

[image: ]






[image: ]









[image: ]









Listen to Your Animals: They Know More Than You Think


Published by KWET Media


Vancouver, BC, Canada


Copyright ©2024, KAREN WICKERSON. All rights reserved.


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems without permission in writing from the publisher/author, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review. All images, logos, quotes, and trademarks included in this book are subject to use according to trademark and copyright laws of the United States of America.


Disclaimer: The content of this book and information being provided does not replace, overlook, or disregard traditional veterinary healthcare. My role as an animal communicator and telepath is not to diagnose, treat, or prescribe medications. Anything inside these pages regarding an animal’s physical, mental, or emotional well-being is solely from their point of view and does not replace the medical opinion of your licensed veterinarian. For traditional medical care or for questions concerning specific illnesses, please consult your licensed veterinarian. For full transparency, the names of the animals and their owners who appear within these pages have provided consent. If consent has not been provided, the names have been omitted or changed to protect their identities and privacy.


Definitions are resourced from the Cambridge Dictionary, Merriam-Webster Dictionary, Encyclopedia Britannica, and Collins Dictionary and have been reconfigured to suit the author’s needs.


WICKERSON, KAREN, Author


LISTEN TO YOUR ANIMALS


KAREN WICKERSON


ISBN: 978-1-0690651-0-0, 978-1-0690651-1-7 (paperback)


ISBN: 978-1-0690651-2-4 (hardcover)


ISBN: 978-1-0690651-3-1 (digital)


BODY, MIND & SPIRIT / Afterlife & Reincarnation


FAMILY & RELATIONSHIPS / Death, Grief, Bereavement


PETS / Essays & Narratives


BODY, MIND & SPIRIT / Channeling & Mediumship


Editing: Alyssa Berthiaumen (thewriteplacerighttime.com)


Editing: Lisa Shrewsberry (shrewsberry5live@gmail.com)


Interior & E-book Design: Amit Dey (amitdey2528@gmail.com)


Publishing Management: Susie Schaefer (FinishTheBookPublishing.com)


QUANTITY PURCHASES: Schools, companies, professional groups, clubs, and other organizations may qualify for special terms when ordering quantities of this title. For information, email kwetmedia@shaw.ca


All rights reserved by KAREN WICKERSON and KWET MEDIA.
This book is printed in Canada.









DEDICATION


This book is dedicated to Divine Creator and all the animals I’ve ever had the honor of working with and talking to. Without the skills and gifts that were bestowed upon me by Divine Creator, I would not have the incredible privilege and opportunity to serve the animal kingdom.
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INTRODUCTION


OPENING THE CHANNEL


I was not your typical girl who liked to play with and dress up her dolls. In fact, I left that to my younger sister, Ainsley. I was the girl who kept her dolls at bay, untouched, and couldn’t be bothered to play with them. Mine were in pristine condition, however, Ainsley’s always had the newest “haircut,” fashionwear and crayon “makeup” all over their faces. I was the kind of girl that had stuffed animals all around me, especially bunnies. I played with those animals, I loved those animals, and I made sure they were well “fed,” “watered,” played with and “safe.” Of course, a few of them had “war wounds” with stitches around their eyes, ears, legs, and bellies. In my little girl’s mind, we went on so many adventures and safaris. They were my “kids”, and I loved them to bits.


These animals were a comfort to me. I believed they kept me safe, protected, and surrounded me with love. The Velveteen Rabbit comes to mind. As a little girl, I truly believed my stuffed animals were real. Way before the movie Toy Story came out, I always believed that my stuffed animals would come to life and play with one another when I wasn’t home or when I was deep asleep.


Along with my stuffed animals, the wallpaper in my room alongside my bed had ABCs with characters such as teddy bears, Raggedy Anne and Andy, and a rocking horse. When I couldn’t fall asleep, I would look up onto the wallpaper and imagine Raggedy Anne and Andy telling tales to the teddy bears and rocking horses about all the adventures they’d been on that day. I would imagine that rocking horse popping off the wallpaper, jumping on its back, and taking off rocking away through the window and into the night’s sky towards my own adventures. Unfortunately, I don’t remember those adventures or faraway places the rocking horse and I went on because that’s when I would finally fall asleep. My stuffies were the first interactions I’d have with animals.


I knew that deep within something was telling me I needed to have live animals in my life whether they belonged to myself or family members, or by becoming a veterinarian. Yup, I always wanted to be a veterinarian so I could heal them. I completely disregarded the fact that I’m fully allergic to all animals and I have chronic asthma. It didn’t matter to me; I just knew I needed them in my life in one way or another. Never did I ever imagine that throughout my lifetime, I would have fish, cats, hamsters, and rabbits and even become an animal communicator and animal energy worker.


My deep connection with living animals came in the summer of 1971, in Montreal, Quebec. This was one of those critical life moments when nothing will ever be the same even though I didn’t have the words to express it at the time. It’s only in looking back that I recognize it was the first tap, the first nudge from Source of what my purpose on this earth would be.


I was at a farm attending a birthday party. I remember being shy as I didn’t know anybody but also excited at the same time because hey, it was a birthday party and who doesn’t love colored balloons, streamers, games, presents and cake?!? The biggest surprise, however, was the moment this huge creature made an appearance. The excitement grew within me with each passing second; the desire of being on that horse was more than I could bear. I just knew with every fiber of my being that I needed a chance to sit on its back.


I could hardly wait for my turn; I just wanted to get on that horse. I was willing to push my way through the lineup of kids all waiting turns but, of course, my mum had to remind me that I had to wait my turn. So I did, but each minute I had to wait for my turn to get on that incredible, gigantic creature just to walk around the paddock felt like an eternity.


By the time I was the next in line, I could barely contain myself from the anticipation and excitement. Then it was my turn.


Still in my little red and blue bikini, I was picked up by the hostess of the party and placed on the back of this incredibly beautiful horse. As soon as I sat on him, I felt like I was home; in the imagination of a three-year-old, I believed I could live on him for the rest of my life. I didn’t ever want to get down. I didn’t care that it was a sunny, hot day and the leather of the saddle was sticking to the back of my legs and getting uncomfortable. Plus, I was way too small for the saddle, and I didn’t care that my little hands were too small to pick up the reins; I just held onto the saddle’s pommel.


Needless to say, it was a seminal moment in my life–the connection we shared was undeniable. I instantly fell in love with not only this horse but with all horses. At some level, I knew I had to have horses in my life one way or another. The love I felt for this horse was bigger than my little body could contain. No words were spoken between us, but my heart sang with joy. I felt his care, as he knew his job (responsibility), and the energy that transmitted between the two of us was through physical sensations. I knew immediately that I was safe on this majestic being. This was the beginning of my ability to connect to and communicate with animals.


Was this a fluke? Was this a one-off? Nope, not even in the slightest. I just didn’t know it way back then.


Even though I wasn’t surrounded by animals in my younger years, every time I encountered a dog or cat, they’d make themselves known to me and their humans would say: “Wow, they’ve never done that before! They usually run away when people come over.” I didn’t think anything of it at the time; I was just being myself. The majority of my interactions with animals resulted in an immediate connection and my immediately knowing them, even if it was the first time we had met. No words were passed, just physical and emotional sensations. Most of the time, I didn’t know what it meant, I just knew I had an undeniable connection with animals.


Remember, this was back in the 1970s when there was little understanding about psychic abilities/clairsentience. Up until this point, I honestly thought it was normal for people to be connected on so deep a level with the animals they encountered. However, into my preteens and early teens, I realized this wasn’t true. My friends weren’t that way, and most adults weren’t either.


Eventually, I came to shut down this connection because I wanted to fit in, to be understood, and to be liked by my friends and their parents—especially my friends’ parents. They would call me “crazy Karen” when I would spontaneously tell them what their animal was thinking–and while I can’t remember specific instances that elicited their calling me this, that hardly matters. What I know is that this was the name they gave me, and it didn’t feel good. I started to believe there was something wrong with me, so I stopped paying attention to the animals; I loved them, but I didn’t want to feel them anymore. It wasn’t really a conscious decision at that age. You just know that something is different from everyone else and whatever it is, you begin to shut it down so it doesn’t disrupt your life.


It wasn’t until my mid-teens when I was able to start seeing energy–sort of like the heat thermals off a hot road on a sunny day–emanating from plants and grass. I didn’t quite understand what it was, but I chose not to shut it off. I instinctively knew that I needed to keep an open mind and just go with the flow and figure out what it all meant. Over the course of my teen years, my family adopted three cats, I became an equestrian, and my connection, again, was undeniable.


In my late twenties, it was my mother who suggested I take Healing Touch classes out of Langara College in Vancouver, Canada. (We had moved from Montreal to Toronto when I was four, and then I moved to Vancouver at 28.) At that point in time, she had been hearing me talk about seeing energies for roughly eleven years. I don’t remember exactly what I had shared at that time in my life, but it prompted my mum to suggest the classes, as she happened to have a friend whose daughter was taking them, too, around that time.


After looking into the classes and talking with her more about it, it was clear to me that I didn’t know what seeing and feeling energy was all about and what it meant, or what I could do with it. The instructors at Langara were just the beginning of my path that led me to where I am today with animal communication. It gave me the foundation and fundamentals of how energy works, and how it can help to facilitate healing within the body.


During this time, I also completed my undergraduate and masters level degrees in counseling and was hired by a local Family Services agency in my community to work as a Family Clinical Counselor which I did for eleven years. This included providing services to families who were at risk of having their children removed from the family due to addiction, mental health issues, abuse, or neglect. Some families needed guidance, direction, and overall support in becoming higher-functioning parents to their children. I enjoyed the work I was doing with the families, and I had the honor of working with over 200 families in my community over those eleven years. For most of the time, I enjoyed it. My fellow team members were incredibly supportive of one another, helped through the difficult times, through accomplishments, successes, and challenges. It was the most difficult, challenging, and rewarding time in my professional counseling career. However, it took a toll on my physical, mental, and emotional health.


During my eighth year at the family agency in 2012, I could see the writing on the wall. I sensed within myself that I needed to start the transition out of my clinical counseling job and into a different vocation.


In the three years between recognizing I needed to change vocations and leaving my work as a family counselor, my interest in healing touch for humans and animals piqued again when a good friend of mine, also named Karen, knew this and asked if I could alleviate some excruciating pain she’d been experiencing in her big toe. She could barely walk, had been living in pain for a few weeks, and needed some relief. I told her I only knew some basics but would review my materials from previous courses and would work on her toe. When we got together and I started applying the different healing touch techniques to her painful toe, she said she could feel relief and was surprised that by the end of our session her pain was virtually gone. She asked me if I could work on her daughter’s horse, Gabby, whose behaviour was out of sorts.


Karen’s family had been trying to sell Gabby, but this had proven unsuccessful. She couldn’t quite describe the horse’s behavior, but she said she just wasn’t herself. Gabby wasn’t training well and executing the jumps well, either. When I arrived at the barn to meet up with her horse, I slowly put my hands in her energy field and immediately felt an overwhelming sadness; tears started flowing down my cheeks. I was crying and yet I didn’t understand what was happening, I just knew that it wasn’t me who was sad. I wasn’t upset, yet I was crying. It was an unsettling experience because how I was emotionally feeling—contentment and joy—was not congruent to the tears and heaviness I felt when I put my hands in Gabby’s energy field. When I tuned into Gabby with my mind and heart, I immediately realized that it was Gabby who was shedding tears through me. My heart and mind’s eye reached out to her heart and mind’s eye to understand more about what happened and why there was the heaviness of sadness.


Gabby began to show me pictures of a baby foal who was around Gabby and then *poof* the foal was gone. The story continued and I was able to figure out that, in her mind, her foal was stolen from her by a human and she never saw her foal again. She never got to raise her foal, even though the foal was two years old when sold; she couldn’t say goodbye to her, and she’d been grieving since then.


As I communicated Gabby’s story to my friend and her daughter, they filled in the blanks. Gabby’s baby had been sold and nobody told her that her baby was permanently going away! Also, what came up during our interaction was that Gabby no longer wanted to compete as a hunter/jumper or have someone older riding her. She wasn’t enjoying herself. Through mental images, Gabby had shown me little children, youngsters around the ages of five to eleven, teaching them how to ride at a beginner level. Gabby wanted to belong to a family, but specifically she longed to be with a little girl who could grow up learning how to ride her.


After all this information was communicated, my friend and her daughter apologized to Gabby for her experience of having her foal taken away and their ignorance of her desires to be ridden by a younger girl and no longer wishing to be a hunter/jumper horse. There was a lot of compassion, empathy, and love flowing through the four of us. They made her a promise that they would find her a home where she would be happy, which they did within a week with a family who had a five-year-old girl; the girl wanted to learn how to ride horses. Later on, Gabby was sold as a school horse to help young children learn how to ride and, according to my friend’s daughter, she’s been very happy there ever since.


It was during this interaction with Gabby when I remembered I had always had the ability to talk with animals. It all came flooding back–the skill, the knowledge, the know-how, the memories of having conversations with animals while I was growing up. The floodgates opened and my abilities were turned on like a faucet. I had yet to learn how to turn my abilities “on” at will, but it was certainly an exciting experience whenever it happened.


Throughout 2012, I applied what I learned from my previous courses of Therapeutic Touch and Healing Touch for People to other horses, dogs, and cats. In late 2012, I discovered Healing Touch for Animals® and other certification programs.


While working as a Clinical Counselor with families in their homes, the one thing I noticed was that the adults tended to treat their animals a lot better than their own children! This was often a common thread from one family to another, and this realization influenced my decision about my next vocation.


I knew I still wanted to make a difference in people’s lives, but I didn’t want to work directly with people. I decided then I would take the courses from the Founder and Developer of Healing Touch for Animals® (HTA®), Carol Komitor.


I don’t believe in coincidences at all; I believe that Universal Source always guides me in the direction I need to go and, once again, that’s what the Universe did for me. Carol was holding a lucky draw contest for Valentine’s Day for a free Level 1 HTA® course, so I put my name in for the draw and, lo and behold, my name was picked! I was stunned—I never, ever, win through draws, ever! Winning that drawing was confirmation that HTA® was the way to go. This was going to be my Plan B—my backup plan—as my father calls it.


So, in April 2013, I flew to Calgary to take my Level 1 HTA® course. That was the beginning of my travels throughout North America to take all the HTA® course levels to become a certified HTA® practitioner. 2013 was a very busy year as I was also working full time and taking these classes. I was living, eating, and dreaming about HTA® and all the incredible animals I got to work with and help along the way. Carol became an incredible mentor to me, steering me, challenging me, and helping my abilities and skills to flourish.


In 2014, once all my levels were completed, Carol strongly encouraged me to complete my HTA® certification which took that full year. During this time, I also realized I couldn’t continue working full time in counseling and part time with animals, so I decided to go part time in counseling to develop my energy therapy practice.


In August of 2015, after completing the requirements with my family’s and Carol’s encouragement and support, I received my certification in August 2015. In September, I gave a month’s notice to my agency and notified them I was retiring from the counseling field altogether, and in October I left counseling for good.


A new level of my abilities opened to me in my mid-forties when I learned that I was able to communicate with animals who had died. An acquaintance asked if I was able to talk with animals who had passed away. I admitted I didn’t know if I could, but I was willing to try even though I had never met her dog before. When I saw the picture of her dog, who had passed six months before, my voice immediately took on the characteristics of her dog, I felt my voice wanting to go deeper (but it couldn’t), it took on a gruff sound and I immediately pictured in my mind’s eye a dog who was dressed as a security guard. It was not at all what I was expecting; it was immediate. The words and pictures were clear, and he wanted his human to know that he had taken on the role of security of her family and home, and that he would always be there to protect them in spirit and not allow anything to happen to them, especially the children. A whole new world of animal communication opened to me and to my current and future clients.


It’s this whole new world—communicating with spirits of animals and everything they’ve taught me about death and the afterlife—that I especially want to bring to you now through this book, though it won’t be the only thing I share. There’s plenty else to learn from animals about matters of life such as things regarding food, safety, and relationships. But the heart of this book and the thing I want you to walk away with the most is what I’ve come to know about death.


I realize death is a huge topic and my intention is to keep it strictly to the animals’ experiences of the death journey as well as their experiences once they’ve transitioned out of their bodies.


When I first started on the animal communication journey of my career, I believed there was life after death. I wasn’t sure how that’d look or how it worked, but I had an inner knowing that my soul would continue after it left my physical body. Do I believe that life is finite? With the physical body, yes. Once my physical body dies that’s it. However, I always believed that my soul, my true essence, continues. I always saw my soul as taking up an adventure with a different body, different characteristics, and different personalities as it travels from one physical lifetime to another.


However, once I started to talk with animals and especially through my experiences with their dying and transition process, my understanding and perspective of death and dying, learning from them to applying it to my own reality now, has shifted immensely. Learning and hearing from the animals has given me a deeper understanding of death and dying, a greater sense of peace, a greater sense of ease of mind, knowing that life does carry on after our animals and we leave our bodies. I’m now sharing the gift of this knowledge and wisdom with you.


My want for the reader is to open their mindset (or belief system) and consider that death isn’t as finite as we believe—that life continues beyond death. My intention for the reader is to have a peace of mind and heart when reading this book knowing their animal(s) is/are still alive; they are happy and not suffering in their physical body anymore.


Does this mean that our grief is any less when our animals die? Does it mean that we’re not supposed to grieve? Does it mean that we shouldn’t miss them once they leave their physical bodies? Absolutely not! We will grieve, we will miss them deeply, and we will find it heartbreaking to know we’ll never feel their fur, feathers, scales, or fins ever again, never be able to smell them, to see them, to hear their sounds, barks, woofs, purrs, hisses, squeaks, or chirps. It’s part of our human makeup—we’ll miss them fiercely because they were a valued member of our family. They served us in countless ways and, quite honestly, they’ve probably been with us through the toughest, darkest times in our lives loving us unconditionally, beaming their love onto us until we were able to see the light in our lives again. Of course we’re going to have a hole in our hearts and cry! How can we not?


Now, truthfully, I never saw myself as a writer or an author. Quite frankly, I hate writing—that’s the bottom line. I find it very difficult to do. The words never flowed easily, and still don’t. Never in a million years did I ever think I would ever write a book, let alone a book on animal communication and the messages animals want humans to know. I collected anecdotes along the way, miracles so to speak, due to the constant encouragement of my mum, Irene; husband, Drummond; sister, Ainsley; dad, Lorne; bonus-mum, Rona; and my dear friend Laura. I think I did it more to appease them and get them off my back more than anything else.


This book has been in the making for the last five years, and I’ve fought it off every step of the way. I had no idea how I was going to write this! I had no idea how I was going to pull this story out of the depths of my mind. What I neglected to remember was the fact that the animals were going to be writing through me, and all I needed to do was have a conversation with them and type what they were saying. (It’s a good thing I type 85 wpm because they speed talk!)


Even though I believe I have zero writing skills and initially lacked any desire to write this book, my soul kept urging me with more and more internal pressure to get this book written and get it out to the masses. There was a sense of urgency to just get it done.


I have an inkling the animals were conspiring with my soul to get this book written and published. My soul kept nagging me at the back of my mind to just put fingers to keyboard and start writing. I believe that a part of writing this book now is also due to the onslaught of animals who transition every year between October to December, which I call the Death Months. I can bet on it. It’s with 100% certainty that I will always have more clients, then, who must make the hard decision to let their animals go versus clients who need energy work or a communication session in general.


As clinically trained as I am to create and hold the space needed for people to take their time to say goodbye to their beloved animal companions, it always weighs heavily on my heart.


Part of the urgency of writing this book has been due to experiencing people’s pain on a regular basis when someone is deciding to euthanize their beloved animal companion. The number one question is always, “Is it time to let them go?” The number two question is generally, “Am I making the right decision?” Since I’m an empath, I feel people’s pain and, really, all I want to be able to do is to relieve people and help them ease their hearts and minds of suffering and grief. The animals have called upon me to channel their thoughts, their wisdom, and their experience of how they navigate the dying and death journey.


This book’s aim is to ease your mind and heart with a greater understanding and knowledge of their death and dying experiences and process and what happens when they transition from the physical into spirit. The way I explain it and remind my clients is the first law of thermodynamics, that energy can’t be created or destroyed, it can only change from one form to another. For example, the chemical makeup of water is H2O whether it’s in a liquid, frozen, gas, or vapor form, but it’s still water in essence. That’s the same for our animals’ essence, energy, soul—it changes from physical to ethereal.


This book is to pique people’s interest and open their minds to other possibilities about animals’ experiences with death and dying. This book is for anyone who has just the slightest curiosity or interest in how animal communication works and getting to know their animals better. It may also be of interest to people who already have a working knowledge of how telepathy works. Whether you’re new to this topic or already somewhat aware, you’ll come to learn how thoughts are transmitted using intention and vibration and the myriad wisdom animals have shared with me through telepathy.


This book is for those who are desperate to understand what is happening to their animal while they’re ill or going through the death and dying process. For those who are trying to ease their grieving hearts. Or for those in a moment in time when they need and want to make the best decision for their animal. It’s for those who are open to developing their understanding of transitioning from this physical reality to the spiritual realm and that life exists after we all “leave our raincoats” behind.


I can’t promise you this book will have all the answers, but it will help you one way or another to gain a broader and deeper connection to your animals and a greater understanding of their death and dying experiences. My genuine hope for you is three-fold.


One, to gain insight on your animals’ needs, wants, preferences and desires. To be able to see your animals, not as pets, but as companions, as sentient beings, who are compassionate, who serve us, and who are equal to us and not as a pet to own.


Two, that because of reading this book you’ll have a deeper connection with and gratitude for your animals’ presence in your lives and a better understanding of your animals.


Three, that you receive relief from the pain and suffering of losing a loved one and a peace of mind regarding your animals’ journey in death.


Turn the page when you’re ready and we will begin…
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