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Life is full of great blessings, and my son, David, is one of mine.
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This book is dedicated to you, David, my greatest success. You make my life more complete, and I thank God for you every day. May I help guide you on your journey through life and encourage you to spread your wings and fly.
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Preface


A journey of a thousand miles must begin with a single step.

—Lao-tzu (604–531 B.C.), The Way of Lao-tzu



HOW MANY TIMES do we go outside ourselves to find the answer to a problem? I spent so much time when my son, David, was ill thinking that someone else knew more about my life and its challenges than I did. I spent a great deal of time sitting through seminars and reading self-help books in search of answers to questions about life balance, career, and fulfillment. We are taught to look to “experts” for our answers, only to find out that they often have no real-life experience on the subject. When all is said and done, change begins with you. Strength, willpower, responsibility, commitment, and integrity grow from within and blossom only under your direction.

Many of today’s women are CEOs, managers in all types of industries, and entrepreneurs, yet we are still the foundation of our families. In the home, we are a friend, lover, cook, housekeeper, taxi driver, and the “do for me, get for me” person. I was no exception. When David was born, nine years ago, I added a new title to my list—parent. Because I was parenting a sick baby, however, my list of titles extended further: I became an expert at understanding medical terms, conditions, and treatments so that I could speak to the doctors and nurses intelligently. I became an at-home chemist, cooking up soaps in my kitchen. I became a researcher, investigating, writing letters, and making inquiries to environmental organizations and alternative health practitioners. I began corresponding and working with consumer advocates who could help me understand what was causing my son’s illnesses. In short, the skills and determination that made me a successful businessperson were now helping me learn how to free my son from the toxins that were destroying him.

I think it is not only my anger but also my guilt that drives me on my quest to inform others about chemicals and toxins and their potential harm. Even now, nearly a decade after David’s birth, I carry the guilt of a single question—“Why didn’t I know?” Why didn’t I know what was causing David’s horrifying sickness? After all, hadn’t I taken parenting classes and read everything I could get my hands on while pregnant? Despite my preparation for his birth, I was still absolutely clueless about the dangers that faced him in the home. Why did it take almost two years of my son’s life to figure out what was causing his illness and begin turning his life around into a healthy one by making changes to our home and lifestyle? And if I was a mom who was reading and looking for answers and came up with none, what about the parents who don’t know where to look or what questions to ask?

Nine years ago, I had no idea that one day I would be starting a soap manufacturing business, appearing in the media, or writing a book. That was not what I had in mind during the nine months of my pregnancy. Before David was born, I saw myself as the mom who would be going to play dates, not to board meetings. I was the mom who would be baking cookies and cakes, not overseeing the ingredients, labeling, and packaging of a product line. I have always had a love for people and for children and knew I was happy and comfortable doing the “touchy feely” thing with friends and family. I never thought I’d be sharing on radio and television talk shows my personal battles and private frustrations in my struggle to heal my son. I now believe that my life’s calling is to be the mom among the big companies that dominate the multi-billion-dollar chemical industry and to be the small voice that haunts the manufacturers of chemical-laden products in their corporate buildings.

Why David Hated Tuesdays is an opportunity for me to pass along what I have learned about chemicals, hidden toxins, and alternative products and to help you reorganize your home to be as human- and earth-friendly as possible. I certainly do not have all the answers, and I am not an expert on your situation, but this book—my journey—may help you find your own answers, your personal strength, your “yes, I can do this!” voice.

All that you will read here I learned through the mistakes, challenges, obstacles, and tears of the past 10 years. As a result of my experiences, I feel a strong need to “talk to you” about the choices that we make in our homes and in our lives that can greatly impact us and our loved ones. That sounds like pretty “big stuff,” but experience is a great educator.

I invite you to join me as, together, we look at your home and make some changes and choices from a new perspective, all in the name of creating a home that truly is “home sweet home.”
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How to Use This Book

WHY DAVID HATED TUESDAYS is a guide to help you take steps to make your home as free of chemicals as you choose it to be. I repeat—as you choose it to be. In my case, because of my son’s multiple chemical sensitivities, there were some areas where I had no choice. For example, I had to get rid of the carpeting in my house, and I could no longer wear synthetic fabrics or clothes that required dry cleaning or use detergent.

Only you can make the choices that work best for you and your family. Only you know how much or how little you need or want to change your home. Only you know what your boundaries and limits are in making change.

I promise you that this book will make you look at your home and your life differently. It takes you on my journey, so you can see through my eyes how I began to understand the unconscious choices I was making in my life. You will see the autopilot decisions I made that resulted in me bringing unsafe products and toxins into my home. You will see how I began to make the link between these decisions and my son’s illness. Most of the changes I made to our home and lifestyle occurred during David’s first five years; but even today I ask myself what I can do better. I’ll never be “done” making David’s environment as healthy as I can. However, I’ve learned not to expect perfection; all we can do is our best.

This book, in which we “get back to basics,” provides you with the tools for taking a journey to a safer home and a healthier, human-friendly environment. These tools include the following:


[image: ] instructions on how to keep a journal to help you in the process of discovery and change

[image: ] questions to ask yourself about your home

[image: ] questions to ask when purchasing furnishings and other household items

[image: ] tips for finding out what is in your products

[image: ] resources and references for valuable information if you choose to dig deeper into a topic



The appendix lists the companies, authors, products, and more cited throughout this book that can help you maintain a healthy and organized home.

The Journal

It was by keeping a journal that I discovered what was making David ill. I’ve filled countless journals since learning the value of this tool. Our lives are not stationary, and keeping a journal can help us focus our thoughts and figure out how to deal with the changes that come into our lives. In writing a journal as this book suggests, you’ll literally track your life, your thoughts, what happens day to day, how you feel, when you are up and when you are down. It is a written document that validates you. My journal was where I saw that the doctors were wrong, where I could track when David was okay and when he got worse. This was where I could see the anxious moments in my life. It is there right in front of you. You can’t fix a problem if you don’t know what the problem is. The journal can help you discover your challenges. Your choice, at that point, becomes how and if you want to make a change. It all starts with the journal.

When you record what actually occurs in a room, you may be amazed by what you learn. I’ve gone into hundreds of homes, at people’s request, to help them find out what was wrong. When I suggest that we look at how they organize their home as we search for toxins, the first thing they say—sometimes with indignation—is that they are already organized and that their home is free of chemicals. They think, as I did, that if they make it through the day, everything is fine. However, when we begin to define and organize room by room, we find old products, knickknacks that collect dust, toxic product residue on surfaces, and much more that is harmful to the family’s health and slows them down. People are always stunned. Your observations in your journal may stun you, too, into saying, “Is that what is really happening in this room?” or “Did I just see that?” Your goal for each room cannot help but become crystal clear! So yes, I am going to strongly suggest that for a productive makeover of the rooms in your home, you’re going to have to do some homework. Only then will you truly be in control and aware of how toxins creep into our lives.

The way the journal process works is that in each room of your house, you ask a series of questions and record your answers in your journal. Begin writing the journal using whatever method is comfortable for you. Would you rather jot things down that go on in the house hour by hour and day by day, or would you prefer to focus on the happenings in one room at a time? Or you can just write in your journal when a thought pops into your head. Even this style of documenting your life will begin to show you some rights and wrongs. Just begin writing. There is no right or wrong way.

I’ve devoted a chapter to each room of the house and provided you with journal questions specific to that room. Answering these questions will help you determine what changes might be appropriate or necessary for you and your family to create a healthier environment. Do not limit your questions to those I have asked. Remember, this is your home, and you have your own needs, styles, likes, and dislikes. To make this healthy makeover work, each room has to serve the users’ needs. For example, my place of relaxation from the stress of the day is my bathroom, so in addition to ridding this room of toxins, I needed to make sure that it was “me,” which means no children’s toys, no partner’s bathrobe, no clutter.

If a journal is just way too much for you and the idea of me asking you to keep a journal will make you put the book down right here, let’s take it down one notch. Make a list. List every room in your home, and next to each room write the purpose that you would like that room to fill. Perhaps your desire for the living room is a place to quietly watch television and have the kids play nearby. Your bedroom is to be a place where you and your partner can connect at the end of the day. This way as you move through the book, you at least have something in front of you, in black and white, that shows your customized choices for your home, what functions well in a given room, and what toxic products and furnishings you need to remove.

If that is still too much for you, get a sticky pad and attach a note to each door or entrance to every room in your home. As you go about your day, jot down on the note what is going on in that room. If you feel you already know what is going on in each of your rooms, write the purpose of each room on the sticky note, attach the note to the door or entrance, and observe for a day how accurate you are. Defining the purpose for each room helps you see how effective your environment is in helping you move through life. If the day of observation reveals that your rooms are not serving the purpose you thought they were, remember, becoming aware is half the battle.

Once you have information and a true picture of a room’s current use, you have the facts to make decisions for you and your family. You know what happens, when it happens, and how it happens in that room. You have gained insight into how you feel in each room. Without a journal or some documentation, trying to remember all the details of a day, let alone a week, is impossible. It can be even harder to pinpoint if problems such as chronic sneezing or puffy red eyes occur in the morning, noon, or night or in a specific area of the house. A journal is a great detective’s tool!

If there are others in your household, don’t take on this project of redefining, reorganizing, and cleaning all by yourself. Invite them onto your team! I have discovered, in both my business and my personal life, that bringing others into the process is a wonderful way for them to change their ways of doing things and accept the changes around them.

If you are interested in the team approach to the journal, it is critical that “your team” know and understand the importance of having a home that is a healthy environment, as free of harmful toxins as possible. In other words, “What’s in it for them?” If you can explain to them how this project can help them as well as you, then they are more apt to get involved. You’ll also be teaching them some wonderful life skills—teamwork, cooperation, compromise, and, just perhaps, “a job well done.” Since they will have a deciding vote, or at least some input, it keeps complaints about all the changes to a minimum. (I said minimum; don’t think all the whining will go away.)

And finally, if you are a control freak (and I say that with affection) and if you are used to doing it all, perhaps now is a good time to learn how to ask for help. You’ll be amazed at how uplifting it is to lighten your load.

“Good, Better, Best” Boxes

In the process of trying to make my whole house safe, sometimes I was beside myself, wailing, “How am I going to do this!” At some point you will probably become overwhelmed too. For this reason I present Good, Better, Best boxes throughout the book. These boxes offer choices—specific actions—that you can take to create a safer environment. You can make changes immediately or make changes in stages, beginning with the simplest and moving to the more complicated or costly. Sometimes the choices in the Good, Better, Best boxes are cumulative; you can do all three steps, if you desire, with Best being the most complete action. In other cases, the Good, Better, Best actions are either-or choices.

For example, if you have determined that the dining room is only used for special occasions and is generally closed off from day-to-day living, then perhaps it can be listed as “less priority” or “limited changes,” or maybe “it’s just right” the way it is!

Even if you choose to do nothing but read the book, you’ll come away from it knowing what the primary chemicals are in your home and where they are hidden—and trust me, you will look at bedding, furnishings, and household products with a much more critical eye.


Good, Better, Best: Keeping the Journal

Good:   You and your family put up sticky notes in each room and record the purpose, issues, and concerns of each room as things come to mind.

Better:  You write the journal by asking the questions and observing how each room is used over a period of time.

Best:     Everybody who uses a room keeps his or her own journal, and then all ideas are brought together for a general consensus on how the makeover of all the rooms in the house should take place.





“Better Choice Mom Recommends” Information

You’ll also see information labeled “Better Choice Mom Recommends.” This is my chance to bring to your attention practical products that work, as well as Web sites, books, and reports that you may find of use. Why the name “Better Choice Mom”? I chose it because it fits my passion so well: helping other mothers wade through the information (and misinformation) out there and empowering them to choose what’s best for their family.

Now that you are ready to take on “the fight,” begin by recognizing that the toxic issues in your home will not be resolved in a day, a week, or even a month. Changes may be small and progress slow, but if you take this opportunity to make changes or become more aware of the issues described in the book, I guarantee that the rewards will be great, and you will feel good knowing that you’ve created a healthier environment for your loved ones. I promise you that!
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Foreword

I HAVE BEEN A PEDIATRICIAN for over 40 years, practicing in Buffalo, New York, until I moved to Scottsdale, Arizona. Here, I have continued to study, research, and write about the chemicals and pollutants harming our environment and thus harming ourselves, our children, and a generation of children to come.

Through my work, I have met many a parent with children suffering from toxins and allergies to food, mold, and dust. One of those parents I had the good fortune to meet was Amilya Antonetti. It was apparent when we met that Amilya was in no way going to stand by patiently and wait for what might be answers. If no one could help, then she would do it herself. She did not wait; and she did find answers.

What makes Amilya a truly inspirational person is that she has taken her passion and commitment to her son and channeled it into a commitment to help others. I admire her as an entrepreneur, a trailblazer in the billion-dollar soap industry, and a mother whose passion to do for others has never wavered.

This book, written for anyone who wants to make their home a healthier environment for themselves and their loved ones, has been written with her unbridled enthusiasm and her desire to help others so that not one parent has to endure seeing the pain and suffering she saw in her infant son’s eyes.

Amilya is a gift, as is this book she offers you.

—Doris Rapp, M.D.


CHAPTER 1
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Amilya and David’s Story
A Journey to Health


You gain strength, courage, and confidence by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face. You are able to say to yourself, “I have lived through this horror. I can take the next thing that comes along.” You must do the thing you think you cannot do.

—Eleanor Roosevelt



THE DAY I BROUGHT MY newborn son home from the hospital was perfect. The blue sky matched the color of my infant son’s eyes. A warm breeze ruffled David’s fine, dark hair and carried his sweet scent out into the world. I felt even more complete than I had imagined I would after months of caring for myself and my baby as he grew inside me and I joyfully anticipated his homecoming.

But my joy was muted by David’s incessant crying, which filled our days and nights. His screams were chilling, an indication of real pain and suffering. He began to experience shortness of breath and a dry, hacking cough, which often kept both of us up at night. He developed chronic skin problems, including raised, scablike rashes that appeared on different parts of his body. Sometimes when I removed his diaper or t-shirt, his skin would peel off in sheets. He had a swollen, red ring around his bottom that made diapering a nightmare: Though I was as gentle as possible, he’d bleed as I wiped his little tushie, and he’d cry with pain the entire time. Other symptoms, which developed over the beginning months of his life, included itchy skin, gasping for breath, glassy eyes, dripping nose, and endless crying.

I felt helpless. What was wrong with my baby? What was I doing wrong that I could not help him and stop his crying?

Unable to answer these questions, my world was loud—with my own restless thoughts and the continuous advice of family and friends, offered out of kindness and concern—yet silent at the same time because nothing worked for David.

My bursting heart was now a broken heart. The euphoria of David’s arrival was replaced with a tidal wave of fear. All I knew was that my son, the most precious gift I had ever received, was in agony, and nothing I did seemed to ease his suffering.

After a few days of David’s nonstop crying, I took him to his pediatrician instead of waiting for his two-week checkup as I had been instructed to do. I looked to the doctor, whom I viewed as the expert, to tell me what was wrong with David and why I wasn’t being a good mother; why my baby cried all the time; and why he wasn’t a normal, healthy pink color like other babies. (He was a grayish color, and his skin was scaly, almost lizardlike.)

Over the next month, we took numerous trips to the pediatrician to relieve David’s shortness of breath and skin issues. The quest to discover the source of his skin sensitivities led to consultations with specialists and more specialists, who took X-rays, drew blood, and ran urine tests; allergists gave David the “poke test.” In one month, David had seen more doctors and undergone more tests than I had in my entire life. They found nothing, and I still had no answers for what was the matter with my baby.

At first, the pediatrician told me, “Some babies have a tough time adjusting in the beginning.” When the first month had passed and David was still crying, he said, “It’s colic. It will last four to six months.” After six months of David’s screaming, I heard, “First-time moms tend to overreact. Relax and he will get better with time,” and the best one of all, “This is hurting you more than it is hurting him.”

Doctors, nurses, specialists—everyone I consulted—talked over me, around me, and to anyone else but me as I watched my baby gasping for air. Each time he had a severe attack, I ended up taking him to the emergency room. The doctors would hook him up to a respirator or give him inhalers, all to help him “get through this.” During regular office visits, trips to the emergency room, appointments with dermatologists and allergists, tests done at the lab, and follow-up appointments with the specialists, I seemed to be the only one saying, “I don’t want to just get him through this. I want his suffering to end.”

“Deal with it” was not an option for me. “Live with it” was unlivable.

The worst piece of advice of all, the one that shook me to the core, came from a pediatric specialist who advised, “Let him go. You are young and can have more children.”
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Was this to be my child’s life? At six weeks old, David had to be given oxygen just to help him breathe.

I sat in his office, stunned by these words. I thought, “This is an expert?” “How much did I just pay to hear that I should let my son die?” No matter how many degrees he had, no one was going to convince me not to fight for my son’s life.

It was at that point that I said “stop.” I decided that having doctors put my son on a respirator until he was “well,” only to have David return for treatment with the exact same symptoms a week later, was not good enough. This was not an answer. In my mind, there had to be a reason for his illnesses, not just temporary relief.

Since it appeared that the specialists could not find an answer, nor were they willing to take the time to search for what was wrong with my son, it was up to me. I decided then and there that I was going to do everything I could to find the answers that the medical community could not. I decided it was better to fight to the end and lose than never to fight at all. Trust me, there is nothing like the determination, power, and drive of an angry, frustrated mother!

Taking Control

I began to take responsibility for being a bystander when it came to my son’s health and hoping that the experts might know what was best for my son. I had allowed them to make all the decisions. What was I thinking? I was his mother. I had to do something! Though the doctors had the desire, unfortunately what was afflicting David wasn’t “run-of-the-mill,” and training in the area of what I now know as environmental illness/multiple chemical sensitivity wasn’t taught in medical school. Many were as baffled as I was! I committed myself to finding a way to help David. I took back control and decision making from family and friends and from the doctors, nurses, specialists, and other experts to whom I had given it.

If there was any way I could prevent it, I was not going to have my son going through life in pain, dependent on inhalers, being labeled as sickly or not normal. If I could help it, there would be no more heart-stopping trips to hospital emergency rooms. I embraced the power that comes from desperation and turned my deep pain and anger into the energy to fight back.

When I stopped looking outward for the answers and began making my own choices, things began to change for David and for me. I no longer accepted pat answers and more medications. I “pushed back” at the doctors, asking why. For instance, when I read the drug information on cortisone, which had been prescribed, and learned it should be taken for just 10 days, I asked the doctor why David had been on it for 10 weeks. I asked if there were alternatives to prescription drugs. I realized that when it came to David’s illnesses, they just didn’t have answers. Though I continued to take David to doctors and keep him on the medicines they prescribed, I began to understand that although parts of David were challenged (lungs and skin), the rest of him was strong. I could help his body and mind by giving them what they needed in the way of food, water, light, and rest while I researched and learned how to support the areas of him that were weak.

I became a mother on a quest. I subscribed to every health and medical magazine I could find. I read physicians’ reference books. I uncovered every theory about shortness of breath and aggravated skin problems. I gained insight and received a great deal of comfort and inspiration by talking with other parents in hospitals and doctors’ waiting rooms. On their advice and through my reading, I opened myself to the idea of alternative treatments.

A visit to a homeopathic doctor made me reexamine how I had been dealing with David’s afflictions, both by my actions (trips to the experts) and by my emotional and mental response. The conventional doctors had shown me, by their lack of a diagnosis, that it was not going to be simple to find out what was wrong with David. The homeopathic doctor emphasized that what I was looking for was “a needle in a haystack,” with the needle being potentially fatal for David.

It also became quite clear that even though David was not physically in my womb, my connection to him was just as strong as if he were still attached by the umbilical cord. I understood then that if I allowed myself to fuss, “freak out,” or show anxiety, David would feel it too.

Though I still didn’t have an answer as to what was making my son ill, these realizations were the first steps in taking charge. They started me doing something productive for him and not just driving him to doctor’s appointments and to labs for more tests. To chronicle the details of David’s life and how I was feeling and responding to his illness, I began keeping a journal. Since I was a walking zombie much of the time because of sleep deprivation and the emotional and psychological trauma of David’s illness, I couldn’t recall what I had had for breakfast, let alone remember the details from one day to the next. The journal was a must if I was really going to find out what was happening in our lives. To find the needle in the haystack, I needed to know what parts of the haystack I had searched through already. The journal became my first ally and tool in a fight against my unknown enemy.

A Journal of Discovery

I wrote down what David ate, what he wore, when he slept, when he was happy, when he was in pain, and just as important, how I was handling his crisis. A pattern emerged in the journal: David hated Tuesdays. He always ended up sick on that day.

What happened in our house on Tuesday? Was it the food? I always ate meat loaf on Tuesdays, so was it something in the meat loaf passed to David through my breast milk? After a month of journaling, trying to unravel the problem with Tuesdays, the revelation came to me.

Along with making meat loaf on Tuesdays, I also pulled out the tile cleaner, the floor cleaner, the counter cleaner, the window cleaner, the toilet bowl tablets, and the carpet freshener. A light went on in my head. Could the itchy skin, swollen and red-ringed bottom, gasps for breath, glassy eyes, dripping nose, dry coughs, and endless crying be connected to this array of ultrastrong household cleaners that I spread around my house every Tuesday?

I did not clean that morning but instead wrote down all the ingredients listed on the label of each product I used to clean. The words were foreign to me. What were propylene, glycol, lauryl poly-glucose, and methychlorosothizolione, and what were they doing in my liquid soap? My next big discovery was that some products didn’t even list ingredients. Did this mean that as a “good” consumer I had blindly trusted that these products were safe?

Baby in arms, I headed to the library and pulled books on cleaning and chemicals from the shelves. In one book I found a description of something called “environmental illness,” which talked about some of the chemicals on my list and the destructive things they do to the body, many of which matched David’s symptoms. Another book I found, Is This Your Child? Discovering and Treating Unrecognized Allergies in Children and Adults, by Doris J. Rapp, M.D., also described David’s condition and showed pictures of babies and children who looked just like my son: dark circles under the eyes, red ears, a glassy-eyed expression, and skin rashes. All these conditions were attributed to chemicals.

In a panic at what I saw and what I began to learn from the books about harmful chemicals in cleaning products, I rushed home and threw out everything under my kitchen sink, in my laundry room, and in my bathroom. Then I opened the windows, sat down, and cried tears of relief. Finally, perhaps I had found an answer. But could this really be? Could things so common to everyone’s households be causing my son’s many health issues?

Miraculously, David did not get sick that day or any day in the next week. The sink was loaded with dirty dishes, and the floor was piled with dirty laundry, but my friends and family were celebrating because my baby son was sleeping through the night for the first time in his life. The house was so quiet you could almost hear the tears rolling down my face.

Becoming a Better Choice Mom

This first revelation that chemicals were the culprit only spurred me to find out more. It was as if a fire had been lit in me. Even as I learned more about the hazards of chemicals, where they hide in our homes, and the damage they can cause, I kept thinking, How can this be?

Even though somewhat of a “clean freak,” I let the cleaning go during this time. Of course I knew that the house was going to have to be cleaned eventually, but with what? I searched for alternative cleaning products that were not toxic, that did not have foreign-sounding ingredients, and that did not list harmful physical side effects. What I found were products sold mainly at health food stores (meaning an additional stop on shopping day). They were more expensive than what I could purchase at the grocery store, and when I tried them out, I found that they did not clean very well. Obviously, my crusade to give David a happier, healthier life had many more steps before completion.

I discovered that the “soaps” we use today are made from synthetics created in a lab. So I reached back in time to our grandmothers and great-grandmothers and collected recipes from the days when people, not companies, made cleaning products. I began to brew different concoctions in my kitchen sink. The result was a bar of soap that did not aggravate David’s skin condition. Another victory!

Now what to do about the dishes he ate off and the sheets he slept on? Back to the drawing board. I tried using a cheese grater to make the bar of soap into powder. It took several attempts to get the soap fine enough to dissolve in water. Once I achieved that, I combined the soap flakes with vinegar and citrus zest from lemons and oranges to make liquid soap. I also experimented with essential oils and different bases (oil, water), all in the name of making a healthy home for my son.

Slowly, I began to narrow down what worked well in my home and what worked for David. The more information I gathered, the more I could then tweak the original soap flakes recipe so that I could use it all over the house on different surfaces and in different ways.

When friends, neighbors, and family came to visit, I would show them my “soap brewery.” I initially made a joke out of it, using it as an excuse for the condition of my kitchen, with pots, molds, graters, herbs, and citrus fruit as my main staples in lieu of bread, coffee, and milk.

When they saw how well David was doing (no peeling skin or rash, red eyes, or swollen glands), they said it was a miracle. I responded that it was no miracle; it was the soap and the back-to-basics approach I was now taking to clean my house. Naturally, wanting them to share in my happiness and discovery, I invited them to try it and see what it did for them.

Though I was very pleased with my success, I still had doubts about whether this was really the answer to David’s health problems. I needed to know if I was the only mother out there who had a child who was not going to be able to do sleepovers, eat cafeteria food, or go on scouting trips. I needed answers, and I needed support. I was Ms. Suburbia, and I liked my life. I did not want to turn David or myself into “granola crunchers” and wheat grass drinkers. I knew if I had found one answer—chemicals in the cleaning products—there had to be more answers. What I had learned only drove me to continue my quest.

I began by inviting anyone and everyone—other mothers, people I met in doctors’ waiting rooms, people from the grocery store and pharmacy—over to my house to try the products I was making in my home.

I then took it one step further by placing an advertisement—“Calling All Moms”—in the Penny Saver, a free newspaper in my area. It read, “Bring your children. Meet other moms. Discuss health issues of
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