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Introduction


Over a period of seventeen months in 1943–44 in Budaliget, Hungary, four friends were regularly visited by angels. A month before the final visit, in October 1944, they recorded the following message.







Heaven descends.


We are the walls, you, the foundation.


If you are not at the mountain peak,


Our feet step into emptiness


And the new Home drifts.


The only error which your heart can commit . . .


Is to not be at the peak,


For then our feet step into emptiness.










My beloved ones, is it so difficult


To reach the mountain peak?


It is beneath the depths of the seas,


And it is far beyond the seas.


It is above, high above:


In the depths of the heart.1










Life is a journey of the heart. And whether we, in our more trusting moments head directly for the mountain peak, or at times of less certainty are afraid to leave the valley floor, we are never alone. The angels are always there awaiting our call. Seen or unseen, heard or unheard, these loving luminous beings are never more than a breath away, ever ready to shower us with their grace. But as they say, if we are not at the peak, their feet step into emptiness.


Almost always we must be willing to make the first move ourselves—angels are great respecters of our freedom to act and will generally not enter our lives unless invited. But learning to ask from the heart for guidance and help can be incredibly difficult in a culture which values success, self-sufficiency and control above all else. It can be terrifying having to relinquish control, admit that we need help, and then have to trust that help is really at hand. Unfortunately we are often brought to our knees before we even consider such trust to be an option. This is probably why many first experiences happen at times of physical, mental or spiritual crisis. At such times we are compelled to surrender and admit we cannot function on grit alone. And only then, at that moment of openness and vulnerability, do we allow their warmth to penetrate.


But there is an easier way. We could set off on this path before the crisis eventuates. Every day many of us block contact with angels by ceaseless noise, chatter and activity. One possible starting point for opening up this contact could be to set aside quiet time for prayer, meditation, contemplation, and other spiritual practices. When I look back at my own life it is clear that any major positive change has always come about after an extended period of stillness. This has happened so often that I now recognise stillness as a doorway through which angels love to step. What I have learned is that we need consciously to create a sacred space in our lives into which angels are welcomed. First contact may seem fleeting—a momentary flare in the darkness—but even the briefest experience of their light can fill us with rapture and hope, and give purpose and meaning to the dullest of lives.


The memory of such an experience can be inspirational at any time, and when life is difficult it can be a saving grace. We all have our ups and downs, even those who have been on a spiritual path for many years. Once when seeking angelic advice for a friend who had become depressed I was shown the image of a circle. I was told that my friend was in the centre, unaware of anything but the surrounding darkness of her confusion and despair, while just outside this dark sphere all was golden light. The message was clear: however alone she might have felt, she had not been abandoned. Even though she was unable to see beyond her gloom at that particular time, she was being reminded that the light was still there.


This vivid image brought to mind the opening scene in Plato’s allegory of the cave. In The Republic, Plato invited us to imagine a dark subterranean world where prisoners spent their entire lives with their legs and necks shackled, facing the back wall of a cavern. A fire burned at some distance behind them so the only activity to be seen was the reflected shadow play on the wall in front of them. This dark world of shadows was their only reality.


Plato explored this image further by asking us to imagine that one of these prisoners was freed from his fetters and illusions, taken past the fire, out of the cave and into the sunlight. At first the man was afraid and could only make sense of this light in terms of the shadow play he’d been used to in the darkness of past experience. But after accustoming himself to the beauty of the new world he came to understand that the objects he saw were, in fact, more real than shadows and that this brilliant light was the ultimate source, even of shadows. And he began to appreciate that he was now seeing more truly than ever before.


In the final scene we are asked to imagine this man’s predicament when forced back into the cave. No longer willing or able to function in the darkness, he became a fool in the eyes of his fellow prisoners. As Plato writes:







They would say that his visit to the upper world had ruined his sight, and that the ascent was not worth even attempting. And if anyone tried to release them and lead them up, they would kill him.2








Unfortunately, among some sectors of our materialistic culture any suggestion of another realm peopled with luminous beings is, in a similar manner, likely to be greeted by howls of derision, if not quite by threats of murder. After all everyone knows that angels, those creatures of myth and religious tradition, have no place in a modern world. We are told that they are inventions—figments of an unsophisticated imagination—and anyone prepared to dispute the point is treated with disdain: ‘How naïve!’ Or, more angrily: ‘How deluded!’


Our western societies are so proud of their rational skepticism and take great pleasure in exposing, ridiculing, and even annihilating any engagement with the non-rational. The suggestion that something could exist beyond the reach of our physical senses is roundly denounced as absurd. If it cannot be reproduced in a laboratory setting, submitted to scientific scrutiny, or analysed statistically then it obviously cannot exist. Or so the reasoning goes. And thus the material world is established as the only true measure of validity and sense.


But otherworldly phenomena, and even the little epiphanies of everyday life, have scant respect for such a limited view of reality. And we are all the richer for their intransigence. Of course our physical bodies exist in a physical world. But we, and this world, are so much more than just that physical manifestation, and to recognise this fact is to open the way to en-spiriting an otherwise literally dispirited reality.


Traditional societies have long recognised the presence of spirit in every thing and we would do well to reclaim that knowledge and become more aware, on a daily basis, of the numinous at the very heart of our existence. We need to rediscover wonder and reawaken a sensitivity to beauty. We need consciously to engage with the seasons, listen for the music of nature, taste the nectar, smell the perfume, feel the wind and sun on our skin, touch the earth, and feel the support of the sea. We need to honour the spiritual essence in all life and be grateful.


Even in an inner-city apartment we can practise an awareness of these things with simple acts such as lighting incense or a fragrant candle, giving thanks for a sun-filled room, for lavender and red roses, for the singing of birds, the tinkle of windchimes, for fresh herbs and ripe tomatoes, warm bread and homemade soup.


Rather than forever seeking meaning and significance in the material aspects of the world alone, we need to change our priorities, turn our attention within, and with renewed appreciation, reverence and gratitude, begin leading a more meaningful life. Of course striving and analysis have their place, but to routinely privilege them above contemplation and intuition can seriously impair our vision. Thomas Moore cautions:







If we do not speak, think, and live in the language of enchantment, including naming angels and recognizing spirits, and above all, refusing to reduce experience to flat materialism, then the soul will go out of our lives and communities, and we will wonder why nothing seems to hold together and nothing is of absolute value any longer.3








If only we could set aside our Western arrogance and adopt an attitude of humility and reverence, the world would astonish us with its revelations. If only we could suspend disbelief and truly open our eyes and hearts, we would find that the universe is far more wondrous than we had ever imagined. And as this hidden world is slowly revealed to inner sight, we would come to know without a doubt that we are not alone, that we are always loved, always in the light, and in the company of angels.










1


What are Angels?


A FEW YEARS AGO I was on a lecture tour when I received word from an American colleague that a friend of his, Jerome, had just been diagnosed with a particularly virulent cancer and had not long to live. As I was soon travelling to the city where Jerome lived I arranged with Margaret, my host there, to pay him a visit. As we picked our way through the clutter in the gloomy hospital corridor, she suddenly said, ‘Oh, Cherie, I can see an angel walking behind you!’


I can still remember the look of amazement on Jerome’s face when we appeared in his doorway. Although he did not see the angel who spent that afternoon in the room with us—and we said nothing about it—apparently he later told his wife he’d been visited by an angel. How often, I wonder, when we use the word ‘angel’ metaphorically, do we get closer to the truth than we realise? How often have we ‘entertained angels without knowing it?’1




But what are angels? The term ‘angel’ generally refers generically to the entire heavenly host, as well as, more specifically to its lowest order. The very name ‘angel’ is derived from the Latin angelus or Greek aggelos meaning ‘messenger’ yet it alludes more to what angels do than to what they are. This is not entirely surprising since, as we shall find, angels, whatever their form, are usually so recognisable to us that we seldom stop to focus on what they are, being so swept up in what they are doing, and the message they are conveying.


And associated with these activities are their divine connections, for angels are not simply messengers in an everyday sense; they are messengers of God, intermediaries between humans and an invisible deity.


Carl Jung once commented that he was amazed most people so rarely turned their attention to numinous objects, let alone attempted to come to terms with them.2 This is still true today, certainly in western society. But there have always been mystics and other visionaries who have described their first-hand experiences of the angelic kingdom, just as there have always been others equally positive that angels do not exist at all. It is the very numinosity of angels, Jung believed, that ensures arguments—whether for or against—are often emotional and difficult to ground intellectually. Yet throughout history there have been many great thinkers who have sought to make sense of this angelic realm.


St Augustine, whose life spanned the fourth and fifth centuries, believed angels to be composed uniquely of ‘spiritual matter’ and Moses ben Maimon (known as Maimonedes) the great medieval Jewish philosopher, believed that angels belonged to the realm of ‘pure-form Intelligences’. A little later, in the thirteenth century, St Thomas Aquinas, himself often known as the Angelic Doctor, argued that spiritual creatures such as angels were in essence ‘immaterial’. Immaterial they might well be when compared with humans, but on the celestial hierarchy descending from God, angels are in fact seen to be on the lowest rung, closest to humanity.


The Hierarchy of Angels


Gustav Davidson, in his dictionary of angels outlines thirteen different celestial hierarchies attributable to authors widely separated in place and time. However, even a cursory glance reveals that these schemata share many similarities. For instance, most contain nine or ten levels of angels and, apart from the traditional Judaic and Islamic systems, share similar names.


The best known, and most influential ordering in the west is the Celestial Hierarchies outlined by Christian theologian Dionysius, an early sixth-century Syrian monk.3 Strongly influenced by Neoplatonism and its devotion to the number three, Dionysius outlined a hierarchy of angels organised into nine (3 × 3) ‘choirs’.












	1. Seraphim

	






	2. Cherubim

	First Triad






	3. Thrones

	






	 

	 






	4. Dominions

	






	5. Virtues

	Second Triad






	6. Powers

	






	 

	 






	
7. Principalities

	






	8. Archangels

	Third Triad






	9. Angels

	













These choirs are usually represented as either descending from the Source as if on a ladder, or as moving outwards from the Source through a series of concentric spheres. However, whatever the spatial imagery, a distinction is always being made between the purity of spirit at one end of the spectrum and the grossness of the human world just beyond the other.


Dionysius writes in the Celestial Hierarchies4 that hierarchy is ‘a holy order and knowledge and activity which . . . participates in the divine likeness’. The beauty of God, he writes, ‘bestows its own light upon each according to his merit’.


Dionysius provides us with a hierarchy founded on the principle of levels of perfection—perfection being a measure of closeness to God. The highest-ranked choirs of angels are with God. They are able to directly contemplate the beauty of the supreme deity and are filled with the gift of divine light. Then, as ‘bright and spotless mirrors’, they reflect this light on to those further away from the Source—the level of light presumably diminishing as it descends (or moves outwards) through the ranks to the material world.


Within the Christian monastic tradition, St Bonaventure, a contemporary of Aquinas, envisaged this hierarchy as representing phases of the soul, and saw it as a means by which the souls of righteous humans could transcend matter and ascend to God. On the other hand, Meister Eckhardt, one of the earliest of the Rhineland mystics, envisaged the same hierarchy as a means by which God could descend into man.





According to Dionysius, the nine choirs are organised into three triads, each transcending and including all the qualities, illuminations and powers of those lower on the hierarchy. In the highest (perfecting) triad—the one closest to God—are Seraphim, Cherubim and Thrones.


The Seraphim—the ‘glowing ones’—surround the throne of God and are often described as ceaselessly singing his glory. Dionysius explains that they purify those below by ‘firing them to their own heat’, thus dispelling the forces of darkness. The Cherubim—‘the streams of wisdom’—according to Dionysius, are filled with ‘divine wisdom’ and bounteously pour out these illuminations onto those below. The third choir, the Thrones, he writes, ‘dwell in the fullest power’. They are symbols of steadfastness and are forever open to receive the divine presence.


In the second (illuminating) triad are Dominions, Virtues and Powers. The Dominions, according to Dionysius, wholly give themselves to the source of true authority. The Virtues, he writes, are ‘perfectly turned towards the source of virtue’, and their role is to abundantly fill those below them with a virtue both vigorous and powerful. The Powers, he states, never debase their authority by use of tyrannical force, but rather lead those below them to the source of all power. They maintain order, and use the divine light to defeat negativity and evil wherever they find it.


In the third (purifying) triad are Principalities, Archangels and Angels. The Principalities, he writes, oversee nations, religions and world leaders. Just as individual humans have their own guardian angel, so too do nations.


With the choir of Archangels we reach more familiar ground. Three Archangels—Michael, Gabriel and Raphael—are mentioned by name in the Bible, and Archangel Uriel is mentioned in the Apocryphal Book of Esdras. Archangels seem to have a bridging role linking the higher levels of the celestial hierarchy with the lowest choir, Angels. And Angels, Dionysius writes, are ‘the last of the celestial beings possessing the angelic nature’ since they are directly in contact with the mundane world. The principal role of Angels, we are told, is to work directly with humans—healing, loving, guiding, inspiring and awakening us to our true potential.


An angelic essence?


The relationship between humans and angels is a close, complex and fascinating one. In terms of inner connection, some believe we all have an angelic essence. Olivia, a fifty-seven-year-old woman I interviewed said:







I think in the heart of most people there’s a desire to believe in angels because we have an angelic centre within us that we recognise. Sometimes we try to be the best we can and that’s our angel essence acting.








Emanuel Swedenborg, the eighteenth century Christian mystic and visionary, also believed that even while living in this world, in a body, a spiritual person might be deeply connected to the angels. He writes that in that state all thoughts, words and actions are inspired by this inner celestial connection.


According to another view, rather than having an angelic essence within, the character and behaviour of humans is seen to bring into the world particular types of angels. The Hasidim believed that kind deeds created kind angels and cruel deeds created evil angels. That is, they present us with a vision of kind people moving through life in a swirl of angelic beneficence and brutish people surrounded by a cloud of fierce and cruel angels. As Jewish scholar and rabbi, Morris Margolies, points out, Hasidic literature provides us with evidence that the function of angels, if not their actual existence, depends on the deeds of humans.5 Similarly, in the teachings of White Eagle we find it said that ‘negative or cruel thoughts . . . swell the great streams of darkness’ while ‘thoughtfulness and kindness’ contribute to the ‘great stream of White Light’.6


It has even been said that human good deeds are needed to vitalise that greatest of angels, Metatron. I was recently fascinated to find reference to this in Guiley’s Encyclopedia of Angels since one of my earliest angel experiences concerned Metatron, who said to me in a dream, ‘I will give my life for you if you will give me life’. At the time I had no real understanding of what this message meant. I had never heard the name, and certainly knew nothing of his exalted position among the heavenly host. Margolies writes that in order for Metatron to continue mediating between humanity and the divine he needs to maintain his vitality. This is why he asks the ‘righteous on earth’ to generate enough spiritual energy for him to continue his task. If we refuse his call the consequences are dire indeed, for apparently if he is weakened, our hope of redemption through union with the divine is also lost.7


Swedenborg takes a slightly different tack. In Arcana Coelestia, written between 1749 and 1756, he states, ‘The more we love what is good and what is true the more angels love to be with us’.8 That is, while he does not exactly hold that we create angels by our deeds, he certainly believes we draw angels to us by right thought and action.


And for those of us with evil in mind? Swedenborg tells us that every person is accompanied not only by angels but also by evil spirits which actively inspire us to malevolence. He maintains that it is this balance of good and evil which keeps us in a state of equilibrium: always free to choose our own direction. In Heaven and Hell he makes it clear that the choice between good and evil is ours alone, but he does provide us, in Arcana Coelestia, with the reassuring news that angels do try to avert evil ends and replace them with good ones.





In western culture the divine origin of humans is generally long forgotten but wherever the divine presence is seen in angels it can trigger a profound remembering of our own angelic essence. Angels remind us that we are, and always have been, one with God. We are reminded of our oneness with all life and every animating force. And so importantly, we are reminded that separation from this higher force is an illusion. As White Eagle teaches us:







Always, in your inner selves and in your quiet moments, you can rise into the perfect life, and receive from those who dwell there the inspiration to live likewise on earth. Don’t make the excuse that man is only human. With all the force of the truth that is in us, we say, we know, that man is divine.9








Even if we do sometimes feel ourselves to be but one isolated drop in an ocean, we are reminded that we are in reality a divinely animated part of the whole, connected spiritually to every other part. Indeed, according to Gnostic-Kabbalistic myths, before the Fall ‘the whole of heaven was a single human being of fine material, the giant, androgynous, primordial Adam, who is now in every human being’.10


In 1993 a nine-year-old child, Erin, drew me a picture of the God she had seen during her near-death experience. It showed a figure which she insisted was neither male nor female and which had, as she said, ‘billions and millions and trillions and billions and billions of heads—all the heads of the whole galaxy’.11 At the time I was astonished, and still now I am amazed by this simple yet exceptionally perceptive representation of oneness.


A similarly vivid image, of a multitude surrounding the ‘throne of God’, comes from quite another source—Revelation 5:11 where it is written:







Then I looked, and I heard the voice of many angels surrounding the throne and the living creatures and the elders; they numbered myriads of myriads and thousands of thousands, singing with full voice . . .










So what exactly are angels? Are they as most believe, a separate race of beings created by the divine, or could they be, as some suggest, simply the spirits of those who have died?


Spirits of the dead?


In my research on near-death experiences over more than a decade, and more recently in my angel research, I have almost always found that people make a strong distinction between their first-hand experiences of angels and their encounters with spirits.


Perhaps the most easily discerned difference is between angels and ghosts. Diana, a forty-year-old woman who has had several unpleasant experiences with ghosts said:







Ghosts are entities, spirits of people who’ve died but haven’t gone to the light. They just stay on this earth not knowing where to go. I’m sure when I’ve seen them they’re looking for help to evolve. But it’s a frightening sort of feeling. These entities are always needy or wanting something . . . whereas angels are giving. And the angel I saw was so large! And the feeling was of total unconditional love. Totally unconditional love.








And Olivia said:







Angel experiences are overwhelmingly loving. It’s the love that shows it’s the angels. You don’t get love from spirits who are lost souls.










And Beth, with many years of experience as a medium, easily differentiated between her encounters with spirits who have passed over and the loving contact she has had with her guardian angel. She said:







I get a completely different feeling. It’s totally different to angelic. I suppose it’s more earthy. Even though they’ve passed into spirit it’s still more earthy. And the messages are more earthy-type messages. Often spirits will say things like, ‘We’ve been at home with you and we’ve seen you reading books, and we’ve seen you crying, or we’ve seen you’ve got a vase of flowers’ . . . These messages are just so the people can identify and know they have been there. Whereas with the angelic presence there wasn’t that sort of message. It was an all-encompassing, loving message. And the energy was very different . . . To me it felt very different. I can feel it now. It gives me a feeling of . . . melting. It’s an immersing . . . and whether I merge with the angelic energy or that energy merges with me, I’m not quite sure.








Of course when the spirit visiting is of someone close, the experience can be extremely warm and loving, yet people still do not confuse these visitations with those of angels. Moira, a woman who experienced a wonderful vision while praying for a friend she believed to be dying, said:







It was just the most beautiful thing. She appeared to me. She was radiating light, looking at me, smiling and nodding. It was wondrous . . . my whole room was full of light.








(Unknown to Moira, her friend had died three days earlier.) This spirit visit was undoubtedly very moving but Moira still found it to be quite unlike her angel encounters. She said:







They are very different. With the angel experiences there’s such a wonderful feeling of warmth and love and strength and power. The power is the wondrous thing. It’s tremendous power. It’s power that would overcome anything.








If people did speak of a deceased relative as an angel their usage of the word generally tended to be metaphorical. For instance, one young woman said she felt her deceased grandmother was now her ‘guardian angel’. By this she meant that she often felt the presence of her grandmother’s spirit with her, watching over and guiding her like an angel. When I probed such cases, I found that feeling the loving presence or even seeing a vision or hearing the voice of a recently deceased relative was something frequently experienced, and appreciated, but believing that that person had actually become an angel after death was something else again. As Craig Lundahl notes in his article about the presence of angels in near-death experiences (NDEs), the ‘beings of light’ seen by near-death experiencers tended to be identified as either angel or deceased relative; in no case was one synonymous with the other even though their appearance could be quite similar.12


Can humans become angels?


Is it ever possible for humans to become angels? Perhaps the most spectacular case is that of Metatron, otherwise known as the ‘angel of the face’, ‘chancellor of heaven’ and ‘chief of the ministering angels’, who we are told was once the very mortal patriarch Enoch. According to the Jewish mystical work the Zohar, Enoch was born with ‘the divine spark of spiritual perfection’13 originally bestowed on Adam. Once summoned to heaven, Enoch so impressed God that, in order to fully manifest his perfection, he was transformed into this mightiest of angelic beings described in so many tales.


God blessed Enoch with 1,365,000 blessings, increased his size until he was the tallest angel in heaven (according to the Zohar, ‘equal to the breadth of the whole world’14), and gave him thirty-six pairs of wings and a countless number of eyes. ‘Each eye was full of the glory of the Lord and each wing the size of the world’.15 We are told that when invoked, Metatron could appear as ‘a pillar of fire, his face more dazzling than the sun’16 and he was thereafter said to reside in the seventh heaven, nearest the throne of God.


In addition, Metatron (as the Angel of the Lord) stands at the top of the Tree of Life and is often said to be the most significant intermediary between humanity and the divine. He is the chief recording angel, the scribe of heaven, recorder of all our deeds. And among his own many deeds he is said to have led the children of Israel through the wilderness, to have wrestled with Jacob and stopped Abraham from sacrificing his son, Isaac. Despite his humble origin there can be no doubt that Metatron is one of the greatest of angels.17


On another level, St Augustine, the most influential of early Christian church fathers, taught that all good humans who tried to be like good angels, if successful, could actually become angels in the City of God. And, looking at it from the other side, Swedenborg believed that all angels and other spirit beings did begin life as humans. In Divine Providence he wrote unequivocally, ‘No angels or spirits were created as such, but were born as people first.’18


If they were born as people first, how did they make the transition? Certainly not many of us could lay claim to Enoch’s ‘divine spark of spiritual perfection’. But there might yet be a place for us in the angelic kingdom . . . perhaps more humbly as ‘apprentice angels’, our training beginning here on earth and continuing in the world of light after death. Perhaps there is even a sort of mentor system in which more experienced spiritual beings help us to find our wings and learn to fly.


In her wonderful book, Commune with the Angels, Jane Howard writes about ‘The Angels of Earth’, proposing ‘human angels’ as the tenth rank following on from the nine choirs of angels outlined by Dionysius. The key to becoming an earth angel, Howard tells us, is unselfish service to others.


Swedenborg believed that beginning life in human form gave us all the opportunity to exercise our divinely given free will, to make our own life choices and establish our own life patterns. This is undoubtedly true. These choices and patterns, which in simple terms come to define who we are, continue to exist in the after-death state where, according to Swedenborg, we awaken to find ourselves in a place somewhere between heaven and hell (these being states of mind rather than actual places). What then follows is a process of transformation during which we continue to learn and grow spiritually, some of us eventually truly becoming angels.


In Dionysius’s celestial hierarchy there is no rank between angels and humans but in Maimonedes’s schema there is an intermediate rank which are called Ishim. These angels, who are said to appear in prophetic visions, are believed to be the ‘beautiful souls of just men’.19


For those of us still on the earthly plane, it can be pleasing to think that such closely allied angelic beings exist, since as role models they are aspects of the divine to whom it is fairly easy to relate. They feel familiar to us when compared with the awesomeness of some other manifestations of the heavenly host.


By identifying with the angelic essence within, by studying the qualities of angels, following their example and dedicating our lives to love and service, I believe it is indeed possible to become honorary angels here and now. Even though, in our outer world, we might be weighed down with matter and the material life, in our inner world, with angelic assistance we can learn to soar.


Angels in human form?


Despite Maimonedes’s strong assertion that angels can never appear in bodily form, there are nevertheless many accounts—ancient and modern—of their visits. For instance, Melvin Morse writes of a friend who, at a time of spiritual crisis, went hiking in the mountains. At one point, she called out to God for a sign, whereupon a woman dressed entirely in white came around a bend in the trail, walked up to her and addressed her by name. ‘Go with God,’ she said, and then went on her way.20


And Dylan, a retired scientist, feels it was an angel in human form who gave him the jolt he needed to face up to the fact that he was an alcoholic. His story illustrates well the impact even a brief angelic appearance can have on someone’s life. He said:







This happened on 11 November 1977. At that time I was drinking a lot and had gone up the coast and spent some days up there drinking. On the Friday morning I decided to drive home but I couldn’t find my way out of the town [laughs]—I wasn’t entirely drunken but I was quite tipsy.


Soon after, driving along a country road, there was a little truck in front of me going rather slowly. I looked in my rear-view mirror—the only car I could see was about two hundred yards behind me—so I pulled out to pass this truck. But apparently the man behind me was coming along much faster than I expected because just as I pulled out he began passing me. We three were abreast for a short time and he banged into my right-hand side. In panic I stood on the accelerator instead of the brake, and shot through and passed the truck. I then pulled up and this man pulled up in front of me. This man who might have been a man.


When he got out of the car he was very calm and I remember he had a twinkle in his eye. We exchanged names and addresses—he said his name was Popov, which in Russian means Pope’s son. We parted and I’ve never heard from him since. My insurance company tried to contact him but the address didn’t exist.


I was quite shaken up by the experience but I managed to get home without any further crashes. There was quite a dent in the right-hand side but that was the only trouble with my car. As soon as I got home I had some more to drink. I drank all day Saturday, and by Sunday there wasn’t a drop left to drink in the house so I went to my lab and filled an empty gin bottle with industrial alcohol and came home and drank it with orange juice. By that time I’d been drinking for thirty-nine years. I vaguely remember going to bed on the Sunday evening, and when I woke up on the Monday morning it just hit me—I thought, ‘Good God, I’m an alcoholic!’ And I was very surprised.


I’d never heard of detoxing, but by eleven o’clock I was in a clinic and by five past eleven, a psychiatrist there had diagnosed me as an alcoholic. An AA member called that evening and took me to a meeting and I haven’t had a drink since. I haven’t even wanted to have a drink since. That was twenty-one years ago.


I feel that that bang on the side was a real wake-up call to me. Half an inch either way and I would’ve been killed. How I got out of it alive I don’t know, except that later it dawned on me that maybe Popov was an angel. I certainly needed spiritual help from somewhere!


He was so calm and he had such a twinkle in his eye. Either he was an angel or somebody sent by my Higher Power. I’m sure he was sent just to wake me up. After the accident he got in his car and was out of sight before I could open my door.










In the Bible there are several episodes in which angels appear in human form. We are told that Abraham welcomed three strangers who materialised, in the heat of the day, at his tent by the oaks of Mamre. These three, disguised as men, were later revealed to be two angels and Yahweh Himself, who announced to Abraham that his aged wife, Sarah, would bear him a child.21


Similarly, two angels in human form were met by Lot at the gateway to Sodom, and agreed to accept his hospitality. Later that night Lot unhesitatingly defended his guests against the depredations of the population of Sodom who surrounded his house calling out for them. His reward for such righteousness was to be delivered (along with his wife and two daughters) to a place of safety before the entire cities of Sodom and Gomorrah were destroyed by a rain of ‘sulphur and fire’.22


And Raphael, disguised as a young man, is said to have accompanied Tobias on a journey, guiding him safely to his destination and home again. In addition, during the journey he made known to Tobias the remedy needed to heal the blind eyes of his father Tobit. Soon after their return, Tobias applied the fish gall to his father’s eyes and ‘peeled off the white films’23, whereupon Tobit regained his sight.


In 1990, a young brother and sister were travelling alone from Australia to America to meet their parents. Angela, the sister, who was eleven years old at the time felt they were being accompanied and protected by a man they met on the plane.







Sitting in the plane there was a man. He had white hair and he was just so nice. He was with a lady and he kept talking to us. He was the most beautiful person I can remember.


The plane had been delayed and was running extremely late when we got into the airport at Hawaii . . . Mum and Dad were standing outside waiting for us with hundreds of other people waiting for everyone to come through. We hadn’t told this man what Mum and Dad looked like or anything about them but he walked straight up to them and said, ‘Your children are very special people. You should be commended on having such wonderful children. And don’t worry, they’ll always be safe.’ And he just went.


The weird thing is, after our trip, on our way home, we were walking through the carpark at the airport and my brother and I just felt . . . We both turned around at the same time and there’s the same man walking a step behind us through the carpark. He just waved to us and then off he went.








Are these people really angels in human form or are they normal human beings, who for a short time are being used by angels for some divine purpose? Does it really matter? The result is the same—the hand of the divine is reaching into people’s lives. An alcoholic is jolted into sobriety and two children are safely chaperoned to the other side of the world and home again. Indeed, even by reading such stories, and (if we have our doubts) by wondering about such events, we are ourselves engaging with the divine and angels are reaching into our lives.




Angels in nature


Every form of life—not only humankind—has a spiritual aspect and the natural kingdom is no different. Traditional societies throughout the world have always recognised this, working with and honouring the spiritual essence and guardian of each species and natural feature within their world.


My first experience of this realm occurred a few years ago. I was seeking an angelic message to pass on to my son, Eden, for his birthday. He had recently bought a farm and was living in a shed on the property while his house was being built. We had often walked over the land together, an eagle hovering overhead, while he familiarised himself with every dip and rise. We had also plunged into the rainforest on its western edge, finding our way under the dense canopy to what I always thought of as the grandfather tree—a lichen-covered giant with tall spreading buttress roots ready to embrace anyone who settled between them. We both knew it was a very special place so the form the message took should not have come as a great surprise.


During a visionary experience I was shown Eden’s property filled with angelic presences—in every blade of grass, every vine, bush, tree, insect, bird and animal. He was told to be consciously aware of, and to appreciate, this sacred participation; to consult the angelic presence as he worked on the land and to express gratitude for their help. Then, just as I thought the message was coming to an end, I was amazed to see an awesomely huge angel overseeing the whole property, the energy streaming up from every inch of it to form a majestic body of light which reached up high above the trees to her beautiful shimmering head. This angel was no will-o’-the-wisp, but a substantial luminous form firmly anchoring energy over the entirety of Eden’s hill. And then she said she was very pleased to have him there.





In the twentieth century, especially in western societies we have so abused the natural world in our desire to make it more productive that we have become alienated from these angels of nature whose powerful presence showers our crops, flower gardens, forests and wild areas with grace and light. Fortunately there is a dawning realisation in some quarters that the clear-felling of native forests, the destruction of natural habitats, the reclamation of wetlands, the spraying of chemicals, mining and genetic engineering not only damage the physical aspect of the natural environment, but also cause distress at a spiritual level.


Dorothy Maclean, best known as one of the founders of Findhorn—the spiritual community in the north of Scotland famous for its cooperation with nature spirits—writes in her autobiography of visiting a wilderness area in California where she found the devas in shock instead of in their usual joyous state.24 The relentless encroachment of men and machines, thoughtlessly felling trees all around, was deeply felt by them and, as she suggests, perhaps they even foresaw that this terrible juggernaut would eventually move into their own wild valley.


What we seem to have forgotten is that all species are aspects of the One Great Spirit. So as we unbalance and destroy the natural world we inevitably unbalance and destroy ourselves. Poetic justice, some would say. Yet it is nothing short of tragedy that wholesale destruction has continued unabated, indeed with government encouragement, until recently, motivated by self-interest—our own survival—some humans have finally begun to explore the possibility that we might in fact be better served by managing our resources more responsibly.


I suppose it is a start, but unfortunately self-interest is never a sufficient motivating force for touching the deep heart of ecological problems and bringing about meaningful change. We need something more. We need to learn from the respect and reverence shown by traditional cultures towards their land and all its creatures. We desperately need to open our eyes, to see our world differently, to make an immense change in awareness and attitude. Perhaps then, if we show proper deference and a willingness to change, we will be helped to repair the terrible damage we have caused. Help is always at hand but we must be sincere in our desire to learn, and to cooperate with the angelic guides from this other—non-human—world.


We also need to understand that in angelic realms, in addition to those angels who occupy themselves with humans, there are other groups such as the aqui who oversee animals; the elementals who work with the four elements (earth, water, fire, air); and the devas who work with plants.


Within the grouping of aqui are the strangely named budiels who watch over the evolution of each animal species, and folatels who care for their physical wellbeing,25 but probably those best known to us are the elementals. Through folklore we have all heard of gnomes, elves and fairies in the earth realm; water sprites or undines in the water realm, salamanders in the fire realm and sylphs in the realm of air. However these domains are far more complex than we might think.




For instance, the earth realm teems with a hierarchy of beings who, at the highest levels, range from the grandest ‘Lord of the Mountain’ to tree devas who, when sufficiently advanced, evolve into angels such as the one overseeing Eden’s hill. These angels are described by Flower Newhouse as ‘tall, glorious, beautiful beyond anything we know on earth’.26


Next, in descending order, come gnomes, elves and fairies and then the tiniest of earth elementals who tend the spirit essence of plants and minerals. These lively little creatures are described by Flower Newhouse as ‘delightfully busy creatures [who] create a sea of luminescent activity across the landscape’.27 And even at a microscopic level there are little nature spirits, minute angelic presences joyously engaged in the task of carrying vitality throughout all parts of a plant. And as White Eagle says:







Even the minerals are alive with the light of God. Each wayside stone is vibrating with a light and life it shares with every plant that grows. If you had clear vision, you would see that all the flowers and trees in your garden are pulsating, vibrating with colour and life . . . All nature is pulsating with this divine life.28








Ten years ago I heard an unforgettable story from Moira, whose experience of ‘clear vision’ perfectly illustrates the point White Eagle is making. She said:







I love nature and I have a great affinity with trees because my grandest, most wonderful experience was with trees . . . I’d been very ill and going through a lot of pain. At one stage I started to wonder whether I’d been having myself on all these years—perhaps there wasn’t a God. I was agonising, ‘God, are you really there?’


This day I managed to drag myself off my bed to do some washing. At the back of where I lived then we had two beautiful gum trees—white trunks, really enormous—and over the years I’d built up a sort of relationship with them. I felt the presence of them whenever I went past, and as I went past this day I looked at one of them and quite spontaneously said, ‘Oh, I do love you!’ And that was the first time in my life that I’d ever said ‘I do love you’ to anybody or anything without thinking of getting something back. This was a pure outpouring of love. It really surprised me.


At that instant, as I looked at the tree, it was as if I had X-ray vision—I could see inside the tree—and I could see all these cells working away like mad. As I looked at them I became a cell, and there I was and I had a consciousness. I couldn’t think or reason but I had a feeling of joy that I was there doing something to help the universe go round. I was helping bring up all this sap or whatever it was, up into me to pass on to the next one, to the next one to the next one, to the top of the tree. And there was a feeling of joyous participation in something that just went on and on. It was a great feeling but then suddenly I found myself back in my body.


I was so stunned that I started pegging the washing on the line. Then the same thing happened again—I suddenly had this X-ray vision—I could see through all the trees, through everything, and I could see that absolutely everything in the universe was interconnected and interdependent. There was nothing separate, not a thing. Then I saw that even the air between things was just teeming with organisms, and they were all interconnected and all for a purpose. I could see that absolutely everything was interconnected. And I thought, ‘So that’s how it works!’


I completely lost consciousness of myself—I don’t know how long it lasted—then the next thing I knew, I was out in space somewhere, and I knew that the same power that was holding all the planets and everything in space was the same power that was in me. [laughs] You see words don’t explain it. I knew there was an absolute reason for being, and I knew that the universe was all one.


When it finished I came back, and it was as if I was numb. Eventually it wore off, but that was the greatest thing that ever happened to me . . . My lifestyle today has meaning—it didn’t have meaning before. I think I used to feel that I was just drifting along on a current of life, and that I didn’t know where I was going or what I was doing. But after that experience I knew there was deep meaning to everything. Everything is connected. Everything has meaning.








In our modern materialistic world it is so easy to move through life without any appreciation for the sacred. Yet as anyone knows who has spent any time alone in a natural environment—even gardening—such proximity to the angels in nature replenishes the soul and opens the heart and eyes to the wonders around us. I remember, one morning, at dawn, in my vegetable garden, feeling a sudden surge of love for a row of snake bean seedlings that were, heads bent over as though in prayer, emerging from the soil into the light of day for the first time. This may seem foolish to some, but when we reconnect to the sacred in the natural world we find spiritual sustenance not only in the beauty of a giant tree and the perfection of a flower, but also in the heroic efforts of the plainest, smallest seed. We cannot help but learn appreciation and gratitude. And, in return, this positive energy can be transmuted into nourishment for the plants around us. Through love and an attitude of piety we are taken into the sacred space of angelic devotions and as we give of ourselves, as we nurture, we are ourselves renewed.
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