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We thank our contributors for their stories. Thanks to all of you brave souls who have ventured to lands far and wide and shared your sometimes bizarre, frightening, and mostly ineffable experiences, including UFOs, aliens, ghosts, the paranormal, and the otherwise oft inexplicable, with us for publication. Without you, this book could not have been written.

A special thank you goes to the late Professor Herbert B. Weaver, Ph.D., former head of the Department of Psychology at the University of Hawaii, without whose mentorship and encouragement, I might not have become the World’s first Travel Psychologist that I am today.

A profound thank you goes to my good friend and colleague, Ellen Stuart, for her tireless help in editing this book and her invaluable suggestions for improvement. Having had a career as a senior legal secretary at the prestigious law firm Perkins Coie in Chicago, Ellen brings top skills to any writing effort, and we thank you profoundly, Ellen.

I extend my heartfelt gratitude to my good friend and colleague, Richard Dickison, former Assistant State Director for MUFON (The Mutual UFO Network) during my tenure as State Director for Hawaii. Rick has played an invaluable role in shaping this book, offering both conceptual guidance and technical expertise throughout its development. His thoughtful input and behind-the-scenes support have been instrumental in achieving the quality and clarity necessary for the successful publication of this work. I honestly could not have done it without him.

And finally, thanks go to the proprietors of the innumerable, unnamed coffeehouses that have tolerated me as I sat endlessly working on these stories, hour upon hour, with endless refills after refills.

—Michael Brein
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Joseph Redmiles

*** 
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I am 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 colleagues and friends, both personal and professional.

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, 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 where she grew up, received her education, and began her professional career as a journalist for several major newspapers. Every summer, we’d 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 nearby Bainbridge Island, it was natural for us to get 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 memories of our time together, as we shared travel anecdotes during our far-ranging conversations over meals and coffee breaks.
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I’ve Had Two Distinct Careers

*** 
[image: ]


The Weird Stuff

I’m the “Travel Psychologist.” I originally coined the term “Travel Psychology” during my Ph.D. studies at the University of Hawaii and became the world’s first travel psychologist. I’m also what you might call a “ufologist.” I study UFOs (unidentified flying objects) or UAPs, as they are often referred to of late (unidentified anomalous phenomena).

I’ve served as 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 global presence.

For over five decades, I have crisscrossed the world many times, seeking and interviewing nearly 2,000 travelers, adventurers, and other willing contributors. I have collected and recorded almost 10,000 accounts of various experiences they have had. I’ve also explored the deeper psychological aspects of their experiences.

Typically, I’ve asked people to share some of their most interesting experiences with me, whether they occurred during their travels or in their everyday lives. Interestingly, about five percent of respondents report strange things that have happened to them, whether of a psychic nature or extraordinary things they’ve seen in the skies.

It became apparent that many people had had far more than they’d anticipated, either from travel or in their daily lives; they’d had extraordinary, unusual experiences of a psychic nature or even of a mystical or spiritual kind. I had to learn about them. I saw common themes running through their accounts. These reports fascinated me, so I began a special collection, forging new territory in UFO and paranormal lore that mainstream scientists had largely ignored.

Combining a social science background with my own personal experiences of the paranormal, I bring to the fore a rare combination of both scientist and experiencer of the strange and unusual.

I bring scientific rigor to the equation, along with the openness and wonderment of someone who has had psychic experiences beyond the normal pale and who also suspects that our current scientific paradigms may not be the be-all and end-all of knowing and explaining all that there is.

And I want to add that I haven’t had just one paranormal experience; I’ve had many. Thus, I bring together in one person — someone not only trained to research, observe, and document as social scientists typically do, but also open and eager to better understand the unknown, which looms just outside the normal bounds of science as we now know it.

Reading accounts of others’ experiences with psychic, UFO, and high-strangeness phenomena presents the reader with new and unique events that are often both eye-opening and awe-inspiring, much like life itself. It’s mainly through the novel experiences offered by travel, adventure, and curiosity that we achieve greater personal growth and gain an understanding of realities we perhaps never knew existed. This aspect of life, as expanded by these new realities, is nothing short of a paradigm-shifter.

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

An experience of the strange, the psychic, or the extraordinary — 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 give us the wake-up call, “Hey, pay attention! There’s more going on in life than you may think.”

Some people featured in my “Road to Strange” book series acknowledge that their life histories include experiences with the paranormal, UFOs, and other extraordinary events. Such is the case with me, as I have had many episodes of premonitions, precognitive dreams, psychic phenomena, synchronicities, and more oddities happening to me throughout my life. I call these gifts my “Inner Psychic.”

Others included in The Road to Strange series say they’ve had no extraordinary particular psychic sense for most of their lives, and some even profess to have been skeptical until their own strange experiences opened their eyes.

The stories in my books, The Contiguous Universe, A Psychic Reader, and other titles in my Road to Strange series, are not intended to prove that UFOs, extraterrestrials, the paranormal, or the highly strange are real. My purpose is to demonstrate that these experiences not only occur, but they happen frequently, and, yes, they happen to you and me, too. You and I are not alone in our experiences; they occur more regularly than you may realize.

The true stories presented in my growing Road to Strange series are a compelling mix of topics such as but not limited to ghosts, premonitions, déjà vu, synchronicity, mysticism, spirituality, past lives, and reincarnation, clairvoyance, telepathy, black magic, psychic readings, poltergeists, space-time warps and portals, sacred sites, phantom persons, out-of-body experiences, and more. Many of the stories in these books are of people who have also reported UFO and alien accounts.

UFO and psychic experiences occur in exotic locations all over the planet and under various circumstances. They even happen up close and personal in your own home. Reading these accounts may help you better understand some of the strange events in your own life and may open you up even more to the unknown during your forthcoming life adventures.

Perhaps you’ve had experiences along The Road to Strange yourself. See the Afterword in all of my books to submit your own stories for one of my upcoming volumes.
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I’m a ‘UFOlogist’ Too
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Actually, I DO believe!

*** 
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The ‘Ufologist’ is a student of the subject of (U)nidentified (F)lying (O)bjects — UFOs — flying saucers! And as is the case with any field of human endeavor, it is but a tiny facet of all there is to know. As the saying from the former famous X-Files TV series goes, “The truth is out there,” and concerning UFOs, I, myself, am a seeker or collector of these truths.

As such, a ‘Ufologist’ is a collector of what truths there are out there to gather about these mysterious unknown flying objects flitting about our skies, as well as some which are even said to dive in and out of the seas, observed perhaps for hundreds, if not thousands of years, by maybe even millions of people around the globe, of all nationalities, persuasions, walks of life, including perhaps even your mother, your brother, your grandpa, an office worker, your newspaper delivery boy, and who have you.

Don’t take my word for it, but I am convinced that UFOs are real. This means that they ‘exist,’ but what they are, well, who knows what they can be? Maybe extraterrestrials (aliens), interdimensionals, future humans, cohabiting advanced earth species as yet unknown — it’s anybody’s guess. (And perhaps some are in the know!) Let’s say the only way you’ll be convinced, like I am, is to have your own experience. Once that occurs, all bets are off.

The study of this subject has been, throughout my travels and everyday life, a raison d’être for much of my travel and existence. Armed to the teeth with a bevy of unlimited free first-class airline tickets for a whole year (won in a United Airlines contest: see here in this book and elsewhere in my True Travel Tales and Road to Strange books series), what additional excuse did I need NOT to fly to all sorts of flying saucer conferences?

Well, I might as well have been a space alien myself, for I sometimes dropped right out of the sky, even to smaller, more local or regional UFO meetings, particularly some of the larger ones around America. Of course, I didn’t drop in unknown, for in all my involvement in the subject over the years, I’ve met just about every major researcher and speaker in the field, and I, myself, have even been appointed as ‘Ambassador-at-Large’ for MUFON — the Mutual UFO Network — the free world’s largest civilian scientific UFO research organization.

I would like to say that I am an “Ambassador without (a) portfolio” because it sounds funny, and it happens to be the truth: I was given this title because I traveled and liaised so much! I don’t really DO anything, per se, so why would I need a portfolio?

Being the Ambassador was not lost on the ‘Scoundrel’ aspect of myself. (See my hilarious story: “The Mouse that Roared — Again” elsewhere in this book.)

Suffice it to say that even though there is much humor and ridicule surrounding the subject of UFOs, I do have my laughs and more serious moments. Please join me in some of the idiocy and import of my weird and wacky travels in the world of UFOs.

Well, I earned my Ph.D. in social psychology. I have been fascinated with UFOs and their impact on people. I tell everyone that if I had an office these days in a psychology department at a university, you’d very likely see UFO books lining the shelves.

“Uh-huh,” say the naysayers!

UAP
The Evolution of the UFO
Walter H. Andrus Jr. founded MUFON in 1968. At the time, researchers in the matter of UFOs had the frame of mind that UFO sightings were most likely extra-terrestrial crafts of one sort or another, made up essentially of nuts and bolts — in other words, strictly mechanical spaceships composed essentially of nuts and bolts.

As the years went on, the UFO concept expanded in all sorts of directions: from being thought of strictly as interstellar or mechanical craft to possibly even time travelers using space-time portals from the future or wherever.

And soon the UFO subject expanded to such concepts and considerations as “alien abductions,” wherein humans have been said to be brought on board alien spacecraft for study utilizing even so-called “alien implants” and such.

Indeed, the term UFO has evolved to UAP (unidentified aerial phenomena) and, more recently, to unidentified anomalous phenomena, as some have appeared to dive into and out of the planet’s seas.

Be it as it may, the term UAP in this latter sense is where the concepts remain today.

We’ll have more to say about the evolution from UFO to UAP later in this book.

Suffice it to say, that here in this book, The Road to Strange: Flying Saucers s and other UAP, I am chronicling my own particular involvement with the subject of UFOs through the so-called “Modern Era” of the UFO, which essentially began in June, 1947 with the advent of commercial business pilot Kenneth Arnold’s historic flight near Mount Rainier in Washington State whereby he spotted nine flying chevron-shaped discs and described them “like (a) saucer if you skip it across water.”

Some say he did not actually coin the term “flying saucers,” per se, but rather described their movement as such, which was then popularly adopted by the mainstream media.

Finally, in a sense, you’ll find this book to be my own particular chronicling of the subject of UFOs and UAP as a history of sorts, as seen through my own brand of involvement with the subject through my many interviews and personal research on UFOs through this so-called “Modern Era” of ufology.

Stay tuned, as this Modern Era will assuredly evolve, perhaps even into a so-called “Disclosure Era” in which the vast subject of ufology and UAP will become mainstream.
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If But One of These Is True
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What Then?

*** 
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Mantras on my mind!

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

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

A year-by-year survey of the most significant psychic events in my life is presented below. Some accounts appear in more detailed stories elsewhere in The Road to Strange series and are duly noted, along with where they can be found and read in full.
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My Life Involving UAP
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Author Michael’s Apparent Obsession

*** 
[image: ]


Firstly:

A Green Elf in My Window?
Or Was It an Alien?
-Circa 1945-
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania,
USA
Author Michael’s incredible lifetime of the paranormal.


As a little kid in my crib, I have a distinct memory of seeing a green, elf-like creature come through the Venetian blinds in my bedroom window and enter my clothing and toy closet. An alien? A fairy? Just an elf?


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

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

I’ll probably never know for sure what it was or even if it was. Nonetheless, I am confident that this has had a profound impact on my desire to understand UFOs, aliens, and other forms of high strangeness.

And what moved me as a 10-year-old to read that famous 1952 Life Magazine article, by H. B. Darrach Jr. and Robert Ginna, on flying saucers, and to conclude, Geez, I think there really is something to this?

I was never quite the same after reading that article.

My Interview with Jesse Marcel, Jr.

And more than 50 years later, a retired army flight surgeon, Jesse Marcel, Jr., recounted to me his own tale of how, as an 11-year-old boy, he had a momentous, life-changing experience and drew conclusions similar to mine.

His dad, Jesse Marcel, Sr., was the senior intelligence officer on duty at the famed Roswell Army Air Field base (RAAF) outside of Roswell, New Mexico, at the time an alleged spacecraft crashed in the lonely, desolate desert plains of New Mexico in June 1947.

Jesse’s father not only scooped up debris from the crash but deemed this finding so significant, that he made a point of stopping off at home in the middle of the night on his way back to the base to show both his wife and son that something very significant had just happened in the history of the world, namely, that an alien spacecraft crash-landed and was about to be retrieved.

To this day, the U.S. Government alleges that no such thing ever crashed, and that there were other, more prosaic explanations for what did take place on that fateful day!

But Jesse Marcel, Jr. maintains that he personally handled materials not of this earth, including “memory metal” that retained (went back to) its original state after you crumpled it, and an I-beam with strange, unearthly seeming hieroglyphics!

So, whether fellow earth travelers have experienced, retold, and shared some of the highly exotic and strange stories about their own experiences in these pages, or whether some of us Earth people have had the chance to observe or interact in some way with the visits of highly strange alien entities who are travelers to our here and now, we are all encountering one another together on that very selfsame road — the Road to Strange.

All I can say is that I developed an obsessive interest in UFOs in my later boyhood and early teenage years, and have remained firmly ensconced in the subject ever since.

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

Could this be why I have co-authored, along with Rosemary Ellen Guiley, a book about flying saucers called The Road to Strange: UFOs, Aliens, and High Strangeness? (I also recently brought out an updated follow-up sequel to this first book called The Road to Strange: Flying Saucers and Other UAP).

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

Hold that thought!

Wait until you hear what happened to me recently!

And Finally:

A UFO Over My Apartment?

-2024-
Bainbridge Island, Washington,
USA
Finally, I cannot help but feel that my interest and study of the subject of UFOs might quite possibly have been rounded out by a curious event that may very well have involved me in some (as to now still unknown) way and that conceivably has taken place relatively recently involving me while living on Bainbridge Island, Washington at some point during my recent past.

An “acquaintance” shall we say, who I was giving a ride home to on Bainbridge Island, (my home turf) a couple of years ago, described driving once upon a time with her former husband and their both simultaneously seeing a large ‘circular bright light’ in the sky pass overhead, it turns out, somewhat near (or in relation to) a nearby apartment building to their right.

She added, “My husband and I are experienced private pilots,” asserting further that they BOTH simultaneously saw this together and were not seeing things. We know planes!”

Now, this passenger did not know that the street along which she was driving was MY street, and the apartment house she was referring to was none other than MY apartment building!

WOW! (Rolls his eyes in disbelief!)

What an odd synchronistic circumstance, huh?

I am left befuddled a bit by it, wondering / pondering and dumbfounded by it all, if it — akin to my early life “little green elf” babyhood sighting (above) — that maybe, just maybe, this coincidental report of a possible Bainbridge Island UFO sighting conceivably took place either nearby or even right over MY apartment building. And that this incident might even have had the slightest possibility of connection with ME, personally!

I suppose I will never know for sure. I’ll just leave it as that — as an interesting curiosity with a semblance of coincidental possibility!
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My Own ‘Psychic’ Encounters
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ESP Has Happened to Me!

*** 
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Author Michael walks The Road to Strange as a person whose life is every bit as much guided inside as outside The Contiguous Universe, as anyone else whose stories appear in this book.

Michael, as well, includes within his own complex SPE (serial paranormal experiencer) life an involvement with the UFO/UAP phenomenon, as shared in this book. However, rather than being a direct experiencer of UFOs per se, Michael has become an avid student (and now author) of this intriguing subject.


Author Michael’s Rich and Varied Paranormal Life

The ‘Psychic’ (one of my psychological archetypes), who, throughout my life, has been privy to the seemingly instant and immediate knowledge of a paranormal nature at one time or another.

That is, instant knowing either in advance of an event (precognition) or at the same time (clairvoyance) of something traumatic in life taking place. Sometimes, it involves knowing another person’s thoughts (telepathy) or moving objects (psychokinesis). And who hasn’t received a phone call from someone s/he was just thinking about (synchronicity)?

Throughout my life, I have experienced many instances of this kind of instant or immediate knowing. Sadly, some of these experiences have centered on the deaths of my family members, friends, or relatives. I have also experienced psychic dreams and have had at least one telepathic encounter.

While traumatic as some of this is, I have also experienced other forms of the paranormal that are not nearly as frightening and horrific. They are simply awesome sometimes, as well.

Over and over again, for instance, I’ve had many startling synchronicities, namely, meaningful “coincidences” that seem to occur by chance, but with the odds of them happening randomly being infinitesimally small to the rational mind.

And weird as this may sound, I have had many — yes, more than my fair share — streetlights blink out when I passed under them. I know, I know — it sounds unbelievable. But when it has happened as often as it did, you cannot help but take notice.

They say that children have more experiences than grown-ups, who seem to lose these abilities or ‘gifts’ by suppressing them as they grow into adulthood.

I believe that the ‘Innocent’ (another of my psychological archetypes) in me remains open to these miraculous-seeming events, and even more so, as I am the ‘Traveler.’ It is no wonder, therefore, that the ‘Psychic’ in me has experienced the paranormal in my travels. Travel opens you up, and thus, you are more receptive or susceptible to the supernatural.

The paranormal is a crucial element, I believe, in my quest to become the ‘Cosmic Man.’

The Short Takes

As an introduction to some of the more interesting paranormal and supernatural subtopics in my collection of interviews, spanning nearly five decades, it is only fitting to present briefer collections of some of the more popular or interesting themes of the weird subjects in a concise sampler format that I call ‘Short Takes’ books. These are collections of similar paranormal stories, compiled into briefer sampler books.

The Travel Stuff

As “The Travel Psychologist,” I bring a unique perspective on travel, one that sets me apart from anyone I’ve ever read on the subject. My approach differs from nearly everyone else’s who has come before me, as I view travel from a distinctly different angle. Of course, ordinary people and writers on travel have thought about and written about travel from all conceivable points of view for eons, no less.

But no one I know has distinctly looked at travel from a social scientific point of view quite as I have, by becoming the world’s first travel psychologist — a person who’s approached the subject of travel from a social science vantage point — a first that I am distinctly proud to say that I’ve accomplished.

My approach has been different from those who’ve come before me, namely, that you can study travel as a form of behavior with all its aspects from the point of view of a social scientist, namely, by asking this straightforward question: “Say, what’s travel all about from the standpoint of psychology?”

Oh, yes, I’ve taken all sorts of coursework as part of my Ph.D. curriculum, including some firsts, such as the psychology of being a Peace Corps Volunteer or the spatial aspects of the behavior of the traveler, as well as the non-verbal and verbal communication of travelers to exotic countries and with the hosts of these countries.

Indeed, my studies led me to study a variety of exotic languages such as Chinese, Japanese, Indonesian — and even Tongan, the official language of the Pacific Ocean Kingdom of Tonga — during my stint as a psychologist with the Peace Corps at the University of Hawaii’s training site for volunteers who were eventually on their way to Tonga. I was right there with the volunteers, yep... Five hours a day, studying the Tongan language right along with them.

People said,


“This Michael Brein is a curious fellow, not only studying the Tongan language five hours a day right along with the trainees themselves but even, indeed, becoming quite the character — even you might say, ‘a teachers’ pet, of sorts — earning the reputation and respect of becoming the most proficient in learning Tongan even among all the volunteers themselves! Oh yeah, this Michael Brein distinguished himself, all right, in also becoming a curious student of a subject that no one ever formally studied before — the psychology of travel.”


Finally, I even wrote a formal professional social-scientific paper on the psychology of travel, which was published in the prestigious psychological journal of the time, The Psychological Bulletin. I was the rare graduate student who could claim such an accomplishment. The article’s title, “Intercultural Communication and the Adjustment of the Sojourner,” translates to: “The Psychology of Travel!”

Thus began my career, spanning nearly five decades, of interviewing travelers wherever I could find them, sitting them down, and then recording their stories.

But why, you might ask?

Simply this: I’ve always figured the best way to study the psychology of travel is to simply ask for (and record) the travelers’ tales. And thus began the True Travel Tales and Road to Strange twin book series that you see before you.

“Thanks to Michael Brein for being the pioneer of this field.”

—Shawn Koller, Psychologist

AI (Artificial Intelligence):
A Relatively New Feature
Last but not least — and to the credit of “Otter.ai,” the Internet portal that I so appreciatively and effectively use and incorporate into the transcribing and writing of my two books series — I wish to acknowledge the state-of-the-art creative capability of Otter.ai to enable me to apply AI so effectively to the discussion of the subject matter that make up my continuing two books series: True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange.
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Author Michael’s Own Paranormal Stories:
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The Telepathy Games

*** 
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-1963-
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania,
USA
Oh, what weird games we play! While a graduate student in psychology at Temple University and living in the suburbs of Philadelphia along the famous ‘Main Line,’ I often sought refuge and diversion by hanging out on occasion with some of the exceedingly bright and attractive young women attending Bryn Mawr College, which was in the neighborhood.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Death and Destruction in the Mountains:
Precognition of Disaster 1
-1964-
Italian Alps,
Italy
A euphoric drive through the Italian Alps turned to terror as we neared a bend in the road. I was literally overcome with fear, anticipating something horrific just around the bend in the road, which at that moment was a place I hardly wanted to go.

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

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

Premonition of Death 1

-1969-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii,
USA
I moved to Hawaii from Philadelphia in 1965 to enter the Ph.D. program in social psychology at the University of Hawaii. In 1969, I flew to one of the neighbor islands for the weekend.

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

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

And, as expected, I did receive such a phone call. A first cousin, Barbara, with whom I had been somewhat close, had died.

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

Fear and Loathing in Barcelona:
Precognition of Disaster 2
-1975-
Barcelona, 
Spain
You often know you are having a paranormal or psychic experience when that particular feeling of doom and gloom, like none other, forces itself upon you. And then all you can do is immediately start worrying and become more anxious, if not even fearful. And such was the distinct feeling I had when I returned from downtown Barcelona on the train to the suburb of Calella, about 15 miles north of Barcelona, where I had parked my van for the day.

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

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

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

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

What I saw next sent a wave of sheer terror through me. There was broken glass all over the street by my bus. The little passenger side window had been smashed. I opened the door, but no alarm went off!

Why not? I tried to start the van, but to no avail. It was dead! I looked inside; nothing was missing. I stood around, trying to figure out what to do next as I cleaned up the glass. It seemed as if whatever happened took only seconds and not minutes.

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

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

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

Soulful Sounds of Sadness:
Clairaudience
-1975-
Düsseldorf,
Germany
I was in Europe, enjoying the dream job of teaching courses every eight weeks in an exciting new locale at the University of Maryland’s Global Campus, at the behest of the university. I also had a VW bus, which I enjoyed for all my travels, offering the comfort and amenities of a home on wheels.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Streetlights that Go Blink in the Night:
What is Going on?
-The Early 1980s-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii,
USA
I had heard that people are blessed (or cursed) with the experience of literally watching streetlights blink out as they pass by or directly overhead. Such occurrences leave people scratching their heads, wondering how this could seemingly be so. I mean, I don’t think we cause these things to happen, but they seem to be doing so nonetheless, either because of us or despite us. That is, we might just coincidentally be witnessing these events.

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

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

Too many strange events were taking place, along with the typical blinking out of nearby lights (and their inexplicable blinking back on).

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

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

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

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

The Magnificent Crescent Hotel:
A Spooky Psychic First Impression
-The Early 1980s-
Eureka Springs, Arkansas,
USA
They say you never get a second chance to make a first impression, and this also held true the first time I experienced the famed, if not infamous, Crescent Hotel in Eureka Springs, Arkansas.

I have visited Eureka Springs no fewer than 20 times, from the 1980s until recently, attending the annual Ozark UFO Conference, which takes place around Easter.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Wheel of Fortune:
Instantaneous Knowing 1
-1982-
Atlantic City, New Jersey,
USA
I was in Atlantic City, New Jersey, for the weekend with my good friend, Lee Weigle. We dropped into a casino along the famous Boardwalk there.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Will I unquestioningly accept and follow the seemingly next chance musing of my ‘psychic’ self on some other similar occasion? Sad to say, I have not since ever come near to a wheel of fortune again.

You know, the ‘Psychic’ in me simply cannot be turned on or off. It’s up to the Universe if I am ever to win a lottery once or even twice, as I know others have. And, hopefully, my ‘Psychic’ self will protect me from a lightning strike. But the ‘Psychic’ in me did continue to impinge upon me later on in my life.

Premonition of Death 2:
A Precognitive Dream
-1986-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii,
USA
The chairman of the psychology department at the University of Hawaii at the time was Herbert B. Weaver. I became one of his graduate students, and he became my mentor. We also became quite good friends over time. Completing my doctoral degree at the University of Hawaii was not always smooth sailing, and my professor friend supported me and intervened a few times on my behalf, probably unbeknownst to me.

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

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

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

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

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

Premonition of Death 3:
The Passing of My Mother
-1987-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii,
USA
My mom was getting up there in years. She was living outside of Philadelphia with my father; I was in Honolulu, so I was apprehensive about her.

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

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

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

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

Premonition of Death 4:
The Passing of my Father
-1991-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii,
USA
I had two foreboding, prophetic, lucid dreams surrounding the passing of my father. First, let me say that for a variety of reasons — and probably not particularly good ones — I was somewhat estranged from my father in his later years, especially after my mother died four years earlier.

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

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

Lucid Dream 1

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

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

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

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

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

Lucid Dream 2

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

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

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

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

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

I can neither understand nor comprehend precisely why things happened the way they did regarding the death of my parents; it simply was the way it all came to pass.

A Quintuple Synchronicity:
The Ashland Connection
Synchronicity 1:
My Travel Guides
-2002-
Ashland, Oregon,
USA
Are there any accidents? Does synchronicity play a part as yet another organizing principle of the way the Universe works? And better yet, can a quintuple-entangled synchronicity happen purely by chance? I doubt it. Here’s my very unbelievable travel synchronicity experience surrounding Rahway, New Jersey, and Ashland, Oregon.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The ‘Coincidences’

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

Attached to it is a business card with the words, “Courtesy of the Editor. See page (such and such).” I then eagerly open the magazine, and to my total astonishment, there it is — a review of my travel guide series no less!

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

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

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

Dare I ask in the following email whether he is the same Jan Chaiken I knew some 42 years earlier at Carnegie Mellon?

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

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

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

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

Synchronicity 2:
Humplefunker
-2005-
Dublin,
Ireland
They say we all have doppelgängers — ghostly duplicates of ourselves — who are never where we are but travel independently of us, or we are the doppelgängers of them. This tale is about my webmaster and friend, Dan Shaw, and his attempt to shirk his duties by traveling to England and Ireland, thousands of miles from Ashland, Oregon, where he was clearly avoiding his responsibilities to complete necessary work on my website before taking off for Europe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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