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What people are saying about


Phantoms in the Night or ETs?


Our awareness of flying saucers and alien beings first shot into our reality with the infamous “Crash at Roswell” in 1947. Since that time thousands of people have come forward with their own experiences, including pilots, military personnel and whistle blowers, prompting thousands of books, published on every aspect of this amazing phenomenon.


Lorraine McAdam is one of those experiencers who has, since a child, been aware of other people who do not necessarily originate from this planet we call Earth.


Bravely they speak at UFO conferences and other platforms from all around the world. Talking from the heart, of night-time visitations, close encounters and abductions (military or off-world), marks and bruises on their bodies and even implants, several of which have been located in the body and medically removed. These people have to learn to adapt and live in two worlds, keeping silent at mealtimes when asked how their day went.


We still have some way to go to get to those who still refuse to believe and put things down to imagination, illusions or mistaken identity.


Read Lorraine’s book and make up your own mind. A very kind and caring mother and professional teacher, who speaks from the heart when talking of her alien visitors. Even if you are already well acquainted with this type of experience, you will find much to ponder in Lorraine’s book.


If you are a total skeptic, then perhaps it is time to open your mind and see the wonders that are happening around the world at this time, and historically; what has been happening for thousands of years.


We are facing great changes on this world at present and much more is waiting to change when we decide to open our minds and see.


Mike Oram, author of Does It Rain in Other Dimensions?


“There will be some readers perhaps—those willing to believe, or at least leave an open mind—that will no doubt ask, why her, why not me?” Lorraine tries to answer this question in her book.


A simple, truthful, riveting, intriguing, and sometimes frightening account of multiple encounters, experiences, with beings from other worlds, other dimensions…Who are these ‘visitors’? What do they want? I gave some answers in my own books. Lorraine gives us some more insights here, and perhaps, some other important missing pieces of the puzzle…


Michel Zirger, author of “We Are Here!” Visitors Without a Passport—Essays on Earth’s Alien Presence
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Introduction


Writing this book has not been easy, and what I am about to relate will not be believed by the vast majority of people, which is why I have, albeit subconsciously, delayed its writing for so long.


Indeed, only those in my close nuclear family know of any of the details of my story, which has been a lifelong one.


But in my heart I have realized that withholding my story— of what I have now come to believe is some form of ongoing extraterrestrial (ET) contact—is no longer an option.


In addition, the world seems to have moved into a more enlightened attitude towards those like me—call us abductees, experiencers, call us what you will—who have experienced and gone through this high strangeness that we loosely call ‘contact.’


There will be some of you perhaps—those willing to believe, or at least leave an open mind—that will no doubt ask, why her, why not me? I have tried to answer this question in my book. I have my theories, having now widely read up on the subject, but I really have no definite answers as to why these things have happened to me. Besides, I would like to state categorically that, given the choice, I would not have asked for any of this to happen to me.


The fact is that the vast majority of us are not prepared or ready for contact! When it happened to me, it traumatized, frightened, puzzled, and confused me for a long time, because at first the possibility of ET contact was completely outside my closed Westernized Christian worldview. For years I was convinced that I was being attacked by demonic forces, particularly with reference to the ‘Gray’ aliens, whom I have seen frequently during abductions.


In contrast, all the benevolent contacts that I experienced in my interactions—with what I now realize were what we refer to as the ‘Nordic’ aliens—I had put down to angelic interventions!


I had been having these experiences since the mid 1970s, but it took me until the late 1990s to realize that there was much more to it than I had ever imagined.


The book that first opened my eyes to the possibility of ET contact was Communion by Whitley Strieber, and I am eternally grateful to this brave writer for coming out about his own experiences at a time when, unlike now, the conditions for reception of such a book were definitely a lot more close-minded. However, for those like me who had experienced similar things, his book resonated, and I read it from cover to cover not once, but twice! Its contents disturbed me to such a degree that, for weeks afterwards, while mulling over its contents, I became subject to a form of post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD). This probably happened because I was finally having to come to terms with what I had experienced for years. I was also obliged to visit my doctor for antidepressant treatment, blaming my depression and nervousness on stress at work.


Finally, once I had come to terms with the phenomenon, I went on a hungry search for any books that I could find on the subject.


Back then, in the early 1990s, you were obliged to look for the “alternative” or “esoteric/spiritual” section in local bookshops. There was no Google, no Internet; nothing at all like that existed. So, following my reading of Communion, I would frequently trawl through local and not-so-local bookshops on the hunt for more books on ETs and ET contact.


Obviously, as a result, my knowledge of the subject grew exponentially, and I realized—and this was comforting—that I was by no means alone!


However, I did not find the courage to share my experiences with anybody until well after the dawn of the millennium, when I contacted Mike Oram, whose book, Does It Rain in Other Dimensions?, really resonated with me, particularly with reference to benign contacts with the ‘Nordic’ aliens that I believe I too have experienced.


At the time I contacted Mike, I was going through a lot, and his kind reception of me helped me to understand some of the reasons why I might have experienced contact. We remain good friends to this day.


However, the fact remains that anyone who undergoes ET contact will experience the following, though not necessarily all of these effects, which I have experienced:


• You will most certainly be traumatized, both mentally and physically.


• You may become more intelligent than you were before contact started.


• You may become psychic.


• You may become more empathetic/intuitive.


• Your consciousness may be raised.


• Your religious beliefs will be challenged.


• You may become more spiritual and less religious.


• You may become more eco-conscious.


• You will be unable to believe your own eyes—that is, you will wonder if you are going mad or hallucinating.


• You may start to have frequent sightings of UFOs, in the sky, or on the ground.


• You may have sightings of human/non-human-shaped figures in your bedroom, in other rooms in your household, or in your place of work.


• You may have vivid dreams where you visit alien landscapes, or meet ETs face to face, and can afterwards recall everything clearly.


• You may undergo strange job interviews.


• You may experience the following:


◦ poltergeist activity


◦ sudden blackouts, which may be accompanied by a buzzing noise around you, or a buzzing movement through your body, when late evening will move in a second to late morning


◦ ongoing depression


◦ post-traumatic stress disorder


◦ missing time that you can’t account for


◦ unexplained strange marks and scars or burns to your skin


◦ unexplained rashes.


• Frequently, watches will stop or break.


• Light bulbs may explode in close proximity to you, or electronic equipment will malfunction around you, including airport security clearance equipment and electronic taps in bathrooms. • You may acquire dark marks on clothing, particularly night clothing/bedding. • Items of clothing may go missing and reappear later.


• You may find melted plastic coat hangers that have become welded together inside your closet.


• You may wake up outside your house, or in another room, for example the kitchen.


• Your family members, particularly your partner and parents, will not believe you and may ridicule you, or threaten to take you to see a psychiatrist, further adding to your trauma. (This is not necessarily because they are unsympathetic, but rather because it will be so far outside their experience that they will automatically move to a defensive position by laughing at you, assuming you are going mad or that you are hallucinating.)


• You will probably have a deep-seated, ongoing need to read up on everything you can in order to find out what has happened to you.


• You will want to make contact with other experiencers.


If you are presently experiencing suspected ET contact, then you have my empathy and sympathy. It is for you that I am writing about my own experiences, and while I realize that I will be ridiculed, possibly be the subject of debunking attempts, and get trolled for publishing this, I also know that there will be many out there who will understand what I have been through, and it is for you that I am writing my account. It is because of you that I have eventually found the courage to come out, as it were, and have done so at great personal cost to my marriage, to my career as a teacher, and to my reputation in general.


However, having undergone a number of spiritual promptings lately, I believe that I can no longer sit on the sidelines in the shadows and that it is time to share my story with the world.









Chapter 1


When I was a child, it seemed perfectly normal to converse with ghosts and invisible people


I never knew my grandmother on my mum’s side, but I did know a relative of hers, an aunty of Mum’s, who seemed to often predict the future of the local weather. She often used to stop talking mid-conversation, suddenly informing us that, “It will rain hard later on today.” I didn’t know whether to believe her or not, since the day would often be a dry one, but curiously, whenever this happened, it always did rain later on in the day. For this reason, behind her back, I called her Aunty Rain Hard.


Later on in my life, another spirit medium friend of mine would go on to confirm that I also had the gift of sight, or of being able to see the future—and also, that I had four spirit guides—and he told me that sometimes people would “take against me” for no other reason than that they were picking up on these four! This has sadly proved to be true, unfortunately, because in spite of being a considerate, caring, and extremely empathetic person, a lot of people have taken an immediate dislike to me during my life, for no reason that I have been able to fathom; and I have often been bullied by people, both at work and during time spent completing academic degrees.


Incidentally, there is a theory among empathetic people (of whom I believe I am one) that because we can easily unmask people—that is, read them like an open book—some people pick up on this, and they don’t like you for it!


On top of this, I am also psychic. So, in addition, whenever I am in a room full of people, I can easily see who is truly happy, for instance, and who is pretending to put on a brave face; and I always know if someone is ill and hiding it, or indeed suffering silently in some other way.


Once, when I was attending a job club, I picked up that the job club leader—a man I incidentally got on well with—was a prominent Freemason, because I kept seeing him (psychically) in his Masonic robes; I knew about the Masons because I had read up on them. When I ventured to ask him if I was right, he was very impressed that I had picked up on this, and asked me to keep it to myself.


So, some people mind, and some people don’t mind that I can read them, or to put it in a scientific way, I can read their energy fields; that is, if I want to of course. I am not saying that I go around willy-nilly, reading everyone’s energy field like a regular psychic nosy parker! However, I do use this ability when I feel threatened by someone, or sense that they are hiding something from me. In addition, I always know when someone doesn’t like me, no matter how hard they try to hide it.


If there is a ghost to be seen, I will often see it. For instance, during my years as a nurse, I was employed at a newly built nursing home that was built on the site of an old cotton mill, which had been demolished years before.


On my first day on duty—while administering medicines on the top floor, which was also the palliative care ward—I saw a little girl skipping up and down the corridor who looked as solid as you or me. The only odd thing about her was her dress; it was very old-fashioned, since she was wearing a long cream smock with pantaloons.


Assuming that someone’s grandchild was visiting them, I went downstairs and mentioned it to the matron (head nurse). She gasped audibly, and looking shocked, she informed me that there were no visitors at the time I saw the child, as visiting didn’t take place until the evening, and incidentally she would have had to let any visitors in through a door directly in front of her office. She told me that I had probably seen the resident ghost of a Victorian child mill-worker, and that I was not the only staff member to have seen this child; some of the night staff had also made a similar report.


No one at the nursing home had bothered to research the ghost, so we never found out who she was, but needless to say, from then on, I refused to work on the top floor on my own!


Aside from my propensity to see ghosts or spirits, of which this was not my first experience, there was also, according to my father, something very odd about the fact that a little girl of just 7 should persist in “talking to invisible people who appeared on the ceiling” (my own words).


Quite often, when I was a child—and I want to emphasize that this was a perfectly normal thing for me to do—I would concentrate on my blank bedroom ceiling, and suddenly it would begin to ripple and two men would appear to me. Now, these two were sitting behind what I would now describe as consoles, and wore identical navy-blue tops that had black turtlenecks. In the background, there were large windows behind them, and through these windows I could see tiny stars. So it would appear that these two were in space somewhere. Strangely, I didn’t find this at all odd!


Moreover, I found that I could converse with these two, and they both seemed very friendly. They also looked like normal humans, though they were both very good-looking—one having short blond hair and the other having wavy dark hair— but that’s all I can remember about them. I never even bothered to ask for their names, because it was as if there was no need to. Well, I would just tell them what I had been up to that day, and they would both smile and nod, and then fade out.


One day, my dad came into my room suddenly, on the pretext of asking me what I would like for supper, and he caught me conversing with them. His first reaction to this was to ask me: “Who were you just talking to?” For some reason, I didn’t want him to know about my two ‘friends,’ so I just told him that I was talking to myself. This earned me a puzzled and concerned look from my father, and although he would still come into my room now and then without warning, he never asked me about them again. However, soon after my eighth birthday, those two men no longer put in an appearance, no matter how hard I tried to summon them.


Curiously, around the same time this stopped happening, during the summer of 1974, I had a very vivid dream that I had seen a cigar-shaped craft that had landed in a vast field. In my dream, I went into the middle of the field and stood close to this giant craft—when suddenly a man in a silver suit with shoulder-length blond hair came out of it, via a ramp that opened in its side. I ran to greet this man and he held me in his arms for a while, and to me it seemed as if I was just greeting an old friend.


Shortly after this, later in the year, I heard my mum conversing with my father, telling him that a huge cigar-shaped silver craft had been sighted in Wales.


I pestered my mother to let me see a picture of this craft in the newspaper, and it proved to look uncannily like the one I had seen in my dream! I stared at the photo for some time, and eventually I cut it out and put it in my scrapbook. For a long time after, I had the uncanny feeling that I had seen a craft like this many times before, but I just could not remember where.


Following these events, my grandmother suddenly died, and I could not stop crying for her to come back, as I had formed a really close bond with her.


One night, a few months later, she came to me in a dream and showed me that she was standing in a meadow filled with large white daisies. She told me that she was happy there and not to worry about her; then she took me to a small cottage and showed me that she was busy there, baking bread, just like she had in life. When I woke up from the dream I felt much better, and after that, I stopped crying, much to my mother’s relief.


Nothing unusual happened for some time following this, except that for some strange reason, in 1974, my mum decided to go on holiday without my dad, but instead took me and her father, who by that time was very old.


I liked my grandfather, Mum’s dad. He always wore a flat cap, and he loved to smoke, which he frequently did, and no one had the heart to tell him that he was literally stinking the place up! We used to watch Laurel and Hardy repeats together on Saturday mornings, and we would both cry with laughter at their antics.


My mum and I often went to visit him in the nursing home that he lived in, and one fellow resident, appalled at his smoking habits, would repeat this catchphrase to my mum: “He’s been smoking like a factory chimney, you know! He’s going to set us all on fire one day, you watch, he will!”


This proved to be prophetic, as Granddad did indeed cause a fire in his bedroom. After that, to his chagrin, he was only allowed to smoke in the lounge of the home.


After he died, I would always know when he was visiting me because I would smell his favorite brand of cigarettes, Players, a British brand that he always liked. This would often happen during a period when I was living on my own in a little flat and was feeling a bit down or lonely, back in my early nursing days; and I have never smoked or allowed smoking in any home of mine!
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