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I love ghost towns. Some even have ghosts. Enter Jerome … 

Ghost Cats 
My wife and I fail a lot. We recently celebrated our 13th 

wedding anniversary, so that’s probably in the win column. But, 
as usual, I went far, far out of my way to make it a fail. ‘Cuz I 
lied to her. 

I told her I’d procured first-class tickets to a scenic train ride, 
luxurious with leather couches and beautiful with verdant 
riverscape. I also told her we’d spend the night in a glorious 
old hotel perched on the side of a mountain, luxurious with fine 
dining and balconies overlooking a 2000-foot plummet to the 
valley below. 

All that was true. But regarding the hotel—well, I may have 
omitted some things that could be deemed pertinent. Like its 
history as a sanatorium, or that the restaurant is called the 
Asylum. Oh, and it was super haunted. 
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TRAVEL MISHAPS 
Great things never came from comfort zones. ~ Anonymous

MISHAPS! 
#Italy #differentways

We were traveling in 
Italy by bus and after 
a day in over 100 

degrees [+40 C] we really wanted to take 
a shower. As soon as we got in the room, 
my roommate went to shower and soon 
declared that the light doesn’t work! I went 
downstairs to reception, and an older 
I ta l ian gent lemen jus t sa id “Uno 
momento!”. I went back to the room and 
saw that my roommate decided to take a 
shower in the dark, and I told her through 
the door that the guy will be coming to fix it 
shortly. I hadn’t yet finished telling her that, 
when the same man appeared, tool box in 
his hands. Now it was my turn to say “Uno 
momento!” and stand in the front of the 
bathroom door as my roommate was 
naked in the shower. After a little while she 
emerged, covered in a towel and we let 
the gentleman in. He didn’t even try to turn 
on the switch we tried before, but just went 
to the other side of the bathroom, where 
behind the towel rack was another switch 
– and the light turned on!

—Anonymous, chasingreverie

#planes #death
An elderly woman died three seats over 

from me after 1 hour into a 7 hour flight.
—From Reddit. Makes me wonder the 

procedure for this. If you know, email me!
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They chronicled guests’ paranormal experiences in two 
ledgers compiled over the last quarter-century. From these I 
learned of a special ghost, one I hoped to meet. So I may have 
omitted some pertinent things there, too. 

But first, the train. Their advertisements cover it all: 
meticulously refurbished train cars transporting you to a more 
leisurely time as you glide along on a 3.5 hour, 20-mile journey, 
to enjoy thoughtful décor and awe-inspiring red rock buttes, 
steep ravines, bald eagles and other wildlife in one of the 
world's most beautiful canyons.

All that was true. But regarding the other passengers—well, 
some could be deemed impertinent. More like shockingly 
selfish. 

Waiting to board, my wife and I made jokes about the lesser 
mortals in ‘steerage’. This, because last week we had seen 
Titanic in the theatre. We tried on our best haughty, arrogant 
looks. It was fun for a few minutes, I guess, but not our style.

We noticed everyone else in line was 70 to 80 years old. All 
were frightfully pale, white as the snow which they surely had 
fled. (This was February in Arizona). We respectfully allowed 
all to board before us. The train’s only first-class car filled up, 
then finally admitted us. We strode to the back, where waited 
our seats. 

Two love seats of exquisitely detailed leather faced each 
other, each enjoying their own window. Between them was a 
shared table. Upon this waited hors d’oeuvres and a bucket 
chilling champagne. The bubbly, we knew, was ours. The 
seats? Apparently not. 

Beside the window on one love seat was a very thick man. 
He wore a jacket over a T-shirt and a ball cap that read Texas 
A&M. He looked bored. Opposite him, on the other love seat, 
was a similarly thick woman. She wore a heavy dose of blue 
eyeshadow and pink lipstick. She looked mean. They had 
chosen to face each other, rather than sit together. Thus they 
were six feet apart. Thus thus my wife and I would have to be 
six feet apart, too. 

I spoke to the nearest of the parted pair. 
“Excuse me,” I said, “Could my wife and I sit together?” 

Nodding to the champagne, I added, “We’re celebrating our 
anniversary.”
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McFarthest Point
Having traveled the world over, I noticed 

a few things. One of them is that certain 
brands are ubiquitous. You will see 
everywhere PCs or iPhones or Mercedes-
Benz. You will see McDonald’s. And you 
will most definitely see a lot of people 
there. But in this global pandemic, social 
isolation is paramount. One must avoid 
McDonald’s (drive-thru is OK, I guess—
but don’t ask for your doctor’s approval). 

But how to avoid McDonald’s? They are 
found by Big Ben in London and the 
Vatican in Rome. There’s over 13,000 
locations in the contiguous U.S. How to 
get away from them all? 

Enter a lonely highway in Nevada. 
Official ly i t ’s cal led Highway 375. 
Unofficially it’s called the ExtraTerrestrial 
Highway. About midway between Tonopah 
and Rachel is the farthest spot from any 
McDonald’s. Rachel, as you may know, is 
the closest town to infamous Area 51. So 
yeah, it’s really, REALLY remote. 

Interestingly, Tonopah used to have a 
McDonald’s. It was the only source of food 
in the middle of the all-desert 8.5 hour 
drive from Reno to Las Vegas. 

There, right on the highway and beside 
the high school, was a McDonald’s. 
Astonishingly, it went out of business. 
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The woman glanced up to give me a haughty, arrogant look
—an honest haughty, arrogant look.  “No,” she said.

I blinked, then cautiously began asking, “I beg your par—”
“I’ve been on this train before,” she interrupted. “And I didn’t 

get a window. I’m not giving it up now.” She dismissed me with 
a lofty wave of her hand, looked away. 

Steerage jokes aren’t so funny when you’re on the receiving 
end of the real attitude!

My wife gripped my arm in disappointment. I was about to 
speak again when the man grudgingly offered, “I’ll move.” 

He did so. She openly glared at him. Love was not in the air. 
But bald eagles were. And below them, towering cliffs of red 

sandstone. And below them, leafy trees, rising out of curving, 
pulsing crystalline waters. We browsed the lush valley for elk, 
for bear—both known to descend from the mountains. In short, 
the canyon was as beautiful as the brochure promised. 

We toasted with champagne, gravitated to the open-air car, 
and there remained. Part one of our excursion was a success. 
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GLOBAL GOOD LUCK CAT 
Welcome to Waipu, New Zealand, North Island. 
Or not, at least according to this lucky cat. This is 
Jaguar (pronounced in the English manner of 
Jag-you-ar.) He presided over an alpaca ranch in 
the rugged hills north of Auckland. My wife and I 

were lured there by the promise of a romantic walk along the beach 
with alpacas. This was an opportunity too rare to pass up. (The 
alpacas were named Lucy and Aroha—a story for another time.) 

We stayed two nights at the immensely peaceful and beautiful ranch. 
The hills were exceedingly steep for us, but just right for the two dozen 
alpacas. We were encouraged to roam among them, but were closely 

chaperoned by Jaguar. He 
fo l lowed us everywhere, 
usually upon a fence post, 
always glowering. He did not 
approve of strangers on his 
land. The ranch owners don’t 
know where he came from, but 
are happy to accept his 
leadership. 

[continued]

Tonopah is pronounced delightfully as 
Toe-no-PAH! 

It’s home to an open-air mining 
museum, a dusty old bookseller, as well 
as a gorgeous Victorian-era hotel called 
the Mizpah—refurbished back to its 
original state of grandeur. The town is so 
remote and small it is designated a Dark 
Sky community, making it ideal for 
stargazers. During meteor showers my 
wife and I like to spend the night there. At 
the Mizpah. 

NOT the Clown Motel. 
That’s right, it has the World Famous 

Clown Motel, every room loaded with 
clowns, clown pictures and clown dolls. 
Right next to a creepy old graveyard with 
300 bleaching tombstones. 

The McDonald’s, as I mentioned, was 
the only fast food for 4 hours in either 
direction. (The other two directions were 
farther.) It was beside a high school. How, 
then, could it possibly go out of business? 

The managers kept stealing the money!
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Ten miles away and up, up in the mountains, waited the 
ghost town of Jerome. It clung precariously to the steep slopes 
of Mingus Mountain, a warren of stairs and switchbacks 
betwixt crumbling 19th century stonework. Its look instantly 
evoked an Old West mining town, a place of saloons and 
bordellos, of mustachioed mining tycoons and even more 
mustachioed miners.  

Looming above all the Victorian-era remains was the Grand 
Hotel. It was five stories of Spanish Mission Style. In the lobby 
was an original 1926 Otis elevator, in the garage an original 
1928 Rolls Royce Phantom I Lonsdale. And in a room, us.  

We settled in, dined at the nearby Haunted Hamburger, then 
had a drink at The Asylum. The sun had set. It was time to 
wander the halls. A single long corridor bisected each floor. 
This afforded half the rooms a stunning view down the 2,000 
feet to the valley below, to watch the sun warm the rearing wall 
of mountains yonder, those of the fabled Red Rock State Park.  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LOCAL HARD LUCK CAT 
This is Mookie Monkeypaws. He was found 
wandering the streets of L.A., blind, sick, and 
hungry. A kind woman found her, took her in, and 
realized quickly she had been abandoned. 

(Mookie had been spayed.) She searched but could not find the owner. 
Unable to care for Mookie’s needs, she took her to Milo’s Sanctuary. 
   Mookie was born with deformed eyes that were constantly infected. 
Vets decided the best thing for her was to remove them. She recovered 
quickly from her surgery and was soon running around with the other 
foster carts, playing and enjoying life. She can be a little bossy with the 
other cats as she thinks she’s the queen around Milo’s. She has 
competition with Daisy (their true diva) but Mookie is so cute and very 
petite she often gets her own way.

She can use your help, though. To 
sponsor Mookie Monkeypaws, or 
any other kitties, go to Milo’s 
S a n c t u a r y H E R E , l o o k f o r 
“Sponsor a special needs cat”. 
There you can browse their pics, 
read their stories, and send some 
help. Please consider doing so. 
We did!

#Australia #luggage #borders
I went to Japan and bought two kitschy 

Japanese throwing stars, had them gift 
wrapped. I put them at the bottom of my 
backpack and continued on through 
Thailand, Malaysia and Singapore for 3 
weeks before flying to Australia. I landed 
and of course my luggage got scanned. 
The machine beeped and they asked 
whether I had anything in the bag that 
could have set the beeping off. I said no, 
completely forgetting about the throwing 
stars. Of course they got discovered. 

They read me my rights and issued me 
a formal warning. (I kept it as a souvenir.) 
They told me that legislation for this kind 
of offense had changed recently and, had 
this incident occurred 6 months earlier, I 
could be facing a jail term or up to $50,000 
fine. I think they took pity on me because 
firstly they were gift wrapped and secondly 
I said that if I were to bring a weapon into 
the country with the intention of causing 
harm, Japanese throwing stars would not 
be my weapon of choice!”

—flyertalk.com

#RoadTrip #NoGas #Lucky
My brother and I had a long drive 

across the country from Vegas to DC. In 
an open Jeep in summer, we weren’t 
looking forward to it. My brother drove and 
I slept. He woke me 3 hours later, lost and 
confused. He’d driven the whole 3 hours 
the wrong way! We had budgeted 
precisely—even arguing over an extra 
item from the dollar menu at McDonalds—
so we didn’t have money for the extra gas. 
Our last dollar wasn’t enough for anything 
but a spin of a gambling wheel. What the 
hell, right? We won $50, enough to buy 
gas. But adding 6 hours to an already long 
drive was not worth it!  

—Pablo R, Houston, TX

http://www.milossanctuary.org
http://www.milossanctuary.org
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The halls were lined with antique medical 
equipment used when the structure was a 
sanatorium. Striding among scalpels and 
forceps and doctors-only-knew what else made 
for a creepy experience. 

Then there was Larry. 
He lurked at the distant 

end of a hallway, just barely 
visible in the far half-light. 
There, twisted atop the seat 
of an antique wheelchair, 
Larry wrapped his head in his 
hands. But you could see his 
wide, crazed eyes. He waited 
silent, motionless.

So had it been. Now the 
tools had been reallocated to 
refurbished rooms. Now Larry 
was retired. Now the halls 
were graced by paintings. But 
that is not to say the halls 
were empty of creep. Now you just couldn’t see 
it, but it was still there. 

It was time to tell my wife the truth. 
“I didn’t bring us here for a romantic time,” I 

admitted, “But to see a ghost. No, don’t hit me! 
It’s a cat! It’s known to rub affectionately onto 
peoples’ shins and even curl up in bed with 
them! Here, read the ledger entries.”

02-08-14, Room #31: We kept hearing a cat 
meowing in my sister’s ear and a man 
whispered, kept feeling cold spots.

11-21-16: At 1AM I was awakened by a cold, 
wet nose sniffing my toe. I just thought it was 
one of my cats but then I realized I was not at 
home! It was the “ghost cat”! Some people have 

even taken pictures of the cat’s 
energy in that room. He was not 
menacing or trying to scare or 
hurt me. 
My wife acquiesced. That’s 
because I omitted that a staff 
member had been clawed in the 
neck. Alas, we never 
encountered a ghost of any kind, 
cat or otherwise. So part two of 
our excursion was a bust. I wrote 
to the hotel about our wonderful 
experience and our hopes. They 
wrote back:
Many staff have seen, heard, felt, 
and had allergic reactions to the 
cat(s) in the building. Not certain 

of the origin of our spirit cats, but the building 
was empty for 44 years, with broken doors and 
windows from excessive vandalism, so it's 
logical animals were present. You never know! 
[Ghost emoji.]

And I’ll always recall the ledger entry of 
AliJane and Blake Pope, Room 28C:

Ghost kitty cuddles all night! Next time will 
bring a laser pointer!
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SIR BRIAN, NOW 
Your member benefit is here! This exclusive is in your inbox tomorrow. Look for an email called:
Free book from Sir Brian.

My business model has altered greatly, courtesy of the pandemic. This is good for you because I’m releasing the first of 
my global romance trilogy FREE. Books 1 and 2 if you’re a kindle user. As they’re going to be free, what do I get out of it? 
I hope an honest review on Amazon or Goodreads. Reviews are more important than sales, by far.
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