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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the philosopher and mathematician Pythagoras, who believed in the transmigration of the soul and stands as first known animal advocate. Pythagoras held a deep compassion for all animals, and he especially loved dogs.

How did Pythagoras lead to the writing of this book?

Funny story.

One day my veterinarian, Dr. Levin, was hosting a “pet psychic” for our small town’s hospitality night, a local street fair where all shop owners offer free drinks, food, live music, and entertainment. Dr. Levin loved my Landseer Newfoundland dog Osea, and aware of her many heroic rescues, insisted I bring her in for a reading with Ashley, the pet psychic.

I completely forgot about Dr. Levin’s offer but, coincidentally—if you believe in such things—I happened to be walking Osea on the beach and the town’s bright lights reminded me that it was hospitality night. On a whim, I made my way through well-lit streets packed with people, kids, and other dogs to Dr. Levin’s office for Osea’s “reading.”

An attractive 40-something, Ashley was rail thin and petite. Waist-length dark hair fell down her back. Large brown eyes remained hidden behind thick, black-rimmed glasses, but her smile crossed the distance.

She explained how the magic happened: As she studied the dog, old-fashioned shorthand symbols rose into the air and formed words. Each dog usually generated three words. Sometimes she managed to interpret the meaning, but often the significance remained elusive.

Absorbing this, I struggled not to laugh.

The first word that came from Osea: “Pythagoras.”

Flabbergasted, I repeated, “Pythagoras? The Greek philosopher?”

She nodded, “Yes.”

Humor and confusion mixed in a chuckle. “Okay.”

Next word: “Global.”

More confused, I repeated, “Global?”

She said, “Yes, as in a global reach.”

Final word: “Plume.”

Me: “Plume? As in writing?”

She asked, “Oh, are you a writer? Yes? I think it means something you write with or about Pythagoras will have a global reach.”

The hope is that this then is that.


Preface

Who Am I to Tell the Story of Dogs and Spirit

I have always loved all things canine. Our world is populated with people like us who love dogs, and then, unpleasant people whom we have little in common with and who, mercifully, we do not have to think about, except to wonder at how the dogless among us chose to forgo the boundless gifts brought by a canine companion.

After all we often suspect that our time with our dog is the very best part of life.

There were two dogs in my home the day I was born. My earliest memory, embedded via my mom and dad’s recounting, is that I learned to stand up by grabbing onto our large poodle type dog (Winnie lived long before the ascendance of doodle dogs) and pulling myself up, while she patiently stood still.

My mom and dad both laughed as they recounted my first word. You guessed it. Writing this book? Destiny. Beloved dogs have populated every day of my life since.

Sometimes there was just one canine pal, but usually two, and since the day my mom came to live with my family and brought with her a long line of goofy-as-all-get-out canine buddies, (neurotic people inevitably have neurotic dogs), there were many times when we were a three-dog family.

Each one of these dogs was a blessing.

My love for all animals was born in my love for my dogs. I have been told that certain people arrive here on Earth as guardians of the animals, and a deep affection for animals is both their main characteristic and the reason they incarnated. I think I must be one of these people.

While most of my life force has been directed toward my family, reading and writing, a serious yoga practice, and a long list of beloved canines and a few cats, I have nurtured a great affection, keen interest, and deep love for all animals.

Compassion for animals (and, not surprisingly, children) serves as the biggest heart opener. Walking through life with an open heart is a great gift, and I owe it all to my canine companions.

Part One of this book presents the unique physiology of dogs and how this fantastic evolutionary design is perfect for their starring role in our lives. Part Two will reveal a detailed and surprising portrait of our emotional bonds with our canine pal. Part Three will hit the higher spiritual notes that celebrate the soul-altering power brought by joining your life to one of these special creatures.

Many ingredients went into the making of The Spiritual Dog. Being a voracious reader, I consumed a library of books on animals in general, and dogs in particular, especially canine physiology and our best training practices. I have accumulated a lifetime of experiences. Additionally, I interviewed dozens of veterinarians and animal communicators who have answered questions and shared information.

Importantly, Seth as channeled by Jane Roberts, Melchizedek as channeled by Paul Selig, and the Creator Beings as channeled by Alicia Power were instrumental in informing many of the most important parts of the spiritual aspects of our relationship to animals and dogs specifically. Many other spirit beings helped tremendously, including the Z’s as channeled by Lee Harris and Dr. Peebles as channeled by Summer Bacon.

Along the way, I also received poignant lessons from Pythagoras, to whom I have dedicated this book.

One morning, deep in meditation, I unexpectedly found myself in the presence of a spirit being I understood as of high authority. At first I didn’t realize it was Pythagoras. I only understood that this being had thousands of incarnations.

I asked if he would show me one of these incarnations by way of introduction.

This is what I saw.

Pythagoras was standing on the wide expanse of an elevated stage before thousands of people. I felt as if I was in the audience, but perhaps this was my imagination. What I sensed was his overwhelming love and compassion for the people who gathered here.

I asked Pythagoras what his expertise was. He conveyed that it was religious traditions. He surrounded me with an energetic love. I was awash in it. He then showed me the light that binds all living beings.

I sat in my back yard, dawn breaking all around me. A glittering white light, the illuminated vibration of love reached from me to my Newfoundland Paris at my side and my mom’s ornery little dog Mangobango. It extended and went through the nearby plants in streams of energy. The ground was sparkling with it as well. Everything was illuminated. I knew what was meant by the words: “We are all connected; we are all made of the One light.”

Tears blurred the vision, and I woke as if from slumber.

When I finally could stand, the sun had lifted over the horizon. I stumbled, a bit discombobulated, from outside into the kitchen. The now-roused dogs followed.

Thoughts and emotions spun in an attempt to absorb the experience, but as always in my life, miracles resonate in ever deepening circles, for a distressed finch sat on the kitchen counter.

Right off, I could tell the small creature was terrified, unable to find the way out of the house. My heart started pounding as I envisioned the scene familiar to all of us: a desperate attempt to get the poor thing out of the house, the terrified bird hitting walls and windows, and both me and the bird becoming ever more frantic, all the while the dogs assuming this is a group hunt and enthusiastically join in the chase.

Then I heard Pythagoras’s voice: Ask her spirit to help you.

I closed my eyes and envisioned the little bird in my mind’s eye. I told her, “I will hold out my hand and, if you hop on, I will carry you gently out the door to freedom.”

Several seconds passed before I sensed the little bird’s permission.

I slowly held out my hand. The little finch hopped on, and I gently carried her outside, where she flew off my hand and joined the sky.

Pythagoras left me with these words: The light is everywhere, in everything.

The light of God/Source is in you and your dog. It is my hope that this book illuminates it.


PART 1

A New Understanding of Dogs and Their People
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Fred, the Dog Psychic

While our canine companions were an essential part of my own family’s life, I still didn’t recognize them as spiritual beings until, when I was pregnant with my son Jonpaul, a friend enthusiastically recounted a psychic reading by a man named Fred who specialized in dogs.

Fred had appeared on several TV and radio shows, and while he enjoyed moderate national fame, apparently you just called Fred up and he “read” your dog over the phone before you sent him a check for what you felt the phone call was worth.

I was still almost a skeptic way back then, as the many supernatural encounters that began when I was four, and continue to this day, were for many years dismissed by my brilliant scientist husband John as products of the imagination. (I didn’t know then that God/Source uses the imagination to speak to us.) No matter. The idea of talking to Fred proved irresistible.

(Side note: I was lucky enough to marry the best person I have ever met in life. Jesus has nothing on John since his passing, a common byproduct of losing someone you love. The list of John’s attributes is long. He was characterized most by his kindness and humor—not just the smartest person in the room but the smartest person in any room: psychologist, popular professor, renaissance intellectual and scientist with over 200 published journal articles. In fact, he was so passionate about science he taught the philosophy of science at the graduate level.)

John later found Fred’s psychic reading both amusing and fascinating, and when I demanded to know how he explained it, he said simply, “Jen, I don’t have to explain it.” This became John’s go-to sentence for all supernatural experiences.

Thinking that my conversation with Fred would one day appear in a novel, I wrote the following transcript of the long-ago psychic reading shortly after it took place:

An old woman answered the phone: “Hello?”

Me: “Is Fred there?”

[No reply. A shuffling sound, then an old man’s voice.]

Fred: “Hello?”

Me: “Hello? Is this Fred?”

Fred: “Yes.”

Me: “Ah, I understand you are a psychic who reads . . . dogs?”

Fred: “Yes.”

Me: “Can you do a reading now?”

Fred: “Go ahead.”

Me: “I’m not sure how this works?”

Fred: “I need your name and the dog’s name.”

Me: “Oh! Okay. I’m Jennifer . . .”

Fred: “Jennifer, Jennifer . . . I’m getting the image of a tall blonde.”

Me: “Yes, that’s me.”

Fred: “Are you a looker?”

[“A looker?” The word made me laugh.]

Me: “I’m as homely as they come.”

Fred: “That’s not what I am seeing. I’m seeing a looker.”

[Two things: First, I am tall and blond but, but unfortunately, that is where the pleasant adjectives stop and the comedy begins. My face is queerly crooked, giving me a slightly goofy appearance, one that makes people smile on sight, almost as if I were a cartoon character. Total strangers take one look and smile (“Oh, look at her, kind of funny looking”). Second, psychic or no, I am suspecting I just called, to use the slang term, “a dirty old man.”]

Me: “A photo would set you straight, Fred.”

Fred: “Okay. What’s the dog’s name?”

Me: “Panda.”

Fred: “Panda . . . Panda . . . Hmm . . . I see she is a black-and-white puppy . . .”

Me: “Yes!”

Fred: “She’s too young.”

Me: “She’s just over a year—a Newfoundland puppy.”

Fred: “She’s too young. It’s all a mush. I’m not getting anything . . .”

[I am disappointed. His check, I think, will only be five dollars.]

Fred: “But there’s someone else there. I’m getting the picture of a hound type. Looks like a basset hound.”

Me: “Oh, That’s Sara—Sara Basset, our other dog!”

[After I picked our first Newfoundland five years earlier, it was John’s turn to choose a dog. To my dismay, he insisted on a basset hound. Before I had one, bassets were, hands down, my last pick in the canine kingdom, but John knew better (“Wait until you see the puppies, Jen. Then you’ll understand.”). John was so right. He was always so right.]

Fred: “Sara is very loud.”

[This makes me laugh, too.]

Fred: “She’s telling me she’s seen nine seasons . . .”

[Not even close, I think. I decide to correct him.]

Me: “Actually, she is only about four—four and a half.”

Fred: “Dogs think in seasons—summer, winter . . . Nine seasons would be about four and a half.”

Me: “Oh!”

Fred: “She’s showing me she is always on the go. Go, go, go. In the car. You’re always on walks. She’s showing me a lot of trees and paths and hiking, I guess . . .”

Me: “Well, yes. I walk them twice a day, and I take them everywhere with me.”

Fred: “She’s telling me she loves you very much. There’s a man, too, she loves—”

Me: “My husband John.”

Fred: “And a little girl. Do you have a little girl?”

Me: “My daughter Jaime.”

Fred: “She really loves the little girl. She looks about five.”

Me: “Yes, Jaime’s five.”

Fred: “Sara is telling me you don’t feed her enough.”

[I am instantly indignant, outraged. As if Sara Basset really said this!]

Me: “I feed her twice a day. A whole bowl practically . . . like two cups . . .”

Fred: [Sighs] “All the dogs say that. They always want more food. Also, they like variety. Sara is telling me that it is always the same. She hates it. She likes when you fry an egg for her. She likes the butter in the egg. She is showing me you are putting cheese in her dog bowl. She wants more cheese, too. Dogs get tired of the same old dry dog food day after day. They always want something different. They like variety, just like people.”

Me: “Fred, wow, this is so interesting! How do you do it? I mean, how is this information coming to you?”

Fred: “You say the name, and the dog appears in my mind and starts talking.”

[My heart is pounding. I am almost speechless. Still, thinking of my skeptical husband and knowing all about “blind readings,” I decide to test Fred.]

Me: “Fred, can you read another dog for me?”

Fred: “Sure. Go ahead.”

Me: “What about Bear Dog?”

[Before going any further, a bit about Bear Dog, our first Newfoundland puppy, who arrived shortly after my dog Kira died. Kira was the worst dog you can imagine. She made Marley of Marley and Me fame seem positively saintly. Among other problems, Kira had a serious case of separation anxiety.

“I think Kira has the dog equivalent of psychosis, Jen,” John diagnosed after she ruined his extensive classical music collection.

“How is it possible?” I asked, dumbstruck by the force of destruction surrounding the sweet-looking, golden-retriever-type mixed mutt.

John just sighed. “Demonic possession is a distinct possibility.”

So, when Kira died, John urged me to replace the old-fashioned means of obtaining a dog with a different philosophy of dog companionship. Back then people just checked the local paper for the nearest litter. There was no consideration of breed. I was not really aware that dogs had breeds back then. Mutt was the universal name of dogs for my class.

“Instead of leaving it to chance,” John suggested, “you select a type of dog you admire.”

“I love all dogs.”

“That’s the point. You will love any dog you get, and this means even the worst dog in the world—Kira, for instance: We loved her. So, we might as well get the best dog. Isn’t there some breed you admire or are attracted to? That you find interesting or compelling?”

“You mean a dog that won’t chew through our life’s possessions?”

“Exactly,” John said.

Before John, I had a passionate love affair with a policeman named Ike Ortiz. Ike taught me many things, one of which was that, out of all the professions, policemen have the very best stories. One of Ike’s stories involved answering a burglary-in-progress.

Apparently, the owners came home to find their dog had cornered the culprit in the upstairs bathroom. Ike showed up to find “this huge, 150-pound dog lying in front of the bathroom door, the burglar trapped inside. The man was terrified, relieved, even happy to see us and get arrested. You’ve got to see this dog to believe it. Gorgeous, more of a bear than a dog. They call them Newfoundlands. And, his tail thumbed as soon as I came up the stairs, like he knew I was the good guy. Get this: The dog held a football in his mouth.”

I shared Ike’s story.

John had heard of them. “Newfoundlands are supposed to be one of the best of dogs, I read somewhere. They rescue people in water—the great water-rescue dogs. They can go with you when you do your ocean swims.” (I am a long-distance ocean swimmer.)

“Sold!”

The newspaper listed Newfoundland puppies for sale in Big Bear, about a two-hour drive away. When we called, they said we could come visit them anytime. Suddenly fueled with excitement, we hopped in the car and were off. It was as if I knew something momentous was about to happen. We couldn’t suppress our smiles.

“Jen, I’ve got a question,” John said as we drove. “Will you marry me?”

Demonstrating my family’s values, that day became memorable less for John’s proposal and more for our first encounter with Newfoundland dogs. A month later we brought Bear Dog home. I loved that dog in the nutty, unconditional, heart-opening way of all new dog owners. Unfortunately, she contracted a terrible stomach infection that required an emergency vet. This good doctor tried to save her life, but he accidentally stitched her intestines together, making a bad situation much worse.

She was a very sick puppy, and by the time we got her to her regular vet, he wanted me to euthanize her. The big sleep. I just couldn’t . . . I couldn’t say goodbye. Instead, I put her through what amounted to a three-month stay in the hospital when she was still a young puppy. I later learned this affects a dog’s brain chemistry, and from that point on my gentle giant was not so gentle.

Newfoundlands are famous for having no aggression, and true, Bear Dog never attacked other dogs first, but she sent all the wrong messages. A dog’s communication consists of over 20 different behaviors—we will review each of these later in this book—and each one sends a different signal. Bear Dog was sending this message to other dogs: I am about to kill you. Every dog, large and small, gentle or otherwise, attacked Bear Dog upon sight.

Attacking a Newfoundland is ill advised. They are considered the strongest of all canines and, at 130-plus pounds and wearing an armor of the thickest of all canine coats, the fiercest dogs stand no chance. Not that any dog discovers this because, like I said, they have almost no aggression. Indeed, most Newfies will sit down and wait out any attack, which, believe me, can be high comedy.

Like dementia, the problem escalated. One day a neighbor walked in our house without knocking (few of our neighbors ever knocked) and startled Bear Dog, and Bear Dog bit her arm, right through a thick ski jacket. All John and I could think was that Jaime and her little friends constantly ran in and out, pretty much all day, every day. We finally faced the terrible decision to say goodbye.]

Fred: “Bear Dog, Bear Dog . . . Well, Bear Dog is dead, that’s what. She died after eight seasons. She was a beautiful dog. She’s showing me how she died. You took her to the vet, and she was gone. She wants you to know she understands. She’s showing me what happened. She had a problem with her stomach. I am actually seeing green bile here. She was in a cage. She didn’t feel right then. She felt certain she was dying. She understands why you said goodbye. She loves you, Jennifer. Wow. She really loves you. You are very special to her. She wants you to know she is planning on coming back to you.”

[These last words registered so loud in my mind. A buzzing started in my ears (indicating a connection to spirit, though at the time I didn’t recognize it as such), and tears appear in my eyes. I paused to contemplate these fantastic words, finally replying.]

Me: “I don’t know how you can know all this?”

Fred: “I read people, too. It is just that I got famous for dogs after the TV appearances.”

Me: “You read people, too?”

[Somehow reading people seemed crazily implausible.]

Fred: “You’re a writer, right?”

Me: “That is me.”

Fred: “Are you sure you’re not a looker? I’m seeing a buxom blonde.”

[I’m laughing as I wipe away tears. The opposite is true: I’m so flat-chested John had to search for them. I used to write popular historical romances, and I think Fred must be seeing one of my book covers.]

Me: “Are you flirting with me?”

Fred: “Might as well be. Wife is just about useless.” [more laughter]

Me: “That is too bad. Remember my husband John? I should mention we are happily married.”

Fred: “Marriage? Just a piece of paper.” [He scoffs.]

Me: “Sometimes it is backed by a whole lot of love.”

Fred: “John, hmm . . . He’s older than you, right? About 20 years, I’m getting. He is 50 or 52, I can’t tell.”

[John graduated from high school when he was 15, and feeling too young to start college, he lied about his age and joined the navy, going on to become a navy pilot. Some of his ID has one age and others have him two years younger.]

Fred: “He’s an only child. He’s telling me he is a teacher. He loves teaching. He is a great teacher, I can see that. He is surrounded by students who love him. He . . . I am seeing that he helps people. I am seeing a very long line of people he has helped.

Oh, okay, he is a psychologist. He is telling me he reads a lot. I’m seeing a huge library, full of books. Okay, yeah, he’s telling me about this big love for you. He needs to exercise more, okay?

He’s got to be careful with his weight.

Your mom is an artist. I’m getting sculptures of . . . looks like animals. They’re funny?”

[My mom was an artist. She made comical sculptures of animals, which at the time sold for thousands in a local Laguna Beach gallery.]

“Your dad is telling me he’s a gambler, plays the ponies. Ah, a bookie, I see. Well, here is a real character . . .”

Fred knew my parents’ ages, their family sizes, and general health concerns. For instance, he knew my dad was a smoker and my mom had just hurt her knee. He also knew my mom was having an affair with a married man and that this man’s wife was critically ill. I thought he got my grandma’s family size wrong. My grandma always said she came from a family of six; Fred said seven. Later my grandma clarified: “There was another baby, Mary, but she died before she was two and we never count her.”

I begin asking Fred about Fred. When did he first realize he had this talent? How has it shaped his life? What were his religious and philosophical ideas? Fred believed in reincarnation, that consciousness survives death and goes on and on through eternity, our souls constantly evolving to hold “higher and higher light—that’s the hope anyway.” He believed we are living in these physical shells—our bodies—but that we are incarnate beings. He said his abilities do not work on his own life. This, he said, explained his wife.

Interesting, he adamantly believed we all had this talent; that our consciousness can connect to others, but for various reasons, most of us do not do it.

Me: “What do you think those reasons are, Fred?”

Fred: “That is a mystery. Practice? Aptitude? I don’t know, but for sure our world would be a lot better off if more people knew that animals and people both have souls, and that, God knows, we are all in this together . . .”
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The Soul of the Matter

Fred’s reading ignited a profound understanding. It is something that everyone realizes at a certain level, but we do not often think hard on. Animals have souls. All animals and certainly all dogs are not just dependent on us humans, but they are entrusted to our protection. This is a sacred responsibility.

It is also an obligation that returns infinite rewards; indeed, it is a bargain made in Heaven. The Big Bang in our relationship with dogs is the gift of their unconditional love. This priceless treasure is on top of many other offerings: their steadfast dedication to us and our families; the daily walkabouts and outdoor adventures; endless poignant, sometimes fun and funny moments strung across the timelines of our pets’ lives.

And there is still a deeper purpose in our relationships with dogs—one I did not grasp until Osea. I remember the first moment the bundle of black-and-white fur was set into my arms. The Newfoundland puppy took one look at me and her tail took off. In her excitement, she peed all over me.

Extremely curious, Osea explored everywhere she went with the thoroughness of a seasoned detective. No trash can, vertical pole, or new territory was passed without close inspection. Osea’s favorite thing in the world was visiting the beach picnic grounds the day after holidays, where she pranced happily ahead, sniffing out each overflowing trash can, sitting impatiently when she found something for me to fish out for her.

On our near-daily two-mile hikes into town, reveling in her freedom from a leash, Osea routinely sauntered into yards and garages, checking out these crowded spaces, searching interesting scents.

One time she walked from the open garage into a neighbor’s house. The owner’s scream met Osea’s surprised and uncertain woof, the sound of confusion at discovering anyone might be afraid of her. The owner’s laughter followed.

Osea had little respect for authority and rarely followed rules. Able to clear a five-foot-high fence in a graceful leap, no barrier kept her from a daily survey of our neighborhood. These excursions usually involved proliferating loot from other neighborhood dogs. She regularly returned home with bones, balls, and toys, and for no reason I could ever figure out, masking tape.

I loved Osea’s extreme gentleness. She treated old people and toddlers with a consciousness of movement and care that impressed everyone who witnessed it. We entertained a lot and, without fail, this gentle giant knew who in our party didn’t like dogs, and the unfortunate person became Osea’s target for the whole evening.

A friend once gave Osea a kitten named Caper, and unlike my other dogs who tolerated but never liked cats, the affection Osea held for her cat melted hearts. Caper and Osea played like two puppies for hours on end. The cat followed us on our walks and though at first this concerned me, Caper ending up miles from home, he never did get lost. Every night Caper slept against Osea’s heart.

That dog delighted in pulling neighborhood kids in a wagon. Whenever I didn’t have time to walk her, I handed her leash and harness to whichever kids were playing outside. I think these were Osea’s happiest memories.

Some dogs are born comedians, and Osea was one of these. She often made us laugh, and then, studying the sound of our hilarity, she inevitably repeated whatever it was that triggered the happy sound.

Once, Osea and I were in a large group of 50 or so people at a park watching the sunset. A lady, wearing a poodle skirt right out of the Fifties, bent over to drink from a water fountain. Osea’s head disappeared under her skirt, checking out what was happening there.

Witnessing this, the crowd erupted with laughter.

The lady stood back up and tried to ascertain the cause of the uproar, but Osea pulled back just in time and stood staring back at the lady in a startling pretense of innocence.

Unable to see anything amiss, the lady returned to the fountain.

Right on cue, Osea popped back under the skirt.

The crowd laughed even harder.

True to the Newfoundland breed, Osea understood her greater purpose was to rescue . . . well, anyone. Just a puppy herself, we were at the edge of the ocean in Dana Point Harbor, where dozens of excited Labs and golden retrievers swam and retrieved balls and sticks from the water. A woman screamed as her Boston terrier puppy somehow fell in deep water and began sinking. The dogs froze and stood staring, their heads cocked as if to say, “What the heck is that puppy doing out there?” Osea rushed into the water, swam to the little guy, slipped her nose under him, and carried him back to shore.

Everyone applauded, and the owner starting crying. Tail high, pleased with herself, Osea might have taken a bow.

Another time at the beach, a young mother and her two toddlers were having a picnic. One little guy went one way, while his brother went the other way, and the mom leaped up to chase them down.

Noticing the unattended picnic basket, seagulls swooped in and lifted three sandwiches in zip lock bags into the sky. Osea knew the treats did not belong to the feathered thieves, and she barked until they dropped their loot about 30 yards out at sea.

The mother turned to see what had happened and almost cried. I asked Osea to retrieve the sandwiches. She swam promptly to the location and retrieved one, then the other, and finally the third sandwich and carried them back. She deposited them at the mom’s feet.

We frequently encountered rattlesnakes on our long hikes. Osea always spotted the potential danger first, and she’d stop, sit, and stare at it until I followed her gaze, which allowed me to make a wide circle around it. This behavior contrasted with all my other Newfs, who spotted
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