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More Praise for
Straight from the Horse’s Mouth

“The magic you experience with Amelia can’t be denied. I’ve seen her at work, and the effects have transformed my belief systems. Consciousness is not limited, and her book can revolutionize your thinking and ability to communicate with the other living beings around you.”

from the foreword by BERNIE SIEGEL, M.D., author of
Love, Medicine & Miracles and Prescriptions for Living

“Amelia Kinkade is an exceptionally talented animal communicator. Her rapport with animals of all species is quite amazing and consistent. Her talent and effort is helping to overturn centuries of false beliefs about the feelings, understanding, and mind states of our animal friends. Amelia’s talents and work demonstrate very well that brain/mind processes for all species involve quantum processes and support the phenomenon we call quantum holography.”

CAPTAIN EDGAR MITCHELL, SC.D, Apollo 14 astronaut, founder of the
Institute of Noetic Sciences, and author of The Way of the Explorer

“This book is a rare gem, not just for the fascinating stories Amelia shares about her own experiences with animal communication, but because she teaches you how to talk to your animal yourself. I tried the simple exercises, and they really work. . . . I would recommend Straight from the Horse’s Mouth, four paws up, to anybody who wants to develop their ability to find love, beauty, compassion, and healing in the natural world, including yourself.”

ALAN COHEN, author of The Dragon Doesn’t Live Here Anymore

“I can’t say how many times this book made me cry. Every pet owner in the country should be forced to read this book!”

ARIELLE FORD, author of Hot Chocolate for the Mystical Soul

“. . . If you have an open mind and willingness to experiment, Straight from the Horse’s Mouth can open up satisfying new dimesnions in your relationships with all animals.”

AMAZON.COM

“Attention, animal lovers! Dr. Doolittle is not only real but alive and well and living under the name Amelia Kinkade. Straight from the Horse’s Mouth is truth stranger than fiction, an astonishing, hilarious, practical account that may just convince you to start chatting with your pets—and even your pests. An utterly delightful read for anyone who has ever wanted to connect with someone from another species.”

MARTHA BECK,
author of Expecting Adam and Finding Your Own North Star

“Amelia Kinkade asks us to believe—and then shows us how to experience—realities different from those we thought we knew. Whether you call it intuition, insight, or touching the central core of mystical or spiritual experience and traditions, we all know, on some level, that animal communication is both possible and real. Amelia shows the way. Well done!”

THOM HARTMANN, author of The Last Hours of Ancient Sunlight

“Headlines blare: ‘Do Animals Have Feelings?’ ‘Can Animals Think?’ ‘Do Animals Think?’ Straight from the Horse’s Mouth answers these questions and tells us not only do they, and can they, but what animals are thinking! An amazing book.”

GRETCHEN WYLER, actress and president of The Ark Trust

“Straight from the Horse’s Mouth will be no surprise to animal lovers all over the world who know that their animals, from dogs and horses to tarantulas and mice, talk to them. Whether you believe in Ms. Kinkade’s account or not, her book reads interestingly and her style of writing will always keep you, the reader, involved. She explains using concepts from spirituality to quantum physics so that you too can learn to listen to the soul in your animal and really know what it is telling you.”

FRED ALAN WOLF, PH.D., author of Mind into Matter,
The Spiritual Universe, and Taking the Quantum Leap
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To everyone who ever called me in times of need—
and their owners.
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I’ve read a thousand of these pages. Page 1: “A special thanks to . . .” “This book never would have been made were it not for. . .”

But I’ve always wondered, is a book really a collaborative effort? Wasn’t the writer alone, hunched over a notebook, scribbling away quietly in the candlelight, night after night, year after year? Ah . . . well, now I understand. Alone, yes, but there were whispers in my ears keeping me company. The echo of loving words kept my pen moving:

“You can do it. The animals need you.”

—Denise Landau Rorty

“Just keep going. God will guide you.”

—Linda Sivertsen

“Don’t listen to criticism. Your work is important.”

—Carol Cellucci
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Gliding effortlessly just ahead is Dr. Marc Bekoff, the voice and champion of all animals everywhere. Behind but not forgotten is my teacher John Larkin, who taught me how to psychically soar. My reverend, Dr. Tom Johnson, is the warm summer wind beneath my wings.

And blazing above us all is the incomparable Dr. Bernie Siegel, who let us catch a comet by the tail and sent a dazzling spray of diamonds in his wake.

The others to whom I am indebted are the animals themselves.

Miso, the purring wonder, and Anka, the generous shepherd, who so patiently posed with me for the jacket cover of this book.

Rodney-Oscar, the cat who taught me that love is not the slave of space and time and that miracles are not something you “believe in,” but something you witness with your own eyes.

And finally, I thank the love of my life, who recently graced the angels with his presence: This book is for you, Mr. Jones. No matter what your proximity in heaven or on earth, you are the sunlight in my universe.


Author’s Note

I have written this book with the desire to help you learn to communicate with your nonhuman loved ones. This book isn’t intended to be a substitute for medical care or the expert diagnosis of a trusted veterinarian, but it is my hope that you will be able to cooperate in harmony with a veterinarian who is compassionate, intuitive, and willing to treat both you and your animals with the utmost respect. Please take care to cross-reference your intuitions with professional opinions and diligently seek feedback from outside sources.

I have disguised the names and identifying characteristics of my clients and their animal friends to protect their privacy. However, some of my most treasured client-friends have generously granted me permission to use their real names in their stories. I have also included the real name of my most beloved veterinarian: the late great Dr. John Craige.


Foreword

“Boo Boo, Where Are You?”

I happily agreed to take care of his animals and home while our son Jeff was away refurbishing our old vacation house on Cape Cod. After all, I already fed the chickens and gathered their eggs, then walked and fed the dogs and yard cats every morning anyway before I worked out on his exercise equipment. Indoors was Boo Boo, his house cat, who had had her front claws removed and who had her routine, too. We basically worked out together and shared the equipment, so Boo Boo received plenty of attention while I exercised.

The first morning after our son left, Boo Boo didn’t greet me at the sliding door as she usually did when I came to visit. I thought she probably had been accidentally locked in somewhere, but after opening every door and cabinet and searching every inch of the house, I found no sign of Boo Boo. I called Jeff, figuring she must have snuck out while they were moving things to his truck. He mentioned that whenever she went out, she always stayed near the house. I searched every acre of the property and the basement, calling her name over and over. No answer or sign of Boo Boo. I left her food dish and litter outside, but they went untouched.

A week went by with no sign of our beloved Boo Boo. I was certain she had been carried off by some predator, since she had no claws to protect her or help her to climb a tree. We were all depressed. The only hopeful sign was that it looked as if someone was raiding the food bowl of Eanie and Meanie, the outdoor cats. Could it be Boo Boo? (Meanie was just what her name implied, mean toward everyone. Even the dogs stayed away from the yard boss.)

I had to go to San Francisco for the Kinship for All Life Conference sponsored by the SPCA, so off I went with a heavy heart. Jeff’s friend watched over the house and animals while I was away. He also reported no sign of Boo Boo. While at the conference, I met Amelia Kinkade, an animal communicator and intuitive. I briefly shared what had happened at home, and we discussed the possibility of her helping to locate Boo Boo.

It broke my heart to return to Jeff’s empty house and work out or sit and read the paper with no Boo Boo to demand love and attention and keep me company. For the next week, Jeff’s dog Cybil and I toured the yard every day, calling out for Boo Boo with no luck.

Amelia and I began to e-mail, and I kept bringing up Boo Boo and my feelings of loss. Amelia agreed to try to help me by visualizing what Boo Boo was experiencing, even though she lives in California and we are across the continent in Connecticut. Amelia asked for a photograph of Boo Boo, but each time I entered the house I was so heartbroken and lonely I’d forget to look for one. She began to give me clues, but I still did not have my heart in it, believing Boo Boo was long gone.

Then one day an extensive e-mail arrived from Amelia describing Jeff’s house, where she said Boo Boo was hiding, and what the little cat was going through. I had given her no details about any of the things she mentioned. I couldn’t believe her accuracy in describing the house; she correctly said it was up on a hill, with a fountain (which is in the pond to aerate the water), a sprinkler system, and a Dumpster in the yard for garbage, on land scattered with pinecones. She told me that Boo Boo was hungry, fearful, and could see the full moon, so she had to be alive.

Amelia described two dogs in a penned-in area (Cybil and Bruiser, a recent addition to the household) and a black cat with white paws (Meanie), who had driven Boo Boo under the house, threatening her and refusing to let her out to eat when she was hungry, effectively holding her prisoner. Amelia also got my wife’s and son’s first names and the name of our veterinarian, Michael, whom she said Boo Boo wanted to see.

With this and more information, I went right back to the house, choked with emotion, convinced that Boo Boo was there. I circled the property, continually calling Boo Boo’s name. After fifteen minutes I heard a cry coming from beneath the long wooden staircase that leads from the house down the side of a hill. I lay down and peered into the darkness. There was Boo Boo! I cried with joy, but she was too frightened to come to my outstretched hand. I ran into the house and got some food for her and enticed her to come toward me. I finally managed to pull her out; it was a tight fit. She was fearful and angry, and she hid immediately as soon as I got her inside. She eventually came out when she realized she was safe. She was covered with sores. I cleaned them and applied antibiotic ointment.

She had lost a pound or two, and even though we returned to our exercise routine, she still wasn’t her totally playful self yet. I knew, because each evening she used to hide four play balls under the exercise equipment, which I would have to find each morning before we began our workout. Three weeks after finding her, I could find only three of the four balls, so I looked under the treadmill and, sure enough, I found that Boo Boo had hidden the missing ball. We were back to normal again.

I still grow tearful as I share this and can’t thank Amelia enough. I have always been open-minded, but now I am a believer. With Amelia’s training, I can now communicate with our cats and house rabbit. I hear what they are thinking, and we talk without words to each other. The rabbit, Smudge Bunny, now lets me pick her up in the front yard (prior to this, only my wife had that honor), and the cats (Miracle, Penny, Dickens, and Gabriel) allow me to clip their nails, brush their teeth, and comb out their knots without complaint because I can now tell them what I’m doing and why. Now if I could just use this technique to read my wife’s mind! Ah, well, that will probably take some graduate work with Amelia. Women are a tough species to communicate with. Amelia may be an exception.

Bernie Siegel, M.D., author of Love, Medicine & Miracles and 365 Prescriptions for the Soul


Prologue

My Promise to You

I firmly believe that one hundred years from now a book about mental telepathy will be as necessary as a book about how to eat with a fork. Telepathy will be nothing more than a simple tool that everyone uses.

This is not a book of outrageous stories about supernatural abilities you do not possess. This is a book of outrageous stories about natural abilities all humans possess. Everything I do, you can do, too. Use my words as a guide to empower yourself and learn real, lasting skills to practice every day for the rest of your life.

Ten years ago I did not know psychic communication was possible, yet for the last decade I have found myself conversing with thousands of animals. Until my first encounter with an animal communicator, my ability was like an underground stream, coursing silently just under the skin of my psyche. No sooner was I introduced to the concepts of nonverbal communication than this wellspring exploded out into the light like a geyser. Through years of research I have built upon that initial epiphany, fine-tuning it, analyzing it, developing techniques, terminology, and methods for psychic communication. I have designed exercises for other animal lovers to access pictures and emotions sent by their animals, formulate words, investigate physical conditions, locate missing animals through Gestalt, and even contact departed friends on the Other Side.

I now conduct workshops where I have the honor of teaching other people how to exchange telepathic information with animals. I see breakthroughs so frequently that I know, without a shadow of a doubt, that nonverbal communication is a learned skill.

When my intuitive ability surfaced, my practice escalated quickly. I appeared on a flurry of television talk shows and received the honor of inclusion in 100 Top Psychics in America (Paulette Cooper, Pocket Books) within the same year I started practicing professionally. I could barely meet the public’s demands. My phone rang off the hook at odd hours of the night with animal lovers calling from all over the United States, Canada, England, Australia, Argentina, and Brazil. The callers’ needs varied dramatically—some wanted to solve their companions’ medical problems and some needed to locate lost animals, while others wanted to speak to their friends who had passed on—but the intention was all the same: contact. My clients did not question that psychic communication was possible—what they all wanted to know was how.

Many people crave this connection. Animals are the keys to our own souls; and in order to deliver them from suffering and extinction, communion with our own souls is the last vestige of hope. Our modern society has strayed so far from our identification with the earth, with animals, nature, and our innate spirituality, we have apparently forgotten our way back home.

Use this book as a roadmap. These pages are my travelogue through rocky uncharted territory where I stumbled and laughed and wailed at the gods as I fought my way through the psychic jungle, hiking under the moonlight—utterly alone. You will not take this journey alone. This book is my gift to you and your animals; and with it, I make this promise: If you dare open your mind to new possibilities and court the magical powers within, you will experience the miracle of psychic contact with fellow living beings —and your animal friends will experience the comfort and relief of psychic contact with you!

This first chapter is the story of my introduction to interspecies communication and my first experience with an animal psychic, and the tale of Rodney, the cat who made it all possible.
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1

The Reluctant Psychic

In his strange, not-quite-human way, [Adam] is constantly reminding me that real magic doesn’t come from achieving the perfect appearance, from being Cinderella at the ball with both glass slippers and a killer hairstyle. The real magic is in the pumpkin, in the mice, in the moonlight; not beyond ordinary life, but within it. . . . It is a quality of attention to ordinary life that is so loving and intimate it is almost worship.

—Martha Beck, Expecting Adam

[image: Image] Rodney Speaks [image: Image]

I was as skeptical as any sane person would be that morning, fourteen years ago, when I loaded Rodney, my cat, into his carrier to take him down to the holistic veterinary clinic where a psychic was seeing animals. I was having some problems with Rodney that my regular vet couldn’t help, and I figured, why not give the psychic a shot? It seemed a little goofy and I felt a little foolish, but what did I have to lose? No matter what, it was sure to be good for a laugh.

I thought at the time, as some of you may think now, that the psychic business is either a hokey sideshow act or a solemn, mystical affair, full of incense-burning gypsies and weird witches with crystal balls. Boy, was I in for an eye-opener.

Gladys, the psychic, wore no heavy eyeliner, no gold hoop earrings or jangling charm bracelets. She was less gypsy fortune-teller and more midwestern grandmother. Were those ketchup stains on her shirt? I was perplexed.

When I extracted Rodney from his carrier and put him down on the cold metal table in front of her, he didn’t howl like a triggered car alarm or jump off the table, his usual reactions at the vet’s. Instead, he sat perfectly still and quietly scrutinized Gladys. He actually seemed startled to see her. She returned his gaze.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to her.

“I’m talking to him,” she replied flatly.

You’ve got to be kidding! I wanted to yell. No incantations? No sweeping arm movements? No speaking in tongues? My curiosity won out over my skepticism.

“What does he say?” I whispered.

“I asked him what his favorite food is and he says chicken.”

Good guess, I thought. True, Rodney gobbled up quite a bit of fresh chicken, but what cat doesn’t like chicken? Any ninny could have figured that out.

“Now I am asking him what his favorite spot in the house is,” she said. Again, Gladys did nothing more than look at the little cat, who returned her gaze, nonplussed.

The answer must have come to her quickly: “He says he likes to sit on the back of an orange chair that overlooks a window. A chair in the den.”

“That’s exactly right,” I gasped. When Rodney was inside the house, he planted himself on the back of the peach-colored armchair in the den.

“The window in the den overlooks the yard with the little white dog,” Gladys said.

“What dog?” I asked.

“Across the street from your building is a little dog behind a fence. Rodney likes to go over there and tease that little dog. He walks back and forth in front of the fence to make the dog bark.”

I cast a fish-eyed glance at him. There was, indeed, a small white terrier behind a fence across the street, but I never dreamed Rodney went over there. “You torment that dog, do you?” I snarled at him.

“He’s very full of himself,” she continued. “He says women are always commenting on the pretty yellow markings on his head. He loves women. He’s been told that he’s quite handsome.”

My jaw made a nasty clattering sound as it hit the linoleum floor. My boyfriend’s secretary had been visiting our condo only the weekend before, and she had made a huge fuss over Rodney. She had praised the three little stripes on his head and used the very word handsome.

I took a deep breath and cut straight to the punch: “So why does he go door to door caterwauling?” I asked.

“He only howls at the windows where there are other cats. He thinks that if he calls them, they will be able to come out and play. He’s lonely.”

The answer was so obvious, I felt pretty foolish. Not once had it occurred to me that he was meowing not at the neighbors, but at the neighbors’ cats.

“But . . . but . . . how can I make him stop before we get kicked out of the condo? I can’t bear to keep him cooped up inside, but when I let him out, he screams,” I whined.

“Get another cat. He’s lonely. He doesn’t want to be the only cat,” she snapped. She had no way of knowing Rodney was the only cat at home; nonetheless, I wasn’t thrilled with her prescription. One cat seemed to be more trouble than I had bargained for—the little furry foghorn had already gotten us booted out of our last apartment; now the homeowners association in our new condo threatened to give me and my pint-sized Pavarotti our walking papers . . . again. How was I supposed to consider a second cat?

“Did you know your neighbors feed him?” she continued.

“What? What neighbors?”

“The neighbors with the two little girls. He goes in their house. Several of your neighbors let him in to be fed.” I knew the neighbors with the two little girls, but I had had no idea they were having my cat over for dinner.

“That’s why he hasn’t seemed very hungry lately.”

I cast a wary glance in his direction. Rodney had settled into a squat on the cold table. He was calm, he was smug, and there was no mistaking the expression on his little furry face: He was smiling. He was finally getting the best of me, as he always thought he should. By this time, the strangeness of the communication had worn off and I was asking questions freely, like a foreign ambassador with a really fast translator.

“Ask him why he pees on my clothes,” I said.

“He doesn’t want you to go away and leave him alone. Peeing on your clothes is the only way he can express his anger.” This was too true to be believed. I had a promotional modeling job that sometimes took me away for weekends, where I’d wear a specific uniform. When I got home Sunday night and emptied out my suitcase, I’d pile all my travel clothes on the floor, mingling my uniform with a week’s worth of other dirty laundry. Then I’d get distracted by other chores. Later I’d find the pile strewn all over the floor. Rodney would have singled out my uniform from the pile of laundry and peed only on it. Eventually I learned not to leave my laundry on the floor, so he resorted to peeing directly into my freshly packed suitcase. That way I wouldn’t discover until I unpacked my bag in Palm Springs that everything I brought was soaked and my uniform reeked to high heaven.

“He seems to know the uniform I wear when I go away. How could he possibly know what clothes I wear to work?” I asked.

“He just does,” she replied.

“Why does he freak out every time I leave? He even seems to be afraid of the dark. Ask him why he has screaming panic attacks at three A.M. Ask him where he came from,” I urged.

“He says he lived in an industrial part of Van Nuys, where there were a lot of strays. Men would put food out in the alley for the cats. There were piles of cardboard boxes and machinery and a lot of grease on the ground. He got shut up in the warehouse at night and was very cold and hungry. Howling was the only way he could get fed.”

“So, he really is afraid of the dark? And he gets claustrophobic?” I asked.

“ Only at night, he says.”

“Poor little guy,” I cooed, and patted his head. This explanation shone a whole new light on our dilemma. It couldn’t have made more perfect sense. I had found him in the North Hollywood pound, on feline skid row. The little operatic kitten had serenaded me even as I’d entered the room. When I’d peeked in his cage, his nose was so obtrusive, I felt as though I were looking down the barrel of a shotgun. He wasn’t my type. I was looking for Marlon Brando in fur, not Woody Allen. But when I’d lifted him up, he made an unprecedented move. He’d wrapped his minuscule arms around my neck, like two possessed pipe cleaners. Reaching his tiny face toward mine, he had kissed me on the lips. It was the most deliberate kiss I’ve ever received in my life. That’s how the little orange salesman had closed me. Oh, sure, he was just a loudmouthed, needle-nosed redhead, a common model I call the Honda Civic of cats, but he had a certain je ne sais quoi.

“What does he think of me?” I asked.

“He loves you. He says he loves his mother.”

Lately he had been showing some aggressive behavior around my boyfriend. If Benjamin touched me in front of him, Rodney would frantically attack him and run out of the room. So I had to ask: “What does he think of my boyfriend?”

Her response was “He’s very jealous. He thinks he should have you all to himself. Sometimes he wishes your boyfriend would just go away.” Ah, I thought, I sometimes feel that way myself.

After I paid the psychic the $35—a measly price for turning my world upside down—I reached out to put the little cat back in his carrier, noticing that my relationship with him had already changed. I was more careful with him than usual. He wasn’t just a little noisy pet anymore. He was an intelligent creature with distinct thoughts and feelings of his own, a creature who could observe and act on his observations, a creature who could reason.

In the car, for the duration of the ride home, the air was thick between us. I had never seen Rodney so smug and pleased, truly tranquil for the first time. He had finally gotten to say his piece, and I had witnessed the most miraculous event of my life—I had found a human being who could talk to a cat. Frogs and whistles! What a world! Everything I ever had believed had been changed in an instant.

Gladys had handed me a flyer on the way out, for a workshop in animal communication she was offering that weekend. The first half of the class was to be a lecture on how interspecies communication works; during the second half, we’d practice on one another’s animals, with the guardians there to verify information.

[image: Image] The Class That Changed My Life [image: Image]

We met outdoors in a sunny backyard furnished with picnic tables. Although it was a breezy spring day in Los Angeles, I spent the first two hours sweating and fighting the chorus of naysayers in my head. Even as I listened to Gladys, the demons of doubt rode me like a flock of scavenger birds on a rhinoceros’s rump. Today I had given them a lot to talk about: What if I’m the only one who can’t do it? I will make such a fool of myself. This is all impossible anyway! Why am I sitting here listening to this nonsense? Even if Gladys really can do it, I’ll never be able to learn.

I fought my demons: So I’ll make a fool of myself; so what? It wouldn’t be the first time. I’ll probably never see any of these people again anyway. I might as well try.

But while I was a nervous wreck, Rodney was calm and collected.

It didn’t take long to notice that I was the only student who had brought a cat. The other six women who had brought their animals had brought dogs. Rodney waited quietly in his carrier by my feet under a picnic table.

The first volunteer was a big chow-type dog. The exercise went something like this: The teacher would call out a series of questions we were supposed to mentally ask the dog, and we’d write down the very first answer that flew into our heads.

The morning’s lecture had been about telepathy, sending and receiving mental pictures. I had tried to absorb the idea, but it all seemed so abstract. I could have listened all day, but what could I do? I was tense.

The test questions were fairly rudimentary, the first being “What’s your favorite food?” Gladys instructed the class to pretend we were the dog while envisioning an empty food bowl in front of us. Then, with our mind’s eye, we were to visualize what we’d like the bowl to be filled with.

The answer hit me like gangbusters. I heard the words inside my head: Spaghetti and meatballs! I struggled to make a mental picture of a dog’s bowl, but I could see nothing but a dinner plate piled high with spaghetti and meatballs.

A few moments of silence followed before Gladys asked the students what we “got.”

Everyone else produced the more practical answers like beef, chicken, and kibble. My demons of doubt started to pick me apart: I must have just made it all up in my mind! I had to be wrong. Why was my answer so ridiculous when everyone else was so obviously right? I sank down low in my seat. Finally Gladys asked me what I “got.” I mumbled sheepishly, “Spaghetti and meatballs.”

The dog’s guardian squealed. “Yes! That is exactly right! Spaghetti and meatballs is her favorite food! She ate a whole plate of it last night!”

That was nothing, my demons jabbed, just a lucky guess.

The next question was “What is your favorite toy?” I heard the voice again in my head—not the teacher’s, not the demons’—this was a new voice introducing itself inside my brain, but I heard it distinctly. It was a woman’s voice that said, I like to wear my red-and-white-striped hat. Instantly I saw in my mind’s eye a candy-striped visor. I wrote it down.

The next question was “Do you have a job?” Gladys had said that many dogs, like seeing-eye dogs, were able to talk about their jobs.

The female voice said, Yes, now that Mother and Father are divorced, my job is to protect Mother and her house. I scribbled it down, chagrined and disbelieving even as I wrote it. In response to the next question—“Were you ever in love?”—the female voice answered emphatically, Yes, but I had to leave him when we moved.

At this point, during a pause in Gladys’s instruction, I took the liberty of asking questions of my own.

“Where did you live?” I mentally asked her. Immediately I saw a mental snapshot of a trailer home with a huge pine tree in front. Pinecones appeared on the ground only inches from my eyes, as if a camera had moved in from a long shot to a close-up. My nose tingled with the fresh scent of pine needles. With this, I heard the voice elaborating on her own: He lived next door.

“Show him to me,” I asked. Instantaneously I saw a flash of a big black Doberman, accompanied by a pang of sadness in my chest.

“Do you miss him?” I asked. Yes, she said. The teacher interrupted our repartee with another instruction.

“Ask her if she has ever had puppies.” I didn’t need to. The dog answered the question before I could ask.

No, I never got to have children. Mother got me fixed. I saw in my mind the scar on her abdomen from her own point of view, as if I were looking down at my own belly. I felt a sharp pain in my pelvis, followed by terrible soreness. The voice continued, I wanted to have children with my boyfriend. Again she showed me the black Doberman next door. I take care of the neighborhood cats instead.

Even as I wrote, wrestling with the outlandish impossibility of this conversation, I felt the feeling of sadness intensify.

Despite the rebuttal from my demons (You’re making all this up. This is nothing more than your imagination!), the sadness engulfed me. My abdomen ached, my eyes welled with tears, and my left hand scribbled like a mad fiend. My silent interrogation had provoked a stream of answers so rapidly, I could barely get it all on the paper. I skipped whole words and pieces of sentences as I scrawled out several tear-streaked pages. Dabbing my eyes with one hand and writing with the other, I stole a glance to either side to see how the other students were doing. The first thing I noticed was that no one else had spontaneously burst into tears. The second thing I noticed was that the other women were jotting down one or two words at most. When Gladys called on us to stop, I was still frantically taking dictation from the voice while struggling to swallow the embarrassing lump in my throat.

Even if I could have rationalized a fictitious conversation and let my demons chalk it all up to my wild imagination, I was not prepared for physical pain, much less fits of strong emotion. The feelings of loneliness and heartache were almost overwhelming.

Letting all the other women volunteer their answers, I saved my comments for last. I was still prepared to make a complete ass out of myself when I started reading my notes to the dog’s mother. My heart was pounding so hard, I could barely find my voice, but as I spoke, she confirmed everything I said:

“Yes, she wears a red-and-white visor. Yes, there was a pine tree in front of my former home in the trailer park! Yes, the neighbor’s dog was indeed a big black Doberman! Yes, he was her best friend! Yes, I had to leave him behind in the divorce—”

This couldn’t be happening! It was too easy! It was too good to be true! I silenced my demons and continued to read my notes aloud.

When I said the dog had wanted to have puppies with the Doberman, her guardian’s eyes misted over. She felt her dog’s pain.

“Tell her, ‘I’m sorry’ and ‘I’m sorry I took her away from her boyfriend,’ ” she urged.

Taking a moment to try to tell the dog, I experienced for the first time the frustration I would feel a thousand more times in years to come. I was trying to explain to an innocent animal why we humans do the things we do.

The impossibility of the conversation melted away. I succumbed to being responsible—responsible even for having the ability to talk to animals. I had jumped in with both feet. There would never be any going back.

The next dog was as easy to communicate with as the first— different, but easy. The dogs were as unique in personality as any two women you might chat with in a supermarket checkout line. I could hear their voices with equal intensity, but their vocal patterns and accents were distinct. Their senses of humor were different, as were their levels of intimacy. I was buzzing with elation. I couldn’t believe I could do this! It was so fantastical, so marvelous!

And with every dog the class improved, too. In the beginning we had received a variety of answers to the same questions, with several of the answers correct. (A dog could like chicken and beef.) However, as the class progressed, there were more and more unanimous answers. We were all “doing it.” The confirmation made it undeniable. Nonetheless, I was worried that once I went home, this fairy-tale ability would disappear as magically as it had appeared.

Then it was Rodney’s turn. I opened his carrier and held him up in my arms where everyone could see him, noting that when people were communicating with him, his behavior was different. He didn’t try to weasel out of my arms and jump to the ground. He looked confidently, expectantly, from face to face, like a comic on a Vegas stage who had done the same show night after night for years—he knew his material was gonna kill ’em.

He was right. As soon as the class made contact, everyone started to laugh. “He’s so full of himself!” “What an ego!” the women cried out. “He’s a total egomaniac! He says that he’s the most beautiful cat on earth!” one woman said, chuckling. “He says people are always telling him how beautiful his markings are!” another woman exclaimed. Yep, I thought, that settles it. They were tuning in to the right cat.

One student cried, “He says he’s the only orange-striped cat in the world!” He was the only orange cat in the building and apparently in the entire neighborhood. If he had never seen another orange cat, I could understand how he could make that deduction. A trip to an Abyssinian cat show might really have burst his bubble.

I suggested the group ask Rodney what he felt for my boyfriend. The answer was almost unanimous: “He’s very jealous.” “He doesn’t want to share his wife.” “He wants your boyfriend to move out.” “He wishes your boyfriend would go away.” There were those words again: Go away. This really cracked me up. After our long, lively conversation with Rodney, Gladys dismissed the class. Rodney had been the finale. We all stumbled toward our cars, dazed and in awe of how dramatically our perception of reality had been changed.

As I drove home, my mind was in a whirl:

If people can talk to animals, if I can talk to animals, if animals can talk—the ramifications of it were innumerable.

If animals can talk, I can go to the zoo and— I shuddered.

If animals can talk, then the cows in slaughterhouses are— I broke into a cold sweat.

Do I really want this much responsibility? They can tell me when they’re sick. I like that idea. But if all animals can think and feel pain, that means all those animals in all those cages— my eyes blurred with tears.

The horror of animal experimentation came crashing down on me so hard, the world didn’t seem like such a magical place anymore. The world didn’t even seem like a world I could bear to live in anymore.

At that moment, the most incredible joy I had ever felt in my life became saddled with the most unbearable anguish. I could communicate with animals, but I would never be able to escape the agony they suffer at human hands. I would begin to feel what they feel, to think what they think, to suffer along with them when they experience the feelings of confusion, betrayal, rage, and helplessness at our incomprehensible cruelty.

For every gift there is a price. The greater the gift, the higher the price tag. So for this most glorious of gifts, God was asking that I barter with my most precious possession: my innocence.

[image: Image] Developing the Gift [image: Image]

Now, at this point in my life, I was a twenty-four-year-old burned-out professional jazz dancer and struggling actress. I was about as numbed out as a person can be without falling down. Oh, sure, I’d had my share of fluky psychic experiences; but in retrospect, I now view my early twenties as a time when I was desperately trying to tune down my sensitivity and succeeding dramatically. In fact, I had been so oblivious to the feelings of animals, my ex-roommate’s cat had died on my couch and I hadn’t even noticed. But the animals woke me up. The animals taught me.

I had grown up on a diet of dance and metaphysical books. Dancing six days a week, sometimes eight hours a day, had taught me how to concentrate in silence. I had learned how to observe and communicate without words; to listen and respond instantly; to commit completely to the moment; to meditate in motion; to not shirk pain but to breathe through it; to work through sweat, illness, agony, and injury to build self-esteem through the most powerful force in the universe —grace. When I wasn’t dancing, I was reading. I spent years backstage in one theater or another, squinting in the half-light, hunched over the writings of Edgar Cayce, Jane Roberts, Taylor Caldwell, and Ruth Montgomery. I was fascinated by psychics, I dated psychics, I read about psychics, but I always thought my own psychic ability was nonexistent. If you had told me ten years ago I would ever work as a professional psychic, I would have fallen down laughing.

However, I was so steeped in metaphysical philosophy, wherever I lived, I was always the first nominated to be the local witch or reluctant ghostbuster. Perfectly normal, unsuspecting people would call me when they had a little psychic snafu they would never dare mention to anyone else. One innocent friend called to tell me there was a poltergeist in her garage causing her plastic baby dolls to levitate in midair. Who’d she call to exorcise the bogle? Me, of course. Another extremely conservative girlfriend called to complain that her new boyfriend confided that he could change into a wolf. She dropped him immediately, and who’d she set him up with? Well . . . me, of course. Another friend called to vent that he’d met a man who claimed to be from the Pleiades—not a spirit from another planet incarnated as into an earthling infant body, but an alien directly from the Pleiades. (I didn’t even flinch. Half of Los Angeles claims to be from another planet.)

Incidentally, I never saw the baby dolls picnicking midair or the shape-shifter morph like An American Werewolf in London, nor could I convince the alien to show me where he’d parked his spaceship; but whenever there was a freak poltergeist or a werewolf or alien loose out on the town, I was usually the first to be consulted. Why? All my friends might as well have been speaking in unison: “I didn’t know who else to call. No one else would believe me.”

Well, the shoe’s on the other foot now, folks. It’s finally my turn. This book will test your limits. Let’s see if you have the nerve to believe me. I know these stories sound utterly fantastical, but in order to fabricate stories of this magnitude, I’d have to be a creative genius, and believe me when I tell you that ain’t the case. I have changed only the names and identifying characteristics of some humans and their animals to protect their privacy.

A single animal workshop opened the floodgates of magic for me —gates that must have been about to burst after many years of transcendental meditation. I have always had an appetite for meditation. Having spent years in a weekly meditation class focused on opening the third eye, I have been an avid first-thing-in-the-morning meditator my entire life. Because telepathy is virtually impossible without extensive training in meditation, this book is a compilation of meditative techniques I believe led up to my discovery that I could hear animals. I will share with you the techniques that primed my psychic pump. Telepathy is a spiritual discipline, not a sideshow act or parlor trick. It can’t and shouldn’t ice a half-baked cake. The psyche must have the form and substance to hold it up, and the intention can never be coercion. If you hope to learn telepathy to better dominate animals, the animals simply won’t respond the way you want them to.

As soon as I returned home from that initial workshop, I practiced fanatically with my cat, soon to become cats. In order to fulfill Rodney’s request, I visited a no-kill shelter where a glamorous black-and-white coquette named Betty selected me. Rodney was smitten, and all his problems evaporated in her company. Within the year I found the infamous Mr. Jones eating salmon out of a Dumpster behind one of L.A.’s finest fish restaurants. (He’s always had the world’s most impeccable taste.) Mr. Jones was soon to become my passion, my master teacher, and my assistant: whenever I couldn’t get a clear picture about another animal, I would just ask Mr. Jones. (After you learn to communicate with one animal, he may be able to answer your questions about any other animals.) Over the course of writing this book, I lost Rodney. Betty stayed in the custody of my ex, but I acquired Oscar, Billie, Cyrus, and Ella, as I will describe in the final chapter.

In the beginning, communication with my own cats was a struggle. My emotions blocked my circuitry. However, soon after that breakthrough workshop, I began to have vivid dreams of Rodney standing on my chest, speaking to me out loud in English. His mouth moved as he spoke, like one of the puppets from Wallace & Gromit. Eventually I could ask him questions before I fell asleep at night, only to dream he stood on my chest and answered me in English.

I also began to dream of all sorts of other talking animals: giraffes, badgers, elephants, and llamas. Something was opening in my psyche—hatching, perhaps—something exotic and fragile and terribly wacky. My dreams became a veritable Toon-Town. In my dream-state, as my animals conversed with me, they began to shape-shift into human forms. Loony as it all sounds, and as hard as I tried to fight it, information started coming: medical information, psychological information, accurate information—frighteningly accurate. I committed myself to learning how to trust the process. Clearly, if the universe were to bring me this spectacular new skill, I would have to undergo a huge transformation in order to accommodate it.

Since that initiation, I’ve spent over a decade counseling animals and their people while teaching interspecies communication. There are many wounds mankind has yet to mend, yet the thrill of making contact and the love of communion with animals are rewards beyond measure. On this road less traveled, I have found more magic in myself and in the world around me than I ever dreamed possible. I will share with you some of the amazing conversations and revelations I’ve experienced over the years. But first I’d like to explain how the telepathic process works so that you can begin to awaken your own abilities.

In Chapter 2 I will introduce you to several new concepts and guide you step by step through a series of exercises designed to penetrate the communication barriers that keep us distant from animals and one another. In order to harness these new skills, you may need to abandon many of your lifelong belief systems. Your transformation may happen quickly, as it often does with my students, or your psychic senses may open slowly, unfolding like the petals of a rose. Trust your process. This is an exercise in faith.

At the end of this chapter I will outline a set of techniques that can help you build a bridge between you and your animal. You will begin to discover his or her needs, wishes, likes, and dislikes.

In the following chapter, on clairsentience, we will focus on your animal’s feelings, the possibility of emotional trauma, and tactics for solving behavioral problems. In the chapter on clairaudience, we will explore techniques that encourage you to hear your animal’s thoughts in spoken words. Through the exploration of Gestalt therapy, we will discover where animals hurt and what they need physically and nutritionally. Finally, we will delve into exercises where I teach you how to not only track living animals who are stolen or lost, but communicate with the souls of animals who have departed this earth.

The easiest and most available ability is telepathy, or ESP, the exchange of pictures from one mind to another. But first you will need a working understanding of the nature of thought, so before we actually practice with animals, I invite you to explore with me the following nine steps.
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2

Clairvoyance: Mind to Mind

Imagination is more important than knowledge.

—Albert Einstein

[image: Image] Step One: Understanding Telepathy [image: Image]

Thoughts have more substance than we ever imagined. The idea that thoughts have power is a concept that our culture is coming to accept.

That some people can perceive these thoughts in their natural state is also becoming accepted as more than science-fiction fantasy. Here in America, every time we turn on the television or visit the bookstore, we are inundated with psychic phenomena and stories of angels, ghosts, and mental telepathy.

The idea that might be new to you is that we all—each and every one of us—have psychic powers. We all are capable of telepathy; and not only is it within our reach genetically and physiologically, we are already telepathing with one another now—constantly—every day.

Who hasn’t had the experience of hearing the telephone ring and knowing who was on the other end of the line before even picking up the receiver? Or thinking about an old friend or acquaintance for the first time in years and not being able to shake the image of that person from your mind, only to have them call “out of the blue” or to run into them “by accident” later that same day? Or altering your course while driving a car, for whatever inexplicable reason—like making a sudden lane change, deciding to take a different route to work for no apparent reason—only to discover later that you inadvertently avoided an accident or a roadblock or even saved your own life?

This instinct has been flippantly dubbed “women’s intuition.” The powers of the mind are as available and as prevalent in men as they are in women. It’s a shame that the realm of instinct is often dismissed as something frivolous and unreliable.

When you know beyond a shadow of a doubt that there is something wrong with your child, even though he is out of sight and beyond the range of hearing, only to find that your suspicion was right . . .

When you know that something has happened to one of your friends or family members, even though there is no conscious way for you to know, and your suspicion gets confirmed . . .

Are you using your psychic senses? Are you using the powers of mental telepathy? For some reason, it may seem like a difficult fact to admit. We may feel more comfortable calling it “intuition,” “instinct,” or just a “gut feeling.” So often people say, “I just knew it! I don’t know how, but I knew it.” Sadly, I frequently hear this phrase made as a negative statement. So often I hear people say, “I knew I shouldn’t have bought that stock!” or “I knew I shouldn’t have eaten that fish!” These laments are always followed by self-condemnation: “But I didn’t listen to my intuition” or “I didn’t trust my first instinct.”

If you’ve ever moaned, “I just knew. . . , ” you are a candidate to answer these questions: How did you know? What was talking to you? Your intuition? Your Higher Self? Your guardian angel? Was it God himself? Or were you picking up on other people’s thoughts? Were you responding to the images generated by other people’s minds?

There is nothing new about any of these concepts. There is not one among us who is not psychic. Each and every one of us has within reach the ability to telepath; and I believe with all my heart that this innate power will be as common in our society in the new century as electricity became in the last century.

What does all this have to do with learning to communicate with animals? These misunderstood laws of nature apply to our communication with animals as well as our communication with one another. In order to telepath with any living being, you must first have a working understanding of thought-forms and how they function.

I have presented you with the possibility of telepathy between human beings first because it is more prevalent and these skills are valuable in learning to communicate with nonverbal humans such as coma victims or babies, but the principles of telepathy with animals are exactly the same. There is no distinction between the two: Communication is communication. But what exactly is it?

[image: Image] Step Two: Redefining Communication [image: Image]

In our culture, we have adopted a rather lazy shorthand that says communication is nothing but the exchange of words. This is deceptive. We must remember that the words we use to describe people, objects, places, feelings, and events in our lives are not actually the people, objects, places, feelings, and events. Words are nothing more than symbols for the more tangible objects in our worlds. Language is only one aspect of communication. Communication is the raw exchange of emotion and pictures among living things. We don’t talk instead of telepathing—we talk while telepathing.

Let’s say you bought a new couch and are trying to describe what it looks like—you hold in your mind an image of the couch and several details about it: its color, fabric, size, weight, softness.

Sometimes when you’re engaged in the act of describing something in a conversation, the person you’re speaking to will suddenly get a flash of insight. No matter how well or how poorly you’re describing the couch, your friend may suddenly “see” in his mind the picture of what you are trying to get across. Your friend may suddenly exclaim, “Oh! I know what you’re talking about!” Then he might paraphrase your description in a way that makes sense to him or compare the object you are describing with something that seems more familiar to him. (Remember those magic words: more familiar.) We use words only until we have successfully transferred the pictures in our minds.

No matter what we are describing to each other with language, we constantly hold in our minds a series of pictures, sometimes accompanied by strong emotions. Language does not encompass communication. Communication is something much deeper.

[image: Image] Step Three: Perceiving the Film, Not the Sound Track [image: Image]

Have you ever had the gut feeling that someone was lying to you? Even if the person was a very skilled liar, and her story should have been believable, deep in your gut you just knew what she was saying wasn’t the truth. How did you know? That person’s film and sound track didn’t match up. The pictures in her mind weren’t in sync with her words.

Does this mean that you had direct access to that person’s inner filmstrip, to her thoughts? You might say that you sensed that the person was lying to you. But what senses were you using?

There is a sixth sense in all of us that is no more mysterious than our sense of sight or smell. Its sole purpose is to transmit and receive thoughts. It can perceive, measure, register, and analyze thoughts or pulses of energy emanating from other living beings, including animals.

[image: Image] Step Four: Recognizing Thought-Forms [image: Image]

What are thoughts, really? I am aware of two different kinds of thoughts. The first type of thought is a replica of the person who sent it. This is an emanation generated by a particular intent, whose mission is to act upon that person’s intent. These thoughts, therefore, carry with them the emotional content of the person who sent them. They have an intention and a life span. This is precisely why positive thinking works. Unfortunately, it is also why negative thinking works. Fears are nothing more than dark thoughts we have brought to life. Whatever we think, be it positive or negative, will take on a life of its own for a time and go forth into the world to create.

When you think this type of thought, you are generating a shadowy replica of yourself and releasing it out into the world around you. This self-replica can speak and act on the emotion or desire that created it. Eventually this thought-form will become fainter and fainter until it fades into oblivion, unless you reinforce it with more desire and replenish its form and intention.

You can use the workings of a radio station as an analogy. A signal is sent out on a certain frequency. That signal may be strong or faint and can be reinforced by adding more energy to the output. Anyone with a radio that can receive that particular channel can pick up the signal. The human brain works in a similar fashion. Whether we realize it or not, we are all generating thought-forms and sending out signals.

My first direct experience with these kinds of thought-forms was in a dream I had fifteen years ago. I was dating a psychic at the time, but I personally had no awareness of my own psychic ability. He had a hell of a time trying to convince me that thoughts were real.

I was napping in the middle of the day, deeply enmeshed in a dream. Suddenly my dream was interrupted by my “boyfriend,” who walked into my bedroom and put his arms around me. I was jolted awake, or so I thought, until I turned around and was surprised to see my body sound asleep in my bed! Here in this place between waking and dreaming, I sat with my “boyfriend” at the foot of my bed. Even though I was as conscious as I had ever been in my waking reality, I could not be awake, because I could see my body bundled in the bed; nor could I be asleep, because my friend had abruptly interrupted my dream and brought my awareness back into my bedroom. He slipped his arms around me from behind and kissed my back right between the shoulder blades. I could see and feel his body as strongly as if he were actually there in person. Not only did his body have weight and mass, but there was warmth to his touch. Then I heard his voice out loud in my ear, saying, “Wake up. It’s time to wake up.”

A few seconds later the phone rang and my “boyfriend” flew out of the room. The sound of the telephone propelled me back into my body, and I was truly jolted awake. When I picked up the receiver, my boyfriend was on the other end of the line.

“Did you get my thought?” he asked. I was dumbfounded.

“You were just here!” I argued.

“No, it wasn’t really me,” he said. “I just sent you a thought. I asked you to wake up.”

After that startling initiation, I started to become sensitive to other people’s thoughts and more aware of the thoughts I was sending out.

The second type of thought-form is not a replica of the person who sent it. It is merely an image of an inanimate object. We are constantly conjuring pictures in our minds and launching them out into the world. We also fire off emotional thought-forms, jam-packed with desire. People and animals send out both replica thought-forms and object thought-forms. One of my best examples of this mental game of catch came from my ex-boyfriend Benjamin. One day I had a terrible craving for cheese popcorn. I was also in need of some double-A batteries for my miniature tape recorder. I was busy that day and irritated by the thought of having to make a trip to the store just to buy the batteries and maybe the popcorn.

Even though I made no mention of it to Benjamin, he came home from work that night with the cheese popcorn and the double-A batteries. No other groceries or other treats—just the popcorn and the batteries.

He said he’d pulled off the road on the way home and stopped at a convenience store just to buy these two items. When he got home he said to me, “I thought you might need these.” I asked him how he knew that I had been wanting them all day. His reply was “I just couldn’t get them out of my mind. I knew that I didn’t need them, so I assumed the thoughts must have been coming from you.” Over a seven-year span, our telepathy became so strong that I could see his shadow replicas walk into the room saying things like “I have to work late tonight” or “I had Chinese food for lunch.” Sometimes this shadow was so dim, I couldn’t see him, but I felt his presence—a warm, tingling buzz in the air—and even stronger was the smell of his cologne.

We all have this power of direct connection, and we have it by necessity. If there is an earthquake, tornado, flash flood, or natural disaster that prevents us from using the telephone, we can rely on our internal communication lines. If our ancestors had not used their intuition to find safe water, food, and homestead sites, none of us would be here now. Psychic ability is our birthright as human beings.
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Native Americans believe that there is no supernatural. Incorporating and relying on the intuition is as “natural” as trusting the skeleton to support one’s body or the stomach to digest one’s food. The aborigines of Australia were the most ancient and isolated indigenous people on earth, uncorrupted by the outside world. If they had not used their psychic senses to find water in the endless expanse of Australian desert, they would have died of thirst thousands of years ago.

I believe that even we clumsy, hapless, machine-addicted Americans have all of our psychic senses intact until we reach the age of about four or five, when we have them socialized out of us by critical adults and the onslaught of “education.” I’ve never known a child who did not have “invisible friends” or could not see “the pretty lights,” remember past lives, hear the thoughts of animals, or blatantly telepath with family members and friends. When children receive enough criticism or patronizing comments on their “wild imaginations,” they conclude that they’re irrational and eventually learn to keep the information to themselves. Over time, they learn to dismiss the transmissions entirely.

Studies of the pineal gland, which is located between the eyes and is given the attributes of the “third eye,” show that the gland begins to atrophy when a child reaches the age of seven or eight and continues to dwindle down as the child matures. Science has found no function whatsoever for the little pinecone-shaped gland; all they know is that whatever it was doing, it stops doing by the time we all hit puberty. Then, of course, the body becomes obsessed with what is happening only from the waist down!
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In Drawing on the Right Side of the Brain, Betty Edwards describes the left hemisphere of the brain as the side that houses all the analytical skills, the critical mind, the powers of deductive reasoning, and the ego. The “I” that we all know ourselves to be roosts in the left hemisphere of our brains.

An estimated 70 percent of people have their communication skills housed in the left side as well, but I suspect that mine are in my right side (albeit crouching down low), which might explain why I receive telepathic transmissions in spoken English words. This ability is called clairaudience.

When the left-brain verbal skills are silenced, the right-brain visual skills take over and can result in a pleasant respite when one can experience freedom from judgment. There is no judgment in the right side of the brain; there is only raw experience, the same brand of raw experience that young children may enjoy all the time.

This same altered state of consciousness is achieved in any kind of artistic endeavor when there is enough mastery to turn off the mind and allow the body to be “on automatic.” I’ve heard the same state of bliss described by professional basketball players and transcendental meditators. It also seems to apply to ice skaters, sculptors, skiers, jugglers, football players, and even chefs, to name only a few. Many jazz musicians reverently refer to this place as getting “in the pocket” or “in the groove.” In the world of professional dance, some choreographers call it arriving.

In The Inner Game of Tennis, Timothy Gallwey tells us the focus of the player must always be kept on what is about to happen rather than judging what just happened. In this manner, the mind is kept so alert in the present moment that there is no time to judge the last shot, even if it merits praise. Dancers, athletes, artists, airplane pilots (we hope), and race car drivers learn to stay in the moment. Only in the present moment can we find a state of perfect concentration without judgment.

Another theory of what stimulates psychic activity is that the key is not in the brain at all, be it the right or the left side. The key is to shut off the brain as completely as possible and retreat into the silence of the heart. The heart is the only place where we can escape our mental chatter and quiet the mind long enough to truly listen.

This is a concept that is virtually unheard of in the Western world but is universal to all the Eastern religions that involve seeking enlightenment through meditation. We will explore this technique in the section of this book on clairsentience, the art of receiving emotion from other living beings.

[image: Image] Step Seven: Learning Patience with Ourselves [image: Image]

There is a system of techniques in learning to telepath, a system with a very concrete structure. Once you learn the techniques and practice them so often that they sink into your body, you can turn off your brain and enjoy a state of suspended grace.

Nonverbal communication is an art like all other arts, and in time, the ability to access the right side of the brain will become a habit, not an accident. Telepathy is extremely artistic because it is the ability to think pictorially—to send and receive pictures you have crafted in your mind as if on a painter’s canvas.

Riding a bicycle is a right-brain activity, but the first few times you did it successfully required all your left-brain concentration and attention. Now it probably requires so little attention that you do not have to consciously think about it at all. Even walking was once a treacherous endeavor. With practice, psychic communication may become that old hat to you. When that day comes, you will be able to walk your dog while you telepath with him or her without having to concentrate on remembering either skill.

[image: Image] Step Eight: Staying Out of Our Own Way [image: Image]

We human animals think an estimated forty thousand thoughts a day (although I know a few folks who I’d swear have only two or three thoughts on a good day.) When an animal or even another person tries to phone in, he will always receive a busy signal. The main agenda of the human brain seems to be to send out as many messages as possible and look busy at all costs.

Those are forty thousand impulses generated by your own personal radio station reaching out into the world around you. If your thoughts were visible to the naked eye, we could see them going out, out, out, out continuously—all day, every day.

In order to telepath, you will learn to stop sending signals out. You will learn to turn the disc jockey off, clear your channels, and begin to receive. The sixth sense is subtler than the other five. The third eye will flutter and wake from its sleep only when it is surrounded with perfect peace and quiet.

You will discover that you are not your thoughts. When you become so detached from your own thoughts that you can experience yourself in total silence, you will find a greater you. You can call it the spirit, the soul, the Higher Self, the witness, the observer, or the immortal divine essence. The you that is not your thoughts has supernatural powers. The new you will function in a greater capacity than you have ever thought possible.

[image: Image] Step Nine: Honoring Our Own Divinity [image: Image]

I find that the paradigm of the Mother Goddess, even if you call her Mother Nature, works more effectively for psychic communication than the notion that God is male, that he created us, abandoned us, and is now living somewhere else. The idea that the world is part of God/Goddess’s body and we are therefore a part of Mother Earth is a more workable abstraction for telepathic communication. If you cut your finger, it automatically proceeds to heal itself. Is that not proof that there is divinity within you that is absolutely beyond your comprehension? No division exists between us and the Goddess inside us or outside us, or between humans and the Goddess’s other creatures. We are living in the Goddess’s body, and the Goddess is alive and well in ours.

Please explore the following meditation in a spirit of playfulness with your animal. If you approach it as a monumental task, your fears and worries may block your circuitry. Keep in mind that the key word in mastering this meditation is effortlessness. You may want to stick to questions whose answers you don’t know, but then again, your animal’s answers may surprise you. Practicing with your friends’ animals might be more productive in the beginning because you won’t have as many preconceived notions and your friends can help verify your information. Have a journal handy, which I will refer to as your Paws and Listen notebook. (You will soon become familiar with my affinity for bad puns.) Jot down all your perceptions or, if you are more comfortable speaking, have a tape recorder ready.

[image: Image] Techniques of Interspecies Communication [image: Image]

I shut my eyes in order to see.

—Paul Gauguin

[image: image]

1. Relax your body. Find a place where you can feel completely relaxed and safe. Wear loose-fitting, comfortable clothing. Turn off the telephone, close the shades, and ensure that you will be completely undisturbed. You may want to be in the same room with your animal friend, or you may prefer to be out of doors, seated comfortably in your yard, balcony, or horse stall. Either way, you may wish to go where your animal friend already is rather than try to bring your animal to you. The proximity of your animal is irrelevant. You can be as close or as distant from him as you like. Sit on a pillow on the ground or in a chair with your spine as erect as comfortably possible. This posture allows the energy to move up and down your spine freely. Don’t lie down because you may become too drowsy to concentrate. Make sure that your animal is relaxing comfortably as well, or at least playing contentedly.

2. Focus on your breathing. Take three deep breaths, filling your lungs completely and emptying them completely on the exhale. Visualize all the tension in your body pouring out as you exhale. Relax your body completely. Bring your attention to your heart and to the smooth rhythm of your breath.

3. Enter the silence. Close your eyes and, with your eyelids shut, gently look up. This eye movement will raise your attention to your third eye. Visualize your thinking process as a film that is being shown in a theater. See the curtains on either side of the stage slide closed on your thinking process. A huge white scrim may also drop from the ceiling. Now the show is over. There are no more thoughts allowed on the stage. If words try to return to the stage, gently catch them and usher them off. Allow the blank stage to start glowing with a beautiful white light. The light will become more and more brilliant as you enjoy resting in this place without words.

4. Visualize your message. Visualize the object you would like to convey to your friend by seeing it on the stage. Let’s begin with your friend’s food bowl. Visualize the bowl as the animal’s usual food bowl or bag. Picture the empty bowl in the center of the stage and allow it to take shape in your mind. See it clearly. Make the image distinct and the edges crisp. Notice its size, depth, girth, and weight and any details that would help describe it. Most important, see the color of the object vividly in your mind.

5. Reach out with love. Without opening your eyes, move your attention to your animal and concentrate on loving your friend. Talk to her silently for a moment. Think the thought “I love you.” Then ask her politely, “May I see what you see?” If you open with “I love you,” your request will rarely be denied.

In the unlikely occurrence that you feel resistance, try the technique again later. We are always courteous and never impose.

Now, if you are feeling a warm flow of acceptance between the two of you, imagine you are slipping into the animal’s body through a door in the top of its head. From this perspective, you are the animal. You can actually see out of her eyes.

6. Ask a simple question. The question should be one that can be answered pictorially. For our purposes, we will ask, “What do you like to eat?” Picture the empty food bowl you conjured on the stage now sitting right in front of you. Remember that because you are looking out of your animal’s eyes, you will see the dish from her perspective—if your friend is short, for example, you will be very close to the bowl. Think for a few seconds about your stomach and how terribly hungry you are. Feel your mouth salivating in anticipation of taking a big mouthful of the most delicious food in the world. Now project the thought that the bowl or dish is piled high with this food.

7. Quick! Catch the thought! Retreat back into the silence and receive the picture. What kind of food is it? The answer will come to you as fast as lightning! The transmission is almost simultaneous. Before you have even finished asking the question, you may have already received the answer.

8. Trust your first instinct. The first image that flies into your mind is the right answer. No matter how outlandish the image may seem, there could be some information coded in the answer that the animal is projecting to you. (If you are speaking to a dog and he sends you the picture of a big juicy steak, there should be little doubt in your mind that you have connected successfully with your dog. If you receive something that does not make immediate sense, don’t doubt yourself and dismiss the transmission. The animal might be trying to express to you that it has a vitamin or mineral deficiency or that it needs more greens, grains, or fiber. If you received the image of a bunch of carrots from a horse, you may have simply contacted the horse, but if you receive the image of a bunch of carrots from a dog, he may be trying to tell you he needs more beta-carotene or fiber in his diet.)

Now is not the time to analyze the message. Simply take whatever comes and accept it at face value. You will try to decipher it with your critical mind later. Think of this now only as a game of charades.

In the event that you received an image you cannot tolerate, like that of a dead partridge or a freshly killed mouse, try to be sympathetic. (I will talk in depth in future exercises about courage and listening without judgment.) At this point, you may taste the food in your mouth from your animal’s perspective. Don’t worry if it’s something you would never eat. No matter what it is, if it is your animal’s favorite food, and you are experiencing your animal from the inside out, the food will taste absolutely delicious.

If you did not receive an image, fill the food bowl with what you think the animal might like, and the animal will correct the image for you. Your bowl of kibble may transform into a chicken breast. Stay here and enjoy the experience of being your animal as he eats, or you might want to be adventurous and ask one or more of the following:

WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE TOY? See your human form from the outside, throwing a toy to your friend. From your animal’s perspective, run after this object with wild abandon. Enthusiastically pick it up with your mouth. What is it? What color is it? If you didn’t receive an answer immediately, send your friend a picture of what you think her toy looks like, and if you are wrong, she will correct it by sending back what the toy actually looks like.

WHERE DO YOU LIKE TO SLEEP WHEN I’M NOT HOME? See your animal preparing to bed down in his favorite place. From his perspective, feel yourself growing sleepy and look down at the ground or out at the surroundings. What do you see from this point of view? What color is the bedding, rug, towel, nest, or branch that he’s relaxing on? What is the texture? What does it feel like under his body? What is its temperature? (You may send the picture of a green rug, and he may correct it with a picture of a blue bedspread.)

WHO’S YOUR BEST FRIEND? Be prepared. This may not be you. See your animal running, crawling, or flying toward the one other animal she enjoys the most. This feeling of love and excitement is the trigger in finding out whom she loves. Therefore, we are not picturing an object as much as we are creating a feeling. (We will explore the exchange of feelings in the chapter on clairsentience.) An easier way to ask this pictorially might be to ask:

WHO GIVES YOU TREATS? If you picture the treat being dangled in front of the animal’s nose, he will send you the picture of the person who is doing the dangling. You may be surprised to find that your neighbors are feeding your dog.

WHAT’S YOUR FAVORITE TREAT? Send a picture of what you think her favorite treat is, and let her correct it for you. Often, this is a zinger. You might discover that her favorite treat is the neighbor’s cat food or the French fries she stole off your table last night.

WHO TAKES YOU FOR A RIDE IN THE CAR? From your animal’s perspective, go for a ride in the car. Sit where he sits. See what he sees. Remember that he is not your height, so he sees the world from a much lower perspective. Now look over and see who is driving the car and talking to “you” and patting “your” head.

WHERE IS YOUR FAVORITE PLACE TO GO IN THE CAR? Send the feeling of anticipation and, as your animal, climb out of the car. See the world around you from her perspective. Are there birds? Trees? Water? Other animals? What is on the ground? What does it smell like?

WHAT DID YOU DO TODAY? This is a good question to ask if the two of you are apart all day. Send a picture of what you thought he did—sleep in his bed, sit by the window—and he may send back pictures of gnawing on the couch, drinking out of the toilet, tormenting the neighborhood animals, or whatever. Have a sense of humor. If he gets punished after telepathing with you, he won’t confide in you anymore.

If you can’t get a clear answer to one of your questions, don’t force it or get discouraged. Cheerfully go on to a new question. Remember that this is a game of psychic charades. If you didn’t receive any picture in return, you can always try again some other time; and if you receive images that you can’t comprehend, in all likelihood they will make sense to you later.

9. Make a gracious exit. When you’ve finished your visit, thank your friend for sharing her thoughts and desires with you, no matter what she offered up. Tell her that you are grateful that she so generously let you into her body and that you’d like to practice this form of communication with her more in the future. Thank her for the conversation and ask her to be patient with you. (Don’t think for a moment that animals don’t understand every word we say.)

10. Come home to your body. You may want to practice reentering your body the same way that you entered your friend’s body, through a portal in the top of your head. Focus on your breathing and bring your attention back to your heart. Become aware of the feelings and desires inside your own body, and remind yourself that the sensations you just experienced inside your friend are not your sensations. Your friend has his own body and you have your own body. Although you sometimes share your experiences, you are both separate and unique.

Visualize your friend surrounded by a field of white light as though he were wearing a protective armor of moonbeams. Now, surround your body in your very own suit of moonbeam armor. Let communication through, but keep your identities divinely separate. Even this communion needs healthy boundaries.

11. Act on your animal’s desire. Whatever your friend requested, make sure that when you have completed your meditation, you give your friend what she asked for. Whether or not you believe you successfully made contact, your animal will know you made contact and will be waiting for you to fulfill your promise. Don’t make promises you cannot keep. That will just teach your animal to distrust you and not want to telepath with you. Always follow through with action as soon as possible after making a telepathic communication. This will encourage your animal to communicate with you in the future, and you will prove yourself to be a trustworthy friend. If you cannot grant your friend’s wish (say, for a bowl of partridge or mouse), create the best substitute you possibly can, like a piece of warm, partially cooked chicken.

If you exchanged pictures of favorite treats or toys, go get them and give them to your friend to show her that you received her thought. If you exchanged pictures of a ride in the car, a frolic in the park, or a trip to Grandma’s, make that picture a reality. I make the point again because it is so important to remember: Always follow up on your conversation with action. Lavish attention on your friend and praise her profusely for sharing her thoughts with you.

All this positive reinforcement will come in mighty handy when you start to ask questions about sensitive subjects. At this point you are building trust. You must have an animal’s trust before you can investigate negative situations, such as medical problems or behavioral difficulties.

You wouldn’t ask personal questions of a new human friend (that is, if you have any tact), and you certainly can’t open a conversation with an animal by saying something that will hurt his feelings or make him defensive.

I always open with “What’s your favorite food?” because most animals, like most people, enjoy discussing what they like to eat. If I opened with “Do you have cancer?” chances are that could be the end of the conversation. (Surprisingly, most animals do know the names for their health problems; I don’t know whether they get this from listening to their vets or from a deeper “knowing.”) Sometimes, even after you have established a rapport with an animal, he will be put off by nosy questions and shut down communication anyway. You may find animals don’t always want to answer you. You will also inevitably discover that animals lie (and pull your leg). When asked questions like “Who sprayed my shoes?” or “Who chewed up the table leg?” animals may pass the buck like small children. Whenever I ask my five cats, “Who started the fight?” I will hear a chorus of “Not me!” (Then they laugh.) So in the beginning, be polite and have a sense of humor. Remember to observe these starting points:

1. Build trust first.

2. Investigate problems later.

If you completed this exercise with one of your animal friends and successfully made contact for the first time in your life:

12. Yell “Hoo-dee-hoo!” This is where you jump out of your chair and do a football victory dance. Do a jig. Do one of Steve Martin’s wild-and-crazy walks around the room. Yell and scream and dance. Finding your psychic ability is no small affair. You did something daring! You flew in the face of convention and discovered that you have mystical, magical, wonderful powers! This is cause for a great celebration!

In all seriousness, this positive reinforcement will help coax psychic channels open with every joyous celebration.

[image: imgae]

[image: Image] Some Surprising Answers [image: Image]

There’s always a lot of laughter in my workshops. In one of my earlier workshops, my cat Rodney worked as my assistant, verifying a series of questions for my students. I had written the answers (or at least what I thought were the answers!) on flash cards and piled the cards facedown on my lap, so that the answers would be unequivocal. When asked his favorite food, the class gave me accurate answers that I never would have guessed. Clearly, they were not merely reading my mind, because I had written “White chicken chunks” on the flash card. One student said, “Cake icing,” while another blurted out, “Cheese-fish!” They had no way of knowing Rodney had vandalized my last birthday cake by licking off an entire row of icing roses. Nor could they have guessed that during my last cocktail party I had reached my hand into a bowl of fish-shaped crackers and found the crackers soaking wet. Much to my chagrin, Rodney had licked the cheese off of every single “fish.”

On a television pilot for Tammy Faye Bakker, I telepathed with her adorable dog via photograph, a technique I will explain in depth in later chapters. When I asked the dog to show me his favorite food, he sent the picture and flavor of chocolate. Asked his favorite activity, he said he spent his time sitting in something red. Tammy confirmed that only the week before, she had let the dog finish her chocolate sundae, and she always carried him around in a big red purse on her shoulder. (Despite the rumors that dogs are blind to particular colors, this has not been my experience. Dogs and cats have described to me every color of the rainbow. A pug on The Mo Show mentally showed me her green-and-purple floral bedspread.)

Understand, however, that the game of charades can be rather subjective. The animals will relay pictures to you as best they can, but the interpretation is up to you. Don’t be quick to dismiss what you get as wrong or just your imagination. Correct translation may take some creativity on your part. Here are a few more examples of “picture talk” where the information was correct but the translations threw me for a loop.

[image: Image] Bill’s Bulldogs [image: Image]

I made a house call a few years ago to meet a couple of bulldogs who made an indelible impression on me. They spoke to me about many things, which I shared with their human guardian, Bill, a power-house in the movie industry. As I rambled on and on, Bill sat listening absolutely stone-faced without giving me so much as a nod of confirmation. “What a tough room,” I mumbled under my breath.

When I asked Bill’s bulldogs to tell me about their favorite activity, they raved to me about a shallow stream of water. They showed “Daddy” taking them to a shallow pool where they waded and splashed knee-deep in the water. The water appeared to be running from a fresh spring, so I assumed that it was a stream or a pond that was fed by a small waterfall. But here is where I got stumped: The dogs kept sending pictures of colorful fish in the water. I told Bill the dogs loved the pond with the fish and wanted me to tell him to take them there again soon. Even as I said it, I wondered where in Southern California Bill could take his dogs to a pond that was filled with brightly colored tropical fish.

At the end of the reading, Bill told me that he intentionally did not react to anything I said because he did not want to lead me one way or the other. But then he pulled out a photo scrapbook and showed me a picture of his bulldogs standing in a baby pool (the pond). Bill had inflated it in his backyard and filled it with the garden hose (the spring). The plastic pool was printed with brightly colored fish!

[image: Image] The Iguana and the Grapes [image: Image]

I got a call from a lovely and conscientious client, Peggy, who complained that her rescued iguana, Stan, had completely stopped eating. Peggy was in a panic because Stan appeared to be starving himself to death. I had been a professional animal communicator for several years by the time I received this call, but I had never talked to a reptile, and frankly I knew less than nothing about iguanas. Because I had no knowledge of their diets or habits, or any of their requirements, I thought this would be a great opportunity for me to communicate blindly.

Peggy had taken Stan to several vets who apparently knew even less about iguanas than I did. Poor Peggy had been unable to get a diagnosis on him and what few suggestions she had been given weren’t working. Stan simply would not eat.

I had seen Stan at Peggy’s home while making a house call to talk to her cats, but I had made no attempt to talk to him. In all honesty, Stan gave me the heebie-jeebies. But because I had met him before —face to little green face—when this call came, I attempted contact over the phone.

I started, “Stan, I understand you aren’t eating. What would you like to eat?” With this question I pictured that Stan was happily eating something delicious. I heard the words Banana candy! Banana candy! I saw in my mind’s eye little chunks of dried banana. Peggy confirmed that the only food Stan would eat was called Monkey Chow, composed of dried bananas. I was so relieved. I had actually made contact with an iguana!

When asked what else we could do to improve his overall health, Stan sent me a shiver of coldness and a feeling of claustrophobia. His legs ached to run. He wanted to be out in the sunshine where he could walk freely, not have his motion checked in the cramped aquarium. I thought nothing more of his request to walk freely and foolishly discounted it. After all, what iguana wouldn’t rather be outside walking in the sunshine?

“What can we do about your health, Stan? What’s wrong with you? Are you so unhappy about your living conditions that you want to starve yourself to death?”

With that, Stan sent me a profound feeling of love for his human mother and told me his life with her was much better than it had been before she came into it. Peggy agreed she had rescued him from a terrible situation and that for a time he’d been eating, content. Stan was even becoming more tame and affectionate, allowing her to pick him up—but then suddenly he had changed. I tried one more time:

“Stan, why won’t you eat?” Here’s where my interpretation went awry. When Stan showed me the inside of his stomach, I saw bunches of gelatinous marbles covered with thin skins in his belly.

“Have you tried grapes?” I asked Peggy. “He’s showing me green grapes. You might try feeding him some grapes.” (The Monkey Chow was a treat, not something Stan could thrive on.)

The next day Peggy called to say Stan wouldn’t eat the grapes. Baffled and disappointed, I gave up. For the next few days, I moped and muttered to myself about reptiles being too difficult to understand.

Thank God, shortly after our conversation, Peggy finally found a vet who knew something about iguanas, and received an accurate diagnosis. Excited, she called to tell me the news:

First of all, Stan was a girl! This was a fact none of the other vets had seen, and obviously Stan failed to mention it to me. Second, Stan was pregnant! The vet said Stan’s infatuation for her new guardian had caused her to create a false pregnancy. Not only was Stan a pregnant female lizard, Stan was a pregnant female lesbian lizard.

Furthermore, the vet said iguanas have extremely long pregnancies (lasting for months) during which they refuse to eat. They lay their eggs while walking! Because Stan was so full of eggs and she couldn’t walk very far in her cramped cage, she was about to pop.

Peggy said that Stan had finally managed to walk around the cage, squeezing out a few eggs, and guess what they looked like: small green grapes! So you see, Stan’s information was crystal-clear. She had held up her end of the conversation beautifully. She had told me, “I’m in love with my mother. I’ve got a belly full of grapes, and I need to take a walk.” I was the one who fouled up by misinterpreting the information.

I have since consulted an iguana expert, Joleen Lutz, who runs a rescue organization, Winged Iguana. Joleen gave me the real scoop on female iguanas and false pregnancies: The females get pregnant once a year (in love or not), and the gestation period lasts about a month, during which time they refuse to eat. The eggs actually crowd their stomachs so severely that they are unable to eat, which may explain why Stan told me the eggs were in her stomach. Joleen said, “Iguanas lay eggs whether they are fertile or not, just like a chicken. Some iguanas are great mothers and are picky about where they lay their eggs, while other mothers will just drop them anywhere.” (It reminded me of some actresses I know.) If you’d like to contact Winged Iguana to seek out help for your iguana friends, you will find the telephone number in the Resources section in the back of this book.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/common1.jpg
Exercise
How to Send the Message “Come Home”





OPS/images/magic.jpg
Exercise: A Meditation in Recapturing
the Magic
The Child You Were






OPS/images/common2.jpg
Exercise
How to Send the Message
“A Trip to the Vet”





OPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OPS/images/throat.jpg
Exercise: The Throat Chakra
A Meditation in Clairaudience





OPS/images/box.jpg





OPS/images/common5.jpg
Exercise
Reading Photographs





OPS/images/body.jpg
Exercise
The Body Scan





OPS/images/common3.jpg
Exercise «*'}
How to Send the Message 5

“I'm Going Out of Town”






OPS/images/common4.jpg
Exercise @
Practice: Build the Bridge





OPS/images/common.jpg





OPS/images/medit.jpg
Exercise .
Getting to Know You:
A Meditation in Body Clearing





OPS/images/zoo.jpg
Exercise: Communication
Your Day at the Zoo






OPS/images/track.jpg
Exercise
Tracking






OPS/page-map.xml
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




OPS/images/order.jpg
Exercise

Meditation: Connecting with the Earth
to Discover Implicit Order





OPS/images/pub1.jpg
& Printed in Canada on 100% postconsumer waste recycled paper





OPS/images/pub2.jpg
B4 A proud member of the Green Press Initiative





OPS/images/rain.jpg
Exercise: Starlight Vision
Your Internal Rainbow





OPS/images/pub3.jpg





OPS/images/clair.jpg
Exercise: Clairvoyance
Exchanging Pictures with Your Animal





OPS/images/spirit.jpg
Exercise
Contacting Your Spirit Guide





OPS/images/grati.jpg
Exercise
Getting Unstuck, an Exercise in Gratitude





OPS/images/clean.jpg
Exercise: Inside the Heart [)
Cleaning Out the Attic





OPS/images/list.jpg
Exercise [)
Empathetic Listening with Your Cat





OPS/images/behav.jpg
Exercise Cﬁhﬁi
Behavioral Gestalt with Your Own Animal J-





OPS/images/cover.jpg
“In a compassionate, warm, and humorous style, Amelia Kinkade shows us

how to listen deeply and hear the needs of the animals we love.”
— Di. JUuDITH ORLOFF, author of Second Sight

STRAIGHT

from the

HORSE’S
« MOUTH »

to Aniinas an:

Get Answers

Ameh Kmkade

FOREWORD BY DR. BERNIE SIEGEL





OPS/images/cloak.jpg
Exercise
Shedding the Cloak of Negativity
by Diane Mariechild





OPS/images/animal.jpg
Exercise
Become the Animal





OPS/images/pub.jpg





OPS/images/dash.jpg





