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DISCLAIMER
Under the banner of “freedom of speech”, one should be allowed to express
their words, thoughts, and opinions without repercussion. However, when it
comes to making statements that could shed an unflattering light on the
reputation of the Church of Scientology, one might end up with a legal
battle on their hands, as history has proven time and time again.
Therefore, I feel compelled to include this “disclaimer” at the outset of my
book: The words I’ve written are my views, my thoughts, my opinions and
should be considered as such. That said, I saw it. I felt it. I am still
experiencing the consequences of it today. You are free to formulate your
own thoughts, ideas and conclusions and you alone are responsible should
you choose to do anything based on what you read here.
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INTRODUCTION
My name is Amy Scobee. I’m really nobody special, just someone with a
story to tell - the story of my 25 years in the top ranks of the Church of
Scientology.
I left the church in March of 2005 and after getting back on my feet and
“regaining consciousness” in the outside world, I decided I had a moral
duty to inform people of what it’s like to live and work in a “church” that
has total control of every aspect of one’s life and uses their status as a
religion to control the lives of its staff members, to the point of abuse.
What’s going on behind the scenes is nothing short of hair-raising and in
utter contrast to the objectives that Scientology promotes.
What one doesn’t see (or refuses to look at) is a dark world filled with
family disconnection, injustices and physical and mental abuse, all cleverly
concealed behind rosy glitz and glamor by PR-trained puppets.
There are numerous individual stories available on the internet for anyone
to read. My objective here is to recount my own experience and in doing so,
hopefully help to put all of this behind me while at the same time, assisting
readers to better understand what is promoted as “the fastest growing
religion on earth” with the “only true technology” to improve the mind and
set man free.
Most Scientologists don’t have a clue about the information contained in
this book as they’ve never been on staff or part of the upper management
structure. Public Scientologists are forbidden from reading or listening to
anything derogatory with the threat of being barred from advanced levels if
it were discovered that they were non-compliant. While being kept in the
dark, they donate lots of money, attend courses and receive counseling all
the while cheering on David Miscavige, their current leader, who
unbeknownst to them, is a very evil and abusive man—a fact that will
become clear as you venture through the rest of this book.
The top of the Church of Scientology is the Sea Organization (1) and the
top of the Sea Org is International Management.



(1) The Sea Organization (also called Sea Org or “SO” for short) was established in
1967 and once operated from a number of ships (thus “sea” organization). It was
originally set up to help Scientology’s founder, L. Ron Hubbard, in his research of
earlier civilizations and to supervise church organizations around the world.

For two decades, I worked at the Sea Org’s International headquarters,
known as the “Int base,” situated on 500 acres of land near Hemet,
California. This is also where Golden Era Productions is located - the
organization that produces the lectures, promotional videos and technical
training films for Scientology internationally.
Since the property was purchased in 1978, the location of this base and the
presence of international management there was kept secret, even to
Scientologists at lower echelons. Originally they were trying to make this
location secure enough for the Scientology Founder, L. Ron Hubbard, to
freely live and work, and then the tight security policies were kept in force.
It was a rare occasion for anyone outside of the security-cleared Int base
personnel to come onto this property. When they did, we went through an
entire “drill” to make the place APPEAR awesome. Especially when major
celebrities would visit… but more on that later.
This book will take you through my first encounters with Scientology at
age 14 in Bellevue, Washington, my joining the church and attaining
progressively higher positions within the organization, my trips to the
Rehabilitation Project Force (2), then finally to my experiences in breaking
away from Scientology and endeavoring to restart a new life at age 42 -
with absolutely nothing.
(2) The Rehabilitation Project Force (or RPF) is described by the church as a program
offering a second chance to Sea Org members who have become unproductive or
have strayed from the church’s codes, involving intensive physical labor at church
facilities and auditing and study sessions to address the individual’s personal
problems. I have a much harsher definition after spending a total of 5 1/2 years on
this program: A controlled slave labor camp to which is assigned anyone arbitrarily
deemed a liability for actions (or thoughts) considered to be in opposition to the
group.

Thanks to the most wonderful and loving family anyone could hope for, I
had somewhere to go and I was warmly welcomed home. This is despite
how badly I’d neglected my family over the years. There was no animosity
- just a big relief to have me back.
Others, who have recently left, were not as fortunate, but thanks to the
internet and those banding together on the outside, we’re doing what we can



to reach out and help them get restarted successfully too.
Many people honestly feel that they’ve been helped by the church and
believe Scientology has the answers to spiritual freedom as they’ve
experienced considerable gains through their own participation.
I, too, feel there is a lot of good. Otherwise, I would not have persisted
through a fraction of what I did.
I wanted to help. I wanted spiritual freedom for myself and others.
But the “Scientology world” being created, starting at the top of the
organization, was (is) nothing short of insane. That is a fact that became
painfully evident once I finally stripped off the rose-colored glasses, ceased
rationalizing the abuse and insanities I both witnessed and experienced and
finally freed myself from the grip Scientology had on me for most of my
life.



CHAPTER 1
DISCOVERING SCIENTOLOGY

I was 14 years old. My parents had recently divorced and my mother took
custody of me and my older brother. The three of us moved out of the house
where I grew up in Auburn, Washington and relocated to Mercer Island.
Mom started working as a draftsman at a company in Bellevue,
Washington. My brother and I would go to school during the day and spend
the evenings with mom. We’d visit my father on the weekends.
I was beginning to get used to this routine when suddenly my mother was
no longer spending the evenings with us. She was now attending classes
after work at the Bellevue Church of Scientology.
One day I was home alone and the phone rang. It was a staff member from
the church named Brett. I told him that my mom wasn’t home. He said that
was okay as he was actually calling to talk to me. He said that he had heard
about me, that I sounded like a very nice person and that I should come into
the church to do an introductory service myself.
I remember becoming very curious about this. I asked myself, “Even
though I’m just a kid, these guys are interested in me?” I told my mother
about the invitation and asked if I could go in with her to meet Brett, to
which she agreed.
Brett was a very handsome man, posted as the Public Registrar, responsible
for signing new people up for service and collecting their money. He
interviewed me and said that he could tell that I had a lot of potential and
would go very far in life, but that I needed to learn several tools to be able
to do so successfully.
Wow, I wanted to find out all about this.
Brett called my mother into his office and had her pay for my first course,
so I could get started right then and there. I enrolled on the
Communications Course on 17 May 1978.
The Public Course Supervisor - a nice lady named Sally - sat down with me
to explain some basics.
She explained that per the Scientology philosophy developed by the church
founder, L. Ron Hubbard, I was not my body. I had a body, I had a mind,



but they were not ME. My mind records both good and bad experiences
throughout my existence in two different parts of the mind (analytical and
reactive). She said I was a spiritual being that’s had several bodies in the
past and will continue to exist when this current body dies and that
Scientology has the technology to clear away the reactive mind. (3)
(3) A reactive mind is that part of the mind which works on a totally stimulus-
response basis, which is not under a person’s volitional control, and which exerts
force and the power of command over his awareness, purposes, thoughts, body and
actions.

Sally showed me a chart of the training and counseling steps one takes in
Scientology. She told me that as I progressed up these levels, I would
become free as a spirit and able to operate without a body at will,
causatively moving into future lives.
I thought, if this information is accurate, then maybe finding Scientology is
a dream come true.
It wasn’t too long before I was sitting in the personnel office, signing a staff
contract and telling my mom that I was quitting school to join Scientology
full time on the crusade to “clear (4) the planet”.
(4) A person who no longer has his own reactive mind is called a “Clear”. Achieving
the state of clear is a major milestone for Scientologists and “clearing the planet” is a
key goal of the church.

At first my mom said, “No”, which I wouldn’t accept - after all, I now knew
I was a spirit in a young body, not a kid to be controlled by her mother.
Finally, she agreed that I could go on staff full time, but I had to finish the
9th grade first and until then, I could work there part-time after school.
So, I sat through the rest of the school year, paying no attention to the
teachers and doing no homework assignments. I just wanted to get back to
my new adventures at the church.
My first assignment was “Body Router”. My job was to go out on the
streets of downtown Bellevue and persuade people to come into the church
for a personality test. I was supposed to get involved in conversations with
people and then “find their ruin” (whatever circumstance in their live that
caused them to suffer in any way, such as an inability to communicate,
trouble with relationships, etc.) With ruin in hand, I was told to say, “I know
something that could possibly help you handle that. Come with me!”



I personally felt uneasy as a 14 year old asking strangers much older than
me about what’s ruining their lives. Therefore, I pretty much skipped that
part and just went directly to “Come with me!” Surprisingly a lot of people
did! Once I turned these people over to the experienced Public Registrars, I
was out the door again.
After a few months of body routing, I was promoted to the position of
Academy Course Administrator.
My new boss was a 35 year old married man named Darryl. He was very
nice to me and explained the ropes as a new staff member.
One night Darryl said he needed me to work late to help him get some
paperwork done. I told him I had to catch the bus at a certain time,
otherwise I’d have no way of getting home. He said he would gladly drive
me…
Without going into detail, that evening when no one was left in the church,
Darryl had me perform oral sex on him in the Academy and when driving
me home, he pulled off to the side of the road and had sex with me in his
car.
I was only 14 at the time.
Somehow the Scientology Ethics Officer found out. I was certainly too
afraid to tell anyone myself, so Darryl must have confessed.
The Ethics Officer summonsed me to her office. I was scared to death about
what the consequences were going to be. I knew it was against the law and
Darryl could be arrested for this crime. One time when a grown man kissed
me when I was 12 years old and my mother learned of this through one of
my friends, she immediately reported him to the police.
I sat down with the Ethics Officer and she told me that I was in a condition
of treason for my involvement with Darryl and I was to write up my lower
conditions (5).
(5) The condition formulas are a series of steps one follows, designed to improve the
aspect of ones life they are applied to. From the lowest to the highest, there are
formulas for the condition of confusion, treason, enemy, doubt, liability, non-
existence, danger, emergency, normal, affluence, power change and power.

That was it! The police were not informed, Darryl was not dismissed from
staff, nor was he removed from his post as Course Supervisor. I was



transferred from Bellevue to the church located in downtown Seattle so we
would work in separate locations.
I didn’t tell my parents and either did the church. If they had found out at
the time, they would have had Darryl hauled away for statutory rape in a
heartbeat.
Instead, this incident was kept quiet.
There was this sort of agreement amongst the Scientology staff to keep such
“internal situations” to ourselves, thus concealing anything that could
potentially reflect badly on the church if it were made known - an unspoken
policy still firmly in place and very prevalent to this day.



CHAPTER 2
JOINING THE SEA ORGANIZATION

The Sea Organization (also Sea Org or SO for short) is defined on the
official Church of Scientology web site as follows:

“The Sea Org was established in 1967 and once operated from a
number of ships. It was set up to help L. Ron Hubbard with
research of earlier civilizations and supervise Church
organizations around the world. The first Sea Org members
formulated a one-billion-year pledge to symbolize their
commitment to the religion as immortal spiritual beings. It is
signed by all members today. The Sea Organization is also
entrusted to minister the advanced services of Scientology. The
Sea Organization retains its name in celebration of the fact that
Mr. Hubbard’s life was frequently connected to the sea. Although
today the majority of Sea Organization members are based on
land, in keeping with the tradition of the order’s inception, they
still wear maritime-style uniforms and have ranks and ratings.
Sea Org members work long hours and live communally with
housing, meals, uniforms, medical and dental care provided by
the Church. They participate in Scientology training and auditing
during a portion of each day, but otherwise dedicate themselves
to furthering the objectives of Scientology through their particular
functions.”

It was September, 1979. Word arrived that an expansion event was being
held in the Seattle church for all local Scientologists by officers of the Sea
Org. Attendance was mandatory. My mother and I went to the event
together. As people arrived, we were all ushered in and seated in a large
hall.
Before the event began, surveys were passed out for the audience to fill in,
asking detailed questions about our individual qualifications, such as
whether or not we had ever taken LSD, ever been institutionalized, if we
had a criminal record, had huge personal debts and so forth. My answer to
every one of these questions was, “No”. The surveys were collected up and
the event began.



The speaker came out and briefed us on the strategy to make Scientology a
household word internationally and how it was vital for everyone to
immediately get on the bandwagon to help make this a reality. He had a
large map of the world behind him and pointed out the small red dots as
current church locations, which appeared minuscule compared to the size of
the planet.
In the middle of the event, the speaker read out a list of people who were to
report immediately to a room in the back for a private briefing.
My name was on the list.
I felt my heart pounding as I couldn’t figure out how they knew my name. I
had forgotten all about filling out the survey prior to the event.
My mom’s name wasn’t on the list, so I’d have to go to the special briefing
without her. I reported to the back, along with about twenty others from the
audience.
The main event speaker (named Don) came to the back room, along with
three other people in full dress Sea Org uniform (navy caps, gold lanyards,
white gloves, dirks tied around their waist - the works). He informed us that
we were the select few who were qualified and that we were all to join the
elite team of the Sea Org - right now!
Don said that while he moved on to the next city to get many more people
on board, two SO members were staying behind in Seattle to get all of us
packed and sent off to the Sea Org.
He handed out Sea Org contracts, had us all stand up, raise our right hands
and repeat the code of a Sea Org member after him. This is called the
“swearing in ceremony”. We all then signed the contract, pledging to work
full time for the next billion years.
I had no clue what I was doing. I wondered why my mom’s name wasn’t
called and what she would think. I didn’t dare question the Sea Org
Officers. Everyone was following orders and I thought I had better as well.
I did ask what type of work we’d be doing and the response was, “Our
mission is to get ethics in on this planet and the universe. You’re joining the
elite of the elite, responsible for handling the suppressive psychiatrists that
exist in the here and now and those who implant beings between lives so as
to make planetary clearing an actuality”.



I was speechless.
The intermission was over, everyone was reseated and those in the back re-
joined the rest of the audience for the remainder of the event. The speaker
came back up and announced the names of those who had just joined the
Sea Org. Immediate standing ovation! Loud cheers! We were going to be
heroes!
My mom flipped out, “No way—don’t they realize that you’re still a
minor? They have no parental consent. You’re only in 9th grade and now
you’ll never get a proper education. How could they do this without
discussing it with me first? It’s out of the question!”
I went back to the recruiter and said I couldn’t go as it wasn’t coordinated
with my mom.
Like lions jumping on prey, the SO officers were all over my mom to
handle her “counter-intention towards Scientology expansion”.
Finally, after being promised that I would absolutely continue my schooling
to obtain a high school diploma, have three weeks off a year to come home
to visit and be able to maintain routine communication with the family (all
of which turned out to be a blatant lie), my mother signed aparental consent
form, giving her approval for me to join the Sea Org - effective once I
turned 16, which was only a few weeks away.
The recruiters had me list out things to handle before reporting for duty. My
main concern was telling my dad, who knew nothing about Scientology.
They said what I needed was a cover story, so tell him that I got a great
offer and I’ll be going away to become a model in Paris. My mother and I
went to visit my dad and that’s what we told him. He was so proud of me! I
thought I was going to be sick.
Within a few weeks of signing my Sea Org contract, I was booked on a
flight to Los Angeles. This was the first time I had been away from home
and the first airplane I had ever been on. I arrived in Hollywood, California
on 31 October 1979 - Halloween night.
No one was at the airport to greet me. I tried calling the phone number
provided but couldn’t get through to anyone. I tried for at least two hours,
looking up different “Church of Scientology” phone numbers in the phone
book. I had all my luggage with me and no clue where I was supposed to



go. I didn’t want to stick around the airport any longer as I was obviously
abandoned and felt insecure just sitting there.
Finally someone answered the phone and told me that I should catch a cab
and that they’d be at the other end to pay the fare when we pulled in. I
prayed they’d actually be there this time. Fortunately, they were.
I was assigned to a dormitory at the big blue building on Fountain Avenue,
which is referred to as “the complex”. This building was formerly a hospital
and all of the hallways and rooms still looked like it with no carpets, just
cold concrete floors. The rooms had no showers. One would have to walk
down the long corridors to a communal shower room. There was one
shower room for men and one for women. You needed a key to get in,
which was not issued to me. So I had to stand out in the hallway with my
towel and shampoo until someone else went through the door so I could get
in. My dorm had several three-tier metal bunk beds in it. The mattresses
were old and uncomfortable, plus I really didn’t like bunk beds.
I felt homesick already.
After my first restless night, waking up every hour worrying that I’d fall off
that top bunk at any moment, I called my dad and confessed to him that I
had lied. I told him I wasn’t going to be a model in Paris, I had joined
Scientology full time and was now in the Sea Org in Los Angeles on a
billion-year contract.
I cried my eyes out, explaining that I was sorry for lying but I didn’t think
he would have understood, had I told the truth. Of course, he was upset
about this, but surprisingly not at me. He said he was going to sue my
mother, obtain full custody and meantime get me back home immediately.
“Now you’ve really done it, Amy”, I thought. I was supposed to be a
responsible adult, yet I was making a dog’s breakfast out of everything. I
didn’t want to let the Sea Org officials know that I had cried like a baby to
my dad who now intended on bringing me home and I definitely didn’t
want to create repercussions for my mother, who has always meant the
world to me.
Somehow I convinced my dad that it was MY grown-up decision to be
there - it’s what I wanted to do with my life and mom was not to blame at
all. He said that he loved me and respected my decision - as long as I was



happy, he was happy for me. He made it clear that if I ever wanted to come
home, he would always be there for me.
Throughout the years, this conversation would replay in my mind many,
many times as I painfully longed for home.
I called my mom and told her what happened. She said that once my
brother (who is a year and a half older than me) was out on his own and she
handled some debts, etc., she’d be joining the Sea Org too and then we’d be
back together again.
Hallelujah! I thought maybe everything would turn out just fine.
After a brief orientation around the complex, I was provided with a
schedule which included nine hours of deck work, a half hour for personal
hygiene, five hours to study the basic materials on the Sea Org, half hour
meal breaks and eight hours of sleep.
There was a lot of renovation work being done at this time. Every hallway
was getting painted, several empty rooms were being transformed into
office spaces and new flooring was going in. We worked on taking out
fiberglass insulation above the ceiling tiles in one whole wing of the
complex.
While we wore those little white protective face masks, I got fiberglass
everywhere as we tore out and bagged up the old insulation. This stuff
didn’t just wash off in the shower - I could feel little glass fibers all over my
skin for days.
I didn’t want to do that anymore, but the In-Charge of our unit said I needed
to learn to be OT (6) and “confront the physical universe with no back-off”
as otherwise I would rapidly fail as a Sea Org member.
(6) OT stands for Operating Thetan, (thetan is another word used for spirit). An OT is
someone who has achieved the highest level of counseling available in the church to
become “at cause” over every aspect of life. Sea Org members are expected to act
“OT”, even if they’ve had no counseling at all.

This is also where I was taught to show no “human emotion and reaction”
(called “HE&R” by Scientologists). If one displayed any upset, it was
frowned upon heavily and classified as dramatizing your reactive mind or
your “case”. You could get reports written on you for this and it’s church
policy that in the Sea Org, frequent display of “case on post” could get you
assigned to the Rehabilitation Project Force.



All I knew about the RPF at that time was what I saw when crossing paths
at the LA complex - a group of people running everywhere they went in
black jumpsuits, doing jobs that made my fiberglass removal look like a
holiday.
On one particular occasion, I observed the RPF cleaning out what was
called “rats alley”. This is a long crawl space under the galley of the
complex where stagnant water would seep, along with old food particles.
You could only get in there by crawling on your stomach in the sludge.
They were to drain out that entire space with buckets and clean it to a
white-glove pass.
That place was called “rats alley” for a reason. It might as well have been
called “maggot and roach alley” too.
So, I learned my first basic lesson really well: It’s bad to talk back to a
superior or show any emotion - you simply did what you were told or the
penalties were going to be too gruesome to bear.
Study at night after a long day of deck-work was a struggle. We were
studying all about the history of the Sea Org and operating at sea, which
was filled with nautical terms. My nose was in a dictionary most of the
time, trying to grasp the terminology. I knew nothing about ships. I was
swimming in confusion and started fast-forwarding through the reel-to-reel
lectures about how to operate on a ship.
“Since we don’t have any ships in the Sea Org now, what will I be doing
after I finish this basic training?”, I asked. The response was that I would be
“going over the rainbow” (7).
(7) “Over the rainbow” was the code term used at the time when referring to the
International base in Gilman Hot Springs, California where L. Ron Hubbard was
shooting technical training films and where international management was located.
This would later become my permanent home for 20 years.

“What’s that?!” I questioned in surprise.
I was told that it was highly confidential and I would only find out after I
got there. They said that because of my very clean qualifications, I was one
of the chosen few to get the privilege to go.
In my mind, the next logical question was whether or not my mom would
also be going “over the rainbow” when she arrived to the Sea Org. So I
asked and the answer was, “ No.”



That was all I needed to hear.
Another SO member (who was also not happy with her Sea Org experience)
and I decided that all of this was just too much and the SO was not for us.
We went up to our dorm and locked ourselves in the room. We tied the door
closed and jammed a chair under the door knob so no one could get in. I
was going to leave the Sea Org.
Several people tried to get us to open the door but we wouldn’t budge.
Finally they sent up Don (my original recruiter) who sat outside the room
and persuaded us to let him in.
I told him that I would NOT go over the rainbow - if I couldn’t work
somewhere together with my mom, I wanted to go home.
After a lot of waiting while coordination was being done outside the door of
our dormitory, I was assured that the plans were now changed and I’d
instead be posted where my mother could later join me. I thought, “If that
was really the case, then I’d cooperate.”
Soon after our basic training was complete, a group of us were called
together and briefed that we were going to form an international network of
Personnel Procurement Officers for the Flag Land Base (8) in Clearwater,
Florida.
(8) The Flag Land Base (or FLB for short) is the “worldwide spiritual headquarters” of
the Church of Scientology, located in Clearwater, Florida. The organization was
founded in the late 1970s with the purchase of the Fort Harrison Hotel. In the years
since its foundation, the FLB has expanded as the Church of Scientology has
gradually purchased large amounts of additional property in the downtown and
waterfront Clearwater area.

We were to select a continent to go to and I was given first choice. I
selected Europe.
This was kind of ridiculous, since I knew no other languages, knew nothing
about customs, visas, currency exchange or anything else this job would
require to transfer personnel overseas. I do recall thinking my dad would be
impressed if I actually did make it to Europe after all - despite my initial
fiasco.
Next, an older couple (also originally from the Seattle area), chose to go to
Africa and after someone was assigned to the remaining areas, including
Australia/New Zealand, Canada, United Kingdom and Latin America, we



were all provided with a briefing pack with basic issues on what the post
entailed and provided with full dress naval-like uniforms, caps and all.
I felt important and thought I looked sharp in my new uniform. In fact, I
wore it on my twelve-hour flight to Copenhagen.
When I arrived at the other end, someone was there to pick me up. His
name was Morgan, a nice looking man with a dark complexion from
Sweden.
We made contact right away. He couldn’t miss me with my full dress
uniform on, my very long blond hair and my bright white navy cap with a
big Sea Org symbol (9) right in the center of it.
(9) The symbol for the Sea Org is a center star surrounded by open-ended wreathes.

After we collected all of my luggage and walked out the front doors of the
airport, I had a startling shock. I had failed to inquire about weather
conditions for Copenhagen in November prior to my arrival. I had no
overcoat and my skirt, nylons and high heels were really inadequate for
temperatures far below freezing, especially since we’d be walking to the
local bus station with my luggage and taking the city bus to get to our
destination.
We finally arrived to the Sea Org base in Copenhagen. Warmth at last! I
was shown to my dorm and Morgan helped me with my bags. At least the
bunk beds were only two-tier and the room had carpet and its own private
bathroom. Though it was still early in the day there, I was very tired so I
took a hot shower and went to sleep.
Within 24 hours, Don arrived on a project to put me on post. It was nice to
see a familiar face. I had just begun to get oriented by the time he arrived. I
hadn’t yet obtained an office and still felt jet-lagged.
As this was the central Sea Org base for the continent, SO members came
from all over Europe and spoke many different languages - German,
Swedish, Danish, Spanish, Italian, French and more.
Fortunately, English was the main language everyone used to communicate
between each other. There must have been about 80 staff. I was one of only
three Americans there.
The first thing Don wanted to do was set me up with an office close to the
entrance as I’d be interviewing prospective recruits. We located a space and



started moving in, until suddenly a Frenchman, with the energy of a live
wire, flew down the stairs and across the room. He informed us that we
were not taking that office in the entry as he planned to use it for his own
recruitment. This was the first time I met Guillaume Lesevre. He was the
Commanding Officer over all Scientology organizations in Europe at the
time. Little did I know that I would later be working with Guillaume
shoulder to shoulder for the better part of 20 years in International
Management.
I moved into in a small, shared office on the third floor, was provided with
a list of potential recruits to contact and then Don wished me “good luck”
and headed out the door to his next destination.
I tried calling several people on the prospect list but rapidly discovered not
everyone in Europe spoke English as a second language. So I started
writing letters and doing favors for people so they’d help with translations.
Basically I felt this was a big waste of time as I was not getting anyone sent
off to Flag. Then one day a new opportunity came my way. I received a
telegram from the Advance Man for the Flag World Tour, saying that they’d
be holding a major event in Paris in the next few days and I should come to
recruit for Flag. I was provided with funds to purchase a round-trip train
ticket to Paris and for one night in a hotel while there.
And so, off to Paris I went! I thought, “Wow - just wait until my dad hears
about this!”
The train ride took a full day. I didn’t bring anything to eat and the only
thing being sold on the train were foot-long Swiss chocolate bars, which is
what I ate.
I arrived in Paris and after going through customs and converting my
Danish krone into French francs, I caught a cab to my hotel, changed into
my uniform and went to the event hall. That evening, I interviewed a few
people and passed out surveys to obtain names and qualifications
information to follow up on later. The event crew and I then went out to eat
at a local restaurant called the “Pink Elephant”. It didn’t sound very French
to me and wasn’t.
I returned to my hotel room after dinner. My train back to Denmark was to
leave around lunch time the following day. I was a little sad that my stay



was so short as I didn’t get to see much of anything, but I was still happy I
was able to go.
The next morning, I checked out of the hotel and went to board the subway
to get to the train station across town. However, I discovered I didn’t have
enough money left to cover my fare and was therefore turned away. Now I
had no clue how I was going to get to the train station.
There I was, on my own at 16 years old, in the middle of Paris with no
money. If I missed my train, I didn’t know how I’d get back to Denmark. I
failed to find out the phone number of any of my colleagues and didn’t even
know what hotel they were staying at. I tried to get subway staff to help me
but none seemed to speak English.
I just stood there. A man then came up to me and asked, “Are you lost?”
“Wow,” I thought, “someone who speaks English!” I told him I was trying
to get to the train station and didn’t have enough money to catch the subway
to get there. “No problem,” he said, “I’d be happy to take you.”
I thought that this could either be really good or really bad. With no one
else to turn to, I accepted his invitation. He didn’t look like someone who
would try to take advantage of me. He asked what time my train left and I
showed him my ticket. He said that we had plenty of time so he’d like to
show me a bit of the city. Since I was in his car and had no clue where I was
or where the train station was from there, I said “Okay.”
He took me to the Eiffel tower, which was spectacular. He took me to a real
French restaurant where I had a wonderful meal. He bought me a loaf of
freshly baked French bread and cheese to take on my long trip back to
Denmark and then he put me safely on my train, right on schedule.
Thank God for caring people like that in the world.
It was just a few weeks into the new year when I was ordered to report to
Flag in Clearwater, Florida for re-posting. I was excited to finally get to see
the Flag Land Base. I had read brochures about it which had lots of photos
with palm trees and beautiful white beaches. It looked like a paradise.



CHAPTER 3
FIRST RPF ENCOUNTER

Shortly after my arrival to Flag, I met David Paul, a 26 year old Sea Org
veteran who knew his way around well. He answered a lot of questions,
made sure I got on the payroll and generally took me under his wing.
David Paul had become a safe terminal for me at my new location in
Florida. There were several hundred staff at the Flag Land Base and I knew
no one.
The Sea Org has firm policy that you may not engage in any form of sexual
relations with someone without first becoming legally married. There are
strict penalties for doing so, namely being assigned to the Rehabilitation
Project Force.
After knowing David for only a few weeks, he asked me to marry him.
Everything was happening way too fast for me and I wasn’t sure what I
should do. I called home and told my mother that I had a new boyfriend
named David and asked if I could have parental consent to get married. She
was surprised since she knew I had just recently arrived to Florida and I
was still only 16 years old. She said that I had to at least wait until I turned
17. Instead of waiting, we violated the rules of having no sexual activities
out of wedlock.
As someone was suspicious of us two spending a lot of time together, I was
put in for a security check (confessional). Confessionals in Scientology are
used frequently to keep members free of transgressions as it is believed that
only transgressions against the church or its members cause someone to
become critical or wish to leave.
I had to pick up the electrodes hooked to an e-meter (10) and I was asked
several questions about David and my activities.
(10) An electro-psychometer (e-meter for short) is an electronic device used in
Scientology counseling that supposedly measures the mental state of a person and
various reactions of the needle on the meter dial indicate areas to be addressed with
counseling procedures to improve ones state of mind.

It wasn’t easy for me to tell the truth, but I did confess. At the end of the
confessional, the security checker proclaimed: “By the power invested in



me by the Church of Scientology, anything you have truthfully divulged is
hereby forgiven by Scientologists.”
This had quite an impact on me as I was unsure of what the consequences
would be for my actions. I felt very relieved to be forgiven and thankful to
the security checker for making it safe.
Within an hour, uniformed security guards showed up to escort me directly
to the RPF. A bulletin was published across the base, stating what I had
divulged. Shortly thereafter, David also arrived to the RPF.
In 1980, the Rehabilitation Project Force was located in the garage of the
Fort Harrison hotel. All of the people on the RPF (about 80 at the time)
studied and berthed in make-shift spaces they set up on the second floor of
the garage parking structure. They had no berthing space available for me
so I was put in a paint storage room with a cot and given a sleeping bag. All
of my personal possessions were boxed up and routed to me there. I
remember some people would set up crates with a door laid across them as
their “bed”. This was preferred over sleeping directly on the concrete.
I was given a packet of issues to read about the RPF as my first action. I
was informed that I needed to learn the rules of the RPF right away as any
violation resulted in instant punishment (called rocks & shoals). In these
issues, I learned that you had to run everywhere you went. You wore black.
You were cut off from all communications with other staff members and
your family. Any correspondence was monitored by security (your phone
calls listened in on and letters opened and read).
I also learned that if you talked back to a senior or failed to call anyone
(men or women) “Sir”, you were assigned a “lap”. There were different
sizes of laps - a long lap was running up and down the full length of the
parking garage. A big lap was climbing the back staircase of the Fort
Harrison Hotel to the 11th floor and back. We also did a lot of sit-ups and
push-ups for missing short time targets set on assigned tasks.
Once I was slapped across the face for not climbing into a garbage can to
compress its contents when ordered by the leader of my section. When I
reported this to the Ethics Officer hoping he would reprimand her, he told
me that I was at fault as I should have obeyed my Section In-Charge, no
matter what! This was a new way of thinking for me, but I rapidly learned



that I would spend most of my time in trouble or suffering extensive “rocks
and shoals” if I didn’t just follow orders.
Even though there were about 100 RPF members in Clearwater at that time,
I felt so alone and isolated from the rest of the world. David’s RPF
assignment was canceled only a few weeks after his arrival. He spoke five
languages and was therefore urgently needed on a translations project at the
time. He agreed to do that project only if he was permitted to marry me first
and take a short vacation to visit our families. This was surprisingly
approved! David’s talents must have been vitally needed for something this
unusual to be authorized.
On my 17th birthday, David and I got married and we flew to New Jersey to
visit David’s family and Seattle to visit mine. Immediately upon return, I
was routed back to the RPF and David began his translations project.
I was on the RPF for a total of eight months. I wasn’t making it rapidly
through the RPF program at the time as I was barely getting six and a half
hours of sleep, and in such a hot and humid environment, I was always
physically exhausted by the time we began study at the end of the day.
Eventually I was reprieved off of the RPF program.
The bulletin covering my reprieve stated I was making slow progress due to
being “illiterate” and so I was supposedly incapable of doing the program
properly. While this was untrue, I was just happy to be released from the
RPF, despite the bogus reason.
When I came off the RPF, I was told that a new rule was implemented in
the Sea Org that no one was allowed to own a television or watch TV as it
gave one “pictures” in your mind that could trigger off negative feelings. I
didn’t think much about it at the time since we rarely had time for TV
anyway, but in retrospect, I can see that the restrictions on “no television”
and later “no internet access” were to prevent members from seeing any
negative press about the church or it’s founder, L. Ron Hubbard. Heaven
forbid some real facts could be discovered!
My first appointment after my RPF reprieve was to the position of
Commanding Officer of the Flag Land Base’s Communicator (CO FLB’s
Comm). This position is like a Personal Secretary, responsible for all in-
coming and out-going traffic from the executive and obtaining compliance



to all orders issued. (Not quite the post I expected after just being labeled
“illiterate”).
Within a few months, the Base Commanding Officer needed a deputy to
handle all internal matters and she selected me for this position. That meant
I needed a replacement as her Communicator. That’s when I learned that my
mother was soon to arrive to the FLB and she was my named replacement!
Finally!
Upon my mother’s arrival to the FLB, she rapidly completed her Sea Org
basics so she was ready for a post assignment. I introduced mom to
everyone in my office and apprenticed her on the actions she’d be doing as
the CO FLB’s Communicator. We were so happy to be back together. By
that time, I was very familiar with the FLB so I showed her all around and
introduced her to the people I knew.
My mom had an unusual situation, which is that her husband was not
qualified for the Sea Org as per their issued requirements. Therefore, my
mom and step-dad had to live off -base.
They rented a tiny place a few blocks from the Fort Harrison Hotel. Her
husband worked at the Tampa Church of Scientology (which is a non-Sea
Org organization). This was not an ideal set-up, yet my mom wanted us to
be back together again so she was willing to compromise.
One day, a Sea Org member arrived from “over the rainbow” with orders
written directly by L. Ron Hubbard (the church founder, also known as
LRH). I was assigned to assist him in the execution of these orders.
The orders called for removing every person responsible for managing the
FLB Estates Organizations (11), stripping these people of all rank/rating
and re-posting them in the galley, where they were to remain until estates
was manned and booming.
(11) There were three Estates Organizations at the FLB in 1982: Public Estates
(responsible for the Fort Harrison Hotels and its restaurants serving paid
parishioners), Sandcastle Estates (responsible for the Sandcastle hotel and
restaurants) and Area Estates (responsible for all crew office buildings, grounds,
berthing, transportation and dining).

Nearly every person in the CO FLB’s office was demoted into Estates.
They were not replaced.



As my mother was new and not involved in the management of the FLB
Estates organizations, she was exempt and transferred to the Flag Service
Organization (FSO). (12)
(12) The FSO serves as the “spiritual headquarters” for Scientologists from all over
the world who travel there to participate in religious services. It is located at the Flag
Land Base in Clearwater, Florida. This organization began in 1967 aboard the Flag
Ship Apollo and the name was maintained as tradition when the land-based
organization was established.

After the LRH orders were executed, I was promoted to the “Flag Bureau”,
which is the middle management organization over all Scientology
organizations internationally (also located in Clearwater at that time). I
became the FLB Estates Management Chief, responsible for all public
hotels and services as well as the crew facilities which included the galley.
I worked in an office with the FSO Management Chief, named Susan. We
didn’t get along. She was unhappy with the food one day so glued some
scraps to a paper bag, threw me down in a chair and grabbed me around my
neck, forcing my face toward the food, saying repeatedly, “Confront that!
Thank you! Confront that! Thank you!”
Her fingernails dug in and drew blood. I reported this to the ethics
department, who took no action against the FSO Management Chief. I was
just kept off post and made to do filing instead. Within a few days, I heard
that orders had come down from LRH, assigning the FSO Management
Chief to the RPF for criminal registration activities that were taking place in
the FSO, which she failed to handle.
That’s the first time I was happy to see somebody go to the RPF!
Shortly thereafter I was promoted to the Commodore’s Messenger
Organization (CMO). (13)
(13) The Commodore’s Messenger Organization (CMO) was started by L. Ron
Hubbard in 1969 while he was living aboard the Sea Org ship called the Apollo. LRH
called himself “the Commodore” and these messengers were his personal assistants
and they operated solely under his direction. When the Sea Org became land-based,
CMO units were formed in each continental zone to carry out LRH’s orders/intentions
in those areas. The CMO later became the observation, execution and enforcement
arm for the Watchdog Committee.

My husband David (who had previously been on several projects for the
CMO) told me that I should not accept the promotion as I’d never sleep or
have any time off, based on his experience.



When I declined the offer because of what David told me, I was convinced
by the top executive of the CMO that this was absolutely not the case.
David was then made to report to the Ethics department for “spreading a
pack of lies” to me.
I started working in the CMO. Right away, I began getting regular phone
calls from “over the rainbow” with instructions that all of their orders had to
be completed “before anyone goes to bed”.
After being up for three nights in a row, I secured for a few hours when I
received a phone call, telling me I was in a condition of “Treason” for
leaving my office and to report back to duty immediately.
For the next two months, I didn’t see my husband. I slept on the floor in my
office for a few hours a night, showered across the street at my mom’s place
and worked pretty much around the clock.
I was getting phone calls directly from the Watchdog Committee (WDC).
(14)
(14) Watchdog Committee (WDC) is the highest ecclesiastical body in the Church of
Scientology, responsible for the various organizations that manage the numerous
sectors of Scientology. They are meant to put management there and see that they
standardly manage and they utilize the CMO to get their orders complied to.

I was required to locate and appoint over a dozen highly qualified personnel
to specific positions in management, both on the base and internationally.
One of the people I worked with on this evolution was a large man, twice
my age, who had been in the Sea Org for several years. One day I was
searching for him and discovered he was hiding in the local library. When
we spoke, he burst into tears and said he couldn’t take it anymore - he just
wanted to leave and live a normal life again. He couldn’t understand how I
remained cheery despite no sleep and impossible targets. I told him I was
just trying to do whatever was needed and was glad I could help - I said this
couldn’t last much longer and I convinced him to come back.
Despite being commended for appointing all of the personnel needed to
form up specific areas of management by the required deadline, I was
placed under a group justice action, called a Committee of Evidence. This
committee consisted of five of my peers and was ordered by the
International Management terminal responsible for establishing all CMO
Units around the world. She had received a report that the CMO Unit at



Flag was wildly off-schedule while working to fulfill urgent demands from
WDC and ordered a justice action be taken. This committee recommended
my removal for neglect of duty regarding the schedule.
A few days later I was informed I’d be going to Los Angeles to recruit for
the CMO. I broke this news to my husband, and my mother.
That was the last time I saw them both for what would be years to come.



CHAPTER 4
GOING OVER THE RAINBOW

(We're Not In Kasas Anymore)

I arrived in Los Angeles in the summer of 1983 to recruit staff to be sent
“over the rainbow”.
My husband was concurrently sent out on a command team to Mexico to
manage Scientology organizations in Latin America.
An international Amnesty was issued for a major accomplishment within
the church. L. Ron Hubbard would periodically issue amnesties, forgiving
staff and public Scientologists for any past misdeeds revealed in a write-up
submitted to the International Justice Chief. This year, that accomplishment
was the opening of a new Advanced Organization in Australia. Availing
oneself of the amnesty (submitting your write-up of misdeeds) would also
cancel any on-going ethics and justice actions on staff, and everyone would
be able to re-start with a clean slate and get on with working to further
Scientology expansion.
Well, this amnesty didn’t quite work out like that for me. I wrote up my
transgressions and submitted my write-up. The response I received was an
RPF assignment directly from CMO International. I revealed that I “made
out” with one of my recruits, and they said that I was going to be punished
and pay for this sin, despite the amnesty.
I didn’t just go to the RPF. I was assigned to the RPF’s RPF, which is the
lowest position anyone within the Sea Org can be assigned. I was placed
under guard 24 hours a day, I was assigned to work in the boiler room in the
basement of the Los Angeles complex, chipping rust off of old boilers.
At this time, I was 19 years old and this was now my second trip to the
RPF. I could see that this billion year commitment was definitely going to
be a challenge.
After serving my time in the RPF’s RPF (a two-week requirement per the
RPF issues), I was upgraded into the regular RPF which was working full
time to get specific renovations projects done. No one was graduating as
study time was canceled.



As a member of the RPF, one is assigned a partner or “twin” that you are
fully responsible for rehabilitating through pastoral counseling. The test of
an RPFer is “can they make someone else better”. Evidence of this is all
documented as part of the requirements to graduate. It’s hard to do when
you’re hanging drywall 24/7, which is what I was assigned to do.
It so happened that my twin Bill, was the husband of the person in charge of
the RPF. She was furious that Bill wasn’t handled on being a “joker” (Bill
had previously been a comedian by profession, was very funny and had a
light-hearted personality, which some people - like his ex-wife - didn’t
appreciate). Therefore, he and I were both assigned to the RPF’s RPF, as
twins have to go together. So, off I went again.
One of our tasks while on the RPF’s RPF was to sit outside the room of a
woman who had apparently gone crazy and was being isolated in that room.
We were given instructions not to let anyone go in or out. We sat in the
hallway outside her room for 24 hours straight until someone else finally
took over the watch.
Within a few weeks, a project showed up to the Los Angeles RPF to send as
many people as possible “over the rainbow” to do a full time renovations
project at that location. I was one of several people selected to go. (Bill
stayed behind as he had just recently been removed as a WDC member over
Golden Era Productions and sent to the RPF in Los Angeles, so he wouldn’t
be returning there immediately.) I rapidly packed a few belongings and was
driven to 19625 Highway 79, Gilman Hot Springs, California which
became my permanent address for the next 20 years.
We arrived at five in the morning while it was still dark outside. I was so
lost. We first stopped at a little ranch known as “Happy Valley”, located a
few miles away from the International base (Int base), where the RPF
persons were being berthed. We got a few hours of sleep and were then
transported to the base to get to work. I was handed a pair of rubber boots
and jumped into the middle of a large concrete pour that had just started to
lay the foundation of a new building being constructed. I’d never done this
type of work before, but learned instantly out of necessity. And I also
learned what lime in concrete does to your hands after several hours of
continuous contact. Pretty nasty.



They were building a laundry facility for LRH. The deadline for completion
was three days, yet we had just started by pouring the foundation. No one
slept for the next five days and we still weren’t done. I fell asleep nearly
every time I went to the bathroom. Since we went everywhere with a
“buddy” (as RPFers weren’t allowed to roam around by themselves), I’d
only nod out for a few minutes before I was awoken again. It felt like pure
torture.
The Int base is located on over 500 acres of property, sprawled out along
the San Jacinto foothills. As an RPFer, you are required to run everywhere
you go. We were working at the top of a large hill (called Bonnie View or
BV). The dining facility was at the bottom of the hill and across the
highway. That is also where the bathrooms, the garage with the tool shed
and carpentry shop were located.
We were taking 15 minute meal breaks at this time, so we had to run about
350 yards to the dining hall, rapidly eat and be mustered up back at the job
site before time was up. I learned to inhale my food, otherwise you went
hungry as no snacking between meals was permitted. The RPF allowance
was $7 a week, which is a quarter of the regular staff pay. This measly
pittance was used to purchase our underclothes and toiletries, so we didn’t
have money left over for much of anything else.
For the next two years that I was on the RPF, we averaged four hours of
sleep per night and had close to zero study time. We were a full-time hard-
labor work force being utilized to build a house and other facilities for L.
Ron Hubbard, should he ever decide to return to the Int base.
Fatigue was constant. I recall in the middle of the night one evening,
pushing a wheelbarrow up the hill and the next thing I knew, I woke up in a
ditch off to the side of the road. I got back up and continued wheeling to the
top, hoping I hadn’t been gone too long.
There were several accidents during this time period. One guy was up all
night and cut his finger off on the table saw. Another cut open his leg with
an angle grinder as he fell asleep while using it. One lady fell off a 20 foot
scaffold and shattered her pelvis.
We were all so exhausted. We’d find RPFers asleep on top of ladders with
their face pressed against the wall they were meant to be mudding or



sanding. People were found sitting on a bucket in a small janitor closet, out
on a field of grass, asleep in bathroom stalls or sprawled out on the asphalt.
This gruesome schedule went on for so long and we slept mainly in the
garage on carpet rolls, both in the boiling hot summer (getting eaten by
mosquitoes) and the winter, freezing with no proper bedding.
There was one period where I’d fall asleep in a “heat tent” we rigged up
with plastic and blow-torch furnaces to dry the wood we had soaked in
copper sulfate and sealed with lacquer). I thought the toxic fumes were
probably dangerous, but after weeks of sniffing contact cement while
building formica furniture and not sleeping, I didn’t care - I wanted a warm
place to get some rest.
Once it was 4:00AM and I hadn’t slept for three days. I was trying to find
somewhere to lay down where I wouldn’t be found and woken up. I
remember standing outside, shivering in the freezing cold, buzzing security
to get them to open the gate so I could cross the highway to the other side of
the property. Tears were pouring down my face because I was in pain and
exhausted. I finally found an unlocked electrical room, labeled WARNING,
HIGH VOLTAGE. I thought for sure I wouldn’t be bothered in there. I went
in and laid on the cold concrete floor with no bedding and fell right to sleep.
I don’t know how long I was gone but I woke up to people calling my name
as I was missing from muster and had to be tracked down.
On Christmas day 1984, the RPF was ordered to white-glove clean the base
galley for the crew. We were there all day and into the night to get that
place spotless. At least we were permitted to listen to the radio with
Christmas music while we worked (a perk usually forbidden).
Unbelievably, I never blamed anyone for being put through these things. I
just thought I needed to “confront it” and “be tough and make it go right”.
We were so indoctrinated (or brainwashed) into believing that we’re not our
bodies, the mission is more important than self and that anything personal
could easily be sacrificed for the cause.
In the book Combating Cult Mind Control, there is a statement that makes a
lot of sense to me as to why I could have possibly tolerated a fraction of
what I did and still stick with the organization. It states:

“Members are made to feel part of an elite corps of mankind. This
feeling of being special, of participating in the most important acts



of human history with a vanguard of committed believers, is
strong emotional glue to keep people sacrificing and working
hard.” - Steven Hassan

It was constantly pushed that we didn’t have time - the world was
destroying itself at a rapid rate and we were the only salvation, so every
minute counted. It seemed like everything was treated as an emergency that
had to be handled “now, now, now!!”
At the same time, way, way too much was spent on re-do’s because we
were half dead, cutting corners and slapping things together without proper
planning or training. In fact, despite the hundreds of thousands of man-
hours and untold sums spent to build this house for LRH in the mid-80s
(that he never did use, mind you), the entire place was bulldozed in the late
1990s and re-built by contractors from the ground up at a cost of about $30
million dollars.
Behind the scenes, it was David Miscavige (the current head of
Scientology) directing these renovations and the use of church funds and
Sea Org personnel. One day in 1984, a report made it to Miscavige that
another RPFer named Wendell had given me a back rub during an RPF
production meeting. Miscavige had me and Wendell routed to the RPF’s
RPF for this.
Miscavige ordered that we get sent to a leach field where sewage had
backed up, creating a virtual lake on the property. We were to drain it, dig
up the septic tank buried underneath and clean it to a white-glove pass.
Wendell and I drained the sewage by hand with buckets until we found and
rigged up some sort of pump and unearthed the tank. Before the cleaning of
the tank began, I was suddenly transferred without explanation to another
job (scraping grease traps on the roof above the galley).
On the RPF’s RPF, I had to do all sorts of degraded tasks for my “crimes”,
such as cleaning toilets with a toothbrush, climbing into and scrubbing
galley dumpsters, etc. Once I was assigned to handle a garbage dump that
had accumulated into a huge mountain over a few year period. In the desert
summer heat, this garbage was unbelievably foul since it was mostly soggy
galley food in broken garbage bags, which were full of maggots.
We were knee-deep in this stuff for almost a week, scooping it up into big
trucks that hauled the garbage to a local city dump. The smell made me



nauseous, especially since the guy I did this project with was a joker,
flinging the broken bags in the air so the wet slime flew all over the place -
including on me! (He stopped doing that after I described what a bag of this
slippery, vile, disgusting matter would look like sitting on the top of his
head. ) I really wouldn’t wish that job on my worst enemy.
When the RPF finally started to get onto a regular schedule, I saw that some
RPFers were getting off the program through a review board that was
established to determine the validity of their RPF assignments.
I gave it a shot and submitted my request for review and within a few
weeks, my RPF assignment was canceled as it was found to be unjust. I was
too excited at being released from the RPF to be furious that I had just
needlessly gone through two years of pure hell.



CHAPTER 5



INTRODUCTION TO INT MANAGEMENT
I had become used to having every aspect of my life restricted - all letters
opened and read, no time off, inability to drive unless through “car school”
(a luxury very few Int base personnel are permitted), no family visitation
allowed. I had to decline an invitation to attend my uncle Dick Scobee’s
first NASA space shuttle take-off in April 1984, which was a major event
for my family. I hadn’t seen my husband in two and a half years. I also
found out my mom left the Sea Org by someone returning one of my letters
to her, saying only, “Sorry, blown”. (15)
(15) A “blow” in Scientology terms is a sudden and unauthorized departure.
Someone who leaves the Sea Org without authorization is considered “blown”. If a
staff member does not return within a specified period of time, they are declared a
Suppressive Person and everyone in the Scientology community, including their
immediate family are forced to disconnect from them or face the same penalty should
they refuse and remain connected.

Per the policies of the church, people who blow could become labeled a
“Suppressive Person”. This would mean that no Scientologist, including
myself, would be allowed to speak to her again.
At this point, I felt so stressed out and detached from everything in my life,
aside from the “urgent mission” at hand. I was really looking forward to a
big change and return to any semblance of normality with my integration to
staff life outside of the RPF.
There was a lot of confusion about what I’d be doing. No one was quite
sure where I should be routed. My husband was posted in Los Angeles
(about a two hour drive away from Hemet). I was told that David wasn’t
qualified to be posted at the Int base, so I thought for sure I’d be transferred
to Los Angeles, to be in the same location.
First I needed some clothes (other than the paint-covered hand-me-downs
I’d been wearing for the past two years) and a place to stay, until my future
appointment was determined.
I was told that no berthing spaces were available. For the first few days, I
continued sleeping with the RPF. Then I was “moved” to a utility closet that
didn’t even have a mattress - just a chair. Over the next week, I switched
from place to place at least four times.



My neck became locked out of place and I walked around with my head
tilted to one side as I couldn’t move it without severe pain. Finally, I was
assigned my own bed in regular crew berthing.
One of my first assignments was a project in the galley at the Int base. They
had just been evicted out of their galley in MCI (16) for flunking health
codes.
(16) MCI is the name of the galley and dining hall facility at the Int base. MCI is an
acronym for its original name of Massacre Canyon Inn, before Scientology bought
the property.

Now they were operating out of a small trailer, hooked to temporary water
and a generator for electricity on the side of the building. There were about
400 crew at that time, all being fed three meals a day out of that small
trailer. The lines for food went out the dining room and across the entire
parking lot. The galley crew just weren’t keeping up. My mission was to get
the crew being fed decent meals, on time, using existing resources, while
handling the health code violations and regaining the permit of occupancy
for the crew galley.
We organized the galley staff as a team to prepare and serve simple, healthy
meals while we spent the evenings addressing and handling every code
point violation. The crew were happy to get their meals on time and we
regained our cert of occupancy for the galley. While we didn’t get much
sleep in the process, we successfully accomplished our assignment.
When this mission was complete, the Deputy Commanding Officer for
CMO Int, who was responsible for all of the outer CMO units in every
continent, assigned me to train in CMO Int for a future executive position in
their extension unit located in Los Angeles. I was supposed to be in training
for approximately three months.
In order to see my husband during this time, I was allocated time on
Saturday mornings for visitation in Los Angeles - to be back to work at the
Int base in Gilman Hot Springs by noon, the same day.
This arrangement got old very fast, especially after my training program
was put on hold while I was “temporarily” assigned to another staff
member’s post in CMO Int. The post I held was the Chief Officer’s
Organizing Officer. The Chief Officer of CMO Int was over all of the
production divisions in the organization, plus the Watchdog Committee.



As the Chief Officer’s Organizing Officer, I became very busy helping to
run the production divisions that supervised Scientology expansion around
the world.
Shortly thereafter, the Chief Officer told the Personnel Department that I
had become instrumental to increased production and I was to remain on
that post permanently. There went any idea of relocating to Los Angeles!
It was fascinating to see myself there, in a senior position within the
Executive Council of the Commodore’s Messenger Organization
International after two years on the RPF! CMO Int is the highest
management body for the Church of Scientology.
(While the Religious Technology Center [RTC] is a higher body, this
organization holds the trademarks and service marks of the church, but they
were never intended to have anything to do with the direct management of
the church.)
Outside the RPF, I had little experience. I really had minor understanding of
Scientology technology since I very rarely studied, hadn’t read any of the
basic books and received little counseling, other than confessionals asking
for transgressions. Yet, somehow I ended up at the top of the organization.
David Paul and I decided to get a divorce. I was told that he did not qualify
for posting at the Int base because of a new “no prior drug history”
requirement to be staff there. Besides, our long-distance relationship was
not working. I became very involved in my job and took less time for any
personal matters (including traveling to Los Angeles to see my husband).
I started diligently training for my job and was even certified as a
competent, productive staff member by the Religious Technology Center.
For a few years, I really enjoyed being there. While we worked very hard,
we also enjoyed group activities when international statistics were on an
uptrend. It was an exciting time.
Every week, a report was sent to LRH from each WDC member, covering
the sector’s accomplishments and statistics. LRH would then respond with
direction which everyone worked on, until the next report that was due the
following week.
Several executives in CMO Int had previously worked directly with LRH as
his personal messengers. They held training programs - which I attended -



to groom up new messengers for the future, should LRH ever return to the
Int base.
My goal was to become very proficient in all of my skills so I, too, at some
point could work directly for LRH. From what materials I had studied and
what I had seen in his weekly report replies, I thought LRH was full of
compassion and one of the most brilliant men alive.
However, on 24 January 1986, LRH passed away. All Sea Org members
and Scientologists were informed of this at an event held at the Palladium in
Los Angeles, a few days after the fact. I was in shock. I wondered if the
Commodore’s Messenger Organization would be disbanded since the
Commodore was now gone. My goal to become a personal messenger for
LRH was shattered. I knew this was going to be a major turning point for
the church.
Within 48 hours of this briefing, one of my co-workers informed me that
there was nothing in the media about LRH’s passing. He said the only thing
being covered was the Challenger disaster… seven astronauts, including a
school teacher, had just died in the space shuttle explosion, shortly after
take-off.
I asked if one of those astronauts happened to be my uncle, Dick Scobee - a
NASA astronaut.
The dreaded answer was confirmed, “Yes - he was the Commander of that
flight.”



CHAPTER 6
ANOTHER TRIP TO THE RPF

David Miscavige (17) was the emcee at the event covering LRH passing
away. I had heard his name and saw him come and go a few times, but I
really knew nothing about him.
(17) David Miscavige was born April 30, 1960 in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. His
current position is Chairman of the Board of Religious Technology Center (COB
RTC), which he assumed in 1987, some months after Hubbard’s death. Among
Scientologists, David is often referred to simply by his initials “DM” or “COB”.

David was acting as “Special Projects Ops” at the time, mainly stationed in
Los Angeles at Author Services Inc., which is LRH’s organization that
deals with his non-fiction work. He would have coordination meetings with
the head honchos of the church and forward weekly reports to LRH on all
church/secular activities.
After LRH died, Miscavige became more directly involved in church
management activities and he started coming to the Int base more
frequently.
My first impression was that he was intense, direct and very self-
determined. He also seemed to have a compassionate side where he’d use
his authority to right some injustice, appearing to “save the day”. He was
not someone to hold a casual conversation with, however. His mind was
racing at 1,000 miles per hour and he didn’t have the patience for it. But he
did find the time to endlessly boast about all of the things he was having to
handle directly and how he personally “saved the church” at critical times
in the past.
With LRH gone, it felt like we were in limbo as the Commodore’s
Messenger Org now had no Commodore. The top structure of the church
needed to be reorganized to keep management going and Scientology
expanding, without the usual weekly direction from LRH.
At first, the staff in CMO Int tried to keep everything upbeat and business
as usual. We worked on getting all outstanding orders from LRH complied
to as first priority. We celebrated with group outings when statistics were
up-trending.



I met a man named Jim Mortland who had just returned to the Int base after
taking care of matters at LRH’s ranch in San Luis Obispo after he passed
away.
Jim and I fell in love and were married within a few months. We even took
a short honeymoon vacation to meet each others parents in Michigan and
Seattle since our families could not attend our actual wedding. (We were
married at the Int base and no one without proper security clearance was
allowed entry there.)
Before too long, all hell started to break loose.
The executives in the Religious Technology Center tried to remove Marc
Yager as the Commanding Officer of CMO International. They also took
over a branch of CMO Int where all of LRH’s writings were located - no
one on the Int base was allowed access to these materials without obtaining
RTC’s approval first. They pulled several of us in for confessionals that
lasted many days and hours. Their reports of what I supposedly confessed
contained complete lies, yet I was called to justice for it. They canceled
bonuses, liberties and labeled anyone with a “permanent” posting status in
CMO Int as “temporary”.
Yager told David Miscavige at Author Services that this was happening and
asked for his help. Shortly thereafter, Miscavige had the top of RTC on the
RPF and he took over directly, assuming the position of Inspector General,
which later became Chairman of the Board Religious Technology Center
(COB RTC).
One of the first things Miscavige did as Inspector General was appoint
three Deputy Inspector Generals in RTC. They were charged with keeping
Scientology ethics technology, counseling technology and administrative
technology safeguarded and correctly applied.
These executives were:
D/IG for Ethics, Marty Rathbun
D/IG for Tech, Ray Mithoff
D/IG for Admin, Marc Yager
This was a strategic move that further elevated Miscavige, giving him more
power, with three deputies to enforce his orders, in addition to his large



secretarial pool run by Shelly Miscavige (David’s wife and personal
assistant).
Everywhere Miscavige went, his entourage was right there, recording his
conversations and taking notes for follow-up to enforce compliance. It
became very obvious that orders from David Miscavige were to be
complied with, as the penalties levied for non-compliance were very
gruesome.
With Miscavige at the helm, life at the Int base was changing quickly.
Under his direction, small perks such as listening to the radio or having
plants or family photos on our desks, were discarded. An issue came out
canceling family time (an hour a day for parents to spend with their
children). Another issue came out forbidding any further pregnancies by
Sea Org members, with the penalty of off-load (being shipped out of the
organization in disgrace) should that occur. The message was that we didn’t
have time for anything that would distract us from our mission of “clearing”
the planet.
The international statistics began to down-trend, which meant less people
were walking into Scientology organizations, less delivery was occurring
and less money was flowing up to Sea Org reserves. Therefore, as an
organization we were assigned a “State of Emergency”. This meant that if
one report was written on a staff member for any misdemeanor, a justice
action would be called at once. Any “rewards” were canceled and penalties
were strictly enforced.
The Deputy Commanding Officer for all internal affairs (a woman named
Janadair at the time) placed me under investigation for a bogus reason -
some position not getting filled, which wasn’t even my job to do - and for
this non-compliance, I underwent intensive confessionals, once again. This
time, I was told the e-meter registered a needle phenomena that meant I had
evil purposes on L. Ron Hubbard. This “crime” is an RPF offense, so that’s
where I was routed.
I could not believe I was back on the RPF. It felt like such an injustice as I
wasn’t in trouble for anything I did - I had been making very sure to keep
my nose clean and stay in line since the last thing I wanted was to get
assigned to the RPF again.



This time, it was something supposedly in my mind registering on the e-
meter in a way that meant I had an evil purpose. And to say I had evil
purposes on the founder of Scientology when I was there 24/7, working my
guts out to forward his religion was a real blow.
I couldn’t do anything about it. I had to rely on the technical expertise of
the person delivering the confessional, believing he knew what he was
doing.
I felt like my whole world caved in. Nothing about this made any sense to
me.
After I was routed into the RPF, I was told that I must “twin” with someone
who had the same case condition as me.
In order to graduate, I would not only have to do the normal RPF line-up
(already long and complex) but I was also required to do the whole grade
chart (18) including the OT levels (19) up to OT V in order to make sure
my case was really handled.
(18) The grade chart (also called “the Bridge”) in Scientology has two sides - one
covering technical training from introductory services to the most advanced
ministerial counselor and the other is the spiritual path to ultimately achieve total
freedom at the highest OT levels.
(19) The OT levels are begun immediately following the state of Clear, each with their
own “end phenomena”. For example, OT III is “freedom from overwhelm” and OT V is
“cause over life”. Higher OT levels include “recovery from amnesia on the whole
track”, etc. These are states people strive to achieve by progressing up the grade
chart in Scientology.

On one hand, I was worried this meant I’d be on the RPF for several years,
but on the other hand, I thought this could be an opportunity to finally move
up The Bridge to achieve spiritual freedom. This was my whole reason for
becoming a Scientologist in the first place and I had made almost no
progress in the previous ten years.
I was introduced to my RPF twin, Walter. He had been on the RPF for over
two months, waiting for someone to show up with the same “case
condition” to twin with. Meantime, my husband Jim was told I had been
routed to the RPF and he was ordered to disconnect from me because of my
status, which he did. He wouldn’t look at me or acknowledge my presence
at all. I had hit what I thought was rock-bottom.



The RPF had a stiff deadline to complete a renovations project, so we went
full-time and canceled study. I was an electrician on that project, and
apprenticed under a hired contractor who saw us staying up around the
clock, working ourselves ragged.
He came to me one day and said “let me take you out of here”. I told him
I’d be staying there (while thinking I’d rather be anywhere else in the
world). Dutifully, I wrote a report on what had transpired and as a result, he
was kicked off the job site and I was routed to the RPF’s RPF.
Now, that was rock-bottom.
I had to suppress constant ideas of throwing myself off a tall building or in
front of a car to end it all as painlessly as possible. I felt that I was a total
failure because I literally had nothing left. I have to be under security watch
as a threat all the time, I have no free means of communication to my loved
ones and I was labeled something that I had no clue about how to handle.
The only thing that kept me going was the hope of change once I got on the
OT levels.
I remember raking leaves behind a shed where I thought no one could see
me and breaking down into hysterical grief. I had no one to turn to. My
family hadn’t a clue as to what was going on. It was against the rules to
originate any contact with them.
Another person also on the RPF’s RPF named Byran (bless his heart) came
over and asked if I wanted to talk. I shook my head and just cried. He
simply said, “It will all turn out okay, just keep your eye on the mountain.”
After two weeks, I was let off the RPF’s RPF. Walter and I started making
progress through the steps of the RPF program and finally, I was ready to
start the OT levels.
The first thing I did was the Solo Course. This is where a person is trained
to do specific procedures on themselves. Most of the OT levels are done
solo - using an e-meter to note reactions to thoughts. As part of this, I read
all of the basic books which I had never done up to then, despite being a
Scientologist and Sea Org member for nearly a decade at that point.
What struck me the most was how little the information contained in these
books was applied, even by the top Scientologists in the world. It was as if
the technology was one thing and what was really done was something else



entirely. LRH preaches about freedom, happiness, raised awareness,
improving communication and relationships yet at the very top of the
church, these basic fundamentals are banned with such force.
With the solo course complete, I began the OT levels. (The actual materials
for the OT levels are available for review on the internet, so I won’t try to
re-explain them here.)
At the end of one of the levels, I obtained a certificate for having achieved
“freedom from overwhelm”. I determined that I now had to start acting the
part - no more crying, complaining or acting like something was difficult.
That was no longer an option. Plus what they call “case on post” (any
dramatization of mis-emotion) is an RPF offense and I swore to myself that
after I completed this program, I would never do the RPF again.
I then arrived to the final step of my program where I was allowed to see
the document that supposedly contained the whole reason for my RPF
assignment.
In bold letters, it stated “OPINION: She’s thinking about LRH”.
I was in shock. I thought, “My whole world was turned upside down
because of an opinion?!” I never once uttered the words “L. Ron Hubbard”
or “LRH” while the e-meter was supposedly reacting, though it was
reported I had.
Honestly, at that point, I could only laugh as there I was, now at the top of
the grade chart, something people work towards for years and spend a small
fortune to achieve. I no longer thought I was going insane for I knew
without a doubt, that the RPF assignment was an injustice.
Within a few weeks, my twin and I were approved to graduate and I
returned to CMO Int.



CHAPTER 7
SCIENTOLOGY CELEBRITIES

After my RPF graduation, I spent the next year as the executive over the
Personnel Division, responsible for the procurement, training and posting
assignments of CMO Int crew.
In order to get new arrivals to the Int base, one had to pass through a series
of confessionals, while still in Los Angeles.
There were several security and RTC terminals who had to approve a major
submission (usually taking up two full crates of files and documents on
someone, including videos of their confessionals). Very few people were
ever allowed to pass through the clearance line.
During this time period, David Miscavige was spending the majority of his
time in the Golden Era Productions organization, overseeing the production
of technical training films and supervising construction and renovations
projects on the property - his favorite “hobby-horse”. Plus he was always
working on producing the next upcoming event, for which he’s usually the
main speaker.
Scientology events have a ton of videos with lots of special effects to
“wow” the public. Scientology events are held several times throughout the
year, including: LRH’s Birthday in March, Dianetics Day in May, the
annual Maiden Voyage celebration of the Freewinds (20) in June, Auditor’s
Day to acknowledge top Scientology counselors in September, the
International Association of Scientologists celebration in October and a
New Years event to recap the yearly accomplishments.
(20) The Freewinds is a 440-foot ship where the highest levels of Scientology
counseling are delivered to parishioners. The ship’s home port is Curacao.

The CMO Int terminal responsible for Golden Era Productions is WDC
Gold. This post was unfilled, which made Miscavige furious since he had
no one to apprentice on his escapades in Gold.
I was ordered to get the job filled as top priority and I was put on rations of
beans and rice for breakfast, lunch and dinner, until this was done.
For the next two months, I compiled and submitted 48 different posting
proposals, none of which were approved. The WDC Gold had to be



someone Miscavige felt he could train to take over what he was doing in
Gold and no one appeared to be good enough for that.
Finally Miscavige re-posted the person he had originally removed in the
beginning.
The WDC position over the Celebrity Centre sector was also unfilled and
the handling of “key” Scientology celebrities was being done directly by
RTC, under David Miscavige’s supervision. Therefore, the post of WDC for
Celebrity Centres (WDC CC) became my next top priority post to fill.
While working to locate someone suitable, I was briefed that I’d be doing a
special project in LA to establish the Tom Cruise household with staff who
were all Scientologists.
Without telling these people who we were hiring for, I was to call in and
video interview upscale Scientologists in the LA area for specific positions.
This included locating an executive housekeeper, cook, cleaner and nanny.
Shelly Miscavige (David’s wife and personal Assistant) supervised me
directly on this project.
After several days of interviewing, I narrowed down the prospective people
for these positions and compiled submissions to Shelly with the basic
information and video for review. Those finally approved were hired by
Tom’s assistant, Andrea.
Andrea came to me one day at Celebrity Centre International and said that
the nanny I proposed did have great credentials, however they wanted
someone “much younger and more hip”. I didn’t find someone who fit the
bill as part of my project, so I’m not sure who Tom and Nicole ended up
with as their nanny at the time.
During my project, Tommy Davis (then President CC Int’s Assistant) and I
went to Tom Cruise and Nicole Kidman’s residence in Pacific Palisades
while they were not at home. We met with another Sea Org member named
Jenny, who normally worked in the LRH Household Unit. The Household
Unit personnel were LRH’s staff that took care of his personal needs
(cooking, laundry, cleaning) and after LRH passed away, they became
responsible for maintaining LRH’s personal possessions and spaces located
at the Int base.



Jenny showed me around Tom and Nicole’s house and briefed me on all of
the functions she was personally performing for them, which would need to
be turned over to the new staff I was hiring. Prior to this meeting, I had no
idea that one of LRH’s personal staff members was being used to service
Tom Cruise.
Jenny showed me the in-house theater and described how two highly
trained Audio-Visual personnel (also from the LRH Household Unit) had
put many, many hours into the A/V set-up to make it perfect.
I thought I was one of the only Sea Org members off my own job to work
for Tom Cruise, which was unusual enough. Come to find out, David
Miscavige had several of us catering to Tom, behind the scenes.
Tom also had a Scientologist named Alan handling some sort of
investments or financial matters for him, which had apparently gone bad.
Alan was not a Sea Org member, but after he got in trouble for his mistakes,
he was brought up to the Int Base by Miscavige, which was highly unusual.
Alan was assigned to manual labor while being investigated. He was then
put through lower conditions under RTC to make up for whatever damage
he had done.
I was ordered to get Alan to join the Sea Org, which he at first refused
because of huge personal debts. When I reported this to my superiors,
showing he wasn’t qualified to join at that time, I was told to let him know
he didn’t have a choice. Alan gave in and signed his Sea Org contract. Upon
his arrival to the SO, Alan was immediately sent to the Freewinds to clean
the bilges as part of his “handling” by RTC. Alan eventually became staff at
Celebrity Centre International but then ended up leaving entirely because he
was unable to handle his pressing debts on the Sea Org salary, which was
less than $50 per week.
By this time, I had been appointed as the Watchdog Committee member
over the Celebrity Centre sector. I assumed post in October, 1991.
One of the first things I did was go inspect Celebrity Centre International,
located in Hollywood California. Their building was under renovation and
the whole organization was set up in trailers on the property. They had been
set up like that for several months as the renovations were dragging out
endlessly. The staff would eat their meals outside under tents (rain or shine)



and they needed extensive funding and a real work force to get their
building restorations completed.
CC Int was also a mess organizationally: no one really in charge, no
standard uniforms, staff untrained on their jobs, backlogged paperwork
everywhere and they were servicing very few public. RTC was having to
directly supervise delivery to celebrities, which was being done in various
locations - nowhere near CC Int.
I knew it was going to be quite a challenge to take CC International from
the existing scene to a much more ideal scene, but I was quite excited to get
on with it.
There was someone already in training at the Int base for the position of
Commanding Officer CC International - Dave Petit. He had been hand-
picked as a stable executive from the Church of Scientology in Orange
County. As his wife Diana was not qualified to join the Sea Org and they
had two children together, Dave was promised by his recruiters that Diana
could work at CC Int in a non-Sea Org capacity. This was a promise that
was unfortunately never honored and they eventually had to divorce after
many, many years of separation.
Dave Petit is one of the finest people I have ever met. He’s a hard worker
with a real passion to help people and no concept that something can’t be
done. Dave and I teamed up to take on the current state of CC Int and
transform it into a real upscale facility for celebrity Scientologists - which
was quite an adventure and the best time I ever had in the Sea Org.
Dave took over the day-to-day running of the celebrity service organization
as its Commanding Officer to bring in new public and get them signed up
for Scientology courses and counseling and being well serviced.
I posted a Commanding Officer for the Manor Hotel (where CC Int is
housed) to run every aspect of the hotel.
I orchestrated and ran a series of 30-40 projects to rapidly build these
organizations.
As a brief summary of what was accomplished:

- Both CC Int and the Manor Hotel were manned to complement
with all staff groomed up, uniformed and trained both on the
basics of the organization and on their specialized function;



- I hired professionals in the hotel restaurant which was brought
up to four star standards;
- I hired security pros to train the staff security guards while
providing extra security for celebrity safety on the premises;
- I got a team of technical delivery personnel trained up to deliver
to celebrity public;
- I launched projects to recover celebrities back onto service;
- I had a project to groove in the use of routing forms for all lines
in the organization (such as public routing onto course, etc.);
- I launched public division projects to get all of their basic
functions being performed to contact and route in new public;
- We got the Treasury backlogs handled and CC Int became
solvent for the first time in several years with all back bills paid
off;
- I sent a team into their central files (where folders are kept for
correspondence with every person ever serviced by the
organization) to get them up-to-date and all unanswered letters
handled;
- I had a project to sort out CC Int’s Career Counseling service so
its functions were standardized and fully documented;
- We created marketing campaigns for the Manor Hotel and for
the celebrity service organization to reach and bring in new
public;
- I put an external management unit in place to run all of the
Celebrity Centre organizations around the world (New York,
Paris, London, Nashville, etc.);
- I got a team of six highly trained Sea Org members together to
deliver the OT levels to the CC Int crew as their reward for rapid
expansion.

During this time, I mainly stayed at the Celebrity Centre and only went
back to CMO Int when coordination was needed that couldn’t be taken care
of over the phone.



The atmosphere at home was quite a dichotomy to CC Int and I was all too
happy to get back to LA as fast as possible. While there was a lot of
confusion to deal with as we built the organization, the morale was high and
we were very much on-purpose.
The staff would fall over themselves trying to do whatever was expected of
them and they’d compete with other divisions to be the first to meet all of
their set targets.
Each year, CC Int celebrates their anniversary in August with a huge gala
event. This tradition began in earnest in 1992 after the full renovations and
landscaping were completed of the Manor Hotel.
David Miscavige was supposed to be the main speaker at this grand
opening event; however, he had just broken his ankle playing basketball
with Tom Cruise so his foot was in a cast. Other speakers were chosen to
replace him.
CC Int had become a place where celebrities could be serviced and bring in
their friends to introduce them to Scientology. By March of 1993, CC Int
had achieved such rapid expansion that they were awarded “Saint Hill Size”
(21) status, which is the most prestigious award for an organization within
the church.
(21) The Saint Hill Manor in Sussex, England is where L. Ron Hubbard lived and
worked from 1959 to 1966. Much of early Scientology was developed there, including
organizational technology. Later, LRH made a game for all orgs to become as big and
booming as Saint Hill in the 60’s. When they would achieve specific requirements,
they would be awarded “Saint Hill Size” at a major Scientology event.

I held my head up high for that accomplishment, and so did the CC Int and
Manor Hotel crew, who all worked so hard to reach that goal.
Although I was mainly concerned with building the organization, I did meet
several of the top Scientology celebrity public at that time, including John
Travolta, Kelly Preston, Kirstie Alley, Anne Archer, Nancy Cartwright,
Billy Sheehan, Priscilla and Lisa Marie Presley, Juliette Lewis, Isaac Hayes,
Tom Cruise, Edgar Winter and Jenna Elfman.
I recall walking past the CC recruiter’s office where I saw Jenna being
interviewed. She was crying as she couldn’t decide if she should join the
Sea Org at CC Int or pursue an acting career. At that time, she was just
getting started in acting with a few commercials under her belt. As the
recruiter wouldn’t let up and I could see she was torn about what to do, I



went into the office. I told Jenna that I thought she should go become a
wonderful actress and told the recruiters to scratch her name off the list and
leave her be. I said she has a great career ahead of her and that’s what we
should let her do. She thanked me profusely and went on to be quite
successful.
The first time I met Isaac Hayes, I was getting ready for a celebration
dinner in the Renaissance Restaurant located in the Manor Hotel. Isaac and
I got into the same elevator. I had no clue who he was. We got to talking
and I thought that this gentleman was one of the kindest people I had ever
run into, so I invited him to dinner. We met at the restaurant and sat
together. I still didn’t know who he was until several celebrities came over
to our table and greeted him as if he were the Black Moses. I was so
embarrassed to admit my ignorance, but he was very sweet about it as he
quietly pointed out that the entire sleeve of my ruffled white blouse was
soaking in my large bowl of bright red tomato soup! We had a good laugh
and bonded as friends.
Each year, Celebrity Centre International hosts a Christmas benefit event
with several celebrities performing and in attendance. At their Christmas
show in 1993, five celebrities (Kelly Preston, Isaac Hayes, Juliette Lewis,
Maxine Nightingale and Charles Durning) were served with deposition
subpoenas for an on-going trial against Scientology.
Needless to say, this was a huge flap for security. I was ordered by RTC to
immediately beef up the CC Int security force and get them trained by
professionals while the Office of Special Affairs (22) took care of cleaning
up the legal mess they were now faced with.
(22) The Office of Special Affairs (OSA) is a division of the Church of Scientology
International, responsible for directing legal affairs, public relations, pursuing
investigations and publicizing the Church’s social betterment works. OSA
International runs a network of Directors of Special Affairs who serve in local
churches around the world.

I interviewed several highly trained security professionals until I found
someone I felt would be perfect for the job. His name was John - a former
member of the secret service. I hired him and then appointed several guards
who John put through extensive security training to help keep Celebrity
Centre safe and secure.



We once nearly had a major breech of security for a well-known spokesman
for the Church of Scientology. It came up that this person had videoed
himself having sex with several other men, which could have created bad
publicity for the church if the information were to be exposed.
The President CC Int (Karen Hollander at the time) and I were ordered by
my superiors (Miscavige via Marc Yager) to work out a complete handling
to address this matter with ethics technology and counseling to get him to
improve his moral code and “change his ways”.
The Church of Scientology is homophobic and considers gay or lesbian
individuals to have an “aberration” (a disorder in one’s mental state,
requiring urgent handling.)
We gathered up all of the documentation on this person from his
confessionals and ethics interviews. We put all documents in a briefcase and
drove to CMO Int to present and coordinate our proposed handling. Karen
and I then drove back to Los Angeles to activate the handling, arriving at
CC Int about midnight.
Instead of bringing the briefcase into the office, we thought it would be safe
in the locked car, which was in the security-gated underground private
parking garage of the President’s office.
We were awoken the next morning by Tommy Davis (then President’s
Assistant). He called to inform us that he had taken the President’s car at
2:00AM and driven it to his berthing location in a crime-ridden section of
town. When he got there, he took the briefcase that was in the back seat and
placed it into the trunk so it was “more secure”. When he arrived to the car
in the morning, he discovered the trunk had been broken into and the
briefcase was GONE.
Karen and I looked at each other in utter disbelief. We knew the
consequences would be devastating if we didn’t find that briefcase, at once!
We sent Tommy dumpster-diving all over Hollywood looking for the
briefcase. He got the word out that there would be a nice reward for anyone
who could help find this briefcase and return it with all of its contents.
I was being called every hour by RTC on the status of our search. Days
went by. We didn’t let up. Tommy met dozens of people who lived on the
streets and had a small army helping to spread the word to solve this crime.



Then a call came in - someone had found the briefcase!
A homeless man had been sitting on a rooftop across the street from where
the car was parked that night. He saw two robbers break into the trunk and
take the briefcase to a nearby dumpster where they pried it open and
emptied its contents. As there appeared to be nothing of value to the
robbers, they left everything there and took off. The homeless man then
came down from the roof and collected up the briefcase and its contents and
brought it to an elderly woman’s apartment for safekeeping. He couldn’t
read but thought maybe he could sell the briefcase to someone for a few
bucks. Then he heard about a man from Celebrity Centre International
named Tommy offering a reward for a missing briefcase and he called the
number.
Tommy immediately went and picked up the man and the briefcase and
brought them back to CC Int. Karen and I verified all folder contents were
intact and this gentleman was given his reward. What a close call!
Due to the important impact celebrities could have on Scientology’s image,
their personal information was passed amongst staff on a “need to know”
basis, which seemed to have wide boundaries.
Celebrities receive interviews, confessionals and general counseling
services during which the counselor takes detailed notes. These notes are
kept in a “confidential” folder for that person. Additionally, all rooms where
such counseling takes place are equipped with hidden cameras and
microphones which record and store the entire event.
Information obtained on a person by the church is Priest-Penitent privileged
information, intended to be kept confidential and recorded only to help
guide the person to spiritual enlightenment. I have seen this trust violated
on several occasions throughout the years - especially with staff members,
but also with celebrities.
Some celebrities hire Scientologists as part of their personal entourage
(security staff or household personnel, etc). I know of a few instances where
these people were security checked by the church to find out if their
celebrity employer was up to anything that would be against Scientology’s
moral code. This was a way to verify they were living a life that would best
represent Scientology and where this wasn’t the case, the celebrity would be
seen by a church staff member in order to correct any “deviation.”



One of the goals for the church as written by L. Ron Hubbard is to make
celebrities into walking success stories of Scientology so they will promote
the religion and thus bring in a huge volume of new members world-wide.
This is one of the reasons Miscavige took a strong interest in the Celebrity
Centre sector and could routinely be seen hob-nobbing with celebrities.
They are often rich and influential, associate with other rich and influential
people, plus a large percentage of the yearly donations to the church are
made by Scientology’s top celebrity public.
At the Int base, Miscavige is known to pride himself on having memorized
the sexual irregularities of practically every staff member there. He has
demonstrated his “accomplishment” to others by picking staff at random
and announcing their most embarrassing sexual information, to prove how
much he’s “in the know”. His fixation did not stop there, however.
Miscavige carried this into the lives of Scientology parishioners too.
I was in Marc Yager’s office when Miscavige called in to brief him on “the
latest” with a female celebrity connected with Michael Jackson. Yager kept
saying “No way, really? That’s completely out of control!” as he laughed
and shook his head in disbelief. I sat there wondering what they could be
talking about that got them giggling like little elementary school kids - but
that was their business and I wasn’t about to ask.
When Yager hung up the phone, he told me what he had just been briefed
on. Obviously these two were snooping into celebrity confessionals, then
snickering about the deeply personal information they learned. I wondered
what this celebrity would think if she knew this was happening by the top
executives of her “church”.
Shortly after this time, Yager came to tell me that any communication
concerning celebrities was to be hand-written, off the computer and sent via
confidential mail packs that were couriered between the Int base and Los
Angeles on a daily basis. We also had to use “code names” for the top
celebrities. He said it had been discovered that several of the computer
messages between myself and the President CC Int made their way to the
internet. This included the list of celebrities we had selected to bring into
Scientology.
The computer system that the church management uses is not directly
connected to the internet. This meant that someone within the church was



leaking the information. This was a five-alarm fire and a major breech of
security.
Investigations began instantly into the INCOMM division, which is the
computer division of the Sea Org. INCOMM stands for International
Network of Computer Organized Management. I also learned that David
Miscavige’s computer was hacked into as well, so I knew all hell was going
to break loose until the culprit was found.There was a complete lock-down
of all INCOMM personnel while Int Management executives executed a
project to locate the plant (23), find out who he worked for and who else in
INCOMM knew about it.
(23) A “plant” is someone placed inside an organization for the purpose of
functioning in secret, as by observing, spying, or influencing behavior.

I’ve heard stories about how gruesome that experience was by people who
were on both ends of the interrogations.
One story was written by former SO member Dan Garvin, which I’ve
quoted a portion of here. (The full story can be seen at
www.lermanet.com/dangarvin/.)

“On St. Valentine’s Day, February, 1995, a very strange thing
happened in LA. All the personnel of INCOMM, along with a
number of others who had dealings with INCOMM, disappeared
behind the org’s perpetually locked doors in the ‘Big Blue’
complex. They no longer appeared at meals in their private dining
room, even those who had non-INCOMM spouses they normally
dined with. In fact, they never even came home any more.
“Late at night and early in the morning, they could sometimes be
seen parading single file, under the eagle eyes of imported
security guards, from the INCOMM offices to a locked stairwell
that leads to the INCOMM berthing wing on the fourth floor of the
Main Building (the Y-shaped building that fronts on Fountain
Avenue).
“Apart from that, for four months these people were rarely seen
by others. They never went anywhere unescorted by security
guards (even RPFers can be escorted by other RPFers), and
seldom went anywhere, period. They never saw their spouses or
children unless it was by a chance encounter while being herded

http://www.lermanet.com/dangarvin/


to or from their special berthing or, occasionally, taken elsewhere
on some special task.
“What the hell was going on? This was unprecedented, even in
an environment where paranoia is de rigueur. Other Sea Org
members who asked about it were told, ‘You are not to even think
about it. Don’t wonder, don’t speculate. Do not try to find out. Do
not talk about it with others. It is none of your business.’ Once in
a while, before the four months were up, someone would re-enter
normal Sea Org society from “inside,” but they were silent as
monks about what had happened. Finally, toward the end, the
INCOMM prison started emptying out rapidly. People went back
to post, except for half a dozen or so who turned up on the RPF
and a few who were dismissed from the Sea Org.
“However, none of them said a word, and to this day practically
nobody knows what happened. When they were released, the
prisoners were ordered not to tell anyone, even those with high
security clearances, anything about what had occurred or what
was done to them.
“The truth is, most of the incarcerated never really found out
themselves why they had spent several months under house
arrest and perpetual guard.” - Dan Garvin

Miscavige briefed the Int crew that RTC found a plant in INCOMM and
that the matter was being dealt with severely. We didn’t know how severely,
however. No further specifics were provided as internal and external threats
were “contained” by RTC and the Office of Special Affairs so the general
staff members could continue to concentrate on expansion without any
“distractions”.
For the CC sector, their expansion depended upon high quality service to
existing celebrities and recovering those that had gone adrift, while
disseminating to new celebrities to bring them into the fold.



CHAPTER 8
A NEW ERA OF MANAGEMENT

Shelly Miscavige informed me that I was in the condition of “power” as
WDC CC, which is the highest ethics condition attainable in the church.
She said she wanted me to transfer positions so as to build every
Scientology organization the same way that Celebrity Centre International
was built.
I ended up taking on several sectors while continuing to hold the WDC CC
position. I was additionally made responsible for all Sea Org service
organizations, plus another 170 lower level non-Sea org churches. My name
tag I wore stated “WDC SO/SCN/CC” as I was responsible for all Sea Org
service organizations, all Scientology churches and every Celebrity Centre
internationally. I was also appointed as the “Deputy Commanding Officer”
of CMO Int and “Command Channels Evolution In-Charge”. This last
assignment would prove to be more than a full-time undertaking and would
consume almost 100% of my attention - as well as the attention of most of
the top church executives throughout the entirety of 1995.
I’ll never forget the day it was discovered that the “largest and fastest
growing Scientology church in the world” had actually been falsifying their
statistics to management for years. This was the church in Hamburg,
Germany - the organization that David Miscavige personally inspected and
awarded with an “RTC PASS” on its standards of excellence, which is a
prestigious award that organizations strive to obtain by meeting very stiff
qualification requirements. The false reports were discovered when its
Executive Director, Wiebke Hansen, was put in for a confessional because
she was supposedly acting in a suspicious manner when she came to
Clearwater in early 1995 for yet another expansion award.
Upon learning this information, Miscavige gave Wiebke the choice of either
being expelled from the Church of Scientology in disgrace or she was to
instantly join the Sea Org and report directly to the Rehabilitation Project
Force at the Int base.
Wiebke chose the RPF and without even returning to Germany to inform
her family or retrieve any of her belongings, Wiebke was routed onto the
RPF out at “Happy Valley.”



Miscavige told Marc Yager (who was with him in Clearwater at the time)
that Yager himself was to go to Hamburg and take over that organization as
its Executive Director until he was replaced by another Sea Org command
team. Yager’s marching orders were to “make the stats good” - in other
words, whatever statistics were falsely reported had to be achieved in
reality. Since the statistics were so severely inflated, this was going to take
some doing.
I heard Miscavige say he was sending Yager into the middle of Germany as
his punishment for failing to detect and handle the false reports earlier.
Miscavige laughed at the concept that Yager might get his ass kicked there
because he looked Jewish. It should be noted that there are several echelons
below Yager’s position as WDC Chairman that were responsible for
Hamburg’s management.
Yager went to Germany with a team of Int executives to handle the finance
lines, registration (income) and public relations and legal matters (OSA).
Meanwhile, a team of Sea Org executives was being put together so Yager
and company could eventually return to Int.
While Yager was in Germany, Miscavige had the top executives of CMO
Int engage in a project to put “trustworthy” executives in charge of every
command position in the world - people who were loyal to Miscavige, who
would be briefed by him directly at Int.
Concurrently, all of the command channels of the Scientology organization
were to be reviewed and revised so as to “streamline” management from
top to bottom.
This evolution became my full time occupation for the next several months.
Every personnel appointment had to be approved by Miscavige, every
diagram, chart and issue on the command channels had to be authorized by
Miscavige.
Hours upon hours of meetings took place on this with all of the top
executives of the church. It took several months with back and forth
submissions, reams of rejects, heated conversations and berating for not
getting it right, requiring Miscavige to bypass and write the issues himself.
All told, there ended up being around a dozen binders of issues for each
echelon of management covering the new overall structure of the church
with detailed explanations of every line and function to be performed.



Concurrently, a total of 87 people had been selected and approved to
become part of the new command teams for every continent. I had gotten
them all through security clearance checks to arrive to the Int base and they
were all kept together in one location. They were formed into their
continental teams and they trained on the new issues as they were
completed and released.
Miscavige informed me that I too would be sent out with the rest of the
command teams to implement this “New Era of Management”. I was to
become the Commanding Officer of the CMO Int Extension Unit in Los
Angeles. He ordered me to get myself replaced on each of the posts I had
been holding in WDC so I could go.
In the midst of this evolution, Yager returned to Int. I briefed him on
everything that had transpired while he was away and the status of the
command teams in training. Within a few days of Yager’s return, I received
a very strange phone call from Shelly Miscavige. She asked me why I
hadn’t taken over as the Commanding Officer of CMO International.
I was stunned. I didn’t even know how to answer that question. I thought
Yager was far more qualified to hold the CO CMO Int/WDC Chairman
position than I was. Yager had already been on the post for over a decade,
he managed all of the Sea Org financial reserves (which I knew little about)
and as a teenager, he had worked directly under L. Ron Hubbard as his
personal messenger.
I went to Yager and told him about the phone call and suggested he
immediately take whatever action necessary to handle the situation so he’d
be considered a stable and trustworthy executive again. Yager kind of
shrugged off the conversation as if he had heard this threat a thousand times
before from Miscavige.
Over the next week, Yager was rarely in the org as he was under intensive
investigation by RTC. Then one afternoon, a few of the top Int executives
(including myself and another WDC member, Mark Ingber) were called to
meet with Miscavige. In this meeting, we were informed about what came
up in Yager’s confessionals. Miscavige said that Yager was a true
Suppressive Person who had been working to destroy him behind his back.
He asserted how Yager was guilty of all kinds of crimes, that he had
numerous evil purposes and now he was being “taken out”.



We were instructed to decide amongst ourselves who would assume the
post of CO CMO Int. As I was slated to launch with the command teams
and Mark Ingber had held the post a few times in the past, Ingber was it.
After a few weeks of intense briefing by Miscavige on what he expected
each team to accomplish in their continental zones, we all departed for our
chosen destinations.
My team went to Los Angeles. I became the Commanding Officer of the
CMO Int Extension Unit (CMO IXU), responsible for executing CO CMO
Int/WDC Chairman’s orders there. I arrived with the Commanding Officer
of the Flag Bureau and several other management executives. Upon our
arrival, we immediately began the re-organization of that echelon.
Our first assignment was to implement the new organization chart and
postings. However, the moment we had this all in place and began drilling
the crew on their new functions, cross orders came down from Miscavige.
David Miscavige had come up with a “new and improved” way to train
Scientologists and we were to activate every staff member in the building to
prepare the materials for release in every major language by May 9th 1996.
This was such a major evolution. We spent the next month barely sleeping.
To get the materials completed on time, we turned a large building on
Hollywood boulevard into a central translations unit, imported people from
every continent and set up 24-hour shifts of translators, proofreaders and
printers. It was a mad house. We pulled every available person in
management for this evolution, except a small crew to cook and hold the
fort. We effectively destroyed the organizational form we were sent to get
in.
Teams of “enforcers” came down from RTC to ensure it was done. People
were sleeping under desks, taking ten minute meal breaks and working like
crazy to make the time tables.
While everything came down to the wire, we did pull it off. We then spent
several weeks cleaning up the fall-out in order to put the organization back
together again.
Meantime, my husband was assigned as the Commanding Officer over all
organizations in the Western United States. One of these organizations was
responsible for delivering advanced training to parishioners from the entire
US. Jim was invited as a guest speaker at one of their events, being held on



the east coast. I didn’t know anything about this event, being very
preoccupied with my own assignments.
Somehow news made it back to David Miscavige that Jim spoke at this
event and he was livid. He ordered his RTC Representatives to drive Jim
and me back to the International base immediately.
As soon as we arrived, Jim was escorted away by RTC and I was made to
sit for three days writing up my “crimes” with David Miscavige’s errand
boy, Greg Wilhere collecting up the pages as I completed them.
I didn’t have anything to write, so just jotted down anything I had ever told
in a confessional in my life.
Miscavige came down to see me and asked if I realized how much trouble I
was in. I said, “Yes, Sir” (even though I had no clue why I’d be in trouble
and couldn’t even see what Jim had done wrong). Miscavige shook his head
and said, “No you don’t!” He ordered that I be put into deck clothes, placed
under guard and taken out to the swamp area of the property for hard
manual labor. I was kept there for two months.
My husband had been sent to the Rehabilitation Project Force. We didn’t
even get to say goodbye. All of our belongings were still in Los Angeles.
When a person is on the RPF, they are allowed no contact with anyone
outside the RPF, including their immediate family. The only permitted
communication is in writing, via security.
After two years of not seeing or speaking to Jim, I wrote a petition to be
allowed to visit him so as to determine if we should remain married or not.
There had been immense strain placed on our relationship from being apart
for so long. We were granted a brief conversation and I was driven out to
the RPF location a few miles away from the Int Base, which we called
“Happy Valley”.
As soon as I saw Jim, I broke down in tears. I knew I wanted to remain
married to him and told him so. I waited another two full years before I
would see him again. We were finally back together in the year 2000.



CHAPTER 9
UP AND DOWN THE TOTEM POLE

In 1996, I was called to a meeting in the WDC conference room with David
Miscavige regarding Scientology expansion plans. He said I was needed
back in the Watchdog Committee to oversee approximately 170 church
organizations internationally.
Miscavige pointed out that it had been ten years since L. Ron Hubbard
passed away. He told me he knew how and when LRH would return and
that it would be soon. He said it was urgent to get these organizations under
competent management and expanding at once.
I responded with a “Yes, Sir!” and immediately routed onto post.
My first assignment was to evaluate (24) what was wrong with Tokyo org.
(24) An “evaluation” is conducted by a manager per specific church management
policies where one isolates the applicable references, lays out the statistics, what the
situation is (the most major departure from the perceived ideal scene for that
activity), all of the data on the matter, the “why” and the bright ideas, plans and
program to handle what was found.

Miscavige gave me 24 hours to come up with the right “why” for their
failure to expand. It was Christmas. I looked into the data files and nearly
every document was in Japanese. Most of the management personnel
between myself and the organization were taking time off and were not
available to answer any questions.
There is a corps of Evaluators in the Executive Strata and it’s their job to do
this, yet Miscavige ordered me to do it directly on a bypass. Needless to
say, I used every minute of those 24 hours to get the evaluation done.
Despite the language barrier, I was able to see that this organization was
located in 13 separate buildings, the general staff were completely untrained
due to lack of Scientology materials translated into Japanese and they had
no set schedules, so teamwork was out the window.
The handling included relocating them in a centralized building with proper
flow lines and routing forms, forming up a translations unit for staff training
packs and putting them on a standard schedule that allowed for on-the-job
training. This simple handling, once implemented, greatly expanded the
Tokyo organization.



Within a few weeks, Miscavige called another meeting to cover new
expansion plans. This time, he said he needed a WDC member for the
ABLE (25) sector.
(25) ABLE stands for the Association for Better Living and Education. ABLE is an
umbrella organization which specializes in promoting the use of Scientology
technology as a means to solve social problems (drugs, crime, illiteracy and
immorality) through Narconon, Criminon, Applied Scholastics and The Way to
Happiness.

Miscavige explained that the ABLE sector needed to become bigger than
all of Scientology combined to address society’s social ills (illiteracy, crime,
drugs and immorality). That afternoon I was transferred to the post of WDC
ABLE.
My first instructions were to study up on all of the secular organizations
that ABLE was responsible for. This included:

Applied Scholastics - which promotes the use of Hubbard’s
educational techniques, originally developed to help
Scientologists study course materials.
Narconon - a drug education and rehabilitation program, founded
on Hubbard’s belief that drugs and poisons stored in the body
impede awareness and spiritual growth.
Criminon - a program designed to rehabilitate criminal offenders
by teaching them study and communication methods and helping
them reform their lives.
The Way to Happiness Foundation - which disseminates a moral
code booklet written by L. Ron Hubbard, entitled The Way to
Happiness.

This entire sector lacked proper structure and codification, which I was to
remedy.
During this time period, Miscavige was running a campaign to get staff
members to take their “hats” (job functions) back from him. He had routine
base briefings with overhead diagrams showing how every submission, for
every function at the base was having to come to him for approval. This
was despite the fact that he was the one ordering it to be done that way.
He had baseball caps made with the post title of everyone on the property
that he thought was not doing his job, but dumping it on him and had these



hats put up in a huge, lit display in the dining hall. There must have been
200 hats up there.
In order to get the hat taken down from display, you had to show Miscavige
that you were properly performing the duties of your job and submit
evidence to him for approval. One of those hats was “WDC ABLE”.
Needless to say, most hats remained on display for some time. There were
penalties that went along with not getting your hat back. As Miscavige felt
he wasn’t getting adequate response from people, he created name tags to
place on their chests. The first one was a florescent pink tag that said
“Wheeeeeeeee!!!!!!!” to signify that the person wearing the tag was
irresponsible. He was passing these out like candy for people to wear,
replacing the usual post title tag that was part of the uniform.
Miscavige asked me what I thought of the derogatory tag that he had just
placed on another staff member. I said, “You can’t get much brighter than
that.” He said, “Oh yeah? Watch me,” and he walked off with his entourage.
Within an hour, Miscavige returned with an array of about ten different tags
with various disparaging statements on them, all in the brightest colors one
could imagine - and I got the full array to wear personally.
I had to tape these tags all together, stick them on my shirt and wear them
around the base like campaign bars draping down my entire chest. I
couldn’t take them off until approved by him. I wrote petitions to get them
removed which weren’t approved. I didn’t wear them one day and I was
instructed to immediately put them back on. Many other staff were also
running around with these tags for one reason or another. Some had more
tags than others, depending on how he was feeling at the time he issued
them.
At every weekly staff meeting, we were required to get up and announce
our “flaps” to the rest of the crew. These announcements needed to include
the fact that we still had our hats up on display as Miscavige was still
performing our duties on a bypass.
Eventually the hats were taken down to make way for another display. This
time it was showing all of the renovations projects that Miscavige was
having to personally oversee.



It was meant to “rub our noses” in the fact that he had to do everything
himself, all the way down to space planning our own berthing buildings.
In 1997, the entirety of CMO International and the Executive Strata moved
into a modular trailer as a temporary office set-up so their existing building
could be renovated for something else.
The trailer was only meant to be occupied for a year at the most while
permanent office spaces were constructed. However, that was never done.
Meantime Miscavige occupied a building that he had built to his elaborate
standards for upwards of $70 million dollars. This huge building was only
occupied by himself and a handful of his personal staff.
After holding WDC ABLE for one year, I was removed over the subject of
their corporate mess. Legally, the ABLE sector was not supposed to be
sending money into the Sea Org reserve accounts, but it was. There were
extensive meetings held regarding this with church tax attorneys (Monique
Yingling and Tim Bowles) who were attempting to get it straightened out.
I had made a proposal on how to organize the sector based on the attorney’s
advice, which would have meant that the funds that had been going to Int
Reserves would get rerouted to the social betterment programs themselves,
instead. This didn’t fly with Miscavige, who said that it’s up to legal to find
a way to set things up the way we (church management) want it, not the
other way around.
My proposal was therefore rejected and I was removed from post, restricted
to the property and once again assigned to berthing out by the swamp. This
time, I was informed that I was being permanently kicked out of the
Commodore’s Messenger Org.
I had no prior ethics gradients applied and no justice action was taken. I
was to report to Golden Era Productions for assignment. This order was
issued by Mark Ingber who had just (that day) assumed post as CO CMO
Int/WDC Chairman.
I could have protested the order but I didn’t want a thing to do with Mark
being my senior and I was looking forward to a definite “change of
scenery”.
After a few weeks of full time renovations work, I was assigned to the post
of “Circuit Board In-Charge” on the e-meter (26) assembly line in Gold.



(26) The e-meter (or electro-psychometer) is a device invented in the 1940s, used to
measure the mental state or change of state of a person in an auditing session to
help the auditor locate areas of distress so these can be addressed and handled.

Suddenly I found myself soldering resisters, transistors and diodes all day
long. Electronics was a whole new field for me, but I picked it up fast and I
quite enjoyed the transformation from the continuous stress in management.
I held this position for about eight months. During this time, I was informed
that my father had a heart attack and was going in for quadruple-bypass
surgery. I hadn’t seen my dad in many, many years and felt an urgent need
to be there - even if only for a few days.
My request was denied because Miscavige said I did nothing for the ABLE
sector to make up the “damage” I had caused. I have no idea what he
expected me to do with ABLE while I was the Circuit Board In-Charge in
Gold. I tried to reason with the Ethics Officer, requesting that I be granted a
few days to tend to this family emergency.
Finally he said that if I were to go, I would have to bring along a security
guard who would be with me the entire time. I was already going to have to
borrow money from someone for my own flight to Seattle. To pay for a
second person’s flight would mean I’d be in debt for a very long time. Plus,
I had no idea how I could explain bringing “a friend” with me from
California to visit my dad in the hospital, having them (a complete stranger)
stay at my family’s house while I was there. So, I didn’t go.
Fortunately my dad came through his operation successfully as otherwise I
don’t know what I would have done, as it would have ripped my heart out.
At this point, I really started thinking hard about whether or not I wanted to
remain in the Sea Org at all.
One stormy day there was a power outage on the base. It happened often, so
specific people were assigned to immediately report to the generator
building when the sirens went off. They would then shut down direct power
lines to each building on the property and switch over to generator power. It
was a timed drill.
While standing at the generator in the pouring rain, Miscavige drove by,
saw me and stopped. He signaled for me to come over. I said, “Yes, Sir?”
He asked, “So, what are you going to do now?” Now, I’m not sure what got
into me, but I said, “Move back up to an executive position, quickly.” He



gave me a “thumbs up” and drove off. That afternoon I was ordered to turn
over my functions in Gold and report back to the CMO.
I first did some training under Shelly Miscavige in CMO Gold. (27)
(27) CMO Gold is a small unit over Golden Era Productions who used to get LRH’s
orders complied to within Gold. When LRH passed away, they executed the orders of
WDC Gold. But as Miscavige spent a huge percentage of his time in Gold bypassing,
CMO Gold were his execution arm to enforce his orders in the main.

I was learning the ropes on what it takes to shoot movies as several of
COB’s outstanding orders were in the cinematography area. During this
time, Isaac Hayes was on the set every day, shooting a sequence to a
Scientology technical training film. Isaac was shot standing aboard a
floating platform in space with a powerful telescope capable of viewing any
civilization in the universe.
In this film, Isaac narrates Hubbard’s scripted lessons to auditor trainees,
one of which was that someday they’ll find themselves on other planets as
the sole person to disseminate Hubbard’s technology, so they had better
remember their lessons well. Toward the beginning, Isaac says, “Earth is
not necessarily the most inhabited planet in the universe!” However, he
would alter the line to say “Earth is not necessarily the most inhibited planet
in the universe.” to which the Director kept yelling, “Cut!” We all got a fun
laugh out of that.
While this film was being shot, I received an order on the set to
immediately report back to CMO Int. Shelly Miscavige wanted me to
resume post as WDC ABLE. However, I told her I didn’t want to work
under Mark Ingber, but would rather stay in CMO Gold where I felt I could
be more productive.
She called me back later that afternoon and said I was to report directly to
Mark Ingber as CO CMO Int/WDC Chairman for posting. I cringed and
thought, “This is going to be hell.” And boy, was I right.
Ingber put me on post in WDC over three sectors (the Sea Org service orgs
and Scientology churches and Celebrity Centres (WDC SO/SCN/CC). The
Watchdog Committee had disintegrated so badly in the time I was gone that
I had to take on multiple sectors and there were still several sectors left
uncovered.



I was given a binder of orders from Miscavige so I could catch up on what
had been happening in CMO Int while I was gone. In that binder was a
bunch of noise and ethics drama that I was so happy to have missed. It also
included a document entitled the “JELLIE” project.
Jellie was Miscavige’s dog. This document was an ethics project for the Int
crew (put everyone through low conditions, weed out the suppressives and
so on). It was named after his dog as Miscavige said the Int crew were so
unproductive and degraded that “even his dog could do a better job”.
A few days later, Miscavige came into WDC with Jellie dressed in a black
sweater with four gold Captain stripes on her “epaulets”. The dog let out a
little whimper of a bark when she saw me and Miscavige said that she can
sniff out crimes, so I must have something slimy going on.
I had to do everything in my power not to laugh because he was actually
serious! I figured what Jellie was really trying to say was, “You look like
one of the only sane people around here, now can you please help get me
out of this ridiculous outfit?”
Some of the staff I previously worked with were actually required to salute
this dog or face the wrath of Miscavige.
Within a few days of my return to Int, Miscavige gave me an order to
evaluate the entirety of the Western United States, covering every sector
including Scientology Missions and ABLE, as well as all Sea Org and
Scientology organizations in this zone. He gave me 24 hours to get it done.
This is an evaluation that spanned every sector, which should have been
more correctly directed to WDC Chairman, but within 15 minutes of
receiving that order, I had a slew of RTC “enforcers” at my desk to ensure I
did nothing but the ordered evaluation within the allotted time. These
people “ghosted” me everywhere I went, walked with me to the bathroom,
listened in on any phone call, watched over what I was typing, took notes of
anything I did and said.
Needless to say, I found it to be a tad difficult to concentrate and I said as
much. This landed me in a confessional room with an RTC staff member
asking me for my crimes.
A few precious hours went by where I should have been doing the
evaluation. I was trying to figure out anything to say so I could get out of
that room and back to the task at hand. I knew that if I didn’t have



something submitted within the allotted time to Miscavige, I’d be in more
trouble than I already was with his minions. Because of the time crunch,
Ingber was ordered to help me get the evaluation done, which we finally did
complete. Ingber told me, “Now you are going to do the same thing for
every other continent.” Oh, goodie!
Within a week of arriving back to CMO Int, the whole organization was
assigned a condition of Confusion by Miscavige, which is the lowest
condition that exists in Scientology’s ethics codes. I was unclear as to why
the condition was assigned. CMO Int had already been in the low condition
of Liability for a few years by that point, complete with all penalties (20
minute meal breaks, pay cuts, no liberties or social activities, etc.)
Along with the Confusion assignment came a list of things that had to be
done before the condition would be upgraded. This isn’t how the condition
formulas are meant to work - the LRH formula for Confusion is simply
“find out where you are”, but Miscavige was making it into something else
entirely. A list of “too gruesomes” was also issued. These were penalties
levied for any non-compliance, based on a policy letter written by L. Ron
Hubbard which states: “Make the penalty for non-compliance too gruesome
to be faced and enforce it.”
Items on the “too gruesome” list included such things as being thrown in
the lake, all night amends projects and being placed under pay-hold. Those
inflicting the penalties would get very creative on what to assign as amends
projects. I’ve seen people assigned to scrubbing dumpsters, cleaning toilets
or doing the shredding for the whole organization through the night.
Per another LRH reference, the “Nothing To Do With Me Club” was
implemented. I was assigned to this club for slows on getting a new team of
executives trained and sent out to one of the churches.
There are certain steps one takes to “graduate” from this club, including
writing a one hundred word essay about how nothing on your job has
anything to do with you. One has to do extensive amends and basically
prove that you’re now with the program and willing to be completely
responsible for your duties. I got the command team onto post and obtained
approval from WDC Chairman to graduate from that “club”.
In meetings with Miscavige, he often accused us of being “pie face”
(having blank expressions). We got that way because if we smiled, we were



asked why the hell we were smiling. If we looked confused about what he
was saying, he’d make everyone in the meeting look at your face.
He’d point at random people and say, “See how this punk is looking at
me!?”
Miscavige put up a big poster of a blank face in the WDC conference room
with a handwritten note under the cartoon saying, “Is it done yet?”, “No,
Sir…” He wanted us constantly reminded that we looked pathetic and were
in non-compliance with anything he wanted done.
Greg Wilhere, a deputy to Miscavige, called a meeting of all WDC and
several other executives of CMO Int and the Executive Strata. He briefed us
that we were all to stay in the conference room until we worked through
lower conditions as the executives responsible for the management of
Scientology internationally.
We ended up staying in this conference room for nearly a week straight
(with short bathroom and meal breaks during the day and some time to
sleep and shower).
During this time, we told each other what transgressions we ever committed
against the organization and in some cases, what destructive intentions or
evil purposes we were operating on when we committed that transgression.
It was torture to sit through this. Wilhere recorded these meetings and
submitted them to Miscavige, who was directing him from Clearwater,
Florida at the time.
Miscavige managed CMO Int on a daily report line. No matter where he
was, he’d be in our hair, micromanaging us with streams of orders that were
strewn with harsh criticisms and scoldings.
In one of these daily report replies, Miscavige ordered us to immediately
fill the post of WDC Gold, which was unoccupied at the time. No one was
to go home until we came up with a solution.
Anyone who had held the post of WDC Gold in the past did not last very
long. There was a lot of intense pressure and a large amount of technical
knowledge required to supervise the production of Scientology training
films and audio/visual products.
What made the WDC Gold position most untenable however, was the fact
that Miscavige loved to bypass and hobby-horse in Gold and he would blow



up about any deviation he could detect on his routine inspections there. Our
“list” of prospects for the job was blank. Anyone we named was
immediately crossed off as they were “too weak”, “not experienced
enough”, a “previous failure”, etc.
A few people were asked if they’d accept the position, to which they
refused based on the fate of those who held the post before. They thought it
was much safer to keep one’s head down and remain in a lower position in
the organization than to attempt this bucking bronco. I was holding three
sectors at that time so these post refusals were getting to me - I didn’t want
to spend one more minute listening to people turn down responsibility or
whine about their fear of getting into trouble if they failed.
So, I proclaimed, “I’ll do the post!”
The room went silent.
Then after that concept started to sink in, a lot of concern was expressed
since I knew very little about the various divisions of Gold, having mainly
been posted in CMO Int for the previous two decades. At least I had worked
in the Manufacturing Division on the e-meter assembly line for several
months and spent some time apprenticing in the cinematography division
with the shoot crew.
I told them that I had been in WDC for many years over several sectors
with decent statistics. I said I knew the basics of the tools of management
(evaluation, orders and compliance, stat analysis, investigations, etc.) which
would be the tools I should be using for any sector, including Gold. While
Miscavige often sat down at the editing bay, dictating how some video
should be spliced together, that wasn’t the actual function of a WDC
member.
Everyone in the meeting agreed that they could more easily replace me on
the other sectors I was holding than find another WDC Gold. Therefore, the
Personnel Department proposed my name to Miscavige for the post.
Miscavige wasn’t on the property at the time (this was November 2000). So
while we waited for word back, I was instructed to study the numerous
volumes of LRH references and dispatches concerning Gold, which I did
amongst my other duties.



In the middle of this, I received word that my Aunt Colleen was getting
married and she wanted me to attend. She even asked that I perform the
ceremony as I was an ordained minister of the church. I told her I’d make
arrangements to fly up to Seattle for the wedding then immediately return
since I was quite busy. I wrote a formal request to my superior to attend this
wedding. It was rejected based on the concern that Miscavige was expected
back and I needed to finish my Gold reference study beforehand, in case he
wanted to interview me for the position. I called my Aunt and told her I was
unable to leave, even for a day.
Miscavige did arrive back within a few days and called a meeting of all
WDC. He said to me “I understand you volunteered for the post of WDC
Gold.”
I said, “Yes, Sir.” Then he started in on his intensive questioning.
He asked, “What’s a nanoweber?” (28)
(28) A “weber” is the unit of magnetic strength, important for getting signals on and
off of magnetic tape. A “nanoweber” is one billionth of a weber. The recorded level of
tape is expressed in nanowebers per meter of tape.

I replied, “I have no idea.” “Flunk!” he exclaimed, with a big “gotcha”-like
grin on his face. I could tell this job interview was going to be a barrel of
laughs.
After several more such questions, Miscavige finally told me that I failed
the interview miserably. I should have just bailed at that point as I knew
becoming WDC Gold would eventually lead to post removal or even
another RPF assignment. Instead, I kept my chin up, smiled and said “I still
think I can do this post.”
He looked at me, surprised. Then he appeared suspicious and claimed, “You
only want this post to protect your husband.” Boy, that came out of left
field. I hadn’t seen my husband in four years because he was on the RPF. I
replied, “No, it’s because I’m an experienced WDC member. I can apply the
tools of management and I can enforce compliance to your orders in Gold
using CMO Gold.”
Miscavige ordered his deputy, Marty Rathbun to put me on the e-meter to
find out if I had any “other fish to fry” as to why I’d volunteer for the post.
I was clean.



A dispatch was sent to WDC Chairman the following day to put me on post
as WDC Gold. He said he realized I was still holding several other sectors
but said that since he had to perform so many functions at the same time, so
could I.
The first major evolution I had to handle was a tape series release scheduled
for New Years 2001. This was pulled off successfully with affluent sales.
Around the same time, my husband Jim returned home from the RPF, so
things were starting to look up!
We next embarked upon a task of reorganizing all Gold departments,
divisions and post assignments. This became a huge nightmare with weeks
and weeks of repeat submissions and rejects from Miscavige and many
sleepless nights.
We had so many meetings that lasted hours and hours going over the
potential structures for the organization. As soon as I’d submit one version
for approval, Miscavige changed his mind and threw the whole thing into
question again. I began to think he didn’t want this done. Not having a
finalized organizational pattern for Gold left about 500 people in limbo.
This situation went on for months.
In one meeting, Miscavige told me out of the blue, “Did you know that
Marc Yager secretly wants you to fail as WDC Gold?” Yager was WDC
Chairman then, sitting right next to me as he said this. “No, Sir” I replied,
not knowing where this was going. Miscavige told Yager to tell me it was
true, which he did. The meeting was then continued as if Miscavige had just
told me he likes sugar in his coffee or something that mundane. I sat there
in disbelief.
Another meeting was held where Miscavige called in Mark Ingber (now
posted as a janitor after his removal as WDC Chairman a few months
earlier). He had Mark get involved with the Gold re-organization planning.
Miscavige already knew what I thought about working with Ingber, who
apparently had sexual fantasies about me. Even his wife Liz had told me
“my husband is obsessed with you”. I assured her there was nothing to
worry about as I couldn’t have been less interested in Mark, plus I was very
happily married to Jim.
The next day, Miscavige called another meeting where he appointed Mark
Ingber as WDC Gold and made me Mark’s deputy. I couldn’t help but think



that this was some sort of sick game Miscavige was playing.
Within a few weeks, Ingber was in trouble for not completing the
submission on how to re-organize Gold to Miscavige’s satisfaction. He was
put in for confessionals where it came up that he was again involved in
fantasizing about me sexually.
That afternoon Miscavige walked over to me with a huge smile, asking if I
had heard about Ingber. I said, “No, Sir.” He said I should find out. Yager
then brought me the reports from Ingber’s confessionals.
After reading these reports, I said I didn’t want to work with Ingber any
longer. He was clearly fixated and messed up on the subject and doing
weird stuff to himself throughout the day because of it. Yager said, “You
don’t have a choice.”
Because I said I didn’t want to continue to work with Ingber, Miscavige had
one of his staff members put me in for a confessional. I saw the dispatch
from him, which said, “I know Amy had sex with Ingber,” and if Miscavige
says something happened, his loyal staff were NOT going to let up until
they had “the goods”.
The interrogator asked in a hundred different ways not “if” but “how” I had
sex with Mark Ingber. She’d describe different ways and ask if that’s how
we did it - all the while ignoring my answer of, “No.”
When she got no joy on the Ingber questions, she started probing to find out
if there’s anything I ever did that was perverted.
She had an ear piece in, and she was getting instructions about what to ask
by whoever in RTC was looking in on this confessional from the other
room.
(All of the confessional booths are set up with LOOK-IN, LISTEN-IN and
TALK-IN systems with video cameras positioned to be able to see the e-
meter and the person confessing simultaneously on a split-screen monitor.)
Several grueling hours later, I was finally let out of that confessional room.
This episode left a very bad taste in my mouth for David Miscavige. It was
nothing short of sexual harassment. And I also hoped I would run into
Ingber (who was now off scrubbing dumpsters somewhere on the property)
so I could let him know what I thought about all of his creepiness.



I continued to hold WDC Gold for another month. Miscavige kept up with
his game of disapproving anything submitted to him. I felt I was just
wasting time. Nothing was being accomplished.
Finally, Miscavige removed me from post for “failure to get the re-
organization of Gold taken to a done.” I was sent to Estates and given a
huge sewage pump to scrape. I was then told to scrub all of the Estates
bathrooms and toilets with a toothbrush. Once that was completed, I was
put out in a field to dig trenches. I spent weeks out there in the sun, digging
and digging. Meantime I was separated again from my husband, restricted
to the base, staying in a trailer by the swamp, taking showers in the garage
and eating meals after everyone else was done.
This gave me plenty of time to think about my future.
I contemplated making a run for it but couldn’t figure out how, since I was
under tight surveillance and there was razor wire on all fences that I
wouldn’t be able to climb over. There was also a huge security force at the
Int base that would track me down and drag me back for even worse
punishment, like I had seen done with so many others in the past. I also
wasn’t totally sure I wanted to forsake the goals I’d worked so hard to
achieve and leave all of my friends behind.
As I dug, I kept telling myself, “this will all come to pass”, “you’re tougher
than this”, “you’ve made a commitment you need to honor”, “you have so
many long-term friends here that you can’t just abandon”, “they would label
you a Suppressive Person so you wouldn’t be able to see your mom again”,
“you’ll forfeit your spiritual freedom,” “you have no money so you won’t
get very far”, “you have no bank account, zero credit, only a 9th grade
education and no prior employment history”, “you don’t even know how to
drive or how to cook, so get real - you’re not going anywhere!” I continued
to dig.
Eventually I was allowed to rejoin the group and I was re-posted in the
Programs branch of CMO Int.
One day, Miscavige came in and said I was “popular across the whole
base”. He had a big smirk on his face so I knew he was being snide and I
wasn’t interested in playing his little game. I said, “Okay, Sir.” His wife,
Shelly asked, “Aren’t you going to ask him why?” I said, “No.” Miscavige
walked away at that point. I was then told by someone who heard the



conversation that I had better get myself briefed because it’s not good and I
have something I need to handle.
I called the Internal Executive and asked what this was all about. She told
me that my earlier confessional reports had been sent to Miscavige. He saw
that I had confessed to a time that I put a finger in my rear end during sex
with my husband. Miscavige then coined the term “finger up the butt” to
describe the type of “transgressions” the staff were confessing, instead of
coming clean on what we’ve done to “actively sabotage Scientology
expansion”.
I pointed out that the “confessional” Miscavige put me in on ONLY asked
for perverted sexual activities and I was told I wouldn’t be let out of the
room until I either confessed to having sex with Mark Ingber (which I
didn’t do) or admitted to some other form of “sexual perversion”.
I couldn’t believe that Miscavige made this incident a joke around the base.
This was not only embarrassing but a serious invasion of privacy and a
violation of the priest-penitent relationship the church is meant to honor. I
decided it was not safe to divulge anything personal in a confessional ever
again - at least while I remained at the Int base.
I decided that the next time I was given a confessional, I would say nothing
or pretend my way through it. At this point, I had no more trust left in the
leaders of my church or their “standard” application of its technology,
which is one hell of a departure for someone who had dedicated their entire
life to help spearhead the expansion of Scientology across the globe to
hopefully bring about a better world.
Believe it or not, within a few days of this conversation, Miscavige ordered
the Internal Exec of CMO Int to re-post me in the Watchdog Committee!
I was asked what sector I wanted to take over (since Miscavige had busted
most of the existing WDC members and the place was decimated). I replied
saying that I was fully trained and responsible for the Celebrity Centre
sector for about ten years all told, so that would be the logical choice.
Miscavige walked into CMO Int with my files in his hands. He plunked
them on the table and said, “She doesn’t know what the hell she’s doing, but
put her on post as WDC Scientology.”



Miscavige then told me that Cathy Rinder (the former post holder) did
nothing effective to handle the New York church after 9/11 happened and
that’s why she had been removed. I was instructed to get a series of
evaluations and handlings done to build the New York church. He wanted it
manned from the top down and their public inflow lines opened up.
He said Tom Cruise was going to be establishing a “detoxification”
program for New York city firefighters, so the church was to become ship-
shape to service these people upon completion of their detox program.
I lasted on this post for about a year. Physical assault dished out by
Miscavige was picking up by this time. The whole working atmosphere
became a fend for yourself, cover your own ass, trust no one, point the
finger to anyone else, scream and yell and tell fellow staff members how
much they suck, type of environment.
In one meeting on how to reorganize the upper management echelon of the
church, Miscavige asked WDC why we proposed a specific organizational
change. The woman who had the idea wasn’t speaking up (being afraid of
what would happen if he didn’t like her reason), so I told him why.
Miscavige pretended to listen intently and when I finished the explanation,
he said, “I hate you. I hate you more than Cathy Rinder and you know how
much I hate her.”
After that, I kept waiting to be removed but nothing happened, though I
received plenty of threats of off-load, removals and transfers to the outer
corners of nowhere.
The Watchdog Committee was in a meeting once when Miscavige walked
into the room and started listening in on the matters we were discussing. He
said it was all a bunch of “blah, blah, blah” and we needed to do something
that was really important with our time. Marc Yager (WDC Chairman) was
sitting at the head of the conference room table. His internal deputy named
Astra was sitting next to him. Miscavige ordered Astra to go get a hair
buzzer and bring it back to the meeting.
We all sat there waiting and wondering where this was going. Astra arrived
back a few minutes later with a buzzer and an extension cord to plug it in.
Miscavige ordered her to go over to Marc Yager and buzz his head. She did.
This amused Miscavige to no end. Marc sat there and took the embarrassing
abuse while Miscavige stood by, laughing like a hyena.



There was one point around this time that my husband Jim stopped coming
home. He was apparently restricted to the base and up for off-load out of
the Sea Organization for some reason. I wasn’t even told about it. How I
found out was by Miscavige himself. He came into WDC with a big, fat
grin on his face asking the room, “Guess who I just ran into?” Everyone
asked, “Who, Sir?” and he said “The ‘off-loadees’ - Willett (a close friend
of mine for many years) and Jim Mortland”.
I stood there looking at him in shock, thinking “Don’t you realize who
you’re telling this to? In case you’ve forgotten, my name is Amy
MORTLAND, the woman married to Jim Mortland for almost two decades,
you slithering lizard!”
Shortly thereafter, I was pulled into the Internal Executive’s office and
shown a report on Jim to explain why he was being offloaded. It said that he
had allowed a renovations project to go over budget and time expectancy. I
was supposed to be shocked at how terrible he was for allowing this to
occur and instantly see why I should be divorced from such an
“incompetent person”.
The Internal Executive asked for my decision as to whether or not I was
going to stay with such a loser (where I’d get removed from post and put
out on the street with nothing) or if I’d do the “right thing” and honor my
commitment to the Sea Org. I wasn’t allowed to see Jim to go over this.
My brainwashed response was, “I’m staying”. I was so confused about
where my life was going and under extreme stress. She said she arranged
for me to go into a counseling session immediately to handle any “needless
upset” I had regarding the loss of my husband.
After I came out of session (spending at least an hour simply crying my
eyes out), I walked back into my office where David Miscavige was
conducting a meeting. I sat down at the conference table with the rest of
WDC and several other executives in attendance. I tried to be somewhat
discrete, but everyone’s focus transferred to me as someone coming in late
to a meeting with the Chairman of the Board is highly unusual.
Miscavige took full advantage of this distraction to give me a hard time. He
said, “You look like you’ve just had a cricket bat shoved up your ass,” and
proceeded to heckle me for several minutes, holding up the entire meeting



of at least 25 others. Finally, I said , “It’s hard times right now, Sir.” He
responded, “No it’s not - you just need to get your ass into production.”
Things went downhill from there. WDC and the Executive Strata were
routinely threatened with being disbanded. He’d tell us that there was no
condition low enough to assign us, we were far below confusion, which is
the lowest ethics condition in the church. The WDC Chairman was declared
a Suppressive Person along with several other top church executives, the
steepest ethics gradient and most severe label by the church - though
Miscavige left them on their posts with that degraded status.
No one knew anymore who they could trust.

PROFILE OF A SOCIOPATH
In researching how to best describe David Miscavige’s personality, I came
across the following behavior descriptions entitled “The Profile of a
Sociopath”, which describe his traits quite perfectly.
These traits are based on the psychopathy checklists of H. Cleckley and R.
Hare. In the 1830’s this disorder was called “moral insanity.” By 1900 it
was changed to “psychopathic personality” and more recently it has been
termed “antisocial personality disorder.”
I wanted to include this full description here so anyone reading can
hopefully spot such a personality in their own lives and do whatever it takes
to stay as far away from them as possible - they will only work to make
your life miserable. You will do much better and be much happier without
them!

Glibness/Superficial Charm:
Language can be used without effort by them to confuse and
convince their audience. Captivating storytellers that exude self-
confidence, they can spin a web that intrigues others. Since they
are persuasive, they have the capacity to destroy their critics
verbally or emotionally.

Manipulative and Cunning:
They never recognize the rights of others and see their self-
serving behaviors permissible. They appear to be charming, yet
are covertly hostile and domineering, seeing their victim as



merely an instrument to be used. They dominate and humiliate
their victims.

Grandiose Sense of Self:
Feels entitled to certain things as “their right.” Craves adulation
and attendance. Must be the center of attention with their own
fantasies as the “spokesman for God,” “enlightened,” “leader of
humankind,” etc. Creates an us-versus-them mentality.

Pathological Lying:
Has no problem lying coolly and easily and it is almost impossible
for them to be truthful on a consistent basis. Can create, and get
caught up in, a complex belief about their own powers and
abilities. Extremely convincing and able to pass lie detector tests.

Lack of Remorse, Shame or Guilt:
A deep seated rage, which is split off and repressed, is at their
core. Does not see others around them as people, but only as
targets and opportunities. Instead of friends, they have victims
and accomplices who end up as victims. The end always justifies
the means and they let nothing stand in their way.

Shallow Emotions:
When they show what seems to be warmth, joy, love and
compassion, it is more feigned than experienced and serves an
ulterior motive. Outraged by insignificant matters, yet remaining
unmoved and cold by what would upset a normal person. Since
they are not genuine, neither are their promises.

Incapacity for Love:
While they talk about “God’s love” they are unable to give or
receive it. Since they do not believe in the genuineness of their
followers’ love, they are very harsh in testing it from their
devotees and expect them to feel guilt for their failings. Expects
unconditional surrender.

Need for Stimulation:



Living on the edge, yet testing the beliefs of their followers with
bizarre rules, punishments and behaviors. Verbal outbursts and
physical punishments are normal.

Callousness/Lack of Empathy:
Unable to empathize with the pain of their victims, having only
contempt for others’ feelings of distress and readily taking
advantage of them. Their skills are used to exploit, abuse and
exert power. Since the follower cannot believe their leader would
callously hurt them, they rationalize the behavior as necessary for
their (or the group’s) own “good” and deny the abuse. When
devotees become aware of the exploitation it feels like a “spiritual
rape” to them.

Poor Behavioral Controls/Impulsive Nature:
Rage and abuse, alternating with small expressions of love and
approval produce an addictive cycle for abuser and abused, as
well as creating hopelessness in the victim. Believe they are all-
powerful, all-knowing, entitled to every wish, no sense of personal
boundaries, no concern for their impact on others. The followers
only see them as near perfect.

Early Behavior Problems/Juvenile Delinquency:
Usually has a history of behavioral and academic difficulties, yet
“gets by” by conning others. Problems in making and keeping
friends; aberrant behaviors such as cruelty to people or animals,
stealing, etc.

Irresponsibility/Unreliability:
Not concerned about wrecking others’ lives and dreams.
Oblivious or indifferent to the devastation they cause. Does not
accept blame themselves, but blame their followers or others
outside their group. Blame reinforces passivity and obedience
and produces guilt, shame, terror and conformity in the followers.

Promiscuous Sexual Behavior/Infidelity:
Totalist leaders frequently practice promiscuity, child sexual
abuse, rape and sexual acting out of all sorts. This is usually kept



hidden from all but the inner circle. Stringent sexual control of
their followers, such as forced breakups and divorces, removal of
children from parents, rules for dating, etc.

Lack of Realistic Life Plan/Parasitic Lifestyle:
Tends to move around a lot or makes all encompassing promises
for the future. Many groups claim as their goal world-domination
or other utopian promises. Great contrast between the leader’s
opulent lifestyle and the followers’ impoverishment. Support by
gifts and donations from the followers who are pressured to give
through fear and guilt. Highly sensitive to their own pain and
health.

Criminal or Entrepreneurial Versatility:
Changes their image and that of the group as needed to avoid
prosecution and to increase income and to recruit a range of
members. Is able to adapt or relocate as needed to preserve the
group. Can resurface later with a new name, a new front group
and a new twist on the scam.

Other related qualities:
Contemptuous of those who seek to understand them
Does not perceive that anything is wrong with them
Authoritarian
Secretive
Paranoid
Only rarely in difficulty with the law, but seeks out situations
where their tyrannical behavior will be tolerated, condoned, or
admired
Conventional appearance
Goal of enslavement of their victim(s)
Exercises despotic control over every aspect of the victim’s life
Has an emotional need to justify their crimes and therefore needs
their victim’s affirmation (respect, gratitude and love)



Ultimate goal is the creation of a willing victim
Incapable of real human attachment to another
Unable to feel remorse or guilt
Extreme narcissism and grandiose
May state readily that their goal is to rule the world.



CHAPTER 10
ASSAULT & BATTERY

Article five of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights states:
“No one shall be subjected to torture or to cruel, inhuman or
degrading treatment or punishment.”

While the Church of Scientology claims to be a major crusader of human
rights, the head of the Church, David Miscavige, has engaged in vicious
physical violence, beating junior staff members on a number of occasions.
Miscavige was always very verbally abusive, but I witnessed several
instances of physical abuse, which were simply vicious acts of violence.
I am ashamed that I did not have enough courage at the time to inform the
authorities or call the police, which would have been the logical thing to do.
My mindset at the time was “we handle our own” and “it would be a bigger
crime to do anything to create repercussions for the church”. I was also
afraid I’d be subjected to my own “handling” if I attempted to step in. I had
seen what happens to anyone going against the church in order to annihilate
their credibility. I had studied writings from LRH about how Scientology’s
enemies will become cinders in a future life, if they even make it that far.
You don’t want to bring harm to what you think is the only salvation for
mankind. Instead you think that any internal trouble can simply be endured
and it will all come out alright in the end.
So, like the rest of the executives witnessing these acts, I stood by in silence
and watched Miscavige brutalize my peers.
Ray Mithoff was the Senior Case Supervisor International, which is the
highest technical position within the Church of Scientology. Ray was the
last person to deliver Scientology counseling to L. Ron Hubbard before his
passing in 1986. Ray was a well-known and respected terminal within the
church. He spoke at many events, worked to get LRH’s technology
compiled and issued for everyone’s use and along with the many staff
posted in his office, Ray was responsible for seeing to the correct
application of LRH technology around the world. Ray was the first person I
ever witnessed David Miscavige physically attack. During 1995, Ray was



rarely at the Int base. From my understanding, he was personally tending to
the counseling of Tom Cruise at the time.
One day, several other executives and I were called up to David
Miscavige’s conference room. When we arrived, he had already been
meeting with Ray Mithoff and I could see that Miscavige was furious.
In a rage, Miscavige took off his own name tag and broke it, saying he was
going to quit. He kicked a chair into Ray who was sitting “at attention” at
the conference room table. Miscavige then proceeded to hit Ray on the head
with an open hand, at least three times.
Miscavige took cash out of his wallet, throwing dollar bills on the table in
front of Ray, saying, “here - take it!” (I guess to give him money for the
physical violence, which Ray did not accept). Miscavige then continued to
yell, knocking furniture around in his office saying he couldn’t take it any
more.
Without being told what Ray had done wrong, Miscavige ordered us to “go
handle him”. We all raced off to the CMO Int conference room, asking Ray
what the hell was going on with him. He sat there silently. Shortly
thereafter, Ray was taken away and assigned to the Rehabilitation Project
Force by Miscavige, where he would spend the next several years.
While I was doing manual labor near the swamp in 1996, I saw that a large
bamboo fence had been erected about 100 yards from a house in the area,
called the Old Gilman House (OGH). The fence was about eight feet tall
and there was a small trailer sitting behind it. I discovered that this is where
Marc Yager had been sent when he was removed as CO CMO Int/WDC
Chairman. He was alone there, sentenced to solitary confinement and under
security watch 24/7.
Gary “Jackson” Morehead was the Security Chief for the Int base at that
time. He has since left the church and has spoken out against the abuse he
witnessed during his tenure. Gary said his security guards were on a 24-
hour watch of Yager during this 1995-1996 time period, before Yager was
eventually sent to the RPF. The security guards were briefed that Yager was
to call anyone he came into contact with “Sir”, including any stray dogs that
roamed the area.
Gary also witnessed Miscavige’s routine “visits” where he would violently
assault Yager by delivering repeated blows to his abdomen, knocking the



wind out of Yager and making him gasp for air. (Gary Morehead’s video
testimony to the St. Petersburg Times of 2 August 2009 can be found at the
www.tampabay.com/scientology/ website.)
In the early 2000’s, the physical beatings dished out by David Miscavige
seemed to escalate. One of the most serious attacks I observed was in early
2001 on Mike Rinder. Mike was WDC OSA and our desks were about 15
feet apart in an open-office floor plan.
Miscavige was frequently mad at Rinder and mocked him and belittled him
often. He even had a ventriloquist doll made up to look exactly like Rinder
(and another for the President of the Church of Scientology International,
Heber Jentzsch, who was also commonly on his shit-list). Miscavige
pretended to make the doll say idiot things, as if Rinder were saying it, as
yet another way to humiliate these men.
One day I heard Miscavige storm up the hallway and he headed straight for
Mike Rinder’s office space. With no warning, he came up behind Rinder,
grabbed him around the neck and strangled him to the point where Rinder’s
face was turning colors as he couldn’t breathe.
Miscavige hit Rinder on the top of his head, then tipped over the chair,
knocking him to the ground. I have no idea why he did this. When he was
done roughing up Mike, Miscavige left the office and that was the last
anyone heard about this incident.
Mid 2001, Miscavige held a meeting in the WDC space with marketing
staff. Jeff Hawkins was sitting about five feet from my desk at the
conference room table. During the meeting, Miscavige jumped up onto and
across the table and landed on Jeff, knocking his chair backwards. He
started shaking Jeff and wrestling with him on the ground, tearing buttons
off his shirt. I collected up the buttons and the change that fell out of Jeff’s
pockets during this episode and returned them to Jeff, who appeared highly
shaken up by the incident. Just prior to Miscavige lunging at Hawkins, he
said, “Look at how Jeff is looking at me!” Other people in the meeting
didn’t know what Miscavige meant, but next thing we knew, Miscavige had
Hawkins on the ground for his “face crime”.
Around that same time period, Marc Yager was attacked in the WDC
conference room. Miscavige ran across the room at him and shoved him
into a speaker system. Marc fell to the ground as Miscavige kept coming at
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him, grabbing and shoving him in a violent manner. Shelly Miscavige
yelled, “Dave!” in an attempt to get him to chill out but he kept attacking
him until Marc was lying on the ground, looking up like “please stop.”
Once in early 2003, Marc came back to his office with cuts all over his face
and the top of his head. I asked him what happened and he said he “fell into
bushes”. His Communicator told me she was there and what actually
happened was that Miscavige threw Marc into the bushes.
Another time Marc came into the dining hall with crutches and a cast on his
foot. I asked him what happened and Marc told me that he broke his ankle
“falling” off a ten foot wall by the Cine Studio side entrance. I could tell
from the look on his face that that’s not what really happened - just what he
was supposed to say.
Someone who witnessed what actually occurred told me that a woman from
the Cinematography Division in Gold was ordered by Miscavige to run
Yager down with the vehicle she was driving. She complied by racing after
Marc who was on foot, and to get out of the way of being hit, he jumped
over a big drop-off and broke his ankle on landing. This was late June 2003.
A good friend of mine named Sarah was once poked so hard in the middle
of the forehead by Miscavige that she was knocked back, banging her head
against the corner of a wall. This left a bump on her head and large red
mark on her forehead.
Wendell Reynolds (then-International Reserves Director in CMO Int)
described to me how Miscavige repeatedly punched him in the stomach
about 20 times. He had kept his stomach tense so he could “take it”, but
then Miscavige turned away and Wendell relaxed his stomach, at which
point Miscavige spun around and slugged him again, knocking the wind out
of Wendell who wasn’t prepared for the punch.
In 2003 in the WDC Conference room, I witnessed Miscavige jump across
the conference table and knock Wendell over backwards next to the desk I
was sitting at.
Wendell laid there on the ground and Miscavige told him to “get up and
stop pretending to be hurt”. There were at least ten others that witnessed
this.



I know there are many, many other instances of physical abuse and detailed
accounts of these have been relayed to me and fortunately, several of the
victims have now come forward to make the information known to
hopefully help bring an end to Miscavige’s career as the sadistic head of the
“church” of Scientology. (29)
(29) Accounts of these abuses can be found on line at tampabay.com/scientology
under THE TRUTH RUNDOWN series where former Int Base SO members provide
details of what they personally witnessed to the St. Petersburg Times.



CHAPTER 11
MISCAVIGE SPINS LISA MCPHERSON'S

TRAGEDY
One of the most publicly recognized tragedies for Scientology was the
death of parishioner Lisa McPherson. Lisa had been a Scientologist for
about 18 years, yet died a gruesome death on December 5th 1995 in the
hands of the church in Clearwater, Florida. She was only 36 years old.
Lisa died of a pulmonary embolism and upon inspection by the coroner, she
was found to be underweight, severely dehydrated, and full of bruises and
bug bites.
The state’s medical examiner indicated that Lisa was a victim of negligent
homicide. The Church of Scientology was therefore indicted on two felony
charges, “abuse and/or neglect of a disabled adult” and “practicing
medicine without a license.”
These charges were later dropped after the state’s medical examiner
changed the cause of death from “undetermined” to an “accident” on June
13, 2000. A civil suit brought by her family against the church was settled
on May 28, 2004.
New evidence has since been uncovered regarding details of Lisa’s
treatment (lack of) and Scientology’s cover-up that went on behind the
scenes, which were exposed in the St. Petersburg Times story entitled
“Death in Slow Motion”. (See www.tampabay.com/scientology/.)
While not directly responsible for the Flag Land Base where Lisa was being
“handled”, I was in the Watchdog Committee and observed various aspects
of the fallout from this tragic occurrence.
First of all, Miscavige was in Clearwater for quite some time before this
incident. He was “inspecting” Flag’s technical application, finding that from
the highest trained counselors down, none of them apparently knew what
they were doing.
Miscavige started to bypass the technical hierarchy of the Flag Service
Organization and ordered several staff members to be removed from post
and sent to the Rehabilitation Project Force. He enforced penalties for any
counselor who miscalled e-meter reads and he was watching from another
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room, noting mistakes personally. Each auditing room was equipped with a
look-in, listen-in and talk-in system so technical seniors could observe any
session on-going in the building and direct counselors if needed mid
session.
Miscavige even took it upon himself to personally direct specific case
actions be taken with Lisa McPherson because he “knew best”. Two of my
very close friends told me they were with Miscavige at the time when he
personally wrote out instructions for Lisa to attest to the state of Clear (one
who no longer has a reactive mind). One was the Commanding Officer of
the CMO in Clearwater (Tom DeVocht) and the other was the Chief Officer
of the FSO (Don Jason).
We heard of a Scientologist who “went nuts” and died at the Flag Land
Base. We were initially given no specifics as to what happened - we were
just instructed to “flourish and prosper” by getting our statistics up as the
situation was “being handled by RTC and the Office of Special Affairs”, so
we didn’t need to worry about it.
The WDC member over the Flag Land Base was in Clearwater full time at
the time, so we didn’t see her at our daily WDC meetings to get any
updates. However, what I did see was the former RTC Representatives for
the Flag Land Base arrive back to the Int base. They were both busted out
of RTC and one was placed out at the Happy Valley ranch (where the Int
RPF had been located).
One of them was later shipped out of the country to Australia (not her home
country).
When Scientology was indicted in November 1998, David Miscavige was
rarely at the Int base. He spent most of his time in Clearwater, directing the
RTC and OSA team handling this case. At the Int base, we received weekly
financial demands on Sea Org Reserves to help fund the legal costs, which
were astronomical.
A few times, Miscavige came back to tell the WDC members and those in
the Executive Strata how much he was having to personally bypass and
handle the Lisa McPherson situation, while we just “sat around our desks
getting nothing done.” In two meetings with WDC, Miscavige brought
along a dummy of a human body that opened to display all of the organs.



He said that Lisa had a blood clot that killed her so he was having to learn
every part of the human anatomy to defend the case.
Miscavige told us that he’s off “saving the day” for Scientology because if
we lost that case, it would set a precedent where the church would open
themselves up for wrongful death suits in the future, so they were going to
do whatever it took to win.
It has since come to light that incriminating evidence against the church
was destroyed prior to the case going to trial by former RTC staff member,
Marty Rathbun, who spoke out on the matter to the St. Petersburg Times in
June 2009.
The criminal charges were finally dropped against Scientology because the
medical examiner supposedly couldn’t be trusted to confidently testify in
the case.
To David Miscavige, the fact that the charges were dropped was a MAJOR
VICTORY. How he could spin the mistreatment and subsequent death of
Lisa McPherson into a “triumph” was nothing short of astonishing. In June
2000, Scientologists gathered on board the Freewinds to celebrate this
“victory”. Miscavige addressed the crowd and in his speech, he actually
classified the McPherson trial as an assault on the church by everyone from
the mafia, to the German government, to pharmaceutical companies and
even the Clearwater police!
Every event Miscavige does is recorded, reproduced and sent to
Scientology churches around the world so they can hold similar events and
show the video to all of their public as well. The registrars for the
International Association of Scientologists (IAS) use these videos to
convince parishioners to make donations to help finance the church’s
continued fight for religious freedom.
The following is how David Miscavige personally described this “victory”
at the IAS Event aboard the Freewinds that June:

“When speaking of ethics presence and ‘unkillability’, the recent
events emanating from Clearwater couldn’t be more on point
because while the full story and all details behind that assault
contain enough intrigue to fill several James Bond novels, there is
actually a greater story and that story has to do with REAL



application of PTS/ SP tech (30) and the ultimate weapon against
suppression: Flourish and prosper."
(30) PTS/SP tech: The technology written by L. Ron Hubbard covering how to
handle a Potential Trouble Source (PTS) or Suppressive Person (SP). A PTS is
someone connected to a Suppressive Person. There are several types or
classification of a PTS, such as a “type A” which is anyone with a family member,
friend or associate who is antagonistic toward the person or Scientology. A PTS
“type 3” is someone who has gone insane.

“To put that attack in perspective here are the actual events as
we’ve now discovered:
“It began in 1993 and specifically with the recognition of the
church with the IRS.
“Now let’s not forget, everybody was not happy about that. So
bring in a few key players. First there’s Eli Lilly (31) whose Prozac
we were broadly exposing as the killer drug that it is.
(31) Eli Lilly is a global pharmaceutical company and Prozac is one of the anti-
depressants it distributes.

"Then add Germany who are gearing up for their final solution of
Scientology at that very time and add the city of Clearwater,
Florida. They had engaged in attacks against us since our arrival
there.
“Now, that’s a story that could take all night but suffice it to say
that just before we purchased the Fort Harrison in the mid 1970s,
a few of the big ‘old boys’ had been steadily driving down
property values in coordination with a certain newspaper who I
won’t name but their initials are ‘SP’.
“Now it seems they were getting ready for the mob to bring in
casino operations. Where? Of course it would start in that city’s
landmark: The Fort Harrison. Needless to say our purchase right
under their nose didn’t make them happy.
“But back to the immediate story. What you probably didn’t realize
is that their police department was involved in practically every
assault against us for the next two decades.
“Now don’t forget that when Canada was attacked, there was the
Clearwater police, when the IRS went after our churches and
you, there was the Clearwater police department and right there



in Florida, the city has attempted to enact the ordinance against
the church and literally on the same day we received IRS
recognition, that ordinance was also struck down in a scathing
decision by the court of appeals.
“So, October the 1st 1993 was not a good day for the SP powers
that be in Clearwater. And finally let’s add that SP newspaper to
the list - the same one that urged ALL of these discriminatory
actions and who now had egg on their face with the city having to
pay us about a million dollars in legal fees for pursuing their
illegal case.
“And what else do we now know happened following that fateful
IRS victory? Well first, the German embassy in Washington DC
reported back to Germany that our tax exemption was a grave
development and frantically advised all stops to be pulled in
undermining our exemption.
“Second, Eli Lilly set loose a team of former FBI agents and PR
firms to work out the most effective means to discredit
Scientology.
“And where did they decide to lead their assault? In Germany by
bringing the SP government on board. They chose Clearwater
because it is the home of our mecca (32) and what better target
to attack since their losses were so great.
(32) A mecca is a place that is regarded as the center of an activity or interest.
For Scientology, their “mecca” is the Flag Land Base in Clearwater, Florida where
upper level services are delivered to parishioners.

“Further it was the one local government in America still
antagonistic to the church with their newspaper being the ONLY
SOURCE of entheta (33) on our recognition in 1993 quoting both
the Police Chief and Mayor’s disapproval.
(33) Entheta is a coined term for “enturbulated theta” meaning bad news, upset
or slander.

“So, this was the stage and these were the players that
converged for the last big enemy assault in the United States.
And make no mistake, that was precisely what was behind that
assault. They were just looking for anything to get us, because



absolutely nothing the media reported about that case had any
part in reality, as we now know.
“The police began their inquisition but as their files just released
this week show, they knew there was nothing untoward from the
first week.
“But that wouldn’t stop them because they had a ready and
willing ally in the local medical examiner who would conduct
“tests” to prove something was wrong.
“Now how did she plan to get away with that? Easy. As soon as
she concocted her false results, she destroyed the evidence.
Literally, that’s what she did. I’m not joking.
“What else do we know? She was a heavy supporter of Prozac
and couldn’t stand the fact that CCHR (34) (CCHR by name)
found out about newly caused deaths of Prozac before she could
say it was something else. Again, no joke.
(34) CCHR stands for Citizens Commission on Human Rights. CCHR was co-
founded in 1969 by the Church of Scientology to investigate and eradicate mental
health abuse.

“But let’s not forget the black PR (35) campaign is what fostered
this assault.
(35) Black PR: Black public relations (PR) is a term used by Scientologists to
mean any term or statement that smears or incorrectly unjustifiably slanders a
well-intentioned person or group.

"And while the first stories emanated from Clearwater, they were
actually written by German reporters. Now of course we’ve known
that datum for years but that’s not the full story. And again this
comes from police files withheld from us until this week.
“These files showed the German ‘media’ was secretly meeting
with the police the whole time but that’s still not the big secret
because it turns out those reporters were identifying themselves
to the police as representatives of the German government.
That’s right. They were actually German intelligence. But as I
said, I could give you intrigue all night. The real mystery was how
the state officials ever thought they could get away with this. And
the answer is simple: With generalities.



“By attacking ‘the church’ they didn’t have to ever prove any
person did anything wrong. Their only strategy was to spread
enough black PR to smear everybody and they had the perfect
mouthpiece to do it, the well-named SP Times.
“In fact, they were hoping the church would do what any other
organization does, after all the only thing at stake they said was a
$15,000 fine and what any corporation does is just plead ‘no
contest’. In other words, accept an injustice so as to save money
in having to fight.
“Well, we’re not any other group and they were given one
answer: ‘Wrong.’ In fact we went one step further and told them,
‘Undo what you’ve done because it’s false’. Of course they told
us they never would.
“Our response: ‘Then we’ll make you do it, just watch.’
“Now, this was a very significant point because just winning
wouldn’t be good enough. We always knew we’d win. Yet how
many court cases have you seen when somebody wins but the
papers say ‘He may have been ruled ‘not guilty’ but that doesn’t
mean he’s innocent.’ That was no option for us.
“The only option we would accept is ‘drop your case’, however
considering the whole political climate, it’s no generality to say
attorneys and experts from one end of the country to the other
said that was impossible and that it would never happen.
“Why did everybody think it could never happen? Well, it never
does. Plus as they correctly pointed out, this was the lengthiest
investigation ever conducted, the most expensive investigation
ever conducted, with the most publicity, the most black PR of any
case ever in that state.
“Well, the rest is history because we never say never.
“While I could detail everything it took to make this happen it’s
best summed up this way: By real Scientologists never forgetting
the price of freedom, today you can add one more first to that list
I gave because that case is also now the most embarrassing
case ever brought by the state because what never happens was



made to happen as they were forced to drop all charges in honor
of our Maiden Voyage on June 12th, 2000!
(Standing ovation)
“But as I said at the outset, there is a bigger picture and it has to
do with the real tech of handling suppression: Flourish and
prosper.
“When this began, we had an antagonistic city government, an
antagonistic Mayor and a still on-going 20-year police intelligence
investigation. What did we do? Flourish and prosper.
“We announced and began the construction of our new mecca
and the Sandcastle expansion and then continued on persisting
until even that Police Chief ended that 20-year investigation,
admitting that he couldn’t find evidence to charge the church with
so much as not paying a parking ticket.
“But probably the best example is this: who did the first call of
congratulations come from? The City Manager and then the City
Attorney who heads that office that used to specialize in
assaulting us and finally the Mayor himself who said,
‘Congratulations, I’m glad we won.’
“And the end result to that suppression is this: Today our mecca
has a safer environment than ever in history with enemies turned
to friends and allies and that’s what LRH meant when he told us
to flourish and prosper.
(Standing ovation).
“But even as we celebrate this latest victory, let’s not forget the
challenges to come. For to rescue a planet from the teeth of
suppression and set six billion free is to say the least a highly
adventurous undertaking. It demands supreme dedication,
supreme commitment and not a little courage.
“It also requires a fully cohesive and coordinated effort on the part
of every Scientologist and that’s of course what the International
Association of Scientologists is all about.”
(Applause, end of event) (36)



(36) The video of this event can be seen on youtube, entitled Scientology Spins
the Lisa McPherson Case, Part 2.



CHAPTER 12
THE LSD PURIFICATION PILOT

LRH issued a directive in 1979, forbidding any future recruitment of LSD
cases into the Sea Organization. He actually made it an RPF offense to do
so. He claimed that through his research, he found people who had taken
LSD were behind several failed projects. From this, he concluded that
people with such heavy drug histories were not dependable. He developed
the Purification Rundown around this time, which was meant to help
someone rid their body of drug residues and other toxins.
The Purification Rundown consists of exercise to increase ones heart rate,
taking mega doses of vitamins and minerals and sweating in a sauna for five
hours a day. The average time for a person to get through this program is
between two to five weeks.
It’s hard to imagine that the Purification program could be made into a form
of abuse, but it was.
Miscavige was constantly coming up with wild ideas as to why he thought
everyone was so incompetent. One afternoon he came into WDC and said
something like, “The reason I can never get any compliance around here
and any submission I receive is a pile of crap is because I’m working with a
bunch of LSD cases.”
Miscavige said he was going to do a “pilot” of sticking the executives with
heavy drug histories onto an extended Purification Rundown. It didn’t
matter if one had completed the purification program before or not. He
named four specific executives with LSD histories and said he’s going to
put them through one hell of a Purification Rundown program to “handle”
the drugs for real.
This program was coined the “LSD Purif Pilot”. Those four executives
were routed onto the program and they were on it every day for five hours
per day.
Soon after these execs got on the program, the “LSD Purif Pilot” became a
fad at the Int base. Several more executives and other personnel who were
on Miscavige’s lines were routed to the purif. The saunas were packed and
while several people were starting, almost no one was completing.



I personally have a fairly light drug history, having had no medical drugs
and the only street drugs I had was smoking some pot prior to the Sea Org. I
had previously done the Purification Rundown twice - once in 1980 and
then again in 1985. However it was determined I needed to do this new
pilot anyway and I started it in September 2002. I was WDC Scientology at
the time.
For the first few weeks, I felt pretty happy with the program. It required one
sleep seven hours per night, which was a refreshing change. I also started
eating better, exercising and taking vitamins, which perked me up.
I rapidly built up to taking 5000 milligrams of niacin every day. This is the
highest amount one can take per the purification issues and normally
indicates the person is close to completion.
I told my supervisor that I felt done after just a few weeks on the program.
However, my comments were negated and I was told to continue. I
continued and continued and continued…
Several months went by. Being on the purification program became
unbearable. I had some sort of gray matter coming out of the pores of my
skin for weeks on end. I had provided numerous samples of it to my
technical supervisor, asking if it could be given to a lab to analyze. I never
heard back.
I ended up spending a total of eight straight months on this program, at five
hours a day, while taking 5000 milligrams of niacin daily.
In the middle of this, I started feeling very negative about this “purification
program” and the potentially damaging effects it could be having on my
body. I was also upset about some of the nasty things that were going on in
the office at the same time.
A message was relayed to CMO Int from Miscavige that he planned to
reduce the number of staff at the Int base from approximately 700, down to
a small nucleus of his most trusted followers (about 35 people). One of his
minions was charged with the assignment of working out who was being
offloaded and who was going to stay.
This person said in front of me, “Jim Mortland’s out of here”. She then
looked over at me and laughed and said, “Oh, I forgot you were married to



him - I never see you two together.” This was so cold and stated with a glee
of insanity. I decided I simply didn’t care any more.
I was asked by Miscavige if I thought I was going to be removed from post
because of everything that was going on and I said “yes”.
Holy Hell broke loose as, to him, this answer was like throwing in the
towel. It didn’t matter that I was being threatened with offload every day or
that I was told my post would no longer exist in the new reorganization of
WDC. It didn’t matter that I was constantly reminded about how
incompetent I was and how much better off the church would be without all
of us “criminal executives”.
Miscavige’s daily mantra was how he had to handle everything and how he
could do much better single-handing the whole show by himself.
Based on my “obvious resignation”, David Miscavige removed me from
WDC on Thanksgiving Day 2002. Meantime I continued on my
Purification Rundown every day.
I was routed to the Ethics Department after my removal and asked, “What
out-ethics situation are you involved in?”
One would normally say something like “I’ve been falsifying my statistics
to hide my ineffectiveness” or “I’ve been faking a bad back to get out of
certain jobs”, or whatever it is. You are meant to confess what you’re doing
that is against the moral code so you can become honest and straight. I
thought long and hard. I actually wanted to know the answer because I was
very unhappy and heading no where fast.
Then it hit me - I realized what I had been doing that was out-ethics: I had
been rationalizing insanities!
When I spotted this, I felt a huge weight lift off of my shoulders. I suddenly
felt so empowered. It answered everything that had been eating at me for
years. I had a built-in mechanism whereby I would see something odd,
something that shouldn’t be or even outright evil and destructive acts and in
my mind I would somehow “justify” or figure out reasons why it was okay
to be that way.
For example, I saw David Miscavige, the head of the Scientology religion,
violently beat on staff members. In my mind, I rationalized this by telling
myself that those who were beaten must have done something very bad and



Miscavige must be under so much pressure because of everything he has to
handle directly.
No, in fact, Miscavige was breaking the LAW and what I was witnessing
was ASSAULT & BATTERY, something for which Miscavige could have
(and should have) gone to jail for. And what Miscavige was actually doing
with his “pilot purif” and his constant threats of offload, splitting up
spouses, forcing family disconnections, etc., was his weird way of
spiritually and mentally tormenting individuals into submission. It wasn’t
an attempt to make someone better and more competent. It was outright
EVIL.
I could see now, with no rationalization. I saw what I saw and no one could
tell me otherwise. I confronted the fact that I didn’t get proper sleep. I was
under constant threats and duress, very disconnected to the reality of the
outside world, broke and frankly completely unhappy. I no longer had to
justify that with “those are the sacrifices I have to make to achieve spiritual
freedom.” No, it was just wrong. This was not the ideal world I thought I
was working so hard to achieve. If I’m at the highest echelon of the church,
one would think it would be the most ideal place in the world. Instead, it
was a living hell.
So I was completely thrilled on one hand to spot this. But now I had a
problem: I was sitting in the middle of the Int base in Gilman Hot Springs
and knew that the right thing to do at this point was leave. But how? I knew
I wouldn’t be able to fix what was wrong in the organization. A mad man
was in full power. He possessed the ability to order your banishment from
any further spiritual enlightenment and could order a sentence to hard labor
for indefinite periods of time and even force you to be segregated from your
family and friends as “punishment” for stepping out of line. I realized I had
to get very smart, believe in myself and devise a plan.
Meantime, back to the purif.
Just before Christmas I was called out of the sauna to answer questions for
Miscavige. It all had to do with the Tampa organization and how I could
have allowed them not to pay their rent. As WDC Scientology, I had been
responsible for putting management there and getting them to properly
manage. I did not monitor how over 170 individual organizations allocated
their weekly income to cover which bills. However, it came up that Tampa



was under threat of eviction, which was “bad PR” for the church. Since
there was no one yet posted in my place as WDC Scientology, I was still
being held accountable.
The next order I received was that I was to personally pay the rent bill for
the Tampa church - before Christmas. I had no money of my own so I had
to borrow. It was a total of $5,000. I convinced a few other executives that
if I had to pay, they did too. I managed to get $1,000 from Marc Yager
(WDC Chairman), $1000 from Wendell Reynolds (International Reserves
Director), $1000 from someone in the International Landlord Office and I
had to pay the rest. Since I had no savings, I had to borrow from various
people and slowly pay them back from my weekly allowance (which was
about $25 per week at that time).
I had collected the needed $5,000 by Christmas Eve and a check was made
out to the Tampa church from “Sea Org Reserves” to pay their back rent.
Wendell Reynolds was on the purif pilot at the same time as me and had
been on the purif for months. We began talking about how insane the Int
base had gotten and how the abuse had really picked up.
This is something you weren’t supposed to talk about, but we did.
Wendell agreed the place was getting nuts. He came to the purif one day
with a big bandage on one of his arms. I asked him what happened and he
said Miscavige stormed into his office, picked up the huge bottle of water
from a water cooler and hurled it at Wendell. To protect his private parts
where the bottle was going to hit with full impact, Wendell used his arm to
cover up, which created a large gash.
While Wendell is about 6’5” and physically capable of pounding Miscavige
into the ground, he just blew it off, saying he wasn’t going to let his little
antics get to him. Wendell said he was used to Miscavige’s violent reactions
and relayed a few stories in this regard.
After hearing all of this, I felt like Wendell was the only safe person that I
could talk to. I didn’t feel I could talk to my own husband at the time as he
was trying to be a “good” staff member and toe the line. He was also rarely
coming home due to the trouble he was getting in. I didn’t think it was safe
to talk to him about wanting to leave as it would be his “duty” to
immediately turn me in.



I was scared. I wanted to get away, but didn’t feel secure enough to leave
on my own. Therefore, I turned to Wendell and told him that if he ever
asked me to secretly meet him somewhere so we could get out of this place,
I would be there in a heart beat. Making such a statement was considered a
huge sin, punishable by a Suppressive Person declare and expulsion if
discovered, so I was really taking a chance by saying that.
Wendell told me, “I will never leave, but I don’t want to see you get hurt.”
This conversation was kept as our secret.
When we were alone in the sauna, Wendell would give me advice and help
me plan how I could set myself up to be independent should the need arise.
The first thing Wendell instructed me to do was to open up a bank account.
I had never had one before (as I rarely had more than a few dollars to my
name) so I didn’t have the first clue about what to do. I also had no way of
getting off the property to a bank. He gave me some cash and said to give it
to the Payroll Officer and tell her you got it from family and would like her
to open a savings account for you, to keep it secure.
That’s exactly what I did. The Payroll Officer provided me with the needed
forms to fill out and she opened my account. Over the next few days,
Wendell gave me more of his personal cash to go into my bank account
until I had about $900 total.
I had known Wendell for 20 years and we had always gotten along very
well. At that time, I felt he was my only hope for survival and I really
wanted him to leave the Int base with me. We were continuing to have our
secret get-togethers and conversations about getting me set up so I would be
safe if anything happened. I persisted along the line that I was willing to go
anywhere with him, so long as it was off that base.
Wendell wouldn’t budge on this. He wanted to stay, in the hopes that LRH
would in fact return and take back over the leadership of the church. I could
see that Wendell was way too stuck in and that I’d have to get out of there
on my own.
The next time I saw Miscavige was in the conference room of CMO Int.
Upon seeing me there, he said, “I thought I ordered you offloaded.” After
he left, other people advised me on what I could possibly do to get back
into good graces with Miscavige, however I refused. I really truly didn’t



care anymore and wanted to be offloaded as far away from that base as
possible.
Due to my “negative attitude”, I was put in for metered ethics interviews to
find out what crimes I was committing. Additionally, someone wrote a
report that Wendell and I whispered something to each other while in the
sauna so they wanted to get to the bottom of that too.
For the first time in my long “career” in Scientology, I just out-and-out lied
to the security checker and avoided saying anything to do with Wendell.
Instead, I made something up so they felt I had cooperated.
Wendell was separately interviewed but also avoided detection.
The Internal Executive read out parts of the report from my interview at the
staff muster and posted it up on the notice board. I was told that I was
getting a “Fitness Board” to review my qualifications for CMO Int and
meantime I was ordered to hard labor at an on-going construction site
within the secured compound.



CHAPTER 13
THE RUNNING PROGRAM

It was mid-summer of 2003 and the summer heat was intense. I was
assigned to work on the construction of the crew berthing buildings while
waiting for the result of my Fitness Board.
From the room I was in, I could see out across the pasture to where
approximately 40 Int base staff members were running around a tall pole in
the middle of a track. This is where the “running program” is done by Int
base personnel.
LRH devised a rundown intended to bring a being up to “cause” (able to
causatively control ones life), called the Cause Resurgence Rundown or
Running Program. This program required that a person run for extended
periods of time around a pole or tree until they came to the realization that
they were at cause.
Many people at the Int base have done this rundown, including myself. It
takes some people many many weeks to reach the “end phenomena” while
others may reach it in just a matter of days. One is meant to build up to
running five hours per day with minimal breaks while concentrating on the
pole or tree as a fixed, stable point. It is a “muzzled” rundown, meaning you
don’t talk to anyone while you’re on it.
I was put on this program originally in 1987 by an executive in RTC who
thought I needed to get better at listening to and complying with senior
orders. I did the program in the middle of summer, in the heat of the
afternoon. The second I could get off the track, I’d head straight for the
water hose and just hold it over my head until the Running Program
Supervisor ordered me to return to the track. I’d also lay under the
sprinklers on a lawn chair to try to cool down and rest for a few minutes
before continuing to run. I became very sunburned. After ten days of this, I
just wanted off the program so I wrote a note to the Case Supervisor
exclaiming that I realized I was at cause and had “such a huge change in
viewpoint”. In reality, I didn’t want to go through five hours of torture
every day any longer.
Based on my “realizations”, I was allowed off the program. I thought
maybe I was cheating myself out of some legitimate gains I could have had



if I remained on the rundown, but after ten days, the only thing that changed
was my determination NOT to tolerate this thing any longer.
In 2002 Miscavige had all of WDC, the Executive Strata staff plus several
other executives in CMO Int report out to the running program track. We
were told that we were all to run around this huge palm tree until we had
some sort of group realization as to why we were all such incompetent
criminals. Miscavige was constantly berating us, calling us names,
sentencing us to weird assignments and this was no exception.
Greg Wilhere was sent down as the “enforcer” from RTC. We had to get on
the track as-is (most of us in uniform, wool pants, hard leather shoes, etc.)
and were ordered to “start running!”
At first no one was talking to each other - we were just walking/running
around the tree, knowing it’s supposed to be a muzzled rundown. Everyone
looked so stolid and unhappy. There wasn’t a single soul that really wanted
to be there. Then Wilhere pointed out that if we ever wanted to get off the
track, we had better start talking to each other about why we were so
messed up.
A group of us came up with some sort of answer and we went around
telling the others what our “realization” was so as to gain agreement that we
were ready to be let off the track. However, one person named Jonathan (a
very good friend of mine, now also out of the Sea Org) totally refused to
cooperate.
He said he realized absolutely NOTHING while running around the tree
and the whole thing we were being put through was bullshit. This is
someone who I’ve always known to frankly speak his mind. He was often
in trouble because of it too, though I felt there was some leniency with him
as he was the father of LRH’s granddaughter, Roanne, and he had been in
the Sea Organization nearly since its inception.
So, we were told we’d have to stay on the track until we ALL could come
to an agreed-upon realization.
After some hours, this abruptly ended when we were ordered to report to
the music studio. Miscavige was there and briefed us on what screw-ups the
musicians were on something that he now had to handle directly. I thought,
“Who cares? You think everyone is a screw-up and that you’re the only one



in the universe capable of getting a real product. I’m sick of hearing about
it. However, I am glad to be off that damn running track right now!”
Now again, I saw that Miscavige was assigning scores of people to the
running program.
The difference this time, however, was that someone was being pushed
around the track in a wheel chair. I discovered that it was a woman named
Debbie who is a Type I (insulin dependent) diabetic. She should have never
been on the running track in the first place but was made to get out there
and literally run with the rest of the executives. She apparently had a
hypoglycemic attack while doing so and the “handling” was to give her a
shot of insulin and put her back out there with the rest of the group (this
time in a wheel chair) to continue with their “punishment”.
The abuse was getting beyond the slugging, name calling, sleep
deprivation, isolation and splitting up of families. It was border-line torture
and criminal neglect which could have very disastrous consequences.
Finally, my Fitness Board was completed and issued, finding me unfit for
CMO International. The issue offloaded me to the Rehabilitation Project
Force in Clearwater, Florida and I arrived on 17 July 2003.



CHAPTER 14
FINAL TRIP TO THE RPF

The Ethics Officer of CMO International called me to her office and
showed me the Fitness Board Turn-down issue, which assigned me to the
Rehabilitation Project Force in Clearwater, Florida.
It’s not even the purpose of a “Fitness Board” to dish out justice, but who
was expecting anything standard? She said that the flight was set for that
day.
The Ethics Officer took me to my berthing to grab a few belongings. I was
then turned over to this short and scrawny guard named Kenny, who was
better known as a flute player than a security guard. He was to be my escort
to the airport and was held fully responsible for getting me on a direct flight
to Clearwater.
Kenny threw my stuff in the back of his van and we headed off down the
road to the airport. I remember driving away, thinking that this was going to
be the last time I would ever be posted at the Int base - my home of 20
years. It felt like being freed from prison and I was excited to be on the road
to ANYWHERE ELSE, even if it’s the RPF.
We arrived to LAX and parked. Kenny was to stick with me to the end and
physically see that I got onto the plane and didn’t “jump ship” before the
plane took flight.
Seeing that it wasn’t that long after 9-11, airport security was tighter than
usual. When Kenny tried to escort me into the terminal with his mace and
other security “tools” on his belt, he was immediately pulled aside for
interrogation. He said he was escorting someone (me) onto their flight and
“forgot” that he had all of his security paraphernalia still on his person.
They weren’t buying it. I waited for my “security escort” for nearly an hour
while he was questioned and held until his identification could be verified
as legitimate.
I factually could have just walked out of the airport to freedom at that time
and I often think back and wonder why I didn’t. Instead, I dutifully got on
board my flight and headed to Florida where I would be met at the other
end by another security guard and escorted to the RPF.



I was turned over to an RPFer named Judy who was meant to get me routed
onto the program. I had known Judy from the Int base, so she was a familiar
face, though I hadn’t seen her in many years. I asked Judy “How long have
you been on the RPF?” She said, “Six years”, as if she were simply telling
me the time of day. I gasped.
“What did you get assigned for?” I asked, thinking she must have
committed some serious crime to still be on the RPF after six years! “I was
a Course Supervisor and when my course room was inspected, it wasn’t
considered up to par.” I gasped again. “Is that it? What in the world has
taken you so long to get through the program?” She explained that she had
several twins but kept losing them for one reason or another so would then
have to start all over at the beginning with someone new. Judy gave me a
bunk in one of the RPF dorms and after a few hours of sleep, I started my
New RPF Arrival routing form.
My first stop was the RPF Ethics Officer. I had to turn in all of my ID
(passport, birth certificate, etc.) plus any cash I had that was more than just
pocket change. Next, I was put on the e-meter and asked a series of
questions to determine if I was any sort of major security threat, which is
the standard procedure for all new RPF arrivals. Questions include whether
you are suicidal, if you secretly planned to leave, if you were a spy, if there
are other reasons you should be on the program other than those already
stated, etc.
On this last question, the Ethics Officer said the e-meter reacted. Well, since
my written assignment basically said nothing specific and I never revealed
that I had been scheming with Wendell, I could understand why the meter
would react on that question. However, I was not prepared to confess since
Wendell was still the International Reserves Director and I hadn’t decided
whether I was going to “cooperate” and do the program yet or not.
Somehow I got out of answering the question and the interview was over.
I was then introduced to my RPF twin, Gabrielle Llewellyn, who was just
assigned to the Flag RPF as well. She had also been an executive at the Int
base for about ten years, so we knew each other fairly well. Gabrielle was
assigned to the RPF because she did not cooperate with instructions that she
was to divorce her husband, Gil, when officials at the Int base planned to
offload him from the Sea Org for some trumped-up out-qualification.
(There was a “Fitness Board” reviewing the qualifications of every staff



member in Gold at the time, and a “committee” responsible for informing
the husbands and wives of those found to be unqualified that their spouse
was leaving.)
When Gabrielle was informed of their plans to offload her husband, she
said she wanted to go with Gil to help him get through whatever re-entry
program he needed to become qualified to rejoin the Sea Org again.
This proposal was not acceptable by the organization, but Gabrielle
wouldn’t budge on her decision to leave with her husband. Therefore,
instead of offloading Gil from the SO, they sent him to the RPF in Los
Angeles and Gabrielle was shipped to the RPF in Clearwater because of her
“counter intention.”
Gabrielle was fit to be tied about this. I thought, “Great. Not only does the
Clearwater RPF take six years or longer, I’m assigned to a twin who is
ready to torch the place for forcing her and her husband apart.”
As a new “twinship”, Gabrielle and I went over our situations together. I
liked that she was a fighter with some semblance of personal integrity
intact. I liked the fact that she also came from Int and knew the same people
I had worked with for 20 years. While she was only there for ten years
herself, she also witnessed physical abuse, arbitrary ethics and mistreatment
of staff and didn’t like it one bit. We rapidly agreed that we had to do
something about the RPF as these “Clearwater people” weren’t getting
through the program, looked terrible and were working on projects that
violated the RPF issues.
After the first few days of routing in and getting oriented, I requested that I
be allowed to call my mother and let her know where I was and what was
going on. This was approved, so long as I had the RPF Ethics Officer
listening in on the call.
There was one phone at the Hacienda Gardens, which is where the RPF is
berthed and does their studies. You have to go to the security booth with a
written approval to use the phone and they give you the key to the office
where the phone is located. They then turn the phone on from inside the
security booth. We dropped off my approval to call, grabbed the key and
went to the phone.
The Ethics Officer actually gave me some space to talk to my mom. I told
her that I was on the RPF and not to worry about me. I told her how she



could contact me in case of emergency and that all communication would
have to be in writing until I was done.
At the appropriate point, I then whispered into the phone, telling my mom
that once some people find out what I had been up to, there would no doubt
be more fireworks and I may wind up being declared a Suppressive Person
and offloaded.
Without hesitation, she originated, “Then maybe I should get money for
plane tickets set aside immediately, just in case. I said “Good idea.”
I felt a big relief that I was able to sneak word out to my mom and
especially to know that if the time came, she would stand by me no matter
how much trouble I got in. It was very important for me to know that,
directly from her.
Gabrielle and I began training on our RDD courses. “RDD” stands for
“Read it, Drill it, Do it”, except in the case of the Clearwater RPF, you
weren’t allowed to DO IT. One had to first complete all of the theory and
drilling for a series of several courses, then video yourself doing specific
drills to show that you can properly operate an e-meter. This was no small
task. Sometimes it took months to get a pass before you could ever go in
session to DO the procedure on your twin.
I thought that at least I’m safe for the first few months because we’ll just be
caught up in the red tape of training and video submissions before I ever
have to “spill my guts” in a formal confessional.
By the end of August 2004, I was promoted to RPF Bosun, responsible for
the production and study progress of the whole RPF. Gabrielle became the
Deputy Bosun over all technical delivery.
Finally our folders arrived from the Int base in late September so we could
get them programmed for the requirements to get through the RPF.
On the 5th of October I finally got my first RPF pay check. The RPF gets
1/4 the pay that regular staff members do, so our pay was $11.75 and that’s
if the general crew was getting full pay. Even this was often cut due to low
income weeks at Flag.
The first technical action I received was a metered interview to look into
past auditing and get any more particulars on my current situation. This was
done by a lady named Trisha. She asked me all sorts of questions. I told her



about my Purification Rundown that went on for eight months straight,
which was wildly overrun. She couldn’t believe her ears that I had been on
that program for so long.
I told her about Wendell. She just noted down the specifics. After the
interview, I expected the fireworks to go off but they didn’t. It turned out
that she assumed this must have been why I was assigned to the RPF so
didn’t think to submit a separate report regarding it.
Gabrielle and I continued with the RPF program. We got through our
training and began the confessionals. After I divulged detailed specifics
about what had occurred between Wendell and I, Gabrielle forwarded a
report to CMO International.
I didn’t want to send the report or even confess to begin with, but I thought
that I was doing the right thing by becoming honest and trying to give the
RPF program a go to rehabilitate myself as a staff member.
Just as predicted, it went ballistic when my report finally reached the
powers that be at Int. On 28 February 2004, I was assigned to the RPF’s
RPF.
The issues that dictate the RPF guidelines call for a mandatory two week
sentence when one is assigned to the RPF’s RPF, however the RPF In-
Charge (Paul) told me that orders came down from CMO Int that I was to
remain on the RPF’s RPF until I was allowed off by CMO Int directly. I
knew when that day would be - never.
After two weeks on the RPF’s RPF, I submitted my request to “graduate”,
which was approved by the RPF In-Charge and forwarded to CMO Int. I
told Paul that I would absolutely NOT remain on the RPF’s RPF, waiting to
hear back from CMO Int. I told him that I wanted off the RPF’s RPF
immediately as I fulfilled my requirements and if there were any rejections
from CMO Int on my submission, I would deal with it at that time.
Paul did allow me off the RPF’s RPF. And I never did hear back on my
submission to CMO Int.
As part of my “handling” on the RPF’s RPF, I was required to pay back the
$900 I had gotten from Wendell and close down my bank account. The
problem was, I had spent some of that money for sneakers, clothes and
toiletries over the past year while I wasn’t getting paid.



To handle this, I borrowed the money from another RPFer named Ken who
I knew from the Int base that had money. I sent the money back to Wendell
via security and then paid Ken back with the small allowance I received
each week.
Some time after I arrived to the FLB RPF in 2003, I began the process of
legally divorcing my husband (Jim Mortland). He was still at the Int base
and I was no longer qualified to ever return, nor did I wish to. Although we
had been married nearly seventeen years, we were never legally married.
We had a Scientology wedding service but signed no papers at the time for
whatever reason (probably to save time and money).
In my viewpoint, we would have remained married if we weren’t constantly
separated and told that one or the other of us were being offloaded out of
the Sea Org. In our seventeen years of marriage, we spent a total of seven
years apart entirely and the rest of the time, we were always in different
organizations and on separate schedules. We didn’t even have meal times
together except on Christmas and a few other sporadic events throughout
the year.
On the 20th of July 2004, I received divorce papers in the mail pack
arriving from the Int base. It was a letter from the Legal Director of Golden
Era Productions saying that the divorce papers from Jim were attached and
I needed to sign them with a notary public and file them, covering any
needed cost. I looked at the documents and saw that they were signed by
Jim and notarized by a notary public in ARIZONA! Huh? I saw that next to
Jim’s signature, he said that his “occupation” was “insurance promoter”.
What the hell?
I went to the RPF In-Charge and showed him that my husband was
obviously no longer in the Sea Org and I wanted to know what happened
and where he was. I gained his approval to make a call to find out, so long
as I was with a “buddy” to supervise the call.
I went to the phone room with my twin, Gabrielle who I thought would be
reasonable enough to just let me talk so I could find out what in the world
was going on.
I didn’t have a phone number, so I called Jim’s father Max, who lived in
Michigan.



Boy, was he surprised to hear from me! I told Max that I had heard that Jim
was in Arizona and wanted to get a hold of him. I asked if he had his new
phone number there. Max said, “Yes, but do you realize he’s no longer in
the church? And did you know that he is now re-married? He married one
of your friends named Sarah…”
I just couldn’t believe my ears. I took down Jim’s phone number and gave
him a call.
Jim answered the phone. I said, “Hello, Jim - this is Amy.” He responded,
“Hi, honey!”
Still stunned, I asked, “What in the world is going on? Where are you?
What happened?”
Jim briefed me that a whole slew of Int base staff members were put out on
the street by David Miscavige and they were all declared Suppressive
Persons. He said he hooked up with our good friend, Sarah Blythe, who was
also being offloaded at the same time so they could work together to start
their new lives.
I was trying to rapidly get as many details as I could about what happened
and who all had been offloaded, while Gabrielle was in my other ear telling
me I had to hang up the phone if Jim was really declared suppressive.
I hung up and sat there in shock. All sorts of emotions were stirred up. I
was livid that the Legal Director Gold did not inform me that my husband
was offloaded out of the Sea Org and declared, which I had to find out by
contacting Jim directly via his father. Luckily I still had his dad’s phone
number with me in the RPF (though once the news hit regarding me talking
to a “declared SP”, all of my phone numbers were confiscated.
I wrote to the Legal Dir Gold letting him know what I thought of all this,
which didn’t go over very well since RPFers aren’t supposed to originate to
crew and are allowed no phone privileges.
Shortly thereafter, I was summonsed to the Ethics Department and
subjected to a series of interviews.
Concurrently, Gabrielle and I discovered that Gabrielle’s husband had taken
off from the RPF in LA and he was now with her parents in Culver City.
She was trying to get approval to talk to her husband and this was being
repeatedly denied.



Neither of us thought this was remotely acceptable and I said as much in
my interviews and wrote reports on the matter as well.
Gabrielle and I were then removed from our various RPF positions,
separated and placed under guard for displaying disobedience.
Gabrielle found out that her husband took off three different times - all to
her parents house. She finally got approval to call her husband, which I
helped to push through the RPF In-Charge.
During that phone call, Gabrielle made the decision that she wanted to
leave to be with her husband — she was fed up.
Gabrielle was sent off into a unit to be guarded and security checked
intensively. She was eventually offloaded out of the Sea Org. I was told she
was declared a Suppressive Person for her defiance.
Meanwhile I was given a series of interviews to try to trace back the source
of all of the disgruntled statements that I had been making during this whole
episode. I had complained that the church didn’t have a right to prevent
Gabrielle from speaking to her husband and explained that this was a basic
violation of Human Rights.
They wanted to know who told me these “enemy lines” (statements
considered to be evil toward Scientology). This is an initial step one takes
as part of the “Truth Rundown” procedure, which they started putting me
through.
The theory of the Truth Rundown is that one “discovers truth” by first
finding what you have said that is negative about the church or its principal
members, then finding what crimes and evil purposes were behind these
statements. In doing so, the person will hopefully come to realize that what
he observed really wasn’t the case.
Well, this Truth Rundown procedure didn’t work like that for me - at all.
I had over 50 hours of interviews to address each of the “disaffected
statements” located from a cull of my files and interviews to find out where
I got them.
Most of the supposed “enemy lines” I said were actually based on my own
observation. For example, I observed Gabrielle being prevented from
speaking to her own husband and watched her grieve over this daily. I
observed that. I’m not a “church attacker” to state this fact.



I had told my counselor that David Miscavige was physically violent with
several Int base executives. This was also culled as one of my “enemy
lines” and I was asked where I got that idea. “From Miscavige himself,”
was my answer. I saw it with my own two eyes.
I was then asked what crime I committed prior to observing this. (One is
meant to realize that it was their crimes that made them think they saw
something bad with the church or its executives). I said I didn’t have a
crime behind my observation.
Now they thought I was simply not cooperating. At first I tried to figure out
something I could have done, but in the back of my mind, I knew this
observation wasn’t going to change - I saw what I saw. They tried to find
any crimes and kept digging for my evil purposes. I still didn’t change my
mind.
As I lost Gabrielle as a twin and there were no other RPFers with the same
case level as me, I was put into a trio-ship with Mark “Mat” Pesch and
Alain Kartuzinski, who had both recently been assigned to the RPF.
My thoughts turned back to Judy again - this is how she ended up in the
RPF for so many years, constantly starting over again with new twins. (I
found out that Judy ended up spending a total of 13 years on the RPF for
her non-standard course room!)
At least I knew Mat pretty well. We first met in 1983 as he ran construction
projects at the Int base back then and taught me how to stucco. Mat is 6’4”
tall, born and raised on Long Island, New York. He has a great laugh and is
a tough, strong man who can’t be easily intimidated.
I started reviewing Mat’s folders in order to propose a program of steps to
rehabilitate him on the RPF. I saw a report that Mat had recently stated he
wanted to leave the Sea Org because he was sick of the injustice and
mistreatment of staff he had both witnessed with others and experienced
directly. I could see we had common reality there.
Alain was assigned to the RPF following the settlement of the Lisa
McPherson civil case on 28 May 2004. He had been Lisa’s case supervisor
prior to her death. While the original Lisa McPherson trial was on-going
from 1995, followed by this civil case, Alain was out of sight and out of
mind, placed in the crew laundry room.



This lasted almost ten years! He went from the highest technical terminal
on the Flag Land Base to the lowest position.
The Office of Special Affairs had a confidential confessional folder for
Alain that only they were allowed to see. It contained the “Truth Rundown”
that was being delivered by an OSA staff member (Kathie True) due to
Alain’s disaffection with RTC. He said it was Miscavige’s staff who ordered
Lisa be brought to the Fort Harrison hotel after she had a mental
breakdown, in violation of church policy. The gross mishandling of Lisa
wasn’t just Alain’s doing. OSA was trying to use the Truth Rundown to
alter the truth in Alain’s mind.
On the first step of the RPF program that I did with Alain, he cried
profusely about how he was used as the scapegoat on the Lisa McPherson
trial. He said even the Captain of the Flag Service Organization (Debbie
Cook at the time) testified that Alain was an incompetent and untrustworthy
technical staff member. He felt it was a complete lie to cover up what really
happened.
One day out of the blue, an order came down from the Int base that I was to
be intensively security checked and Alain Kartuzinski was assigned this
task.
Alain started taking me in for confessionals for about ten hours a day.
Videos of each session were being sent to the base. The whole thing was
intense and unusual. I demanded to know what this was all about. He said
he couldn’t tell me.
I told Alain that I wouldn’t cooperate if I didn’t know - it’s my life and if
someone is making decisions about it, I want to know. He said he was made
to sign a $10 million dollar bond not to confess. I convinced him that it
wasn’t right and to tell me what was going on.
Finally he told me that he was shown a Suppressive Person declare issue on
me and he was to give me an intensive sec check before I got sent out of the
Sea Org.
While I knew I needed to leave the Sea Org and was planning to do so, this
news made me furious. After dedicating 27 years of my life to the church,
someone thought they could just declare me an SP and put out on the street
with nothing and with no warning. This was bullshit!



It actually confirmed in my mind that the church could care less about their
staff members - another supposed “enemy line” of mine, which is actually a
proven fact.
I saw the RPF In-Charge and told him that I was informed by Alain that I
was getting declared a Suppressive Person and I demanded to know what
was going on. The RPF In-Charge said he would get this straightened out.
The first thing he did was assign Alain to the RPF’s RPF for breaking
security with me while he concurrently sent a query to the Int base for
clarification on my status. While waiting, I started getting Mat through his
introductory steps to the RPF program.
A few days later, I was briefed that the entire thing regarding my SP declare
was canceled and I should just carry on with the RPF program as I was.
At this point, I realized I really had no future left in the Sea Org. I could see
the writing on the wall - if the “powers that be” can so casually decide my
fate based on whatever whim, I would be smart to make my own decision
about my future and leave the Sea Org entirely. But, I had no idea how to go
about it.
As a group, the RPF was made to watch the 2004 International Association
of Scientologists event video where Tom Cruise was awarded the “Medal of
Valor” (a new status made up by David Miscavige). We were told to watch
the event three times, as that’s what every staff member in the world was
being made to do.
At this event, Miscavige showed a clip of Tom Cruise talking about the
importance of disseminating Scientology. It would be an understatement to
say he was “over the top”, claiming that Scientologists are the “only ones
that can really help” at the scene of an accident, etc.
Before calling Mr. Cruise up to the stage for his award, Miscavige stated
that Tom Cruise was the most dedicated Scientologist he knows. I could not
believe this statement. I’m sure the staff members who have dedicated their
lives 24/7 for the church but aren’t a movie star didn’t really appreciate that
comment, let alone all of the other celebrities in the audience who had
supported the church for just as long, if not longer than Tom.
Tom’s acceptance speech was thick as syrup. First a hand shake, then a hug,
then a salute. I thought he and Miscavige would give each other kisses



next… Tom declared that Miscavige was the greatest leader in the world - a
“leader of leaders” and that he should know because he had “met them all”.
That was quite a bold statement for Tom to make, since behind the scenes,
Miscavige beats and abuses his staff and I’m sure there are plenty of leaders
in this world who haven’t had the pleasure of meeting Tom Cruise. It was a
bunch of PR fluff.
I sat next to Mat during these repeat showings and he also appeared to be
disgusted by their ridiculous display. I was relieved that I wasn’t the only
one who could see through the histrionics of Tom Cruise and David
Miscavige. I recalled the time that Shelly Miscavige told me that Tom
Cruise was so “on board” and dedicated to Scientology that he would have
joined the Sea Organization if he didn’t have a drug history that disqualified
him. Somehow I couldn’t picture Tom in the Sea Org!
On Christmas Day 2004, I was allowed to call my mother to say “Happy
Holidays”. The RPF In-Charge was listening in on the phone call and I was
told to keep it brief - there was a line of people who were going to make
their yearly Christmas calls waiting behind me. I reached my mom and told
her I didn’t have much time, but wanted to tell her I loved her and wished
her a merry Christmas.
She sounded very sad, but said nothing was wrong. I told her I missed her
and I’d somehow arrange to visit when I graduated the RPF. I knew she
wouldn’t believe me as I hadn’t had a leave of absence in almost seventeen
years. What I really wanted to tell her was that I wanted to come home.
About a week after this phone call, I received a letter from my mother that
said:

“You wondered what was wrong when you called, so I’ll tell you.
The call was my Christmas gift, correct? Yet the first thing you
told me is you didn’t have any time to talk to me… I felt cheated.
We could easily talk for an hour and I think I’m worth it when I
hear from you only once or twice a year. Instead, everything has
been put on hold for the day that I see you again and there is
absolutely no predict on that one… I know you’re terribly busy,
but sometimes fuck the planet and the universe - what about us?
I’ve sent you hours of phone cards. What happened to them?
Gawd, I sound just like a mother!! Sorry, honey. I do love you
tons, so forgive me and write when you can. Mom”



I sat there and thought this over. I could not figure out what was wrong with
any mother wanting to talk to their daughter. It made me so upset that my
mom felt she had to apologize for wanting to talk to me!
This attitude is hammered in by the church where the group is all and the
individual is nothing and anything that cuts across 100% dedication to the
cause is an enemy and “other fish to fry” that should be cast aside. I decided
I wasn’t in agreement with that frame of mind anymore. My mother is more
important to me than that - she did absolutely nothing to deserve this
treatment.
This was the final straw. I needed an immediate plan to get out.
On 7 January 2005, I took a risky step and asked my twin Mat Pesch (the
RPF Bosun at the time), “If I were to leave the Sea Org, would you come
with me?” He didn’t even flinch. His immediate response was “YES!”
Hurray! That was the first step toward freedom! Mat and I started making
plans to leave.
During this time period, there was a Fitness Board meeting every day to
review the qualifications of every RPF member and determine if they
should remain in the Sea Org or leave. We thought it would be perfect if I
told them I wanted to leave so they’d find me “unfit” and recommend I be
routed out of the SO.
From there, Mat and I figured I would then go back up to the Seattle area
where my family lives and then wait for Mat to follow. This way, we might
possibly avoid getting an SP declare, which we didn’t want as that would
prevent us from being able to have contact with any family or friends still
associated with the church. For me, that included my mother and step-
father and for Mat, that included his two sisters and brother and all of their
spouses and other siblings.
Unfortunately, when I spoke to the Fitness Board and let them know that I
had decided I wanted to leave the Sea Org, they thought it was a “step in the
right direction” because now I was “finally confronting” that I had
something to handle. They basically patted me on the back and ordered that
I be allowed to continue the RPF.
Meantime, excited about our new adventure and the fact that we would
soon be free of all restrictions and oppressive threats and abuse, Mat and I



began an intimate relationship on the sly. Mat was still the RPF Bosun
during this time, so he acted like he was seeing me as his twin to make sure
I was getting through my handling but what we were really doing was re-
working our plans to leave.
We gave each other the contact information for each of our families,
knowing that we would be separated. We planned to walk into the RPF In-
Charge office and tell him that we had sex (a huge crime in the Sea Org
between unmarried people, especially while on the RPF) and wanted to
leave the SO together.
Mat handed me this beautiful little ring with a row of garnet stones on it
that he had picked up while on a recruitment project in the Czech Republic
the previous year. He handed it to me and said, “We will get married right
away, once we reunite on the outside”. That was his proposal and I loved it.
I said, “Okay” while shouting inside, “SCORE!” Mat was the best catch in
the world and I was so excited!
Exactly as planned, Mat and I went to see the RPF In-Charge and told him
we had made love and we were leaving the Sea Org together.
Holy hell broke loose. We were immediately separated, placed under
security watch, put on rice and beans for breakfast, lunch and dinner and
segregated from the rest of the group. Concurrently, the whole RPF was put
onto an ethics program to find out what everyone else’s crimes were that
they could miss such a huge situation.
Mat and I both had guards specifically assigned to each of us 24-hours a
day. We stayed in dormitories inside Building “O” of the Sea Org apartment
complex called the Hacienda Gardens. Building “O” has an additional
guard assigned to it each night to ensure no one tries to leave without
authorization.
The exterior of the building has security cameras which are monitored by a
guard at their main security booth. The entire property itself is surrounded
by a tall fence, rigged with motion detectors and flood lights. If someone
still managed to get off the property, an “escape drill” would be called, at
which point specific people would respond to pursue and bring back the
person who left.
Time went by and we were still waiting for approval to leave. We originally
figured we’d be offloaded within a few weeks, but that didn’t occur.



Instead, Mat and I were separately interrogated for hours at a time every
day for nearly two months.
Most of my personal papers were confiscated, including the phone numbers
and addresses to Mat’s family. I was made to sign affidavits and bonds and
all sorts of papers saying I was basically a very bad staff member and had to
be offloaded because I was destructive and couldn’t make the grade.
I signed whatever they gave me so I could get out of there. They videoed
me signing the documents so they could have “ammunition” in case I would
cause a problem for them in the future.
Now weeks had gone by. I became very creative on how to eat rice and
beans for three meals a day by adding mayonnaise, butter or ketchup to
make it glide down easier.
The confessional questions being asked were so general as to be ridiculous.
We were taking up utter minutia and it was a big waste of time.
I then started getting interviews by Kathie True in the Office of Special
Affairs. She wanted to know where I planned to go and if there was any
“situation” with my family regarding Scientology. She inquired as to
whether I had any hard feelings or planned at all to hook up with anyone
who was not in good standing with the church. I said, “No.” I really didn’t
have any plans like that. I just wanted to get out and start a new life with
Mat and reunite with my family once again.
This interview was going on and on. I knew that whatever I was saying was
being reported to the Int base so they could determine how much of a risk I
was going to be once I left. I was sure they were worried because I had
witnessed David Miscavige’s abuse and I was vocal about the fact that I
wasn’t about to submit to saying “it didn’t happen”.
Finally, in an attempt to get the whole procedure completed, I told Kathie,
“I know that the only reason the church is still around is because of it’s
great leader, David Miscavige”.
Bingo! That’s what they were waiting to hear. My interviews were done. I
knew I’d receive my final approval to leave any time. However, Mat was
still working on his endless security checks, which were not going well at
all. These interrogations went on for hours at a time and each session was
videoed and sent for review by senior terminals at the Fort Harrison.



The security checking was being done on the e-meter and it didn’t seem
like any two people could agree on how to properly determine the e-meter
reads and whether or not a subject was “clean”, so Mat ended up being
questioned and re-questioned about the same things over and over again.
After almost two months of this mental abuse, it all came to a head.
Mat is a large man, standing 6’4” tall. He did his share of wrestling and
boxing throughout his childhood and had probably been in more street
fights than anyone on that base. In the middle of his interrogation, Mat
looked directly into the video camera and emphatically stated, “That’s
fucking it! If I’m not out of here by noon tomorrow, I’m grabbing Amy and
walking the hell out! I’m not letting any fence or guard get in my way. The
only thing you can do to stop me is to shoot me in the fucking head!” End
of interview.
That afternoon, Mat wrote a note telling me to pack my bags as we were
going to take off together and bust past security at noon if we still weren’t
done with the “route-out” procedure. He snuck the note to me despite our
guards by throwing it into a washing machine where I was doing laundry
for the RPF. I salvaged it before it got wet and read the note. I could tell
Mat was beyond fed up and dead serious.
While I was excited to know that this would all soon be over, I really hoped
it wouldn’t require a big break out. We went through hell to route out on
their terms so we might remain in good standing - not that I gave two hoots
about them at that point, I just didn’t want them messing with our families.



CHAPTER 15
BREAKING OUT OF SCIENTOLOGY'S GRIP

There was a scurry the next morning. I could see out the laundry room
window that the RPF In-Charge was talking to Mat and by the way they
were both checking their watches, I could tell he was being given
instructions to meet somewhere at a specific time. A relief came over me as
I realized we were finally going to be free.
I saw the Staff Security Chief pull up. Mat and the RPF In-Charge got in
the car and drove out the front gate. I wondered where they were going and
if Mat was coming back. I knew Mat would never leave me behind. I
desperately wanted to know what was going on.
No sooner did those thoughts cross my mind did OSA staff member, Kathie
True, enter the laundry room and say, “Come with me.”
We went into a room close by and she informed me that I had been booked
on a flight to Seattle, Washington where my mother and father live and that
the plane was taking off in a few hours.
She handed me $500 in “severance pay”. I thought, “I’m supposed to restart
my life with a measly $500?”
Kathie then said I needed to pay for the plane ticket and took back over half
of what she just gave me. I didn’t have a kind thought in my mind right
about then, but at least I’d have Mat to team up with.
I asked where Mat was and how could I get a hold of him so I could tell
him where I was going and how to contact me. Kathie said she didn’t know
anything about it. I thought, once I’m off the property and no longer under
Scientology’s “authority”, I’ll find him and we’ll get back together. I just
have to get out first.
Kathie said that there’s one more thing to brief me on… as she pulled out a
piece of golden rod paper. At the top it said, “SUPPRESSIVE PERSON
DECLARE, AMY (MORTLAND) SCOBEE”. I was being declared an SP.
I had just cooperated for nearly two months to “route out properly”, sign all
of the bogus papers that were full of exaggerated claims of my “extensive
crimes and poor performance” and sat through hours of videoed



confessionals while eating beans and rice until I felt like they were seeping
out of my pores, and it was all for naught.
I had a ticket to Seattle. Yet now that I was declared, I was not supposed to
have any connections with my mom and step dad who live in the Seattle
area, since they were still in Scientology.
Kathie said my mom would be contacted and briefed on my status and
reassured that I would rapidly “get back in good standing so I can see my
family again.” She said, “meantime, you can go to your dad’s house as he’s
not a Scientologist.”
My thought: Get me out of here FAST - I’m going to see my mom before
they get to her and feed her a bunch of bull about what happened and “my
status”.
We put my luggage in Kathie’s car, minus a few trunks of clothes that were
to be shipped separately and we started driving to the airport.
I made Kathie stop where I could get a haircut so I didn’t arrive on my
father’s doorstep looking like I was just released from a concentration camp
(one does not have access to beauty parlors while on the RPF!)
So, with $150 to my name, I arrived to the airport with just a few minutes
before my flight. I didn’t have time to call my dad to let him know I was
coming.
I made it onto the airplane toward home. What a relief. The flight I was put
on had a very short lay-over, so when we changed planes I ran to the pay
phone to call my dad and let him know I was arriving in a few hours and
needed to be picked up at the airport. I told him I was coming home to stay
and I’d explain everything when I got there.
My dad was in shock. He had not seen me in many, many years and he had
resigned to the fact that I’d be in the church for the rest of my life and only
occasionally write or possibly visit like in the preceding 25 years.
I walked off the plane and down all of the long corridors of the Seattle
airport. Oh Lord, did I miss my dad! I could feel a huge surge of happiness
come over me as I got closer to the exit. I could see my dad at the end of the
passage. I started to cry. I ran into his arms and gave him a hug like there
was no tomorrow. I’m home!



“What the hell is happening?” my dad said with a huge grin on his face. I
reminded him of the time he told me when I was 16 years old that if I was
ever in trouble or decided to leave the church and come back, he’d be there
for me. I said this is the time. I’m home for good.
We grabbed my bags and headed to his house. Luckily he had a guest
bedroom I could stay in until I got up and running.
We stayed up late that night and I told dad the whole story. He was so
happy to have me back home. He explained how he had written off having a
daughter. Aside from a few calls on holidays (always monitored so kept
brief and bland) he never heard from me.
My dad figured if I didn’t want to be part of his life, then that was my
choice. He said he had contemplated going to authorities to get me to come
back home but decided that I was an adult - and as long as I said I was
happy, he was happy for me.
All I could do was cry. It must have been torture for a father to write off his
only daughter to a church which separates families and makes strangers out
of ones closest siblings. I realized how my neglect over the years had such a
bad effect. He could have just turned his back on me but didn’t. He
welcomed me with open arms and no questions asked. That’s unconditional
love.
I could hardly sleep that night. Everything was racing through my head. I’m
out! I’m out! I’m free!! I could stay up all night and watch movies. I could
go out for a steak and lobster. I could drive anywhere and take as long as I
wanted to get there. I could do any job I wanted. The whole world was wide
open.
Then my mind went back to my mom. I thought I need to call her NOW. I
got out of bed in the wee hours of the morning and went to the phone. My
dad and stepmother were still in bed, so I tried to be quiet. I dialed my
mom’s number. “Hello?” she said. “Hi mom, this is me, Amy.” “What?
What’s happening? Where ARE you?!” I yelled, “I’M HOME!”
I told my mom that I was home for good and I wasn’t supposed to call her
because I was now declared an SP. I told her that I didn’t care about that
“status”. I said I loved her and missed her so much and they couldn’t keep
us apart - I wasn’t under their thumb anymore and I needed to see her right
away and tell her everything!



We arranged that she would come pick me up that morning. I was so
excited to see her. My mom and I have been best friends my whole life.
Anyone who knew me at all in the church knew how much I love my mom.
Despite being in different locations while I was in the Sea Org, we wrote to
each other all the time and I shared her wonderful letters, poems and short
stories with my friends. One card she sent me made me cry every time I
read it. I still have it. It reads:

“Hi Sweetheart, I don’t know if I’ve ever validated you for the job
you’re doing and the decisions you’ve made in your life, but I
want you to know how proud of you I am. I couldn’t have asked
for anything more than you’ve given us all by dedicating your life
for this planet and all the billions of souls without a clue who
without you wouldn’t have a chance of any sort. They may never
thank you, but I can. Thank you sweet girl, from the bottom of my
heart. Mom”

When I received this card, all of the hardships I had endured over the years
seemed worth it. At least I made my mom proud.
Mom and I went out to a restaurant and I told her everything. She knew that
I wasn’t a Suppressive Person and said she would not disconnect from me.
We went to her house so I could see her place. She lives in Covington
which is about 20 minutes away from my dad’s house in Federal Way. She
has a nice house with two great dogs.
Suddenly there was an unexpected knock at the door. I went into the back
room while my mom answered. It was the Ethics Officer from the Seattle
Church of Scientology.
This Ethics Officer person told my mom that she had to brief her on
something regarding her daughter and asked if she could come in. My
mother said, “Yes” and showed her into the dining room.
She had my mother sit down and explained that I had just been dismissed
from staff and declared a Suppressive Person. My mother asked “Do you
have anything in writing on this?” The Ethics Officer said “yes,” as she
pulled out my Suppressive Person declare and handed it over to my mom.
When she was done reading it, my mother asked, “So what does this
mean?” The Ethics Officer told her that she could have no contact with me



until I handled my status with the church and that from what she
understood, I planned to rapidly get back “in the fold”. The Ethics Officer
explained how she herself had family she had to disconnect from and how it
was hard but necessary and it makes the person that’s not in good standing
work faster to handle their status so they can reconnect with their loved
ones once again.
In the back room, I was fuming. How dare they assume I’d just give up my
family.
I realized that I’m actually not living under their rules anymore. They can’t
force me to do anything.
It’s also so presumptuous of them to assume I would recant, “come to my
senses” and request forgiveness from them after first performing extensive
amends and paying a large sum of money to them towards my freeloader
bill (37), (which are requirements one must fulfill to get back into good
standing with the church).
(37) A freeloader bill is what the Church of Scientology issues to anyone who breaks
their staff contract. It’s a bill for all training and processing one received while on
staff.

The fact is, I did come to my senses. That’s why I was out of the Sea Org
and back home with my family.
The Ethics Officer left.
My mom said she just pretended to play along but had no intention of
abiding by their rules. Not only had she already been practically
disconnected from me for nearly twenty five years while I was in the Sea
Org, she had also gotten dissatisfied with the church herself.
After serving ten years as the Management Representative at the Seattle
church, she had been removed unjustly. Also, her husband was constantly
being demanded for donations at the local church, keeping him in a room
for hours at a time until he would finally break down and pay, which
actually put my mom and her husband into debt.
So my mother and I agreed right then and there that we would see each
other as often as we like, never let anyone stand between us and she would
just tell the church nothing about it.
My top priority at this point was to make connection with Mat so we could
reunite. I was so excited to team up with him on this adventure of restarting



our lives in the “real world”.
All of my papers with phone numbers of family and friends (including
Mat’s family) were confiscated before I left when their security thugs raided
my belongings.
I tried to remember Mat’s sister’s name who lived in Clearwater, Florida
but couldn’t recall. I therefore called the information line, asking for any
number with “Pesch.” One number was for a Donna Pesch, so I tried that.
I wasn’t even positive that Mat was out yet but thought the chances were
pretty good that he was out since he isn’t the type to back down at all and is
known to respond to threats with a “bring it on!” disposition.
The number I called went to an answering machine. I hung up without
leaving a message. His sister, Donna didn’t know me and might not have
been aware that Mat was even leaving the Sea Org. I searched for other
numbers but came up blank.
I later found out that concurrent with my arrival home in Seattle to
reconnect with my family, Mat was going through a similar experience.
The Staff Security Officer took him to the Greyhound bus station in Tampa.
He was given a ticket to Dade City, Florida where his folks live (of course
the money for his ticket was deducted from the $500 severance pay).
When they got to the bus station, Kathie True was there. She came over and
handed Mat an SP declare order. He put it in his pocket. She asked, “Aren’t
you going to read it?” Mat said, “No, I’ve seen my share of these in the past
and they’re always full of exaggerations and lies.”
Mat told Kathie that it would help for me to get released as soon as
possible, since we planned to team up and restart our lives together. Kathie
said she didn’t know anything about my handling - a bald-faced lie as she
had JUST put me on an airplane to Seattle.
Mat took the bus to Dade City, Florida where his parents live. They picked
him up at the bus station and were overjoyed when Mat told them that he
had left the Sea Org permanently.
Mat’s parents have never been in Scientology, but all four of their children
were Scientologists. Mat had been in the Sea Org for 27 years and they
hadn’t expected that would change. Mat briefed them on his decisions and
plans. He called his brother and sisters and informed them of his status. He



told them that at that point, he did intend to eventually get back into good
standing so he could reconnect up with the whole family again, but for now,
he was moving up to Seattle to marry me and restart our lives together
there.
His sister Donna told Mat that she got a phone call with no message left but
it was a Seattle area code number, which may have been me trying to
contact him. She gave Mat the number and he called!
I heard my dad yell out from the other room, “Amy, get in here, Mat’s on
the phone!”
I ran to the living room, picked up the phone and said, “MAT??!!” He said,
“Hi, Amy! It’s me!” In a ball of enthusiasm, I asked,
“Are you OUT?!
“Where the hell ARE you?!
“Are you OK?!
“When did you leave?!
“How did you find me?!
“When can you be here?!”
He just laughed, barely able to get a word in edgewise. I was just so happy
to hear his voice and finally make contact!
Mat booked himself on a flight out of Florida to Seattle. I was counting
down the hours until he arrived.
My dad and his wife (Marty) took me to the airport to pick up Mat. I was
jumping up and down with excitement and anticipation of starting our new-
found freedom together.
Time seemed to stand still as we waited. I told my dad that Mat is 6’4” tall,
muscular and as handsome as could be. Every time my father would see a
person over 6’ tall coming down the ramp, he would ask, “Is that him?” It
was funny.
Then I saw him. “Here he comes, dad!”, I said as I pointed into the crowd.
Mat seemed to tower over everyone else in the corridor. As soon as he
could see me through the bustle of people departing the plane, Mat got a
huge smile on his face.



We were finally reunited!
Now the fun began!
Mat and I were like little kids in a gigantic candy store. We walked around
my dad’s neighborhood in the local stores in total exhilaration! We went to
the local grocery store and bought root beer and ice cream to make root
beer floats - one of my favorite treats as a kid. We rented a bunch of movies
that we had never seen, like Forrest Gump.
We took a bus to downtown Seattle and got our marriage license, then
arranged a small wedding at my dad’s house with immediate family in
attendance. I didn’t have anything special to wear, but that didn’t matter. I
was in love and so excited about the future.
Mat and I were married on 13 March 2005.
My dad was able for the first time to walk his daughter down the aisle to
give me away. He was so funny about it. Halfway up the “aisle” (we were
on the grass in his back yard), he turned around and pretended to start
walking the opposite way, saying, “Nope, I’m never giving her away
again!” We all laughed as I assured him once again not to worry because I
was home for good!
On our wedding night, my mom helped me cook my first home-made
dinner. I put on an apron and went to work, making pork chops with
mushroom sauce, rice (not instant rice), asparagus and a real apple pie! It
must have turned out okay because I didn’t hear one complaint and
everyone cleared their plates!
Now it was time to find some work. Mat and I found an ad in the
newspaper for a hiring service so we went to see them. We were
immediately hired at a packaging company called ALL-PAK Inc. That was
great work for us because we were able to work together and it didn’t
require a lot of skill.
It definitely kept us physically fit building huge boxes on a fast assembly
line!
We bought a broken down van and installed another transmission in it
(luckily my stepmother’s brother was a mechanic!) Now we had a job and
wheels!



We then found an apartment in my home town of Auburn, which is about
ten miles east of my dad’s house and ten miles west of my mom’s. It was
right on the Green river and close to Dick Scobee Elementary School and
Airport, which were named in honor of my uncle. Once we earned enough
money, we moved in.
As we sat on the floor together in the living room of our unfurnished little
apartment in Auburn, Mat and I just hugged each other and laughed and
laughed. We were FREE, we were together and we were HAPPY!
My stepmother and I were out buying dishes and towels and looking around
for things to furnish our new apartment with when we stumbled upon a
discount store that was selling used furniture for practically nothing.
We brought Mat and my dad back to this place with dad’s truck and our van
and we picked up several pieces of furniture. Some of the pieces we had to
fix up a bit, but we knew how to do that in our sleep.
Pretty soon, we had a completely furnished, beautiful apartment which cost
almost nothing to put together.
We told a few people at work about what we had done. Soon we started
getting requests for specific things like dressers and coffee tables. That
sparked off an idea in Mat’s mind… what if we sold our newly acquired
furniture to them for a bit of a profit? And so we did.
Mat and I quickly converted the living room of our apartment into a “shop”
with tarps on the floor and furniture being fixed up for resale. We even took
turns at night to wake up and put the next coat of varnish on the furniture so
it would be ready in the morning.
In short order, Mat and I stockpiled a bunch of really nice furniture and
drove around town to see where we could possibly have a “garage sale” to
sell everything we had accumulated.
We found a really busy street in Auburn and pulled over to check it out. I
walked over to a house on a corner lot and knocked on the door. An elderly
gentleman came across the street and said that the house was bought by a
tire company for its future expansion. I thanked him for the information and
asked the gentleman where HE lived… Surprised, he turned and pointed to
the house directly across the street.



I looked over and saw a nice house with a huge driveway. I said that it may
be an odd question, but would he mind if my husband and I had a garage
sale on his property over the Memorial Day weekend that was coming up. I
told him that we lived in a nearby apartment and have accumulated several
nice pieces of furniture but had no place to sell them from. He agreed!
With a prime location nailed down, Mat and I went to work scooping up as
much furniture as we could and fixing it all up, in preparation for the
upcoming weekend. We built up so much inventory from that discount store
that we had to rent a storage space to hold it all.
Memorial Day weekend arrived and we got up at the crack of dawn to set
everything up. We posted signs, unloaded and nicely set up the furniture,
placed price tags on everything, etc.
We held the garage sale for five straight days, sold nearly everything and
took in $5,200! We saw that there was a HUGE demand for good quality
used furniture, so we took the plunge and quit our jobs at ALL-PAK and
went into the furniture business. It has been a complete blessing which has
provided us with a comfortable life and the means to visit family in both
Washington and Florida.
One day Mat and I decided to find out from the church what would be
needed from us to get back in “good standing” so we would have no
restraints put on family members about being allowed to speak to us. We
didn’t care if we never did one more service in Scientology ourselves, but
our families were broken up because of our “status”.
There are a series of steps one has to take if they leave Scientology and get
declared a Suppressive Person. One of the first steps is to pay a “freeloader”
bill for the training and processing we received while on staff.
As both Mat and I had extensive training and had advanced up the OT
levels to OT VII (one step from the very top), we knew the bill was not
going to be minor.
We sent off our request to find out how much we owed on our “freeloader
bill”. After a lot of waiting and nudging, finally we received a “partial bill”
for Mat. Combined with my bill, we estimated we’d be required to pay over
$250,000. To say that that was never going to happen is an understatement.
That just sealed the deal. They are making it impossible for us to handle this
“status” situation so they were never going to see a single penny from us.



Realize, we had no medical insurance, no retirement, hadn’t paid into social
security and we were just trying to start our lives in our mid to late 40’s.
Meanwhile, I started finding former Int base staff members on the internet.
There was an “ex-Sea Org” website where I found lots of my old friends.
We started sharing our stories about leaving the church and what we were
up to now.
The Office of Special Affairs monitors this website to find out who is
connecting with who. I started getting emails, letters and phone calls from
OSA and the International Justice Chief saying that if I ever planned to get
back in good standing, I needed to get off that site. I stopped taking their
threatening calls and shredded their messages.
It was refreshing to hear from old friends. These were people with whom I
shared a common reality and some I had closely shared my life with for
decades. It was exciting to find out where people ended up and how they
were creating their new lives. It was fascinating to see that I wasn’t the only
one having Sea Org dreams (more like nightmares) every night since
leaving. The internet was allowing the veterans that Miscavige had declared
and scattered to the winds to reunite.
I had several people ask me about the status of family members they had
left behind when they escaped or were kicked out and I provided them with
any information I could.
For example, Andre Tabayoyan contacted me for any information about his
son, Cassavius. I told him that I was there when Miscavige ordered that
Cassavius was to change his name (he’s now “Michael Pryzbylski”) and be
shipped off to Copenhagen, Denmark so he was out of the country.
Miscavige wanted to get back at the parents for having spoken out against
the church and make their child inaccessible to them.
Another person named Pablo asked me for any information regarding his
children. He had been suddenly kicked out of the Sea Org by Miscavige
over an overdue renovations project on a church in New York city. I let
Pablo know that I heard that his son was working in Los Angeles and that
his daughter had been sent to Sydney, Australia.
OSA saw this open forum for ex-Sea Org members as a possible threat to
the church and worked aggressively to try to stop it.



In fact, they turned Pablo into an “agent” for them with the bribe that if he
works with them covertly against former members, he will be allowed to
speak to his children. Another one of my previous friends named Wolfi also
reported to OSA as part of the steps he needed to do to get back in “good
standing”. He would scan through the various chat groups and report back
with who was connected to who. He even attempted to tell me via phone
and email who I should and should not be associating with and urged me to
pay my bill to get back in good standing with Scientology again. He
informed OSA what my contact information was when we moved.
More orders then came from the church to cease communicating with
certain individuals who were also declared like me, but “more disaffected”
and spreading bad news about the church on the internet.
I was really fed up with Scientology thinking they could still control me
and tell me what I should think and who I shouldn’t speak to. Mat and I
wrote an official letter to the church to let them know that we had no
intention of getting back in “good standing” and we wished NO further
communication from them in the future.
The pressure was then turned up. The Office of Special Affairs
“investigated” and “discovered” that my mom had continued to see me
despite orders from the church forbidding it. The church was putting her
through a security check concerning leaving staff and added questions in
order to find out any information they could about Mat and me. My mother
did not cooperate and told them nothing. She said she refused to be
interrogated about her daughter - she was not an informant, she was a
mother and refused to be put into that position by the church.
However, since her husband was still very dedicated to Scientology, my
mom was threatened with the ultimatum that she had better formally
disconnect from me or get declared a Suppressive Person and get divorced
from her husband, Mark.
What a choice! My mother is in her mid-60’s. She is retired and depends on
her husband of over 25 years, who she loves very much, for support. She
would have nothing if she would divorce.
Finally the “agreement” was that she would disconnect from me so her
husband, Mark could continue in Scientology. My mom called me and said



we had to meet. She came to my house, picked me up and we drove up to a
river in the mountains.
We set up lawn chairs on the bank of the beautiful river and she broke out a
bottle of wine and poured us both a glass. I asked, “What did you bring me
up here for, mom? What’s going on?”
She began to sob. She told me she had no choice but to disconnect,
otherwise she had no life - no place to live. She herself had spent nearly a
decade as a church staff member in Seattle and had zero financial reserves.
She also had a physical situation that would make it very difficult to support
herself, on her own.
My mother was under so much stress because of being forced to choose
between her husband and her daughter. She swore to me that she pledged
never again to step foot in another Church of Scientology as long as she
lived as they ripped her heart out with this decision, but she can’t just walk
away from her husband.
I told her I’d respect her decision and understand her position but that I will
become very vocal about the fact that Scientology tears families apart and
this abuse has got to be stopped. We held each other and just cried.
This pain is something I do not wish anyone to ever have to experience. It’s
like part of you is dying while you watch your closest friend and loved one
slip away.
I tried to carry on as usual. My in-laws were staying with Mat and me at the
time and I tried to keep a happy face. They already had to endure the break-
up of their own kids and the last thing I wanted to do was spread around
any more grief. I couldn’t even bring myself to tell Mat that this occurred
because I knew I’d start bawling out of control.
The next day, Mat’s mom (Eileen) and I were relaxing in the hot tub and
she perceived something was up. She asked what was wrong. That question
opened the flood gates and I started to cry. I must have cried with hardly a
breath for about five minutes straight, while Eileen held me so I wouldn’t
just slip down into the water. When I could finally get enough control to
talk, I told her what happened.
She said, “I pray every day for our families to be back together. We’ve got
to live for today and take it one day at a time. That’s the only way we’ll



make it through the worst of these times. Live for today.”
This advice kept me going.
About two months later, I received a phone call from my aunt (Colleen
Albert), who has never been a Scientologist and lives less than a mile from
my mom.
To my heart-wrenching dismay, she reported that my mother had become so
depressed about having to be separated from me that she was literally
concerned that she might become suicidal.
I sat on the other end of the phone line and let this news sink in for a
moment as I quickly went from being shocked at how bad this enforced
disconnection had affected my mother, to being absolutely livid.
I thought, “That’s it. They have just crossed the line with me. No “church”
has the right to break up families and step in between loved ones.”
I told Aunt Colleen to please get my mom to call me immediately and
thanked her profusely for alerting me.
Martin Luther King, Jr. once said, “Our lives begin to end the day we
become silent about things that matter.” I decided right then and there that
the chains of the church were OFF and the gloves were going ON.
A few minutes later, my phone rang…



EPILOGUE
This is not the end of the story but the beginning to the next chapter of my
life.
By no means is my story unique in the upper echelons of Scientology. The
abuse and forced separation of families continues as is evident by the
growing number of people leaving the church.
There is life and love outside the organization. My family and friends
readily welcomed me home after 27 years of virtual absence from their
lives. There is also a huge network of former members who share a
priceless friendship. All we wanted was to be a driving force for good and
make a difference on the planet. There are still many worthwhile activities
one can do for the betterment of humanity if one chooses.
My mission right now is to help expose the abuse and human rights
violations within the Church of Scientology to hopefully bring it to an end.
To follow the story as it continues to unfold or to order additional copies of
this book, SCIENTOLOGY, ABUSE AT THE TOP, please visit my website
at www.scobeepublishing.com.

http://www.scobeepublishing.com/
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