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‘There is no death—only change!’


J. Legget (died 1916)
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Preface


As a psychic, I have been privileged to have numerous encounters with astral dwelling souls. They have enlightened me in every sense of the word about their experiences in the planes after death.


When a soul first leaves its body, it falls into a sleep-like state and awakens on the plane of the astral world suitable for it. I am often questioned about this term ‘plane’, and the nearest answer is a ‘state’ of vibration. For example, sound waves; ultra-violet waves from the sun; rays from an electric lamp; all of these are invisible, each interpenetrating, yet do not affect or interfere with each other. So it is with the planes in the astral world.


Dwelling on each plane are the souls appropriate to live and operate there according to their spiritual evolution: ‘In my Father’s House there are many mansions.’


Recently I was lecturing on Remembrance Day. As I stood there considering my approach, I became aware of a young man. With my psychic vision, I saw him clearly and began to relay what he told me of his death in the 1914-18 war. ‘My name is James,’ he began, and went on to tell his experiences after death at the age of twenty.


On my journey home, I was still conscious of him. When I settled into my armchair to gather my thoughts, he again came close. We exchanged pleasantries, and I thanked him for helping me earlier with the lecture. We even shared a few jokes! Over the next few days I got to know this likeable soul well, and a bond developed between us.


One day he asked if I would consider writing a book about his life, not his tragically short one on our plane, but in the planes he has moved through since passing. ‘You’ve picked the wrong one here,’ was my initial reply. However, after much persuasion from Jim and with my insistence that he would have to help a great deal, I agreed to accept this challenge. I did not fully recognize, and perhaps just as well, what a major task it would be. Yet, I am glad I embarked on it because, as Jim pointed out, I was helping him as well as learning so very much myself.


I set aside a certain time each day, and painstakingly the book took shape. Before each session started, I first prayed for guidance, and Jim drew close. I sensed his slapping me on the shoulder and heard his special greeting of ‘Ready then?’


You will find some discrepancy in style owing to the way Jim communicated the book to me. He placed pictures in my mind and left me to interpret them.


What follows are the direct accounts of Jim’s passing from our earth plane and his experience in the life hereafter. Many times I have questioned the validity of my becoming the author of them! Some portions are like uncut diamonds, similar to Jim himself, a little rough around the edges. Other parts are more like pearls, pearls of wisdom from the guides and teachers who aided him. He soon discovered he had much to learn.


I have done my best to string together these rough diamonds and pearls, these gems; and I sincerely hope their beauty and truth will enhance your lives as they have mine.


S. TUROFF
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I DIED IN THE BATTLE OF THE SOMME.


These were the first dramatic words James Legget communicated. He continued to explain his passing at the age of twenty.


It was August 1914. I was just eighteen years old when the war broke out. Like most youths, I was eager to join the army and was lucky enough to be accepted, or so I thought at the time. Little did I realize I would not be coming back.


In November of that year, leaving a home where I had been lovingly cared for, I went into the camp at Caterham. This I found rather hard because I missed the comforts of home. That autumn was to be one of the wettest I had ever experienced. We were bedded down in rough army tents with only an oilcloth sheet and a couple of blankets.


The wooden huts which were being erected for the winter were only in the early stages of construction. We were kept under canvas, sleeping on the ground, until quite late in the autumn.


New orders were posted telling us we were to move into the Chelsea barracks. This cheerful news gave us something to celebrate because it meant that we were to be billeted under proper cover. Having finished our basic training, the regiment was posted overseas where we put our training into action.


In the coming year I had many lucky escapes but lost numerous close friends on the battlefield before fate was to strike the final blow. By 1916 my time was fast running out. I was brought forward to the trenches. The Huns were shelling our lines and no-man’s-land in front of them. We waited for the attack we knew would follow the barrage. There was fierce hand-to-hand fighting, but we beat them back with little loss on our side. The word went down the line that we were to counter-attack before the Huns could regroup.


As darkness approached, the battleground was silent, apart from a few exploding shells which lit up the night sky. I made sure to keep my head down because the Hun snipers didn’t need much light to hit their target. Suddenly the whistle was blown, and the cry went up, ‘Up and at ‘em lads!’


We were full of the fighting spirit created by the unique comradeship only found in this kind of situation. This was the moment we had been waiting for. Bayonets fixed we surged over the parapet. It was no surprise to the Huns we were coming because they chucked everything at us except the kitchen sink.


As we advanced across no-man’s-land, I was hit in the chest by a piece of shell. I lay on the ground in agony for hours. Dawn crept over the land, and I felt continuous waves of men stumbling over me as they went forward.


After a time I fainted from loss of blood. I came to later as the sun was setting. There was an uncanny mist that covered everything. I prayed a shell would hit me and put me out of my agony because the excruciating pain was too much to bear. Again I fainted. When I recovered I felt dazed but experienced little pain and no longer felt weak and tired. I put my hand to my chest to determine how much damage had been done by the shrapnel. To my amazement there was not a tear in my tunic. I hauled myself up with great difficulty because I was in complete darkness. Although they sounded distant, I heard the guns and clamour around me. After a while I became used to the darkness, which resembled a thick mist, and saw amidst it dark shadows flitting to and fro. Other shadows lay still. I decided to move on; I didn’t want to get caught or to be cut off from the rest of the lads.


What happened next is difficult to explain. It was like a dream in which you try to move and are unable to. Something prevented me from moving more than one or two feet. I felt around and discovered a cord had attached itself to me in some mysterious way. I caught hold of it and tugged, but could not loosen it. I ran my hands down until I came to the place where it ended as an indistinguishable dark shape. This puzzled me a great deal and made me feel uneasy, even scared. I sat down to think things over.


Head in hands, I frantically tried to decide what to do next. Suddenly I heard voices close by and, on recognizing a friend, I called out to him; but no answer. As I pulled myself to my feet I shouted, ‘I’m here!’ The voices grew louder and two shadowy forms moved nearer.


‘Look out!’ I cried as they walked straight through me. They knelt down near the shadowy heap to which I was attached, and one seemed to be doing something to it. I was puzzled and thought I must be delirious, but at least they had found me. I suddenly heard one of the shadows cry out, ‘He’s gone, poor fellow, we’d better get him back.’ I wondered about whom they were talking. They both bent down and to my amazement they picked up the shadowy heap to which I was attached. As they moved off I was pulled with them by this mysterious cord. I was screaming at them to stop, ‘For Christ’s sake, what are you doing? I can see you, I can hear you, why don’t you answer me?’ But this was to no avail.


Then the words of one of the shadows came flooding back: ‘He’s gone poor fellow.’ I kept saying to myself, ‘But I can’t be dead, I can hear and see; maybe not very well, but I can see.’ I hoped and prayed they were mistaken. They stopped by a low building and still held the shape to which I was attached.


A new voice spoke, ‘Don’t bring him here, he’s been dead for a time. Put him round the back with the rest for burial.’ I vaguely remember hearing the words of the burial service, then silence. The shadows turned to go, and for the last time I heard my friend’s voice, ‘He was a decent sort.’


The voices gradually faded into the mist and I heard no more. I slowly ran my hands over my body and face. I still had a body, but yet they must have buried something. By now the realization that I might actually be dead slowly began to dawn on me. I was terribly confused and afraid. I wondered what on earth would happen next. If I were dead, where was heaven? I began to cry uncontrollably and uttered, ‘Dear God, please help me. I know I never went to church, but I always tried to be good.’


Strangely, my fear turned to anger. My whole body began to pulsate. I wanted desperately to be free from this cord and my anger gave me the strength to do something about it. I took hold of it and pulled. I can’t easily describe how I felt next. There was a lightness in my body and mind. I felt clear for the first time since I’d been hit. I was now free!


I looked about myself and gazed across to where the cries of war were coming from. I could see many shapes running, falling. Some got up, others just lay there. I noted one in particular. As I watched, I saw a fine mist pour out of it and mould itself into the figure of a man who hovered above the dark shape. With astonishment, I assumed this must have happened to me. I then saw a completed figure which had a fine silver cord extending from it that joined the shadow below. I continued watching. The man began to stir and struggle. Obviously he was unable to understand what was happening, much as I had been. I thought, ‘Poor sod, perhaps I can at least help him in some way or other.’


It didn’t take long to reach him. As I approached, I heard his crying as he struggled. I shouted, ‘Don’t panic! I’ll help you.’ At the same time I was thinking, ‘God knows how as you’re much bigger than me.’ He saw me and began to scream, ‘Help me, mate, what’s happened to me?’ ‘Well,’ I said, ‘I think we’re dead!’


‘Don’t be a daft bastard,’ he shouted. ‘How can I be? I’m talking to you! How can I be dead? Everyone knows that when you’re dead, you’re dead.’


‘Well, mate,’ I said, ‘just stop to think. Can you move from where you are?’ Suddenly a look of horror crept across his face. ‘No,’ came his reply, ‘I can’t. Something’s holding me. I think it’s some type of line.’


I put my arms around his chest. ‘Pull, come on!’ I shouted. With one almighty heave, he broke free from the dark shadow lying on the ground. He came away from his dark shape much quicker than I had from mine. I don’t know how or why, but he did. He was free, and so was I. Thus began our journey into the new life.


‘My name is James, but my friends call me Jim,’ I said to him. He responded, ‘Well old pal, I’m Bill, Bill Barnes. But my friends call me The Bear.’ One look at him and I understood why. But in spite of his size, I saw the fear on his face and the bewilderment in his eyes.


‘Let’s talk,’ he said. We walked on a bit as I explained how I’d come to this place and how I’d watched his arrival. ‘It’s ridiculous. I can’t be dead!’ said Bill. ‘I’ve got a wife and three kids. What will they do without me?’ ‘I don’t know,’ I said, ‘I just don’t know. There must be an answer to all this.’ We carried on walking.


‘The way I see it, we can’t be the only ones to have died. There must be others. By the way, have you noticed that it’s neither light nor dark here, just misty? I don’t know if it’s day or night, or what time it is. Let alone what’s happening.’


The ground underneath our feet was hard. The sounds of war diminished steadily behind us. We made our way through the mist. I stopped and turned to Bill, ‘I think we’re lost and I don’t know which way to go.’ But Bill wasn’t listening, he was looking in another direction. ‘What’s up?’ I asked.


‘There’s a light coming towards us,’ Bill replied. ‘Perhaps it’s help.’ Slowly the light grew in size, and I heard voices within it. ‘Can you hear that Bill?’ I whispered. ‘Yes, I can. There are people behind the light. Look, there are several people here. Perhaps they can help.’


I called out, ‘Hello, there! Can you see us?’ ‘Yes,’ came the reply. An officer stepped forward with another gentleman who was dressed unlike anyone I had ever seen. ‘Hello, sir,’ I said. ‘Could you tell us what has happened and where we are?’ The officer replied, ‘All will be explained later. First we have to move on from here.’


We followed the captain and the strange man who carried a light. As we walked, we stopped occasionally to gather others who were in the same situation as ourselves. As we walked further the mist cleared, and the earth became softer underfoot. The scenery began to change; trees came into view. There was no sun, but it was warm. As we continued I noticed rough, browny-green patches of grass and some partly demolished buildings which I assumed were remnants of the war.


We approached a large Nissen hut where a group of young soldiers waited nervously at the entrance. I turned toward Bill to ask what he thought of this. But, as he was smiling, I instead asked, ‘What’s so funny?’ He answered, ‘I’m just thinking. Is this where they dish out the wings and harp? If so, they’d better be pretty big for me!’


‘Don’t kid yourself, soldier!’ a voice answered. We turned to see the captain standing there. He continued, ‘You may have a pretty good idea of what’s happened to you, but let me make it quite clear. All of us are dead, well, dead to the physical world anyway. I’ve been here quite a time helping people like yourselves adjust to a new home. I know you’ve got a lot of questions which I assure you will be answered. Now I want you all to go into the building, where you’ll find seats. Just sit back and relax.’ The captain moved off with the gentleman carrying the light.


We entered a large, noisy hall with hundreds of chairs, mostly filled with men but a few with women. Some people talked, others laughed or cried. Some just stared silently ahead. There was a rostrum at the front of the hall. I turned to Bill and said, ‘I hope we get answers here to our questions.’


Suddenly music filtered through the air, and a hush came over the hall. I can’t describe the sound, but its effect was one of peace and calm. I looked across to Bill and saw the fear fade from his face. A peace came over everyone in the hall. After ten or twenty minutes the music stopped.


The voice of a tall officer rang out from the rostrum, ‘Good-day ladies and gentlemen. My name is Marsh, and I want to explain where you are. You have noticed by now that something has happened to you. You have experienced a change of location, and also now realize this place is very real.


‘You are in the intermediate stage between heaven and earth called the astral plane, but don’t cloud your minds too much for the moment because it is a place of rest and adjustment. It will be like going back to school. You have much to learn here. This plane will have been a shock for many of you because you have seen that life is continuous. What you call death is simply a change of location.


‘The hall you’re in is one of many established within the lower astral plane to help those who die in battle. Here you are assisted in accepting this transitional stage of your new life. You may be wondering about the enemy. If this is happening to me, what of him? Well, God does not discriminate. You will come to understand later that all are his children.


‘When you leave you will be split into groups and taken to billets. There will be someone assigned to your group who will talk to you about yourselves. You will then learn how to use your willpower, because it is the will of the individual that becomes potent in this life. I want you to look on the back of your chairs where there is a number which you must remember in leaving the hall. I will be addressing you again at a later date, but for now I will say goodbye.’


We made our way to an exit. I looked around to see where Bill was and caught sight of him just behind me. ‘Alright Bill?’ I asked. ‘Sure, Jim. What number have you got?’ enquired Bill. ‘Would you believe 1901?’ I replied. ‘It adds up to my age. First we’re given a number on entering the army. Now that we’re dead, we’re bloody well given another.’


I was interrupted by a shout, ‘All those with numbers between 1900 and 1950, please follow me.’ I looked up to discover that the voice belonged to a sergeant. I commented to Bill, ‘We can’t even get away from them here.’ ‘You’re right,’ said Bill, ‘but I think we had better follow him.’ We made our way across some fields and approached a large hut.


‘Well, lads,’ said the sergeant, ‘you’ll be billeted here for now. Inside you will find beds so make yourselves comfortable. I will be back soon.’ On entering I saw beds on either side of the room and made for one of them while Bill took the one next to me. I turned to Bill and said, ‘I think I’ll lie down.’


I got on the bed and began to relax while thoughts of the last few hours passed through my mind which led me to think further back. I wonder if my Mum knows I’m dead. She will be heartbroken when she hears. She didn’t want me to join the army, but I would not listen. Oh! Mum, I’m so sorry. If only I had listened, I would not be here now and unable to tell you that I am alive, yet dead. I felt myself sinking into some sort of depression when I heard the sergeant’s voice. It was as if he’d been reading my thoughts.


‘Right lads,’ he said, ‘may I have your attention? You have a lot to learn, and the quicker we get started the better. The first thing you’re going to miss is those you love. This will take some time to get over, but with our help and your self control, you will master these emotions. I’m going to leave you now so that you can rest, but I will be back in a few hours.’ With that the sergeant left.


I was very tired so I lay back on the bed and drifted off to sleep. I woke to the sergeant’s voice. ‘Wakey, wakey, rise and shine. Come on, you lot, get yourselves up.’ I felt refreshed and calm after the sleep. When I got up I realized I was still wearing the same clothes I had on when I arrived, but strangely neither I nor they had any smell.


Bill called out to me, ‘Are you all right, Jim?’ I looked across to him, ‘Yes, mate. I’m all right, but I wonder what they have in store for us next. How are you coping?’ ‘Not too bad,’ he replied. ‘It took me a little time to get to sleep, but I feel very good considering I’m dead.’


I remember saying out loud that he was a bit of a joker. Just then the sergeant called us to order, ‘Let’s have you outside now, in lines of twos. It doesn’t do to keep the teacher waiting.’ ‘Well, here we go again,’ I thought to myself as we marched.


I couldn’t help noticing the look of apprehension on every face as we approached a church-like building. We went inside and took our seats. In front of us was an altar, table and two chairs. We did not have to wait long before the captain announced himself, ‘Good-day gentlemen. Just in case you have forgotten my name, it’s Marsh, Captain Marsh. I will not be addressing you myself but will hand you over to someone who has been in this world a lot longer than I, someone who has evolved to the higher planes of the astral world. What you are about to witness will come as a shock to you, but it is quite natural over here.’


All eyes centred on the captain and everyone wondered what would come next. Suddenly a whirling mist appeared from nowhere. It began to shape itself into the form of a man and shimmered from head to foot as it solidified. In front of us stood a man where only a moment ago was empty space. I looked around for everyone’s reaction. I think they were as amazed as I was. ‘Gordon Bennet, what next?’ I thought. ‘Gentlemen,’ said the captain, ‘I now hand you over to the teacher.’


‘Obviously, I have your attention,’ said the teacher. ‘I can’t think of a better way of getting that than an impressive entrance. First, I want to speak to you about your new environment. You are on the fourth of seven astral planes. Each plane differs from the others by the manifestation, density, and velocity of its basic essence. Your physical body varies in a way that determines your spiritual growth, which is what your soul is always seeking. Many of you literally starve your souls and, for example, allow your minds to become entirely engrossed and dominated by materialism.


‘The soul is always called on to look up, not back. It must carry hope and love at the helm of your life. This is not always easy. Even with effort you do not always live up to these ideals, yet to make an effort is always a step in the right direction.


‘My dear friends, you have died in war, and your conscious minds have created hatred for the enemy as they have for you. But you are your thoughts, and these thoughts of hatred hold back your development. Your own worst enemy is you, not the soldiers you faced across the battlefield. It is in the battlefield of life where you must build your character in preparation for your next stage.


‘As it is, you have been thrown into this world before your time - like an apple that is plucked before it ripens. For many of you the experience of an untimely passing is just this - a bitter taste. So it is our wish to help the ripening of your individuality for your soul’s development. Look no further than yourselves because many of the answers lie within.


‘Now I would like you to concentrate on what I say. You have been told there are seven planes. Likewise you have seven bodies. One of these was the physical body which you discarded when you left the earth plane. Here on the fourth astral plane, your astral body is learning to vibrate in accordance with the vibrations here. These are finer and faster than those on the earth plane. This explains why things here are as tangible and real as on earth. We aim to help you adjust and harmonize with the vibrations of your new environment.


‘You are on the second stage of your conscious life, and as the third and fourth planes are only slightly finer than the earth plane, it is our endeavour that you move on to the fifth plane. This will occur when you refine your mental and emotional vibrations. I come from the seventh plane where matter vibrates faster and is more refined than here. You may wonder how I am able to visit your plane.


‘The answer is simple. I have learned to wind down my vibrations in order to work on the lower planes. By using my power of thought, I can wind down enough to materialize here and talk with you. Well, this is quite enough for your first lecture. You will recall these words when you begin to rethink your first lesson. There is no need to take notes here. May the Great Spirit bless you until we meet again.’


With these words the teacher began to dematerialize in front of us. When he had gone, I thought about his strange explanations. Many seemed to be out of a story book. I had so much to learn and felt I understood so little. The captain stood up and asked if there were any more questions, and a few hands went up.


The captain pointed to one young man, who stood up and said, ‘My name is George Taylor. Is there a God, sir?’ The captain replied, ‘Yes, George. There is a God, and we will explain later about the God force which is within all things.’


He then pointed to someone sitting at the back who stood up and said, ‘My name is Tom Richardson. Will I be able to see my wife and talk to her, sir?’ I immediately felt a concern within this soul. ‘Tom,’ said the captain, ‘you have been told you will be allocated a special guide who will teach you how to communicate with all your loved ones.’


Tom remained standing and cried, ‘Well, that’s not good enough. I want to see her now.’ His head sank low into his hands, and he cried like a child. ‘That’s enough, soldier,’ said the captain. ‘Control yourself.’ I sensed a strong will in the captain’s voice but one tempered with understanding and sympathy. Tom lifted his head, ‘I’m sorry, sir. I don’t know what came over me.’


The captain said, ‘I understand how you feel. We all go through this at some time or another. But I can assure you, you will be all right. I left behind two children, the eldest only five. But I am able to communicate with them and my wife using a spiritually aware person on earth called a medium.


‘Your guides will include this information in your practical lessons in order to help you through occasional stages of remorse which most of you will experience. I think we had better stop now, gentlemen. If you would like to stand and move outside, you will find your sergeant waiting for you.’


After we were dismissed, we made our way back to our billets. I lay on my bed and tried to take in all that had been said. There was so much going on inside my head that I quickly tired. I closed my eyes and fell immediately into a deep sleep. When I woke, I had an increased sense of strength such as I’d never felt before. ‘God, it’s wonderful to be alive,’ I thought.


I laughed aloud to myself, ‘What am I talking about? I’m dead!’ Yet I felt more alive than I ever had. I walked over to the window, looked out and thought it must never get dark here because it was still daylight. I went back, sat on the bed and easily recalled what the teacher had said earlier. This was strange because I had never had a good memory. I looked across at Bill, who still slept. Let him rest.


After sitting around for some time and feeling rather bored, I suddenly realized that I had not seen past the boundary of the hall. Surely there must be more. I made my way to the door and opened it quietly in order not to disturb anyone. I proceeded towards the church and kept it as a landmark so that I would not get lost. As I walked on, I felt a warmth that radiated from every direction. I looked up, thinking it must be the sun, but the sun was nowhere to be seen nor was there a cloud in the sky. I had not looked before, which now seemed very strange. But, then again, what wasn’t strange in this place? As I walked further, I saw other people. Some were young couples walking arm-in-arm; obviously, they had come together since coming here. How happy they looked!


On reflection I remembered that I had never had a steady girlfriend; but what I had never had I wouldn’t miss. It was such a beautiful day I made my way to a nearby spinney. When I approached, I saw that the trees were fine and upright. Nestled at their bases were daffodils and bluebells which brightly flourished into a crescendo of colour growing side by side within the grass. The air was saturated with the sweet scent of honeysuckle and lavender.


The carpet of flowers before me was so inviting that I sat with my back against one of the trees and began to relax. I noticed the trees were in full bloom, mirroring my frame of mind. As I daydreamed I began to drift off to sleep, but was interrupted by a voice.


On looking around, I was amazed to discover an Oriental standing immediately behind me. ‘Don’t be afraid,’ he said, ‘I’m here to help you. Let me introduce myself. My name is Chan, and I have been nominated to work as your guide. Even though we’re of different races, there will be no language barriers between us.’


I looked him up and down and admired his splendid clothes. The colours were vivid as though they were alive. I wondered where he was from. ‘From the sixth plane where I live, of course,’ he said.


‘Hey, I never spoke. How did you know what I was thinking?’ ‘I can read your thoughts,’ he answered. ‘Here it’s not necessary to speak. You too will learn to use your higher senses for speech.’ ‘But you’re talking to me now?’ I questioned.


‘Of course I am. Although I can use the power of my mind, it does not mean I wish to lose the power of speech. There is a lot for us to discuss, but first, let me finish what we’ve started. When you first came over to this life, you brought your personality and all of its experiences with you. One of those experiences was your ability to talk and communicate on earth. You will not lose your old experiences. You can’t lose them because they are part of your character. Life is about building one’s character, and experiences are the building blocks of the character.


‘Could you imagine a God of love taking a four-year-old child out of nursery and putting him into university? The child would be totally lost because he would be unable to comprehend his new environment. In order to understand the university stage correctly, he has to go through nursery, primary and secondary schools first. The next stage is then automatic, and the quest for education follows smoothly. It is the same for you because you cannot go from physical death straight into the spirit plane. The adjustment would be too great for you. You are taken through the astral planes in stages. Each one educates you for the next. You will have to re-adjust your old ideas of earth schooling, but I will be your teacher and help you with learning new ideas.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
the true story of one man’s journey
into the afterlife - as told to ‘psychic surgeon’

Z
m
%
<
&
3]

‘One of the best books o/ this genre.





OEBPS/images/publisher.jpg
¢

CLAIRVIEW





