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Formal Apology and Dedication

Before I get rolling on the rather long list of people I’m dedicating
this book to, I wish to make a formal apology. It is addressed to
those whose lives have been adversely affected by my actions and
inactions, throughout my life. While I have long since patched up
many relationships affected by my years of involvement in
Scientology, I have not covered all bases.

If you don’t understand my reasoning here, I am confident you
will once you dive into the chapters that follow. No need to belabor;
I’ll make this short and sweet….

I sincerely apologize to anyone, anywhere, at any time, whose
life I’ve adversely affected. Sure, I could come up with all kinds of
excuses, like “I was young and naive,” “I didn’t know any better,” “I
thought I was doing the right thing and that is was all for the ‘greater
good,’” “I was brainwashed,” etc. However, whatever the reasons, I
am sorry for any actions or omissions that I had a hand in, that may
have harmed you or those near and dear to you.

Whew. It felt good to get that off my chest! Now it’s appropriate
to embark on dedication.

Over the Edge: A Pawn in the Scientology Money Machine, is
dedicated to so many, it’s a challenge to list them all.

First, I am grateful to everyone in my rather large family;
cousins, aunts and uncles included. It wasn’t until after I retired from
Scientology staff that I came to realize that their love for me was
always and forever unconditional. They were there for me despite
the physical distance between us during my adult life; all I had to do
was reach out to them.

In all fairness, I must also give a special thanks to my sister-in-
law, who kept at me with “You really need to write a book.” Although
I’ve only gotten to know her in recent years, she has been a driving



force for me in many ways. My brother is so fortunate to have her by
his side.

Next, the teachers, particularly from grade school, who believed
in me, even told my parents they could envision me making a
difference in the world – despite the fact that I consistently scored a
“3” in self-control. I owe them much for their encouragement.

Then there are literally hundreds of amazing people I came to
know through my involvement in the Church of Scientology, the
movement I dedicated thirty-seven years of my life to — seventeen
of those as a fundraiser — before finally resigning in September of
2012.

There is one particular person I worked with in my later
Scientology years who was absolutely extraordinary. His name was
Alex Jentzsch. In the most stressful of situations he’d make me and
others laugh, even the serious executives. He was one of those
“what’s not to like” people, and I will never forget him. His untimely
death and the church’s heartless shunning of his mother left me
grief-stricken for weeks, and were integral to the decision-making
process which culminated in my public resignation from the Church
of Scientology.

Last, but not least, I am so very thankful for the dear friends I
have made since I started my life over; friends who never had any
affiliation with Scientology, and who have accepted me as I am.



Important Note to Readers –
Scientologists in Particular

My story is an autobiography in three parts, all in one volume. My
experiences with Scientology are covered in Part 2. That is the
largest portion of the book, simply because most of my life — thirty-
seven years out of sixty-one — was spent in Scientology. You will
find that I have made a point of covering what I witnessed myself, as
opposed to hearsay.  Also, defamation not being my purpose, I only
mention a few people by name.

Many of you reading this probably know me, or have at least
heard of me; it is all too likely our paths have crossed. You may have
wondered, “What ever happened to Kay Rowe?” It’s possible you
asked someone in the church, and were simply told I was not in
good standing.  The fact is, I had a decent reputation during my
church years, and was known for being a kind and compassionate
individual. That being said, you deserve to know the truth.

I gave my entire adult life, from age nineteen to age fifty-six, to
supporting a movement I truly believed would change the world for
the better: bring about world peace, revert the moral decline in our
society, rid the world of poverty, crime, drugs and illiteracy; in short,
create a Brotherhood of Man. What’s not to like about that concept?

Seeing so much promise in the words of L. Ron Hubbard, I took
every positive thing I heard and read on faith, without any due
diligence.

Finally, when the red flags went over the top, I gained the
courage to perform an unbiased research. Then, faced with so many
contradictions and discrepancies, I was beyond devastated.

My decision to officially resign from the Church of Scientology
was by far the most difficult I have ever made; it did not come easy



and I paid a heavy price.
Nonetheless, no matter your views on Scientology, I grant you

the right to your viewpoint.  Further, I welcome you — in fact, I
encourage you — to do your own independent research. Don’t take
my word for it, or anyone else’s.  Even Scientology’s founder, L. Ron
Hubbard, in one of his most renowned articles, On Personal
Integrity, states that you have that right. He said that what is true for
you is true for you. The church even ran a massive ad campaign
some years ago, with billboards stating, “Think for Yourself.” So,
there should be no admonishment for doing exactly that. I made this
same point in this book’s preamble, but I intentionally repeat it here,
particularly for Scientologists who may be concerned about
repercussions.

To those of you who cut communication with me due to my
stance, especially Steve and Janna, know that I never begrudged
your choice, nor did I stop caring about you. On the contrary, I would
gladly wipe the slate clean between us, accept you back into my life,
and be there for you whenever you need me — as friends do for true
friends.

I wish you an unencumbered journey on the road to truth.



Preamble: The Story Behind My Story

Over the Edge: A Pawn in the Scientology Money Game, is my life
story; an autobiography.  It’s about the underlying reasons for the
choices I’ve made, the consequences of those decisions, and how
I’ve moved on and created a new life for myself.  

In the pages that follow I expect you will understand the
significance of the title.  

Since the time I commenced composing this story (just under
two years ago) I’ve wavered. Would it be worth my efforts? What do I
want to accomplish with it? How is my story any different than others
on similar subjects? Would publishing it make a positive difference in
people’s lives?  

Initially, the book’s focus was the time when I was deeply
involved with the Church of Scientology. To be fair, I did benefit in
some ways from my involvement, which I cover in more detail in the
book. It goes without saying that if that had not been the case, it’s
doubtful that I would have dedicated thirty-seven years of my life to
it.

However, in the long run, the church became detrimental to my
relationships beyond its domain. For example, while I was heavily
involved, I didn’t see most of my family for at least thirty years and
had little or no contact with friends outside the church. Added to that,
my long association finally took its toll on me physically, mentally,
emotionally, spiritually and financially.  

I went well out of my way — to extremes, actually — to mend
my relationship with the church. Unfortunately, those efforts were to
no avail. Finally, it was clear that to remain a member and support it
was no longer an option. I made a fully evaluated, personal choice to
cut the ties.



Taking all the above into account, I outlined my story, created
several pages of notes so I wouldn’t forget important content, and
got rolling. I broke through several bouts of writer’s block and finally,
several months ago, managed to pass the two-thirds point. At last I
could envision the finish line! However, the excitement of this
breakthrough was short-lived; I became preoccupied with a new
dilemma: I’d become emotionally consumed by the U.S. presidential
election process. The writing I’d completed prior to that point seemed
to pale by comparison to what seemed a much more important
issue: healing the divide between the people in our great nation and
the world at large.  

I did a complete review of what I had already written and found
my story paralleled current events. Not only that, having read others’
books and blogs, and viewed documentaries on the controversial
subject of Scientology, I could see that my writings had a unique
perspective and message. No way did I want to be redundant. All it
required to make sure I would not be redundant was some additional
fact gathering and minor editing. What a relief! All the work I had put
in up to that point had not been a waste.

As for the subject of Scientology, I welcome you — in fact, I
encourage you — to do your own independent research. Don’t take
my word for it, or anyone else’s.

This has been quite a journey, and cathartic to say the least. I
hope you gain as much from reading as I have had in composing.



Introduction to Part 1
Inspiration to Share My Story and My Pre-

Scientology Years

With all due respect to my mother, who passed the very day I
finished the first draft of Part 1 of this book, it was only fitting that I
commenced writing my story during her final days. This book is a
tribute to her; she was by no means perfect (none of us are), but she
taught me basic manners, and was there for me throughout my life,
even when I was away from her.

My siblings and I knew our mother’s death was imminent, since
she had been under hospice care for some time. It was uncanny,
though, how one event led to another and yet another, culminating in
the inspiration I needed to finally sit down and write my story. I
expect you will understand the significance of this, once you’ve read
Chapter 1.   

A disclaimer: In reading this autobiography, you will find I’ve
included some not-so-kind things about my mother. I want to make it
clear that she and I achieved full closure before she passed, and that
all was forgiven on both sides. I merely share the information to help
bring about an understanding of the events and circumstances that
made me a prime candidate for membership in the Church of
Scientology.

For the record, I officially became involved with Scientology in
the fall of 1975, a few months before my twentieth birthday.  

Chapters 2-7 cover pertinent information about the years prior to
my involvement, from as far back as I can recall; my pre-Scientology
years, 1958-1975.   



This period saw historical events that impacted many lives. The
Cold War and Cuban Missile Crisis; the assassination of President
John F. Kennedy; the Beatles’ appearance on the Ed Sullivan Show
(in living color!); the Civil Rights Movement and assassination of Dr.
Martin Luther King Jr.; the Detroit Riots; the Detroit Tigers winning
the World Series; the Vietnam War, and its protests and peace
demonstrations; Woodstock; streaking; nude beaches; free love;
drugs; and so on. While I won’t be covering such events in the
chapters that follow, they were as integral to my life as my upbringing
and schooling.



Closure with My Mother Before She
Passed

My relocation to Omaha, Nebraska in May of 2014 turned out to be
one of the best moves ever, for more reasons than one. The most
significant was that it put me in much closer proximity to my rather
large family, the majority of whom reside near Boulder, Colorado and
Detroit, Michigan — all east of the Rockies.

In fact, I had the pleasure of seeing one of my brothers twice
and another of them once, by virtue of my being located along the
route on their travels during the summer of 2015. Still, there were
more family members I hadn’t seen in a few years. In fact, I hadn’t
seen most of them in more than thirty years.  

I had a lot of attention on one of my brothers who lived in
Detroit. I had planned to visit him at Christmas time in 2014, but he
suffered a heart attack a couple of weeks before my scheduled trip,
so I cancelled the visit. His quadruple-bypass surgery was a
success, but he was forced into retirement and his recovery took
many months.  

I vowed I would make the trip before my airline ticket expired,
though, and that I did. On October 14, 2015, to be exact, I arrived in
Detroit. So that no one would have to go out of their way to fetch me,
I took the slow option of shuttle and city bus to reach their township.

Finally, I met up with my two brothers and their wives/significant
others, and we went out to dinner at a fabulous Greek restaurant not
far from their homes.

I had a lot of quality time with them, then visited with my cousins
from my father’s side and spent time with my best friend of nearly
fifty years.



The high point of my stay, though, was a riveting conversation
with my sister-in-law concerning my mother. We knew her days were
numbered, and were concerned that things were not completely in
order, which could end up presenting a big problem.  

My mother was bedridden, bed-panned, couldn’t feed or bathe
herself and had been under hospice care in my brother’s home in
Colorado for some months. We knew it was inevitable that she would
pass, but there was no prediction as to when, particularly since she’d
always been such a survivor type.   

There were mysteries surrounding my mother which, at that
point, were still unsolved. Of particular interest was a conversation
she’d had with my sister-in-law many years earlier concerning her
life story. It was something she had never shared with me – not that
she would have been able to, seeing that I was totally wrapped up in
Scientology with hundreds of miles of distance between us.

Seeing that this is rather personal, I’ll put it this way and let you
use your imagination to fill in the blanks.

My mother’s parents were both of Sicilian/Italian descent. They
came to the U.S. via New York in the late 1800s/early 1900s, without
papers. (Interestingly, “without papers” is the origin of the slang word
“WOP,” meaning an Italian immigrant.)  

They went from New York to Sharon, Pennsylvania, a small
mining town near Pittsburgh. The town was also known as “Scarin’,”
for its abundance of haunted houses. Priests have performed
exorcisms in many a home there, allegedly including the house
where my mother lived as a child.

As I came to learn, my grandfather was a bootlegger, with a
distillery down in his basement.  According to my mom, one day it
blew up and nearly burned their house down!    

Bootlegger + distillery + Sicilian = ?  Yes, you’ve guessed right:
Mafia connections. It also means my grandfather was not
necessarily a nice man. In that regard, my mother made a point of
warning me and my sister to keep our distance from him, though she
never went into detail about why.  When he’d get too close to us,
she’d have heated discussions with him in Italian.  

My grandparents barely spoke a word of English. I only ever
heard them speak Italian, and I couldn’t understand a word of it.



They always sounded like they were yelling at each other, and
waved their hands all over the place in the process. I once asked my
mother, “Why do Grandma and Grandpa always fight?”

She replied, “They’re not fighting. That’s the way they talk.”
My sister-in-law and I talked further about my mother’s

relationship with her parents and siblings, as we wanted to
understand what made her tick. I told her about conversations I had
had with my sister — who’d seemed to know a lot about Mom — as
well as a talk I’d had with an aunt, a couple of years earlier.

We pieced it all together, and it was not a pretty picture.  My
grandfather had been abusive, allegedly even molesting my mother.
My grandmother had turned a blind eye to that. If it hadn’t been for
Mom’s two brothers, who knows what would have become of her.

I added up all of this with the stories my mother had told me
when I was growing up, and got what seemed a reasonably clear
picture.  What weighed heavily on me, though — knowing she was
soon to pass — was helping my mother get closure. For that matter,
I wanted closure with her, too.  It was at this time that I was inspired
to write a book and share my story, and I made a very firm decision
to do so, sooner rather than later.

My vacation was over, so I returned to Omaha and got back to
work. However, on a Saturday night less than two weeks later, I
received a call from my brother, who was acting as my mother’s
caregiver. She had taken a major turn for the worse and the hospice
people predicted she had just a few days at the most, perhaps as
little as twenty-four hours.

I called various airlines in hopes of finding an affordable
bereavement fare, but $700 round-trip was the best I could find.
Luckily, I had a very dear friend, a certified nurse, who offered to
drive out with me. Our estimated time of departure was early
afternoon that Thursday. I hoped my mother would hang on long
enough for me to talk with her before she passed.

Meanwhile, I took some of the load off my brother and contacted
the rest of our family.  Upon reaching my half-sister, I told her about
our mother’s wish for closure. She understood, but unfortunately was
not able to get away to see Mom face-to-face. The two did manage
to have a phone conversation. My half-sister also composed a



beautiful message and e-mailed it to another of my brothers, who
printed it out and read it to Mom in the presence of several others. 

I was told that everyone cried, my mother included, and closure
was achieved. I so wished I could’ve been there, and remained
hopeful I’d have my moment, too.   

Arrangements were made for the priest to come over to read the
last rites. It appeared he would be doing that just before my arrival. I
kept saying, both silently and aloud, “Please, Mom, hold on for me.”

We finally arrived around 10:00 p.m. that Thursday evening, and
she was still with us. Whew!  As odd as this may seem, I’d never
before spoken to anyone that close to death. I was dumbfounded.
What should I say?

I assumed she knew she was passing, just having had the last
rites read over her. Boy, was I wrong! She was clueless — as I
discovered when I told her that she was going to a better place. Her
response? “I’m going home? When are we leaving?” Or words to
that effect.

My mother didn’t seem to know who I was, although she
seemed more lucid than in earlier months. I should mention that
she’d suffered a major head injury some years earlier, with
permanent damage which had been mistaken for dementia and
Alzheimer’s. She was also hard of hearing, so I had to speak directly
into her ear.  

“Hi, Mom! It’s your daughter, Katherine.”  
“I’m Katherine?” she responded.
“No, you’re Maria.”
“You’re Maria?”
Hmm. Reminiscent of Abbott and Costello’s “Who’s on First?”
It finally appeared resolved when I gave her the full run-down of

her offspring, in sequence. “You have eight children. They are all
grown up and all well.”

Her next words stunned me. With a guilt-ridden look, she asked,
“What have I done?”

I responded, “You are a good mom.  You were there for all of us,
you fed and clothed us, kept a roof over our heads, made sure we
were educated.  We all turned out good.” At this she breathed a sigh
of noticeable relief.



My brother, her caregiver, stepped into the room, so I took a
break, wondering what other surprises were in store for me. Minutes
later, he came out and said, “Mom just asked when we are leaving.”
She had said, “I want to go home to…,” and had given the exact
address where we’d resided when I was growing up. Amazing long-
term memory! I thought aloud, “She may as well add the ZIP code
and phone number while she’s at it,” and we all had a little chuckle.

Worn out from the ten-hour drive, we called it a night.  My
brother took the couch and gave me and my friend his huge upstairs
room, with more windows than walls.  What a view!  I went to sleep
surrounded by stars and woke up to a beautiful sunrise.

Back to my mom again.  I had an epiphany: since there was no
bringing her back home, I’d bring “home” to her.  I set to work
recalling special moments of our lives together. I’d relate them to her,
make her smile and help her rest in peace.   

At first, I thought it would be a near-impossible task, as it
seemed most of my life with her was miserable.  I found this was not
really the case, though. Meanwhile, my siblings, who hadn’t yet
spoken to her and were not able to fly out, were put on the phone
with her.

I was amazed at what I remembered, and even more amazed at
her ability to recall.  I started with the poem she and I had written
together before I’d left for school one morning, when I was in the
third grade.  It went like this: “Goodbye, Mommy dear, I love you so, I
hate to go. So, give me a kiss and give me a hug, and I’ll be happy
all day like a bug in a rug.”

She was overjoyed. Saying “God bless you,” she reached out to
hug and kiss me.  “Thank you for helping me remember that,” she
said.  In fact, each memory I shared brought a similar response.

Next one: “The Beatles were on the Ed Sullivan Show, and I
begged you to let me go across the street to my friend’s house and
watch it on their color TV – and you let me.”  

And this next one had her laughing: “You loved our music when
we were in our early teens. The Doors, Jim Morrison.  You loved his
voice and the song Hello, I Love You.” I started singing it to her. It
was one of the most joyful moments of my life with her.  But, at the
same time, I was overcome with grief and guilt over having missed



so much of her life, due to having been away so many years in
Scientology.

With tears streaming down my face, I left the room and walked
into the loving arms of my brothers, our friend and caregiver, and the
dear friend who’d made the trip out with me.  The grief soon blew
over and I was ready for the next step.

Most everything after that was anti-climactic, so we got onto
discussing how we were going to deal with her passing.  We were
famished, so we took a break, went to the grocery store, picked up a
few needed items. Back at the house again, I put my culinary skills to
work.

Meanwhile, my mother perked up – a sign that she wouldn’t be
passing during the three days I had arranged to be there.  I made a
point of sharing more moments with her before I headed back to
Omaha, knowing this would probably be the last time I’d see her
alive.

After I left, my brothers kept me in the loop, including relaying
my mother’s high praise for the meatballs I’d made: “These are
good!”  Of course, I’d learned the recipe from her – one of the best.
Days and weeks went by.  “She’s still hanging in there.” Then, “Not
looking good.  I don’t expect she’ll be with us much longer.”

But she made it through her birthday, Christmas day, my
birthday and New Year’s.  Meanwhile, I’d gotten busy writing my
book. In fact, I’d begun typing away on December 29th.  By January
3rd, I had finished the first draft and attached it to an e-mail to send
to a friend for side-checking. No sooner had I hit “send” that I
received a text from my brother, telling me our mother had passed.

My brother had his hands full, so I took on the task of contacting
family and letting them know the sad news. I arranged time off work
and a flight for the very next morning.  Everyone was understanding
and helpful. It was so nice to be treated with such kindness.

I landed in Denver and my brother was there to pick me up. He
filled me in on our way to his house in the mountains.  We were
prepared for her passing and had pretty well ceased grieving, so we
dealt with the arrangements with clear heads.  I was especially
relieved that I’d had very special moments with her a couple months
before and had been able to get closure for both of us.



I was in for a big shocker when it came time to write her
obituary. Those thirty-seven years I’d missed made it nearly
impossible.  I didn’t know my own mother!  Had it not been for my
brothers’ input, I would have been clueless as to what to write.



From Newborn to Preschool

I into this life, a small white child, springing from the womb of an
Italian/Sicilian mother, into a family in Detroit suburbia.  My father
was a blue-collar worker of German and Yugoslavian heritage.

I was their third child, my mother’s fifth; my given name,
Katherine Milasinovich. My gut feeling (unconfirmed) is that I was
sent to them because they were troubled and I was a child that could
bring joy to their lives.

My father was brought up by his mother and aunt, having lost
his father in a coal mining accident at the age of two.  He had one
sibling, who my grandmother was pregnant with at the time of their
loss.  I was honored to have her and her husband as godparents.

Both of my parents, although five years apart in age, grew up in
the same small town of Sharon, Pennsylvania, and later re-located to
Detroit, Michigan with their families.  My mother had only achieved a
seventh-grade education. Note: It wasn’t until her death that I
discovered she had continued her education and learned Latin and
Italian, old and new dialects. My father was more fortunate. The way
they met is an interesting story, which my mother told me more than
once, so it’s a must to share…

My mother was in downtown Detroit at the same time my father
was home for a short leave from the Marines. He was just coming
out of a bar when he heard a woman screaming; he bravely ran into
the alley and rescued her from being robbed and raped. As for the
rest of their story, my mother refrained from detailing beyond, “We
fell in love, got married and started creating a family.”

My mother’s chosen occupation was clearly raising children and
being a housewife, and that she did.  She was a master of
multitasking and putting us young ones to work at an early age, to



assist her. Her hands were full, without question, and she needed all
the help she could get.

I must say, I owe much to my parents for instilling me with a
strong work ethic. In fact, I loved to work, especially knowing I was
lessening another's burden. I was helping with the dishes soon after
I could walk and talk, assisting my older brother on his newspaper
route starting at the age of four, and, as I got older, helping care for
and mentor my younger brothers, running various errands, and the
list goes on.

But I was a restless child, and it was difficult at times for me to
“fit in.” I was easily bored, and longed for things to keep me and my
wild imagination occupied. Just to make things even more
interesting, I had sleep issues. I was often spooked by the “boogey
man” outside my window, and in the patterns on the wooden doors in
my bedroom.   

I was also a “sleep walker.”  In fact, I recall running around the
house stark naked one morning, after I awoke in search of the
pajamas I had been wearing when I’d gone to bed the night before.
My mother and I finally found them in the basement by the laundry
chute. Apparently, I had taken them off while sleepwalking.  

Then there was a recurring nightmare of being lost in my own
neighborhood, and finally finding my house, only to have the door
opened by total strangers. Perhaps these dreams resulted from real
incidents. I’m not so sure if these next incidents I’ll relate preceded
the dreams. No matter, here they are....

I couldn’t have been more than two years old when I was with
my mom at Hudson’s, hanging onto the end of her camel-colored
coat. I was getting restless and needed to go potty, so I tugged on
the coat. A face I didn’t recognize looked down at me, and out of its
mouth came, “Hello, little girl. You must be lost. What’s your name?”
 I started shaking and burst into tears and yelled, “Mommy! Mommy!”
 

Next thing I knew, I was in the “lost and found” department,
being given treats by very friendly people who took turns holding me
in their laps.  After several announcements over the loudspeaker to
the effect that “A cute little girl, about two years old, blond hair,



named Katherine, last name unclear, is here with us in the lost and
found. If she’s yours, come see us.”

My mother finally arrived, and, strange as it may sound, I was
not looking forward to seeing her.  I envisioned a spanking not only
for getting lost, but for talking to strangers and eating candy without
permission. However, the reunion wasn’t too horrible; my mother
was more relieved to have found me than anything else.

The other “lost” incident at this stage of my life was a time we
were visiting my grandma on my dad’s side, and I’d gotten
permission to play on her front lawn. That would have been fine, had
I not strayed to other lawns on her block, where every townhouse
looked the same. I tired of playing, and so went up the steps and
knocked on the door to come inside. A woman I had never seen
before opened the door. I was stunned and nearly speechless.
Fortunately, she was able to get me to tell her my grandmother’s
name; she was familiar with her neighbors, so she got me safely
back to where I was supposed to be. Needless to say, I didn’t win the
popularity contest that day.

With my sister and brother at school during the week, I had no
one anywhere near my age to play with. Fortunately, I had some cool
toys, including some that my father had made in his woodshop, and
some dolls that I had bonded with. In fact, one doll in particular was
“my baby,” and I tried to do all the things with her that my mother did
with me.  

One day I took it over the top, though. I grabbed my doll and her
wash tub and went out on the front lawn of our residential street. I
filled up the tub with the hose and gave her a bath. But it didn’t end
there. I needed a bath too, so I took all my clothes off and jumped
into the tub with her.  In a matter of seconds, I heard my mom
scream, “Katherine!” as she ran out the door and down the steps and
grabbed me before the whole neighborhood saw me stark naked.

Each of us kids were unique in our own ways; what seemed to
set me apart was that I was super-inquisitive, a quick learner who
soaked up knowledge like a sponge. I also had a profound love for
nearly all living things (spiders, snakes, bees and wasps the major
exceptions; more on that in the next chapter). I actually wished I



could hold the entire world in a big bear hug and put smiles on
everyone’s faces.

Soon I was having difficulty staying amused with baby dolls and
longed for living things.   Turtles, frogs and guppies were next in line,
but I yearned for more. On that note, here’s another story I’d like to
share….

When I was around five years old, I wanted a pet I could call my
own, that would be my friend for life. My parents were content with
me having the aforementioned turtles, frogs and guppies. However,
dogs and cats, my pets of choice, were completely out of the
question. There was no sense in arguing the subject, it was a closed
issue.  “No” meant “no” with great finality.

I coped with this as best I could, treating my frogs, turtles and
guppies with the greatest of care.  I even went so far as to enter the
frogs and turtles in races at the beach. I took this rather seriously,
and, needless to say, they were champions. As for the guppies, I
saved several baby fish from being devoured by their dads.

Still, my desire for a dog, a cat, or both, was unfulfilled. I
persisted in my quest, and my parents explained the magnitude of
care, expense and commitment required to have the pets I desired.
My retort was that I was willing to pay the price, do extra chores,
help my brother more on his paper route – whatever it might take.
The response was still a flat-out “no.”

Then one day a severe thunderstorm seemed to appear out of
nowhere. My brother, sister and I were down the street when it hit;
we raced home on our bikes, dumped them in the garage and ran
into the house.

All of sudden, there was a great scurry, lamps were toppled to
the floor, caused by some unseen presence. Then our eyes met;
before I knew it, I’d been pounced upon and could not break free.
Next, my brother and sister were met with the same treatment.

What a joyous moment in our household! It was love at first lick.
A beautiful dog (a Cocker spaniel - toy collie mix) had been sent
from the very heavens to live with us, or so we thought.   We even
named him Tippy, in honor or the way he’d presented himself to us,
tipping things over in the flurry of his grand entrance.



Back to reality: Dad informed us that Tippy did not belong to us,
and had to be returned to his owner.  He was allowed to stay with us
overnight, due to the storm and it being so late already.  However,
the next morning we were to seek out his real home.

Tippy was all over us all night long. He was thrilled to be with us
and so loved, and we felt likewise. We dreaded getting up the next
morning to our mission of returning him. But off we went, straight
after breakfast, with my dad as our guide.

Tippy had no tags, not even a collar, and we argued that our
mission was pointless since he was obviously a stray.

No sooner did we reach the corner, Tippy stopped dead in his
tracks and stared at a man who had just stepped out of his yard.
First their eyes met; then the man looked at us, then back at Tippy.
Our hearts fell to our kneecaps. It was clear that he was Tippy’s true
owner.

Still, Tippy did not move; instead, he made a display of his
affection for us. We all cried at the thought of having to give up our
new-found treasure.

Then the man walked up to my dad and they shook hands. Dad
explained how Tippy had come into our home during the storm, and
how we’d kept him overnight with the intention of finding his true
owner the following morning.

The man cut my dad short. “You keep him,” he said. “I have
never seen him so happy. I’m an old man and what he needs is
kids.” Tippy understood every word, as evidenced by the licking
frenzy that followed; first the old man, then my dad, then all us kids.

The deal was sealed and we returned home.
Tippy was loyal in the extreme. He knew what we loved, and he

protected us and our belongings – even our incubator chicks! One of
our favorite pictures was of one of the chicks riding on his back. He
extended his love and protection to my parents as well. We spent
many happy years together.

However, as much as I loved pets, they were no substitute for
my siblings and parents. That said, allow me to introduce you to my
brother from another father, who I absolutely adored the moment I
met him and still do to this day. I’d scream with excitement when
he’d come home for visits from boarding school, and later, from the



Army Reserves. I was the center of his attention.  He’d twirl me
around the front yard, carry me on his shoulders and play all kinds of
games with me. More about him in later chapters.

One would think that with dolls, pets, games, older siblings and
chores, I’d have been plenty occupied, but I still tugged at my
mother’s apron strings. I was hungry for knowledge. Learning to read
and write fell into my lap or, more accurately, into my mom’s lap;
that’s where I sat while participating in my elder siblings’ homework
assignments. It wasn’t too long before I was nearly on par with them,
academically.

Soon I became the ultimate “pesky critter.” I’d whine if my older
siblings wouldn’t let me play board games with them, like Monopoly
and Parcheesi. They’d claim I was not old enough, and point to the
age “requirements” on the boxes. But that didn’t stop me. I frequently
complained to my parents that they wouldn’t let me play with them. It
was usually my father who’d come out and demand, “Let Katherine
play.” Finally, they’d give in.

We’d also bicker over what we were going to watch on TV. My
father handled this brilliantly.  He’d simply remove the cord from the
back of the TV and say, “When you can get along with each other
and agree on what you want to watch, I’ll give you back the plug.”
Instant cooperation.

My mother couldn’t stand it anymore, so she enrolled me in
kindergarten under false pretenses, claiming I was already five years
old (when I wouldn’t be until the end of December), with a promise
that she would find my birth certificate and bring it to the school in
the coming week.

That week came and went, with no evidence in sight; I was
called into the principal’s office and told I had to return home due to
this. Of course, I knew when my birthday was, and knew I was not
five yet, so I got very suspicious. How could my “mother” not know
my birthday? Was I adopted?

Upon arriving home, I had a confrontation with my supposed
“mother;” I started by asking her directly, “Am I adopted?” – which
left her nearly speechless. Finally, she asked me why I would think
such a thing. I explained what had happened at school. I also added
that she was meaner to me than my older siblings.



She came out of her stupor pretty quickly, and explained that
she knew I’d be happier if I were in school, so felt it was worth the
fib. She also disagreed that she was meaner to me, saying she loved
us all the same. Her last statement was the one that convinced me,
though. “Look at that photo of me and your dad. Now look at your
dad’s nose. There is no way he is not your father!”  End of issue.



Miss Smarty Pants

While waiting yet another year to start school, I continued home
education. By the time I finally got into kindergarten, I could read,
write, do some math and even say and spell my very long last name
(that name became the butt of jokes in later years; yet, according to
Mother, teasing was a way of showing someone you liked them.
Huh?)

I was virtually one to two years ahead of everyone else in my
class, which contributed to my being bored and “out of control.” As a
result, every semester of every year I was graded “3” (the worst
score possible) in self-control — with comments from teachers to my
parents along the lines of, “Your daughter is brilliant; if only she could
keep her mouth shut.”   

On the other hand, those teachers sang my praises: "If anyone
is going to make a difference in this world, your daughter, Katherine,
will be the one." I was known for my ability to be impartial and to
understand both sides of a debate or story; thus came the
recommendation to my parents that I follow law as a career path,
and that maybe I’d even be a judge or ambassador someday.

Being a "smarty pants" didn’t end in the classroom. More often
than not, I had something to say on the playground, at the dinner
table and anywhere else I was engaged in a social or not-so-social
activity.

I recall one time in particular, when my father called me on this.
We were at the dinner table, all eight of us, newborn baby brother
included, when Dad commented, “Katherine, how is it that you
always seem to get the last word in? You always have a remark.”

Just when he thought he had me speechless, I smiled and
replied, “That’s because I’m remarkable.”



He threw his hands up in the air in exasperation and said, “I give
up!” Once again, I had gotten in the last word.

He did get back at me, though, and in short order. At another
family dinner, a jar of cherry peppers was on the table. I asked, “Are
these sweet?”

Father responded, “Yes, they are. Go ahead and try one.”
Needless to say, they were not what I expected. Instead, they

were very, very hot – and no amount of milk seemed to ease the
agony of the moment.

My comments and remarks weren’t limited to kidding, though. I
had things to say about more serious issues. In fact, I was quite a
rebel at times; even having my mouth washed out with soap on more
than one occasion.

I well recall one time my mother made a point: "If I say 2 plus 2
is 5, it's 5," to which I responded, "But it's 4."

She repeated herself, and I asked, "Why?"  She replied, "I'm
right even if I'm wrong, because I'm your mother."

We never saw eye to eye on that, but I learned rather quickly
and painfully that it was best not to argue, at least not with her.

Most of my back-talk had to do with defending myself when I
considered I’d been unjustly grounded. It wasn’t until later that I
discovered my mother sometimes grounded me for my own good. In
our pre-teens, in particular, she made a point of not letting me or my
sister wear makeup or go to parties, as she was afraid we’d get into
trouble with boys. So, our activities were very limited; to a large
degree we led “Cinderella” lives. At least it seemed that way to me at
the time.

However, no matter the unpleasantness, my parents were
protective and taught me manners and the importance of being kind,
and I thank them deeply for that. One particular incident laid a very
firm foundation for me, so it’s fitting to include in this chapter.

A new girl, Laura, had moved to our neighborhood, and I’d
started to hang out with her. Up to that point, I’d been very close with
another girl, Shelly, who was very gifted as a pianist and singer.

The sad thing was that Shelly's face was scarred, I believe from
third-degree burns, so although beautiful as a person, she was not
beautiful physically.



As it turned out, Laura didn't like Shelly and bullied her, in
particular about having a scarred face.  The one thing that hurt
Shelly the most, though, was that I didn't come to her defense;
instead, I condoned the abuse.

My mother was perceptive, and knew something was up with
me. She sat me down and had me divulge what was happening. In
short order, I came to my senses and did the right thing. I told Laura
that she’d hurt my friend, and I wouldn't be friends with her anymore
unless she fixed it. More important than that, I went to Shelly's home
to apologize.  

It started with me singing outside Shelly’s back door: "Shelly,
Shelly, come out and play with me."  Wouldn't you know it, her
mother answered, giving me quite a severe verbal lashing, which
was well deserved. I appropriately, sincerely and humbly apologized,
and was welcomed into their home. We shared hugs and Shelly
played piano, with me as a captivated audience.

Unfortunately, our friendship would never be the same. I learned
a valuable lesson, though, and gained insight into how important it is
to maintain one's integrity. The incident left a mark on me that served
me very well in the years that followed, and still does.

Back to confrontations with my mother: The most volatile
seemed to be when she brought up issues she had with my father
and his family. My retort was usually, “Why don’t you just talk to each
other?" and "I love my father; this is something between the two of
you, and I'd rather not hear it.”  What also went on in my head was,
“Why don’t you practice what you preach?”   

She seemed to miss the point that I was strongly endeared with
my father. In fact, he was my hero in more ways than one. One story
that comes to mind is a time I had just headed out the door to
school; I’d barely reached the next house over when I was
surrounded by a swarm of hornets. I screamed bloody murder, and
my father came to my rescue at the speed of lightning; he grabbed
me, and with the hornets close behind, carried me into our house.

Due to my unconditional love, there was nothing that could
break that bond as far as I was concerned. He shared his philosophy
books and music (jazz) with me, and it turned out we had similar
perspectives on both. His only sibling was my godmother; she had



eleven kids that I adored, many close to my age. Additionally, they
spoke English, unlike most of my mother’s family, my grandparents
in particular. So the points stacked up in my father’s favor.

Allegedly, my parents loved each other. The proof of that
seemed to be that they kept having more children. Knowing what I
know now, my take is that they brought their old baggage/dirty
laundry into the marriage with them.  Both had suffered traumas from
the time they were born to the time they had wed, and neither had
successfully dealt with them, so they couldn’t help but have drama in
their marriage.

My father had never had a father figure in his life, so he was
pretty clueless about how to be one himself. My mother had been
married twice before, and having Sicilian parents with Mafia
connections didn’t help much, either.

Unfortunately, I hadn’t adopted the philosophy of not taking
things personally, so I wound up very hurt, with deep feelings that I
wasn’t wanted, that I was a misfit and didn’t belong.

In and among sibling bickering, I was exposed to my parent’s
battles. To make matters worse, I had nowhere to run, no one to talk
to. In fact, it was forbidden to discuss family issues outside of the
home; they were deemed very strictly private.

My solace was going to school and being active in sports and
other activities during the school year and during the summer as
well. I tried to stay away from home as much as I possibly could, so
as not to have to witness the havoc. To that end, I had a near-perfect
attendance record through all my school years.   

But there was no escape. In fact, I walked into the house one
day and witnessed my father holding my mother in a vice-like grip,
ready to smash a bottle over her head. My mother screamed and
told me to call the police, which I did. Long before they arrived, my
father released her.  No charges were filed, but my father slept on
the couch for a few nights.

Understandably, I was disturbed; an understatement. It became
very obvious that something was wrong with me, as I became very
quiet at school. So much so that my third-grade teacher pulled me to
the side one day and commented that I was not acting like my usual
self (talkative to the point of being out of control). She guessed that



something was wrong at home, but I had vowed secrecy and said
nothing.

The stress impacted me physically as well.  I rarely got sick, so
it was a surprise to me and everyone else when I came down with
laryngitis.  Unfortunately, this happened on the day of the Christmas
play at my school.  My teacher, the play’s producer, went frantic
since I had a leading role – the Narrator – and was to speak
throughout the production.  

Somehow, we pulled it off by dosing me with honey and lemon.
Yet after all that, no one in my family showed up to see my
performance.  I was devastated, to say the least.

I excused away their absence after a while, and concluded that
my parents were just too wrapped up in their own troubles to pay
attention. However, regardless of the issues between my parents,
they both did what parents normally do. My father in particular (who
my mother claimed was the “bad guy”) continued providing for us
and well beyond: crafting go-karts, stilts, a see-saw, putting up a 24’-
wide pool in the backyard, and taking us to (and participating in)
sports events.  It was clear that he loved us kids, no matter what was
happening between him and my mother.

I was still in the third grade when things came to a head, with
my mother demanding we stay home from school to protect her from
my father. That went over like a lead balloon with me; I, for one,
refused to cooperate. I loved school and also didn’t believe my father
would do her harm — especially seeing that he was at work during
our school hours, and we’d be home before he returned.

Finally, my parents sought counseling from the pastor at our
church and it was reportedly recommended that they both see a
psychiatrist and take turns getting “rest” in a psychiatric hospital.

My father had his time at the hospital in Pontiac, Michigan,
including shock treatment and psychotropic drugs. Once we went on
a road trip to visit Father while he was “resting.” I recall that incident
so clearly, it’s as if it happened yesterday. As we neared the
institution I had extreme physical reactions; my hair stood on end
and I had goosebumps all over. The place freaked me out worse
than a haunted house.



We made our way into the lobby and up to the information desk.
 In fairly short order, a nurse came out and leaned over to talk to me
and my two elder siblings.  In a sickening-sweet voice she said, “I’m
so sorry you drove out all this way to see your father, but he doesn’t
want to see you.”

While my siblings stood there dumbfounded and speechless, I
immediately glared at the nurse –  looked her right in the eye, with
my face mere inches away – and said, “You’re lying. My father loves
us and wants to see us. You’ve done something to my father. What
have you done to him?” The nurse got away from me as fast as she
could.  My mother looked at me in shock, but at the same time
seemed very proud of me for speaking out.

Understandably, when it came to my mother’s turn to visit the
hospital, she fought it, arguing that she wouldn’t leave her children.
My godmother had agreed to take care of us, but my mother
declined.  She even went as far as trying to turn me, using an
upsetting incident as her wedge, adding to it that my father should
have stood up for me and didn’t. (Allegedly my godparents were
unhappy with me, claiming I didn’t thank them for a birthday gift, so
they were never going to give me another. Yet I distinctly recall being
very openly appreciative).

Unfortunately, my father’s “treatment” and “rest” didn’t resolve
anything. On the contrary, he was worse for it, as far as I was
concerned, and although a changed man, he became very quiet and
lifeless.

Their relationship continued to go up and down like a yo-yo, and
I put myself in the middle to a large degree, trying to keep the peace.
Next thing I knew, they co-produced a sixth child, my youngest
brother. That’s another story all in itself….

My mother and I had a long-standing agreement that if she were
to have another child, it would be a girl.  Quite frankly, I was sick of
boys. I rarely got along with my older brother and my two younger
brothers were annoying.  Sound familiar?  Yes, what goes around,
comes around.  It was my turn to be on the receiving end of “pesky
critters.”

However, when the day came for my mother to give birth, my
father came home in the wee hours of the morning, peeked his head



into my bedroom and proudly announced, “It’s a boy!”  
Imagine his shock when I screamed, pouted, and literally had a

fit. I told him, “Mom promised me a baby sister, and that’s what I’m
getting. Take him back. Trade him in.” Obviously, I didn’t know a
thing about the birds and the bees.

Amazingly enough, my parents teamed up and handled this
beautifully.  First, they told me he was born with a full head of long
hair and was one of the most beautiful newborns ever. Totally true,
and I’m not being biased. They added that I was going to be big
sister for this little guy.  In other words, I was going to be my
mother’s direct assistant in taking care of him.

There would be several perks. I’d get to stroll him around the
neighborhood and show him off.  I’d be the one to teach him how to
walk, talk, tie his shoes, ride a bike, etc.  Oh, I almost forgot a key
one: I would be in charge of protecting him, which leads me to yet
another story….

He could not have been more than a few weeks old when my
mother saw a mouse in the house.  She freaked out and brought us
three older ones together to handle the matter. The agreed-upon
solution was to borrow a cat from one of our friends, which we did —
and the problem was solved overnight.

Not too long after that incident, the three us of were walking
around the block and saw a box of kittens with a sign, “Free Kittens.”
I couldn’t resist; despite warnings from my siblings, I picked up a
tortoise-shell kitten and we fell in love with each other. Of course, I
brought her home with a plan on how to present her to my mother.

In essence, I said, “There’s a chance there will be more mice,
and we need to protect our little brother.”

To which my mom responded with a laugh, “That kitten is about
the same size as a mouse.”

I replied, “Don’t you worry, I will take good care of her, and she
will grow fast and be big and strong.”  Mother agreed, and we named
her “Mittens,” because her paws were all the same color and that’s
what they looked like.

I kept to my word, and Mittens was no doubt the most
fascinating pet anyone could ever have.  It’s only fitting that I digress
here and share how special she was.



As it turned out, Mittens was part Siamese and/or Burmese,
very loyal, smart and a phenomenal hunter, as you will see from
various incidents that follow.  

When she was still a kitten, perhaps eight weeks old, I had to
put her in the half-bathroom so we could finish dinner in peace.  That
was all fine and good. The only problem was that I didn’t provide a
litter box, and forgot to let her back out when we were done.  When I
finally realized what I had done, I very cautiously opened the door,
not wanting to confront the mess she had probably made. To my
surprise, she was standing on top of the toilet seat, front paws
stretched out and touching the toilet handle.  She had taken a poop
in the toilet, and was trying to flush it!

Next: I was in my fifth-grade classroom when the teacher
stopped the class and asked, “Whose kitten is that in the window?” I
looked over, and there was Mittens with her face pressed against the
window, looking straight at me.  How she had found the room where
I was, and gotten on top of that ledge, I will never know.

I answered, “She’s mine.”  Soon after, it was recess time, and
Mittens came right to the exit door to greet me. I gave her some
water and told her to stay and wait for me, and we would walk home
together. She did just that.

She and I were kindred spirits. She slept with me every night,
right on my chest.  When I’d start to wake up, she would get her face
up real close to mine, look me right in the eyes and touch my eyelids
very gently with a paw. She was absolutely fascinated with my eyes.

There was no better hunter; she often brought home her
catches and presented them as gifts.  Unfortunately, she did this
during meal times, which was disgusting and didn’t help my appetite.

I also remember a time she was going wild in the house,
growling and hissing, running to the front door, then the back, then to
the front again, parting the curtains. I finally opened the door, and it
turned out we had forgotten our bikes outside and they were being
stolen. The three thieves were a house or so away; she chased after
them and pounced on one of their backs. He dropped the bike, the
other two dropped theirs, and they all ran for it.

But the most amazing anecdote is this one:



We were having a family get-together and apparently, just for
kicks, our loopy neighbor, seeing Mittens hanging out with us in our
backyard, put his German Shepherd over the fence. One would have
expected a cat to run.  Instead, Mittens stood there with her back
arched; just when the dog got close enough, she scratched him
down the face. Then she ran for it, and they did several laps around
the pool; finally, she ended up a telephone pole with a look that could
kill.

I predicted there would be further incidents with this dog, and I
was right. Two days later, upon coming home from church, we found
Mittens chasing the German Shepherd on our front lawn. Then they
ran laps around our car, so fast that we weren’t able to exit. Next
thing I knew, Mittens chased the dog all around the block. For the
record, that block was about forty houses long.  Eventually, she
returned home and came to rest on our porch, while the German
Shepherd madly scratched at his owner’s door for refuge.

But from that point forward, Mittens displayed a profound hate
for all dogs.  She even took to climbing up the tree on our front lawn
at the sight of a dog, pouncing as soon as one was in range.

Enough about Mittens. You’ll soon see the significance of my
rambling on about her. Now back to the rest of my story….

Despite a myriad of things to occupy my attention, I struggled
with my own identity; I had a bad habit of copying my sister, and
other girls who I considered bigger and better than me.

My mother unwittingly contributed to my dilemma by having my
sister and I dress alike, and even share the same friends and
partake in the same activities — mostly sports (which most everyone
in our family seemed to have a knack for) — even though my sister
was fifteen months older and two grades ahead of me.

To make matters worse, I thought my given name was too
sophisticated and didn’t like it.  My sister’s name was so melodic,
and I was envious that she got it instead of me. Funny enough, I was
erroneously called by her name so many times in my childhood, I
soon lost count. My sister found it quite annoying; I could understand
why.  

Next, my fourth-grade teacher assigned me the name “Kay,” to
solve an issue she was having with roll call. (There were eight



Katherines in the class, and we’d all say “here” in unison.) While that
went over like a lead balloon with my mother, it helped me establish
my individuality. No one else anywhere near me was named Kay.
However, my family continued to call me “Katherine,” and still do to
this day.

It appeared I had my identity crisis solved. Making friends with
girls my own age in elementary school helped a lot, but that came to
an abrupt end when my mother discovered they weren’t members of
our professed religion.

Fortunately, I was able to visit with my cousins now and then.
We shared amusing anecdotes, played our music and practiced line
dancing together.  We also had a “hand-me-down” thing going, very
convenient for large families with limited funds. Perhaps that’s where
my love of thrift stores came from.

As my sister and I got older, our difference in appearance grew.
My most distinguishing feature, which established my identity, was
my hair, which was so long that if I hadn’t worn it up, I would’ve been
sitting on it.  I seemed to be the center of attention at our elementary
school.   The girls, including my sister’s friends, wanted to comb,
brush and braid my hair.  

Around that same time, my sister developed a nervous habit of
pulling her hair out. It got so bad that she went bald, and had to wear
a cap to cover it.

Then, out of the blue, my mother took me to the barber and had
my hair cut very, very short, to the point that I was nicknamed “Boy.”
Mother reasoned that my hair was heavy, she had to wash it, and it
was probably the cause of the headaches I complained of. Talk
about a shock!   To my credit, I was so resistive that the barber broke
two or three pairs of scissors in the process. Interestingly enough,
soon after that, my sister’s hair-pulling problem ceased.  

The bullying at school increased, though. Not only was my last
name being made fun of, but I had to contend with “Boy.” Another
nickname was “Twiggy,” which I didn’t mind too much, since that was
also the name of a popular model at the time.  However, pushing and
shoving took me over the edge, to the point of tears. And that’s when
my brother stepped in. “Why are you crying?” he asked.



I replied, “Ron V___ is calling me names, making fun of our last
name, calling me “Boy” and pushing me around.”

Little did I know he was going to take action! The next day at
school, Ron stayed clear of me — and when I was finally able to see
his face, he clearly had a black eye, and it was obviously my brother
who’d delivered the punch. That was the end of the bullying, at least
for the time being.

Even so, I still had unresolved issues, and took to doing a lot of
thinking — to the point where my father would often notice me in the
“Thinker” pose and make cute mockeries. Early on, he asked, “Why
are you so pensive?”

To which I replied, “What is ‘pensive’?”
“Deep in thought,” he replied.
I didn’t how to respond further, so decided that from that time

forward, I would do my thinking in the privacy of my shared bedroom,
when my sister was not around.

I remember one day in particular when I sat in my room by
myself and tried to figure out answers to very deep questions.
Unfortunately, I wound up even more confused.

I finally got brave, and openly directed some of these questions
to my older siblings, my parents, some of my teachers and school
friends; but still no answers, except, “Katherine, you think too much,”
and “That’s just the way life is.”

I just couldn’t help myself, though. I wanted to know. “Who am I,
really?” “How did I get here?” “What am I supposed to do now that
I’m here?” “Is there really a God, Heaven, Hell and Purgatory?” "Why
are people mean to each other?” “How come they don't talk politely
to handle upsets?” “What is telepathy?” and “Is it possible that I am
gifted with that?” “Does anyone else have similar thoughts to mine,
or am I an oddball?” And the list went on.

As if I didn’t have enough weighing on my mind, I made a fool of
myself in my fourth-grade class. I read a book report, aloud, about
out-of-the-body experiences and past and future lives.   No joke. I
had gone to the public library, climbed the ladder to the highest shelf,
and pulled out this fascinating book on parapsychology. I read it from
cover to cover, and then drew up the report for a class assignment.



I believed that I had experienced a telepathic message from my
grandmother on my mother’s side when she had recently passed, so
the subject was of great interest. The report went over like a bomb,
though, with my teacher cutting me off mid-sentence, then getting
the classroom back under control; I had created quite a stir.

No doubt, this incident was the subject of my parents’ next
parent-teacher meeting, where it was suggested that I learn to play a
sophisticated musical instrument, to satisfy my “wild imagination.” I
was already involved in the arts (I played the recorder, twirled baton,
danced, sang, and acted) and sports (tetherball, softball, basketball,
dodge ball, box ball, badminton, and track, and could even walk on
stilts and do cartwheels and splits). So I had a very complete life in
that regard, as far as I was concerned. Apparently, they thought I
needed to take on more; I had no disagreement with that.

Meanwhile, with no real answers to my questions, I took matters
into my own hands. I came between my parents, siblings and
classmates when they'd be at each other’s throats, and plead with
them to just talk.  Because of this, I was named “Safety Girl of the
Year” by Mrs. Lusk, my fifth-grade teacher. She chose me out of
frustration, when it became clear to her that if she left the decision to
the rest of the girls, it would have become a pointless popularity
contest.

Incidentally, it was at about this same time that the Detroit riots
took place.

That summer, community recreational sports went on as usual.
Our city, which was all Caucasian, competed with other cities in the
greater Detroit area, most of which were largely African-American.   

My father sometimes came to our games. I didn’t even know
what the words “racism” and “discrimination” meant, until I witnessed
them in action with my father. After one contest, he yanked me away
from a hug and handshake with a girl on an opposing team, because
she was of a different race. I was so embarrassed. In an attempt to
spare her feelings, I acted as if nothing had happened and told her,
“I’m so sorry – we have to be somewhere and my dad is just getting
impatient.”

Full circle and back to sibling rivalry: My sister played the flute; I
accidentally sat on it, so it was handed down to me, and she got a



new one. Then on to music class I went, only to have my music
teacher suggest that I get my sister to help me with my lessons.   

You can imagine what happened from there. My sister was not
happy with that suggestion at all, nor was I. Suffice it to say that I
never learned to play the flute. But, as an aside, I was a natural at
singing, and in later years performed semi-professionally and
professionally. Nowadays, besides singing in the shower and the car,
I'm somewhat active in karaoke.



Terrible Teens

Into Junior High School and the “terrible teens” I went, a whole new
world for me. My first year was very painful, to say the least. I had
thought the days of having my last name made fun of had long since
ended. Boy, was I wrong — they had barely begun.

My saving grace, in addition to attending church and regularly
confessing — and perhaps one of the smartest things I had ever
done in my life — was befriending a girl named Patti. To this day she
is one of my best friends, one with whom I will always be in touch.

Being gifted artistically as well as athletically, it was fitting that I
become a cheerleader, and that is what I did. Had it not been for
that, Patti and I might never have met and bonded.

Unlike me, Patti was very popular. She was even crowned our
school’s Homecoming Queen; in her case, the honor was well
deserved. Unlike other “popular” kids, she didn’t discriminate, and
she got along with just about everyone.

I was mystified as to what she saw in me to make me worthy of
her friendship, but no matter — I was grateful to have her, and
always will be.  One particular incident is a must for sharing in this
chapter, as it epitomizes true friendship — something that in later
years became more important than any other single thing in my life.

There were neighborhood kids in the same grade with me, who I
had been hanging out with for years. We walked to school together,
played together, ate together and belonged to the same church. So,
who would have figured they would turn on me?

This particular school day started out like any other. I walked
two doors down to meet with Kim and Candy, who I always walked to
school with. I was even ahead of schedule, so was mystified to find
they weren’t there.  



It wasn't until I arrived at school, alone, and found them, that I
discovered something was wrong. The conversation went like this:
“Oh, there you are. Sorry I missed you.”

To which they said to each other, “Did you hear something?”
“Maybe it was an ant between the cracks there.”
But that was just the beginning.
More often than not, I was pushed around in hallways and

stairwells, sometimes by kids I didn't even know, while they made
fun of my last name.  A petition entitled “The I Hate Kay Club” was
circulated and apparently signed by over a hundred kids, with copies
left on my desk in every class I attended. Last but not least, I was the
target of physical abuse in PE class. In fact, even my own team in
dodge ball would set me up to get hit, and very hard at that.

I would go home after school every day, for weeks on end, in
tears. If it hadn't been for my dear friend, Patti, I don't know if I could
have maintained any semblance of sanity through all that.

My mom didn't seem very sympathetic, which I found
disheartening. However, she imparted something to me that I will
never forget. In essence, she said, "Who cares about those kids?
They are not your friends and probably never will be. From what
you're telling me, Patti is the only one standing by your side. Be
grateful for that; just one friend, especially one like that, is all you
need.”

Truer words could not have been spoken, as evidenced by what
occurred the very next day.   Patti and I were in our last class for the
day, PE, where the abuse stepped up several notches.  Specifically,
my locker was broken into and my clothes soaked with water. It was
cold outdoors, (the middle of fall) and all I was left with was my gym
clothes – shorts and a T-shirt – to walk home in.

Patti and I looked at each other intently and, without words,
expressed, “Enough of this.”  With the support of Patti, who I fully
knew had my back, I yelled out, “I've had enough of this. You've
gone too far. Everybody outside – now!!!!”

And outside we went. We gathered on the lawn in front of the
school. It was just Patti and me in the middle of a circle, surrounded
by at least thirty girls. I yelled out, “Who's first?” One girl stepped into
the circle with me, fists raised, ready for a fight.  I looked at her and



said, “Before I beat the living (bleep) out of you, I want to know why.”
  

Her response floored me. “We don't like your mother,” and some
other nonsense.  

I replied, “Where the heck did you hear that from, and what does
it have to do with me?”  

The answer to the first question was "Kitty." Then all the girls
looked around and asked, in unison, "Where is Kitty?" All our heads
turned, and we found her hiding behind a tree about a hundred feet
away.

As it turned out, Kitty had been playing us against each other —
being friendly with both sides — and no one had been the wiser.
Now the cat was out of the bag (no pun intended) and the bullying
ended right then and there. In fact, everyone apologized, we all
hugged, and then walked together to our homes — with Kitty tagging
along, far behind.

It was another notch in the belt of experience for me, and for
many others, but I was not anywhere near out of the woods of the
Terrible Teens.

I had a fun summer, with all my recreational activities. My oldest
brother, who was in the Army Reserves, had returned from Germany
and started a whole new life.  In fact, he had a parrot — named Pete,
as I recall — that he asked us to keep for him, despite the fact that
Mittens the cat was around. He warned us that Mittens was no
match for Pete, and that proved to be true. Very soon Pete learned
how to give us a warning call: “Oh-oh, Mittens.”  Once, when we
didn’t respond fast enough, Mittens got up on top of Pete’s cage and
almost lost a paw.

Around this same time, we also had a visit from my father’s
uncle, who lived in Yugoslavia.  He brought several bottles of wine
over, from his very own vineyard (including plum wine, known as
Slivovitz), which I was allowed to sip. At the time, I had no idea he
was one of the wealthiest men in his country. More on that later.   

All seemed peaceful on the home front. We had just had a
wonderful Christmas. Little brother Richard was going through his
“terrible twos” and coming into his own. I was teaching him how to tie



his shoes, and my nose would never the same. Lesson learned: it’s
best not to tickle when the one tickled has the upper foot.

Richard even learned how to be gentle with the pets, despite my
poor example. Once, I tied Mittens and six adorable kittens together
in a “kitty train.” Any other cat would have been very pissy about it,
but Mittens’ unconditional love for me kept that at bay.

No sooner had the winter holiday ended than my heart was
severely broken, and the “I hate dad” seed was firmly planted. In
short, Mittens’ third litter of kittens were getting out of control, so the
pound was called to pick them up and find them new homes. That
was bad enough, but when I returned from school that day, Mittens
was nowhere to be found.  My mother confessed that Father had
also given her to the pound.  Upon hearing this, I called the pound
immediately — only to learn that I was too late. She had already
been “put to sleep” — a kind way of saying that she was dead.

At the time, I fell for the story that my father was the culprit, but
in recent years I’ve wondered if it had actually been my mother.
Wasn't my father at work at that time? And even if not, my mother
had all day long to call the pound to save Mittens; yet she didn’t. To
this day, I don’t know the truth, though it has long since ceased to
matter. Back to my story....

The pain of that loss stuck with me for a very long time. In fact, I
cried daily for weeks on end, at home and at school.  I was
miserable and lonely, with something so special to me just gone in a
flash. I would have been a lot better off if she had been run over by a
car. The fact that one or both of my parents had knowingly caused
me that grief, apparently not just to hurt me but to hurt one another,
was a lot to bear.

It took a while to get over it, but eventually I did.  Still, I couldn’t
fathom the drama that can exist between human beings who are
supposed to love each other. I vowed that from that day forward, I
would not follow in the footsteps of the unhappy side of my parent’s
behavior, but would be a peaceful, loving and kind person, no matter
what it took.  

But let’s move on.
Rumor has it that it is common among teens to do the opposite

of what their parents tell them.



Unfortunately, that was the case with me. While my mother had
taught me well, she persisted and insisted that I only hang out with
people of the same faith as ours. This was despite my warning her
that most, if not all, of those very people used foul language, were
disrespectful to their parents, smoked, drank, were naughty with
boys, etc.

My sister had successfully shed me as her shadow by this
stage, so I was left to make moral choices on my own, for the most
part. With no more life preserver, out into the shark-ridden cesspool
of life I went.

To my detriment, I followed the leadership and path of the “bad
girls,” but often with one foot in their circle and one foot out. As a
case in point, on more than one “do or dare” I returned merchandise
I’d stolen on a dare (from a dime store), as I couldn’t bring myself to
follow through. Here’s a wake-up call story to share:

I was thirteen years old, just out of the seventh grade, when a
distant relative came through Roseville while travelling with a friend,
and stopped by for a visit. I had never met her before, as she had
moved out of state before I was born. This was a very special
moment for me.

First off, she and her friend were stunningly beautiful. Both were
in their early twenties and college-bound. Having been raised in the
South, she had the most adorable southern drawl. In fact, I still
remember her saying these words, while looking at our very healthy
lawn: “Y’all got nice grass ‘round here.”  I busted out laughing, and to
this day the memory of that still gives me a chuckle. But now for the
wake-up call part.

I had stolen a pair of butterfly earrings from a dime store. I ran
into the house to box and wrap them, and then presented them to
her as a gift. She loved them and showed deep appreciation.
 Knowing I had not paid for them made me feel so bad, I could not
take it.  So, as she left, I raced over to the store and paid for the
earrings, telling a little white lie that I had forgotten to pay for them
earlier.

Fibbing — since we are on that subject — was one of my
Achilles’ heels. Underlying it was fear of the consequences of being
caught. When it came to telling the truth to my mother – especially



seeing that the truth included things like drinking, being a little
naughty with boys, stealing (as covered above), going places without
permission (including riding along unknowingly on a drug pick-up
with friends, even though I was not taking the drugs, at least not at
that stage), I was in terror!  In fact, I’d get a very wild physical
reaction when it seemed I was on the verge of getting caught in a lie,
or being falsely accused. I’d get a feeling like I was spinning like a
top, get dizzy, and faint.  That wasn’t the only thing that caused me
dizziness, though; I couldn’t stomach blood and guts, needles, or
any reminders of them or the pain associated with them.

This was the point in my life (a span of seven horrific years)
when my moral compass vacillated; I had difficulty keeping fully and
totally on the straight-and-narrow path of the good.

Of course, in my own mind, I blew things way out of proportion. I
was certainly no worse than most teens, and a lot milder than a
whole group of others. But still, for me, because I was brought up
with high moral standards, it was the period of my life that shamed
me; it was where I lost self-respect and no longer trusted myself —
thus my vulnerability to something that would “save” me.

No sense in dragging myself through the mud on this chapter,
I’ve done enough of that over countless years. So, on with the rest of
my story...or maybe not. Okay; there are some precious nuggets I
should share before the next chapter.

This was also the era of trying to look good in a bikini (and the
fluctuating weight gains and losses that accompany that particular
stress), hanging out with the “cool” crowd, infatuation with the “bad
boys,” going to forbidden places, lying and getting caught.  

Unfortunately, there was collateral damage: one of my brothers
lost a tooth when he fell off the bike of a boy who’d been stalking me,
and came to our house when my parents were grocery shopping.

My life got increasingly complicated, as none of the issues from
my earlier years had resolved. So, all the teen stuff got piled on top
of an already existing mess.

I was mystified as to how I was able to keep my grades up, at
school.  But “up” wasn’t good enough, as I soon discovered: I got my
very first “C” as an otherwise straight-A student. It was in my
seventh-grade art class, where I did some of the most awesome



artwork. Why a “C?”   Because I didn’t have my own art supplies.
The reason I hadn’t asked my parents for money for art supplies was
that the very mention of such a thing was known cause a virtual war
to break out in our house. Then, fearful of ever getting another “C” —
let alone a “B” — in the first week of eighth grade I dropped out of
algebra class, signing up for drama class instead. I did this without
my father’s knowledge; I didn’t hear the end of that for a long time.

In and among all that, I had some medical and physical issues
come up. As if my father was not under enough stress, with feeding
and keeping a roof over the heads of a wife and six children!    Best
to avoid the word “money.”   

On that note, I decided I had to get myself a job. That was no
easy feat, though, since my parent’s marriage was on the rocks
again and my father had completely moved out. The story of how
that came to be bears telling.

It was the summer after the seventh or eighth grade. My father
had been drinking, and approached me to have a chat. He said to
me, “Your mother needs a rest. Just be good, and don’t put her
under a lot of stress” — or words to that effect.  

My thought was, “Wow! My father really cares for my mother.
There is love in their relationship!”   With that firmly ingrained in my
skull, when my mother approached me the following day, bickering
about my father, I defended him, saying, “Mom, Dad loves you. In
fact, just the other day, he told me that you need a rest, and asked
for me to be good and not put you under stress.”

Then I got a reaction I wasn’t expecting; one that made me wish
I had kept my mouth shut. “What?! He’s trying to put me in the
looney bin! That does it!”  It wasn’t too long after that, that my
parents temporarily separated, and I was allegedly the cause of it.

With my father out of the picture, it became increasingly
important for me to start fending for myself, financially. My first job, at
Dunkin’ Donuts, lasted only a day, after my sister got annoyed that
we were both working at the same place, so I got myself a very part-
time job at a dry cleaner’s. It was conveniently located on my route
home from school.

I was rather proud of myself to be getting a paycheck at age
fifteen or so, even if only a small one. Even so, I had to literally fight



to keep that job. For example, my mother insisted that I accompany
my three younger brothers whenever my father would have them for
the day. When I put up a fuss, she let me have it but good.
Fortunately, I was able to work during the week, right after school,
and eventually a weekend now and then; so, it all panned out.

Just when I thought I’d never see my folks back together, they
re-united. I wasn’t sure how long it would last, but all seemed
peaceful, at least for the time being.

It goes without saying, someone had to be blamed for their
break-up, and I was the top of the pick for having been sufficiently
naive as to relay my father’s kind words regarding Mother’s need for
rest.  That word “rest” sure has a wide range of connotations!



Breaking Away from Home- Escape
from Roseville

In the midst of my “Terrible Teens,” I managed to break away from
the bonds of my parents. This in itself is a story worth telling, thus I
am dedicating an entire chapter to it.

As covered in a previous chapter, my parent’s marriage ebbed
and flowed. And at this point of my life (on the verge of seventeen)
they were in the “flow” stage.

I had been working and setting money aside to eventually leave
home. My sister had been doing the same, but had me beat by a
long shot. My brother, well, he had long since flown the coop and
relocated to sunny Santa Barbara, California, where he resided with
one of my mother’s siblings.

My sister and I worked our magic, and managed to get a “yes”
from our parents on spending winter vacation visiting relatives in
Santa Barbara.

So, there we were, experiencing freedom, the likes of which we
had never felt before. Understand that prior to this, we had barely
ever left Roseville, a suburb of Detroit — much less the state of
Michigan. To top it off, it was our first airplane flight, first bite of an
avocado, a falafel and a mango, and our first sight of real palm trees
and bird-of-paradise flowers.

Needless to say, as far as I was concerned, I had found my
place of bliss; I could have freedom, and there was no turning back.
Or so I thought. Back to reality.

With my uncle’s assistance, I wrote a letter to my mother
requesting permission not to return home, but instead to finish the
remainder of my eleventh-grade school year in Santa Barbara, and
then stay on for twelfth grade, too.  



Upon receiving my letter, my mother wasted no time in phoning
me. In short, she tried to convince me that it was not a good decision
on my part. “What about all your friends and family in Roseville?” to
which I replied, “Things are not rosy in Roseville.”

We finally agreed that I would return from winter vacation,
complete my spring semester and then return to Santa Barbara for
the final year of high school. Ideally, I’d then go on to college.

I was no fool; I was prepared for her to have a change of heart,
especially knowing the volatility of my parent's marriage. And
vacillate they did, so many times I lost count.

But I was steady-on, kept stashing money aside, and also paid
my one-way airfare well in advance. Then, wouldn’t you know it, my
parents went onto the “ebb,” and their final word on my departure
switched to “no,” the night before I was scheduled to leave.

Now, this was where having a big sister who was tracking with
me came in handy.

We role-played and worked out the entire scenario of how I was
going to leave, regardless. I packed my bags that night so I would be
fully prepared to make it out the door and into my sister’s car in the
early morning hours.

As predicted, my mother caught us as we were leaving the
house. “Where do you think you’re going?”

To which my sister said, “Come on, Katherine, we have to go
now. You have a flight to catch.”   My mother suddenly got with it,
grabbed her purse and insisted she come along to see me off.

Of course, all the way to the airport she asked repeatedly, “Are
you sure you want to go? What about your friends, your siblings?” I
remained calm and kept my sights on the task at hand:   getting out
of my parents' grip and being free to have my own life.

I landed safely and in short order got settled at my uncle’s
house, got legal guardianship signed and sealed, got a job and
enrolled in school.

Then – surprise, surprise – guess who shows up at the
doorstep? My mother, father, and three younger brothers.  My
parents, apparently on the “flow” again, were there for summer
vacation, and an additional purpose: to get me back under their roof.



My father apparently didn’t have it in him to tell me while sober,
and my mother didn’t trust him to do so without sitting right by his
side to ensure he did.

Long story short, World War III broke out at my uncle’s when I
said, “No way,” and my uncle stood up in my defense. Then, at my
uncle’s advice, I went dark (hid for a few days at a friend’s house) to
give my folks some time to cool off.

Just when I thought the coast was clear, I arrived at my uncle’s
house to find a policeman out front, and my family lined up outside.
All except my father, who had long since ditched my mother and
brothers and returned to Detroit, via Las Vegas. The police officer
informed me that I was a “code something-or-other,” (my memory is
good, but not that good) which equated to “out-of-control minor.”

Depending on one’s perspective, he hit that one right on the
head!

In earshot of my family, the policeman gave me one of two
options. #1: return to Michigan with your mother, or #2: go to
Juvenile Hall.

My older brother, who had spent time in JH on more than one
occasion, pleaded with me not to choose that option. I looked at him,
then at the policeman, then at my aunt and uncle, and last, but not
least, at my mother and three younger brothers, and announced –
with as straight a face as I could muster – “I’ll go to Juvenile Hall.”

I cried all the way there, and the policeman felt really bad about
having to take me. He apologized profusely, even told the staff there
that I was not a criminal, and had merely had a misunderstanding
with my mother.

I spent my first day bawling my eyes out in solitary confinement.
Then I was put in contact with the other girls. Most were much
younger than I, as well as being more than just “runaways.”
Consequently, not one of them believed I was a minor, rumor spread
that I was a “plant,” and my life was threatened more than once.
Fortunately, with some intervention, I got out of there in short order
and in one piece.

My mother cut me a deal: I could stay in Santa Barbara, but had
to live with her sister. Since her sister was not on speaking terms
with my uncle, I was not allowed to be in contact with him, his wife



(my other aunt) or with my cousins. It was not an ideal set-up, but my
only other option was to return to Roseville and that was not going to
happen!

But the rebel in me dealt with it, and of course I made a point of
visiting with the “forbidden family” despite the orders to the contrary.
Eventually, I got caught — but by that time I was so close to turning
eighteen, it was a moot point.

Still, it was uncomfortable living under the same roof as my aunt
and her family, knowing that I had defied them. So, I made use of my
connections through work, and found a house-sharing opportunity
where I would have my own room and bath.

The only issue was that my roommates were both guys;
brothers, in fact, which my mother threw a fit over. But alas, I was
eighteen by then, and it was over to me to do as I wanted.

For the record, there was no “funny business.” It was an
awesome living arrangement. The brothers treated me like a sister,
and were two of the most incredible guys I had ever met, up to that
point in my life. There will be more about one of these fine guys
(Eric) in later chapters, as he became my link to Scientology.



Wanderlust Years

I was one of the few twelfth-graders who worked to keep a roof over
her head.  My job was as a waitress at Carrows, a chain restaurant. I
reveled in my freedom, not to mention the fact that it put me in touch
with more mature people, in particular some who were going to
college — people I thought might be able to help me resolve the
dilemma of “what am I going to do when I grow up?”

Unfortunately, the result was quite the opposite; I discovered
that most of them, although seeming to be furthering their
educations, were really just “treading water.” Their college
experience was more social than academic.

What can I say? I was a confused mess, and didn’t know what I
wanted to do with my life. Should I travel, go to college, become a
workaholic and stash money away so I could do the aforementioned,
pursue a career in the arts, or a combination of these?  

In my heart of hearts, I wanted to help counsel children through
the pitfalls of adolescence, so they wouldn’t have as rough a time as
I’d had. However, I also wanted to travel. A possible solution to this
dilemma: join the Peace Corps!  But I didn’t know where to start or
how to go about it.

I chose travel and workaholic mixed with a wide variety of social
activities. Also at this particular time, my “moral compass” had a
more pronounced breakdown.

A brief summary of my work and travels from age eighteen to
just under twenty:

I lost my job at Carrows, due to a personality clash with the new
management. My high work ethic was a plus with the former
manager, but apparently not so with the latter. Being true to my
outspoken self, I had a face-off with him and got a decent reference,
so no trouble with future employment.



I graduated high school and took a road trip back home to
Roseville, Michigan, lived with my mother and younger brothers once
again, got to work at yet another restaurant (where I was introduced
to higher-alcohol-content drinks) and stashed away more funds.

Then I took another road trip, this time with a friend, across the
country back to California.  I went through Denver and met with
friends of my mother’s from way back. Mom had made of point of
giving me their contact information. Funny thing was that they
assumed there were things I knew about my mother, which I actually
didn’t know. I decided it was best to play dumb, and act like I already
knew.

Once I landed in California, I got back to waitress work and re-
connected with friends, including Mark and Eric — the brothers I’d
shared a house with, as mentioned in the previous chapter.

I also lost my virginity in this era. It was not a happy experience,
something I regretted for a long time and wished I could have
undone.  Perhaps getting the parental “birds and bees” talk would
have made a difference. Being a bit of a rebel, though, it might not
have.  Oh well, what was done was done, and there was no turning
back the hands of time. I could only hope to exert better control over
myself in the future.

This was also the era of concerts. I went to some of the very
best: Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young in Toronto; Joni Mitchell[1],
Jethro Tull, Tower of Power, Leon Russell, Bonnie Raitt, Chick
Corea[2], etc.

Almost forgot: I also went to a Rolling Stones concert in Ft.
Collins, Colorado.  It was very disappointing, however. They were
obviously high and performed like amateurs — off key and out of
sync. Fortunately, Chaka Khan made up for it.  Regardless, I do still
like the Stones.

I took another trip back home, where I hoped to see my father;
I’d been out of touch with him since that fateful summer I covered in
the previous chapter. Unfortunately, no such meeting came about.
However, this time, on my return to California, I made a detour
through Denver, Colorado. I ended up staying there (at least
temporarily) and getting yet another restaurant job.



Funny thing was, my sister was there, too, and we re-
connected. In fact, we worked at the same place and also shared the
same friends – only this time we got along a lot better.

In and among all the above, I was naughty – drinking alcohol
under the age limit (and 3.2 beer, an alternate legal option), smoking
weed occasionally, hanging out with musicians and even performing
now and then.   

“Naive” was my middle name; I was taking risks I would never
have dreamed of earlier, and it didn’t occur to me that I could get in
trouble.  Luckily, I didn’t; at least, nothing severe.

During this adventurous stage of my life I took to hitchhiking,
which was a lot safer then than it is these days.  One of my finest
moments was when my friend and I got a ride from the Funkadelics;
they had just recorded a new album, had it on cassette and played it
for us en route to where we needed to be dropped off.

My stay in Colorado was cut short as a result of a phone chat
with Eric, my former housemate/ friend. Now, to understand the
significance of this, I knew him to be somber, not a very happy
person, though very kind and sensitive. Perhaps a better word would
be “deep.”

He had been keeping an eye on the studio cottage that I was
still renting in Santa Barbara, despite my absence. (Fortunately, it
was only $100 a month, so no big deal.) He checked in with me now
and then for a prediction on my return.

This call was different from any previous ones, though: he was
happy!  So, I said, “You sound happy.  What are you doing?”  

He replied, “I’m taking some special classes.”
To which I responded, “You’re back in college?”
“No. It’s hard to explain over the phone. When you get back, I’ll

take you out to dinner and tell you about it.”
Little did he know, he had me hook, line and sinker. I quit my job

as soon as I got off the phone. (Years later, I found out my manager
there was the brother of one of my first seniors in Scientology —
small world!) I found a ride-share all the way back to Santa Barbara
and was on my way the very next morning.



My Introduction to Scientology

I arrived back in Santa Barbara, found a pay phone and called Eric.
He picked up on the first ring, as if he knew it was me, and
immediately asked where I was. I told him I was at The Espana, on
Carrillo Boulevard in Santa Barbara.

In no time, he arrived and took me out to dinner as promised.
There I had one of the most interesting conversations I had ever
had.

With no mention of the name of the subject, he told me that
Chick Corea had inspired him to check it out, and went on to explain
the special courses he was taking. In short, he explained how one’s
past unpleasant experiences prevent one from living in the moment,
let alone creating a future.   

It was no-brainer, actually; it made so much sense that I was
compelled to immediately find out more. Besides, from all that he
had told me, I envisioned resolving quite a few dilemmas: the not-so-
good relationship with my family, finding “Mr. Right” at last, so I
wouldn’t wind up a lonely spinster in later years and last, but not
least, nailing down a career path.

Next step, he took me to a franchise (also referred to as a
Mission or Center of Dianetics and Scientology) in Santa Barbara, on
the corner of State Street and De La Guerra, to attend a brief lecture.

While I was waiting for the speaker to complete a lecture that
was already in progress, I browsed through a book called All About
Communication, as I recall; it contained numerous quotes from the
books and lectures of Scientology’s founder, L. Ron Hubbard. I was
spell-bound. There was so much there that I could relate to, such a
ringing of truth.

Next, I was introduced to a gal who had me take a two-hundred-
question personality test, and later gave me a private interview in



which she evaluated my test results at length.
The bottom line was that she got me to a realization of my “ruin”

(the thing that was ruining my life) and up to awareness of a need for
change — the need to do something to address and fix my ruin. Her
evaluation seemed spot-on: I was very capable, but having a difficult
time establishing goals and following through to achieve them. She
presented a package she said would help: a book (Hubbard’s
Dianetics: The Modern Science of Mental Health) and the
Communication Course the center offered, all for $50. (The book all
by itself was $7.42.)

I told her I didn’t have the money (which was true) and asked if
there was an Center in Denver, to which she replied “yes,” and I said
that I could probably purchase the same book-and-course package
there.

In the interim, a friend I knew from a restaurant job offered me a
room at her place, while I got myself on my feet financially.

After about a week, I received a follow-up call from the lady who
had evaluated my personality test.  She reminded me of my “ruin,”
commenting that she was not surprised that I was still in town. Then
she suggested that I borrow $50 from a friend, and come on down to
start the Communication Course.  In a matter of minutes, I did so –
which leads me into Part 2 of this book: My Scientology Years.



Introduction to Part 2
My Scientology Years

This portion of my book consists of eleven chapters, spanning thirty-
seven years: from the fall of 1975 through the fall of 2012. It took my
getting out of the Church of Scientology altogether to finally assess
and understand the underlying reason for my rather lengthy
commitment to the church.

What had made me the ideal candidate? The answer: In my
teens, I had lost my moral compass and self-respect, and no longer
trusted myself; so I willingly gave up control of my life to a doctrine
that seemed to resonate with my beliefs.

Why not the religion I was born into? Because I was
disenchanted with it, due to the irrational behavior of some of its
followers — in particular, my parents, some of my neighbors, and the
kids who bullied me at school during my early teens.

During my involvement, I felt that I was gaining some things of
value from the teachings of Scientology. That is what hooked me, so
to speak. Further, I had been convinced that the connection was
extremely valuable, and that losing it would not only be detrimental
to my own future, but that of all mankind.

Consequently, I turned a blind eye and excused away countless
incidents of inhumane treatment of myself and others, spanning the
majority of my years as a church staff member.  In reading this
portion of my story, you will no doubt seriously wonder why on earth I
hung in there for thirty-seven years.

The short answer: Eventually, the scales tipped, with the
sacrifice and pain far outweighing the positive aspects of my
involvement.



The longer answer: I wanted to belong and be loved, and that
created a blind spot. The point where I turned was when I didn't feel I
belonged any longer; when I realized my personality didn’t align with
what the group required; when the cruelty I witnessed tipped the
scales, at which point it became clear to me that I was dispensable,
merely another “cog in the wheel.”

Once again, I searched for a place to belong – and that led me
right back to my family and dear friends, people I knew would always
welcome me and love me unconditionally

There’s a lot of ground to cover, but I will make it as brief and to-
the-point as possible, while also painting a very complete picture for
you.

The chapters take up more than a few pages each, particularly
Chapter 11: IAS – International Association of Scientologists
Fundraiser Years, since that is where I spent the majority of my adult
and Scientology life.

I’m going to try my best to use common English, rather than
Scientology’s terminology, to make it as easy as possible for anyone
reading this to fully understand.

As a special note to those who may be offended by what I have
to say, there was no getting around it. This is my autobiography, and
thirty-seven years of my life were my Scientology experience.  That
said, I’ve done my very best to state as fact only what I personally
witnessed. I’ve kept opinions to a minimum, and labelled them as
such when shared.

Hang in there. I believe reading all I have to offer here will be
well worth your time and effort. It has most certainly been worth mine
– it’s very therapeutic to write your life’s story!



My Santa Barbara Scientology Years

Iwent to the Scientology center, handed in the $50, got an invoice
and a copy of my first book, Dianetics: The Modern Science of
Mental Health (which I didn’t read until many years later), and in
short order was introduced to the classroom supervisor for Part 1 of
the Communication Course.

Part 1 was an introduction to the simple basics of
communication: being comfortable in another’s presence, getting
one’s communication across, listening, staying on point and getting
one’s question(s) answered, handling return communications, etc. I
found it fascinating, and eagerly moved on to Part 2, which consisted
of drills to get proficient at applying what I had learned in Part 1.

I enjoyed the course and liked the people I had met up to that
point; so much so, that I spent as much time there as I possibly
could, doing course work. In short order, I was volunteering as
receptionist. It felt very natural, as I had always been a warm and
friendly person. The Communication Course had simply given me
the confidence to put my good-naturedness to work.

I should mention that I had managed to get yet another waitress
job, where I put the skills I mastered up to that point to use.
Additionally, I met someone — not yet a Scientologist, but interested,
and reading the Dianetics book — who I started a relationship with.
But it didn’t last long; I discovered he was an alcoholic and ex-con
when he made front-page news for breaking and entering at a local
residence.

Wanting to experience more Scientology, I had a free
demonstration counselling session, which intensified my interest. In
fact, I foresaw a whole new future for myself, directly in line with my
purpose to help people. As covered earlier, I had entertained the
idea of pursuing a career as a child psychologist. I was also a



philosophy, theology and past lives buff, and was curious as all heck
as to what makes people tick.  

Life was good. I had become a happier, more confident person,
and my wanderlust years seemed to have faded away. Thus far, my
own beliefs appeared to align with Hubbard’s, and some of the
mysteries of life that had riveted my attention seemed to resolve.

It had barely been a month since my initial introduction, when I
was interviewed for a staff position, with an option of a two-and-a-
half- or five-year contract. I chose neither. Instead, I asked for some
white-out and signed on for ten years.  My recruiter nearly fell out of
her chair.

However, we weren’t done yet. The contract had to be signed off
by the franchise holder.  I learned that he was reluctant because I
was so new, and he had never known anyone to initiate a ten-year
commitment, especially when so new to the subject.

My contract was knocked down to five years, and acceptance
was contingent on my purchasing and receiving thirty hours of
counselling (a program called Life Repair), and a course in
Scientology basics called the Hubbard Qualified Scientologist
Course. The price tag, as I recall, was $1,500 for the counselling and
$200 or so for the course. I had barely gotten my feet on the ground
financially, and couldn’t see how I could come up with the funds. Lo
and behold, the registrar arranged for me to go to L.A., to a finance
company that had funded other Scientologists.

I went along with it, signed on the dotted line for a high-interest
loan (22%, I believe) and returned to the center with a check to pay
for the services.  Fortunately, I enjoyed my counselling. I felt that I
benefited from Scientology, so I had no issue with having to pay for
the aforementioned in order to be accepted for a five-year
commitment as a staff member. Note: It was nearly a year later that I
completed the course I’d paid for. I’ll reveal the reason for that
shortly.

Initially, there was a temporary Executive Director (ED) at the
center. He was covering for the actual ED while she was away for
training. From my position as receptionist, I found the temporary ED
to be an interesting character.   



Specifically, he seemed to spend more time at play than at work.
In fact, on many occasions when someone from the franchise
management office in Burbank would call, I'd have to go fetch him
from the gaming arcade down the street.

That said, I welcomed the return of the actual ED. However, I
was in for a surprise. She was very no-nonsense; that would have
been all fine and good, but she was extreme. To put it into
perspective, my schedule changed dramatically; no guaranteed time
off, no guaranteed desk coverage for meal breaks, no guaranteed
enhancement time (staff were supposed to study or receive
counselling for a certain amount of time each work week, to further
experience the teachings of L. Ron Hubbard). So, I wasn’t certain of
getting time to study, despite the fact that I had yet to take the course
I had already paid for.

I was working twelve-hour days Monday through Friday, and
nine-hour days on Saturday and Sunday. Sometimes I worked later
on the weekend days, due to special events or meetings. I explained
that, had I known this would be the case when I was approached to
join staff, I would not have signed up.

I went through the ringer with the ED over this; I finally went with
the flow, though, even though I was still a bit disgruntled. Note: The
side benefit that came of this was a confidence boost from losing
sixty pounds in six months – going from 190 to 130 pounds, and
from a size 18 to a size 6. The weight loss was the result of rarely
getting a meal break. The ones I did get were usually short, with only
enough time to run to the market next door and grab some fruit
and/or veggies that I could eat at my desk. My exercise consisted of
climbing three flights of stairs every day, since the elevator was non-
functional.

But that was just the beginning. Many of the ED’s methods went
over like a lead balloon with me. I soon discovered that she was not
one to tolerate my getting the last word in. Then came a more
extensive indoctrination in the founder’s teachings, including being
required to make amends for any so-called damage I caused; for
example, “damage” caused by my taking a stand for what I knew to
be official organization policy, rather than follow one of the ED’s self-
created policies.  



It was a rocky road for me, but I stuck with it, even though I
disagreed with her on many issues.  One would think I’d have quit
under all that stress. But I hung in there; in retrospect, I did so
because I was afraid that if I left, I would lose all I had gained from
the technology up to that point, and revert to "wanderlust land" – the
bane of my existence.

But, even more important, I liked the people I’d met there; I’d
made new friends, leaving my earlier connections (family and old
friends) behind, for the most part. In fact, I couldn't imagine how I
would be able to relate to the people from my past any longer. I even
considered that maybe I’d never really related to them to begin with,
and that I had found my true home in Scientology – the place I’d
belong for the rest of my life.  

Around this same time, I had finally reconnected with my father;
or so it seemed. Our relationship fizzled abruptly when he wrongly
accused me of not staying in touch. I later found out that his new
wife had been blocking my messages and not giving him the cards
and letters I’d been sending.

In short order, my strong desire to further improve relations with
my family took a backseat, as I focused on improving my own life
and finding a prospective Scientologist spouse. However, my main
attention was on working.

I was a born workaholic, so the long hours and scarce time to
myself soon ceased to rub me the wrong way. I was well on my way
to becoming a fully committed Scientologist.  

The place was bustling with business, so much so that I could
hardly keep up with it. Most of our client base was from word-of-
mouth referrals (a good sign). Direct mailings of the two-hundred-
question personality test were also bringing in a lot of folks, most of
whom at least purchased the Dianetics book.

There were lecturers who would come in from out of town and
hold workshops and seminars, mainly about how to be successful in
life; these were very well attended.  We also had talent shows where
I would perform, along with other staff and public. Such shows were
followed by graduation ceremonies for people who had completed
training courses at the center; these were also well attended.



Additionally, we had a very high sign-up rate for the
Communication Course, and a high re-sign rate onto more
expensive services. These included counselling, and training to
become a professional Dianetics and/or Scientology counsellor.
Scientology counselling is called “auditing.” The term comes from
“audit,” meaning “to listen.” Counsellors were trained to be very
direct with their questioning, and to listen closely to and
acknowledge the person’s responses.  

While the Communication Course cost less than $50, the cost of
taking the full array of services the franchise was authorized to
deliver could easily add up to tens of thousands of dollars for the
most avid followers — of which there were quite a few. Often, the
high costs were justified in this wise: “Comparing our fees to college
tuition, psychiatric care, and psychology counselling, ours are very,
very low. Not only is there no comparison, our results are superior.”
More often than not, convincing a person to sign up included
denigrating the “opposition” (the conventional education and mental
health care systems and practices). In the end, the person would
sign up and hand over the funds; if needed, he or she would take out
a loan to be able to pay up.   

When people had taken all the services the local center could
deliver, they would move on up to the larger, more senior
organizations in Los Angeles and in Clearwater, Florida. There the
cost of services increased dramatically. Nowadays, for many, the
amounts can get up into the hundreds of thousands — totally aside
from additional donations solicited to pay for new church facilities,
and supposed humanitarian causes; add these in, and the amounts
the faithful will pay can mount up into the millions.

Scientologists refer to the full line-up of services (both
counselling and training) as the “Bridge to Total Freedom,” and often
consult a large, detailed chart that lays out all the major steps in a
vertical progression, from most basic to most advanced. The
services are designed to be delivered in a very specific sequence;
the higher one goes, the more aware and able one is supposed to
become — and the more each service costs. The most advanced
(and expensive) levels contain information and procedures deemed



highly confidential — all are closely guarded, and delivered only by
the most highly-trained church staff.

At this early stage of my staff career, I hadn’t done much beyond
the Communication Course, I had difficulty answering newcomer
questions. The registrar helped me out, in more ways than one. First,
as an aid in answering questions, she advised I read the jackets of
all Hubbard’s books, to gain a bit of familiarity. Then she took her
helpfulness over the top: she took me out clothes shopping, at her
expense, each time I dropped a size. That was about once a month!
She considered my image important; after all, as receptionist, I was
an important part of new people’s first impression of the
organization. Smart gal.

Soon I moved up the ranks, eventually becoming a junior
executive/administrator. I was put in charge of most of the routine
administrative functions of the entire Santa Barbara franchise. That
meant about twice the average staff member’s workload. This work
put me in much closer and more frequent contact with the ED, which
made my life even more hectic. However, I also became privy to a lot
of information on the inner workings of the franchise.

I made a point of getting more familiar with the Church of
Scientology’s protocols, by studying the big, bound volumes of L.
Ron Hubbard’s organizational policies. I studied in my living quarters
during my off hours. The policies covered, in great detail, how
Scientology organizations are supposed to operate and be
managed.

A couple policies are worthy of note here, as they made a lot of
sense to me, and were key to cementing my trust. One stated that
Scientology is all-denominational; people of any faith or belief were
welcome. Another stated that, as a matter of personal integrity,
people have the right to observe and to decide for themselves, and
that no one should be forced to accept or believe anything.  

After reading these things, I seriously wondered whether the ED
had purposely blocked me from taking the study time that was
supposed to be part of any staff member’s schedule, in order to
prevent me from discovering the real rules of the road.  



As I noted earlier, she had a habit of creating and then enforcing
her own policies. One was that her desk and the reception desk
were always to have fresh flowers on them – and that it was up to
me to see to this, whether or not any organizational funds were
provided for the purpose. More often than not I resorted to walking
down the streets near our building and snipping the area’s plentiful
bougainvillea blossoms, at her suggestion.

Another of her policies was a very strict dress and appearance
code. For example, all females had to wear their hair “natural,” i.e.,
no coloring, no perms, etc. It was my responsibility, as her assistant,
to enforce the code. No surprise, this put a strain on my relationships
with many of the staff, who were also my friends.

One in particular that bears sharing was our lead counsellor. He
had long hair, and the ED ordered me to have him get it cut! I
pleaded with him to please just do it, so I would not have to deal with
the ED’s wrath. He held his ground and said “no.”   

I tried to avoid her, so as not to have to explain my failure to get
compliance. That’s hard to do when you’re someone’s direct junior.
The long and short of was that I got hell for it. Life went on, though,
as miserable as it was, and I survived. I certainly had my doubts at
times, especially with this steady diet of nonsense.

Then the outside world called out to me. I had become good
friends with another staff member, Kim. She and I would go out to
nightclubs now and then on Saturday nights.   Kim played the drums
and I sang; during their breaks, we’d introduce ourselves to the band
members at these clubs. More often than not, they’d invite us to sit in
on the next set with them.

My confidence rising, I picked up a few gigs with one of the
bands, and seriously considered launching a career in music. I even
managed to get a Fender Rhodes (electric keyboard) on credit, even
though I didn’t have a clue how to play it. Eventually I ended up
selling it, as I wasn’t able to make the payments.

I made a connection with a local musician and his band, and did
backup vocals on their first album, produced in their own studio.
They spelled my rather long, unpronounceable name incorrectly on
the album cover, but I didn’t mind.



I also auditioned with one of the leading bands in Santa
Barbara, Hot Ice; they were sponsored by Loggins and Messina, if I
recall correctly. I was also discovered by Stevie Wonder’s studio
drummer, while performing at the renowned Bluebird Cafe in Santa
Barbara, and had a shot at doing backup vocals on a Stevie Wonder
album.

However, my dream was short-lived. I was faced with an
ultimatum from my senior: I couldn’t do both, and had to choose.  I
was too afraid and too fragile to leave; besides, I didn’t see how I
would fit in “out there.”  I was strictly anti-drug and not promiscuous,
and those activities seemed to be the name of the game in the
entertainment industry.  

So, my aspiration to be an artist derailed and took a back seat,
with only a paid gig now and then. I went full steam ahead and
became even more committed to Scientology.

I routinely led the charge and rounded up people to caravan to
Los Angeles to attend graduations and other events at the higher-
level organizations there. One of note was an “International Prayer
Day,” a special event set up by the Church of Scientology hierarchy.
At that event, I happened to meet Chick Corea again; he
remembered me from years earlier, when I had given him my
autograph after getting his for my friend, prior to his concert. I also
met a woman named Yvonne, who was in charge of the church’s
“Celebrity Center” at the time. She and I had exchanged letters, but
had never met in person. Imagine my surprise when I walked up to
her, and before I could get any words out of my mouth, she said,
“You must be Kay!”    

Now more on the Scientology franchise in Santa Barbara. It was
one of four franchises owned by a man named Carl. The other three
were located in San Fernando Valley, Burbank and Pasadena. Carl
was reputed to be a trusted, competent, highly trained Scientologist.

What I soon began to observe was that he and our ED seemed
to have more attention on money and power than on the stated aims
of Scientology, such as saving mankind. In support of my
observations, it eventually came to light that Carl was on the board
of directors of a finance company that gave loans to Scientologists
(myself included) who were having difficulty acquiring funds through



conventional methods. He had also created a “franchise credit union”
for the same purpose.

Here are a couple examples of how the franchise made a point
of capitalizing on every single person in their grasp: after receiving
services, many of the franchise’s public signed up for further, higher-
level services. Some also signed staff contracts. One benefit of
being a staff member was that the staff contract said staff were
eligible to receive certain services at no charge; certain other
services weren’t free, but could be had at discounted rates.   

In some cases, despite the contract’s stipulation that a particular
service would be delivered at no charge, staff members were
prevailed upon to take out a loan and pay for that service anyway, at
a discounted rate. For example, I was persuaded to take out a
$3,500 loan (or rather, to add $3,500 to my already-existing loan). I
was told I could use this money to purchase counselling at the “staff
member rate;” in this case, the $3,500 would pay for 500 hours of
counselling, at $7/hour. I went ahead, took out the loan, and handed
over the $3,500 check. To my surprise, I was then told that because
of the source of the loan, I couldn’t be granted the full staff member
discount. Instead of 500 hours of counselling, my $3,500 would only
purchase 140 hours ($25 an hour, rather than $7). No such
qualification or restriction had been mentioned when I was being
encouraged to take out the new loan.

However, despite feeling misled, I went ahead with the
counselling and it seemed to do me some good. I was more
confident, happier, more resilient and much more “in the present,”
having gained an understanding of how the mind works; specifically,
how painful and upsetting events in one’s past can be triggered,
forcing one out of the present moment, mentally, and prompting
irrational behavior.  

The Santa Barbara franchise had rooms for rent on the second
floor of the newly renovated building we leased and moved into in
early 1976. They ran $100 a month. The staff had first dibs, with the
center’s public next in line. In many cases, the rooms were shared,
so it was only $50 per person.   

This was a relief to me in particular, seeing that I was only
earning $400 a month, and now had a $150 loan payment for



services I should never have had to pay for. Besides, my schedule
was such that I was working an average of eighty hours a week,
leaving no time for a side job to bring in extra money.

The duties of my position involved driving to Burbank on
occasion, for training and for various meetings at the franchise
management office there. This was a great excuse to purchase a
1972 powder blue VW bug for $1000, on a flexible payment plan. I
didn't mind traveling; in fact, it worked to my advantage because it
led to my meeting a very nice guy who eventually became my
husband. I’ll cover more on that relationship later.

The franchise holder’s reign ended rather abruptly in the late
70s, as I recall, when the powers-that-be who oversaw the
franchises (led by David Miscavige, the current leader of Scientology
and its “Chairman of the Board”) exiled him, for all intents and
purposes. Supposedly, the key thing he was busted for was setting
up his own loan sources for Scientologists, and operating his
franchises like a business, for considerable profit. Not too difficult,
seeing that most of his franchises’ staff weren’t even being paid
minimum wage.

He had other issues with the church management, too. For one,
the way he operated his franchises was not particularly in line with
the founder’s policies. For example, he was allegedly blocking staff
of the more advanced Scientology organizations from visiting his
franchises, and deterring his own staff from accepting promotions to
higher church organizations, including the Sea Organization. (The
Sea Organization, or “Sea Org,” is an organization within the church,
made up of the most dedicated, die-hard, committed Scientologists.
Its name derives from its having been started aboard an ocean-going
ship, commanded by L. Ron Hubbard. All staff of the church’s middle
and upper management structure, as well as the staff of upper-level
organizations delivering advanced training and processing services,
are Sea Org members.)

Even so, many things were going well; we had steady business,
with lots of happy customers — many of whom advanced from their
first, inexpensive services to more advanced, pricier ones, and the
center’s staff was on the increase. Needless to say, most of us were
quite shocked when we heard about Carl’s ousting. We considered



that church management had thrown the baby out with the bathwater
by removing him. We had no say in the matter, though — and it had
become quite obvious that it wouldn’t have been safe to voice any
disagreement.

Unfortunately, with Carl’s removal, and subsequent changes in
the franchise’s operation (due to its being taken into receivership by
church management), the Santa Barbara franchise went into a
serious downhill slide. Before long, it was nearly devoid of staff and
public, and my pay was no longer guaranteed. Fortunately, I was
allowed to decrease my hours at the franchise to part-time, so I
could pick up some outside work. Still, I wasn’t making enough to
make regular payments on the aforementioned loan, which still had a
balance of more than $5,000.

A representative from church management came to Santa
Barbara and spoke with me, and others with similar loans. According
to her, the Sea Organization Reserves Fund had taken over our
loans, and was granting us a grace period to pay them off. Note: No
one consulted with me about this beforehand. Had I been given the
option, I would have opted to file for bankruptcy, especially seeing
that I had been deceived in the loan process.

Times continued to be rough, with the same ED still in charge in
Santa Barbara; the two of us continued to clash, even more than
before. She had been very loyal to the franchise holder’s brand of
management, but not so loyal to official church/Sea Org
management. Eventually, things came to a head with her; she was
excused from her post with very little fanfare.

In her place came a man who I’d met during my days as
receptionist, years earlier. I’d even sold him his first L. Ron Hubbard
book. This is a story all in itself, and fitting to tell here.

Early on in my tenure, this gentleman had walked in and
inquired about L. Ron Hubbard’s book, Hymn of Asia. The book
commenced with a prophecy, allegedly discovered on an
archeological dig by a Professor Roerich. This was followed by
Hubbard’s lengthy poem, Hymn of Asia, in which (among other
things) he suggests that he is the living incarnation of the Buddha, in
fulfillment of ancient prophecy.



It just so happened that the day before, I had been ordered —
with no explanation — to remove all copies of the book from the
center’s bookstore, and forbidden to sell it to the public. The
gentleman persisted, explaining that he had already read the book.
In fact, he recited some of it from memory to prove his claim — so I
went out back and got him a copy on the sly.  

Soon after, he signed up for services, and then for staff. He
became one of the franchise’s major sources of new public and staff,
bringing in friends and associates who signed up, and in turn brought
others.   

This experience also impacted me personally. I was so taken
aback at the concept of L. Ron Hubbard being the incarnation of the
Buddha that I reached out to a local family member — a cousin —
and got him on board.  (He ended up leaving the church long before
I did, and hasn’t lived in Santa Barbara for years. But according to
his sister and mother, they were still receiving mail and calls from
Scientology, and had been for years, despite countless attempts to
get this to cease.)  

Not long before that, my eldest brother (who had declined to
lend me funds so I could pay for Scientology counselling) was
visiting from out of town. We were at my uncle’s, and the subject of
Scientology came up — but not in a good way. My uncle and I had a
quite a fencing match; in the end, he agreed to attend some free
lectures. After he’d done so, he apologized and told me how
impressed he was with what he’d learned. Unfortunately, he passed
away not long after that, while preparing to undergo heart surgery.

Around that same time there was a huge push for all staff
members, and even some of the public, to get trained and ordained
as Scientology ministers. It had been reported that there was about
to be a draft for the military; becoming ordained ministers was meant
for our own protection, since we’d be able to legally claim exemption
from the draft on religious grounds. I soon became an ordained
minister, along with many others; in January of 1980, to be exact.  

I also experienced some major changes in mindset during my
ministerial training. For one thing, I became even more convinced
that L. Ron Hubbard was the incarnation of the Buddha, and



believed that this explained why I was so drawn to him and to
Scientology.   

I also listened to an L. Ron Hubbard lecture as part of the
course, after which I began distancing myself from my family, to
some degree — the direct opposite of what I’d originally hoped to
achieve through my involvement in Scientology. In essence, my
“aha! moment” was that Scientology’s mission superseded family
considerations in importance. I also concluded that it was still
important to stay in touch with family — it would be socially
unacceptable to do otherwise, and a potential cause of trouble for
the church. But no matter, I loved my family, and committed myself to
maintaining good communication with them.

No sooner had I had that realization, I received a call from my
mother, during which I handled her antagonism towards Scientology,
in exactly the way I’d been coached to deal with such things. What
finally settled her down, at least temporarily, was my explaining to
her that I was getting educated on how the mind works, and how to
help people (which was what I had wanted to do all along). I just
wasn’t doing it at a university.

In June of 1980, church management upgraded the Santa
Barbara franchise to “Class Four Organization” status. This put us
into a whole new arena. We’d be under tighter management control
from above, particularly in terms of finances and staff. We’d have to
select the most dedicated staff to be sent away for training – training
that could last for months on end. Some would be trained to deliver
the more advanced services we were now authorized to deliver;
others would be trained as executives.

This leads me to the next chapter – but before we go there, I
should add that concurrent with the organizational upgrade, I got
married, moved to an apartment, and even got a kitten. We named
her Roxy; and, like Mittens, she had some very unique qualities.



Church of Scientology Executive
Training

The more competent and dedicated staff were chosen to go to
“Flag,” Scientology’s largest training organization, located in
Clearwater, Florida.

The name “Flag” stems from the early days of the Sea
Organization, when most of its operations took place aboard ships.
L. Ron Hubbard lived and worked aboard the largest of these, and
the most advanced levels of Scientology training and counselling
were delivered there. It was known as “the flagship,” or just “Flag.”
When the Sea Org moved most of its operations ashore in the mid-
1970s, their training and counselling headquarters, in Clearwater,
retained the name. Among today’s church members, Flag is known
as the “Mecca” of Scientology.

Every staff member selected for Flag training had to sign a new
five-year contract, which would commence upon their return to work
in their local church. If such a staff member didn’t fulfill his contract,
he had to pay back all the training expenses, room and board, the
works — which could add up to tens of thousands of dollars.

I was sent to Flag as part of the “second wave” of Santa
Barbara executive trainees, once the initial group returned. The
training was grueling, and the housing conditions and meals were
substandard, in my estimation. The meals were seriously lacking
nutrition; added to that, the dining facilities were overflowing with
palmetto bugs (a large type of roach), flying around during most
every meal.  

Regarding accommodations (referred to as “berthing,” in the
Sea Org’s nautical tradition), during the 5-6 months I was there, I
was moved from one room to another at least two or three times.



 The spaces were tiny, sometimes with twenty or more women to a
dorm, sleeping in four to five sets of bunk-beds, each stacked four
high. Some rooms included a single shared bathroom. Others had
no bathroom — residents had to share facilities down the hall with
close to a hundred other students. With so many people, we had to
carefully schedule our bathroom use, and often there were many of
us who ended up with no hot water.

Without question, it was one of the most horrific experience I
had ever had. But, conditioned as I was, and having such a high
level of dedication, I let it pass, reasoning and justifying away the
pain and anguish I experienced. This was despite the fact that during
my time there, almost every other week I was on the verge of a
psychotic break, due to going days on end with little to no sleep,
along with poor nutrition, no exercise, and a very high level of stress
from trying to meet daily study-progress targets.  

You see, Flag’s classroom policies included a rule that students
could not go to bed until they had made their study targets for the
day. Just missing one day's target sent me on the downhill slide to
where I could never catch up, since it was nearly impossible to study
with insufficient sleep.

Many times, I burst into tears, so uncontrollable that I had to be
lead out of the classroom. In one discussion with a classroom
supervisor, I told her I’d come to the conclusion that I must be a
“suppressive person,” since I had lost all that I had gained from all
the services I had done up to that point, and would have to start from
the beginning and do it all over again. (“Suppressive person” is a
Scientology term, meaning someone who secretly but intentionally
works to suppress others — harm them, make them fail, make their
lives miserable. One of the supposed characteristics of a
suppressive person is inability to retain any gains made through
Scientology training or counselling.)

My impending psychosis was dealt with in such a way that I
wouldn’t have to be returned home before completing my training.
Specifically, nearly every other week (when sleep deprivation would
reach its limit) I was sent out of the classroom to the quality control
department, where a very kind man named Chuck would interview



me, and then work out a program that would restore me to sufficient
health and sanity to return to training.   

The first order of business each time was allowing me to sleep
as long as I needed, even twenty-four hours, if that’s what it took.
 Added to that, I took plenty of vitamins and other supplements, and
got outside to take walks. Then he’d have me take an exam on
everything I had studied up to that point, and correct me on anything
I’d missed (which turned out to be little to nothing, every time).  

Finally, toward the end of my training program, some high-up
executives stepped in, busting some of the classroom personnel and
nixing the inhumane study-target policy. Two of the course personnel
who were allowed to remain — a classroom supervisor and an
assistant — have long since resigned from Scientology, some years
before my own resignation, in fact.

Apparently, the study-target practices had at least some basis in
policies written by the founder, but they were being taken to
extremes, and applied out of context; they were never meant to be
applied to students (at least not in such a manner). These policies
had to do with certain types of church executives, known as “product
officers,” who were expected to be ruthless and pitiless in their
demands for high production from staff members.

I preferred a kinder approach when dealing with staff, so when I
was told that upon my return to Santa Barbara, my job (post) would
be of the “ruthless and pitiless” ilk, I declined, requesting a position
more in alignment with my personality. That request was granted and
I would return home as Santa Barbara’s Executive Establishment
Officer. In essence, I would be caring for the staff and making sure
they were sufficiently trained and coached to be successful and
happy in their work. That, in turn, would create a hopeful, helpful,
positive atmosphere for our clientele.

However, when I’d completed my training, rather than returning
directly to Santa Barbara, I was required to report to the church’s
management office in Los Angeles for my final orders. Upon doing
so I received the bad news that my request had been overturned. I
would return home as the Organization Executive Secretary — the
product officer in charge of three of the organization’s seven
divisions.



What I went through in the months to follow could only be
described as a nightmare. I could go into details, but suffice it to say
that Santa Barbara’s ED (Doug) and I clashed, particularly when he
implemented a “can't leave/can't go to bed until you meet your
targets” rule in our public course room.   

It wasn’t long before I became even more of a zealot. I was also
under considerable pressure to follow the ED’s orders. The result: I
was very definitely not on the same page as the majority of the staff.
The divisions I was supposed to be managing started to collapse. In
short order, we had a virtual mutiny on our hands, which cost us
several public and key staff members. Nonetheless, I did manage to
get my husband, who was a classroom assistant, to sign up for
another two-and-a-half year staff contract.

During this same period, David Miscavige officially declared a
very senior technical executive, David Mayo, to be a suppressive
person, and removed him from his post. This caused quite an upset
among some Scientologists, who had great respect for Mayo. The
man had also been L. Ron Hubbard’s personal counsellor, and
assisted him in developing some of the church’s advanced
counselling technology (as proven in a court case that took place in
Santa Barbara many years later).

Not long after Miscavige busted him, Mayo left the church and
set up shop in Santa Barbara, delivering Scientology services
without the church’s permission. Members of a local group of “field
auditors” (counsellors who were permitted to deliver counselling
somewhat independently) began working with Mayo as well.

Eventually, the ED was promoted to a position in a senior
church organization, in Los Angeles. His immediate junior (a very
good friend of mine at the time) took over as ED. She was far more
pleasant to work with than he had been, but she was still under the
control of the Sea Org and higher church management. A short
anecdote, pertinent to that, follows:  

It was the holiday season, and our small remaining staff had to
draw straws to decide who would work on Thanksgiving, Christmas
Day and New Year’s Day. It was all a moot point, though — we had
so few public receiving services at any time (let alone on major



holidays) that no staff really needed to be at work on holidays
anyway!

My husband and I drew the short straws, and were slated to
work on Christmas Day. This was despite the fact that I had not had
any quality time with my new husband or his family (who lived in the
Pasadena area) for more than a year; most of that time, I had been
away in Clearwater or LA for training and other job-related activities.

If my memory serves me, we also worked during the day on
Christmas Eve — yet we were meant to be with his family that
evening. By the time we arrived at their home, it was after 8:00 pm,
and the idea of having to get up at the crack of dawn to be at work
by 9:00 the next morning was a bit much, to say the least.

My husband’s family couldn’t fathom how anyone would have to
work on Christmas Day. The truth was, neither could we. So, we
made a judgment call and stayed with them the whole day, even
though we knew we’d be in trouble with the powers that be.

The day after Christmas, back in Santa Barbara, we had the
anticipated confrontation with the ED, who was required to report us
for deserting our posts. At that point, I really couldn’t have cared
less. The penalty and aggravation were worth it, to be able to have
some quality time during the Christmas Holiday with my husband
and his family, and avoid an upset with them.

Not too long after that episode, it was my turn to be in the hot
seat, experiencing first-hand the upper echelons’ enforcement of
finance policy. One incident in particular nearly put the Santa
Barbara church out on the street. Here's the short version:

First, a bit of background. The continental management office in
Los Angeles, which managed our church and all the others in the
western U.S., had a finance division, which included a “Sea Org
Reserves Officer.” This person was tasked with seeing that all
churches in his or her zone submitted their required payments to
Sea Org Reserves, an account meant to accumulate and manage
monies for use in case of emergencies, to deal with legal threats,
etc.

In Santa Barbara, I was in the middle of dealing with an eviction
notice the church had received, due to being several months behind
on our rent. There were also threats of nearly every utility being cut



off due to non-payment of bills. In the midst of all this, the Sea Org
Reserves Officer called me one day, and explained how certain
funds in our church’s local bank accounts “didn't actually belong to
us” — so we could not use them to handle our urgent bills.

Further, she used her position to order me to empty out some of
our accounts and send the funds to her, to be put into her Sea Org
Reserves accounts. She explained that doing this would help us, by
“raising our necessity level” to acquire more funds from our public.

My back was against the wall, so to speak. I didn't see any other
option but to comply. Fortunately, I was able to reason with and stall
the creditors just enough to keep us afloat.

Not too long after that episode, my friend reassumed the ED
position, and I was directed to report to Los Angeles for yet another
executive training program.

My marriage had already taken a big hit with the first training
stint, and I also wanted to enjoy some of the so-called benefits of my
staff contract (counselling and technical training), so I declined to
comply with the order. I felt a strong need for counselling at this time,
as I had become something other than myself. I would jump to
conclusions, lose my temper, and be harsh with others – the
opposite of who I really was when not under the gun.

But the powers that be would not let up, so away I went —
leaving my husband, kitties and friends behind. Due to my absence,
my husband ended up moving back into a room in the Santa Barbara
church building. He gave our mama kitty to his parents. He kept our
kitten, but it ran away shortly thereafter.  

While I was away, management sent two Sea Org executives to
run things in Santa Barbara.  Somehow, they came to the conclusion
that I was the cause of all the Santa Barbara church’s problems, and
started investigating me.

I got so disheartened by all this that I decided I was going to
leave staff altogether, and become an active Scientologist in the
business world. After all, I was trained in management, and pretty
damn good at it, as far as I was concerned. At that point, it didn’t
matter that I would have a substantial debt to repay to the church.

I announced my intentions to the appropriate staff member,
which didn’t go over very well, to say the least. In fact, I was called to



the Continental Management Office in Los Angeles (in the big blue
buildings you may have seen on TV) to meet with the Ethics Officer
(that Ethics Officer has long since left the church, too.)

In brief, to straighten me out I was ordered to read some
Scientology policies, and then consider the pros and cons of
remaining on staff. I decided to stay, complete my training and then
return to Santa Barbara. I was hopeful that I would be sent back to
take on the Executive Director position, and that the two Sea Org
executives on loan there would leave me to run the show.

I was nearly done with my training program when plans changed
again. I was put on loan to two other Scientology churches (one after
the other) that were in dangerous situations. First to the San
Fernando Valley church (where the ED had recently had a medical
scare, and needed help grooming up a replacement), and then in the
Portland, Oregon church. The events in Portland amount to yet
another story, worth telling on its own.

As I understood the situation, a former church member in the
Portland area had filed a class action lawsuit against the church. We
were told she claimed to have been promised her eyesight would
improve if she took certain Scientology services; she took the
services, but she insisted her eyesight did not improve. Part of the
church hierarchy’s response to this “attack” was to establish a new
church membership association: The International Association of
Scientologists, or IAS. They made it essentially mandatory for every
Scientologist to become a member. To join, one had to pay a $300
annual membership fee, or purchase a lifetime membership for
$2,000. The funds so raised were supposed to be used to defend the
church against attacks such as the one in Portland, and for other
worthy purposes. There had been a similar membership association
previously (the Hubbard Association of Scientologists International),
but membership had not been mandatory, and the fees had been
much lower; on the order of $75 annually, or $300 for lifetime
membership, if I recall correctly.

I should mention that prior to the above incidents, while doing
executive training in LA, another student and I were sent on a class
assignment to get a hundred Scientologists from the Santa Barbara
area to attend a church event at the Palladium in Hollywood. David



Miscavige and other very senior executives were going to be holding
a briefing, and attendance was mandatory for area Scientologists.
We didn’t know that the briefing was about the forming of this new
association (the IAS) until we were all present at the event.

Months after the IAS was formed, a “call to arms” was sent out
to all Scientologists internationally. They were prevailed upon to pay
their membership dues, so as to build a “war chest” (legal defense
fund). They were also urged to travel to Portland, to participate in a
peaceful demonstration for religious freedom, outside the courthouse
where the case was being heard.

It was predicted that the Portland area Scientology
organizations would need a lot of help, so a team of approximately
eight executive trainees, from various Scientology churches around
the world, were assigned to temporary posts there, before, during
and after the court case.

My marriage had already fallen apart by that time, despite my
receiving Scientology counselling on the subject months earlier
(counselling I had paid for through a loan from my in-laws).  Prior to
that counselling, divorcing my husband hadn’t even entered my
mind. During one of the counselling sessions, I had an “aha
moment,” concluding that divorce was my best option – the opposite
of the result I’d expected.

In hindsight, and knowing what I know now, our marriage was a
good one, and could have been easily repaired. I’ve long since
concluded that the root cause of our marital problems was that with
more and more training as a Scientology executive, I became such a
zealot that my husband and I were no longer on the same page.

We remained friends after the breakup, and his family still
considered me part of their lives. They even invited me to Christmas
festivities after we’d separated. Unfortunately, both of his parents are
now deceased. Prior to that he had long since remarried, so for the
most part we were no longer in communication. However, since
hearing of my current stance regarding the church, it was in his best
interest to cut me off entirely.

Back to my story. I liked Portland, and got permission to stay on
there. Eventually, that blew up in my face; I even had a car accident.
Briefly, I’d had only had a couple hours of sleep and was sent on an



errand to pick up a check, tired or not. The driver who hit me had run
a red light; the crash nearly totaled my car. This could have been
avoided; had I been sufficiently rested, I would have responded
faster.

Further, when I finally arrived back in Santa Barbara — in late
summer of 1985 — I found that the majority of my belongings had
been stolen. They had been put in open storage in a new building
the church had purchased in my absence. I lost virtually everything
of value. On top of that, I was penniless, so soon after I arrived, my
repaired car was repossessed for non-payment of the loan.

As if that wasn’t enough, I clashed further with the executives in
charge. Such was their perspective of me, that they employed
various Scientology investigative methods, fabricated charges and
blew things out of proportion, all under the guise of “protecting the
organization.” So off I went again to the continental management
office in L.A., for extensive “handling.”

These executives were apparently applying a policy issued by
international church management, on how to detect and handle
dissenters within the church. One result was that they accused me of
being a saboteur. At the time, I also made the mistake of expressing
concern that there seemed to be an unusually large number of our
members under suspicion of being enemies of the church. This was
taken as alarmingly critical, and pointed to as further evidence of my
own disaffection and harmful intentions.

Before ending this chapter, it is fitting that I explain what’s meant
by a term I’ve used a few times now: “handling.” “Handling” typically
went something like the following:

While in L.A., usually for weeks on end, people such as me
were put to work on menial tasks. The churches we’d been sent from
were billed for our meals, lodging, and the corrective measures and
training we were given to remedy the shortcomings or misdeeds that
had prompted our visits. It’s doubtful that the value of the countless
hours of work we put in while there was taken into account when our
home churches were billed.

For a church staff member, there was very little (if any) time off
allowed for ones’ marriage and family, let alone friends outside of the
church. If one insisted that they must see their family, this was



treated like a “red flag,” and the staff member concerned was likely
to be interviewed, sometimes very extensively, while connected to an
E-meter — a device somewhat similar to a lie detector. Such
interviews included searches for hidden misdeeds or harmful
intentions that lay behind one’s “unacceptable” or alarming behavior.
  

In my case, it had been so long since I had seen the majority of
my family or my non-church and/or non-staff friends, I was numb to
the need to see them at all. I was also afraid that I would no longer
be able to relate to any of them anyway — so what would be the
point?

The only real connections I had left were staff members of my
local church, and even we had long since drifted apart. I had nothing
and no one else, and no hope for anything more. No children, no
pets, no car, no home.

That being my mindset, my best option appeared to be joining
the Sea Organization, where I would be provided a roof over my
head, meals, a uniform to wear; distraction-free, to eat, breath and
sleep nothing but work for the church, all to “save the world.”



My Early Years in Upper-Echelon
Scientology

My first position in the continental management office was that of
an Organization Manager. Specifically, a Class IV Org Manager —
“Class IV” being the designation for a particular type of church,
authorized to deliver training and counselling services up to a
specific level of advancement. For higher levels, parishioners had to
go to higher-level organizations, located in just a few major cities
around the world.

Santa Barbara was among the seven or so western U.S.
churches assigned to me. The tables had turned: now the two Santa
Barbara execs I’d had to answer to (and who’d sent me away for
“handling,” on exaggerated charges) were subject to my supervision.
To their credit, they sent me a sincere apology, and we all had some
closure. Sadly, neither of them survived for long after that; both
succumbed to cancer, if I recall correctly.

Not long after I assumed my new post, L. Ron Hubbard passed
away (January 24, 1986). An event was held at the Hollywood
Palladium to inform staff and parishioners of his passing. Having
been thoroughly indoctrinated, as Scientologists, that we are spiritual
beings, not our bodies, I took the news fairly well. I figured it was his
decision to leave his aging body, and that he’d made a point of
turning everything over to safe, competent and trustworthy hands.

Also, early on in my new career as a manager, my mother had
come to LA for a quick visit. I was extremely busy, and was only
allowed a bare minimum of time to see her. To keep her occupied
while I was working, I arranged for her to watch a Scientology
introductory film. To my surprise, she liked it. She even came to me



with tears in her eyes, saying, “If I had only known about this, I would
never have allowed your father to be institutionalized — and we
would probably still be together.”

I was doing a decent job as a manager. All the churches under
my charge were improving steadily and showing a lot of promise.
But, as a Sea Org member, I also had another responsibility. I could
be called upon at any time to go on missions. A “mission,” in this
context, consisted of a team of Sea Org members, sent out from a
management organization with a precise set of orders and under
tight (though long-distance) supervision, to accomplish some specific
task. Missions sent from our management office were most often
meant to help one of the lower-level churches (orgs) in our area of
responsibility in some way. Looking back, I estimate that I spent as
much time out on missions as I did on my regular, assigned post — if
not more. In my first few years in the Sea Org, I went out on
approximately fifty missions, with all but one of them deemed
successful.

Getting back to my “regular job,” I was sufficiently successful
that I was eventually considered for a senior executive position in a
different part of the church — the organization that oversees
Scientologists’ use of Hubbard’s administrative technology in the
business world. I felt honored to be considered for the job, but it
didn’t pan out. Instead, I was promoted within the continental
management office; I was now in charge of the office’s personnel,
ethics and marketing departments. For me, this was the hot seat of
all hot seats. The biggest challenge was filling the internal posts that
needed manning, and providing personnel for urgent missions that
had to be sent out; there just weren’t enough people to go around,
and no adequate flow of new people coming in to be posted. For
months on end, I hardly slept — and when I did, it was usually on the
floor, since there was often no bed available in my assigned
quarters. Once again, I reached the verge of a psychotic break,
reminiscent of my earlier exec training days.

An unexpected answer to my suffering came up, though. It
came to light that I hadn’t been truly qualified to be part of the Sea
Org in the first place, and never should have been allowed to join.
Now the question was, should I be dismissed? What made me



unqualified? A drug I had taken in my teens, which I had determined
wasn’t LSD, actually was. LSD use — even one time, willing or not
— had been deemed a disqualification for Sea Org membership,
after the founder supposedly discovered that it caused irreparable
mental and spiritual damage. No one who had taken it, the theory
went, could be trusted with any position in the Sea Org. The
organization’s responsibilities and objectives were just too important
to be put at risk by employing such damaged beings.

I pointed out my unqualified state to the appropriate people.
Instead of being dismissed, I was encouraged to petition to be
allowed to stay. The petition was approved, but I was not to work
directly in a Sea Org organization (at least not at first). Instead, I was
assigned to take over the position of Executive Director for the Class
IV organization in Saint Louis. I replaced their current ED, who joined
the Sea Org and took over the post I’d been holding at the
continental office. This all took place in the fall of 1987.

My tenure as ED started off very well. I’d soon persuaded most
of the part-time staff to come aboard full-time, significantly expanding
our potential. We began selling and delivering enough services to
pay even the newer staff close to minimum wage. In fact, my staff
were soon among the best paid in the entire network of Scientology
churches. Many of the long-term staffers thanked me for helping
them to enjoy the best Christmas they’d ever had while employed by
the church.

Following what seemed to be an inevitable pattern, my success
as ED was short-lived. The trouble started when some people in
senior church management decided to interfere with our local
finances. They took it upon themselves to dictate to me — the
(successful) person on the ground — how I must allocate the funds
my hard-working staff brought in. I could not stand up to them (my
Achilles’ heel). We had insufficient funds to cover vital promotional
actions; I became extremely stressed out, and began taking it out on
my staff, the sales people in particular. Our income promptly came
crashing down.

While this was going on, I was receiving some counselling,
which was stirring up my emotions. I was overwhelmed with feelings
of loneliness, and tried to solve this by strengthening my friendly



relationships with some of the St. Louis staff and parishioners.
Someone, looking for a reason for the declining income, decided that
I’d gotten too chummy with some people. This was blown out of
proportion and assigned as the reason for the org’s decline and my
failure.

As a result, I was hauled back to LA for “ethics handlings,” then
sent to Portland on yet another Sea Org mission. On my return from
that mission, an upper-management executive chose me to assume
a senior executive position in Los Angeles’ Class IV org.

I did very well on this new post, but was scarcely there a month
before I was promoted once again — this time to be in charge of the
unit that managed all Scientology franchises, or missions, as they
were usually called. To clarify this a bit, missions were generally
smaller than Class IV orgs (churches), and authorized to deliver only
lower-level services. One of their primary functions was supposed to
be introducing new people to Scientology, getting them started on
basic services, and then sending them on to Class IV or higher
organizations. Managing the world-wide network of missions was a
major responsibility and challenge.

You’ve probably seen the pattern here, and guessed that I didn’t
last long on this post either. You’d be right. Once again, my downfall
started with a run-in with the church’s senior finance authorities. A
top finance executive directed me to — in essence — virtually empty
my organization’s accounts and send the funds to management
reserves. “It’s not your money anyway,” she explained. As it
happened, this demand came from the same woman who’d given
me similar orders back in Santa Barbara. My subsequent failure
wasn’t attributed to the fact that I’d condoned being stripped of
operating funds. No, the fatal problem was that I’d taken too much of
a liking to a guy in my organization (I’d barely even spoken with him),
while I was still (unknowingly) legally married. And so, I was
removed from my post for alleged unethical conduct.

Please excuse me while I have an epiphany… These people
seem to make a point of labelling sex, or anything even remotely
relatable to sex, as the underlying reason for any failure. The
incidents I’ve shared so far barely scratch the surface of what I’m



talking about. There were many, many more, involving many other
people.

As I see it now, the real bottom line was that I was a misfit
among management people. I did not fit in with the thoroughly
entrenched concept of how a person must behave and operate in
order to be considered a “real” executive, and succeed. I was a kind
person, lonely due to a lack of genuine friendships (let alone a loving
relationship), with a low estimate of my self-worth and insufficient
courage to stand up for what I knew was right.

But enough of that. Back to Chapter 10. Now, where was I…
Next, I was assigned to a project to move management people

who had been located in Florida into new working quarters in LA,
along with all the materials they needed to function.

Once that project was complete, surprise, surprise! I received
another promotion! This time my position was just a hair below
international management level; I was in charge of managing all the
Scientology organizations in the western half of the U.S. As it turned
out, I often had to manage the eastern half, too — covering for the
guy who was normally supposed to do it, when he was sent away on
Sea Org missions. So, before long, I was back to lots of sleepless
nights, more borderline psychotic breaks, and an eventual change of
post.

My next assignment was to travel to Sydney, Australia with a
team of management people stepping in to run the high-level service
delivery organization there. The organization offered advanced
training and counselling services, mainly to Scientologists from that
area of the world — Australia, New Zealand, Asia, Indonesia and so
on. There were only a few orgs of this type, and all were staffed and
run by Sea Org members. I was to be the org’s Commanding Officer,
despite the fact that I myself had not yet reached the higher levels of
the Bridge it delivered. As usually happened, I started off with a
bang, and the org thrived. Then — you guessed it again — I hit the
wall. The management office in charge of that part of the world
stepped in, insisting I handle my org’s finances their way, or else.
The org crashed & burned, false “reasons why” were asserted, and
— despite detailed and documented reports I’d sent to the most



senior management people, hoping for intervention — I was not
protected; instead, I was shipped back to LA in disgrace.    

As a bit of a side note, during my time in Sydney, I received a
letter from a friend from my pre-Scientology days in Denver. I’d
shared a lot of good times with her, hitch-hiking, working and making
music. Now she was in a Seattle prison for allegedly murdering her
husband, which she claimed was in self-defense. This was a real
shocker for me, and strengthened my resolve to remain in the Sea
Org, it being “too crazy out there.”

Once back in LA, I was assigned to the galley – the big kitchen
and dining facilities that fed many L.A. Sea Org members. Soon, a
very senior executive who was familiar with my background, training
and skills, had me re-assigned to the “International Training
Organization” — a large facility in LA, set up to train Scientology staff
members from all over the world, primarily in administration,
management and technical, such as new counselling techniques and
programs. Shortly after, I was put in charge of getting trainees back
home once they completed, then in charge of their counselling
services. Finally, I was put into full-time training for the post of course
supervisor.

During my time at the training org, my mother called to ask me
for help with my younger brothers. They had been hanging out with
the wrong people, and she feared they would soon get themselves in
trouble. I made a vow to her that I would come see them, and do
whatever I could to help.

Fortunately, not long after her call, I was sent out on a tour to
recruit new staff members. The tour schedule took me to Denver, not
far from where my brothers lived, so I was able to keep my promise.
I’m happy to say the chat I had with the three of them was a
success; they decided to make positive changes in their lives, and
they’re now all doing well.

I completed the recruitment tour and returned to the training org,
but it wasn’t long before I was traded to yet another organization. I
was to become a fundraiser for the IAS — the International
Association of Scientologists, mentioned briefly in Chapter 9. I’ll
cover my years with the IAS in the very next chapter.



During the phase of my church life that I’ve laid out in this
chapter, there was much more trauma in my life than I care to
mention. There were countless incidents of inhumane treatment;
deprivation of sleep, exercise, medical and dental care; substandard
food and living quarters; being forced to continue working (and even
sent on missions) when very ill, even contagiously so. Executives at
all levels were trained and indoctrinated into being ruthless and
pitiless; consequently, more often than not, they displayed little to no
regard for staff members’ well-being. Their attention was riveted on
meeting production quotas — with the greatest focus on income
quotas — all under threat of grim penalties for failures to perform.

Despite the harsh conditions, I managed to achieve many
targets, big and small, and accomplished many things that seemed
utterly impossible at the time. I won’t go into detail about these; that
wouldn’t be in line with this book’s purpose. I bring it up just to make
a point: Though my experience overall was very unpleasant, it
seemed that the good I was doing outweighed the unpleasantness.
That was what kept me going, hoping that the things I didn’t like
would change for the better, and that in the end I would be happy in
the knowledge that I’d made a major, positive difference in many
people’s lives.



IAS Fundraiser Years

Note: Again, it was not intentional that this part of my story ended
up being Chapter 11, although it is certainly fitting since when one
files personal bankruptcy, it is called “Chapter 11” and that is the very
unfortunate result of participating in Scientology for far too many
people.

I served the Church of Scientology as a fundraiser for the
International Association of Scientologists from February 1992
through April of 2006.  Later, in 2009, I was a Deputy Membership
Officer for the IAS at the American St. Hill Foundation, the last org I
worked in before I retired from the Sea Org. I’ll cover that in detail in
Chapter 13.

First off, it’s important to include a blurb here about the purpose
of the IAS:

The IAS (International Association of Scientologists) is the official
membership organization of Scientology. It was formed in 1984 with
the purpose to unite, advance, support and protect the Scientology
religion and Scientologists in all parts of the world so as to achieve
the Aims of Scientology as originated by L. Ron Hubbard:

“A civilization without insanity, without criminals and without war,
where the able can prosper and honest beings can have rights, and
where Man is free to rise to greater heights.”

How Fundraisers Were Trained
I was trained in fundraising from November 1991 to February

of 1992, aboard Freewinds, a cruise ship the church maintained as a
religious retreat and a delivery center for its most advanced
counselling procedures.



The fundraiser training program included extensive study of
Hubbard’s writings and lectures on the state of society, and how
urgently the world needed the salvaging only Scientology could
provide. If I recall correctly, Hubbard expressed his low opinion of
existing educational systems, the middle class, the news media, the
medical profession in general and psychiatry in particular, politics
and government organizations — with particular attention to the
judicial system, the FDA and IRS. Most of these writings were from
the late 60s and early 70s — the hippie era, when it was fashionable
to be “anti-establishment.” Again, in all his materials, Hubbard
presents Scientology as the only workable solution to these, and all
of mankind’s other ills.

Another focus of the training program was “registration” — the
term the church uses to refer to sales of its training and counselling
services. Church salespeople are called registrars, or reges. The
idea that registrars sell services is sometimes skirted in church
writings. The preferred narrative is that they sign people up (register
them) for services, and accept their donations. Although fundraisers
did not sell training or counselling, they still received registrar training
so they could convince people to donate to various church-related
funds, causes and crusades.

The subject of control is given special attention in some of the
founder’s writings on registration. One essay explains that the ideal
personality type for registration personnel is one that can control
others. Another essay asserts that “control equals income,” and
explains that any control exerted to achieve a sale (a Scientology
sale) is completely justified, being for the greater good.

With my fundraiser training completed, I was sent to the IAS’s
Western U.S. Membership Office in Hollywood, on Berendo Street
(later renamed L. Ron Hubbard Way). I was to work under someone
who’d been with the IAS since its formation in 1984.

Demands on Fundraisers
In addition to direct, one-on-one fundraising, my work

included setting up fundraising events for myself and for other
fundraisers, ordinarily in cities with a church or large mission. I’d



usually arrive at an event location 48-72 hours before the event. I’d
have been assigned daily quotas for amounts to be raised, and for
numbers of “confirms” – people contacted and confirmed as planning
to attend the event. It should be noted that these events were usually
very sparsely attended, due to the fact that most members abhorred
being solicited for donations. To say I had my work cut out for me
would be an understatement.

While setting up the event, I was also expected to meet my
daily income quotas and report up on them. My daily schedule was
also supposed to include time for studying Scientology materials.

There were penalties for not making the daily quotas, as well
as for not putting in my study time. Not a very pleasant experience,
to say the least, but I kept my chin up and bore it as a dedicated Sea
Org member.

It goes without saying that I had no time to build a relationship
with a significant other. In fact, I’d had such a relationship going
before I was transferred, but was persuaded to end it. Also, there
was virtually no time for family. Despite that, I stayed in touch and
even made a point of spending a few hours with my family in Denver
at Christmas time, around the mid-90s — but only because I
happened to be in the Denver area for a fundraising event.

My senior and I didn’t get along very well. He had a habit of
telling me what was wrong with me, something that was frowned
upon, according to the founder’s policies. He also criticized me for
having “poor case reality,” meaning that I wasn’t on the same page
as the most committed Scientologists, who understood that we have
a “brief breath” of time to “salvage mankind,” and if we didn’t
succeed, we’d be “in the dark, in pain, alone and oblivious for an
eternity.”

My initiation included statements from my senior to the effect
that all people lie about their money. He even went to great lengths
to relay stories of members who had lied to him, when he knew they
had lots of money they were withholding information about. How he
got the data about their finances, I don’t know.

The stress was on “hard sell.” In so many words, it was drilled
into us that “hard sell means caring about the person and not being
reasonable about his/her barriers, but caring enough about the



person to get them through the barriers to get the services that
would rehabilitate them and give them everlasting life.”

If I failed to get a substantial amount of money from any
parishioner, I was reprimanded for being “soft sell.” There were not
only reprimands, but penalties or “too-gruesomes” for anyone who
failed to meet their assigned quotas, and get the public to donate
substantial sums (Note: a “too-gruesome” was a penalty that was so
awful that you wouldn’t dare fail to comply with an order, meet a
quota, etc.)

Penalties included (but weren’t limited to) things such as:
 

Not being permitted to sleep, sometimes for days on
end, or being allowed just a few hours of sleep a night;

Being kicked out of one’s office and not allowed to return
until a quota was met;

Married couples losing their living quarters (married
couples were ordinarily assigned private quarters, while
unmarried staff lived in same-sex dormitories; losing your
married-couple quarters meant you and your spouse had to
live separately, in dorms);

Being assigned to cleaning duty in the galley – washing
pots and dishes, cleaning walls and floors, etc;

Being assigned to clean “rats’ alley” (a crawl space
infested with mice, rats and roaches) and/or the grease pits
or dumpsters;

Serving meals to the crew (where you’d be ridiculed and
scorned by your fellow staff members);

While on tour, not being permitted to return home until a
quota was met;



Being sent to a tour area that was known to be a set-up
for failure, then being required to meet unrealistically high
donation quotas, regardless;

Being permitted only rice and beans at meals (all
meals);

Being billed personally for long-distance fund-raising
calls.

If your production wasn’t up to expectations (no matter how
unrealistic those expectations might have been), you could expect to
be screamed at and threatened, usually from within an inch of your
face. Executives also encouraged staff in the office to exert “group
internal pressure” on their fellows. This took the concepts of
accountability and peer pressure to brutal extremes. As just one
example, in our office late one night, a fellow fundraiser lashed out at
me and cut into my wrist with her nails; I still have the scar.

As another example of the systemic lack of compassion, my life
was put at risk countless times during my years as a fundraiser. I
was routinely required to leave the office and go raise funds — many
times late at night, usually unaccompanied and with no means of
self-defense — in high-crime areas of cities like New York City, Los
Angeles, Houston, Philadelphia, and in foreign cities like
Johannesburg, South Africa.

Once, while working in a high-crime area of Sacramento, I
arrived at a church member’s house at the same time a burglar was
attempting a break-in. It scared the living you-know-what out of me!
Fortunately, it scared the burglar, too, and he ran away. It turned out
that the family’s children were home alone; they let me in, and I
made sure they were safe, called their parents and waited with the
kids until the parents returned.

Though I reported the incident, the powers-that-be didn’t change
the way they operated. They continued to put me and others at risk.
Apparently, money was more important than safety, let alone a staff
member’s life.



How Funds Were Raised
Another troubling but routine aspect of fundraising work was

deceit. During my tenure as an IAS fundraiser, as well as in other
IAS positions, it was commonplace to lie to church members in order
to “get in the door” and obtain donations. For example, out of
desperation, I would often go to their homes or workplaces,
unannounced — usually without even the courtesy of a phone call to
request an appointment, since most people would not agree to meet.
I’d use statements such as, “I haven’t been able to reach you, and I
was concerned,” or “There’s something extremely urgent you need
to know about right away — otherwise I wouldn’t have come
unannounced,” or “I was in the neighborhood and thought I’d stop
by,” or even the supremely lame, “May I use your bathroom?”

I wasn’t the only one who used such methods; many of my
fellow fundraisers did, too. In fact, I’d learned the tricks from more
experienced colleagues. While we were encouraged to make
appointments whenever possible, the pressure never let up on
meeting quotas — so we did what we had to do, and tried our best to
not create an upset with a member in the process. It was a double-
edged sword: there were penalties for not making a quota, and
penalties if a member reported you for having created an upset. I
couldn't win for losing!

Quite often, I would be teamed up to fundraise with a high-
profile Scientology personality – a movie or TV star, for example, or
the winner of a major award from the church. In my opinion, such
team-ups were arranged to leverage church members’ interest in
meeting the celebrity, as a way to extract donations. Also, note that
these celebrities (as well as other public who raised funds for the
IAS) earned a 10% commission. At one point, some of them were
earning in excess of $250K a year. It wasn’t long before a new policy
came down: once they hit the $250K mark for a fiscal year, any IAS
fundraising work they did beyond that would be pro-bono.

During the holiday season in particular, most church members
were reluctant to accept fundraising calls or visits. Nonetheless,
there was no excuse for failure to meet a quota, so I sometimes had
to get very creative. I often chose an artistic solution: I’d write



parodies of popular songs, then e-mail them, fax them, sing them
over the phone, or even go directly to prospects’ homes to win their
hearts and get donations.

Our managers instilled in us the attitude that the public (regular
church members) were beneath us; that we (staff) were superior,
and that they were lazy dilettantes, of low moral character. The
“reasoning” here was that if they weren’t lazy, etc., they would
already be on church staff or in the Sea Org! The least they could do
to make up for their sorry lack of dedication was to donate large
sums to the IAS.

During interviews with prospective donors, I would receive
phone calls coaching me on how to “close” the prospect, and threats
that if I ended the interview without money in hand — no matter how
late it got — I’d be dealt with severely (see penalties above).

We established a network of church members and church staff
all around the world, called “bird dogs,” who supplied us with leads:
they’d tell us who had come into money, who was “loaded,” who was
a “good guy” (and also well-qualified to pay). If they assisted directly
in the fundraising interview, they would earn that 10% commission.
In the event that a bird dog couldn’t be on the scene to assist directly
in closing a prospect he’d alerted us to, we’d get a public fundraiser
to do the interview so the bird dog would at least get a split of the
commission. We did this because at the time, there was a rule in
force that one had to be present when a donation was closed, in
order to claim any commission. Quite often a bird dog could not be
present, but we wanted to reward them for their work.

These bird dogs also alerted us to people who had been “bad”
(violated church ethics rules), and therefore needed to make
amends. Of course, they mostly tipped us off about “bad guys” who
were also in a position to make substantial donations. In some
instances, such people were wheedled and guilt-tripped into making
over-the-top contributions that used up just about every resource
and credit line they had.

Bird-dog leads even included church staff and Sea Org
members, despite the fact that such people were already
contributing their very lives to the cause.



Once a “hot prospect” was found, the approach to be taken
would be painstakingly worked out in advance. Such plans often
included calling on people with influence over the prospect to help in
“hard-selling” them, to secure the biggest possible donation.  

Our preparations included learning a prospect’s “buttons,”
whenever possible, so these could be stomped on hard. For
example, if we knew a prospect had a keen interest in a particular
church project (drug rehab, for example, or kids’ education), we
would carefully script our approach to give the impression that their
donations would go to that cause. In fact, there was no way we could
honestly promise such a thing, and we were strictly forbidden to do
so under any circumstances. We had to be very clever to give just
the right impression, and come away with funds in hand.

Judging from the bits and pieces of communication I picked up
during my fundraising days, only a very small portion of the
donations taken in were ever used on the projects we promoted. The
most important aim and purpose was “building the war chest.” That
was a nebulous statement at best; I was never told where this “war
chest” was located (though there were allusions to its being
overseas), who controlled it, exactly what it was used for, or how
much was in it. It seemed to me that it must be a defense fund, to be
used to protect the church from legal and PR attacks.

We used all manner of tools to lead prospects to believe their
donations would “save the day” by funding this or that “vital project.”
High-profile church celebrities would guest-speak at fundraising
events and team up with us on interviews. We had videos of the
church’s lavish international events, featuring such big names as
Tom Cruise and Chairman of the Board, David Miscavige, exhorting
parishioners to donate, or touting this or that IAS-funded project or
campaign. Again, neither fundraisers nor donors were ever told how
much, if any, of the funds raised actually went to the causes
mentioned.  

It should be noted that at times, in the process of my
fundraising, I would run up against questions and objections from
regular church members and staff, particularly those who worked or
volunteered for the projects and entities the IAS claimed to be
funding. Some would say that they had received very little or no



funding from the IAS. This came up often enough that eventually,
everyone in the IAS offices where I worked was ordered, in no
uncertain terms, to submit detailed reports on anyone making such
complaints. The implication was that any such claims were false and
unfounded.

At one point, it was explained to us that IAS could only legally
fund certain specific things, and could not fund staff pay, airfares,
etc. I don’t recall the whole list, but when it came right down to it,
there was very little we could fund, legally – so it seemed to me the
complaints from regular church staff and volunteers might not be
false after all. Fundraisers were advised to steer away from
complaints, and to give a “no-answer” (an evasive or misdirecting
answer) if questioned on the matter.

In retrospect, I realize that I was being used as a tool to lure
public into donating; my very good reputation for being
compassionate, genuine, and kind was being exploited. Since I was
considered “soft-sell” (that is, because I was known to avoid using
the hard-sell techniques employed by the top fundraisers) I became
a favorite bird dog for the big-money guys. I would nurture
prospective donors, help them mend personal issues with the church
and in their lives, and get them into a favorable frame of mind. Then
I’d set them up for interviews with high-dollar IAS fundraisers who
would “hard sell” them to donate just about everything they had. All
“for the greater good,” of course. Sadly, the donors truly believed
that, and so did I!

How Donations Were Spent
Although I was never part of any IAS Financial Planning

Committee (a select group that worked out how IAS funds would be
allocated), I did witness how some of the donated funds were spent.

Early in my fundraising career, when I worked in what was
called the West U.S. Membership Office, there was a short time
when we were paid regular wages, rather than the $50 weekly
allowance paid to other church staff. As mentioned earlier, the
church provided regular Sea Org staff with food and living quarters
(sub-standard though they were). When we IAS staff began



receiving normal wages, it was announced that we would be
expected to use those wages to pay the church for our room and
board!

During that same period, we would sometimes be awarded
“bonuses” after particularly successful weeks of fundraising. These
were not necessarily funds paid out to us, however, to spend as we
saw fit. Instead, the organization often “donated” the “bonus”
amounts, in our names, to itself! My rough estimate is that I was
“awarded” $10,000 in this way. I never saw a penny of it. It all went
into an IAS account under my name, to be used as the IAS saw fit.
The only benefit any of us received under this scheme was elevation
of our “member status” in the IAS.              

Sometime in the mid-90s, our office was renamed the IAS
Western United States Membership Office (or something to that
effect). Though still legally a separate entity, not officially part of the
Church of Scientology, we were moved into a very nicely renovated
space in the church’s Western U.S. management building. Our pay
system also changed again. Instead of weekly wages (which we had
to use to pay the church for our room and board), we were given a
weekly allowance, and our room and board were covered by IAS
Administrations. Our allowance was supposed to be $50 a week —
the same as Sea Org members were meant to receive. However,
just like in the Sea Org, what was actually paid out (if anything)
depended upon the organization’s income and expenses for a given
week. Still, IAS staff were generally far better off than Sea Org
members, financially.

Eventually, a system of bonuses was established, mainly for
fundraisers who made their quotas, and for weeks when the office
made its overall donation quota. As I recall, early on in my tenure,
our office quotas were on the order of $175,000-$250,000 per week.
For a long time, my personal minimum quota was $20,000 a week, in
order to be eligible for a bonus. This was eventually increased to
$30,000. The bonuses weren’t large, but enough that I felt secure in
obtaining a few credit cards, with a combined credit limit of $10,000.
I ended up donating most of that amount to the IAS. When I was
eventually transferred from the IAS to a regular church management
position — one with even lower weekly allowances and almost never



a bonus — I was unable to pay off the credit card debt I’d
accumulated.

It should also be noted that there was so much pressure to
make quotas that the rules were often bent. Specifically, on many
occasions we were allowed to include sums received as part of a
week’s income total, even though the funds had actually come in
minutes or even hours after the official administrative week had
ended. (To Scientology staff, and according to clear and definite
policy, this is blatant and unethical cheating.) Of course, such
cheating made it possible for us to meet our quotas and be “bonus
eligible,” not to mention the fact that our office would be rewarded for
our “good work” with a healthier allocation for the week, by the
financial planning committee.

Among the other benefits of working for the IAS, we were
usually well provided with vitamins and nutritional supplements. Our
food allotment was also fairly good, so that we ate well, even when
the other local Scientology organizations couldn’t afford proper food
for their staffs.

We were also well dressed, in very classy, expensive uniforms.
This while regular Sea Org members had to make do with just a few
uniform parts, of questionable quality, and had a hard time getting
replacements when anything wore out. The expense was justified by
the idea that IAS people had to look very polished and professional
to raise the sums we were after. At one point, our uniforms were
being custom made by Mr. Lim, of High Society in downtown Los
Angeles. I have no idea what how much this cost, but I recall seeing
photos on display in Mr. Lim’s shop, depicting some of the big-name
celebrities and VIPs he’d worked for. His clientele also included
church head David Miscavige, who supposedly wore hand-made Lim
suits in the $5,000 range. (Remember, this was while a regular Sea
Org member’s weekly allowance — when it was actually paid out —
was at most $50 a week.)

At one point, after accumulating some cash bonuses, one of my
seniors encouraged me to have Mr. Lim make me a tailored three-
piece suit. As I recall, this cost me about $600, thanks to deep
discounts he extended in recognition of all the business he did with
the very highest church officers.



In my later years with the IAS, we were sent to Brooks Brothers
to be fitted for full wardrobes, including blazers, pants and long
winter coats. We each had two full sets of uniforms, one for fall and
winter, the other for spring and summer – each with four shirts, four
pairs of pants and two blazers, if I recall correctly. Women also
carried seasonal Coach purses to match their uniforms.

Additionally, we usually received handsome Christmas gifts.
Hermes scarves, Coach bags, a Seiko pocket electronic
dictionary/encyclopedia, nice luggage, etc. We also contributed
handsome (for us) amounts for Christmas and birthday gifts for
David Miscavige, and a bit less handsomely for the head of the IAS
Administrations.  

No expenses were spared when it came to “staff awards,” either.
It was not uncommon for us to be treated to a nice restaurant dinner,
then a movie or a play. In fact, in 1993, after the IRS awarded the
Church of Scientology tax-exempt status, our entire office of ten or
so staff were flown to Las Vegas for a show and dinner, followed by
a couple of days’ stay in a top hotel, with some meals at 4- and 5-
star restaurants.

When I occasionally worked out of the IAS’s office in New York,
instead of eating with the regular Sea Org staff there, I was given
travel expense money to eat all my meals out. I don’t recall how
much, but it was at least $25 a day. Quite a lot, by church staff
standards and in those times. Note: If we would’ve had our meals
provided for us in the Galley, with the non-IAS Sea Org members,
we would have only been required to pay perhaps $7 per day for
meals.

In addition to that, when any of our staff went out of town on
tours (which was nearly every week) we were disbursed travel
expense funds. One time in particular is worthy of note; I got a call
from a staff member in our Treasury Department, inquiring about my
accounting for some travel funds I’d been given. Specifically, I was
informed that any gifts, such as flowers or thank-you cards, I
purchased would be a red flag in an audit, so I should either pay for
them out of my own pocket, or come up with an alternate description
of the purchases — that way they wouldn’t create a problem. I did
the latter, of course.



One other item of note is that the president of the IAS at that
time, along with a few other top IAS executives, were known to have
a passion for shopping at high-end stores. They would also
sometimes sell off their used designer wear. I bought a few of the
former president’s used clothes, paying upwards of $100 for an
individual item — so you can imagine what she spent to buy them
brand new.

The above took place many years ago. I’ve heard that such
extravagances have long since come to an end, but that too is just
hearsay.

Specific Examples of Fundraising Interviews
Next, I want to expand on the way some of the IAS’s public

(regular church members and staff) were handled. I’ll give a couple
of examples that typify the utter disregard for their welfare and state
of mind, and the total fixation on extracting their funds.

More than a decade ago, I believe it was in 2002, I was on a
fundraising tour in San Jose, California. I had recently had a bomb-
out of a fundraising event, and now desperately needed to raise
substantial funds to make up for it. My senior at that time assigned a
top fundraiser to assist me over the phone, as needed.

I met with a fairly new church member, who was working with
other Scientologists in a real estate company. I got her so excited
about donating that she was willing to borrow from anyone, pawn her
jewelry, etc. — whatever it might take to make a big donation. I was
instructed to stick right with her — just about live with her, if
necessary — to get that money.

The only thing I didn’t do was sleep at her home, as that was
forbidden; I stayed someplace nearby, though. I was with this poor
woman all day long for days on end, working with her to find a
source of funds and at the same time being coached continually on
how to extract the maximum possible amount.  

Throughout this episode, I repeatedly told my senior that I had a
bad feeling about it all, and that I wanted to drop it — I did not think it
was in the woman’s best interests, since she was not factually in a
good position to be making a substantial donation. My concerns and



pleas were rebuffed and refuted, and I was told I wouldn’t be
permitted to return home until I’d gotten the funds.

Late one night, while driving with the prospective donor after yet
another failed attempt to raise the money, my senior called me on
my mobile phone. With the woman right there, able to hear every
word, my senior literally screamed at me for minutes on end.   

Needless to say, the woman was extremely upset. I had my
hands full to patch things up, but I managed it. When I called my
senior again, she still would not let up! She demanded that I persist
and get the money. Eventually I bailed. I was unwilling to continue
with something I knew was grossly unethical, and willing to face the
penalties for failing to secure the funds. The whole project was
turned over to the top IAS fundraiser to finish, as far as I recall.

The woman still went full-steam-ahead, trying to raise money to
donate, even after I had left the scene. Eventually, though, she said
the wrong thing to the wrong people at the wrong time — apparently
displaying some sort of psychotic behavior — and the project was
dropped. To make matters worse, it turned out that she was a
relative of a very high-profile celebrity (one who was not and is still
not a Scientologist), which intensified the flap and further potentially
tarnished Scientology’s reputation.

I ended up taking the fall for the disaster. I was accused of not
caring about the woman, and severely penalized — temporarily
removed from my position and assigned to menial labor. Meanwhile,
my senior and the fundraiser who took over were let off with a mere
“slap on the wrist,” if anything.  

This was just one example. It was commonplace for a fundraiser
to bear the wrath for an interview gone sour, while the senior who
had mercilessly driven the process took virtually no responsibility.  

Another example occurred in the mid-90s, when I was teamed
up with another fundraiser. We had gotten a hot tip from a church
member who claimed that a friend, a very old man (who also turned
out to be suffering from dementia), was loaded with money. He was
in his late 70s, and lived in low-income housing just a short distance
from the big church complex in Hollywood.  

We must have spent at least two full days talking with this
gentleman, trying to find the money he supposedly had. He insisted



all along that he had no such funds. Finally, the person who’d given
us the tip-off came to the old man’s home, and found his bank
passbook. It showed he had $40,000 in the bank, in CDs.

We were in communication with our senior through all of this. No
matter what we told him, he demanded we persist and get the
money; there was no way we would be allowed to drop the project,
no matter what the circumstances might be. When he learned about
the CDs, he was ruthless in insisting we get nearly the entire sum,
with no regard for any possible consequences for the donor.

There was even a question as to whether any of this was legal.
The old gentleman wasn’t expected to live much longer — someone
might have been named in his will to inherit the funds; he might have
been keeping the money secret so he could continue receiving
needed relief from the state, etc. I recall voicing all these concerns to
my senior, and having them all brushed aside with threats of “you
better get it, or else.” Well, after all that drama, the elderly man finally
did make a donation. To this day, I don’t know what became of him
and am ashamed that I played a major role in wiping out his assets.

Fundraising in the Aftermath of 9/11
Despite all of the troubles during my tenure as an IAS

fundraiser, I persevered. Sure, I had my brief moments of doubt, but
nothing that required any extensive handlings. I was thoroughly
convinced that any trouble I might encounter was all my fault, and
that if I ever left, it would prove that I was a “degraded being.”
Besides, I was afraid that if I were to leave, I would not be able to
relate to anyone in the “outside” world.

For me, the beginning of the end with the IAS came with the
9/11 attacks. In fact, I was so devastated by the news, I could hardly
speak. Then the Chairman of the Board came out with a bulletin for
all Scientologists, entitled “Wake-Up Call,” demanding that even
more funds must now be raised (to “rescue the planet”), to the tune
of ten times the amounts previously collected.

Soon after that, I suffered a major personal loss. Coming on the
heels of the shock of 9/11, it was unbearable. I was so sad that I was
utterly lifeless.



Then a senior executive from IAS Administrations arrived to
address some issues in our office and fire up our team to reach the
bar that Miscavige had just raised, well above anything we’d ever
done before (as I recall, “straight up and vertical” was the phrase
used). I was threatened that if I did not meet my newly raised quotas,
I would be transferred to the IAS office in Mexico, where I didn’t even
speak the language!

Instead of spurring me into action, the threats drove me deeper
into apathy. A short time later, I had a minor accident with the office’s
vehicle, which I was required to have repaired at my own expense.
The accident was considered another “red flag” and resulted in more
interrogations into “what I had going on,” and counselling to address
personal issues.

One issue given attention was my poor relationship with my
family. “What’s behind that?” it was wondered. My mother had
suffered a severe head injury many years earlier. I was not able to
get away to see her. Instead, I’d called upon a Scientology “volunteer
minister” to visit her in the hospital and give her some Scientology-
style help. According to a report filed with the church by this
volunteer, my mother vehemently refused any such help. This was
looked upon as a bad sign — a bad reflection on me.  

Soon after the car accident I mentioned earlier, and the
counselling that followed it, I was sent to the Freewinds for
correction, “ethics handling” and more training. I was then sent on to
Buffalo, to work in the IAS office attached to the Class 4 org there.

While in Buffalo, I came face to face with David Miscavige for
the first time, when he was in town inspecting the org. I found him to
be very charismatic and high-energy. He walked into my office space
briefly, and spoke very rapidly about how important the IAS was, and
how we must build a huge membership in Buffalo.

Miscavige’s interest in the place was that it was slated to
become the next “Ideal Org.” The Ideal Org program was one of his
favorite projects. From my observation, the project operated like this:
A sizable building would be purchased and renovated so it would be
quite posh and beautiful. It would then staffed up so it wouldn’t look
empty (sometimes by bringing in staff from other cities, at least
temporarily). Then a big, gala grand-opening event would be held,



with huge crowds (many of whom were bussed in from other cities),
VIP speeches, lots of video coverage, etc. Photos and videos from
the grand openings would then broadly disseminated to
Scientologists around the world, to support top church
management’s never-ending claims of terrific, “unprecedented”
expansion.

The “reasoning” seems to have been that the general public in
the area would see this big, fancy building, figure something great
must be going on there, and flood in to become Scientologists and
sign up (and pay) for lots of services.  

How were these building purchases and renovation projects
paid for? Through fundraising. Scientologists in the org’s local area
were subjected to aggressive, persistent fundraising, sometimes for
years on end.

And how about the great expansion that was supposed to follow
the grand opening? It didn’t happen. At least, I haven’t heard of any
case where it did. The usual pattern has been that once an “Ideal
Org” is opened, it deteriorates, more or less rapidly. The hoped-for
floods of new people never appear. The org drops back to the levels
of income and service delivery it had before all the hoopla — and
those levels are typically far below what’s needed to maintain the
big, fancy building, pay the monthly utility bills, pay the staff, etc.
Church management has to step in, to prop up the org and hang on
to the nice chunk of real estate it now owns.

Back to Buffalo: my stay there was short-lived. I was transferred
to New York City, as a fundraiser working from the Eastern U.S. IAS
Membership Office. I was almost as miserable there as I’d been in
Buffalo. It was tough enough having to raise money under false
pretenses. To make it worse, I was unfamiliar with the Eastern U.S.
region and people, and totally unaccustomed to the frigid, snowy
winters. Finally, I had to compete with the ravenous fundraisers from
Miscavige’s “Ideal Org” projects. Never a dull moment!

As an aside, in addition to being the driving force behind the
Ideal Org program, I believe that David Miscavige is also the one
who effectively runs/controls IAS fundraising. As far as I know, this
has always been the case. Yes, IAS fundraising is officially run by
“IAS Administrations,” legally its own organization, allegedly



separate from the church and with its own executive structure and
staff. However, the top guy in the church, David Miscavige, appears
to be the one who ultimately sets the quotas and calls the shots. We
IAS staff were repeatedly, explicitly warned never to say anything
that might suggest that this might be the case, though. Once, by
accident, I alluded to it; I was severely reprimanded for doing so.
Why such a big deal? My guess would be legal and tax concerns.

There’s another story I should share here, on the conflicts that
occurred when major fundraising campaigns were running
concurrently. I was on a tour in Atlanta, working out of the Class 4
org building there. The place was very tiny, with just a few staff
serving a tiny field (here “field” means the Scientologists in the area).
My first week there, though I didn’t raise much from the local field, I
did manage to get a big donation – nearly $250,000 – from a Los
Angeles Scientologist I’d known for many years. He’d told me ten
years earlier that “when his ship came in,” he would make a
significant donation.

As an award for landing the big donation, I was granted a day
off, so I went to see family that lived northeast of Atlanta. It had been
thirty-six years since I had seen one relative in particular, so this was
a real treat. Sadly, there wasn’t really enough time to reconnect to
the degree I’d hoped.

While I was in Atlanta, a local Scientologist returned home from
a convention of senior church members, aboard Freewinds. At the
convention, she’d been given marching orders from David
Miscavige: raise $8 million in a few weeks (if I recall correctly), for
the purchase of an “Ideal Org” building in Atlanta.  

Rather than trying to compete with this person (since my own
marching orders also came from Miscavige, as far as I knew) I
decided to work with her. We rallied the staff and local public on
short notice, and launched into a campaign to raise the demanded
amount, regardless of how insanely large it was.  

Pickings were slim locally, so we drove far and wide to visit
prospective donors, even dropping in on people who were
disgruntled, disaffected and in need of “patching up.” One of these
upset people was the significant other of the head of the local



Narconon drug rehab center. (Narconon is a drug-rehab program
connected to the Scientology church.)

I was happy to help swing a deal with him, unusual though the
deal was. As it happened, he had helped arrange financing for the
Atlanta org’s current building, and the church still owed him an
enormous sum – more than a million dollars, if I recall correctly. He
agreed to cancel the debt so that when the current building was sold,
the proceeds from the sale (which would ordinarily have gone to him)
could be used instead to help purchase the new building. However, I
promised that he wouldn’t be further pursued for donations – the
building donation would be the end of it.

Unfortunately, the episode didn’t end there. I had helped secure
his somewhat roundabout (but outrageously generous) donation to
the new church building, but I was still under orders to get him to
donate to the IAS, too. To do that, I would have to break my promise
to him.  Under threat from my senior if I were to non-comply, I did so,
and of course he was upset. Nevertheless, he did agree to make a
nice donation; $10,000, I believe it was. That wasn’t enough for my
senior, though, and I was ordered to get him on the phone so he
could get the gentleman to donate more. The call went on for hours,
to no avail.

When this same person went to Flag sometime later, someone
there approached him to donate to the IAS. In their interview, he
complained about my broken promise, and I ended up being
reprimanded.  

Downhill Slide: My Physical Decline
To sum all this up, the insanities of the fundraiser post took their

toll on me. The combination of stress, aging (through my 40s), sleep
deprivation, poor nutrition and lack of exercise led to physical decline
and medical issues that eventually took me over the edge.

For example, sometime during the 90s, I developed severe,
painful bunions on both feet — the result of years of wearing cheap
shoes and being on my feet for extended periods. Once, while
posted in Los Angeles, I managed to get approval to visit a
podiatrist. I learned that the funds for the visit had been approved, so



off I went to see the doctor. However, because I went before I
actually had the check in hand, I was made to pay the bill ($200 or
so) out of my own pocket. The podiatrist gave me an injection to
temporarily relieve the pain, and recommended surgery to
permanently correct the condition and end the pain.

At about the same time as the podiatrist visit, a different doctor
diagnosed me with fibroid cysts in and around my uterus. They were
in an early stage of development, and could have been resolved
rather easily with good nutrition, supplements, sufficient rest and
reduced stress.

Despite the known, potentially grave repercussions of neglecting
either of these conditions, they weren’t addressed until years later —
six years, in the case of the bunions, and ten years for the fibroid
cysts. In the interim, I recall how one of my seniors in New York
would ridicule and mock my difficulties walking, due to the painful
bunions.  Also, when I came down with a urinary tract infection, she
insinuated that it was because I was having illicit sexual relations,
which couldn’t have been further from the truth!

I couldn’t get approval to have the recommended foot surgery
until months after I’d literally collapsed during a fundraising tour, and
could barely function afterwards. Even then, I was only allowed
treatment by students and interns, under the supervision of a Fort
Lauderdale podiatrist who was also a Scientologist.

I opted to have both feet operated on concurrently, to get it all
over and done with in one shot. I was unable to walk for several
weeks, and had to keep both feet elevated during the recovery.
Nevertheless, I continued doing my post work from the bed in my
dorm.

Unfortunately, during the recovery period there were some
unexpected personnel changes in the office I worked for, and I was
called upon to get back on my feet before the healing process was
finished. As a result, my feet ended up permanently damaged.

Not long after that episode, while on a fundraising tour to
Cincinnati, the pain from my various medical issues became so
excruciating that I was once again barely able to function. Finally,
one of the IAS senior executives engineered my return to LA for



medical handling, and for re-assignment as an assistant fundraiser,
at least temporarily.

Back in LA and under medical handling, I was allowed more
rest, and my new position was far less stressful than touring had
been. I was put on a special diet, and lost quite a bit of weight — a
tremendous help. A podiatrist reviewed the condition of my feet, and
determined that another surgery was not an option for at least
another fifteen years; acting sooner would just worsen the condition.
He advised that in the meantime, I wear custom-made shoes or
insoles; funds for those were never granted.  

Still, I felt much better about myself. I was in less pain and under
less stress, and had gained enough confidence to open myself up to
the possibility of a life partner. There I was, fifty years old, and it had
been nearly twenty years since I’d had a long-standing relationship.
As far as I was concerned, I was overdue for one.

When I finally found a new beau, I would have thought that my
Sea Org associates would have been happy for me, but I was in for
a rude awakening. I learned that the powers-that-be would have to
approve any proposed marriage. To cut a long story short, they
weren’t going to. And when I refused to follow their orders and cut
ties with the gentleman, things got ugly.

My senior told me, as kindly as she could, that my prospective
husband was unsuitable. I knew her well enough to recognize this
hadn’t been her decision; someone higher up the command chain
was pulling the strings. My senior felt very bad about it all, and we
were both quite emotional about it. To console me, she arranged to
have my beau’s senior speak to me about him and explain why. I
hadn’t ruled out the idea that all this might be for my own good, so I
agreed to the meeting.

My senior accompanied me, and the three of us spent quite a bit
of time discussing my beau. I was shocked at the things said about
him. Even if they were true, it didn’t seem fair that he was not in
attendance to defend himself.

What it really came down to was that people in my elevated
position (working in a relatively high-level organization), were not
permitted to marry staff of junior entities. In my beau’s case, he was
one of about a hundred staff from some quite senior organizations at



the “International Base” near Hemet, California, who had been
demoted to low-level positions in Los Angeles. Apparently, this had
been done at the behest of top man, David Miscavige.

There was more to it than that, though. Apparently, the hundred
who had fallen from grace were to be shunned. Orders were
allegedly published, to the effect that none of them could ever again
hold an executive position, be promoted to any upper-echelon
organization, or take part in any special project.

I vehemently disagreed with all this, more as a matter of
principle than anything else. There were so many contradictions, it
was mind-boggling. Honestly — where does anyone get off telling
me who I can or can’t have a relationship with? Also, one of the
church’s most basic teachings was that people can change! In fact,
they charged parishioners tens of thousands of dollars and more,
just on the basis of that fundamental principle. So, how could
anyone, especially the person running the church, make the call that
these people were incorrigible and branded for life?

And since I was not willing to break off the relationship, they
went behind my back and had him break it off with me. Imagine that!
He was in a such a state that he went along with it; as far as I know,
he didn’t even try to stand up to these people. I made a number of
attempts to reach out to him and at least talk about the situation, but
he just shunned me.

Suffice it to say, I was grief-stricken. I crashed again. So much
for the great gains I’d made: weight loss, better rest, less stress!
Little did I know, I hadn’t experienced the worst of it yet.

Next came a new transfer. I was told that, because of my
medical and physical situations, I was no longer qualified to work for
the IAS. Meanwhile, though, a rumor spread that I was being
transferred because I had fought back, rather than obediently
dropping my marriage plans and relationship. In any case, I was
transferred, and new troubles began.



Falling from IAS Grace –But Not from
Fundraising  

Dismissed from the IAS, I was made the head of the Planetary
Dissemination Unit for the western U.S. — one of the various units
housed in the church’s continental management office in Los
Angeles. I would hold this position for nearly two years: April ’06 to
February ’08. The person I replaced took over my former IAS
position.

Just as a quick aside, leaving the IAS meant that my personal
income would now be less, so I called my creditors to inform them
that I was no longer able to make my payments. Ironically, most of
the credit card debt I’d racked up was from personal donations to the
IAS.

Getting back to my move to a new position, the rumor that I’d
been booted out of the IAS for making a fuss about interference with
my personal life followed me to my new post. Though I managed to
hold onto the job, I was held in contempt within the organization, and
life became more and more unbearable.

Shortly after I settled into the new job, there was a norovirus
outbreak among the local Scientology staff. We ended up with more
than two hundred people ill (out of approximately five hundred). After
the outbreak, I was wrongly accused of being treasonous; I’d
allegedly failed to report myself as ill, and thereby spread the virus.

Since I had no means of defense, and no one was willing to
hear me out, I decided to take matters into my own hands and
investigate the outbreak on my own, in hopes of learning something I
might be able to present in my defense. I called the local medical
clinic that served our staff (headed by a Scientologist) and asked a
few questions of the person who answered the phone. She



mentioned my call to the Scientologist doctor who ran the office, and
she then reported me to someone at the church. I was hauled in for
a dose of screaming and scathing contempt by two of the local
senior executives. They commented on my recent, alleged transfer-
in-disgrace, and increased the penalties I’d already been assigned
for my “treasonous” behavior.

Sometime later, I was sent off to a convention in Clearwater,
Florida, where newly re-packaged editions of L. Ron Hubbard’s
books and lectures were to be released. The Planetary
Dissemination Org’s involvement included sales of the materials, and
fundraising — securing donations to place LRH materials in public
libraries around the world. The event lasted several days, with
intense pressure to make sales and donation quotas, long hours on
my already-damaged feet, and very little sleep.  

By the end of the convention, I could barely walk, and had great
difficulty opening and closing my hands. I traveled back to LA,
arriving in the evening and heading straight to bed. I’d just settled in
when I was called to a mandatory staff meeting. There the West U.S.
Continental Commanding Officer berated various staff in front of the
whole group for insufficient contribution to the new-materials project.

I was stunned when she called me out, announcing that I’d done
nothing to contribute to the project (which was still ongoing), and
ordering me to stay up around the clock to work on it. In fact, I’d
allowed my only assistant to be taken for full-time work on the
project, which meant I had to carry her normal workload as well as
my own; that wasn’t considered or mentioned, though.  As an aside,
my assistant was the very person who, in my earlier staff years, had
ordered me to send funds to Sea Org Reserves. Who would have
thought I’d end up being her senior!

When the meeting was over, I headed back to bed, over the
noisy protests of the commanding officer’s assistant. She filed a
report on me for it, and the next morning my direct senior confronted
me on the matter. I held my ground, but the whole incident made me
even more unpopular. I could go on and on with incidents like these.

During this time, the demands on staff for sales and donations
increased relentlessly, and a very cut-throat environment developed.
One time, a parishioner donated $450 through me. Another staff



member who had been working with the same parishioner stormed
into my office and screamed at me for “cutting across his efforts to
get the donation.”

A short while later, while I was on the phone with another
parishioner, the commanding officer walked into the office, grabbed
the phone from my hand and threw it against the wall. Now it was
her turn to scream at me: “Whose pants are you trying to get into
now?!”  (Incidentally, at that point I hadn’t had sex for more than
twenty years, and the last time I’d even been kissed on the lips was
more than a year prior.)  

What had prompted the commanding officer’s outrage?
Apparently:

1. One of my dorm-mates, who I’d thought was a friend, had
written a report to the effect that that I had asked her about a
guy she knew in one of the local organizations.   

2. My “cutting across” someone’s donation efforts, described
just above, had also been reported.

When the commanding officer had finished her tirade, I was
escorted out of my office and down to the galley to do menial labor. I
was ordered to keep working until someone came and told me I
could stop — even though those involved should have been aware
that this violated my doctor’s orders.

I asked over and over to be allowed to leave. Finally, after nearly
twelve hours of nearly non-stop hard labor, I was told I could go to
bed. By this time, I was in so much pain I couldn’t sleep. Next
morning, when it was time to report to work, I was flat on my back,
immobilized.

Later that day, my direct senior came to check on me, and told
me to go back to my post. I explained that I wasn’t fit to do that yet,
due to the intense pain. She said I’d have to go to work, regardless.
On my way to the office, I encountered the commanding officer,
walking down a hallway with another executive (the same one who’d
split up my beau and I, back in my IAS days). The moment she



recognized me, the commanding officer screamed, “How dare you
walk into my organization without my permission?!”

Eventually, the truth came out; it was confirmed that I’d done
nothing to earn all the contempt, scorn and punishment received in
this period. On the contrary, it had been discovered that the person
who had reported me for cutting across his donation had been
involved in financial crimes, and he was assigned to the RPF
(Rehabilitation Project Force).  Even so, I never received anything
resembling an apology.  

I tried my damnedest to prove that I was a devoted staff
member, and hoped to win at least some measure of favor. Things
didn’t work out that way.  

Here’s another example from this same period. I agreed to
travel from LA to San Jose, to help recruit a new staff member for my
organization. I was booked on a Sunday morning flight, during what
would normally have been my brief time off to do laundry and handle
any personal errands (literally three hours on Sunday morning).

Because of deficiencies brought on by chronic poor nutrition and
lack of supplements, I had begun having frequent and severe
cramps (Charley horses) in my legs. The night before my scheduled
flight, on came the cramps — but this time, they didn’t stop at my
legs. They crept all the way up both sides of my body, stopping just
short of my heart. I was terrified I might have an actual heart attack.

I was in a dorm with nearly thirty other women, and clearly in
distress, but no one came to my aid. Fortunately, I had a cell phone,
thanks to the nature of my post (most Sea Org members were not
permitted to have or use cell phones.) I called the security office and
explained what was happening, but nobody came to help me.
Instead, I was told to take a shower, alternating between warm and
cold water until the cramps went away.  This was not the first time I
had a medical scare, but was not given any medical attention. In
fact, it was par for the course. Many times, while on tour during my
IAS years, I would have intense abdominal pains and would be told
to soak in a tub.

I took the shower advice, and also found some salt and
potassium tablets to take; they seemed to help ease the spasms.
Between the cramps and the fact that I’d gotten virtually no sleep, I



decided it wouldn’t be very smart to take a plane flight. Even after
several attempts, I was not able to reach the appropriate person to
tell her about what had happened, and my decision.   

Eventually, she came directly to my dorm, screaming that I had
better get on that plane, “or else!” I explained again about my
symptoms, but she told me she didn’t give a damn. I gave in, got on
the plane, made the trip, and got the new recruit for the Sea Org.
Clearly, that was all that mattered, at least to this executive.
Otherwise, considering the symptoms I’d reported, she would have
sent me to a doctor immediately.

I recall one particular bright spot from that ugly period. One day I
received a call from one of my brothers who lived in Colorado. He
had met a very wealthy Scientologist in Boulder, and was doing
some work for her (he has a high-end painting business). He was so
impressed with her that he purchased his first Scientology book,
through me. He also hoped that I could come visit at Christmas time,
so he could introduce me to this client. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to
get away for the visit, but his call and his enthusiasm made my day,
week and year. I really needed a boost!

Back to my story. I was fed up. I’d sought help from justice
authorities within the organization several times, with no response.
I’d even written letters to high church officials, explaining the
situation and requesting help; those went unanswered, too.

Not long after that, I was hauled into an office where I was
surrounded by four or five staff members. The senior member of the
little team presented me with a directive from the local ethics
authorities, making several false accusations against me, removing
me from my post, and assigning me to a program meant to deal with
failing or uncooperative staff members (the Decks Project Force, or
DPF, for readers familiar with the term). While I was reading, a
couple of the others were chuckling; they seemed to find the whole
scene amusing. When I finished reading the directive, I pulled out my
cell phone and started calling an executive I knew, higher up in the
church hierarchy. Before I could complete the call, the phone was
yanked away from me. Once again, I gave in, and began the
“rehabilitation” program, though under protest.



As a note, while going through the program, I learned that most
everyone of note in the IAS executive structure, including the
president of the IAS Administrations (who was very highly
respected), had been removed from their posts.  In fact, the key
person who’d had me unjustly transferred a couple of years earlier
had also been removed and assigned to the RPF.

About the only good outcome of all this was receiving an
apology. After I’d completed the rehab program, the since-removed
executive responsible for my transfer out of the IAS admitted to me
that I’d been treated unfairly, and apologized for her behavior. That
gave me a bit of closure, at least.

Then, on the heels of that, a member of an elite group (a
Messenger), came to see me. She had done an investigation and
determined that I had been unjustly assigned to the Deck Project
Force. Meanwhile, the post I had been removed from had been filled,
and the continental office had declined to allow me to return to work
for them.

So, I was demoted to an even lower part of the organization. I
considered retiring from the Sea Org altogether, but my conviction
that the world outside the church was too dangerous, and that I was
in no position to start a new life “out there” were too strong. I
accepted the transfer and went to work again.



Final Fundraising Stints and a Wake-
Up Call: "It Could Be Me There, Dying!"

My new post put me right back into the fundraising game. This time,
though, instead of running a network of people raising funds for
church dissemination projects, I was just a regular fundraiser.

I was not happy with this. I had tried my damnedest to stay
away from any more fundraising; I’d even had a chat with the top
executive in my new organization, proposing that I be made the
group’s chaplain. After all, I explained to her, I had a real passion for
helping people mend their lives, and was much better at that than at
extracting donations. Further, my physical and medical conditions
were debilitating. I couldn’t be on my feet for extended periods, or
even sit in a chair very long — yet fundraising demanded both. She
liked the chaplain idea, but couldn’t get it approved higher up. I was
stuck with the fundraising job.

My good-natured demeanor made me an ideal fundraiser.
During my years with the IAS, I’d also built up a wide network of loyal
church members, willing to donate when they could, and happy to
help me find new prospective donors.

As part of the “Planetary Dissemination Org,” I raised funds for a
campaign to get L. Ron Hubbard’s books about Dianetics and
Scientology into public libraries all over the world. People’s
donations to this campaign were used to buy sets of books; the
books were then presented to libraries, assuming they would be
placed on the shelves. There they would be noticed and read by
library users, and presumably some of those readers would become
new Scientologists.

Not long after I began working on this campaign, I started to
suspect that something was wrong. I received a number of reports



from Scientologists who had gone to libraries that had reportedly
received sets of books. These people expected, reasonably enough,
to see the new books on the library shelves — ideally even getting
some use. According to their reports, though, the books either just
weren’t there, or they’d ended up on the library’s “Books for Sale”
shelves, sometimes priced as low as $1 each, a tiny fraction of their
cost. I shrugged off the reports and carried on, working hard to bring
in more donations. I relayed what I’d been told about the fate of the
library books to superiors, but to my knowledge, no action was ever
taken on the matter.

Getting back to my personal scene at the time: On my first day
on the new job, the Messenger I mentioned in the last chapter came
by to check in on me. I was very open with her, explaining my
serious concerns about getting the care that was crucial to my
survival. To sum up my medical issues, I was in pre-menopause and
a severe insomniac, with painful foot problems (bunions) and spinal
issues in the lower back and neck. There were also fibroids in my
uterus that had been growing for at least ten years, but had been
missed in tests in recent years so went undiagnosed. My menstrual
periods were so horrific as to be incapacitating.

I had no funds to pay for supplements or medical care. In fact, I
had been going without them for two years — ever since my
demotion from IAS — because the organization I’d been working for
couldn’t or wouldn’t allot the necessary funds. I didn’t tell her that I
was I also being dunned by collection agencies.

Hearing about all this, she expressed her concern and told me
she would see what she could do to help me. She advised I meet
with my organization’s medical officer, too, and go over all this with
her.

I talked with the medical officer, but instead of sending me to a
doctor for a full exam and any needed treatment, she put me on a
program of “assists,” Scientology techniques meant to relieve pain
and assist the body to heal. The assists helped — I did get some
relief. Even so, though the pain had de-intensified for the moment,
the conditions didn’t disappear.

My superiors weren’t about to let any of this get in the way of my
fundraising work. Strange as it may seem, neither was I. Wholly



committed to Scientology and the Sea Org, I was determined to be
an obedient, contributive member. It was like a marriage: “in
sickness and in health, until death do us part.” I did the best I could,
with the penalties for failure hanging always over my head — just as
they had been through most of my church career. It went like this: Do
your part and do as you’re told, regardless of any personal
considerations; do so or be scorned, vilified, punished and eventually
dismissed from staff and barred from significantly contributing to the
church’s world-saving work (except financially, of course).

The situation soon took a particularly nasty turn. My first
menstrual period after starting the new job commenced on a
Thursday. It was early in the morning, while I was preparing for work.

I should take just a moment to explain the significance of
Thursday, for any readers not familiar with Scientology
organizations. Throughout the Scientology world, the administrative
week ends on Thursday at 2:00 p.m. As a staff member, you have
until that time to meet your quotas for the week. In the case of a
fundraiser, if a donation isn’t in the hands of the organization’s
treasury department (or in the bank) by 2:00 on Thursday, it doesn’t
count as part of that week’s production — it has to be counted as
part of the new week’s work and statistics. Since statistics and
quotas are given enormous importance in Scientology organizations,
Wednesday night and Thursday morning often involve enormous
stress, intense pressure and heroic efforts to “get the stats up before
2:00.” Right after 2:00, most staff take an hour or so to add up and
report their statistics for the week just ended, and plan the week
ahead.

So, here I was, getting ready for the usual Thursday morning
“blitz,” when I discovered I was hemorrhaging. Please forgive the
graphic description, but I was dropping blood clots the size of kittens,
and having to change sanitary pads every fifteen minutes. I informed
my senior at around 8:00 a.m.; she directed me to contact the
medical officer.

It was obvious something was terribly wrong, and I should get to
an emergency room right away. However, the medical officer
informed me I’d have to wait until after the week ended and statistics



were reported. Until then, I was to remain on post and make my
quotas.  

It wasn’t until nearly eight hours later (about 4:00 in the
afternoon) that I arrived at the hospital.   By that time, I was nearly in
need of a blood transfusion.

The medical officer was with me every step of the way, probably
to make sure I didn’t do or say anything that might put the church in
a bad light. I knew the hospital staff would probably ask, “Why didn’t
you come in immediately?” And I knew just as well that I would be in
serious trouble if my answer didn’t cover for the church. I don’t recall
exactly what I said, but it must have been okay, because I didn’t get
in trouble over it.

The procedure I received (vacuuming out the uterus) was
horrific, despite being anaesthetized. Next, I was given a hormone
shot to prevent further hemorrhaging.

The attending physician informed me, in no uncertain terms, that
the procedure and shot were strictly temporary patch-ups, that they
could not be repeated, and that it was crucial that I have a
hysterectomy prior to my next menstrual cycle.

By the time I’d been discharged from the hospital and returned
home, it was late Thursday evening. I went straight to bed, but was
right back on post the next morning, almost as if nothing had
happened.

Before the church would approve my having a hysterectomy, it
was required that I get a second opinion from a doctor who was also
a Scientologist. I visited one locally and got the green light. That left
one more hoop to jump through: financing. Since I received only a
meager allowance and no insurance, I was directed to apply to a
nearby university hospital for treatment at no cost. Fortunately, this
was approved, and I was scheduled to have the surgery in a couple
of weeks.

As I mentioned earlier, I did not want to continue as a fundraiser,
if there was any way around it. I would far, far rather be a chaplain.
At about this time (shortly after the emergency hospital incident), an
interesting incident took place, right in line with that desire.

One day a guy named Steve left a message with our
receptionist, asking that I call him. I got in touch with him, and



learned that he was looking for a Scientology chaplain to help him
with an urgent personal situation; someone had given him my name
and number.

I called him on the sly. He explained his situation, and how he’d
been referred to me, specifically. I invited him to attend an event that
was being held at the church that evening, so we could continue our
talk face-to-face. He accepted, and we met up soon after.

Our organization had no chaplain, so I couldn’t refer the guy to
someone else. I really wanted to help him, despite my senior’s
inevitable wrath if she discovered I had strayed off my assigned post
duties.

I laid all my cards on the table: what my post was and the heavy
demands I was under, and the fact that I wasn’t really a chaplain. I
promised to help as best I could, taking short meal breaks, coming in
early, staying late, etc., to help him out and still take care of my post
responsibilities.

No sooner had I worked out the arrangement than the head of
my office found out about it, and threatened punitive (“justice”) action
that could include my removal from post and transfer to menial labor.
She wouldn’t have anything potentially cutting across any
fundraising. And she apparently didn’t have any understanding or
empathy for my health situations.

I noted her warning, but didn’t waver one bit on keeping my
promise to help. My philosophy was that giving unselfish service
would protect me.

Steve was a former drug and alcohol addict. With his parents’
assistance, he had successfully completed Scientology’s Narconon
drug rehab program, after which he launched a career as an
interventionist. Somewhere along the line, he had met two Southern
California Scientologists, both very advanced in Scientology. In short
order, they had partnered in creating a detox center.

In the course of helping Steve sort out what had occurred, and
how to resolve his situation, a dramatic, convoluted series of events
and discoveries came to light. They included Steve’s brief relapse
into alcohol use (over betrayals and disappointments), hundreds of
thousands of dollars changing hands, lies about additional hundreds
of thousands of dollars (which didn’t actually exist), and shady loan



deals. Ultimately, we arrived at a happy ending. That ending came
largely thanks to my own work as a chaplain-on-the-sly, with some
help from a Las Vegas private investigator — an old friend I called
upon to help dig up the truth and unravel the mess.

In the middle of the whole crazy episode, the date for my
surgery arrived. Off I went to the hospital, relieved that I would finally
be getting rid of nearly eight pounds of fibroid cysts.

Lying in the hospital, in recovery after the procedure, I got a call
from Steve. Back to work I went, helping him solve his problem. This
little side project continued through the rest of my hospital stay, and
on through my six weeks of recovery back at the church complex.

In the end, Steve had a big surprise for me. He had paid for a
very major course of Scientology training (the most comprehensive,
expensive course the church offers). That was terrific news in itself.
That wasn’t all, though. He had also purchased a fancy, prettied-up
“special edition” E-meter (a device used in Scientology counselling),
the proceeds from which (nearly $6,000) went to the book-placement
campaign for which I was raising funds.

Needless to say, my superiors were very happy at that bit of
news. Suddenly, they were looking forward most eagerly to having
me back at work full-time.

Now for the “wake-up call” part of this chapter….
My recovery room back at the Scientology complex (aka, the Big

Blue Buildings) was a “medical” dorm, occupied by just one other
woman, at first. Then a guy was added; a simple room divider was
put up, for privacy between him and us women.

My medical dorm roommate was a gal who had worked in the
finance department; she was terminally ill with fourth-stage cancer,
and not expected to last more than a few weeks. I had been
wondering where she had gone — I hadn’t seen her around the
complex for months. When a member of the staff is dying, there isn’t
normally any special announcement made; they’re just quietly
moved to special quarters, as this woman had been.

She and I talked quite a bit. One particular conversation stands
out in my memory. She said, in so many words, “If I have any regret,
it’s that I haven’t seen my family in years, and probably won’t see



them again before I pass.” I also got the idea that her family didn’t
even know she was soon to pass!

That thought hit me square between the eyeballs. It could have
been me there, dying! And I hadn’t seen most of my big family in
more than thirty years. What little time I had spent with a few of them
had not been quality time — it had been rushed, and I had been
under supervision on most of my short visits (in other words, another
staff member had been present, to monitor me). The wheels started
turning in my head. What was I going to do about this?

It was very clear that for years I had been going well beyond the
call of duty in my work for the organization, even putting myself and
my health at risk. The organization hadn’t responded in kind; not in
the least. Most specifically, I had received written orders from a
chiropractor and a podiatrist to the effect that I should not be on my
feet or even seated for extended periods, and that I must have plenty
of rest, and adequate dietary supplements; more often than not,
these orders had been ignored.

In the span of the most recent few years, I had had more
contagious illnesses and other health issues than in all my prior
years combined. There had been times when I’d literally collapsed
on post, and had to be lifted off the floor of my working space and
taken to bed or to the Shaw Health Center, a holistic clinic and
chiropractic office, owned and staffed by Scientologists, as opposed
to a proper hospital emergency room.

Had it not been for workman's compensation payments, free
medical clinics and university hospitals, I would not have gotten
anything even close to proper care, since the Sea Org didn’t provide
any health insurance, nor (in my observation and experience) did
they ordinarily allot adequate funds for staff medical care — let alone
funds for nutritional supplements.

As covered in an earlier chapter, staff living quarters were sub-
standard. Up until I was transferred to a medical dorm, my quarters
had been a tiny, seventh-floor room, shared with eight girls. I mean
“girls” literally — they were in their teens. We slept in triple-deck
bunk beds, and shared bathroom/shower facilities (one room at the
end of a long hall, equipped with a few toilets, sinks and shower
stalls) with at least a hundred other people.



I had also observed first hand, deceptive actions taken to pass
building inspections. Specifically, local church management knew in
advance when the inspectors were coming; they would put us on
extended schedules to make everything look great and in
compliance with health and fire codes — but only on the first two or
three floors of the building. When the inspectors arrived, they were
escorted around these staged spaces. Then, as I understood it, they
were (mis)informed that the four or five floors above were under
renovation, with no one living there!

Despite the degraded conditions, I was too scared to take any
action. I was scheduled for another desperately needed surgery (in
addition to the hysterectomy I’d already had). This one was to be
covered by workman’s compensation insurance, since it was for a
work-related injury. If I made waves or angered the powers that be, I
might be dismissed and lose the necessary coverage. I’d also
learned that if I were to quit the organization and go out on my own,
I’d only be able to collect about $400 a month from Social Security.
So, unless I found a decent job very quickly (one that I’d be able to
handle, in my poor physical condition), I wouldn’t even be able to
afford a month’s rent out in the “real world.”

The new surgery I needed was for a serious situation with my
neck. I had known it was bad, but when I found out just how bad, it
was a whole new wake-up call. A spinal specialist reviewed the
results of an x-ray and MRI with me. They showed that some of the
bones and discs in my neck were so badly misaligned that one
wrong move could paralyze me for life! Interestingly enough, months
earlier someone at the Shaw Health Center had misdiagnosed my
condition; if I had not stopped one of their chiropractors from
adjusting my neck (the last thing one would do with such a neck
injury), the aforementioned paralysis would have resulted.

Seeing no other solution, I resigned myself to staying with the
church, getting the surgery, and somehow getting onto an officially
approved medical schedule and into suitable housing. I would also
have to get myself re-assigned to a less stressful and physically
demanding post — definitely not in fundraising.

The surgery was a success. The doctor told me that recovery
should take two to three weeks, and he gave me a written statement



to that effect. The local church authorities appeared to understand
and agree with this. One would think that out of common decency
and empathy alone, they’d have allowed me a little chill time after my
hysterectomy, and especially after the neck surgery that followed it
so closely. That’s not how it worked out, though. Here are a few
examples of the run-ins that followed:

While still recovering from the hysterectomy, I was assigned to
write donation-solicitation letters, on a reduced daily work schedule.
One evening, as I was preparing to head off to bed after a work stint,
an executive walked into the office where I worked. He had just
returned from training under very top brass, specifically geared to
running procurement operations in the manner approved by David
Miscavige. Now he was inspecting our procurement activities, with
several other staff along to observe.

Seeing me on my way out the door, he stopped me and asked
where I was going. I explained that I was on a reduced schedule
while recovering from a recent surgery, so I was going to bed. He
found this unacceptable, and demanded that I stay and make a
donations quota (which wasn’t even part of my current job), or face
investigation and discipline.   

Feeling mistreated, I walked out the door anyway. As I left, I
turned and told him to go ahead and investigate me. The next day I
wrote a report on him for issuing me an order directly, which violated
the chain of command (this is supposed to be a major no-no in the
Sea Org). I also included the details of my medical situation, work
assignment and approved schedule.

Another time, while I was still in recovery mode, I went to do my
laundry during a meal break (rather than the regularly scheduled
laundry time). I wanted to avoid the usual crowds and get it done
faster. Just my luck, someone in the security division saw me and
asked what I was doing. I explained in detail, and he seemed to get
it.

The next day, a report was posted on staff notice boards and
distributed all around the complex, for the more than five-hundred
staff to see, twisting the information I’d given the security guy and
reprimanding me for being a slacker. This was upsetting, to say the



least; and despite my efforts, I was never able to correct the
misinformation or clear my name.

Later in this same recovery period, I was feeling better, but
hadn’t yet fully recovered. One day, I was ordered to start doing a
daily stint in our call center, selling complete libraries of the newly
“corrected” versions of L. Ron Hubbard’s books. I was given a sales
quota along with everyone else, and it was made clear that there
would be penalties for anyone not making their quota.

That wasn’t too terribly unusual, but then in stepped the
executive mentioned above, fresh from what I believed was
Miscavige-style call center training. He ordered all of us drop what
we were doing and pay attention to what he had to say. He laid out
some new rules, giving graphic examples of what they did to people
who missed quotas at Flag, where he’d been trained. I may not have
the exact details, but in essence he said that people who missed
quotas were hosed down with water, one by one, while fully dressed.
Some were even made to stand in trash bins while being hosed.

Just as a note, this particular punishment routine was also
described in detail by Debbie Cook, the former top executive at Flag,
in her court case against the Church of Scientology — under oath,
on video, part of the public record. This will be covered in more detail
in a later chapter.

I was so appalled at this announcement that I thought to myself,
“If they ever even try doing that to me, I am out of here!” I also
thought, “The hell with sales and fundraising, if I have anything to
say about it, I’m transferring to a different post.”

Just to make life even more interesting, amid all this, I was still
being dunned by credit collection agencies. I would carefully explain
my income situation (lack of income, that is), but the callers would
keep handing off to higher and higher-level agents, insisting that I
was lying about my finances, and that I did have the money to pay
up. I had no idea why they thought this, until finally, someone high up
in the collection hierarchy explained that he knew for a fact that
Scientology staff were well paid. After nearly falling out of my chair in
hysterics, I explained that, like the rest of the staff where I worked, I
was on an allowance, sometimes received no cash at all for a week’s
work, and was lucky to bring home $50 a month. He persisted, telling



me that he happened to know that everyone working at Author
Services, Inc. (a literary agency, manned by Sea Org members and
set up to be L. Ron Hubbard’s literary agency) was paid a decent
salary. I replied that I doubted that was true, and that I didn’t work at
Author Services anyway. He responded, “Well, you might be
interested to know that the staff there are earning at least $40,000 a
year.” Well, I certainly wasn’t interested at the time, but I never forgot
this incident. It helped me connect the dots some time later.

Eventually, the time that had been okayed for my recovery came
to an end. I dreaded going back to my assigned post, so I requested
that I be given a different job. I argued that the reduced schedule I’d
be on (for health reasons) wasn’t conducive to being a fundraiser.
This went over like a lead balloon, but I stood my ground.

A temporary compromise was made.  Pending a review of my
suitability for posting as a fundraiser, I was put on a project to sort
documents in preparation for the yearly IRS audit. I thought I’d finally
gotten a bit of a break, and that my health would gradually improve.

I was mistaken. Before long, I was assigned to the post of
Deputy IAS Membership Officer for my organization. From that
position, I was sent to England for the IAS anniversary event (held
there each year) and Membership Officer convention. Next, I went
on a fundraising project in South Africa. In both cases, particularly
the one in South Africa, the demands were extreme, and the people
in charge didn’t care that I medical/physical issues. I was routinely
on my feet for hours and hours, and went for days at a time with
woefully insufficient sleep. At the end of each project I was a wreck,
and looked forward to returning to my regular job in L.A. At least
there I had a better chance of having my schedule honored.

Even back in L.A., nothing was guaranteed. The New Year’s
2010 event at L.A.’s Shrine Auditorium was a good example. When a
big event of this sort was coming up, there was always a major
project to call up Scientologists in the area and get them to commit
to attending the event. The objective (and the unrelenting demand)
was to fill the auditorium to capacity,  a move that as far as I was
concerned was done solely to keep up the appearance of Church
success despite the fact most orgs were ghost towns. Major events
of this type are satellite-relayed to orgs all over the world (and video



recorded, too), so the place had to be packed, to back up the public
relations narrative that the church was thriving and expanding. Of
course, I was assigned to work on the call-in project each day, and to
work at the event itself.

Just as a note, despite all efforts, the auditorium wasn’t filled to
anywhere near capacity. Even with Scientology churches and
missions in other cities, far and wide, sending their local public and
many of their staff to attend, along with the hundreds and hundreds
of L.A. and Southern California Sea Org members. The hard fact of
the matter was that it was getting increasingly difficult to persuade
public church members to attend events of any kind. The most
common response to our calls was, “No, I won’t be coming. Bottom
line is that it’s a reg event, and I don’t want to be asked for money.”
(By “reg event,” they meant one where church and IAS registrars
and fundraisers would be on hand, working hard to extract funds
from anyone they could.)

By the night of the New Year’s event, I had a very bad cold, sore
throat, fever — the works — and had to leave the event early. I took
myself to the isolation dorm, since my illness was contagious, and
left word for my senior so he’d know I would not be at roll call the
next morning.



Retiring from the Sea Org and Church
Staff

After the New Year’s event, I was sick in bed for days. Not a
pleasant place to be, but it did give me a chance to catch up on
sleep. It also gave me some time away from the stress and demands
of my post, to take a good, hard look at my life. That’s what I did, and
I concluded that it was time to get out of the Sea Org. Now I just had
to come up with a workable way to do it.

I had proven to myself that I was a survivor in the face of
challenging circumstances. If I could make it through 34+ years in
the church, there was a very good chance I could survive as well or
better outside its walls. Also, I wasn’t getting any younger, so if I was
going to leave, I had to do it very soon.

Before I could act on this idea of leaving, though, I needed to
weigh the pros and cons. I knew if I left, I’d be up against
considerable obstacles, so it was vital that I be unshakable in my
decision.  

In the previous year or so, had things gotten better for me, or
worse? Had I really done everything I could have, to better my
situation in the church? Did I have undisclosed misdeeds (according
to L. Ron Hubbard, this is the main reason people want to separate
themselves from another person or from a group)?   

I took all the time I needed to scan through, over and over
again, the key moments of my years as a Scientology staff member.
These included the numerous times I had been uprooted from
assigned living spaces, usually without advance notice. There were
also times when personal belongings had disappeared. There had
been medical issues that were neglected for years. I’d been the
subject of false accusations and injustices, with no recourse allowed.



There’d been disregard for my health, safety and welfare. Broken
promises had been almost routine — promises of time for study and
personal enhancement, promises of daily time for exercise, promises
of yearly leaves of absence so I could visit my family. Last, but
certainly not least, the organization’s people had interfered with my
personal relationships, more than once.  

What tipped the scale was recognizing the dangerously low
mental and emotional state I had finally dropped into over the
preceding few years.

I vividly recalled a particular time when I had hit an all-time low. I
had felt hopeless, and couldn't see anything worth living for. I wanted
to die! I was not suicidal; I merely wanted the test results from the
hospital to show I had a terminal illness, with X number of weeks left
to live. In fact, just prior to going to the hospital that particular day, I
updated the contact information for my family and wrote my last will
and testament.

While waiting for the outcome, I had decided I should call my
sister. Before doing so, I worked out how to tell her that I might not
be around much longer, in such a way as not to make Scientology
look bad. Using a phone card, I called her from a pay phone.
Surprisingly enough, she took it well, and told me she'd hold me in
prayer.

When the results had come back with “no incurable illness,” I
was actually disappointed. My thoughts at that time: I would have to
drag myself back to the hell I’d had a brief time out from.  But,
somehow, I had carried on, surviving as best I could despite how
painful and hopeless things were.

I thought to myself, “I can’t allow myself to sink that low ever
again.” But, judging from how things had been going since that time,
there was a strong chance that I very well might.  

I reviewed various of L. Ron Hubbard’s writings that seemed
applicable to my situation, including several that had held me back
from leaving the Sea Org sooner. These included “The Code of a
Sea Org Member,” “The Code of Honor,” “The Way to Happiness,” a
policy letter regarding “freeloaders” (staff members who left the
organization before completing their employment contracts), and



another policy which stated that only a “degraded being” would
resign from the Sea Org.

My head was filled with points from the various codes of conduct
I’d tried to live by for so many years. “Never withdraw allegiance
once granted.” “Never desert a comrade in need, in danger or in
trouble.” “Never desert a group to which you owe your support.”
“Keep your word, once given.”

I’d also seen and heard about how people who had left the Sea
Org had been held in contempt and shunned. There was a definite
stigma attached to being “ex-Sea Org” — certainly among active Sea
Org members, but supposedly among regular Scientologists, too. So
how would I be regarded by fellow Scientologists? And would I be
able to meet the normal challenges of life outside the organization,
like getting a decent job, and finding affordable (and acceptable)
housing? It was all a bit frightening to consider.

I knew that thinking and acting like a victim of my circumstances
would only delay my departure. So I made a point of taking a hard
look at the whole situation from the perspective of personal
responsibility. Responsibility for my present circumstances, and
responsibility for my own life and future.

I concluded that I was no longer fit to bear the responsibilities
and perform the duties of a Sea Org member, due to the personal
health issues that continued to arise. Surely my fellow staff members
would be better off without me. It was time to leave.

I chose to cooperate with the organization; rather than just blow
(leave without authorization), I would go through the rather daunting
process required to leave in good standing. If I bolted, the church
would officially declare me a “suppressive person,” and that would
complicate my future.  

You see, since I had worked in the church for my whole adult
life, I didn’t have much of a résumé — at least not one that would be
recognized in the regular working world. It seemed to me that my
only shot at a decent job would be to work for a Scientologist who
had a business, and would have some understanding of my
qualifications. If I were labelled a “suppressive,” no ethical
Scientologist would hire me. It was possible I could find work with or
through a family member, but I’d neglected my family for years and



years, and I couldn’t face the idea of crawling back to them, a
beggar.

I started the leaving process around the end of January 2010. I
had to work my way through a lengthy series of steps before I could
be granted approval to go, and receive the $500 cash normally
handed to departing Sea Org members, to help them get a new start.
It was five months before I was okayed to go in late June 2010.

Through the whole process, I was subject to the same rules and
restrictions as any other staff person. If I didn’t make nice and play
by the rules, it could jeopardize or slow the leaving process — the
last thing in the world I wanted. So I couldn’t leave the church
premises without approval, and had to have an escort any time I did
leave. I couldn’t place phone calls without permission. I wasn’t
allowed to discuss my situation with anyone but a few designated
staff.

Security guards were sent to my dorm now and then, to check
up on me. On one such occasion, I was reading a Harry Potter book;
the guard told me I shouldn’t be doing that – I should only be reading
L. Ron Hubbard books. Trying to be compliant, I switched over to
reading one of Hubbard’s popular science-fiction novels. That wasn’t
good enough, though. When a guard saw me reading the sci-fi book,
he insisted I should be reading Hubbard’s basic books on Dianetics
and Scientology (which I had long since completed reading), not his
fiction.

Before I could be permitted to leave, I was required to undergo a
rather lengthy Scientology counselling program. The technique used
is known as a “security check;” it is designed to discover a person’s
undisclosed misdeeds. In cases like mine, the idea was to make
sure the person was leaving “clean.” It’s also hoped that once the
person has “come clean” (disclosed all transgressions), he or she
will have a change of heart and decide to stay. My counselling
program also addressed the possibility that my mother was a
suppressive person (someone else’s wild idea, not mine), and that
perhaps her “evil” influence had prompted my desire to leave.    

Nothing significant was turned up in all the hours and hours of
counselling I went through; certainly nothing that changed my mind
about leaving. Nevertheless, throughout the experience I was



bouncing around like an introspective yo-yo: “There must be
something wrong with me.” … “No, I’m okay – it’s them.” … “Or is
it…?” I kept coming back to what I’d concluded at the start: I was no
longer healthy enough to carry out the ordinary duties of a Sea Org
member. I am holding the organization back. It would be better if I
left, and no longer burdened the group in its worthy efforts.

All along the way, there were attempts to get me to change my
mind. At one point, I even petitioned to be able to stay, on the
condition that I would not be assigned to a sales or fundraising post.
That request was disapproved, of course.

As another prerequisite to leaving, I was required to compose a
program of actions I would take once I’d left, to keep myself
continually active and in good standing as a Scientologist. Still being
a dedicated follower, I cooperated, coming up with what seemed to
be a very good plan.

At one point, I was directed to read an article in Freedom, a
church publication. The Freedom piece refuted a 2009 article in the
St. Petersburg Times, about some former high-level Scientology staff
who had left the church. (It wasn’t until two years later that I realized
this was the reason for stepped-up security measures I’d noticed at
the time.) I’d been clueless that such top people as Mike Rinder and
Mark Rathbun had defected.

The message I was supposed to get was that I’d have to watch
my back, be careful who I associated with, be very leery of
newspapers, magazines, TV and so on, and — above all — beware
the internet! All to avoid being “misled” or “corrupted” by people
spreading “false and denigrating” information about the church. (At
least, the church insisted that what these people said was false.)  

Finally, I was cleared to leave. While doing my final packing, I
had a visit from a very kind staff member who had the authority to
speak to me about my situation (most weren’t allowed to
communicate with me at all). He’d come out of his way to talk to me.
The conversation was short, but sweet. He wanted to know if there
was any chance he could get me to change my mind. He wondered
if I’d stay, if I was finally given the help I had been requesting. And,
did I have any other concerns?  



My answers were no, no, and yes. The “yes” — my concern —
was that I’d been told I would have a huge “freeloader debt” to the
church, since I was breaking my contract of employment; I’d be
required to pay for the training and counselling that I had received at
no charge, during my years as a staff member. That meant it would
be years before I could receive any further services (since the debt
would have to be paid off first).

He replied that a lot had changed with regard to former staff
debts, and said he’d help me. He didn’t expect there would be any
problem. This fit in with a conversation I’d overheard, to the effect
that freeloader debt collection practices were being reviewed, since
they were making the church more and more enemies.

The final step of the leaving process took place the next
morning. I was taken to an office where a video camera had been
set up. I sat across a desk from a representative of the church’s legal
and public relations department, who had me read (aloud, on
camera) and sign a non-disclosure agreement. Up until that point, I
hadn’t known about this last requirement. I recognized I’d have to go
along with it though, if I was to be allowed to leave, and be given the
$500 normally handed to departing Sea Org members. I desperately
needed that money, since I was penniless.

At last, it was over. I was no longer part of the Sea Org, and free
to go. An old friend from my Santa Barbara days, Janna, came to
pick me up. She welcomed me to stay at her home for a while. She
helped me line up a ride-share to Colorado, where a good part of my
family resided. She also assisted me in acquiring my very first
personal cell phone and computer!

I am forever grateful to her for taking me in and helping me get
on my feet. Unfortunately, she later cut communication with me, after
I changed my stance regarding the church.



Culture Shock: Into The “Real World” I
Go

Now that I’d left work at the church, seeing my family was my first
priority. My entire family —  mother and seven siblings —  were
spread all over the U.S., east of the Rockies. I didn’t expect to see
everyone in one trip but I was going to try my best.   

I had years of catching up to do with so many people! I
promised myself that I’d focus on family, so I made it a point not to
visit any Scientology churches.

The drive from L.A. to Colorado was awesome. It gave me the
chance to get some much-needed space. We met with a friend of
mine, who I knew through IAS fundraising, in Phoenix, and stayed
overnight.

The ride share ended in Colorado Springs, where I connected
with a former Scientology staff member from Sacramento. He invited
us to stay overnight, then drove me to Boulder to meet up with my
family who resided nearby.

I finally had a chance to meet my niece and nephew and my
brother’s ex. I seemed to make a good connection with all of them.

My brother’s ex had tried a drug rehab program at the nearby
Narconon. Unfortunately, she’d had a bad experience there, and had
asked for a refund. She wasn’t making any headway in getting it, and
hoped I could help. We drove out there together, but I wasn’t able to
help much — they gave me the run-around, too.

When my visit with her was over, she gave me a Delta Airlines
voucher she knew she wouldn’t be using. What a sweetheart! It got
me to Detroit, to visit two more brothers and their families. While
there, I also managed to see my godparents, some cousins from my



father’s side, and even Patti, my first best friend, from way back in
junior high school.    

I stretched the $500 I’d left California with while putting the word
out to Scientologists I knew that I was looking for a job. I felt my best
bet was to return to Denver; I knew a fair number of people there,
and I could stay with my mom or brothers until I’d gotten on my feet.

My brother in Colorado had offered to pick me up at the airport
when I returned from Michigan, so I called him to find out what would
be the most convenient time for me to arrive. He had great news: our
youngest brother and his family, who lived in Maryland, were to
arrive in Denver for a visit the same day. We decided to keep my
arrival a secret, and surprise our brother. Even better, I discovered I
could get a flight from Detroit to Denver via Baltimore  and end up on
the same plane. I managed to get the last seat on that flight. Whew! I
was so excited, imagining how it would all go, and figuring out how I
might possibly get the surprise reunion videoed.

I arrived at the Baltimore airport well before time for the flight to
Denver, and sat down to wait for my brother and his family. It had
been at least sixteen years since I’d last seen him, and I’d never met
his wife or daughters. Would I even recognize him? It was a good
thing that I’d seen photos of them at my mother’s.

While waiting, I received a call from a friend, who tipped me off
about a job with a jewelery company owned by a Scientologist
couple. I called them, and got set up to start working for them in a
couple of weeks. They even agreed to advance some pay — what a
relief, since I had nearly exhausted my cash.

A while later, I spotted my brother waiting to board the plane. I
kept as calm as I could, and gracefully made my way over to
surprise him. Without as much as cracking a smile, I said, “Excuse
me, sir. You look so familiar.”

He hesitated for a bit, then said, “Katherine?” Realizing it really
was me, he stood up, gave me a big hug, then called over his wife
and daughters and introduced me. Somehow, in the course of the
introductions I was nicknamed “Aunt Kay-Kay” by my nieces.

We boarded the plane and managed to get seats together. I was
wedged in between my nieces, and had the time of my life hanging



out with them, enjoying their antics and taking some awesome
photos. What a couple of characters! I love them to pieces!

We landed, got our luggage, met up with our brother who’d
arrived to fetch us, and had even more “Kodak moments.” I was
elated to be in company with these great people.  

There was still plenty for me to do before flying out to New York
to start my new jewelry roadshow job. My mother was especially
unhappy that I was leaving again, since we hadn’t had much time
together. I found it difficult to be with her for hours on end. I didn’t
realize that the symptoms I’d thought were dementia or Alzheimer's
were actually the result of brain damage from a fall she’d had, many
years earlier. To make matters worse, she would go on and on about
my dad, bringing up incidents that I frankly didn’t want to hear about.

I erred in telling her that I loved him, and asking that she please
stop talking about him; after all, he was my father. On top of that,
he’d long since passed, so what was the point? Unfortunately, that
rubbed her the wrong way, and we had a major falling out. I ended
up leaving the house and staying at my brother’s, and then at his
ex’s home for the rest of my stay in Colorado.

There’s a bit more to the Mom story that bears mentioning. She
accused me of using her for the church. Although the accusation
was false, it showed she still carried the scars of my being away
from her for thirty-five years.

I made good use of my time with my brother, his ex and my
nephew and niece. We had a lot of nice get-togethers. My niece,
twelve years old at the time, even did a makeover on me, took
photos with a webcam and helped create my first Facebook page.

The next thing I knew, people were accepting my friend
requests! I also got some requests I was afraid to accept, having
been thoroughly indoctrinated by the church to be very careful who I
associated with.

I was curious about some of the people who wanted to friend
me, though, so learned how to do searches on the Internet and
googled my name to see if there was anything posted about me.
Here’s what I found. Be advised, there’s a fair amount of Scientology
lingo here that may be challenging. Nevertheless, I felt it best to
share it all, verbatim:



Daisy | August 6, 2010 at 2:36 pm
Whelp, the coffers must be refilled. The PI’s are expensive. I

do not have sympathy for those that keep giving just because
they are ordered to do so.

Even the SO IAS Regs [registrars – donation-takers] are
leaving the SO. I noticed that Kay Rowe is now out of the SO.
She had been a IAS Reg for many years.

Last week, Herb Zerden paid his way back into the good
graces of the church by paying up to the IAS. There was a huge
poster in the Sandcastle AO last week announcing that Herb
had stepped up and paid his Patron Meritorious Golden
Platinum Silver Copper level. Now if you recall, Herb Zerden
and John Woodruff were in the National News in 2007 for their
nationwide foreclosure scam. They were sued by the Attorney
Generals in several states for their company FAS. But what
does that matter when you can donate your way to good
standing in the C of Mestology and the OT levels?

Bryon | August 6, 2010 at 3:17 pm
OMG Kay Rowe is OUT? I really liked her. She really

believed in what she was doing. Like, how far out? Is she on
public lines or out out like the independents?

Lady Minn | August 6, 2010 at 3:32 pm
Do you know where Kay Rowe is, or a way to contact her?
We became friends many years ago and of all the IAS
personnel, she seemed to be the one with the most
integrity. I have often wondered what happened to her. She
is smart and it wouldn’t be hard for her to have figured
things out. Thanks for any data you might have.

Also, are you talking about the same John Woodruff
associated with the Orange County Org that became St. Hill
size. Where is he?

FOS | August 6, 2010 at 5:30 pm

https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41464
https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41473
http://www.moms-against-disconnection.org/
https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41478
https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41509


He had become the ED LAD in the later 1990’s but was
apparently removed and under guard for falsifying stats in
that org and the rumor around PAC at the time was that he
was given the choice of SP Declare or an RPF-like
program. I never saw him again either way.

Kris | August 6, 2010 at 6:31 pm
Kay Rowe is on Facebook. I am not sure the exact reason
she got out. She was at ASHOF as a library donations reg,
less than a year ago, we had some good comm cycles
while she was on the post, and she mentioned to me that
she was having serious health issues for a while (to the
point where she needed surgery, I forgot what was wrong
exactly) when I asked why she wasn’t posted in the IAS
anymore, but she said she was doing well now. My guess is
that is why she had to leave the Sea Org.

Deirdre | August 6, 2010 at 7:08 pm
John Woodruff — same guy. He was public after a while. I
don’t know where he is or what he’s doing, but Claire
(presumably still his wife) is a real estate agent in Dana
Point.

Lady Minn | August 7, 2010 at 6:43 pm
Dear FOS, Kris and Deirdre,

Thank you so much for the data on Kay Rowe and John
Woodruff. It is so wonderful to have such a community to
find people and find out what happened to them. Very
enlightening.

Much Love, LM

ΘTater/GaryLerner | August 7, 2010 at 4:07 am
Daisy,
Is this the Kay Rowe that used to be on staff at the Santa
Barbara org in the 70’s/early 80’s?

https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41528
http://deirdre.net/
https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41540
http://www.moms-against-disconnection.org/
https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41763
https://markrathbun.wordpress.com/2010/08/06/the-land-of-milk-and-honey-and-virgins-galore/#comment-41645


I used to love my Church
LRH has never even heard of the IAS.”

I had been warned in advance about associating with people the
church didn’t approve of, so I didn’t accept most of the friend
requests I received, and tried to keep my distance from the internet.
After all, I wanted to be an active participant in the church, and
couldn’t take chances.

It was finally time to get to work. The Scientologists I worked for
were very sweet people, and they did their best to ease my transition
to the “regular” working world. I was able to stash some funds away
so someday I’d be able to rent a place to live, and maybe even
finance a car. And yes, there were also Scientology services I
wanted to pay for.

The best part of being retired from the Sea Org was that I’d
finally be able to spend holidays with my family. My employers even
helped with this by setting up road shows in areas close to my
brother’s home in Maryland. What a treat having Thanksgiving and
Christmas with my brother, his wife and my two adorable nieces!

Nice though it was turning out to be, life wasn’t exciting enough
for me yet, so I decided to explore on-line dating. I looked for sites
run by Scientologists – figuring most of their clientele would be
church members. I found and started using two such sites, and
struck up a good connection with a guy in the Clearwater, Florida
area.

As soon as the holidays were over, I drove the company van
down to Clearwater. At first, I stayed in a place my company’s
owners rented out. I continued working for them, and soon I was well
enough established to find my own place.

Meanwhile, I met up with my online guy. At first there was some
romance, but it didn’t work out so well. We ended the romance part,
but continued to hang out together as friends. He also had a son and
daughter-in-law who worked for a consulting company where my
skills would fit in very well. They offered to put in a good word for me,
if I was ever interested in working there. I wasn’t ready to make such
a change yet, but I kept the possibility in mind.



My employers regularly encouraged me to get back onto
services at the church. The closest church was Flag, where services
cost more than at regular orgs or missions. All I could afford, at least
in the near future, was a series of courses based on Hubbard’s
books and lectures, but I’d already nearly completed the whole
series while still in the Sea Org. To resume these courses, I’d also be
required to purchase copies of all the books and lectures. Taking
services beyond that at Flag would have to wait until I was in better
financial shape.  

At about this time, I submitted a petition to church authorities,
asking to be allowed back into good standing with the church, and
eligible to take church training and counselling services. Soon I
received a call from a church staff member, saying she wanted to
help me get my petition approved. From my perspective, it was more
of a fundraising call. She suggested that making a donation would
greatly assist with the approval process. I held my tongue and
politely declined. I didn’t need to take this particular bait; there was
already someone within the church who’d promised to help me when
the time came.

Once word got out that I might soon be eligible to take services,
I became a prime candidate for calls from church registrars; a hot
prospect. After thirty-five years of church staff work, I was used to
being on the other end of such attentions; it felt very odd to be a
registrar target. They were very eager to get me going, but worked
hard to convince me to pay for more than what I had planned to, let
alone what I could actually afford.  

As one approach to getting as much out of me as possible, they
suggested I borrow from friends to pay for services. In fact, one of
them even called a friend of mine, without consulting me first.

When that didn’t work out (it nearly cost me the friendship),
someone arranged for a staff member’s father to charge the books
and lectures to his church account, if I’d agree to repay his account
$500 or so each month. They even set up a few months’ “grace
period,” while I got better established financially. I went for it.  

Around this same time, I changed jobs. As I mentioned earlier,
my online-dating friend’s son had offered to put in a good word for
me at the Scientologist-owned consulting company where he



worked. I took him up on his offer, and soon I was in touch with the
company as a prospective employee. As part of the hiring process, I
had to prove to the company that I was in good standing with the
church, and had no outstanding debts to church organizations. Also,
before they could hire me, the company had to get an okay from
church authorities — they couldn’t endanger their own standing with
the church by hiring someone who the church considered an
unsavory character, or any sort of risk. In the end, it all worked out
and I got the job as a consultant. I also made a point of parting with
the jewelry company on good terms.

It wasn’t long before I was living a somewhat normal life as a
public Scientologist. I had a job with a decent salary and bonuses —
enough that I could finance a used car (even though the interest rate
was 8%, due to my poor credit rating). For the most part, I was free
to choose my own schedule, what I ate and when I ate it, where I
lived and who I associated with. Radically different from my life in the
Sea Org. I loved my work — helping business people improve their
businesses using Scientology administrative principles.

Though I’d left church staff, I remained very much devoted to
the church itself. In addition to studying on the series of courses I
mentioned earlier, I attended church events, served on church
committees and sang in the church choir. Everything seemed fine,
but eventually it all went awry. Here’s the short version:

The owner of the consulting company where I worked had
allegedly been a bad boy: he’d had an affair with a Sea Org member
some years earlier, and presumably only escaped expulsion from the
church by making substantial donations.

It seemed to me that he was going to great lengths to appease
church authorities. He gave several Sea Org members carte blanche
to “set up shop” on the company premises, to interview and seek
donations from employees and clients, many of whom were not
Scientologists.

One of these Sea Org members was the head of the eastern
U.S. branch of WISE (World Institute of Scientology Enterprises —
Scientology’s official business-people’s association). This guy even
managed to get me assigned to work on a special project for him. I
was supposed to convince business owners (our consulting clients)



to purchase memberships in WISE. Once signed up, the next step
was to get them to apply for a special-recognition award. Getting lots
of new members and awardees in his territory would be a big feather
in the WISE guy’s cap.

I got rolling on the project, but it was immediately obvious that it
was going to interfere with my actual job. Further, my involvement
opened the door to this WISE exec contacting me directly, whenever
he wanted, whether I was at the office or not.

Almost none of my clients were Scientologists. Yes, they had
studied some Scientology materials about organization and
administration, and were happily applying these to their businesses,
but most had little to no interest in becoming Scientologists, paying
for membership in WISE, or receiving any WISE awards.

Up until the WISE involvement entered the picture, I had loved
my job. I’d felt I was in my element, clients gave me phenomenal
reviews, and the owner and execs at the company had taken quite
favorable notice of my work.

However, to keep the peace, I had no choice but to use any
spare time during my working day to try to drum up new WISE
members and potential awardees, one-hundred awardees to be
exact. As I recall, I had just a few months to sign up the expected
number, and even that short time would be broken up by the holiday
season.

Once the holidays were over, there was a fresh round of
confrontations and demanding emails from the head of WISE. When
he flat-out insulted me in one email, I brought the matter to the
attention of my direct senior. To my great relief, work on the project
was reassigned to someone else.

My concerns about the WISE guy weren’t over, though. He
began attending some of our weekly staff meetings, and addressing
us as a group, despite the fact that some of our staff were not
Scientologists. In one such meeting, he stated flatly that the reason
for our company’s existence was “to fund the Ideal Orgs of the
Church of Scientology.” I was stunned. What could the non-
Scientologists present have thought of that? It seemed I should do
something about it, but because I was already in some disfavor over



the WISE project re-assignment, I just took a deep breath and said
nothing. Again, I loved my job, and didn’t want to jeopardize it.

As time went on, though, I came to the conclusion that I should
leave the company and move back to California. A number of events
and concerns contributed to this decision. The trouble at work over
the WISE project was one. Another was health-related: Florida’s
damp climate didn’t agree at all with my physical condition; it was a
near-constant problem.

Some of the other contributing factors arose out of the training I
was doing at Flag. One was that the schedule for the course I was
planning to take conflicted with my job, and I hadn’t been able to
work out a suitable solution with the training personnel. I finally
petitioned a top executive in hopes of resolving the matter, but never
received a response. I’d also run into troubles with the material I was
studying. In some of the lectures on the course, L Ron Hubbard
made comments about God, Jesus, religions (other than
Scientology), and people’s religious beliefs and it rubbed me the
wrong way. This seemed in direct conflict with what he and
Scientology claimed to stand for. Further, these same lectures were
among the materials I had been working so hard to have placed in
public libraries, back in my Sea Org days. If I — a long-time,
dedicated Scientologist — found Hubbard’s statements about
religion insulting and offensive, what effect would they have on a
total newcomer to the subject?

Yet another factor in my decision was the church itself, as an
organization. From what I could observe, it was shrinking, not
expanding by leaps and bounds, as top church management
continually proclaimed. The course rooms at Flag — supposed to be
the pinnacle of Scientology (“the Mecca of Scientology,” they like to
call it) — were relatively empty. Attendance at one of Flag’s biggest
events of the year, on New Year’s Eve, was significantly lower than
what I’d seen in years past. When I went to committee meetings at
the org in nearby Tampa, I was struck by how few staff were on duty,
and how very few public were there for training or counselling. Yet
Tampa had been acclaimed by management as an “Ideal Org.”

Finally, during my time in Florida, I had run into a number of
acquaintances and old friends — long-time Scientologists — who



were having problems with the church, and had tried to get
assistance from the local church’s chaplain, to no avail.  Still others
had left it and/or been declared “suppressive.” Among these was
Debbie Cook, who had once been the admired and respected chief
executive (Commanding Officer) at Flag. She had left the church,
and sent out an email expressing disagreement with fundraising,
citing LRH policies that she felt were being violated by senior
management, and specifically, David Miscavige.

All these things upset me. They were very tough to reconcile
with the church as I’d known it, in particular as it was described in its
own operating policies and fundamental teachings.



Seeds of Doubt

I t was time to leave Florida. I imagined that returning to California
would revitalize me. I knew many more people there, and the climate
was much better suited to my physical condition. I set plans in
motion to get re-established in the L.A. area, feeling confident I could
get a good consulting job there with some Scientology-affiliated
company. I would also be able to resume my Scientology studies on
a workable schedule.

I put the word out to see if I could find short-term work to fill in
while I moved and got settled in. Almost at once I got a lead from a
Scientologist in Texas about a dental office in League City that
needed some administrative help for a couple of weeks. I contacted
them, accepted their offer, gave my notice at the consulting
company, and shortly I was on the road.

When I arrived, I was in for a surprise. The husband-and-wife
team who ran the practice (he was a dentist, she was the office
manager) were the parents of the president of Scientology’s
“Celebrity Centre International” in L.A. (Celebrity Centres are orgs
that specialize in catering to celebrity Scientologists — artists,
entertainment and sports figures, etc.) Also, the wife’s personal
coach (assisting her in recovering from cancer) was Wendy Honnor,
a prominent Scientologist from Tasmania.  

Wendy and I knew each other from my IAS fundraising days.
She offered me a position in her business, assisting her with client
leads in the U.S. This was an exciting opportunity. I could do it on my
own schedule, from virtually anywhere in the country, and start
whenever I was ready. It was a perfect fit in view of my existing
plans.

At the end of my two weeks, I was about to hit the road for L.A.
again when a friend in Denver called. He offered me a place to stay



and said he’d also help me find a temporary part-time job, if I would
do a volunteer project to help prepare for Denver Org’s upcoming
“Ideal Org” grand opening event. I accepted, knowing the opportunity
with Wendy would still be there for me when I was ready. Going to
Denver would also mean I could visit my family in the area.

On the way to Denver, I stopped by the org in Dallas. Because
they’d recently held their own Ideal Org grand opening, I expected to
find a big, bustling org, with lots of staff and plenty of parishioners
taking courses, counselling and other services. To my horror, on the
day I arrived the place was practically empty. There were maybe one
or two public people there taking services, and just a handful of staff
present. How could this be?

In talking with the Dallas org’s ED, I learned that the majority of
the people being counted as staff (to reach the required number for
“Ideal” status) only worked part-time!  Not only that, the Org had
been split into two separate Orgs, Day and Foundation (evenings
and weekends) and she was the ED of both! This didn’t seem right at
all, but apparently it was okay with the powers-that-be. It reminded
me of my experience at the Buffalo org in 2003. Sea Org members
had been temporarily transferred in from other orgs to meet the
quota. All this deeply concerned me. The big push from top
management to create “Ideal Orgs” had been going on for almost ten
years, and millions of dollars in donations had been raised from
parishioners to make it happen. It just didn’t fit with the seemingly
dishonest gaming going on. I was still dedicated to the cause,
though, and willing to work as hard as I could to make a difference.

Once I reached Denver, I settled in and went to work on the
project I’d agreed to. I put in as much time as I could, meanwhile
keeping my living expenses low. On top of my project work, I also
attended every single org event and briefing, and helped out
wherever I could.

I made one move that proved to be a real mistake: I pledged a
donation to the org’s ideal org project fund, even though I didn’t have
the funds I’d pledged in hand. I hoped I could get someone to lend
me the money. When I was only able to raise part of what I’d
pledged, the project fundraiser publicly called me on the carpet, in an
email sent to all donors. He didn’t bother to mention that he’d known



it was only a pledge, and therefore contingent on my ability to raise
the full amount.  Further, he didn’t mention that I was donating an
enormous amount of my time to the project — the equivalent of a
full-time job, and then some. Nor did he include that I had petitioned
to be allowed to join the org’s staff! (I had to get special permission
to do so, since regular orgs were ordinarily forbidden to employ
former Sea Org members.) Yes, I actually tried to join staff again, as
crazy as that sounds. As it happened, my petition wasn’t approved.
Lucky thing.

At last the ideal org project was finished. Quite a win, but by that
point I wasn’t feeling nearly as warm and fuzzy about helping as
when I’d arrived. I continued to volunteer anyway, though only part-
time; I had to get back to some paid work, too, to keep my head
above water financially.

In the few days before grand opening day, I spent a lot of time at
the org, helping with finishing touches, attending briefings, etc. I
couldn’t help but notice some very odd things, though they didn’t
seem like big deals at the time.

First, the Sea Org member in charge of the project gave a
briefing, where he explained — as I understood it — that “a very
senior person” (obviously David Miscavige) had done a major
overhaul of church management, and taken personal charge of all
management functions. He also said that this person had created a
whole new “Ideal Org Unit” (under his own command), because the
orgs that had been declared “ideal” in the past had failed to expand
and prosper. We were assured there would be no more such
failures, thanks to David’s brilliant reorganization.

One of the new measures explained in the briefing was that the
Sea Org members sent into an org to get it ready for “ideal” status
would henceforth remain in the org indefinitely — as long as
necessary to make sure the org didn’t falter. I knew for a fact that this
was directly contrary to the founder’s intentions and policies for Sea
Org operations. If Sea Org members were sent to an org or area to
handle a situation (this is called a “mission” in Sea Org parlance),
they were supposed to accomplish specific objectives rapidly, and
then withdraw, allowing local staff and executives to carry on. Hmm.
Red flag.



Another major new policy concerned org management. Once an
org was declared ideal, it would no longer be overseen by the
regular church management structure. Instead, it would be managed
directly by “this very senior person” and his new Ideal Org Unit. This
seemed to explain why the head of the Western U.S. management
office (in town for the grand opening), in my opinion, wasn’t looking
very happy. She was about to lose an org that had been under her
care. I could only imagine what was going through her head. What
were she and her staff supposed to do, with fewer and fewer orgs to
manage? Fundraising?

On grand opening day, I noticed more oddities. The CLO
executive present seemed to avoid any contact with Miscavige. His
entourage was also unusually small. Ordinarily, at such an event,
he’d have several top management executives with him. This time
there were none. His personal assistant was with him, but even she
seemed to keep her distance, and neither of them seemed happy
with the other.

General attendance at the event was well below what I’d
expected. There weren’t many church public present, but total
attendance was boosted somewhat by out-of-towners who’d been
called in for appearance’s sake, as far as I knew.

Some local VIPs (non-Scientologists) gave speeches, but they
seemed false. One for one, they fumbled and bumbled and sounded
strained and insincere. By contrast, DM (Miscavige) gave a polished
talk; he was always very well-rehearsed for such events.

Following the ribbon-cutting ceremony, there was to be an “ideal
org panel discussion.” Its purpose was to allow local staff and key
public to interact with representatives of other orgs that hadn’t yet
achieved “ideal” status. Denver staff and their support team were
meant to share their “successful actions” with the visitors from not-
yet-Ideal Orgs, so they too could achieve the lofty status.

While the attendees were waiting for the panel meeting to begin,
I shared a story about how the org in San Jose had run a successful
program to handle upset Scientologists in the San Jose area and get
them active again. I was about to wrap up, when a Sea Org member
from Los Angeles interrupted, virtually saying that I had the story all
wrong. She explained, along the lines of, “That’s not what’s working.



We’re concentrating on people who are active and connected.” In
other words, orgs were expected to concentrate on people from
whom money could be gotten quickly and easily, rather than spend
time trying to salvage unhappy parishioners.

I was a bit stunned, but kept my cool. Immediately after the
meeting, this same Sea Org person stopped me, started up what
seemed like a fairly friendly conversation, then began asking a lot of
questions. I got the impression she was trying — quite slyly — to find
out if I was there to make trouble. By the time we parted company,
I’d gotten the point: There were no plans to address the ever-
increasing ranks of dissatisfied parishioners; immediate income was
the senior concern.

Following the grand opening, the staff member in charge of
public relations asked me to help counter negative media and online
commentary about of the event with positive posts and comments.
While working on this, I discovered that, per the postings, the event
speeches given by local VIPs had been written for them, by church
representatives. No wonder they’d come across so poorly.  

The rebel in me came to the surface and I started defending the
church to negative commenters. They ganged up on me pretty
quickly, so I started posting under other names, taking a less
contentious approach. The church PR person told me I could stop,
but I kept at it anyway. I was intrigued.

My project completed and the grand opening behind me, I once
again turned to finding some immediate work. I seriously needed to
re-fill my coffers and get on with relocation in L.A.

I did some fairs and expos for a Scientologist friend who sold a
line of skin care products. Next it was a round of road shows, this
time for a jewelry company (also Scientologist-owned).

On my way to a road show in another city, I got a call from a
Scientology friend, also ex-Sea Org. I’d earlier told him about my
plans to work for Wendy Honnor; he was calling to let me know that
Wendy had just publicly resigned from the church. Even though she
was no longer in good standing, he left it to me to decide whether or
not to cancel my plans with her. I thanked him for the news. I then
decided to use the few travel hours ahead to come to terms with this
new development, and decide what I was going to do.



When my plane landed, I got settled in, then reached out to
Wendy to find out why she’d resigned. I made it clear I was not going
to judge her, I simply wanted to understand how she came to her
decision. Still, I secretly hoped I could get her to rescind her
resignation and get back into good standing.    

We shared our viewpoints on circumstances and events in the
church. Finally, I up and said, “But Wendy, Debbie Cook was sued by
the church, and she lost the court case.” Wendy replied, “That’s not
true. Read the court records and watch her testimony. They’re
public, and posted online.”  

I agreed, thinking that Wendy didn’t know U.S. law, so might not
have the facts straight. But I kept my word, reading the court records
and watching the testimony. Wendy was right, Debbie Cook hadn’t
lost the case!  Where had I gotten that idea? Looking back, it was
from a consulting client who’d said she’d seen a newspaper article
claiming Debbie had lost.

This particular incident was quite significant, so I’m going to
cover it in some detail here. It marked the point where I began to
seriously question whether I should continue to be supportive of the
Church of Scientology and its hierarchy.

Debbie Cook was a well-known, well-respected Sea Org
member of thirty years. She had a phenomenal reputation among
Scientologists, both as a training supervisor and as the head
(Captain) of the Flag Service Org, the largest Scientology service
organization in the world in Clearwater, Florida. David Miscavige had
also assigned her to head some major, important projects.   

After many years as Flag’s Captain, she apparently fell into
disfavor with DM. She’d been removed from her post, publicly
humiliated and even subjected to mental and physical abuse.
Fortunately, she and her husband had managed to leave the church.
Like me, they’d had to suffer through a lengthy process to be allowed
to depart in good standing. As I understood it, their experience had
been much more gruesome than mine.

Their leaving procedure also included signing strict non-
disclosure agreements, with substantial penalties for any violation.
As covered in the previous chapter, sometime after leaving, Debbie
had sent an email to a friend, stating that fundraising was contrary to



the founder’s policies. The email was then posted on Facebook and
went viral. Church officials saw this email as a violation of the
agreements Debbie had signed, and brought a suit against her.

The church soon learned that filing the suit was a serious
mistake. Instead of silencing Debbie, it brought on what is known as
the “Streisand effect.”

“The Streisand effect is the phenomenon whereby an
attempt to hide, remove, or censor a piece of information has
the unintended consequence of publicizing the information more
widely, usually facilitated by the Internet.” – Wikipedia

Now, with that bit of background on Debbie in mind, on with the
rest of my story….

I saw no harm in reading the court documents from Debbie’s
case, or watching the testimony video, so I went ahead and did so.
What a shocker! Under oath, Debbie had spilled her guts on David
Miscavige’s abuses. Among other things, her testimony solved a
long-standing mystery for me. In recent years, I had written letters to
various top management executives, but never received any
answers. Now I understood why: Miscavige was, to all intents and
purposes, holding those executives captive in a concentration camp!

I didn’t doubt the court documents’ validity, but I was in denial; I
just couldn’t reconcile what I’d read with my ideas about the church
and its top people. At the same time, I knew that it wouldn’t be long
before I’d have to come to terms with all this — and that there was a
good chance I’d have to make a life-changing decision. Whatever
the final result might be, I committed to being very thorough,
gathering every bit of information I’d need to make a sound decision.

As the first step in the process, I reached out to a trusted
contact in the church, who’d promised me help if I ever needed it.
Concurrently, I attempted to contact someone I knew in the church’s
public relations department. I had no immediate luck getting through
to them, but I kept trying.

Meanwhile, I searched the internet for information on others who
had resigned from the church. In the process, I ran across some old
friends who had left the Sea Org, but hadn’t left the church entirely.



Two of these tried to get me involved in a multi-level marketing
company (MLM), saying that it would put me in a better position to
pay for church services. This discussion triggered my disagreements
with the church’s fees; I considered them exorbitant, putting
Scientology’s “Bridge to Total Freedom” beyond most people’s reach.

Since I couldn’t reach either of my contacts inside the church, I
decided to go rogue and connect up with some people I knew were
not in good standing. While trying to gather information from these
people, I also worked covertly to try to convince them to re-join the
church. My broad vision or objective was to find a way to heal the
divide between those still in the church and those who had left or
been kicked out.

As part of my work to achieve this, I set up two separate alias
accounts on Facebook: “Cara Voca” and “Dee Harmony.” Both were
supposed to be people who’d become disaffected with the church
and left it. I hoped that by using these aliases, I could approach and
befriend people who had left, gradually help them resolve their
disagreements or upsets, and finally persuade them to re-join. I
knew church authorities would never approve of such an approach,
which is why I used aliases. To gain the trust of the disaffected
people I meant to contact, I even posted a derogatory article about
DM on the Facebook page of one of my fake identities.

I managed to connect up with several people this way. I’d send
a “friend request” from one of the fake identities; when someone
accepted a request, I would send them a private message, revealing
my real identity and engaging them in conversation. This seemed to
work well.

As it happened, quite a few of the people I befriended in this
way lived in Seattle. When my roadshow work took me to the Seattle
area, I arranged to meet up with some of them. I really looked
forward to hearing their stories in person, and sharing mine. Once
we met, though, it became obvious at once that we weren’t all on the
same page. I still had the church mentality, thinking the solution to its
problems was to resolve things from within; the others had already
tried that route and concluded it was a lost cause.

Sometime after that meet-up, I finally managed to reach my
contact in the church’s PR branch. I didn’t mention what I’d been up



to on Facebook, etc., knowing that would land me in big trouble
immediately. My car and some of my possessions were still in the
care of Scientologists in good standing, and my only source of
income at the time was with a Scientologist-owned company; under
those circumstances, I couldn’t afford trouble with the church.

I kept it simple, just saying that I was running into “negative
stuff” about Scientology and didn’t know how to deal with it. She
asked for specifics, so I told her that I’d heard about Debbie Cook’s
testimony. She insisted that what I’d heard was false, or exaggerated
at best. I didn’t believe her. I’d no reason to doubt Debbie’s story,
having personally experienced similar treatment at the hands of
someone trained in these methods. I mentioned one such incident
(covered in an earlier chapter) and she replied that that kind of thing
doesn’t happen anymore. I took that as an admission that it had
happened previously.

Finally, I quit skirting the issue and told her what I’d been up to,
in detail — my aliases on Facebook, posting the negative article
about Miscavige, and my attempts to reason with people who’d left
the church. I explained I’d done it all under cover, with good
intentions and certainly not anti-church. Regardless, she said my
actions were treasonous, and that I’d need to do an ethics handling.

I took the initiative and started my own handling. I knew I
wouldn’t be able to proceed unless I addressed my doubts about the
organization and David Miscavige. So, I put together a list of about
ten questions I wanted answered before I could come to terms with
the church and its management. The most important was this: How
could David Miscavige continue touting Scientology as the fastest
growing religion on the planet, with millions of members all over the
world, when it could be proven conclusively that actual church
membership was in the thousands at best?  I should know — I’ve
seen the membership lists and the Central Files (records the Church
keeps of anyone who’s ever purchased a Dianetics or Scientology
book or service from an organization) and I’d also seen the member
address files of many orgs.



“Please Handle Me So I Stay!!”

S an Francisco was the next stop on my road show itinerary, so my
church contact arranged for me to meet with a “handler” at the San
Francisco org. His name was Jeff, and he was the Director of
Special Affairs there — the local representative of the church’s Office
of Special Affairs, which handles legal and public relations issues.

The timing worked out well — I would arrive in San Francisco
the day before the road show event, so I’d have a full day to spend
at the church. I figured that would be enough time to resolve whether
to remain part of the church, or to end the relationship peaceably if it
came to that. I didn’t want to leave, though, and looked forward to
the meeting with a positive outlook. I assumed all my questions
would be well answered, and my doubts dispelled.

By this time, I’d taken down the unfavorable Miscavige article I’d
posted on Facebook, and informed the former church members I’d
contacted that I still believed I could help the church resolve its
troubles from within. I didn’t have the guts to tell them I was leaning
about 80% in the direction of staying in the church, and that if I did
decide to leave, I’d be doing it very quietly.

When I arrived at the San Francisco org, the person who was to
do my handling wasn’t there yet. That gave me some time to look
around the place, say hello to folks I knew, and see how this “Ideal
Org” was really doing. How many staff were there? How many public
people were taking courses or receiving counselling? Similar to the
Dallas org, the place was practically empty.

The org’s statistics were posted for anyone to see, so I checked
them out. Their production levels across the boards was abysmal; so
bad that I wondered how they were able to pay their bills, let alone
pay the staff and keep their doors open to service their public.



By the time I’d finished my little inspection, my handler had
arrived. He gave me a stack of papers to read, and showed me to
the org’s library, where there was a table to lay out all the materials
and study away in privacy.  

I discovered that the whole pack of papers was a collection of
short excerpts — from single sentences, to a paragraph or two —
from the founder’s administrative writings: the church’s official
operating policies. I was surprised and concerned at this; had the
many snippets I’d been provided been taken out of context? Well,
here I was in a library, stocked with all of Hubbard’s policies. So,
instead of just reading the excerpts, I looked up and read the
complete policy from which each had been taken. To my dismay, my
suspicion was correct: most of the excerpts were badly out of
context. Anyone reading the excerpts alone would be given a slanted
view.

One case in point: whoever had done the excerpting had
included a paragraph they’d intended as a validation of the practice
of churches (orgs) fundraising for things like the International
Association of Scientologists, international dissemination campaigns,
and the “Ideal Orgs” campaign. However, Hubbard had written the
policy from which the excerpt had been taken specifically for very
small groups of Scientologists, known as “gung-ho groups” to raise
funds for their quarters – not for established Scientology orgs to
launch massive campaigns to raise funds for the aforementioned
sorts of things. Further, I knew there to be policies clearly stating that
orgs were not to do such fundraising activities. None of those
references were included in the pack. Still, I rationalized the
situation, assuming there must be some good explanation for it, that
my suspicions were unnecessary, and that all would be fine.

When my handler came to check on my progress, I told him I’d
finished studying the pack. He took me to an office, to do the next
steps behind closed doors. This was necessary because the
documents he was to show me were confidential; they could only be
read under supervision, and no notes, copies or photos could be
made.  

The documents were affidavits concerning Mike Rinder and
Mark Rathbun. Both had once been executives at the very top of



church management. Both had also left the church and become
prominent whistleblowers. I was also shown the official documents
declaring Debbie Cook and Wendy Honnor as suppressive persons.
 

Next, my handler gave me the opportunity to ask questions, and
to state my views in light of all I’d just studied. I was in a state of mild
shock, to say the least — afraid to speak or inquire freely. I knew my
future was very much on the line. I held myself back from pointing
out several obvious contradictions. It’s safe for me to divulge these
now, so here goes.

The document declaring Debbie Cook a suppressive person
made her out to be a criminal. It alluded that she had a low ethics
level from the get-go, that she was a very poor student (and so was
prone to misunderstand and misapply the founder’s policies). Being
very well versed in the church’s personnel placement policies, I saw
right through the attempt to discredit her. To wit, it is expressly
forbidden to place a low-ethics-level person in an executive position,
let alone keep such a person posted if it is discovered they were
somehow posted anyway. Further, a good record as a student on
Scientology courses is a key requirement for being assigned an
executive post. So, if Debbie were so unethical, and so inept at
studying and applying church technology and policy, how could it be
that she had been proudly touted as one of the best course
supervisors Flag had ever had? How could she have been promoted
to one of the most senior executive posts in Scientology, and then
have successfully held that post for years? How could she even
have been selected by DM himself, to work on special, extremely
important projects?

The affidavits on Mike Rinder and Mark Rathbun had similar
faults. These documents, written by very high-level executives who
had worked directly with the gentlemen in question, suggested that
each had been bad from the get-go, with a history of being brutal. In
one affidavit on Mark, a high-level, technically trained Sea Org
member claimed that Mark was known to be a horrible auditor
(counsellor) and that he was not certified. That one nearly blew me
out of my chair! If that were true, then how the heck had he been



assigned as Tom Cruise’s personal counsellor??? Something was
very wrong with this picture.

Now back to how the conversation actually went. I began by
explaining that I’d come to see him (my assigned handler) that day,
in hopes of dispelling all doubts I’d had about the church, along with
my concerns about negative stories and assertions I’d heard. I
wanted to be “handled” —  convinced and reassured that all was
well, and that I was right to continue my allegiance.

With all that stated, I asked the first of the questions still on my
mind. Why were the “suppressive person declare” documents I’d
been shown being kept under lock and key? Ordinarily (and
according to church policy) such documents were posted on staff
and public notice boards in all Scientology churches and missions.

The handler explained that this practice had changed a couple
of years earlier, to prevent libel and slander suits.  (That would’ve
been right around the time of the St. Petersburg Times article I
mentioned earlier). No kidding — he actually said that. Just to be
sure, I repeated his statement and asked if I’d understood correctly.
He confirmed the point, so I pointed out that if the suppressive
person declaration documents were true and accurate, there
shouldn’t be any concern about suits.

Next, I asked if I could remain in the church, even if I didn’t
agree with David Miscavige’s actions. We went around and around
on this. He wouldn’t answer the question directly, but defended DM.
Here are a couple of specific examples:

I brought up the Debbie Cook court case, and her sworn
testimony about the brutal treatment she’d received at DM’s hands.
My handler retorted that people lie under oath all the time. When I
told him about threats of similar mistreatment I’d received, and about
the admission by one of my highly-placed church contacts (who also
happened to be his boss!) that people had been mistreated, he
merely repeated his assertion that people lie under oath.

Next, I brought up something more concrete; something I knew
to be true and provable. “What about the false representations at
major Scientology events, stating over and over that we have
millions of members all over the world? I was an IAS fundraiser for
more than fifteen years; I’ve seen the complete church membership



rolls, and I know for a fact that there are 40,000-50,000 members at
most.”

His reply was to the effect that DM’s contributions to Scientology
and its expansion had been so phenomenal that the man could
virtually get away with murder; the church would never seek any
justice action against him.

I replied, “So, he is being protected on the basis that the
church’s advertised expansion is factual, which it is not.” I went into
detail about all the “Ideal Orgs” I had visited, including the one we
were sitting in at that moment, and how empty and idle they were. I
then compared these “ideal” places to the org in St. Louis, during my
time as its top executive, in late 1987. My staff, in a dumpy little
building, had been far, far more productive — with honest statistics
and a large, active congregation to prove it — than any of today’s
“ideal” orgs, with their big and posh but nearly empty buildings.

No need for further details. Suffice it to say, my doubts were not
yet dispelled. I gave him a list of the rest of my questions, to which
he said he would get answers from higher authorities. We ended that
meeting and planned to have another, once he had received the
answers.  

I still hoped to get closure before my road show schedule would
take me on to another city. I had some trouble reaching my handler,
but finally made contact and asked if the answers to my questions
had come in. He was annoyed that I was asking, insisting that my
questions were “weird” and that I was walking a thin line just by
asking them. Further, I’d been talking to declared suppressive
persons, and that alone was grounds for me to be declared
suppressive myself, and expelled from the church.  

I replied that I was trying to make one of the most important
decisions of my life — whether or not to remain a devoted church
member — so I was going to be very thorough, get all the facts, and
make sure I made the right decision. He seemed to get it, and said
he’d get back to me as soon as he’d received the answers.

After a few days, we talked again. He said he still didn’t have my
answers, but gave me a website to visit, where many of my
questions would probably be answered. I visited the site, but couldn’t
discover who owned and operated it. It consisted of a collection of



testimonials about the church, and statements by people who had
resigned from the church and then rescinded their resignations,
explaining how grateful they were to have come to their senses and
re-joined.

After reading the first few posts, I was impressed, and even
hopeful that my doubts would resolve and I’d be able to make a firm
decision to stay. It seemed that taking that course would make for a
far less stressful life, at least in the short run. I could stick with the
plans I’d made months earlier, maintain all my relationships with
Scientologists, return to training and counselling in L.A., etc.

As I read on, though, I encountered three testimonials that
raised red flags for me. One was from a former Sea Org member, a
veteran of more than twenty-five years. She went on and on about
how grateful she was that she’d taken the necessary steps to get
back into good standing, after having been declared a suppressive
person. She also mentioned having paid off her “freeloader debt.” My
thought was, how was it possible that someone who had devoted so
many years of her life to serving the church could be considered a
“freeloader?” (In an earlier chapter, I mentioned that I’d been told the
unjust “freeloader” collection practices were being changed, because
it was creating problems and making enemies for the church.
Apparently, this operating basis was still in force).

The next red flag concerned a post by the former president of a
major Narconon drug rehabilitation center, Lucas Catton. I had been
in touch with him in the course of my decision-making efforts. At no
time had he mentioned having rescinded his resignation from the
church. I was quite upset, thinking he’d been dishonest with me.
Instead of just assuming, though, I asked him about the matter
directly. He told me the story of how he’d been coerced into
rescinding his resignation, under threat of never being allowed to see
his daughter again (his ex-wife was still a church member). He had
agreed to write it on the condition that it would be posted exactly as
he wrote it, and that his name would not be displayed. Later, he was
shocked to learn his name had been given after all, and that his
statement had been edited. He asked if the site where I’d seen his
post included a post by another person, whose situation had been
similar – which brings me to the next red flag.



I had seen the post he’d asked about, and knew how to contact
the person who’d supposedly written it. I got in touch with her and
learned that she, too, had been coerced into writing a “testimonial,”
however, she didn’t know that it was to be posted and altered as
well.

Boy, this process was becoming a lot more grueling than I’d
anticipated. I was pinned between two options, neither of them
appealing. On one hand, I could remain in the church. That seemed
the easy route; I’d be able to hang onto thirty-seven years’ worth of
connections and friendships. On the other hand, I could leave. That
would complicate things beyond belief. Essentially, I’d have to start
my life all over again, almost from scratch. One way or the other, I’d
have to come to terms with the problem soon — my old health
issues were flaring up again, both from the stress of the decision-
making process, and from doing work that kept me on my feet for
extended periods. I couldn’t take much more of this.

I was tending more and more toward the “leave” option, which
was freaking me out. I knew that if I decided to go that way, I’d have
to button my lip for the time being. I’d need time to prepare for a
whole new life; while doing so, I couldn’t afford to mess up my
connections with church members — my income depended on them,
and most of my belongings were in the hands of church friends in
Denver.

Odd as it may sound, I was even more concerned about how
leaving the church might affect other people than about how it would
dramatically change my own life. I had very close friends who were
loyal, active church members. One was John, also a former Sea Org
member; he was now battling cancer. Then there were two others
who were mutual friends: the person who’d taken me in when I first
left the Sea Org (Janna, whose brother just happened to be a high-
level executive who worked directly under DM), and Steve, the guy
who I’d helped as a “chaplain-on-the-sly.” How would these good
people be affected, if I left?

I knew I wouldn’t lose my family, no matter which way I decided
to go. That was a given. I had long since shed the idea that
Scientology was more important than my relationships with them.
Nothing would ever sever our connections, period.   



If the only factor in play had been friends and connections, the
decision would have been a no-brainer. I would have stayed, and my
whole network would have remained intact. But now, having
confronted the fact that there were major issues within the church
that I considered it crucial to resolve, the decision came down to a
matter of personal integrity. I had to do what I knew to be right, no
matter how uncomfortable my life might become as a result.

As I was deliberating over all this, I was let go from my job.
Worsening health issues had been interfering more and more with
my ability to do all the functions required of me. The termination
didn’t seem unreasonable; the situation was bad for me, and
seemed unviable for my employers. The matter was handled very
graciously, with compensation for early termination, travel expenses
for my return to Denver, etc. I was grateful for all of that.   

I came to learn that there may have been a bit more to the
matter, though. It turned out that the gal I’d been working with at
roadshows had been eavesdropping on me. Something I’d said had
given her the idea I wasn’t completely devoted to Scientology, and
she’d reported to our employer about it. I would have left the
company soon anyway, but it was interesting to learn that this co-
worker had gone out of her way to compromise my job because I
hadn’t seemed to be in 100% agreement with the church.

At last, I decided. I would leave.
I worked out an exit plan, which included keeping the decision to

myself until I was well settled in a new place and new job. I wanted
to keep any fallout from departing the church to a minimum.

I decided where I’d move, and began working out the logistics.
In my chosen location, I had a connection with someone I knew from
Scientology who was no longer in the Church; I could pick back up
the head-hunting job I’d had before, and could also work in the
hospitality industry, at least temporarily. Employment wouldn’t be a
problem.

Next step was to fly to Denver, gather up my car and
belongings, and pay a quick visit to family members who lived there.
With that done, I hit the road, bound for my new place. It would take
a couple days of driving, but that was fine with me. The trip would
give me some much-needed space and help clear my head.



Once on my way, I phoned my “handler” to ask if he’d received
the answers to my questions. Of course, the answer was no. We
went round and round again about how I was “walking a thin line,”
risking expulsion and being declared suppressive. I kept my cool
with the guy, being as agreeable and cooperative as possible. I didn’t
want to say anything that might upset things — not yet. There were
still a few friends (mentioned above) that I wanted to talk with first. I
felt obliged to explain my decision to them directly. Otherwise they’d
only hear the church’s side of the story via a suppressive person
declaration, sure to be laced with lies and distortions.

I finally arrived at my destination. I couldn’t have chosen a better
place for a life re-boot. I was surrounded by mountains, lush trees,
lakes and valleys, and plenty of fresh, clean air. Most important,
though, was the company of true, non-judgmental friends. I felt
blessed to be welcomed by these wonderful people, and will be
forever grateful for their kindness.



The “Handler” Didn’t Handle

T he friends who took me in after my decision to depart the church
are Scientologists to this day, though they are not in good standing
with the church. They are true to their beliefs; however, they are not
closed-minded. In my experience, they epitomize one of L. Ron
Hubbard’s foundational assertions about the study and practice of
Scientology: “What is true for you is what you have observed for
yourself.” These people abide by that principle, and uphold others’
right to decide for themselves.

I consider it an honor and a privilege to have them as friends,
and to enjoy their hospitality. They put absolutely no pressure on me
to resign from the church publicly. They provided a safe space where
I could read and research to my heart’s content, and make up my
own mind as to the path I’d take.

I was certain that I would not continue as a member of the
organized church. My immediate quandary was whether to be a
quiet, under-the-radar, anti-DM Scientologist, or to loudly, publicly
resign from DM’s church. In any case, I would remain a
Scientologist; that is, I wouldn’t abandon my belief in or practice of
Scientology teachings and principles. I still believed the technology
worked, and I respected the founder (at least at that point in time).
However, I had little or no interest in any taking any Scientology
services (training or counselling), even though they were available
from independent Scientologists — people who’d left the church, but
delivered its traditional services.

This lack of interest seemed unusual to me, and to my friends.
One of them arranged for me to have an interview with an
independent Scientology counsellor, to get to the root of my
indifference. This turned out to be a big help. What we found was
that in 1978, I had achieved a major milestone of spiritual



awareness, known in Scientology as the state of “Clear.” Then, in a
counselling session in 2003, I had been told that I hadn’t really
attained the state after all. I was told I would have to go back to the
beginning of the long series of counselling steps meant to bring
someone up to Clear, rehashing things I’d already resolved! As a
result of this interview I learned that I really had achieved Clear, and
that there was no need to go through all those steps again. What an
enormous relief.

About this time, I decided to contact my handler and give it one
more go; maybe there was a way to continue as a church member,
but not support Miscavige and his regime. We went around and
around again, but he finally gave me a flat “no.” In the organization’s
view, being against DM was being against Scientology and L. Ron
Hubbard.

I called my friend John, the one afflicted with cancer, and
explained my position. He asked some pointed questions, but was
very understanding and non-judgmental. He also said that no matter
which route I chose, he would still be my friend and wouldn’t
disconnect from me.

Next, I reached out to the two other close church-member
friends I mentioned earlier, Janna and Steve. Both were upset with
me for even considering resignation, and made it quite clear that if I
left, they would ditch me. Steve said that as far as he could see, I
hadn’t done everything I could to correct the church’s alleged issues
from within, and that I was just bailing.

As for Janna, I came across a posting stating her brother, Russ,
had been caught trying to leave. It just so happened that this
coincided with a communication Janna and I had a year earlier,
where she told me that her brother and sister-in-law weren’t going to
be able to spend the holidays with her and her family. Allegedly, he
was on a special project and couldn’t leave the place where he
worked (Golden Era Studios); however, Janna and her family had
been given clearance to visit them there. I reached out to Janna by
email and tried to get her to connect the dots, but to no avail. She
totally ditched me.

In the end, I wrote and posted my resignation. A few weeks
later, I revised and posted it again. Since many of you reading this



would be unfamiliar with the Scientology jargon the document
contains, I haven’t included it here. In essence, though, it is a
whistle-blowing statement regarding David Miscavige’s actions, and
an account of how I reached the decision to resign.

The day I posted the resignation, I heard from several
Scientologist friends who’d been having doubts about the church. In
essence, each said they knew how dedicated I’d been for so many
years, so something must really be wrong for me to resign. They
were hoping to confirm their own suspicions and get some advice. I
talked to each of them at length. Most resigned soon afterwards. The
few who didn’t resign were holding back out of fear that family
members in the church would be made to disconnect from them. As
far as I know, most of those who remained in the church withdrew
their support of Miscavige and his organization.

My resignation had created a stir. In some ways, this was a
good thing. However, it also showed up on some anti-Scientology
websites I disagreed with. I didn’t consider myself an anti-
Scientologist. I felt that I had benefited from the church’s teachings
and technology, and hoped the organization would eventually be
corrected, not taken down. I wanted to see justice done, including
David Miscavige exposed and ousted. I believed this was possible,
and if it were to happen, it would bring Scientologists back together,
to work in harmony again toward a better world. In my resignation, I
explained that I had once petitioned for the issue of an international
amnesty, so that anyone — including those not in good standing with
the church, and even DM — could wipe the slate clean, and the
church could have a “re-boot.” I never received a reply; no surprise.  

I was in a spin, worried that the intentions behind what I’d
written in the resignation document would be twisted and
misrepresented, since it was now being publicized on sites I didn’t
approve of. So I back-pedaled, removing the document from every
site possible, whether I agreed with the site or not. I managed to get
most copies, but not all.

Removing the posts made me quite unpopular with many of the
non-church Scientologists I’d befriended. Some accused me of being
a “troll,” sent in by the church to cause trouble. I was nothing of the



sort — I’d simply wanted to make a positive impact by posting the
resignation. It didn’t seem to be working out that way.  

I needed a bit of a break from all the turmoil. I decided to take a
road trip to visit with a few non-church Scientologists I’d been in
touch with while deciding whether to resign. They lived close to each
other, and less than a day’s travel from where I was. I’d also been
offered a job in their area, and a place to stay for a couple of weeks.

I made the trip, and we all met up. We went out to see the movie
“The Master.” The church had denied it was about L. Ron Hubbard,
but anyone familiar with the man’s history could see that it was.
Afterwards we went to dinner, talked about the movie for a bit, and
shared our stories of getting out of the church.

I was a rather uncomfortable, still uncertain of my own views,
feeling fragile, introverted, defensive and unsure of who to trust. It
would take a lot of readjusting before I’d feel comfortable with my
new life.

I figured that while staying in the area for a week or two, I would
get a grip on things, and give it another go for full closure with my
three church-loyal friends. I felt compelled to prove to them that I’d
done everything I could to rectify the things I disagreed with inside
the church; otherwise I’d never be at peace.

I did the unthinkable: I called the local org and asked for a new
handler. Maybe, talking to someone else, I could resolve things to a
win-win solution. Interesting enough, the person assigned to handle
me wasn’t even a church staff member. He was a volunteer for the
church public relations branch. He had also known me for years and
respected me, as far as I knew.   

Before speaking with him, I had to get into a frame of mind of
willingness to accept any outcome, good or bad. I knew I’d also have
to watch my back and not blithely assume that this guy would have
my best interests at heart. It turned out to be a good thing I’d
prepared; otherwise there could have been a royal mess.

On our first call, the new handler’s immediate message was that
I had to “come clean.” That meant writing a comprehensive report,
detailing every single person I had spoken to about the church, what
I had said to each, and how they had responded. In other words, rat



on myself and my friends; a full confession, supposedly the first step
toward returning to good graces.

I maintained my integrity, writing a factual report that
incriminated no one. After all, the people I had been talking with
weren’t keeping their views secret; on the contrary, they’d posted
them on the internet!   

The handler was unhappy with the report, to say the least. He
returned it, demanding I include more details, and the names of
more people. I was polite, letting him know I’d done the best I could.
He finally seemed to accept that, saying he would pass on my report
and get back to me.

I reached out to let the three church-loyal friends know that I
was giving it another go, and doing whatever I could to resolve
things. John seemed to accept this, and was willing to communicate.
The other two continued to keep their distance.

I soon heard back from my handler. He said that, unbeknownst
to him, I’d already been declared a suppressive person, so there was
nothing further he could do for me. I strongly suspected he’d really
known it all along, and was just trying to squeeze me for information.
I may have been a mess at the time, but I wasn’t stupid.  

What came next was the most painful part of the whole process:
being ditched by two of the three friends I’d gone to such lengths to
settle with (Janna and Steve).

I ended up in quite a spin. I’d had hundreds of connections in
the church. Most were in the U.S., but quite a few were overseas,
too. Now all I was left with was a mere handful of people I felt I could
trust absolutely.

It’s very fortunate that none of my family members were
Scientologists. I can’t even imagine how painful it must be for those
who leave the church, and lose family members in the process.  My
heart goes out to them, and I truly hope my story helps them heal.



Introduction to Part 3
Post-Scientology Years

T hanks for hanging in there with me thus far and welcome to Part 3
of my story. This portion covers the period from October 2012
through June 2017. If you are reading this, I can safely assume that
you are curious as to how I moved on and created a new life, devoid
of Scientology. So, I’ll make this introduction as brief as possible.

I had so many “aha moments” and so much closure as a result
of writing this part of the book that I had to re-think, once again, the
purpose of sharing my story. As more life happened, I had even
more epiphanies. I had intermittent bouts of writer’s block, which I
overcame when I realized that my indifference was the result of
repeatedly re-reading my own story, to be sure I hadn’t left out
anything. Of course it would be boring to me — I’m the one that lived
it for all those years! 

To say that my journey to establishing a normal mind-set and life
was daunting would be an understatement. Recurring nightmares
about not being able to escape the Sea Org haunted me. Added to
that, I was the effect of patterns of behavior — ways of thinking and
acting — that were not mine by nature; they resulted from my thirty-
seven years of involvement with Scientology.

Fortunately, I had a series of breakthroughs, finally reconnected
with my true self, achieved stability and found answers that made
sense and worked for me. Concurrently, I got to a place where I felt I
could make a difference in others’ lives by sharing my story and felt
secure in doing so. 

Some things I had forgotten to include earlier in this book came
to light as I got closer to the end of the story. I got tired of editing and



re-editing, every time I recalled something new and significant. So,
after consulting with my editor and giving it all some thought, I came
up with what I consider a great idea: I would treat each of these
suddenly-surfacing recalls as flashbacks, and include them as such
in this last section. It worked for me — and I surely hope it will work
for you and add to your experience as a reader.



Late 2012 to Late 2013: Where to
Now? 

W hile en route back to visit the friends who’d taken me in when I
first left the Sea Org, I stopped to visit a couple I knew. The husband
had left the church and the Sea Org some years earlier, and he and
his wife now owned a sweet place in a small town.

This stop-over was very beneficial, in more ways than one. It
gave me a chance to sketch out a plan for building a new life. My
finances were slim at best, and I needed to find a place to settle
down. After all, I didn’t want to wear out the welcome mat with
anyone. I had lost enough friends already!

I went back to the head-hunting job I’d taken a short leave from
earlier, despite it being commission-only. With a friend’s help, I lined
up a potential place to live, in a good town. Saying good-bye to my
generous friends, I headed for the new town and my new life.

Starting over was much tougher than I’d imagined. I had thought
adjusting was a challenge when I’d first left the Sea Org, two years
earlier. That was nothing compared to this; not by a long shot. Up to
this point, most of my life had revolved around Scientology — even
after leaving the Sea Org.

Most of the people I knew who’d left the church had a spouse or
a family member or two who left along with them. I wish that had
been the case with me; it would surely have made the transition
easier.

Fortunately, the two friends who’d originally given me refuge
lived in the small city I’d now chosen as home. They were
“independent Scientologists,” still practicing but not connected to the
organized church. These friends introduced me to others of the
same mindset. All this made the transition a lot more palatable.



However, I had accumulated a boatload of doubts about L. Ron
Hubbard, and various aspects of the technologies he’d developed,
Dianetics and Scientology. I flip-flopped about these things, annoying
some of my independent Scientologist friends in the process. Most
were very understanding, though, having experienced similar
uncertainties and internal conflicts when they’d resigned.

To be a bit more specific, when I first “resigned” from the official
church, I was still devoted to L. Ron Hubbard, but disgruntled with
David Miscavige, the current leader. Once I was out from under
church control, with no worries about people looking over my
shoulder or ratting me out to church authorities, I exercised my
freedom to look, expand my horizons, discover things for myself and
come to my own conclusions. 

Many of my new “indie” (independent Scientologist) connections
were so devoted to Hubbard that I made it a point to keep my
thoughts to myself; I didn’t want to offend anyone.  Eventually,
though, I got fed up with judgmental, holier-than-thou Facebook
posts by “ex-Scientologists” and “independent Scientologists,” and
announced that I was no longer a Scientologist of any sort, and
didn’t want my name connected to the subject. I also took to
blogging, to blow off some steam and get comfortable with the
renewed me.

I’d never realized how far from the mainstream my thinking had
become, after thirty-seven years of immersion in Scientology. I only
began to see it when nearly every aspect of my daily life put me in
close contact with people who had never even heard of Scientology.
My landlady/roommate was one of these. Then there were all those I
met in my work.

In addition to my headhunting job, I worked for the Republican
Party for a month or two during the 2012 presidential campaign.
They didn’t win, but the job helped pay the rent. I also had to pawn a
gold ring I’d been awarded for ten years of service as a fundraiser, to
cover food and other necessities.

My first housing situation didn’t last long. It turned out my
roommate and I just weren’t compatible, so I moved out and found a
place to share with an independent Scientologist. That lasted a bit
longer, about three months. After two housing situations that ended



with incompatibility issues, I began to wonder: could my own mindset
be the source of the troubles, not the people around me?”

While all this was going on, I took on yet another extra job —
consulting work with an L.A. area independent Scientologist who’d
recently left the church. This came to an early end, when my boss
advised that I disconnect from certain friends in the area where I
lived. They were indies, too — but he didn’t agree with some of their
viewpoints. I had to pinch myself. Was this really happening? I’d
thought that once I left the church, I’d no longer have people trying to
control my personal life, or telling me who I could or couldn’t
associate with!

I decided it was time to get away for a few weeks and get some
space. I’d banked my first commission check and expected more
soon, so I felt somewhat secure in taking a working vacation of sorts.
Fortunately, all I needed was a laptop and a phone to conduct my
business, so I could work from almost anywhere.

I headed west to visit a friend who’d essentially left the church,
but hadn’t publicized the fact. I spent a couple weeks there, enjoying
the visit and getting some work done, too. 

Then I proceeded north to Canada. I thought it would be more
difficult to make phone calls from there, but Google phone did the
trick. You’ve just gotta love modern technology!

At last, it was time to end my semi-vacation and find a new
place to settle down. Some friends helped me locate a good place,
and I settled in. About this time, my mental wheels were turning —
was I really cut out for “commission only” work? Abruptly, the
question was answered for me. I had a falling-out with the owner of
the head-hunting company, and she let me go. I decided it was time
to follow an old passion, and started a confection company,
specializing in healthy desserts and selling mostly through the local
farmers’ market.

I joined the area’s Holistic Chamber of Commerce, too, and
attended most of their monthly meetings. The members were from all
walks of life, and diverse in their beliefs, interests and talents.  Each
of us had the opportunity to be give a presentation about our
businesses. I soon discovered there were psychics, toe-readers,
massage therapists, spiritual consultants, even devout Christians. As



a child, I had embraced diversity naturally. It wasn’t until my
involvement with this new group that I realized how dramatically
Scientology had changed the way I perceived others. Interacting with
these people, I caught myself considering some of them “odd”
because their beliefs didn’t align with mine. Then it hit me. Who the
heck was I to judge? And how dare I think my beliefs were superior
to another’s?!

When farmers’ market season ended, my business was no
longer profitable, so I got a “real” job. And then another and another,
all in the hospitality industry. During this time, my latest rental
arrangement fell apart. It had taken a little longer this time around —
about six months.

I’ve long since concluded that my mental state was the root
cause of the “incompatibilities” that cut short my living arrangements.
I should add, though, that I did eventually apologize to those
involved, and reached closure. I’ll spare you all the details, but I do
think it’s important to relate how I finally came to my senses, enough
to mend those relationships.

My independent Scientologist friends were very supportive and
understanding. They refrained from judging, and guided me to come
to my own conclusions and take steps to repair the damaged
relationships.

The things they suggested I read included some from L. Ron
Hubbard. But, since they were not under the thumb of the church,
they also suggested readings by other authors. These included The
Law of Attraction, by Michael J. Losier; The Secret, by Rhonda
Byrne; The Four Agreements and The Fifth Agreement, both by Don
Miguel Ruiz, and The Game of Life and How to Play It, by Florence
Scovel Shinn. Being a big fan of simplicity, these were a breeze to
grasp, compared to Hubbard’s volumes upon volumes of writings
and lectures.

Meanwhile, I had moved into another rental situation. This time
there were no issues. I credit my friends’ guidance with that happy
change. I’d run into considerable financial stress, though. I was
working three jobs in the hospitality industry, clocking more than a
hundred hours a week (similar to my old Sea Org schedule), just to
stay afloat. Unfortunately, my old physical problems had begun



flaring up again, too, thanks to spending so much time on my feet
and using my hands. To cap it all, the jobs were seasonal, the off
season was right around the corner, and I had nothing to fall back
on. I decided I’d have to move out of state, at least until the spring.
I’d head for the southwest, then return to the northwest when warmer
weather returned.

I set a departure date, and got busy (in my tiny free time) with all
the preparations. By the end of December, I was on my way.



2014: New Friends

O n my trip south, the weather and road conditions were a bit scary.
Not too bad, though, for winter in the Pacific Northwest. My route
was well planned and I made good time.

The longest leg of the trip was down the California coast. These
were my old stomping grounds, so there were multiple stops and
stay-overs, visiting old friends and family.

The friends were all Scientologists who’d left the church, like
me. We all had an interesting time sharing our stories. I was utterly
shocked to hear what each had endured. I’d known my own story
wasn’t an isolated incident, but didn’t know the half of it when it came
to others’ experiences. Each of us had moved on, though, and
created a new life — and we all envisioned bright futures. Mine was
a bit fuzzy as yet, with a long road ahead, but at least my attitude
was positive — thanks in no small part to all those newly re-
established friendships.

A visit with family in Santa Barbara was also revelatory, though
in a different way, seeing as they’d never been involved with
Scientology. I discovered that they had been praying for years that I
would find my way safely out of what they considered a cult. They
sure were happy to see me alive and well. The visit also gave me
better closure with my more immediate family: I learned more about
my mother and resolved some pretty big mysteries about her
upbringing. 

Finally, I reached my destination. I’d lined up a new job during
the trip — something to get me started, at least. I went to work, but
kept looking for better opportunities. Several job applications later, I
found a much better fit and switched over as gracefully as possible.

Finding a suitable place to live proved tougher than landing a
good job. Thanks to some old friends who took me in while I hunted



for a more permanent place, it all worked out. The new place wasn’t
very close to work, but I had a reliable car, so it wasn’t so bad.

The terrain where I lived was fairly flat, so I dusted the cobwebs
off my eighteen-speed bike, filled up the tires and rode that baby just
about every day of the week. Between that and my job (which
involved being on my feet and in near-constant motion for hours on
end), I slimmed down once again.

In my earlier years, the stresses of pre-menopause, IAS
fundraising, poor nutrition and no exercise had combined to make
my weight a roller-coaster ride. Rarely did I reach the comfort zone.
Now menopause was making it even tougher to keep off the excess
pounds and stay healthy, but with a lot of work, I finally got back to
feeling good about myself. Good enough to explore the possibility of
a long-term relationship with a significant other. Menopause makes
that tougher, too, since most men in that age range seem to be
seeking younger women.

I took to the internet and signed up with various dating sites,
mostly on free trials. I got my share of hits, but a lot of the profiles
seemed to be fake. There were some online chats and text message
exchanges, but none of them lead to phone conversations — let
alone actual meet-ups.

Then, one fine day, I received a message from some guy who
said he lived in Omaha. His profile photo was drop-dead gorgeous.
Not only that, he claimed to have family in the city where I was
residing. This seemed too good to be true, so I replied to the effect
that every hit I’d had from anyone with a GQ-quality photo and
interesting profile had ended up being a fake. No calls, no meetings,
just chats, texts and sometimes even requests for funds!

He responded at once: “I’m for real, and I’ll prove it to you. I’ll
call you right now. What’s your phone number?” Less than a minute
later he called and we talked for at least two straight hours. After a
few hours’ break, we spoke for another two.

There was a profound connection with this guy. I was intrigued,
but at the same time I was watching my back, trying not to get too
attached — just in case. I did some research on Omaha to see if it
would be a place I’d want to live. What would be the point of falling
for someone, then relocating to a locale that made me miserable?



Besides, spring was right around the corner; my current seasonal job
would be coming to a halt, and it would be time to return to the
Northwest. Or would it?

For two weeks, we enjoyed daily phone calls of at least an hour.
My interest was increasing, and it was more and more difficult to end
a call. In fact, we would play a game of who would hang up first after
saying “good night.” That prolonged every call for a few more
minutes at the very least.

I decided Omaha would be a fit for me, regardless of how things
turned out with Mr. GQ. East of the Rockies, friendly Midwest
community, closer to most of my family, four distinct seasons, good
economy, plenty of job opportunities — what’s not to like! Besides, at
my age, this business of moving way up north and then way down
south every six months, with no stable residence in either locale,
was just a bit much. So I made the decision. Omaha was it. I gave
my boss and my landlord notice and started looking for a new job
and place to live in Omaha.

Then, out of the blue, the calls became much less frequent. He
explained that he had fallen ill and had missed work, and had a lot of
catching up to do. That made sense, especially since his voice
sounded like he had a sore throat.

Another week passed, and then there were no calls at all. By
that time, I’d been hooked; I’d even told my friends and family about
him, and the fact that I was relocating to Omaha. I was worried,
though. Why wasn’t he calling me or answering my texts? 

My preoccupation with him eventually wound me up in a car
accident. Although no one was hurt, my car was deemed a total loss.
Fortunately, my insurance paid off the car loan in full, and paid me
enough to purchase a decent used car. I found a 1998 Toyota with
more than 200,000 miles on it, 100,000 of that on a rebuilt engine. I
had it inspected to make sure it would get me across the country.
Assured that it would, I closed the deal.

Meanwhile, Mr. GQ had gotten back in touch, and apologized for
the lapse. He had good news, too: the next day he would be coming
out to see his sister and her family for Easter weekend. He wanted to
meet me and introduce me to his family as well. I made one of my



special desserts for the occasion, a huge, dairy-free mango
cheesecake.

The following day, there was no communication. Not a word. I
didn’t want to come off as needy or clingy, so I sent just one text,
wishing him well and asking that he keep me in the loop about when
we’d meet, etc. No reply. The next day, Easter Sunday, I sent a polite
“Happy Easter” message. Still no reply, so I figured he must be busy
with his family. Best to respect that and leave him be. Then Monday
came. I had no idea if he’d planned for a three- or four-day holiday
weekend, so I sent another short text to ask if he was still in town.
Once again, no reply.

Through the entire weekend, my closest friends and family had
been asking how our meeting had gone. I was so devastated I could
hardly speak without bursting into tears. I felt so betrayed. 

Gratefully, I’m resilient. I bounced back and put my investigation
skills to work.

Before I go on with that tale, please indulge me in a flashback
moment. Once, back in my Scientology staff days in New York City,
my purse was stolen from my office. I filed a police report and asked
what were the chances that they’d find the thief. The policeman
responded, “One in a million. Sorry, miss. This is New York.” I asked
for contact info for the detective in charge of my case, and was given
a business card. I went to work on my own, tracking down the
charges the thief made on my credit card and contacting each
merchant. I discovered the thief had made a dinner reservation for
that evening, at a fancy place. I reported this to the detective, and,
long story short, the case was solved.

So, Mr. GQ didn’t stand a chance of duping me any further. I
visited the dating site where we’d met, and discovered he’d been
looking at my profile all weekend. That very day (the Monday after
Easter) he had clicked “favorite” on my profile, repeatedly. What? He
had time to do that, but couldn’t reply to a text or call??? I saw that
he was on the site right that minute, so I sent him a message
through the site’s system. He abruptly went off-line. Caught him!

Next, I called the place where he’d said he worked. They said
no one with his name worked there. He’d told me he was an IT guy,



so I asked if someone with his name worked for them as an
independent contractor. Still a “no.” 

Up to that point he had always initiated the calls; I had only
initiated texts. What the heck, there couldn’t be any harm in calling
him. So I did. Mystery solved: his voice mail gave away his real
name.

I googled his name and found his LinkedIn profile. Most of what
he’d told me about himself checked out. However — no surprise —
his real photo bore no slightest resemblance to the one he’d posted
on the dating site.

By this point, my grief had long since subsided. I was pissed,
and ready to give him a piece of my mind. I started with a text,
referring to him by both his real name and his alias. No reply, of
course. Then I called, and he answered. I kept it brief; told him I was
calling for closure and had a question: “Was there anything you said
that was true, or was it all just lies?” He didn’t answer, just abruptly
hung up.

I let it chill for a day or two, then sent a polite text to say I wished
him the best. He responded in kind. I learned a lesson, got closure,
and moved on — literally. I went through with my moving plans,
destination Omaha.

Except for a tire blow-out along the way, and an unexpected
overnight stop, the trip went as planned. It included spending some
time with my sister in New Mexico, then up to Colorado to visit family
and help my brother with something he needed to care for my
mother.

While en route, I also worked on lining up temporary lodging in
Omaha. I wanted a live-in situation, helping care for an elderly
couple and/or cooking and housecleaning, to reduce my overhead
and give me time to get settled into a regular, full-time job.

Meanwhile, two guys who lived in Omaha reached out to me on
the dating site. I told both I was relocating there, and that I’d connect
with them once I arrived. This turned out to be a blessing.  One of
them helped me land my first job there. The other introduced me to
Meetup.com, where I was able to break the ice and connect with
people — many of whom later became my best friends.



My first event was sponsored by a local match-making/dating
business. I was very uncomfortable at first, after what I’d recently
gone through with Mr. GQ. Someone else who was relatively new to
Meetup’s program told me she was happy with them, so I decided to
give it a try. I went through their interview process, to see if there
was any way they could help me find my ideal life partner.

I paid the match-making service a pretty good chunk of money
for a one-year contract, and went on a few dates through them. The
guys were all nice, but when all was said and done, there were no
sparks of romance. Oh, well. At least I’d met some good people and
gained more confidence in the dating arena.

I joined several Meetup groups, including a Woman’s
Empowerment Group called “F.R.E.E.” The group’s lead organizer,
Robin, had a local TV talk show. She invited me to appear as a
guest. That was pretty wild. She was fascinated with my story. I had
gotten to the point where telling my tale didn’t seem to faze me
anymore, but I was still embarrassed and ashamed that I had been
so naïve. Fearing the possible consequences, I made it a point not to
bring up the word “Scientology.”

I’d found a job — in the hospitality industry once again — and
also landed a live-in situation helping an elderly couple. The latter
required not only being accepted by the couple, but by their family as
well; specifically, their sons and daughters. That went very well; in
fact, I was unofficially adopted as their thirteenth child, and became
friends with the family, particularly two of their daughters, who I
remain in touch with to this day.

It had been four years since I’d left the Sea Org, and less than
two years since my official resignation from the church. I was
keeping myself afloat and making ends meet, but still had nothing to
fall back on. A very meager Social Security, no pension, no husband.
It was crucial that I get creative about finding a better income source,
but what could it be?

About a year earlier, I had considered becoming a realtor.
However, I had been working three jobs at the time and couldn’t
commit to attending real estate classes. Things were different now. I
had more time, and there was a real estate school right down the
road, offering flexible scheduling and home study. I signed up and



got going at the end of July, interviewed with several agencies, and
by mid-November became officially licensed. 

Between work and studying for a real estate license, it became
obvious that my live-in situation was no longer workable. I
coordinated with the family, ended off amicably and found another
rental situation that didn’t involve care-giving. 

At first, it seemed like my new roommate/landlady and I were
compatible, but that didn’t last. In hindsight, I’d say that we are both
good people, but we seemed to trigger something in each other —
some sort of personality clash. I knew I had to find yet another place,
but with the holidays coming up, plans for a family visit, my
hospitality job, real estate school and becoming lead organizer of a
Meetup group, there was just no time left over to do it. Nevertheless,
I gave notice, and had until the end of January to find new lodgings.

In the midst of all that, my older brother had a heart attack, while
away on a job in California. That ended my plans for a visit with him
and his family in Michigan. Still, I managed to have some semblance
of a happy year’s end. My brother survived and made it back home
safely. He had a long recovery road ahead, but he was in good
hands and we were all very hopeful.

One last incident worth mentioning: my new Omaha friends put
together an amazing birthday party for me at a place called Blazin’
Pianos, where forty or fifty young guys serenaded me with “You’ve
Lost That Lovin’ Feeling.” I will always remember that evening. I had
more fun in that one night than I’d had in years.



2015: New Adventures

So far, so good. Fortunately, my work in Omaha was not seasonal. I
maintained my part-time job and added my new work as a realtor
hoping, in short order, to create enough sales opportunities to keep
me busy year-round. I was just a new realtor, with no closings on the
horizon yet, but I did get my first listing the first week of January. A
Meetup friend referred me to her son and daughter-in-law, who
wanted to sell their house.

January of 2015 came and went, and I had yet to find a new
place to live. Once again, friends helped me out; I found a temporary
residence for the month of February, and then moved to something
more permanent by early March.

Meanwhile, I had posted a trip to Italy as an event on Meetup,
which stirred up quite a bit of interest. As it turned out, there were
only three serious candidates for the trip, and I was one of them. The
three of us met several times before the trip, to get to know each
other and make sure we’d be compatible.  We had a lot in common,
including flexibility. That made working out our itinerary a lot less
complicated.

After all I’d been through over the past months, a vacation was
definitely in order. I also had a bit of a “life hypothesis” going: when
things seemed a bit stuck (like selling my first listing), I should “get
out of Dodge” for a breather. I was right. Two weeks in Italy did the
trick. Within forty-eight hours of my return (and on the day the listing
was to expire) we got an offer!  After a bit of back-and-forth with
counter-offers, the deal was sealed, with all parties happy. Whew!

But before I go on, I want to go back to that Italy trip for a
moment. Here’s a write-up I shared with friends when I returned from
the trip:



“Hello Friends,

Due to popular demand, I have documented my recent trip to
Italy, including a summary of the research that preceded the trip.

Feel free to contact me if you have any questions. And yes, I
will be returning there as often as possible (going again next
April) so prepare yourself if you'd like to join in the fun!

Here goes...

I posted my Italy Vacation as an Event on my Meetup Group
pages around early February. I got responses and input, and
from there did research for best time of year, best prices, where
to visit, how to do the trip, etc.

I also met with a travel agent and checked out other package
offers through Costco, Marriott, Groupon, etc. I finally concluded
that it was more cost-effective to plan the trip myself without all
the bells and whistles, tour guides and the like.

In summary:

The month of April (after Easter and before early May, Italy
holiday) was best for economical airfares, accommodations,
vehicle rental, etc.  And the weather was great too – it rained
now and then, but only one day at the end of the trip did we get
a heavy downpour. The temperatures ranged from low 50s to
mid-70s.

I chose northern Italy and the Tuscany region to visit, based
on research which included talking to many Italians directly. Also
note that Milan Airport (Malpensa) has the lowest airfares of the
major international airports in Italy.

Packing light is very wise, considering you have to drag your
luggage around with you. I took the regulation size carry-ons



and even those turned out to be too much for two weeks. No
kidding – I could have cut it down by half.

Renting a vehicle proved much better than going by rail for
flexibility and being able to go places not easily accessed by rail.
However, next time I'd like to do a combination of the two,
staying overnight in various locations for 2-3 nights each, and
taking day trips by rail. That would markedly cut down on the
driving and the stress on the driver.

As for finding your way, a GPS is absolutely necessary, and
maps too. But the GPS is only as efficient as the data entered
into it. That said, sometimes we were led to a sign about our
destination, not to the actual place, and had to follow more signs
to get there. Also, we often had to ask locals for assistance.
They were friendly beyond belief, and if they didn't speak
English they'd find someone who did.

I bought my Euros in advance through my bank (Wells
Fargo) with no fees. Most places accept credit cards so I also
got a Chase card that gave me 30,000 bonus miles for using
$1000 credit within 3 months and also had no foreign
transaction fees.

The exchange rate was one of the best ever, 1.10 U.S. to 1
Euro; a 10-Euro bottle of wine was $11, roughly, and good wine
at that.

The heavily toured areas like Venice, Florence and Pisa had
a lot of foreign vendors selling items that were not made in Italy,
i.e., China and India imports. I made a point of checking the
labels to be sure I was getting Italian-made items.  Also, be
warned that there are pick pockets – so keep your funds secure,
including special wallets that prevent credit card numbers from
being swiped.

The food and wine, absolutely amazing — at bed-and-
breakfasts, hotels, grocery stores, bars (which are



espresso bars that also sell alcohol), cafes, restaurants,
etc. 

Note that most accommodations include breakfast, and in
our case, they allowed us to fill take-out containers for picnics
we had along the way to our next destination. Also, some bars
would include free appetizers with a glass of wine – cheese,
meats, breads, etc. Needless to say, we didn't have to spend
much on food.

Again, their food and wine quality is superb. They have good
portioning as well; in fact, the three of us ordered for two and
split three ways. Gratuity is included as a "service" fee. We
spent $20 a piece at the most for an awesome meal, complete
with wine. If you prefer gluten-free, like me, I found that I could
handle the Italian wheat with no issues.  As a note, their raviolis
are thinner, with more filling and less pasta, pizzas are more like
flatbreads, Amaretti cookies (also known as Italian macaroons)
are made with almond meal and egg whites, and risotto is made
with rice flour.

That pretty well covers the basics, but no doubt, I probably
left something out. Oh, yes – the roads up in the villages are
very tiny. You’re lucky if two small cars can fit through at the
same time. So, if you rent a vehicle, a small one may be best,
although they only come with manual transmissions — thus we
ended up with an SUV. The protocol is to be polite and back up
to let the other driver pass when you have a tight squeeze —
very interesting when you are on a windy road up in the
mountains!

Travel Log – Tre Donne Americanas – A Trip to Italy, April
2015

We flew into and out of Malpensa (MXP, NW of Milan)
through Newark, NJ. We departed on April 15 and arrived on
April 16. We returned on April 28 via Newark and Chicago.



Once we landed, we acquired an automatic, diesel-fueled,
GPS-equipped Citroen Picasso through Avis.

We stopped at a pastry shop on the way to our
accommodations, B&B La Pasticceria

Thursday: The first night was at a B&B in Brunate, Lake
Como, B&B Al Parco Marenghi

Friday: From there went by way of the southern side of
Italian Alps to Sondria and stayed in Albogaggia, at Ca' Viro'.

Saturday: On to Bolzano, where we ate at Babsi, and stayed
in one of their apartments.

Sunday:  Through the Dolomites to Scorze, in the Venice
region. We stayed at Hotel Antico Mulino. That evening we ate
at Mydos.

Monday: After our tour of Venice, we stayed in Noale, at
Hotel Due Torri Tempesta.

Tuesday:  We drove on to and through Bologna and
Florence, and stayed in Livergnone at a horse training farm
called Red Rose Ranch. That evening we had dinner in Lioni.

Wednesday:  We stopped at a cafe, where we met Ray Fox.
We then went to Greve in Chianti Country, where we stayed at:
Fattoria Montagliari,

Thursday: In the morning and early afternoon we took a
cooking class and got a tour of the winery. Then we went on to
Montecatini Alto Terme, a medieval village, and stayed at Casa
Gala.

Friday we stayed at Hotel Le Rotonde, by Lake
Massaciuccoli.



Saturday we went on to and through Lucca, Pisa, and then
La Spezia. En route to Cinque Terre, we stopped for vino tasting
at Punto Vendita, and nearly stayed at Green Quiet of Marvica
(an Italian "Motel 6").

Saturday and Sunday nights, we stayed in Bolzano at L'
Arcidiacono.  We also had dinner there on Sunday evening.
During the day, we took the rail to Cinque Terre and had a light
meal in one of the villages.

On Monday, we drove farther up the coast, through Genova,
and then took the Autotrade to Milan/MXP.  Our last night we
stayed at Moxy, by Marriott.

In all honesty, there were some stressful situations on the trip,
but we all got through it. On my end, I was still getting readjusted to
the real world and having a difficult time when certain buttons got
pushed. Recognizing the problem is only half the battle, so I knew I
still had a long road ahead to reach “normal.”

Back to Omaha, back to work. Still a rookie realtor and being
mentored, I was in no position to drop my other job. Even with two
income sources, I still didn’t feel sufficiently secure, so I added an
additional part-time job in the hospitality industry. It was a wise
choice. My car didn’t hold up, so I had to put a dent in my finances to
get a reliable one that would last me for several years; one that I
could also drive out of state to visit family and friends.

I managed to close three real estate transactions for the year.
Nothing to get too excited about, but at least I gained experience and
confidence.  

The rest of 2015 was pretty well covered back in Chapter 1, so
there’s no sense repeating that. On to Chapter 22!



2016: Sixty Years Old – Best Year of
My Life!  

I already covered quite a bit of 2016 back in Chapter 1, but the focus
there was on my mother’s passing, and my family coming together
for closure.

Needless to say, much more happened in my life that year.
Perhaps the next most significant event was my decision to drop my
part-time hospitality jobs and become a full-time real estate agent.
With each transaction, continuing education, and a twelve-week
course on how to build a referral-based business, my confidence
grew sufficiently to take the leap. 

Up to that point, I had been on a team. I soon outgrew that,
though, and decided to go solo. Along with that, I changed agencies
to one that offered profit sharing, which was very appealing in view
of my situation. I was by no means a multi-million-dollar agent, but I
wasn’t trying to be. Nor was I comparing myself to others in the
industry. It’s my philosophy to be the best I can be, and help as
many people as I can in the process. I also evaluate my current
achievements against my own past ones. Without question, I was on
the rise!

Having spent thirty-seven years without much of a life outside
my work in the church, I made a firm decision: I was not going to
allow the rest of my years to be consumed with work. I was going to
have fun. After all, I had just turned sixty, was in relatively good
health and had a good many years’ work left to put enough funds in
my coffers before I could consider retiring. Besides, retirement never
appealed to me; I’m prone to boredom in the absence of meaningful
things to do.



Being “the boss of me,” I could turn my business on and off like
a faucet, to some degree. If I had clients but something urgent came
up, there were people I could turn things over to. As it turned out, I
needed to make a few trips out to Colorado to settle things
concerning my mother and family. I didn’t mind driving, and my car
was roadworthy, so three-day weekends weren’t a strain.

I also had the opportunity to meet with ex-Scientology friends,
and that was a real hoot. One encounter in particular comes to mind.
A friend of a friend remembered me from my IAS fundraising days,
and reminded me of how I’d gotten her to donate her child-support
check. I’d totally forgotten any memory of that incident; so much so
that I thought she was pulling my leg! She wasn’t, though.  

I was shocked that I would ever have done anything so low, but I
had. Of course, I took the opportunity to sincerely apologize. She
wasn’t holding onto it, and forgave me — which was a relief.  We
went on to chat about other things from back in those days. So glad
those times were long gone, and wouldn’t repeat!

During the same visit, I chatted with others. One day someone
shared a story about the Colorado prison system with me. Without
boring you with the tiny details, if all I was told that day was true, I
can tell you that criminals in prison had better living conditions than
I’d had in the Sea Org.

There was more significance to reaching the age of sixty than I’d
expected. My annual visit to the doctor brought that to light. In brief,
the results of some blood work came with an ultimatum: I would have
to get onto thyroid meds immediately, and drop some weight, or else
I’d have to go on cholesterol meds too. More meds were not an
option as far as I was concerned, so back I went into weight-loss
efforts.

As covered briefly in a previous chapter, my track record on
weight gain and loss had been a roller-coaster ride since I’d turned
forty. That’s twenty years of misery. My achievements had been
short-lived, and now it was tougher than ever because I was
menopausal. It was time for extreme action. I sought out and found a
fitness camp on Hilton Head Island in South Carolina, and signed up
and paid a chunk of money for their four-week program.



On my next doctor visit, I told her about the weight loss solution.
She was happy at the news, but wondered about my lifetime plan.
So, I signed up at “Curves” (a popular women’s weight-loss center)
and started working out there almost every day. I wanted to get in
the groove before my trip to Hilton Head. 

It was tricky carving out the time to go to the fitness camp. I
wanted to drive there and back, so I could visit friends and family
along the way. I wrapped up a transaction in mid-September, then
planned to leave in the last week of the month, and return mid-
November. This would put the trip in local real estate’s slow season.

The trip started out well with a stay-over with a friend and his
family en route, then on to my final destination, with a hotel stay in
between. I arrived just in time to check in on a Friday night,
September 30, with my interview to start the program set for early
Sunday morning.

My weight loss goal was five pounds per week, so that meant
twenty pounds for the four weeks I planned to be there. I had already
lost ten pounds in the month or so prior to arriving. I wanted to lose a
total of forty by Thanksgiving, and somehow maintain that through
the holidays and the winter.

I had been forewarned that this program was going to be very
strenuous: five to seven hours per day of intense exercise with
intermittent breaks, up at the crack of dawn every day. As for meals,
we had three a day plus two snacks, with a total of about 1,200
calories per day.

Then along came hurricane Matthew. I had only been there for a
few days before the place was evacuated. I put my account on a
temporary hold, pending the facility getting up and running again. I
took the opportunity to visit family in Georgia before returning to
Omaha. The time spent with them was so incredible, I am beyond
words.

Once on the road, I made contact with the friends I had stayed
with on the way to South Carolina, and arranged to see them again. 
I also reached out to a friend who had been out of town when I came
through before, hoping he would be available when I passed through
this time. 



Unfortunately, he was not in town, but there was good news: he
and his wife had a job offer for me, that would allow me to continue
selling real estate. They needed a Nebraska rep for their mobile
dental-care business, which serviced the elderly in long-term care
facilities. They’d already established their business in eleven states,
and were shooting for all fifty. I gave them a resounding “yes,” and
sent them the information they needed to get licensed in Nebraska.
This was right in line with my passion to help people and I could do it
on my own schedule and still sell real estate!

The hurricane came and went after coming ashore right on
Hilton Head. There was severe damage, and it was going to be a
while before the fitness camp would be able to start delivering their
weight loss program again. That was fine with me, though. I had new
clients who needed my services back home, and that was more
important.

I’d been busy back home in Omaha for a while when I began
getting emails and calls from the fitness people, wanting me to re-
schedule and return to Hilton Head. It wasn’t very realistic to go back
anytime soon. Luckily, they gave me three years to use the four
weeks I had paid for.

Meanwhile, I kept up my exercise routine at Curves, but soon
they closed their facilities in Omaha. I was determined to continue
my weight-loss efforts, so I signed up with a different health club and
got going with their program.

I tentatively planned to return to the fitness camp during the
Christmas and New Year’s holidays, but didn’t feel comfortable about
it. Then, up popped an opportunity to travel to the west coast with a
friend, and off I went to Las Vegas, then Santa Barbara, visiting
friends and family along the way.  

Despite the time away to settle things with my mother and
siblings, working on my book, the trip to Hilton Head and back, the
west coast trip, and two other journeys I haven’t mentioned (Maine
and Hawaii), I still managed to expand my business nearly 5X over
the previous year. A big thanks to my friend Deb, who was also one
of my Italy travel companions. She put me on her airline “buddy
pass,” so I was able to fly standby at no charge on three of the
aforementioned trips.



Finding My Place in the World

Fortunately, the fall and winter seasons weren’t slow for Omaha real
estate, as they usually tend to be. Clearly, going full-time and
building my business with referrals was working.

The business has kept me well occupied all year. In addition to
my own listings, I’ve been recruiting to build my downline (Realtors
working under me) within the agency, I’ve also been preparing to
take on the mobile dental care rep position mentioned in the
previous chapter, and working steadily to complete this book.
Additionally, I’ve been exercising at the gym daily, and having fun
hanging out with my awesome friends as often as possible.

In the midst of everything else, I had to move out of the place I’d
been living for the past two years. I was hoping to stretch it to three,
so that I could purchase my own place; that didn’t work out, but it
hasn’t been a problem. I found a nice, spacious, one-bedroom
apartment, and bought a complete set of furniture for it — the first
time I’ve ever made such a purchase. You see, up to that point,
every place I’d moved into had already been furnished.

There is really something to be said for having one’s own place.
Although I didn’t go to extremes, I did a nice job of making the new
space very cozy. I even planted flowers, nicely placed all over my
patio. There’s even one that attracts butterflies — I hear they bring
good luck!

Meanwhile, time was passing, and I had yet to finish this book. I
set a deadline: by the end of June, it would be a done deal. Then
along came an opportunity: the ultimate vacation, with my friend
Deb. A seven-day river cruise on the Rhine. I jumped at the chance,
and got ready to head for Europe on June 19. Now I really had to
step up my writing production. 



Well, mindset is a curious thing. Having firmly decided I would
finish the book, my real estate work slowed down sufficiently that I
could devote most of my attention to finishing the writing.

As I had hoped, the experiences I’d gone through during the
time I’d been writing gave me more clarity on the purpose of the
book. As a result, I’ve done more research and reflection, and quite
a bit of tweaking on the manuscript.

As an example, a few months back I spent a lot of time in
conversations with family members, discovering things I’d never
known about my parents, their upbringing and their families.
Questions that had plagued me throughout my life were finally
answered. Here are some specifics worthy of note:

For one, my father joined the Marines when he was sixteen.
This was near the end of WWII. His first assignment was cleaning up
the dead, irradiated bodies at Hiroshima and Nagasaki. I can’t even
fathom how someone could maintain any semblance of sanity after
having to deal with that.

As for my mother, not only was she abused at home, but she
was also a victim of rape, and was impregnated and miscarried at
fourteen. Is it any wonder she was overly protective of my sister and
me, and miserable in her marriage with my dad?

Going further back, my mother’s parents had fled Italy, along
with their cousins, aunts and uncles, because Grandmother was of
royal blood. At the time, Mussolini was seeking out and executing all
royalty. They came to America without papers (WOP) and not
speaking a word of English. They had to scrape together a whole
new existence. During the depression, my grandfather took to
bootlegging so that he and his family could survive.

A couple of great-uncles on my father’s mother’s side were Nazi
SS, and allegedly my great-grandmother was proud of them; go
figure. While on my father’s father side, his only surviving uncle (out
of seven) was a highly decorated WWII hero, honored by
Yugoslavia’s president Tito, for leading espionage efforts that
exposed the German concentration camps, and provided other vital
intel that helped bring the war to an end. He was awarded a massive
villa, part of which was to be passed down to all his grandchildren —
i.e., to me, my siblings and my cousins. That’s neither here nor



there, though. None of us ever concerned ourselves with the
inheritance. That’s for the best, since the 1990s war in that region
changed everything — the inheritance probably wouldn’t have been
recognized. Oppression is a scourge on this planet; it destroys so
much life and brings so much devastation, it’s beyond words.

My point in sharing the above is that it showed me that everyone
has a story; some are more tragic than others, leaving deep scars.
I’ve learned not to judge. Further, I believe that all people are good at
heart, and are driven to survive. Some of the kindest people can turn
cruel at times, even though doing so is against their most basic
nature. Sure, we all have the power of choice, and some are strong
and aware enough to choose not to be affected by the past. Some
are not so lucky. 

In the end, though, it is our individual choices that create the life
we lead and affect the lives of those around us. If you choose what’s
right, happiness is the prize. If you choose wrong, you bring yourself
and others misery.

These epiphanies led me to study up on various religions, and
compare their beliefs and practices. This led to my attending church
with friends, several times (three different Lutheran churches). 

Certainly, I believe in God; that won’t change. Still, I needed to
work out for myself whether or not I needed to belong to an
organized religion and regularly attend church services. I wondered,
isn’t it good enough to simply make the right choices and be a good
person? I also wondered if I might be shying away from involvement
with organized religions because of past bad experiences. So, while
still undecided (as of this writing), I am not closing the door on the
possibility that I will once again devote myself to a belief system.
That’s a work in progress. Meanwhile, I’m just going to be true to
who I am and follow the Golden Rule.



Epilogue

I must say, writing one’s story is a sure route to self-discovery.  Now
I know the answers to these questions:  What are my core beliefs? 
What weaknesses do I have, that I can work to strengthen? What
strengths could I put to greater use? Is there one key thing I should
master, to make a positive difference in the world?

I think my core beliefs are pretty well covered above, and
throughout this book. So, there’s no need to go into a long
dissertation about them. I will say this, though: I believe that God has
had my back all this time. And that, had that not been the case, I
would not have survived. He gave me the leeway to explore and
learn from my mistakes. Consequently, my thirty-seven years in
Scientology earned me credibility, escalating my chances of bringing
great numbers of others to see past the smoke and mirrors and
ultimately find the truth.

Indeed, I have weaknesses but, in the process of writing this
book, those weaknesses have become less pronounced, and more
under my control. Probably my biggest weakness is that I tend to go
on the defensive when I feel threatened. This is a trigger instilled
through my decades of involvement in Scientology and being “under
the gun” — threatened with dire consequences if I didn’t perform as
demanded. This was particularly the case during my fundraising
days.  A lesser weakness is my tendency to go overboard on caring,
which leads me to taking things way too personally and stressing
out. 

Strengths?  Okay, I admit it. I have a few. I think these are the
most prominent: I’m willing to admit it when I make a mistake, and
take responsibility for it. I’m resilient, able to turn lemons into
lemonade at the drop of a hat. I also find it relatively easy to be
impartial, and understand multiple perspectives.



As I see it, there’s one key thing I need to do, in order to make a
positive difference in the world: I need to master the tools for
bringing peace to the world at large. Yes, that’s a broad statement
and a big objective. But I would give everything I have, to be able to
play a significant role in bringing that about.

Thus, I’ve come full circle. My passions as a child, the reasons I
got involved in Scientology, the reasons I stayed with it, the reasons I
left it, and the reasons I’m doing what I do now, all boil down to a
drive to truly make a difference.

I have gained so much just from writing this book. It occurred to
me that I wouldn’t be crushed if I didn’t end up publishing it. But,
since you’re reading this, obviously I did!

This is not so much the end of my story as it is a new beginning
for me. I’m freed from my past, able to forgive and move on.  At the
same time, I’ve also gained the strength and courage to pursue
justice on those who are so self-righteous that forgiveness wouldn’t
be appropriate at this stage.

Imagine living in an environment that is cut off from the rest of
the world, for years on end. Rarely seeing the sun rise or set, nor the
stars shining, let alone the moon going through its phases. To that,
add missing out on precious moments with family, the laughter of
children at play, dogs barking, birds chirping, the wonderful smells
and amazing colors of flowers in bloom.   

I have all that now, and so much more. I’m free to enjoy wide-
open spaces, to make my own choices and live my own life. Finally,
a dream come true! Speaking of dreams, I can’t recall the last time I
had a nightmare. Poof! They’re gone! 

No doubt, I’ll be doing more writing. Maybe not another book;
but definitely blogging.  I’d also like to help others write their stories.
So, if you’re interested, please feel free to reach out to me.  My blog
address is: kaymrowe.wordpress.com

All the best to you and yours, and thanks so much for taking the
time to read my story!



Over the Edge: My Mission

W hen I kicked off on writing my book, I wasn’t totally set on
publishing it.  I was more interested in the therapeutic value; my past
was still haunting me to some degree and I wanted closure.

However, the closer I got to completing it, the more I connected
with people who were traumatized by their experiences with the
Church of Scientology.  My heart went out to them and I made a firm
decision to publish my book, to help them and others harmed, get
closure.

I then connected with some very key people in the process,
Chris Shelton and Jeffrey Augustine, in particular. Conversations
with them gave me a further boost and I soon took to some serious
blogging and posting of my articles on Facebook.

The feedback and input I received moved me up several
notches, well beyond closure for me and those who have been
harmed.  That said, I have now fully committed myself to being an
integral part of the movement to wake up people who are still under
the spell of the Scientology cult and to get justice on behalf of all
those who suffered abuse.

But my mission is not just Scientology related, it goes well
beyond that.

In more general terms, what I want to achieve by sharing my
story is to make a positive difference in the lives of many people.

I want to inspire people to courageously face — and remove
themselves from — any unhealthy situation they may be wrapped up
in. It might be an addiction, an abusive personal relationship…or
toxic devotion to a harmful cult. 

Beyond that, I want to help people embrace diversity, rather
than being judgmental, intolerant or unforgiving, (when appropriate,
seeing that a narcissist is usually unworthy of any of the



aforementioned) through the understanding that there are reasons
why each of us live our lives as we do. And just because something
is different doesn’t mean it’s wrong. Just because a person does
something that turns out to be harmful, it doesn’t necessarily mean
that person is evil through and through, and can never change.

Kay M. Rowe
September 2017



[1] The Joni Mitchell Concert was especially memorable.  Right after she sang “Big
Yellow Taxi,” a note was passed up to her on stage and she announced, “Richard Nixon just
resigned from office. Just goes to show you, you don’t know what you got till it’s gone. Let’s
hope what we get next isn’t worse…”
 

[2] I didn’t even know who Chick Corea was, but was invited to go to a concert in Santa
Monica with Eric, who was a big fan. In fact, Chick and his band walked into the restaurant
we happened to visit prior to the concert (Sambo’s); I not only got my friend Chick’s
autograph, I gave Chick mine!
 


