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For my daughter, Alaina, the dearest gift ever brought by an angel.



The Ancient Tradition of Angels
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“Normandi Ellis is a masterful storyteller. She unfolds her understanding of the angelic realm not just from a profound scholarship but also from her personal perspective, and it is this rare blend that brings the subject to life for the reader. This is a wonderful and beautiful book carrying a message of hope at a forlorn time. Her words and stories uplift the spirit by showing that angelic messengers belong to all times and all traditions. This book feeds the mind with its scholarship, feeds the soul with an inspired vision of existence beyond the human sphere, and nourishes the heart with the certain knowing that angelic guidance is not limited to the past. No matter whether you come to this book from a faith tradition or from none, these words will open a window into possibility.”

NAOMI OZANIEC,
AUTHOR OF BECOMING A GARMENT 
OF ISIS

“A fascinating account of angels. This comprehensive study detailing angels throughout the ages and in different traditions is engaging and incredibly uplifting. It’s a powerful book for today’s world.”

ROBBIE HOLZ,
AUTHOR OF ANGELS IN WAITING

“Normandi Ellis’s book The Ancient Tradition of Angels is a rare pearl and a welcome and inspired addition to human consciousness of who angels are, what their purpose is, and above all the unifying nature of angels, present in the contexts of all faiths and cultures (whether they are known by that name or another). Ellis’s clarity allows for an ecumenical view of this divine assistance, ready to help all who are open to receive. The book begins with beautiful portraits from cultures around the planet, including depictions of the sacred, the divine, and the angelic. Highly recommended for angel newcomers as well as those who walk with angels already!”

KATHRYN HUDSON,
AUTHOR OF INVITING ANGELS 
INTO YOUR LIFE

“Weaving a tapestry between scholarship and personal experiences, The Ancient Tradition of Angels 
introduces the reader to the universal concept of divine messengers, from ancient Egypt to modern times. The common human experience of rescue by spiritual beings is captured in a treasury of vivid stories, along with beautiful full-color illustrations of icons by a selection of wonderful artists. Normandi Ellis’s reflections about what all of these mysterious resemblances may mean is a journey through the universe of divine intervention.”

TAMRA LUCID,
AUTHOR OF MAKING THE ORDINARY 
EXTRAORDINARY

“In her extraordinarily well-documented book The Ancient Tradition of Angels, Normandi Ellis once again shows us her skills as a wordsmith and scholar, capable of navigating the reader through the mysteries, historical foundations, and grace of angels. She opens doorways for the reader to consider this topic from every conceivable angle—mystical, esoteric, cultural, spiritual, chronicled, even within the field of physics. If angels serve the concept of God’s powerful messengers, then with this book Ellis serves the purpose of authenticating those messengers.”

SANDRA CORCORAN,
AUTHOR OF SHAMANIC AWAKENING

“With a sense of wonder we are introduced to the worldwide history of angels in Normandi Ellis’s tour de force of storytelling informed by serious scholarship and a lifetime of revelations. A gorgeously illustrated book that will fascinate devotees of all religions.”

RONNIE PONTIAC,
AUTHOR OF AMERICAN METAPHYSICAL 
RELIGION

“I found Normandi’s book to be exhaustively researched, incredibly beautiful, and inspiring. What’s that—you say you don’t believe in angels? Normandi would invite you to consider the words of poet Mary Oliver: ‘Only if there are angels in your head will you ever, possibly, see one.’”

RAY GRASSE,
AUTHOR OF THE WAKING 
DREAM AND WHEN 
THE STARS ALIGN



 

Nothing is more awe-inspiring than an Angel, nothing more seemingly unimpressive than a human being, and yet contained in a handful of dust is the signature for the entire universe of space-time. God is up to something. . . .

WILLIAM IRWIN THOMPSON,
THE TIME FALLING 
BODIES TAKE TO LIGHT
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Foreword

Jean Houston, Ph.D.

The book in your hands is both a marvel and a high mystery—luminous, inexplicable, and yet transparent to transcendence. Surely all of the angels are applauding.

I have known Normandi for many years, beginning in 1990 when I narrated an audio recording of her brilliant first book, Awakening Osiris. Its words were so profound, and the spirit behind those words so insistent, that it sent shivers down my spine. Leading a trip to Egypt in 1991 for a hundred students, she joined me in interpretating the depth dimensions and sacred psychology of ancient Egypt. She also worked with me on my book The Passion of Isis and Osiris, published in 1995.

Normandi’s publishing record is formidable: fourteen books, and more to come. She is truly a masterful writer and scholar—witty, innovative, and always at the cutting edge of discovery. Her interest in metaphysics reveals a multidimensional mind and an elegant spirit.

Her work has not diminished over time, nor does she rest on her laurels. The angels called her and she answered. After nearly four decades of mining the gold of the Egyptian cosmology that she has so consistently evoked in great depth, she has given to this world and to our time a gathering of angels the likes of which we have not seen before. With wit, wisdom, and insight, she offers us a new understanding of our relationship to the spirit world. We are not just bags of ego; we are participants in a divine architecture. And in elucidating this fact, she has given the divine dimensions more room and reality for their manifestation and cooperation, to remedy our planetary pathos.

I learn so much from Normandi, as do so many. Through this magnificent work, she invites the daemons of beauty, truth, and cocreation into the dark places in self and society that are so needful of the sacred gnosis that she brings. I believe this book will give new credence to a belief in and a partnership with the angels, bringing about a necessary spiritual renaissance. If Normandi’s work causes us to believe in angels again, perhaps it will provoke the angels to believe again in us.

JEAN HOUSTON, PH.D., is a scholar, philosopher, and researcher in the human capacities movement, having long been regarded as one of the principal founders of the human potential movement. She is one of the foremost visionary thinkers and doers of our time, noted for her ability to combine a deep knowledge of history, culture, new science, spirituality, and human development into her teachings. She is the author of thirty books on sacred living and finding one’s purpose, from The Possible Human: A Course in Enhancing Your Physical, Mental, and Creative Abilities to The Quest of Rose: The Cosmic Keys of Our Future Becoming. 
As advisor to UNICEF in human and cultural development, she has worked around 
the world helping to implement some of their extensive educational programs. Dr. 
Houston has also served in an advisory capacity to President and Mrs. Clinton. A 
powerful and dynamic speaker, she holds conferences and seminars with social leaders, educational institutions, and business organizations worldwide. Dr. Houston holds a Ph.D. in psychology from the Union Graduate School in New York and a Ph.D. in religion from the Graduate Theological Foundation in Sarasota, Florida. She has also been the recipient of honorary doctorates.
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Foreword

Lynn Andrews

Normandi Ellis’s new book, The Ancient Tradition of Angels, offers readers a fresh new approach to a potentially daunting subject, that of angelic presence in human affairs. A natural-born storyteller and attentive scholar, Normandi Elllis’s narrative voice gives the work authority and makes it exceedingly accessible. In these pages the ancient and biblical 
stories, apocrypha, and contemporary observations she relates come alive. Much 
more than an academic treatise, this remarkable book seamlessly weaves Ellis’s personal reflections and experience with scientific and scholarly research. It is a thorough and satisfying guide for the novice as well as those conversant with the holy world and the mystery of angels.

The text is inclusive; it gives equal substance to angels and other winged beings of Spirit in worldwide cultures throughout human time. Discussed are Judeo-Christian, Hindu, and Buddhist angels, Silk Road traditions, Zoroastrian and Yezidi angels, angels of death, and fallen and dark angels. Dark angels can be thought of as those errors in judgment in human concerns, or wrong thinking, which cause us distress—seductions that pull us in harmful directions. Quoting the author, “Thoughts are things. If you’re looking for dark angels, you [will] find them. The book tries to answer typical questions [readers might posit]; but the only way to answer such [queries] is to talk about quantum physics because angels are made of light. And so are we.”

Normandi Ellis contends that how we speak of angels and their purpose changes as our understanding of consciousness changes, as our awareness of our unique selves and the world around us, our perceptions, shift. Things in our lives that we never thought possible occur. Is consciousness then, in and of itself, forcing change in the way we perceive “reality”? Or is it possible that there is another mystery, that of consciousness ascending into the spirit realm, to be called “angel”?

Angels appear in every major and minor religion and spiritual practice as divine or spiritual messengers. When the spirit world confounds us, this book bridges the gap between that confusion and awareness—angel messengers come into our lives to imbue and inspire us with the mystery of divine creative intelligence.

Perhaps angels are antidotes to our overwhelming and illusory material world. Perhaps an angel is an experience to which our minds must give form. The Ancient Tradition of Angels does not attempt to solve the question of “What is an angel?” Rather, it offers a guide for delving into the mystery of angels, giving readers an opportunity to think about the true message of angels as part of us, as within us—inseparable. Perhaps this book is meant to be an instrument to be used to encourage nonbelievers and skeptics into saying “Yes . . . maybe.”

Ellis—the author of numerous books, short stories, essays, poems, book reviews, and translations; lecturer; academic; seminar and metaphysical teacher; and workshop facilitator—writes with the expertise of the scholar, and the curiosity of the poet. Readers trust her narrative voice, for it connects us to the text rather than removing us from it. For those interested in and curious about ceremony, the book’s addendum, “An Invocation to Archangels,” is an extra gift.

Normandi Ellis writes, “We live inside a mystery” and, later, “The true message of the angels lies within us.” These sentences alone are provocative enough to make this a must-read book for those who wish to more fully understand the complexities of the angelic state of mind.

THE LATE LYNN ANDREWS was the New York Times and internationally bestselling author of the Medicine Woman series, which chronicled her three decades of study and work with shamanic healers on four continents. In addition, Lynn wrote a total of twenty-one bestselling books and workbooks about her work. A shaman healer and mystic, she was recognized worldwide as a leader in the fields of spiritual healing and personal empowerment. She was also acknowledged as being a major link between the ancient world of shamanism and modern society and its thirst for profound personal healing and a deeper understanding of the pathway to enlightenment. Lynn hosted annual live gatherings for shamanic healing and empowerment in Hawaii and in Paradise Valley, Arizona, and led shamanic tours to Egypt, Peru, Alaska, Ireland, and other sacred sites around the globe.
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PREFACE

Living Gratitude

This book begins way back, farther back than I can now recall. It began as a quest for understanding the phenomenon of angels, and resulted in my 2020 doctoral dissertation on the same subject. I received a doctor of divinity degree in comparative religions from All Faiths Seminary in New York. It is that dissertation upon which this book is based.

More than anyone else, I express my deepest gratitude to the angels for showing up, for answering prayers, and for allowing their messages to play upon the lips and through the hands of family, strangers, and friends. All of these individuals did the exact thing needed for me to find and create the next leap forward in my life. Often it would seem that just as I needed solace, a zap of illumination, or a boost of confidence, angelic messages would arrive—as expressed by the sudden appearance of a friend. “I don’t know why, but I had the urge to check on you,” they might say, or, “Hey, I just found this nugget of information, or had a revelation, and you came to mind.”

Sometimes the angels showed themselves as glimpses of light caught out of the corner of my eye. Other times I perceived them as light breaking through dark clouds in the radiant form of angels, a feathery touch brushing my skin, or the sudden, firm embrace of a winged one at my back to strengthen me. Sometimes feathers dropped in front of my eyes on a windless and birdless day. I’m also a firm believer in the angel who appeared as solid as a human to say, “I think you dropped this,” handing me a twenty-dollar bill with which to buy groceries and conveniently disappearing before I could say thank-you.

At Camp Chesterfield in Indiana, I live on sacred grounds amid the statues and energetic signatures of angels, devas, and masters, including the Christ. Here I have spent many hours of pleasant contemplation sitting by a fountain and its trumpeting angels. Here I have prayed for the healing of family and friends inside the Garden of Prayer amid guardian angels. Here I have also conversed with the busts of master teachers and prophets of the world’s major religions—Vardhamana Mahavira, Gautama Buddha, Lao Tzu, Confucius, Osiris, Abraham, Mohammed, Zoroaster, Zeus, and the Christ—stationed along the Trail of Religion. Inside the metaphysical library at Chesterfield Seminary, while researching my dissertation, I found many a dusty, rare book whose wisdom can never be exhausted. This library also contains modern work that inspires me, and which sparks associations and further connection with the angelic beings. These contemporary writers 
are a grand gathering of religious folk, scientists, and “possibility thinkers,” and I hope one day to create an annotated bibliography of their work. I want to thank those who so generously allowed me to quote them, or to cite their work in-depth. I applaud their visions, which have added to mine.

My original dissertation began to truly come together as a book for publication once I realized that hunting for angels carried the same energetic vibration as writing poetry or painting an inspired piece of art. These states of consciousness allow for serendipity, magic, and possibility thinking—or rather, possibility allowing.

No book stands alone, and this book has been built upon the work of countless authors, storytellers, and researchers before me, including those unknown inquirers of the world’s sacred texts. I am indebted to the Tibetan and Egyptian scribes, and to the anonymous rabbis, Coptic priests, and monks who wrote and illuminated sacred texts in which the angels appeared. Brilliant minds have inspired me to look further into the nature of angels, including the in-depth studies of such modern authors as Rabbi Phillip Berg, Sophy Burnham, Rabbi David A. Cooper, Alain Daniélou, Gustav Davidson, Richard Foltz, Rabbi Louis Ginzberg, Manly Palmer Hall, Shaykh Kabbani, Rodger Kamenetz, Martin Lings, Joseph Lumpkin, Valery Rees, Eszter Spät, and Rose Vanden Eynden.

I want to thank the poets, dreamers, and visual artists who inspired me. I’m thinking in particular of the poets Rainer Maria Rilke, William Blake, and Mary Oliver. I also want to thank, of course, the visual artists who granted me permission to include their works in my book. It is they who provided a necessary platform by which to celebrate the angels in all of our lives. Their visioning was vital and, to me, their original art allowed me to see that angels are “interpreted” creatures. They appear as states of mind. They conform to our intuition and to our thoughts. I offer my gratitude to the masons of temples and cathedrals in Ethiopia, in Scotland, in Asia, and around the world.

I am indebted to the vision and talents of close friends and artists Cosima Lukashevitz, Kristina Sebenick Ellis, Gina Morales, Victoria Wilson-Jones, and the photographic skills of Greg Zeman and Willem Proos, as well as others—James Tissot, Edward Hughes, Gabriel Schama, and Ravi Raja Varma.

I remember some years ago conversing with Cosima about the power of the hieroglyphs of Egypt, the word symbols and paintings. We agreed that many people thought of language and art as separate forms, but they actually are one stream of light consciousness. These angels, then, are concentrated light forms that we discover coalescing within the air, in active meditation, and on paper—or upon the canvas of our lives. (I can’t even begin to count the number of inspiring cloud angel photographs that have been sent—unrequested—to me by friends over the last two years!)

I am blessed to have the beautiful images of the aforementioned artists appear in this book. Of course, I also want to thank the many art museums that generously allowed me to copy their images—the Birmingham Museums Trust, the Cleveland Museum of Art, and most especially the Walters Art Museum in Baltimore, Maryland.

Questing for angels amid the years of COVID-19 turned out to be a solitary task. Without the encouragement of supportive people like P. T. Wilson, Jon Mundy, and the committee members and faculty of All Faiths Seminary in New York, my research into the cosmos of the angels would have remained idle speculation. Encouragement from dear friends Karen Klein, Gina Morales, Ray Grasse, and many others kept my lifelong dream of attaining a doctoral degree in comparative religion afloat.

Sharon Kenton, my colleague and friend, spent speculative hours with me, sitting on my sofa and listening to my inklings, encouraging my ideas, and asking questions for my own clarification. Glenda Cadarette, my longtime 
mentor at Camp Chesterfield in Indiana, offered advice, encouragement, and conversation to carry me forward. My neighbor and friend Terry Hanks, my sister-in-law Sherry Ellis, and my brother Edward F. Ellis proof-read the manuscript when it was in its initial dissertation form. Later, old friend Jessie M Page offered suggestions and encouragement on the crafting of the narrative. My dear friend Peter Taylor assisted with reading the manuscript as he created a list for the index, thus also catching a few more errors.

What would I have done without the help of Pat Little, Mary Beth Hattaway, and Karen Klein who helped me through a health crisis? Auset Rohn, my dear priestess sister, came to my aid when my fingers were numb from surgery and my mind clouded in the days following it. She typed, converted images, compiled lists, double-checked me, kept me calm, and brought me food. The patience and compassion of my editors at Inner Traditions while I mended from four surgeries in five months kept me from giving up on the project. All these dear ones were the terrestrial angels who kept the celestial angels aloft.

I am indebted to my dear mentor Dr. Jean Houston and to my new friend and colleague Lynn Andrews for their rousing endorsements of my work. Finally, unequivocally, I am indebted to Dr. Anita Archer, my dissertation advisor, who continued to prod and encourage me to think outside the box long after she stopped advising me on the doctoral work per se. She asked the best questions, found hints to new directions, prayed with me over the book, and never allowed me to forget that it was something the angels intended for me to write. What an integral part of this work she has been, blessing me with her intelligent conversation and her beautiful, loving friendship!

I am grateful to all who inspired and encouraged me—and again, to the angels, to the angels, the magnificent visitation and illumination of the angels!
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INTRODUCTION

Answering the Call

Wonder tears open an otherwise closed cosmos.

THOMAS MOORE, A RELIGION OF ONE’S 
OWN

Do you believe in angels? People often ask me that.

The answer is: Yes, I do.

Do you work with angels?

Yes, I do.

Do you see angels?

Well, I perceive Spirit and angels are Spirit. Do I see them? Not always, but yes, at times.

See, in this case, becomes a bland, misshapen word. What happens are 
moments of wonder that come upon us unexpectedly, as the angels did for me. 
Whether angels appear to us as winged, as light, or as human—or not at 
all—depends upon the viewer’s state of mind, our garment of belief, and the 
circumstances in which we find ourselves. We cannot imprison our minds nor the 
understanding of a god-filled universe with padlocks demanding keys of absolute 
proof. As the poet Mary Oliver said, “Only if there are angels in your head will 
you ever, possibly, see one” (Mary Oliver, “The World I Live In”).

Let me give you an example. For most people the perception of color varies according to the individual and to the circumstances. My blind masseur astounds me with his clairsentient perception, sensing color with his hands. He feels the aura, which few sighted people can even see with physical eyes much less touch with their fingertips. Friends who have experienced traumatic situations assure me of the appearance and intervention of beings of light, visible angels, who brought comfort to them and relieved their fears.


MY OWN EXPERIENCE OF ANGELS

As for myself, I certainly have experienced angelic interventions. For one thing, I feel presences, and I have witnessed miracles, fleeting images of light, and unbelievable healing. Although I did not physically see an angel on the night my daughter was conceived, certainly I heard one. It revealed itself as the most beautiful, hauntingly expressive music I had ever heard. My husband heard it, too. That sound followed us for several blocks as we walked beside Boulder Creek (in Colorado). What a beautiful way to conceive one’s child!

At a separate time in my life, when I was not in a good state of mind, feeling mentally and emotionally exhausted, I did feel the foul energetic presence of something I can only call demonic. It stayed around a while, flinging objects off the mantle, physically restraining me in bed, and even frightening my friends and my dog. Finally, recognizing that this energy reflected an ill will within me, I had to exorcise it with powerful intention, angelic invocation, forgiveness, and love.

I want to offer my stories as evidence that we do participate in the good or ill that surrounds us. It doesn’t always “just happen” to us. The Spiritualist creed professes that we make our own happiness or unhappiness as we obey or disobey spiritual laws.

I grew up in the Episcopal Church, enfolded in the spiritual energies of my maternal family of Roman Catholic aunts, uncles, and cousins who prayed to Mother Mary, to saints and to angels, as well as to God and Christ. I relished their beliefs in the availability of legions of spiritual beings. My lifelong mysticism began when at the age of five I heard a wavery woman’s voice singing outside and in a beautiful moment that snowy, blowy winter morning, I knew that it was “God’s Wife” calling at our front door. I told my mother that “God’s Wife” was calling to us. I could hear Her voice in the whistling eaves; it was cold out there and we had to let Her in. She wanted a cup of coffee. My mother did not seem to hesitate. She made coffee for herself and for God’s Wife, and then we sat at the kitchen table and chatted. Mother asked questions and I repeated what God’s Wife answered. That may have seemed sacrilegious to my Catholic relatives, but to my father’s side of the family it was a quasi-normal event. A few of them were already Spiritualists engaged in seances of one type or another and talking to dead relatives, spirits, and angels all the time.

I grew up on gossip, anecdote, and oral storytelling. Wild tales about neighbors, relatives, and friends abounded. Those sightings from the “other side”—a mysterious, unseen world, complete with nearimpossible but very true details—blazed themselves into my memory. Stories of one relative in particular became a lifelong touchstone. My great-aunt Arzelia practiced as a Spiritualist medium, therefore mysterious visitors from other dimensions have always piqued my interest.

Most adults might think of my conversation with God’s Wife as the byproduct of an overactive childish imagination, yet it is the imagination that creative individuals develop and draw upon as they age. Those of us whose mothers read books to us as children, or whose fathers painted, encouraged us to paint, and engaged in conversations with angelic beings (as mine did) are exercising our so-called “angel lobes.” As a child, William Blake saw angels in the windows. As an adult he sketched and compiled his poetic visions into his visionary book Heaven and Hell. Such children at a young age use creative imagination to develop their capacities to later access higher dimensional beings. This endeavor is deeper than expressing an overactive imagination. Mystical children, I believe, continue to develop into deeply mystical adults.

Yet the fear that such children will develop into deeply disturbed individuals tends to cloud our interpretations of early mystical experiences. The spirit world often confounds us. Humans are experiential beings, and most adults have had their sense of wonder crushed. Taught to trust only what we can grasp with our senses or intellect, we often will second-guess what comes knocking at the door of our sixth sense. The celestial message succumbs to dismissive labels, such as imagination, dream, or coincidence. Perhaps worse, these mystical experiences are deemed to be hallucinations. Creatures from another dimension, alternate worlds, or separate planes of existence disturb our intellectual need to create solid, verifiable meaning from random events. The angels and the fallen ones become part of the ineffable mystery of the mind of God.

My mother did not discourage my conversation with God’s Wife. As I grew older, I recognized that the God’s Wife I knew as a child was Isis, the Egyptian goddess. This angelic being impressed me as being beautiful, almost human, winged, and filled with the energy of air, clouds, wind, and wooded places. Quite unlike the God hiding inside His lonely cathedral off Main Street, She could appear instantly whenever I needed Her. More available at times than a human mother, I thought of Her as My Other Mother. Later, as a grown woman, I found her image in Coptic churches. Here she wore the cloak of Jesus’s mother, Mary, surrounded by her attendants, whom the Copts identified as angels. They seemed to resemble the winged ba souls of the ancient Egyptians; that is, human heads with wings. In other words, cherubim accompanied Mary, and ba souls accompanied Isis.

Did I actually see God’s Wife as Isis robed in white and blue standing at our front door when I was a child? Again, not with physical eyes, but yes, I am absolutely certain it was She. I had never heard of Isis then, nor had I seen pictures of Her, but I was impressed that I stood in Her presence. I knew Her. To my inner vision She appeared exactly as described by the ancients. She definitely approached me as a messenger. Was she a deity or an angel? you might ask. Does it matter? I might ask in reply. Angels appear in all cultures and religions. One group identifies such a being as deity, another as deva, another as angel. But are they real or imagined? Ah, now that is one of the questions we will be drawn to examine more closely toward the end of this book!




THE FUNCTION OF ANGELS

Aside from childhood lessons delivered from pulpits and parents, most of us learn about heaven’s messengers through scripture and mythology. Is one version of the origin and purpose of angels truer than another simply because it happens to be older? Not really. What amazes me is how alike these angelic sightings tend to be across religions and throughout time and space.

The belief in divine messengers is a tenet of every major religion. The wingspan of angels and spiritual beings, as messengers of God—the Ultimate Reality covers nearly all Western and Eastern faith traditions. In my opinion, all spiritual beings belong to the category of angels, whether they have wings or not. As long as they exist in a stratum of greater spiritual command, a hierarchy, if you will, I call them “angels.”

The word angel derives from the Greek or Italian word for messenger, angelos. The Hebrew word mal’akh identifies that messenger as one from Jehovah and it is associated with words such as melek or malachi, which equally mean “God’s messengers.” In addition, they may do other work as well, but their appearance seems to be God’s way of telling us that life is more than we can imagine. We spend our days inside a mystery. Angels fly into our lives to remind us that an awesome divine intelligence created and sustains the universe for its own cryptic reasons. Summoned by God at the beginning of time, they infuse us with the mystery of the divine creative intelligence itself.

Divine messengers appear in Western traditions, which include the Jewish, Christian, and Islamic faiths, and in Eastern traditions, which include Hinduism, Buddhism, and Shintoism. Similar angels appear in religious traditions found along the Silk Road, specifically Zoroastrianism and Yezidism. In every religion where angels appear as beings of light, their counterparts fly in as dark beings—angels of death and fallen ones. Some are demons, and some are Nephilim, the so-called children of fallen angels.

What are we to make of this complex landscape populated with such a variegated assortment of angelic beings? In seeking to answer this question we might try to determine what God may have had in mind during his cosmic creative process. In so doing, in this book we enter into a discussion of how angels—as messengers of God—and their fallen brethren—the dissenters of God—interact with human beings, to whom God gave choice and free will.

Most religions posit that angels, quite unlike humans, have neither choice, free will, nor souls. I suppose that without free will there would be no need for a soul to progress. There would be no need to work through one’s karma. Neither would there be the wisdom of experience. Angels have no karma. They are perfect and never die.*1 On the other hand, humans are a mess of free will, and our souls try like heck to outgrow our mortal errors. And while I am of the opinion that humans do not evolve into angels, the mystical poet Ralph Waldo Emerson claimed that “every man contemplates an angel in his future self.”1 Perhaps he did suggest that humans do turn into angels, but I interpret this to mean that humans long to become a more angelic, light being in the future.

So what exactly is an angel’s function? If my dreams are accurate, angels help us to evolve and work out our karma—karma being that resultant pattern we experience based on the choices we made in previous lifetimes. My understanding of such occurred in one of my dreams when I found myself in a starry kitchen stirring an enormous kettle of soup, working with five congenial angels. We placed in the soup cauldron certain colored, gelatinous plates of geometric shapes—squares, triangles, rectangles, and trapezoids.

I recognized these geometric shapes as astrological patterns floating around in a cosmic soup. When I realized the plates could slide over each other, lock into place, and light up, I became excited. In that moment I understood that the configurations the angels and I had created had formed natal birth charts. Each pattern connected to a life lesson that a particular soul needed to learn. I felt so honored to be working with the angels to craft opportunities that would unfold in the life story of specific individuals. I had no idea whose life I was creating—past, present, or future. It was simply an honor to work with the angels. Finally, I saw an unusual pattern that really excited me, and I shouted to the angels, “Golly, look at that! That’s perfect!” And the angels clapped their hands, smiled, and said, “Okay, then. Jump in!”

What a powerful dream I dreamed of how, before my birth, I stood in the starlight with angels to craft my life! Perhaps everyone does.

Again, angels make themselves known in human affairs at the service of evolution and the soul’s progression. They see events in the past and the future because they exist within and without all dimensions, which all come back to the Mind of the All, the All being the universal life force of God.




THE NATURE OF ANGELS

Angels can take whatever form they wish. When the occasion warrants, they may appear as human. Groups of people will see, dream, or have visionary experiences in a certain way because of the group’s social or religious conditioning, which anthropologists call “cultural patterning.” This might explain why the “People of the Book”*2 all envision angels in a similar manner, and why devata appear differently to those in the Eastern tradition. The celestial visions adapt themselves to the understanding of the seer.2

The more I learned about angels, the more intrigued I became. Who were these beings that I had become so fascinated by? Some say God created angels as a separate species. While this may or may not be true, humans and angels share a common origin in the way that early on most creatures—frogs, birds, cats, and humans—resemble each other in shape, at least embryonically. Genetic design determines the outcome. And theology and physics seem to agree that angels and humans are both comprised of light. Humans are perhaps more or less light in frozen form.

It also must be said that both mammals and angels establish themselves in a type of organized structure. Specifically, each religious tradition offers a hierarchy of seven (or nine) heavens, hells, or planes of existence. Within those planes dwell innumerable angelic or divine beings. Beyond the hierarchies of angelic hosts and above the demigods, we find Deity. Its Cosmic Being-ness appears so ineffable that humans deem it the “Ultimate Truth” or the “Ultimate Reality.”

Although angels appear to have an intelligent design behind their diverse appearances, forms, purposes, and so on, not all angels are the same and they don’t all have the same agendas. Hindu devas (divine beings) evolve through many human lives and states of consciousness in order to attain their divine status.

Another example: Mormons believe that the angel Moroni dictated the Book of Mormon to their patriarch, Joseph Smith. Mormons identify Moroni as the last great leader of the Nephites, who eventually ascended beyond his human life.3 Perhaps the evolution of humans into angels requires a mental development rather than a physical one.

Maybe it becomes more important to think in the way that angels think. Perhaps the more we understand that all of Creation—angels and humans alike—has sprung from the mind of God, the more humans and angels will be drawn close together. This connection is underscored by the richness of the literature that exists about angels. In my opinion, angels exist beyond metaphor, but we have difficulty expressing exactly how they exist. They are not necessarily more in favor now than they have ever been. In fact, angels have never fallen out of favor. Reports of angelic appearances span many, many thousands of years. How we speak of angels and their purposes, however, changes as our understanding of consciousness changes.

Why do reports of angels abound? Perhaps we long for what lies beyond the veil in the same way that salmon swim toward a home they’ve never actually known. One might say it’s in our DNA.

Humans crave a sense of purpose and order. Whether we define ourselves as religious, spiritual, or a-spiritual, one of the most frequently asked questions about the plan of one’s life on this planet is, “Why am I here?” Life purpose is a question that religions try to answer. Religion tends to codify its answers into prescriptive rules and cautionary narratives, but no religious faith began as a list of tenets. Most were preceded by an angelic intervention, or through mystical appearances to individuals. An angel appeared, delivered a message, and that changed everything.

Religions begin when humans try to interpret what that message means and for whom. Religions gather strength and force of will by gathering followers and adherents. The faith machine then requires adherents to keep the momentum of the institution. That, in my opinion, is where the angels vacate the building. Without the monument of a stolid religious tenet, the appearance of angels remains a solitary, mystical experience.




ANGELS AND RELIGION

In this book I intend to tell a number of stories, some of which are personal. A few I’ve gleaned from reported modern sightings, but most derive from myth, ancient literature, biblical literature, and the apocrypha, those tales that fell out of the official canon. Modern Theosophists, Sufi masters, Eastern gurus, kabbalists, and Christian mystics and psychics add their stories and revelations to those I will recount.

The medieval inquiries of the Christian saints Thomas Aquinas and John of Damascus, together with those of Eleazar ben Judah of Worms, laid the groundwork for modern angelology: the study of angels. Aquinas and John of Damascus spent decades contemplating angels. And for centuries, clerics dubbed Rabbi Eleazar ben Judah of Worms “a madman” obsessed with analyzing and conjuring angels. Each theologian wondered: “What are angels? Do they possess a form? Why do they come bidden or unbidden? Have they always good intentions? Are they sent by God’s command only? Or can humans invoke angels; and, if so, for what purposes?” Then follows the question about whether one has a personal angel. The author of Matthew 18:10 seems to say that everyone has a protective angel watching over them. Could this really be true? What is true is that whether or not we believe in angels, they believe in us. In my opinion, most people will experience an angel one day—whether personal or by whatever means or names.

Have I ever seen an angel? Maybe.

If you asked the biblical Abraham the same question, he might have given you the same answer: “Maybe.” Maybe those three messengers sent by God who stopped to rest beside Abraham’s tent and enjoy Sarah’s delicious cooking with him were angels, even though they looked and ate like men (Genesis 18). Perhaps angels may take human form long enough to alter an event, foretell a joyful occasion, or provide dire warnings of terrible things to come.

In any event, at my age I don’t have thirty years or more to continue to study the angels. My finite mind can only go so far in its understanding. I am not attempting to persuade detractors of my position and thereby prove one particular religion. My own faith and upbringing, however, will color the way I use particular words or concepts in this book.*3 I admit to cultural biases. My intention is to unfurl the kaleidoscope 
of angels across many religious traditions to reveal the unified essence of 
angels and to underscore their eternal mystery. Angels continue to exist despite the ever-changing theological perspectives upheld by various clerics. No one sees the same thing, but most clerics agree that the study of angels offers an engrossing, magical understanding of the cosmos.

In my own case, even before I wanted to learn the mysteries of Egypt, I wanted to know the secrets of God. I wanted to know that which seemed whispered behind the blue curtain of sky and who exactly conversed with whom amid the wind in the trees. I wanted to see the big angels. Apparently, I am not the only one.

This Infinite Intelligence that sourced all life and all of the angels is called “Jehovah” or “Yahweh” by some. Others call it “Allah,” “Wakan Tanka,” or “Krishna.” Whatever this divine force and ultimate reality may be, and whether it may be envisioned as impersonal or personal, as natural law, or as Truth, it creates and sustains the universe.

Let me further define God as consciousness. The Russian grande dame of Theosophy, Helena Petrovna Blavatsky, defined God as a consciousness having its center everywhere and its circumference nowhere.4 A former Anglican priest turned Theosophist, Charles Leadbeater went on to emphasize that either you see God in everything, or you never see God and his angels at all. Neither one is wrong; one is just more burdensome than the other. Most theologians will tell you, as the Franciscan friar Richard Rohr puts it: “If God is not the center, you are burdened with being the center yourself. What an impossible and selfdefeating task.”5

Angels are impossible to explain to one with no experience of them. Yet all the time we believe in things we can’t always see. Physics, for example. We believe there is light we can see and light we cannot see. Most people believe scientists who say that light is both a wave and a particle. We may not be sure how this is true, but scientists now tell us that it depends upon whether or not that light is observed. At any rate, we can prove that light vibration adapts to thought, or consciousness.

Likewise, angels seem at times to be formless and at other times to be a luminous substance. Does their form depend upon whether or not we humans are consciously seeking them? Do these “God thoughts,” which is what Meister Eckhart called them, appear as our own thoughts?6 If angels are ideas, or mentalities, as Eckhart suggests, can they, being a mental construction, also take form? Thoughts, metaphysicians tell us, do become things and, in that regard, ideas are not vagaries, but precursors to manifested experiences. First, perhaps, there is emptiness, and then God fills the empty form with its mental form. Then something happens—a thought flies forth.

What else might thought require in order to become form? Perhaps a will to be known, such as God’s will, or even a desire to have a truth become manifest. Either way, the request to become takes shape in the heart and mind. “I will to do thy Will,” so to speak. Buddhists attribute the appearance of angels to the divine mind conceiving objects and forms. Before the name and identity, however, there is samsara, the source of the identifiable world in the beginning. That is: emptiness, stillness, an egg of potentiality.

Potentiality is and it is not. (To be or not to be. Is that even a choice?) Once thought stirs, the choice defines the perception of form. How variable that must make the angels! In attempting to define the word spirit, Dr. Peter Kreeft, professor of religious studies at Boston College, suggested that angels consist of two things: “the power of thinking—conscious, deliberate, rational understanding,” and “the power of willing and choosing and deliberately loving.”7 In that case there is never a time, no matter how lonely, isolated, or afraid one feels, that any of us travels through life without the possibility of an angel’s accompaniment.




GUIDANCE FROM UNSEEN ANGELS

Often in my neurotic youth I couldn’t figure out the next step in my life. Always I felt called to follow a spiritual path. In fact, I recall my first husband saying, “You act like you are on a mission from God.” I thought, Of course. So are you. You just don’t recognize it. Sometimes, sitting on my porch, I prayed for a big white panel van with an arrow on it to pass by the house. That van would give me clear direction in a message painted in letters two feet high: “Normandi, Go This Way.” But the van never arrived. That perhaps would have interfered with a divine alternate plan in which I had to make a choice. Fate or karma is part of the human experience. Any angel commandeering that white van would not be allowed to interfere.

Perhaps unseen angels have guided most circumstances of my life as it’s unfolded. Angels might overshadow the right human and send him or her along at the right moment to engage in a conversation that will result in a life-altering course. For example, one conversation with an acquaintance resulted in my purchase of Wallis Budge’s hieroglyphic text The Egyptian Book of the Dead: Papyrus of Ani. That event initiated me into a lifelong journey of spiritual and metaphysical thought.

Then there was the time, on a snowy Sunday, that the angels maneuvered a MapQuest malfunction that sent my friend Gina and me driving, hopelessly lost, for thirty minutes in the wrong direction, until we righted ourselves. We soon realized that had we not exited that same interstate thirty minutes previously, we would have been involved in a fatal auto accident.

Once I believe I encountered an angel inhabiting a human form. During my first trip to Egypt, I traveled alone, and earlier in the day, I’d found in the Luxor street market a gorgeous black basalt statue of Isis. Pressed for time, I promised myself I would come back for her.

Returning to the street market that dark, cold, and foggy January night, I found myself lost. It grew late. The sound of kiosks and shops shuttering their doors and windows filled the air. A particularly thick blanket of fog kept rolling through the streets. I could barely see two feet in front of me. I remembered having seen the statue on a high shelf in one of the shops. Could I find her again? I hurried from store to store, alley to alley, trying to rediscover the spot I had visited in the daylight. After an exhaustive search, I zigzagged through the labyrinthine streets—and then, lo and behold! There she was!

The shopkeeper who was rolling up the striped awning and shuttering his doors grudgingly stayed open only long enough for me to buy that statue. He wrapped it in newspaper, and I carried my bundle back through the maze of alleys and darkening, silent streets. In the deep emptiness of closing time with all the shop lights clicking off in a town that had but a single stoplight and few streetlights, I could not tell where I was; but I could very distinctly hear footsteps behind me.

I grew nervous and crossed to the other side of the road. The steps followed me. I picked up my pace, crossed the street again, and turned quickly around a corner. So did those footsteps behind me! I hurried, scanning doorways, right and left, picking up the pace. So did the feet that followed! I panicked and ran as fast as I could run, clutching a sixteen-inch stone statue, and the footfall behind me drew closer. Totally lost now, and quite afraid, I whispered “Goddess, help me!”

From out of the fog appeared a black horse pulling a black-topped carriage driven by an Egyptian boy. He slowed his horse just long enough to point to the left and say “Lady! Your hotel is one block this way.”

Thank you!

I ran to the street corner, turned left, and there was my hotel! I practically burst through the glass front door and into the lighted lobby. The shadowy figure who had been following me strode on.

Later that night, tucked into my bed in the hotel, my mind returned to that encounter, and I kept returning to the image of the boy who had saved me. How did he know where my hotel was? I hadn’t told anyone or even ridden in any carriage to or from the hotel. In retrospect, I have decided that he was an angel—a divine messenger in a human form.

Perhaps he descended from a higher realm to save my younger self so that I could grow old, write my books, live a life imbued with mystery, and now, on this particular future day, recount that miracle of the past when an angel appeared and possibly saved my life. Or perhaps an angel overshadowed this good native son of Egypt, using a human vessel to deliver a message to a frightened traveler. Okay, it wasn’t a white panel truck, but a black horse-drawn carriage. Still, that lifelong prayer to Spirit to point the way for me becomes more enigmatic now.

Who or what did I encounter that night? People not only believe in 
angels, they also rely on them. In uncertain times they are an antidote to an 
overwhelmingly illusory material world. Angels appeal to our childlike desire to 
know what is going on behind that closed door—behind the curtain in Oz, so to 
speak. Angels draw us that much closer to the mystery of God.

And what happens if we ignore angelic messages? Certain apocryphal texts assure us that angels know the future. Humans have choice; angels do not. Having no say in the matter, the angels tried to talk God out of including humans in the composition of the universe. Being creatures of prophecy they could foresee the flawed decisions that humans would make and the disastrous outcomes, but their warnings fell on deaf ears. The story of fallen angels demonstrates the disastrous result of angelic free will.

In our preliminary look at angels, there are many heavenly neighborhoods and more avenues to wander through than there are back alleys and shops in the bazaars of Luxor. Beautiful, haunting, puzzling, mysterious . . . Many authors have tackled this subject. Why the widespread fascination with the hellish and heavenly attributes of angels? Contemporary Jewish writer Rabbi Philip Berg may have summed it up best: “The subject of angels is not one to be regarded as a curious notion that simply captures our imagination. It must be considered as a serious matter. Our lives may very well be affected by this knowledge.”8

So, what is an angel? Perhaps an angel is an experience to which our minds must give form. The mind (knowledge) can awaken, just as the Buddha’s mind snapped into awakened consciousness with an ineffable experience (mystic wisdom). To hold onto that awakened state, to define it, to live within that consciousness, the experience most often needs a shape. Thus the mind will provide us with shape or a symbol—a touchstone for the experience to which the mind can return. The mystic may express the feeling with the cry: “Oh, that’s what it was—an angel!”

Once I received a vision of the angelic residence in heaven. Early one summer morning I saw on the eastern horizon the “City of Gold.” An equally stunned and reliable witness sitting beside me corroborated its appearance. At the time this vision appeared, I didn’t know about that celestial mountain in the sky, Mount Meru, and the Tibetan vision of the realm of Shambala. I didn’t know about the ascended masters of the Theosophists who, in etheric bodies of light, attend vigils in the Wesak Valley for planetary and spiritual transformation.9 Perhaps I should have known, but that might have ruined the impact of the complete, decade-long revelation that came to me about the place of angels, the creation of the world, and the City of Gold.

On this particular day in August 1987, according to the Mayan calendars, a certain planetary alignment was to come into being. New age hype swirled about the Harmonic Convergence that had been prophesied by Dr. Jose Arguelles, the new age author and artist. On that same day, throngs of people gathered in spiritually potent locations to see the wheels and gyres of the universe slip into place. With no desire for a group experience, my friend Jessie and I decided to celebrate her birthday—the alignment of her solar return—in a private sunrise meditation. In the dark, we climbed Mount Sanitas, which juts out of the landscape near my house in Boulder, Colorado.

As Jess and I waited in silence, gazing east across the plains north of Denver, we witnessed in the clear sky a golden light formation. Just before sunrise, without a cloud in the sky, Jess and I observed the building up of a towering city of gold. Perhaps it was the Shambala of the Tibetans, or Mount Meru, the residence of Hindu devas. 
On a golden mountain fully made of brilliant light, thousands of temples 
appeared built upon its plateaus. Stunned, I watched in silence, trying to take 
in the vision that offered a portal into an alternate universe. Then I elbowed 
Jessie, saying nothing. “I see it, too,” she whispered. We marveled at the sight, flooded with a sense of peace. When the sun rose, blindingly, the vision disappeared.

Upon such an occasion, the rational mind kicks in, attempting to think away or interpret the message. The mind whirs as it tries to categorize and diminish the experience. Stunned by what we have seen, we keep trying to fit it into a container too small to contain it.

Scientists say that our entire essence changes after such an experience. How so? Every religion celebrates the central sun as the source of light, life, and the symbol of an awareness of God. Exposure to this light, or to the enlightenment of meditation, increases the presence of biophotons in the brain, which increases our capacity for consciousness. Angels emanate an intense, powerful light. The more of their light we experience, the higher our consciousness becomes. And seeing an angel (or a whole city of angels) pierces the witness with awe. Awe, sometimes dread, are the words used in sacred texts to describe seeing a phenomenon that doesn’t fit within our worldview. It stops us in our tracks. Let’s face it, the familiar road is not the one that leads us into a new life. The experience of awe, scientists suggest, can assist our bodies in producing more light, more consciousness, more enlightenment.

What deeper understanding, what “new life” did the cosmos instill in me that day beyond the witnessing of the City of Gold in a transmission of light? In short, my life changed. At a fevered pace I began to complete the sunrise meditations, which led to the eventual translation of the hieroglyphs of the Egyptian Book of the Dead. Phanes Press published my book of translations, Awakening Osiris, in 1988, and since then I have followed a path of spiritual inquiry and writing.

I firmly believe that in August 1987 an angelic vision pulled back the curtains of my psyche to let in more light, thereby elevating my consciousness. To me this proved that I was, as are we all, part of a grand cosmic scheme. Knowing that we are part of a larger plan and accepting our place in that plan affords us a sense of peace and wellbeing—if we are but open enough to sow the seeds of our own divine awakening.
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