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From a very early age, Joanne Hull has had an affinity with animals. During her childhood she discovered that her natural psychic ability gave her a connection with animals that was much more intense than she ever imagined possible. Now a TV favourite after her appearances on The Wright Stuff and The Sharon Osbourne Show, her gift has helped thousands of people connect with their pets, past and present. Joanne currently lives in Scotland with her fiancé.




Author’s note


Names and personal information have been changed throughout this book to protect the innocent, both the two-legged humans and my furry four-legged friends.


Please be aware that when I use the word ‘owner’ I do not believe that we own any animals. We only share our lives with them, but the term owner is familiar to all, and therefore will be loosely used throughout this book.


I would like to make it clear that Animal Communication does not replace veterinary treatment in any way. My clients in this book sought advice and treatment for their dogs from a qualified veterinarian before seeking the help of an Animal Communicator such as myself.




Introduction


Puppy Tales was born from the knowledge that many of you adore dogs, just as I do. I truly love puppies. I always have. I love all puppies and dogs, in fact – the good, the bad and the ugly. And I guess you do too. And so I could see nothing better than a book that celebrates the life and times of our furry, wet-nosed, four-legged friends!


My life as the Pet Psychic may seem strange to some folk. Being capable of talking to animals through telepathy and intuition isn’t something you hear about every day. But this ability has taken me on the most incredible journey. Yes, this little girl from a small town called Bedworth in Warwickshire has had her dreams come true through the animals around her. How did it happen?


Well, quite simply, I followed my heart. And that heart has been full of these wonderful, comical, wagging-tailed wonders. They have reduced me to tears, made me laugh until my sides hurt and taught me to look at myself in a whole new way. These amazing creatures we know as dogs gave me their ‘paw of approval’ from day one, with the first wet kiss of the family dog, Blackie, when I was born back in 1971. They have stayed by my side ever since, to help and guide me through times of personal difficulty, stress, excitement and fear.


Today, I am a full-time professional Animal Communicator, working with many different species of animals, from tiny baby mice and long-legged hairy spiders that make me shiver right down my spine in fear to the largest camel and my personal favourites, the horses and donkeys. I have been able to help thousands of people throughout the world communicate with their animals and understand what their pets’ needs, wants and likes are, thus creating a perfect partnership with their dogs.


The people who come to me for help with their dogs and puppies are from all walks of life, all professions and beliefs. Each animal I have the honour to read for an owner is different and unique. The owners may be worried about behaviour problems such as chewing, soiling the house or even aggression, or they might be concerned about their pets’ anxiety. Whatever the case, I am always able to help in some way. My methods may seem unconventional, perhaps a little odd to some, but one thing’s for sure – they work.


It took many years to understand the responsibility I have as a psychic medium, and I still have a lot to learn. Not a day goes past when the dogs and other animals don’t teach me something new about their lives. But I know that dogs give their love unconditionally. They serve us and they obey us. Often we rely upon them day to day. And in return, some of us ignore them, abuse them, hurt, torture or sometimes even kill them. If we help just one animal along our journey into Animal Communication, then we will have made a difference. Even if it’s as simple as chatting with our own dog and understanding his or her true needs.


Perhaps you too are one of those people who has experienced a unique connection with an animal in your life and now you are eager to learn more about how animals can communicate through telepathic and intuitive means. To many people this is an exciting possibility, like a universal light guiding us into a previously untapped world. Communication with dogs is such a blessing, and I am privileged to be able to share how it is done with my students.


It’s simple really. The basis is learning to trust your intuition. Imagine each dog has its own frequency, just like a radio signal. If you can tune your internal antenna to that signal, you can hear the dog, be it in words, emotion or pictures within your mind’s eye. It’s as easy as that. Anyone can do this. It’s an ability we all possess, but it lies dormant in most of us. However, with a little practice it can be brought back to the surface and you can rediscover one of our most amazing abilities – Animal Communication.


So let me take you on a journey into my world and somewhere beyond, where most dog trainers, behaviourists and vets dare not venture, to examine just how incredible dogs are, and tell you some heartwarming true stories – some happy, some sad – from dogs that are living as well as from those that have returned to their owners from beyond the grave to give their humans messages of hope, encouragement and love. I will share with you some of the amazing talks I have been lucky enough to have with dogs over the years, and give you some information that you may not know about our waggy friends.


I truly hope that you enjoy the rest of this book that I have written for you. From me to you, let me introduce Puppy Tales!




Chapter One


I have always had an affinity with animals, from as far back as I can remember, and everyone around me noticed it too. People would bring animals to me when they were in need of help and I would know what to do, whether they were injured, rescued or just lost. Whatever the problem was, I seemed to have the answers. In no way was it healing as trained vets do. This was more like emotional healing, giving support, love and energy to those who needed it.


Being around the animals meant everything to me and best of all the animals wanted to be with me too! There was a connection to all, a deep love connection that today I call the ‘love link’. It was something I assumed everyone else had – that they understood, respected and loved animals just as much as I did – but over the years growing up I realised that I was slightly different from other children and adults in the way I connected with animals. Not only that, but my ability to help them was unusual too.
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Our family’s relationship with dogs goes way back through the generations. My mother had dogs before me and my grandparents too, and they were every bit part of the family. Our home was not complete without the good old family dog.


The dog’s role in our family varied. Sometimes he was there for us to stroke, pet and confide in. The children played with him and the adults whispered their secrets to him. But he was also meant to protect the family from intruders and deter undesirables from entering the family home. Some of our dogs in earlier years were kept outside in home-made wooden kennels, whilst others slept in the house, be it on the kitchen floor, the sofa or, if they were really lucky, on someone’s bed.


I think many cases of dogs sleeping on humans’ beds years ago were probably so they could keep their owners warm in winter when there was little heating in most households. I remember sneaking Blackie, our family dog, into my bed like a giant black hot-water bottle. He was so warm and I just loved snuggling up to him. I could see my breath clearly in the air above us, but we encased ourselves completely under the covers, warm and cosy.


Just thinking about those cold nights makes me shiver. As I sit here writing this with the worst winter we have had for years outside my window, I don’t think I could manage today with no heating as I did as a child all those years ago. I remember the time when the heating had broken and all we had was a small brown Calor gas heater in the living room. The bedrooms were utterly freezing! Perhaps that’s why today I really don’t like a cold house and have to have the heating on constantly.


As I remember it, dogs were mainly cross-breeds when I was a child. Although I do recall my grandparents having pure-bred whippets, most people I knew had the typical Heinz variety dogs, as we called them. This meant that you hadn’t actually got a clue what breed the dog was. He might be small with short dumpy legs or tall with a long nose or something in-between.


Our dog Blackie looked more like a cross Labrador and something else, but the Labrador trait came through clearly. He was black, with beautiful dark brown eyes rimmed with black which looked as if someone had lined them with eyeliner. He was slightly grey around the muzzle, which was just a bit longer than the true-bred Labrador. But he was loyal, sweet natured and dependable and I loved him.


Blackie taught me lots of things when I was a young girl, including how to have fun with dogs. I learnt how incredibly patient they can be with children and how they wish to socialise and be part of your games. That was his choice, which always amazes me when I think back to those early years. He would come with me to the park, watching over me and barking in excitement as I swung higher and higher on the park swings. He chased after me as I whizzed down the slide and landed on the grass at the bottom in hysterics, licking my face as if relieved I was still alive. We would do it all over again and again. (My memory of this game is that the grass was always damp and I’d end up not only with a wet bum but also a green one!)


Blackie was the epitome of the family dog. He was trustworthy and fun. When I was at nursery school he would walk me and my mum to the school gates every morning and greet me again at the end of the day. All the children coming out of school used to welcome him, patting his head and saying hello. Some of his favourites even gave him big slobbery hugs and kisses. All the while his tail never stopped wagging in delight and friendliness. He loved it.


I have many fond memories of Blackie. He will be in my heart for ever. His love and companionship whilst I was growing up paved the way for my love of dogs for the rest of my life. I was totally in awe of them. The way they interact with us, their intelligence and sheer determination to integrate into our lives make them in my mind the most incredible and fascinating species of all. I even loved the dogs that weren’t so nice.


One of these was my brother Richard’s own dog, whose name was Sally. She was a tall, slim, wire-haired lurcher, the colour of a custard cream. This particular lurcher was a result of crossing a collie × greyhound with a deerhound × saluki, which resulted in a nice-looking, super-athletic canine. She was very smart and clever from the collie side of the cross-breeding, had excellent hunting skills with sharp sight from the deerhound and saluki genes, and could race with the speed of lightning, which came from the greyhound side. So all these breeds carefully put together produced Sally.


This was no ordinary dog. No, Sally was incredibly reserved, with eyes of fire, and you could almost hear the cogs in her brain turning with intellect. She was a one-man dog, a hundred per cent devoted to Richard’s every word and movement and part of his soul. They connected on such a level that everyone in our town of Bedworth knew who they were. One would hardly ever be without the other. They were always together, no matter what.


But whilst Sally was the perfect dog for Richard and never put a step wrong with him, she was the devil dog to our family. I laugh now, thinking back to her, but she really was such a difficult dog to live with. Her type of behaviour just would not be tolerated in this day and age. You could say she had a split personality. This perfectly behaved dog turned into a raving lunatic when my brother was out without her (which wasn’t very often, thankfully). She had a very vicious side to her nature, and she hated being told what to do by anyone other than Richard. She could rule the house, and the fact she detested children really wasn’t ideal either. I was around eight years old at the time, which was her perfect age for child hating!


My best friend Marcia and I would often want to go up to my bedroom to play with my dolls and doll’s houses, but to get there we had to pass the old kitchen table, which was positioned about two feet away from the base of the stairs. The combination of the bottom three steps being missing from the staircase due to my dad’s DIY, which was an ongoing thing in our house, and the fact the wicked troll (Sally) lived under the table when Richard was out made a recipe for disaster for us children.


Sure enough, Richard had gone out this particular afternoon and we wished to head upstairs to play. I called for my mum to move Sally from under the table.


‘Mum, can you take Sally away so Marcia and I can play in my bedroom?’


My mum looked at Sally and instantly made eye contact. Marcia and I giggled as we saw Sally stare right back at my mum as if pre-empting what she was about to do. With a very slow controlled lift of her right lip, Sally showed my mum her large, sharp, glorious teeth, and with just as much control rolled her lip back down. It was a deliberate movement, done with style and poise.


‘Well, girls,’ my mum said, backing away whilst grinning to us, ‘I’m not moving her. You’ll need to wait until Richard comes back.’ And she headed back to the sofa to read her paper.


Marcia and I looked at each other.


‘You go first,’ I said, pointing to the missing steps. ‘But you’ll have to take a run and jump and be quick.’


‘Not on your nelly – she’ll get me!’ Marcia laughed.


‘Go on! I’ll try and distract her. Just run as fast as you can and then jump. By the time she moves to get you, you’ll be up and on the fourth step safe, I promise. I’ll be right behind you,’ I chirped, confident Marcia would be able to outrun Sally.


‘Right – are you ready?’ I asked Marcia. I could see Sally with her head resting on her paws in front of her. She had her eyes locked like a missile on its target, her target on this occasion being us. Sally lay still, watching in silence. There was no emotion and no action. She was just watching and waiting for her prey. Well, that’s what it felt like anyway.


Marcia straightened her top and took a deep breath, preparing herself for the leap of faith to that fourth step.


‘Sally, stay!’ I commanded, in my best Barbara Woodhouse tone of voice, but I swear I saw a slight curl of her lip as the words came out of my mouth. ‘Ready? On the count of three. One, two …’


‘Wait! I can’t do it, she’ll eat me!’ Marcia was in fits of giggles whilst Sally looked on with that cold stare that could freeze the sun.


‘Well, if you want to play with my new doll’s house you’ll need too. There’s no other way.’ And with that I gave her an unexpected push towards the stairs.


‘Aghhh’ was all I heard as poor Marcia flew screaming through the air between Sally and the step. Now, readers, I do realise this is no way to treat a best friend, but my intentions were good. I thought that with a little help she would get there faster (and I pushed her in the nicest possible way, of course, as only a good friend can).


There was certainly no going back at this point. As I watched Marcia throwing herself further than anticipated with the help of both my hands on her back, I could also see that custard cream-coloured devil dog launching herself towards Marcia’s ankles with a look of determination and a mouth open, ready to bite.


‘Helppp!’ Marcia giggled as she landed on all fours on the fourth and sixth steps, narrowly escaping Sally’s teeth, which were now thankfully retreating back under the table with the mouth they belonged to. It was a bit like a crocodile lying in wait just under the water at a watering hole as a zebra takes a well-earned drink. Then – wham! – the crocodile throws its whole body out of the water with a snap of its jaws to grab its prey, only to miss by inches and slowly slip back under the water, awaiting its next opportunity to attack. Yes, that was very much like Sally.


‘Phew, oh my gosh! That was a close one,’ Marcia panted with a sigh of relief.


‘Joanne? What are you two up to? I hope you are not annoying Sally,’ my mum called through, after hearing a thump as Marcia crash-landed onto the stairs.


‘No, we are just playing. We are fine,’ I replied, putting one finger up to my mouth to silence Marcia. ‘Shhh, keep quiet!’ I whispered, giggling.


‘Now watch me – this is how you do it. I’m an expert at dodging the beast under the table,’ I said, and took a couple of steps backwards so as to build up enough speed to fly past Sally and her amazingly white teeth.


‘Here I go …’ I called out as Marcia held her breath.


‘Whooooooo …’ I leapt as high as I could, but I hadn’t realised that by leaping high I would not be able to jump far enough to reach the fourth step.


Snap snap went Sally’s teeth. ‘Aghhh,’ I screamed, as I felt the wind whisk past my ankles, but somehow Marcia caught my hand and, with one sharp tug, pulled me to safety.


‘Crikey, that was a close one,’ Marcia laughed uncontrollably. ‘I thought you said you were an expert?’


‘So did I!’ And we rolled about laughing, not even considering how we would attempt getting back down later.


Yes, Sally hated us children, in her unique, very self-controlled manner, and we did find it extremely funny at the time. Looking back, however, I should add that we were playing with fire. It was pretty irresponsible to have a dog which behaved in such a way around children or adults, but as a family we ignored her behaviour and just put it down to her being a grumpy old dog.


And back then we wouldn’t have known how to correct the behaviour anyway. Most people didn’t understand dog behaviour as we do today. As a nation we have come so far in understanding how dogs adapt to situations and to the expectations and guidelines of their owners. If Sally were living today, I have no doubt whatsoever that she would never have been allowed to create or sustain the aggression she had within her. We as a family or I as a communicator would have used techniques to imprint good behaviour from a young age and so enable her to live a harmonious life with those around her.


Marcia’s family also kept dogs when I was growing up. They were lucky enough to have pure-bred golden Labradors. When Marcia and I were no older than seven, they owned a lovely dog called Sally. She may have had the same name as my brother Richard’s lurcher, but she was very, very different in temperament. And she is the one I remember best.


This dog ate for England! She was shaped like a barrel, with a happy-go-lucky attitude. Everyone liked her. She was part of a very happy family and it showed. Non-stop wagging of her tail was a good indication. Her tail was enormous, and it used to spin so hard and fast that she might have taken off if she hadn’t been so fat! It would start to wag in an up and down motion, then suddenly go round and round, making a huge circle of wind. And I am sure I saw her smile, too, her mouth quivering and lips curling – not in aggression but just because she was enjoying the pure thrill of us children playing and laughing as we did.


Many summer days were spent in the garden with Marcia, their other dog, Cindy, and the gorgeous Sally. We would spend hours playing find the bone, digging holes and hiding it between Marcia’s dad’s sweet pea canes. It was always fun and the dogs loved to join in our games. And when it was raining we played indoors, pretending the two dogs were ponies. They would happily oblige as we led them around the paddock (the living room) and pretended to place them into their stalls (between the sofas). We spent hours playing with them, but their ability to entertain us and stay enthusiastic never wavered.


One afternoon it was raining heavily. Outdoor play was a no go, so we decided to make a cake – a Victoria sponge, to be exact. We made our cake mixture with the help of Marcia’s sister Nina. It was gloopy and tasted delicious. As both of us licked the spoons clean, Sally and Cindy, the two fat Labradors, sat looking on, longing for a taste.


‘No, no, no,’ we kept saying to them, laughing and giggling, but their huge brown eyes never left ours, eagerly awaiting any drop or spill of the mixture. Marcia, keen to be first, carefully spooned her mixture into her cake tin, which we had decided was going to form the bottom layer of our Victoria sponge. Then, very slowly, she walked over to the oven, holding the cake tin as if she was carrying the crown jewels, and placed it on the wire rack inside the warming oven.


Now it was my turn. I had the top layer, and for me this was the most important one of all. So, after expertly spooning it into the cake tin, making sure it was perfectly level and ready to bake into the perfect Victoria sponge top, I proceeded to walk to the oven. Within seconds the greased tin slid through my little fingers, which were already slippery with a mixture of cake and melted butter.


In slow motion, Cindy and Sally licked their lips and jumped up to catch the mixture, which was flying through the air from my hands and smack bang into the dogs’ mouths! We were all horrified to see my cake tin upside down on the floor with two very greedy Labradors attached to it, licking up every last drop of mixture, tails wagging hard in excitement. At least there was no mess left. They cleared every last drop off the floor and the cake tin looked like it had just come out of a dishwasher.


We had a very flat cake that day, splitting Marcia’s single cake bottom into two and filling it with cream and jam. We ate slices of the cake with a bottle from the pop man (this was a local guy who drove a van clanking with bottles of fizzy drinks we called pop). And Cindy and Sally lay snoring loudly in the corner of the room, content with the delicacy of the cake mixture they had so eagerly devoured.


Nowadays when I have Labradors in my Animal Communication workshops, they remind me of those happy days as a child. Marcia and I are still in contact through Facebook and we often giggle together, sharing memories of the dogs.
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I had one of my early sixth-sense experiences when I was just a young girl. It happened on a lazy summer afternoon when I was playing at a local place called the nook. This was just a few fields with a large pond with some swans on it. All the children in our area used to spend hours and hours there.


On this particular day I was happily playing in the grass collecting daisies when I noticed dark eyes staring at me through the bushes. I stopped what I was doing and stared right back.


‘Hello,’ I whispered.


And to my amazement the eyes blinked back at me.


‘Do you need help?’ I enquired, standing perfectly still. I wasn’t scared at all. I just remember feeling it was my duty to help this dark-eyed soul. I knew in my heart he was not a threat to me. No, this animal needed comfort.


‘Come, come here.’ I waved my hands, coaxing him towards me. I wasn’t very old at this point and so not tall, but I still felt the need to lower myself to his body level to help him feel relaxed. I knelt down slowly, to let those dark eyes know that I was here to help and was not a threat to him.


I recall sitting for about five minutes until, very slowly, a black Labrador-type dog crept out of the bushes. He was worried, but he bravely walked into my arms. In an instant our energy connected and he was wagging his tail in delight at finding a new friend.


I remember quite clearly knowing he was lost. I do not know how I knew this, but I never questioned my thought. As a child, you just don’t. I knew he was on his own and lost. My instinct was to find a piece of rope and try and find his home.


I searched around, with the dog closely following behind, not leaving my side, until I found an old rope which had been tied around a fence post. I tied it loosely around his neck, and this black dog and I began to head home.


I kept asking him a very simple question: ‘Which direction should we go?’


The dog pointed his wet nose in the air and I followed. But that wasn’t all I did. In my head, I was saying to myself, Show me where to take him. At the time, I had no knowledge of spirit guides, but I must have been aware of an inner knowing or a guide of some description. Children often do have this awareness. They are more open than adults to the possibilities of another realm.


After about four miles, we were standing outside a block of grey flats. This is it, I said in my head.


Without warning, a lady with a purple scarf came running out of a blue door on the ground floor. And to my surprise I was met with, ‘How dare you! That is my dog! You stole my dog!’


Before I could say anything, she snatched the rope out of my hand and went back into the flat with the dog, slamming the blue door behind her. I was left standing in shock, with my mouth open. There was no ‘thank you for finding my dog’, just abuse. But I was pleased that at least the dog had got home.


Looking back at this incident today, I realise I was communicating telepathically with the dog whilst also using my intuition. Even at such an early age, my sixth sense worked well. My intuition was taking me on a path of spiritual growth.


I had many psychic feelings and experiences when I was growing up, but I was too young and naive to understand what a gift I had. Yes, these experiences were remarkable and odd, but I couldn’t explain them and, as yet, I didn’t know how I could use the information I received.
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I still had a lot to learn about the world of dogs and the different ways we allow them into our lives, be it as part of the family, as guard dogs or even as working dogs. We all have different relationships with them. Most are good, but sadly some are not.


I remember clearly an incident that took place at around this time, when I was still very young. I was playing with two other friends, Lara and Jenny, in the playing field behind our school. The large grass area was surrounded by beautiful oak trees that were always full of chirping birds and squirrels ready to entertain us by racing as fast as they could up and down the tree trunks, twitching their little noses and tails as if to catch our attention. Lara and Jenny were both animal lovers and we often played there. It always felt like a magical place to be because of all the interesting animals that played around us. We would also meet lots of different types of dogs, out with their owners taking an afternoon stroll, and we all enjoyed the excitement of getting to stroke or pat the dogs.


My friends and I had been playing in the field for several hours on this particular day. We were enjoying our school holidays, laughing and playing horses, with our skipping ropes wrapped around our waists for the other one to hold and shout ‘Trot on!’ It had been a lovely day and we were just about to leave for home when we noticed a tall, shadowy figure in the trees. We had a feeling that something wasn’t right.


It was getting late, and all but one of the dog walkers and their dogs had headed back home for dinner. We were young and pretty scared. It was not normal to have strangers skulking about. In fact, nearly everyone in our small town knew everyone else. But we did the right thing and told the last dog walker about this strange figure we could see almost hidden within the trees, looking suspicious.


I began to feel quite sick and noticed a tingling in my arms, hands and fingers. At that time I didn’t understand what was happening to me or know why I was feeling this way. That only became clearer later, when I was older, and I began to notice and recognise the warning signs of my gift of communication. For now, I was just pleased that the gentleman dog walker proceeded to go and investigate further. He was probably thinking that the stranger might be waiting around to harm children like ourselves who were just out playing.


We followed cautiously across the field, a few steps behind the gentleman and his big hairy German shepherd dog, fondly known to us as Butch. He was a huge dog, with a massive black shiny nose and enormous white teeth, which could look quite scary, yet he was so very gentle, and loved meeting us children for a good cuddle and kiss.


Butch began to bark as we approached the edge of the woods and we all saw someone dark-haired running away as fast as he could. He was a teenager of around fourteen or fifteen years of age. Butch was now barking ferociously at him, whilst we children huddled together, shaking in terror of what might lie ahead. The teenager ran at high speed through and over the fallen branches and logs, heading directly out of the opposite side of the woods. The dog walker was calling after him, ‘Oi, you boy, come back! What have you done?’


What I saw next is something I have, up until now, put absolutely to the back of my mind. It was a beautiful, silvery blue-coloured greyhound hanging by a thin, tatty, cream-coloured rope. The rope had been tied firmly around her neck and attached directly to a large tree branch. The dog just hung like a lead weight before our tear-filled eyes. All her breath and fight had gone and she was indeed dead.


I tried to look away, as the horror of what I saw in front of me was quickly embedding itself deep into my mind, but I couldn’t help myself from staring at her and feeling the trauma and pain. The suffering was unbearable. What this poor innocent dog had gone through must have been utterly horrific, yet we had heard nothing. And the reason soon became apparent. The stranger had taped her mouth tightly closed with wrappings of thick black tape. Whatever noise or struggle she may have made, we certainly wouldn’t have heard her cries for help.


It was terrible. I felt so guilty, so sad and utterly useless. How could anyone have done this to a dog? I began to realise that all the sickness and the tingling feelings had gone. Now I just felt numb, heartbroken and empty. Perhaps this was how she had felt before she died? Perhaps I had experienced a connection to her and hadn’t realised. I will never know.


I haven’t spoken about this until now. It hurts every time I relive that day. That image, that scene is imprinted in my mind. It taught me, when I was only little, that not everyone in this world feels like me about animals. To some people, a dog may be a scavenging mutt, something to abuse, something to throw out when not needed, something that feels nothing, has no emotions and no rights. It has no life of its own because ‘it’s just a dog’.


Nowadays I feel my gift as an Animal Communicator comes with a responsibility to share my knowledge. I try to help people understand that dogs think and feel, love and grieve, feel pain and loss just as we humans do. They may not be human, but they are living, breathing, sentient beings. I think of them as our very own angels with fur, cleverly disguised, with those adorable eyes filled with unconditional love, shiny wet noses and waggy tails that melt your heart!


And the most amazing revelation is that these dogs and puppies, from every walk of life, every type, shape or size, whether pedigree or cross-breed, can all communicate easily with humans on a deep, interesting and often surprising level. They know far more than we ever give them credit for, and they can tell you the truth about how they really feel and what they need to live a happy and contented life.
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Throughout my life I have had the ability to connect with my own dogs through a psychic, telepathic, intuitive link, and with none more so than my beautiful late borzoi Mozart.


Mozart was a tall, stunning, mahogany and white-coloured boy, with the longest of noses and the kindest, most soulful eyes I have ever seen. He was so very special and he touched my heart like no other dog I have ever had the pleasure of sharing my life with. I am not suggesting I loved him any more or less than the others. I am saying he was different. Somewhere deep inside my heart lay a place that only he and I shared, somewhere I don’t think I will share with any other. He was my dream borzoi and I miss him dearly.


I had actually purchased him as a two-year-old for showing and he became my teacher at dog shows. He taught me everything I needed to know about handling dogs in the ring and showing them to their best. He gave me the skills I needed to present the winning borzoi. And when I had learnt all that he had to teach me, he decided that was it.


One day at a local championship show I pulled up into the parking area just behind the trade stands, which were by now being swamped by eager exhibitors buying the last few essentials such as number holders and grooming spray before going into the ring with their dogs. I turned off the car engine and turned to look at Mozart, who was stretched out on the back seat on his blanket. His communication with me was emotional rather than through the spoken words that I hear in most readings. Mozart would make me feel what he was thinking.


On this occasion I knew in my heart that he didn’t want to get out of the car. I felt an incredible ache. In my mind, the answer no came shooting right back at me, as if I had already asked the question, Are you coming?


I decided to go round to the door anyway, open it and invite him to follow me. Mozart lifted his head and looked me straight in the eye before lifting his body up into a sitting position. That look said a thousand words to me. It told me he wasn’t coming, he had finished. Mozart was done. His days of showing were over.


My heart ached with sadness that we were not going to show again. He had been such an amazing teacher and a great dog to show. I loved turning heads as we glided around the ring together in unison. Everyone could see how absolutely gorgeous he was, with his long coat blowing in the wind like some majestic creature from another world. But how could I force such a dog to do something he no longer wished to do? I couldn’t. I leant into the car, gave him a huge kiss on his long nose, closed the door and headed home. That was the last time Mozart and I ever went to a dog show together.
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