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I was very close to both of my parents who were my best friends, and I have lost count of the number of happy times we shared, and all of the creativity and laughter. Like my beloved father Joe, my mother Margaret was so special, and my total inspiration. I would therefore like to dedicate this book to their memory.
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Introduction

The dictionary describes Astral Travel or projection as being an interpretation of an out-of-body experience that assumes the existence of the astral body, which is separate from the physical body and capable of travelling outside it.

So, there are two schools of thought!

The first is that we as human beings have two parts, and can separate them, and the second is that there is only one and that there is no such thing!

A lot of people believe in the later, and for them life is quite simple, but for those of us who have experienced being out of our bodies, try as we might, there only seems to be one rational explanation. We do have an astral or light body, and that we can indeed travel outside of our physical body.

For anyone who experiences this strange phenomenon, it can be a little unnerving to say the least. I for one discovered this ability quite by chance, as the result of a near death experience. There I was floating above myself, and yet I could see myself laying there. There were now two of me, and it has often been said that one is quite enough!

What I have set out to do is to explain just what happened to me, and tried to make sense of it. I must admit to questioning my sanity, although I am not the only one!

We are indeed far more complicated than I first imagined…

Experiencing the Unknown

My very first out of body experience happened when I was at university, and I was struggling at the time. I was born profoundly dyslexic, and had struggled to read and write for years. Fortunately I had wonderful parents, and my mother in particular, had invested a great deal of time and patients in helping me. In those days my condition was not recognised, and without her help I would have been left drifting somewhere between the school diagnosis of either thick or stupid!
There is little point going over my whole life story here, although for those interested it can be found in my book A Way of Being - The Journey to Spiritual Enlightenment. Suffice to say that I had made it to university as a mature student. Along the way I had discovered a musical talent, and was able to play a variety of instruments. Concentrating mainly on the drums, I had courted success with various bands, and then a solo album had seen me try and fail to gain that all important break. I had then bought into a recording studio where I learnt to be a sound engineer, and after several years I had become disillusioned and so sold up and gone to university as a mature student.
It was now November 92’ - barren just like my mind. I still had half a studio back at home and bumped into someone interested in recording some music, which seemed far more viable than my ill-fated attempt at academia. So a meeting was arranged and I was duly picked up the following evening, and off we went to discuss the project at a local pub. I am not much of a drinker, and on this occasion I just had a coke. On the way back my usual car sickness reared its ugly head. I am a very bad traveller, and a whiff of diesel can send my stomach racing. We had only gone half a mile, so the car was duly stopped and out I popped into the Arctic air to let my system calm down.

All of a sudden I was hit by what felt like a beam of light, everything went brilliant white and I felt myself being shot up towards the moon, which was shining out fully in all its splendour. It was an extraordinary feeling, and one so very difficult to explain. The closest that I can come to it, is what it must feel like to be shot out of a cannon at the circus. It was a feeling of total weightlessness, and all I could see was the brilliant white light which had engulfed me. I do not remember any visions, voices or colours, just the light and feeling euphoric love. Every molecule seemed to be vibrating in harmony as I shot upwards. It felt as though there was a great big white trampoline in the sky that looked just like the moon, and I bounced off it without any sensation at all. Everything happened so quickly that I had no chance to think, just feel. If I had, then I would have been terrified!

There was absolutely no fear, just a deep trust and an inner knowledge that I would be safe, as I felt a deep love emanating from within and around me. If I was a religious person then I would be saying that I had quite literally been touched by the Hand of God. There are just no words to describe the whole experience other than to say that I felt different. It could be said that I was feeling the effects of something I had ingested, but I have had a delicate system since a teenager, where at fifteen I had been struck down with Glandular Fever. Somehow I had never fully recovered, and so steered well clear of anything that could upset me. Another side affect was my inability to digest meat or fish, so I have been a vegetarian for most of my life. That has been a blessing in disguise, as health eating combined with my love of animals I believe has made me a better person.
Time actually felt as though it was standing still, and that moment seemed to last for hours, and when I came back to earth only a few seconds had passed. Maybe it could even have had something to do with ley lines, or planetary alignments?

What actually happened was that my soul temporarily left my body. The soul usually does this when we are asleep, as it finds the constraints of the body too restricting. With all that I had, and continued to go through, I can not blame it for wanting to get away!

The extraordinary thing was that it not only decided to return, but I felt a whole lot different afterwards. Somehow, everything seemed to fit better within me. Amazingly my I.Q. had rocketed when it was tested a few weeks later as part of my coursework. It had been tested a few years previously as part of a work evaluation, and the new me began to find most things easy. This was in complete contrast to the old me, who had really struggled with most things. Much to everyone’s and my own amazement, I then sailed through university without any problems achieving good grades. For the first time in my life, my long suffering parents finally had something they could be proud of - my cap and gown!

My next out of body experience happened two years later, when after graduation, I had gone back into music. The new me had managed to acquired a manager who recruited Miss Wirral Globe, who happened to have a good sing voice. A white label 12” single was being recorded in Liverpool, and it looked as though I was about to make that all important breakthrough. There was also a pending recording contract, a single tipped to be a hit, and life had never been better!

Halfway through the recording I began to feel ill. It all started with Glandular Fever, which had plagued me on and off for years. My lymph glands swelled causing neck and abdominal pain, and I began to run an above average temperature. I did my best to ignore it and continued to work. I do remember lying on the couch in the studio as the final mix was being played feeling totally and utterly exhausted.

Finally I was going to be a success, which would make up for all of those disappointments. Being written off as a failure at school still haunted me, although I did managed to acquire a cap and gown, thanks mainly to my wonderful mother’s efforts in those early days. The love and support of my parents had made such a difference, and without them I would have been lost. However, what was about to follow would mean that I would have to rely on them even more than before…

A few days later I was prescribed antibiotics in an effort to get me back on my feet again. Unfortunately I had an adverse reaction to them, which led to complications. I now had a secondary infection, with something the size of a golf ball stuck in my throat. I could hardly breathe and my temperature had risen to 106+°F. The proteins inside the body began to die as my temperature continued to rise towards the fatal 108°F. I had not slept for three days, and was in big trouble and I could feel myself slipping away!

The emergency doctor arrived like a knight in shining armour, and as he entered the room I passed out. It was surreal, as I had the classic out of body experience. There I was standing next to him as he desperately worked to save my life. His name was Dr. Minchell, a man I had never met before, or would ever meet again. If asked he is the sort of man that would say he was only doing his job, but to me he was an angel.

I could see his open medical bag, as he took my temperature, pulse and checked my heart and lungs. My mother was standing besides him and I could feel her love wrapping itself around me. He told her that there was no time to get me to hospital as I could not breathe and that I needed a tracheotomy to open up my airways. Fortunately my heart and lungs were strong and that there was a chance that I could be saved!

It was like watching a medical drama on virtual television, as he worked away. I could see various injections going into my body and sprays into my mouth. To say that I did not look well would be an understatement, but somehow I did not feel at all concerned. If anything, I was more curious than anything else. It all seemed fascinating to me, watching this dedicated professional working so hard to save the life of someone who happened to look just like me!

It seemed to be touch and go for a while, as none of us knew whether the patient would survive. The doctor was trying to get some air into my lungs as my mother continued to transmit love making me feel euphoric. It was now getting to the exciting bit, just like the last penalty in a shoot out to get to the world cup final. Just as the player was about to kick the ball, the screen went blank.

Then there was nothing!

I have no idea what happened next, all I know is that some time later I managed to open my eyes. I was lying in bed at home with my mother sitting on a chair next to me. My throat was incredibly sore and with her help I managed to struggle to the bathroom. The grossest thing I have ever seen came out of my throat and I could breathe freely again.

I spent the next few weeks mostly lying in bed with my mother at my bedside. With my father’s strength, love and support also with me, I continued to get better. I may well have recovered, but unfortunately, at the expense of my musical career. I was just far too ill to carry on…

My recovery was slow, although my left hand felt a little disconnected. It then became cold and numb, and I lost the use of it. This numbness then spread to my legs, and before I knew it, I became paralysed from the neck down. I just could not move a muscle, and this paralysis seemed to come in waves. It felt as though all of the energy was being drained out of my body, and then it felt like I was being plugged into the mains electricity as my whole body tingled as the feeling came back.

During this time I had sporadic paralysis and a diagnosis for Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. I also discovered that you should never be prescribed antibiotics when you have Glandular Fever. They had all but destroyed my nervous and immune systems, and the doctor who had prescribed them had been severely reprimanded by the doctor who had saved my life.

I just felt so lucky to be alive, and although my musical career slipped into what might have been, I realised that money, careers and possessions come and go, but it was the love and support of my wonderful parents that was the most important thing.

My father had also been suffering from a niggling health complaint, and whilst out shopping, my parents had been introduced to someone by a mutual friend who they happened to encounter. He suggested taking Aloe Vera, and arrived at our home the following day. He looked liked a cross between Demis Roussos the 70’s Greek singer, and Crocodile Dundee, and was clutching a big bottle of the natural liquid. It did make a big difference to my father’s health, and he was not the only one…

My parents also mentioned about my illness, and from under the Australian hat, and out from the bushy beard he claimed that he could make a real difference to my life. So, the next day I found myself in his house wondering what I was doing there and more importantly, how he could possibly help me. The whole situation felt very bizarre, and I was asked to lie down on his therapy couch, as he played some weird sounding eastern music, and rang some equally weird looking bells. He then started to put his big hot hands all over me, much to my astonishment!

My eyes felt heavy and began to close, as he worked down as far as possible, up as far as possible and when I thought he was going to put his hands on possible I went to sit up, but found that I could not move.

I was convinced that he was holding me down by the shoulders, and as I took a quick peek, I discovered that he was in fact, working at my feet. It was the weirdest thing that I had ever experienced, as my whole mind and body seemed to have been taken over by a force which I did not understand.

I was still suffering from back problems at the time, just to add to the increasing list of other complaints. Now I was in the grip of what I felt was a type of Voodoo, and half expected that next time I opened my eyes, I would see him dancing around the room shaking a set of animal bones like a Witch Doctor!
When he eventually finished and the strange sensation had left, I hesitantly opened my eyes. Much to my relief he was back to being a Demis Roussos lookalike, and I half expected him to break into song, singing his hit forever and ever!
He just smiled informing me that I had an energy blockage in my head, and that he had released it. I wondered what he was talking about, and when I got up off the therapy couch, to my total and utter amazement, I did feel a lot better.

It turned out that the treatment I had received was my very first Reiki energy healing. (Little did I realise that I would go on to not only be attuned to Reiki, but become a Colour Therapist too).

I thanked him very much, and from that moment on we became firm friends. Steve became my Reiki Master, and introduced me to some other therapists. My health finally began to improve with regular treatments and I received my first Reiki attunement. Having been taken to see various doctors and specialist who could not help me, I had found someone who could. It is very strange to think that by just placing your hands on someone you can heal them, but to my amazement it actually worked!

An improvement to my health was not the only thing to come out of my treatment, for I also discovered that I had some artistic talent. From seemingly out of nowhere, I suddenly became an artist!

This gave me the proverbial new lease of life, and it was not just a type of therapy, as a whole new career. I also began to give Reiki healing at the local centre Steve ran. It was a charity run to help those who could not afford to pay for their treatment, and giving something back made me feel good inside. I felt so much better, although I was in no way free from my health issues, or out of body experiences...
I had struggled round to one of my new therapist friend’s houses, when all of a sudden I began to blackout. I could feel my heart slowing and I forgot how to breathe. My whole body felt numb as I collapsed on the floor. A large brilliant white tube of light suddenly appeared above my head, and like a giant vacuum cleaner, it began to suck me up. I could see my body lying on the floor, as my spirit left it behind, and I was now floating up into the air.

I was soon floating through the house and out into the sky above. I seemed to have a bird’s eye view of the neighbourhood, with my whole being filled with the most wonderful euphoric feeling of love. This euphoric love could be described as divine love, for want of a better description.

Then I heard voices; firstly it was my friend’s panicked voice as she called my mother on the telephone. He’s collapsed what should I do - should I call for an ambulance? Then I could hear my mother calmly reply. No dear, just leave him he’ll be OK in about half an hour! Apparently it was not the first time that this had happened to me, but being as most of the previous few years were full of blanks, I had little knowledge of what had transpired.

From my position on the roof I could see the chimney stack, and started looking at the brickwork. I became interested in one of the bricks, and then I could see the grains of sand within it. I entered a grain, and could see the atoms flying about inside. Then, as I observed them darting about, I became aware of the space they existed in. This space then began to get bigger and bigger until I slipped into it. Everything then opened up as I entered what I can only describe as a cosmic slip stream. This slipstream then took me out into the universe. I could see the Earth and the Moon and then I was off out into space. Our constellation was there and I could see all of the planets, and then they began to get smaller as I could see other constellations.

I was now travelling further and further out and could see the whole Milky Way, spiralling in all of its splendour. It then began to get smaller as other galaxies began to appear, and then these also began to get smaller. Eventually I could see everything, our whole universe from this place of emptiness.

A great understanding suddenly swept over me, as some of the great secrets were revealed. Einstein was right, it is all relative. Everything is just relative to the way that you see it, and experience it. There really is no such thing as time. Time as we know it is just the measurement we have for how long it takes our planet to revolve around the Sun, or the Moon to revolve around the Earth.

If we see things from a distance they appear to be solid, but just like the brick I had been looking at, when you see things close up, they are in a constant state of movement. In our lives we only see what is happening to us now, and if we take a big step away from ourselves we can see what we have done in the past, as well as what we are going to do in the future. Past, present and future all exist in the same time, but it is only in the now that we experience them. Amazingly, the future has already happened it is just that we have not experienced it yet. The past has already been experienced, it is just that we can not remember most of our experiences at this point in time, because we are too busy experiencing other things in the now.

To make all of this even more profound, I realised it was possible to be everywhere and nowhere all at the same time. I could be at home with my parents, at a show, out with friends, all sorts of things all at the same time.

I was still full of the feeling of divine love, and that is when it struck me. What we refer to as God or the Divine Creator is indeed everywhere. It is nothing short of consciousness itself. Consciousness produces thought, and that thought in turn produces energy. When energy vibrates it produces matter. We are all aspects of this Divine Creator, and our mission and purpose is to experience. It is only through experience that we can learn. The only way consciousness can learn is for it to experience through us. The Divine Creator created us to give it the experience of what it had created or in effect to experience itself.

This was indeed very profound stuff, and I was now getting the answers to the big questions. It then occurred to me that I must have chosen my whole life before hand, and I had a vision of sitting in a large room when the life mission was being handed out. I was at the back, and I only put my hand up to ask what the question was, when I suddenly volunteered myself!

I was now able to release all of the emotions I had been carrying, and could give thanks for my experiences. I was so busy enjoying myself, that I hardly noticed a big hand suddenly grab hold of my ankle.

“Oh no you don’t!”

A deep calm voice spoke out.

“You know what you agreed to do, and you can’t get out of it that easily!”

At that moment I realised that the proverbial game was up!
I had to go back, and could not just whiz around the universe enjoying myself. I had work to do, well at least I had signed up for mission life, and that someone had decided that enough was enough!

An instant later I found myself being dragged back into the room, where I could see my body lying there still and silent.

“I’m not going back in there!”

I protested.

“But you have to!”

The voice replied.

“But just look at it, so big and awkward, and it doesn’t work properly either!”

I was still protesting.

“Well you chose it!”

The voice replied.

I then kicked my body just like you would a car tire to see if it was full of air, and this seemed to get it going, as I suddenly remembered how to breathe again, and very reluctantly I re-entered it.

My lungs felt as though they were going to burst, and my heart felt like it was going to explode. Every part of me felt as though it was wired to the mains socket, and I tingle away for a few minute before very reluctantly opening my eyes.

There was panic and tears, as the shock of what I had just put my friend through was relayed to me. I apologised to her, although underneath, I felt just as I had done when I lost my record contract. I was despondent, and just wanted to go back universe hopping.

Everything looked so dull in comparison, and it was as though half of the colour pallet had been taken away, and what remained had all of the energy taken away from it. Instead of really vibrant translucent almost electric colours, it was as though someone had pulled the plug, and everything was now in the off mode.

From that moment on, my life would never quite be the same again!

Over the next few years my life was to take many dramatic twists and turns. I sadly lost both of my parents, and after a disastrous relationship where I suffered severe mental abuse I found happiness.

Catherine arrived in my life like the proverbial breath of fresh air, and now I had finally settled down. I had a career as an artist and also an author and we had moved to a lovely house in Rural Cheshire.
One morning I was awoke from a very deep sleep by our neighbour. It was 6.30am, and it sounded as though she was attempting to break the world record for the loudest front door slam!

It always amazed me how someone so small and slim could make so much noise. I am well over six feet tall, and built like the proverbial out house, and yet I am very light on my feet. I have the habit of entering a room like a ghost and startling people as they do not hear me coming. Our neighbour on the other hand, pleasant as she may be, sounds as though she walks around her house wearing a pair of jackboots!
In my dreams I had been in some far off galaxy on a strange planet, with a creature that shape shifted. It was a bit like being part of the latest science fiction block buster, and I was just getting to the exciting bit, when the front door intervened.

Reality beckoned with the prospect of another day on Earth, much to my relief as the dream had been quite intense. Despite the problems we have on this planet, it was much more pleasurable than being out there with all of those very strange beings. I must admit to having a lot of intense dreams, and on many occasions I can remember them. Sometimes they form the basis for my books, and on others they help me to create my artwork.
Some people say that they never dream, or cannot remember them, whereas I am fortunate in being able to do so. All of my dreams however, are not pleasant, and sometimes I wake up wishing that I was like those other people!

I had not long finished my book Knights of Madness - The Quest for Spiritual truth, which is about a past life. Being so poorly, and having had a near death experience, seemed to have given me access to things which are normally hidden. Stumbling downstairs, I suddenly had the thought that perhaps there was more to my dream than I imagined?

It then suddenly dawned on me that I had been astral travelling. This is a very strange subject, and one which, if you generally start talking about, you end up with the opportunity of doing a lot more talking to the men in white coats!
I then got to thinking that I must have been astral travelling for years, and that most of us do this in our sleep. I also began to recount the strange experiences I had had, which all began to fit nicely into the concept of astral travel. I felt another book coming on, and so, I have done my best to explain about the whole process and make it into The Astral traveller's Guide to the Universe…
Astral Travel
Astral travel or projection as it is sometimes referred to, is an out-of-body experience that assumes the existence of an astral body, which is separate from the physical body, and capable of traveling outside of it. Astral travel denotes the astral body leaving the physical body, and travelling on the astral plane.

The idea of astral travel is portrayed in many religious accounts of the afterlife, in which the consciousness or soul journeys, or ascends to heaven. The spiritual traveler leaves the physical body, and travels in the subtle body (dream body, or astral body) into higher realms. It is associated with near death experiences, and is also frequently reported as spontaneously experienced in association with dreams, illness, surgical operations, drug experiences, sleep paralysis, and forms of meditation.

It is sometimes attempted out of curiosity, or be part of some form of spiritual practice. It may involve travel to higher realms called astral planes, but is commonly used to describe any sensation of being out of the body in the everyday world. It can also involve seeing your own body from outside or above.

Surveys have suggested that at least half of those questioned, have in some way, had this sort of experience. However, it can not be proved scientifically, and relies on the accounts of those who have experienced it.
Well, I have done such a thing, and on many occasions too, although at the time, I was not quite sure just what I was experiencing!

My earliest childhood memories are a bit hazy on the subject, but I did manage to fly by jumping up, flapping my arms and levitating off the ground for a few seconds, or by swinging from a curtain imitating a super hero, only to find that the curtain rail came crashing down, and then having to face an irate parent!

So, apart from flapping arms, or swinging from curtains, what happens when we do fly?
The answer to that question is that in the real sense we do fly when our soul temporarily leaves our body…

That is all very well, but what exactly is the soul, and where does it reside within our body?

Normally, it is assumed that our soul can be found within our head, and is part of our brain, when actually it exists within our whole being. Our whole being or self contains three distinct parts, which are our mind, body, and spirit/soul.

We are in fact, a complex coalition of these three component parts. First there is the mind, which actually exists within every cell of our body - the brain is just the processor. It is hard to imagine that 99% of the body is actually empty space. The second part is the body, which is the vessel which carries the mind and soul/spirit. The third and most important part is the spirit/soul. The soul exists in the empty space within the body, and in what is termed as the auric field.

For those who are not familiar with the auric field, it is an energy field which surrounds the human body. It can be seen by psychics and photographed by a Kirlian Camera. The camera is named after Semyon Kirlian who in 1939 accidentally discovered that if he connected a voltage to a photographic plate the image showed the energy fields around the human body. These energy fields look like layers of coloured energy, and these colours represent the emotional state of the person being photographed at that given moment.
All three component parts live in a coalition, and each has its own identity. The soul exists in the body where it relinquishes its freedom to be contained within it. When the body is asleep the soul leaves as it finds the constraints of the body too restricting, and recharges its proverbial batteries. On certain occasions the soul can also leave the body in a waking state. This out of body experiences is referred to as consciousness raising.

The dream state is the nearest that we can normally experience this, as we are in our light body. The light body is our pure energy state, and it can not only be seen, but also manipulated.

This is the basic information, although if we are considering the subject of astral travel, then we need to go into far greater detail. It is important to not only have an understanding of how we exist within our basic three component parts, but also we need to know more about the subject if we are to undertake astral travel.
If you consider that the human body is just a vessel, and what we term as life, as being conscious, then the body is only conscious when it is inhabited by the soul.

Only about 10% of the brain is conscious, as the remaining 90% is made up of the subconscious. The subconscious is the mysterious grey matter, which a lot of scientists and medical experts have difficulty understanding. There are many different theories, and the basic question posed is:

If we only use about 10% of our brain then what do we do with the other 90%?
The answer is that the other 90% is where our memories are stored. Everything that we have ever thought, or experienced is recorded, and this recording, never ceases from the moment our soul enters our body before birth, until the moment it leaves after death.

This is where the difficulty lies, as we are far more complicated than just being a lump of flesh and blood which can think for itself. Consciousness has been eloquently described by René Descartes as I think, therefore I am, however, there is a far more important part of us which is referred to as the higher self.


