly stating it’s not to be used during office hours. But 
because of his own beliefs, he disregarded me and did it anyway. As i sat in the 
office i kept telling myself i was imagining the sensations in my body, that he 
would never cause me harm this way. But there was no ignoring the swollen 
lymph glands or the feeling of my brain swelling. I got up and went into the 
kitchen. By this time the burner was still on but he was gone. I left for home, 
almost crashing into the rear end of a vehicle in front of me and spent most of 
the evening in bed unable to function. My body was a mass of aches and pains 
that lasted for over a week. All because his belief system was so rigid it could not 
include my worldview. It's difficult to plant seeds in soil that isn’t fertile. But that 
doesn’t mean we should give up. We need to continue to speak our truth, 
regardless of  blatant disregard and disrespect. And we shouldn’t water it down; 
we need to keep it real so it doesn’t impede the progress of those around us who 
are open and receptive to new ideas and ways of living. And conscious enough to 
know theirs is not the only worldview. 
In my journey with this illness i’ve found even those 
with EI continue to adhere to old behaviors that 
cause harm to the planet and to the people around 
them. They remain stuck in a materialistic mindset 
that propels them to purchase particular products or 
behaviors that are harmful. Perhaps it’s habituation, 
or a need to somehow cling to a past that no longer 
exists.
We need to move beyond the mindset that compels 
us to consume, consume, consume without regard 
for the consequences. But how do you wake up those 
who have been injured to the continued injustice 
they are doing, not only to themselves, but to the 
larger community of injured people? Is a hair salon, hair color, personal care or 
cleaning product more important than an entire injured population? How does the 
end justify the means? While it’s true our injuries and chemical sensitivities are all 
different, how can we, as a community, come together and say, what harms one 
harms us all, so that together, we can make a difference? 

We can begin by demanding corporate America to take responsibility for it’s role 
in the harm they’ve caused the planet and it’s inhabitants. We have a right to 
demand they make the necessary changes for the survival of the planet and all 
sentient beings. We can support companies that make “good” products and ask 
them to make “better” ones. We can shop locally when possible and purchase 
fair-trade goods. We can support non-toxic hair salons and companies that 

 
I will not have my life 
narrowed down. I will 

not bow down to 
somebody else's whim or 

to someone else's 
ignorance.

Bell Hooks
 



manufacture fragrance-free products. We can write letters, speaking our truth. 
We can stop believing in the myth that our dollars don’t count. Yes, they do! 
Without our support, corporations have nothing. We are a documented 15% of 
the population. Our ranks are growing on a daily basis. We can use our buying 
power for the highest healing good of the planet. Change is not going to come 
easily, but change will come. We can plant seeds wherever we are, even if it’s 
shopping from home on our computers. We have been given a gift, a keen insight 
into what’s happening in our world. Our world view has been altered, there is no 
turning back. We cannot begin to save everyone, but we can try to save those 
who are willing to listen by nurturing their growth and supporting them so we all 
flourish. With the simple act of planting seeds, we honor the earth, life and each 
other. 
 
 
 
Kathy Fitzpatrick is a writer, activist, and naturalist who loves to dig in the dirt, eat weeds and grows 

her own organic herbs and veggies.



Preserving the Bounty of the Season
 

 

 

By Kathy Fitzpatrick

 

There's no doubt about it fall is here. I've just come in from my backyard garden 
with a arm load of wonderfully fresh produce. Neon lights swiss chard, kale, 
collards, fat yellow turnips, an abundance of tomatoes, green, red and yellow 
peppers, jalapeños and habenaro's and the last of the beans. Later i'll pick lamb's 
quarter, spicy nasturtium leaves and flowers, chives, salad burnett, mesculin 
lettuce and a few dandelion leaves for a salad.

If you've ever considered trying your hand at home preservation, fall, with it's 
generous bounty, is a wonderful time to begin. Home preservation can be as easy 
or as complicated as you'd like. The following recipes are designed for those with 
limited time and energy, no fancy equipment required. Although simple, they're 
not only delicious, but rich with vitamins and minerals. So grab some jars and get 
ready for a well stocked pantry.

How to make Balsamic Vinegar 
The best way to make this is to go to the woods and while enjoying the beauty 
and serenity gather up pine needles. Some people have a preference for a specific 
kind of needles but, as an equal opportunity fall preservationist, i'll use any i can 
get my fall saving hands on! In my own backyard there's cedar, blue spruce and a 
couple other evergreens whose names escape me. Each one has a uniquely 
wonderful aromic taste. Delicious drizzled on salads, in soups or just to sniff when 
the urge comes. As a Balsamic Vinegar affectionato i can attest to the richness of 
flavor, better than any store bought variety, regardless of the price tag. What's 
better is the complete ease in making them. I made my first bottle last year using 
white pine needles and and all winter long found myself making excuses to go to 
the kitchen just to open up the jar and delight in it's healing aroma.

 Pine is a wonderful source of Vitamin C, it contains more C than oranges. The 
apple cider vinegar leeches the vitamins and minerals out of the needles and into 
the vinegar making it a rich source of vitamins and minerals.

To make your own "balsamic" vinegar simply fill a clean jar with any kind of pine 
needle and cover with apple cider vinegar. Put a lid on and let steep for 4-6 
weeks, strain [or not] and enjoy! It doesn't get any easier than this! [if using a 
metal lid place wax paper between the top of the jar and the metal lid]



Homemade Sauerkraut
This is the way my grandma made sauerkraut when my mom was growing up. 
Their cellar shelves were lined with row after row of this simple method of saving 
fall in a jar. Nothing beats homemade!

1 cabbage, cored and chopped [or shredded]
1teaspoon sea salt
1 tablespoon apple cider vinegar
Good water

Fill a quart jar with chopped or shredded cabbage, to each jar add 1 teaspoon of 
sea salt and 1 tablespoon of apple cider vinegar. [or white vinegar] Cover with 
good water and put the ring and lid on tight. [make sure it's tight!!!] Store in a 
cool place for 2 months and enjoy!

Latin American Kraut or Cortido
This is a spicy probiotic condiment that goes well with Latin American and 
Mexican foods....and it's also great dumped on top of organic salad greens! 
Delicious!

1 large cabbage, cored and chopped
1 cup of grated carrots
2 medium onions, thinly sliced
1 TBSLP dried oregeno
1/4-1/2 tsp dried pepper flakes
1 TBSLP sea salt
1 TBSLP whey or if not available use and additional 1 TBSLP of sea salt

In a large bowl mix all ingredients together, including whey and sea salt. Pound 
with a wooden hammer for about 10 minutes to release the juices. [i just let it sit 
for a several hours] Place in a 2 quart mason jar and press down firmly with a 
wooden hammer until the juices come to the top of the jar. The top of the 
cabbage mixture should be covered with at least below the top of the jar. Cover 
tightly and let set out for 3 days before placing in cold storage.

Cortido is traditionally made with pineapple vinegar, something i look forward to 
trying! Like traditional sauerkraut this improves with age! Enjoy!

Ratatouille



As i write i'm enjoying the scent of Ratatouille wafting up from the crock pot in 
the kitchen. This year, our CSA farm share has provided us with a bounty of 
eggplant in all shapes, sizes and colors. While eggplant can be blanched and 
frozen it really loses a bit of it's appeal. So i preserve it by making up batch after 
batch of Ratatouille to freeze and use in the winter. Freezing isn't the best way to 
preserve food but when using the freshest organic ingredients it's far better than 
buying food that's been shipped in during the winter months. This is a very rich 
dish, usually cooked slowly on the stove after the vegetables have been sautéed. 
I have found i get the same rich taste by cooking it in a crock pot without all the 
work. I don't measure choosing instead to chop up the vegetables until it looks 
right. But i'll try to quesstimate for those who need them.

1 large eggplant [don't peel] cut in large cubes
2 green peppers, cut into strips
2 onions
4 cloves of garlic
4 tomatoes, cut in pieces
4 tablespoons of oil [olive, sunflower, sesame]
1 small jar of organic tomato paste

Add to taste
salt
pepper

Optional
bragg's liquid amino's
basil
rosemary
thyme
marjoram
nutritional yeast

Place the chopped eggplant, green peppers, onions, garlic and tomatoes, along 
with the oil, into a crock-pot and cook overnight on low heat. In the morning add 
the tomato paste and a bit of filtered water. Continue to cook until the veggies 
are mushy or have the texture you prefer. Then season to taste with salt and 
pepper along with any of the following, basil, rosemary, thyme or marjoram. 
Sprinkle with bragg's liquid amino's and nutritional yeast. Serve over steamed 
millet, brown rice or lentils. Freeze leftovers to enjoy later.

 



 

 

Susan Moody
1943 ~ 2007

 

By Deborah Howery
 

One Saturday last June, my dear friend Susan Moody called 
me and said "Debbie, I think I am dying." Her health 
problems, which were serious and many, in addition to her 
chemical injury, which complicated and in some cases, 
prevented treatment for those other health problems, 
seemed insurmountable. We talked for hours that night, and 
ended up laughing and joking before we hung up. She 
thanked me for making her laugh that night, and I told her 
that I was sorry that that was all I could do for her, listen 
and make her laugh. She had done so much for me, at a 
time when I was feeling very low. She said that was all she 
expected, not solutions, just someone to listen & take her 
mind off the myriad problems for a while, someone to relax 
with. That's what friends do, and Susan excelled at that, 
gave us all a wonderful example of how true friends take 
care of each other. We talked about her problems and fears, 
and as typical of her, she steered the conversation to my 
problems as well. That is the way she was; no matter how 
sick, no matter much pain or trouble she was in, she was 
always interested in helping the other person. I am very 
grateful for that conversation, because 2 weeks and 2 days 
later, I received another phone call informing me of her 
death. 

I first met Susan a couple of years ago, on the CIS list. We 
started emailing each other, and eventually started talking 
on the phone. From her emails, I had thought Susan was young and in fairly good shape, 
except for her CI,  because her messages were always so sprightly and full of energy. I was 
surprised to find that she was actually in her early 60's and quite  seriously ill. In spite of her 
severe illnesses, she was so bright, quick to laugh, sweet, with a sincere desire to help others 

 
Susan was married, had 

two adult sons, four 
grandchildren, two 

brothers still living, and a 
deceased brother and 

sister. She was a political 
activist and feminist, and 

worked as a medical 
secretary, as well as a 
legal secretary for the 
Farm Workers Legal 
Services before she 

became too ill to work.

Susan's family and work 
history taken from her 

obituary published in the 
Rochester Democrat And 

Chronicle  ,   courtesy of 
Barbara Rubin and LaVonne 

Ellis
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always.  She cared very much about all her CI friends, and she had many. I felt an instant 
connection with her from the first email, and am by no means alone. Most people who knew 
her say they experienced the same connection with Susan. She was a very dear and true 
friend to many of us, someone who genuinely cared about her friends. No matter how ugly 
things got for me, I always knew there was someone in Rochester, New York who cared 
about me.

Susan had been ill for many years of her life. 
She suffered from polycystic kidney disease, 
and the dialysis that kept her alive until her 
kidney transplant  is what caused her chemical 
injury. After the transplant she had to take 
immuno-suppressive drugs for the rest of her 
life, which contributed to her breast cancer. 
She endured surgery to remove the tumor in 
her breast with only a local anesthetic, due to 
her inability to tolerate general anesthesia. 
(She suffered from prolapses, and a number of 
other illnesses. Her husband of many years, 
who cooked, shopped and cared for her when 
she became terribly ill after the transplant, left 
her a few years ago. So, really too sick to take 
care of herself, she had to learn to cook again, 
shop, clean and take care of finances, but did 
manage to hire someone relatively fragrance 
free to help with it all. She managed to do all 
that, and still spent many hours counseling the 
EIs that she met on her email support groups.) 
Anyone who seemed to need her help she 
contacted and did all she could to support, 
counsel, and befriend them. No wonder 
everyone who knew her loved her. She was an 
amazingly selfless loving person, who treated 
others with respect, kindness, understanding 
and honesty. In spite of all she suffered, she 

was cheerful and had a wonderful sense of humor, and was very appreciative of any little 
thing her friends did for her. Everyone I have talked with who knew her loved and respected 
her, myself included. Her passing  left a large hole in many of our lives; she is sorely missed.

 

Deborah Howery is a gifted bonsai gardener who writes about coping with 
chemical injury and disease. 

 

 

 
To every thing there is a season, and a 

time to every purpose under the 
heaven:

A time to be born, and a time to die; a 
time to plant, and a time to pluck up 

that which is planted;
A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time 
to break down, and a time to build up;
A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a 
time to mourn, and a time to dance;

A time to cast away stones, and a time 
to gather stones together; a time to 
embrace, and a time to refrain from 

embracing;
A time to get, and a time to lose; a time 

to keep, and a time to cast away;
A time to rend, and a time to sew; a 
time to keep silence, and a time to 

speak;
A time to love, and a time to hate; a 

time of war, and a time of peace.
 

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 
 



The Wisdom of the Environmentally Ill
 

 

By Norie

 

As someone with an environmental illness, I initially saw 
my affliction as an issue to take up with the world at 
large that so blindly allows the destruction of the earth 
and contamination of its precious resources. I could 
have begun by blaming the medical “specialist” who 
brainwashed me into relying on meds that made my 
body more vulnerable to the everyday toxins and led to 
my crash. Then, I could have moved on to the company 
where I was employed that allowed smoking in an 
insufficiently ventilated building with non-operable 
windows, even after the AC was shut down after hours. 
Next, there'd be the public smoking policies to contend 
with…However, it was clear to me  that expending the 
energy of petitioning and protesting would only fuel my 
anger and drain my soul. It was also obvious there’d be 
no end to the fight. Besides fighting the medical and 
tobacco industry, there were the ever conniving and 
scheming pharmaceutical /pesticide /fragrance /beauty 
“care”/ health 
“care” /oil /agricultural /telecommunications /advertising 
/news/media industries, along with the political organizations run by all of the above that are powered 
by war and greed. And then there'd be a need to educate friends/family at large about all the evils that 
result from allowing such powers to control our lives, a duty which comes with the territory of being 
environmentally ill. 

Due to our physical limitations from an inaccessible chemically run world, such an enigmatic illness not 
only ostracizes and alienates the people afflicted from society, but also from family and close friends. 
Thus, we must learn how to find solace in isolation and grow from solitude. But after all, as the 
esteemed poet, Ranier Maria Rilke, professes in his Letters to a Young Poet, solitude is the best way to 
develop one’s “character”. It was to this path that I had resigned myself—to remain in solitude and live 
out the rest of my life in isolation in my heart and mind to the extent bearable. That is, until magic 
guidance led me to an EI web community, “Planet Thrive” (founded and maintained by the brilliant, 
multi-talented Julie Genser) which allowed me to find my voice and become part of a unique society—
one I have come to consider "elite". 

Here, among this community of like-minded souls who 
have all suffered as much or even more than I have, I'm 
able to completely let down my guard and share what 
I’ve learned through life living with an environmental 
illness, how I’ve been improving my health against all 
odds and growing wiser and more self-empowered with 

 
People have (with the help of 
conventions) oriented all their 
solutions toward the easy and 

toward the easiest side of the easy; 
but it is clear that we must hold to 
what is difficult; everything alive 
holds to it, everything in Nature 

grows and defends itself in its own 
way and is characteristically and 
spontaneously itself, seeks at all 

costs to be so and against all 
opposition.

 Ranier Maria Rilke, 
Letters to a Young Poet

 

 
We are the wizened few who have 

learned not to compromise our 
health for the sake of remaining 

status quo and who can see through 
greed, money and power. 

 



the wisdom of our ancestors and the truly civilized civilizations that came before our highly uncivilized, 
unsustainable, chemically dependent, earth-destroying one. We are the wizened few who have learned 
not to compromise our health for the sake of remaining status quo and who can see through greed, 
money and power. 

In fact, this is an illness that gives great wisdom to those it afflicts. It has turned us into a privileged 
group that can see beyond the lies of our leaders, our “superiors” in every walk of life, and that is 
empowered with the all-encompassing knowledge of what is right and just. We have learned how to 
trust in the earth and have developed a deep kinship with the trees, the sky, the ocean, the rivers, the 
rocks and every living creature that will listen to our story and help restore our spirit. It has filled us 
with the keen discretion of what is good not only for us, the people so afflicted, but what is good for 
all of humankind. We are the marginalized elite who through the hard lessons of listening to our 
bodies have been gifted with tremendous insight and power against being brainwashed, manipulated 
and cheated by a society that has little compassion. 

To our sisters plagued with chronic fatigue, hormonal 
imbalances, alcoholism, MS, breast cancer, endometriosis, 
depression, fibromyalgia, miscarriages, gastrointestinal 
dysfunction; to our brothers with diabetes, lymphoma, 
schizophrenia, manic depression, colitis, addictions, 
obesity; and to our children with life-threatening food 
allergies, eczema, asthma, leukemia, ADHD: Perhaps 
someday with our rich knowledge of natural healing, of 
the secrets of plants, the language of the earth gained 
from the ability to survive through great adversity, you 
will come to us as the “wise elders”, who can aid and 
guide you with your own self-empowerment to find a 
life in harmony with the earth to bring about your own healing. Until that time, you will likely continue 
to marginalize us as alarmists and fanatics. But in another light we can be held as the privileged few—
the elite ill. 

While of course even with our hard-earned knowledge, we EIs still long for that magic bullet to have 
another shot at "being healthy" again—to go back to being oblivious to the damage being brought 
upon our environment by seemingly innocent products and lifestyles, and the concomitant harm to 
our bodies. But perhaps what sets us apart from others is that unlike others with chronic illnesses, we 
have learned a potent lesson that certain key aspects of the way we had been living were terribly 
wrong and disharmonic with the universe. And as those stricken with such a profound message, 
perhaps we are not so much meant to "get well" again to re-join in the mass destruction of the earth, 
as to live out our lives as harmoniously as we can and to universally make a collective difference to 
bring the earth back in balance. Perhaps this is part of the mystery—and one could even say the 
poignant beauty—of the lives of people with environmental illness. 

 

 

Norie is a seed collector and experimental organic gardener in southwest Tokyo who dabbles in 
Japanese herbal medicine, organic rice farming, natural plant dyeing and the art of living slowly.

 
We have learned how to trust in 
the earth and have developed a 
deep kinship with the trees, the 

sky, the ocean, the rivers, the rocks 
and every living creature that will 
listen to our story and help restore 

our spirit.
 



 

Under the Iron Heel
 

 One woman's journey through chemical injury and activism.
 
 

by Lucinda Hodges
 
"We’re going to be with you for the long haul--five years, ten years, whatever it 
takes." Those were Bill Brodsky's words as he stood in the hotel conference room 
thronged by reporters, camera lights shining. At long last I could see the face of 
my nemesis. Mr. Brodsky was President of the railroad that had poisoned my 
family, polluted my home, and turned a bustling community into a ghost town by 
derailing 133 tons of toxic chemicals right into my slice of paradise: a quaint 
historic Montana town nestled between the course of the Clark Fork River and the 
weight of the Bitterroot Mountains. 
To many of us, "hot zone evacuees," Brodsky's words represented a promise, and 
we intended to hold him and his railroad to the pledge of "whatever it takes." So 
for the next half decade, a small but very determined group, did just that. From 
the moment the chemicals hit the ground we were transmuted into the best kind 
of activists. We were sick, displaced and we were pissed-off; and despite our 
illnesses, anger, fear and desperation we quickly learned to use every tool 
available in the toolbox of activism. 

We began by acquainting ourselves with the world of 
toxic waste, grassroots activism and we learned from 
some of the best. We organized our community 
through information. Dr. Kaye Kilburn reached out to 
us and offered community medical testing. We 
conducted an environmental health survey, held 
frequent public meetings, prodding along a multitude 
of state and federal agencies. We gathered tens of 
thousands of pages of official documents, wrote 
reports, consulted with medical doctors and 
interviewed attorneys. We protested, sang songs, 
and generally caused a peaceful, but persistent 

ruckus at railroad headquarters. And with the assistance of two very capable grad 
students, we also videotaped everything we did, and told our story through film 
with, A Toxic Train Ran Through It.
Those years of frontline activism transformed us from wide eyed "newbies" to 
seasoned activists. By reaching out to other activists, some of us were able to 
travel the country telling our story, networking with other victims of toxic waste, 
connecting the dots to see the larger story of a pandemic of people and places 
poisoned by chemicals. It was a real live baptism-by-fire.
 
Surviving the Iron Heel

 
It is not what a lawyer tells 

me I may do; but what 
humanity, reason, and 

justice tell me I ought to 
do.

By Edmund Burke 
 

http://www.toxictrains.org/Derailments/Alberton%20Montana.htm
http://www.toxictrains.org/documentary_a_toxic_train_ran_through_it_.htm
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Those were terrible years in many ways. The once 
closely knit town splintered like shattered glass as 
good people lost their health, livelihoods, and 
homes. A new caste system quickly emerged; those 
who chose to stay and live on toxic ground in toxic 
homes, and those who were forced to leave by ill 
health to search for safe housing and a new life. The 
stigma of illness proved to be a deep divide that all 
too frequently split spouses, friends, neighbors and 
co-workers. There were far too many goodbyes; but 
for all that broke inside us, and around us, a few of 
us forged a path, through activism that pulled us out of the depths of disaster.
Of course, my story is not unique, many of you have similar experiences in your 
own battles with polluters, employers, and state and federal agencies. Most of us 
acquire a whole new set of skills wrangling our way through toxic torts, worker's 
comp and disability claims. Eventually, all of us win, lose, or draw in our personal 
battles with corporations and the legal system. But, then what? What do we do 
with the skills and lessons learned from these David and Goliath epics so many of 
us have lived through? How do we take this hard-won knowledge fighting for our 
own individual rights and translate those experiences into fighting for the rights of 
all us? 
 
The Missing Link
One thing I do know, there are not any easy or absolute answers when it comes 
to chemical injury. From my perspective, one component that seems to be 
missing is a bridge between the wide array of individual activists, regional groups, 
and the national environmental scene on the specific issue of direct advocacy for 
chemical injured people. Although there are many shared objectives among us as 
individuals and environmental health non profits, what is yet to emerge is 
recognition for chemical injury as a chronic illness or disease. We've seen 
advocacy for particularly insidious and well-understood hazardous substances 
such as lead, asbestos and mercury. But that still falls short of bringing the 
pandemic under one umbrella. 

 For me, it seems an endless state of frustration 
being a chemically injured activist searching for the 
missing link -- a national organization for chemically 
injured people. A well-run, national non-profit for 
chemical injury would be the realization of decades 
of grassroots activism for the thousands of victims 
who lived this disease when no one even understood 
it. An achievement that would begin to unite us to 
develop a shared vision of what chemical injury is. A 
vital step towards defining the injury/disease 
pattern, which would progress us towards forging the 

crucial link to causation and prevention of chemical injury. 
CFIDS, Fibromyalgia, Autism, AIDS, have strong, functioning, national non-profit 

 
It is cheaper, so much 

cheaper, to buy a general 
than to fight him and his 

whole army.
Jack London

from The Iron Heel
 

 
For me, it seems an endless 
state of frustration being a 
chemically injured activist 
searching for the missing 

link -- a national 
organization for chemically 

injured people.
 



groups which are effectively lobbying Congress for legislative change, disability 
rights, medical research and funding. All these diseases were brought out of 
obscurity to national attention through courageous victim advocacy. Of course, 
some of these chronic conditions have garnered celebrity star power along the 
way; AIDS has Michael Jordan, CFIDS had Seabiscuit. Fibromyalgia even has a 
pill, as anyone with cable TV knows, thanks to Pfizer's slick promotional ads. 
There are days when I wonder: exactly where is our Oprah moment and when is 
it arriving? 
 
Inside the Aspen Grove
Google "chemical injury" and you will find thousands 
of individuals and groups with web pages designed to 
inform and educate on every kind of chemical injury. 
Google "chemical sensitivity" or "multiple chemical 
sensitivity" and you will find even more websites and 
blogs on topics from fragrance-free-workplaces and 
schools, sick building syndrome, to the mis-use 
of plastics and toxic personal care products. One 
thing easy to discern is that as individuals, regional 
groups, and web-based support groups we are out in full force on the world wide 
web supporting each other and spreading the word on how and why chemicals 
are harming all of us. 
As well, national environmental non profits have taken the lead in using science 
to revolutionize our everyday access to accurate testing of our bodies, our food 
supply, and our environment. The EWG, Environmental Working Group, is a 
great example of a national environmental organization tackling the issue of 
toxics through toxicology. Thanks to EWG and groups like, Women's Voices for 
the Earth, body burden testing programs are educating all of us on how common 
chemicals are being stored in our body fat and tissues and adversely effecting our 
health. Bio-monitoring gives us valuable information and a powerful tool for 
activists who can in turn use that information to influence legislators and 
corporations. 

Concurrently, a healthy mix of lay and professional 
people have formed trustworthy underground 
alliances and are examining all the issues invoked by 
chemical injury. Perhaps in these corporate times 
this is an effective way to incubate and develop 
strategies for chemical injury. Many of us as victims, 
activists, and even medical experts have felt the 
weight of the "Iron Heel" through corporate 

reprisals and an unjust judicial system. We understand there are times when it is 
wiser to lay low in order to survive to fight another day.
Presently, the chemically injured community reminds me of a great colony of 
quaking aspen trees. An aspen colony is derived from one seedling. A grove of 
quaking aspens is symbiotic and each tree's survival is linked to the entire colony. 
A single aspen tree may only live above ground for perhaps one hundred years, 

 
When morality comes up 
against profit, it is seldom 

that profit loses.

Shirley Chisholm
 

 
Justice is like a train that is 

nearly always late.

Yevgeny Yevtushenko 
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but the root system lives on sprouting new trees into life for thousands of years 
spreading the colony over many acres of forest throughout time. Aspens are also 
a pioneer species. They thrive in sunlight and take root after even the most 
intense forest fires and disasters, just like some of us.

 

Lucinda Hodges lives in Montana where she home schools her children, tends her garden, 
wild crafts herbal remedies, and writes and maintain websites, for Pariah and Toxic 

Trains.




