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You’re invited to follow a
young woman’s journey through the effects of severe toxemia of
pregnancy which led to two out of body experiences in one
day.

Let’s begin!
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Toxemia

 


 


On September 22, 1988 I had
two out of body experiences on the same day. In 1988 I wrote a
story about my experiences with toxemia. I was 7 months pregnant
with my son. My doctor told me I had toxemia. Today, the dictionary
definition of toxemia of pregnancy is an abnormal condition of
pregnancy characterized by hypertension,

fluid retention, edema, and the presence of
protein in the urine.

 


 


In June 2019 my nephew,
Daniel, asked me to tell him about my out of body
experience.

I was excited about
revisiting that event in my life, so I searched for the story among
my items. I found the handwritten story I wrote back in 1988 in my
basement and shared one of the out of body experiences with him. I
remembered sending the story to a magazine back then, but I never
heard back from the magazine.

 


 


I had never had an out of
body experience before my pregnancy and I have not had an out of
body experience since my pregnancy. Now, 31 years later looking
back over the experience I am publishing my story. I have added to
my original story as the events have related to my life.

 


 


I was at one of my routine
doctor’s visit. “I’m not having any trouble at all with this
pregnancy,” I assured the doctor. It had been a relatively easy
pregnancy. I had not experienced any morning sickness or had any
complications up to that time. But shortly after that visit
everything changed.

 


 


My husband, Courtney, first
noticed the swelling in my feet on Saturday September 17, 1988. I
agreed with him and noticed the swelling in my hands and face as
well.

 


 


A pregnancy book I was
reading mentioned that swelling of the hands and feet sometimes
occurred. The remedy was to stay off your feet and keep them
elevated so that is what I did. On Monday there seemed to be more
swelling in my face, hands, and feet. I wasn't in any pain, though
there was some discomfort from the swelling. I thought the swelling
would go down in a few days and I would be fine.

 


 


On Thursday morning,
September 22nd, I awoke early to take my husband to work so I could
use the car. My husband was in the military and he made
arrangements to get a ride home from a friend. Once I returned
home, I felt more discomfort from my swollen hands, feet, and face.
Being extremely tired I went back to sleep.

 


 


Thump! “Ugh!!” I moaned. I
was on the floor. I thought to myself, “that was dumb, I fell out
of the bed. I hope I didn't hurt the baby.” I slowly opened my eyes
and they quickly closed shut. Suddenly, pain shot through my entire
body. I started shaking uncontrollably.

 


 


My teeth clinched tightly
together, and I could not open my mouth. I was scared. As I was
lying on the floor in agony unable to move, I thought, “Jesus help
me!” My body suddenly became limp. All the pain stopped and there
was no feeling in my body. I heard a high pitch ringing sound for a
moment and then it was complete silence. I felt myself rise slowly
up out of my body towards the ceiling of the bedroom. I felt
lightweight and free. No pain or discomfort from the swelling. I
stared at my body lying on the floor. Instead of feeling panic at
the sight of my body not moving on the floor, I felt peace and
tranquility.

 


 


As I hovered in the air not
knowing how I was able to do this, I calmly looked all around our
bedroom. I looked back again at my lifeless body on the floor.
While staring at my body this thought came to me, “I guess, I'm
dead.” Then, I started to slowly descend from the ceiling back into
my body. Once I was back in my body, I opened my eyes, however, I
felt very exhausted and unable to move.

 


 


I don’t know how long I laid
on the floor before I was able to rise up to move. I had to crawl
in order to move about the house. I saw spinning wheels with
colorful lights before my eyes.

 


 


I remembered thinking how
beautiful the lights were. I felt extremely tired and desired more
sleep. Afraid of falling out of the bed again I crawled into the
baby’s room and curled up on the floor to sleep.

 


 


The next thing I remembered
was my husband Courtney touching my shoulder and asking me if I was
alright. He helped me up to a sitting position. I told him I fell
out of the bed and I think I had a seizure. Courtney said he was
going to change his clothes and take me to the hospital.

 


 


“Oh!!” I gasped. I began to
have another seizure as violent as the first one. This time there
wasn't a high pitch sound, and I could hear the sounds in the room.
I felt myself leave my body again and ascend to the ceiling. I
could see my husband holding me in his arms. He was calling my name
trying to awaken me, but I was not responding. It felt so good to
be free from the pain, swelling and weakness. Warmth and peace
flooded me again. I casually looked around our baby's
room.

 


 


Then, my eyes focused on my husband holding
me. I was emotionally detached from the scene.

 


 


It was like I was an
observer, and I had no feelings for my husband's distress or for my
motionless body in his arms. Once again, the thought came to me, “I
guess I’m dead, now.” Just like before, I descended slowly from the
ceiling back into my body and opened my eyes. I felt totally
exhausted.

 


 


My next memory was riding in
an ambulance to the hospital. The woman in the ambulance was
speaking with urgency in her voice. I kept dozing off and waking
up. In the hospital I heard someone say, “We are taking her to Good
Samaritan hospital. They have a team waiting for her there.” I was
placed in a helicopter and flown to Good Samaritan.

 


 


A group of people met me at
the door and quickly wheeled me down the hallway. The third and
final seizure attached my body. One man said, “hold on, hold on!” I
remembered thinking, “I, I … can’t.”

 


 


I awakened in a hospital bed
in time to see a nurse usher my husband out of the room. The doctor
explained to me that he was going to put the IV needle in my neck.
“You’re going to feel a little sting,” warned the
doctor.

 


 


For some reason I could not
cry out, so I whimpered in pain.

The doctor said I had severe
toxemia and if he didn’t deliver the baby I would die. “We’re going
to induce labor.” As I listened to him, I was very much afraid. The
doctor went on to explain toxemia and its symptoms to
me.

 


 


I could hardly concentrate
on what he said. I heard the word die and focused solely on that
word. I was thinking, “I’m only 28 years old. I don't want to die.”
But the fear of death swept over me. I thought, “I won’t see my
husband again. I won’t see my family again. I’ll never see my
baby.”

 


 


When my husband returned to
the hospital room, he kissed me. His presence and his smile made me
feel a sense of peace.

 


 


The next day was September
23, 1988. The doctor said the baby’s heartbeat was irregular and I
would not be able to have the baby vaginally. I was taken into the
delivery room. Courtney held my hand while the C-Section was
performed. The Lord blessed us with a 3-pound 13 oz baby boy. We
named him Courtney after his father.

 


 


That night I prayed to Jesus
with all my heart pleading and begging him to heal me and take care
of our baby in the
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