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    Prologue




    Flying




    I stood in the bathroom of my house and watched as a beautiful red admiral butterfly beat its fragile wings against the window.




    Night was beginning to fall, but the last rays of sunshine were flooding through the glass and illuminating the stunning pattern of the creature’s body. It was becoming more and more frantic. It had clearly been trapped for some time, as it seemed to be panicking, flapping its wings harder and harder. I wondered how long it could keep going and moved closer to the window. I thought that maybe I could reach my hand up slowly to open it without scaring the butterfly away, but it was too high for me to even reach. The butterfly seemed unable to recognize where the escape route was, perhaps having worked itself into such a frenzy trying to get out that it could no longer tell where freedom lay.




    ‘Can you help it, Mum?’ asked the voice beside me. My six-year-old daughter had crept quietly into the room. Her question wasn’t the usual one of a child wanting the parent to make things better – there was something else to what India was asking. ‘Can you talk to it?’ she whispered.




    I dragged my eyes from the butterfly and looked into my daughter’s face. I smiled. ‘Maybe,’ I said. ‘Maybe. I’ll try.’




    I did what I’d taught myself to do and emptied my mind. I relaxed my body and made sure I was as grounded as possible – and tried to not let myself think about the fact that I was going to try to communicate with a butterfly. And then . . . how can I explain it? I sent my thoughts to the exquisite creature pounding its body into the glass. I asked it to come to me. I said that I would take it to safety. I explained that I was going to stretch out my arm, hold out my hand and wait for it to fly across and settle on me. Then, my mind whispered, I would walk along the hallway to another room where I could open a window fully and let it fly out into the garden.




    I did exactly what I had promised.




    I stretched out my arm.




    I held out my hand.




    I waited.




    Nothing happened.




    I waited a little longer, trying to send thoughts of love and assistance to the creature who was still pounding against the window.




    Still nothing.




    I was disappointed, but not completely surprised. Who could really have thought it would have worked? I smiled softly at India, sorry that I couldn’t do what she’d wanted. ‘Look, Mum,’ she whispered. ‘Look!’ The butterfly had gone completely still and my heart sank – had it died? Had it finally had to give up? I felt a jump in my heart but there was no sense of sadness or loss – what was going on? Seconds later, the butterfly stretched out its wings. Calmly, peacefully and with the most beautiful grace, it flew over to me and very softly settled on my still-outstretched hand. Keeping my hand flat, I did exactly as I promised and walked along the hallway towards a bedroom at the end of my house where a large picture window opened out on to the garden below. The butterfly didn’t move when I got there and I realized it was waiting for something. ‘Go,’ I whispered. It opened up its wings fully and took to flight, hovering outside for a moment, almost as if to give me the opportunity to see its full splendour.




    As I stood there in the empty room, I laughed quietly to myself. I had just communicated, by thought alone, with a butterfly. How mad was that? I couldn’t help wonder. How had my life come to this – how had I become a real-life Dr Dolittle who spoke with animals on a daily basis?




    Well, it had all started with a dog called Dan . . .




  





    

       

    




    Chapter 1




    A Special Visitor




    I have always been a very pragmatic person. I like to think things through. I like when there are solutions to problems and when things work out in a rational way. Six years ago, I was living a sensible life. I was a married mother of two with a long-term career in community education, and my world was a level-headed, ordinary affair – until one night when everything got turned upside down.




    My normal bedtime routine was just the same that evening as any other. After reading a few chapters of a book to relax, I flipped the light out and snuggled under the duvet. As soon as I did, an image of a dog popped into my head.




    Dan.




    As the image appeared, so did the name. I wasn’t asleep – it had been only seconds since I’d stopped reading – and I wasn’t letting my mind wander. It was as if a fully formed moving portrait of a brown and white collie had just pushed itself into my brain at the same time as I heard the name Dan. It was so clear, so picture perfect, that I was totally taken aback. I didn’t know anyone with a dog like that; I didn’t know anyone – man or beast – called Dan, so I had absolutely no idea why such a thought would materialize, but I didn’t think too much about it. ‘Get to sleep,’ I told myself, ‘you’re clearly exhausted if you’re imagining stuff.’ The next morning, I briefly remembered what had happened but it didn’t prey on my mind.




    The following night, it happened again. I read a little of my book, turned the light off, settled into bed, and ‘Dan’ reappeared. As before, it was odd, but I wondered whether I was simply subconsciously replaying the previous evening. I ignored it and went to sleep.




    When the same dog came back into my head under the same circumstances for the third night in a row, I had to think again. I knew I wasn’t asleep – I knew that I hadn’t been asleep any of the three nights it had happened. I hadn’t been dreaming, my mind hadn’t been playing tricks on me; I was wide awake, but, for some reason, this image of an earnest, beautiful, unusually coloured collie was coming back time after time and telling me Dan, Dan, Dan on each occasion.




    My pragmatic side came into play. I knew nothing about animals so I had to think laterally.




    At that time, I was a Youth Project Manager. If a member of staff said to me that a teenager had come up to them at youth club on three consecutive occasions, I’d ask what their response had been. If they said they’d done nothing, I’d be furious. I would advise my staff that the young person had come to them because they obviously felt a connection or felt they could help them, so why ignore them? Maybe I should apply the same logic to this dog that wouldn’t leave me alone.




    I thought, This is happening for a reason. Even though I had no idea what that reason was, I decided to go with it – out of curiosity as much as anything else. I simply formed the thought in my head and sent it by silently saying: Do you want to talk to me?




    Now, there may be many people reading this book who have already experienced animal communication; they themselves may be psychic or know someone who is. There may be those who have gone through beautiful, remarkable encounters with our animal friends. But there may also be those who have never come across such a thing. I was firmly in the latter camp. I had never been touched by anything like this before and I certainly wasn’t prepared for the collie’s response.




    Do you want to talk to me? I asked.




    Duh! came the reply.




    I was dealing with a stroppy canine teenager!




    The voice which came back was full of attitude, almost as if he was saying, I wondered how long it would take you. I wasn’t prepared for any of this, but I undoubtedly couldn’t have imagined such bearing from a creature that was in my head. I didn’t expect this dog to actually speak back to me and I certainly didn’t expect it to be so sassy. However, I did have to wonder whether that was what had happened – had we been ‘talking’? None of the words between us had been voiced out loud. I didn’t know what was going on and I didn’t really expect anything because, basically, I didn’t know that this could happen to people. I knew nothing about animal communication. In fact, at that moment in time, I thought I was very close to a heart attack. My heartbeat was racing, my pulse was pounding, I was sweating and confused.




    My youth-worker side kicked in again and I thought the best thing to do would be to just treat the situation like one in which a teenager needed something from me. I started asking the dog non-invasive questions, such as Where do you live? but I didn’t get any more words back. I knew that he was the one called Dan, that he wasn’t referring to someone else, but I soon realized that this situation wasn’t the same as having a dialogue with another person. I was asking questions but the information that he was giving back to me was coming in the form of pictures.




    I’m not even sure if I can describe how bizarre this process felt. I wasn’t lying there saying things out loud in a doggy voice, barking to myself or hallucinating! All that was happening – and what still happens – is that I was ‘sending’ questions to the image in my head and receiving images back again, almost instantaneously. Very quickly, Dan sent me pictures of a family. The sense of loss was completely tangible – there was a woman, and I felt that there was a male presence around (although I didn’t see a picture of a man) and lots of children. Actually, I got the strong feeling that there were too many children, and I somehow knew that feeling was coming from Dan’s perspective.




    Suddenly, things changed. From this dog with attitude who had almost reprimanded me for taking so long to reciprocate contact, I felt an overwhelming sense of loss and sadness. These were emotions which came through to me very strongly and which I easily recognized – as anyone would – it took no special talent. Immediately the image of a little boy was given to me, with the name Jamie. Again, without quite knowing why or how, I felt that the children Dan had shown me were quite rough with him, and he didn’t like that at all. Jamie was different, gentle, and Dan loved the way they had been together.




    Had been.




    There was a huge sense of loss and grief, and I realized that everything to do with Jamie was in the past for Dan. I believed that they were no longer together and he missed the child dreadfully. I was confused. This dog seemed to be with a big family but he had a sense of loss around the one child. As I was thinking through all of this information I felt that Dan had tummy pains, because he kept pulling my focus towards his stomach, and I knew, instinctively, that he was quite poorly. I had a really strong feeling that it was to do with food rather than anything more medical. I asked if it hurt when he ate and he said Yes, so I knew my suspicion was right. I didn’t know how I knew these things and I wasn’t thinking it all out, I was simply ‘going with the flow’ and following my intuition.




    My view of Dan was changing – his feelings about the little boy called Jamie and the pain he was in made me think that he was actually a really unhappy dog and not the cheeky creature with attitude who had first spoken back to me. As well as his very real sense of unhappiness and loneliness there was a feeling of being completely misunderstood. I felt drawn to the throat area, which felt very dry and constricted, as if he quite literally couldn’t voice what it was that was going on. The emotional build-up was huge. He really felt like a grief-stricken animal, unhappy and unheard. I asked Dan where Jamie had gone. He didn’t give me an answer in a conversational sense, but I got the sense that the boy had moved, or that someone had moved, and I saw Dan then with another woman and a man. I couldn’t have identified them if the police had shown me a line-up, though – they were faceless figures that simply symbolized a man and a woman.




    I felt that I had to interpret all I had been sent. Dan seemed to have left his family, or been taken from them, and he was now living with a man and a woman. It wasn’t that he was unhappy there – I knew he’d been unhappy with all those children – but there was still loss about leaving his other family and there was something going on with his new home that made him unhappy.




    I still find it hard to express how this all affected me. I wasn’t someone who worked with animals, and I wasn’t someone who had previous experience of psychic connections, but what had happened that night (and the shock I’d had when Dan had appeared previously) was actually feeling quite natural. I didn’t feel mad; I was just lying in my bed getting all this information and not really knowing how to process it. I was simply absorbing it, going with it and waiting to see where it took me. It suddenly occurred to me that I could almost deflect Dan from the pain and grief he was feeling by putting a ‘normal’ question to him. Do you have a favourite walk? I asked him Quick as a flash, his response came back. Do you have a favourite walk? I nearly jumped out of my skin! I hadn’t expected him to ask me something. I didn’t know they answered back. I thought I did the talking. I thought I was in control, the one who was shaping it and leading it – but then again, I didn’t actually know anything about this whole business. I said, Yes, I do have a favourite walk, and tried to send back a picture of a path beside a river that I liked. I felt a surge of appreciation.




    This seemed like a good place to end our communication so I asked Dan if there was anything he needed. He replied that he wanted healing work and that was one thing which did make sense to me. Over the past few years, while involved in my community-education work, I had been successful in introducing clients to complementary therapies, often with incredible results, especially where drug users and highly stressed client groups were involved. Some of them had experienced reiki and crystal therapy, and I remembered that there had been one lady who had talked about how different colours symbolized different things, and that some people believed that emotions could be affected by colours. I’d been learning about all of this myself and practising a little bit of healing work with my family, and I saw no reason I couldn’t apply that to Dan – after all, it wasn’t as if I had a rule book to guide me through all of this. I dug deep into my memory and tried to dredge up what this lady had taught my clients – luckily, I remembered. I sent him lots of love wrapped in a cannonball of pink light, which I was pretty sure was the colour of love. He immediately replied: Eeurgh! The stroppy teenager was back, and he didn’t like his masculinity being threatened by such a girly colour, no matter how much it was sent with the best intentions and may have helped him. I sent some blue instead, which I’d remembered is a healing colour, and some yellow, which I thought was related to helping tummy problems.




    As I was closing off and saying goodbye to Dan, I said to him that I didn’t know where he lived or what I could really do for him. I apologized and assured him I would do my best to try and find him. As soon as I sent the message, I got a blinding headache. I never get headaches so I knew that it wasn’t mine, it was his. It was an instant pain to the head, which thankfully was only temporary. It was as if Dan had just flashed it to me and then it went. I felt very much that it was significant, much more so than just a headache, so to speak. I also had a sense that the headache didn’t belong to him, it belonged to the female guardian, his ‘mum’, but I had no idea what made me intuit things that way; I just knew it was important.




    We’d been communicating just short of an hour by that time and by the time Dan left, I was exhausted. Although I’d felt calmer as our time had gone on, I was now agitated again. I sat up in bed, put the light on and grabbed a notepad. I wrote down everything that had happened, every message I’d received, every interpretation I’d made.




    I thought I was losing my mind.




    It was beyond my realm of experience but I knew that I wasn’t sleeping, that this had actually happened. Although I did have all those irrational, speedy thoughts flying through my head, I also had a very assured sense of this is happening for a reason. I needed to go with it and not be scared of it – even though I was terrified.




    I finally fell asleep, not knowing that my life would never be the same again.




    

       

    




    Chapter 2




    A Whole New World




    The next morning, my head was still buzzing with everything that had happened. I knew that I had to confide in someone, even if I wasn’t quite sure what I was going to say, so I called my close friend Mary and arranged to meet her for coffee. ‘I’ve got something to tell you,’ I began, ‘and I really need you to just listen and not respond or interrupt until I’ve got it all out. Don’t laugh either.’




    Poor Mary – she probably thought I was going to tell her I was pregnant or changing jobs; I very much doubt that she expected one of her best friends to say that she had started talking to animals!




    Mary did just what I asked and listened to the whole story. When I’d finished, she reached across the table and took my hand, her face solemn. ‘Sarah-Jane,’ she said, ‘you can’t tell anyone about this.’




    It wasn’t the response I’d expected. ‘What? Why not?’ I asked.




    ‘Talking to animals? People will think you’re mad, love. It wasn’t that long ago women were being burned at the stake as witches for less.’




    ‘I don’t know what to do, Mary. I’m sure that this has happened because I’m meant to do something; I just don’t know what.’




    ‘I’m telling you exactly what to do,’ she answered firmly. ‘Nothing. Keep quiet. You’ll forget about it . . . hopefully. It was probably just a dream anyway.’




    I knew she was wrong. It wasn’t a dream, and I was sure that I was not meant to ignore it. I went back home and got straight on the computer – I needed to do something practical. I’d needed to offload, get it off my chest, and now I wanted information. Had anyone else been through this? I wondered. Had anyone else had the same experience? My boundaries of understanding and conception were quite broad, I was open to most things and thought that the world was a far more intriguing place than the sum total of the things we had discovered so far, but, despite all this, I still had the feeling that this particular experience of mine was very, very odd indeed. That morning I had needed to verbalize it; I’d needed to share it and get a reaction, to see what someone else’s attitude was – from Mary, I’d got only fear and concern. She was speaking from a caring place, and she did seem to be worried about me, but I was actually quite calm and believed that all I needed to do was work all of this out logically and it would make sense.




    All I could think to google was ‘talking to animals’ – I didn’t know any of the terminology at that stage, and I don’t think I even thought of it as a ‘psychic’ link. The search engine threw up more results than I would have expected but there was one name that came up first and was repeated throughout the pages – Amelia Kinkade. It turned out that this lady was based in America and was already becoming internationally recognized for the amazing work she was doing with animals. What I read made sense. There were other people who had similar experiences and they were actually being recognized for what they were doing, rather than run out of town – maybe I wasn’t going to be burned at the stake just yet.




    The website said that Amelia was going to be visiting the Lake District to lead an animal communication workshop that very weekend – only two days away. Places were limited and would fill very quickly, according to what I was reading – and the information had been up for a while. There was a contact number that I rang straight away, only to be told that there was one place left because there had been a cancellation – it felt like that place was meant for me, that it had my name written all over it. I booked immediately. It was my daughter India’s birthday the day I was planning to leave, so it was going to be hectic, but I genuinely felt that this would provide me with some answers. Until then, I planned to just carry on as normal – which meant doing some chores then taking my puppy, Lady, to her dog-training class that night.




    I had been to one session before; the woman who ran the class brought her old dog with her to demonstrate what we had to do. That night she was showing us a new training command and my mind was wandering a bit because of all that had happened – until I heard the words, ‘for example, my dog Dan . . .’




    I stumbled through the rest of the hour, my mind in a whirl – the room was spinning and I was having trouble breathing. As soon as she said Dan, I knew she meant my Dan, the dog who had come to me. There was no doubt in my mind, but how on earth was I going to tell her? How the hell was I going to say to that woman that her dog had been coming to me at night and talking to me?




    After the class there were a busy few minutes with people wanting to chat to the instructor and the next group coming in, during which I just bit the bullet and asked her if there was any way we could meet for a chat soon. ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘are you worried about Lady?’ I took a deep breath. ‘No, actually – it’s about Dan.’ To my amazement, and her credit, she didn’t ask why I wanted to talk about her dog, a dog that I didn’t know and had never met, she just said, ‘OK, meet me on Friday, as I finish work early.’




    So much was going to happen on one day – I had India’s birthday party to organize and hold before heading off to the weekend workshop in the Lake District, and now I was faced with finding out just what had really happened when I had ‘spoken’ to Dan. My head was full of questions. Had I really been communicating with this woman’s dog? Had I picked up on anything that was accurate? What was she going to make of what I would tell her? My real fear was that she would think I was mad.




    When I got home from class there was a message waiting on my answering machine. A few weeks earlier I had mentioned to some friends the complementary therapies that my clients had found so useful, and that I’d been practising healing work with my family. I’d got chatting to one woman who I didn’t really know, Gloria, and she’d asked if that sort of thing ever worked with animals and whether I could do it. At the time I’d said no, laughing that I wouldn’t know where to start. She had mentioned that she had a horse, Maple, who she was worried about; she’d said she really wanted to try some complementary therapies with her, but I’d brushed her off. It was her voice on the machine, asking again if I’d consider working with her horse – even though I had never for a moment suggested that I was in that line of business at all. In fact, I didn’t even know that such a line of business existed!




    After the events of the previous few days, I was seriously starting to wonder whether I was receiving a series of messages, all pushing me in the same direction. If that was the case, then I needed to be open to anything that came my way. I called Gloria back and said I’d visit her and her horse the next day, but I had no idea what would happen or what I would be doing. I also made a conscious decision not to do any more research on animal communication. I would go into my meeting with Maple with an open mind, free of anything I’d read elsewhere, but also with an awareness that I was testing this gift which had appeared from nowhere.




    When I met with Gloria I told her that I needed a few details, such as what she wanted me to look out for, but I didn’t want a full history. I hoped that Maple, like Dan, would tell me what she wanted me to hear – if anything. It turned out that since we first met, when Gloria had mentioned her concerns about the horse’s behaviour, Maple had actually had an accident. The previous day, she had torn a ligament and had to be stabled awaiting the vet’s visit and confirmation of the diagnosis. Maple was incredibly agitated and distressed, and Gloria had called me in desperation because she was trying to escape from the stable. Gloria was willing to try anything.




    This was very challenging for me, as I was going into a situation in which I knew I would be scared. I had no experience of horses and I found their sheer size terrifying. If I could get anything, any message from Maple through my own wall of fear, I’d be very surprised. I visited the stable immediately and found an incredibly distraught horse who was clearly as anxious as I was. She was trying so hard to escape that I could barely get in. She was also pawing at the ground and pacing around in a very agitated manner, trying to barge past me.




    My heart was pounding and I felt fear like I had never experienced in my entire life – I desperately needed to get out of that stable. The drive and panic to flee was immense, and physically and emotionally consuming. I had to use all of my reserves to keep my feet on the ground and ignore the screaming in my head – ‘Get out! Get out! Run!’ I felt that my heart was going to burst through my skin, I had a cold sweat down my back and, according to those watching, my face was as white as a sheet. I assumed that I was frightened of Maple, which made sense, but I also felt that there was something else going on. I could have walked out – I knew that I had an escape route – yet I felt pure terror. Maple was already scared and would be picking up on what I was feeling, so I needed to calm down before I could work with her. I centred myself and tried to push the fear aside.




    My growing interest in healing work had led me to various workshops and I had recently started a diploma course in healing work, so I started some grounding work on Maple, as well as working directly on her injured leg. As I worked, it was evident that her terror remained one of the main problems – she’d cause himself further damage if she kept trying to get out – and therefore the primary focus of the session was to reduce her fear. After a while she visibly started to relax, but my own fear was still present and my heart continued to pound – although admittedly not quite as violently as it had to begin with. As we continued to work together, we both calmed down a bit more and I was able to perform more healing on her leg. This involved me clearing the blocked energy at the site of the injury, sending images of healing colours to Maple over a period of about twenty minutes, and channelling healing energies through my body to her. Clearing the blockages from Maple’s energy system allowed the energy to flow freely around her body, activating her body’s capacity to self-heal.




    Despite feeling somewhat calmer after I had done my work, I was hugely relieved to leave that stable. I wrapped Maple in loving, healing energies at the end of the session and left. I told Gloria that I had done what I could, and asked her to let me know how the horse was over the next couple of days.




    I revisited the events of the meeting in my head all night long. Yes, I had been frightened of animals all my life; yes, horses were big and scary when they weren’t standing still; yes, it made sense that enclosed in a small space with a distressed and agitated horse anyone would be scared; and, yes, my fear would increase Maple’s fear. But still, I just knew that my terror of the situation did not amount to what I had experienced in that stable. I had felt claustrophobic, my heart had been pounding, but the worst aspect had been the screaming alarm bells of danger and panic in my head simultaneously accompanied by my whole body willing me, driving me, to flee. My adrenaline had been pumping and every ounce of my being had been on full alert, ready to run.




    As if a light switch had been flipped, I suddenly realized what it was – it was Maple’s alarm I had felt, not my own.




    She was a field horse, never usually stabled, which would naturally make her feel claustrophobic. I had been experiencing the flight reaction, where my body – feeling what she felt – had gone into full alert with an overwhelming need to run. Poor Maple. Everything that I had felt had been her pain, her fear, her panic, and it was awful. I quickly rang Gloria and told her what I believed. She con-firmed that Maple had never been in an enclosed space before, so I advised her to reassure the horse, every day, by telling her how much longer she would be in the stable, so that she knew she wasn’t going to be there forever. I suggested that she explain time in terms of ‘dark nights’ so that Maple would more easily understand and recognize when another day had passed. I told Gloria to talk to her, explain to her what was happening, so that she could be constantly aware of what was going on and why.




    The next morning, Gloria rang me to say that she and the others at the yard couldn’t believe the change in Maple. After we had spoken, she had spent ages with her horse, continuously explaining things to her and reassuring her that she would soon be back in the field with the others as soon as a certain number of dark nights had passed. This was all very helpful for me, as I hadn’t really known what I was doing, and had only patched together bits of knowledge and information from lots of areas I’d dipped my toe in. Thankfully it had worked and I had to wonder whether this was yet another sign that things were simply meant to be.




    I was delighted at this whole new world which had opened up to me, but I knew that I had something much bigger ahead of me – this was the day that I was going to meet with Dan’s guardian.




    

       

    




    Chapter 3




    Opening the Door




    I met with Dan’s guardian, Kairyn, the next day. I was very nervous about telling her what had happened – partly because it all still seemed a bit mad to me, and partly because, in training classes, she was very brisk and no-nonsense. Although when I’d first raised the subject she had been quick to accept that I wanted to talk about her dog, she didn’t really know what I was going to come out with – and neither did I. This was all new to both of us. It transpired that, outside the training environment, Kairyn was actually a very warm person, and I just launched straight into what I needed to say.




    ‘I have to get all of this out, Kairyn,’ I said by way of a warning. ‘Can you just listen to it and not judge me or think I’m crazy until you’ve heard it all, please?’ I think she was a little bemused – who wouldn’t be? – but also intrigued, so she just sat there at my kitchen table, while I spilled it all out. ‘I know this is all unusual, to say the least,’ I began, ‘and I can’t really explain it to you – I can’t really explain it to myself – but I believe that I’ve been communicating with Dan.’




    There.




    I’d said it and the world hadn’t crashed in and she hadn’t started laughing – it was out there, and now I needed to follow up on my part of the bargain. Kairyn wasn’t interrupting, she wasn’t leaving or in hysterics, so all I had to do was tell her all I knew about a dog I’d never met. I went through what had happened, giving her every piece of information that had been sent to me by Dan, and finished by saying that I was leaving later that day to go to a weekend workshop on animal communication and could hopefully give her some more answers when I got back.




    I waited as Kairyn sat there. She didn’t look shocked, and nor did she look as if she was about to call the men in white coats to take me away – then she verified everything, every single word I’d said.




    ‘It’s all true, Sarah-Jane. Every little thing you’ve told me about Dan – what he looks like, how he behaves, what his background was – you’ve got every little thing spot-on. I have no idea what’s happening, but you know everything there is to know about my dog.’




    She told me that Dan had been removed from a very large family with lots of children. He hadn’t been treated particularly well, not because they didn’t love him or had been deliberately cruel to him, but that it was just the wrong environment for the type of dog Dan was. He was quite a nervous creature and so many children in one place had been too much for him. Kairyn knew that he had come from a large family, and recognized that he was pining for someone despite ultimately being better off out of it.




    Kairyn said that she had been having some problems with Dan and felt that they were due to his previous home life – perhaps he was still unsettled, or perhaps he felt scared that things could go back to that way of living which was not what he wanted, and he was certainly defensive. She said that she felt it was nervous aggression; he hadn’t bitten anyone, but that was because of her expertise as a trainer and the fact that she could read the signs in advance before he had the chance to act. Kairyn had to be very careful with Dan and I knew that this was the nervousness and anxiety I’d picked up on. However, I felt there was more to it than the life he had come from and the fact that he may have been feeling unsettled. This was my first real experience of animal communication and I was being thrown in at the deep end – I realized very quickly that it isn’t all about the animal and me, it’s about the guardian as well. What Dan had shown to me was a home environment in which there were some difficulties and that is something that I now find to be a very common experience. Animals pick up on, and mirror, what is going on with their guardians and I now had to ask Kairyn some very personal questions.




    I asked whether Dan had problems with his stomach, which Kairyn again verified immediately. In fact, she said he was due to go to the vet for a biopsy soon to find out exactly what was going on. As soon as she said it I just knew this was wrong – a feeling of fear washed over me. Dan didn’t want this to happen and he didn’t need it to happen. I realize now that I don’t have to be sitting with an animal, or a photograph to get a connection with an animal. On this occasion, my connection with Dan was tangible as Kairyn and I spoke across the kitchen table.
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