

[image: This is cover page for the book]



[image: Anomalous Phenomena]

“Keith Thompson turns a journalist’s eye on phenomena that refuse to yield to easy explanation. The testimony he has gathered is compelling, the questions raised are genuine, and the cost of dismissing them may be higher than we know. Anomalous Phenomena is a necessary book for anyone who suspects that our understanding of reality may be far narrower than what is actually there.”

DEAN RADIN, PHD, CHIEF SCIENTIST AT THE INSTITUTE 
OF NOETIC SCIENCES, AND AUTHOR THE SCIENCE OF MAGIC

“Keith Thompson starts with one of the most disreputable anomalies of all—objects that appear and move without known cause. At times they begin to feel almost like the ‘scapegoat’ of the anomalous—easily sidelined, but somehow carrying the deeper logic of the impossible. The most ungainly phenomena become the most revealing. Mind and matter no longer look so different. Thompson is our guide. He does not land; he provokes, like the apports out of nowhere. That is his glory.”

JEFFREY J. KRIPAL, AUTHOR OF HOW TO THINK IMPOSSIBLY

“Anomalous Phenomena is a must-read for anyone exploring the borderlands of official science—or who has encountered ‘things that shouldn’t happen, but which happen anyway.’ The book is impeccably researched and beautifully written in a style at once poetic and precise. It weaves a rich fabric of firsthand accounts, diligent sleuthing, philosophical sophistication, keen reasoning, and hard evidence for realities typically omitted from our modern Western worldview. Thompson has issued a fierce and wise call for an honest reckoning with our assumptions about reality.”

DANIEL DRASIN, AUTHOR OF A NEW SCIENCE OF THE AFTERLIFE

“Thompson does not stand at a safe distance; he enters accounts of the extraordinary with curiosity, care, and a genuine willingness to consider that reality may be far less boxed-in than our habitual categories suggest. The book treats apports, apparitions, UFOs, and related anomalies not as curiosities to be filed away, but as openings into larger questions about consciousness, matter, and the nature of being itself.”

P. M. H. ATWATER, LHD, AUTHOR OF 
ALIENS AND THE NEAR-DEATH EXPERIENCE

“Where most might stumble in asserting contradictory truths, Thompson excels. Anomalous Phenomena gathers voices from every walk of life whose testimony reveals a reality so vast, contradiction vanishes.”

JOSHUA CUTCHIN, AUTHOR OF FOURTH WALL PHANTOMS 
AND THE TWO-VOLUME SERIES ECOLOGY OF SOULS

“Stretching the mind beyond conventional limits, Thompson offers compelling evidence for extraordinary anomalous phenomena. With intellectual rigor and poetic sensitivity, he explores a universe in which consciousness and matter may be far more deeply intertwined than our prevailing models allow. Particularly fascinating is his analysis of DMT entity encounters, situated within a broader inquiry into invisible interconnections, intentionality, and the deeper architecture of reality. This book is a journey into mysteries so enthralling it is difficult to put down.”

DAVID JAY BROWN, COAUTHOR OF 
THE ILLUSTRATED FIELD GUIDE TO DMT ENTITIES

“Anomalous Phenomena unfolds with the precision and intrigue of a masterfully crafted narrative. Thompson weaves disparate anomalies into a cohesive field of meaning—drawing the reader into a parallel journey of discovery alongside those whose experiences challenge the boundaries of reality.”

TOM SCHLESINGER, STORY COACH, 
NEUROSCIENCE STORYTELLING CONSULTANT, AND SCREENWRITER

“Keith Thompson brings readers into a series of deeply human encounters that unfold with the tension and forward pull of a compelling novel. The result is both intellectually engaging and emotionally resonant—a work of uncommon beauty and wonder.”

CARY SPARKS, DIRECTOR AND TEACHER AT THE 
INSTITUTE FOR HOLOTROPICS
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Take my word for none of this. 
Feel the pulse for yourself, 
the luminous vibration 
at the heart of everything.
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This book emerges from the porous edge where mind and matter meet—not as fixed domains, but as cocreative forces in a wider field of experience. Writing has its solitary spells, but this book, like all books, is a collaborative act—shaped not only by the hand that holds a pen or taps a keyboard, but by the voices, presences, and intelligences that accompany it.

I’m grateful to Lyn Davis Lear for her generosity in reading early chapters and offering encouraging words; to Richard Grossinger for early conversations about thematic parallels between UFO phenomena and apports; and to Joshua Cutchin for acquainting me with compelling evidence that high-strangeness events often slip across the permeable “fourth wall” between fiction and fact. Daniel Drasin read an early draft of the Scole chapter with care and acuity, offering suggestions that strengthened its footing. I thank Grant and Jane Solomon for permission to reprint images from The Scole Experiment: Scientific Evidence for Life After Death, a landmark work for anyone entering this terrain. Courtney Leffall made himself available with openness and trust, helping me better understand the personal and familial dimensions of the East Texas events described in chapter 2. And I owe special thanks to my friend and colleague Cary Sparks, whose steady presence, insight, and encouragement met this project at more turning points than I can count.

I also wish to acknowledge Michael Murphy, a longtime friend and fellow traveler, whose willingness over many years to explore phenomena at the edges of accepted knowledge—always with rigor, curiosity, and ethical seriousness—has quietly shaped the spirit in which this book was written.

Behind these living relationships stand older companions. William James and Frederic Myers remain guiding presences throughout these pages: champions of a full-spectrum empiricism willing to follow experience wherever it leads—into dreams that defy time, veridical apparitions, and those “white crow” cases that fracture the smooth surface of materialist explanation. Their example—patient, pluralistic, and undogmatic—served as a compass at every stage of this work.

Alongside these named influences were others harder to localize: intuitive pulses, moments of sudden coherence, impressions that arrived whole. During much of this writing I found myself accompanied by music—Leonard Cohen’s late albums You Want It Darker and Thanks for the Dance, and Van Morrison’s Remembering Now. Hearing Morrison reach back—speaking rather than singing, This is where I started . . . This is where I am . . . This is who I am—made certain episodes of my life newly legible, as though sound itself were loosening memory into meaning. Writing began to resemble studio work: laying down tracks, discovering motifs, returning to earlier passages with new ears. Working with my inspired editor, Beth Wojiski, carried something of the feel of a mixing session—bringing balance, depth, and clarity into the final arrangement.

Beyond these tangible relationships were other currents I can only gesture toward without stretching language too far—impulses, intuitions, moments of deepening that seemed to arrive not from me, but to me. If I believe anything, it is that the Seen and Unseen worlds collaborate; that consciousness, in its fuller register, is not sealed within skin and skull; and that writing, at its best, is one way of listening toward a larger movement as it takes form. One writes from within a web of influence—textual, interpersonal, cultural, imaginal—where pattern and meaning make contact with this world as this world. The book itself is my deepest acknowledgement.

The dead, I’ve come to suspect, are not gone. My father, a pilot, once told me as we sat side by side in the cockpit, “I’ll watch the dials—you keep your eye on the sky.” While writing about Lindbergh, I dreamed my father called—missing for years—to say he was returning. I found him at the end of a long road, waving me forward. This book follows that gesture—an experiment in moving toward what calls from the edges of the known, listening for the signal beneath the noise, trusting the moment when the melody lifts and carries us on.
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But, as always, the key to making sense of our lives lies in those details that seem most nonsensical. The small strangenesses surrounding us are our best possible clues to reality.

PETER KINGSLEY, REALITY





There’s much more to our lives and the world than our theories allow.

A woman on a bus finds herself smelling the perfume her brother’s ex-wife used to wear. When the bus stops, the former sister-in-law gets on. The woman hasn’t smelled that perfume or seen her in thirty years.1

Another woman feels her partner’s son was in trouble. She calls her partner; it worries him enough that he tracks down his son. His son had been in a serious car accident and the father gets there just in time to make a decision about surgery that probably saved his son’s life.2

A physician diagnosed with fatal bone cancer and deeply depressed finds relief from despair only when he runs. Running one early morning, he is suddenly overcome by what he described as “a sensation of light—clear, soft light, as though light was filling my bones, as though light were infusing each bone. I saw it—light penetrating those bones, right through to the marrow.” The next week his X-rays were clean. “I told my wife when it happened—no one else. And this part I never told anyone: I know that’s what cured me. The light crowded out those cancer cells. I don’t know how, but I know it did.”3

A student’s rare, hand-carved harp is stolen from a theater in Oakland, California. Despite exhaustive efforts—police, instrument dealers, and media appeals—no leads emerge. Desperate, a friend of the student’s mother suggests contacting a dowser. Skeptical but with nothing to lose, the mom calls Harold McCoy, president of the American Society of Dowsers, in Arkansas. Over the phone, McCoy confirms the harp is still in Oakland. Using a street map, he pinpoints it to within a four-square-block area where the mother is advised to post reward flyers. When she does, a neighbor soon returns with the harp.4

A book editor and his wife search their Portland, Maine, house for hours, hunting for her missing iPod. They check every drawer, cabinet, and unlikely hiding spot before giving up and ordering a replacement. Three weeks later, arriving at their Bar Harbor home 180 miles away—a house they hadn’t visited since before the iPod disappeared—they walk into the kitchen to find it sitting on the counter by its dock.5

These events struck like annunciations. This book is about such moments.

All these people were bowled over by something that blurred the clean lines of what they thought the world allows. And in their own ways, each of them came to believe conventional maps of reality are missing something fundamental about the cosmos—that we have an intrinsic connectedness with one another and aspects of the material world, a bond so profound it defies the expected laws of nature.

This book is about that sense of simultaneous connection and disruption.

Cracks in the Frame

The impossible has always tugged at me—phenomena that slip through the cracks of what we’re told reality permits. I’m drawn by the evidence, the kind that doesn’t just whisper but shouts, rattling the foundations of what we think we know. It’s there in the data, the stories, the stubborn facts that won’t bend to fit the tidy boxes of Western science’s louder voices. Nature doesn’t care about our ideologies. She just keeps unfolding, conceivably amused by our disbelief.

What stops me cold isn’t the phenomena themselves, astonishing though they are—telepathy threading thoughts across miles, coins dropping from nowhere into a cupped hand, a crisp newspaper from decades ago smacking the floor like it’s late for delivery. It’s the reaction. The self-appointed gatekeepers of reason, the ones who thump the table for the scientific method, turn their backs the second the evidence doesn’t wear their uniform. They don’t debate it. They don’t test it. They just say “no.” How does that square with the spirit of inquiry? What’s the logic in shutting the door before you’ve even peeked through? Where’s the grit to dig in?

I’ve wondered why we can’t aim the same spotlight that picks apart atoms and orbits planets on these stranger corners of existence. We’re quick to scoff at knowledge that doesn’t come stamped by a lab coat, even when it surfaces in the quiet of a Tuesday afternoon: a hunch that saves a life, a vision of tomorrow that proves true by breakfast, a quarterback who passes and “wills” the ball around a defender to complete the play. What if these aren’t aberrations but echoes of something older, something our ancestors nodded at without blinking? We’ve traded that ease for a twitchy fear of the unknown, and it’s costing us—though we rarely stop to tally the bill.

This book isn’t just about oddities; it’s about how we know anything at all. Call it epistemology—it sounds like a bad Scrabble hand, but it’s philosophy’s word for a simple question: Why do we trust some ways of seeing and not others? When someone says telepathy can’t happen, or a spoon bending under a gaze could only be fraud, they’re not arguing from proof—they’re reciting a rulebook. Reality doesn’t read rulebooks; it votes on its own contents. Apports, those impossible gifts from the air, mock our models. Skeptics grip their mantra—mind ends at the brain—like it’s carved in stone, not scribbled in pencil. But it’s not truth; it’s a story. A shaky wall we’ve built to keep out the wildness.

And that wildness? It’s power. Who gets to draw the map of what’s real? Who hands out the compasses? We’re stepping into the overlap—the place where the unconscious mind, wired by psychology and neuroscience, tangles with forces quantum physicists are just starting to name. It’s not a fringe. It’s us—bigger, stranger, more alive than the lessons we’ve memorized. I’ve felt it, luminous and wild, and I’d bet my last buck you have too.

A Spectrum of Sentience

The main premise of this book is that reality resists the neat, binary trap of mind versus matter, unfolding instead as a spectrum where the two dance. Evidence from diverse corners points to this interplay. Consider what emerges.

Apports—objects like coins, jewelry, flowers, letters, photographs—shift from one place to another without trace of travel. In mediumistic sessions, like those of the Scole Experiment, they appear, vanish, reappear. A coin drops onto a table; images appear on unopened rolls of film inside locked boxes. Many tie these to spirits, to consciousness persisting beyond the body’s end, suggesting something carries on.

UFOs and UAP straddle substance and shadow. They claim space, churn air, plunge into water, scorch earth—leaving dents and burns where they touch down. Yet they also dissolve into soil, split into orbs, vanish in a blink. Witnesses recount time stretching, interiors sprawling beyond exterior bounds. These events hint at a sliding scale of presence, threading the physical and the fleeting.

Psychokinesis ties mind to matter. Studies pile up: Intention nudges objects, information flows outward, effects ripple—often unnoticed—sometimes flaring as poltergeist chaos. A spoon bends, a dice roll skews, a room trembles. The data presses against the wall of “objective reality,” daring us to redraw its edges.

Phantom figures trail explorers and the dying alike. Ernest Shackleton, crossing South Georgia in 1916, felt a third companion guide his trio through ice and rock. Charles Lindbergh, alone over the Atlantic in 1927, met translucent presences in his cockpit, their words steadying him. Near death, people greet lost kin—messages arrive, familiarity settles, a sense persists. Consciousness, unbound, shines through.

Supernormal shifts in body and mind expose our plasticity. Subjects, primed to expect a drug’s kick, summon its effects—and side effects—from a placebo. A man with fractured identities sidesteps citrus allergies when one self takes charge, his skin calm while that persona holds sway. Over a hundred Catholics bear stigmata—marks blooming on hands and feet—from faith’s focus alone. The body bends to thought, revealing depths we rarely tap.

An Initiation Begins

This book grows from questions that first seized me during middle school, questions that tackled and pinned me to the ground. What was all this—this being here, this everything? What holds reality together, what keeps it on? These weren’t mere curiosities; they were a summons. Nietzsche, that wild-eyed prophet, knew it too: Stare into the abyss, and eventually it stares back, maybe even takes a piece of you with it. I didn’t know Nietzsche then, but I knew the feeling. A teenage kid caught in a quiet, private ambush.

Picture it: sunny summer day in the Midwest, sky a tincture of tropical seawater, temperature pushing eighty, humidity low. I’m fourteen, lying back on the flat end of the family rooftop, watching clouds drift, breeze in the air and sun on my skin; not a thread of worry to snag me.

Then—out of nowhere—a surge, starting at my feet, rising through my calves, thighs, gut, chest. It crests in a silver-white blaze, drowning my vision. I’m not just on the roof anymore, I’m everywhere. Diffused across space, yet nowhere specific. Seconds, minutes become irrelevant. A certainty lands: This is existence—alive, vast, a truth too big for words. Others had to have felt it. But I knew to keep it low, unless I wanted people patting my head and backing away.

From there, I lived on two planes. One, the everyday: cafeteria clatter, pencil marks on graph paper, the predictable rhythms of a reality where mind and matter stay split by decree. The other’s something else, closer to what John Friedlander, a writer I’d find later, described: the universe as a living thing, wrapping itself around you, shifting moment by moment.6 Not opposing realms—just two vantage points on the same jagged terrain. Outposts we might all reach if we took the dare.

That day marked the beginning of a quiet rebellion—a refusal to let conventional explanations own me.

Pulled Under, Lifted Out

Ten years later. North Oahu, bodysurfing with friends. I’m twenty-four. Waves rolling in at seven feet, water a warm seventy-five, sun blazing. I ride the swell, in rhythm—until the riptide grabs me. A trapdoor opening. Thirty seconds under, lungs clawing for air. I’m sure this is it.

Then I’m out—popped through the back of my head, watching my own body thrash like a bad swimmer in a worse movie. My friend Mary’s on shore, a hundred yards off: “I told him it’s too rough. Why’s he so pigheaded?” Wind howls, waves roar, but I hear her clear as a bell—impossible acoustics. I try to signal I’m fine, not as the thrashing figure they’re watching. Well, I think, I’ve given it my best. I feel the same peace of the rooftop settle over me; it seemed a marvelous transition occurred. There was music—sudden, enveloping, as much felt as heard—and waves of luminous hues everywhere, conjuring a peace beyond understanding. Consciousness persists outside flesh, more lucid than ever. Dead isn’t dead.

Bam—sudden blackness. A freight-train roar. I rocket through a tunnel, its walls breathing, colors flashing like a psychedelic sideshow. This might destroy me, I think, but it can’t harm me. Faces drift by—gone family and friends, including my great-uncle, who I didn’t even know had recently passed. Near-death wasn’t a term I knew then. It hadn’t hit the talk shows yet. Nor had I heard of deathbed visitations when, decades later, I sat with my mother during the last moments of her life and observed at the foot of her bed a faint, silvery mist that seemed to swirl and shift into humanlike outlines. Melodic tones like dulcimer strings or wind chimes filled the air. Mom’s face softened into deep tranquility as she took her last breath. The mist melded with her body and the sounds faded. Not knowing what had happened, a hospice nurse said a powerful sense of presence drew her to the room.

The Costs of Telling and Not Telling

I learned fast: People don’t like these stories. Eyes glaze, voices tighten. It’s metaphysical trouble they don’t want. Twice now, same rule—keep it down. But I couldn’t let it go. I turned to books—spirituality, neuroscience, quantum quirks, myth—and developed a sixth sense for others who’ve glimpsed beyond the veil. When I staggered back to shore—both the literal sand and the metaphorical solid ground—I’d never heard of near-death experiences (NDEs). Raymond Moody’s Life After Life had hit shelves in 1975, but word hadn’t reached me or my beach crew. As I tried to describe it—watching my body thrash in the surf from some impossible perch, seeing relatives I didn’t know were gone—people froze. Eyes glazed, nervous laughs. I might as well have been contagious. Same with my rooftop moment: A radiant, pervasive energy swallowed me whole, and it was unmoored from anything I could connect with family, friends, or world. No precedent, no map.

Why do we ditch the extraordinary? What does it cost us—this self-censorship, this refusal to see? I wondered this, from kid to seeker to now. I’d touched something real, a truth I carried forward. And it shaped everything I’d write.

From Vision to Vocation

I’m a reporter by instinct as much as by practice. Give me a fact, and I’ll chase it. My two encounters, the roof and the waves, sent me digging into phenomena that subvert approved categories. The clues piled up into provisional takeaways that shaped how I’d later cover mind-matter anomalies:

Humans are capable of a connectedness, to each other and all aspects of the universe, running so deep it overturns the presumed boundaries of nature. It’s a thread that hums beneath the surface, hard to unfeel once you’ve brushed against it.

Anomalies that signal this carry an imprint—wild, authentic, spontaneous—a truth that speaks before words form, a nod caught in the corner of the eye. That rawness sticks with you, a signal too vivid to dismiss.

Ontological shock hits hard: a gut-level vertigo when reality bends beyond what you thought possible. It’s disorienting, like the ground itself tilting underfoot, but there’s no going back once it grabs you.

We see the stigma, the raised eyebrows, so we guard new truths quietly from those who dissect with cold logic. Our silence isn’t cowardice—it’s a shield, protecting what’s new and taking root.

The loudest skeptics aren’t unbiased; they’re enforcers, wedded to a story that mind ends at the brain. That’s not settled science, it’s a dogma barking loud to drown out the questions.

Charting the Territory

This book will speculate plenty—tossing out “what if” and “let’s see” like coins into a fountain. It sidesteps the usual fences, not because they’re wrong, but because they’re not the whole story. Kick off your shoes, climb in. We’ll pose new questions, riff on guesses, hop disciplines, use one idea to spark another. The world’s a puzzle worth turning every which way. Newton dreamed up fixed space and time; Einstein saw them bend. Both started by doubting the map, and that’s where we’re headed—past the edges, into the thick of it.

Fields like physics, medicine, psychology, folklore—they all pitch in here. Lines between them sharpen focus, sure, but artificial boundaries can blind us to patterns stitching the bigger picture. Extraordinary stuff—coins dropping from nowhere, UFOs flickering solid then gone, ancestors speaking through dreams of the living—nudges us toward a wider lens. Why box it in? We’ll pull threads from science, stories, myths, even barstool chatter, weaving something fresh. Think bricolage—the art of grabbing what’s at hand, building as we go. Meaning-making scavenges scraps—images, shadows, dreams—spinning circles, not straight lines. That’s our playbook.

Anomalous events blur the mind-matter split, turning a wall into a membrane. Apports land unasked, UFOs morph and vanish, mind nudges matter. The old maps don’t cover this terrain. So we ask: What if materialization flows like a river, not a rock? Suppose reality stacks layers, apports and craft slipping through? Could consciousness steer the ship—shaping a spoon or a body’s scars? Does quantum entanglement hint at bigger ties, mind and matter tangled across miles? Might synchronicity weave meaning into chance, a wink from some deeper pulse?

These questions aren’t answers—they’re headlights. The map’s outdated when coins fall and lights dance, when debunkers flog the facts and still they stand. Time to update the charts. Reality doesn’t split mind from matter—it braids them, fluid and alive. Quantum mechanics already rattles the cage—particles linked far apart, observation shifting the game. What if anomalies signal a broader physics, a lattice we’re just brushing?

This meshwork lights up in stories of ordinary people touched by the extraordinary, across continents and cultures. In a Norfolk cellar, Scole Experiment participants hear a Churchill crown clank from thin air, spirits weaving apports through a vibrational web. In Texas, a dead great-grandfather materializes with uncanny ancestral knowledge in the dream of a child who’d never heard of him. On the Navajo reservation, pragmatic rangers track creatures that vanish into desert air. In a California apartment, a young mother hears an insistent spirit calling out her own death. Over the Atlantic, Charles Lindbergh’s spectral guides steady his flight. In a DMT realm, a woman meets a crystalline teacher, her geometric lessons reshaping reality. In New York’s Hudson Valley, a government official watches a UFO read his soul, reliving his life under its pulsing lights. Across the globe, faith carves stigmata on believers’ hands, and belief summons a pill’s power in minds expecting medicine. From England’s hedgerows to Chaco Canyon’s starlit stones, these accounts—of manifesting objects, UFOs, ghosts, and mind-sculpted flesh—map a cosmos alive with intent, daring us to see anew.

Picture apports spilling from a seam where matter bends. UAP crossing thresholds we’re only learning to chart. Mind sculpting flesh, hinting at reserves untapped. Synchronicities threading order through chaos. This isn’t about swallowing anything whole—it’s about looking, boots on, no flinching. Courage means taking it all in, the wild, the strange, without batting it away. Yes to skepticism that asks pointed questions about evidence claims, but also refuses to waive away phenomena that happen to violate Descartes’s playbooks. When a theory fails to account for facts, let’s broaden the theory not suppress the facts.

So hop in. We’ll ride this spectrum—sentience humming, not just gears grinding. Ditch the stiff rules, set up camp, scout the real. What if consciousness isn’t a bolt-on? What if it’s the roots? Questions stack up. Buckle up—we’re off.
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