May 12, 2003

Greetings,

I would like to make a few broad observations about mental disability.  

I have actually thought through all of the issue involved in great and painstaking detail, but without sounding negative or judgmental, I don’t want to take up time detailing options that I have found from experience are not going to be considered.

It is life changing to travel from the administration side of disability programs to the client side.  It was one thing to chit chat about the pressures and demands and hear about how difficult clients can be and how ungrateful they are for what they get, and so forth.

Now I am on the other side. I found a landscape that I don’t recognize as having any connection whatsoever to what I believed was reality concerning the disabled.

It’s one thing to be understanding and then think about something else. It’s another to live 24/7 with the “thing” I can’t get understood or helped.

Mental illness has reached a magnitude of misconception that surely will earn it a spot in our silly idea museum, right next to “ the-earth-is-flat for dummies” volumes.

Science is already looking at how the brain works on the molecular level in very limited first step to this long awaited era in human understanding.

There are thousands of health care professionals who are already crossing to the new landscape that is daily proving that there is no such thing as mental illness. Pain is Pain. What will become common knowledge, I predict, is that it is impossible to have a physically healthy brain and be mentally ill.

When I begged for a brain scan, I was sent to a mental health clinic for a few years and at one point had to refuse to take a medication that was killing me.

You know the story. I would never have imagined.

I spent four years - day and night - on my computer searching for the truth. However there were various aspects of how the “system” was treating me that did indeed cause me mental suffering which supported my mental diagnosis. I was disabled for severe depression which I wanted the brain scan to support or not and soon I was severely depressed. One doctor laughed in my face.

After four or more years of research, I discovered last October that I am suffering from mercury poisoning. Mercury was added to vaccine beginning in the 1930s. I’ve seen evidence that it has not stopped yet.

Once inside the body, there is no safe amount of mercury and no defense to keep it from migrating to the brain and once beyond the blood, brain barrier, mercury is not detected except by autopsy. The mercury found in people is simply recently contracted mercury that has not gone to the brain yet. 

I calculate nearly all of two generations of Americans have these carefully measured amounts of mercury in their brains. Some 250 million Americans were poisoned by these injections, I calculate.

I imagine it might take about a year to actually grasp the enormity of this crime. And I won’t even bother talking about motive. I will “never” really grasp that level of stupidity and evil.

What I want to point out here is that the baby step changes that are always made to cut costs, more than anything else, should not conflict with the future ability of medical science to really know and demonstrate that people who are labeled mentally ill, really have something physical going on.

I was first vaccinated in 1945. My father was a young and eager psychiatrist. The first generation psychiatrists were dealing with children they did not know had been injected with mercury. The famous B.F. Skinner kept his daughter in a box! I don’t feel like telling what my father did.

Six years after children started showing up in clinics and going so out of control as to support psychiatry’s “child from hell” deviant theories, medicine announced a major new disease: autism. My father just stuck to “child from hell”.

Please see the monumentally gifted work done at

www.autism.com/ari/mercurylong.html
and if that link is not working for you, I will be glad to send out a pdf file copy.

When we look at all new diseases since the onset of the poisoning, we see, or should see that the symptoms are the same for every one of them, simply in different mixes according to age.

That said, I can also report that I have already made the rounds of people who should know about this. Many do. But no plans are made for public disclosure.

When I finally understood that my life had been derailed before I could walk or talk, I went into a healthy process of dealing with that large a trauma. I instantly lost 99 percent of the terror and fear that hounded me. It became the most dramatic demonstration of the positive power of truth.

Over the decades, I have tried on diagnosis after diagnosis. I truly presented all the symptoms.  However, the label would slip off after a short time and I never felt any different knowing that I had a label for my suffering. In other words, if people who are considered mentally ill never discover the truth about why they are in and out of chronic pain delivered from the brain down by a terminally triggered immune system, they will never be able to process this trauma and be light years in the dark (ooops) and incapable of taking control of their health in any way that could be called healing.

Being suspended in a huge lie means you are dealing with people who can’t possibly recover. They can’t get to the recovery part without the truth. Mental illness is not a concept that is true.  It is a guess that was meant to be kind until science could get to the molecular observations.

Well, thank God, science is there. If you care to read the supplement issued by Scientific American last July – reporting on this achievement – you will see how wrong we have all been.

In addition, having read statements of admission to this mercury poisoning in the archives of the World Health Organization, I have no way of dismissing how many people are living lives of chronic illnesses while doctors stake their reputations on making sure they know one new disease from another. The reason it is so hard to tell them apart is that they are all the same problem.

So, since you aren’t going to address this, I’ll play along as though this is not real and mention a couple of things about the system as it is.

I think Steven Hawking is a great proof that no matter what it looks like, disabled people are still thinking. I have survived the loss of my brain’s ability quite nicely as it all turns out. When your brain stops working, you get to find out that *you* are not your brain. I think fine but when that thinking is processed by a poisoned brain, it comes out in unexpected ways.

In terms of employment, every disabled person is productive dependent upon those around that person. The demand for speed in the workplace is what disables us, not us.

I am losing my “autopilot” system. I have be more conscious of picking up my feet when I am walking. I have to stop and reason out which is the hot and cold water tap. I’m sitting here in isolation writing to you but you don’t know how many times I had to stop and wait until I could get control of my brain again.

So, it is really society that is so disabled as to throw us in the back alley of life as useless eaters.

The TIME concept is the problem, as if clocks are actual time. They are not. They are the drum beat to keep us rowing the boat. Time itself is very dynamic and does not chop itself up in little beats. Being disabled I am fine when I am alone, because I don’t look at a clock nor does anyone else. I can have a productive period of time that would drop your jaw. But I can’t do that at will anymore because I am in global pain caused by my immune system screaming at me that something is wrong. That is very distracting and takes time to deal with all day long. I live in solitude to avoid the frustration and anger and abuse cycle of people around me.

I saw Nancy Regan on TV talking about the former President’s illness (also mercury). She was so angry! I thought: hey, you can still tie your shoes and pick out matching socks. You don’t have the illness... yet. Why are you so angry with your husband?

The other huge problem is the system computer. I never get a letter from the system that is not a threat.

So, I have been stripped of all credibility, thrown into a level of poverty that itself is killing me, and there is a computer running that has been programmed to cut off my benefits and throw me on the street unless someone stops it. Every morning it checks my name to see if it is time to cut me off. That will drive anyone insane. And then my case manager thinks I’m paranoid. No, I’m not. I am being threatened every waking second. Prisoners are more secure in their beds.

So, let me review my input

1. I’m one of the first who has connected the dots about mercury poisoning. I won’t be the last.

2. Society won’t let me work unless I can perform the way they feel will be profitable to them. (not me)

3. The preprogrammed cut off dates for those who have been legally disabled is not only unconstitutional, it is terrorism, pure and simple. 

4. If you go and print out the disability process period chart and paste it together, you get a flow chart 15 pages wide, covering three years. I shattered into a new personality about 3 months before I finally got my first check. I didn’t make it. Part of me died trying to wait. I’m lucky. All of most people die trying to wait three years. I was in denial that I would even end up disabled.  And by the time I relented to the notion that I needed disability I was so sick, three more years was genocidal. You people act like people start planning to apply right out of highschool. When a person becomes that ill, they need help then.

If I were running the show, I would leap into a person’s life and give, give, give right away. Then I would show up at their house now and then to see how things were going. And if I was supporting people who are sick, they would not be smoking and drinking on “my” charitable time. I would be doing whatever to help their health. Addictions would be put on that computer and be programmed to stop, too.

Finally, my landlord is running a scheme to cheat the Section 8 Housing program. It will corrupt the accounting all the way to Congress. I blew the whistle. I’m going to be thrown out.

Have a nice day.

May God have mercy upon us.

Bess Horsefall

