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List of Notable Characters and Places

			In order of appearance:

			 

			John Moore—Marcia Moore’s brother and custodian of Marcia’s trust funds.

			Robert L. Moore—Marcia Moore’s father, co-founder of the Sheraton Hotel chain and architect of the Moore family fortune.

			Robin Moore—accomplished author and older brother of Marcia.

			Ketamine—an anesthetic that causes dissociative effects and psychedelic hallucinations in small doses.

			Journeys into the Bright World—book documenting ketamine experimentation, co-authored by Marcia Moore and husband Howard Alltounian in 1978.

			Howard “Sunny” Alltounian, M.D.—Marcia’s fourth husband, an anesthesiologist who met Marcia in mid-1977, then married her in November of 1977.

			Lieutenant Darrol Bemis—Snohomish County Sheriff’s Office lieutenant who assumed control of Marcia Moore’s case a couple days after her disappearance.

			Snohomish County, WA—the county, approximately thirty miles north of Seattle, where Marcia and Howard resided when she disappeared. They lived in the town of Lynnwood (aka Alderwood Manor).

			Ojai, CA—a town eighty miles northwest of Los Angeles, widely regarded as an epicenter of metaphysics.

			Maria Comfort—astrologer friend of Marcia’s from Sherman Oaks, CA.

			Lani Morris—closest friend and protégé of Marcia’s in Washington.

			Stuart Roof 1—one of Marcia Moore’s two sons.

			Ananta Foundation—Marcia Moore’s nonprofit organization focused on metaphysics.

			Sai Baba—East Indian spiritual guru who developed a following in the United States in the 1970s.

			Marwayne Leipzig—astrologer, neighbor, and close friend to Howard and Marcia.

			Dorothy B. Hughes—astrologer and owner of a local metaphysical bookstore where Marwayne taught her astrology course.

			Tina Alltouniani—Howard Alltounian’s ex-wife and mother to Howard’s children, Kevin and Kimberly.

			Kevin Alltouniani—Howard Alltounian’s son.

			Dr. Ed Severinghaus—psychiatrist and acquaintance of Howard and Marcia.

			Cris Leipzig—daughter of Marwayne who lived a block away from Howard and Marcia’s duplex.

			Kareen Zebroff—Canadian author, yoga practitioner, TV personality, and friend of Marcia Moore.

			Louisa Roof—Marcia and Simons Roof’s firstborn.

			Sergeant John Taylor—leader of the organized search for Marcia.

			Elizabeth “Liz” Jenkins—psychic friend of Marwayne Leipzig, who tried to determine what happened to Marcia.

			Eleanor Moore—Marcia Moore’s mother.

			Mary Olga—Robin Moore’s wife and last known family contact by Marcia before her disappearance.

			Kimberly Alltounian2—Howard Alltounian’s daughter.

			Detective Don Seipel—detective who assisted Lieutenant Darrol Bemis.

			Helena Blavatsky—esoteric philosopher and co-founder of the Theosophical Society. Several relatives of the Moore family were official members.

			Alice Ann Bailey—esoteric philosopher, author, astrologer, and humanitarian. A personal friend of the Moore family who corresponded with Marcia as a young adult.

			Ernest Henderson—Harvard classmate of Robert Moore and co-founder of the Sheraton Hotel chain.

			Jane Newell—Marcia’s influential, paternal grandmother who introduced her to Spiritualism, seances, and psychism.

			Simons Roof—Marcia’s first husband from 1947–1962, and father of all three of Marcia’s children.

			Christopher Roof—Marcia and Simons’ third child. An author of children’s books and nicknamed “Chrishna” by Marcia.

			Louis Acker—a young astrologer who became Marcia’s second husband from 1962–1965.

			Sybil Leek—Occultist, self-proclaimed witch, and longtime friend of Marcia’s.

			Mark Douglas—third husband to Marcia from 1965–1977.

			Meditation Mount—a nonprofit retreat in Ojai, CA, where people from diverse philosophical, religious, and cultural backgrounds can practice meditation.

			Akeva—spiritual healer and boyfriend of Marcia’s during her time in Ojai, CA, in the 1970s.

			Lynn Powell—psychologist, writer, and boyfriend of Marcia’s during her time in Ojai, CA, in the 1970s.

			Robert Byron—astro-travel teacher and boyfriend of Marcia’s during her time in Ojai, CA, in the 1970s.

			Carol Phillips—astrologer friend of Marcia’s from Seattle.

			Jim Batchelor—a peculiar acquaintance of Marcia’s.

			Rose Gallacher—a Canadian psychic used by the Victoria, British Columbia, police department to assist in solving cases.

			Sheriff Bob Dodge—Lieutenant Bemis’ superior in the Snohomish County Sheriff’s Office.

			Shelley Stark—a girlfriend Howard lived with for a couple of years after Marcia’s remains were found.
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Authors’ Note

			Several quotes contained herein derive from police transcriptions, personal letters, and diary entries containing glaring spelling, grammar, and punctuation errors. In lieu of interrupting the reading experience by using “[sic]” to denote these errors, all quotes retain their original style.

			





Introduction

			“I am going to pass my hand over your body, about a foot above it.… This will place a protective shield of light around you. At the same time, you’ll sink into a peaceful, deeply relaxed state. It will be the most beautiful relaxation you’ve ever experienced,”3 Marcia Moore told a young woman under a hypnotic state, before a past-life regression. The technique was popularized in the 18th century by Dr. Franz Anton Mesmer, the namesake of “mesmerism.”

			According to Moore, it actually originated in ancient Egypt and was practiced in Peru, Central Asia, even the lost city of Atlantis. The subject, or “sensor,” would enter an altered state of consciousness, while Marcia played the role of “facilitator.”

			To induce the deeper trance-like state necessary for total crossover, she used a series of visualization techniques. One was to have the sensor imagine ascending a mountainside, enjoying the clean air, wind, and brilliant sky at its zenith. Another technique was to imagine walking down a long staircase leading to an underground cavern, with a doorway at the end. Each step represented a further descent into the subconscious. If successful, the door would open to another realm or former existence.

			The subject would often be asked to conjure a symbol such as an astrological sign, hieroglyph, number, or even a sound. The meaning could then be discussed as the sensor told the tale of their past life.

			Marcia Moore’s gift was using a delicate balance of freeform conversation and structured questioning to uncover meaningful insights for those seeking answers about unexplainable traits, troubles, or impulses. Even if the sensor hadn’t truly tapped into a previous existence, the tale they spun might represent a latent fear or anxiety in their current life. Therefore, regression was still beneficial for causing a transmission from their subconscious to surface, so it could be examined and treated therapeutically.

			As Moore gained experience regressing many who came to overcome neuroses they believed originated in past lives, her reputation blossomed throughout the metaphysical community. During the 1970s, she traveled the country on lecture circuits promoting the technique and began receiving several invitations to speak on the subject.

			Shortly after New Year’s 1979, Marcia received just such an invitation and was preparing for a long road trip on Monday, January 15, from her home near Seattle to Pasadena, where she’d give a prepared speech at a conference on past-life regression.

			The week prior, she had chatted by phone with the festival organizer. She also informed her parents of travel plans for March, followed by speaking engagements lined up in April.

			Tuesday, January 9, she began penning a letter to her brother John Moore but stopped midsentence. The partial note was later found in a wastebasket.

			Wednesday, she spent the day making plans with her closest friend in Washington, who was also traveling to the convention.

			Thursday night, she hosted the opening of her new center devoted to an East Indian spiritual guru.

			Friday, she continued packing and finalizing arrangements.

			Saturday, she called her brother’s residence to discuss future writing projects. She then spoke by phone with her close friend to confirm their itinerary. Her bags were loaded into her compact car, and that afternoon she dropped off houseplants with her landlady.

			Sunday night, less than twenty-four hours before hitting the road—she was gone.

			***

			I never intended to spend countless hours unraveling a mystifying disappearance, but from my very first exposure, Marcia Moore’s story—her life, disappearance, and death—fascinated me.

			Our story began in 2004. My wife, Marina, dragged me along to help her grandmother clear out her garage before moving from California to retire in Arizona. Taking only necessities, she gifted the remaining possessions to whichever family members wanted them. Rummaging through her treasured book collection, Marina fondly set aside some Pearl S. Buck novels. She passed on the rest, but a couple of other books caught her eye. The cover designs were clean and simple, white covers with intriguing titles in purple lettering: Diet, Sex, and Yoga and An Astroanalysis of Jacqueline Onassis. Her grandma had accumulated them through a shared book club in the 1980s, and this is how we inherited books authored by Marcia Moore.

			I was busy thumbing through vintage Motown records, but was always a JFK buff, so the Jackie O book piqued my curiosity too. Astrology evoked memories of my childhood years in laidback and mountainous Thousand Oaks, California. As a hobby, my mother’s neighbor friend would bring over large, busy astrological charts sent by mail order, and they’d gossip about certain astrological aspects of the children and husbands. As a boy, I hardly knew what they were talking about, but the charts were neat to look at. Everyone knew someone into astrology in the ’70s and ’80s, especially in Thousand Oaks. Some twenty years later in her grandmother’s garage, Marina and I were having fun reminiscing about the colorful language of zodiac signs, houses, and planets.

			On the dust jackets of the books, we learned some interesting biographical info about Marcia Moore, and would come to learn so much more. Marcia was the daughter of wealthy hotel magnate Robert L. Moore, co-founder of the Sheraton Hotel chain. She was also the sister of accomplished writer Robin Moore, author of bestselling novels The Green Berets and The French Connection, the latter adapted into the 1971 hit movie starring Gene Hackman. But it wasn’t just these familial successes that make Moore’s story unique.

			Despite her upper-crust New England upbringing, Marcia openly rebelled against her social status. She abandoned the well-heeled life bestowed upon her, as her true passion became the study of yoga and the occult. Undoubtedly, she was also influenced by the area of Massachusetts where she was raised, renowned for its legacy of Transcendentalist philosophers.

			In her youth, she roamed the very same woods that inspired Hawthorne, Frost, Emerson, and Thoreau, but Marcia’s influences involved more than these local philosophical luminaries. Interestingly, we would come to discover that the Moore family tree is firmly rooted in certain movements that espouse belief in the supernatural, specifically Theosophy and Spiritualism. As a young girl, Marcia was introduced to séances through her paternal grandmother. It was easy to see how these influences shaped her worldview. She devoted her life to riding the new wave of esoteric trends, but tragically this relentless pursuit played a role in her demise.

			Marcia Moore was lithe, petite, pretty, and so charismatic that she was often described as captivating. Shoulder-length raven hair with cropped bangs resembled the style of Cleopatra, whom Marcia believed she shared a past-life connection with. Large, luminous eyes amplified her gaze and augmented her most alluring quality: her silver tongue. Moore instinctively knew how to reach people and could quickly change her tone from passionate to assertive, from bold to breathless. She had an innate ability to eloquently sprinkle mystical prose in conversations and lectures that left listeners hanging on every word.

			From 1955 to 1957, she lived in India studying yoga and reincarnation, fortifying her knowledge of mysticism. By the 1960s, Marcia’s writing career was well established and her collection of published works on yoga, astrology, and reincarnation became part of the counterculture groundswell to advance the subjects to mainstream status.

			By the 1970s, astrology in particular would become a popular fad, but we learned that such subjects were no mere craze in Marcia’s circle. She bristled at the notion of quick-fix astrology blurbs published in newspapers, rather than the ancient, intricate science she considered it to be.

			The books were certainly interesting, but we moved on. During college, Marina had studied criminal justice and checked out practically the entire true crime section in our local library. I used to tease her that the FBI probably thought I was some kind of weirdo for the books she checked out using my library card, accounts so macabre yet engrossing that we couldn’t put them down. We voraciously followed cases about Scott Peterson and Casey Anthony, while some stories, such as that of the Hillside Stranglers, were so sadistic and repulsive that I couldn’t finish them.

			Marina had devoured almost everything famous true crime author Ann Rule had published. All that was left was her short story volumes. That’s when Marina happened upon the baffling disappearance of Marcia Moore, astonished to find she was the very same author of the books gifted by her grandmother. She scrambled to discover more about the incident beyond Ann Rule’s short story. What we found were wild theories about her disappearance, ranging from plausible to outlandish, swirling around the case.

			When Marcia vanished in 1979, Ann Rule was working as a reporter near the same area of northwest Washington. Following a stint as a Seattle policewoman, Rule had befriended fellow co-worker and infamous serial killer Ted Bundy while working for a suicide hotline center. She later recalled anecdotes where she and Bundy spoke intimately during downtime, locked up alone while manning the center well into the night. Rule even allowed Bundy to escort her to her car after shifts, unaware of course that he was devolving into a torturous psychopath. Her personal relationship with Bundy and subsequent chronicling of the case in The Stranger Beside Me made her a celebrated true crime author.

			While covering Bundy’s sensational 1979 murder trial in Florida, Rule caught wind of Marcia Moore’s case. She was well-positioned to learn non-public info from contacts in the Seattle Police Department and published some vignettes. Turns out the short story Marina was reading decades later was originally an article published months after Moore’s disappearance in mainstream newspapers like the New York Daily Mail and the provocative pulp magazine True Detective under Ann Rule’s pen name, Andy Stack. Female true crime writers weren’t taken seriously in those days.

			It would be an understatement to say Marcia Moore’s disappearance stuck with Marina. While most true crime stories conclude with some resolution, in this case any concrete explanation seemed to fade into the ether. Ann Rule herself wrote, “This is probably the strangest case I have ever written about. One day, there may be answers.”4

			My wife became obsessed with finding those answers. Her engrossment transcended mere curiosity. She could almost feel Marcia calling on us to look closer, that there was more to the story than the publicly held perception of her life—and death. Getting ready for work, I’d pass by Marina scribbling notes about the case, deep in thought and oblivious to my presence, while I fumbled through cabinets looking for my elusive favorite coffee mug.

			Weekends used to entail trying a new recipe, catching a movie, or walking in the park. That soon changed into an awe-inspiring amount of research by Marina. We browsed used bookstores, looking for Moore’s final published book, Journeys into the Bright World. We’d later hear that only about five hundred copies were distributed before Seattle area bookstores pulled them from shelves due to the controversial subject matter related to a psychedelic drug she researched.

			Marcia experimented with ketamine hydrochloride, an anesthetic agent known in the party world as “Special K,” or the “businessman’s lunch,”5 as its effects are short-lasting. Moore was never interested in a quick high. Rather, she took the psychotropic substance for what she hoped would be the next consciousness-expanding breakthrough, one that would also allow users to explore past lives in greater depth, and aid psychotherapy. Some mocked her for merely tripping out on a psychedelic, but Marcia, undeterred, became infatuated with returning to “the bright world,” as she described it, through the ketamine portal.

			In the 1960s, psychologist Timothy Leary garnered national attention for his study of LSD. Perhaps, Moore reasoned, she could achieve the same level of recognition with ketamine. It could open the door to grants and the publicity would be so intense, she fantasized, that she’d even have to move to escape the media spotlight. About six months prior to her disappearance, Moore phoned her editor and asked if he would hide her if need be. Around the same time, she remarked in a letter to her parents, “Thus far we have been holding publicity off at arm’s length. When it really starts to hit we’ll probably have to find a larger place farther out in the country.”6 This was the ticket, Marcia dreamed, the breakthrough that would allow her to finally, indelibly etch her name among famous mystics of the past.

			Tragically, it wouldn’t pan out that way.

			In larger doses, ketamine, at the time sold under the brand names Ketalar and Ketavet, immobilizes and sedates patients for surgery without slowing heart rate or restricting breathing, making it a valuable anesthetic for children and animals more susceptible to death by anesthesia. In the minor doses Moore was taking of less than seventy-five milligrams intramuscularly, one can remain conscious, but some experience psychedelic hallucinations.

			To Marcia Moore it was no mere hallucination but rather a key to access past, future, and alternate planes of existence. She came to revere the “Venusian substance” as a sentient entity. “The Goddess,” as Marcia glowingly referred to ketamine, had a mind of its own. “Evidently, she has her own plan, program, and intent,”7 Moore wrote in Journeys into the Bright World. “We could count on fair treatment from the goddess if only we played the game correctly.”8

			While learning to play the game, however, ketamine took a physical toll as she spent more and more time in the bright world. She lost weight and appeared pale. Although merely classified as a schedule III non-narcotic, and generally not chemically addictive, ketamine clearly had ahold of her. “It’s as though the goddess were telling me ‘Look, I call the shots,’” wrote Moore. “I’m going to stay with it until it’s tamed. I won’t tame it, really I know. But I have to keep trying until I’ve done this thing I have to do.”9

			While still enraptured, Marcia was cautioned about a dark side to the drug by Dr. John C. Lilly, a prominent neuroscientist and psychoanalyst who had experimented heavily with it in the 1960s. At first she rejected his criticism, extolling the virtues of ketamine without any perceivable side effects when used responsibly. In fact, she told him, “God willing I will ride this comet through to the end.”10

			Yet there were indications that she began having a change of heart. Shortly before Moore vanished, on a yellow notepad she scribbled a haunting warning she had received from Dr. Lilly: “ketamine, goddess or seductress?”11

			In the months leading up to her disappearance, correspondence to friends and family revealed that she was moving on from ketamine, pivoting her career focus back to the study of reincarnation and past-life regression.

			Just ten days before her disappearance, Marcia talked about her exploits, at which time she told a friend, “I did what I had to do, and now I don’t have to do it anymore.”12 Additionally, in a letter to her father weeks before she vanished, she wrote: “Creatively I’m not doing an awful lot these days. Sort of waiting to see which way the wind blows and what opens up. In fact it’s almost been a winter of hibernation. Possibly that is what was needed. Inwardly so much opened up so fast I’m still just assimilating. I seem to have gone so far beyond what can be expressed, or what the public is interested in knowing about. that it makes a kind of communications gap. On the whole, however, I guess the focus will remain on reincarnation and what its acceptance can mean for humanity.”13

			After finding Journeys into the Bright World, we attempted to glean even the minutest clues as to what might have happened. We discovered that Moore wrote it in a semi-diary format, with dates ending just months before she vanished. Beyond the psychedelic imagery of the documented ketamine sessions were disclosures about regular events in her life leading up to her disappearance. It was almost as if she had left behind a few breadcrumbs to get someone started on the trail.

			As seasons passed, Marcia lingered in my wife’s consciousness and perplexing aspects of the case projected in her mind, whether we were washing dishes together or watching a movie. She’d often ponder them aloud.

			Could Marcia have overdosed? She was still experimenting with ketamine in the months leading up to her disappearance, but its chemical properties make it quite difficult to fatally overdose, especially when injected intramuscularly. After some initial experimentation, Marcia regimentally adhered to the small doses chronicled in her book.

			A burglary gone wrong? But there were no signs of forced entry, no sign of struggle, no cash missing from the purse she left in plain sight.

			Abduction? Even the FBI got involved and found no evidence of interstate or other kidnapping, nor ransom demands made to the Moore family.

			Murder? She was from money and had only been with her new husband for a little over a year. Yet from the outside they appeared to be blissful newlyweds.

			Suicide? The notion was put forth by her husband, and there were hints of a strained relationship with her family. Conversely, her frequent correspondence to parents and conversations with friends portrayed enthusiasm for the future and excitement about several projects she was developing. Although fascinated with reincarnation and life after death, Marcia resolutely objected to suicide as a fervent believer in karmic law.

			These were simply the conventional theories. One of the stranger contentions, even suggested by her own brother Robin, was that she had been kidnapped by a coven of witches with whom Marcia had had past run-ins and perhaps beheaded in a satanic ritual sacrifice. Other random theories included a letter to police suggesting that it was a clear case of alien abduction.

			Perhaps the most unusual theory, offered by psychics, fans, and even her husband Howard Alltounian, was dematerialization, a purported phenomenon in which someone who achieves a profound level of metaphysical wisdom can use supernatural powers to physically dissipate, only to rematerialize in some other place or time.

			Conventional or bizarre, all of the theories conjectured then and now are hindered by a dearth of forensic evidence. Just over two years after she vanished, Marcia Moore’s partial remains were found on March 20, 1981, in a tree-lined field behind a once-abandoned property, a couple of miles from her residence. Only the upper portion of her skull containing several gold crowns, and some smaller bones, were ever recovered.

			Despite the commonly held belief that she simply flew too close to the sun with ketamine and died from exposure the night she disappeared, there would be no toxicology report to confirm.

			Rumors of a quarter-sized hole created by a gunshot or blunt force trauma were not verified by the pathologist’s report, which indicated nothing more than the scratches and bite marks of foraging animals. No shoes or hard objects were found around the skull. All of her personal effects remained at the home, even her wedding band. The glass and metal vials and syringes she exclusively used—she believed plastic syringes leeched toxic molecules—would have survived two years, but no paraphernalia was ever found nearby. For Marcia, the timing between ketamine injection and effect was about seventy seconds, limiting the distance she could’ve wandered away from them.

			It was a daunting mystery, but we set out to uncover even the most trivial clues. Constructing a rough timeline using her last book and figuring out how it intersected with the sparse information available online was a start, but not enough to solve the puzzle, and the online information was so diffuse, speculative, and frequently incorrect that it required a healthy dose of skepticism. Even published news reports contained a few glaring inaccuracies. One stated that neighbors had last seen Moore on Sunday, January 14, 1979, when in fact it was the prior afternoon. This seemingly small detail left an additional twenty-four-hour window of time unaccounted for during the crucial first forty-eight hours of the case.

			There just had to be more. After an exhaustive effort chronicling and cataloging, Marina began writing about it, but every time she approached the computer, looming ahead was the reality of no conclusive explanation for her disappearance. The realization set in that she could go no further without a deeper knowledge of the case.

			While I worried about my wife’s fixation, I had to admit that I was becoming hooked too. Dinners, driving, evening walks—all became opportune times to brainstorm, and the epiphany struck Marina that I knew almost as much about the case. Although an exceptional researcher, she was far too shy to establish the leads needed to advance the story. That’s when she came up with one of her characteristically audacious plans.

			One weekend she sprang the idea for me to call Darrol Bemis, a lieutenant who worked the case back in 1979. Needless to say, though more outgoing, I was apprehensive about calling a former law enforcement officer out of the clear blue. “Are you nuts?” I replied. Treasure hunting for materials about Marcia Moore was one thing; this was entirely different.

			Despite the reservations, and after some pleading and prodding from Marina…I dialed. To our relief, Lieutenant Bemis was candid and forthcoming after realizing we had put in considerable research. Moore’s inconclusive fate had haunted him his entire life, as the case had been a pivotal point in his career. He still lived in Snohomish County, Washington, and would occasionally drive past the places where it had all taken place over thirty years before.

			This was the break we needed. Lt. Bemis provided the names of people who remembered the events. Shortly thereafter I flew to Washington to visit Lt. Bemis, speak to locals, and see the spot where Moore’s remains had been discovered. Eventually we connected with several of Marcia’s dear friends and family.

			We began painstakingly gathering new materials that revealed Marcia’s story: letters she had written, foundation bulletins she circulated to subscribers, an important diary a neighbor kept at the time, loved ones sharing stories about her. This evolved into a dense collection spanning the fifty years of Moore’s life, a life as unusual and intriguing as her death. The forces that shaped her worldview, and the Moore family dynamics, became as inextricably relevant as the circumstances surrounding her disappearance. Perhaps most important to the case, crucial sources and documents revealed cracks in what turned out to be a carefully manicured façade presented to family, fans, law enforcement, and the press.

			Finally, armed with these materials and interview transcripts, it’s possible to write the complete story about what really happened to Marcia Moore. Beyond the compelling mystery of her disappearance, Marcia led a fascinating life.

			This story is more than just the case of a missing heiress. This is the story of a bold woman, raised well-to-do just a stone’s throw from Walden Pond, who took the road less traveled—and paid for it with her life.

			





Scheduled Trip

			The inclement weather on the night Marcia Moore was reported missing caused some Snohomish County shop owners to close up early in anticipation of less foot traffic, especially on a Sunday when many drivers avoided the hazardously slick, ice-covered roads.

			In fact, it isn’t often that the weather receives historical status, but the “cold wave of ’78–’79” was just such an event. Beginning in December 1978, a frigid system walloped the Northeast and by January the vast majority of the United States was left paralyzed by the merciless front. Storms battered the Northeast Corridor with such ferocity that a new record of twenty-one inches was set in Boston for snowfall in a twenty-four-hour period. Eighty-mile-per-hour winds lashed Chicagoans, while woefully unprepared states south of the Mason-Dixon Line were left largely immobilized.

			In certain cities, bans on travel were decreed in addition to school, store, road, and railway closures. Homeless shelters quickly exhausted capacity, while some travelers hopelessly trying to catch a canceled bus or train tragically froze to death. Before it was over, President Jimmy Carter would dispatch the Army Reserves to assist, as record lows were set in the lower forty-eight states and around the globe.

			The Pacific Northwest got its share of the unusual polar vortex, which left downtown Seattle a ghost town at times. Small suburbs like Lynnwood, Washington, Marcia Moore’s new home, fared even worse. She could take solace, however, in the fact that she’d soon be back to her favorite locale, temperate Ojai, California. She even began using her Ojai letterhead again to inform friends and family alike that any correspondence should be addressed there for the foreseeable future.

			The fifty-year-old author had only called the state of Washington home for a little over a year, beginning in October 1977, the month before she married her fourth husband, Howard “Sunny” Alltounian, M.D., an anesthesiologist nine years younger. At six feet tall, the hirsute man of Armenian descent towered over the petite five-foot-three Marcia. He once appeared in the John Wayne movie McQ that shot a scene at the hospital where he worked. “I got a stand-in part. I got one word. I played a doctor and I said ‘critical,’”14 Alltounian liked to say. “I went to a Roman Catholic school for 12 years, I was an altar boy for 7 years, I was head altar boy for 2, I took the entrance exam for Sacred Heart Seminary, I got the second highest grade and they didn’t let me in because my mother and father had divorced. I wanted to be a priest. After I couldn’t get into the seminary, I then went into medicine,”15 he once described about himself.

			Originally from Michigan, Howard loved the outdoorsy region of northwest Washington and the splendid fishing it offered. Snohomish County was very much his home, a region more rustic than any place Marcia had lived before. Using the trust fund set up long ago by Marcia’s wealthy father, they rented the left half of a modest but quaint duplex apartment on Larch Way in the Seattle suburb of Lynnwood, encircled by forested residential developments, punctuated with charming lakes, brooks, and streams.

			In the 1970s, a few giants like Boeing and Weyerhaeuser Lumber, along with their suppliers, distributors, and affiliates, employed a large swath of the working populace, while a contingent of mom-and-pop stores picked up some of the slack. This was over a decade (and thousands of stores) before Starbucks became a corporate behemoth, and two decades earlier than anyone knew what a “.com” like Amazon was.

			Well into the second half of the twentieth century, some Washington residents still complained about the lack of paved roads, but most folks readily accepted this in return for the state’s pristine beauty and recreational activities. In fact, the serene hunting scenes from the critically acclaimed 1978 movie The Deer Hunter, though set in the Allegheny Mountains of Pennsylvania, were actually filmed in the scenic Mount Baker area, north of Marcia’s new home.

			As an author of books on reincarnation, Marcia Moore was invited to speak at the International Cooperation Council’s Rainbow Rose Festival, “a panorama of life and consciousness,” to be held at the Pasadena Convention Center on January 20–27, 1979.

			[image: ]

			The festival Marcia was scheduled to speak at, but never made it to. “Marcia had that quality of breathlessness in her voice,” one follower said.

			Her plan was to drive part of the eleven-hundred-mile stretch, spend the night in San Francisco, then head the rest of the way down the central coast, according to her astrologer friend Maria Comfort, who Moore planned on staying with when she arrived in Southern California. Marcia had given considerable forethought to the day she would depart, writing to Maria that Jupiter was trining Mercury, creating a fortunate astrological aspect for taking the trip at that time.

			At the convention, Moore would feature content from her 1976 book titled Hypersentience, a term she invented to describe the practice of unlocking past lives for therapeutic purposes using hypnosis.

			Additionally, she’d plug her latest work, Journeys into the Bright World, and could always sample excerpts from unfinished books underway like Time and Hypertime, Memories, or Alchemy of the Soul—which would be to Journeys “as a phoenix is to a butterfly,”16 Marcia touted.

			As colleagues and friends in Moore’s esoteric inner circle were converging for the convention, January of 1979 was also shaping up to be the perfect opportunity to reconnect in Ojai. Nestled in the foothills of Los Padres National Forest, eighty miles northwest of Los Angeles, the town of Ojai held cosmic significance. Marcia and her peers believed the land was a nexus of mystical forces existing along “ley” lines, supposedly a network of mystical energies that connect sacred sites across the globe like the Egyptian pyramids and Stonehenge, and was therefore a perfect spot for the flourishing New Age movement of the 1970s.

			As the New Age movement advanced westward, Ojai had become a haven after renowned Theosophists Annie Besant and Helena Blavatsky left the Hollywood area to sow esoteric roots there in the first half of the twentieth century. There they advocated Theosophy’s aim to reveal the prophetic, interwoven wisdom of all faiths through truth and science. Theosophists believe that masters of ancient wisdom have existed through the ages to spiritually guide mankind, even telepathically dictating arcane knowledge to those worthy of receiving it. Marcia’s father Robert was a member of the Theosophical Society and Marcia yearned to be one of the next generation of pioneers to stand on their shoulders.

			In 1972, Moore made Ojai home to her own nonprofit organization called the Ananta Foundation, “Ananta” being the Sanskrit term for limitless expansion. She dubbed it the “Ananta Ashram.” Aspiring to help open a world college in Ojai focused on metaphysics, and after living in Washington a little over a year, she pushed hard to reestablish inroads. After what amounted to a sabbatical in Washington to complete Journeys into the Bright World, Marcia was eager to advance her career in the esoterically lively area of Ojai once again.

			In the months leading up to her disappearance, she spent longer stretches in Ojai without her latest husband, Howard, intently focused on several projects she had in the works there. Collaborating with two esteemed colleagues, LaVedi Lafferty and well-known reincarnation skeptic turned believer Helen Wambach, Marcia hoped to launch a new magazine in the summer of 1979 devoted to reincarnation, the first of its kind.

			Further demonstrating her commitment and marking an important development that would go completely unnoticed by detectives, Moore made a real estate investment, buying a stake in a property Lafferty operated her own Vortex Foundation out of, with its own hot springs up in the Matilija Canyon area.

			Two months before she vanished, they held a housewarming party on November 12, 1978, in the modest Matilija Canyon house that would now serve as home to both their foundations.

			After months of administrative reorganization within her foundation, Marcia was increasingly eager to return to Ojai. She had recently acquired tax exempt status for the Ananta Foundation, making donations, and more importantly withdrawals, from the foundation tax free. No minor detail, given the steep income tax rates of the late 1970s.

			In a letter dated a week and a half before she vanished, Marcia wrote her father about the real estate purchase, and tax work recently carried out by her lawyer. “He had to make a special flight to Sacramento to do it (all in all it cost us an extra $1,500 which we have yet to pay him) but it was well worth while in terms of tax savings. After all, the foundation is legitimate and does accomplish a lot. At this point, however, much that we want to do is still a hope for the future. We do have the one hot spring outdoor pool in the canyon in pretty good working shape and people are being helped and healed there. We call it a ‘healing center’ but as you know one doesn’t get much of a house for 19 thousand dollars in California and being so high it is also not very well heated.”17

			In the days leading up to mid-January, Marcia Moore was hammering out final details for the trip. “I spoke to her the day before, over the phone, we were talking about the Rose Festival down in California and making plans,” Marcia’s cheerful friend Lani Morris recalled. Like Moore, Lani was making the long drive from Washington down to Pasadena. “Marcia was very excited about the Rose Festival and she was excited to introduce me to a bunch of people she wanted me to meet down there,”18 Lani said.
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			Marcia’s closest friend in Washington, Lani, with her husband.

			As the convention in Pasadena drew near, arrangements with friends had been ironed out and Marcia’s bags packed with the magenta dress she often wore for special occasions, various Indian print tops, an assortment of velveteen pants, a purple nylon turtleneck, and a lavender cotton pantsuit she wore at public appearances.

			Although she’d recently taken to a green motif, purple had long been Moore’s signature color. “She would go to the thrift stores and buy up all the purple blouses and skirts she could find,”19 Lani fondly remembered. Linens, dishes, and all their accompaniments were purple too. Moore even signed letters and autographed her books in purple ink. In fact, Marcia’s love of everything purple occasionally perpetuated the myth that her radiant eyes were violet instead of their true color, hazel.
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			One of Marcia’s books autographed in her signature purple ink.

			The new stake in the hot springs property and the long-awaited tax exemption weren’t the only reasons Marcia was keen on returning to California that January. Her twenty-eight-year-old son, Stuart, along with his wife, was driving from their home in Tucson to meet up with Marcia in Ojai before they set off on a two-month sojourn to India. Like his mother, Stuart had begun following an East Indian guru named Sathya Sai Baba, a frizzy-haired self-proclaimed reincarnation of Sai Baba of Shirdi, a spiritual master who lived from 1838 to 1918, widely revered as a saint in India.

			Initially Marcia entertained the idea of accompanying them to take advantage of a group rate, but she couldn’t recruit enough friends and family. Stuart remained committed to the Indian excursion after planning to meet up with Marcia near San Francisco. The couple set off from their Arizona home, arriving Wednesday, January 17, 1979, but would never see Marcia as planned.

			Although things appeared to be falling into place for Marcia Moore, as if fleeing the debilitating cold wave symbolized new opportunities and clear skies ahead, she never left Washington on Monday the 15th, baffling family and friends converging to meet up with her.

			





Mysterious Disappearance

			Not a soul had seen or heard from Marcia on Sunday, except her husband, Howard Alltounian, who said she was resting comfortably in bed when he left at 8:30 p.m. for the movies. When he returned home (according to differing statements, sometime between midnight and 2:00 a.m.) Marcia had vanished.

			Little would be reported in the papers about what transpired when Howard came home to find his wife missing, but in piecing together his comments to responding officers, private investigators, family, and friends, a picture began to emerge.

			“So, at 1:00 o’clock in the morning, I went out with a flashlight. Now there was a full moon Saturday night, and you know the moon decreases a little bit each night after it is full,” the husband told detectives. “This is Sunday and it is just a little bit smaller than full, so essentially it was full. I could see out there, you know, without my light. I could see the trails. And I have a big flashlight, so I looked for her for an hour. From one to two. I went right to the spots where I knew she would be usually. And she wasn’t there. I got back here at 2:00 o’clock, and I went over to the house, [Marwayne’s] house. [Marwayne] and I are great friends, it’s just two blocks from here. She unfortunately is in florida right now, but her son, Peter, was there.”20

			Actually, Marwayne Leipzig and her husband, Jim, were in Hawaii, not Florida, having left for a week’s vacation with friends the morning before. Marwayne, who lived about a block away, began keeping a journal after Marcia disappeared. She made an entry about the farewell conversation she’d had with Howard. “The day I left for Honolulu, Saturday morning, Jan. 13, 1979, about 1/2 hour before we left the house, Howard phoned and said he just wanted to say that he was going to leave house keys with the neighbor for the period that I was in Hawaii,” Marwayne wrote. “They wanted me to come down, take in their mail, and water houseplants, as I had done another time when they were away.”21
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			Marwayne Leipzig pictured with her husband Jim.

			Marwayne agreed to retrieve their house keys from the couple’s landlady when she returned from Hawaii, since she’d be back before they returned from California. Incidentally, the landlady would be the last person, other than Howard, to see Marcia—at 2:38 p.m. on Saturday, January 13, when Marcia stopped by to drop off her houseplants.

			Marwayne Leipzig met Howard Alltounian in May 1977, just a month before he met Marcia Moore. At that time, he was the deputy chief of the anesthesia department at the United States Public Health Service Hospital in Seattle and was suffering through a divorce. “I had just given an anesthetic to a patient and I was taking the patient back to the recovery room,” Howard would later tell private investigators. “As I’m taking this patient back and I’m depressed and I’m thinking what the hell’s happening? Why is this happening to me? Why does it seem that every time I’ve just about had my act completely together the bottom drops out. There must be something that I don’t know. There must be some body of knowledge that I’m not aware of. You know, and through the mud came this recall of the most reliable source of astrology.”22

			At that moment, Howard recalled the Dorothy B. Hughes bookstore downtown, which he’d heard about on television a year earlier. He dropped in after work one day, chatted up the shop owner, and bought a book titled Write Your Own Horoscope. By the end of the weekend, he was convinced that astrology was the solution to his woes. “That next Monday I joined a beginning astrology class,” Howard explained to investigators. “My first teacher was Marwayne Leipzig…”23
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			Marwayne Leipzig.

			As those close to her characterized, Marwayne had a weakness for taking in every stray that came her way. The fifty-eight-year-old mother hen of sorts developed a soft spot for the hard-luck, if not clumsy, Howard, who was nearly two decades younger. Considered a reputable expert, Marwayne helped Howard astrologically navigate the fallout of his divorce from Tina, a woman he had already divorced and remarried before.

			Howard considered the second divorce unfairly punitive and never got over it. He claimed Tina won by default. “He has always been incensed at the way the divorce was passed,” Marwayne later reflected in her diary. “Seems his attorney failed to notify him of the court date.”24 Often he’d vent that on the day the divorce was settled, Tina had come for a checkup at the hospital where he worked. She saw Howard there and was friendly but left directly to go to court—without mentioning that she was on her way to finalize the divorce.

			He’d later tell detectives, “My wife went to court without my knowing about it, with her attorney, I had no legal representation, and railroaded a fantastic divorce settlement. I told you what she got everything. Plus $400 a month child support and $400 a month alimony. About a week or two later, after the fuckin’ divorce, she calls me up and says oh, I just want to tell you something, you don’t have to worry about it, the divorce is final, I’ll send you the papers.”25

			The ink on the divorce was barely dry when Howard met Marcia Moore. “I heard her lecture, as I say. It was one month after my divorce. At that time, you know, my frame of mind was I never want to get married or anything to do with women, you know, just a natural reaction. I heard her speak, and I fell in love with her. I said, my god, this woman has her act completely together. And she was doing it. A Phi Beta Kappa, magna cum laude from Harvard.”26

			But Howard hadn’t just serendipitously encountered Marcia at the lecture. He knew her brother was Robin Moore, famous author of The French Connection, as he’d seen Marcia on his favorite local morning TV show while recovering from a broken hand. “And while I was off, uh, God it was beautiful, I hadn’t been out of the hospital, I hadn’t had a vacation like that in ten years. It was in the spring. It was May, April, May, June, and every day my ex-wife and children would go off to school and I got in the habit of watching the Seattle Today Show. We got up, we all had breakfast, they went out the door and I’d watch the morning talk show.”27 Somebody brought Howard one of Marcia’s books while he was recuperating, a friend said.
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			Marcia with her eldest brother Robin, telephoned the day before she was said to have vanished.

			She had made a few appearances on the show, advocating astrology and past-life regression, and certainly piqued Howard’s interest, given his recent exploration of astrology, not to mention her beauty and prestige. After seeing her on TV, he headed to a bookstore to find out as much as possible.

			As he’d later claim, a photo of Marcia on the dust jacket of one of her books sucked him in like a tractor beam. An electric impulse leapt off the page; he felt an instant connection. Now she was right there in Washington, scheduled to speak in front of the Seattle Astrological Society, and Howard wasn’t going to miss it. He packed a tape recorder and eagerly arrived early to secure a front row seat.

			Through a mutual friend, Howard heard of a party to be held in Marcia’s honor after the lecture. Pleading for an introduction, he successfully crashed the party, trying to woo Marcia. The gambit worked, and it certainly marked a fortunate turn of fate, given the post-divorce predicament he’d found himself in. “When I met Marcia I had just gone through a divorce, and my ex-wife, you know, got the house, the new car, all our assets, and I was stuck with $7,000 in bills,” Howard later griped to investigators. “I had nothing. She also, this is my ex-wife now, got $400.00 a month in child support, and $400.00 a month in alimony. She got like half my income, plus getting everything else, you know, that I owned.”28

			With Howard’s ex retaining ownership of their house, he had been relegated to living in other people’s homes, telling detectives, “Yeah, I was housesitting, you know, I was trying to make ends meet. [You] know with child support and alimony. And I was housesitting trying to get by. I lived, that summer I lived in seven places. I moved seven times…. I had, it’s funny. I had seven boxes that would fit in my car, and it would take me an hour.”29

			Thanks to Marcia Moore, by the fall of 1977 Howard’s vagabond circumstances markedly improved. After a brief courtship, they married, the small ceremony held the day after Thanksgiving at Marwayne’s house, just a stone’s throw from the modest duplex apartment the newlyweds would now call home in the quiet Seattle suburb of Lynnwood.
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			Marcia Moore on her wedding day, November 25, 1977.

Seen with Howard, his eleven-year-old daughter, and friend Larry who served as best man.
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			Married for a fourth time.

			Now, fourteen months later, Marcia was missing.

			When Howard made his way to Marwayne’s to search for Marcia in the early morning hours of Monday, January 15, 1979, he expected to find Marwayne’s son Peter, but he wasn’t home. Even so, because the Leipzig residence had become something of a neighborhood hangout, “the boat-builders and friends”30 as Marwayne affectionately referred to them, Howard knew somebody would be there. Howard’s teenage son, Kevin, and his friend Steve slept at Marwayne’s that night. Kevin was crashing at Marwayne’s because his soured relationship with his father had become so acrimonious that Howard refused to let his own son stay at the duplex.

			For a time, Marwayne and Jim had allowed Kevin to stay at their place while he worked at becoming self-supporting, but the young man had since worn out his welcome. “When we took Kevin into the home because neither his mother or father would help him, and he had no job, Jim felt sorry for him, and we gave him a job and a home,” Marwayne described. “That summer of 1978 was a difficult one with the boy, as he flaked off on the job, and Jim’s partner wanted to fire him, which he finally did do. Howard and Marcia wanted the boy to go in the army, which he refused to do. It was all quite a strain on everybody.”31 By that summer, Howard was no longer employed, leaving most of the financial assistance for Howard’s children—and his ex-wife—to fall to Marcia.

			Kevin made himself doubly unwelcome, in addition to his irresponsibility and crashing with them rent-free, by pursuing Marwayne’s granddaughter Dana. “Jim asked him to leave Dana alone, that she was too young. This was like asking the fox to stay out of the henhouse, and it became very obvious that they were much attracted to each other,” Marwayne lamented in her diary. Dana was only fourteen and had little previous experience with boys. Kevin, an attractive young man, was going on nineteen and had plenty of experience drinking beer and smoking pot. Before long, Dana was staying out late, having trouble in school, and playing hooky. “Jim was disgusted with the boy for pursuing a 14-year old girl, and I was downright angry about it.”32

			But with Marwayne and her husband away in Hawaii, he seized the opportunity to crash at their place. “Kevin slept at our house the night Marcia disappeared, it turned out,” Marwayne noted in her diary. “We had told him he must find another place to live, and he had done so, but as soon as we were gone, he slept here, which also made me angry.33 …I asked Kevin how his dad seemed. He said he was so sleepy when he came, that he wasn’t sure, but that he, Kevin, was not terribly alarmed as ‘Marcia had done this before.’”34

			In later talking to detectives, Howard’s account was similar. “And I went to get Pete to get some help. And Pete was out. I woke up Steve, and I woke up my son, who was there Kevin, and told them Marcia is gone. I think she has walked into the woods, will you help me? I couldn’t even wake ’em up. So I came home.”35

			While most of the town slept, Howard kept searching. “I drove to the cemetery and drove to the fountain where she always used to go and meditate,” he later told detectives, although he got the name wrong by mentioning Evergreen Cemetery. It was actually Floral Hills Cemetery, two miles south from their duplex. Marcia occasionally went for walks there, where an impressive fountain served as a tranquil background for meditation. “That was the first place I went. And when I got down there, I got out of my car, and I almost fell on my bottom side because it was slippery. And then I got in the car and after checking around, I could hardly drive out of there because it was so icey. It was just glare ice. I just didn’t think she would get too far. I thought we would find her in the back fense there.”36

			Detectives would also inspect the fountain. “It’s a solid block of ice,” a lieutenant noted. Additionally, Martha Lake, just a block and a half north of the duplex in the opposite direction, was searched by officers who found no broken ice, as Howard also confirmed, “But I tell you one thing, I did go to Martha Lake that night and look for her, and it was frozen over, and I was very happy to see that.”37

			If Marcia was somewhere in the woods as Howard suggested, time was running thin. Though a strict vegetarian who detested smoking and routinely practiced yoga, the ketamine use had also subdued her appetite, causing Marcia to dwindle to about ninety pounds. The cold wave suppressed the temperatures into the twenties that Sunday, creating a perilous situation for anyone exposed to the elements for any significant length of time. “That is so unusual, because first of all, we don’t have this kind of cold weather in this area, usually in the winter time it is milder, it rains. We don’t have freezing nights. Anda but that particular night, it was just solid glare ice,”38 Howard stressed to detectives.

			Before going to Marwayne’s, Howard sought the advice of another friend named Dr. Ed Severinghaus, a local psychiatrist from Edmonds, although he wasn’t treating Marcia or Howard for counseling. Their peculiar friendship largely revolved around their mutual admiration for the Indian guru Sathya Sai Baba. Although some considered him a charlatan, Sai Baba successfully gained a small following in the United States in the 1970s, riding the coattails of popular Indian gurus like Paramahansa Yogananda. Beyond interest in Sai Baba, Dr. Ed had also tried ketamine after Marcia and Howard suggested the idea of using it to aid psychotherapy.

			Marwayne was also acquainted with Severinghaus but considered it quite a strange friendship with Howard and Marcia because of the Sai Baba devotion. She encountered Dr. Ed in what turned out to be the last time she’d ever see Marcia. In her journal, she flashbacked to the Thursday before the disappearance, when Marcia and Howard had held their first Sai Baba meeting at their new “Sai Center,” a tiny cottage next to their apartment that they’d recently rented from the same landlord that owned the duplex.

			Marcia once mentioned to Marwayne how nice it would be to have a place where guests from out of town could stay. She even inquired about renting a spare bedroom from Marwayne, but nothing became of it. Eventually, the little place next door was vacated by a young lady and Marcia rented it.

			Howard labored through November 1978 cleaning the unit. Scraping and painting the inside entirely white, he hung louvered doors and put down an orange shag rug in tribute to Sai Baba’s signature color. There was no furniture except a freestanding fireplace. Mats upholstered in cheery material lay about the floor amongst large, plush cushions. Guests were never to sleep in that room. Apparently, one of the ceremonial rules of establishing a Sai center was that it must not be used for more than that one purpose. A mantel held a pot of dried flowers, candles, and a picture of Sai Baba in a kind of semi-altar arrangement, with a hanging fern overhead. An orange-tinted lightbulb illuminated the main room. An office was outfitted for Howard’s use, and there was another room relegated to a storage area, which he later intended to fix up for guests.

			As Marwayne’s departure for Hawaii neared on Saturday the 13th, she had only one day left to pack. Exhausted and still uninterested in Sai Baba, she only attended the Thursday night meeting out of courtesy to Marcia and Howard, it being their first. “I was early in arriving. I knocked at the front door of the little house, as all the lights were lit. No one was there,” Marwayne recalled. “The door was locked, which I thought a bit strange. So I walked around to the back door, which was open (and is apparently kept open), and walked in, removed my shoes, went on into the Sai center, the ‘living room’ of the little house. The fire was lit. The rug was soft. I found a cushion for back support, and sat near a corner, by the fire, as it was cold and wet outside and I was cold, and quite tired.”39

			As Marwayne sat alone in the peculiar little prayer house, Howard walked in. “He was a bit surprised to find I was already there.” About fifteen guests arrived. Men sat on one side, women the other, though in such small quarters they couldn’t be too far apart. “Finally we began the singing or chants,” Marwayne described. “In a little while Marcia came in, looking very lovely, and very fragile, I thought, pale and pretty.” Marcia found a seat on a yellow cushion next to Marwayne and softly said hello. “She was barefooted, and as I attempted to follow the chants, I kept thinking about what pretty feet she had.”40

			Following the chants, Dr. Ed lifted his voice in a prayer-like address, “Oh, Sai Baba, who knows everything, and is always with us, we honor you, and we thank you for all your blessings. We lay at your feet all of our troubles,”41 Marwayne journaled. Surveying all of the strange Sai Baba admiration, she felt a bit out of place.

			Dr. Ed then spoke of his recent trip to India, reporting that he had been more or less snubbed by Sai Baba. Although trying repeatedly for private interviews, none of his attempts were successful. Nevertheless, the trip had been beneficial, he maintained, hedging that “one does not ask God for such a thing.”42

			Although a practicing astrologer, Marwayne was also Christian. Incredulous, she reflected, “I was rather shocked, and the 1st commandment came to my mind.” As the meeting continued, Marwayne asked, “Do you believe that Sai Baba is God?”43

			Dr. Ed thought a minute before answering. It was a puzzle he had been mulling over for a long time, he said. He could not say Sai Baba was God but believed he was a holy man, and yes, divine.

			That left Marwayne disconcerted by the whole experience. Another guest was irked at her question and pointedly asked Marwayne why she had asked it, as if she had defied a cult-like devoutness to the guru.

			Perhaps to break the tension, Marcia spoke up and suggested they talk about holding regular bhajans44 at their new Sai center of the north Seattle area.

			A curt interjection followed. “Dr. Ed cut her off a little short, I thought, and said, ‘that can be discussed later,’” Marwayne remembered. “I mention this, because Marcia was perfectly lucid, and seemed to me to be referring specifically to future affairs in hers and Howard’s lives, when she asked that question.”45

			But as it turned out, that Thursday meeting would be Marcia’s first and last in the new Sai Baba house. Marwayne’s conversation with Marcia was minimal that Thursday. “That was the last time I ever saw her, sitting there on the floor of the Sai house, barefoot, looking very beautiful and sweet.”46

			Looking back, Marwayne wondered if she had missed any signs. “She seemed rather ‘spacey’ I thought, and I wondered if she was on ketamine.” She knew Marcia had taken it in researching her book, but that had finished in October. “I was pretty sure she was not taking ketamine after that. However, she seemed so ethereal looking, and such a faraway look in her eyes, and I could not help but wonder.” On the other hand, Marwayne also observed that evening, “she seemed perfectly lucid in all her remarks to me, as she prepared cups, poured tea, gave me instructions about honey, and passing of the tea etc.”47

			Four days later, Marcia was gone. Three thousand miles away on a Hawaiian vacation when she vanished, Marwayne had no idea what time Howard showed up at her house on Sunday night looking for Marcia, but learned that Dr. Ed was with him when he called police to report her as a missing person.

			The account matched what Howard told detectives. “I called him up and he came over immediately. And I said, Ed, what should I do? I said, do you think I should call the police? And he said, yeah, I think we should call the police, he says, and then we’ll go look for her. I called, you know, the police. They came over and got the report, and we went out and looked for her all night with flashlights. Not a trace.”48

			Howard eventually called police at 4:38 a.m. on Monday, January 15. In describing Marcia’s state of mind, he revealed a surprising litany of troubling afflictions. “Distraught,” “suffering from amnesia,” “manic depressante,” “mental disorder from use of ketamine,” “threatened suicide this date…”49 and in the past, were all part of the ominous details he told police, which were then noted on the missing person report.

			Outside their home sat her car. Inside, her jewelry and purse containing keys, reading glasses, license, passport, checkbook, and plenty of spending money for the California trip were left untouched.

			Howard also alerted the police that Marcia likely had no shoes or coat on, in spite of the subfreezing weather, and was possibly missing in the woods southeast of the duplex. To those who knew her, it presented a puzzling picture, as she wasn’t known to stray from established footpaths and wander about in the woods.

			Although it was not uncommon for Howard to do his own thing, like fishing or going into town, it was also perhaps an odd time to set out for a late movie or for Marcia to take a walk in the woods, since at dawn they were to embark on a twenty-hour drive to California.

			Now, rather than the pair setting out for the trip, a police search was about to begin for Marcia Moore, just two weeks into the New Year, 1979.

			





“Missing Lynnwood Woman”

			By day break Monday, January 15, an official pursuit was underway for Marcia Moore, including an aerial search by helicopter over nearby Martha Lake, and the wooded areas surrounding her residence. A base camp was set up at a church on Larch Way just down the road from the duplex. As different units of the Snohomish County Sheriff’s Office arrived, personnel were dispersed and began systematically combing the woods.

			Steve and Howard’s son Kevin, who wouldn’t budge when Howard tried to wake them, had now joined the search, along with Marwayne’s daughter Cris and son Peter. Cris immediately sensed something was off. How had Marcia managed a walk of any significance under such icy conditions with her ailing hip? She had been limping with such difficulty that she sometimes resorted to using two walking sticks. In fact, last summer Marcia would occasionally stroll over to the Leipzigs’ to swim in their full-size pool to soothe her hip. Usually, by the time she made the one-block walk, she’d already be in pain.
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			Aiding in the Search—Horse Lover—Marwayne’s daughter Cris.

			Echoing similar observations about her hip, Marwayne had pressed Marcia to get it x-rayed, inferring that it may be severe arthritis. The advice fell on deaf ears, however. Marcia preferred to restore her hip through yoga, meditation, and healing waters, opting not to focus energy on what she didn’t want to manifest. “But it appeared to me that it was getting worse and worse, and the last time I saw her walk away from my home, about 10 days before her disappearance, she seemed almost crippled with it, and could not put full weight of her body on that hip socket,”50 discerned Marwayne.

			Marcia once suspected that it may have even been a psychic attack by some malevolent witches she’d encountered in Vancouver. In Journeys into the Bright World, she described:

			At this point the ketamine was exerting its truth serum effect. I hadn’t wanted to think about or admit that my mind was not strong enough to repel what appeared to be a psychic attack. What had actually happened was that I had just arrived at Kareen Zebroff’s house in British Columbia and was staying in the guesthouse. One night while in a state between sleeping and waking I had a dreamlike vision of two repulsive gray sluglike creatures coming at me, one from either side. It was impressed upon me that this was an emanation deliberately sent forth by the same satanists who had been so viciously harassing my friends over the telephone, and that probably they were using an effigy of my body in their rites. At that point my fatigue was so great I thought, “Oh I just don’t care. I’m not going to fight it.” Thereupon one of the protoplasmic masses seemed to penetrate my right side at the level of the hip joint. At that very instant the telephone rang once. This was not a hallucination; it actually did ring and wake me up. However, when I arose to answer it no one was on the line. But the spell was broken and I determined never to give in this way again. Looking at my watch I saw that it was three forty-five in the morning. Pondering this phenomenon I felt convinced that the ring of the phone had been an act of intervention designed to arouse me from my trancelike state.51

			Marcia wouldn’t give any further details, beyond that one woman was jealous and felt spurned at not being regressed by her.

			Supernatural or not, determining the true cause of her debilitating hip pain was complicated by the ketamine use. In September 1978, Marcia’s daughter, Louisa, visited with her briefly in Manchester-by-the-Sea, Massachusetts. “She was gray, haggard, skittish. Really seemed to want to avoid me/us. I was very disappointed because I’d hoped for a visit of at least a few days,”52 Louisa remembered. “We expected her to stay a few days but after about one night she decided to take off for nearby Gloucester or Rockport…. We had 23 steps from the parking area to the main level of the house, and another 10 or so inside and she obviously was finding that difficult. She wouldn’t talk about it much, but it was obvious. I thought she might have had arthritis or pulled a ligament from too much yoga.”53 Louisa noticed a wet area on her clothing and thought she might be injecting just below the hip, although hip problems also ran in the Moore family. There also appeared to be some bruising on her arms.

			Now that Marcia was missing, investigators were forced to consider the poor condition of her hip and how far she could’ve walked. In case she was out in the woods, Howard Alltounian did all he could to help the bloodhound arranged through the State Department of Emergency Services locate his wife’s scent. “Brought it right in the house,” Howard told police. “Got ’em right in her bed, on her pillow, on her sheets. I took the dog in her closet. You know, he said, okay if I bring the dog in? And I says, certainly…. I brought that dog right in that bed, I brought her right in that closet with all her clothes.”54

			A capable bloodhound could pick up a person’s trail up to forty-eight hours afterwards, though the severe cold could be a mitigating factor. The hound scampered off ahead of his twenty-foot leash, accompanied by Howard and officers. After searching behind the residence for a period, then in the front, the canine left the property heading south toward a new residential area, ultimately covering the woods for a few hours. “And that damn dog never picked up anything. I took him right to the trail where she starts,”55 Howard would complain to a lieutenant. “And around noon, I really started to get worried. It just wasn’t turning out the way I thought it was.”56

			Whatever way Howard expected it to turn out, as mid-day approached with no trace of his wife, he tried a more unconventional strategy, telephoning bookstore owner Dorothy B. Hughes. “Dorothy is a personal friend of both Marcia and myself. Not only is she a fine and competent astrologer but her sub-specialty is horary astrology, which is the art of answering questions by analyzing a chart drawn for the moment the question is asked,”57 the husband explained.

			Could the heavens yield any insight into Marcia’s whereabouts? Alltounian hoped so, posing one question, “Where is Marcia?”58 The astrologer got to work and called him back in twenty minutes. “And Dorothy drew up the chart and told me that Howard, she’s confined and restrained. Check the hospital. So I checked the hospital. I called all the hospitals. Harborview and Stevens. There was nothing,” he told detectives. “I called back, and I says, Dorothy, she is not in the hospitals. I think she is somewhere, you say she is confined and restrained, I think she is in the cemetery under a tree somewhere. Now does that fit in? And she says, yeah, that that fits. And I says, Dorothy, where in that cemetery is she located? She said southwest.”59

			Armed with this astrological affirmation of his hunch, Howard sought out Sergeant John Taylor, heading the search that Monday, and said, “I know this may sound hoaky, but you know my wife is a metaphysical author, has written several books on Astrology and consequently I have called an astrologer friend who says to look in the Southwest portion, which is the most heavily wooded.60 …. We got to concentrate our efforts there.”61

			Sergeant Taylor indulged the unusual cosmic tip, dispatching additional people to the area. “He took me up in the helicopter and flew over that whole area. I couldn’t see and I saw very quickly that you really can’t see, at least I can’t see too much from the helicopter. You can see the open areas in the woods, but you can’t see the brush piles and the logs where I knew she would be,”62 Howard said.

			Back on land, one of the search teams discovered some articles of women’s clothing approximately fifteen feet from the edge of a roadway, about two hundred feet from the grounds of nearby Floral Hills Cemetery. Despite concluding that the clothing had clearly been there for some time before Marcia disappeared, officers erred on the side of caution, marking off the area with a police perimeter, then contacted Howard to ascertain if the clothes could have belonged to her. “I asked Mr. Alltounian at this time if there was any chance that any of these items could have been part of his wife’s clothing, and he said, negative, that there was not,”63 Sergeant Taylor noted.

			The only other potential lead came from a window washer who worked at the courthouse, who noticed a female fitting Marcia’s description standing at a telephone booth at a Chevron station on Highway 2 in Snohomish, ten miles up the road. The woman, observed the witness, wore a blue ski jacket, not a bulky type for warmth but a dressy, sport type. Sergeant Taylor again consulted Howard. “He indicated his wife did have a blue ski jacket. We went to the closet and found that the blue ski jacket which she owned which was light blue in color, was in the closet.”64

			After that dead end, Howard drew attention to the hiking boots he had on, tan in color, with approximately a six-inch top and Vibram-type sole, indicating that Marcia also had a pair of that style boot. The sergeant set about the residence with Howard looking for like boots. Unable to locate any such footwear, Taylor provided updated information to advise searchers that Marcia could possibly be wearing this type of shoe.

			The subject of the shoes would forever remain a mystery. “I don’t remember her ever wearing boots,”65 Marcia’s friend Lani would later say. Lani would routinely take the ferry over from neighboring Vashon Island to visit, accompanying Marcia on walks and sleeping over at the duplex. They’d stargaze, do yoga under Marcia’s apple tree, or go on pleasant walks. Whenever they ventured outdoors, Lani only knew Marcia to wear sturdy low-cut shoes, dark in color. Incidentally, that description sounded similar to the one Howard gave Sergeant Taylor on the first search day. “He indicated that she was possibly wearing a green turtle next sweater, bulky type, green cord pants and some type of low shoes, black in color with a short heel on them.”66 Those shoes, however, would be seen by Marwayne weeks later when searching the duplex with Howard. “Her loafers were still on the bedroom floor where she had kicked them off,”67 she noted. It was uncertain what footwear she had on, if any.

			The next few hours passed that Monday with no discovery of Marcia Moore. Multiple searches around the residence were conducted by air and ground personnel, and door to door contact was made with all available residents. Officers consulted Howard who offered no further locations. Eventually searchers emerged from the woods. “It was dark. The hunting and rescue thing was over. There was nothing we could do,”68 the husband recapped to the lieutenant in an interview later that week.

			Once again, Howard turned to the occult. “So Monday, okay now, Monday after we didn’t find her in the southwest portion of the cemetery, I called up Seattle’s best psychic, by the name of Elizabeth Jenkins.” Liz Jenkins was a longtime friend of Marwayne’s, and Howard grabbed her number from her place during the day. “So I called Elizabeth, you know, and she told me a lot of things today. She’s alive, she’s confined, she’s restrained. Possibly that somebody picked her up in a car, and I says, no, I don’t think so. The reason was, I think she walked in the woods, you know, where can I find her?”69

			[image: ]

			First Search Day—Wood Trails community down the street from the duplex. A housing development Howard pointed to during the search, which gave way to the woods.

			In spite of his inkling, the psychic did not sense a connection to the woods but rather picked up on the number seven, suggesting Marcia would make contact at seven o’clock that very evening. Still, Howard persisted with his woods theory. While the search effort had already wrapped for the night, he phoned Sergeant Taylor pleading for the searchers to return. There was a possibility Marcia could be in the area, he said, specifically citing the intersection of Larch Way and Butternut Road. Ultimately a further search yielded negative results.

			Meanwhile, the hour of 7:00 p.m. came and went. When Marcia failed to appear at that time, Howard called psychic Liz Jenkins again. “And she says, Howard, get a good nights sleep, you will hear from her at 7 in the morning.”70 With some help from a friend, the fatigued husband retired to Marcia’s bedroom downstairs.

			It would be night two for a missing Marcia.
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