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TIME SHIFTS
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“Von Braschler is back with THE book the paranormal world has been waiting for! Braschler 
walks us through a world of possibilities and tests the paradigms of what we think we know while examining what mysteries of our human experience are still waiting to be revealed.”

DAVE SCHRADER, HOST OF
DARKNESS RADIO AND TRAVEL 
CHANNEL’S THE HOLZER 
FILES

“Time Shifts is a remarkable book, full of thought-provoking stories, fascinating information on how time travel works, and valuable exercises to help you experiment with alternate realities. Like all of Von Braschler’s books, Time Shifts is well researched and contains a wealth of practical information. Highly recommended.”

RICHARD WEBSTER, AUTHOR OF
LLEWELLYN’S COMPLETE BOOK 
OF DIVINATION

“More people should step out of their black-and-white world and dare to explore the gray areas. That’s where the adventures begin. Time slips and time travel are real, and crossing the threshold between what was, the now, and the upcoming are experiences we are all capable of. Von Braschler’s Time Shifts is a wonderfully interesting and informative way to understand time travel and learn how to break the barriers and experience time shifts firsthand. Passports are not required.”

MARLA BROOKS, HOST OF
STIRRING THE CAULDRON PODCAST 
ON PARA-X RADIO NETWORK 
AND AUTHOR OF WORKPLACE SPELLS

“Fascinating book. Time Shifts provides specific exercises that can teach readers how to experience this ‘time shift’ or ‘quick switch.’ Highly recommended.”

ALBERT AMOA SORIA, 
PH.D., AUTHOR OF AWAKEN 
THE POWER WITHIN



Foreword

In early spring 1990, Larry Miller and his wife, Claire, were driving from Alsip, a South Chicago suburb, to visit relatives in New Mexico. While traveling through a southwestern area of Missouri, they discovered that Interstate 44 was closed, so Larry exited an off-ramp, following signs to a detour. The midafternoon was clear, and the Millers enjoyed their unhurried ride over rolling countryside and broad pastureland. Perhaps fifteen minutes after leaving the expressway they arrived at a charming town with small shops and a friendly looking diner, like the one in the famous Edward Hopper painting Night Hawks. It featured big glass windows and a quietly inviting atmosphere. On the street, traffic was light, the sidewalks not crowded. A young redheaded woman was pushing a baby buggy around the park, and some kids were playing hopscotch there. There was little other activity.

The main square was dominated by an attractive vintage city hall building that appeared well preserved. It featured a tall brick clock tower. It had apparently been constructed sometime during the late 1800s. Today it appears surrounded by a broad, well-manicured public park. Claire observed that the big illuminated clock face with Roman numerals showed the wrong time. Its Victorian hands had stopped at 1:30, whereas her watch read 3:00. After pausing momentarily at a few stoplights, the Millers drove out of town and were back on the road, headed toward the detour. Or so they assumed. As before, they went speeding across the indistinguishably repetitive landscape of endless farmlands. Again the posted speed limit dropped as they approached another small town. It seemed remarkably similar to the one they had left behind only ten minutes earlier.

“All these places look alike,” Larry said with a trace of boredom. But as they arrived at the town center, on the left they passed the very same diner with its big glass windows and the same few customers. Still more surprising, the old town square with its high brick clock tower stood as before on their right.

“How about that?” Larry observed. “They made an exact duplicate of that other place we came through!”

“Yeah,” Claire agreed uncertainly. “But the clock is different here. In the other town, it said 1:30. Here, it’s 1:00.” Before her husband could respond, she exclaimed, “This is the same town! You must have driven in a circle. Look! There’s that same lady pushing a stroller and those kids playing in the park we saw last time.”

Larry was confused. “But how can that be? We drove in a straight line.”

“It just seemed that way. Pay more attention to the road next time,” she scolded him.

As before, they followed the main street out of town, this time in silence. Larry was careful this time, never missing a road sign. He conscientiously avoided all turns and followed a posted detour back to Interstate 44. About ten minutes later, the speed limit dropped again at the approach to another town.

“It’s not possible,” Larry almost shouted as he pulled over to a curb in the same town they’d passed through twice before. Claire crouched in grim silence, gazing out her window at the all too familiar street while her husband intently consulted a road map. “Maybe we should ask somebody,” he suggested.

“No!” she insisted. “Let’s just get out of here!”

Larry pulled out into light traffic. Almost immediately, the classic diner occupied by the same customers reappeared on their left, followed shortly thereafter by the main square with its old public building. The red-haired woman was still walking around the park behind her baby buggy while the same children hopscotched as before.

But when Claire looked up at the clock tower, she screamed. It read 12:30. With every pass they made through town, all of its details had been identically repeated, save for the clock face. Each time it showed a time precisely thirty minutes earlier. “Let’s get out of here!” she pleaded again, now on the verge of tears. “I’m scared! I’m real scared. Go! Go! Just go!”

Unnerved, Larry put the pedal to the metal. Their car raced through the last two stoplights, luckily avoiding any collisions. Out of town and on the open road again, Larry did not let up on the accelerator. While endeavoring to keep his speeding car under control, he tried to calm his wife. She was shuddering and weeping, but he soon ran out of words. His chest seemed to tighten with growing panic, and his breath came hard and fast. But his anxiety began to slowly subside the greater the distance he put between themselves and the town.

“Claire,” he finally said with a self-assurance he actually lacked, “we’ve been driving about eighty miles an hour for more than fifteen minutes. We should have arrived back at that town by now, but we’re still on the road.” She stopped crying long enough to look uncertainly at the uniformly similar farmlands blurring past her window. Maybe her husband was right.

But no! Suddenly there appeared the same signs, the same town. Larry slowed down only enough to maneuver through the two-lane streets and miss hitting anyone. He was still doing fifty in thirty-fivemph zones.

Within moments, the glassy restaurant containing its same diners was on their left again. The park’s red-haired mother and baby buggy and hopscotching kids had not changed. Only the high brick clock tower was different. Both of its immense black hands pointed straight up to high noon.

As the careening car sped by the park, the brazen lungs of the old clock rang out like a doomsday toll seemingly directed at Larry and Claire. It called after them as they lurched at top speed out of town. Both Larry and his wife were filling the inside of their car with screams.

Larry did not care who or what he might crash into. A collision would at least terminate this endless horror. His speedometer passed one hundred miles per hour, while the ominous echoes of the big clock faded by degrees in the distance. Larry was determined to fly through the town at full speed next time. Hatred for whatever it was that had so terrified them had unhinged his rational mind.

But soon the environment seemed different. The countryside was not precisely the same as before. Unfamiliar farmhouses appeared on either side of the road. Larry slowed down to the fifty-five-mph speed limit. Suddenly, there was a posted sign announcing the end of the detour. Another one pointed toward Interstate 44. He pulled over to the side of the road and switched off the engine, then took Claire in his arms.

“I don’t know what happened,” he consoled her, “but it’s over.” While their powerful experience was something neither would ever forget, neither could they later recall the name of the strange town, even after examining a detailed road map of their otherwise uneventful travels through southwestern Missouri. Not surprisingly, they took an alternate route on their return trip to Illinois.

The forgoing incident was told to me by Mr. Miller himself, my former employer. He is known as a no-nonsense businessman, and he never discussed his encounter with anyone else. He had nothing to gain by sharing it with me and showed no further interest in anything paranormal. His wife, Claire, emphatically backed up his account word for word.

A similar report of time travel involves a father and his seven-year-old son who attended a Civil War reenactment at Gettysburg, Pennsylvania, during the summer of 2001. Frederick Catalano and Fred Jr. were thrilled to see hundreds of men and women dressed in authentic period costume regalia at the very location of a great event in American history. There was a re-creation of the famous battle with military bands, booming cannons, charging horse soldiers, volleys of smoking muskets, and troops in blue and gray marching under colorful banners.

After the commemorative confrontation, Frederick and Freddy joined thousands of other onlookers in numerous stalls that had been set up to display Civil War–era memorabilia. These stalls were adjacent to a rather primitive and large grandstand draped with red, white, and blue bunting. At the center of this structure, the day’s reenactment continued with a tall, lanky actor whose job it was to portray Abraham Lincoln delivering the Gettysburg Address to a sizable crowd of soldiers and civilians attired in authentic-looking mid-nineteenth-century dress.

Frederick and Junior joined them to hear the well-known words recited in a Midwestern twang by the gaunt “president” and then enthusiastically applauded along with others in the audience. Afterward, members of the audience gathered around “Mr. Lincoln” to heartily congratulate him as he sat wearily at an outdoor table. Carrying the boy in his arms, Fred made his way through the press of well-wishers: “See? That’s the man who led the Union during the Civil War.”

“Lincoln” looked up at the father and son with a sudden, bright smile. “What’s your name, little man?”

“Fweddy,” the lad piped up, and the nation’s sixteenth chief executive laughed, then reached up to shake his hand. “Pleasure to meet you, Fweddy! My name’s Abe.”

Getting into the spirit of the occasion, the elder Catalano asked, “How’s the war going, Mr. President?”

At these words, the actor fell back into character. “I fear it will never end,” he sighed authentically. Before he could explain he was hustled away by a “general.” The crowd began to melt away.

Fred took his son to visit a few other booths before the grounds were closed. As they were leaving the park they were approached by an organizer of the event, who was also an old friend. “How’d you like the presentation, Fred?” he asked.

“Oh, it was great! Everybody played their roles so realistically, except for the guy reading the Gettysburg Address. He just didn’t look very much like any of the old photos I’ve seen of Abraham Lincoln. The actor was tall enough but seemed too old for the part.”

The organizer stopped in his tracks. “What are you talking about? We didn’t have anybody reading the Gettysburg Address or portraying Lincoln at the reenactment!”

Fred described in detail the large, apparently improvised grandstand with its patriotic bunting surrounded by a crowd of listeners in blue uniforms, top hats, and gingham dresses. “Nope,” the organizer insisted, “nothing even remotely like that was staged this year. I know everything that goes on here. It’s my job. Look at your program. It lists all the events and facilities. No mention of Lincoln making the Gettysburg Address at a grandstand or any place else. What you saw must have been a ghost.”

But Mr. Catalano’s experience seemed like something other than that. His interaction with the president and the solid physicality of the entire incident was unlike any alleged haunting. Instead, he believes that he and his son inadvertently stepped back in time and into an event originally aimed at re-creating the same long-gone era—one conjuring the other in a kind of kindred frequency of similar vibrations generated by two sets of sympathetic actions occurring in the same environment.

Why the organizer and thousands of other visitors to Gettysburg that day did not share Mr. Catalano’s time slip is unknown, except for speculation that only he and his son were somehow psychologically disposed to it in the same way individuals with normal vision are able to see colors that people with monochromatic vision cannot.

This experience and others like it cannot be validated by repeatable testing and consequently is often dismissed as worthless hearsay by skeptics for whom the scientific method is the only standard by which credible conclusions may be ascertained. But even they admit that a sufficiently large body of anecdotal evidence may be considered well founded if it demonstrates repeating themes in the form of discernible cycles or patterns.

This is something that Von Braschler has done in his far-ranging, representative collection of related human testimony about the reality of time slips.

For the past thirty years, I have valued him as an extraordinary colleague and have been consistently enlightened by his insightful work, which culminates in Time Shifts.

The subject is just now beginning to attract a rapidly growing audience of professional scholars and curious students alike. They are trying to grasp the metaphysical mechanism of this temporal phenomenon that defies everyday logic but is nonetheless common enough. They can hope for no more revealing an investigation than this truly groundbreaking opus—a guidebook into the unknown and the inscrutable.

Von Braschler’s intriguing, sometimes shocking, information leads us unerringly toward his powerful conclusions no less dramatically than the denouement of a bestselling novel. But this is no fantasy. Rather, as he makes abundantly clear, the other side of reality is less than a heartbeat away from our everyday world.

FRANK JOSEPH

Frank Joseph was the editor in chief of Ancient American magazine from 1993 to 2007. He is the author of several books, including Before Atlantis, Advanced Civilizations of Prehistoric America, The Lost Civilization of Lemuria, The Lost Treasure of King Juba, Synchronicity & You, and Synchronicity as Mystical Experience. He lives in the Upper Mississippi Valley.



INTRODUCTION

Little Sidesteps Out of Time

As strange as it may sound, you’ve probably heard of some person or another who claims to have slipped into another time and then returned in a confused state. And perhaps you thought it was impossible and could never happen to you. This book will show you how common slips in time really are and how you could easily have experienced something like this yourself without even realizing it.

This book also will lead you through exercises to experience time slips on a controlled basis. This will make them even more meaningful for you. After all, slips in time are the way we can explore what’s beyond the rigid boundaries of our mundane world. It’s a likely way that our spirit journeys. It’s also how we may expand our understanding.

This is the way of the shaman in a vision quest—the Native American path of spirit walking or dream walking. The shaman seeks to witness profound glimpses into the past or future, traditionally observing what the ancestors impart to them or probing the destiny that lies ahead, which they then report back to their people. In this they act the role of the prophet and, as such, are the ultimate guides who have peeked behind every bend of the road.

This is also the mission of the yoga mystic who steps outside mundane time and space. In deepest trance, the samadhi mystic leaves his physical body to journey to unknown worlds and realities to better understand the human condition. It is the quest of every serious yogi to find union in the oneness of all and unity in the journey of the spirit.

Every hero who embarks on a great journey of discovery understands this truth. The hero steps into unknown regions and loses himself (or herself) in the process. All great heroes learn to step off the path into uncertainty where up might become down and left may appear on the right. After all, no great discoveries happen on a common path riddled with deep ruts where everyone has followed the steps of others, eyes barely open.

No, the hero takes a brave leap into uncharted space and time with eyes wide open and consciously aware. And along the hero’s arc of discovery, the lost soul finds itself and finds answers hidden from common view. That’s the role of the hero—the brave explorer in search of hidden truth.

It was true of Odysseus, who slayed mythical monsters and dueled with gods in worlds that most people never see. It was true of Arjuna, the hero in the Bhagavad Gita, who rode his chariot with the lord as his guide and counselor during a war.

All of us can become the hero of our own life journey because living is a process that is meant to be filled with adventure and discovery. It’s a journey where you are pitted against obstacles and forced to make choices. How you survive your hero’s journey is up to you. It depends on your choices and your observations. It’s how you have picked your path and found your way. What have you discovered along the way?

The journey is everything. It’s much more important to you at this stage than the destination. For Arjuna on a chariot with Lord Krishna, his great success was not bringing a victorious outcome to a war but finding peace and purpose in the world. For Odysseus, reaching Ithaca to resume his throne was not his greatest victory; it was encountering many surreal obstacles along the way. If you’re lucky, you will find your true self along the way—the real you outside of the illusions of our physical world with perfectly pressed clothes and manicured lawns. This is the real you, without the many masks one wears to conform to our physical norms and blend into the mundane world. It is the higher self that transcends one’s physical limitations.

I believe in getting lost from time to time so as to find myself. I believe in stepping off the path and following where Spirit takes me. I have tried to do that and freely include some personal adventures that I have undergone, which are outside of normal time and space. I have included other similar encounters as faithfully as possible here in the hope that you might see a pattern in the whole.

This pattern could work for you. This won’t be such a big stretch for people who have daydreamed and found themselves miles from home in a different time and place. It will not seem that odd for individuals who have experienced lucid, vivid dreams and felt certain they really were somewhere outside of their own memories. It will prove easy for everyone who recalls going through a normal day but then suddenly slips into another time and place where things seemed quite real—if only for an instant.

You see, all of us probably all slip in and out of time and space on a regular basis in our regular lives without much thought about it. We just shrug it off and tell ourselves how strange, that it’s certainly nothing to take seriously. Most assuredly, it’s something we don’t talk about as a rule.

The basic truth is that our spirit longs to be free and explore. That energetic part of us that is trapped most of the time in a dense, physical body like a shroud instinctively knows how to get out. And once it gets out, it longs to experience and grow. It wants to learn and evolve.

This book offers you help in exploring and setting your spirit free.



ONE

Classic Stories of Time Shifts

Every now and then somebody reports stepping out of normal time and space. It doesn’t seem to matter where they live, the time of day or year, or their background. Nobody is exactly certain how they appear to sidestep normal reality for a short time. This is because there is not enough empirical evidence from these random occurrences to study. Also, most people don’t like to talk about what happened to them. Probably most people who experience these very personal time shifts feel awkward and disoriented as a result, and many of the details of the experience may be difficult to rationally analyze as the situation is outside a personal or social frame of reference.

Nonetheless, there are many anecdotal stories of these experiences, which very often are called time slips because the person slips out of normal time for a short duration. We should accurately call the time of the escape a duration because it is hard to measure by any sort of clock or watch. The one thing we do know from personal observation of people who experience these time slips is that they have little sense of ordinary time and often remark that they are surprised how much time has elapsed in the ordinary, mundane, physical world while they were “gone.”

Time as it’s commonly measured in this physical, three-dimensional world, of course, is an arbitrary consensus. We find it culturally 
convenient to agree to a 24-hour day and a 365-day year based on solar time. The way we measure things in our mundane world on a minute level tells us when we should meet each other, arrive at work, and gather for dinner.

We choose to live in a world of materialism where we reduce everything to consensus measurements. We are linear thinkers who see a starting point to everything, a midpoint, and an end line. That is what comes from living in a three-dimensional world that sees everything left to right, down to up, and front to back.

We measure things with our five physical senses and live with the self-imposed restrictions of physics in a physical world. It is like we live inside a box and cannot imagine what happens outside our box, let alone experience reality outside this box. It is a boxed-in feeling!

But Creation is bigger than that. It is unlimited without end. All of Creation, including our world and everything in it, constantly evolves and transforms into something new. Change is constant, and life is continuously evolving. And just as nature in our world goes through transformation seasonally and new life appears out of old life, the cosmos unfolds with new planets, new stars, new galaxies, and new life. It has no beginning and no end.

The present instant that you experience evolves into the next instant, and each one has the freshness of a new “now.” We dream of the past that never ended, and we dream of the future that awaits our attention as we experience each moment in time as precious and pregnant with potential when we perceive it.

So maybe our idea of “then” and “later” is arbitrary, as the rational mathematician Gottfried Leibniz observed. Maybe in the unfolding universe there is one continuous, endless timeline. As such, our ability to perceive is seemingly dependent on when and where we focus our attention. Where we stand, we call “now.” That is where the light is best for our observation. That’s all that we see.

But what about people who seem to experience time shifts? Granted, these experiences seem rare and random. Such experiences are generally disruptive because they come outside of our normal, neat way of organizing a personal view of reality. But does that make the reality beyond these sidesteps any less valid? Do a microscope or binoculars change reality or simply give us a better view of the world outside our normal level of perception?

How else can we look outside the box?

This book examines the reality experienced by everyday people who looked outside the box without a looking glass. The first set of time travelers we will examine are part of what we sometimes call urban legends in stories that have been reported again and again as significant examples of time slips on record. I do not personally know these people but find their stories as compelling as the ones I will reveal later, which are personal encounters or secondhand stories of people I know and trust. I think the combination of these stories shows a reliable pattern that’s believable and enlightening.


Charlotte Moberly, Versailles, 1901

Our first eye-popping example is the famous story of two educated ladies at Versailles. This widely reported tale involves Charlotte Moberly, president of Oxford’s St. Hugh’s College, and her friend Eleanor Jourdain. They were visiting the Palace of Versailles and the gardens there in 1901.

After a brief inspection of Versailles, the women left for the Trianon Palaces in the gardens. Since they found the Grand Trianon closed during their visit, they visited the Petit Trianon, a delightful building that had once served as Marie Antoinette’s private palace. While inspecting the Petit Trianon, they encountered a cottage and garden. That’s where their journey became a bit unusual, according to their personal account titled An Adventure, written in 1911.

In the garden, the women reported seeing a wide range of men dressed in various costumes from different time periods. One man with a sombrero introduced them to a passage to the palace. There Charlotte Moberly reportedly spotted a distinguished lady who was sketching a picture of the little palace. Moberly said she later identified this woman upon seeing a portrait of Marie Antoinette. The two visitors reportedly revisited Versailles several times, but things there never appeared the same as during their first encounter. They noted that the gardens had become noisy and cluttered with tourists.

Despite criticism, Moberly continued to have paranormal experiences throughout her life. Jourdain, a vicar’s daughter and a professional woman, died mysteriously in 1924.

The Society for Psychical Research reviewed the book that had been written by the women of their adventure out of time. One observation was that elaborate costume parties had been organized at Versailles by French poet Robert de Montesquiou, and a bridge described by the women in their vision was discovered in an old map of the Trianon gardens. The map, found in 1903, showed a bridge that did not exist when the women had first visited there in 1901. In fact, the bridge was not listed on any other map. Clearly, the women had visited a scene from the past, if only briefly.

Their story sounds a little like ghost stories wherein spirits of deceased people appear to be living out their former lives in the costumes of their time when alive. There is a difference here, however. Haunting spirits cross timelines from the days they once lived. In time slips, living people cross space-time into another period.




Charlie Chaplin, Los Angeles, 1928

During the opening of Charlie Chaplin’s 1928 movie, The Circus, a scene outside a theater shows a woman passing by, seemingly out of place. Because of the stir over the movie’s opening, the woman attracted a lot of attention, particularly given the way she acted. People noticed that she appeared to be talking into some sort of mobile device that resembled a telephone.

This is an urban legend that people have tried to sort out for years. Some investigators have explained that the woman’s device might have been an early hearing aid. The woman appeared not to listen to the device, however, but spoke into it as though engaged in a conversation.

This would appear to be a time slip. But was the woman who was speaking into the device time traveling, or were the observers who spotted her the travelers? There are a lot of little oddities about this story that seem to defy explanation. They do, however, show a pattern of sporadic slips out of time.

Icy Sedgwick, the author of many excellent books and a lively blog, collects these sorts of stories. In her blog post “Time Slips: Urban Legend, Ghost Story, or Utter Nonsense?” she tells about a man who bought three dozen envelopes for a single shilling in 1973 from a shop in Great Yarmouth, England. He purchased them from a clerk dressed in Edwardian clothing, which was obviously out of date. The man returned to the same shop a few weeks later to find someone else working there. In fact, the entire shop looked different—decidedly more modern. He learned that the business that made the envelopes he had purchased days before had stopped production fifteen years earlier.

Sedgwick continues with a story of two married couples who had a strange drive through France in 1979. They stopped at an old-fashioned inn that didn’t have telephones, elevators, or modern windows. They thought it quaint and took photos. Shortly thereafter, they decided to return to this quaint inn. They could not find it, however. And when they processed their roll of film from their earlier trip, none of the photos they had taken at the old inn were included among the negatives.

Another time slip story from Sedgwick’s blog involves a 1941 photo of man who appears to be wearing modern clothing that wasn’t available back then. His modern sports sweater stands in stark contrast to his glasses, which look like something from the 1920s. Was he a time traveler, perhaps?




Planes in the Future, Scotland, 1935

In 1935, British Royal Air Force marshal Sir Victor Goddard was flying near Edinburgh, Scotland, when he noticed an abandoned airfield below, which appeared overgrown. It was situated in a field of old hangars with cows grazing nearby. He got some distance away from it when a storm seemed to pull him back toward the airfield.

The storm suddenly disappeared as he passed over the airfield a second time. On the second pass he said that newer, yellow planes dotted the airfield. He also saw a monoplane that he didn’t recognize. Also, workers there were dressed in strange blue uniforms.

It took him years to make any sense of what he had seen. Be that as it may, years later the Scottish Air Force started painting planes yellow. The airfield then acquired the planes that he had seen. Also, the workers at the airfield indeed wore blue uniforms instead of the brown ones that Goddard was more accustomed to. This decorated pilot eventually published his experience in his book Flight Towards Reality.

Tara MacIsaac of the Epoch Times recounts some of the amazing stories of time slips that were published by the Liverpool Echo in England. One of the best is a story of a thief who was running from a security guard in 2006 but looked back to see that the guard was no longer behind him. Instead, he saw cars of an earlier era and people dressed in a style that had been popular decades earlier. The thief looked for a newspaper and saw a publication date of 1967. He ran down another street and found himself back in 2006, although he could look down the street where he had been and still see people and cars back in 1967.

Upon investigation, the Echo Journal determined that the account given by the thief was accurate down to every last detail, for he was able to describe where various shops and landmarks were located in 1967. The security guard also related that the thief seemed to vanish into thin air while he was chasing him.

The security guard had chased him down Bold Street in Liverpool, where other phantom images have been reported.

The Echo also included a phantom image seen by two different people in 1971. They reported seeing an eccentric inventor testing a contraption on the River Mersey. That was a well-documented event that did occur. Only it happened in 1821.




Yesterday’s Prices, Liverpool, England, 2006

In a similar story related by Tara MacIsaac also in the Epoch Times, a young woman who entered a Liverpool shop she did not recognize. She was visiting Liverpool and wanted to buy a few things near Lord Street and Whitechapel for her mother. She found a store with extremely low prices, she felt, but the cashier and manager of the shop looked confused when she handed them her credit card for payment. They told her she needed cash, not a card. Since she didn’t carry enough money on her to make her purchase, she returned without her basket of bargains.

When she told her mother this curious story, her mother insisted that the store had closed long ago to make way for a bank now situated there.




Naval Cadets Visit Medieval England, 1957

One of the best reported stories of time shifts has to be the story of three British boys in 1957 who apparently visited medieval England. The story of the three boys and their detailed account was reported by Mike Dash for Smithsonian magazine and elsewhere.

The three young men, all of whom were fifteen, were Royal Navy cadets in England taking part in a map-reading field test that was intended to direct them to the Suffolk village of Kersey. As they approached, the streets were deserted and they heard church bells ringing, However, the ringing stopped as soon as they entered the village. And although they walked through town looking for the church and its bell, there was no church to be seen.

They were also haunted by the songs of a bird that had faded as they approached the village. Even the wind had died down, and few leaves stirred in the trees, which cast no shadows in a normal manner.

As well, Kersey itself looked far different from what they had expected. The old-style houses, erected on high streets, were ragged and timber framed, as though built by hand. As the boys peered into these unoccupied houses, they found greenish, smeared windows. They later described the walls of the houses as having been whitewashed in a crude manner. The rooms were empty and had no furniture. As well, the lads were struck by the stillness of the ducks who remained motionless on the pond. They found the entire scene out of time and very surreal.

In the future, they would describe Kersey as a ghost village that seemed to them to exude a sense of sadness and depression. They also felt a certain unfriendliness in the old village and a sense that they were somehow being watched by people they could not see. It appears that they had stepped far back in time to the earliest days of the little town. Kersey is an ancient Anglo-Saxon village, first mentioned about the year 900.
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