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    You wouldn't believe the incredible stories people have told me about their lifetimes of UFO and paranormal experiences and about their travels!
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We thank all of our contributors for their stories. Thanks to all of you brave souls who have ventured to lands far and wide, and shared your sometimes bizarre, oft frightening, and mostly ineffable experiences of UFOs and the paranormal with me for publication. Without you, this book could not be written.

Special thanks go to the late Professor Herbert B. Weaver, Ph.D., former head of the Department of Psychology at the University of Hawaii, without whose mentorship and encouragement I might not have become the world’s first Travel Psychologist that I am today.

A profound thank you goes to Ellen Stuart for her incessant help in editing this book and her outstanding suggestions for improvements. No stranger to The Road to Strange, herself, Ellen’s and her husband, Monte’s personal stories of their paranormal and UFO experiences are sprinkled as well throughout this Road to Strange series. And Ellen’s own lifetime of the bizarre and strange are chronicled in these pages as well. Having had a career as a legal secretary with the prestigious law firm Perkins Coie, now based in Chicago, Ellen brings excellent skills to any writing endeavor, and I thank you profoundly, Ellen. Ellen Stuart, herself, did a stint as the MUFON State Director for Texas.

A hearty thank you also goes to Afsana Mimi for her creative help in shaping up the cover graphics for this book.

Finally, thank you to the proprietors of the innumerable unnamed coffee houses that have tolerated me as I sat endlessly working on these stories, hour upon hour with endless refills after refills.

—Michael Brein
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The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe—Repeat Experiencers of UFOs and the Paranormal

***
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“Michael Brein's latest offering in his Road To Strange book series is every bit as fascinating and compelling as his earlier offerings to the reading public. This inveterate world traveler, paranormal investigator, and raconteur does not disappoint in any respect, and I am happy to recommend this book without reservation.”

—Peter Robbins, author and UFO researcher

“Probably like you, my time is valuable. Indeed, it is a non-renewable life-commodity. And so it isn’t very often that I agree to review manuscripts without some good reason. However, having known Michael Brein for decades, I gladly accepted. His invitation was reason enough. I’m glad I did. My time wasn’t wasted in any sense.

“Now, as a research scientist, I like to insert margin comments beside the text I am reading. These insertions consist of letters, words and symbols of various kinds. They help me quickly go back and mark some pregnant idea. As I read many sections of Michael’s new book ‘The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe’ I found myself inserting comments like ‘His stories are addicting,’ ‘Food for psychiatrists to chew on and try to digest,’ ‘Words do have real power,’ ‘A coincidence is very rare... it’s usually a pale excuse,’ ‘No one knows everything,’ ‘They’re drawing me into the text!’ Yes, the stories Michael has included here are extremely challenging from a so-called ‘rational, scientific, objective’ point of view. Most of them actually did draw me into the text.

“I perceive that the real issue behind Michael’s accounts isn’t their reliability or validity as much as it is their strangeness defined from a far broader point of view. For many in society would define strangeness so broadly that any event would qualify. For others, so narrowly as to block it from being told at all. I’m glad to be able to accept strangeness somewhere between these two extremes and to grow in the process.

“Having spent over 40 years myself in exploring various anomalies I couldn’t honestly toss any of these stories away with some frivolous gesture of disdain even if some might have arisen from a tormented mind. Each story held its own truth(s) and challenge(s) for me and, if you are really honest with yourself, should challenge you to rethink your beliefs about what reality really is. Michael’s collection of truly weird personal experiences by so many different people will either turn you off or turn you on. That’s your unconscious decision to make, of course. But if you turn them off you’ll pay a price in the long run.

“In reading this book we are being called to reject our skepticism for awhile, to keep an open mind and accept an unlikely, if weird, world. For some with strict scientific education and “normal” experiences this will be difficult. Yet Michael’s style and fascinating content helps overcome such biasing inhibitions; such is the freedom that true science demands. He has been brave and thoughtful enough to let the stories speak for themselves. That is enough for me.

“I conclude this brief review with the wondrous final verse of Rain in Summer by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow with his reverence for God’s nature and a Seer who can see things others can’t.


“Thus the Seer, With vision clear, Sees forms appear and disappear, In the perpetual round of strange, Mysterious change From birth to death, from death to birth, From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth; Till glimpses more sublime Of things, unseen before, Unto his wondering eyes reveal The Universe, as an immeasurable wheel Turning forevermore In the rapid and rushing river of Time.”





“Is Michael such a seer? Does he strive to glimpse the more sublime, of things, unseen before? It is clear that his passion to share his own vast experiences cannot be contained. This book confirms this.”

—Richard F. Haines. Ph.D., Sr. Research Scientist, NASA-Ames Research Center (ret.), and notable UAP scientist and prolific author
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Joseph Redmiles

Joe Redmiles is the widower of Rosemary Ellen Guiley, the co-author with Michael Brein and publisher of the first two books of The Road to Strange series. Rosemary sadly passed away in July 2019.

***
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Appropriately enough, I came to know Michael Brein during one of my cross-country trips to the Pacific Northwest. Michael was one of Rosemary Ellen Guiley’s many personal and professional colleagues and friends.

When Rosemary and I married, I was quickly plunged into a whirlwind routine of travel by car, train, and automobile. I accompanied Rosemary on many of her tours and assisted with event setup, investigations, and coordinated the logistics of our trips. Along the way, I met many fascinating people and experienced parts of the USA and England that had long been on my list of places to visit.

The Pacific Northwest was special to Rosemary. It was the place where she grew up, received her education, and began her professional career as a journalist for several major newspapers. Every summer, we would spend several weeks in her hometown of Seattle, Washington. This was our downtime; a chance to catch our breath, relax with friends and family, and take time for ourselves.

Rosemary had told me about Michael, the world traveler, author, and Travel Psychologist. As Michael resided on Bainbridge Island, naturally we got together during one of our early trips to Seattle. We quickly became friends, and Michael graciously acted as our tour guide around the island. I have fond recollections of our times together as we shared travel anecdotes in our far-ranging conversations over meals and coffee breaks.

It was during this time that the idea for the Road to Strange books was born. Michael’s notes of a lifetime of travel and interviews provided a wealth of material that begged to be organized into themed collections. It was our privilege to work with Michael on the first two volumes: Travel Tales of the Paranormal and UFOs, Aliens and High Strangeness.

One of the ways that travel broadens the individual is by exposing them to the bizarre and unexplained. I learned through my many travels with Rosemary that strange things happen on the highway. As I look over the tales that you will read in The Contiguous Universe, I am reminded of my own experiences.

Doppelgängers, unexplained aerial phenomena, mysterious figures who stand watch by deserted roads, the tramp of heavy boots down a corridor in an empty building in the heart of London, England... Michael’s stories sparked these personal memories of things that I have seen or felt. I am confident that some of these tales will have a similar effect on you, the reader.

In the two years since Rosemary’s passing, Michael and I have maintained our friendship. Opportunities for travel have been restricted of late, but I look forward to the time when I can once again make the trek to the Pacific Northwest and visit face-to-face. In the meantime, I will have his fascinating collections of travel tales to enjoy and remind me of what it is like to be on the road.


—Joseph Redmiles



June 19, 2021
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If but one of these is true, what then?

—Michael Brein

***
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I’m the “Travel Psychologist.” I originally coined the term “Travel Psychology” during my doctoral studies at the University of Hawaii and then became the world’s first travel psychologist.

I’m also a “UFOlogist.” I am one who studies UFOs (unidentified flying objects) or UAPs, as they are often referred to (unidentified aerial phenomena).   

I’ve been the State Director for Hawaii and Ambassador-at-Large for MUFON (the Mutual UFO Network), the largest UFO research organization in the United States, with a significant worldwide presence as well.

For over five decades, I have crisscrossed and traveled the world several times over, seeking and interviewing nearly 2,000 travelers, adventurers and other willing contributors, collecting and recording all the while nearly 10,000 accounts of all sorts of things that have happened to them. And I have delved into the deeper psychological aspects of their experiences.

Typically, I’ve asked people to share some of their most interesting experiences, be they in their travels or during their relatively ordinary day-to-day lives.

Interestingly, a certain percentage of their stories—about five percent of them—were about strange or weird things that have occurred to them, whether of a psychic or supernatural nature or of strange things (UFOs) they have seen in the skies.

It became apparent during my research many people got far more than they anticipated either from travel or during living their everyday daily lives; they have had unusual experiences of a paranormal, supernatural, or psychic nature, and even of a mystical or spiritual kind.

I saw common themes running through their accounts. These reports fascinated me, and so I began a special collection of them, forging new territory in the UFO and paranormal lore that had been largely ignored and neglected by the mainstream physical and social scientists.

Combining both a rigorous social science background with personally being an experiencer myself of the paranormal, I bring to the fore a rare combination of both scientist and experiencer of the strange and unordinary.

I bring both an objective scientific rigor into the equation as well as the openness and wonderment of someone who has actually had a psychic experience beyond the normal pale and one who also suspects our scientific paradigms of the day are not the be-all, end-all of knowing and explaining all that there is.

And I would like to add; I have not had just one experience of the paranormal; I have had many!

Thus, I bring together in one person—someone who has not only been trained to research, observe, and document as social scientists do, but one who is also open to and eager to understand better the unknown which seems to loom just outside the normal bounds of science as we now know it.

Reading the paranormal and UFO accounts of others presents the reader with new and unique events that are often both eye-opening and awesome—just as life tends to be itself. It is largely through the novel experiences offered by travel and adventure and curiosity that we achieve more personal growth and gain an understanding of realities we perhaps did not know even existed. This aspect of life, as expanded by these apparently new realities, is nothing short of a paradigm-shifter.

Travel is mind-opening and mind-bending. Maybe it takes the travel experience—namely the condensing, collapsing, and speeding up of time and space, the rush of novelty, all impacting upon us at once at every turn—to pry open the portals to the unknown. Imagine the degree of impact that a travel-related paranormal event can have on one’s life. These events happen to everyone from all walks of life, regardless of belief in the supernatural.

An experience of the strange, the psychic, or the paranormal—an occurrence that appears to go beyond the normal reach of our ordinary lives—is nothing less than a paradigm-bender as well. Sometimes we need such a mind-bending experience of the supernatural to provide us with the wake-up call, hey! Pay attention! There’s more going on in life than you think!

Some people in this book acknowledge they have life histories of the paranormal, UFOs, and other unusual experiences. Such is the case with me, as I have had many episodes of premonitions, precognitive dreams, psychic phenomena, synchronicities, and more throughout my life.

I call this gift my “Inner Psychic.”

Others in this book say they have had, for most of their lives, no extraordinary particular psychic sense, and some even profess to be skeptical—that is, until their strange experiences opened their eyes.

The cases in this unique collection are not intended to provide definitive proof of UFOs, extraterrestrials, or the paranormal. My primary purpose is to show these kinds of experiences not only do happen, but they happen often, and, yes, they happen to you, and to me, too! You and I are not alone in our experiences. It happens more often than you know.

I, myself, am one of the case studies included in this book. I have included some of my own psychic experiences, which “seal the deal,” so to speak, for the reality of psychic phenomena, at least for me!

The true case histories presented here are a compelling mix of topics such as ghosts and hauntings, premonition and precognition, déjà vu, synchronicity, mysticism, spirituality, past lives and reincarnation, clairvoyance, clairaudience, telepathy, black magic, psychic readings, poltergeists, space-time warps, sacred sites, phantom persons, out-of-body experiences, and more.

And a number of the case studies include people who have also reported UFO accounts.

UFO and psychic experiences take place in exotic locations all over the planet, and in all kinds of circumstances. And they even happen up close and personal inside your own home.

Reading these accounts may help you better understand some of the strange events you have encountered in your own lives—and may open you up even more to the unknown during your forthcoming life adventures.

Perhaps you have had experiences along The Road to Strange yourself—see the information in the Afterword for how to submit for one of our upcoming volumes.

Before I go, I’d like to share a little more about how this book series on UFOs and the paranormal came into being, something deeply personal to me and which involves an experience like the ones in the case studies. It’s about “the Aloha Spirit.”

In the 1960s, I was studying at Temple University in Philadelphia to become a clinical psychologist and was offered a full four-year fellowship to complete my Ph.D. Suddenly, I had enough of the depressing world of mental illness and clinical psychology and decided to make an abrupt career change to become the world’s first “travel psychologist.” This switch was much to the chagrin of my parents, for the subfield of the “psychology of travel” had not yet come into existence.

My decision meant departing my life on the gloomy East Coast of the U.S. to answer the call of Pacific island breezes, and the sun, surf, and sands of the Hawaiian Islands. By now, in 1965, the travel bug had fully infested me. I was accepted into the Ph.D. program in the Psychology Department of the University of Hawaii and was awarded a graduate assistantship, which would help with my now uncertain finances.

Perhaps it was a rationalization, but I convinced myself that I should do this so I could study under the tutelage of a former University of Pennsylvania psychology graduate, Herb Weaver, who was now involved in the travel industry of Hawaii and was also a professor of psychology and the departmental chairman at the University of Hawaii. I became one of his graduate students, and he became my mentor.

We also became quite good friends over time. Completing my doctoral degree at the University of Hawaii was not always perfectly smooth sailing, and I had my share of departmental politics, which are probably part and parcel of most graduate students’ careers. I’m sure my professor friend supported me and intervened a few times on my behalf, probably unbeknownst to me.

Eventually, my association with Herb took a rocky turn, albeit for a brief period. I got caught up in a situation whereby I selected another faculty member to be the chairman of my dissertation, which angered my professor friend. I thought I was opting for fairness, but I should have maybe made a more politically savvy choice. Herb was trying to run the other professor out of the psychology department. As it was, neither had I any knowledge of the raging intra-departmental politics of the psychology department, nor did I particularly care.

Herb turned on me briefly. He threatened to “make things difficult” for me and boycotted the important oral defense of my dissertation, the last step of my Ph.D. program. Not attending the oral defense of my thesis was not only a symbolic pièce de résistance on his part, but a slap in the face—a supreme insult. He made his point.

Fortunately, things got ironed out. I was supposed to go to his office one day for him to “ask his question” relevant to my defending my dissertation. As I entered his office, the tension in the air could have been cut with a knife. His question was, “Well, what are you going to do now?” That was it! The battle was over; he had made his point, and we were now back to being friends again.

I loved Hawaii so much that I stayed on instead of leaving once I had completed my graduate studies. I didn’t keep in touch with Herb after I completed my degree. I knew, however, that he was ailing.   

Then one night, I had a dream. It was a lucid dream—real, vivid, and scary. In the dream, I saw a gravestone in a cemetery. I could read a name on the stone: Herbert Weaver. Whoa!

I’d had these sorts of dreams before, just prior to the deaths of my parents. I knew full well the meaning of this dream—it was a precognitive dream of impending death. There was no avoiding the stark reality. I knew.

There was more: I was confident there would be an obituary for Herb in the next day’s newspaper, the Sunday morning edition of the Honolulu Advertiser. Furthermore, I “knew” with absolute certainty I would receive a phone call in my Honolulu office from one of my best friends, a former roommate I had when I first arrived in Hawaii, telling me of Herb’s death.

I didn’t have time on Sunday to search out the obits in the paper, but, just as if on cue, I did receive the phone call early Monday morning from my friend, Ken, telling me of Herb Weaver’s passing over the weekend. For you see, I’ve had such expected phone calls before in relation to the deaths of a few family members. And indeed, the obituary was in the newspaper, as I had surmised.

But there’s one more aspect to the story.

Aloha is a Hawaiian word that has a variety of meanings, both as a single word and when used together with other words as well. It is most commonly used as a greeting, meaning “hello,” “goodbye,” or “farewell.” Aloha is also used to indicate “love.” Also it is used to express one’s compassion, regret, or even sympathy. So when someone says “aloha,” a lot is wrapped up in the term. I felt the spirit of my good old friend, Herb Weaver, traveled to me in my dream that night to say one final “aloha,” a farewell tinged with love and perhaps even regret that we’d ever had a brief falling out. Herb was now in spirit form, and he literally was “the Aloha Spirit.”

Strangely and beautifully, his visit was a bestowal of a blessing on my calling—I have been the “Travel Psychologist” ever since those days at the University of Hawaii.

That I may have accomplished something of distinct and unique value in my career and by writing this book is succinctly summed up by the Australian psychologist, Shawn Koller, Ph.D., in his statement:

“Thanks to Michael Brein... to be the pioneer of this field.”
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UFOs: The Big Reveal or The Big Fizzle?

Michael Brein, Ph.D.

UFO Author, Investigator and

Ambassador-at-Large for MUFON

***
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The U.S. Government, the Pentagon, has been set to report on Flying Saucers (UFOs or UAPs) to the U.S. Congress on or about June 25, 2021.

The question is this: Will they come clean and tell all?

This Stop Press is divided into two parts: before and after the so-called “Big Reveal.”

BEFORE the Big Reveal:

But first, know that “UFOs” are unidentified flying objects in our skies, also popularly known as “flying saucers,” and otherwise often referred to as “UAPs,” unidentified aerial phenomena. We don’t really know exactly what they are. We are, in fact, having a hard time understanding the phenomena. Perhaps we never will. Or maybe, just maybe, we will understand it gradually just a bit more.

Are UFOs Real?

There’s a history of flying saucers you probably have little or no idea about!

The notion that Planet Earth may have been visited by extraterrestrial aliens, interdimensional beings, or maybe even people from our very own future for eons and still today might totally floor you! Yet this may be the very reality of it all!

UFOs or UAPs have apparently been part of Planet Earth lore and mythology, in general, for allegedly thousands of years, and in particular, part of the so-called “modern era” beginning around 1947, with flying saucers suddenly re-emerging into the public eye with reports of UFOs that were reportedly seen “skipping” across the mountain skies of Washington State by airplane pilot and businessman Kenneth Arnold.

Additionally, shortly after the Kenneth Arnold sighting in 1947, a crash of a UFO supposedly took place somewhere near the Army Air Field in Roswell, New Mexico in which crash debris was allegedly collected along with possible extraterrestrial alien bodies.

And it all went downhill from there.

For whatever reasons, the U.S. Government clamped down on reports of virtually anything to do with the subjects of UFOs, flying saucers, aliens, and the like, fueling widespread speculation that the whole subject was bogus, with nothing at all to it.

However, in reality, the UFO subject has systematically become suppressed, covered up, and subjected to the ridicule factor in an attempt to dissuade and detract, for whatever reasons, with the aim of keeping the public in the dark about the reality behind UFOs.

Yet, tens of thousands of cases were and still are responsibly and methodically investigated and chronicled over the years by a number of civilian UFO research organizations, notably MUFON (the Mutual UFO Network), by thousands of interested and devoted researchers, experiencers, scientists, and retired military personnel.

The net effect of all this research is a huge body of knowledge purportedly on the subject of UFOs with the result that many people throughout the world now believe there is a genuine substance, a reality, and importance to the whole subject, namely, that UFOs not only do exist, they are real, and that they are likely intelligently guided, and finally, that some of them may represent extraterrestrial and/or possibly interdimensional or time-travel visitation.

Not the least of all, the subject of UFOs and what it may portend may possibly be no less than THE utmost and of the highest importance and consequence to the history of humanity on Planet Earth!

Recently in the last few years, the subject of UFOs has gained its current degree of attention and respectability with the advent of numerous and growing articles by the major mainstream media (MSM), including the New York Times, the New Yorker Magazine, and many others.

The Big Reveal or The Big Fizzle?

It’s no wonder, then, given the U.S. Government’s prior stance to summarily dismiss the whole matter of UFOs and resist reporting on what it knows, which, by the way, might just conceivably be quite substantial, that vast skepticism exists among the general public at large and among the subset of investigators and aficionados of the UFO subject in particular, especially those who are very knowledgeable on the subject, that most likely very little is likely to come of this supposed revelation, The Big Reveal, on June 25, 2021.

AFTER the Big Reveal, then What?

So now that June 25, 2021, has come and gone, what can we say about the Big Reveal in retrospect?

What is the essence of this report? And what are the implications for the future vis-à-vis UFOs and flying saucers?

Finally, what are the implications of this revelation possibly with regard to the specific subject matter covered by this book, in particular, The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe—Repeat Experiencers of UFOs and the Paranormal?

A Few Reactions of UFO researchers after the Pentagon Report of June 25, 2021

A Brief History of UFOs

by Dr. Bruce Maccabee

“Starting in the spring of 1947, even before the first publicized sighting (by Kenneth Arnold, June 24), military personnel and citizens in all countries and all walks of life began reporting observations of unusual objects traveling through the sky. Because of their shape and the way they flew, they were first called “flying saucers,” but later came to be known as “unidentified flying objects” (UFOs). Hundreds of reports per year from 1947 through 1969 were collected and analyzed by three U.S. Air Force projects: SIGN (1948), GRUDGE (1949–1951), and the well-known PROJECT BLUE BOOK (1952–1969).

“After studying some 13,000 reports, BLUE BOOK concluded that most could be explained as ordinary phenomena that were misperceived but that 701 resisted explanation because of their non-aerodynamic shapes (sphere, disc, cylinder), because of the absence of recognizable features (wings, stabilizers, fuselage, propellers, jet engines), because of their ability to hover with no recognizable means of support (anti-gravity?) and extreme dynamics (high acceleration leading to extreme speed—thousands of miles per hour—being achieved in a second or less). BLUE BOOK then claimed, without proof, that the reports of these 701 sightings were faulty or incomplete and that if they (USAF investigators) had had more information about them, they, too, could have been explained.

“After BLUE BOOK closed in 1969 the Air Force responded to queries by handing out a ‘Fact Sheet’ that said that after investigating thousands of sightings it had found nothing that was a threat to the United States and nothing indicating that reports of “unidentified aerial phenomena” (UAPs) were evidence of an advanced technology or “Non-Human Intelligence” (NHI). ”

The Broad Perspective vs. Recent Events

by Dr. Bruce Maccabee

“More recently there have been sightings by U.S. Navy fighter pilots and sailors who have detected and tracked UAPs using modern radar and optical devices. The Navy has confirmed that the UAPs are unknown objects or phenomena. The new radar and observational data confirm what has been reported ever since the first UFO sightings in the late spring of 1947, namely that these objects can undergo extreme acceleration and reach very high speeds. They can also hover above ground despite the lack of observable means for support such as rotating blades as on a helicopter.

“The most intriguing question is, could these objects or phenomena, at least some of them, be evidence that the Earth is being visited by non-human intelligences (NHI) that travel around by means of various technologically-advanced transportation vehicles (ATVs)?

“In order to answer this question, the Office of Naval Intelligence (ONI), responding to direction by Congress, has set up a task force (the Unidentified Aerial Phenomenon Task Force, UAPTF) to collect and analyze reports of UAP/UFO sightings and prepare an unclassified report for publication.

“The Navy can be commended for ‘taking the bull by the horns’ and setting up a program to tackle the above question ‘head-on.’ However, investigations and analyses of many unclassified reports by civilians (and military) over the last 70 years have already led many investigators to conclude that at least some of the reports of UAPs are evidence of NHI. The Task Force has confirmed this conclusion based on their studies of classified (and unclassified) sightings.

“Finally, the U.S. Navy’s special unidentified aerial phenomena (UAPTF) (UAP; aka ‘UFOs’ or ‘flying saucers’) has, for some UAP sightings, ruled out all possible mundane or known explanations, and that leaves what civilian investigators have long suspected: some UAPs could be vehicles controlled by non-human intelligences (NHI).”

—Dr. Bruce Maccabee, U.S. Navy Physicist (ret.), former Maryland MUFON State Director, and author of numerous books and articles on UFOs

Just More of the Same

by Richard Dickison

“Well, we’ve moved from everything being identified as swamp gas, Venus, birds reflecting sunlight while flying at 250 mph to SOME things remain unidentified, but it’s probably one of ours or theirs. So as usual, nothing to see... ‘You! Just move along!’”

—Richard Dickison, former Hawaii MUFON Assistant State Director, and his story in this book

Impulsum vs. Impact

by Ellen Stuart

“I just read CNN's U.S. intelligence community releases unclassified report on UFOs, and you asked me for my opinion.

“One of the main reasons I became interested in UFOs was because of the secrecy surrounding these events that were impacting people around the globe. I read for example Maj. Donald Kehoe's books, which gave me a better understanding of why the Federal government found it necessary to debunk sightings, ridicule witnesses, and set up government programs like Project Blue Book and the Condon Report.

“When sightings happened in the late 1940s and early 1950s, people tended to call their local law enforcement offices en masse to report sightings of strange crafts and lights in the skies that they had never seen before.

“The effect was that the local police phone lines would be jammed and emergency calls couldn't get through (or at least that was the stated excuse). Now, with most people being aware of the existence of UFOs through a drip, drip, drip of information from civilian UFO research organizations, Hollywood movies, well-documented cases investigated by reputable researchers, and numerous credible books on the subject, as well as many countries already releasing their UFO reports, the Pentagon's hand has been played, and they now admit they must take this subject out of the fringe element and give it serious scrutiny.”

—Ellen Stuart, former Texas MUFON State Director, editor of this book, and her story in this book

It’s Only Logical!

by Dr. Richard F. Haines

“Why is the recent U.S. Navy evidence of UAP any more believable than the many, many decades of hard evidence collected by civilians around the world? Why should anyone accept one source and reject the other?”

—Dr. Richard F. Haines, Sr. Research Scientist, NASA-Ames Research Center, notable UAP research scientist, prolific author, and contributor of praise for this book

Playbooks Booked to Play!

by Dr. Michael Brein

“If it can be said the U.S. Government has a playbook whose primary purpose is to suppress, reduce, and conceivably eliminate for whatever reasons, whether they be supported by doing so for the ultimate public good or not, the ultimate outcome may one day—if it turns out this way—likely be an inevitable one: ‘Why, oh why was human civilization subjected to the profits or good of the very few, maybe at the expense of the masses?’

“Or, whatever be the ultimate truths of UFOlogy and the reasons for covering them up, may likely force their way eventually into the public consciousness, with the ultimate consequence that blame—if that’s what it is to be—may no longer be attributable to anyone in particular, and perhaps any potential positive outcome for humanity of the implications of these suppressed truths may ultimately prove to be too little too late to do much of anything about it or that it’s just not ‘in the cards for us.’

“In any case, if the outcome of these supposed, suppressed, hidden UFO truths, are held by some to be in no way, shape or form as ultimately beneficial to humanity, then one day, it could be a terrifying, irreparable, irreversible and maybe ultimately unpalatable truth that humanity may have to come to terms with.

Let’s hope that it just ain’t so!”

—Dr. Michael Brein, former Hawaii MUFON State Director and Ambassador-at-Large, and author of this book, and his story in this book.
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Two possibilities exist: either we are alone in the universe, or we are not.

Both are equally terrifying.—Arthur C. Clarke

***
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The same quote applies as well to the psychic or the paranormal: I am alone in experiencing these things, or I am not. Both are scary thoughts because we don’t understand what is happening. And, understandably, we are afraid to talk about it because we fear ridicule or being thought of as being crazy.

Yet we all know of someone close to us who’s said they’ve had these strange experiences happen to them. These are our friends, our family, our relatives, our neighbors, and our co-workers. They are everywhere.

“Oh, Mary... she had a premonition. John says he saw a UFO. Sue and Steve say they saw a ghost. Bill says he was visited by his father the night he died.”

And on and on.

We don’t really believe them. We tolerate them. And we don’t want to go so far as to label them as being nuts. After all, the stories just might be true! We don’t want to reject these occurrences out of hand totally, yet we can’t quite embody them either.

So these stories hang in a funk or limbo.

When it comes to UFOs, again, virtually all of us know someone who claims to have seen one. Same thing. We know they are not crazy, but we can’t quite believe them either.

That is, until we’ve seen one ourselves. And that changes everything.

As far as UFOs are concerned, the subject has always been treated with ridicule and disdain. You’ve heard the stories. You’ve seen the cover photos in The National Enquirer. You’ve seen former U.S. presidents in pictures in the company of bug-eyed space aliens.

And maybe you’ve seen Governor Fife Symington of Arizona on T.V. unmasking an alien by pulling off the alien face only to reveal an imposter—a human being for all to see. This was during the famous Phoenix, Arizona UFO “flap” of March 13, 1997, called “The Phoenix Lights,” where thousands of people claimed to have seen a giant lit UFO overfly the skies of Phoenix one night.

But perhaps what you don’t know is ten years later, Governor Symington revealed he, too, saw that very same UFO up close and personal. Furthermore, he apologized for his antics on T.V. He just wanted to minimize any potential panic over the UFO.

And recently, in only the last few years, all over the news media, newspaper stories have appeared, including the New York Times, and videos have appeared all reporting not only are UFOs real but the U.S. Navy has now reported and affirmed that UFOs are real.

Where does this leave us? So now the subject is upfront and personal. Suddenly UFOs are real. Maybe there’s also something to the paranormal.

What you may not know is UFOs have likely been with us, maybe even as far back as the advent of human civilization. And what you probably do not know, either, is hundreds of thousands of UFO sightings have been reported and studied by civilian (and likely) military groups all over the world, particularly in the United States.

What now?

Okay, UFOs are now finally worthy of study. They’ve now suddenly come into vogue. And how about the paranormal? Well, that deserves a further look, too.

Like UFOs, we’ve all heard the stories. Maybe now we can all be a little more open to acknowledging the paranormal as well as UFOs. Perhaps now we can be a bit less fearful and a little more eager to take a closer look.

Now, there have been many, many books written on the subject of UFOs as well as on the many sub-facets of the weird and strange world of the paranormal.

To this end, the author’s two books on the paranormal and UFOs (The Road to Strange: Travel Tales of the Paranormal and Beyond, and The Road to Strange: UFOs, Aliens and High Strangeness co-authored with Rosemary Ellen Guiley are but two recent ones of many.)

In this book, The Road to Strange: Case Studies of Repeat Experiencers of UFOs and the Paranormal, I offer a unique approach to these subjects: why not study people who report multiple experiences of the strange—repeat experiences of UFOs and the paranormal?

Doesn’t it make some sense to see how repeat or multiple experiences of people who have more than one of these strange occurrences affect their lives? Can we learn from their experiences?

It’s one thing to have a single premonition, but what if you have more of them? What if you have many? Are you more likely than not to have another psychic experience if you’ve had one? Do multiple psychic happenings strengthen the reality or validity or truth of the supernatural? Are you too eager to believe that maybe you accept these experiences as being true too easily?

These are all very good questions. And as far as I know, this book is the first to actually look at the collective personal UFO and paranormal experiences of a collection of relatively ordinary people who have had more than one experience.

Having only one psychic or UFO experience is one thing; having several or many is another thing altogether.

I present here in this book a collection of 42 case studies of such people. Some have had only a couple or a few of these strange experiences; some have had many. They come from all walks of life: some are doctors; some are professors; some are engineers; some are housewives. They are like you and me.

It is up to each of us to formulate or take away from these accounts a broader or wider understanding of what it is like to experience UFOs or the paranormal more than once. The goal is to expand the bubble, to expand the boundaries.

My mantra in writing this book is this: “What if but one of these (stories) is true, what then?”

All it takes is for you to have a single experience of your own to convince you. How about people who have a lifetime of these occurrences? What now? What to make of it?

I purposely include some accounts by people in this book that are bound to strain credulity a bit. You may think, “Oh, come on! You don’t really expect me to believe this, do you?”

Maybe, maybe not. Who am I to say? Social scientist or no. An ordinary person like you. Where do you draw the line? Where do you draw the bounds? Maybe we need to strain credulity ever so slightly... just a little more... to leave ourselves open to expand the boundaries of what we perceive to be reality. The broader reality might be much more extensive than any of us can believe or may be able to comprehend.

If I’ve helped to broaden your horizons even just a little through these case studies, then I will feel that I have accomplished my mission: “If but one of these is true... what then? Well, hey... Why not become open to what’s more?”
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If but One of These
Is True, What Then?
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Michael Brein

Mantras on my mind!

***
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Michael, along with others, has experienced a lifetime of quizzical and deeply personal psychic events. And, along with the writing his Road to Strange series, Michael has come to recognize even more that one of the recurring mantras in this series, namely, “If but one of these is true, what then?” most definitely pertains to Michael in his own psychic life as well!

It is clear Michael, along with many others, is one of these not-so-rare individuals who seem to be privy to a lifetime of recurring or continuing psychic occurrences. What’s more, he has managed to have at least one (or more) standout and poignant experiences. This leaves no doubt in his mind that the reality or validity of at least one significant psychic event in his life is so evident, so convincing, and so overwhelming that, indeed, the mantra has satisfied at least “one of these (events) is true!”

A year-by-year survey of Michael’s most significant psychic events in his life is presented below. Some accounts appear as more detailed stories elsewhere in The Road to Strange series and are duly noted where they can be found and read in full.

1945

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

An Alien in My Window?

I was probably two or maybe three years old, lying in my crib when suddenly I observed a green elf-like creature come swiftly through the Venetian blinds of my window and disappear right into my toy closet, never to be seen again, or so I thought!

I recall being frightened by this and crying. To my way of thinking, it must have been significant for me to be able to remember such an incident at such a young age. The memory of this has remained with me all my life. Was this some kind of alien? Was it an elf? Was I hallucinating this from a fever?

All I can say is I developed an obsessive interest in flying saucers in my later boyhood and early teenage years and have remained firmly ensconced in the subject all my life.

Could this early vision have sparked in me the desire, interest, and motivation to work my way up the ladder of MUFON (the Mutual UFO Network) from being the State Director for MUFON for the State of Hawaii and later to gaining an honorary position as Ambassador-at-large for MUFON?

Could this be why I have co-authored, along with Rosemary Ellen Guiley, a book about flying saucers called The Road to Strange: UFOs, Aliens, and High Strangeness?

Was all this meant for me in some way to be part of my strange life of traveling the road to strange to a life of involvement in the study of the paranormal and UFOs?

1963

The Telepathy Games

Oh, what weird games we play! While a graduate student in psychology at Temple University and living in the suburbs of Philadelphia along the famous ‘Main Line,’ I often sought refuge and diversion by hanging out on occasion with some of the exceedingly smart and attractive young women attending Bryn Mawr College that was in the neighborhood.

Mostly, we would engage in typical silly banter and conversation, but one night, several of us were sitting together in a second-floor lounge. Somehow, we got into playing telepathy games. “You guess what I’m thinking, and I’ll guess what you are thinking,” and so on.

We began to take turns earnestly thinking of things, which the others would try to guess, with all of us presumably using mental telepathy to do so.

Now, they were claiming I was accurately picking up on words or thoughts they were thinking of! But banter and messing around, being what young adults are wont to do, could easily explain away the presumed accuracy of my guessing. They could have been merely making it all up as we went along and simply trying to spoof me just for the fun of it. And that’s where the matter could have well stood.

However, I have to admit the girls were accurately guessing some of the things I was thinking of and trying to broadcast via mental telepathy.

And to make matters even worse, I think we began at one point to chant as if trying to invite or lure in some sort of entity to appear or manifest right before us. As silly as it seemed at first, it’s the sort of thing playful and smart young adults could, and do, engage in from time to time.

Suddenly, a window at this second-story level inexplicably swung open, independently free of intervention on the part of any of us—none of us was near that window, and there was no wind to speak of. There is NO way the window could have swung open of its own accord.

Panicking, we all ran out of that second-story lounge, presumably never to return there ever again or engage in any of our silly mental telepathy games from that time on.

What happened there on that night? What had we tempted or brought on? It’s hard to say, but it left no doubt in my mind or the minds of the others something significant happened that night and remains with me to this day.

1964

Italian Alps, Italy

Death and Destruction in the Mountains:

Precognition of Disaster #1

A euphoric drive through the Italian Alps morphed into an anxious, fearful moment of terror as we neared a bend in the road. I was literally overcome with fear, anticipating something horrific just around the bend in the road, which at that moment was a place I hardly wanted to go.

Suddenly we were confronted with a visage of desolate and barren shells of buildings and structures and an emptiness and shadow of the village’s former self.

What was just moments ago magnificent mountain scenery has now become a scene of utter devastation. Evidently, a huge mountain storm, of only about a year earlier, created a torrent of destructive water that overwhelmed a dam that loomed over the valley. The result was a raging wall of water caused great devastation and the deaths of nearly 2,000 people.

1969

Honolulu, Hawaii

Premonition of Death #1

I was living in Hawaii after my move from Philadelphia in 1965 to enter the Ph.D. graduate program in social psychology at the University of Hawaii. I had just gone to one of the neighbor islands for the weekend.

Suddenly, at some point during the evening of that Sunday, probably after dinner time just before going to bed, I was overcome with fear and the apparent unmitigated thought as soon as I returned to Honolulu early the following morning, I would soon learn about the death of someone in my family. I also had the distinct thought I would find out about this via a phone call that would take place.

And I recall having had the thought of, No, no... Don’t let this be my mother!

And, true to my expectation, I did receive such a phone call. A first cousin, Barbara, with whom I had been somewhat close, had died.

This phone call would be the first but not the last of such ominous harbingers of the deaths of friends or family, with the expectation of subsequent phone calls that would take place informing me of a passing.

1975

Barcelona, Spain

Fear and Loathing in Barcelona:

Precognition of Disaster #2

You often know you are having a paranormal or psychic experience when that certain feeling of doom and gloom, like none other, forces itself upon you. And then all you can do is immediately begin to worry and become more anxious, if not even fearful. And such was the distinct feeling I had when I returned from downtown Barcelona on the train to the suburb of Calella, about 15 miles north of Barcelona, where I had parked my van for the day.

Whether you want to acknowledge the ‘Psychic’ in you, it is a very potent force to be reckoned with.

And so toward the late afternoon, I took the train back out to the suburbs to retrieve my VW bus. Only something was different this time. I cannot explain the feeling to you, but it was a growing sense of malaise. As I got closer and closer to my stop, my feeling of anxiety was very strong. I KNEW something was very wrong, and I was quite worried. I know these feelings; I’ve had them before.

I was fearful by the time the train passed my bus parked on the street; I had a sense of imminent, impending disaster.

I instantly glanced at my van and sensed something was wrong, but I couldn’t quite get a grip on it. With my heart pounding, I got off the train and hurried to my bus.

What I saw next sparked sheer terror in me. There was broken glass all over the street by my bus. The little passenger side window had been smashed. I opened the door, but no alarm went off! Why? I tried to start the van, but to no avail. It was dead! I looked inside; nothing was missing. I stood around, trying to figure out what to do next as I cleaned up the glass. It seemed as if whatever happened took only seconds and not minutes.

As I stood there, an elderly local Spanish couple approached. “We heard your alarm on your car for about three hours while we were sitting on the beach.”

It was minutes before they left the beach for lunch when they heard the alarm go off in the van, and they came over to look.

They saw two guys frantically running away from the van, jumping into a car, and speeding off. So what happened, of course, was when they broke the window and opened the door, the siren went off.

1975

Dusseldorf, Germany

Soulful Sounds of Sadness:

Clairaudience

I was in Europe, enjoying the dream job of teaching courses every eight weeks in an exciting new locale at the behest of the University of Maryland all over Europe. I also had a VW bus with which I would enjoy all my travels, having the comfort and amenities of a home base on wheels.

On one occasion, I was taking a break from teaching and planned to visit a German couple I had befriended. I was to drive to Dusseldorf, camp out in the van along the famous river Rhine, and meet up with my friends for a shower and breakfast at their place nearby early the next morning.

Something extraordinary took place during that night. As I was sleeping, sometime during the night, I began to ‘hear’ what I can only describe as very surrealistic or ethereal-seeming music—a sort of chanting, if not singing—of a chorus of voices of seemingly many people.

This didn’t seem to be coming from the outside. Neither was it coming, strictly speaking, from a hallucination inside my head. It was more like a cacophony or chorus of sorrowful, longing, mourning, and suffering voices—perhaps religious-sounding music. I would want to describe it even as seemingly being almost ‘heavenly,’ but it could not be that since so much negative emotion and apparent suffering seemed to be involved.

Again, it was not like anything I’ve ever really ‘heard’ before. It was so unreal, in the sense it was something you didn’t actually ‘listen’ to, per se, as you would say, a song or a symphony. I was struck by how incredibly and profoundly sad and deep this music seemed to be.

I woke up feeling very restless and disturbed by it all. It was very much on my mind from the start of my early morning run along the riverbank. Suddenly, on my right, I came upon a very old cemetery, overgrown, and not at all being kept up.

When I took a closer look, I could see it was an old abandoned Jewish cemetery that had fallen into disrepair from neglect both during and after the Holocaust of World War II.

The Early 1980s

Honolulu, Hawaii

Streetlights that Go Blink in the Night:

What is Going on?

I had heard people are blessed (or cursed) with the experience of literally observing streetlights blinking out as they pass nearby to them or directly under them. Such occurrences leave people scratching their heads, wondering how this could seemingly be so. I mean, I don’t think we cause these things to happen, but they seem to be doing so nonetheless, either because of us or in spite of us. That is, we might just coincidentally be witnessing these events.

But when it happens to you regularly, then you have to begin to wonder about it. And that I myself did—apparently in droves! Not only did it seem to be happening almost all the time for a while, but also some events were so compelling, and so convincing, and so inexplicable something maybe psychic had to be going on!

I did not come to this conclusion easily. After all, I was a Ph.D. psychologist—a Ph.D. social scientist. Of course, you didn’t take these things seriously. What would others think? But I did. I HAD to. And here’s why.

Too many strange events were taking place along with the typical blinking out of a nearby light (and its subsequent blinking back on).

An entire block of streetlights went out as I passed them. Campus lights just overhead along a walkway would blink out over the two nights a week I passed by them. Not always the same one, either—they would alternate!

The coup de gras for me happened while I was walking with a friend of mine from a Thai restaurant in Honolulu to a nearby supermarket and back to buy beer for our table.

“Jack, you see that light?” I said spontaneously to my friend. “It’s going to blink out when we come under it.” And it did just that!

When we bought our beer and headed back to the restaurant, I said, “Now it will come back on.” And it did, just as we passed under it. I knew it would happen, instantly, with immediacy, and knowing with certainty, without thinking about it.

The Early 1980s

Eureka Springs, Arkansas

The Magnificent Crescent Hotel:

A Spooky Psychic First Impression

They say you never get a second chance to make a first impression, and this also pertains to the first time I experienced the famed, if not infamous, Crescent Hotel in Eureka Springs, Arkansas.

I have visited Eureka Springs no less than 20 times starting in the 1980s until recently, attending the annual Ozark UFO Conference taking place around Easter of each year.

Notwithstanding attending the Conference, per se, half the attraction of going there was to commune with friends each year who made the annual pilgrimage to reconnect with the same old friends year in and year out. Naturally, we imbibed good food and drink betwixt and between lectures during meal periods and engaged in endless camaraderie.

There was the old adage of kind of ‘the last man (or woman) standing’ sort of thing, where we all pledged to return year after year, if for no other reason than to meet up again with our selfsame group of friends.

One restaurant, in particular, became the de facto last communal gathering of the weekend in the form of a famous Sunday buffet at the world-famous Crescent Hotel in the environs of Eureka Springs.

I recall on my first arrival to Eureka Springs driving through the town and driving up ‘the back way’ to the Inn of the Ozarks, the locale of the Conference, and where we stayed.

I remember it was a foggy, misty, drizzly, and chilly day, typical of the days just before springtime literally exploded in Eureka Springs, usually concomitant with the time of the Conference around our arrival.

As we drove up the back road in the direction of our Inn, I spied through the woods, interspersed with tall standing and ubiquitous leafless trees, the Crescent looming ominously through the fog at the top of the hill through the trees.

My initial impression then, which remains with me to this day—and my accompanying friends in the car with me can attest to this—was aptly expressed as I was heard to starkly say, “Now, that is one son-of-a-bitch haunted hotel!” I thought if ever there were such a thing as a ghost hotel, that one would surely fill the bill! You couldn’t ask for a better approach to such an eerie scene as this. Hollywood, I doubted, could do much better!

This was not the first time I had such a compelling impression of a place that moved me in such an emotional way, as did arriving up to the Crescent on that day. I had a similar experience—which I will definitely label as ‘psychic’—upon approaching a village in northern Italy in 1964 (see above), whereby I had a distinct feeling something terrible had taken place not right there, but further on in the vicinity. And this overwhelming feeling I had was just before our arrival on the scene of such utter devastation due to the overflow of a dam, which resulted in much death and destruction to the village just around the bend.

It turns out, no less, the magnificent Crescent Hotel in Eureka Springs has, indeed, a most solid reputation for being haunted!

1982

Atlantic City, New Jersey

The Wheel of Fortune:

Instantaneous Knowing #1

I was in Atlantic City, New Jersey, for the weekend with my friend, Lee W. We dropped into a casino along the famous Boardwalk there.

Now, the chronic gambler rants on, “Baby needs a new pair of shoes.” He has a hunch, or maybe this is his lucky day, and he’s on a roll. He tosses the dice. What usually results are no shoes and still more debt. Sometimes the ‘psychic’ in me has such a sudden impulse, an urge—a feeling—that’s immediate, instantaneous, and all-consuming.

And it was just such an urge at this Boardwalk casino that made me plunk down a crisp new $50 bill on 45-to-1, the maximum odds on this wheel of fortune.

Where she goes, nobody knows, I imagine the croupier in charge of the wheel saying. But all is quiet; he says nothing and just spins the wheel.

Then, as if on cue, I am having a severe guilt reaction. “I cannot simply blow 50 bucks just like that on a gambling whim!” I say to my friend Lee.

Instead, I grab the bill right off the table just in the nick of time. You are, indeed, allowed to do that up to a certain point during the spin of the wheel. And I was still within that ‘window,’ just before that critical instant when I whisked the bill away at lightning speed and then groaned a very audible, “Whew that was close!” Lee and I laughed embarrassedly, and I breathed a huge sigh of relief.

And they are those very selfsame words that reverberate in my mind in that next moment—(and EVER since, over and over again—even up to this day) when I next observed the little rolling white ball on that particular wheel of fortune land smack dab on the 45-to-1!

Snatching away that $50 bill right off the table as I did cost me a cool $2,250!

I imagined—not the $50 bill, which was now firmly, securely, and resolutely stowed in my wallet in my pocket—but instead, the $2,250 being flushed right down an imaginary toilet in my mind.

Needless to say, you can imagine how I felt at that moment, and now, friend Lee and I had our weekend wholly ruined, as I, most assuredly, would have slipped him several hundred dollars of my winnings to cover his expenses for the weekend.

Will I blindly accept and follow the seemingly next chance musing of my ‘psychic’ self on some other similar occasion? Sad to say, I have not since ever come near to a wheel of fortune again. You know, the ‘psychic’ in me simply cannot be turned on or off. It’s up to the Universe if I am ever to win a lottery once or even twice as I know others have. And, hopefully, my ‘psychic’ self will protect me from a lightning strike. But the ‘psychic’ in me did continue to impinge upon me later in my life.

1986

Honolulu, Hawaii

Premonition of Death #2:

A Precognitive Dream

The chairman of the psychology department at the University of Hawaii was Herbert B. Weaver. I became one of his graduate students, and he became my mentor. We also became quite good friends over time. Completing my doctoral degree at the University of Hawaii was not always perfectly smooth sailing, and my professor friend supported me and intervened a few times on my behalf, probably unbeknownst to me.

I finished my Ph.D. and only saw the professor a couple of times more after that. I heard he was ailing, but I had not seen him for a while. Then one night, I had a dream. It was a lucid dream—real, vivid, and scary. In the dream, I saw a gravestone in a cemetery. I could read a name on the stone. It said, “Herbert B. Weaver.”

Whoa! I’d had these sorts of precognitive dreams or awareness before (and after) the night of this one dream: a cousin who had died. And later, just before the deaths of my parents. I knew full well the meaning of this particular dream—it was a precognitive dream of impending death. There was no avoiding the stark reality. I knew.

And there was more: I was sure there would be an obituary for Herb in the next day’s newspaper, the Sunday morning edition of the Honolulu Advertiser. Furthermore, I “knew” with absolute certainty I would receive a phone call in my Honolulu office from one of my best friends, a former roommate of mine, when I first arrived in Hawaii, telling me of Herb’s death.

I didn’t have time on Sunday to search out the obits in the paper, but, just as if on cue, I did, however, receive the expected phone call early on Monday morning from my friend, Ken, telling me of Herb Weaver’s passing over the weekend. For you see, I’ve had such expected phone calls before concerning the deaths of my family members mentioned above.

And, indeed, the obituary was in the newspaper, as I had surmised it would be.

1987

Premonition of Death #3:

The Passing of My Mother

My mom was getting up there in years. She was living outside of Philadelphia with my father; I was in Honolulu, so I was apprehensive about her.

One day, for apparently no discernible reason, I was desperately worried about her. The feeling persisted throughout the day. I should have called her right then and there on the spot, but for some reason, I did not.

The next day, I got a call from home from my father informing me of her death. Clearly, I picked up on something, maybe from her, perhaps from the Universe, serving me notice all was not well.

I had a similar event occur concerning a first cousin of mine. At first, I felt the gnawing feeling something was wrong, only to get a phone call shortly after that that she had died. It certainly would seem my having sudden, unexplainable, dire and anxious feelings is one way I’m partly attuned to the Universe, along with, at times, related phone calls that follow shortly after.

Would I rather not have these feelings and these subsequent phone calls? I think I’d rather not. But one supposedly does not instruct the Universe in such matters as these.

1991

Premonition of Death #4:

The Passing of my Father

I had two foreboding prophetic lucid dreams surrounding the passing of my father. First, let me say that for a variety of reasons—and probably not particularly good ones—I was somewhat estranged from my father in his later years, especially after my mother died four years earlier.

Nonetheless, having expressed that, I am sure my mother, from wherever she was after she passed, would have none of that. I believe she took it upon herself to try to adequately prepare me in her own way for what would shortly be inevitable—my father’s time to move on.

My mother was always a very loving, caring mom to me, and I do not doubt she felt some dutiful obligation out of love to ‘prepare’ me for my father’s demise in some way that only she understood. At least, this is how I think and feel about it.

Lucid Dream #1

One night, I was sleeping face down on my pillow and suddenly felt the side of my face being gently brushed, no less, by what seemed to be a bird’s feather! I at first felt the brush and immediately thought an eagle would now swoop down, alight on me, and likely do me harm.

But that’s not what happened. I immediately awoke right into an apparent ongoing lucid dream in which I turned over in my dream onto my back and looked up.

Expecting an eagle, I saw instead an angelic-looking being, a woman dressed in white, looming over me and looking down at me with a too stern look on her face, as if to say (there were no actual words exchanged in the dream): “Now, pay attention!”

That was the end of that dream and the straightforward, abrupt message. The message was short, nonverbal, and to the point, and it left me shaken and confused, thinking to myself, Who was that? And what was she telling me?

The thing is, I knew full well who the being was and what the message was. Filling in the blanks, I concluded this was my mother appearing to me to tell me to get ready psychically, to prepare for my father’s death, which was coming. She gave me this same sort of a stern look from time to time when I was growing up, and I knew full well to focus and pay attention.

Lucid Dream #2

A few weeks later, a second dream. Again, another feather brushed my cheek, getting my attention by similarly waking me up into an ongoing lucid dream. But this time, in this dream, I saw a king-sized bed with a black crow lying back on the bed motionless, with one feathered wing extended in a sideways direction, pointing directly at me.

This time the message was immediately unequivocal. The extended wing was, no doubt, what brushed me this time, awakening me into the ongoing lucid dream. The bird lay motionless on the bed. I knew it portended death—the death of my father.

A day or so later, I just knew I would be getting a slew of phone calls to my office phone. I knew the phone would be ringing off the hook. I knew the calls would all be from my sister. And I knew what I would discover the moment I entered my office.

And that’s precisely what happened. I went into my office and immediately spotted the answering machine wildly lit up and flashing, instantly wanting and demanding my complete attention. Many messages! They were all, indeed, from my sister, urgently telling me to call her immediately and that our father had died.

Mom, I suppose, in her own way, wanted me, somehow, to be prepared to know in advance what was happening rather than to simply have me experience my father’s passing in any other manner.

I cannot understand or comprehend precisely why things happened the way they did regarding the death of my parents; it just simply was the way it all came to pass.

2002

Ashland, Oregon

A Quintuple Synchronicity:

The Ashland Connection

Are there any accidents? Does synchronicity play a part as yet another organizing principle of the way the Universe works? And better yet, can a quintuple-entangled synchronicity happen purely by chance? I doubt it. Here’s my very unbelievable travel synchronicity experience surrounding Rahway, New Jersey and Ashland, Oregon.

Nearly everyone I have ever met has had at least one odd synchronicity experience in his or her travels or everyday lives. By this, I mean that an apparently significant coincidence happens to all of us at one time or another, which seems to occur beyond the normal probabilities of chance.

Now, let’s say you have a combined synchronicity experience that is complicated—not a single coincidence, not a double coincidence, and maybe not even a triple coincidence—all happening entangled together at one and the same time. What are the odds of that happening?

Now, consider what happened to me. My story involves five levels of meaningful coincidences, all intertwined and all happening at once!

I was traveling at the end of May from Ashland, Oregon, to New York City to attend a book fair, where I was to display and promote my travel guide series—Michael Brein’s Travel Guides to Sightseeing by Public Transportation.

My route was to fly on United Airlines from Medford, Oregon, first to Philadelphia (to visit my sister for a few days), then take the train from Philly to New York, attend the book show, and then fly back from New York to Medford, again, on United.

Thus, I would be going to New York at the end of May and returning at the beginning of June.

On my first flight, I picked up the May issue of United’s in-flight magazine, Hemispheres, to look at it later, and to ask the magazine editors if they might conceivably publish a brief review of my travel guides in their in-flight magazine at some point.

On the train from Philly to New York, I pass a town called Rahway, New Jersey. I remember glancing at the sign and recalling I knew someone from Rahway some 42 years earlier when I attended Carnegie Mellon University in Pittsburgh.

Then, I attended the book fair in New York City.

On the return flight, I grabbed a copy of the new June issue of Hemispheres and put it in my attaché case. Again, I intended to ask the editors if they might consider writing a review of my travel guide series in their magazine. Indeed, this was a long shot, but certainly no harm in trying, eh? What are the chances they would do that?

The ‘Coincidences’

I arrive home in Ashland. The first thing I do is look over the waiting mail. I see a large white envelope from “Hemispheres Magazine.” I open the envelope, and to my total surprise, I see a copy of that very June issue which I had just grabbed on the flight back, but didn’t yet look at! Interesting coincidence, I muse. It’s the same magazine I had right in my briefcase!

Attached to it is a business card with the words, “Courtesy of the Editor. See page (such and such).” I then eagerly open the magazine, and to my total astonishment, there it is—a review of my travel guide series!

Next, I go upstairs to my office to check email, and as expected, there are a few online orders for my travel guides awaiting my attention while I was away.

It could be from Anywhere, USA, Europe, Egypt, Hong Kong, Australia. And, lo-and-behold, there’s an order from ASHLAND, my town, the town where I LIVE! I have never once gotten an online order from the town where I lived. This was simply unbelievable!

I look at the order. The name of the person is the SAME last name as the person I knew in Pittsburgh some 42 years earlier at Carnegie Mellon—one Jan Chaiken—the same person from Rahway, New Jersey, the sign the train passed on the way to New York. Could this possibly be that same person? And, now living in MY own town? And ordering my guides online?

Dare I ask in the next email if he could possibly be that same Jan Chaiken, who I knew some 42 years earlier at Carnegie Mellon?

I get an almost immediate telephone call back. I hear the voice, and to my incredible amazement, I recognize it! Now, honestly, I never had but a few conversations with Jan Chaiken back in those days at Carnegie Mellon.

He responds rather energetically and enthusiastically, “I would, indeed, be that person!”

He and his wife come over to pick up their travel guides. We have a brief reunion from some four decades earlier, marveling at this set of sheer unbelievable coincidences!

Finally, I asked them how they happened to hear about my travel guides and why they were interested in them. They said they were into public transit, so when they read about my guide series in Hemispheres Magazine while on a recent United flight, they were prompted to order a couple of copies. The impossibility of this synchronicity was not at all lost on them, either. After all, they were statisticians!

2005

Dublin, Ireland

Synchronicity #2:

Humplefunker

They say we all have doppelgängers—ghostly duplicates of ourselves—who are never where we are but travel independent of us; or we are the doppelgängers of them. This tale is about my webmaster, Dan Shaw, and his attempt to shirk his duties by traveling to England and Ireland, thousands of miles away from Ashland, Oregon, where he was clearly avoiding his responsibilities of completing important work on my website before taking off for Europe.

Dan would be attending, no less, a famous new age festival in Glastonbury, England—the city of King Arthur fame featuring speakers on paranormal and mystical subjects. There would be people from the Continent, from faraway countries, and Dan from my town, Ashland, Oregon, in the U.S.

My English friend, George Wingfield, would surely be a locally invited speaker and would talk on the crop circles, which for years now have been magically and often mischievously appearing in fields all over England and other countries as well.

And Dan would assuredly be attending George’s talk, so I thought we should attempt to pull off a prank on Dan. Oh, yeah, Dan did manage to finish up the necessary changes to my website just before leaving for Europe. Nonetheless, I couldn’t resist the temptation to try to pull something over on him.

George, dutifully agreeing to this joke on Dan, was to announce at the beginning of his talk, “Is there a ‘Dan’ in the audience? Dan Shaw from America?”

Dan’s hand meekly rose above the heads of others. Dan was sure this had to do with him, but could there conceivably be another Dan Shaw—or maybe even a possible doppelgänger to Dan in the audience at the very same time? I mean, this was, after all, magical, mystical King Arthur country.

George sees Dan’s arm and hand rise and continues, “Mr. Shaw, Homeland Security—Michael Brein—has called to tell you that you left your car lights on!” (CAR headlights left on in America! Hah!)

Dan does not quite know how to respond to this, for he mistakenly hears the name “Michael Brown,” which just happens, coincidentally, to be the name of the Homeland Security head in the USA. I am Michael Brein, not ‘Brown,’ but Dan is too keyed up to hear that.

Afterward, a nervous Dan makes his way over to George, at which point George spills the beans on our practical joke. However, all is not lost for poor Dan. George proceeds to take him under his wing and treat him to a drink in a pub afterward. So all is forgiven—or is it?

Would Dan be satisfied with just a drink and conversation with an exemplary speaker such as George, or would Dan need to seek his own revenge on me and get even in some very clever way?

I proceed to get an email from Dan, now in Dublin, Ireland, his next stop after the festival. In the email, he rails me: “I had enough of you the last few days before my European trip, what with your forcing me to work on your website when I had a lot to do before my departure! And then, to see your face in a window in Dublin was simply just too much for me to bear!”

“Surely you jest, Dan,” I reply in my next email. “You are pulling my leg, obviously to get even with me for that prank George and I pulled off on you in Glastonbury, aren’t you?”

Dan’s email reply continues, “No, no. I’m serious! Your picture is on a display poster in a window in Dublin. It’s the logo of a local Irish band called ‘Humplefunker!’”

Humplefunker? That’s ridiculous, I thought. How could they possibly have an image of ME on a poster halfway around the world, so friend Dan could just so happen to see it in a Dublin shop window? How is that possible?

Dan had no explanation. He instructed me to go on the Internet and look them up so I could see for myself. And this I did. And, much to my horror, I saw they did, indeed, expropriate my registered and trademarked logo of me, the ‘Travel Psychologist.’

My next step was to email Humplefunker to ask them how is it they are using MY logo without my express written permission. Now, this is the era of the Internet. Years ago, when I began my world travels, communication was prolonged and painful, indeed. Snail mail was about the only way to contact people, and the phones were complicated and expensive to use, to say the least. It was a vast world then, and long-distance meant precisely that—a very great distance, which was hard and costly to traverse.

Not so however, these days. Within ten minutes—yep, that was only TEN minutes—I had an email response from the lead guy himself of this nondescript Irish Humplefunker band! “Hey man, we didn’t mean to use (steal) your logo; we just wanted a ‘Cowboy’ for our logo, and we found YOU! Please don’t sue us (and all that). We’ll take it down and promise not to use it any longer.”

The poster came down off their Internet site, and I was at peace again. Nope, it wasn’t retribution by Dan. Not at all. It was a doppelgänger of me in the form of a poster. My cousin Jeff, who owns a P.R. firm, promised this was the ultimate form of flattery and not to be non-plussed over it.

My take on this, however, is that this logo is my brand, and that I went to a lot of time, effort, and expense to get it trademarked. And, after all, that’s precisely why you do such a thing: to prevent others from using your own private property.

Everyone had a big laugh over this; at least, I did. I don’t know whether Humplefunker is all that happy about it, because, after all, they did lose their American cowboy superhero character. Wow, my doppelgänger in Ireland was a bona fide American icon SUPERHERO!

These days, I am afraid Humplefunker is no more. So it all was much ado about nothing!

2017

Suquamish, Washington

Kino Numbers at the Casino:

Instantaneous Knowing #2

You’d think I’d have had enough, what with my wheel of fortune debacle in Atlantic City, coming oh, so close, but not winning a single red cent given some psychic proclivities I seem to have (see above).

But, oh, no, not me; I cannot resist the occasional temptation to delve into the immediate, the indubitable, and the occasional instantaneous all-knowingness of the now and again moment to guess numbers in a lottery at a nearby casino.

So once at dinner in the local Clearwater Casino buffet near Bainbridge Island, Washington, where I now live, I’d merely spew out a stream of numbers with which to play a game of Kino, which would then flash before me its drawn numbers on a big screen visible in the dining area.

What you did was relatively simple. You’d grab a form; you’d next fill in your chosen numbers; you’d signal for someone to collect your form as well as your two dollars (whatever it was). However, on this occasion, I would purposely spew out a stream of numbers unmitigated by any thoughts, choice, or conscious deliberation.

I would, this time, merely ‘pluck’ the numbers off the/an imaginary ‘Tree of Life,’ pure and simple. And that’s precisely what I did.

But do you know what? There was no one to come and collect my form and my money. I did push the button, but no one showed up in time.

I went, ho-hum and quietly resigned myself to observe the outcome of my numbers selections.

And there it went: one, two, three, four, five and, finally, SIX of MY numbers! SIX! Only three of my numbers were off!

Good enough! I thought. How much would I have won? I lamented.

Suddenly, an official person showed up TOO LATE to respond to my request to submit and pay for my Kino game form (for the game that just came and went!)

Sadly and resigned to my fate, I asked the woman, “How much would I have won if I had managed to turn my form in on time?” (Thinking but not saying, of course, IF you had only been here in time to collect it?)

After all, I had SIX out of the NINE numbers! Wasn’t that like almost winning a lottery, I thought to myself?

“Oh, about nine bucks!” she muttered.

To this day, I am afraid to find out if this is true or not. I cannot stomach a second gambling debacle. I simply cannot!

Summing it All Up

“If but one of these is true, what then?”

Okay, I conclude absolutely and unequivocally at least one of these (my stories) is true. Moreover, more than one is true. I’m certain of it.

My God, I have had way more than my fair share of psychic events, including meaningful synchronicities in my life. And I am not just talking about the myriad of single event synchronicities that I’ve had. That is, the common ones many people will tell you about, whereby, for instance, you run into the same person so unexpectedly in a nearly impossible context, say, halfway around the world.

For sure, I’ve had, in sheer numbers of them, way more than people who have talked to me about the single, relatively simple synchronicities they have had in their lives.

Just as in my streetlights blinking out story (see above), I’ve had WAY more than my fair share of streetlights blinking out. I cannot, therefore, possibly try to make a case for something really weird and paranormal happening to me by merely pointing to multiple simple occurrences of them, no matter how many of these have happened to me.

Suffice to say, it is not the sheer number of lights blinking out that makes a strong case. Instead, it is the collective variety and uniqueness of these events that strengthen the case for them being actual paranormal anomalies of sorts and not merely ‘normal’ occurrences.

And concerning the streetlights blinking out, in my case, again, I’ve had vast numbers of them, and I’ve had the uniqueness of the variety of them as well.

Similarly, with respect to synchronicity experiences, I, too, have had a number of them—more than most people have had. AND, what’s more, I have had a variety of them that are way unusual. I’ve had some double synchronicities. I’ve had a triple synchronicity, and I’ve even had a quintuple one as well, which seals the deal for me. As far as I am concerned, CASE CLOSED with respect to BOTH—streetlights blinking out and synchronicities as being meaningful and valid paranormal anomalies!

***
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Commentary

Michael Brein was always a child of definite promise. Displaying a unique intelligence and creativity onward from birth, it was clear to his parents he would be no ordinary school student, nor would he be particularly malleable enough to be folded into some singly predictable, conventional, and stable, sensible mold.

To Michael’s parents, it could only spell trouble. For what do you do with a kid that has his own insistent and persistent mind about things?

So they probably did the very best they could. When it came to academics and studies, they thought largely to best simply leave him alone to mostly his own devices, which is what they did. And in all, it probably worked out okay for the most part.

What they did not appreciably know about their son was he also had something of a paranormal bent to him. At an early age, maybe, they even gave vent to at least some of it, but not all of it.

They did not know, for instance, that Michael had psychic experiences and abilities of his own that drove him to explore new and endless possibilities mostly accessible to only a few and explored almost without equal by any straightforward or widely available means, methods, or pursuits other than walking down one’s own paranormal path. For Michael, this path would become his ‘Road to Strange’ through his (and Rosemary Ellen Guiley’s) books.

For instance, while Michael’s mother, when he was a child, managed to spirit away into the trash can a kind of “Madame Blavatsky” -ish or some sort of swinging pendulum meant to divine the truth of things—some kind of game or simple play toy hidden away in Michael’s closet—she stealthily got rid of it.

Michael’s father, on the other hand, noted his son’s interest in flying saucers early on in his teenage life and found it to be one of the few interesting things they shared in common enough to have some semblance of a conversation over.

Michael’s keen openness and growing interest in all things paranormal and UFOs continued and strengthened into adult life on parallel as he involved himself with and deepened his academic interests, enabling him to earn not one but four university degrees!

Michael noted he had enough smarts, however, to KNOW to suppress in academia any open or public discussions of such borderline interests and pursuits. It was crucial that these side interests never impact his ability to earn the now and again scholarship or graduate assistantship, a fully paid four-year Ph.D. fellowship, and even an occasional grant or two (for such things as to study Chinese and Indonesian and obtain travel grants to conferences, and so on.)

What Michael learned early on was to suppress and cover up any of his dalliances and forays into the psychic or paranormal realms, knowing full well they did NOT mix well at all with academics.

Fortunately for Michael, he was able to keep one foot in the respectable social science box and the other in the paranormal (and otherwise) box that indeed promised and lent a sense of fulfillment and satisfaction to his curiosity about the strange things in life that could not be gained in any other usual, quasi- or respectable ways.

And then he met and became friends and a co-writer with Rosemary Ellen Guiley in their jointly created Road to Strange series, giving vent to the exploration of all things paranormal and UFOs.

From Wikipedia:

The following Wikipedia article describes and confirms my initial impression of the Crescent Hotel in Eureka Springs, Arkansas:

The Crescent Hotel has been called ‘America’s Most Haunted Hotel,’ and is said to be haunted by at least eight spirits. These include a young woman who attended college there in the 1920s or 30s, who is either said to have died by jumping from the roof or being pushed; a nurse who worked in the building when it was a hospital; a man in a hat and tails, believed to be the ghost of Dr. John Freemont Ellis, a staff doctor at the original Crescent Hotel resort in the late 1800s; Michael, an Irish stonemason, who lost his footing while building the hotel and slipped off the roof to his death; Theadora, a cancer victim who came to Norman Baker’s resort for treatment; a ghostly bearded gentleman wearing Victorian clothing and a top hat; Brecky, a boy who often came to the resort in its glory days and died of complications from appendicitis; and Norman G. Baker himself.

In 2005, the hotel was visited by Jason Hawes and Grant Wilson, presenters of the television show Ghost Hunters. Wilson recorded a full-body apparition on their thermal imaging camera; the form seemed to be of a man wearing a hat and nodding his head.
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The Psychic Life of Kelly Walters
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Kelly Walters

Credible? Incredible? Which parts? Why?

***
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Kelly, someone who some people might likely think of as perhaps being a ‘challenged’ adult* has had a lifetime of psychic visions and events. These are quite normal for Kelly, and she has not the least problem accepting the reality of her occurrences.

She is one of those people who is a ‘repeat paranormal experiencer,’ who appears to have continued psychic events throughout her life. Some of Kelly’s visions do strain credulity, however. Nonetheless, she seems to be so honest and sincere that if the mantra, ‘if but one of these (occurrences) is true,’ how are we to deal with it as well as the rest of them?

The Early 1970s

The South, USA

Slave Quarters in the South

In the early 70s, I was going to my aunt Jane’s farm in Georgia or Virginia. I was four or five years old, but I could feel spirits a little even then.

I didn’t know what they were, but my aunt said her farm was once a plantation in the 1800s, so it was probably during the Civil War because we found some Civil War bullets in the ground, of which one or two of them we still have.

But one of the buildings—an area my aunt said felt cold to her—was where the slaves had been.

I ‘spoke’ to the spirits and said I was sorry for what happened to them. And they said it was okay for me to be there.

I didn’t actually see any of them, but I could feel them—I could feel their presence. I didn’t understand what slavery was at that age; I just knew it was bad.

My aunt never said she could see the ghosts, but she could feel them, too. My aunt told me it felt like a chill or something.

And even when my sister was in there, she said, too, she felt something ‘funny’ in there. And then I went in there and said, “Ooh, I felt a few people in there,” but I wasn’t sure how many. But they just wanted us to leave, and that’s when I said to them that I was sorry for what happened to them, and then we left.

As far as telling anybody about this, my aunt kind of knew, and my sister was curious, too. This was the first time I had an experience like that.

1974

Okinawa, Japan

The Okinawa Ghost Soldier

My dad was in the Navy, and I went to the school for military dependents in Okinawa, one of the major island-hopping areas.

Some American kids in my elementary school always teased me a lot because I was slow at learning, and some of them pushed me one day into a closet, and I didn’t get out for almost an hour. To this day, I’m still afraid of the dark.

But also I saw a ghost in the closet, and it scared me a little. I think it was one of the Japanese soldiers there during the war.

He was wearing his pine-green uniform. He didn’t have a weapon. He was a little surprised and looked a little bit mean at first. But then, that was it. He slowly vanished.

He was a little surprised at first, and then he asked me something in Japanese, but I couldn’t understand him, and I was so scared I couldn’t answer.

I never saw him again, and I finally got out of that closet after an hour. The kids that pushed me into the closet got punished by the teacher. They never did it again, but they made me scared of the dark. I had to sleep with the night lights on from then on.

1980

Portland, Oregon

The Volcano Dreams Premonitions

Well, before Mount St. Helens erupted in 1980, I kept feeling her earthquakes. And then I kept having the same dream of her eruption for almost two weeks before she exploded. And then on the day she blew, which was May 18, 1980, I heard her explosions at 8:30 a.m. because it also woke me up.

I was living in the Park Rose area of Portland, Oregon, at 105th and Skidmore, and we could see her eruption. I heard it when it happened.

I related it to the dreams I had been having, almost 14 of them even, and I had the last one on the day she blew, and that was it. I told nobody about this.

And that’s not the only experience like that that I’ve had. I had one also when I was little and in California. And I had one, too, when I was in Okinawa in Japan when I was in school there.

1971 and 1990

Disneyland and Disney World, USA

The Disney Ghosts

I went to both Disneyland and Disney World. Disneyland is in Anaheim, California, and Disney World is in Orlando, Florida.

I started going to Disneyland in 1971 and Disney World in 2000.

Whenever I go to Disneyland, I feel Mr. Disney is there watching other people from his apartment building. He’s over by the fire station on Main Street. And one time, he appeared to me while I was waiting for the parade to come.

I was standing near one of the trees on Main Street,  across the street from his apartment. I saw he was an older man wearing a gray jacket and tie. He was near one of the trees, talking to other people, I guess, and he noticed me.

We talked about our favorite rides and stuff, and he just wanted to know that. And then he just vanished after that. But since then, I’ve always waved ‘hello’ to him.

It is said other Disneyland staffers have also seen him sometimes at night, walking around the Park. People say Walt Disney still hangs around the Park.

And when I was at Disney World, I could feel the presence of his brother, Roy, especially near the Magic Kingdom.

I think his brother had a special connection to the Magic Kingdom because he was the one who started creating Disney World.

1999

Portland, Oregon

The Airplane Crash Premonitions

I had a dream about a friend flying in an airplane. His name was Payne Stewart. He was a famous golfer. I met him at Lloyd Center in Portland in the food court area. He was here in Portland at the time for the Fred Meyer Golf Challenge.

I saw in my dream something about one of his private planes. It crashed—it was very sad. I even tried to warn him about it, but he didn’t believe me.

And I also met John F. Kennedy, Jr. another time again at Lloyd Center, near the B. Dalton Bookstore. I met him just briefly, and we talked for almost an hour. At first, I didn’t recognize him until somebody told me who he was, and then I said, “Oh, my gosh!”

I then had a premonition afterward about his plane crash. I had the dream in June 1999, about a month before he died.

The Early 2000s

Cross Country, USA

The Camper Premonition

When I was very young, I ‘saw’ in a vision a truck coming toward us. We were in the camper. I warned my dad about 20 minutes in advance. At first, they didn’t believe me. And my dad didn’t even see it until it was coming closer and closer, and then he even yelled at me for warning him!

Until then, they didn’t believe me. But after that, sometimes they believed me, and sometimes they didn’t.

2001

Portland, Oregon

World Trade Towers Attack on September 11, 2001

One time, I was at the Portland International Airport, and I saw the clock tower showed different times on it for the other places.

When I looked at the one for New York, I suddenly had a very weird premonition. I had a vision of the World Trade Center towers, that they were hit by something, and I saw one of the planes cascade down, and it terrified me.

While having the premonition, I felt like I even jumped out of my body. And then I saw the airport empty; nobody was there. It was Portland International Airport.

I came back into my body, but I almost passed out.

For almost three days, nobody flew, and of course, the airport was just empty because all the planes were grounded. My vision of seeing the airport empty was related to that.

I tried to tell my mom and my dad, but at first, they didn’t believe me until, of course, after it happened.

It is possible my parents didn’t want to know about these things because it was scary for them.

I still believe... It’s like I can tap into... Well, like in Star Wars... It’s ‘The Force’ or something like that.

2007

Minneapolis, Minnesota

The Minneapolis Bridge Collapse Premonition

I had a dream about Minneapolis-St. Paul, Minnesota, about a bridge collapsing—one of the freeway bridges. It was the one that was next door to the one we were on. And in the dream, I kept seeing it collapse and coming up again and collapsing again and coming back up again.

I knew something was going to happen; I even wrote it down on my calendar, and then it actually happened some 11 months later.

***
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Commentary

*By ‘challenged’ adult, I mean that in a general sense.

Kelly appears to need assistance in her everyday daily living. She told me, for instance, she was not ‘allowed’ by her parents to have her own credit card, and she seemed to be in the care of her parents. And she said students had taunted her during elementary school in Okinawa for her ‘slow learning.’

Her clothing does not seem normal, conventional-looking, and you might reasonably easily conclude Kelly was not a conventionally, typically, normally behaving woman.

Perhaps some might think she might not quite ‘measure up’ in the normal range on standard intelligence tests.

This is supposition on my part, but there simply is, no doubt, something about Kelly that gets your attention, leading to the observation maybe something about her is ‘not quite right.’

However, these observations aside, I did several interviews over time with Kelly and believed her to be a friendly and engaging interviewee with many interesting life experiences.

I met no one quite like Kelly: I enjoyed our interviews and found her memory for and description of her psychic-oriented life experiences to be quite compelling, engaging, and memorable.

I would have to say, once you get beyond any initial impressions of the possibility of Kelly being challenged, she was a most interesting conversant with a plethora of fascinating stories of her life experiences. There is no doubt in my mind Kelly W. is one of these rare ‘repeat paranormal experiencers.’
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The Kit-Verdi Chronicles

Colleen Hogan-Taylor
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Look-alike or past life, maybe

***
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Colleen has a UFO experience and a host of paranormal occurrences centered on the death of her loving husband, Kit. Along with an eerie resemblance to Giuseppe Verdi, suggesting a past life association, Kit appears to have been possibly initiating some symbolic communication with Colleen through a variety of psychic means, including, of all things, Brasiliana.

Colleen says that she’d had some emotional issues to clear recently, and while sitting in her car waiting to see her therapist, she tuned in to Classic King FM Radio (in Seattle). “What was playing,” you ask? Bachianas Brasileiras, #5 by Villa Lobos, Brazil’s most famous, beloved classical composer. That piece is almost the national anthem in Brazil. I think it was Kit just letting me know—“Things are okay. You’ll be fine.”   

In recalling her UFO and psychic experiences during my interview with her, Colleen asserts, “I think it’s because of the experiences I’ve had throughout my lifetime. I believe I’ve had some unique experiences, and I needed answers. I want to find out what other people have seen, what other people have felt, where they’ve been, and what has happened to them. I wanted to know if my experiences and synchronicities were really meant for me? Were these things real?”

1966

Bend, Oregon

Great Balls of Fire

Fireballs in the sky have been a staple sighting of unearthly-seeming phenomena during the early era of UFOs. They’ve been a relatively rarer occurrence in recent years.

Says Colleen, on one spring afternoon—around 4:00 p.m. in Bend, Oregon, I was walking with two friends to my home near the west side of Pilot Butte. It was 1966. We were average 15-year-old local, junior-high-school girls. Middle-class, nice homes, no significant worries, discussing our lives, sharing stories, laughing, and plotting how to fill the pending hot summer months. Just three girls we were, walking home on a sunny day.

Suddenly, in the northern bright blue sky, we saw three large fiery-looking balls. They weren’t distant, like faraway stars, but nor were they super close, as in only a few miles. They shot across the sky and stopped. Yes, they stopped! They were in a vertical line, appearing to be equidistant apart. Giant orange-red, burning fireballs. We were stunned... shocked.

I ran and yelled to my mom, who came outside to view this celestial craziness with us. We watched them for only a few moments—perhaps a minute or two... then they shot off across the sky and were gone. Disappeared. We stood in shocked silence, looking at each other... expressions conveying questions and wanting instant answers... Did we really see that? We all nodded, yes. What was that? Is it coming back? Where did it come from? Where did it go? What could do that? Then, confirmation. We agreed. We had all just witnessed a UFO.

Bend’s clear night skies attract astronomers, from professionals to the merely curious.

The Pine Mountain Observatory is located just 26 miles outside of Bend, housed at 6,500 feet.

The local newspaper, The Bend Bulletin, used to print reports from the observatory about night sky objects spinning about the universe—planets, stars, comets, and rockets. We’d seen those. We’d seen shooting stars and the Milky Way. But those speeding fireballs were nothing like those. This was no comet. There was no head or long tail. It was nothing like anything I had ever seen.

A few days later, there was a short story in the newspaper.

1989

Salvador, Brazil

Candomblé Ceremony in Brazil

Colleen attends a Candomblé Ceremony in which part of the decor, a seahorse, takes on symbolic significance.

In 1989, in Salvador, Brazil, we went to a Candomblé Ceremony that took place in the lower city of Salvador. The ceremony started at 9:00 p.m. Drummers came in; women came in dressed in white. They prostrated themselves on the floor. And the drumming began and continued for three hours. During this time, women were dancing in a circle, and then men would come in and dance in a circle as well. In this room where it all took place, the sexes were segregated: men on one side; women on the other. The walls were painted yellow.

There are many deities represented in Candomblé. A male deity is called a pai-de-santo, and a female deity is called a mãe-de-santo. The Brazilians had their own deities that they worshiped.

The walls were decorated with the saints that this particular mãe-de-santo worshiped. Each type of drumming was connected to a particular dance, so it isn’t like you can just get up and dance in a circle. There are specific movements associated with each deity, and each deity had its own type of food that it ate, its particular day that it was worshiped on, distinct colors that it wears, and parts of the world or universe that it lords over.

Two women were sitting next to me: one very small and one very large. During the ceremony, each of them, initially silent when they came in, their eyes became bloodshot. They went onto the floor, where they began to writhe on the ground and just became completely unglued.

Over time, they sort of came back into themselves, and they eventually calmed down. Then they sat down again next to me when all was done, as if nothing had happened. The two women caught the spirit and had the spirit infused in them. I mean, I saw them physically change right before my eyes!

During the ceremony, rice was served to everyone. You were allowed to eat it if you wanted to, but I did not. Partaking of the rice also meant that you were ingesting the spirit of the deity.

I didn’t know about it. Had I known, I would have done it—stupid me.

I was with my husband, Kit Taylor, who was a former Peace Corps Volunteer in the ’60s, stationed in Brazil’s northeastern region, and who had traveled Brazil extensively and was fluent in Brazilian Portuguese. So Brazil was, indeed, his adopted country. And he understood all of this.

It was a fascinating experience. One thing to mention that had particular significance to me years later is that hanging from the ceiling in this very small room that would be akin to an empty garage today—that’s the kind of space it was. It was utterly cement: cement floor, cement walls, and cement ceiling. Hanging from the ceiling, all over the place, were these little replicas of seahorses shimmering and just glittering all over the place—seahorses in white, just glistening and yellow walls with deities painted on the sides.

The drummers at the front of the room were dressed entirely in white. And the women who are called Bahianas were wearing the traditional Bahianan dress, which is white lace and frilly and beautiful. We had to leave at midnight, but the ceremony continued, however, until about 4:00 a.m.

So it was quite a profound spiritual experience seeing and hearing all this. I would go again in a heartbeat.

The seahorse became like a symbol to us—like a spiritual symbol. Every time we saw a seahorse or thought of a seahorse or anything about a seahorse, we thought of Brazil. We thought of spiritualism. We considered how we are affected by many things in life, not just the everyday things. And also the two women that caught the spirit and had the spirit infused in them. I saw them physically change before my eyes.

We were told that most people who attend a Candomblé Ceremony are like anyone attending a church ceremony in that you look for guidance if you’re having a rough time and you want to talk to God about whatever’s bothering you. Or you want redemption, you want forgiveness, or you want things changed.

In a developing country like Brazil, people have many problems, and what they often do in Brazil is set off fireworks when they get what they want. So all the time, all over Brazil, you’ll see fireworks go off, and it’s often because somebody is thanking God for giving them what they wanted.

As far as the women, the words fail me, but they came in looking like ordinary Brazilian people. And then when the spirit caught them, their eyes went bloodshot. They started writhing on the floor; they were whirling, and then, over time, as the drumming got softer, they regrouped and became calm.

Their eyes grew white again, and then they came up and sat down next to me again as if nothing had happened. I did not speak Brazilian Portuguese, but we just looked at each other as if we knew—we understood what was going on; the spirit had grabbed them; they needed to do this, and now everything was okay.
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