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  Introduction




  

    My interest in astral projection, commonly known as outof-body experiences (OBEs), began when I was very young. At the age of nine, I had my first experience. My mother and I had moved from Taunton, Somerset to live with my Grandfather in Clacton-on-sea, Essex. I mention this, because as we explore the nature of out-of-body experiences, we will discover that they can happen spontaneously through stress related events that involve major changes in circumstances, as well as reaching puberty, illness and extreme bodily stress as in Near- Death Experiences (NDEs).

  




  I had been at my new Primary school for several weeks and was half skipping, half running with several friends from school. I experienced a sense of excitement and inner happiness which sprang from a sense of belonging in my relatively new environment. The sun was shining and I noticed we were all wearing our check purple and white summer dresses. My friends were chatting excitedly and looking forward to the summer holidays, as was I. Joining in, I shared my sense of expectation for what lay ahead and the sense of freedom long summer holidays endowed us with.




  ‘Suddenly, I was aware of being wrenched away from my friends…




  There was a wind in my ears as if I was traveling fast. In no time, I found myself back in my bed at home with my mother standing over me, shaking me hard. “Stephanie— get up!” she urged. “You’ll be late for school!”




  I blinked at her in disbelief as I fought the urge to be back with my friends, running along the footpath to school. “But…..I was up,” I argued. “I was talking to Sarah and Jenny. We were...”




  “You must have been dreaming,” my mother argued. “Come on, you’re already late. Hurry up!”




  That first event became embedded in my mind for a long time afterwards. All children have a strong sense of right and wrong. As far as I was concerned, I hadn’t been asleep dreaming. I had been very much awake and buzzing with the possibilities of what life held for me.’




  The second event took place some months later when my Uncle David, whom I had felt especially close to, committed suicide. In the 1960s, the circumstances around his death had been kept a secret as there was still a lot of social shame in this. Lacking a father figure, I had grown to love my uncle who had appeared in my life only recently, having spent most of his time working in South Africa. He was larger than life with a zany sense of humor that made him popular with everyone, especially children.




  Memories flooded back from our last time together, one in particular, when he had sat me on his lap, begging my mother to have a little more time with me before he went back to Maidenhead the next day. I remember he had asked me a strange question. “You don’t just love me for my money, do you?” he had said.




  “No – I love you for you!” I responded urgently.




  That was the last physical interchange we had.




  Soon after the funeral, when I was in bed, I became aware of a presence that I could only describe as my uncle in the room. Moments later, the bottom of the bed began shaking up and down, just as it would if an adult form was bouncing on the end of it. I knew instinctively that it was my uncle returning to visit me.




  Fortunately, my mother not only accepted these experiences, but was fascinated by them. Although a lineage of orthodox ministers existed on one side of the family, there was an equally unorthodox set of relatives on the other side to balance it. Ones that were interested in reincarnation and psychic phenomena!




  The next memorable event took place when I was sixteen and on a working holiday with Lydia, a friend from boarding school. The venue of the working holiday was unique. It was Stansted Hall, also known as the Arthur Findlay College in Essex, the home of spiritualism and psychic studies and a venue for those who want to learn more about the subject. We were in the midst of our summer holidays and, we were both waitressing in the dining room for the hordes of visitors who came to the Hall for specialized seminars in clairvoyance and psychic affairs.




  Lydia and I were relaxing in our shared room after finishing the supper period of waitressing and I was on my bed resting, allowing my mind to drift….




  ‘Suddenly, I was aware of a vibration in my body, as if I had been plugged into an electrical socket. I tried to speak, or call for help but nothing came out of my mouth as paralysis gripped my body. I heard the sound of my friend opening a can of coke and made my way towards her, overcome with sudden thirst and wanting to have a drink. But my hands passed right through the aluminum of the can and I stared in astonishment as she raised it to her lips again. With effort, because my throat felt strangely constricted, I called her name, but she seemed to ignore me. When I went to touch her, my fingers went straight through her arm as though she wasn’t there. I turned back to look at my bed and realized that the figure lying prone on the bed was myself. Inexorably, I found myself back in my body. When asking my friend Lydia if she had noticed anything unusual about me, she said she had only been conscious of me whimpering in my sleep. I think this was when I was trying to speak to her, although my vocal chords had been very tight.’




  I experienced other similar cases in my teens. Often, after working a night shift, I would oversleep during the day and astral project onto the ward, notice the new patients and the staff present who seemed totally oblivious of me before someone hammered on my door to tell me that I’d overslept. Appearing on the ward, the new patients whom I had noticed in my astral state would be as I remembered. There were one or two occasions when patients would be sure that I had been on the ward before I had arrived.




  I have always been a little absent minded, but the one factor this experience has taught me is to remember the importance of my physical body. And to always question after an extremely vibrant and vivid dream whether I am fully moored in my physical body again. Without it, it would not be possible to do all the things I do, or even be able to communicate this to you in a form you can understand.




  During my 20s and 30s, I began to keep a note of my OBEs and, because of this they became clearer and more memorable. Later, I came across the work of psychiatrist, Carl Jung and his exploration into dream work, lucid dreaming and near-death experiences (NDEs). Jung postulated that the act of keeping notes of these experiences imprinted them more firmly within the memory.




  During those years of experiential work in the astral world, I journeyed onto the various levels of the astral planes (chapter 2) and met both radiant beings and ones of a darker nature; conversed on an adult level with babies and young children, became caught in a Russian ‘astral body trap’ and journeyed to a subterranean library in South America where records were kept of every human soul that had ever been in existence. I have been awed by an outer space experience, humbled by the wisdom stored in the souls of young children, terrified by the dark forces that exist on the lower astral planes with shadows as deep and long as the bright rays existing on the more enlightened planes that communicate through love and wisdom.




  I am indebted to pioneers whom I have referred to throughout this work. Pioneers, who have been brave enough to record and validate their work on a scientific, spiritual, psychic level and made it possible for those of us interested in the subject to build on a ground that is substantial rather than nebulous.




  My purpose for writing this now, emerges from a need to encourage people to be less afraid of death. Out of all the fears facing us at this time of environmental change and technological revolution, death is still our number one fear. Indeed, my training in psychosynthesis psychology revealed that the three biggest fears of mankind are death. annihilation and non-being. It is possible to see how much of our energy is concerned with building a fortress of beliefs to defend us against the dying process which we perceive as an end state in itself. I have to say that nothing is as easy as making the transition from life to ‘so called’ death, although the dying process itself can be very uncomfortable. As life on our planet is an ongoing evolutionary process, so the soul that is housed in the physical body continues beyond the physical form. Perhaps that is what we fear the most, not the non-being or that physical death is the end, but the awareness that life goes on as the soul progresses. If we did accept this, we would have to take responsibility for our actions. As Buddhism asserts, every act creates karma, and like the ripples on the lake carry on and on through all eternity.




  By nature, we are essentially nomadic. We may not be as tribally nomadic as our ancestors, but few of us can resist the familiar restlessness at the turn of the season as new winds of change sweep in bringing with them fresh impulses. All life forms respond to these powerful transitional forces from the trout returning to their spawning ground, to the vast migratory pathways of the reindeer and caribou, to the homing instincts of the terns and swallows which will navigate perilous distances to reach their destination.
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