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HOW TO RECOGNIZE THE LIGHT IN YOURSELF
AND IN OTHERS:
MYSTICAL VISION AND KNOWLEDGE











1
Introduction


Ideas are Our Familiars:
Seeing What We Already Know


Have you ever had the experience of hearing someone say something, or of coming across a seemingly random item that just happens to catch your interest, and thinking to yourself: Oh, yes, I already knew that? It feels like, somehow, you’re familiar with a subject even before you’ve come across it consciously. The ideas can be a helpful reminder of something you need to remember, or they can present intriguing knowledge and even great wisdom on a subject you already knew something about. Just as a part of you immediately picks up on the ideas and embraces them as novel, another, deeper part absorbs this information in a kind of double take because you sense the traces of familiarity. This doubling of knowledge is like looking at an image and at its afterimage. It feels like seeing twice, because you’re simultaneously sensing novelty and familiarity. Out of your two eyes you are looking at the twin poles of creation and recognition, and the view is quite inspiring.


The two responses follow so closely on the heels of one another that it almost feels as if they are happing simultaneously, but not quite. There is a split second between the two reactions, and in the split of that second, in that crack of consciousness, there is an opening into the metaphorical and the metaphysical realms. This in between space is the composite consciousness of mysticism. Reading The Angels In Between—and taking its messages to heart—can help to inspire such consciousness in you. This book is filled with stories drawn from my own experiences, all of which provide vivid examples of how to engage with the metaphorical, metaphysical, and angelic realms. Angels are intermediaries who inhabit the subtle space in between familiar reality and the truth of love, assistance, healing, and grace. In turn, metaphorical language and metaphysical vision grow in and out of the cracks in the familiar surfaces of everyday existence, much like moss grows in the cracks of stones and sidewalks. Cool and green, all it needs is a little shade, and it gives so much hope.


This is why I was inspired to write this book—to give hope and to encourage new growth. Above all, I wanted to tell a story that I couldn’t tell elsewhere. I am a tenured Associate Professor of Art History and Religious Studies at Rice University in Houston, Texas, where my scholarship and teaching engage the fields of modern and contemporary art history and museum studies, the medical humanities, and the study of religions and comparative mysticism. I am the author of several books in these areas and the lead author of two museum exhibition catalogues. Since early 2009, I have also served as an Artist In Residence in the Department of Palliative Care and Rehabilitation Medicine at the M. D. Anderson Cancer Center. In that capacity, I work as a creative writer with individuals at the very end of life, and with their caregivers. Through both my scholarly research and my personal and professional experiences, I have come to know the various ways in which a mystic is a person who is able to be in multiple places simultaneously, and who is able to express transformational and transcendent visions. It is my privilege to live and work in many worlds at once. Perhaps this is a familiar story, one that you already know, even as the narrative is expressed in a different form. As you read, perhaps you are seeing some things twice and encountering ideas that are already your familiars.


The Angels In Between is like a small psalm of spiritual belief, a little autobiography of divine exposure. This book is about Angels, and it is about my spirituality. In this volume I tell the story of how I, as a professional woman, a trained intellectual, and a professor of the humanities came to my spiritual beliefs through direct personal experiences that inspired an almost overwhelming sense of love, wonder, humility, joy, and gratitude. Each chapter represents an exploration of love, magic, blessings, and a sense of being one with the one face of the universe. As such, this shorthand book of self-dedication tells of the metaphorical and the metaphysical worlds. Everything I write is something that actually happened, and the text is often effervescent.


Through the stories, the Angels offer both practical suggestions and spiritual guidance. At the opening of each chapter, I briefly explain the larger theme and how it can help bring forth the mystic in you. The chapters are followed by practical exercises to further develop and enhance your own skills.


The book addresses six key areas, including:




•  How to recognize the light in yourself and in others, so that you can see mysticism as an expanded form of vision and knowledge


•  How to cultivate conscious attunement to the angelic world


•  How to draw on the mystical and angelic realms to practice the arts of allowance and self-overcoming, which can help to heal old patterns and promote new growth


•  How to connect with the mystical dimensions of the natural world and acknowledge the spiritual value of environmental concerns


•  How to recognize the mystical dimensions of end of life experience and how to help people leave with grace


•  How to live like a Light Carrier





Coming Up In Our Feathers


Have you ever read a book that gave you a powerful sense of uplift because it showed you that you could walk through your life while being conscious of spirit presence? The Angels say that such books give us a bounce upward from the dense, heavy energies of the world and help us to feel lighter, as if we’re coming up in our feathers. We can achieve this lightness of being by letting go of the idea that we are not good enough to do the work of promoting clearing, cleansing, teaching, and healing. In part, this entails going beyond what our conscious personalities thought we could do. The stories in this book are offered as examples to encourage you to be a person who loves, and to open your mind and know that it is possible to change the future through love.


A few years ago, a little after New Year’s Day, I had a lucid dream in which I was standing outside gazing at the nighttime sky. As I looked upward, I saw a large star twinkling in the soft black sky. The star sparkled with flashing blue-white and silver light, as very bright stars will do. Then as I watched closely, the star broke apart into tens of thousands of pieces that fell from the heavens. Many of the pieces fell into me and merged with me. I saw that, like so many people here now—like so many of you—I am a Light Carrier, a vessel and a vehicle carrying fragments of starlight inside my being.


This was my New Year’s dream of broken starlight, and it relates closely to how I read, how I write, and how I meditate. A separate chapter of this book is devoted to meditation, so at the outset I’ll just note that, very often when I am reading, I see bright patches of silver-white, electric blue, and pale lavender light pop and sparkle on the printed page before my eyes. Similar things happen when I’m sitting at my desk writing. I will sometimes see sparkling flashes of colored light on the pages directly in front of me, and I will often see these flashes appear as long columns of light in the corners of my office. These sparkling lights have been with me throughout the writing of The Angels In Between, and you may also see lights flashing on the pages as you read, as well. I hope that reading this book can help you to think like a mystic and to live with the Angels, and that as you read, you will be inspired to lift up your heart and your eyes.
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Seeing Auras: A Day (Un)like Any Other:
Seeing Auras at the Post Office


Auras are the visible halo of golden-white light that we all bring with us into the physical world. I’ll never forget the first time I consciously recognized that I was seeing auras when I looked at other human beings. It was a powerful spiritual awakening. This experience taught me to see that all human beings—including myself—are composed of both substance and light. While our physical bodies may look quite different on the outside, we all walk with a similar golden-white aura that both permeates our bodies and extends well beyond the individual differences that characterize our appearances. And we carry this light with us wherever we go. With a bit of patience and focus, we can all learn to see auras. The type of viewing described in this chapter can be practiced anywhere where there are bright, neutral surfaces and a natural light source. If you look carefully and allow your gaze to soften, with practice you will be able to see auras around all people, including yourself.


This story happened several years ago. It was an early fall afternoon, and I was standing in a long line at the local Post Office. As usual, I had far too many things to do, including getting a large business envelope out of my hands and into the mail. While several postal workers assisted people at the various stations that ran up and down the long service counter, for some reason, that afternoon the line was really long and it moved very slowly. Between twelve and fifteen people stood in line ahead of me, and they all appeared to be carrying over-sized envelopes like my own—or, even worse—large packages that looked like they would require substantial time and effort to mail.


The more I thought about the situation, the more annoyed I became, and I contemplated how long I could possibly be stuck standing in line at the Post Office. This train of thought prompted me to reflect on how I was “always so damned busy. This seems to be the story of my life. And all I really want is to get this heavy, bulky thing into the mail so that I can go home and have a nice cup of tea.” Then I started considering what type of tea I would have—English Breakfast…Holiday Blend…Chocolate Coconut—and these thoughts made me feel much better until I looked up again and noticed that the line had barely moved. I felt my annoyance turn to anger, and I began to sense little splinters of red hot energy erupt within me. Dammit.


And then I caught myself. I began listening to the internal guidance that was working so hard to get my attention and shift my thoughts in a positive direction. I quickly realized that the best approach would be to cool down and remain patient, so that I could actually use this time wisely to get some of the peace that I needed. As it turned out, there were very good reasons for adopting this internal shift of perspective, as there were other, far more important things I needed to see that afternoon.


So there I stood, waiting in line with the envelope. I took a deep breath, and I felt myself cool down physically and emotionally. My mind began to relax and soften. I’m not sure how long I stood like this, but I do know that, when I looked up again, I saw something extraordinary. The postal worker standing at the counter directly in front of me appeared to be glowing with a subtle pale golden light that resembled a halo. This golden-white light looked like a softly rounded field that extended a few inches around his physical body from the waist up, as that was as much as I could see of him from behind the service counter. While this luminous field was visible all around him, it was brightest and most clearly defined around his head and shoulders. At first I wondered whether this could be a strange reflection or a tricky shadow of some kind, so I kept watching the figure closely. I observed that the light moved as the man moved, and that the movements of the light corresponded precisely with the movements of his physical body as he walked back and forth behind the counter and extended his arms to receive a package. I also noticed that, as he leaned forward to serve a customer, his light reached out to that person, as well. Oh My God! I thought to myself, as I stood in total fascination and amazement.


Then I began to wonder whether it was only this particular man who had a golden-white halo around him, or whether other people had them, as well. So, I looked closely at the postal worker in the next station, and I saw exactly the same phenomenon. A luminous field of golden-white light glowed around this diminutive woman, and the light moved as she did. Wherever she went she took her light with her, as it were, as she bent forward to weigh a box and, a moment later, stretched out her hand to receive payment.


I could see auras so clearly because the postal workers stood in front of large plate glass windows that extended across the façade of the building and provided a natural source of illumination. In addition, the postal workers all wore the same light blue uniforms and they stood against a nondescript counter by a solid white wall. These bright, neutral surfaces made viewing conditions optimal, so it was relatively easy for me to observe auras with my physical eyes. And that’s exactly what I did. I just stood there watching in fascination, and then I began to wonder whether this luminous appearance was somehow unique to the people who worked at this particular post office. Following this line of thought, I looked closely at the five or six people who now stood in line directly in front of me. Focusing on the person who was two places ahead, I saw that, sure enough, the same phenomenon was clearly visible, as an elderly lady’s physical body corresponded with her light body. At first, it was a bit more difficult to discern and track the auras of the people on our side of the counter because the light conditions were uneven, and there were so many visual distractions. Our side of the counter was a far more varied landscape filled with the competing patterns of the carpet, people’s clothing, and various envelopes and packages. Yet I was intrigued, and now I was becoming determined to test the limits of how much I could see. After about a minute of concentrated focus it was clear to me that auric light fields were present and visible around everyone in the lobby. You just had to look for them, more or less closely.


That day I consciously realized that I was seeing people’s auras. Intuitively, I also knew that I was witnessing a portion of the light of a person’s soul, which resembles a golden orb that resides within, yet extends well beyond, the boundaries of the physical body. This auric light is visible to our physical eyes, and we can also see it internally, in our mind’s eye. When the two visions converge so that our physical eyes and our spirit eyes become one, the world appears differently before us. Our hearts, eyes, and minds open wider, and we find ourselves standing in an illuminated world—a world that is made of living light.


I’ll never forget how I felt that day that was so like, and yet so unlike, any other. This experience produced a feeling of absolute joy. It was as though the light was coming into my eyes so quickly that I almost couldn’t see, yet at the same time, I couldn’t stop looking, and I felt a powerful softness and tender acceptance of people in their humanity.


Then it was my turn in line. As I handed the large envelope to the postal worker, I couldn’t stop smiling, and the person behind the counter couldn’t stop smiling, either. The feelings of joy and gratitude were almost overwhelming. Time slowed down and the physical world became intensely clear and sharply focused before my eyes. I knew that I was standing in multiple places at once as I experienced that actual moment of my life, yet while I was also suspended in a timeless field of lucid recognition.


As I went home and contemplated what I had just seen, my sense of elation was only heightened by the realization that we are all living light beings. Each and every one of us. As we see the beautiful light of a person’s aura, we come to know, very deeply, that there is always more. There is always more to the world, and there is always so much more to each of us, just as there is always more and more light.


Practicing Seeing Auras


Many of the exercises described in this book build on the fundamental skills outlined in this chapter, so it is crucial to practice regularly and not become discouraged.




1.  Practice listening to internal guidance. Develop a state of inner quiet. Turn off the computer, the telephone, and all electronic handheld devices. Listen to the silence within and enjoy the inner peace. Begin practicing this skill in a quiet place away from major distractions and external noises.


2.  Breathe deeply and slowly, and feel your breath moving inside and outside your body. Enjoy the rhythm of your own breath and the quiet of your mind. Allow your gaze to soften. Do not stare intensely at any one object, but simply allow your eyes to relax.


3.  Find a place with a bright natural light source and white or lightly colored walls. Neutral surfaces will cut down on the visual clutter. Begin in a quiet space; later you can practice anywhere.


4.  Focus on a person standing five to ten feet away and look closely at their head and shoulders. Allow your soft gaze to focus about an inch above their body, and look for a circular pattern of energy that corresponds with the outline of their physical body, and which moves as they do. An aura is like the luminous counterpart of a shadow. While a shadow is the dark form cast by a solid object, an aura is the bright light that corresponds with a living being.


5.  Pay careful attention to how you feel emotionally when you recognize a person’s aura.


6.  Once you become practiced at identifying auras, notice the variations between people’s auras, and the relations between a person’s aura and other cues you observe about them. Record your impressions in a journal, and in time you will be able to identify patterns.
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Recognizing Claircognizance and
Clairsentience: The Flash and the Sparkle,
and the Light of the Heart


Claircognizance and clairsentience—clear knowing and clear feeling—are mystical qualities that can appear in yourself and in others. Often these characteristics are manifested during early childhood, when we are very sensitive to the seen and the unseen worlds, well before we are told that unseen worlds “don’t really exist,” or that they only exist in forms and practices that are consistent with established religious traditions. In so many ways, we are taught to forget what we already know intuitively. I hope that reading this story can help you to remember your own deep soul knowledge. This knowledge can help you to hear the many languages that are spoken both on and off the conscious levels.


From the time I was very little, the knowledge of the mind always blended deeply with the knowledge of the heart. I am a clairvoyant, and nearly every day I see spiritual phenomena, yet my primary channels are intellectual (claircognizance) and emotional (clairsentience). Through claircognizance, knowledge and insight come directly into my mind in pristine forms that appear like a flash and a sparkle. Through clairsentience, emotional energies pass directly through my heart center, and often I know empathically what someone is feeling, whether they share their feelings openly or not. I just know things, as I receive the information in my mind and feel the energy in my heart. What this means is that I know and sense what people are really saying behind the words that are spoken aloud. The Angelic Guides have shown me that, beneath the layers of spoken language there lies a second, subtle layer of unspoken language that is composed of thought and energy. So, in addition to seeing things in the split second crack of consciousness that is the double take, I can also read and feel the words behind the words. Yet no matter how much is expressed, I always know that there is so much more than anyone can ever fully know.


It is one thing to write these words as an adult. It is quite another thing to negotiate this territory as a child. One late spring afternoon I sat gazing out the window at the rain that was pouring down on the green grass outside. I was four years old; I wouldn’t turn five until later that summer. Our family lived in central Connecticut, and it was very late on a Saturday afternoon. The sky outside was dark gray with thunder and lightning, and I was totally enchanted by the rainstorm. I especially loved seeing the unaccustomed darkness of the daytime sky, and hearing how the wind would speak as it lashed the rain against the windows. The leaves on the maple and oak trees outside were still coming out, and everything was tender, vibrant green and soaking wet. That particular afternoon, during the storm I could actually feel the grass and the bushes growing, and the life energy emanating upward from the ground beneath our feet. I felt such joy and excitement about this new growth, as the gift of the storm brought so much life to life.


My mother was at church, and my little sister was just a toddler napping in her crib, too young to talk with me. I was left at home playing quietly with my dolls, in the care of my Grandmother and a male relative. That afternoon I said to him, “I love days like today. This weather is so romantic.” He looked at me strangely, and then he harshly corrected me, saying that the storm was a mess and that there wasn’t anything romantic about it. As he said these words, I could feel his annoyance and confusion, bordering on anger, as he told me I was wrong. A part of me was really hurt by this because, apparently, I had gotten it wrong on so many levels at once. I liked something that I shouldn’t like because it caused trouble for other people—a violent rainstorm. And I had misused a word and he had to take the time to correct me. Above all, I was wasting his time talking about things that I shouldn’t know about, since I was only just a child, and so I was in a state of transgression. (This man had misunderstood my meaning when I said that the storm was “romantic.”) In a flash, not only did I hear his words, but I felt his annoyance and hostility, and the energy that his reprimand carried, only some of which was spoken aloud.


Even though I had been told in no uncertain terms that I had gotten it wrong, in my own mind and heart, I also knew that I had gotten it right. While at the time I didn’t know what this was, I heard an angelic voice tell me, “Don’t you ever, ever forget who you are, Dear One.” So I knew that it was absolutely right to love this intense spring storm. And I knew that my meaning was right, that the wind and the leaves and the rain were romantic in a way that most people did not understand. Yes, I knew I was right, that this storm was romantic, and that it had something to do with poetry. Needless to say, as a four-year-old child I had never heard of Romantic poetry. No one had ever introduced the concept to me or read me any of the works of the British Romantic poets. Yet somehow, I just knew. The knowledge was there, both very deeply as well as on the surface of my consciousness. Yet at the same time, I also knew that it wasn’t safe for me to say such things aloud. I knew that I needed to protect myself, to remain quiet and not share most things with other people. This was a wise call.


Yet as an enthusiastic child, there were times when I couldn’t help myself and things would just come out. Sometimes I was rewarded for this. This happened twice when I was in the first grade. I spent eight years in Catholic school, and one day a young Jesuit priest visited our class to tell us about his mission. It was the early 1970s, and he was planning to lead a walk from Connecticut to Washington, D.C. and hoping to gather supporters along the way to bring attention to Civil Rights issues. After he told the class his story, I raised my hand and asked, “Isn’t this like Abraham leading his people to the promised land?” Our first grade class did not have extensive training in Old Testament biblical history (the lessons primarily focused on New Testament Gospel stories), and we had not yet had a lesson on Abraham leading his people. I just knew—I could see the analogy in my mind’s eye. Both the nun’s and the priest’s eyes opened wide and their mouths dropped slightly, and then they started smiling at each other, so I knew I wasn’t going to get into trouble. That Sunday morning, another priest told the congregation the story during the sermon at mass. My father was at this church service, and he came home beaming with pride because the priest had mentioned my name when he told the story.


It can pay to know things. Another story which, to this day, is very close to my heart came one Valentine’s Day. Our first grade teacher had received some heart-shaped, cardboard candy boxes from the local drugstore for the children to place valentines in. While most of the boxes were a simple plain red cardboard, the store had donated a few boxes that were far more elaborate. They were decorated with either pink or red satin, and they had curly white ribbons and a little cluster of pink or red rosebuds on their tops. Oh, how I wanted one of the decorated boxes, and I was determined to get a pink one! The teacher told us that she would put numbers on the bottoms of those boxes, and if we guessed the number correctly, she would give us that box. As soon as she said those words, the number 14 popped into my mind’s eye. I put up my hand and called out the number 14, and she gave me one of the pink heart-shaped boxes. To this day, I can still vividly recall this scene.


So, there were times when having knowledge worked out well. However, most of the time it did not. Neither the other children nor, for that matter, most adults were receptive to anyone who was so different. At a young age I learned quickly not to share things with others, because this could make people uncomfortable and get me into trouble. I grew up in a religious family that was both socially and politically conservative, and as a young girl I had to be very careful talking about things that fell outside of people’s comfort zones of knowledge or received social traditions, although sometimes I would do this just to be provocative. Interestingly, I learned that it was okay to talk about magical things on television or in books and movies, because then if everyone could see them, no one felt excluded. Moreover, these subjects could easily be dismissed because everyone knew that they were “only make-believe.” Yet deep inside me—in my mind and heart—I knew that aspects of those worlds were very real, just as I knew that I had to keep this knowledge largely to myself. So for my own safety I “turned down the light,” as it were, and remained quiet so that I could live “a more normal life.”


It took me many years to know that it was safe to see, hear, feel, and know things that were magical and extraordinary, that it was safe to be myself. Yet another part of me still asks: how safe is it really, now or ever? Over the years, I know very well that, because I write so openly about mystical subjects and I am so blatant about my spirituality, that this has cost me something professionally. However, I also know that by living this way, we are all gaining far more than anything I could be losing personally. Interestingly, in the academic world there is still not an adequate way to situate extraordinary knowledge securely, let alone reconcile it with rationalist paradigms. The technical term for such disjunctions of knowledge are “epistemological fractures,” and this language is fascinating because it evokes a broken or fractured limb. Indeed, there are days when I have to suppress a lot of what I know and what I’m seeing and feeling, and on those days I have to walk lightly and step very carefully, as though I’m walking tenderly on a healing limb.
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