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I am the widower of Rosemary Ellen Guiley, the co-author of The Road to Strange series with Michael Brein, and the publisher of the first two books. Rosemary sadly passed away in July 2019. Appropriately enough, I came to know Michael Brein during one of my cross-country trips to the Pacific Northwest. Michael was one of Rosemary Ellen Guiley’s many personal and professional colleagues and friends.

When Rosemary and I married, I was quickly plunged into a whirlwind routine of travel by car, train, and automobile. I accompanied Rosemary on many of her tours, 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, a world traveler, author, and Travel Psychologist. As Michael resided on nearby Bainbridge Island, we naturally got together during one of our early trips to Seattle. We quickly became friends, and Michael graciously acted as our tour guide around the island. I have fond recollections of our time together, sharing travel anecdotes in our far-ranging conversations over meals and coffee breaks.
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Two Book Series
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If but one of these is true, what then?

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 then became the world’s first travel psychologist.

I’m also what you might call a “UFOlogist.” I study UFOs (unidentified flying objects) or UAP, as they are often referred to (unidentified aerial phenomena), and now, more recently, to unidentified anomalous phenomena).

I’ve been the State Director for MUFON in Hawaii and the Ambassador-at-Large for MUFON (the Mutual UFO Network), the most significant UFO research organization in the United States with a worldwide presence.

For over five decades, I have crisscrossed and traveled the world several times over, seeking and interviewing nearly 2,000 travelers, adventurers, and other willing contributors, collecting and recording, all the while, thousands of accounts of all sorts of things that have happened to them. I’ve also delved deeper into the psychological aspects of their experiences.

Typically, I’ve asked people to share some of their most interesting experiences with me, whether in their travels or daily lives. Interestingly, about five percent of the stories are about strange things that have occurred to them, whether of a psychic nature or highly strange things they’ve seen in the skies, on the ground, or in the seas.

It became apparent that many people experienced far more than they had anticipated, either from travel or during daily life; they’ve 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, and so I began a special collection of them, forging new territory in the UFO or UAP realms and paranormal lore that had been largely ignored and neglected by mainstream scientists or academia.

With a social science background and personal experience of the paranormal, I bring to the fore a rare combination of social scientists and experiencers of the strange and unordinary.

I bring scientific rigor into the equation, as well as the openness and wonderment of someone who has had psychic experiences beyond the normal pale and suspects that our current scientific paradigms are not the be-all and end-all of knowing and explaining all there is.

I want to add that I’ve not had just one experience with the paranormal; 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 one who’s also open and eager to understand better the unknown, which looms just outside the normal bounds of science as we now know it.

Reading the psychic, UFO, and high-strangeness accounts of others presents the reader with new and unique events that are often both eye-opening and awesome — just as life tends to be itself. It’s largely through the novel experiences offered by travel adventure and curiosity that we achieve more personal growth and gain an understanding of realities that we perhaps never even 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. Maybe it takes the travel experience — namely the condensing, collapsing, and speeding up of time and space, the rush of novelty, all impacting on us at once at every turn — to pry open the portals to the unknown.

Imagine the degree of impact that a travel-related paranormal event can have on one’s life by events happening to anyone from all walks of life, regardless of the belief in the supernatural.

An experience of the strange, the psychic, or the highly strange — an occurrence that appears to go beyond the normal reach of our ordinary lives — is nothing less than a paradigm bender as well. Sometimes, we need such a mind-bending experience of the supernatural to give us the wake-up call, “Hey... Pay attention! There’s more going on in life than you think.”

Some people represented in our The Road to Strange book series acknowledge they have life histories of the paranormal, UFOs, and other highly strange, unusual experiences. Such is the case with me, as I have had many episodes of premonitions, precognitive dreams, psychic phenomena, synchronicities, and more going on throughout my life.

I call this gift my “Inner Psychic.”

Others represented in The Road to Strange book series say they’ve had no extraordinary particular psychic sense for most of their lives, and some even profess to be skeptical — that is until their own strange experiences opened their eyes.

The stories in my most recent books, The Road to Strange: The Contiguous Universe and The Road to Strange: A Psychic Reader, are not intended to definitively prove that UFOs, extraterrestrials, the paranormal, or the highly strange are real. My purpose is to show that these experiences not only happen, but they happen often, and, yes, they happen to you and me, too. You and I are not alone in our experiences. It happens more often than you know.

The true stories presented in the (now) five-book Road to Strange series are a compelling mix of topics such as ghosts, premonitions, déjà vu, synchronicity, mysticism, spirituality, past lives, and reincarnation, clairvoyance, telepathy, black magic, psychic readings, poltergeists, space-time warps, sacred sites, phantom persons, out-of-body experiences, and more. A number of the stories included in these books are of people who have also reported UFO accounts.

UFO and psychic experiences occur in exotic locations all over the planet and in all kinds of 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 lives and 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 to submit your own stories for one of my upcoming volumes.

The Travel Stuff

By becoming The Travel Psychologist, I’ve gotten an entirely different take on travel, even more so than anyone I’ve ever read on the subject, an approach different from anyone who’s come before me: I look at the subject of travel in a distinctly different manner than nearly anyone else.

Oh yeah, 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 as I have, by becoming the world’s first travel psychologist — a person who’s approached the subject from a social science point of view — is 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 human behavior with all its aspects from the point of view of a social scientist by asking this straightforward question: “Say, what is travel all about from the standpoint of psychology?”

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

Indeed, my studies have led me to study a variety of exotic languages as well, such as Chinese, Japanese, Indonesian — and even Tongan, the official language of the Pacific Islands 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 themselves, 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 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 paper on the psychology of travel that was published in the prestigious psychological journal The Psychological Bulletin at the time. I was the rare graduate student who could claim such an accomplishment. The article “Intercultural Communication and the Adjustment of the Sojourner” translates to...

“The Psychology of Travel”

Thus began my career of nearly five decades of interviewing travelers wherever I could find them, sit them down, and then record 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 The Road to Strange books series that you see before you.

“Thanks to Michael Brein... To be the pioneer of this field.”
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The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters
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I have collected so many fascinating stories of ghosts and apparitions.

No collection of stories would be complete without the numerous accounts of ghosts, hauntings, spirits, poltergeists, orbs, and other paranormal or supernatural encounters people report having had during their lives.

Ghost hunting is often considered almost a sport. Many people purposely seek out known and notorious haunted hotels, places, cemeteries, towns, etc., hoping to experience a ghost, apparition, or haunting for themselves. That ghost hunting, per se, is not for the faint of heart is not sufficient reason not to seek out such experiences.

With the advent of numerous TV series dedicated to seeking out and investigating the supernatural, it is no wonder that there is no lack of travelers and adventurers who want to reexperience for themselves these selfsame apparitions and whatnot, as they often follow in the footsteps of the TV series.

No doubt, hotels, resorts, visitor attractions, restaurants, bars, cemeteries, and whatnot that heretofore have shunned such efforts on behalf of travelers to seek them out have now often made a sudden 90-degree reverse turnabout and now welcome such ghost-seekers and hunters with enthusiasm as simply being good for business.

So now it is very much the norm for haunted places to purposely seek out amateur ghost hunters or the merely curious who are only too eager to accommodate them.

It is no wonder then that even a few of these locations also happen to maintain books or manifests or ledgers or registers — you choose what to call them — where ghost-seekers and experiencers can and indeed do easily, eagerly, and frequently note down their own experiences that they have had there.

In The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters, you will find tales shared with me regarding people’s myriad encounters in hotels, ships, planes, and trains, as well as in towns, pubs, restaurants, battlefields, and even — no surprise — in cemeteries no less!

These are mainly human-related ghosts, apparitions, and poltergeists. Still, there are tales of encounters with talking toys, shaking beds and doorknobs, eye-opening and blinking dolls, and even pets — including a ghost dog, of all things!

Last but not least, there are some bedside encounters of apparitions by guests and departing loved ones themselves in hospitals and hospices.

While often scary to the people who have these ghost or spirit encounters, none of them has been life-threatening, thank God... but maybe even more like messages to the effect that, “We are here... pay attention!”   

Finally, if you have had a ghost or poltergeist experience yourself, we want to hear from you. To learn how to contact us, please see the Afterword at the end of this book.

The ghost stories in this book are divided into parts.

The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters includes all sorts of tales — good, wonderful, happy and glad, and funny, too — including as well a fair share of truly scary moments, spooky happenings, and some truly discombobulating things that can occur that you otherwise might never expect or want to ever happen to you.

In fact, this book broadens the notion of ghosts and hauntings to encompass a broader variety of the paranormal than you might ordinarily think of as ghosts and hauntings. 

For instance, in addition to telling tales of the usual sorts of ghost and haunting experiences that one might have just about anywhere — in cities and towns, in hotel rooms, on the streets, or even in one's own home — this book also includes stories of ghosts, hauntings, and apparitions that one might not ordinarily consider in this way.

Thus, you’ll read a few accounts of people... and, yes, even Ouija boards... and believe me, you might never want to mess with them after reading our tales!

And, aside from the usual sorts (and out of sorts) stories of the comings and goings of ghosts and apparitions, you’ll find stories of the paranormal and the supernatural you may have not quite thought about in those ways.

The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters includes tales on a myriad of topics under the rather broad general rubric of “ghost encounters.” For example, you’ll read stories of angels, apparitions, moving, thrown, or flying objects, spirits, ghosts, orbs, poltergeists, and much more. 

To get a glimpse of the scope of what you will be reading in this book, why not peek at the “Appendix” at the end of this book, which lists the myriad of topics covered? 

Your own life experiences will likely not involve ghosts, the spiritual, the mystical, or the paranormal. Still, such odd and unusual things can and do often happen to people like you.

In my True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange books series, we aim to pull no punches, either. You’ll see many sides and expressions of ghosts and the paranormal concerning these aspects of life.

Finally, when I refer to this book as The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters you’ll find that the term “Ghost,” as in “Ghost Encounters,” really covers a very broad brush — yes, including travel tales as such as in the sense of someone traveling from one place to another, but it also means, in the wider sense, the idea that ghosts, or spirits, or however you may choose to refer to them, also appear to be ‘traveling’ themselves... in their own right as perhaps from one realm to another! So, think of travel in this broader sense as well.

Overview: 
My Shorter- vs. Longer-Take Books
I'm “The Travel Psychologist.” I've interviewed more than 2,000 world travelers for my True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange books series on the psychology of travel as revealed through the most exciting, memorable, good, great, and funny (as well as the bad, truly horrible, and absolute worst) close call and great escape travel experiences of this remarkable collection of travel-savvy (as well as not always so savvy) world travel adventurers.

We can learn some truly valuable life lessons as well as be entertained by their best personal travel and life stories.

The Longer-Take Books

These are most of the books in my True Travel Tales and Road to Strange series. These are often jam-packed, heftier books of multiple hundreds of pages or so often containing stories, all on a more-or-less single theme.

The Shorter-Take Books

These are briefer starter books of sorts, usually on a single theme and approximately 64 pages long. They include my relatively more recent or forthcoming books of collected travel stories, for example, on Turkey, India, “foreign intrigue,” ancestors abroad, and the like (as well as more books to come).

First, why not enjoy these relatively shorter books? Then, you may want to move on to the lengthier, more substantial books in the series on a wide variety of similar or other travel themes.

Like to learn more about my books?

Please go to books2read.com/michael-brein

More on This Book:
The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters 
It’s the next book in line in my The Road to Strange book series. This book is a collection of strange and scary things that do happen occasionally to many of us, despite our best efforts to avoid such things in the first place. But scary things DO happen now and again, and the best thing to do is to, of course, avoid them in the first place! Hah! But if we cannot, we should certainly at least do our best to prepare ourselves to deal with them as best we can.

Sadly, while there may not be some easy, simple laundry list of failsafe strategies for always staying completely safe and unscared regarding such occasional occurring situations that may arise in your life and travels, there are, nevertheless, meaningful takeaway strategies to be learned from the numerous examples presented in this book that will enable one to develop and keep in mind various ways to manage and reduce potentially more fearful outcomes.

While only a few of the tales in Ghost Encounters may deal with seemingly potential life and death situations, some are doubtless about difficult, embarrassing, and otherwise potentially annoying situations that we all would do very well to avoid in the first place.

The scope and variety of scary situations in The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters may very well surprise you. And some would never likely even occur to you in the first place. Some are even somewhat humorous. 

A spooky adventure may never happen to you, but after reading about it in Ghost Encounters in my The Road to Strange book series, it may give you some pause. Who knows, maybe you’ll never be followed, stalked, or chased at all in the first place by a ghost or a spirit, or maybe in the next instance!

Sure, you’ll read stories in this book that will alert you to situations that may never even have occurred to you. But if you maybe can avoid even one potentially new (to you) scary travel or life danger — if you manage to avoid losing that one potentially valuable life (of your “nine lives,” if you do happen to have them) that you might never have even thought of save by simply reading this book, then I’ll have accomplished a very useful purpose.

Nine-Lives Travelers

For discussion's sake, just what is a “Nine-Lives Traveler” anyway?

For this book, The Road to Strange: Ghost Encounters, in particular, and the broader book series, True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange, in general, we assume that we naturally have one (and likely only one) cherished God-given life to live.

Nonetheless, we do have the potential, of course, to court some seriously scary, dangerous, or potentially disastrous (or even funny or embarrassing for us) close calls such that we may very easily and loosely have skillfully managed to “save” (or even sometimes hypothetically “lose”) in our travels or life adventures one of our so-called hypothetical nine lives. Yet, we manage to live on to experience yet another mindful, adventurous day.

We may say that we have indeed “lost” (or nearly lost) one of our potential so-called sacred “nine lives” when and if we have managed to maintain barely, contain, or even sustain ourselves in these sometimes dangerous-seeming (or exceedingly embarrassing or funny or scary situations during our travel or ordinary every-day lives) and have duly managed to “survive” and “overcome” to live on to yet another travel day!

DISCLAIMER

Please know that some stories in the True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange books series may include graphic, unpleasant, disturbing, harsh language, or even sexually explicit material. And some stories may not be for the squeamish at heart.

This book is aimed at a mature adult audience. Yet, some material ought to be communicated clearly and responsibly to younger and relatively inexperienced travelers as well, who could benefit by knowing how to travel more safely and securely.

No story in the True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange books series is meant to depict any country, people, gender, race, culture, nationality, or religion in a negative light. Good and bad things can and do happen anywhere and to anyone.

Finally, some stories may be repeated and appear in other books in both my True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange books series, depending on the countries and subject matter covered where appropriate.
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A Psychic Visitation
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-1970-
Honolulu, Oahu, Hawaii
USA
The “Aloha Spirit” revisited!

By author Michael. It is only fitting that I begin this book on ghost or spirit encounters with my own story of my visitation in a lucid dream of my graduate school mentor and good friend, Dr. Herbert Weaver, who “drew me,” so to speak, in a sense, to Hawaii to become the first “Travel Psychologist” ever!

One night, in 1970, I had a dream. It was a lucid dream — real, vivid, and scary.

In the dream, I saw a gravestone in a cemetery. The name on the stone was Herbert B. Weaver.

Whoa!

Oh, I’d had these sorts of dreams before — three times, in fact — just before the deaths of both my parents and a first cousin.

I knew full well the meaning of this particular dream — it was a precognitive dream of the impending death of someone who was a part of my life. There was no avoiding the stark reality of it — I knew.

But there was more:

I was confident that there would be an obituary notice 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 be receiving a phone call in my Honolulu office on the following Monday morning from one of my best friends and former roommate of mine, Ken David, when I first arrived in Hawaii, telling me of Herb’s death.

I didn’t have time on Sunday to look up the obituaries in the newspaper, but just as if on cue, I received a phone call early Monday morning from my friend Ken, telling me of Herb Weaver’s passing over the weekend. You see, I’ve received such expected phone calls before about the deaths of a few family members. And indeed, the obituary was in the Honolulu newspaper, as I had surmised.

But there’s one more aspect to the story.

“Aloha” is a Hawaiian word with various meanings, both as a single word and when used with other words. It is most commonly used as a greeting, meaning “hello,” “goodbye,” or “farewell.”

“Aloha” is also used to indicate “love.” Also, it is used to express one’s compassion, regret, or even sympathy. So when someone tells you “Aloha,” a lot is wrapped up in the term.

I felt the spirit of my good old friend, Herb Weaver, travel to me in my dream that night to say one final “aloha” to me, a farewell tinged with love and perhaps even regret that we’d ever had an ever-so-brief falling out. Herb had now come to me in spirit form, and he literally was “the Aloha Spirit.”

Strangely and beautifully, his visit was a bestowal of a blessing on my calling — I have been the “Travel Psychologist” ever since those days at the University of Hawaii.
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Funny-ish Ghosts:
The Humorous Side of Haunted Places
***
[image: ]


Some of the seemingly sillier hauntings.
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The Dragon at Scottish Manor
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Ghosts at Play?
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-1975-
Glasgow, Scotland
The UK

Despite having a colorful, creative, and vivid imagination from childhood to adulthood, Astrid recalls interacting with alternate realities that overlap the ordinary, everyday, mundane workaday world with crystal-clear glimpses of a contiguous universe.

In her fantastic recall of events, Astrid surprises, if not startles, us with her clever skills demonstrating how seamlessly The Contiguous Universe may overlap in ways we have not so clearly ever witnessed before.

And, shall we say, Astrid, the mischievous little kid she was, relished imagining, seeking, and playing with dragons, spirits, and gargoyles steeped in Scottish lore? Imagined or real?


As told to me by Astrid Stromberg. This happened in 1975 in Glasgow, Scotland. When I was seven, we visited and lived in Scotland for a while. We stayed in this beautiful manor overlooking the mouth of the River Clyde, just outside Glasgow.

The manor sat up on a small mound that housed a sleeping dragon, no less, and my friends and I would lie on the grass with our ears to the ground, listening for its breathing.

Once in a while, we’d feel a slight, low tremor, sending us flying back inside, spooked and giggling, with no proof of an actual real dragon being there.

However, we learned about spirits and ghosts in school through books, photos, testimonials, and even field trips to haunted castles.

The “wee folk,” the fairies, and the “brownies,” the spirits of the land and trees, were ingrained in the culture, and on Halloween, the kids were sent off in the streets with bells and lights and banging pots to ward off the evil spirits.

These same wee folks were heard to get people lost on the hill, but, truth be told, they also saved us once by showing us the way home in four feet of snow, as my friends and I were desperately lost for hours on what turned out to be none other than the snow-covered golf course!

On our grounds, there was also a small cabin with a gargoyle on its roof, which we were very careful not to anger. The cabin held spirits that would appear to me and scare my friends, who still remember it to this day.

I never did find out the truth about the dragon and the spirits, but I still have the gargoyle with me after all those years, and he watches over my house, his red eyes and mouth now smiling.

Years later, in California, I was offered a ‘dragon’ tarot deck to give a reading. Sitting with the cards in hand, I experienced an ‘open channel’ with a dragon.

In a deep, open trance, my body started to stretch in a way that took me by surprise — first, the neck. I started swaying my neck as if it were three feet long, stretching it from the upper vertebrae down to the shoulders and spine in ways I can only describe as slow and windy. I felt the blades of my shoulders extend out as my torso moved from side to side.

There was no doubt I was channeling the spirit of a dragon!

A woman rudely started touching the cards I was laying down, and from inside of me came this humongous breath, and out came a roar, “Do not touch these cards!”

I could not move; I was locked in a trance. It wasn’t my voice that spoke. But it felt like I was breathing out fire. I was not a little shocked and ashamed at being the conduit of such “passion” toward my guest. I could only think, “Don’t mess with dragons!”

Author Michael’s (The Travel Psychologist’s) Take:

Is playful childhood banter, complete with the imaginings of angels, fairies, dragons, gargoyles, and spirits, a precursor to experiencing the same and much more later in adulthood?

Or is it something more profound than that in play — a practice of and a foretelling of what is to come to us as adults?

Is that what it takes — the playful imaginings of a child as a form of deadly serious practice for that which is much more serious and is yet to come?

In a sense, mischievous-seeming child’s play, as harmless and innocent as it might at first seem, could very well be part and parcel of the sort of deadly serious fundamental perceptions that are to arise and grow to a form of maturity in the human mind as we walk The Road to Strange along our pathways in life developing all the while our ways of coexisting with The Contiguous Universe.

Surely, the greater reality must be rife with possibilities that will dovetail and resonate with us as adults who have had the merest of shadows and meek beginnings as we were merely little people at play.
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“Puff” the Magic Dragon
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An Apparition Along the Road to Strange?

***
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Hanalei, Kauai, Hawaii
USA

Two adventurers to the island of Kauai in Hawaii get a sense of the reputed location (in some people's minds) of the so-called ‘Mountain’ of the Dragon” in Peter, Paul, and Mary’s popular song, Puff the Magic Dragon. In the process, they believe they have a mystical encounter with the ‘guardian’ of that Dragon!

Ghost, guardian, apparition, urban legend?


As told to me by my good friends Steve Strickland and Megan Mitchell.

Megan: We were in Kauai and had driven around the island in phenomenal traffic jams on our way to the Hanalei side from the south where we were staying. But we were not just a bit disenchanted because there was so much traffic. The island was so packed with people, especially Californian tourists.

And so, on our last day, I said to Steve, “You know, I really would like to drive back up around to the north side of the island because I feel like we haven't gone yet to Hanalei, and I really, really would like to see ‘Puff, the Magic Dragon.’” 

Steve: “There's not a dragon there, you know!” 

He didn’t want to drive there because you had to go through the middle of Kauai’s main town, Lihue, again, through the horrible traffic. 

Author Michael: What was the legend you recall, and why did you want to see Puff, the Magic Dragon, in particular?

Steve: It’s just the song — no particular legend.

Some of it goes like this:


Puff, the magic dragon, lived by the sea
And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called Honah Lee
Little Jackie Paper loved that rascal Puff
And brought him strings and sealing wax and other fancy stuff... oh
Puff, the magic dragon, lived by the sea
And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called Honah Lee
Puff, the magic dragon, lived by the sea
And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called Honah Lee
Together, they would travel on a boat with billowed sail
Jackie kept a lookout perched on Puff's gigantic tail
Noble kings and princes would bow whenever they came
Pirate ships would lower their flag when Puff roared out his name... oh
Puff, the magic dragon, lived by the sea
And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called Honah Lee
Puff, the magic dragon lived...
Puff the Magic Dragon lived by the sea and frolicked... in a land called Honah Lee...


[Author Michael’s Note: “Honah Lee ” is thought by many to refer to “Hanalei!’]

Steve: Okay, so everyone knows that legend. We later learned that the persons, Leonard Lipton and Peter Yarrow, who wrote the song, had no intention of anything concerning Hanalei, the town. Never, never heard of it; never been there! And Peter, Paul, and Mary sang it.

Megan: But legends don’t have to work that way, the way legends work.

Michael: Now, now! So, what first cued you to it all?

Megan: Okay, so we were driving on our way to Hanalei. And you've got a range of mountains in the distance heading inland. And they look as if you can imagine that you're seeing the actual dragon — with his back and curving around toward his tail. 

There was a little bitty side turnoff road by a bridge that led toward those hills. 

Megan: “Let's go that way,” I said.

And when we did that, we started up the middle of a very thin, dirt trail — wide enough for only one car with grass growing over it — there was no sign of anything down there that you should be traveling down toward. And I'm slightly apprehensive that if we do run into another vehicle, we're going to have to back up to the nearest driveway to be able to get out because it's just that narrow. 

We've gone maybe a mile down the road, perhaps even a little more. And then we come to a bridge. On the opposite side of the bridge is a Hawaiian or Chinese hybrid man — a cross between the two — standing on the far side of the bridge.

Michael: What did he look like?

Megan: He had long, straight dark hair, was fairly muscular, and was wearing shorts, sandals, and, I think, a sleeveless white shirt. 

Steve: And it is impossible to tell his age.

He had a dog with him, a mutt, medium-length hair, medium-sized, like 60 pounds. Around the height of his knee — a little bit higher than the man's knee. And now, there's absolutely nothing around this location at this point. There are no houses, no trails, no roads going off to the side, no driveways... no anything! 

Megan: And dense and overgrown vegetation, like sugar cane, tall grasses, and such. Yes, it is very dense, generally jungle-like undergrowth. There are palmetto-type palms; you wouldn't likely be walking through them. 

Michael: So, what kind of interaction did you have, if any, with the man?

Steve: I look over out the window and nod to him. And he nods back to me, smiling almost beatifically and enigmatically. He looks very innocent but very knowing simultaneously.

Michael: Did the dog look at you? 

Steve: I am trying to remember whether the dog looked at me or not. (Laughs.)

But on the man's shoulder or his upper arm, he had a tattoo of a dragon, no less!

Michael: What was going on? So, what did you think when you saw that?

Megan: Nothing, really. We just happened to notice the tattoo. 

We drove down maybe no more than a quarter of a mile, and there was a stone idol of sorts that was sitting to the right of the road, where the road had just gotten wide enough that you could, in fact, now turn around. And you can tell you're not going much further up the road than that. 

The idol is made of volcanic stone... lava rock. It has a head with little detail on the face and a lei around its neck.

Michael: It’s a religious stone, do you think?

Megan: It attracts the attention of somebody locally because they put one of those big shiny nut leis — just a single strand — around his neck. And I had a shell lei that we had been given earlier on the trip. 

Megan: And then I thought, You know, okay. I want to recognize that this is a really special place and make an offering to it. 

So, I got out of the car, and as Steve turned it around, I took the shell lei and put it around the god’s neck. I thought of it as some deity god-type image. I thanked it very much for protecting that valley in the area. 

Steve had turned the car around, and I had gotten back in. This all happened in just a minute or so —I mean, it's fast. It had been less than two minutes since we first saw the man.

We drive back up to the road where the man and his dog and the bridge were, and they’re now gone!

There’s absolutely no sign of them! No place that he could have gone. There’s no spot in the distance. No trails are leading anywhere. Both he and the dog have completely vanished!

And we looked up and agreed that he was the protector of the valley, after all. He was in the valley, where Puff the Magic Dragon had likely slipped into his cave. 

Steve and I discussed this for the rest of the day because it was so eerie, uncanny, and amazing.

From the Internet:

Notwithstanding that the creators of the song “Puff the Magic Dragon” vehemently denied that it had anything to do with Kauai or the beautiful town of Hanalei, “Puff the Magic Dragon” is NOT an urban legend or urban myth in any way, shape, or form, but I say, it very well could be! 

And I’ll tell you why. And the story is just hilarious. One hypothetical proponent of this conceivable urban myth idea could be none other than one of my beloved best friends, Megan Mitchell and Steve Strickland of Ashland, Oregon.

Let me first tell you a bit about Megan:

It’s funny, and not a little ironic, that Megan is sharing her neat story of seeking out Puff, the Magic Dragon, right here in this book. 

“Puff,” according to Megan, “if you look carefully, you can see in your imagination — or your mind’s eye — the general shape or outline of the mountain in the shape of a dragon!” (This can presumably be viewed from an area of Kauai, perhaps from the town of Hanalei!) 

Now, I have not looked for Puff yet myself, but it's not that much of a stretch from Megan’s and many others’ points of view!

Now, wait a moment! Again, who is Megan, and who is Steve? 

Megan and Steve are my best friends from Ashland, Oregon, where I lived for 13 years. 

Megan also has the express distinction of having earned a Ph.D. in — and get this — Irish fairy folklore! 

What the perfect person to be speaking of urban legends and myths! Who could possibly be better? We must credit Megan as one of the world’s experts on fairy folklore, no less, and at least one of the world’s most credible people to speak to about urban legends!

So, is it not a blessing in disguise to be able to see and learn firsthand from someone who knows about such things, about a conceivable urban myth or legend from Megan’s OWN personal point of view? 

Who better to listen to or talk to about Puff the Magic Dragon than Megan? 

I’ll take a pass on the songwriters themselves: please forgive them, for they may not know of what they speak or do (even though they are the creators of the song!) Game, set, match, so far as I am concerned.

BMSE Shows Around America 

It turns out that Megan and Steve are the owners of “BMSE” (Body Mind Spirit Expos), the wonderful spiritually-oriented shows taking place in cities all across America (including Hawaii).

Wonderfully, Megan and Steve have graced me with tables at as many of their shows as I could possibly want to attend. Thanks to them, I have attended more of these shows than I can count and interviewed nearly 500 attendees whose stories of travel, UFOs, and the paranormal I recorded and included in my True Travel Tales and The Road to Strange books series.

The Making of an Urban Legend

The term “urban legend” has been popularized by Jan Harold Brunvand as recurring fictionalized stories of purported events, complete with plots, characters, and themes. The stories often combine elements of mystery, horror, fear, or humor and often serve as cautionary tales to ward people off from places having horrible historical import or having been the scenes of tragic outcomes. Urban legends often carry lessons of morality or warn of distinct or imminent danger.

An urban legend may include elements of the supernatural or paranormal and often feature ghosts and recreations of past horrible events.

The stuff of urban legends is to repeat age-old tales over and over again, often with changing scenes, locals, and people, but yet retaining the same recurring themes.

The teller of tall tales of urban legends may assert that these things have actually happened to family or friends, maintaining all the while the general themes of the myths but changing the specific details of the participants.  

Urban myths and legends seemingly take on lives of their own, so it is not surprising that similar repetitive tall tales persist across all sorts of places and times. For example, the famous “woman in white” recurring myth involves a mysterious ghost figure appearing along roads and highways to the unwary, usually in the vicinity of cemeteries.

The teller of an urban legend may claim it happened to a friend (or to a friend of a friend), which serves to personalize, authenticate, and enhance the power of the narrative and distances the teller.

Paranormal-based urban legends lend themselves, particularly to tales of ghosts and evil, scary creatures of the night that are difficult to refute or dismiss but yet convey so much emotion in the telling and retelling.

Popular legends from books and songs, such as our “Puff the Magic Dragon” song here, when combined with conceivable paranormal or psychic events, such as what happened to Steve and Megan, are unusually compelling as they combine the supernatural along with an ongoing legend of the island thereby giving even more credence to the story.

What happened to Steve and Megan on Kauai may have been quite the paranormal event, yet when combined with the credible-sounding myth of the Dragon, it took on an even greater life of its own. 
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Spirits of Culture
When Native Spirits Come Calling
***
[image: ]


That you simply cannot ignore!
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The Hawaiian Heiau
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A Spiritual Connection on Whale Hill?

***
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-2001-
The Big Island, Hawaii
USA

Richard had a spiritual awakening epiphany, which he believes occurred in a not-so-subtle interaction with ancient Hawaiian spirits. It was maybe not quite the warm and fuzzy reception he would have wished for... but rather a somewhat rude awakening via a staunch wake-up call from the spirits in league with Mother Nature, as if to say to Richard something like, “We see you! And we hear you!”


As told to me by my good friend Richard Seifried. Richard now passed, a respectful enthusiast and supporter of ancient native, Indigenous Hawaiian culture and lore, had an odd mystical experience and, in an unheard-of brazen about-face, feistily confronted and even rebuked the Gods!

I visited the Big Island of Hawaii in March and April 2001. My son and his family took me to the Kona Coast side of the island, and we made some side trips from there. 

Souvenir Stones

As a preface to Richard's experience, it’s a well-known urban truth or urban myth that many tourists, when they come to Hawaii, pick up a pebble or a lava rock as a souvenir and take it home with them. 

They then recall that they have been forewarned, indeed, very often in travel books and by word of mouth from hearsay that you can have bad luck if you remove a Hawaiian lava rock and then take it out of Hawaii. 

Consequently, rocks and stones are constantly sent back to Hawaii. So, whether it's an urban myth or an urban legend, some things happen in Hawaii that happen nowhere else. 

One evening on the Big Island, we went to a little program given by a couple of Hawaiian people. And the Hawaiian gentleman — I don't think he was particularly well informed — gave us a history of Hawaii. 

Then he added precisely, according to the lore above, “Please don't take any rocks back to the United States (the so-called ‘Mainland’) because, if you do, sooner or later you're going to have bad luck, and it’s going to be blamed on the rock.” 

And he added, “I really don't think there's anything in that, but the Post Office has boxes of all kinds of rocks, and they don't know what to do with them, and so they ask that we say, ‘Please don't take any rocks home!’”

Author Michael: You heard that, yourself?

Richard: Oh yeah, I sure did!

Michael: What did you think of that?

Richard: Well, I thought that it was probably true. I had read somewhere not too long ago when this story was invented that the old Hawaiians said there isn’t any truth to it!

But, you know, then again, maybe another old Hawaiian would say, “Oh no, wait a minute. There is truth in it!”

Michael: So, that would be something that you might want to look into, huh?

Richard: Well, maybe it’s a collective consciousness sort of thing. There are, of course, various theories. Nonetheless, you did hear that.

So, one day, my son, Steve, and his family took me on one of our side trips — a drive along the Kona Coast to the Pu’ukohola Heiau National Historic Site.

Michael: And what was that place?

Richard: This is now managed by the National Park Service — a historic site in Hawaii. This is a critical area in Hawaiian history. When King Kamehameha conquered Hawaii, he got into trouble because he could not control the region. 

And so, the “kahunas,” the Hawaiian spiritual people, told him, “Well, if you want to take the island, you will have to build a temple on Whale Hill.”

I can certainly see why they named it that. While we were driving there, we saw whales all along the coast. It was a beautiful sight. 

That is located on the Kona Coast as you are going north along the coast.

Michael: It’s on the coastal road past the Kona airport.

Richard: Yeah, not too far. And it's between there and that sacred village site that the Hawaiians also talk about — the City of Refuge. It was a neutral area — no fighting allowed.

We went into the visitor center there — now, again, this is the National Park Service — and this Hawaiian lady there, who I think was a kahuna (a priestess) herself, was very nice. She noted that my son and I were very interested, so she took us aside, away from the other tourists. 

She then told us the history of King Kamehameha, where he was born, and so on. And by the way, there is a rock beside the road from there going north, which is the birthing stone where it is said that King Kamehameha’s mother ejected him, and he landed on this rock, which probably made him a pretty tough guy, you know. Anyway, she told us all that. 

Someone told King Kamehameha then that he had to build this big temple. Well, building the temple took a lot of work. So, he got two thousand or so men who formed a very long line going down to a place where the sea had pummeled the rocks and rounded out the corners into round, smooth pieces of lava. 

They then passed these along from man to man for over a mile to the temple site. It took them a very long time. And they built this three-layered temple. There are three plateaus to the temple. They look out to the sea. But you can't see them on land from there; you must be out in an outrigger canoe or offshore before being able to see them. And that's where they held their sacred rights according to the kahuna.

It was quite an elaborate place. There was a building up there — where probably some of the high priests lived — along the right hand as you're facing it from the sea. And at the end, there were a bunch of statues of gods. And then, a little farther on, there was an altar toward the extreme right end. 

We walked down there along this path. It’s pretty barren as the Big Island is. There are no trees in that dry section of the big island, and there are tropical jungle sections, too. But here, the leeward side is the dry side.

We proceeded down the path, and we thought we would be able to enter the temple. However, we were stopped in our tracks: a rope was across the way, and a sign said, “No Trespassing Beyond This Point” (because the Temple is a sacred place, and people are allowed in only if they are Hawaiians and are conducting one of their holy ceremonies).

So, Steve and I looked at that. His wife and little daughter moved on, and his little boy was probably thirty feet beyond us.

Steve was still looking at the temple, and I was at its base on the extreme right. A hill, probably 150 feet high, led down to it.

I looked at the temple for a long time and thought, Well, I wonder what would happen if you went up the path. 

I wasn't about to go up, but I wondered if any Hawaiians ever sneaked in, and I decided they probably did not.

Michael: You mean non-Hawaiians?

Richard: If they're not part of a ceremony, they're not allowed to go there. So, I decided they probably wouldn’t. It would probably be from stateside people and visitors if there were any trouble. 

I then turned around and looked out at the beautiful sea. I wondered if you could see the whales from there. 

As soon as I thought that, I heard a strange whooshing sound. It was a real deep sound, kind of like a whiiirrrr — a whirling sound. It seemed to emanate not from quite the extreme right end but just about from where the main altar was. Of course, I couldn't see any of that, but it came out of the temple at that point. It appeared to be a whirlwind; at that time, it wasn't over 20 feet across. And as I looked at it, it got wider and came very close — and I’m talking about within a period of only two or three seconds at most. 

Michael: Did you have time to think anything about it?

Richard: Oh, I knew what was going on. And I’m a superstitious person. But my son was flabbergasted. He's a scientist, you know. And I saw it coming. The intensity of the wind was forceful. I think it was a whirlwind going counterclockwise, but I'm not sure because there wasn't any debris in it until it got down to where we were. Without debris, it isn’t as easy to make out.

It then apparently picked up pieces of stone a good half-inch across, and one struck my leg, and, boy, did it hurt! I thought I was bleeding, but I wasn’t. But I had myself braced for it
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