I HAVE PROOF OF
A HIGHER POWER

My Prophetic Dreams Predicting Real Events

A Diary of My Paranormal Experiences

By Ioan Dirina



“Truth is always less believable” —James Bond: “Casino
Royale”

“The more I know certain humans, more I like the animals.”
—PFausto Ovalles

“If everything ends in death, then this life is only a big lie
meant to deceive everybody; the vanity of vanities. By
proving the existence of a supernatural entity, my book
shows otherwise."

—Author



Author’s Introduction

This book contains a journal of my paranormal experiences, mostly in the
form of dreams which have been happening to me for over 40 years, ever since
around 1960.

Until March 1968 these experiences happened to me in my native country of
Romania. From March 1968 until October of that year the experiences
happened in Austria, while I was waiting in a refugee camp to come to the
United States. After September 1968 these dream experiences mainly took place
in the United States, but now and then they happened in the Caribbean, where I
go on vacation from time to time.

Incidentally, there were many more of these experiences than I wrote down.
I missed writing down probably at least half of them, if not most of them,
because at first I did not pay enough attention to what was happening to me.
Others were not recorded simply because of my negligence. It took a long time
before I decided to start recording these experiences. They had already
happened to me for more than a year before I realized that they were a
permanent part of my consciousness and had never ceased. This was when I
started recording them.

My dreams involve people in my personal life, events from the world around
me, and circumstances within my immediate sphere of influence. By describing
many different types of dreams and images that I have received, I render a
glimpse into the processes of my subconscious mind.

P.S. So far we have only believed in a higher power, without knowing if it
exists or not. Now my book brings that much-awaited proof. Since truth is
always less believable, and since such occurrences as the ones happening to me
are very rare, my book has been ridiculed as containing only fabrications written
in order to make money. If that were true, I would not have waited for almost
50 years, when such monies are no more of much help to me. I would have
done it much earlier, before my original manuscript had a chance to become
yellow.

Toan Dirina,
Author



1964

During this year I continued to be an engineering student, and completed
my studies at Polytechnic Institute. When I took my final exams for my
engineering diploma, I failed to pass them. But this didn’t prevent me from
getting engineering jobs, and at mid-year of 1964 I also had to go for three
months of military training. Meanwhile, my dreams continued to come true.

Auwgust 4. 1 had a long dream about a former childhood friend from my
native village named Arsene Lupu wearing a military uniform.

Next day. In the village of Sacueni near Roman I was reading a military
textbook edited in 1877 with initials “M.F.A. 57” written on it. On page 104 1
saw something written by a Romanian general named Lupu, who was the
commander of Corps No. 1 in the Romanian army during our 1877 war of
independence with the Ottoman Empire. When I read his name, Lupu, I
remembered my dream about my friend Lupu from my childhood years.

September 9. 1 dreamed that I had been at the main railroad station in
Bucharest with some colleagues of mine. I was explaining to them the meaning
of the letters D.A. which were written on the side of a diesel-electric locomotive
there, which had been built on a license from the Schultzer-Brown Company of
Switzerland.

Next day. 1 went to the study hall at our base, where I was reading August
issue of Scence and Technigne. On page 14 there was an article about railroads
titled “Ways of Iron,” in which that particular kind of locomotive (the one I’d
seen in my dream) was described. There was also a photo of a train pulled by
one of those locomotives, which had 060-DA-113 lettered on its side, and at
once I remembered my dream about the letters D.A.



1973

This year things got off to a good start for me because I found a new job.

March 4. On that night I dreamed that I saw a woman walking on a street,
and at first I thought she was Mrs. Nitescu, a Romanian refugee who came to
America from Italy a year before. But when I looked more closely, this lady was
a stranger to me.

Next day. 1 got a telephone call from Mrs. Nitescu, who asked me if I knew
anybody who was looking for an apartment. I had not spoken to her for
months.

1976

For nearly two months I didn’t write anything in my journal. Then, on
February 3 I had several dreams that I wrote down.

The third and last thing I dreamed about that same night was somebody
asking me where Al D’Angelo was working now. He was from Ridgewood, an
American whom I met at Tony’s bar there, and I answered that ID’Angelo
worked at H&R Block preparing income tax returns.

Next day. 1 was riding bus number Q44A to work, and while going along
Union Turnpike between 222nd and 223rd Street, I noticed a store named H&R
Fruit Market, which had big letters H&R written in black and white as in the
logo for H&R Block Co.

April 6. 1 dreamed that the Speaker of House of Representatives Carl Albert
in the U.S. Congress had died.

Next day. After lunch at the factory where I worked, namely Axel Electronics
in Queens, 1 heard a news bulletin about Carl Albert. It came at around 1:00
p.m. on station WIOK which is located in Hempstead, Long Island.



1980

As this new decade got under way, I was very busy with my new job and
getting acquainted with life in California, and did not write in my dream journal
again until September.

October 16. That night I dreamed that I saw movie actress Kim Novak,
whom I had seen many years ago in Romania in the movie He/en of Troy, and also
in Spartacus with Kirk Douglas.

Next day. 1 had a doctor’s appointment and bought a newspaper on my way
to his office. While sitting in Dr. Angelo Stroe’s waiting room with my friend
Gabriel Diradurian, I looked through that paper and saw a classified ad for a
lady 42-year old looking for a man. It began like this: “Pretty blonde 5’107, Kim
Novak eyes.” When I saw that actress’ name I remembered immediately about
my last dream with her.

1985

December 8. On that night 1 dreamed that I was in a forest where a
woodpecker was making noise as he drilled a hole in a tree, and that bird was the
only thing I could hear. I walked towards that tree, and when the bird heard me
it stopped hammering,.

Nexct morning. 1t was raining, so I stayed home reading the book Keeping Faith by
Jimmy Carter, and the former president wrote about his attempts to free
hostages in Iran in 1980 when a commando raid failed because of a collision
between two helicopters there. Carter mentioned a visit to the White House by
Colonel Charles Beckwith who commanded that operation, and in the Oval
Office Beckwith told the president “My men and I have decided that our boss,
the President of the United States is as tough as woodpecker lips.” Instantly the
word “woodpecker” reminded me of my funny dream of the previous night.



1988

November 26. In my dream that night I was with another man somewhere in
Los Angeles, and from our location we could clearly see the HOLLYWOOD
sign with its big letters up on the hills. I showed him how clearly the word
“Hollywood” could be read from such a long distance away.

Next day. During the evening I watched TV to see the Thanksgiving parade
on Hollywood Boulevard which was broadcast on Channel 5. At 6:51 p.m. and
again at 7:18 p.m. an ad appeared on screen with the word “Hollywood” written
in big letters all lit up like that sign in my dream.

1989

July 28. On that night I had another prison dream, in which I was sentenced
to do time in jail. I asked to serve my sentence in a penal institution outside Los
Angeles, but instead I was sent to Los Angeles County Jail.

Nexct day. Los Angeles Times carried a story about a man who had been
sentenced to time in the Los Angeles County Jail, and a photo showed him in
his prison jumper. When I saw it I remembered my dream.

1991

April 8. That night I dreamed something about physicist Albert Einstein, but
didn’t record the details because it was three weeks before I got around to
writing down this dream.

Next day. The Calendar section of Los Angeles Times announced that a series
about Einstein was beginning on Channel 28.

June 16. In my dream world that night I was in a hospital where all patients’
bills were paid through Medicare, and I could not imagine what a waste of
money was taking place through this program.

Next morning. Los Angeles Times published an expose titled “Reimbursement
Schemes Costly for Medicare,” with the following comment: “Some medical
suppliers find an opportunity for abuse, overcharging for items that beneficiaries



do not necessarily need or want.”

In my second dream on October 25 I entered a restaurant full of tables, with
four persons sitting at each table. At the first table near the door was former
President Jimmy Carter, and I told him that it was a rare occasion for me to see
a former President in person. This had never happened to me till then--I only
saw Presidents on TV.

Next morning. Daily News had an article about Jimmy Carter titled “Carter to
Explore Solutions to Plight of Atlanta’s Poor.”

December 7. In my dream that night I was in a foreign country, in the
Caribbean I believe--ready to return to the U.S. in a few hours, and I wanted to
get a medical checkup before I left for home, because such services were
cheaper in that country. After an internist looked at me I asked for a psychiatric
examination as well, but I didn’t ask the psychiatrist how long that exam would
take, believing that there was still plenty of time for me to get to the airport.
Well, he examined me while sleeping, and when I woke up and looked at my
watch I realized that my plane was leaving in about 20 minutes, so I would miss
it for sure. When I paid the psychiatrist 40 pesos without asking him how much
I owed him, he didn’t look very happy, and I asked him to call a taxi in hopes
that my plane might be delayed and I could still catch it. No taxi came and I
don’t remember if I caught that plane or not.

Next day. As 1 was reading Los Angeles Times 1 noticed an article titled
“Testing Ordered for Neo-Nazi Leader,” about Judge Judith Chirlin ordering a
psychiatric examination for Dr. Stanley Witek, leader of the National Socialist
American Workers Party, which fights for preservation of white race.

My views may sound extremist, but throughout history men who have stood
for unpopular and dangerous ideas have always had to suffer persecutions and
indignities.

And if it would not be for such extremist views in the past, we would still
believe today that the Earth is flat and the Sun revolves around it.

For such extremist and unpopular views you could be burned at stake not
too long ago. Instantly I remembered my dream.



1992

May 22. 1 dreamed that I bought something at a store with a hundred-dollar
bill, and the cashier returned it to me saying it was counterfeit. I didn’t get scared
because I knew the person who gave me the bill, so I couldn’t be charged with
counterfeiting.

Next day. Vasile called me alarmed that he had gone to his bank to deposit
$300 in cash that I had given him before, and was told that one of those bills
was counterfeit. I told him it could not have come from me, because the ones |
gave him were from my bank, so they couldn’t be counterfeit.

1993

Auwgust 12. 1 dreamed that I had a talk with Nick Popa from Pico Rivera
about his debt to me, and our talk went smoothly without arguing or screaming
at each other.

Next day. 1 got a certified letter with a notice of sale regarding foreclosure on
his house, which was set for sale on September 14, and later Victoria called me
from Hollywood and told me that she had received a similar letter. .”

1994

December 13. That night in my dream I was in a classroom somewhere, and
our teacher was a female member of Congress who was writing her name on a
blackboard.

Next morning. On page one of Los Angeles Times there was a photo of Elaine
M. Anderson, who served 12 terms in Congress and had just died in San Pedro
at age 81.

1999

That same night of April 13 I had also dreamed that I lived in an apartment
building where several girls were playing a piano, disturbing other tenants in that
building.

Next day. 1 got a call from Vasile Marcu who was at Kaiser Hospital on
Sunset Boulevard, and among other things we talked about our Jewish friend



and business partner Samy Wunderman from Hayward, California. Vasile told
me that Samy had just bought a piano for his small son.

2000

January 24. That night I dreamed about a woman named Martha.
Next day. In Los Angeles Times 1 read an article titled “Martha Stewart’s Stock
is not a Good Thing.”



