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Book 1: The Road to Strange: Travel Tales of the Paranormal and Beyond

“A fascinating book with great commentary. Plenty of interesting stories of earthbound spirits and why they inhabit the dark stairwells of the world.”

— David Hatcher Childress, author and owner of Adventures Unlimited Press

“The Road to Strange, with its variety of exceptional experiences happening to ordinary people (and the accompanying commentary) is a truly interesting book that makes one wonder about our world and our own experiences. You may find it hard to put down — and you’ll be searching your memory for your own extraordinary happenings.”

— Loyd Auerbach, parapsychologist, author, and President, Forever Family Foundation

Book 2: The Road to Strange: UFOs, Aliens, and High Strangeness

“The Road to Strange: UFOs, Aliens and High Strangeness is simply one of the best UFO books I've read in years. By that I mean a book that in one manner or another earnestly attempts to advance our understanding of UFO phenomena, the intelligences behind their breathtaking technology, and in the process, gives us yet one more real-world asset to recommend to anyone interested in furthering their own UFO-alien reality education. The Road to Strange accomplishes these objectives handily, but in a particularly methodical (and most appropriate) manner; that being, by respectfully, repeatedly, and deliberately delivering us into the lives of real people, one after another, as they each share an all-too-real memory of life-changing sighting and/or experience. 

“We shouldn't be surprised that this book is the outstanding UFO-literary powerhouse it is. Long-respected authors, lecturers, scholars, and world travelers, Michael Brein and Rosemary Ellen Guiley remain highly focused throughout on delivering readers to these unvarnished, highly credible firsthand witness and/or experiencer testimonies. Each one is followed by an appropriately thoughtful, insightful commentary, all of which reflect clear insights throughout.

“It’s easy to allow things to get complicated when you're writing about the paranormal and UFOs, a challenge to keep things simple, even for the most experienced of writers, and Rosemary and Michael are writing at the top of their form. They make an old story come alive with new meaning, and they make it look simple. I, among many others, know from experience it is anything but. It is welcome to read both these authors again, and most appropriate that they chose to include selected parts of Brein's interview with UFO giant Dr. J. Allen Hynek. Dr. Hynek's words still ring out to us today in as timely a manner as when he first wrote them. Congratulations to the authors, and sincere thanks to all those good people whose accounts are included in this marvelous book.” 

— Peter Robbins, author and UFO researcher

Book 3: The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe

— Repeat Experiencers of UFOs and the Paranormal

“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 ideas. 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 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 a while, 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 help 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

Book 4: The Road to Strange: A Psychic Reader

— More Tales of UFOs, the Paranormal, and High Strangeness

“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
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Joseph Redmiles

***
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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.

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, and 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 latest two books in the series: The Contiguous Universe and A Psychic Reader, 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 and life 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?

***

[image: ]


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 highly 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 highly strange, 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 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 psychic experiences 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, UFO, and high-strangeness 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, the paranormal, or the highly strange — 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 The Road to Strange book series acknowledge they have life histories of the paranormal, UFOs, and other highly strange, 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 The Road to Strange book series 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 book, The Road to Strange: A Psychic Reader, are not intended to provide definitive proof of UFOs, extraterrestrials, the paranormal, or the highly strange. 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.

The true stories 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 stories included in this book are of 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 my upcoming volumes.

Before I go, I’d like to share a little more about how this book series on UFOs, the paranormal, and the highly strange 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 even 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 by writing this Road to Strange book series 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.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction

[image: ]




The Road to Strange: A Psychic Reader

***
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“Not only is the Universe stranger than we think; it is stranger than we can think.”

— Werner Heisenberg

The same quote applies as well to the psychic, the paranormal and the strange: I am not alone in thinking that these things are not only weird but that the Universe, itself, must even be weirder and stranger than we can ever possibly imagine.

And, understandably, we are afraid to talk about these things for fear of 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, Betty... she had a premonition. Bill says he saw a UFO. Mary and Steve say they saw a ghost. John says he was visited by his father the night he died.”

And on and on.

We don’t really quite believe them. We tolerate them. And we don’t want to go so far as to label them as being crazy. After all, the stories just might be true! Or at least some of their stories could 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 surreal fog 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 the last few years, all over the news, you may have even viewed some of the fleeting images of UFOs caught on video by U.S. Navy fighter pilots. The U.S. Navy has now reported and affirmed that UFOs are real. So now it is time to pay attention to the UFOs in our skies; further study is now required.

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 and the highly strange.

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 by an organization called MUFON, (the Mutual UFO Network).

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.

This Series:

The Road to Strange

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

To this end, the author’s first 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 the late Rosemary Ellen Guiley) are but the first two books in The Road to Strange series.

The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe is the next in the series. In this book, 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? What 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 in you 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.

In this book, I present 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. And yours truly is one of them!

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

My mantra in writing this book was 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 all?

I purposely include some accounts as well 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 not. 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 bit more... to leave ourselves open to expanding the boundaries of what we perceive to be our reality. To grow the limits of our scientific paradigms — our frameworks that allow us to delineate and perceive and understand the parameters of our knowing and understanding of the Universe.

This Book: 

The Road to Strange: A Psychic Reader

It is just such a shifting of the boundaries of our so-called ‘fishbowls’ that we live in — if these are permeated and expanded by making us privy to a broader understanding of the all, the Universe, then we can be said to have undergone a “paradigm shift.”

The broader our conception of reality is — even if we know it better — might yet be much more extensive than any of us can ever believe or may ever be able to comprehend.

If I’ve helped you to broaden your horizons even just a little more through these stories and case studies in The Road to Strange series, then I will feel that I have accomplished my mission: “If but any one of these is true... what then?”

Well, hey... Why not become open to what’s more? Why not be privy to yet just a little bit more of all that there is?

In this book, I endeavor to present you with yet more true tales of UFOs, the paranormal, and high strangeness from my extensive collection, in the form of a Reader, so to speak, to provide you with some more grist for the mill, shall we say, to guide you just a bit further along The Road to Strange, along a path that guides us all to a better grasp of the Universe which we are all in together.

DISCLAIMER 

Please know that some stories in The Road to Strange series may include graphic, unpleasant, disturbing, harsh language, or possibly even sexually explicit material.

And some stories may not be for the squeamish at heart. This book is aimed at a mature adult audience. Yet, some material ought to be communicated clearly and responsibly to younger and relatively inexperienced readers.

No story in the series is meant to depict any country, people, gender, race, culture, or religion in a negative light. Good and bad things can and do happen anywhere and to anyone.

Finally, some stories may be repeated and appear in other books in The Road to Strange series depending on the countries and subject matter covered where appropriate.
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The Airplane to Strange
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Ghost on a Plane

***
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The Legend of “Fox Delta”

As told to me by Suzy Hanmore. This was inflight sometime back n the late 1970s on a Christmas Day. We were coming back from Bangkok. We “positioned back” (stew speak), and it was a completely empty aircraft, and we were taking the aircraft all the way back to London, but stopping in Dubai to pick up another crew that was then still officially working. 

We had a few drinks on the aircraft, and we were just sitting and talking down toward the back of the aircraft. Absolute darkness this is, except for a few small lights on the aircraft. We left all the lights down dim so it's easy on the eyes, and we were all sitting down. 

Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I saw somebody standing in the back galley, and I didn't really take any particular notice of it because I wasn't really looking at it. 

But as I was looking at it, it just disappeared into thin air! I thought, Oh it was nothing! — it must have been my imagination or something. 

Later on during the flight, we stopped at Dubai, picked up another crew, and we then took off once again in darkness.

Stewardess Sandy was sitting in a seat as I was sitting on the seat arm talking to someone, facing the rear. The same as I was before, but this time in the reverse position. And now Sandy saw something. 

I said, “What's up?” 

She said, “Oh, nothing.”

And I said again, “What's up?” 

And she said, “Well, I thought I saw somebody down the back galley there,” and she described it exactly the same as what I had seen before. 

Well, we'd been talking about this later on in the flight, and a few people were asleep. And at one stage nearly everyone except the three pilots were asleep on the aircraft, except for the one girl who was getting them drinks down the back. 

She went down there. And as she was getting the drinks out of a bar box and some bitter lemons or something like this, she felt that there was someone behind her. 

You know how you feel with people behind you, and she felt as though someone was there, and she actually looked around. 

But there's no one there, so she just carried on, and once again looked around, but, again, no one there. But she could definitely feel that somebody was behind her. 

We got back to Gatwick (Airport), and we were talking to the traffic guy there, the guy who dispatches the aircraft and meets the aircraft, and he said that this particular aircraft with the registration mark “Fox Delta” is well known, for it's definitely got a ghost of some description.

Lots of things happened. 

One guy was positioning out to Singapore on this aircraft. All the way, just him and the flight crew, and it got to a stage where he'd moved down to the back of the aircraft and talked aloud to this... presence... maybe out of fear or whatever. 

He'd just go down and say aloud, “Oh, I'm going down to have a gin and tonic. Do you want a gin and tonic?” and things like this.

And he'd just speak about it aloud as if talking aloud would somehow ward off anything strange.

Author Michael: Would the ghost talk back to him?

Suzy: Oh no, no!

Michael: Then, he didn't even see the ghost? 

Suzy: No. He just felt it was there and wasn't sure what it was all about.

Commentary

Ships, planes, trains, and automobiles, you don’t normally hear paranormal accounts of hauntings other than the occasional haunted ship account now and again (see the Queen Mary story, elsewhere in this book.)

So this account of a haunted airplane is a very rare account of a supposed ghost aboard an aircraft.

Hauntings are usually attributed to the proximities of where people died. And, there are, indeed, accounts of travelers, at least, dying on airplanes. I’ve heard numerous accounts of these.

But insofar as a flight crewmember dying on an airplane flight, these occasions must be exceedingly rare.

It is interesting that this particular aircraft, Fox Delta, has an apparent reputation! 

If we hadn’t known of this particular story and the accounts of several flight crewmembers, we could very easily have chalked this story up to an urban myth or an urban legend.
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Heine, the Violinist
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Genius Musician

***
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As told to me by Curtis Hesse. What happens when the paths of life we take crisscross the mystical Road to Strange in such unbelievable, bizarre ways? 

What happens if a life event — during a visit to Ibiza, Spain — possibly involves not only the paranormal but also the ancient and mythological? 

How do you reconcile in your mind that what happened to Heine, a young German genius violinist, who may have truly intersected ancient mystical energies, albeit an ancient myth that, for most of us, is simply beyond our common acceptance and belief?

Could The Road to Strange exact a toll — perhaps the ultimate one?

To appreciate this story best, you might have had to be a hippie making the rounds of some of Planet Earth’s mystical hotspots during the hippie era of the 1960s and 1970s.

Part One:

Ibiza, the Balearic Islands, Spain

-The Mid-1970s-

Magical, Mystical Ibiza

Curtis: Ibiza is, indeed, a very special, if not mystical, place. In the normal course of daily life amongst young visiting hippie Europeans and Americans, mostly no one ever experiences such odd events, but every once in a while, when someone does, it stretches and boggles the mind with such incredulity.

I'll tell you an experience Curtis Hesse had with a remarkable young man that came to Ibiza in the mid-1970s. 

His name was Heine. I don’t have a last name for him. He came from Germany, from Berlin. He was an artist. He studied at the famous, prestigious Academy in Berlin, drawing, and painting, and along with it he was learning to play the violin since he was very young, I think — since he was about 12 years old. 

He came to the island of Ibiza, and he was completely taken by it. He didn't return to Germany. I think he found his life here. In Germany, he had very promising things to do. He was just getting a band together that was very successful, and they were talking about records being produced. But he decided Ibiza was now going to be his home. 

You could describe Heine as being a real genius. I mean, I’ve never come across a man that had so many aspects of a genius that he did. You could just feel it. He was not the kind of man that would wrap you up in a conversation or something. He'd just nod his head or just simply grab his violin and play, but not when he was asked. 

At the end of the evening, when everybody would play his or her music, and everybody was under the effect of ecstasy (the drug), Heine would suddenly show up and play his violin.

Already when he was living on the island, he was some kind of fairy tale legend. If there was a party, people were asking, “Do you think Heine will show up?” because Heine was the man who really played the violin. And he was the only man who played the violin.

The first time I met Heine, it was in San Carlos, Ibiza. He lived there with a girl, and he had this dog called “Tilo” which was a dancing dog. Whenever Heine played the violin, Tilo used to turn and bite his tail and made a lot of dust in the room. It was a very unique impression to see Heine and his dog perform.

The first time I saw Heine, there was a whole group of musicians. Whenever there was a happening, especially at full moon parties, the entire crowd, the people, the insiders would come together, and they played music. 

And, of course, there was a certain hierarchy amongst the musicians. Some people could play, and, of course, some people couldn't, and some people that shouldn't, but Heine was the man; he was the coronation of any of the music sessions. 

He would come, and whenever he came with his violin, it was always quite a unique performance.

We got to know him. A friend of mine by the name of Glen was a singer from India, a small boy with an angelic voice. And Heine, who could not play with many of the other musicians, liked Glen very much.

They went to a little place on the mainland in Spain to practice music together. And then Heine left for Africa, for Morocco, I think, for a while. 

The next year he came back to Ibiza rather late. The music scene had already gotten together, and there was a second violin player now on the island, another very good violin player from Norway. I've forgotten his name now, but he was a very handsome man with long blonde hair. 

But there was a difference. When Heine was playing, it seemed to be more a thing coming from his soul, from inside his whole blues. He was really playing a German kind of blues, whereas the other one was a more studied violin player that could play Mozart and so on. 

So, at that time when Heine came to the bazaar, the music scene had already gotten together, and he seemed to feel a little left out. It wasn't really so, because he still was Heine.

One day I saw him at the bazaar with a big collection of his drawings, and I said, “Heine, what are you doing?”

He said, “Oh, I'm selling my paintings.”

“Yes, these are all the paintings I made in all my life, and I'm just selling them.”

“How much do you want for all of it?” I asked.

He said, “I want as much as I need to buy an electric violin.”

I replied, “But you are nuts. You can't sell these precious, beautiful paintings that are quite unique!”

The tourists were just grabbing at them right and left and taking them out of his hands, and you could see that he was not at all a salesman. 

The woman would ask, “How much do you want for this?” and he would just smile at the woman with his big lips, and he would say, “Well, how much is it worth to you?”

And the woman would say... You could see her getting all nervous. You could see she was grabbing a fish. She was getting something, and she would quote a meager price, a price which I would have been ashamed of and would have hidden if I had to name a price like this.

But he was just laughing it off and giving it all away like some little child handing colorful pebbles out to the people.

But he was set on getting an electric violin, and this is how he did it.

And then there were plans for us all to play music together, and Glen and I wanted to go into different tourist clubs and just play some music for the people.

One day, on a Friday night, we were supposed to meet up with Heine, but we sat there, and he didn't come. I remember I said, “You see these fake musicians, you really can't depend on them.” 

But before I go on, I must go back up a bit. 

The Full Moon Party

There was a full moon party with the eclipse since Ibiza is a very astrological place. People always referred very much to the constellations of the stars that they’d think now the moon is going to be in Leo or Cancer, or something like that. They were heavy into that sort of astrology in Ibiza. 

So, that was the night of the eclipse, and so I had a full moon birthday party at the house for Glen, who I think had just turned 21. There were a lot of people around, but again, Heine felt a bit left out because they had formed already their musical group.

And the music that had happened on that night, I recorded part of it. When the musicians played, Heine would just merely stand in the corner and smile or do nothing or just merely hold his violin or even leave it in the case.

And then something very curious happened: a child cried. A little child. I think it was the child of the painter, James Taylor. The child cried, perhaps because it was tired.

And Heine would come with his violin and would tune in to this crying baby, which really frightened me. I never heard a man really intonating the human voice and capturing and mimicking the human pain so much as he did with his violin. 

So, that evening Heine didn't play very much, and you could see when he did play it was just like two animals fighting over a bone or something.

One of the other musicians has written a song about him called “The Song for Heine,” which I'll tell below. And this guy, Michael, who was a professional musician, could literally see that something was going on inside the head of this violin player, Heine.

Heine never made many statements, but this time he did say — he came out with a very odd statement.

He said, “Curtis, there's something strange. I hear the most incredible music playing where I live.” 

I said, “Where?” 

He said, “Out in Vedra.” 

“When do you hear it? At night or during the day?”

“I hear it all the time, and I’ve come to where I really don't want to be there anymore.” 

Then he came over to this side of the island. 

Es Vedra

We all knew that this island was divided into two parts; the so-called “mythological” part because on this side from San Miguel from the center and San Carlos, there were “the good vibrations,” as they say, coming from the goddess, “Tanit,” which is a goddess from the Phoenicians that allegedly came to the island.

And then, from where Heine had come, the god, “Bes,” had lived around the area in Vedra. It was in Vedra where he claimed to have heard the strange music.

Some people might jump to conclusions by drawing a line from Vedra to San Vincenzo — and we divide the island diagonally into two parts so the other end of the diagonal would be the vibrations of Bes's “Vedra.”

Now, Vedra is the whole area and is where the big rocks known as “Es Vedra” stick out of the water, and there is a little channel passing between there and the mainland. 

On the mainland there is a very sudden drop from the mountain, going at its highest point about 200 meters down from the watchtower to the land underneath and the beach, where sometimes people go down to have mystical experiences. The beach is called “Atlantis.”

So, Heine lived in Vedra near the house of the tower. The tower was owned by an American who had a long lease on it, by the name of Michael. They call him the “Tower Michael.”

And he had access to the tower. He put a wooden door into it. And sometimes people would go up and just live and stay overnight in the tower.

Heine, at the time, was involved with two girls. He was quite the ladies' man, actually. As a matter of fact, he would play his violin, and in the middle of a concert he would just see a girl, and he would put his violin away, and if there were a place he could “do it,” he would do it. You could see Heine dashing off into the bushes with a girl during the full moon parties.

Yes, he was the kind of guy; he was quite handsome, a lean, tall man, and reticent actually, but all his passion and all these things came out when he played the violin.

Heine had been involved with one of two women, who some people on the island called ‘witches’ because both of them have been thought to be the cause, they say, of the sudden death of people. They lived in this mystical part of Ibiza, called Vedra.

For example, one guy who was a French writer died of an overdose of an injection, which could have been heroin or something, in a house near San Lorenzo, and he was dying in the lotus position and was left alone by the remainder of the people.

The others had gone upstairs and didn't know that the poor guy was having such a hard time and had died. The main concern of the people at the time, which is another story, was the Guardia Civil (the police) coming and arresting them, so they all left the place.

And one of the two women named Marie, who lived there at that time, had recently rejected Heine.

Marie must have mentioned something to the effect that Heine at the time had “a sore foot.” 

I remember that very well. He said he was complaining at a party that he couldn't walk very well. And he needed a lift to go over to one of the other houses.

They all knew Heine and played music with him. So, you can see, it's very much like a network in Ibiza.

Heine must have felt that if he went back to Vedra, he'd go through experiences that he just didn't want to go through.

(In Vedra, there was this other girl, another so-called witch. She was living in this house in Vedra.)

We call this entire area “Vedra.” 

The rock called “Vedra” is not of concern. It has nothing really to do with the story. The rock is there. The rock is out in the sea. Nobody walks on the rock, only ships might go around, and every year they say in the springtime the farmers put some goats there and they leave them there all year round. They eat the little grass that is left there, and they pick them up in the fall. 

So Heine goes back to the house where he stays with an American man by the name of Gordon, this one girl, and Tower Michael, a fellow American. All the people are very interested in music, so that's probably why they have Heine around. 

Heine spends days painting, and one day they are going through some mystical experiences by means of LSD. They are all doing a session of LSD in the morning. By the time noon comes, they want to go to a party on some other part of the island, and Heine, just in his swimming trousers, without the violin, goes for a walk.

He was never seen again after that walk. 

The girl got a bit worried, and she stayed. She didn't go to the party, but the others went to the party.  

The whole night, Heine did not return. 

The next day they think, Well, there must be something strange, so they start looking all over, but they can't find him or any evidence or anything. They realized he had never done that before. Then they realized he had been on acid and that they probably realized a little too late.

So anyhow, Tower Michael is checking, and he is going down a very difficult pass that actually no one usually takes. It takes him hours, and he looks and looks, and he finally finds a body, shattered entirely, that just fell and collapsed, and he's dead on the ground.

Of course, it was Heine. He must have been lying there for two or three days in the heat of the sun. Then, they, of course, realized that he had fallen down, for nobody knows why.

The following thing was to call the Guardia Civil. In these cases, they make a thorough investigation of the houses all around. They were very calm; they were accommodating. They carried Heine up in a special coffin. It took about three hours to get the body up from where they found it.

Part Two:

The Funeral

And the rest is another Ibiza story.

It's the story of a large community realizing that they have lost a very important person. And they might have realized that they have lost it through their own fault.

And one of them, Heine's friend, Tower Michael, who by the time was probably becoming a big pop star in his own right — I know he got picked up by a famous musician of the time — wrote this for Heine.

“The Song for Heine”: 

“A child learned to fly the other day for his very last time. Sent his soul off a very hard way cause things weren't right, and now we are all mourners. We, I think we, his friends, contemplating reasons for his flight. No. Don't feel so important because of anything I say. I feel bad like the rest of you do. But it's not wrong that he's dead. But let's not do too much talking 'cause we are all hanging on a thread. So, I stand here playing music that the man was dying to play. Something he found confusing, but the man sure could play. So, let nobody think I am using him if I play just for him today, 'cause I know he would do it for me, too.”

So, that's how a musician would feel about Heine.

The next thing was that all his friends, like Phil, who was more or less the ‘Prince’ of our community, a young American that now has joined the Guru Maharaj Ji organization, that was a very fine musician, and he tried to organize a funeral near the area where Heine lived. It was a cemetery near San Mateo.

But then, the problem was the family. There wasn't enough money because Heine's body would have to be transported, since it's been dead for a few days already, in a special coffin of aluminum, and that would have cost 30,000 pesetas. So Phil and the rest of us that morning were in a very strange mood. We all had the feeling that we had to go to a funeral yet.

I went by the house that I mentioned before where Heine was staying with this girl and then was rejected and was not allowed to stay there any longer.

And they picked some flowers, and we all were supposed to meet on the San Mateo Road. There was a car parked and a bus, and Phil is saying, “No, the funeral is not taking place here, and it's not at all taking place in the morning; it's taking place in the afternoon.”

So, all the people went elsewhere in Ibiza for the time being, and nobody really knew what was happening. 

Meanwhile, the sister of Heine had arrived and the other girl as well, and they were both crying, and their eyes were red. I just saw them coming from the graveyard, and they said there was a chance in the afternoon, so the whole thing was delayed until the afternoon. 

And somebody had an idea to go to the graveyard, and that was the most incredible Ibiza-like ceremony happening, because all the cars, also one very old American Chrysler from the year 1920 that was driven by Tower Michael, and some other luxury cars came to the cemetery. 

And they were all waiting for the funeral to take place. Since nobody really knew what was going on, finally they went into there and spoke to the man who had dug the holes for people to be buried. 

The man said, “Well, we haven't dug the hole yet, so if you come back in two hours, I will have done the job, and you can proceed.”

I think people in Ibiza had never been faced so intimately with the phenomenon of death, because usually around a cemetery, around a funeral, there are funeral homes to take care of it, and the whole situation is not to be dealt with by other people.

So, nobody said, “Let’s go to the beach.” (It was a hot day in June.) Instead, people came and brought their instruments and got their joints ready and they were playing music, rhythm, and blues for about two or three hours. Playing for Heine. 

You would never think that there was actually a funeral taking place, even though the man was dead, lying there in the graveyard: instead, it was more like the people have decided to just be with him, and they were playing music together, and they were all in very high spirits.

And the night before, they had all gathered. All the people who were in the house where Heine had been living at the last moment, and they were reading all night together from their Tibetan books, the Tibetan Book of the Dead.

So, by 5:00 or 6:00 p.m. the funeral finally took place, and for me, it was the most incredible sight I have ever seen. All the people, all the friends, all the same people that you usually see at full moon parties, were all standing around this hole that just recently someone had dug. 

There were still some bones around from the guy that was lying there before... actually still lying around. As a matter of fact, there was one big bone even about 25-30 centimeters. It must have been the bone of the leg, and the parts of the old coffin you could see there. 

This made Tower Michael so angry. I don't know if he was mad about the bones or he was angry about Heine being dead or just basically angry. He just expressed his sorrow by kicking the bones and swearing.

A lot of people were crying, and at the very point the sister came, all the people put earth over the coffin that had been carrying Heine to his hole — to his hole in Mother Earth — and then he was let down.

But the man that was digging the hole there could have been standing somewhere on the road to San Miguel, digging a hole or putting cement or something. He was totally uninvolved, and that was a very strange but a characteristic thing for the whole setting.   

And our friend, the ‘Prince,’ Phil, was saying some very kind words about this friend of ours, Heine, having gone into the next reality, and then the other man with the violin was coming. 

And just at the moment the coffin was let down, the sister laid Heine's precious violin — his favorite violin — onto his coffin with a lot of flowers, and then slowly earth was put over the coffin by the guy that worked there in the cemetery. 

At that very moment, the violin player took out his violin, set it down, and wanted to play a song. And the moment that the man that was filling in the hole, he suddenly interrupted his work and said, “No, no, no, no aqui en Espania, no aqui en Espania,” and he wouldn't let him play the violin. (No, not here in Spain.) 

“Why not?” 

That's all he said. 

But the people were very high at that point. So, they left the funeral, and the violin was no longer playing. Everybody realized on that day that there was an immortal person being put into the ground, being given back to nature, but that Heine was still around.

Ever since Heine died, and has gone off, people were telling about him the most speculative stories.

The Theories

Such as, what did he do? Did he just jump off? Was he a suicide? Some people say, no, never Heine, no, he would have never done it. 

I would say no because I understood his mental state at the time, which was hearing that strange music in Vedra. Then, I even went back myself to the location a few times, and I must say the magnetism on that spot where he fell down, where you could see down to “Atlantis,” was incredible. 

You have the feeling... You just have the feeling... I couldn't stand there. I had to lie down. You had the impression you are being hypnotized, that something was calling you into it. That's one of the reasons I don't go to Vedra by myself anymore because it is too strong there. I went there once, and I must say I could visualize Heine; I could hear his music, and I could also hear that other music! 

And after he was buried, the day continued, and the celebration for Heine did not end at all. All the people — there must have been about 60 people — afterward came to my house, and we were playing music the whole night till the morning, and the people were at this still the next day. 

So, that was the great wave-off and goodbye to our friend Heine. But he is still around, and he is still implanted in all the heads of all the people that had been here at the time in Ibiza, and the mutual knowledge around him and having known Heine even strengthens people's friendships today, I feel. The shared memory about Heine, the death, and that some great spirit of the island has gone and had to leave, perhaps. 

That's the story of Heine.

Author Michael: Did you say you, too, also wrote a song about Heine? 

Curtis: Yes, I wrote a song, too.

It goes like this: 

My Song of Heine

You found the wings that carried you so far beyond your mind. And for the price of loneliness, your future did unwind. Now your body's reached the ground that no one walks upon ‘cause you've been following the sound that led you on and on and on. Man, why didn't Icarus teach you his only lesson? He'd tell you if you have to go, you ain't got no time left for you here.

That's the story.

Michael: What is this myth about the Vedra area?

Curtis: The myth about the rock is that people on Ibiza that are in high spirits around full moon time would go to Vedra. They would get a ‘call’ from there, and they would have an experience there. 

About Heine, they think that Vedra, perhaps, is the place where the Odysseus of Homer's Odyssey came, and the sirens were calling him to there. All the boats were smashed against the rocks because they were lured by the beautiful sounds around there.

Odysseus was said to be tied up against a pole against the mast of the ship, and the rest of the people on the boat, the crew, had to put wax in their ears to keep from listening to the alluring music of the sirens. As Odysseus was going through Vedra, he shouted, “Untie me, untie me, untie the rope. I want to go; I want to leave now.”

Did you hear the story before? That's the story of Homer and Odysseus, and some people say that this is what has taken place in Vedra with Heine.

And I'm sure that one day, with the means of science, we will be able to find out that there are very special spots in this world that have a very special energy that can create situations for human beings that they are not used to and that they will probably not be able to manage.

And the last thing, my great friend Chris, when I saw him the very same day at the bazaar, I said, “Chris, did you hear Heine died; he fell off the rock, flew off the rock?”

And Chris just closed his eyes and said, “Man, what a way to go!”

Ever since people began coming to this island, there was one mystery on this island. Something everybody knew. That was Vedra. Whenever anybody speaks about Vedra, you get some very special emotions. You think not only about a nice place where you can go around on a boat or take a swim on the beach. No, no, it's the place where something mystical is happening, something that can bring great fortune or death to anyone. 

In the case of Heine, it had brought him to his death, maybe.

We don't know. We don't know for sure what it was, but Heine was definitely attracted very much by the place, himself, and I think that the music he played at the end was the music that he must have heard there — the music of the sirens of Vedra.

Heine was playing his music, always in a state of ecstasy. He wasn't playing just a tune, and he wasn't the kind of guy that just came and played a song if you said, “Come play a Beatle song for us.” 

And you may believe it or not, but at the very moment when I was telling this story, there was a thunderclap. Thunder coming — and believe me — we're now in August, and there hasn't been thunder for five months!

Commentary

Did the musical genius, Heine, who could even mimic the cries of a baby on his violin, actually not only hear the music of the sirens of Vedra but also learned to play it as well? 

Did such paranormal, mythological, and mystical lines actually intersect in the case of Heine? Did Heine’s path perhaps intersect the Road to Strange? Did Heine maybe have to pay the ultimate toll along The Road to Strange?

Or did he simply slip, possibly because of an overdose of LSD, or simply because of a sore foot, and fall to his death? Could he have been depressed over a failed relationship and even taken his own life?

There's a very strong suggestion that something very mystical has happened in the case of Heine — a suggestion that maybe there is a grain of basic truth and reality to at least some of the ancient myths or legends. 

And maybe could it take a genius like Heine to, either because of happenstance or fate, stumble upon, descend (or ascend?) into the crosshairs of some very odd synchronous aspect or weird force that surrounds human existence with rare, unexpected lethal consequences there in Vedra on the island of Ibiza of an intersection or interaction with The Contiguous Universe?

Urban Myth or Legend?

Or is the story of Heine merely an urban legend, or myth — i.e., a tale that is told that is presumably true, but which often takes on a different setting and character and evolves somewhat over time, but tells a fairly consistent similar story? 

Or is it an indelible truth that lives on over time and manifests itself now and again, here or there? 

Sometimes a story like this goes on for so long that it is hard to tell whether it is based on any reality at all, but which does seem to take on a life of its own.

In the case of Heine, what makes the story so bizarre and so interesting is that there is a distinct possibility of an ancient mythological legend actually being somewhat true!

Mix in the paranormal with a rare form of human genius on top of a truly ancient myth, and almost anything can be possible.

To most of us, the tale told of sirens of Vedra luring sailors and their ships to their deaths and destruction would seem to be merely ancient sea lore and mythology, relegated to the heaps of such similar fables of old, enduring sea stories. 

But given the rare genius of Heine and his ability to capture and mimic sounds that no mere mortals have been heretofore able to do. And considering the mythology and mysticism as well as psychedelic drug culture so rampant in Ibiza at the time, one has to wonder if but some truth and reality of some aspects of this ancient mythology has come into play and caught poor Heine in its grip and made him pay the ultimate price — the ultimate toll along The Road to Strange.

From Wikipedia:

Legends and mythology

The island is said to be home to sirens and sea nymphs, who tried to lure Odysseus from his ship in Homer’s Odyssey. It is also thought of as the holy island of the Tanit, the Phoenician lunar goddess, worshiped as the patron goddess of fertility, which became Ibiza’s patroness. Legend has it that specific sacrifices were made to Tanit during full moons on the shore of the island.
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The Ship to Strange
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The Ghost Ship — The Queen Mary

***
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Long Beach, California

-2006-

As told to me by Lucy Ramirez. A friend of mine and I overnighted on the Queen Mary in Long Beach. Her girlfriend has a spooky, sleepless night, claiming to have been touched by a ghost. Lucy claims to have a photo showing entities.

It was October 2006, right around Halloween time. I was on the famous Queen Mary cruise ship, now serving as a moored hotel in Long Beach, California. I stayed on the main deck, first-class, with a friend named Lux. 

Of course, we weren't going anywhere, since it was now a stationary tourist attraction, serving as a hotel there!

It used to be a ship that went back and forth across the Atlantic Ocean to Europe, once serving as a troop carrier, transporting the “Doughboys,” — American combat soldiers during World War I with Germany in the 1930s.

On that night, she and I decided to share a suite on the Queen Mary. She and I would also be going on the same cruise together the very next day — a Carnival Pride Cruise to Mexico.

Author Michael: So, your first night is actually on the Queen Mary?

Lucy: Yes. So, what happened was, when I got there — I'm Catholic, you see — I took holy water and wore my rosary around my neck to go to sleep in. I also spread holy water throughout the whole cabin, blessed myself, said a prayer, and went to sleep.

Michael: Now, why did you do that? 

Lucy: Because I knew that the place was haunted. And I wanted to keep the ghosts away. I mean, most of the ghosts are said to be friendly. And, it is, after all, advertised as a haunted ghost ship. It’s a fact! That’s a big drawing card to the ship!

Michael: Well, were you skeptical at all?

Lucy: No, no. I’m not skeptical; I believe in ghosts. 

So anyway, what happened was, when my roommate came in — because I had already gone to bed early — I had left the light on for her. 

So, Lux gets ready to go to bed, and she says, “Lucy, can we sleep with all the lights on?”

I said, “Yes, of course!”

So, we went to sleep with the lights on all that night.

Michael: Why did she ask you that?

Lucy: She was afraid because she claims that she also feels ghosts and they supposedly touch her. She doesn't see them, but they can touch her!

In the morning, I woke up really early, like at 6:30 a.m. 

I decided to go out on deck for a while to have a look around the ship.

When I came back, Lux was all agitated.

She told me that apparently, some spirits tried to possess her — they were attacking her and not letting go of her body.

Michael: During the night?

Lucy: No, it happened right in the daytime! In the early morning, around 6:30 a.m. apparently just after I left!

That’s just it! 

Unbelievably, right in the early morning and right there in our cabin!

The minute I had walked in, apparently the ghost left. I guess I was like her protector. 

I then got all dressed up, and at 10:30 a.m. that morning, she took a picture of me all dressed up, standing in front of one of the two windows in our cabin — each stateroom on the first-class main deck had two portholes.

After I went home and had the pictures developed, amazingly, you could make it out that it had two demons in the photo in back of me. You could make out the ears, you know — the horns, the eyes, the eyebrows, the noses, and the lips — the whole nine yards! 

It was a male and a female! And the female, you even could see the teeth! Amazing!

“Now, I plan to bring you the photo tomorrow, so you can have it.”

(Author’s note: Lucy did not return the next day, and I never received the photo from her. I tried to get back in contact with her — some 22 years later — but to no avail.)

Commentary

Be it as it may, the Queen Mary does indeed have a reputation for being haunted. Mostly, people report ghostlike sounds and occasional visual apparitions. But as far as demons are concerned, that’s not ordinary.

Interestingly, here, as in other examples, the ghost-like apparitions are reputed to be seen in reflections off of windows or in background mirrors. Rarely are they reported to be seen in photos. 

The deceased, prolific writer on ghosts and the paranormal, Rosemary Ellen Guiley, co-author with me of the first two books in our Road to Strange series, took a photo of apparently two ghostly children in period dress plainly to be seen in a front window of the haunted Inn that Rosemary stayed in while she was in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania researching the ghosts of Gettysburg! (As an aside, she and others also reported a ruckus of sounds of apparently furniture being moved around in the attic floor that night. Each blamed the other for the disturbance!)

Given the story of the Queen Mary being haunted, it is not at all surprising that many would relegate this tale to the likes of urban legends and myths.

I include the story here because of just how vehemently the story was told to me. Of course, it would certainly have been all the more helpful to have seen the photo, but, alas, I have not.

From the Internet:

Travel + Leisure

“You won’t be the only guests hanging out onboard the historic ship. In fact, spirits are said to haunt several different places onboard — and the hotel offers ghost tours to take full advantage of the spooky stories.

“Not only does the Queen Mary offer a transatlantic history, but it is known as one of the most haunted destinations in America. The director of marketing at the Queen Mary told Travel + Leisure in an email, ‘The unique history of the ship allows us to offer one-of-a-kind and authentic experiences that delve into the paranormal, from evening tours and ghost investigations to overnight stays...’”
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A Triple Synchronicity in Mexico
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Three Times a Charm

***
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By author Michael. Single coincidences are often startling, but when you have a compound triple synchronicity in Puerto Vallarta, Mexico as I did, it’s a real eye-opener.

If you have read my amazing, seemingly impossible quintuple synchronicity story elsewhere in my Road to Strange series called, “The Ashland Connection,” that’s a tough act to follow. However, a triple synchronicity in my travels is no slouch, either.

It just reinforces in me the notion that your state of mind and being while traveling seems to be more open and more receptive to some of life’s unexplained paranormal wonders of the Universe than when you are living at home in your normal mundane relatively uneventful world.

I was teaching courses in the College of Business at the University of Hawaii in Honolulu, Hawaii. I was now on a brief vacation to Puerto Vallarta in 1982 first having had some business in Mexico City, and now relaxing in Puerto Vallarta. 

So I enter the airport arrivals area and head over to the car rental kiosks. What to my amazing surprise, now smiling at me, is none other than my colleague, Ken Gilbert, who was also teaching business courses at the University of Hawaii. 

Well, okay, that’s interesting, but not extraordinarily out of the realm of possibility. But wait, it gets better!

Ken and his wife and I agree to meet in a few days for a drink and conversation, which we do. Meanwhile, I am exploring Puerto Vallarta and doing what people usually do there: sightseeing, exploring, dining, and so on.

During one afternoon, I decided it would be great to take a swim in one of the marvelous pools in the hotels that line the beach. So I choose the Sheraton because it has a magnificent relatively larger pool and an adjoining hot tub as well.

The ‘Scoundrel’ in me decides that he (I) will need to sneak into the pool, and the way to do that is to look as natural as I can and act as if I belong there. So I move toward the side of the pool, put my bag down, and then get in. 

No sooner than I do that, I hear a voice directed right at me, asking, “Are you a guest of this hotel, sir?” 

My God busted in less than a minute! Surely, the ‘Scoundrel’ in me can do better than this, I’m thinking. And I do, after all, have quite a history of being able to get away with all sorts of things. 

I reply, “Busted!” in a meek, deferential way, with a Cheshire smile of guilt on my face. 

I then get out and ask, “But how did you know?” 

He replies, “Oh, that’s an easy one. You’re carrying a small bag with you. That clued me in right away that maybe you are not staying here.” 

Makes perfect sense. It’s all very cordial and very friendly. No big deal and it probably happens ten times a day there!

I then hear another voice echoing in English from close by. It’s coming from the nearby hot tub, where only three guests are soaking in it. They appear to be together. “Come on over here and join us as our guest!”

Of course, I would love to do this, but I do have this hotel security guard on my back. How am I going to be able to do this? I am wondering.

Of course, the hotel guard observes this, surveys the situation, and then says to me with a smile, “Well, okay, go ahead for a little while. You can be their guest!”

I thank him profusely and head right over to the Jacuzzi and get in.

Then, of course, the usual, typical tourist questions volley back and forth.

“Where are you from?” is the first question.

“Honolulu,” I reply.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” he responds. “I’ve got a sister living there.”

“Unbelievable! Really? What does she do there?” I ask.

“She owns a restaurant there,” he replies.

Now, my jaw begins to drop. Not only do I KNOW HER, but I signed up her restaurant, Roxsan's, in my dining promotional program there that I own, called, “The Epicure Dining Card.”

We all laugh at the coincidence, talk some more, then part ways. 

Of course, we swore to get back to her and tell her about this chance encounter on the beach in Puerto Vallarta. It was hilarious. The four of us had some good laughs together that afternoon.

However, that’s not quite the end of it. I meet up with my colleague, Ken G., and his wife. I can’t wait to tell them about this synchronicity at the Sheraton pool on the beach since I obviously just had an incredible synchronicity with them just a few days earlier. 

They listen in disbelief. Then Ken asks me, “Which restaurant was that?” I say, “Roxsan's.” 

He then goes silent and looks over at his wife in further disbelief. He then looks back at me and musters up the courage to say what comes next. 

It’s one of those moments in your life when you are about to reveal something that goes against all common sense and your core beliefs about the universe.

“You know what? You will NOT believe this, but my wife and I were walking past that very restaurant and saw you doing paperwork with the owner of that restaurant. She was signing your papers for participation in your Epicure Dining Card Program!”

And she, of course, was that same sister of that same guy in the Sheraton hot tub on that beach on that same day in sunny Puerto Vallarta! 

This was yet another synchronicity under my belt — a triple one, no less — to add to my growing list of these unusual paranormal sorts of happenings in my travels.

The ‘Psychic’ in me merely smiles as if to say, “Yep! What’s it going to take to get you to believe that there are higher, more mysterious workings of the Universe beyond what you can imagine and going on right under your nose and more often than you realize?”

Commentary

When you read about synchronicity, just about all you get is that Dr. Carl Gustav Jung, the famous Swiss psychiatrist, is generally historically credited with having thought about it much and having written a lot about it.

Essentially, synchronicity seems to be a co-occurrence of two meaningful but non-related events that appear to be related, but only coincidentally and not causally so.

As such, the most common type of reported synchronicity is the apparent unlikely chance of meeting or crossing paths of two people by extraordinary coincidence on two different occasions.

People tend to make a big deal of such unlikely apparent coincidental encounters, seemingly getting a laugh out of the unlikely reoccurrence of crossing one another’s paths so unexpectedly.

So two people crossing one another’s paths in such a manner to seemingly defy logic and the laws of chance mostly draw wry smiles and the rolling of eyes. And that’s where it seemingly usually all ends.

But what about complexly intertwined synchronicities, where three co-occurring seemingly unrelated events occur? What are we to make of that?

I’ve had at least two instances myself of three things happening at once that are all apparently coincidental but all interrelated. 

What are we to think? How do you combine the individual probabilities to estimate the chances of, for instance, three unbelievable co-events all happening together?

Again, it’s all about having a good laugh and writing it off to the unbelievable complexity of the Universe. Or is it that simple?

I’ve heard of people winning a lottery TWICE. As unbelievable as that is, it does apparently happen. Has anyone won a lottery three times, I wonder?

Another Three Times a Charm?

The present triple synchronicity story undoubtedly strains credulity enough as it is. Yeah, yeah, I suppose you can search and search and find additional coincidences to explain it all away. I suppose you can eventually ‘explain’ all things away as coincidences if you try hard enough. 

But what about a quintuple synchronicity? (Five equally coincidental complexly interrelated seemingly chance events all happening together?) Be not so brazen as to explain that one away too quickly!

My story, “The Ashland Connection” (included in The Road to Strange: Travel Tales of the Paranormal and Beyond) is one of those unbelievably complex multi-synchronicity stories that simply cannot be explained or rationalized away at all!
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The Camel Bone Necklace
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A Complicated Sort of Affair

***
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Part 1:

The Pyramids

-1998-

A woman is told she was the wife in the past lives of an Egyptian shopkeeper in her Cairo hotel. Was he hustling her? Could there be something to this? He gave her a $200 camel bone necklace for free that she was admiring. A past-life wife? Also, there are more mystical aspects to this story.

As told to me by Paige Shields. I had a very unusual experience in Egypt! It was in 1998. It was just after a massacre in Luxor that took place in November 1997, at Deir el-Bahri, an archaeological site and major tourist attraction across the Nile River from Luxor. Sixty-two people, mostly tourists, were mowed down in Luxor during a terrorist attack.

But how I got to Egypt in the first place was also interesting in and of itself. I didn't pay too much attention to the news story because, at that point, I wasn't even thinking about going to Egypt when it happened. It had such a devastating effect on Egypt's tourism that they were making all these concessions to travel agents and anybody connected with the travel industry to get people to go there.

Author Michael: And you were one of those people?

Paige: I was one of those people because I knew I was going to get to Egypt by hook or by crook, one of these years. I had no idea it was going to be that year, and so, because I had my name on several travel lists, I heard from a travel agency in California, telling me when they were going, and that now was the best time to go because it would never be this affordable again.

The atmosphere from that point on was that I never felt safer. We were so well protected, though, and care was taken that no tourist should be in harm's way in any way, shape, or form.

Michael: Like, it's never going to be this safe again?

Paige: Yeah. I wasn't even so much worried about safety. Everybody I talked to said, “Oh my God, how can you even think of going?”

But I said, “You know what? That doesn't bother me in the least. I mean, I’m just so glad to be able to go; I’m overjoyed.”

Michael: So, it's kind of an opportunity when that happens.

Paige: It was for me because not many people would have taken that view. They would have been gun-shy, so to speak, and they would have backed away from it. And many people did. I mean, that country didn't recover for nine months to a year after that happened because people just shied away in droves.

Michael: That's the attitude of those people. What was your attitude?

Paige: My attitude was that I am getting to fulfill a dream, and I am going to live every second of this. I didn't even want to sleep; I was so excited. And it was, I think, probably the most fantastic trip I ever made in my life.

Michael: Can you give some of the highlights?

Paige: I mean to say that it is probably ‘one of the most fantastic trips...’ 

Michael: I need to ask you why.

Paige: A number of very interesting things happened, which I will get into a bit later.

However, starting out, one thing that amazed me at first was that I thought of Egypt as being all desert. But along the Nile, as we were cruising on the ship, and I would look out the porthole, you would think you were in the Philippines or some lush place because the palm trees don’t just grow only one block off the river — I mean it's covered with palm trees! 

It's like being in a tropical country. And that really just amazed me. And it was so beautiful, just so really incredibly beautiful. It was the same temperature as Seattle.

And the other thing that amazed me was that it was only 40 degrees when we got there.

Michael: What time of the year was that?

Paige: It was in May. And I was just floored.

Michael: You’re not talking about forty degrees centigrade? Really hot?

Paige: No, I’m talking about forty degrees Fahrenheit. But it warmed up rather quickly during the day.

Michael: Did you do any of the typical tourist things? For instance, did you do a camel ride?

Paige: I did. I actually went shopping on camelback in Cairo!

Michael: That’s really different. Was that just another form of a taxi?

Paige: Yeah, but not too many people did that, actually. They did camel rides, of course, near the Pyramids. I mean, people don't say, “Well, I want to take a camel and go shopping.” 

This was a sort of spontaneous thing that happened to us with the facilitators of our group and the vendors that they use.

Michael: Did you see the Pyramids? 

Paige: Oh yes, indeed, of course.

Michael: What were your impressions of them?

Paige: Well, it was extraordinarily humbling to see, to get in there when we did. Because the Pyramids had been closed — at least the Great Pyramid had been closed for a while — for almost a year, I think it was. It was because people get in there, and they leave their mark by just being in there, for instance. Just so many people breathing in the Pyramids actually disturbs them.

Fortunately, by the time we got to Egypt, the Pyramids reopened again, so we were allowed to go. We went in at 1:00 a.m. We got up, and everybody was dressed in white. I had nothing white to wear, so I pulled the sheets off my bed!

Michael: You dressed yourself in sheets?

Paige: Yes.

Michael: Why was everybody in white?

Paige: This was a spiritually oriented tour, not travel just for the sake of travel. I’m not just going to Egypt simply because I can. Rather, this was a spiritual tour. To go there, it’s extremely energizing. I mean, you feel the pulse there. I had a rebirth there!

Michael: Tell me, what does that mean?

Paige: Well, for one thing, I first noticed that our rooms faced the Great Pyramid. So, every time you looked out the windows, you were always awe-inspired.

Also, a minor incident will illustrate the power of this tour. For instance, in the rooms, they have these little bottles, as they do at all hotels — little bottles of shampoo and hair conditioner, and so on.

When I came back to the hotel after the first day of being in Cairo, I could hardly read the writing on those bottles without my glasses. But after visiting the pyramids, I could now, somehow, read the writing without my glasses! I mean, it really was strange and just so unbelievable.

Michael: Why? What happened?

Paige: Being in the Pyramid, we did a ceremony. Everybody climbed into the sarcophagus, one at a time, and then got out. And, each time, and for each person, the rest of the group ‘toned’ around them, which was a very powerful experience inside the Great Pyramid.

Let me explain a bit more. Because, I guess, of the shape of the Pyramid and the sounds in there. And everybody got into the sarcophagus and took their turn and then got out. I don't think I'm the only one that felt it was a rebirth, in retrospect. I mean, I knew it right away. I knew it right away because it was like somebody would snap a pencil.

That was like the sound. I mean, I saw all these colors, too.

Michael: Lying in the sarcophagus? When they were humming? What is ‘toning,’ exactly?

Paige: Well, it's like when you say “Ohm.”

Michael: So it affected your vision, and what else?

Paige: It affected my vision and something else... I mean, I’m maybe going to embarrass you by saying this, but I had actually started ‘spotting’ again, which I thought I had been finished with for many years!

Michael: Spotting, meaning menstruating?

Paige: Yes.

Michael: How long did this effect last for you?

Paige: It lasted about three days there, and when I got home, and say, months later it was light, mainly a regular time again for me; it was very light, but it still was there. And I hadn't had anything like that for years.

Michael: And so, that was like a form of rejuvenation, huh?

Paige: Yes.

Michael: So how did that impact your being? Do you realize these experiences may be the physical manifestations of something that happened to you in the sarcophagus?

Paige: Right. And I felt full of light; I felt full of life; I felt such joy. And a lot of peace. Egypt is one of those places that fills you with light.

Michael: It's interesting. So what kind of impact did it have on you mentally, would you say?

Paige: It was extremely powerful in all ways: mentally, physically, and spiritually.

Michael: Do you seek these places around the world, evidently?

Paige: Yes. I just don't travel to places just because I can. I like to make it meaningful. I like to be with like-minded people. And I also like to know about the culture of where I'm going to visit. I don't just want to go there and look at it — I want to feel it, taste it, and smell it.

Michael: Would you say that this was a mystical experience in Egypt? 

Paige: I’m trying to find a term. ‘Magical,’ ‘mythical,’ and ‘mystical’... all fall short in ways. It was all of those wonderful, wonderful things.

Michael: Is there anything else you want to add?

Part 2:

The Necklace

Paige: Well, this. Only one thing that really rocked me. I had been eyeing a camel bone necklace every day. When we walked through the hotel on the way back to the room. I just couldn't bring myself to spend the money for it because everybody, every time you walked by the shop, there was a different person in there, and they all had different prices.

Michael: Like how much? Give me an idea.

Paige: One said it was eighty dollars; one said it was fifty dollars. Somebody said it was one hundred and twenty dollars. And it was whatever they felt like. But, it was camel bone, and I wanted it.

So on the last evening we were there, I walked by the shop once again. We were going to have a huge get-together at about 9:30 p.m. that evening, and I had been out all day. And I came back dead tired.

I had to walk by the shop to get to my room. And here is the necklace, and there's a face in the door that I had never seen before.

Michael: So, you don't know how much it was going to be this time?

Paige: No. So I said, “How much is that necklace?” 

He didn't speak English very well, but he seemed to understand me. 

What he said next just astounded me!

He just said, “I have been waiting here for you to come here. Do you know how long I've been waiting for you? You were my wife in several lifetimes.”

It went on and on and on — how I sewed clothes for him in the desert and helped him. I was there, and he was, too.

I mean, he had his hands on me at this point and sat me down. And then he said, “You’re my wife; don't you recognize me?”

I was so beat because I was beat before I got there. And I was so floored by all this.

I said, “You know what? I can't take this in.”

And he was so sincere about it.

Michael: Had you ever seen him before then?

Paige: No, I had never seen him. But he's talking about being reincarnated lifetimes ago.

This was not some kind of tourist scam — like, scam the new-age American woman who is here on a new-age tour.

This is eventually the conclusion I came to. You know... months after I was back home. But at the time, that didn't happen to anybody else here. Or anything even like that. And he wanted me to go with him somewhere.

Michael: Like where?

Paige: I thought like to a camel meet out on the Giza high plateau somewhere. I mean, the hotel has fifteen acres. If you can't do what you want to do on fifteen acres?

Michael: So, what did you do then? Did you segue back to the camel bone necklace after such a profound meeting?

Paige: Oh, he gave me the necklace! That was it — he gave me the necklace for free! And he said, “Promise me! Promise me you'll come back! Promise me you’ll come back.”

And I said, “Okay, I promise you I will.”

Michael: What were you really thinking, though?

Oh, I was thinking.... I don't know. I’m going to get out of there, back to my room and to other places that I have to go. But, I know I haven't seen him here before, and I know that he just does not work at the shop all the time.

So, I had to escape. You cannot imagine when somebody is looking you straight in the eye and saying things like this — how riveting it can be. I mean, I felt like I was nailed to my chair.

And, I finally told him, “I really have got to go”

I just said, “I can't even begin to take this in. But, I'll be back. You know, I'll be back.”

Michael: Back meaning...?

Paige: Back to the shop. 

I was hoping he would interpret it as back to that shop. I didn’t much care at that point what he thought; I just needed to get away from there. I needed to get out to stop my head from spinning. So I left.

The only way that he let me out of there was if I promised I would come back.

He gave me the necklace.

Michael: So then, what did you do? Did you decide to hide?

Paige: Yes, I decided to hide. Several of us were on the same floor of the hotel. When I told my roommate and another gal what happened to me, they were floored. This was no joke. They could tell I wasn't joking. I told them I really had someone accost me with this idea that I had been his wife in several lifetimes!

There's only one way to go through the lobby. We had to go down the corridor past the shop, even, to get where we were going to go that evening, and so they kind of shielded me as I walked by the shop. I changed clothes, too, to disguise myself a bit.

Michael: Did he see you?

Paige: No, he did not.

Michael: So, later you concluded what?

Paige: Later, I concluded that there might very well be a lot of women that would fall for that.

Michael: Like being whisked off to white slavery?

Paige: No, not so much that.

Michael: More like getting into their pants?

Paige: Yeah, getting into their pants, sure.

Michael: So what was that camel bone necklace worth, a hundred bucks?

Paige: A hundred dollars at least.

Michael: So I hear what you're saying. But, I don't think these store clerks — maybe they make ten dollars a month. Who knows? Is he going to give a hundred-dollar camel bone necklace to every American new-age woman that he wants to try to get into their pants? I doubt that.

Paige: Well, that's a thought. I hadn't really stopped to think that out.

Michael: Is there a possibility that maybe, just maybe, something very profound happened here?

Paige: Who knows? I believed him when he was sitting across from me, telling me this. I really did believe him.

Michael: And this was after your experience in the sarcophagus, huh?

Paige: Yes.

Michael: Is there a chance there's a connection here? I mean, you had a spiritual, mystical, magical experience in that sarcophagus. Could that have some bearing on the fact that maybe you had a prior life in Egypt on the Nile?

Paige: Yes. Well, I guess I feel I do. 

Did I have a prior life, or even lives, in Egypt even before I got there before anything happened in Egypt on this trip? I think so. I mean, when I walked into Luxor and walked through the gates, I could not stop crying. I could not stop crying for a solid hour and a half!

What triggered that was something inside me that said, “This is a promise you made before you came into this life that you would come back here — that you would come home.”

Michael: Is it just possible that you had a synchronicity and actually met your husband from a past life?

Paige: I mean, it is a possibility. If you are inclined to think that way. And I am, and I'm not. Yes.

Michael: Do you think you should go back and see him? 

Well, I don’t know about seeing him, in particular, but I do definitely need to go back there (to Egypt).

Michael: I'm wondering if maybe you should seek him out. I mean, this is beyond beyond, even.

Paige: Well, I'm not inclined so much to seek him out, and I'll tell you why. Because those Egyptian men can have up to four wives.

Michael: And I hear you. 

Once again, I hear the Western American woman talking now, who thinks about men she encounters from a strictly American perspective. But, I also hear a whole other side coming out about this Egyptian experience. It's a mystery and a neat one.

And, it was not only mystical and magical, but it was also mysterious and mythical — all the above — all that magic that was during that trip.

Was there any familiarity with this man in the shop?

Paige: He felt nice. You don't know why certain people feel the way they do, but you have a sense — a certain level of comfort with them — or you have a certain level of knowing about them. Or, you know, you click with them at a certain level. Yes, I did have that with him.

This definitely is a possibility that we had here and had been something to each other in past lives. That's how it was when I was sitting there with him. As I said, you have no idea how riveting it was; it was like I was nailed to the chair!

Michael: When you looked into his eyes, what did you see?

Paige: His soul, so to speak. I mean, some people you just look at, and you can see. With him it was almost like a television: you can see right into their souls, almost.

Michael: So the American new age traveling woman doesn't want you to go beyond that and simply wants you to think, Ah, he was just trying to get into my pants...

But the other side of you — the spiritual side that has had these experiences in Egypt — tells you, I think that it's something else.

Paige: Yes.

Michael: That would be fair to say?

So it would be interesting to see whatever comes of this. I mean, this is an amazing story. You know, if you never told me about it, no one else might likely ever know. This has just come out! This is one of the most incredible travel stories I have ever heard. 

Commentary

Paige’s compound ethereal-seeming experiences in Egypt: her being apparently lured to Egypt, her crying in Luxor, her mystical experience surrounding the sarcophagus, and especially her experience with the man in the shop all point to an exceptional depth of a possible script that was building and playing out for her the moment she set foot in Egypt.

And not only that. The script may have been playing out long before Paige set foot in Egypt.

There is no question but that Egypt for Paige was a lure — perhaps even a magnet! 

What could so easily have been simply written off as a new-age American woman woo-hooing her way to and around Egypt and being pursued and wooed incessantly by salacious men in heat chasing her about, was anything but that!

The magnet, the draw, may have been for Paige and others elsewhere in this book, very much a force pulling her to some incomplete past-life occurrences that not only strived for attention but demanded resolution in the present.

For Paige, rather than amounting to a series of independent coincidences simply unfolding for Paige and suggesting various possibilities that would garner her attention, but yet might not lead to definite past-life interpretations... 

What happened to Paige seemed to suggest much more than simply that.

These were not some simple synchronicities to be laughed at or fluffed off. Rather, a coherent storyline about Paige and a prior existence was beginning to emerge, attempting to not only draw her further and further into Egypt in the present but was urging, if not actually demanding, some sort of resolution.

Paige is not alone in this book in the suggestion that past lives lived not only suggest completion of past-life situations that still need to be dealt with or resolved. In fact, they nearly demand that this be so.

We are left intrigued with the very strong possibility that, for these people and many others, the influence of past lives lived is not only luring them in their current lives to pay attention and possibly complete what may have been lingering in the ether for who knows how long... maybe even centuries, but that perhaps, lives currently lived are much more susceptible to the influence of possible past-life existences much more than we ever realize or even imagine.
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Three Haunted Hotels
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That Haunt You While You’re There!

***
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By author Michael. Here are three stories about haunted hotels. What’s unique about a couple of these hotels is nobody’s told you they were haunted before you stayed there, let alone that you would be experiencing the spirits directly yourself. 

Yes, these hotels may or may not have had histories known by others, but you had no idea of what would befall you.

One hotel is the Hartness House Inn in Springfield, Vermont. The second is the Hilo Hawaiian Hotel in Hilo, Hawaii. And the third one is the famous Myrtles in Louisiana. 

Whereas two of the hotels probably could use some further investigation to bear out anything more that may be known about their hauntings, the third hotel, however, ‘The Myrtles,’ is a well-known haunted plantation house which even offers its guests ghost tours! (So much for the ubiquitous earlier public stance about hauntings that hotels did not dare let it be known, lest it contributes to a downward spiral in bookings.)

Instead, hotels nowadays can only wish they had such ghost stories to tell as curious guests are now drawn to these places strictly because they’ve heard they are haunted and want to seek out such experiences for themselves!

Haunted Hotel #1:

The Hartness House Inn

As told to me by *“Bryan B.,” an assumed name. This is the haunted motel story, my story about an experience I had at the Hartness House Inn in Springfield, Vermont in the early 2000s. I used to travel back there for work at the Student Conservation Association in Charlestown, New Hampshire, so I was looking for something a little different to stay at than at the Holiday Inn Express down the road, so I decided to stay at this particular inn to check it out. 

And my first experience there, my first time there, it was fairly crowded, so I got stuck up in a room up at the top of the house, an old renovated mansion because it was filled up that night. It was being renovated at the time, and it’s now a bed-and-breakfast. 

So I got stuck in the attic room up there. I didn’t do anything about it, but as the evening wore on, I just had this creepy sense I was being watched. I just had this feeling there was a strong presence in the room, and you know, I have never had quite felt anything like this ever before, so I didn’t make too much of it. 

But the next morning I went down to breakfast and asked the owners. “Are there ghosts here?”   

And they said, “Yes, definitely!” and proceeded to tell me a bunch of different stories, which I don’t remember at the moment.

Author Michael: Do you remember possibly any detail... maybe one incident, or generally? 

Bryan: Yeah, not really too much; I’m terrible at remembering jokes and stories and things like that, you know. 

Michael: Did they gloat about the fact of it being haunted? Did they want you to know? Were they excited to tell you about it?

Bryan: Yeah, I guess they were. It was very much matter of fact; they weren’t surprised at all. 

So, I stayed there a few more times over the years I worked out there, and probably the most memorable experience I had — I didn’t have too many — and I didn’t have them every time I stayed there, but the last time I stayed there with a group of co-workers... We were there. And I was staying in the room by myself and was sitting, meditating in my room, taking some quiet time to myself. 

And I was sitting, and there was a garbage can behind me. And I was just sitting quietly and relaxed, and suddenly, there was this very loud noise, like something had been thrown into the garbage can. 

It was like the noise of the plastic liner in the garbage can. I could hear the echoing crack of the empty plastic garbage container, so I was a bit startled. 

I felt this cold sensation go through me at that moment, and I continued to sit and meditate, and when I was finished, I got up, looked in the garbage can, and it was completely empty. There was nothing at all in there, and so, I looked on the floor around the garbage can, thinking, Well, maybe something went in and bounced out. 

But I couldn’t find anything. 

Then I looked at the top of the dresser next to the garbage can to see, thinking, Well, am I missing anything? Did something fall off? 

But no, so anyway, this was a little weird experience. I’ve never had anything like that happen before, but it definitely was the garbage can right behind me, and it was so loud, it was totally amazing, actually. 

And, yeah, a co-worker of mine on a previous trip, I’m remembering — can’t remember her story exactly — but she was in a different room. And I think I hadn’t told her about my experiences with a ghost or a haunting at the house, and the next morning she was pretty freaked out.

She said she had a dream about a girl coming and sitting next to her on the bed and interacting with her, and she was a little freaked out by it. So again, we talked about ghosts around the breakfast table. 

So anyway, that’s basically it. 

Michael: Did you talk to the owners of the hotel again after this next incident — this particular experience you had?

Bryan: Oh yeah. It’s a lot of us who’ve had these sorts of stories and experiences. Haunted hotels and motels have become the rage in the last number of years. Whereas hotels in the past would have shoved it under the rug, would not talk about it, and would not want to have people have any idea about it; now they think it’s an excellent way to attract people to the hotels.

And probably, there are plenty of hotels that don’t have any actual hauntings of ghosts, but they would like to have such a reputation to attract people who hunt those things down. But it seems to me like this one truly had this sort of experience there.

Michael: How do you think people feel about going to haunted hotels? 

Bryan: I am not sure. I think most people probably wouldn’t want to go to an inn that is haunted. But I think this place attracts travelers and folks who are interested in those things.

I actually think I saw one account online but just couldn’t remember the name of the place. I just want to remember that one and also see if there are any other reported stories about hauntings online, but I couldn’t find much of anything. 

I mean, there was one brief blog input that just seems to keep popping up at different times, but it was only a couple of sentences. And it was really vague. 

Michael: Was it the Hartness?

Bryan: Yes, the Hartness House in Springfield, Vermont. 

Michael: There are other haunted hotels, and I have a few stories of those as well. 

How rude it happens during your meditation, and this is what strikes me as unusual, and this would be that a child might interrupt such a meditation with a noise just to get just your attention. 

Do you think this spirit was trying to get your attention? 

Bryan: Oh yeah, I mean, very possibly. I think the stories which are told, and whatever it was I felt, I never felt really frightened or threatened or anything like that. It was just unusual, I guess.

It strikes me it might be a little girl who had passed on, and little girls, like children, like to get your attention, potentially.

*Anonymous, “Bryan B.,” to protect the innocent, the embarrassed, those who write under a pen name, crazy stupit scoundrels, or, of course, those who are simply guilty as hell trying to get away with something.

Haunted Hotel #2:

The Myrtles Plantation

As told to me by *“John A.,” an assumed name, who with his family stay at in 1995 in a notoriously haunted southern mansion in St. Francisville, Mississippi, and experienced strange goings-on during their stay there.

Haunted hotels are now big business. You can't get enough of them. It seems every city has at least one famed ghost-infested lodging.

Whereas in the past, talk about ghosts by hotel staff was squelched and strictly prohibited. You just didn't talk about ‘THAT!’ Now, it's the rage — the more haunted, the better. And there is no lack of tourists wanting to go there to see for themselves, either!

It was called “the Myrtles Plantation” — “The Myrtles” — for short. It was a typical southern plantation house built in the eighteen fifties or sixties in St. Francisville, Louisiana, south of Vicksburg, Mississippi. There were myrtle trees outside surrounding the house, after which it was named.

John: We were on our way up to Vicksburg when we stopped at this place — it was late in the evening. It was about 10 p.m.

Michael: What was your first impression of pulling up to this place?

John: They were very proud of advertising out on a big sign that it's one of the most haunted places in the United States! And our son, who was 11, well — after seeing the sign — he was not going to stay there. He wanted nothing to do with it.

Michael: But how did the place look to you?

John: Just like a typical southern plantation — a big White House set in some trees. A very charming-looking place.

Michael: But nothing striking you as odd?

John: Well, not at first, but later on the next morning, we would hear all sorts of things from guests about the goings-on people have experienced there, having been attributed to various murders which have gone on in the house in the last century — and that was a little creepy.

But during the night — and we didn't give much credence to this — but our son had a separate bed basically in a huge closet. He swears someone in the middle of the night came along and tucked him in on a very warm night — he really didn’t need tucking in — but he was apparently tucked in, anyway, by some one or some thing!

And so, he had his own story to tell in the morning, like some of the other guests who had seen a specter or two... (Laughs.)

We didn't take it all that seriously, but it was great fun for us.

Michael: What do you recall some of the others said?

John: I don't remember the exact details of the stories, but one of the perpetrators of these crimes apparently was a black woman who was a slave in the house in the earlier era. 

For various reasons, she did not like her Master. She apparently was one of the cooks in the house, and so one time she cooked in massive amounts of poison into some cake she was making and killed — either it was the then-current owner of the house or other family members in the 1860s. And maybe there were a few others.

People were talking about them. I don’t know whether they saw them or not, but there were six or seven murders in this house.

Michael: Not strictly by this woman?

John: No. No, there were other reasons too, but she was undoubtedly one of the perpetrators of it.

Michael: Were there said to be like several of them around? (Murders and / or victims?)

John: Yeah, there were at least a half dozen various people who were involved with murders as well as victims.

Michael: So, aside from your son, did any of the other guests say they had any experiences?

John: Yes, as I say, they did have experiences, but I cannot repeat them word for word.

They just basically said that they saw something and weren’t scared. That's what they reported at breakfast the next morning.

Michael: Did your son see who was tucking him in? Could it have been the murderess?

John: He wasn't very specific. It was a woman, but he couldn't tell what ethnicity she was. And so, no, he didn't have much of a good description of her. He just knew that someone was in the room, and someone was taking care of him.

Michael: So, he wasn't frightened? 

John: No, he kind of thought he was going to be when we at first pulled into this yard and went to the proprietors saying, “We have no place to stay, and can we stay here?”

(She had been watching some television program that she didn’t want to leave. She was almost going to say no to us, but she finally gave in and let us stay.)

Michael: So how did you feel when your son told you this? Did he always tell the truth? What do you think?

John: Our son is a sincere person. He’s had many extreme experiences. He’s a downhill ski racer and extreme skier. So he’s seen danger up close and personal. He’s very trustworthy. He's just not the kind of guy to make up stories.

Michael: So when your son told his story, you had no reason not to believe him.

John: We thought, yes, he’s experienced something here! 

But it didn't sound threatening to us and something we had to protect him from. He knew what to do with it.

We then went on a tour of the house and learned more about these murders and then went on with our day. Our son listened to the stories; he liked the stories.

Michael: But he couldn't determine who it might have been? Did he ever bring it up and talk about it later on in life?

John: I haven't heard him talk about this one for some time, but you know — half-awake people coming out of dreams...

*Anonymous, “John A.,” an assumed name, to protect the innocent, the embarrassed, those who write under a pen name, crazy stupit scoundrels, or, of course, those who are simply guilty as hell trying to get away with something.

Haunted Hotel #3:

The Hilo Hawaiian Hotel

As told to me by *“Michael W.,” an assumed name. Two women stay in 1981 in a hotel in Hilo, Hawaii on a floor just below the top of the eight-story hotel. From above their room, they hear loud noises of furniture being shifted all around. 

They go up to check it out and discover a former restaurant, abandoned and apparently closed for good! All the chairs were sitting atop tables, and it was clear that the restaurant was not being used and no one could have been moving furniture or anything!

My future wife, my girlfriend, was going to the outer islands of Hawaii. In this case, the Big Island, and she was staying in a hotel in Hilo, Hawaii, which I believe was the Hilo Hawaiian Hotel at the time. She was there to train tellers at bank branches at the Bank of Hawaii, and on the last night that she stayed in her hotel with her roommate, they went out to dinner.

When they came back to the hotel, they pressed ‘7’ on the elevator, which I think was the floor just below the top floor of the hotel. The elevator, however, did not stop at their floor; rather, the doors opened, instead, on the top floor (‘8’), and it was a closed restaurant, dark with chairs on the tables, and with nothing happening. The doors then closed; they went down to the 7th floor; the doors opened, and they went to their room.

A little later, they heard a lot of noise coming from the top floor, presumably from the ‘closed’ restaurant. So they thought that was odd, because they heard tables and chairs moving around, and so on, and, of course, nobody was there!

So she went into the office the next morning at the bank branch and told her story and the people at the branch said, “Well, we didn't want to tell you until you were leaving, but that hotel is haunted because in 1960 there was a tsunami that killed a lot of people. And then they built the hotel on that site.”

Author Michael: What was your wife's reaction to that?

Michael W: A little spooky, I think. (Laughs.)

Auth Michael: Was there any reason that the elevator went to the 8th floor and stopped?

Michael W: They think a ghost may have gone up to the top floor and gotten out.

Auth Michael: In retrospect, did they ever talk about whether the elevator felt weird when they were on it?

Michael W: They didn’t sense anything. No.

Postscript:

This was not the only reported instance of haunting at the Hilo Hawaiian Village Hotel.

In 2008, a man reported being awakened at night by bright orbs of lights ‘dancing’ around his hotel room. At first, he thought maybe they were car headlights but dismissed this thought after he realized the hotel room faced the ocean.

Then he reported seeing an apparition of a man by the door of the room. There’s more to the story for anyone who chooses to dig deeper.

Suffice it to say — and most importantly — this is just another reinforcing indication of at least another strange happening at this hotel.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE ROAD TO STRANGE
- A PSYCHIC READER

Mo‘:ré; k
The Paranormal High Strangness

REIN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





