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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

INTRODUCED TO THE CHURCH  
OF SCIENTOLOGY

It was 1962 when I had left my parent’s home a second time, divorced one husband and on the 
cusp of marrying again when I was first introduced to the Church of Scientology. 

In 1963, Allan, who was my future husband, and I became members of the Dianetics/
Scientology Organization. Our little group met several times a week in a second-floor loft in 
midtown Manhattan. Bob Thomas ran the local chapter, he was a big burly guy, physically and 
mentally imposing. Along with Bob and his wife Joan, Allan and I, David Ross, Ron Dennis and a 
few other new Scientologists, we soon became very close; we were a family separated from others 
in the real world because of our new-found “religion.”

 Allan and I were the newest recruits to the Church and were put under Bob and Joan’s care; 
they became our mentors and auditors (Scientology counselors). 

SURGERY FOR A TILTED UTERUS
Allan and I had made plans to move in together. Marriage was on our minds, but we hadn’t made 
that final decision. Before making that commitment, I wanted to make sure I was a whole female, 
and able to have children, so I made arrangements to have a surgical procedure to correct my tilted 
uterus.

Even though I had already gotten pregnant and had an abortion, I was still unsure that I would 
be able to conceive. My gynecologist told me that my tilted uterus needed corrective surgery, called 
a bilateral resection. The fact that I had already conceived was a fluke according to my gynecologist, 
and he said having a tilted uterus would make conceiving very difficult. I desperately wanted to 
have children; I made the decision to go ahead with the surgery.

During those years medical surgery was a lot less expensive; my doctor made arrangements at 
a local Manhattan hospital for the corrective surgery, which only cost about $800. I prepared by 
having my hair cut really short, I didn’t want to worry about how I looked during recovery. I also 
arranged to take a vacation from my job at the Atlas Buying Corporation. I remember now how 
odd it was that I walked from work to the hospital and checked myself in.
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I’m not sure how long I was in recovery, but I do remember Allan visiting me in the hospital. 
That he was actually visiting was my biggest shock and I was filled with the utmost gratitude. Allan 
had a huge fear of hospitals and cringed at the sight of blood … he often fainted when confronted 
with any medical situations.

Prior to visiting me in the hospital, Allan had his first Scientology auditing session which 
helped him deal with his fears. He was wonderful when he visited me in the hospital and had no 
adverse emotional reaction … how absolutely amazing!!

Friends at Work Celebrating My Upcoming Marriage

As an aside, a few years later after we had been in Scientology, while at a restaurant in Paris, Allan 
actually fainted from some emotional situation right in the restaurant and I had to use Scientology 
technology to get him back into present time.

Because I had been married before and hadn’t received a Jewish divorce (a Get or Gett, a 
document in Jewish religious law which provides for a divorce between a Jewish couple), Allan’s 
parents were less than enthusiastic about our marriage; not only was I a divorcee, I was also a few 
years older than Allan, which was like a double whammy to his parents. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

ALLAN AND I GET MARRIED

We married on August 24, 1963.

We couldn’t have a normal Jewish wedding, 
so we opted to have a ceremony in a little Reform 
Synagogue that was located in a storefront on 
Northern Boulevard in Jackson Heights; they didn’t 
place a restriction on our marriage.

Allan’s parents were Conservative Jews and 
quite well-to-do, so they were stunned by the lack 
of pomp and circumstance. Jewish weddings are 
usually celebrated with lots of family, fun, food, and 
music … we had none of those … We did go to a 
very nice restaurant for our wedding celebration.

It took a few years but eventually Allan’s parents 
accepted me, and we became very close.

As an aside … during our entire marriage Allan 
never treated me as his equal. He always talked at me, 
never with me. 

BACK TO WORK AT ATLAS
I went back to work shortly after the wedding. Everything was going really well at work, except that 
the President of the company never spoke to me. 

In January of 1964, to my shock and awe, I became pregnant.

Everyone in the office was excited for me, and as my due date got closer, I was looking forward 
to my farewell party and the baby gifts I was going to receive. They had already hired a young girl 
to replace me; I had trained her well; she was smart and capable of doing a great job.

August 24, 1963
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FIRED – HAROLD UDOFF, GETS EVEN!
I was eight months pregnant. As a dedicated employee for four years I assumed I would have the 
traditional farewell party with baby gifts and well wishes. 

Employees were usually given a two week notice 
before they are fired! As soon as President Udall was 
informed that a suitable replacement had been hired; I 
received a written notice that I was fired, it wasn’t in two 
weeks … it was on the same day I received the notice (I 
would have been leaving in a few weeks anyway).

Mr. Udall didn’t even have the courtesy to tell me 
himself. My immediate boss didn’t even know what was 
happening. I was hurt and angry, I had put in four good 
years at this company, and this vindictive grudge-bearing, 
spiteful person apparently had it out for me so bad that 
he took this time to get even with me for “disrespecting” 
him years earlier!

I walked around the aisles to all the sales reps and 
told them I had been fired and that this was my last day. 
Everyone was stunned!

Well, I guess, his anger at me from when I yelled at him a few years before must have irked him so 
much that he never got over it … he had his revenge..
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

TEN YEARS IN THE SCIENTOLOGY CULT

In 1963 Scientology was a fairly new religion; and not very well known. The Scientologists we 
met were also recent acolytes. They were great people and became our best friends. Lots of the 
stuff you read about Scientology occurred much later, after we had already disconnected from 

the religion.

 When I think back about my 10-year involvement (1963 to 1973), I can honestly say I 
personally gained a lot from Scientology, but I’m so happy I left when I did, and grateful that I had 
the foresight to totally disconnect from them.

SCIENTOLOGY STORIES
The following stories are both positive and negative. They tell my actual experiences, not colored by 
other people or emotions. Whether my involvement in the Church either hurt or benefited someone is 
beyond my control; I have made every effort to relay these stories to the best of my memory.

In 1963 and ’64 Scientology was still called Dianetics. Its basic belief in the simplest terms 
is that man is a spiritual being and can be helped through a series of therapeutic sessions, called 
“Auditing.”

It took a situation of immense emotional impact to convince me that Scientology was real 
and impactful. I guess I was a willing subject. Allan’s handling my surgery after receiving his first 
Scientology auditing session convinced both of us that we wanted to become involved.

JOINING THE CHURCH
We became members of the Dianetics/Church of Scientology Organization in 1963. Our meetings 
were held on the second floor of a small office in Manhattan several times a week. We were a small 
group, but we soon became family. Since Allan and I were new recruits we were mentored and 
audited by other Scientologists who had joined the church a year or so earlier. 

 During a few early “auditing” sessions, I was encouraged to travel back in time, necessary to 
locate traumatic “engrams” (devastating physical and emotional trauma that occurred in the past). 
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Contacting past engrams, in Scientology tech, was the methodology used to help clear or alleviate 
current emotional traumas. I can still remember a few bits and pieces from two past lives. 

I wasn’t of Earth … I was traveling through space in a large spaceship. Sitting next to me was the 
pilot, I was the co-pilot. I didn’t speak Earth English, nor would I have understood it. During this 
auditing session the only thing that was clear to me was the name of the pilot, but not being an English 
word it’s near impossible to pronounce … it sounded something like “Urrrgaaard,” but spoken in an 
extremely guttural voice. That was all I recalled of this science fiction-like memory.

***

During another past life I was a young child living in China. I remember sitting on a bench at a 
long wooden table, I was sitting with my Ma and Pa and siblings, I think there was an uncle or 
grandparent at the table. There were bowls filled with food, but it was pretty sparse as we were a poor 
Chinese family. Again, this was my only recalled memory of this past-life incident.

***

Whether these remembrances are real or just strange figments of my imagination, doesn’t matter – 
they were real to me then and are still real to me now. Although in all honesty I cannot assign any 
emotional benefit from having contacted either of the above past lives. 

It was mainly the camaraderie of my new Scientology family along with the auditing benefits 
Allan and I received that kept me in the Church for ten years.

SCIENTOLOGY BELIEFS
Scientology believes that man is a spiritual being. Although he is subjected to many traumas during 
past and present lifetimes, those traumas are buried in one’s subconscious (or in Scientology terms, 
in the “Reactive Mind”). Negative or unconscious reaction to stimulus in present time is caused by 
a past trauma that has been buried in the “Reactive Mind.” 

GETTING INVOLVED WITH NATIONAL POLITICS
It was unusual for Scientologists to get involved in politics, as they were so involved with spreading 
the “Faith” and finding new recruits. 

It was the summer of 1964, and I was seven months pregnant when the U.S. Senator from 
Arizona, Barry Goldwater (known as Mr. Conservative), was nominated by the Republican Party 
to run for President.



Thrown Overboard

77

Allan and I totally agreed with his political positions and we decided to spend some of our 
spare time volunteering for his candidacy. Goldwater was the leading conservative who brought the 
concepts of small government, free enterprise and a strong military into the public debate. It was a 
fun time for Allan and me, as we would often get into political and religious debates with the other 
Goldwater volunteers. Unfortunately, Mr. Conservative lost the election to Lyndon B. Johnson in 
November 1964.

COCKROACHES REMOVED BY “LOVE”
I became pregnant six months after we married. Our small one-room apartment in uptown 
Manhattan was totally insufficient for our future growing family and we decided to move into a 
larger apartment. Bob and Joan, our best friends and Scientology mentors lived in an old apartment 
building in Sunnyside, Queens.

Just before my son Michael was born (September 19, 1964), we moved into the same apartment 
building to be close to our Scientology friends and mentors, Bob and Joan; they lived in an apartment 
just below us. Bob was Michael’s Godfather. It was a perfect situation. 

The only problem was the apartment building itself, which was really old; I think it was built 
around the 1920s. There was a long courtyard leading up to the entryway, and an old creaky elevator; 
we lived on the 4th floor and every time I got on the elevator, I prayed it wouldn’t stall.

Our one-bedroom apartment was dark with old faded green wallpaper. There was no kitchen, 
just a space with a sink along the back wall, a stove on one wall and a small refrigerator facing it on 
the other wall. Since we only had one-bedroom, Michael’s crib was in the living room pushed up 
against the wall right next the kitchen space. I was so enthralled with having given birth to another 
human being that I would spend hours just staring at my new son … life and birth is such a miracle!

The walls of the building were infested with cockroaches, and they showed up most often 
during the night when I would be getting up to feed Michael. I tried everything natural that I could 
think of to get rid of them, but nothing worked.

In desperation one day while having lunch with Joan I told her about the roach problem, 
and she told me that I had to love them in order to get rid of them. “Joan,” I said, “That’s crazy. 
How in the world would loving cockroaches make them go away?” She looked at me with a bit 
of good-natured humor and compassion, and said, “Just stand in front of the kitchen when the 
cockroaches come out at night, then mentally send out lots of love vibes to them.”

“Joan, you’re kidding, that’s just nuts, but they’re so disgusting I’ll try anything.” Joan said, 
“Don’t think of them as disgusting, let them know how beautiful they are and thank them for 
being there, but you don’t need them anymore.” “Okay, Joan, but I’m only doing this because of 
you.” “You’ll see,” said Joan.
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That night I walked over to the kitchen space, and as expected, there were roaches all over the 
walls and kitchen sink. It was horrible and disgusting and I hated bugs. I pulled up a chair in front 
of my little kitchen to start this strange ritual. I must have put myself into some sort of mesmerized 
trance as I started sending love vibes out to the cockroaches.

I thought, “My, you are all so beautiful. Thank you so much for visiting. I wish you all lots of 
love. Go home to your families.” I sent out the same message for over an hour that evening. I felt 
like a complete idiot.

True Story! Believe it or not – I never saw cockroaches in our apartment after that night!
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

MOVING TO BETHESDA, MARYLAND

When Michael was a few months old we moved to Bethesda, Maryland. Allan had a 
ready-made job working at his family’s bookbindery business in Washington, D.C.; he 
would be able to support us better than on the salary he was making at the bookstore 

in Manhattan. 

Using Scientology technology as a mother proved to have a number of benefits and consequences. 
When you’re convinced something is so valuable that you live your life by it, it affects everything you 
do.

Although Michael was a good baby, he did have one habit that would scare the hell out me. He 
was prone to having temper tantrums and would hold his breath to the point of going unconscious. 
It was freaky scary!

It was an early spring morning. Michael was sitting in his highchair in the kitchen playing with 
his favorite teddy bear, and I was busy preparing breakfast. The weather was lovely, the sun was out, 
and I was getting ready to take Michael out for a stroll after breakfast. I was cooking oatmeal on the 
stove and was turned away from him, I thought I heard a small sound like something dropping on 
the floor, but it was so quiet that I ignored it. 

Michael’s favorite bear had fallen off his highchair table and he was getting more and more 
upset because he couldn’t reach it. Thank God I turned around to check on him as his silence 
was just too strange. Michael was screaming silently and holding his breath. He started going 
unconscious. I could have panicked, but my Scientology training took hold. I realized that he was 
exteriorizing from his body and I needed to get him back.

“Michael,” I said, “Get back into your body. Michael, get back into your body.” I repeated that 
command over and over for what seemed like hours…it was actually only a minute or two. He 
started to cry, I breathed a great sigh of relief, picked him up and hugged him close.

Did Michael Remember a Past Life?
The weather in Maryland wasn’t always that pleasant, but I knew it was important to have regular 
exercise, so I joined a local exercise club with a swimming pool, which we frequented as often as 
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time allowed. It was during one of our swimming sessions that Michael, who was barely 2 years 
old, told me the following story …

“Momma, I was in a black car and there were lots of cars chasing me. The road was dark, and 
we were escaping from some bad guys.” This was a stunning tale as there was no way a two-year old 
would have information about cars, car chases or even bad guys! 

I’ll leave that to your imagination!!
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CHAPTER THIRTY

DON’T MESS WITH ME!

While Allan spent his days working at his family’s bookbinding business, I was busy 
being a mom. Since we were still involved with the Church I spent as much time as I 
could at the Scientology D.C. organization (Org) and became good friends with a lot 

of the staff. I didn’t want to get too involved, work or take classes as I was too busy with my daily 
life and being a mother.

Fair Warning! The following incident is a bit risqué so be prepared …

Brian and his wife were my good friends. We spent a lot of time together at the Org. He was an 
interesting guy; we talked to each other quite often and joked around a lot, but his communication 
usually devolved into sexual connotations. I was convinced Brian had a crush on me as every time 
we saw each other he made “jovial” sexual advances. All this culminated in one strange encounter 
that forever stopped him from his sex talk. I realized that the only way to stop this continual 
onslaught of sexual innuendo was to face it head on and give back as much as I was getting.

The day was cool and bright, and I was in a real good mood; it was early afternoon and I had 
just driven over to the Org. and was looking forward to learning some new stuff.

The two-story building that housed Scientology was old but kept in excellent condition. I 
walked through the front door and greeted the receptionist, “Hi Cal, it’s a beautiful day, how are 
you?” “Is anything happening today that I should know about?” Cal replied with a smile, “No just 
the regular classes, are you taking any classes or getting audited today?” “No” I replied, “I’m just 
visiting for a few hours while my son is in preschool.”

I opened the entry door that led to the stairs going to the second floor when I saw Brian. “Hi 
Deb, how are ya today, how about doing a little hootchy kootchy later on.” I stared at him with an 
expression of annoyance; he was at it again with his sexual insinuations. But this time he took it a 
step further. 

We were about ten feet apart on the steps that led to the second story, when Brian reached down 
to his crotch and started making motions with his hand like he was masturbating and glaring at 
me with a lecherous grin. Instead of being shocked like he was expecting, I was totally amused. In 
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response, I picked up my leg to expose what would be my vagina (fortunately I was wearing pants) 
and opened my hand as if I was pumping my fingers into my vagina and masturbating. He stared 
in complete shock at my audaciousness. He didn’t say another word, ran down the steps completely 
embarrassed. All I could do was laugh!

Brian never again made sexual remarks to me. I guess he had learned not to mess with me!
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

A SCIENTOLOGY NATURAL CHILDBIRTH

It was a few months after the “Brian” incident that my knowledge of natural childbirth was 
requested. I had already used the Lamaze natural childbirth method during the birth of my 
son. 

Jeannie, a relatively new Scientologist, was about 18 and unmarried; she was about to deliver 
her first child. She was adamant about delivering her baby naturally and not in a hospital.

She knew enough about “engrams” (a Scientology term used for a recording of a past painful 
event not normally accessible to the conscious mind) and the possible effects spoken communication 
could have on an unborn child and how those words could affect the baby negatively. She thought 
she could handle the contractions and pain of labor.

A few Scientologists, me included, arranged to set up a delivery room on the top floor of the 
Scientology House. We agreed to stay to encourage and support her during the entire delivery 
process. We had no idea it was going to take almost two days!

We had contacted a local obstetrician who agreed to help during the delivery. He said to call 
him as soon as she was in the last stages of labor and he would come right over to assist with the 
birth.

It started as a party or celebration. We were welcoming a new Scientologist into the world and 
everything was wonderful – until her labor pains started. 

Jeannie started screaming and wouldn’t stop. Every time a new contraction began, she would 
yell and carry on as if she was dying. “Get it to stop, I can’t stand it, kill it, I don’t want it!” 

This went on for hours and hours well into the following day. We were all exhausted, and nobody 
seemed to know how to help this poor girl. The more she fought the contractions, the harder they 
were. She wasn’t allowing her body to relax. She was constantly tensing up and screaming in pain.

About 18 hours after the first contractions had started, she wasn’t any closer to delivering this 
baby. The doctor had arrived, but he just sat there in a chair, not doing or saying anything … he 
was useless. It was then that I decided to intervene … It was horrible listening to this poor girl’s 
continuous screaming! It was time for me to take over!
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She was thrashing around in the makeshift bed we had prepared for her, moaning and crying. 
I walked over to her and took her hand. “I’m going to help you have this baby,” I said, “And, we’re 
going to do it together.” She looked up at me with gratitude and tears in her eyes. I had never 
experienced the look of someone in so much pain.

It was about 5:30 in the evening, and this poor girl had been in labor over 36 hours. “Turn over 
onto your back and bend your knees,” I said. I placed my hands on her swollen belly and started 
“effleurage.”

(Effleurage - the act of gently stroking or massaging the lower abdomen during childbirth. A 
light circular stroke done in rhythm and which aids to relax the abdominal muscles and increase 
concentration during a uterine contraction.)

She started to relax and along with the effects of the effleurage and my gently encouraging her 
to work on her breathing during each contraction, the baby started working his way down the birth 
canal. The crown appeared and it was then that I called over the doctor, who had been watching in 
amazement. He said, “No continue what you’re doing, it’s working.” The baby was born about ten 
minutes later. A beautiful baby boy!
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

Devoting Ourselves to Scientology

Our experiences with Scientology had been so positive 
that Allan and I decided to devote ourselves to the 
Scientology way-of-life and made the decision to 

move to England to continue our studies.

Allan sold his share of his family’s bookbinding business to 
his brother Martin for $1.00. We put a few furnishings that we 
wanted to keep in storage, we said goodbye to Allan’s parents 
and in the spring of 1964, Allan, my 2-1/2-year-old son Michael 
and myself moved from Bethesda, Maryland to England. 

We had registered for the high-level training at Scientology’s 
St. Hill “College” in East Grinstead.

OUR BRITISH HOME

Our home in Lindfield, Sussex

Michael, 2-1/2 Years Old
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We found a beautiful two-story cottage in the small village of Lindfield in Sussex County which we 
rented for the entire 1-1/2 years we lived in England! 

Lindfield is a charming English village located just 13 miles South of St. Hill. Our cottage was 
hidden from the main road along with ten other cottages in a secluded cul-de-sac. The only access to 
our home was around a sharp bend in the road surrounded by lovely vegetation. Along the way was 
an English dairy.

The town has a rich historic and architectural heritage. The ancient High Street, lined with lime 
trees, has over forty medieval and post medieval timber-framed houses, with many individual shops. 
At the bottom of the High Street is a natural spring-fed pond with fish, ducks, and herons. Beyond 
lies the Common which, over the centuries, has witnessed many events – fairs, festivals, bonfire 
celebrations and sporting activities; cricket has been played there since 1747. Today, it is still central to 
village celebrations and leisure activities. In addition to the Common there is Pickers’ Green, providing 
pitches for cricket, football, stoolball and a children’s play area. (Wikipedia)

Lindfield, Sussex, UK

Lindfield is everyone’s idea of a perfect English village; built above the River Ouse, at the edge of 
the High Weald. The High Street is lined with historic buildings with an attractive mix of half-
timber, and later Jacobean, Georgian, and Victorian styles.
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Lindfield, Sussex, UK

One of the more interesting buildings is Old Place, thought to have been built as a country cottage 
for Elizabeth I. Next to Old Place is another intriguing cottage thought to have been used as a 
hunting lodge by Elizabeth’s father, Henry VIII.

The first mention of Lindfield was in 765 AD, when the Saxon King Ealdwulf granted land for 
the construction of a Minster church. The manor was later held by the Archbishop of Canterbury. 
The town was granted a market charter and the right to hold two annual fairs by Edward III in 1343. 
The Lindfield sheep fair became one of the most active in the county. Those bucolic pursuits were 
later supplanted by smuggling.

On one famous occasion in 1782, over 300 horses carrying smuggled goods were led up 
Lindfield High Street. The smugglers are said to have built a network of tunnels near All Saints 
church, but if the tale is true, there are no signs of the tunnels to be seen today!
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At the edge of the town is Eastern Road Nature Reserve, an important 9-acre reserve with a 
wetland habitat for birds, insects, and butterflies. A few miles distant is Wakehurst Place, a National 
Trust property which houses the countryside collection of Kew Botanic Gardens.

UNHOMOGENIZED MILK
Being Americans, we weren’t used to the unhomogenized milk prevalent in the English dairies, but 
it soon became necessary for us to arrange for early morning milk delivery, which we needed for 
our young son’s meals.

Every morning the Lindfield dairy delivered milk to our home. The milk was pasteurized, but 
not homogenized. The bottle caps were made from soft silver aluminum; and every morning when 
we woke up to bring in our daily milk delivery, we noted that there were always little holes in the 
caps that were made by the neighborhood pigeons; they just loved to peck at the caps so they could 
get at the cream that floated to the top of the bottle and was separated from the milk. 

Years later when I contacted the Lindfield Historical Society, I was sad to hear that the dairy had 
closed its doors many years before. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

The Basic Beliefs of Scientology

The basic beliefs of Scientology are split into eight dynamics, each one dealing with a specific 
aspect of life. The core belief is that man is a spiritual being, which they call the “Thetan.”

1. The First Dynamic is called the “Self ” Dynamic, as it is concerned with the existence of the self.
2. The Second Dynamic – How to exist as a sexual being, and includes the family; wife, children, 

parents, and in-laws.
3. The Third Dynamic – How to exist in a group of individuals., i.e. work, job, school, society, the 

world.
4. The Fourth Dynamic – How to exist within the context of Mankind.
5. The Fifth Dynamic – How to exist within the context of the animal kingdom, including all 

living things … anything that deals with life.
6. The Six Dynamic – How to exist within the physical universe.
7. The Seventh Dynamic – This is called the Spiritual Dynamic.
8. The Eight Dynamic – The urge toward existence as infinity.

THE ART OF COMMUNICATION
Scientology taught me the art and structure of communication through a series of drills. These 
Training Drills were very regimented and structured, with specific end goals … learning how to 
communicate and how to work with others to help them improve their lives.

Our days were filled with training and auditing. We were determined to become professional 
Scientology auditors. We started at the basics of Level 1 and continued through a series of training 
drills that helped us learn how to confront various life situations, how to pay attention to others 
without distraction, the anatomy of a problem, and the structure of the communication cycle.

The main purpose of these Training Drills (TRs) was to teach you how to be an effective auditor 
(counselor) using Scientology technology. These drills were designed to help you learn a lot about 
yourself and how to deal with life’s circumstances and problems.
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TR Drills (Training Drills) - One person acts as the trainer, the other person is a student or 
preclear (a Scientology term for a person who has not yet reached the status of “Clear.” “Clear” is one 
of the major levels Scientologists strive to reach on their way up the “Bridge to Total Freedom.”

Training Drills Explained

TR One - Confronting
Two people sit facing each other, knees close but not touching, hands in laps. The idea is to maintain 
continual eye contact (the eyes are where you’ll find, in Scientology terms, the person (Thetan)). 
You sit quietly, not making any sound or movement. This could last for fifteen or more minutes. The 
idea is to focus solely on the person in front of you and watch for unusual body or face movements 
that would distract from just being there. The purpose is to find the person (Thetan/Being) sitting 
in the chair in front of you and see the Being, not the body.

One person takes the role of preclear (client), the other person is the auditor or trainer. When 
the preclear does any action like flinching, or body or eye movement, the trainer indicates the 
movement, by simply saying, “Ok, you moved your hand,” or “Ok, you coughed,” or “OK, your 
nose twitched.”

By indicating those movements, it makes the preclear more aware of what their body is doing; 
many body movements are often subconscious.

Additionally, the auditor/trainer becomes more aware of another Being and learns that their 
actions and reactions to stimuli are often subconscious.

TR Two – Bull Baiting
This sounds horrible, but it’s very effective. You follow the same procedure as TR One, but with 
one very distinct difference. The preclear remains in the same position facing the auditor without 
moving while maintaining continual eye contact.

But now the auditor has the license to say all manner of things to instigate, annoy, pester or 
create emotions in the preclear, to get them distracted, lose their composure, giggle or laugh, or 
even get angry. The only stipulation is that touching or leaving your chair is not permitted.

As soon as the preclear breaks eye contact or reacts in any way, the auditor stops and indicates, 
“You smiled,” or “your knees started shaking,” or whatever physical manifestation the preclear is 
showing. There is no recrimination or disgrace or a put down by the auditor. 

The sole purpose of Bull Baiting is to help the preclear recognize and become aware of what 
outside stimulus causes a reaction in his/her emotions. This increases awareness of self with the 
benefit of learning how to deal with emotions related to a subconscious memory.
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There are other drills that help with different aspects of one’s life and help your training as an 
Auditor, but there’s just too much information.

I’ve personally benefited from those training drills which definitely increased my ability to 
communicate and observe others.

WHAT IS COMMUNICATION?
The basic dictionary definition of communication is the imparting or exchanging of information 
or news; the successful conveying or sharing of ideas and feelings.

A Scientology Training Course Prepares Students…
• How to communicate with another person.
• How to vastly improve the ability to communicate.
• How to correct communication failures with another person.

The communication cycle (Conversation):
1. Two people face each other across a relatively short space.
2. Person One - originates a communication and speaks first
3. The words move across the space between the two people
4. Person Two hears and understand the communication
5. Person Two acknowledges communication sent by Person One
6. Person One acknowledges communication sent by Person Two

Both Person One and Two are aware of each other and paying attention to what is being said and 
acknowledged, and the conversation continues as long as the two are involved and interested.

The communication cycle is very basic … but it’s the most misunderstood of all human interactions.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

A PAST LIFE RELATIONSHIP  
IN PRESENT TIME

The basics of Scientology “therapy” relies on the effects of past life incidents that intrude or 
affect people in their present life. Recalling past lives to find “engrams” or devastating past 
events were essential in helping heal current life problems.

My Arabian Pasha* – A Past Life Relationship
St. Hill, the Scientology College, was built on a massive piece of land in East Grinstead, U.K. Back 
in the mid-1960s the college buildings were pretty unsophisticated and there were no paved paths. 
Everything was a dirt footpath.

It was a lovely summer day and I had just finished one of my classes and was ready for a break. 
I decided to take a short walk down the dirt path and explore the grounds. 

As I started walking down the path, I saw this guy walking toward me who looked familiar. 
As he got closer, I recognized him as the same guy that had freaked me out at a party back in the 
States. He hadn’t done anything then, there was just something about him that bothered me, and 
back then I walked away as fast as I could.

Now, back at St. Hill I saw this same guy walking up the path toward me … I suddenly had this 
very strange vision of an Arabian or someone from a Mid-Eastern country in an elaborate tent, 
sitting on a bunch of pillows in a turban and a flowing embroidered gown surrounded by near 
naked women.

I was one of the women … I was wearing sheer diaphanous pants and a jeweled bra, my head 
and face were completely covered, except for my eyes, and I started to dance for the Pasha.

Coming back into present time I decided to acknowledge and accept this past life … I stopped 
about five feet in front of him and bowed and raised my right hand in a subdued and honorable salute 
circling it in front of me.

He had stopped and was watching me closely. He smiled and returned the greeting in the same 
manner, acknowledging our past relationship. We never spoke of this again.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

THE CAR ACCIDENT

Before the Accident - Mini Cooper

My green Mini Cooper was the first car I ever owned that did not have automatic 
transmission. Not only did I have to learn how to drive a shift car, I also had to learn 
how to drive on the British roads (which is opposite to driving in the U.S.). 

Allan and I drove from our home in Lindfield to St. Hill in East Grinstead every morning and 
returned home every evening. Michael was taken care of by an Au Pair that lived with us during 
our time in England.

The town of East Grinstead wasn’t very far from Scientology’s St. Hill Academy, and we often 
took the time to drive to town for our usual lunch of fish and chips. That fateful day we had taken 
an early lunch from class, and along with our friends Mary and Artie, we drove to town in our Mini 
Cooper, enjoyed lunch, got back in the car, and started to drive back to the Hill. Mary and Artie 
were in the back seat, Allan was driving, and I was in the passenger seat. We were a bit late so Allan 
drove a bit faster than usual.
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In 1966 St. Hill Manor was still pretty undeveloped and the 2-way road leading to the Hill was 
rather narrow, almost as bad as a dirt road and just wide enough for two small British cars to fit 
side by side. As Allan rounded a curve, I saw a lorry (truck) pull out of a driveway on the right side 
of the road. The driver didn’t see us. 

 “Watch out for the truck!” I screamed. It was too late. The lorry hit us head on.

Everything happened so fast, but I remember everything! As soon as the lorry hit us, everything 
turned blue. It was like I was suddenly living in a blue monochromatic world. I had exteriorized 
from my body and was looking down at myself above the Mini, I could see my back.

1966 Mini Coopers did not have the normal glove box as seen in most American-made cars. 
Instead this Mini had a shelf with a metal rim where the glove box would normally be.

FORCED OUT OF MY BODY
The next thing I remember was watching myself being violently thrown against the back of the 
seat I was sitting in and then just as violently bounced forward hitting my forehead on the metal 
rim creating a massive cut just above my nose and right eye – I watched as my body was thrown 
back again and then bounced forward, this time hitting my chin against the metal rim breaking 
my jaw in two places – I was thrown back and forward again, and this time I put my right hand 
up against my chin to protect myself and the back of my right hand hit the metal rim and severed 
two ligaments.

As vivid as the actual accident was, most everything after that is hazy. I believe I was lying on 
the side of the road when the ambulance arrived, but I don’t remember the ride or what happened 
to Allan, Mary or Artie. After arriving at the British hospital, I was put on a gurney and placed in 
a darkened room. Mary was next to me on another gurney. 

As far as I could tell I hadn’t been given a sedative as my hand with the two cut ligaments was 
excruciatingly painful, and I kept screaming for someone to come in to help me! I knew there was 
something wrong with my jaw because when I put my tongue against my teeth, I felt a huge space 
between two of my front teeth; it seemed like hours before someone came to attend to us. I don’t 
remember someone coming in the room to attend to us; I was either in too much pain or had been 
given a sedative. 

When I finally woke up, I was in a ward with a bunch of other patients. My jaw had been wired 
shut, the cut above my nose and right eye had stitches, my face was swollen and apparently was 
very colorful in black and blue hues. My right hand was bandaged, apparently, they were able to 
sew the tendons back together.

A physical therapist was assigned to my case and was teaching me hand exercises that were 
supposed to help me regain the use of my fingers. I was afraid that I wouldn’t get the full use of my 
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right hand back. My middle finger and ring finger were the most affected by the cut tendons. They 
were stiff, and I couldn’t move them separately. They would only move together, and both fingers 
were stuck in a claw-like position. The therapy that I was being given was not helping, and my hand 
remained in that same position.

After a week or so., I had a visit from the senior doctor on staff. He asked how I was doing 
and wanted me to show him the hand exercise I was told to do. I showed him. The doctor almost 
jumped out of his seat. He said, “Oh my God, that’s totally wrong. If you keep up that exercise your 
hand will freeze in that position as the sutured tendons start healing.” 

I found this photo on Pinterest, I think our Mini probably looked something like this after the accident.

The doctor placed my hand on the soft mat on the table and said, “This is what you must do if 
you want to restore the use of your hand!” The exercise he showed me was nothing like what this  
other therapist had been doing. The doctor placed my hand on the mat and had me do a sort 
of spider walk … “Push your hand down stretching out all your fingers, then lift your hand  
up and repeat and repeat over and over again, until your tendons have stretched out.”I repeated 
this exercise for hours at a time, and because of this very astute British doctor, I totally regained 
the full use of my right hand. 

I have a scar above my nose and right eye, but except for the scar’s sensitivity I’ve had no 
problem from that injury. My jaw also healed completely. It’s such a blessing that I survived with 
no major disability. After being released from the hospital, Allan and I returned to St. Hill to finish 
our classes.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

GRADUATION FROM ST� HILL ACADEMY

Allan and I graduated with honors from the St. Hill Academy, along with a select group of 
students to be the first to attain the level of “Clear.”

“Clear” is attained when a person becomes free of the influence of engrams, unwanted 
emotions or painful traumas, not readily available to the conscious mind. Scientologists believe that 
a person’s unconscious mind accumulates anxieties, psychosomatic illnesses, and aberrations due to 
receiving engrams (the recording of a past painful event not normally accessible to the conscious mind) 
throughout past and present lives … and that by applying the technology of Dianetics/Scientology, 
Thetans (the spirit than inhabits the body) can reach the state of Clear and be free of the Reactive Mind 
(the part of the human mind that is unconscious and operates on stimulus-response).

Allan and I continued up the Bridge to OT 6 (OT = Operating Thetan).

In Scientology, the concept of the Thetan is similar to the concept of self, or the spirit or soul as 
found in several other belief systems. The term is derived from the Greek letter Θ, theta, which in 
Scientology represents “the source of life, or life itself.” 

In Scientology it is believed that it is the Thetan, not the central nervous system that commands 
the body through communication points.

Thetans have been described in the Church of Scientology in a number of ways.
• A “Thetan is an immortal spiritual being; the human soul.”
• “The being who is the individual and who handles and lives in the body.”
• “A Thetan is not a thing, a Thetan is the creator of things.”
• A Thetan is “the person himself—not his body or his name, the physical universe, his mind, or 

anything else; that which is aware of being aware; the identity which is the individual. The Thetan 
is most familiar to one and all as you.”

According to the Church of Scientology, the concept for the Thetan was first discovered in the 
early 1950s by L. Ron Hubbard, drawing on reports by Dianetics practitioners of past-life experiences. 
Although the word Thetan is comparable to an individual’s soul, a Thetan can be connected to multiple 
people over time. An important goal in Scientology is to become one with the Thetan as an Operating 
Thetan. Source: Wikipedia
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

THROWN “OVERBOARD” OFF  
THE SHIP APOLLO

After graduating from the St. Hill Academy and reaching the level of “Clear,” Allan and  
I were chosen to attend the very first three-week Scientology Class VIII training  
course being offered by the man himself, L. Ron Hubbard (LRH). The training would  

be held on the Apollo, a Scientology cruise ship that was docked in Corfu, Greece; which was  
also Hubbard’s home.

When we arrived on the ship, Allan and I were assigned to a cabin and my 2-1/2-year-old son 
was assigned to the ship’s nursery; I only saw him a couple of times during those three weeks. We 
were only allowed to see him on special occasions during our training. The ship’s berth we were 
assigned to wasn’t much larger than a closet, just enough space for myself and my husband. 

We were provided one-piece white uniforms. Because of my small stature (4’8-1/2”), my 
uniform was way too big for me. I had to roll up the legs and the sleeves, and the whole thing hung 
on me like an old potato sack.

This was the ultimate in training, All new materials had been developed by LRH, and we spent 
every day learning how to apply this new technology. Our auditing sessions were all evaluated 
by Hubbard directly and when he determined that errors were made, he devised a method of 
corrective punishment.

“ERRORS MADE - EVERYONE ON DECK”
7:00 am One Morning
The awakening bell of The Apollo was the alert we received every morning, telling us it was time to 
get up and get ready for class. We were in our second week on the ship and had completed most of 
the auditing assignments we were given.

The morning was clear and crisp; as usual we rushed into our uniforms preparing for the day 
when an announcement came over the intercom calling everyone up to the ship’s deck. This was a 
surprise announcement, as we usually just reported to our auditing sessions or a lecture by Hubbard. 

Allan and I rushed to get dressed as being late engendered unpleasant consequences. We 
literally ran out of our cabin; everyone in our class had heard the announcement, and we scanned 
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each other’s faces to see if anyone had any idea about what was happening; we were ordered to 
come to the forward deck. No one said anything, but we noticed a lot of unspoken concern on our 
classmates faces. We were all confused. We ran up to the forward deck as ordered, and we lined 
up like good little soldiers waiting to hear whatever announcement Hubbard was going to make.

Hubbard came out of his cabin and walked to the front of the deck with the usual fanfare that 
always accompanied him when he made an appearance. Men and women of the Sea Org in starched 
white navy-type uniforms and military-style naval caps proceeded him. He was an imposing figure, 
over 6 ft. tall, a bit stout, with unruly red hair sprinkled with white that peeked out from under his 
Commodore’s hat. His white uniform gave the impression of a navy general. 

This was Hubbard’s Navy; they operated his “Sea Org,” whose members signed billion-year 
contracts. In Advanced Organizations in Edinburgh and Los Angeles, staff were ordered to wear all-
white uniforms, with silver boots, to mimic the Galactic Patrol of seventy-five million years earlier. 

We were ordered to line up in rows on the front deck and waited anxiously for what Hubbard 
was going to say. Hubbard was angry, his face red, his voice was harsh and annoyed as he started 
yelling and screaming at us for committing errors during our auditing sessions.

The Apollo was docked in Corfu, Greece and that’s where Hubbard first demanded 
“overboarding” as corrective punishment for violating Hubbard’s rules of auditing.

OVERBOARDING – Corrective Punishment
No one knew what to expect. Were we going to be 
lectured for our committing offenses? Hubbard’s 
anger seemed way out of control. 

Suddenly, Hubbard yelled out Bob Bobo’s name 
(Bob was our friend and fellow classmate) and 
ordered him to come up to the front of the ship near 
the railing. Then to everyone’s shock and horror, two 
of the ship’s crew picked Bob up (which was a real 
challenge as Bob was a very large man) and threw 
him over the side of the ship into the ocean, 25 feet 
above the water. The same action was taken after 
each person was called. 

Hubbard yelled out, “Debbie Norwitz, front 
and center!” My whole body shook with fear when 
I heard my name being called. Was I going to be 
thrown overboard?
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Nervously I walked up to the front of the deck and stood for a moment in front of the ship’s 
railing staring down into the dark ocean water. I saw two of the ship’s crew walk over to me, and 
each one grabbed one of my arms and on Hubbard’s command, I heard him say, “Overboard.” They 
picked me up and I went sailing over the railing through the air, landing full face into the ocean.

The freezing cold water shocked my system, and I started to go under. I wanted to scream, help 
me, help me, but I was already under water and unable to breathe. The sleeves and pant legs of 
my uniform were unfolding and getting water soaked. They were getting heavier, and their weight 
continued to pull me down even lower under the ocean’s surface; I was panicking and thought I 
was going to drown. 

Bob Bobo and Mark had already been thrown overboard and were treading water, while they 
watched each one of their friends sail over the side of the ship into the ocean. They saw me land 
headfirst and disappear under the water.

I was floundering helplessly in the ocean trying to reach the water’s surface, but the weight of 
my uniform was preventing me from surfacing. I suddenly felt strong hands reach under my arms 
pulling me up to the surface as I gasped for breath. Bob and Mark had gripped my arms as they 
swam with me up to the surface and held my head above water.

I don’t remember how long we were in the water, but I was freezing cold, and my uniform 
was clinging to my small body, making me extraordinarily uncomfortable. There were quite a 
few of us treading water, and we weren’t allowed to board the ship until everyone that needed 
the “overboard” punishment was in the ocean. When Hubbard completed calling out those that 
committed technical errors during their auditing sessions, and they had been thrown overboard as 
due punishment, only then were we given permission to come back on board. 

When the okay was given, we had to … “Request permission to board, Sir,” as each one of us 
saluted the crew and Hubbard.

Being thrown overboard didn’t benefit me at all. I didn’t think I had done anything wrong in my 
auditing and certainly didn’t feel this action was justified. But, shamefully, I must admit, I accepted 
it as “just” at the time, because LRH couldn’t do anything wrong … I mean, he was brilliant, and I 
was just me!

 I’m even more ashamed to admit that I carried on this “overboard” concept after graduating from 
the Class VIII course when I was the lead auditor at the Miami Scientology Organization.

CLASS XIII - COMPLETED
After completing our three weeks on the Apollo, Allan and I were now considered the “Top Banana,” 
the “Cream of the Crop” of all Scientologists in the world and part of a special elite group … the 
first Scientologists to have completed the very first-Class VIII course taught directly by LRH. 
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We were arrogant and self-assured and felt that we could do anything. We picked up our son 
from the ship’s nursery and flew back to St. Hill in England. It was time for the new Class VIII’s 
to decide what Scientology organization they were going to be in charge of. Most of them were 
already on contract to various organizations around the world. Allan and I were free agents and 
could choose to go anywhere we wanted; we decided on South Africa.

Durbin, South Africa was our choice. We wanted someplace warm and wanted to experience 
a new environment. We purchased our tickets for Durbin through Pan Am Airlines. We were 
scheduled to arrive in Johannesburg and then travel on to Durbin. Before the date arrived for our 
trip, we were informed by the South African Consulate that Scientologists were not welcome in 
Johannesburg or in South Africa and we would not be allowed to land.

This was the political situation at the time we were planning to move to South Africa. It was 
during the early 1970s when the apartheid government denied the religious status of the Church of 
Scientology. The inquiry argued that it should not be recognized as a “true church” because it allegedly 
did not preach the Bible as the Word of God. 

That situation has changed, and Scientology is now recognized as a religion in South Africa.

Without having a “country” to go to, Allan, Michael, and I flew back to Washington, D.C. to 
await further instructions. We were soon given orders to head up the Scientology Organization in 
Miami, Florida.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

MIAMI, SCIENTOLOGY, AND  
A GARDEN HOSE

We were Scientology “Superstars.” Our egos were swollen with self-importance. When 
we arrived at the Miami Scientology Organization, we did whatever we thought 
necessary to bring the organization up to Hubbard’s high standards. This included 

punishing the “auditors” if they made errors during their auditing sessions. We were so arrogant! 
I’m really embarrassed as I think back about my behavior and attitude.

It wasn’t unusual for me to order an auditor to the back of the building and hose them down as a 
corrective measure for their auditing errors … My goodness, I was only following L. Ron Hubbard’s 
methods. Of course, I didn’t have an ocean to throw anybody overboard, but I did have a garden 
hose. God, I was a horrible person! 

The Scientology Organization had a variety of departments, each one dedicated to handling 
specific situations. One department was named the Guardian’s Office. Its purpose was to prevent any 
suppressive and anti-Scientology activity. After a number of years running the Miami organization, 
Allan was promoted to the position of “Guardian” to run the Miami Guardian’s Office.

I was really tired of the crap that was going on amongst the staff. Scientologists were encouraged 
to keep their social and personal lives within the confines of the people on staff and not have 
relationships with outsiders. Unfortunately, this resulted in a lot of anger and confusion and 
changes of partners. As a result, breakups and new relationships were constantly being formed 
with different staff members. 

Not wanting to be involved with any of the nonsense that was going on, I petitioned the main 
head of the Guardian’s Office in D.C. requesting I be appointed to work in the Guardian’s Office. 
Fortunately, my appointment was approved, and I was given the post of Director of Intelligence. 
My job was to find and then alert the Guardian of any suppressive persons or activity that could 
cause harm to Scientology. It was really a stupid job. I was given a quota, requiring me to report any 
violations committed against Scientology during any particular week. So, I scoured the newspapers 
and any available media to create violations to report.
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There was one very exciting mission and one individual I was ordered to report on. I had to 
travel to Chicago, Illinois, to get “dirt” on Paulette Cooper, who had written an anti-Scientology 
book, The Scandal of Scientology, a chilling examination of the nature, beliefs and practices of the 
“now religion.” 

I flew to Illinois and made my way to Chicago. I wasn’t supposed to confront Cooper personally, 
but I was told to make trouble for her at her place of work. I made an anonymous phone call from 
a telephone booth to Paulette Cooper’s office. I related some nasty gossip about her to someone in 
her office. I wish I remembered what I said, but I don’t. I then left Chicago and returned to Miami.

If you’ve been convinced that someone else is smarter than you, then it’s very easy to be brainwashed. 
If you’re unable to think for yourself, then you’re subject to the thoughts, whims, and ideas of others. 
Scientology had done a good job on me.

I didn’t realize how brainwashed I was until we left the Scientology cult.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

MY DAUGHTER KIM IS BORN

Our daughter Kim arrived on October 3, 1969. I 
opted again for natural childbirth and instructed my 
obstetrician to be silent during the delivery. Because 

of my belief in Scientology, I was concerned that any noise or 
words spoken during delivery could create an engram for my 
new baby daughter, and I was adamant that everyone be as 
quiet as possible during delivery.

It was an easy delivery, lasting about 3 hours. We were a bit 
concerned about Kim’s health because the doctor told us that 
the circumference of her head was a little larger than normal 
and we should keep a watchful eye on her during her first few 
weeks at home. 

Kim was a perfectly beautiful and healthy baby girl. We, of course, had no idea that my beautiful 
baby daughter would have major medical problems. 

Michael, Cursing
Before renting our house in North Miami Beach, we lived in a large apartment in Miami. We 
shared our apartment with two gorgeous male Scientology hunks. Michael was around 4 or 5 
years old, and these guys loved taking him out for walks along the beach. And, their language was 
deplorable, funny, but deplorable. Michael, of course, picked up their vulgarities and started using 
them on a regular basis. Not acceptable! I gave Michael a new rule. I said, “You can curse as much 
as you want in the house, but you’re not allowed to curse if you’re anywhere outside.” Even at the 
tender age of 5, Michael understood the rule and said, “Ok, Mom!”

Michael and Montessori Preschool
Because of my son’s propensity to use vulgarities, we were very concerned about his acceptance 
in a regular preschool. We decided it would be best if we enrolled him in a private school. After 
investigating a number of local Montessori preschools, we settled on one in particular, but only 
after Allan and I asked the director a number of pointed questions.
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I explained to the director that we had two young adult males living with us and they thought 
nothing of using expletives or foul language around my son … Michael, of course, like little kids 
are prone to do, picked up a lot of that language. Although he never used these words as an insult 
or an attack on anybody; he would use them to express his dissatisfaction with something he did 
or if he made a mistake.

I asked the director, “How would you handle Michael if he used a vulgar word while at school.” 
He said, “We would just calmly tell him that we don’t use that kind of language here and we’d just 
let him go on with his classwork.” Of all the Montessori Schools we investigated we found this 
particular director’s answer to be the most satisfying. We enrolled Michael.

A few weeks later we received a call from the school’s director, and we were told the following 
story:

Michael was working at a table with metal cut outs. He was supposed to trace the inside edge of the 
cutout with a pencil. This was a preparatory lesson that taught young children how to write. Michael 
was very careful to trace the outline of the cutout, but his pencil slipped, and the outline was no longer 
perfect, it had a line in it that didn’t belong. This was very upsetting to a 5-year child who wanted to 
show how good he was at his lessons. He got up off his chair and walked over to the teacher and showed 
her the messed-up outline, and said, “Oh, I’m sorry, I fucked up!”

The teacher was so taken aback that she didn’t say anything. I mean, Michael was absolutely 
correct that he had “fucked up” as he put it. The teacher told the school administrator about Michael’s 
comment and asked if she should do anything about it. They decided not to say anything.

This became a humorous story that floated around the Montessori school for weeks. No action was 
taken against Michael, as he was absolutely correct!
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CHAPTER FORTY

MY SCIENTOLOGY CONTRACT EXPIRES

Because my Scientology contract had expired, I was no longer obligated to work in the 
Scientology Organization. Allan was still head of Miami’s Guardian Office and was 
responsible for handling any legal situations that could endanger the church. 

Scientology was infamous and because of its unorthodox methods, the Church was constantly 
under attack in various areas of the world. 

Allan was ordered to go to Buffalo, N.Y., in his role as Guardian to handle the organization’s 
legal affairs. We were not permitted, by Scientology, to move to Buffalo with him, so we remained 
in Miami. The situation in Buffalo was supposed to be temporary, perhaps only a few weeks, but 
as more legal situations arose, he was ordered to remain in Buffalo; the weeks turned into months 
and the months turned into a full year, completely separating us as a family. 

Financially we were very fortunate, as we wouldn’t have been able to live on the tiny salary 
Allan received from Scientology … Allan’s parents had set up a very lucrative trust fund for him 
from which he received a substantial monthly income, allowing us to live quite comfortably. Most 
Scientologists had to find inexpensive housing and roommates to share their living expenses … we 
were very, very lucky.

This separation was very difficult, I didn’t have a job, and I didn’t have a husband. There had 
been some nasty stuff going on with various staff members when I worked at the Org. I tried to 
deal with some of it. I eventually became persona non grata and was unwelcome at the Scientology 
organization.

We eventually got word from the Guardian’s Office in Washington, D.C., that the situation in 
Buffalo had been handled and Allan was given permission to return home to Miami. We were really 
excited about our upcoming reunion and started discussing plans to leave Miami and move to Los 
Angeles for additional counseling.

We were living in a furnished rented house in North Miami Beach, so we didn’t have to worry 
about packing up or storing any furnishings. We just had to pack our clothes and personal items. I 
even had a garage sale to get rid of some of the items we didn’t want to keep. Everything was being 
readied for Allan’s return and our move to California.
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Then everything changed … Scientology was pulling our world apart again! Now that the year 
in Buffalo was over, Allan was ready to come back to Miami. “Not so fast,” he was told. “There’s still 
legal stuff that needs to be done and you cannot leave.” Allan was ordered to stay in Buffalo for an 
unspecified period of time.

Back in Miami I had already made plans for the four of us to travel to Los Angeles and join 
the Scientology organization there. I had informed the rental agency that we were leaving, I held a 
garage sale, I arranged to have our belongings packed and shipped. We were all ready to go when 
Allan told me the terrible news.

We’d now been separated over a year. This was so unfair, and we were so angry. I was no longer 
working at Scientology as my contract with Miami had ended, I had no obligations. Allan was still 
under contract, but as my young son had said in Montessori, “They fucked up.” 

We had already been separated way too long, and there was no way we were going to accept 
this directive. We rebelled! Allan left Buffalo and returned to Miami, and we left, not only Miami 
but Scientology as well. 

We blew! That’s a Scientology term for exiting, leaving, and no longer being involved with the 
organization or with Scientology. If we left without Allan completing his contract and not obeying 
the orders of the Guardian Office – Scientology would declare us Suppressive Persons. 

In Scientology a (Suppressive Person (SP) is a person who seeks to suppress other people in their 
vicinity. A Suppressive Person will goof up or vilify any effort to help anybody and particularly knife 
with violence anything calculated to make human beings more powerful or more intelligent. To be 
declared Suppressive results in expulsion from the Church. Reference: Scientology -LosAngeles.org 
website.

Allan returned to Miami – we packed up our belongings, rented a small U-Haul that we 
attached to the back of our VW. We happily left Miami without any idea of where we were going to 
live. I said, “Let’s just get in the car and drive until we find some place we like, and we’d settle there.” 
Happily, Allan was in totally agreement and we were ready for our next life adventure.

Volkswagens are fairly small cars and we had to figure out how to pack the stuff we would need 
every day and how to pack our two kids into this small vehicle. My daughter Kim was still a baby, 
and she needed a place to sleep during this long car ride. We placed Kim’s carriage bed on the back 
seat of the car, which unfortunately for my son Michael, took over 2/3rds of the seat. I really felt 
sorry for him. He was squished onto a tiny bit of a car seat, while my baby daughter had the comfort 
of her car bed.
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CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

ARIZONA

We drove across the southern part of the States and finally landed in Arizona. We fell 
in love with the State and the city of Scottsdale. We loved the warmth, we loved the 
politics, and we decided to make Arizona our home.

POLITICS
Allan and I had become interested in politics back in 
1963, and it turned into a momentous year. Allan and I 
had just gotten into Scientology. We had been married 
about six months when I became pregnant, and since we 
were both very interested in politics, we volunteered to 
work on the Barry Goldwater campaign for President of 
the United States. 

We worked in Goldwater’s Manhattan office, along 
with many other fervent Goldwaterites who believed in 
his Conservative positions.

Scientologists generally had very little interest in the 
political universe as it apparently didn’t match up with 
their universal goals of clearing the planet. But Allan and I were interested. It was real life and 
waiting for millennia to change things didn’t fit into our way of thinking. 

After leaving Scientology in 1974, we found our political interests were still very strong. After 
settling into our new home in Scottsdale we became involved with the Libertarian Party. Although 
we had both been strong Republicans having voted for Goldwater in ’64, I realized that many of 
the issues that were supported by the Republican Party no longer fit into our ideology of limited 
government.

JOINING THE ARIZONA LIBERTARIAN PARTY
The Libertarian Party (LP) is a political party in the United States that promotes civil liberties, 
non-interventionism, laissez-faire capitalism, and limited government. Its fiscal policy positions 
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include lowering taxes, abolishing the IRS, decreasing the national debt, allow people to opt out of 
Social Security, and eliminating the welfare state, in part by utilizing private charities. 

In 1978 I was nominated by the Libertarian Party as a candidate in Electoral District 24 for the 
House seat in Scottsdale. It was quite an experience, never having been involved in politics as such. 
But I was all into it.

On the 14th of September 1978 I received a nice letter from Dennis DeConcini, Arizona U.S. 
Senator. 

He was very kind in his letter and thanked me for participating in our electoral process during 
the September 12, 1978 primary. He also told me that “he knew” I was disheartened by the fact that 
I was unsuccessful. Although he did praise me for being willing to make the commitment to sacrifice 
my privacy, time and energy by running for public office. He also offered his help if I needed it in the 
future. Signed: Dennis DeConcini, U.S. Senator

This was astounding to me. I hadn’t actually been unsuccessful. Since I ran unopposed, I had 
won my primary election and was nominated to run for the House Seat in District 24.

I sent out a Press Release to the Arizona Republic on September 22nd where I quoted DeConcini’s 
comments and replied by stating… 
“I am not ‘disheartened’, as the nominee of the Libertarian Party, I fully intend to make clear to 
the voters in District 24 that I will represent them, not the narrow interests of the politicians in the 
legislature. I intend to show the voters what we in the Libertarian Party stand for, and what your 
fellow Democrats and Republicans stand for in this campaign.” I also offered to meet with Senator 
DeConcini “and any high school civics student” for a briefing on how candidates win primary elections 
in Arizona.

In addition, On September 22nd, I wrote Mr. DeConcini a letter and I must say I think it was 
very well written. 

“Dear Dennis,

To paraphrase Mark Twain’s reaction to published reports of his death, reports of my political demise 
are premature and greatly exaggerated.

I didn’t lose, Senator, I won. You see, I ran unopposed … and am very much an active candidate for 
District 24. ….”

The AZ Republic Printed This Article on Tuesday, Sept. 26, 1978
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“Loser” alerts senator to fact she’s a winner

A candidate running for a seat in the state Legislature seized an opportunity last week to teach 
U.S. Sen. Dennis DeConcini, D-Ariz., a lesson in Arizona politics. In a letter offering condolences 
to Debbie Norwitz, a Libertarian candidate for a seat in the House from District 24, DeConcini 
said …

“I know that you are disheartened by the fact that you were unsuccessful (in the primary election).”

But Mrs. Norwitz, who ran unopposed in the Sept. 12 primary, replied in a letter to DeConcini, 
“I didn’t lose, Senator, I won.

I invite you to meet with me during your next visit to Arizona. Let’s also invite any high school 
civics student to our meeting so that he can brief you on Arizona’s electoral process.”

“Afterwards, it will probably be clear to you that one need not get more votes in a primary election 
than the Democrats to win an election.”

Six candidates, two Republicans, two Democrats and two Libertarians, will square off in 
November for District 24’s two House seats.

Libertarians weren’t very well thought of and their political positions of liberty and freedom 
were largely unknown. Some of the people in the party were a bit nutsy, but most were brilliant, 
sincere, and looking forward to changing the political overreach by the two main political parties, 
Democrats and Republicans. I was thrilled to have received 2,080 votes.

A BIT OF LIBERTARIAN HUMOR
Libertarians have a wicked sense of humor – A May/June 1980 issue of the Libertarian News printed 
the following …

 “How to Tell Republicans from Democrats.” 
My two favorites:
• Republican boys date Democratic girls. They plan to marry Republican girls, but feel they are 

entitled to a little fun first.
• Republicans study the financial pages of the newspaper. Democrats put them in the bottom of the 

bird cage.

In addition to running for public office I became the Press Secretary for Fred Esser, the 1980 
Libertarian Candidate for the Arizona Senate. Fred came in third, garnering 12,008 votes (not too 
bad for 1980). Fred was also the Libertarian Party State Chairman in 1980.

Being a Press Secretary was completely new to me; in those days there weren’t too many 
professional Libertarians, so I nervously volunteered my time. My responsibilities included getting 
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media attention for Fred, and it required my contacting TV, Radio and Newspapers to schedule 
interviews. My first attempt at contacting the media really was nerve-wracking. I remember that 
my voice shook, and my hands were sweaty, almost like having stage fright. I had made the decision 
that I was now responsible for Fred’s media and no matter how nervous I was I would work through 
it somehow. That first phone call was the most difficult. 

You know you can get through almost anything with the right mind set. And, although Fred didn’t 
win … I won by gaining a lot of confidence in myself.
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

THE THUNDERBIRD BOOK SHOP

Since Allan and I were no longer involved with the cult of Scientology, we had restored our 
relationship with Allan’s parents, who were thrilled with our new life. Their generosity was 
amazing. They gave us $10,000 to purchase a lovely home in Scottsdale (which was priced at 

only $41,900). 

After settling in, we decided to purchase a business. The only logical business would be a 
bookstore. Allan was really smart and very well read, so what could be more perfect. 

In October 1974 we purchased the Thunderbird Bookshop. It was in Sundown Plaza, a 
small shopping center located at the intersection of Scottsdale Road and Shea Boulevard. The 
store originally sold only antique books and antiquities. Since we had no interest in that area, we 
converted it to a regular contemporary bookstore. 

I loved the store! Now that we were disconnected from Scientology, I felt as if the bookstore 
was where I truly belonged. As the children’s book and cookbook buyer I was able to arrange those 
sections of the store to my heart’s content. We created a children’s book reading hour and invited 
the neighborhood kids to come into the store for our children’s book-reading hour. I really wanted 
to promote the store, so I developed “The Thunderbird Newsletter, which we mailed out to our 
customers.

Our Scottsdale location was fortuitous, and a number of well-known authors often frequented 
the “Thunderbird.” 

Og Mandino, author of the Greatest Salesman in the World, well-known mystery writer, Elleston 
Trevor, and Brad Steiger, author of Science Fiction and New Age books, were frequent customers. 
Since our store was located just down the road from Taliesin West, the home of Frank Lloyd Wright, 
many of their well-known architects were our customers, including Wes Peters and Ling Po.

On occasion Elleston would bring me a manuscript to read prior to sending it to his publisher 
to get my opinion on his new novel … of course, I always loved his books. It was indeed a great 
honor that he would trust my opinion.

During the ten years we owned Thunderbird we accomplished a lot. 
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The bookstore was across the road from Chaparral High School; when the kids were in high 
school it was easy for them to just walk over and help us in the store. We were spared the expense 
of hiring sitters or wondering where our kids were.

Since Thunderbird was an independent bookstore, this was before the big bookstore chains 
moved in, and before Paradise Valley Mall was built, a group of independent bookstore owners 
would get together monthly and discuss issues pertaining to the book business. This included 
Changing Hands, Women’s Place, Tecolote and about six other independents. To help promote our 
stores we decided to start an Independent Bookseller’s Association. We created a brochure that 
each store kept on their front counters. The Association still exists today.

Scottsdale’s First Culinary Festival
Thunderbird Book Shop was also involved 
with the very first Scottsdale Culinary Festival, 
formed in 1978 by the Scottsdale League for 
the Arts. We had purchased a booth, and I 
decided to feature a dessert cookbook author; 
I wish I could remember the name of the book 
and the author.

We invited the author to stay with us 
during that week, and we provided our 
kitchen for her to bake her cookies. We had a 
great time chatting and baking and preparing 
for the festival.

On the day of the festival we put all the 
cookies on large trays and piled them securely 
into the back of my SUV. On the way to the 
culinary show my gas tank showed almost 
empty, so I stopped by a gas station just south 
of Shea Boulevard on Scottsdale Road. I filled 
up my tank and started the car and suddenly 
heard some very strange and loud noises 

stemming from the back of the SUV.

Oh Drat! I had forgotten to close the back of the SUV, and a whole tray of cookies had fallen 
out onto the road. I’m sure the ants and the birds loved them. Fortunately, we had enough sample 
cookies to give away at the show. Our booth, our cookies and the Culinary Show was a great success!

Og Mandino signing autographs at the Thunderbird


