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Interview with Susan Molloy 

SESSION 1 (3/22/2019) 

BLOOM:  I am with Susie Molloy—and is your legal name Susan? 

MOLLOY:  Yes. 

BLOOM:  Okay, Susan Molloy. It’s 9:06 am. March 22d, 2019 and we are doing an oral history 

interview over the phone. Susan, can you please tell me where and when you were born? 

MOLLOY:  I was born in Roseburg, Oregon, (March 31) 1949, and my family lived in Myrtle 

Creek at that time—my family being my dad, my mom, and me, and the dog—in a little trailer 

next to the Umpqua River. 

BLOOM:  And how long did you live there? 

MOLLOY:  For my first two years. 

BLOOM:  Oh, and where did you go after that? 

MOLLOY:  My sister was born and we moved into town. We lived in the Myrtle Creek and 

Roseburg area for a couple of years. My father did logging in the lumber industry, which was 

booming in those days. 

BLOOM:  What did your mother do? 

MOLLOY:  She took care of my sister and me. 

BLOOM:  Did you have any other siblings? 

MOLLOY:  No, just the two of us. 

BLOOM:  So, you were in that house for a couple years, too— 

MOLLOY:  —Just a few months. We moved frequently, something like twenty times before I 

started grade school. 

We lived in logging towns or near the logging camps. In those days the mills would open and 

shut rapidly, the saw mills, and the forest would be logged and then the crews would move. It 

was very transient in those days. It was a booming economy for the people who worked in the 

woods. 

BLOOM:  Okay, so, if it was a booming economy, how were your family’s economic 

circumstances? 

MOLLOY:  We would have adequate money and resources and a place to live and then it was 

time to move again and we started from scratch. You know, pack the things in the car and … 

move onto the next… place there was a logging operation. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. What about when you started grade school? Did you continue to move while 

you were in grade school? 
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MOLLOY:  Only a couple times. I started grade school in Arcata, California when I was six and 

went through sixth grade there, then moved to Oregon, to another logging and lumber area near 

Salem. After three and a half years, we moved back to Arcata. 

BLOOM:  Did you have a strong community around you when you were in grade school? 

MOLLOY:  I think so. I lived in a neighborhood where there were paved streets and blocks. It 

wasn’t only on a country road or in a trailer park. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. And how was school for you? 

MOLLOY:  I loved it. 

BLOOM:  You did? 

MOLLOY:  I was so much happier at school than at home. I would get through summer by 

reading and reading, riding my bike a little bit, playing with the dog. September was always my 

favorite month because I could go back to school. 

BLOOM:  What did you like about it? 

MOLLOY:  I was good at it. I read early, my vocabulary was pretty fair, I could do arithmetic, 

and I didn’t mind recess too much.  Weather is too wet to play outside there so I got to read 

during recess. I tried to get out of the rougher games. I just loved reading. I liked learning things 

from books.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. And— 

MOLLOY: —I became ill as a young adult and I reverted to my grade school intelligence. I’m 

very good at things that I could do well when I was eight. 

BLOOM:  What are those things? 

MOLLOY:  I can balance my checkbook, a lot of the time. I can cook simple things on my hot 

plate, usually one pan. I have a dog and I love her and play with her. We go for walks. And 

reading. I write a lot but I don’t write books. I tend to write articles, partly because my attention 

span is limited in that regard, and I like to write and be done with it and go onto the next thing.  

BLOOM:  Okay— 

MOLLOY:  —I don’t have the attention span to work on a book. 

BLOOM:  You were mentioning that you became ill around junior high? 

MOLLOY:  I had some symptoms but it hadn’t turned into any kind of life-impacting situation. I 

became ill to the degree that it was disabling when I was about thirty. 

BLOOM:  Okay, that’s right. Before we get there, can you tell me what was your health like 

when you were growing up? 
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 MOLLOY:  Constant earaches, constant sore throats, lots of antibiotics. I never was a runner, 

but I could walk far. I could ride my bike on the flat country roads between the cow pastures. I 

liked doing that with my friend Lynnie and the dogs. There weren’t sports that I liked. I couldn’t 

keep up running or playing hard. 

BLOOM:  And you had mentioned in one of the bios you sent me that you had Lyme Disease, is 

that right? 

MOLLOY:  I was exposed to Lyme ticks and all sorts of ticks, because I grew up in forested 

areas. Evidently it didn’t take hold until I was older and had had more bites. Up near Arcata in 

the forests, there are ticks that spread a disease called Ehrlichia—so I had two tick-borne disease 

exposures very young, but they didn’t take hold until my twenties, I think. We didn’t have tests 

in those days. We just got bitten and it hurt, and pulled the ticks off and didn’t think another 

thing about it. I don’t remember bullseye rashes, but I have had joint problems and so forth later 

that could be attributed to the Lyme Disease. Now, I test strongly positive for Lyme Disease on 

all tests, and Ehrlichia. 

BLOOM:  Okay— 

MOLLOY:  The health issues I have could be attributed to a number of other things. I know 

Lyme Disease didn’t help. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. What about in your homes that you were growing up in? Do you remember any 

sorts of chemicals in your home? Thinking about cleaning chemicals or fragrances—what do you 

remember from your home? 

MOLLOY:  Ajax. Ajax cleanser, Comet Cleanser, different chemicals that we used to scrub the 

showers. Paint and refinishing chemicals—my mom refinished furniture as a hobby in the house. 

Whenever we moved, she painted the new kitchen yellow. All the houses in those days had gas 

heat or fireplaces. And when you’re tiny, you sit in the back seat of the car and breathe exhaust 

fumes, especially in those days. We had leaded gas. There were pulp mills in the towns where we 

lived, like Arcata and in Oregon, and the pulp mills emit sulfur and black soot. In grade school—

we didn’t think anything of it. We just thought that was how the sky was, dropping black soot on 

our clothes and our hair.  

Other exposures. I used to pick string beans, strawberries and vegetables in Oregon in the 

summertime. We were surrounded by bean and strawberry fields that had been very heavily 

treated with insecticide. We didn’t think anything of that either. There were camps of people 

who’d come up from Mexico to pick crops, right next to the fields. I can only imagine the kinds 

of exposures they must have had, the children and the old people.  It must have been terrible for 

them, and I assume a lot of them got sick.  

What else. There were always scented products and hairspray but they were not my worst 

exposures at that point. We lived in one house in Oregon that had electrical heat emitted through 

big coils in the ceiling. That was probably the most miserable house I had ever lived in, even 

though it was the prettiest. The electronics were just devastating. That was in my early teenage 

years when a person can find themselves in straits anyway. The electricity from the heating 
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system there was really damaging. I felt sick; I felt suicidal. I was so happy when I went to 

school—grade school and as a young teenager because I didn’t have those exposures, but who 

knew? 

BLOOM:  Did you understand that that’s why you were feeling sick when you were that young? 

MOLLOY:  Oh, no. No, it didn’t occur to me. 

BLOOM:  Yeah, and how was your family’s health as you were growing up? 

MOLLOY:  My mother sometimes would take to bed, couldn’t eat for days, and had to stay in 

the dark with migraines and severe nausea. She couldn’t get up except maybe to go to the 

bathroom that was twelve feet away. It was hard, but I just thought moms did that. I didn’t know 

that it was likely from what she was eating and breathing and the furniture refinishing. It didn’t 

occur to me. Of course, those coastal towns on the California-Oregon border are very moldy. It’s 

sometimes called “the banana belt” because it’s so wet there. The houses were always wet and 

moldy and once again, you don’t think anything about that when you’re little. 

BLOOM:  And you also mentioned that your grandmother got sick, too? Was your grandmother 

around with you? 

MOLLOY:  My grandmother lived in northern Idaho in Coeur D’Alene and my other 

grandmother lived in Washington State. The grandmother in Washington State lived to be in her 

nineties, and the other grandmother got cancer and died fairly young. Her sister had 

environmental and chemical sensitivity. That was my mother’s aunt. And my mother had that 

too. After many years and many bouts of migraines she realized she reacted to the chemicals in 

food, specifically MSG, or any of the flavor enhancers, peppers and various things that I also 

react to. There’s a genetic component. My father’s family tended to have conventional allergies, 

and my mother’s family tended towards symptoms of hypersensitivity that weren’t necessarily 

allergies, more like chemical sensitivity. 

BLOOM:  Okay. I’m going to switch gears a little bit and ask you, when did you first start 

working or what sorts of activities did you have to do as you were growing up, maybe in your 

teenage years and beyond? 

MOLLOY:  I did anything I could to stay at school. In retrospect, avoidance of being home 

probably had to do with the heaters in the house’s ceiling from the electrical system. I was real 

active in school, the first couple years. I went to the ball games, and I worked summers picking 

crops. One year, I got to work in the cannery. I felt very strange in the cannery, working on a 

conveyor belt. We had the old sorts of lights that are very high in electromagnetic output. The 

conveyor belt—it didn’t occur to me that it was a problem at the time, I just knew I felt pretty 

rocky in there. But I loved making some money and I loved being around the ladies that worked 

on the conveyor belt. I worked pretty hard, summers, and worked hard in school, too, on school-

related things.  

Then my family moved, after the first couple years of high school, back to Arcata and I 

continued hyper-participation in high school for a short period, but it wasn’t relevant anymore. It 
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became embarrassing. We were near the San Francisco Bay Area, and our high school was very 

attuned to the anti-war movement. Some of the kids I went to high school with went directly to 

Vietnam. Some died. Some of them came back from Vietnam drug addicts. Our town was pretty 

lively and healthy in some ways, but what was happening to the young people at my high school 

was devastating.  

There were a number of us who joined Junior Statesmen of America and we joined Students for 

a Democratic Society, and became politically active. We went to the peace marches and the anti-

war events down in San Francisco, and sometimes in our own area. We were very committed to 

those issues—to stopping the war and to racial politics, ethnic politics. Those issues really 

dominated my life for the next several years. When I went into college, likewise. My first year, I 

went to a women’s college in Oakland, Mills College. It worked out medium well in Oakland. I 

could participate in the “Free Huey” (P. Newton) campaign and support the (Black) Panthers and 

so forth. Then I transferred to San Francisco State (University), my sophomore year, where I 

became more immersed in political efforts. 

BLOOM:  Okay, let me take just one moment to adjust my microphone, please.  

MOLLOY:  Sure. 

BLOOM:  One second please. Okay, thank you. So, when was it that you got involved in 

disability activism? Was that at San Francisco State? 

MOLLOY:  Not at that time. I went to San Francisco State for a couple of years but we had to 

shut down the school. We weren’t going to get farther with political efforts at that point, and I 

needed money so I went to work at a drive-in restaurant in San Francisco at the end of the bus 

line called Beep’s Burgers. I had other jobs like that, too. I worked in a meat-packing plant on 

Mission Street. I finally was able to get a job at HUD, at Housing and Urban Development in 

downtown San Francisco doing clerical work. That was pretty boring but I was able to keep the 

job for a year and a half. There were people I liked who worked there and it was okay working 

downtown. I took paralegal classes, at San Francisco State, at the downtown center, and got a job 

working for an attorney. I did some freelance work for other attorneys when they were doing 

trial preparation. It meant being out in the Financial District at four in the morning doing 

something terribly critical, I thought at the time, because there were deadlines and court 

appearances. 

BLOOM:  You liked that? Yeah? 

MOLLOY:  I liked being around people working in the legal field. A lot of them were doing 

pretty run-of-the-mill business, but quite a number were doing work with immigrants, with 

student activists, with the farm workers’ union (United Farm Workers of America), and projects 

that I thought were valuable. I liked working with the clients. 

One of the jobs I had was trial prep in a case for doctors and nurses who had been working 

overseas in leprosaria and had either contracted leprosy or expected that they were going to 

because of their medical service. They sued some branch of the U.S. government, I don’t 

remember which one now. I reviewed 500 cases of outpatient people with leprosy who were 
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centered along the West Coast. And that was fascinating to read the stories of people in San 

Francisco Bay Area, particularly, who had come over as first-generation immigrants, from Asia 

and from Oaxaca, Veracruz area in Mexico and different countries. They’d no idea that they had 

this disease when they got to the States. It can have a sixteen-year incubation period. I hadn’t 

realized the despair people faced when they started getting a numb ulnar nerve in their arm, a 

couple of their fingers went numb, or they had sores that didn’t heal. Then they had to cope with 

this horror and denial in the United States. The law in those days said that leprosy was not 

contagious, but tropical medicine doctors and nurses knew better. And the sisters (nuns) knew 

better, although they were not involved in the lawsuits. The Catholic Church had mission 

hospitals in Peru, southern Mexico, and some in Asia, and the nuns got sick. They and some of 

the doctors got sick, too. 

 BLOOM:  Wow. Were you working in this sort of paralegal job up until you became ill? 

MOLLOY:  No, I worked at that for a few years, off and on, in different offices. It was iffy 

because I didn’t know what would turn up for the next job, but something always did. And I 

should say I was let go from HUD for two reasons. I went to management and said, I’ve been 

here for a year and a half, I think I’m doing okay at my job, and I have referrals from the women 

I work with in the clerical area, so why aren’t I getting promoted out of my GS2 position? Other 

people had. They had been advanced to GS3s which meant more permanent employment and 

benefits. Management said the problem was my political background and sent me to the FBI 

office at 450 Golden Gate for grilling.  

Also I was going through a period of attacks by a frightening, dangerous, and violent person who 

threatened my family and friends in addition to me. He was finally arrested for something, and I 

was able to get away after a few months. That was a rough period. I had not been able to reach 

out for help, especially not from the police. There were near race riots and other political riots in 

the ghetto going on, and I didn’t trust that the police would know how to cope with the kinds of 

chronic domestic violence I was facing. They were the same police who were at San Francisco 

State during the strike and who went into the courtrooms and testified against us during our trials 

after the mass-arrests. I was afraid of them. 

If I had to go to court and testify or even in private, I didn’t feel safe with the police either. The 

police I’ve encountered in the later years have been good at their jobs for the most part. But in 

those days, it was different. That was around maybe ‘69, ‘70, ‘71. Of course my job was shot. 

This man used to go to the office and frighten my coworkers and he frequently threatened to go 

after my sister and other people I loved.  

I had no effective defense politically, physically, or in any other way. 

BLOOM:  And I read in your bio, too, that after that work happened, you did a bit of traveling as 

well? 

MOLLOY:  I moved up to Arcata again once I could get away, and encountered people who had 

moved there to go “back to the country.” They had a farm and animals. These were people who 
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were not farmers; none of us were farmers at all. I lived there for a couple of years and we had a 

donkey, chickens, and lots of animals, and we grew our own food. I suppose we were hippies.  

I had a new, better boyfriend. He was a Vietnam vet. He had gone to Greece on a vacation 

before. I didn’t want to go; I was pretty happy where I was. I was waitressing at a place I liked 

and living on this farm and taking a couple of classes at the community college. It was just 

working for me. But I didn’t want him to go to Europe without me. I thought that would be the 

kiss of death for our relationship and that mattered at that time. We flew to Europe and got stuck 

in England for a couple months and then we got stuck in Amsterdam for a couple months and in 

Ireland and different places. Somehow, we just couldn’t get our visas or travel permits right, and 

the weather was terrible. We finally got to Greece and by then I was accustomed to traveling and 

keeping myself portable. We stayed in Greece for a couple months and I knew I was one of the 

luckiest people in the world at that point: traveling light and looking at all of these wonderful 

places. We went to a beach one day and met other traveling people who had just come back from 

Turkey, and they told us stories, and we decided, here we are in the neighborhood, so let’s go 

over there, and look around.  

We got our paperwork done and took a little boat to Turkey and it was enthralling. I think about 

the tile walls and tile buildings and the smell of the yogurt and the crowded streets in Istanbul. I 

was grabbed a lot, so I had to learn to dodge. I learned to dress covered up: a longish skirt and 

long sleeves, and cover my hair. And of course, no makeup and tried to be as modest as I could. 

That was tough because in those days my hair was flaming red and my freckles were pronounced 

and it was pretty tough to blend in. The markets were great. I loved it there. I’d go back in a 

minute. 

BLOOM:  How was your health when you were traveling in Turkey and traveling in Europe? 

MOLLOY:  It was okay. I managed there. I liked it and I think that those years for me, even 

though they were interpersonally and politically chaotic, I got to see and learn so much, it was all 

worth it. There were things that were not smart, like in Greece, one time, we gave blood at a 

blood bank. I don’t know if that was a good idea. I suspect not. We realized that going into Asia, 

we might have different water and different cleanliness standards, and things like that we just 

weren’t used to.  

So we got gamma globulin injections, and again, I don’t know how smart that was. Of course, 

we had numerous injections and inoculations and vaccines before leaving the States, but in those 

days I thought it was better to err on the side of “caution.” I don’t know if that was a good idea. 

We kept traveling and would get to some place and run into people coming back from 

Afghanistan and think, let’s go there while we’re in the neighborhood. Things like that kept 

happening. We had the freedom and the stamina to do things like that, and stay in crummy 

rooms. We got to try out food, but it was mainly rice.  

In Afghanistan, my boyfriend and I parted company. I wasn’t ready to leave Afghanistan. I saw 

the Buddha statues in Bamiyan outside of Mazar-i-Sharif in the north country. They were 

subsequently blown up by fundamentalists. I went there for several days. I got to see where 

people made munitions,  They combined various minerals in pits and made explosives.  



10 
 

The women in that northern area of Afghanistan in those days (’72 or so) weren’t covered up the 

way they were in the cities. They were strong looking and colorful and beautiful. They were 

tribal and had their own versions of Islam. It was so beautiful, although there were Russian 

trucks not far away.  

After that I traveled alone for a few months, and met people as I went along. I met a couple of 

very nice women who were traveling also and we teamed up and went places together, through 

Pakistan and the Khyber Pass and into India. After a while, I stayed at Mrs. Calasco’s Room and 

Board, a little hotel near Connaught Place. It’s a roundabout city center area of New Delhi. There 

were people staying there from England whom I liked enormously, and from different countries. 

There were a lot of Western people in their twenties traveling. 

In New Delhi there were food riots nearby going on, lots of tear gas. The police in New Delhi 

didn’t have gas masks so they would pitch their gassing equipment as far away as they could, 

then they’d get back and the people would get sick. The crowds of women were just waiting in 

line for ghee or for food or fuel.  

When I was staying there I got sick. Later, I learned it might have been Coxsackie B2 and (B)3 

viruses. I didn’t know anyone from the U.S. who had it. That was the virus that showed up for 

me with high antibodies later, back in the U.S., at thirty-one or thirty-two, (indicated by) a test 

through Scripps Institute. Quite a number of environmentally ill people in California did that test 

together. We got viral panels done. Lots of people were high in Epstein-Barr, or Hepatitis, or one 

thing or another, but my antibodies were to the Coxsackievirus. That virus was taking people out 

all over England and was blamed for CFIDS/ME there, the way Epstein-Barr was blamed in the 

U.S.  

I and the English people traveled around India and went to Nepal for five or six months. We 

walked to the mountains and learned some about Buddhism. Now, thinking back, I’m stunned to 

realize how well I could walk and hike in those days. Now I like flat walks and certainly not very 

long, but it’s fun to think about that period when I could keep up with people and go for hikes.  

BLOOM:  Wow. 

MOLLOY:  I stayed many months in Asia. I went to Australia and worked for several months as 

a waitress and in a bookshop. I saved up money and went around Australia, then went to 

Indonesia and Thailand. I was always struck by religious art; that was the big draw for me, to go 

place to a place, look at a temples and sculptures. I was so intrigued at how people portrayed 

God. Eventually, that became all I wanted to learn about. I applied to (the University of 

California) Berkeley because they had an excellent art history department. I came back to the 

States and graduated from Cal Berkeley in history and art history. That was really my first love, 

academically. I applied to graduate schools and I couldn’t raise the money to go to Case Western 

(Reserve University) or any of the other schools that accepted me as a grad student, and we 

didn’t have loans for college in those days.  

I wound up staying in San Francisco and drove for Yellow Cab Co. for several months. Yellow 

Cab went bankrupt, so I and a few hundred other drivers were laid off. I worked odd jobs after 
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that for the next couple years. I tried to get into law school at (the University of California, San 

Francisco) Hastings (College of Law), and I couldn’t get in, the first year. It was harder for 

women in those days. They said apply next year, but by then I had more jobs and more work, 

another boyfriend, and things just went on without law school. Now I wish I would have gone, 

but I didn’t.  

We went traveling back to Asia. We had his eight-year-old son with us, which was wonderful. 

That trip lasted maybe a year, and then we went back to San Francisco and worked. We decided 

to go to Mexico, landed in Mexico City and then headed south immediately and took primitive 

buses around Oaxaca and Veracruz and different places.  There were religious sites and old “ 

ruins” of ancient cultures and religions. Once again, I was in love with traveling and looking at 

people who weren’t like me. We went to Guatemala for several months and hiked back in the 

jungles there, once to a place called Bonampak. Now there are roads there, and it’s a much 

studied site, but in those days it was all jungle. The civil war was never far away. In Guatemala 

City armed soldiers stood on the corners. The country people traveled on the rivers in canoes, so 

we did too. 

BLOOM:  Wow. 

MOLLOY:  Again, of course, it meant lots of injections and vaccines. Also, I have terrible 

allergies to mosquitoes, so all those months and years that I was in jungles, or along rivers, I 

covered myself with Cutter’s Mosquito Repellant, which of course is DEET. I put that into my 

hair and then from my forehead, my hairline, down to my feet. I covered myself in DEET every 

day, for months at a time. Most towns are built along rivers, the shops are along rivers, the 

markets are along rivers and the “ruin” sites and religious places, they’re all along rivers. That 

was an exposure that contributed to becoming chronically ill later. Also, in some countries, there 

were children with backpack sprayers of insecticide, who would walk through the train station or 

the bus stop and spray pesticides. No masks, no gloves, no protection for those kids, whatsoever. 

So I was exposed, sometimes daily, for months to some really bad chemicals, and took quinoline, 

too, to keep malaria at bay. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. So, let’s talk about when you did eventually get sick, when you developed your 

chronic illness. Where were you at the time? 

MOLLOY:  When I knew I was in trouble, was after getting back to San Francisco. That was 

when the environmental sensitivity hit real hard. By the time I was maybe twenty-nine, things 

were pretty rocky, and by the time I was thirty-one, my health, stamina and flexibility, anything 

that was working for me, just crashed. In a couple weeks, I was sicker and at one point some 

friends took me to an emergency room and the doctor there said that I had anaphylaxis and I was 

dying. This doctor said that if I lived through it, I needed immediate work-ups for allergies to see 

why my throat had closed and I got unconscious.  Over the next few months, I had anaphylactic 

responses pretty often. Things that would trigger them would be mold, or any of my foods 

seemed to trigger it. I managed on rice cakes and organic avocados for a while. (I) could only eat 

maybe two or three or four foods and then one of them would go bad on me and I’d have to find 

something else. Insecticide, perfume, cleaning products, all kinds of things that had never 
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bothered me before, as far as I knew, were ‘attacking’ me. I got violently sick numerous times. 

The allergy doctors I saw said, well, you have a few allergies but it doesn’t account for this. The 

anaphylaxis had kept going on, and I doubted my own judgement. There was no one else I’d ever 

heard of in 1980 who had this disease. It just seemed impossible to me. I didn’t know what was 

happening and had no one to talk to about it for another couple of years. 

BLOOM:  Yeah, how did you find people to talk to about it? What was that journey like? 

MOLLOY:  I was isolated for the first couple years of the disease. I was homeless for part of that 

time. Sometimes friends would let me live on, say, their back porches, or things like that. I 

needed to have all the windows and doors opened indoors or else sleep outside. So, there were a 

series of bad places to sleep poorly, places where women should not sleep outdoors by 

themselves. And that meant nothing to me at that point; I just needed air so badly. I was hungry 

and sick and needed air in this desperate way, and couldn’t go into stores, the bank, any place. It 

was real frightening. I had a few friends who thought I was mad as a hatter but they helped with 

chores or things just because they felt sorry. And those are the people on whose porches I was 

able to stay or who would look after me in a park.  

Finally I was able to get back up to Arcata and live on the back porch at my folks’ house out in 

the country. The outdoors was clean there. My mother caught rain for me in buckets in the 

backyard. Before that, I’d been bathing in little bottles of Calistoga water that you could get from 

the liquor store on the corner in San Francisco. I’d been finding ways to make do, and patch my 

life together as best I could. And I finally got involved in a support group for people with 

allergies and chemical sensitivities, in the Bay Area. Once I finally was in good enough shape to 

go to their meeting, and met people like me there. 

BLOOM:  When was the first time you heard about chemical sensitivity? 

MOLLOY:  It was at that support group, Environmental Illness Association, and a newsletter the 

support group published in those days. The stories were about who might have old cotton clothes 

they were willing to share, or who found a place to get clean water or what store in town 

sometimes had organic carrots. They were the most basic issues but life or death urgent to us—

those of us who were sick. They weren’t, in any conscious way, politically- or social change-

oriented. It was just about making do from one day to the next.  

At the support group meeting, I met an accountant who’d worked for decades in the Financial 

District in San Francisco. He’d gotten this disease and now he couldn’t go back in his office 

building, and lived in his car. He had to stay there because he couldn’t get fully dressed, his 

clothes hurt too much. And people from his workplace would bring down work to him, but it was 

a token job at that point. He knew he was going to have to get out, didn’t know what to do for 

money. He was an upper-middle class, highly-educated guy who had been a professional. He just 

could not imagine living homeless. Being in his car was terrible and he didn’t want it to get 

worse. There were some really wrenching stories. There was one lady who’d been a very 

comfortable, upper-middle class Palo Alto housewife whose husband had told her to get out 

thinking that she was crazy, so she was living homeless in her car. There were several people 

like that who had pretty good backgrounds at that meeting. I had thought somehow that I had 
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gotten this disease because of having taken so many risks, or from a careless diet and living 

conditions. 

BLOOM:  That’s okay! 

MOLLOY:  I felt that I had brought this on myself by having gone to too many late night parties, 

too many nightclubs. Maybe I’d traveled too much. All sorts of exposures. The party was over, it 

was really over for me, at that point. The people in that support group meeting, myself included, 

couldn’t change our clothes for days and had to be meticulous washing our clothes. There were 

no soaps we could use, no detergent, and I had to rinse out my clothes in Calistoga water from 

the liquor store on the corner. But I was so glad knowing that there were at least a few other 

people on the planet like me. 

Then I moved back up to Arcata and stabilized a little at my folks’ place and started a support 

group there. Within a year or two I realized that the organic carrots and slightly better water were 

not the primary issue. It was housing and being able to get worker’s compensation, or insurance 

access, or things like that. So, my interest in political efforts refocused onto trying to get civil 

rights and access rights for people with this disease. By then, I was in contact by letters and 

phone calls with several dozen other people in the U.S. who had come down with the same 

disease at about the same time. It was right around 1980, ‘81, ‘82, and we were all over the 

country. After a bit, some people realized they had Chronic Fatigue Syndrome caused by 

Epstein-Barr Virus with overlapping severe allergies and chemical sensitivities. I met lots of 

people with lupus and MS diagnoses who also had these kinds of sensitivities. I started realizing 

that, by the late 80s, huge numbers of people who were HIV-positive and had AIDS, my friends 

back in San Francisco, had horrible chemical sensitivities and food allergies. It just felt to me 

like a plague—that our generation had been hit. It seemed as though various viruses had gotten 

hold of us and had just devastated us and made us hyper-susceptible to environmental exposures, 

and there were thousands of us. I moved back to the Bay Area, working on our new support 

group called Environmental Health Network. I wrote and published the newsletter, The Reactor, 

our West Coast civil rights and access rights voice for us for about eleven years. 

(We called it) The Reactor because we reacted to everything. To perfumes, cigarette smoke, you 

name it, we were reacting to everything. A lot of people were housebound and had horrible 

autoimmune diseases. They were too sick from the sensitivities to go to a doctor’s office or a 

hospital and face antiseptics, germ killers, to see doctors who wouldn’t believe them anyway. 

And people still smoked in hospitals in those days. We just couldn’t do it. So hundreds of people 

in the Bay Area alone stayed undiagnosed for several more years. A lot of them died. For some it 

was from AIDS and for others it was the lupus-type autoimmune diseases. We didn’t know what 

our diagnoses were in a proper medical sense. We just knew we had these hideous sensitivities 

and that was what brought us together. 

BLOOM:  And when did you get your diagnosis? 

MOLLOY:  Later, when I was in the San Francisco Bay Area.  At one point there, I saw a doctor 

in Oakland, who said it looked like I was sensitized to everything. Not just allergies.  
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He repeatedly double-blind tested me using subcutaneous phenol and cigarette “smoke.”   

I didn’t know what was wrong specifically but this is what I’d be contending with: horrible 

reactions for a long time to come. That was right, that was what happened. Several years later, 

there was a book published by a Yale professor named Mark Cullen, called Multiple Chemical 

Sensitivities. Folks who have scientific backgrounds began doing research and studying Multiple 

Chemical Sensitivities. For most of us, up until probably the late 80s, we just called what had 

happened to us “environmental illness” or E.I. We didn’t identify a particular germ or virus or 

genes; we just knew we had the sensitivities and the focus of our lives was getting through the 

world without being made more sick.  

I saw a newspaper article after a couple of years by about a doctor named Phyllis Saifer who was 

in Berkeley. She practiced environmental medicine. The article interviewed a few of her patients. 

Did I ever wish I could go to her! She’d been who I would have wanted to see if I could have 

gotten across that bridge and gotten over to see her, and had the money, but that wasn’t possible. 

That was still the beginning of this plague. Later I found out there’d been isolated people with 

hypersensitivities for several years, but they had gone to doctors I would never see. You would 

hear about somebody’s cousin that lived in the back room, and they were, by and large, thought 

to be completely insane, but they had the hypersensitivities. It was alarming uncovering the 

stories of people who had been sick longer than this wave and how they’d been treated. 

We wondered about the Malathion spraying throughout the Bay Area, and later Los Angeles, for 

the Mediterranean fruit fly. We read about it and some people sued the state of California to stop 

it. We didn’t succeed but we sure learned a lot, about Malathion, insect control, and the 

agricultural chemistry industry. 

BLOOM:  When did you sue the state of California? Do you remember what year? 

MOLLOY:  No, I could find the books of people’s testimony and things in my file cabinet, but I 

don’t want to take time off from our call to do that right now. 

BLOOM:  Yeah, that makes sense. We can do that a little later. 

MOLLOY:  Yeah. 

BLOOM:  So, this was all—you were uncovering these stories, I’m guessing in the early 80s, 

was that about right? 

MOLLOY:  Yeah, and it was this burgeoning—the population was burgeoning. Sick people were 

calling and phoning and sending letters because of the Reactor. I was able to find a sponsor for it 

at Humboldt State University through one of their community development nonprofit branches, 

and was supported for those first two years by the college. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. And how did you get involved with the board and the staff of the Humboldt 

Access Project? 

MOLLOY:  Humboldt Access Project was by the piers in Eureka, California, maybe five miles 

or so from my folks’ house. I was walking around the piers, getting clean air off the bay, and I 
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walked past this office that had “Humboldt Access Project” written across the windows. I looked 

through to see what that was. There were people at work there in wheelchairs and with canes and 

who were blind and who were hearing impaired, signing—using ASL. I could see them, with all 

manner of disabilities. I remember standing out there in the fog, on the sidewalk, having this 

realization that what we called “environmental hypersensitivities” was an access issue. You can’t 

go into buildings, you can’t buy food, maybe you can’t go into your own house. I wanted to 

know what was going on in that little office. I couldn’t go in, of course. The director came out to 

talk to me on the sidewalk, smoking a cigarette, and I had to back away from him and ask if he 

might put it out. He did and we talked for a few minutes. We were by the docks and I had the 

fresh air and it’s windy in that part of California. After a while, he said, maybe I could do a little 

volunteer work without coming into the building. I was eager to find out what people were 

doing, and if they had any laws that covered access for people with our disabilities. I wondered if 

the kind of stigma I felt might be something like the kind of stigma that other people with other 

disabilities felt.  

It was an exciting time to me. Revelations about health and disability in the U.S. were just 

raining down on me. It was different than what I had seen overseas when I was in Turkey, 

Afghanistan, India and Nepal, and in Southern Mexico. In those cultures, I saw disabled people 

every day, but they were orthopedic disabilities for the most part, without accommodation. 

People would be getting around in a wagon or a tiny cart with wheels, or being carried on a litter, 

or lying down in front of the house, because they had malaria and they lived on the cot. I’d seen 

so many people with disabilities including people with leprosy and yaws, and diseases that were 

evident. I thought of those as disabilities and it wasn’t until I got home and got so sick myself 

that I learned about the kinds of insidious damage that can happen in the United States. You have 

a disease and a disability for decades, and you still look cosmetically fine. Maybe tired, maybe 

you don’t walk so well, or something like that, but still able to look like you’re not disabled. That 

was a huge revelation for me, right along with the AIDS epidemic, chronic fatigue, fibromyalgia, 

and chemical sensitivities, and all these diseases that were besieging people. 

BLOOM:  I was asking about when you served on the board for the Humboldt Access Project 

and eventually worked there too. 

MOLLOY:  I got on the board (in) ‘84, or so. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. 

MOLLOY:  And that was over my head, a disaster, that I wouldn’t let go of. I kept going to the 

board meetings and getting sick. I sat outside the building and we had the door open. I could 

listen to the meetings like that and I remember blacking out once during a board meeting. It was 

awful but I wanted it to work so bad. Then we got a new director, a very radical lady Dr. Devva 

Kasnitz, and she suggested I could work there. I had an access problem. I was sick and it looked 

like my politics were congruent with the agency’s.  

The office moved into an old bowling alley in Eureka that had been remodeled and I got to have 

this enormous backroom warehouse to myself. It wasn’t remodeled, and there were no 

fluorescent lights, no carpet, no new building materials, no cleaning products, nothing that would 



16 
 

make me sick in there. It was this big, ancient, cold building and I loved it. The rest of the staff 

were in the part where remodeling had gone on and several got sick. It was just tragic. The 

people who owned the building, I guess, decided put new carpeting down and the flooring 

adhesive in those days was just lethal. That one was called Henry 356 and it sensitized some of 

the employees there.  

I was able to have office hours and that felt like I was getting back on my feet, to be in an office 

with a phone, paper, envelopes and my Rolodex, and I felt like—I guess I felt like somebody 

who was worthwhile. That went on for several months. I got married to my husband, a building 

contractor with a little boy who I loved to pieces. Eventually I moved back to the Bay Area and I 

was able to continue the newsletter and find other sponsors for it— 

BLOOM:  —And just to clarify, the newsletter is part of the Environmental Health Network? Is 

that correct? 

MOLLOY:  Eventually. One of my colleagues, Susan Del Solar, and I started the Environmental 

Health Network. The other support group was Environmental Illness Association, the very first 

one I’d encountered a few years before. It focused on how to survive in your own house, 

lifestyle, groceries, clothes, shoes that didn’t make you sick, things like that, and I wanted civil 

rights and self defense. 

I felt like a tug boat, and society was this ocean liner that was going the wrong way. This tug 

boat was bashing into an ocean liner, but was going to do what it took to turn this into a 

disability instead of a weird sickness. I thought, some of us really do need Social Security or we 

need jobs and accommodations and we can’t always find a good warehouse to work in, with no 

lights and no carpeting. That was critical to me. I had sort of gotten my feet wet at Humboldt 

Access Project. After a while I was able to find independent living centers in the Bay Area, and I 

knew I could work, and keep working—keep up that tug boat action, just banging my head into 

whatever was in the way to try figure out how you get civil rights. How do you blend into the 

disability rights movement and try to open it up to people with disabilities like I had, the 

invisible ones that wrecked your life but didn’t show?  

There were a couple years of working only on the support group, being sick, and lying on the bed 

trying to think what to do and learning how disability politics worked in the Bay Area and 

elsewhere in California. I was working on the newsletter, then I decided to go to graduate school. 

I wanted to have an education in what was now my field. I just wasn’t in shape to go look at 

religious icons and artwork at that point. That had become less important to me. I longed for it 

but it just wasn’t available.  

I decided to learn about rehabilitation for people with hypersensitivities, and I went to Cal 

Berkeley and San Francisco State and a couple of other big universities in the Bay Area to find a 

department that would help me study this one issue. They said, “Absolutely not.” They didn’t 

like meeting outdoors anyway, of course. The department heads and their recruiters really didn’t 

know anyone with this disease. They hadn’t encountered it before and it was flatly weird. 

Finally, I met one professor at San Francisco State, Dr. Debby Leveen. She was in Urban 

Studies, in the Public Administration department. She was this quiet, smart woman. She said she 
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didn’t know how to design graduate school for me, but she just intuited it was the right thing to 

do. 

I just cried finding an adult, with a university job, who had some standing who would be my 

faculty advisor. She introduced me to some of her friends in the Physical Education department, 

and got me lined up. She did the registration for me. She’d go into the administration building 

and sign papers and figure out how to get me small grants, so I could keep going to school. I got 

a scholarship from the Unitarian Church. She just helped me piece graduate school together. I 

was at San Francisco State, sick as can be. By then I was in a wheelchair, on oxygen, pretty 

thoroughly sick, and I just took one class at a time for five years. I needed a lot of help to get in 

and out of the buildings, but I made it. 

BLOOM:  That’s amazing. And what did you do after you graduated? 

MOLLOY:  I kept working on the newsletter. By then I could travel in a real limited way, so I 

was able to learn more about accessible housing and what the laws were governing accessible 

housing. I so wanted to figure out how we could have have apartment complexes that would 

work for people with our disability, especially those who were low income. That was a big focus 

for me. We did build one in San Rafael, the Ecology House, through the auspices of the 

Ecumenical Association for Housing nonprofit group. We built one eleven-unit apartment house 

(in Marin county), and for the next several years, those were the only units in the United States 

built for people who were low income with medium sensitivities. That felt pretty good, to get 

that one up and running and full of people. It felt like progress. We’d used money from HUD and 

from some of the foundations in the Bay Area, San Francisco and Marin County to build. I 

thought, “Gee, this is okay. We only need a few hundred more apartment complexes like this and 

we’re going to have this thing fixed.”  

Then HUD pulled back. HUD withdrew further financing and political support after about ‘94, 

‘95. They “forgot” about us, pushed us under the rug or whatever, and we didn’t get any help 

whatsoever from HUD again. Even now they still have real cold feet. I’m not sure what 

happened to them. Maybe they got in trouble for building that one apartment house for us? I 

don’t know, but that was the first one and the last one of its type that HUD funded. You can take 

some risks, and rock the boat in the Bay Area, but that can have bad repercussions elsewhere in 

the country. I didn’t realize how bad until I moved to Arizona and encountered the prejudice 

against Bay Area-style politics.  

BLOOM:  Oh, okay. 

MOLLOY:  I had cut my teeth in San Francisco and Oakland and Berkeley which felt to me 

never comfortable but at least functional. I could interact with people a lot. It was different to 

move to Arizona and realize that it was practically a different country. 

BLOOM:  And before you moved to Arizona you were also on the San Francisco Mayor’s (Art 

Agnos) Disability Advisory Committee? 

MOLLOY:  Yeah, for a couple of years. I did a lot of things at once. There were quite a number 

of overlapping projects. 
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BLOOM:  Were you working on housing? What were you working on the advisory committee? 

MOLLOY:  It was actually an advisory committee, unlike what I’ve run into since. The mayor’s 

staff cared about what we were working on in the community and the mayor at that point was not 

hard to work with. He later became the director of HUD in Region 9, based in San Francisco, 

and he was able to help us with getting the Ecology House apartment up and running. I wouldn’t 

say he pitched in and helped in person, but some of his staff people helped us, which is as good 

as you could ever ask for.  

BLOOM:  That was Art Agnos. 

MOLLOY:  Then he left office, maybe in ‘94, ‘95. But I always thought that was pretty 

important, that he would be supportive. For all I know, it was against his better judgment, but at 

least he didn’t block us.  

I was not the brains of the outfit by any means. Katy Crecelius in Marin County was the grant 

writer and the person who understood how to work with HUD.  She had built apartment houses 

for people with disabilities for a long time and knew the ropes. I was the one who was eager and 

pushy and she was the brains.  

That worked out pretty well.  

At least that time. We couldn’t do it again, we couldn’t replicate it, but at least that time, it 

worked. 

BLOOM:  I also want to know about what you were doing when you served for the San 

Francisco Independent Living Resource Center? 

MOLLOY:  They made me feel welcome, and nobody minded that I couldn’t go in the building. 

They were very open about things like that. They’d had some interactions with people with 

environmental sensitivities before, enough to at least be conversant.  

I applied to be on their board of directors, but that didn’t work out, so I did volunteer work for 

them. There were others like me, politically, in San Francisco. The very wise and perceptive 

program director there, Herb Levine, decided to make a program committee for the agency and 

that I could be on it. There were maybe ten or twelve of us, who included a couple of attorneys 

who weren’t sick or disabled, and couldn’t—a handful of agency heads and there were a whole 

lot of people with disabilities. We got sorted out into the professionals, who were on the Board 

for the most part. Those of us who were not professionals, so had a more attitude, became the 

Program Committee. We were able to give ideas and advice and encouragement to the Board. 

They executed their duties, like making sure the nonprofit status was legal and people were hired 

and let go according to the law. They did the business work that kept it going and we did the 

pushing.  

BLOOM:  Wow. 

MOLLOY:  That seemed to be an okay place for me at that time. I was able to get small stipends 

and do trainings in Los Angeles and a couple of the other independent living centers around the 
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state, and go to Sacramento. The conferences and teaching opportunities were always on the 

topic of, “Can environmentally ill people be integrated into the rest of the disability rights 

movement?” We fit in principle, but when people without sensitivities had to go outside for 

meetings, it was really hard, having to get nontoxic and fragrance-free, things like that. It was 

hard for other people to get used to us. Hard for us too. A lot of us hadn’t used wheelchairs until 

we got real sick with sensitivities, and we didn’t know much about other disabilities, either. We 

couldn’t go hang out, go to the staff parties, certainly, or go into the offices.  

I liked doing the technical assistants’ trainings and to go to the independent living centers. I’d get 

to town and find a place to park, to sleep, and get washed up. By then I would have called 

several people I knew in the area, where the independent living center was. Some of the local 

people with environmental sensitivities might come out for one afternoon to the independent 

living center to meet people with other disabilities. We discussed our issues to see about learning 

a little bit about the law. That was pretty chaotic but we did it.  

More than anything, I wanted us to integrate with the other disability rights advocates. Other 

people with sensitivities were taking care of aspects of having the illness—other people were 

starting small businesses with clothes made out of nontoxic cotton, or having organic markets, or 

mail order places, things like that. It felt like the consumer goods angle was getting covered and 

in fact it was, and now even more so. There’s so many businesses serving this population now. 

Lots of it is mail order. Some of the big companies that sell clothing do organic fabrics now. It’s 

too expensive for the people who have this disease and are low-income but at least products are 

out there in the capitalist United States. Who knew that the progress in personal care and 

cleaning products, organic food, organic clothing, and things like that was going to come to pass 

because of fledgling capitalists who saw a market? I didn’t. I was still caught up in social change 

efforts that were not capitalist oriented whatsoever. I can see who succeeded in making these 

new products we needed so badly. Water purifiers and things like that. It’s the budding 

capitalists. 

(End of  March 22, 2019 interview) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 
 

Interview with Susan Molloy 

SESSION 2, PART 1 (3/27/2019) 

BLOOM:  Then I’ll just recap, the last thing we talked about on—oh, let me just say the date. So 

today is 3/27 and we’re sitting down for the second part of our Oral History interview with Susan 

Molloy. And I’m Molly Bloom with the Center for the Study of Women. It is 9:03 in the 

morning. Okay. And let’s see, so, the last part of our interview we were talking—you had just 

finished up telling me about your work at the San Francisco Independent Living (Resource) 

Center on the program committee. 

MOLLOY:  Yeah. 

BLOOM:  And I think it was sometime after your work there that you moved to Arizona? 

MOLLOY:  I finished graduate school in May 1992. I was pretty sick from thesis work, which 

requires the computer, work on access committees in San Francisco, the mayor’s council on 

disability, and the Ecology House Project. It had meant a lot of meetings with people in buildings 

where I didn’t belong that triggered bad headaches and lots of symptoms. You know, sometimes 

you want to keep going. There’s too much at stake to quit. I wore myself out.  

There were lots of people I talked with through the support groups, friends, acquaintances, other 

people that I was on the phone with. We didn’t have email in those days, at least I didn’t. One of 

the people I talked with a lot had neurological symptoms like mine. He asked if I wanted to come 

down to Arizona and see if it felt better. I thought. “Fat chance. I don’t want to be in Arizona. I 

want to be in San Francisco where I can work on projects and make some political effort, and 

work with people I like to work with.” A few weeks later, I was crashing pretty bad. 

So I went. When I got to Arizona I realized, after a few days, I didn’t need my wheelchair, unless 

I went out someplace like the grocery store. I didn’t need to use my wheelchair in his house after 

a few days. My speech cleared up, diction and pronunciation, and my gait that had been really 

compromised for the last few years. I was stunned because I had been talking about people 

having symptoms triggered by environmental sensitivities for a while. That was the main thing I 

talked about with people. Like, “Try to get rid of whatever is problematic in your environment 

and maybe your symptoms will abate or they’ll lessen. Just give it a try.” So here I was, in the 

desert, in Northern Arizona surrounded by sand and rocks and brush, in clean air, out of the way 

of electronics, and I was functional. I was stunned that I hadn’t been listening to what I’d been 

telling other people. I hadn’t really been paying attention to my own situation. I thought I was as 

close to out of the woods as I was going get. I had thought I was doing pretty well, but I was so 

wrong.  

Also, my diet changed when I moved to Arizona. I’d been practically living on granola during 

the last part of graduate school. I was so busy and I had so much to do, that was a fast thing to 

grab for dinner or lunch. That, and some vegetables and rice. I thought I’d been doing pretty well 

with my diet. I got down to Arizona and tried eating different foods, different combinations of 

vegetables, and a little meat after a while, and I felt really different.  
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In the last couple of years, since 2016, I got more curious about grains. I realized I didn’t feel 

good when I ate wheat or different grains. I withdrew grains for a while, and then did a celiac 

test. You stop eating wheat, spelt, rye, barley, or any grains to clean out your system and then 

you eat wheat every day for two months. Organic wheat, a tablespoon of it cooked. I ate it 

religiously every day. Did I have a problem with wheat or was I just blaming wheat? Was it 

really something else triggering the symptoms?  

During this trial, I didn’t have stomach or gut aches or any of the things that you’d really expect 

with Celiac disease or doing a test like this. Instead I lost hair. I developed alopecia areata, an 

autoimmune disease and other autoimmune symptoms. The symptoms got pretty bad. Most of 

my hair fell out, after that summer when I was trying to find out about the wheat. Then I thought, 

this looks to me like celiac disease, and a blood test came up positive. A real simple, affordable 

test. It came up positive and I did another one that was elaborate and more expensive and it 

showed five different markers for wheat sensitivities, one of which was raging Celiac disease. I 

might have had that when I was a kid, and a teenager, and a young adult, and continued having it 

and there was nothing to be done but cut out the food that was triggering it. The autoimmune 

symptoms cleared up when I did that, and my hair grew back all around my head. It was scary. I 

didn’t know if it would ever come back, of course. But it did when I cut out the gluten grains. I 

was astonished.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. 

MOLLOY:  —Evidently, I had celiac disease all along and just didn’t know it. So, moving 

coincided with changing my diet. I had to stay in a lot more; when I was down here in the 

Arizona high desert, I didn’t have meetings and projects that were so important to me that I 

would take risks. I just was here a lot. I got better and then could go back to the Bay Area for 

occasional things and had better stamina when there, but would crash again. It was astonishing. 

I’m glad I stayed in the Bay Area long enough for school and to work on some projects and to 

get the issue of environmental sensitivities on the agenda in the disability community. I really 

paid for that a lot and I’m real fortunate that I got out of it and got down to the desert.  

My social worker in Marin City, where I was living in a little subsidized apartment in an elderly 

and disabled project was starting to say that she didn’t know how safe I was at home. I felt that I 

had to keep up a good front with her so she wouldn’t decide that I was unable to care for myself 

or to protect myself. That had been a wake-up call for me, realizing that could mean a change in 

my housing and everything else. I could have been put in a nursing home. I felt like I was the 

luckiest person in world to get out when I did. Within a couple of years, I found lots of projects 

to work on here in Arizona. I had a little more to work with at that point in terms of stamina and 

flexibility. Since then, I’ve been working on the same kinds of projects as I did in the Bay Area, 

but I’m smarter about it and try to take care of myself better and eat better. You know, 

vegetables and fruit, chicken and rice, that I seem to do well with. Very little.  It’s working. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. So, when you moved to Snowflake—I’m sorry, when you moved to Arizona, 

where did you move? Did you move to a house or— 
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MOLLOY:  The person who had been my phone friend who had been saying that he thought I 

needed to come here and find out if I could get better, he’d already been through it himself. He 

had a real good job and had gotten too sick to do it anymore in Phoenix, and he had to leave. He 

had made a lot of sacrifices. He built himself a safe house here outside Snowflake on this big 

sand dune. He had an extra bedroom and bathroom, and would share kitchen facilities with me. I 

paid rent using my Section 8 (Housing Choice) Voucher, which I had been using in the Bay 

Area. I was able to get it transferred down here and rent from him. That worked out for three 

years. I got better and I was a lot happier realizing that I had residual strength that could be built 

back.  

I got into a taekwondo class with a focus on self-defense. I needed the self-defense training for 

physical reasons, and I’d had some PTSD issues I had to work through. It helped a great deal 

mentally and emotionally to realize there were boundaries to be set. I was working on that a lot 

and getting counseling. I did what I could to pull out of the rut I’d been in.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. Did you find a community of other folks with chemical sensitivities in the area? 

MOLLOY:  No. But after I’d been here for a while, I missed my friends terribly and the phone 

calls and so forth weren’t enough. A few of them were so sick and they saw me getting better, 

and walking and they started moving down here. First, a woman with whom I’d been friends, in 

the Bay Area, and her mom moved here. They stayed with me and my friend for several days and 

she got better. They decided to try staying here same as I did. Over the next three years, living in 

a little trailer with her mom, she built a house and then eventually (didn’t) need it anymore. She 

moved out of here maybe five or six years ago and she’s well for all practical purposes. She has 

to watch her diet a little bit; otherwise, she was able to pull it out of the fire.  

Numerous people have come down here and stayed with me, or camped in the yard, actually 

built houses or rented from someone who had more house than they needed. Now there are thirty 

or so households here, of people who have gotten better enough to take care of ourselves. Some 

of the people still need help, and there are a couple people who can’t leave home. For those of us 

who chose to be here, who self-selected to be in this area because we did okay here, I think it’s 

been positive.  

BLOOM:  Wow. 

MOLLOY:  Sometimes it’s not okay. Sometimes people come here with high hopes, and their 

significant other, parent or friend will bring them here and because of the altitude and the 

vegetation, they’ll feel terrible. They’ll come into town one day and the next day they are gone, 

they just can’t bear it. One guy came here with a heart condition and the next day he was 

throwing up blood. We’re at six thousand feet altitude, and it is not for everybody. But for those 

of us who select to be here, it’s the best that we’ve found. Not that it’s perfect, but it’s better than 

where we came from or else we wouldn’t be here.  

BLOOM:  Yeah, wow. So you had mentioned that you lived in that house for three years and you 

also started to get involved in some projects in Arizona. So what kind of projects were those? 
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MOLLOY:  The Statewide Independent Living Council, which is a made up of directors of the 

independent living centers of which there was one of in Phoenix and one in Tucson.  Eventually I 

chaired SILC and served for four years. We were able to get a lot of work done, in terms of 

building a new independent living center, and part of another one, and doing some outreach to 

rural areas. Living up here, four hours from Phoenix, I felt the rural isolation acutely. We did 

outreach in that regard and we did a lot of discussions about environmental sensitivities. We got 

a few efforts running at the two independent living centers and then eventually the third. Then I 

got off of the SILC because the stress had become terrible. I got off but now I’m back on it 

again. I am chairing this term. 

The people involved in it now are so much more clear on issues that I care about, like getting 

young adults involved in the whole disability movement. And you can’t go into an independent 

living center now without getting a lesson in fragrance-free living. Big signs on the front doors. 

And if you make some mistakes your clothes just came from the dry cleaners and you have worn 

stuff in your hair that’s fragrant, people help you get through that stage and look for less 

problematic personal care and laundry products. Not that it’s foolproof and we have work to do, 

but we have allies and colleagues now who respect people with hypersensitivities.  

BLOOM:  Wow. 

MOLLOY:  Lots of work to do, tons of work to still do. For example, the hospitals here all have 

fragrance emission devices (FEDS); the doctor offices do too, and the rehab facilities. Every 

place we’re supposed to go for medical help have FEDS on the wall and hand sanitizers that are 

perfumed. I’d like to see the procurement offices for the state get away from using fragrance 

products in state buildings, and get maintenance and cleaning products that are less toxic. It 

would help their employees and their cleaning staff especially, as well as people with disabilities. 

I just read that the Wisconsin Department of Transportation doesn’t use scented soap dispensers 

at their highway rest stops. It’s possible to do this. 

BLOOM:  Wow. Yeah, it sounds like you’ve done a huge amount of work. That’s pretty 

amazing. 

MOLLOY:  There are always things to work on, just to budge our way into society. As in the 

Bay Area, a lot of people with other disabilities or health conditions like spinal cord injuries, 

sports injuries, or visual or other sensory impairments wind up with environmental sensitivities.  

The people who start with environmental sensitivities and bad allergies do wind up in 

wheelchairs and with other kinds of mobility, orthopedic issues and there are a lot of 

autoimmune diseases that overlap with what we have. It’s interesting how as we age our 

disabilities overlap.  

BLOOM:  Yeah, it seems like you’ve made some powerful allies with other folks with 

disabilities. 

MOLLOY:  We don’t have the political clout that’s available to people with other disabilities for 

the most part, at least yet.  
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We had an unfortunate turn of events. When the ADA (Americans with Disabilities Act) passed, 

and regulations were written in the very early 90s, I thought we were included. People with 

environmental sensitivities had worked hard on the ADA passage and we were part of the 

independent living movement. Of course, we’d be covered by the ADA and there would be 

regulations written for us, right? But there weren’t. There were sentences in the regulations that 

might say something like, “Everyone with a disability that impairs function to a significant 

degree is covered by the ADA.” Well, that didn't count us. It should have, but it was interpreted 

repeatedly as not counting us. It was like a knife in the chest. In Washington D.C., when people 

with all sorts of disabilities were going together to talk to the senators during hearings, I had to 

stay on the street outside because there was smoking in the hallways and offices. I was sitting 

there in my wheelchair crying outside. One of my friends, Marilyn Golden, who was there 

working on the ADA, said, “Don't worry, we’re going to see to it that you aren’t left out. Just 

because you can’t get in the building doesn’t mean you’re going to be left out. Hang on.” She 

tried her hardest, those days and over the following years, to help us but it was all but 

impossible. She wrote articles for The Disability Rag and went to the Access Board and a 

number of things like that. The prejudice against us, and our status as a political liability proved 

immovable.  

Senator (Bob) Dole and a lot of other prominent legislators were from the tobacco states. They 

knew that the tobacco products were horrible barriers for us, but they wouldn’t turn their backs 

on their constituents and the people who funded them. Likewise with the fragrance industry and 

some of the construction industry folks and home furnishings. And we had really been shoved 

out. It still feels to me like Vietnam when—well, you probably don’t remember, you were 

probably a child then, if you were even born. After the war in Vietnam was winding down, the 

United States sent big helicopters into some of the country and took people out of there to either 

better refugee camps or brought them to the States. Some very poor people, and the little bit of 

middle class that was still left in Vietnam, were airlifted out. I saw these pictures at the time, of 

helicopters taking off crammed full of Vietnamese people and there would still be some left 

down on the ground, family members and friends or colleagues. They were waving at those 

helicopters taking off. They were waving goodbye and they knew they would never see their 

relatives again, and they were going to be stuck there trying to get their rice paddies and families 

back in order, their businesses back in order. It was frightening and it was sad and there hearts 

must have broken watching those choppers leaving. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. 

MOLLOY:  I can’t help but identify with the people who were left on the ground. ADA went 

really far—it doesn’t always seem like it, but it did go really far for defining the rights of access 

and some civil rights for people with various disabilities. God knows, it isn’t done yet, and 

there’s a lot to work on. But that the environmentally ill people were so entirely cut out of the 

fold, I have to identify with the people left on the ground. This inadequate but heroic effort was 

made and regulations implemented to some degree, and we were cut out. I don’t think that 

feeling will abate for me. I think I’m too scarred by the experience and the betrayal and it gives 
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me a certain attitude and a wariness toward anyone who makes us a promise. Like, when I see 

our civil rights, I’ll believe it, or at least I’ll believe there was good faith effort made. Probably.  

I made mistakes in not realizing earlier how severe our situation was and that there was room—

there’s still room—for us to show some guts and organizational ability and to do some civil 

rights actions. It’s hard; we can’t really organize and march down the streets. We can’t chain 

ourselves to buildings or to buses.  But we’ve got to think of a way to come out of the shadows.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. Yeah, well— 

MOLLOY:  The support groups of people with environmental sensitivities and other disabling 

conditions—I like how much communication there is from people to each other about our 

personal situation online. But, I also think that distracts us from acknowledging all the barriers 

on the physical architectural plane. 

BLOOM:  Those support groups— 

MOLLOY:  They’re just not the same as changing laws and regulations. 

BLOOM:  Right. 

MOLLOY:  They’re comforting, stimulating, and you can find tips from your friends and 

colleagues, but that’s not the same as getting the laws changed. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. So, I’m looking at your timeline and I know that the ADA was passed in 1990 

and— 

MOLLOY:  —And then the regulations were developed by the Access Board. 

BLOOM:  Right, and you were quite active in the early 90s. Can you talk about what you did as 

a—on the advisory board for the Arizona Technology Access Program? 

MOLLOY:  We had two independent living centers in Arizona, which isn’t much. One of the 

things the independent living centers can do is give voice to a group of people, to some 

problems. At that point, people with environmental sensitivities were not included in their 

efforts. It took a few years on Arizona Technology Assistance Program to get us included in 

some of them, so we would at least be invited to the meetings. It meant, like with every other 

disability, at different times, there have been real struggles. Heart-breaking, gut-wrenching 

struggles and we went through a lot of that kind of effort and loss during the early 90s.  

One of the things that did work in AZTAP was that there was a little bit of money for some 

projects and I felt like one thing that I can do is write about our situation. I wrote a number of 

articles along with the staff from AZTAP about environmental sensitivities and made sort of a 

brochure of several pages that explained our situation to the independent living centers and social 

service agencies. It barely touched the surface, but it did go to Judy Heumann, who had taken a 

prominent position in Washington D.C. She’d always been supportive of what we needed, since 

Berkeley. Like everybody else, she couldn’t really push the issue enough to get us accepted, but 

she worked on it. Just before she left, before the (President William J.) Clinton White House 

folded, she and a colleague wrote a letter to the Department of Education fundees, and to the 



26 
 

independent living centers and every rehab office in the United States a letter that she had written 

that said, basically, these folks do have a disability and you’re responsible for serving them, 

employing them, advocating for them. I was able to use her letter later for advocacy projects.  

It’s a great letter. I love her letter. I love the list at the end of page of who she sent it to. I think 

it’s great that she was there in Washington for most of the Clinton presidency and she waited 

until the last minute. I picture her sending this thing out, pushing “send” as she coasted toward 

the door on the last day. That’s something I’m really pleased about, that connection with her.  

BLOOM:  What else—what other sorts of involvement did you have with designing the ADA? 

MOLLOY:  Well, in advance of the ADA enactment—‘88 through ‘90, I guess—several of us 

with environmental sensitivities felt especially strongly about trying to integrate with the 

activists in Berkeley, San Francisco, and Oakland. It was a time of several meetings a week to 

hammer out language and to figure out what we needed. As we hoped, regulations would be 

formed later. We celebrated it. I celebrated it. We thought, “Finally, they’ll take the perfume out 

of all the hospitals in the country.” We had a lot of illusions about what would be possible, so we 

worked on it, we counted on it, we lost.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. And I’m just—I’m switching gears just a little bit to look at this list that you 

sent me of your achievements. I also noticed that you served on the board and then joined the 

staff for the New Horizons Disability Empowerment Center, can you talk about that? 

MOLLOY:  I was on the statewide Independent Living Council when two women said they 

wanted to start an independent living center in Prescott Valley. One of them, Carol Monahan, 

was already working on it. She had a child with disabilities and she was very supportive of her 

child and that child’s colleagues from school. She was working hard to get some sort of 

independent living centers—a satellite office to have a public presence in the greater Prescott 

area. Of course, I thought, this sounds too good to be true. I did anything I could to introduce and 

support that idea. Pretty soon a center was founded up there. That was pretty good, to get one of 

those things started. We hadn’t known in advance that we had a chance to really do it. But the 

rest of the Independent Living Council members and the Rehab Office for the State of Arizona 

worked on it and got the funding and got it running.  

I quit the Statewide Independent Living Council. I figured, “I got to get this independent living 

center in line to take on issues for people with environmental illness.” I joined the board and 

worked real hard on that. There were three other people who were instrumental in starting that 

agency who had chemical and electrical sensitivities. We were able to get some of our issues 

across and to have folks like us incorporated into the staff and among the “consumers” of that 

agency. New Horizons still has something of a leadership role in Arizona as a medium accessible 

agency for us.  

Later, ABIL, the Arizona Bridge to Independent Living, in Phoenix (now ABILITY360), started 

working on it real hard. They are the national leading independent living center that makes itself 

as accessible as possible to people with these disabilities. They’re really quite good—with 

mistakes, but they’re quite good. The center down in Tucson is working on it. We have a center 
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in Yuma and one on Navajo Nation in Tuba City, and various other independent living centers 

now. They’re supposed to incorporate us in advocacy in the community, as well as work to make 

their offices safe to go into or else meet us outdoors.  

I eventually did join the staff of New Horizons. For the first few years that was great. Early on, 

the New Horizons director made a pretty serious attempt at making the service area for New 

Horizons include the Western part of Navajo Nation, and had promised services to Native people 

in that part of the state. The way it all shook down later, after some really bad decisions. The 

Navajos were left out nearly entirely. It took a couple more years after that for people from the 

Navajo Nation to eventually get money allocated for Navajo Nation. I wish I’d had seen all that 

coming and fought harder at that time to not let Native people be unrepresented. That was ugly.  

BLOOM:  Was the Center representing itself as serving Native people? 

MOLLOY:  To a degree, it was misrepresentation. I wasn’t proactive enough, other than 

pointing out the problem. I didn't fight with the agency enough to fix the problem.  

BLOOM:  So, when did you leave the agency? When did you leave New Horizons? 

MOLLOY:  I  left it on a few occasions. I worked for a few years and then our director actually 

let four of us go—four of us on the staff. In my case, because he said I was not professional 

enough, in my dress, demeanor, behavior, so forth. I thought I was doing a good job. I thought 

the other three people were doing a darn good job, also. I don’t think we had enough oversight of 

the agency at that point to be able to take issues anywhere except the board of directors. They 

pretty much went along with the director. He was wrong and they didn’t fight with him. That 

was the first time I got fired. I went to Arizona Center for Disability Law, and an attorney from 

their Tucson office did get my job back for me. The other fired employees didn’t want to fight it.  

It was never the same. It felt like a compromise working there. That director eventually got fired, 

but the agency changed a lot. I was able to get funding from the Bay Area to do outreach in 

environmental sensitivities through New Horizons. Some of that money disappeared. There was 

just incident after incident that had to do with being a new agency that was under-supervised and 

under-managed. We got too much too fast and there were some opportunities blown and some 

principles compromised. Now New Horizons is up on their feet. I’m sure glad they exist and re-

organized with new people on staff and management who really know their stuff. It’s turned out 

well, but we had a bumpy start.  

And there were people in this part of the state, the Northeast quadrant of Arizona, in a rural area, 

who tried to get another independent living center going, but it didn’t work. We got off to a real 

good start and then it didn’t work, for reasons I won’t go into.  

BLOOM:   Okay. 

MOLLOY:  But there was a hard, hard time. I figure, one out of maybe eight or ten of the 

projects I get to work on have a “positive outcome.” So when I’m on the boards of directors of 

agencies it isn’t because I like to be on boards and sit there idly. It’s because I figure, this is 

going to be going back into the fray, but maybe we can get a little bit of work done. It’s almost 
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always a horrible pain in the neck, and I wind up thinking, What am I doing here? I could’ve 

stayed home and watched television since the mid 80s and we wouldn’t be any less in trouble. 

There’s lots of soul searching for me,.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. And eventually you left New Horizons for the second time, is that correct? 

MOLLOY:  Yes. I was mad after the money for my program disappeared. It was close to ten 

thousand dollars, enough for postage stamps, my phone bill and gas to and from my house to 

New Horizons, and to meetings in the cities. I thought, “Well, at least this can cover my own 

program’s expenses.” It didn’t work out. A lot of the money from the whole agency disappeared. 

Some of the people in administration were irresponsible.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. 

MOLLOY:  You can’t prove something like that, though, unless you keep an eye on the 

bookkeeping. That’s something I could’ve done as a board member but not as staff. Colleagues 

donated that money to the agency and there were some minimal stipulations. The agency just 

wasn’t up to good management at the point.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. That’s too bad. 

MOLLOY:  Defeat. 

BLOOM:  How about—could you talk about what you did on the U.S. Access Board? 

MOLLOY:  Over time the people with environmental sensitivities made our situation quite 

apparent to the Access Board. We were very unsatisfied with their work. We wanted the Access 

Board to take some responsibility and do what they could to include us. At one point, Mary 

Lamielle from New Jersey, Ann McCampbell from New Mexico, (Antoinette) “Toni” Temple 

from Ohio, and I were asked by the Access Board to come up with a plan. We formed a 

committee along with the attorney for the Access Board, Jim Raggio, and numerous advisors 

from various professions. These included people who designed HVAC systems, public buildings, 

maintenance systems, all kinds of public facilities. We worked for a couple of years to get 

proposed regulations or at least guidelines put together and we wrote a good report. It was 

managed by the National Institute of Building Sciences (NIBS); it was the business in 

Washington D.C. that had done a lot of work on the regulations for the ADA. The Access Board 

funded it. And we worked hard and got our document published, and NIBS co-signed on it and 

we were pretty happy that we had done this great job for the Access Board.  

And it got buried, the report. It got buried, but we still use it, when we can. But it isn’t as though 

it was something that was adopted by independent living centers or social services agencies, 

public place, hospitals, etc. The Access Board basically said “Thank you.” Every couple of years 

we hear from them that there’s a hearing or something that we can attend, and we go and we 

make our arguments that we haven’t had the report implemented. We’d like a statement from the 

Access Board, like, “There’s a disability the Access measures for which have not been addressed 

and we’re going to fix that.” We haven’t had that kind of statement or commitment from the US 

Access Board.  
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There have been a lot of projects that I worked on that had potential, or I believed that they did, 

that turned out to have pretty mediocre results. There’s been some education done, but it has 

hardened me a little. You don’t just keep asking and saying please over and over and over. If that 

technique isn’t working, at some point, a group has to do something more compelling than 

saying, “Please would you consider this?” Better might be saying, “We’re not going to leave 

your room until this is done.” I don’t know how to put that together, but I’m sure that there are 

people who are more experienced and smarter and more intuitive who can put it together, and I 

wish them the best and I’ll get there if I can.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. Did the Access Board work, did that have anything to do with the houses that 

you helped develop? 

MOLLOY:  No.  

BLOOM:  Okay. 

MOLLOY:  No, it really didn’t.  

BLOOM:  Okay. 

MOLLOY:  I think I was encouraged by the Access Board work while doing it. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. Can you talk about the work that you did to help get those houses built? 

MOLLOY:  Well, sometimes one project would feed off another. I’ll get encouraged by hope, 

and getting some work accomplished, on one project, and I’ll think, maybe I can try something 

else, more ambitious.  

BLOOM:  So, how—Was—How did you get involved in assisting the development of the 

accessible homes? Was this accessible for people with chemical sensitivities?  

MOLLOY:  There are two multi-unit projects for people with environmental sensitivities in the 

US open to those with low incomes. One is the Ecology House Project in San Rafael, CA. It was 

built as chemical-free as we could. We tried to isolate electrical fields and magnetic fields also. 

That was built with money from foundations in the San Francisco area and also from national 

HUD. It looked like a possibly promising project, so HUD pitched in and local government in 

Marin County pitched in. At first it seemed like the effort was going to work medium-well, but it 

turned out to have a lot of disappointments. It did a lot of good, too. I guess it still does. At least 

it was eleven units and a community room and a laundry room, where there would be no 

fragrance chemicals or personal care products or toxic maintenance products, and no carpeting. 

We eliminated a lot of the kinds of problems that are inherent with most multifamily housing in 

the country. There’s no particle board, no gas fumes.  

We did what we could, but the neighborhood around Ecology House has grown up enormously. 

It’s become a prosperous, suburban condominium neighborhood. The electricity and 

communication devices in that area have been ramped up, cell phone towers and so forth have 

been ramped up, and it’s just not as safe as it was, after the first few years. It got up and running 

in ‘94.  It’s still safer than most apartment complexes just because of the maintenance protocol 
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and personal care products limitations. The community room there is a site for a lot disability-

related meetings in the Bay Area, especially those that are meant to be available to those with 

environmental sensitivities. It does serve a purpose. It’s just not as good as I had hoped it would 

be.  

In Arizona, I got to help with building another project. Three women in the Prescott Valley area 

and I, invited by the late Rhonda Zwillinger of the “Dispossessed Project,” worked on what we 

could to get some housing. It was supposed to be in Prescott. That was our goal, at the time, 

about four, five hours from here. There was outreach done to the Department of Housing in 

Arizona and different agencies to see where we could find money, support, and defense for a 

project. 

Two of us did a survey of homeless people with chemical and electrical sensitivities in Northern 

Arizona through New Horizons. Within a couple of days, we had identified and talked to about 

fifty people who were homeless with this illness. We had thought maybe we could talk to ten, 

but everybody we talked to said, I have this friend who’s living out in the state park. They can 

use a telephone—a payphone that’s outside a store, each month. They come to town for 

provisions. So one of us would go out and meet the person at the picnic table in the park or 

whatever we could arrange. The couple of us who did these surveys of homeless EI 

(environmentally ill) people, were in tears because it was so much worse than what even we 

knew. Usually we would probably just have known of one person’s crisis at a time. 

The project was on the verge of getting dropped because of rotten morale, and the person who 

had been our group’s director having dropped out for personal health reasons. So, I went to the 

offices of the Department of Housing in Phoenix, and any others I could get to, to beg that we 

could find some place to build something for this population. And God bless them, the 

Department of Housing said, okay, you can try this. We moved the project over to Navajo 

County, where I live. I identified a housing agency that umbrellaed our project using their non-

profit status. You can’t get funded for hundreds of thousands of dollars except through a well-

established non-profit with a proven financial record. Doctor Sheila Harris, director of the 

Arizona Department of Housing, gave us enough support to make a go of it.  

We picked some land that’s here in the neighborhood where I live so four houses could be built, 

and a laundry and storage building. Those have turned out okay. And again, they’re not what I 

was hoping for, but they’re good. Quite a number of people have lived there, and some of them 

have gotten better, and some got worse and moved on. Some of those who got well are back at 

work, and with their families and are doing what they wanted to do. I like that it serves that 

purpose. The houses are always full, there are always people on the waiting list. It took a couple 

of years before it was anything to be proud of, before we had anything positive. I’ve learned that 

that’s the case when you build apartments of any kind for anybody. You’re building something 

that has elements that are generic. You can’t make units safe for all people with environmental 

illness. It doesn’t happen. Wildcards are inherent in construction, especially for us. You do your 

best, and fail in some ways and succeed in others. I assume the next project that we take on is 

going to be the same. We’ll hit it with high hopes and lots of ambition, and work our hearts out, 

and then we’ll be disappointed at the end when people move in, and it isn’t safe enough for them 
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for a couple of years or maybe much longer, if ever. It seems like that—I don’t want that to be 

the way it goes, but it sounds to me like that’s common in any kind of multifamily housing. 

BLOOM:  Yeah. And now I’m looking at the list and— 

MOLLOY:  —We’ve been on the phone for an hour and a quarter. Are you holding up okay? 

BLOOM:  I’m doing great. How about you? 

MOLLOY:  I’m kind of tired of talking about myself. 

BLOOM:  Are you? 

MOLLOY:  Yeah. It makes me self-conscious.  

BLOOM:  I understand that, but I think you have a really compelling history and you have a lot 

of experience in this political realm and I think it’s fascinating. But if you would like to take a 

break, we can do that.  

MOLLOY:  I wouldn’t mind. What if we take a half hour off, or—what’s your schedule like this 

morning? 

BLOOM:  Yeah, sure. I have time. We could take a half hour off. Do you want me to call you 

back in half an hour?  

MOLLOY:  That would be so great. 

BLOOM:  Okay.  

MOLLOY:  I do a phone conference call...  

BLOOM:  Okay.  

MOLLOY:  With the Women’s Caucus of National Council on Independent Living. And I like 

these folks, listening to their ideas and their experiences. I always learn a lot from them. And 

maybe it’s pertinent, that by far, most of the people who have environmental hypersensitivity, at 

least historically, have been women. Now more men have it because of the Gulf War. Some of 

the people who fought in Vietnam got poisoned terribly.  A lot are men. 

BLOOM:  Yeah, that’s fascinating. Okay. Alright. Makes sense. Let’s take a break. It’s 10:15 

(a.m.). I can call you back at 10:45 and then we can close out the interview at that point. Just—if 

there’s anything else that you want to get on the record, we can talk about in thirty minutes, does 

that sound good? 

MOLLOY:  That’s great. Okay, I’ll go walk the dog.  

BLOOM:  Okay, sounds good. 

MOLLOY:  Okay, bye. 

BLOOM:  Bye. 
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(End of Part One of March 27, 2019 Interview) 
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Interview with Susan Molloy 

SESSION 2, PART 2 (3/27/2019) 

BLOOM:  Okay, I have the recorder on and I just—I wanted to ask if there is anything, any other 

parts of your history that you wanted to talk about? 

MOLLOY:  Well, there’s the future. 

BLOOM:  Yeah! Talk about the future. What do you, what do you want to see in the future? 

What do you anticipate? 

MOLLOY:  My friend Mary Lamielle from New Jersey, who’s director of National Center for 

Environmental Health Strategies, is really good at working in Washington, D.C. with different 

agencies. I want her on the U.S. Access Board, soon. I want something encouraging to happen 

for her that will help all of us, and that would be it. Mary on the Access Board.  

I want the rest of us to keep working. I want to be good at helping people with morale. I don’t 

want to be mad at all the things that didn’t work. We’re trying to do social change because it 

hasn’t gotten done yet and of course it’s hard, because we’re trying to buck the tide. I’d like to 

not get upset, when the tide doesn’t buck, know what I mean? That’s the nature of this work.  

BLOOM:  Yeah, absolutely.  

MOLLOY:  The message to me is, “Get out there and get to work on this stuff. Expect it to be 

too hard, over your head. You’re not qualified to do it, but you can’t find anybody else to do it, 

because they’re too sensible and/or just too sick.” So, that’s a quality I pray about, that I wish I 

would develop a better sense of when to push down on the gas pedal and when to coast for a 

while. I feel like I was a sharp pencil when I first started out on this planet, as a baby, and the 

point’s all worn off now. I’m a ‘blunt instrument.’ I can’t do fine lines, partly because of 

temperament.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. That’s a good metaphor.  

MOLLOY:  The pencil one? 

BLOOM:  Yeah.  

MOLLOY:  I don’t know what else to say, I ran out of ink or— 

BLOOM:  No, you haven’t run out of ink yet. Definitely not. Wow. Well, I really appreciate you 

taking the time. You have a wonderful history.  

MOLLOY:  That’s okay. It’s flattering to have somebody like you interested in sitting through 

my talking about things. It makes me embarrassed that I’m flattered, but I am.  

BLOOM:  I think it’s great.  

MOLLOY:  (Laughs) 
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BLOOM:  Is there anything else that you want to say before we officially close out the oral 

history? 

MOLLOY:  Yeah. Don’t give up.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. 

MOLLOY:  At least you have to give up for a while, so give up for a few days and then get a 

grip and get back to work. That matters.  

BLOOM:  Yeah. Yes. That’s wonderful. Well— 

MOLLOY:  There’s more.  

BLOOM:  —Tell me, tell me.  

MOLLOY:  Okay. I wish I had frequent flyer miles. I wish I could go to Paris, Istanbul, and 

Mexico, and all over. I wish I could go on trips and see how other people do things. It makes me 

real excited to see people’s versions of being functional, and I would like to see their forms of 

worship, and how people care for their kids and old people. Societies that have at least elements 

of being functional. I want to go on trips. Not that I don’t love the sand dune here. I do 

appreciate it. It’s pretty wonderful. But I would like to see more things, see more people.  I know 

the jet exhaust is polluting the air.  Traveling is more of a longing than a plan. 

BLOOM:  Yeah, absolutely. That makes sense. Anything else? 

MOLLOY:  Probably. I’ll probably think of it in the middle of the night, something terribly 

important.  

BLOOM:  You can always email me. That works, too. 

MOLLOY:  Yeah. 

BLOOM:  That’s wonderful. Okay, well, at this point I feel comfortable, you know, officially 

closing out this part—this portion of the oral history. 

(End of Part Two of March 27, 2019 interview) 

 
 


