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CHAPTER 1

kali, copper & co.

Animals are our teachers, the bridges between ourselves and the Earth. Early and pre-industrialized people lived intimately and cooperatively with the Earth and with animals, first with the wild creatures they hunted for survival and later more closely with the farm animals they had to tend. Today most people do not live in cooperation with the Earth and with her creatures; they have traded living nature for inanimate and cold technology. Often our only remaining link to nature and the planet is through the pets we share our homes with, primarily dogs and cats. The pets that most fully interact with humans, that admit humans intimately into their own families and packs, are dogs. Many people’s only link with the living Earth, therefore, is our dogs.

Integrating the Pack and the Family

Dogs admit people into their families. Humans believe that it’s the other way around, but this is not true from the dog’s point of view. From the very start, even the smallest puppy creates its canine social order from the humans who adopt it. She begins immediately to create a dog pack in her new surroundings. Every canine instinct drives the puppy to do this. Her canine pack, taken from her when she leaves her mother and litter mates, is exchanged for a human family, since cooperative pack society is the only reasonable life order for a dog. If the puppy doesn’t have this order with others of her kind, she will create it wherever she lives. This is the reason humans choose to live with dogs.

From the human point of view, the new puppy must adapt to human ways, she does not live with a pack of dogs. In living together, humans and animal become a new kind of inter-species order, a canine-human pack-family. The puppy can no longer live entirely by dog-pack rules but must also learn human ones. She must be house-trained, must learn to respect human property and all human be-ings, must accept restraint and walk quietly on a leash, must obey a variety of rules and commands, and must learn to live in harmony with her people and with any other animals that also live in the home. By training a puppy with the understanding that the human family is the dog’s pack, the puppy can be taught a social order that she can understand and cooperate with, and she then becomes a joy to live with. With this understanding by both dog and humans, the puppy becomes a full member of the human family and the family becomes the puppy’s canine pack, as well. The mutual exchange brings humans back into cooperative contact with animals and the Earth, and gives the puppy the social order/family/pack she is happiest and healthiest living in.

It is this ability to create a human-canine pack together that makes dogs fit so completely into human life. No other animal lives so intimately with people. No other animal has as much to teach us about harmony, loyalty, cooperation, dignity, and hard work, and about creating a stable society as do dogs. By honoring the dog’s point of view and raising the new puppy in accordance with it, people and animals learn to relate peacefully and easily. They learn about each other, about creating a family, and about what co-creative life on Earth means. The arrangement helps both dogs and people to evolve physically, emotionally, mentally, and spiritually. Neither species has less to teach or more to learn than the other, unless it be that humans have much more to learn from dogs.

My training and education in pack and family life has come over twenty-five years from five superior Siberian Husky dogs—Cinde, Tiger, Dusty, Copper, and Kali. Cinde and Tiger were show animals, with Cinde a retired breeder when I got her. Dusty was born in my kitchen from the only litter I myself bred, and Copper and Kali were purebred pound rescues who had both been badly abused. Each dog came to me with his or her own way of approaching life and of creating a family and a pack. Each had a part in training and socializing the dogs that came to me later, as I have usually lived with more than one animal at a time. Each has been a comfort, friend, and family member to me, a more-than-pet whose life I have fully cherished and protected to the best of my ability. They all have taught me patiently, wisely, and well.

My Canine Family Tree

Cinde was a kennel and show dog that came to live with me three days after I moved into my first apartment. I had not been allowed animals while I lived with my parents, so having pets was an immediate priority for me. I met and admired a red-and-white Siberian Husky at a dog show and after much searching ended up with the show dog’s mother. I quickly fell in love with the breed’s gentleness, friendliness, intelligence, lack of body odor, yodeling talk, bright color, and unusual blue eyes. Cinde was nearly four years old when I took her home. She had championship points and had borne two litters but had difficulty in whelping. I learned later that she was slated to be euthanized the next week and would have died had I not come looking for a beautiful pet at just the right time.

As an adult kennel dog who had never lived indoors, Cinde presented a challenge. She was not house-trained, though she learned willingly and quickly. She did not know how to climb or descend stairs and was afraid of them. I lived in a second-floor apartment. For many days she refused to walk though one particular doorway inside the house and for weeks refused to step past my stereo speakers, whether they were on or off. Missing the confined kennel existence that was all she had known and the dogs she shared an outdoor run and doghouse with, she also refused to eat and proved destructive when left alone.

At the breeder’s urging I obtained a show crate, which Cinde felt secure and safe in, and the destructiveness stopped. I didn’t even have to close the door: she went into it and stayed there on her own. The breeder also insisted that Cinde would start eating within a few days. She said to put food down once or twice daily, removing it in half an hour whether she had eaten it or not. I did this but for three long weeks Cinde refused to eat anything at all. I was worried and afraid. I had grown to love the beautiful and gentle dog and thought I’d have to take her back to her kennel (to a terrible fate I didn’t know about at that time). Finally, after several weeks of her eating nothing or close to it I tearfully resorted to force feeding. Cinde hated that; it disturbed her dignity and her mourning for her old home.

We finally made a deal one evening sitting together on the kitchen floor—that if she would eat enough to be healthy I would get her a puppy. It was my first attempt at human-animal communication; I sat on the linoleum stroking the dog and stating aloud and in my mind the terms of my bargain. Cinde went to her bowl and finished the food. I kept my promise and brought Tiger home, daughter of Cinde’s sister Cory, at five and a half weeks of age. Immediately Cinde grew happier: she was a mother again. She began to eat normally and to train and mother her puppy. She made her peace with apartment living. The puppies that she trained while she lived with me were well behaved, cooperative, intelligent, and dignified. Only after she died and I had to raise a dog without her did I realize how much she had been their mother and how much of the training she had done.

I took Cinde, and Tiger as she grew, to puppy conformation matches and a small number of dog shows. Cinde had friends everywhere who recognized her when she greeted them. They didn’t know me but everyone knew Cinde. She walked into a show ring as if she owned it, leading me on a leash to follow as she showed herself. She took great pride in herself and in her beauty and she loved the shows. Cinde died at only nine years old of ovarian cancer. My vet operated on her for what looked like a recalcitrant abscess but I knew it was more. The incision never fully healed and tumors developed along the incision line almost immediately. When it seemed she no longer could enjoy her life I made the agonizing decision to have her euthanized. Though she had only been with me for five years, I missed her terribly for a very long time. Among many other things she taught me patience, an appreciation for beauty, and how to raise puppies.

Tiger came for Cinde to mother as a very tiny pup. She was black and white with a soft fluffy coat, turquoise eyes, a freckled muzzle, and striped markings on her chest that gave her the name. She never became a large dog and always kept the size and demeanor of an inquisitive and very mischievous puppy. Tiger was the most intelligent of the dogs who have lived with me and I’ve often suspected that she was not a dog but a spirit guide embodied as one. Tiger was my teacher from start to finish and as stubborn as she had to be to do it. I loved her passionately. She was noisy as a puppy but from the age of six months stopped using her voice at all. I heard her howl only once as an adult, when she called her puppies to her to nurse during their weaning.

Though quiet and well-behaved, Tiger got into everything. I rescued her from falling in the toilet at eight weeks old. As an adult she liked to turn on the faucets in the bathroom sink and tub and play in the water, usually during the night. When the water got too hot, she would climb into bed, shake water on me, and tell me I could shut it off. Once at a dog show when I wasn’t paying enough attention to her trailing behind me, I looked back to find her carrying a three-foot-long rawhide bone. I had to retrace our steps to find who she’d stolen it from and return it. She personally tested every dog food being offered at the sales booths. In the ring, while the judges were measuring her (she barely made the breed’s minimum height limit and they measured her at every show), she quietly ate the flowers of their corsages. In show she took a lot of seconds but no one minded. She was fun to go places with.

Tiger worshipped cats. She was terribly disappointed if a cat she approached wouldn’t play with her and most of them wouldn’t. One of her best friends was a realistic stuffed lion she met in a toy store that we visited occasionally. If we walked in the neighborhood of the store she always led me to it. She loved other dogs and could play, unsupervised, with a friend’s rabbit, extremely unusual in a Siberian Husky. She stayed very close to me and was the only Siberian I’ve had who could be trusted off-lead. At home or away she insisted on touching me at all times, day and night, no matter what I was doing.

Though she didn’t use her voice, Tiger was never silent. She talked in my mind continually, a running commentary on everything she did and saw. The dog had definite opinions on any subject. I heard her clearly but was almost unaware of it, her chatter was so much a part of my daily life. Only when she died at twelve and the chatter stopped did I realize what she had given me with her speech.

Tiger also gave me my first lessons in energy work and healing. As I made my earliest attempts she would put herself under my right hand to take the energy. On one occasion I had fallen asleep in a park on a yellow jackets’ nest and had been bitten badly. I tried to send the nausea and burning of the insects out through my right hand. Tiger insisted on placing herself there, though I repeatedly moved my hand away from her. All at once the dog got up, seemed to stagger and then to shake off, and walked away. The sickness from the dozens of bites left and never returned.

Of all my dogs, I have bred only one litter and Tiger was their mother. Of the six babies, the first was born breached and with the last Tiger bit the umbilical cord too close so the puppy nearly bled to death. In between, it was I who opened amniotic sacks, tied off and cut cords, and got the babies breathing. At ten days Tiger decided she had enough of motherhood and gave them to me to feed. I fed them with formula and an infant’s bottle and Cinde did the rest. All six of the puppies lived and Dusty, a light red that could only be described as blonde, stayed to live with Cinde, Tiger, and me.

Dusty was as different from Tiger as night from day. She was quite large, more active, and far less stubborn. She could not be trusted with cats or small animals, liked to nip human babies on their backsides, and wanted to be a leader among the other dogs. Dusty was a greedy eater who lived to eat. She would eat anything and her favorite food was pizza. I could not trust her off-leash but if she got loose I could usually find her at the nearest pizza shop. She had an ability to manifest human food for herself by making it fall off of plates or stove tops. No one believed me when I warned them about her until they saw it happen. She refused to talk to me because she said I was her mom but would talk to others who came into my home.

She and Tiger were inseparable and Dusty only became close to me after Cinde and Tiger both died. Dusty would watch me getting dressed in the morning and we had a howling routine—I would howl at her and she would howl back. This usually ended with some rough-housing, a walk, and a dog biscuit. Dusty was uninterested in teaching or learning; she just wanted to play. She was bright and active but still well-behaved and very easy to manage. Until I got Copper, that is.

I had been looking for another Siberian Husky for some time when the local shelter called to say that they had a red, purebred male available. I didn’t want a male but the shelter man said, “Come and get him, lady, we’re going to kill him tomorrow.” There was nothing else I could do but bring him home. Copper told me his name before I got him in the car. He was friendly, young, and bouncy but in pitiful shape, with a coat like yellow straw and so thin that every rib and vertebrae stuck up. He was about thirteen months old. My vet weighed him in at thirty-eight pounds and he tested for four kinds of intestinal worms. By that night he was back with the vet on IVs and a diagnosis of parvovirus. When I did distance healing for him he informed me he would live and somehow he did. For the next six months, however, he continued to have bloody diarrhea and vomiting, and despite stuffing him he gained only three pounds.

I was writing All Women Are Healers at the time and just beginning to learn homeopathy. When Sidney Spinster agreed to supervise the homeopathy chapter, I asked her what I could do for Copper. He’d been to every vet in the city by that time and they’d all suggested euthanasia. She took a very short case study by phone and told me to order Phosphorus 12C in liquid form and “just give him a few drops once.” The results were magick. The usually restless dog curled up in the kitchen and slept for hours, and the bleeding, diarrhea, and vomiting stopped immediately. After about ten days he started to have a recurrence and I gave him another dose. Again the symptoms stopped and he took his last dose three weeks later. Copper is twelve years old now and I still have his bottle of remedy—he has never needed it again. He weighs seventy-five pounds. When he shed his straw coat his new coat came in a deep rich copper to live up to his name.

Dusty was past ten years old when Copper arrived. If Copper hadn’t stolen her food on first meeting, she probably would have liked him better. As it was, they kept up a running rivalry and constant squabbling as long as Dusty lived. He liked to sneak up to yank her tail and she would furiously chase him around the house. He delighted in teasing her and she in pummeling him. At night they would curl up and sleep together but if either saw me looking at them one would get up and move away. Dusty seemed continually enraged by him and he kept teasing her. Now Copper is old and Dusty’s younger reincarnation Kali gives it all back to him. It’s fun to watch the situation reversed and Copper getting teased.

Copper is the first dog with whom I have had continuous, deliberate, conscious two-way conversations. At first when I’d ask him to stop his wild behavior, his usual answer was “fat chance!” Later on, grown up, Copper turned out to be quite a philosopher. He’s informed me that I’m his wife because “We’re leading this pack together, aren’t we?” He mourned Dusty terribly when Dusty had lung cancer and asked me to put her down. He still remembers her and when asked tells me, “She’s still here.” Dusty has returned to me as Kali and both dogs are aware of this.

I had been searching for another dog to keep Copper company for about two years when Kali came. A woman who had attended my workshops phoned me and asked, “Are you home? Your dog’s coming in by plane tomorrow night.” This was the first I heard of Kali, a six-to-eight-month-old red Siberian Husky puppy with blue eyes. Pat found her in a shelter and adopted her for me. When Kali stepped out of her airline box, all I could think of was “She’s Dusty, she looks just like Dusty.” Communication with the puppy later confirmed it. “I was supposed to find you,” she said. I kept the name for her that Pat picked and Kali has tried to live up to it. Kali is the name of an Indian Goddess who is the destroyer of evil. She is tough and a fighter. Copper still tells everyone that “I got him a dog!”

Most of my Siberians have been gentle and quiet, but Kali is anything but. She remains a defiant teenager even though she is almost seven years old. If I tell her to do something, she will automatically do the opposite. If I call her, she walks the other way. She teases Copper continually and often unfairly, though he is a gentleman and has never fought back. She told me her story. She was pushed out of a moving car and left injured on a highway. After some days alone she found a dog to follow home and the dog’s owner took her to the California shelter where Pat adopted her for me.

Kali came to me dragging her hind legs and was incontinent for the first four months I had her. I rolled up the rugs and took her for acupuncture and chiropractic treatments, did Reiki with her, and fed her vitamins and homeopathic remedies. She healed physically within a few months but the emotional damage from her former abuse took much longer to heal. She was the teenager from hell and still goes into a flying rage at standard obedience leash corrections or at the sight of a dog grooming brush.

Kali’s goal in life is to have all four feet off the ground as often as possible. She can usually be found lying on her back looking for me to scratch her belly, often on a bed or couch where she is not supposed to be. She wants attention from anyone who comes into the house and can be insatiable in demanding it. If visitors come, she will not let Copper approach them to be petted. Despite her dominance or maybe because of it, Kali is all personality, and her posing and possessiveness can be very funny to watch. Like Dusty, she yodels, howls and talks, and is very greedy. She has been an ongoing lesson in patience, problem solving, and physical and emotional healing. We have learned a lot together. Just lately, she’s decided that she loves me.

Kali, Copper, Dusty, Tiger, and Cinde will appear throughout this book, describing the lessons they have taught me about dogs and raising puppies. As they are my teachers, it is only appropriate that they be there and be heard. Your new puppy will teach you just as much in his or her own way, but hopefully what I have learned from my Siberian Huskies will help make puppy raising easier for you and for your pet. I have lived in an inter-species family-pack for twenty-five years and learned to listen to the experts on dog raising, the dogs themselves. You will find great delight in doing the same with your puppy.

Before we begin the technical stuff about care, feeding, and training, it is important to learn how to talk with and understand animals. The next chapter teaches you how to talk with your dog, and, more important, how to listen.


CHAPTER 2

talking dog—interspecies communication

One evening I was sitting on the couch eating almonds and Copper was begging for them. “Why should I give a dog almonds?” I asked him. “They’re expensive.” Copper informed me that dogs are “Great Intergalactic Be-ings,” or at least that he is, and that almonds are what such great Be-ings eat. “Nice try, Pal,” I said, but gave him some. He has continued to tell me that he is a great intergalactic Be-ing but says that Kali “is just a dog.” Those are fighting words for Kali, who insists that she is a “girl” and that calling her a dog is an insult. “He’s calling me that bad word again,” she tattles. “Make him stop.” This usually precedes a scuffle, with Kali furious and Copper pleased that he’s succeeded in making her angry.

A Far-Reaching Range of Communication

I hear both dogs clearly in my mind as I hear my own thoughts. They speak to me in their own voices, using words and ideas not my own. I usually have to focus and concentrate to hear them. The dogs talk to me only when they are at rest but not asleep and they talk to me only when they choose to. If I ask Copper something he doesn’t want to tell me, he says, “Go away. I’m sleepy now.” Dogs consider people uneducated and therefore in need of their protection, mainly because most people don’t talk to them. They think we can’t or won’t. One dog I met on a workshop trip was delighted and surprised to talk with me. “I didn’t know people could talk,” she said. Most animals, wild or tame, will talk with humans who make the effort and most are surprised when we try it.

Dogs talk to each other telepathically in the same way and can do so long distance. Copper talks to Kali, usually to tease her, and to other dogs as well. I tried to find out what his range of communication is. “Can you talk to a dog who lives three blocks away?” I asked him. “Only if we’re friends,” said Copper. “Otherwise it’s bad manners.” I asked, “If a dog is your friend, how far away can he be if you want to talk to him?” “Anywhere,” was Copper’s reply. “Will you know where the dog is?” I asked. “Maybe.” “If a friend is in trouble would you know?” “Sure,” said Copper, “but it’s bad manners to talk to dogs that aren’t your friends.” I asked whether he could talk to dogs who were no longer alive and he said he could and did, and that he knew whether they were alive or dead.

A PBS program described dolphins and dogs as having the same evolutionary root ancestor. This seemed far-fetched, so I asked Copper, “What do dogs know about dolphins?” “They’re the other kind,” said the dog. “Other kind of what?” I asked. “Of Great Intergalactic Be-ing.” “Do dogs
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