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In 1950 L. Ron Hubbard wrote the book Dianetics from his home in Bay Head, New Jersey. He 
then opened the first Dianetics center in the world in Elizabeth, New Jersey that closed in 1952.  
 
I was born in Elizabeth, New Jersey in October 1959. 
 
My father was a car dealership manager. My mother was a housewife with chronic health issues 
making my father's life a struggle. I was the youngest of their 4 children. My oldest sister Helen 
dated drug users and had an illegitimate daughter with one of them. Her younger sister (and my 
older sister) Lorraine was my favorite sister. She was a morally obligated person. Between she 
and I is my older brother Tommy who is a bully since elementary school. My family moved 6 
times. I attended 8 public schools in 2 cities for a high school diploma. It was difficult to make 
lasting friendships with others my age. 
 
 
In 1975, at 16, in 11th grade, I read Dianetics by L. Ron Hubbard. I filled out a card in the back 
of the book to request more information about Dianetics and mailed it in. I got a letter back from 
the Church of Scientology of New York. I responded and someone wrote back. I called there, 
and someone called back and invited me there. One morning, instead of going to school I went to 
the Church of Scientology of New York located at 28-30 West 74th Street. I was not 
accompanied by an adult. 



 
 

                                       
 
 
A girl named Debbie Kagan took me around the church to meet people who gave me tests and 
personal information forms to fill out. Afterward it was explained that I needed about 275 hours 
of auditing for around $30,000.00. I brought the information home to my parents. My mother 
took me back to the church in NY to know where I was at instead of being at school and to meet 
who I was that never told her I was there. 
 
A few days later Debbie Kagan came to our house unannounced offering $10.00 of her own 
money to put in an account under my name at the church in NY for a Communications Course. I 
went back to NY and repaid her the $10.00 and started the course. I got taken off the course by 
ethics officer Sallie Cordes Allerdice and sent home. My parents and I were then, asked to come 
to the church to speak with two Scientologists named Frank Caporale and Carla Bennett who 
were Sea Org members. We had a meeting and I agreed to wait until I was 18 before going back 
on course without an adult to accompany me. I was to see Sallie Cordes Allerdice before re-
starting the course again. I communicated with the church staff by phone and by mail until I was 
18. 
 
I turned 18 after I left high school and in November 1977, I called the church to ask to see Sallie 
Cordes Allerdice who was Day staff and worked weekdays. I arrived on a Thursday morning and 
the receptionist (Carmen Pino Vilinsky) said Sallie was gone for the day. Another staff member 



(registrar Cathy McMurray Ondriecka) was summoned to help me and took me to her office. She 
was there with church treasurer Susan Christie Davis. Cathy and Susan were not Day staff like 
Sallie. They were Foundation (FDN) staff and worked evenings and weekends. 
 
Day and FDN in a Scientology organization are two separate businesses with their own staff, 
payroll, materials, invoices, bills, etc. They are not one in the same entity. They just share the 
church building at different hours. 
 
Susan said I can go back on course without seeing Sallie and took my Day files and switched 
them to the FDN files. She and Cathy then jointly credited themselves in writing for getting me 
in the church, signed up, paid for, and started on a course Day registrar Debbie Kagan had done 
over a year earlier. Cathy walked me to the course room and I was announced to the supervisor 
(Bart Dobin) and other students there and I re-started the Communications Course. I received an 
"Upstat Student of the Week" award after about a month for perfect attendance and course 
results. The course supervisor Bart Dobin, began pressuring me to study faster. He needed new 
course graduates to announce every Friday night at graduation ceremonies. Bart has a brother 
Bruce Dobin (also a Scientologist) that sometimes came by the church to see him. 
 
In January 1978 I joined staff at the FDN Hubbard Communications Office as an expediter (a 
person who runs errands until permanently placed). My supervisor Bob Cucarullo, used a torn, 
soiled, oversized U.S. Confederate flag as curtains for our office window visible to neighbors. 
My auditing and training at the church were free under an agreement I had to sign if I get any. 
The agreement stated that if my staff contract is broken, I will pay the church back the full price 
of all the auditing and/or training I received there for free. 
 
I took 4 trains for each round trip to the church from home (3 hours daily commuting 7 days a 
week). I worked over 40 hours a week and was paid about $4.85 weekly. I went to staff meetings 
and briefings. I got basic staff training, read L. Ron Hubbard books and policies, listened to L. 
Ron Hubbard taped lectures, and was scheduled for auditing. I needed a 2nd job as I could not 
survive on church pay. 
 
FDN Executive Director Raymond Baiardi had a business in NY making pillows in a loft he 
rented on the 2nd floor of 110 W. 17th St. called Livingcraft. I was invited to work there. Other 
church staff worked there earning income they didn't report or pay taxes on. Raymond's wife 
Maureen (a Scientologist) had more than enough money to legally finance any of her husband's 
business ventures. So, I decided to look for something better. 
 
The FDN Personnel Procurement Officer Peter Vilinsky, had a business with a Jewish girl 
named Rivka selling bulk ginseng roots out of a small, rented space on the upper west side. I was 
offered a job there with income I was not required to report or pay taxes on. Peter's wife was 
Carmen Pino Vilinsky (the receptionist who greeted me the day I came back to the church after 
turning 18). She worked for Raymond Baiardi at his company Livingcraft as a seamstress. I 
turned Peter's job offer down. 
 
FDN staff Margaret Issaeff worked at Loftcraft (a furniture manufacturing plant at 120 W. 20th 
St.). She was going to a new job and asked me if I would replace her at Loftcraft. The job was 



part time and required that the staff's income be reported for tax purposes so I accepted. Loftcraft 
was owned by FDN student Randolph Parsons and his wife FDN Class IV auditor Isabelle 
Szuldiner Falcaro Parsons. L. Ron Hubbard written church policy states a terminal illness 
disqualifies a person from auditing, training, and becoming staff at any Scientology organization. 
Randolph Parsons, had active leukemia (blood cancer) his whole life. Two other Scientologists 
(George Goodrich and his wife Dina) helped manage Loftcraft. My supervisor was FDN student 
Marcia Valente Cruz. She said to be careful when talking about Scientology as not all the staff 
are Scientologists and she told me who was not. I worked in the main office of Loftcraft part-
time weekdays and at the church evenings and weekends. 
 
The year before I started working at Loftcraft, the FBI raided Churches of Scientology in the 
U.S. looking for evidence of wrongdoing. After I started working at Loftcraft, NY officials cited 
Loftcraft for 66 building and occupational safety code violations. Isabelle told me to go through 
the entire building (several floors) and remove anything associated with Scientology city 
inspectors might spot. While doing so, a large heavy wall mounted organization board listing all 
the departments of Loftcraft and the names of the staff in those departments, fell from the wall in 
the main office on the 2nd floor while being taken down. It landed on my left arm and a large 
jagged screw protruding from it caused two deep gashes, the scars of which are still visible. Not 
one person at Loftcraft even offered me as much as a Band-Aid. Not one person there suggested 
I even go to a doctor in case I need stitches, or a tetanus shot. Instead, my supervisor Marcia 
Valente Cruz yelled, "Get your fucking TR's in!" With my upper arm bleeding, I patched it with 
toilet paper and scotch tape until I got home. I did not report it to authorities as I should have as a 
job-related injury. Within a few days Isabelle, realizing her unfulfilled legal obligation in the 
matter as an employer, called me to her office and fired me for being a Potential Trouble Source 
(or PTS). This is a Scientology label that means I was connected to people who are antagonistic 
to Scientology and are using me to make trouble for her and the church. 
 
I started looking for a new job and told Bob Cucarullo at the church that being church staff is just 
not for me. I was never placed on a permanent staff contract, so if I left, I had no Freeloader's 
Debt to pay back and would not be in violation of any church policy. He sent me to FDN ethics 
officer Nancy Levin (who works at Loftcraft) to be questioned. She asked me who I know that is 
opposed to Scientology. This is called a Search and Discovery. We discussed my family and 
friends. I did not locate anyone who was or what I was doing wrong. She said because of this, I 
must petition the Guardian Office (GO) in writing for permission to be in Scientology. The GO 
is the public relations branch of the church that keeps the church's public image free from media 
scandals. I was not sure what being PTS really meant, nor was it ever really explained to me, so I 
just came up with a long letter of apology for myself to the GO for trying to get involved in 
Scientology the way I am that Nancy approved. I sent it to the Assistant Guardian in NY whose 
name was Antros Savas and waited to hear back. In the meantime, FDN Executive Director 
Raymond Baiardi, sent me to work at a Scientology mission in Greenwich Village owned by Mr. 
and Mrs. Howard and Mary Rower (two wealthy realtors). I distributed literature, typed letters 
and documents, ran errands, and made phone calls. All the mission staff (including the Rower's) 
were either Clear or OT. Howard Rower was having an affair with an auditor who came by the 
mission from time to time named Cathy Boyle. His wife Mary and other mission staff knew, but 
made no report to the church. Howard was also paying the staff's salaries out of his own money 
from his real estate business, not with money the mission earned from people buying services 



there. I only saw one person come in and do a $10.00 course during the time I worked there. 
 
Day registrar Debbie Kagan married Pat Ward of the GO and was now Debbie Kagan Ward. She 
asked me to work part-time for the GO. I signed a $10,000.00 non-disclosure bond. It stated if I 
reveal my activities in the GO to anyone, I will pay the GO $10,000.00. I now worked part-time 
at the mission, the GO, and the church. 
 
I did GO fund raising and ran errands. I was a good typist so I was asked to type up transcripts of 
the phone conversations GO staff secretly recorded between themselves and people they believed 
were standing in the way of Scientology expansion. I listened to the conversations with a pair of 
headphones attached to a tape recorder. I typed up verbatim who said what to who when and 
gave the transcripts to Debbie Kagan Ward (or Susan Becher who was also supervising me). The 
transcripts are used to scare people into co-operating with Scientology by the unspoken threat of 
the conversations being shown to others. I delivered a package of documents like this to a guest 
at the Waldorf-Astoria one night for Susan Becher, who said for me to go straight home after. 
 
In spring 1978, the Rower's had a GO fund raiser at their Hudson St. loft as a show of solidarity 
against the FBI raids on Scientology the year before. Scientologist Arte Maren, who was released 
from jail after refusing to cooperate with a grand jury inquiry into Scientology, was the guest 
speaker. 
 
The Rower's and the GO organized a protest of the FBI. The Rower's arranged for two busloads 
of Scientologists to go with them to Washington DC, and picket on the sidewalks outside of the 
FBI headquarters. The protest was televised on the 6:00 p.m. news. I participated in the picket. 
 
The GO was on the 4th floor of the church and if I was not busy there, Debbie Kagan Ward sent 
me downstairs to help at the church. I was assigned to word clear students in the academy. Neil 
Levin and Mike Spallino were the academy supervisors. It was my task to locate words students 
had no definitions for and bring them to an understanding of what the word meant so they can 
apply the information they are studying. I was never trained as a word clearer or auditor and one 
woman I helped was in training as a Dianetics auditor. Public paid full price for services (that 
included unprofessional unsupervised word clearing like this). They in turn delivered services to 
others (either public who paid full price for service or staff who worked there), neither of whom 
perhaps had any idea they might be serviced by people either mis-trained or not trained at all. So, 
people came back and asked for refunds more than once and staff also left. A person seeking a 
refund from Scientology is never treated well. A Refund Routing Form anyone has that needs to 
be signed by someone, means it was issued by a church authority, to someone to have signed by 
certain staff before a refund is issued. This is L. Ron Hubbard written church policy and he was 
wealthy enough to authorize the church to refund $100.00 to an unhappy customer if need be. 
 
I was seated at a table in the Qualifications Office on the 2nd floor one day and an intelligent 
looking well-dressed young woman came in with a Refund Routing Form. She stood for 20 
minutes waiting to be helped. Instead of signing her form the staff ignored her, stood around 
talking about her, or just stared at her. The FDN Qualifications Secretary (a 40+ year old man 
named Ron Pratt), made faces at her while looking at me for reassurance that he was doing the 
right thing which unfortunately I could not give him. 



 
One man was physically backed into a wall by the 1st floor elevator and berated by Bart Dobin 
(course supervisor) and GO staff. Bart said he did not like the man's attitude about what qualified 
the church staff to do their jobs. 
 
A man named Raul Batista bought thousands of dollars in auditing from the church one week. 
His purchase raised my pay to over $12.00 for the week when it was usually about $4.85. Raul's 
auditor was Isabelle Szuldiner Falcaro Parsons of Loftcraft. In the middle of an auditing session, 
she stopped auditing him and sent a panicky dispatch to her senior that Raul has no right to get 
auditing. His auditing was abruptly ended and he was not refunded any of his money. Isabelle's 
company Loftcraft went bankrupt and she, her husband Randolph, and Scientologist George 
Goodrich and his wife Dina, moved to LA and opened a diner near the church there called New 
York George's. Randolph eventually died from Leukemia while still an active Scientologist. 
 
One afternoon on my way up the stairs to the GO, Raymond Baiardi was standing on the stairs 
holding the railing. As I went past, he took his right leg and swung it at me as if to kick me 
somewhere. My first ethics officer Sallie Cordes Allerdice said I must see her before I go back 
on course after I turn 18. She was always walking around the church, and spotted me, because 
she said hi to me once, but she never asked what I was doing there without having seen her first. 
 
I was in the church's Central Files room and I found a folder with my sister Lorraine's name on it 
in a filing cabinet. It had copies of the letters she exchanged with the staff before I got into 
Scientology. One letter was from Susan Christie Davis, the FDN treasurer who stole my Day 
files for her and FDN registrar Cathy McMurray Ondriecka to get false credit for. Lorraine 
bought a Dianetics book in NY when she was there with friends. I later found it at home and read 
in 11th grade. Staff wrote to her about if she had read the book. Lorraine wrote back, she was not 
interested. 
 
I never heard back from the GO on my petition. Bob Cucarullo and Nancy Levin said to re-
submit it. I re-submitted it to L. Ron Hubbard instead as his word is final. A few weeks later I 
did not hear back from him on the matter either. I wrote him again, asking why I got no response 
from him and said to send his answer to my home address instead of to me care of the church. I 
got a letter back from him within 10 days. He said he approved my petition and sent it back to 
me weeks ago and was concerned I did not get it. He sent me a copy of it and wished me luck. 
 
I never signed a permanent employment contract with Scientology so when I eventually found a 
new job in the Empire State Building with a luggage designer, I stopped working for the GO, the 
church, and the mission. I just explained I had a new job. One of the staff at the mission (George 
Chelekis) had an assistant named David Simon, who was not mission staff but did other work 
there and I did not know him that well. David acted like a wild pit bull upon learning I was 
leaving. He shouted obscenities at me in front of the mission staff and said he wanted to write me 
up and say the things he just did to me a long time ago and did not know why he waited so long 
for. He was in the middle of a Chaplain's court at the church with Sallie Cordes Allerdice who 
threw away all his clothes he left in her office for safekeeping when she was ethics officer. 
 
I bought a Hubbard Personal Ethics and Integrity Course from a Sea Org church in Los Angeles 



(the American Saint Hill Organization FDN). It was one of the only two churches in the U.S. that 
delivered this course at the time created to train a person to be more ethical in life. I made plans 
with the ASHO FDN registrar Karen Jensen, to live and work in LA to do the course. 
 
 

               
 
 
While I was in the process of doing this a SO member named Amada Wolfenson from Flag in 
Clearwater, Florida (the other church that offered this course) wrote and called me with what 
seemed like a good offer. She said I qualify to train to Class XII auditor at Flag in the Technical 
Training Corp. But I first had to go to LA to complete basic training all SO members must do. I 
went to LA and joined the Sea Org instead of doing the course I paid for. I met with Karen 
Jensen when I got to LA and explained the situation to her and left the money I paid for the 
course on my account at ASHO FDN. 
 
I worked at FOLO WEUS (a regional management office). My supervisor's name was Grace 
Brown. She oversaw 8 other recruits. 
 
 



 
 
 
I slept at the Hollywood Inn (a hotel the church owns) on Hollywood Blvd. and shared a room 
with 5 other SO men. We slept in bunk beds. The hotel was about 1 mile from FOLO WEUS. 
 

                                      

 

The whole time I was there (less than a month) I was not paid anything. My senior Grace Brown 
(whose paystub I saw once) was paid $1.50 for about 70 hours of work that week. I was assigned 
manual labor almost every day with 1 day off every 13 days if my senior approved. Sea Org 
members must wear uniforms and the church does not provide them. So, I was required to buy 
my own uniforms at a small store up the street that sold them if I wanted to work there. Sea Org 



ate in a communal cafeteria called "The Galley". The food there was rationed and unhealthy so, 
most of my food was bought outside the church which can be expensive 3 times a day. Once or 
twice, I was posted as receptionist in the Flag Service Consultant office at AOLA across the 
street, a job which did not involve manual labor. 
 
One assignment I had was to mop the FOLO WEUS floor with the staff walking around on it at 
the same time. There was no bleach, no detergent, and no gloves to do this with. I used tap water, 
and a filthy mop they had with my bare hands to clean the floor. I asked Grace Brown for a 
solution to which she said, "Try using warmer water". The Commanding Officer complained to 
her he wants the floor cleaned. She looked to me like I had better think of a way to clean it. I just 
abandoned the project and she assigned it to someone else. 
 
I cleaned "Dishland" or "The Galley" as it was formally called that had 2-inch-long roaches 
crawling around and mouse droppings everywhere. This is where Sea Org members enjoyed 
their meals that were stored and prepared there before being served. 
 
I went to Celebrity Center in Hollywood, to tear up rugs with long metal tacks sticking out of 
them that kept the rugs secured to the floor with no gloves on. 
 
I wanted to do the course I paid for at ASHO FDN. All the Sea Org members in my unit were on 
course except me. Grace Brown said, go next door to use the money in my ASHO FDN account 
to buy an E-Meter and 10-volume set of books needed to do auditor training with at Flag. L. Ron 
Hubbard written church policy states only Scientologists with specific training are to buy or use 
E-Meters. I had no such training. It was not my choice to buy an E-Meter this way. I was just 
complying with an order I received to do this, so I could continue to my auditor training at Flag. 
Well, besides having an account there with evidence of money in it, ASHO FDN sold me an E-
Meter without any proof that I was the account holder or even a Scientologist. 
 
This being in the Sea Org thing troubled me. So, I requested an ethics interview. The interviewer 
did not care about anything I believed I was experiencing. He asked me intimate questions about 
my sex life that made no sense and had nothing to do with my current situation. I absolutely felt I 
did not accomplish anything I went to LA to accomplish. 
 
Thinking I could be on my way to Flag for training after weeks of no pay and waiting, I went 
roller skating in Hollywood one time instead of going to a staff meeting. I returned to the FOLO 
WEUS, and I was not asked where I was, or what happened, or was I sick. Instead, I was told I 
am no longer in the Sea Org (off-loaded) and was given a program of auditing and training to 
complete that cost $100,000.00 before re-applying to the Sea Org. I was not allowed back in the 
Sea Org unless I was OT III and a Class VIII auditor. I donated the books I bought to Grace 
Brown that were too heavy to bring home in my luggage and brought just the E-Meter home. 
 
I went back to New Jersey and the first chance I got I went to the Flag Service Consultant office 
in New York to discuss the special program I needed to complete to get back in the Sea Org. I 
wanted to do it at Flag along with the Hubbard Personal Ethics and Integrity Course I paid for in 
LA but never got to do because of the Sea Org. 
 



The consultant's name was Kitti Georgius Kahn. I found out her name later because she refused 
to give me her name, or accept money from me to open and put in an account under my name at 
Flag, or give me written information about Flag I might need or want to know. Instead, she 
mentioned the weather at Flag was still warm this time of the year. We talked a bit and she 
suddenly reacted and said, "Look! You've got a problem! I'm really busy and I don't have time 
for this, OK?" We were alone in her office that night as no one else came to see her but me. I 
said I wanted to come back, and she waved her hand and said, "Why don't you!" She never gave 
me a date to come back to see her. The church was closing for the night, so I had to leave. 
 
Months later, there was a Scientology event in NY I attended about New Era Dianetics for OT's 
auditing. The first people from NY to receive it at Flag returned to share their wins. They were 
Howard Rower (at whose mission I worked), Helen Geltman (another mission holder), and 
Amanda Ambrose (an entertainer). They spoke and Amanda also played piano and sang. Before 
the event began, I volunteered to help Amanda set up the stage for her performance. After her 
performance, I went backstage to talk to her and Helen Geltman. Kitti Georgius Kahn was the 
hostess of this event and was asked for her name and level of auditing by a man in the audience. 
She gave him her name and said she was full OT VII. When she told him her name this is when 
and how I learned her name otherwise I might never have found it out. As I was backstage 
talking with Amanda, Kitti came backstage and interrupted us to laugh at me and indicate to 
Amanda that I was a joke. Amanda and I finished talking and I went home shortly after. I later 
wrote and called Flag on my own and successfully opened an account there for myself. 
 
In spring 1979, NY FDN ethics officer Alma Jamieson wrote asking why I am not in Scientology 
anymore and told me to come see her. I went and she had me read some policies by L. Ron 
Hubbard and asked me for an Overt and Withhold write-up (put in writing for her anything I 
have done wrong in life I have not told anyone about yet). I could only come in on weekends, as 
I worked weekdays. This was my first-time doing O/W write-ups and it took me a few months to 
finish. In the middle of it Alma went to Flag for training and my ethics officer changed several 
times before I finished. I am not 100% sure if all of them were real ethics officers or just church 
spectators there to read sensitive facts about me. 
 
In June 1979, L. Ron Hubbard issued a new policy. It was sent to me in the mail by a Sea Org 
recruiter at Flag, but not shown to me by anyone at the church in NY. It states anyone who ever 
used LSD or Angel Dust may no longer join the Sea Org. If they have no other disqualifications, 
such people can be staff or public at a mission or church and get training or auditing but they are 
no longer allowed to join the Sea Org. When I was in junior high, I used LSD about 5 times. For 
me it meant, I no longer have a $100,000.00 Sea Org program to pay for to get back in the Sea 
Org so this policy freed me up considerably in life to do other things. 
 
I finished my O/W write-ups and I was a more personable individual afterward. I attested on an 
E-Meter at an examiner my write-ups are complete. My final ethics officer was Anna T. Balash 
who I never saw or heard of before until the time she introduced herself to me out of the blue. 
She said I had to do a "special cycle" with her and that I "still need Guardian Office permission 
to be in Scientology". She then explained the reasons for this. 
 
1. Leaving Scientology 



NOTE: I was not a permanently contracted staff or official public person yet anywhere. 
 
2. Suppressive Group Membership 
NOTE: I wrote a letter to the Church of Satan when I was 15 and was on their mailing list for 1 
year. 
 
3. Attempted Suicide 
NOTE: I was playing with my father's gun at 16 with no experience with guns and fired it into 
the air. I told her jokingly "I'm lucky I didn't kill myself". In addition, it is in violation of L. Ron 
Hubbard written church policy for anyone who has in fact has attempted suicide, to be approved 
as public, staff, or for auditing and training at any Scientology organization. There is no option to 
petition anyone in Scientology to change this rule. 
 
4. Excessive Promiscuity 
NOTE: I had sex with dozens of partners when I was young in all kinds of ways. This can help 
spread STD's but it does not necessarily warrant a person's arrest. 
 
5. Disapproved Petition from L. Ron Hubbard 

NOTE: L. Ron Hubbard sent a copy of my approved petition directly to my home. Once I got his 
letter, I never showed it to anyone. The only way Anna could know I had an approved petition, is 
if she saw the one L. Ron Hubbard said he sent to me care of the church that I never received. 
 
FDN Church staff member Raymond Baiardi stole the petition I never heard back on from the 
GO, and the letter L. Ron Hubbard sent me "care of the church" I never received that contained 
my approved petition. Raymond was now a FDN registrar working closely with Anna on getting 
me "approved to be back in Scientology". 
 
Stealing from L. Ron Hubbard is a Suppressive Act in Scientology. Any Scientologist found 
guilty of it is expelled from the church. A lengthy expensive program called "Steps A to E" must 
be done to get back in Scientology. After "Steps A to E" are done, that person is no longer 
allowed to hold positions of trust in the church. 
 
L. Ron Hubbard written church policy states a Scientologist found failing to report a crime of a 
fellow Scientologist will receive the same penalty as them when discovered. Raymond and Anna 
were never accused of anything. Anna outlined the program I had to do with her. 
 
1.  A Life History Write-Up 

All persons, groups, organizations, and schools I ever associated with in any way in my life, 
living or dead regardless of affiliation. 
 
2. Notarized Affidavits 

An affidavit stating the disqualifications I allegedly had are true, and an affidavit stating my 
participation in this program is my choice and does not make Scientology liable for any 
consequences associated with my doing it. 
 
3. Security Check 



The Guardian Office's Worldwide Form 5 Green Form Security Check in minimum blocks of 
12½ hours 
 
4. Petition 
A new petition to the NY GO only. 
 
Everything when done would be sent to the GO as a package for approval. If disapproved it 
would have to be re-done and re-submitted based on my contributions to Scientology. I don't 
think she ever expected to get caught. 
 
Anna took me to see Raymond Baiardi and gave him my ethics folder which he hung on to for 
safekeeping. He wanted $2,400.00 for the security check to start. I gave him two payments, one 
for $10.00, and one for $12.00 the next weekend. I got receipts for both payments. After my 2nd 
payment, I never made another one for this "ethics program". Church services in NY began to 
increase by 10% each month. Outside the church the day I made my last payment, New Jersey 
Scientologist Susan Cox Mongiove and her boyfriend gave me a ride home in their car and 
dropped me off not far from where they lived rather than at my house. I walked the rest of the 
way home. In 1980 the New York church moved to 227 W. 46th Street. 
 
 

       
 
For years after I stopped going to the church in New York, I received at least 15 mailings a week 
from Scientologists all over the country asking me to buy something from them or go there. 
Some I responded to, others I did not. 
 
In 1982 the Rower Mission I once worked at was closed. Howard Rower was expelled from the 



church and declared a Suppressive Person losing all rights as a Scientologist. 
 
In 1985 I moved to an apartment in Greenwich Village. For a short time, I re-associated with the 
church and did a small course there and some volunteer work. Afterward, NY Day treasurer Joan 
Woods called me to collect an $1,100.00 Freeloader's Debt she said I owe for the training I did. I 
was never on an employment contract in Scientology. My friend Gordon was with me and got on 
the phone and told her that if she calls back the police will be called. I did not ask him to say 
that, but he did and in any event she never called back. 
 
I spent 10 years trying to understand how to pay for Scientology services that did not apply to me 
or anyone else, frantic with fear and worry I could miss my opportunity to do so. Scientologists 
made jokes about the immoral things I did to get money for them, while I was scared, I might die 
still thinking they were trying to help me. My parents were raising my sister Helen's illegitimate 
daughter and had no time, money, or space at home to help me with my problems. 
 
L. Ron Hubbard died on January 24, 1986. I lived in New York until June 1986 when I packed 
my life in two suitcases. I spent some time in the Midwest with a friend and his mother before 
going to Clearwater, Florida. I found a place to live a few minutes' walk from Flag, got a good 
job, and went to Flag. 
 
 

            
 
 
I got an immediate red flag when I saw Kitti Georgius Kahn. She was a registrar there and was 
only temporarily assigned to the church in NY where I first met her. Sallie Cordes Allerdice and 
Anna Balash (my former NY ethics officers) were at Flag. Sallie joined the Sea Org and worked 
in a treasury office. Anna was doing church services. I saw Scientologist Bruce Dobin (brother 
of the supervisor of the first course I did in NY) I had spotted at the church in NY once or twice. 
 



My registrar was a man named Christian. I bought training courses from him and signed up for 
intern auditing. He sat next to Kitti Georgius Kahn in their office. I was confused that he was 
allowed to accept money from me for services but not Kitti who I met in 8 years earlier in New 
York when she was supposed to do that. 
 
I was at Flag nearly every day for months either on course or donating time and money to Flag. I 
wrote hundreds of letters to parishioners for staff. Flag had a highest ever letters out statistic for 
weeks in a row. I received an L. Ron Hubbard book of Scientology administrative policies in 
exchange for my help. 
 
I was called off course by an ethics officer. She apologized for the type of service she was 
informed I received in Scientology elsewhere earlier. No ethics orders or declares were issued on 
me so she sent me back to course. I went to Flag, expecting to discover something I did wrong in 
life that caused me issues and make up for it, not something Scientologists did wrong and 
allowed me to mistake for genuine Scientology services. 
 
I returned to the registrar's office, and the registrar Sonya Cacavella said, "We won't talk about it 
anymore." Paul Miller said, "That's what happens sometimes." Dick Story said, "It's over." Kitti 
Georgius Kahn said, "You didn't need to do that!" David Light said "I didn't have to go through 
it!" 
 
I was in the Flag snack shop buying something. As I was leaving, I saw Sallie Cordes Allerdice 
standing nearby. In front of her was Class XII auditor Margaret Supak. As I passed Sallie broke 
down and cried. I guess she really did do something she felt guilty about after all. 
 
One afternoon I ran an errand for the receptionist Kate, in the registrar's office. It meant walking 
a few blocks to her apartment and back again to get something for her. I left my notebook next to 
Paul Miller's desk while I was gone. It contained job leads, a pen, information I accumulated on 
how to get around in Clearwater, a letter from my family, other notes, etc. When I came back it 
was gone. I asked if anyone saw it and got no answer. A woman named Carole came in the office 
and told me, "Check the lost and found at the security office in the garage". I did and the security 
guard there said no one turned in a notebook. 
 
I was walking near Flag and Kitti was standing on the sidewalk up ahead of me by herself. As I 
walked past, she burst out laughing at me with her hands over her mouth and marched off in the 
direction of the church's Sandcastle Hotel. 
 
I was in the Registrar's office after, and heard Kitti reciting out loud things I wrote in my missing 
notebook I am now convinced she stole without ever trying to return. 
 
I spotted her around Flag at times pointing me out to people and saying things about me to them 
loud enough for me to hear from across the street: 
 
"That was a nice guy!"; "That guy's a queer!"; "That's the guy, that's him, that one!"; "He's on his 
way to a sec check!"; "I'm afraid of him!"; "The case supervisor is very aware of him!"; "Don't 
expect us to be friends!" or "We do business with customers, give us money!" 



 
Kitti challenged a SO recruiter to find out whether or not he spoke to me about my qualifications 
for the Sea Org. 
 
The case supervisor she mentioned was Class IX C/S Mark Campbell. I saw him around Flag a 
few times. He had a nameplate on his shirt. I never met him personally. I heard him saying about 
me as he pointed me out to people: 
 
"I don't remember us!"; "He's not C/S, I am!"; "He's gay!" (He said this almost on top of his 
lungs on the other side of the street from me.) This was the first time I saw a Case Supervisor 
openly antagonistic to anyone. 
 
A Sea Org member in LA named June Hutchins used to call and write me when I lived in New 
Jersey. I was at Flag one afternoon and she was in front of the building. When she saw me, she 
burst out laughing at me in my face with both her hands over her mouth. 
 
In autumn 1986, I went to the registrar's office and asked for a refund. I was sent to the security 
guard's office to get a Refund Routing Form. The security guard (Bill Bragg) said I was bluffing 
as he gave me the form. The form said I had 30-days after the date of my last service to request a 
refund for it. I was off course for over 30 days, so I let them keep the money and just stopped 
going there. 
 
Around my birthday, my mother said our cat Eddie died. He was my best friend for 14 years. We 
were together every day and still would have been if not for Scientology. He died of loneliness 
and a broken heart. My family left him alone by himself five days a week to raise my sister 
Helen's illegitimate daughter while I was gone as if he was nothing. 
 
I ate in a Scientologist owned diner near Flag called Boston Ronnie's a few times. It was owned 
by Scientologist Ron Savelo. The staff were all Scientologists, except two of my neighbors 
(Christine and Tommy) who worked there. It seemed like a nice place, but customers inside 
talked about me out loud by name or, sat in front of me and stared when I did not know them 
personally. I was in there one morning, and a cook came up to the counter and told Christine in 
the middle of serving me, to stop. He said to me, "We're not waiting on you anymore because we 
don't want you in here!". I paid my bill and left. A while after I had to go past there and the 
owner was standing on the sidewalk in front talking to two people. As I walked, he looked at me. 
As I got closer, he turned left toward me, walked into me, pushed his finger on my chest, shoved 
me back and said, "Hey, you don't like us Scientologists do you punk?" I punched him in the 
mouth and wrestled him to the sidewalk. The people he was talking to scattered. His wife ran out 
of the diner screaming "Call the police!" The cook came out, raced toward me, tripped on his 
apron strings, and fell in the doorway. I resumed walking to where I was headed. A few weeks 
later the cook tried to friend me when I passed him on the sidewalk near Flag. I didn't 
communicate to him and just walked on. I went to the Park Diner near the Clearwater courthouse 
and saw Christine. We sat down for lunch. She moved and I had not seen her in a while. We 
talked about her, me, where she moved to and why. Eventually we got around to the subject of 
Boston Ronnie's. She said the staff wanted her to take vitamins and get into Scientology. She did 
not mind the vitamins, but they were fanatical about Scientology with her. As we were talking a 



guy in a Sea Org uniform came up to our table and asked, "Did one of you just say something 
bad about Scientology?" He said he overheard us talking from where he was seated and pointed 
in that direction. I turned around to look and there was a booth full of Sea Org members in 
uniform staring at us. I told him to leave and so did Christine. We told him again more than once 
before he finally went back to his table. We finished our lunch and said goodbye to each other. I 
really liked Christine. After this rare chance encounter, we never saw each other again. 
 
I was crossing the street in a crosswalk downtown and a man was walking toward me in the 
opposite direction. He was the church's Citizen's Commission on Human Rights spokesperson. 
He looked odd; like his face was contorted. We met in the crosswalk, and he very aggressively 
walked right into me shoving me and elbowing me on my right-side snarling as he did it. I turned 
and went up to him to ask if it was necessary that he did that. He said, "What did you do that 
made me do that to you?". The answer?  I still don't know. 
 
I was across the street from Flag sitting on a bench reading Stephen King's "IT" with a cup of 
coffee. I looked up from my reading and saw a police officer across the street staring at a group 
of Scientologists glaring at me from the security guard booth area in front of Flag. The officer 
glanced at me for a moment then looked back at the Scientologists. After they went back in the 
church the officer left. A few days later a different officer came by my house and said they 
received a report about me harassing and assaulting people near the church. I told him I didn't do 
any such thing and he left. 
 
I was walking home on Drew St. late at night and a car sped past me at 60 or 70 mph. There was 
no curb or shoulder on this part of the street, it was dark, and the driver missed me by less than 
two feet. Moments later I heard a loud crash. The car collided with a car crossing the intersection 
at Garden St. I was standing next to a pay phone and called 911. I walked to the intersection and 
saw two very badly damaged cars, and two men, one of whom was Flag security guard Bill 
Bragg who issued my Refund Routing Form to me. I assume he tried to beat the speeder through 
the intersection and failed. I had to go to court as a witness for the police for being a good 
Samaritan by calling 911. On the day of the hearing Bill Bragg never showed up, only the other 
driver did. The courthouse where the hearing was held is less than one block from Flag. The 
judge excused me as a witness and I don't know the outcome of the case or if Bill Bragg got 
called back to court and if so if he ever showed up. 
 
I was heading home on Drew St. around 11:30 p.m. It was always quiet at this hour except for a 
Scientology bus that shuttled back and forth from Flag to an apartment complex where Sea Org 
members lived up the street called the Hacienda Gardens. As I walked, I thought I heard a car 
engine running next to me for about 1 or 2 blocks. I looked to the right sidelong and saw a small 
car trailing me with two Sea Org members in it, one looking at me. I got home, cut across the 
front lawn, put my key in the back door, went inside and locked it. I was inside just listening. A 
car pulled up in the driveway and its lights went off. Someone came up the back stairs and 
knocked on the door for several minutes. The house was pitch black. I did not answer the door. I 
heard a car door close; a car start, a light shined and a car pulled away. 
 
In 1986, before I moved to Clearwater, I placed employment applications with city, state, county, 
and federal agencies in New Jersey. During my 3 years in Clearwater, my mother said I was 



contacted by the agencies many times about employment. All those career opportunities wasted 
while I was waited for Scientology to "happen". I was at Mr. Submarine and two registrars from 
Flag (David Light and Kitti Georgius Kahn) came in. I was eating and David Light looked at me 
and said, "That was his job!" and laughed. Kitti smirked and ordered a cheese sub before they 
both left in his Cadillac. A while after this David Light had a heart attack and was transferred to 
a Sea Org office at the church in New York. 
 
When I lived in New Jersey, I got at least 15 mailings a week and phone calls from 
Scientologist's hundreds or thousands of miles away including Flag. When I lived 5 blocks from 
Flag for 3 years, I never got one call, or letter, or visit from anyone at Flag. My mother said they 
were sending price lists, magazines, and other mail to me at her house instead of to me at my 
address in Clearwater they had on file. They do not know my address in Clearwater to send mail 
to, but they know where to send police to look for me? 
 
My parents were getting old and wanted me home despite anything. In June 1989 I went home to 
New Jersey. My mother, father, sister Lorraine, and Lorraine's husband Jimmy and I had a 
wonderful warm happy reunion. They helped me get a new job and a place to live while my 
brother Tommy, my sister Helen, and Helen's illegitimate daughter Jolie, complained about me. 
 
I contacted the churches I did business with in the past to use up leftover money in my account's 
and remove myself from their contact lists. I was successful except for a problem I ran into with 
two churches. I called NY FDN and was put through to Raymond Baiardi who said, "Hi crazy!" 
and hung up the phone. I called back and he answered and said, "Look! If this is about your PTS 
Type III declare or something, why don't you just fuck off!" and hung up. I called Flag to inquire 
about my account and Kitti Georgius Kahn responded. She shouted in the phone "Oh, she doesn't 
work here anymore!" and hung up. 
 
In 1993, my mother and I went to a Halloween parade in Linden, NJ near where we lived and 
then ate in a luncheonette. A NY FDN staff member named Jennifer McDonald Cox, came in. In 
1978 she was the Nanny of the church's nursery where children of church staff went while their 
parents worked. I saw her at staff meetings but never got to know her. She stood on the checkout 
line, then came over to our table and talked. She said she had not seen me in a while, and was 
still a Scientologist with her husband and children. She had opened a variety store in town and 
invited us to see it, telling us a little about it before she left. I found her store at 43 East Edgar 
Rd. in Linden on the property of a Linden city councilman. 
 
 



 
 
 
Other Scientologists worked there too. Jennifer's husband Larry Cox; his sister Susan Cox (who 
gave me a ride home from NY with her boyfriend after I paid Raymond Baiardi in 1979 for a 
security check); Larry Brancato (former staff of the Rower mission in NY); and a Scientologist 
named Patsy Bartiromo. There were other people that worked there too. The business was listed 
under many different names concurrently: 
 
"Art and Novelty Inc."; "Art and Picture Warehouse"; "Discount Picture Warehouse"; "The 
Profit Center"; "World and Military Flags" 
 
I bought a picture from Jennifer for $60.00. She gave me a receipt on a sales slip that had the 
name of an auto body on it. I hung the picture on a wall at home, and the mounting clip on the 
back of it gave way and the picture fell off the wall. I went to see Jennifer about getting it fixed. 
While I was there, I asked her why no one at the church will tell me how much money is left in 
my account. She said she did not want to talk about it and that if I did, she was going to ask me 
to leave and not come back. I did not mention it again and I did not ask her to fix my picture and 
just left. I then made a report to Jennifer's landlord in Linden that she and her co-workers 
conspired to steal money from me and were working under the table on his property actively 
spying on me for people at the Church of Scientology. 
 



On March 13, 1994 (L. Ron Hubbard's birthday), someone called me at home at around 11:30 
a.m. saying he was NY FDN Registrar Raymond Baiardi. I made an appointment to meet him 
later that day at his office at the church in NY to discuss my account balance I asked him about 4 
years earlier. I had given up on the idea of ever hearing back on the matter. 
 
I went to the church in New York to see him and signed in at the front desk. The receptionist 
called Raymond on the phone to announce me and then directed me to his office on the 2nd 
floor. I got there, and he was seated at his desk. He stood up and walked over to me. I said hello 
and asked about the money in my account. He said, "My recall's not that good. I don't remember 
this cycle." I wanted to know why he asked me there for then. Just then two men entered the 
room. One of them I recognized. I saw him at the church in NY years ago. He told me to leave. I 
said I will as soon as I finish with Raymond. He yelled, "I want you to leave NOW!" I started 
toward the door but he was blocking it. I excused myself politely to go past him. He mumbled 
something, threw a manila folder he was holding in his hand on the floor, leaped on me with both 
hands, causing me to stumble back. My head made solid contact with the edge of a desk behind 
me before I landed on the floor. He climbed on my chest, put one knee on my throat making my 
breathing difficult. I told him to get off me and he screamed in my face "Shut the fuck up!" "Shut 
your fucking mouth!". The second guy sat on my legs with his arms across his chest, his legs 
extended out fully, and said "Shucks!" as he chuckled. People in the hall outside the office 
looked in at us. Raymond paced back and forth at the window then motioned for them to let me 
up. I got up, walked out of the office, went down the stairs, out the front door, and two police 
officers were standing there. 
 
The officers said they have a report I forced my way in the church and assaulted one of the staff. 
I said I was there regarding money in my account and my signature in the guest book can show I 
signed in and was allowed in. The police then went in the church. I saw in the window in front of 
the building a group of people surround the officers and start talking to them all at once. The 
officers came out and said the Scientologists want me held for psychiatric observation after I am 
arrested. The police sent me to the emergency room a few blocks away to have the bruise on the 
back of my head checked that happened when my head hit the desk behind me. 
 
Before I left for the hospital, a tall well-dressed dark-haired woman came out of the church and 
approached me. She said she did not think the story just told to the police by the people inside 
the church was true and asked me for my name and number, gave me hers and said we should 
talk later. She may have been an undercover cop working at the church, or somebody writing a 
book about Scientology, I don't know for sure. 
 
The back of my head was bruised and bleeding where it hit the desk behind me when I fell 
backward. A woman doctor at the hospital cleaned the wound. It didn't require stitches. She said 
in the future stay away from the Church of Scientology as they have a very bad reputation in the 
community. She gave me some Tylenol, offered me some to take home and sent me on my way. 
My medical coverage paid for the hospital care. 
 
After leaving the emergency room, I went to the Midtown North Precinct on W. 54th St. I told 
detectives there, I was involved in Scientology years ago but left. I was invited there today to 
discuss money left on my account. As I was discussing it with someone, I was jumped by two 



men. One of whom choked me, one of whom sat on my legs as I was choked, and a third person 
watched. The detectives took my report. 
 
 

                            
 
 
A NYPD detective called me a few days later and asked me to meet him and another detective at 
the church. We would all go in together, locate Raymond Baiardi and the other two men and 
make an arrest. The detective said I could go on Sunday if I wanted instead. I said I would like to 
see the Scientologists punished but I won't be meeting them. If I lived in New York, I would be 
more than happy to help them. I had to travel 40 miles a day for as many days as it takes for the 
case to be heard and tried plus hours sitting in a courtroom while other cases are heard. He gave 
me one year to make up my mind. I promised I would let him know if anything changed. The 
church never filed a police report (or any that police ever contacted me about) regarding the 
events they claim took place that day. I never spoke to the lady who came out of the church that 
gave me her name and number. Making a false report to 911 if proved is punishable by jail time, 
a fine and 3 years' probation. 
 
On September 10, 1994, my father Thomas Toomajan died at 66. He left my mother and sister 
Lorraine behind alone (both of whom had lifelong health issues). In April 1995 I became vegan 
to help the environment, my own health, and give my mother and sister someone they can trust 
and depend on in life. I felt like their guardian angel. 
 
A couple of months later I had a chart, I wanted framed. I thought Jennifer might frame it for less 
than anywhere else so, I went to see her, but she was no longer working there. She was working 



at the church in NY. The person there (Larry Brancato) agreed to frame the print if I left him a 
$30.00 deposit, which I did. He also could not give me a receipt for my deposit from the store 
with his businesses' name on it just like Jennifer. He said that for tax reasons a receipt can verify 
a source of income. I then realized if their business's name is on a receipt, any income they are 
not reporting can then be traced back them and the IRS can step in. Before he started framing my 
chart for me, I called him to say I changed my mind about framing the chart and will come by to 
pick it up along with my deposit. He returned my chart but refused to return the deposit. He gave 
me a $2.00 yard sale type used picture in a wood frame instead of the deposit. 
 
In August 2000, I saw a commercial on TV for a Scientology book called "Clear Body Clear 
Mind". It was $17.10 at Barnes & Noble. My sister Lorraine said a Scientology center opened a 
short distance from where she worked. When she went past, people from inside would come out 
to invite her in. I went there to get this book as it was closer than Barnes and Noble. It turned out 
to be a new Scientology mission. The mission holder introduced himself to me as Bruce Dobin 
(Class VI, OT VIII). I saw him at the church in NY in the past and at Flag once. His brother Bart 
Dobin supervised the first course I did in Scientology in NY 1977.

 
 
There was a diner up the street from where the mission was once called "The Camelot Diner", 
where I had lunch one day in 1984, now called "The Tropicana Diner". I was sitting in there only 
a few minutes when a man came in and sat next to me. He nudged me with his arm and asked, 
 
"Hey buddy!" "Ever consider going clear?" "Ever consider joining the Sea Org?" "Ever get a 
letter from the International Ethics and Justice Chief?" "Do you know who L. Ron Hubbard's 
original student was?" 
 
I could not understand how he had all these questions but did not even tell me his name, so I said 
I did not want to talk to him. He got mad, stood up, shook his head, pointed at me, and said, "It'll 



come back to you by itself!" and left. After Bruce Dobin opened the mission not far from the 
diner something in my head "clicked". If he was 20 years younger and weighed 70 lbs. less, he 
would look like the guy in the diner that day. In 1984 at the diner, he knew I would not know I 
had seen him at the church in NY already. He had to have been following me very closely in his 
car that day in the diner or else how would he know exactly when and where to find me the way 
he did out of the blue. In 1987 at Flag, he knew I would not suspect he was the guy from the 
diner in 1984. In 2000 when I finally really met him for the first time at the mission, he knew I 
would think I had just met him for the first time like anybody else. 
 
The mission was open 16 hours a week. I asked to buy a copy of the book and he said he did not 
have one but could order it and ship it to me. He suggested I try Barnes & Noble to save money 
as the mission charged $35.00 for it. I ordered it from him, paid him, gave him my shipping 
information, got a receipt, and left. When I got home, he was on the phone with my mother, who 
he called to say he needed to verify if the shipping information I gave him was correct or not. He 
called a few days later to say my book did not come in yet, and invited me to an "open house" he 
and his wife Sharyn Mason Dobin were having at the mission. I agreed to go. He called again the 
day before the "open house" to make sure I was still coming. I said I was. 
 
I arrived early to the "open house". Bruce was playing a video he wanted me to watch. It was the 
same Scientology promotional video I saw several times at Flag. I listened to the video and 
browsed through literature next to me on a table. Bruce suddenly got loud and irate and said, 
"Look! If you are not going to watch the video, then get out! I don't need you here!" I pretended 
to be enjoying the video rather than listen to him yell. 
 
More guests arrived (about 10 people). One was his wife and at least 6 were Scientologists I 
recognized from having seen them around the church in New York years ago. The guest speaker 
was the guy who drove Susan Cox Mongiove (the girl from the variety store in Linden) and I 
home from NY in 1979 after I gave Raymond Baiardi money for a security check. After he 
spoke, there was a questions and answers session about Scientology, then Bruce Dobin spoke, 
coffee and donuts were served, and Bruce asked everyone to buy something from the mission. 
Bruce pulled me to the side. He said he was going to Flag for 2 weeks the coming Friday and 
will talk to me about my book when he gets back in case, I still did not receive it. Almost 4 
weeks after I first went to the mission, I still had not received the book. I called Bruce Dobin and 
he said the book did not come in yet. 
 
The next week my sister Lorraine and I were sitting on our front porch talking and Bruce called 
at almost 10:30 p.m. The background noise in the call sounded like he was driving. He said my 
book did not come in yet and that there's something else he's been meaning to communicate to 
me. He said I am not welcome at the mission, and I am not to call, show up, or inquire there 
about my book or anything else, because if I do the police will be called. I asked him what this is 
about and he said he got information about me from the church. After Bruce Dobin stole this 
$35.00, I paid him for a book, I called the next week to ask about my book and left a message on 
the mission answering machine. No one ever called back and the police never showed up at my 
door. In order to finally get the book, I ordered from him, I had to contact Bridge Publications in 
LA (Scientology's book publisher) by phone. I told a person there I ordered a copy of a book 
from the Elizabeth, NJ mission 6 weeks ago but the guy at the mission says the book still has not 



come in yet. I offered a copy of my sales invoice for the book from the mission as proof. The girl 
apologized and another person took my information, and sent me a copy of the book that arrived 
3 days later. 
 
The next week I got a package in the mail from Bruce Dobin with a letter taped to it. Inside the 
package was the book I ordered from him 7 weeks earlier. The letter said I was not welcome at 
the mission. The "You are not welcome!" part was written twice. The second time it was in all 
capital letters, underlined, and highlighted in colored marker. He said when my book arrives 
from Bridge Publications, to return it to him at the mission at my expense for the trouble I caused 
him. When I was done reading the book, I donated both copies to a local library. The book is 
about body cleansing using high dosages of nutrients combined with sweating in a sauna and is 
not really designed for a home user but more for a clinic. 
 
I received another piece of mail from my "friendship" with Bruce Dobin. A 4-page booklet made 
of blue construction paper folded in half and stapled at the crease. On the front cover was my 
name and address handwritten. The return address was mechanically stamped "Scientology 
Mission of Teaneck, New Jersey". Up until this time I did not even know there was a mission in 
Teaneck, NJ. Inside the booklet was a black and white image of a guy, riding a bicycle, at night, 
in traffic, on a highway, with car headlights shining all around, and the words "Have a Nice 
Trip". At the time I received this Bruce Dobin owned a bulk mailing business in Edison, NJ 
called Reliable Mail Services, capable of mechanically stamping return addresses on mail. I 
commute to work by bicycle and believe this was a "personalized terrorist threat". I took it to the 
police to make a report with Bruce Dobin as my #1 suspect and then I went to the local Postal 
Inspector in town with it. 
 
In 2002, I began looking online for answers to questions I had about Scientology. I found lots of 
information in a very short period. With that, I was able to answer almost every question I ever 
had about Scientology and answer questions I had not yet thought of asking but found answers to 
anyway. 
 
For example, in summer of 1978, I arrived to work at the GO in NY in the middle of the 
afternoon and the lobby was full of girls seated and standing. A side office door opened; and 
another girl came out, that winded her way toward us. The other girls said, "Hi Paulette!" "Hey, 
Paulette!" "Oh, Paulette!" waving, laughing, and looking at her and each other. The girl lifted her 
dress and leg to show us her shoes and said, "They're in style too!" I just assumed this was girls 
frolicking and went back to my desk to work. 
 
Unknown to me there was a female journalist in NY named Paulette Cooper who wrote articles 
on Scientology for the media. L. Ron Hubbard said her journalism was a threat to Scientology. 
He ordered the GO to take measures to ensure her coverage on Scientology stopped. His wife 
Mary Sue Hubbard supervised the activity. 
 



                          
 
 
The 1977 FBI raid on the Church of Scientology yielded previously unknown information about 
Paulette Cooper and the Church of Scientology. Hidden in church files seized during the raid 
were records of the GO efforts to silence her. One way was hiring a body double that looked and 
sounded like she did at the time to impersonate her in public. The body double was to go around 
NY doing illegal things to confuse people in to thinking they saw the real Paulette Cooper 
engaged in the acts the body double carried out. Her actions could then be reported to authorities 
and bring Paulette one step closer to L. Ron Hubbard's goal of having her commit suicide, or be 
incarcerated or institutionalized. 
 
The girl who came out of the side door in the GO that day was Paulette Cooper's body double. 
With a scarf on her face and her hair fixed right if you knew Paulette and the body double passed 
you on the street, you might mistake her for the real Paulette. Paulette did not know this was 
going on until the FBI brought forth the information. I never heard of Paulette Cooper until 2002. 
She was part of an online discussion group I joined while researching Scientology. Scientology's 
lawyers were trying to have the group removed from the internet. Upon learning about her the 
events of that day in the GO 24 years earlier, fell into place and made sense. A question that had 
nagged me for decades. 
 
Following my online research, I sent a written report of my activities in Scientology to law 
enforcement officials. I heard back from those agencies I sent the report to and was glad to 
finally have this information out in the world after being hidden from me for so long. I sent a 
copy of the same information I sent to them to Scientology. I called the church in NY only once 
to ask if the information I sent was received or not. I was automatically routed by 3-way 
conference call to a woman named Sylvia Stanard at OSA in Washington, D.C. I explained to 
her my reason for calling and she faxed me invoices from the church in NY. She wanted to know 
if these were the records I was looking for. Two invoices were missing of the payments I made 
for a security check that showed my current balance. She said, these were the only ones she had. 
In 1998 I contacted the church in NY about my records there and people in different departments 
made me wait a long time to eventually tell me there is no record of anyone by my name in the 



church's files. One guy in the treasury tried to fight with me over the phone. Sylvia however, had 
all my records right at her fingertips when I called. Meaning, her office collected my files to 
prevent anyone access to them. If I inquire or show up at a Church of Scientology where a file of 
mine should be, there would be no record of me there. The staff can call the police and report "a 
crazy guy who says he used to come here". 
 
Scientologists left it up to me to falsely decipher from the lies they told me what my next step in 
life or Scientology is, rather than be responsible enough themselves to have a next step to offer. 
They needed me confused so Scientologists could see how to enable themselves to come and go 
anywhere seemingly without ever "losing face". They really had me fooled, didn't they? I will 
never forgive them for that outside of anywhere except the criminal justice system. 
 
On Sunday, February 9, 2003 my doorbell rang at 4:12 p.m. This was the church's response to 
the letter I sent them. I looked through the peek-hole in the door and Bruce Dobin (Elizabeth, NJ 
mission holder) was standing on my porch with Dominic Sarlo (a NY FDN staff member I saw 
around the church a few times years ago but never had contact with). Without making a sound, I 
called the police. Suddenly, one and then both men pounded on the front door and kicked it, 
banged on the windows with their hands and keys, went in the mailboxes and through any mail 
there while ringing my doorbell and the tenant upstairs' doorbell (who they don't even know) 
repeatedly. I heard them yelling "You come out here!" "You know who it is it's us!" "We want to 
talk to you!" This went on for a full 15 to 20 minutes non-stop in broad daylight. I called the 
police a second time, walked closer to the front door and held the phone in the air so the officer 
on the other end could hear what was going on. The police were late in arriving because of a car 
accident nearby but finally came up the street. Bruce and Dominic tried to leave in Bruce's car. 
The police stopped them because I gave a description of what they were wearing to the officer I 
spoke with on the phone. 
 
I have lived in Linden for over 35 years and the officers were already friends with me and my 
family. One of them rang my bell and said, "Hi Larry. Bruce Dobin from the Dianetics of 
Elizabeth said he wants to talk to you about a letter you sent to his church." 
 
I told the officer I only bought a book from Bruce at his Scientology center in Elizabeth 3 years 
ago, and that's it. He's been stalking me, calling here asking for my family, sending me deranged 
mail I must show the police, and now he comes unannounced and uninvited with people I don't 
even know and disrupts everybody's life. The officers took Bruce and Dominic's information and 
told them to leave and not come back. They got in Bruce's car and left. 
 
I filed a harassment complaint on Bruce Dobin. A court hearing was held in April 2003. Bruce 
attended with Dominic Sarlo and a man in a pin-stripe suit I did not know. Bruce told the hearing 
officer I pose a problem for him and he contacted a nearby Scientology continental organization 
in NY about me. Bruce said they told him I placed a large amount of information about them on 
the internet and they want it removed. 
 
I made Bruce Dobin sign an agreement stating I will not seek him out for any reason ever again. 
But, if he bothers me in any way just one more time, the case will go to a judge and proceed as a 
criminal hearing. Bruce signed the agreement and to my knowledge has not bothered me again. 



 
A small area outside an apartment complex in Elizabeth, New Jersey is named "L. Ron Hubbard 
Park". Two Scientologists who owned an International House of Pancakes in Elizabeth, a few 
doors down from the mission, sponsored the park through the city before selling their business 
and leaving. 
 

                              
 
 
In 2005 the Elizabeth, New Jersey mission closed. Soon after the Teaneck, New Jersey mission 
Bruce forged mail to me from closed. 
 
On August 10, 2014, my mother Jessica Toomajan died of pneumonia at 87. 
 
On April 2, 2020, my sister Lorraine Toomajan (who brought the Dianetics book into our home 
in the first place) died from COVID-19 at a hospital in New Jersey at 68. 
 
After the Elizabeth and Teaneck missions closed a new mission opened in Hawthorne, NJ that 
closed near the time my sister died. 
 
At this writing Scientology in New Jersey consists only of a call-in number at a dental office in 
Elizabeth. The dentist is a Scientologist who acts as a Field Staff Member for the church. People 
curious about Dianetics or Scientology call there. Anyone successfully referred to a mission or 
church earns the dentist a 10% commission from the total amount the referral spends. 
 



 

 
 
 
As for me, I am not dead yet. I am amazed to even have this information about the Church of 
Scientology. It will protect me forever from making uninformed decisions concerning my life. 
 
 
 

                                
 
       Lawrence Toomajan - July 2021 


