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Carl took a vacation on a windjammer cruise in the Caribbean. Most of the people on

the cruise were suppose to be psychic. The passengers were having a bit of a conflict
with the captain of the ship, because he was a born-again Christian, and was very
opposed to mediumship.

One afternoon, the captain anchored the boat near the shore of an island. Carl went
up to the captain, and said, “I don’t feel good with you anchoring the boat here. Perhaps
you would consider anchoring the boat on the other side of the island.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” the captain exclaimed. I am the captain and I will anchor it
wherever I feel like it.

Carl did not bother arguing with the captain. He simply went below deck, to his
quarters and braced himself. Within 15 minutes there was a 30-foot tidal wave, which
tossed the ship way into the air, and it came crashing down. Carl was thrown from his
bed was not hurt. A few minutes later, Carl went up on deck.

The captain came running to Carl. “What else did you see? Where do you think I
should anchor the boat?”

Carl repeated that the boat should be docked on the other side of the island. The
captain moved the boat, and for the rest of the cruise, the captain sought Carl’s advice as
to where to dock the boat.




