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INTRODUCTION
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The mere fact that you picked up this book and began reading tells me that you are interested in the paradoxical nature of the human condition.  There is no doubt that we are capable of great good.  There is no doubt that we are capable of great destruction.  How can we contain such tremendous capacities for love, compassion and self-sacrifice while simultaneously containing the capacity for greed, blindness and cruelty?  You can see in the wording of that question that I am proposing that we, the collective human consciousness have both the freedom and the responsibility of being agents of change and transformation.

I am inviting you, if you choose to make this journey with me, to embrace the totality of the human condition.  If you are determined to see yourself as bad or wrong, and others as good and right, you may have difficulty on the journey.  Likewise, if you see yourself as good and right, and others as wrong and bad, you will probably set this book aside.  If you choose to make the journey, all I am asking is that you consider the possibility of taking responsibility, with me, for all  of the beauty and all of the ugliness, the agony and the ecstasy of the human experience.

In reading this book, you will have the opportunity to:

	Explore the ways that anger and angels influence your life

	Discover the spiritual foundations of everyday emotional experience

	Expand your awareness of your power and vulnerability

	Recognize your magnificence and insignificance

	Accept responsibility for your world

	Accept responsibility for your part in the collective creation of the world as we know it

	Find the gold in the shadow of your sorrow, fear and anger

	Expand your capacity for unconditional love, unabashed joy and a pervading sense of peace.


As a vehicle for our journey, we will use the two powerful words, angel and anger.  There is a meeting place between these two words, and it is in that place that we may find healing, understanding, wisdom and the power to create a more compassionate, caring and loving world for ourselves and our children.  This book will explore the realm of angels and the realm of anger.  More importantly, however, this book will explore the realm where angels and anger meet.  This is the realm of paradox, the beauty in the beast, the gold in the shadow, the light at the depth of the darkness.

Of Angels

Is there anger among angels?  We know for certain that there is anger.  No one doubts the certainty of that.  In a sense, we know for certain there are angels. They generally seem to exist in the following various forms in our experience and consciousness:

	Let’s look first at the angels we can see, hear and touch.  They are in our stores, our catalogs, and on shelves in our homes.  We find their images in our literature, and in our paintings.  Their sculptures adorn our churches, gardens and cemeteries.  They are in the lyrics of our songs, in our movies, and on our Christmas trees.  We find them singing, hovering, protecting and falling.  These angels are all around us. 

	The American Heritage Dictionary defines “angel” as, “1. (Theology) An immortal, spiritual being attendant upon God. 2. A guardian spirit or guiding influence. 3. a. A kind and lovable person. b. One who manifests goodness, purity, and selflessness. 4. (Christian Science) God's thoughts passing to man. Microsoft Encarta Online Encyclopedia 2000 describes an angel as a “celestial being believed to be a messenger, or intermediary, between God, or the gods, and humankind.” It goes on to say “An angel can function also as a protective guardian, as a heavenly warrior, and even as a cosmic power. Moreover, the line between a good angel and a bad angel, or demon, is sometimes unclear. Hence, angels can be broadly described as personified powers mediating between the divine and the human.”The Dictionary of Phrase and Fable, by E. Cobham Brewer reports, “Angels, say the Arabs, were created from pure, bright gems; the gems, of fire; and man, of clay.”

	Can we be angels as human beings?  Apparently so, at least in our language.  When someone commits an act of great heroism, generosity, kindness and love we sometimes call them an angel.  We often refer to children as angels.  There are the Blue Angels fighter planes, and the Hell’s Angels motorcycle gang.  We can certainly see the anger among some of those angels.  The idea of the fallen angel suggests that these heavenly beings can get embroiled in the confusion and quagmire of human suffering, right along with the rest of us. The unknown motorist who stops and gives lifesaving aid to the wounded survivor of an automobile accident, then disappears without a trace...was that an angel?  Apparently, if we look for understanding in our stories and language, angels can become very human, and humans can be angelic.

	Angels sometimes seem to work through animals. There is a pure, innocent and powerful devotion that comes through animals which does indeed seem angelic in nature. Most of us have stories of animals showing awareness and love that seemed beyond their capacity. It makes sense that if there were angelic beings out there, they might choose the open-hearted innocence of the beloved animal in our lives through which to reach us.

	Some authors, poets and screenplay writers suggest that angels work quietly through our own internal thinking and feeling processes. This is clearly depicted in the movie City of Angels, where we find various characters changing their thought processes as an angel places a hand on their shoulders. It makes sense that if angels truly love us unconditionally, having no egotistical interest of their own, they would gladly work through means that keep their identity and presence hidden. 


Of Anger

We are among these angels, and there is anger among us.  In that sense, there is indeed anger among angels. There even seems to be some evidence that angels at times feel an anger of their own. We will explore this further throughout the book.

It is clear that we can learn much of the human soul and ourselves by looking at the powerful emotion of anger. Just as we see a growing interest in angels in the marketplace and popular media, we are seeing a rise in violence, rage and anger on our highways, in our workplaces and in our schools.  Something is happening here, and we would do well to understand the truth of it.  

I became interested in this topic as a result of my work with human beings, and my experience in being one. There is a wound within our anger. The American Heritage Dictionary informs us that one definition of “anger” from “Old Norse” literature takes us to the word “angr” which means “sorrow, grief”. I have found, again and again, that there is a brilliant light at the depth of our darkness. I have found healing at the heart of wounds, brilliance in the depths of not knowing, power within vulnerability, anger among angels. 

Anger appears to be one of the main things that causes us to despise ourselves as human beings. Bruce Cockburn, singer/songwriter gives his poetic version of this human paradox in the words, 

“Could be the pusher, could be the priest. 

Could be the famine, could be the feast. 

It’s always ourselves we love the least. 

That’s the burden of the angel/beast.” 

Are we angel or beast? The existence of anger as a prevalent emotion in hulman beings seems to be one of the main reasons we even ask this question.

There is an angel standing at the birthplace of anger. As a protective emotion, anger in its pure origins wants only to prevent pain. It arises from the sorrow and grief that are part of its very nature. The guardian angel has the purpose of protecting the wounded and vulnerable soul hiding behind the shield of anger.

Truth in Fiction

In this book we will cover many diverse dimensions, to do justice to the breadth and depth of our topic and to the many and varied perspectives that you, the reader brings. 

Some of the stories contained in this book are non-fictional accounts, while some are purely fictional. As Tony Morrison, Nobel Prize winning author tells us, fiction is in some ways more honest than non-fiction. Non-fiction purports to speak the truth, and yet is laden with opinion, unconscious bias and perceptual limitation. Fiction makes no pretense of presenting fact, and yet, as an interviewer from Time Magazine reports, “Morrison has argued for years that stories and storytelling convey information, necessary information, available nowhere else.”

I have come to trust and honor the power of imagination. For me, it is truly a vehicle for exploring inner and outer space. When we “make something up”, we draw on our life experience combined with our creative mind to explore new domains. The territory revealed may in some ways be as real or more real than what we collectively imagine to be “reality”. 

Physicists such as Fritjov Capra, in his early work The Tao of Physics informed us that reality is a constantly changing mystery. They tell us that we cannot observe reality without changing it. What we know about perception tells us that we can never be fully certain of what we perceive. Perception and creativity merge in our consciousness, and true objectivity is a mythical reality we must constantly strive for and never fully attain. The entire field of human scientific endeavor is part of an effort to see reality with true objectivity; and yet physics, in many ways the ultimate science, leads us again and again back to the mystery and uncertainty of the unanswered question.

This book contains the truth of my fiction. The stories include accounts of real life experiences with some details changed to protect identities, as well as completely fictional scenarios. The commentaries that complete the chapters arose from my thoughts and imaginings stimulated by the subject matter of the stories.

As the son of a Baptist minister, I grew up in Mississippi, Kentucky, Alaska, Scotland, Alabama and Texas, in that order. I understand some of who I am by looking at where I come from, and yet much of who I am is now and always will be a mystery to me. Throughout my adult life, I have somehow been drawn increasingly to look at what is being ignored, to point to the places no one wants to look, and to find the value in the discarded and rejected aspects of life and ourselves. It became clear to me some time ago that what we fight, hate, reject and resist becomes stronger as an adversary as a result of our resistance. One term for these rejected, ignored and resisted aspects of our humanity is the “shadow”, a concept originated by Carl G. Jung. The concept of “embracing the shadow”, to find the “pure gold” at its heart provides a way of summarizing my focus and my work, as well as much of the message of this book.

I have no idea how you will perceive what I am offering here, nor what you will create with it. My hope and prayer is that you will find it a deepening, healing and enlightening experience that enhances your freedom and creativity in the world. 
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Chapter Summaries
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In Chapter One, we travel to the small country of Burma on the border of Thailand, and find an angelic elderly man walking quietly into the face of anger and violence. His love and courage prevail, and innocent people move to safety across the border of sanctuary. Here we find the literal power of the embrace, and discover that anger sometimes melts into tears when surrounded with love. We discover what it means to embrace the shadow of compulsive rage, and how it brings healing in a therapeutic process. We learn of barriers and blockages that stop angelic intervention in our everyday lives, and we explore openings and entryways that allow angels access to our hearts and minds. 

Chapter Two carries us to a very different place. The story of Kate Mallabee occurs in a house, in a neighborhood, and in the body, mind and soul of a little girl as she becomes a young woman. We find the indomitable spirit of healing emerging from within the hell of an abusive family scenario. We discuss the light that emerges from within the most horrific darkness. We strengthen our faith in the power and resilience of the human soul, and catch a glimpse of the vast mystery of the divine order unfolding in our lives. Finally, we discover how therapeutic anger release can be a part of the healing of Kate Mallabee, this one, precious angel.

Next, in Chapter Three, we find ourselves on an imaginary journey to Kosovo with world religious and spiritual leaders. These men and women are approaching Slodoban Milosovic with a simple request for understanding. The ensuing conversations create a depth of connection that contributes to an eventual shift in violent military action. This chapter simply offers an angelic alternative to the familiar and primitive approach of using aggression to solve problems of aggression. Further discussion takes us to the victims and perpetrators that reside in the heart and soul of humankind, and how we together might bring peace to our inner and outer worlds.

We move now from a view of the human hell of abuse and genocide in the previous chapters to a picture of heaven in Chapter Four. We are taking an imaginary stroll among the clouds, contemplating the sacred role of death in life and the deep longing that angels have to connect with human beings. A look at the struggles and yearnings of Mariah, Nathaniel and Erin shows us the story of three angels who play very specific roles in the stark, physical realities of our human drama. In discussions that follow, we imagine life without death, explore the role of death in sensitivity, and listen in on Jaime’s healing conversation with his deceased father. Here we come to understand that a balanced knowledge and awareness of death can make us more loving, compassionate and awake as human beings.

In Chapter Five we examine the wounded beast in the human soul. A look at childhood and adolescent struggles sets the stage for exploration of school violence and the ways in which victims can become perpetrators, attempting to “put the pain outside” themselves. Revenge and retaliation are discussed as arising from the “bottom of the wound”, giving some understanding of the movement some make from innocence to violence, from angelic presence to angry explosion. Finally, we face the responsibility each of us has to reach far and wide to embrace the outcast and isolated children that live within and all around us.

We continue on our journey in Chapter Six to the cave of a hibernating mother grizzly and her cubs. Here we experience the sacred love of the mother for her young, and the fierce, protective rage that emerges in the face of threat. We experience the paradoxical existence of angelic love in the angry, protective mother who is capable of horrendous destruction. Analogies to human violence and natural, protective reactions give new perspectives on anger and its relationship to love. Exploring the familiar image of the guardian angel, we find interesting views of anger among angels as they are revealed in the well-known images of our popular art and literature.

Chapter Seven takes us into the realm of the loving protector as an aspect of the human soul. To fully understand the protective impulse, however, we must explore how this can become very destructive in certain circumstances. The story of Maleva, a young mother who is wounded and trapped with her babies in a war-torn village, gives us a painfully vivid view of the destructive protector. We discover the process by which the protector becomes destructive, and then move on to the healing transformation that occurs with the emergence of the loving protector. We experience real-life dialogues with both the destructive and the loving protector, giving a clear understanding of how this consciousness forms and develops in the human psyche.

In Chapter Eight, we experience a mysterious presence that provided protection and safety in a variety of dangerous situations. This presence epitomizes anger among angels, as it spontaneously protects with a blend of love and potent power. In three different scenarios, we see how an unknown consciousness emerged at just the right moment to cause appropriate action to fend off the physical threat of harm. An important discussion ensues, in which we look at the definition of angelic anger, and how it differs from the ideas we have commonly held about anger. We conclude with the discussion of the ally or daemon, a neutral spiritual consciousness that has our best interest in mind, and yet is not protective at all.

Moving from a mysterious presence to harsh physical reality, we explore the darkness of suicide in Chapter Nine. Based on true-life experience, this segment elucidates the circumstances surrounding one man’s choice to end his life, and looks at the impact this has on his world. We find here the explosive anger of suicide within a seemingly angelic being. We take an imaginary journey to the other side with him, considering the process of life after suicide. This includes a new way of viewing heaven and hell, aging and integration, and spiritual freedom. This chapter ends with the possibility of the lion laying down with the lamb, the best and the worst of the human soul living together in peace.

Chapter Ten takes us on another journey to angelic realms, in which we imagine various viewpoints regarding the War in Heaven. As viewed from four different perspectives, this classical story begins to take new form and applicability for our daily lives. We go “inside the story inside us”, and discover ways in which some of our most familiar mythologies interrelate. After examining the dance of spirit and soul, we take a closer look at emotion as it relates to the ethereal realms. Finally, we look at the best and worst of the “spiritual warrior”, and discover how we can bring our seemingly divergent ideas “back home” to a sense of completion and clarity.

Chapter Eleven carries us off to another planet, literally. This journey into inner and outer space gives us a look at ourselves through fictional characters in a fictional story. We explore one young man’s healing process with his own anger, and find him sitting beside an angel on a hillside at the end. The golden child is revealed, and he fades away into the pure spiritual light of the divine child. We learn about the compassion that arises from truth, and the gift of objective self-awareness. We learn once again that all journeys, both real and imaginary, lead us home. This chapter and the book close with the image of the divine child holding hands with the warrior and the angel, giving us a picture of the beauty, power and vulnerability of the human soul.

This book is an effort to hear and respond to the collective cry of the human soul.  I invite you to listen with me.

Reference:

Carl Jung.  Memories, Dreams, Reflections. Vintage Books, New York, 1965.
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American Heritage Talking Dictionary, Version 4.0 (B0921), Copyright 1995, Softkey International, Inc. 

Time Magazine. “Paradise Found” by Paul Gray. Article on Tony Morrison. JANUARY 19, 1998, VOL. 151 NO. 2.

Paradise Lost. John Milton. Buccaneer Books. New York, New York. August 1983.
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Chapter One: The Loving Embrace



On the Border of Sanctuary
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The small group of several terrified women and children and one elderly man stood huddled together about fifty feet from the riverbank separating Burma and Thailand.  The only thing standing between them and the bridge to safety was a solitary soldier, shouting and threatening to slaughter the helpless, unarmed civilians before him on the embankment.  His rifle was aimed at their heads.  


For several days and seemingly endless nights, a young female American physician and the elderly man had successfully traversed the treacherous Burmese terrain, dodging bullets and collecting other hapless souls along the way to safety.  Now they stood on the border to Thailand, a neutral country that would provide them sanctuary, if they could only reach its shores alive.  


The soldier before them was young, obviously afraid and angry, and hating his circumstances.  He looked from side to side, perhaps hoping to see one of his comrades.  None came.  It was on his shoulders alone to deal with this group of tattered villagers clinging to each other in fear. 


Though he would admit it to no one, this young Burmese soldier did not want to kill these people.  If the other soldiers had been there, he could easily have done his part, shooting randomly into the group before him.  He had done it many times before.  It did not seem so personal that way.  


But to be the only one, and to kill them all himself...that was somehow too much.  Never having faced this before, the soldier found himself terrified at the prospect before him.  Feeling lost in his panic, he continued to shout and threaten the tiny band, hoping that something would happen to take away his terrible dilemma.


The elderly man, who had been beaten and seriously wounded by soldiers only a few hours earlier, began to move forward toward the armed youth, ever so slowly.  He held up both of his hands, palms out, taking one careful step after another.


There was fear in the eyes of the gentle, white-haired man.  He began speaking quietly in reassuring tones as he walked carefully forward.  He hoped desperately to calm the dangerously frightened young man before him, to prevent him from pulling the trigger that would bring death to himself and those he protected. As he drew closer, he began to wonder what he would do if he miraculously reached the soldier alive.  


He had no idea what gave him the strength to continue.  It was as if something moved him from inside, something more powerful than he himself had ever been.  


Watching from behind, the young doctor had powerfully mixed feelings of fear and admiration in her heart.  She had come to love and respect this beautiful man who she now saw walking into the face of death.  In the few days of nightmarish terror they had shared, he had proven himself again and again to be a person of goodness and integrity.  Now he was risking his life for her and the precious ones that surrounded her.  Pulling riveted attention away from the incredible scene unfolding in front of her, she began looking about for the best escape routes for herself and the others.  


Finally, after an eternity of heart-pounding moments, the elder reached the soldier unharmed.  


At that point, something truly miraculous happened. The old man lifted his hand and raised one finger, moving the barrel of the soldier’s rifle aside, almost casually. Then, like a loving father, he embraced the trembling boy. The youth dropped his rifle and began to sob uncontrollably.  Looking back over his shoulder, the relieved elder saw his companions running toward the bridge and sanctuary.



Inside the Story

This story is taken from a scene in the movie Beyond Rangoon. This movie reveals the violence and unrest in the country of Burma, which is just south of India, bordered by China and Thailand. The military government of Burma will not allow U.S. media much opportunity to cover events in their country, and this movie has done much to reveal some of the human drama surrounding its political struggles. 

The United Nations Human Rights Commission released a report in November of 1999 that accuses Burma of practicing forced labor, summary executions, abuses of ethnic minorities and suppression of civil and political rights. The film also depicts the powerful and peaceful action of Aung San Suu Kyi, the female leader for civil and political rights of the people in Burma.

We will move into the story now, and have a look around. This story lives inside us since its telling, When we traverse its territory, we are exploring our own inner terrain.

From behind the eyes of the old man, we can see the soldier standing on the riverbank in front of us, the bridge to sanctuary just off to his left.  The small dark opening in the rifle barrel pointing toward us sends a chill down our spine.  Fear grips our throat and stomach, hot and tight.  We keep walking.  We can hear his thoughts as if they were our own. “What is this faith, this strength that keeps me moving forward, putting one foot in front of the other, again and again?  It seems to be coming from my heart.  It almost seems to be pulling me toward the boy. 

“I must speak to this frightened soldier. I must reassure him, ‘It is OK.  We will not hurt you.  You do not have to shoot.  It is all going to be OK.  You do not have to kill us.  It is OK.’ These words seem to calm me as I speak them.  Behind, I can hear the muffled cries and whimpers of the children, huddling together on the embankment in terror. They are so afraid. I must protect them.

“Finally, I have reached the soldier. This all seems like a dream. What am I doing? My finger is rising up and moving the barrel of his rifle off to one side. I am so calm now. I must hold this trembling boy. Of course...he is crying. He is such a child. The rifle is on the ground. His sobs are so deep. He must hate what he has to do. There...good. They are crossing the bridge. 

“Where did this strength, this love come from that brought me to the point of holding this sobbing soldier in our arms?  How could I face such danger and walk straight into the heart of it? The danger is not over. The sound of bombs exploding is all too near, yet there is a strange sense of peace expanding in my chest. They are across the bridge now. They are safe.”

From behind the eyes of the old man, we can see the desperate longing and fear in the eyes of the young physician who has now reached the other side of the bridge. She wants to make sure we are safe too. Such love, admiration and fear in her eyes. We release the young man and move slowly toward the bridge.

Now we explore the story further, and become the soldier. From here, we can feel a completely different set of emotions.  

Under the helmet, inside the uniform of the soldier, the incredible urge to pull the trigger is vibrating in our chest, arms and hands. We hear his thoughts in our own mind. “I have killed many like these, and learned to hate them in the process.  That makes it easier.  They don’t matter. They aren’t even real.  You just kill them and walk away.  That is following orders.  That is what the government says to do.  That is what my father and my brothers do.  They have to be taught a lesson.  Just pull the trigger and don’t stop until they are all dead.  Then walk away and don’t look back.  Like before.  

“But I can’t do it! My trigger finger is frozen!  Something about this is different.  There is something strange about these people.  And now...what’s this?  The old man is walking toward me.  What is that he’s saying? Doesn’t he know I can blow him away whenever I choose?

“Maybe if I shout louder, and threaten him more with the rifle. ‘Get back! Stop or I’ll shoot! Stop! Don’t come any closer!’ 

“It didn’t work. He’s still coming. Where are my comrades? It would be so much easier if they were here. If only I had come over here a few minutes later, the villagers would have been across the bridge, and I wouldn’t have to deal with this. Why can’t I just shoot him and get it over with? He’s still walking toward me.  What is wrong with that crazy old man?  Doesn’t he know I can easily kill all of them?  

“The old man looks nice. That’s strange...his face seems to be glowing. He looks like my grandfather. I don’t want to kill him. How can I shoot someone who looks like that? I hate this.  If only...what is he doing? I dropped my rifle!  He’s holding me!  Aaahhhh...I only hope no one sees me crying in this crazy old man’s arms!”

Anger and Angels

It would be easy to imagine that an angel gave the old man the presence, the strength and the love to embrace the boy. It might be just as easy to see a loving, winged spirit stopping the trigger finger of the soldier, revealing to him the beauty and gentleness of the man who approached him unarmed. Something also gave those watching from the embankment the faith and clarity of focus to stay still and believe in the brave soul before them that was walking toward the barrel of a loaded gun.

We might also be able to find anger in each of the characters of our story, though it’s easier to see in some than in others. The most obvious anger is in the bitter, blind hatred of the soldier. We understand that his dark vitriol was the only thing that had enabled him to participate in the massacre that his superiors had ordered. His disdain for the civilians helped him to justify his actions, and to continue in his service to his government. 

But that wasn’t enough to get him to shoot this particular old man.

In the elder, the women and the children, anger is not so easy to see.  Healthy, integrated anger working on the side of love does not look or sound like anger as we have known it. Here it is blending with focus, purpose and power, to spur committed action in the face of danger and extreme need.  Healthy anger is a part of the warrior spirit, acting on behalf of justice and truth. Our elderly character in the story depicted this kind of focused, healthy anger beautifully.

One of the most significant aspects of this scenario in Beyond Rangoon is that the hero is an older man. In the movie The Edge, starring Anthony Hopkins, we again find that a man in his sixties shows the strength, character and integrity that allow him to overcome life-threatening obstacles and emerge a compassionate hero. As the movie concludes, Hopkins’ character actually protects the name and memory of a younger man who deliberately tried to kill him. 

In this current era of storytelling through the movie industry, when most of our heroes are young and muscle-bound, these stories are solace to the soul. At a time when prevalent cultures tend to cast their elders aside as useless, we need these images in order to be whole as human beings.

The Warrior Spirit

Anger is a protective emotion. That is its function. It is part of the fight or flight reflex programmed into the human brain. The warrior spirit in each of us possesses both sword (anger/fight) and shield (separation/flight).  The protection of the children by the women was evident. Their powerfully steady position on the riverbank provided an essential shielding for the helpless ones in their care. If the women had run, the soldier would have fired. Their strength was in being still, and withstanding their own fear. 

Healthy anger does not necessarily show up as any kind of aggression at all. It is simply and clearly focused action for the purpose of protection. The spiritual warrior is a powerful presence, and rarely if ever needs any kind of aggression to create protection and safety. This presence has the allies of wisdom and love, and thus has little use for violence. The “spirit” part of the warrior spirit is the angel standing in the presence of healthy anger.

This particular story has a happy ending, where no one was killed.  Many stories do not end so well, and we are all too aware of the killing that is occurring in our world.  Does that mean that no angels are present when killing occurs?  Or, does it mean that the angels lost their battle to the anger that was present?  Why didn’t angels stop the child holding a gun on his classmates? We will take a close look at some of these stories with sad endings later on in the book, and try to decide on some possible answers to these questions.

So, what do we know so far about angelic presence?  We know that it can help us to see past appearances, for one thing.  As the soldier, we could easily have seen the old man as the enemy, someone who is bad and wrong and deserves to be destroyed.  This is what the young man’s military and political programming dictated.  Yet something helped this particular soldier to see past that perception, or deception, to the heart of the kind and loving soul who walked slowly toward him, with hands raised in peace.  

From the old man’s perspective, we could easily have stopped at our first glimpse of the dangerous enemy soldier, and tried to run away with our companions.  That would probably have meant our death.  Instead, we looked deeper into the eyes of the enemy, and saw a frightened boy hiding there.  We sensed that there was someone inside that soldier who did not want to kill us.  We spoke to, approached and eventually held that someone in our arms. This happened largely outside the conscious awareness of the elder. Angels operate through the deeper, subconscious aspects of our being.

It is the angel inside that warms our heart, when fear and hatred would make us cold and hard.  It is the healthy anger of the angel that brings a welling of love, power and the strength to take courageous action that would otherwise be unthinkable.  

In the power and strength of courageous action, we see the best of the potent emotional energy of anger.  In the Spanish language, there is a word, “coraje”, which carries in its meaning both courage and anger.  When we mix courage, love and wisdom with our anger and channel these energies into constructive or heroic action, we invite angels to align with anger for the cause of justice, truth and goodness. Here we find the idea of the spiritual warrior emerging once again.

Angelic presence gives us depth of vision, a warm heart, courage, strength and power.  It spurs heroic action, comforts us in times of fear, and makes our anger useful and in service to the good.  Angels among us open our eyes and hearts to the beauty and innocence of other human souls, allowing and encouraging us to touch each other at a deeper level. At any given moment, we can invite the angels in.  

Attracting Angels

Each of us can provide a container that draws angels into our being and into our world.  We sense that they are there...here...waiting for an opening.  They want to be with us, and yet must wait for an invitation.  Their nature is that they cannot—will not—force themselves or their way on us at any time, ever.  They work in subtle, and yet powerful ways.  They are largely invisible, and seek no credit for their service.  Noticing them, speaking with them, acknowledging and thanking them are some of the ways we invite their participation in our lives.

Our peace and pleasure, when aligned with beauty, truth and purpose, invites angelic presence.  When we are relaxed and comfortable in body and mind, the doorway to the divine is opened.  In his book Timeless Healing, Herbert Benson, M.D., cites research which indicates that those individuals who regularly practice relaxation, simple physical techniques for lowering tension levels in the body, tend to increase their faith and spiritual focus over time. Spirituality is a force that expands within a peaceful presence. 

Closing Angelic Entryways

Tension, stress, irritation, and rigidity close the doors to divine participation in our lives.  When the doorway to the divine is blocked, other energies and entities are attracted, and we find ourselves worried, fearful and destructive in our thought processes and behavior patterns.  Michael Meade, author and storyteller, says that when we are stuck in an emotion, we are “no longer human” and become possessed by the god or goddess, demon or demonness of that emotion.  This is when we do things that later make us comment, “I don’t know what came over me”.

One of the greatest causes of pain and suffering in the world is our belief in the separation among body, mind and spirit.  We place walls within our being with the illusions that some conditions exist “only in our heads”, or are “purely physical” in cause and origin. The human body/mind/soul is one integrated system, and functions as a whole. Nothing is “only in our heads”, any more than any condition can exist “only in our bodies”. The most powerful bridge that connects head and heart, mind and body, is emotion.

Great barriers are placed in our hearts and minds when we suppress, deny and over-control our emotions. Our cultural programming has taught us to fight against the primal passions of the human soul, much to the detriment of our individual and collective health. The passions do not go away. They cannot be destroyed. When we fight them they only become stronger and more destructive. It is only the embrace of love that brings passion into alignment with love and wisdom. 

How often do we hear, or say, “Get a grip!” “Chill!” “Get over it!” “Be strong!” or “Don’t be a wimp!”? The underlying belief here seems to be that emotions make us weak, that they are wrong and bad and simply need to be overcome and controlled. These erroneous convictions and practices serve only to block the flow of divine healing energy from within and all around us. They create rifts, breaks in the continuity of our spirit, which invite toxic and destructive forces to enter. 

When we are open, awake and aware of who and what we truly are, our entire being becomes a part of a rhythmic movement in the river of life, flowing within the ocean of divine presence. The ethers of our earth’s atmosphere and the etheric essence of our true spiritual nature contain an infinite supply of healing angelic power that is here but for the asking.

We know very little, collectively, about moving emotional energy in healthy, productive ways. In most cultures, we have had a historic tendency to stuff, suppress, and deny the primary emotions of joy, love, sorrow, fear and anger.  This is one of the primary ways in which we stop the participation of the angels in our daily lives.  The more blocked emotional energy we contain, the more toxic our body/mind system.  With the intense pain and frustration of depression, rage and anxiety, all of which are conditions that follow from blocked emotions, we reach a level of desperation in which we silently and powerfully choose death over life, attack instead of embrace, anger without angels.

If the elder in our story had been frozen in fear or paralyzed by hatred, the angel that drew him to embrace the soldier could never have entered.  If panic had gripped the group huddled together on the embankment, they may have scattered in all directions, drawing fire from the soldier’s weapon.  However small, there was some element of hope, some small fragment of faith that kept even the terrified children still, and moved the old man forward as he carried his angel to the meeting place with anger. 

The elder did not block or suppress any of his emotions, nor was he victim to them. His fear was blatantly evident, as his “coraje” joined with love to lead him toward the “underbelly of the beast”. If ever there were a powerfully paradoxical expression of unconditional love, this was it. The soldier represented everything the elder had feared, hated, run from and been hurt by, yet he walked straight toward him in love.

Embracing the Shadow

When our elder
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