~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.
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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.
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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



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.

What we do for ourselves dies with
us. What we do for others and the
world remains and is immortal.
Albert Pine

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.
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