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To all the wonderful animals included in this book. For the tremendous joy, love, compassion and teachings they gave.

To Sassie – a very special wee lassie. And Izzy, Chris and Nancy should know that she sleeps happy in heaven.

To Tiger, a cat with attitude. And who could forget Lassie, a dog who made looking good an art form. A true companion, that was Rosie. To big fat Elsa, who always made us laugh, and to gentle Cindy for loving my boys so much.

A special big kiss to Miss Meg – a love-hound who kept us all entertained.

For all those involved in ‘The Animal Service’ over the years.

To Charles, the third Earl of Fluffington – more commonly known as CHEEKY CHARLIE. I just know you’re causing trouble in heaven.

MAY ALL BEINGS BE HAPPY.
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Introduction

If you look around you, it seems as though every day there’s an extraordinary story in the media that makes you marvel at the intuition and compassion of animals. In this book I’d like to tell you some of the stories I’ve come across in my many years of working as a medium and to answer some of the questions people ask about animals. These are in fact very similar to the questions I’m asked about humans. Do animals live on in spirit? Can they send us signs through a medium or do something else to make us aware of their presence, like moving a favourite toy or brushing past us? Will they be there to greet us when we pass?

I can’t make a connection with everyone’s pet, but I try to reassure these people that of course the answer to all these questions is a resounding ‘Yes!’ Just like humans, animals cannot die for the life of them. They too go to the spirit world. I’ve lost count of the number of readings I’ve given where an animal has been there, sitting alongside a person who’s recently passed, a companion in death as in life.

For me as a medium, the experience of bringing through an animal is just the same as making a connection to a human spirit: I feel a presence, a personality that is impressed on me, I see images and I feel a real, palpable emotional connection that affects the owners too. Just as I know if a human spirit is happy, I can tell when a dog or cat is content and wants to let its owners know that they shouldn’t worry about it.

The spirit world is actually a different level of consciousness, a level that’s more illuminated, where a being can see further and more clearly than they did on Earth. So animals who are there can still be aware of what’s going on in our lives and offer support, just as they do in this world.

The following story, from a friend of mine called Sue, who is an animal healer, highlights the magic that can occur when people have a genuine loving bond with animals. I will let her tell you in her own words what happened:


I had been asked to give healing to a lovely chestnut thoroughbred horse called Dexter. His owner, Beth, told me she had been riding him for many years with no problems and over the last year her daughter, Katy, had also started to ride him. Dexter was such a gentle and reliable horse that Beth was sure Katy would be safe on his back, and at first they had worked fine together. Katy had become interested in doing dressage and they had won a few shows, and Beth had been pleased to see Katy starting to get a passion for all things horsey, just as she had. So it came as a big surprise to her when Dexter started to behave rather strangely when Katy rode him out.



I asked Katy to tell me exactly what had been happening.


 ‘I get on Dexter’s back and we trot out into the field,’ she said, ‘then after about 10 minutes of us cantering around, he suddenly stops dead and just stands there, as if he doesn’t want to walk on any further. Then he rears up and then just stands there again, and I get off and try to get him to walk forward, or sideways, or try and pull him along, but he won’t budge. After a few minutes, he just walks on and is fine again, so I get back on him and we start riding round again, and he’s okay for a while, but then he stops and does the whole thing all over again. It’s so frustrating.’

Beth added, ‘We have his feet checked and reshod on a regular basis, so it’s not that, and I’ve had the vet out to look him over, and he said he couldn’t find anything wrong and he didn’t think he was in any pain. I can’t understand it, as I still ride him and I don’t get these problems.’

I love horses, so I was happy to help. I went to Dexter in his stable and let him sniff and snuffle me. Then I reached up and placed my hands on his big strong shoulders and tuned in to him. Everything felt fine to me. His coat was smooth and his eyes were clear. He was a beautiful creature and I wasn’t picking up anything that led me to think he was ill or in pain physically, but I asked for healing to be channelled to him anyway, as this couldn’t do any harm.

As I carried on tuning in to him, in my mind’s eye I saw a girl of about 14 in what looked like a school. I realized it was Katy, and she was being picked on by girls of a similar age. Had Dexter been aware of her fear and negative feelings about this when she rode him, I wondered. I then felt he was showing me what he’d been trying to convey to Katy through his strange behaviour: by standing firm he was saying that Katy had to stand her ground with the other girls, and by rearing up, he was indicating that she had to stand up for herself. I was also picking up the loving and protective feelings he had for both Katy and Beth. What a fabulous horse he was. I conveyed to him that I would help them as best I could.

I then asked Katy if she would take Dexter out of his stable into the field and see if she could show me what they normally did, but with one difference. ‘When you’re riding Dexter,’ I said, ‘I want you to remember some of your happiest times – like when you opened your presents at Christmas or when you got your first pony. Just try and conjure up that sort of feeling. If anything not so nice comes into your mind, just ignore it and go back to the nice thoughts. And from now on, whenever you take Dexter out to ride, I want you to think only of those happy times, okay?’

‘Okay,’ she answered, ‘but if I do that, who will I talk to about my problems in the future? I’ve got lots of happy memories, but Dexter knows about them already. What about any other stuff that’s going on, and what if I’ve got nothing good to tell him?’

‘So you already talk to Dexter about everything?’ I said.

‘Yeah, of course I do,’ she replied. ‘Not always out loud – in my head mostly – but I share everything with you, don’t I, Dex?’

She patted his head.

 It was all starting to make sense to me now. Dexter had become her confidant and she’d been offloading all of her problems and negative emotions onto the poor chap.

I watched her ride him around the field, up and down, round and round, and each time they passed me, I shouted, ‘Happy thoughts, Katy! Don’t forget, happy thoughts!’

When they’d been going round for over 20 minutes, I asked, ‘Is that better?’

‘He’s been great,’ she called back, ‘he hasn’t stopped once, he’s been just like his old self.’

When they came past again, I said, ‘Okay, Katy, can you get off him now, as I would like to have a little chat with you.’

We started to walk back to the house.

‘I think your Dexter is a smashing horse,’ I said, ‘and I don’t know if you realize it, but he’s a very sensitive soul and I think what’s been upsetting him these past few weeks is that maybe you’ve been having a few problems at school…? If I’m right, I think you should talk to your mum about it. What do you say?’

I wasn’t sure how she would respond, as it was a delicate subject, and after all I was a stranger to her, but she blurted out straightaway, as if she needed to tell someone, ‘I want to, but I can’t! I don’t want to upset my mum. We moved to this area just to get me into that horrid school, but I hate it, I hate it!’

 Tears were welling up in her eyes.

‘And everyone there hates me too,’ she added.

‘I’m sure that’s not true,’ I said quickly.

‘Why not?’ she asked. ‘I don’t seem to fit in, and there’s this group of girls who pick on me.’

My heart went out to her. ‘I understand what it can be like,’ I said.

‘How can you?’ she snapped back at me.

‘Well, I had a horrible time at school too,’ I said.

She looked surprised.

‘I was a tomboy,’ I told her, ‘and all I wanted to do was play football and look after animals. I didn’t want to talk about boys non-stop and hang around the shopping centre after school, which is what the rest of the girls seemed to do. No one seemed to understand me either, and they’d give me a hard time, but after a while they got bored with picking on me and left me alone. That sort of thing can happen if you don’t fit in with the rest of the crowd or if you’re a bit different. But being bullied is a different matter altogether, and if that’s what’s happening to you, you must tell your mum about it. In either case, she wouldn’t want you to be unhappy at school, would she? And Dexter certainly isn’t happy about it, is he?’

‘Is that why you asked me to think of good things when I rode Dexter?’

 ‘Yes, I think Dexter has been picking up on your sadness and your problems at school, and now you’ve told me you’ve been telling him about your problems, it all makes sense. He has been concerned about you and, in his own way, he has been trying to tell you to stand firm and stand up for yourself.’

‘He’s my best friend,’ she said thoughtfully, ‘and I do tell him everything, but now I’ll be more careful what I share with him. I’ll try and remember to think happy thoughts when I’m riding him. It certainly helped today.’

‘That’s good,’ I said. ‘You can still talk to him about stuff, but just be aware that he may want to get involved and try and help you.’

‘He’s such an old Mother Hubbard!’ she said, her mood lightening a bit, and we both laughed.

‘Animals are really sensitive and do pick up on our feelings, both positive and negative,’ I explained.

Katy went back to the stables and I went back to the house to have a chat with her mum.

Beth wasn’t aware that her daughter was having problems with the other girls at school and said she would have a chat with her later, and that if Katy needed to change schools, then she would do her best to make that happen. She was relieved to hear that I hadn’t picked up anything negative health-wise with Dexter and that he had only been acting strangely out of concern for Katy.

‘Yeah, but be careful what you two tell him in future,’ I joked, ‘as he’s not very good at keeping secrets! Thankfully…’

It was a privilege for me to be of some help, but I believe Dexter was the real healer that day. Animals have so much love and wisdom to share with us and all we have to do is be open to it.



This story really lifts me up each time I tell it to people, as it reminds me of how the animals that love us are affected by our emotions. I wonder how many people who have pets off-load their problems onto them when they are alone with them? This story might give you a little more insight into how your animals feel when you dump your emotional baggage on them. Keep talking to them by all means, but remember they can feel what you feel, even if they can’t always display it back to you.

This case also shows that Sue is an amazing animal sensitive and healer, and Dexter displays extraordinary abilities in transmitting his feelings through clairvoyant images. It’s actually quite magical.

I have experienced the magic of animals in my own life. In particular I’ve known and loved many wonderful dogs. My beautiful Miss Meg, for example, a lovely springer spaniel, could find anything she was asked to with her keen nose. Even after she passed away in January 2016, she found something for me from her vantage point in the spirit world.

It was two months after losing Meg that I was walking in the open countryside where I live with Cookie, my other springer, and suddenly lost my footing and fell over. The ground was frozen, but fortunately I didn’t hurt myself. After dusting myself off, I carried on walking for a bit and then, when I put my hand in my coat pocket, I noticed that I’d lost my house keys, which had a fob attached for the electric gate.

I called out to Cookie, who was way ahead of me, to come back, and started to retrace my steps in order to find the keys, which I assumed would be lying near where I’d fallen. It was easy for me to identify the spot, as some of the long grass was flattened, but I couldn’t see the keys anywhere. After searching for 10 minutes or so, I gave up, as the cold weather was really starting to bite, but marked the spot so that I could try again the following day.

I walked the same way every day and I knew that no one else used the route, so I was confident that I would find the keys. The annoying thing was that I only had two fobs for the gates, one of which was now lost, and that type of fob was no longer made, so if I couldn’t recover it, I’d have to spend a lot of money and change the whole mechanism.

Every day I searched at the spot where I’d fallen. I pulled the grass and reeds in every direction, but found nothing. Soon I was considering changing the electric gates, fearing that if my only other fob went on the blink it would cause me a lot of trouble.

It must have been a month later that one of my sons suggested letting Cookie sniff the remaining fob and setting him off on a mission to find the other one. But this added up to nothing, for Cookie was hopeless as a sniffer dog. Whatever he was asked to find, he just chased pheasants and grouse around the moors.

As a last-ditch effort, I turned to my friend Robbie, who was walking with me that morning, and said, ‘Okay, we’re going to have to ask Miss Meg to find the keys for us.’

We both laughed and walked on over the rough terrain and up to the top of a nearby hill, which was actually where we had scattered our beloved Meg’s ashes.

As we approached this beautiful site, we both suddenly noticed that hanging on a long reed were my keys. They were nowhere near where I’d fallen – in fact they were about a quarter of a mile further up the rugged hillside – and we had no idea how they could have got there. If a person had found them, they might have left them on a fence post, but not a thin reed. Also, no one else had come that way, as there wasn’t a path other than the thin line where our own footsteps had made a slight dent in the reeds and long grass.

There could only be one explanation: we both laughed out loud and called out our thanks to the fabulous Miss Meg! I don’t care what anyone else makes of this account, I’m sure my princess Meg somehow led us to where those keys were.

Not to be outdone, Cookie also found something that morning, which he brought to us with great pride. It was the half-eaten carcass of a rotting old pheasant. Never mind, maybe we still have time to teach a new dog old tricks…

For those of us who love animals, the world is all the more fantastic and often the more beautiful for it. I believe that the deeper consciousness of our animals carries a magical quality that we can learn more about. There is much more to our amazing pets and their magic than we have yet discovered…
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It’s funny to think that I really had a country childhood, even though I spent the first 14 years of my life in a terraced house in Springburn, to the north of Glasgow. It was an ordinary working-class neighbourhood, but I only had to walk for 10 minutes or so to get to Springburn Park, which was huge, with fields and patches of woodland and ponds with all kinds of birds like grebes, ducks and swans.

If you went 20 minutes further on to Torrance, you found a stretch of marsh at the foot of some hills, and as the land rose it turned into heathland covered in heather and gorse bushes with their yellow flowers and sharp thorns. I used to call this place ‘the pheasant fields’, because it was full of the beautiful red birds. It was paradise. I could spend hours out there with my friends or my brothers and sisters. Our mum would boot us out of the front door and tell us to keep busy and out of trouble, and we’d head straight for the fields. It was unfarmed, and the higher you went, the closer you came to the Campsie Hills, where there was even more wildlife. It was the most magical place to play.

What did we do? I suppose we were just watching, really, entranced by the natural world unfolding in front of our eyes. Often it would be pitch black by the time we realized we should head home. That would be the only reason we knew it was teatime – the light was gone!

There were endless hours of discoveries. Within a very short space of time I had built up a vast knowledge of animals and birds, all because I was there to watch things as they happened – a blue tit building a nest twig by twig, or a wren singing, or a woodpecker tapping into a tree. It was fascinating to see how a bird camouflaged itself or disputed its territory, and it was great food for the mind. Nowadays if you want to know something you just Google it, but there’s nothing like the experience of actually being there and watching nature develop. We could follow a family of birds from the courtship of the parents to the nest building, the egg hatching and the first flight of the baby birds. Once we watched curlew chicks hatching from their eggs. I must have been about 12 at the time. An adult curlew was running along the ground, pretending it had a broken wing. That’s what these birds do to distract predators from their chicks. We only had to go a short way to find the nest and the speckled eggs with the long curlew beaks pecking through, and soon the grey and black fluffy chicks tumbled out. Then, once every chick was hatched, they suddenly ran in all directions for cover.

The biggest thrill was seeing a sparrowhawk or a hen harrier hovering high over the bracken and preparing to plunge down and seize some poor little creature as prey. I also loved to stand as close as I dared to a deer without it flinching or running away – I learned that if I kept my head down and didn’t ‘confront’ the animals, they wouldn’t be afraid of me. I read up on what I saw, too, and I was proud that I knew the Latin name of every bird species in Britain by the time I was 12.

Going out into the natural world was the greatest joy for us as kids. We never got bored. Sometimes we would catch a bus and get right out into open countryside or visit a loch. Occasionally we would rescue some of the casualties or abandoned baby birds we found and bring them home to try and raise them as pets. Unfortunately, my mum couldn’t stand animals. She’d been attacked by a cat when she was a girl and that had put her off them. Besides, as the mother of seven kids with four younger brothers and sisters of her own to look after, she just thought that having an animal around the house meant even more work and her day was short enough already. So she wouldn’t let us have any pets, but the thing was, she never went out into the far reaches of the backyard where we had a hut. So we ran our animal hospital there.

It was quite a neighbourhood attraction. All the kids in the street knew that our mum didn’t approve, so when they came round and knocked on the front door and she asked them who they were calling for, they’d look her straight in the eye and name one of us, and she’d send them out to the backyard to find us.

In the hut and in the sheds and pens we built we had all sorts of creatures: a seagull with a broken wing, a rabbit we’d had from a baby, a ferret someone had given us because they didn’t want it any more, magpies that had fallen out of the nest, a hedgehog, a stray tortoise... We even dug out a pond for one resident – a perch, which the seagull later ate. One of the longest-serving residents was a cat called Tiger that we even used to sneak into the house when my mum was out at the shops or with the neighbours.

My dad loved animals – that’s where we got our love of them from. He knew about the animal hospital and used to turn a bit of a blind eye when we smuggled Tiger into the house. Tiger knew all about Mum anyway – as soon as she got near the house he’d shoot out of the door and we’d all know she was coming!

In the end there was one animal that melted Mum’s heart. I’m not sure if we found her or if she found us, but Lassie was a very special dog from the start. A gang of us had all taken the bus out to Lumloch near Springburn one day to tramp around and watch the wildlife. I must have been about 10 years old. Out of nowhere a beautiful red setter appeared, with an amazing auburn-coloured long silky coat and brown eyes. She joined in our walk as if it was the most natural thing in the world and we threw sticks for her and made a fuss of her. She looked like a pedigree show dog, not your run-of-the-mill mutt, and we just assumed that she’d lost her owners temporarily while she was out for a walk or that she lived nearby and was just out and about that day, keeping herself entertained. At the end of the day she’d probably take herself home, we reckoned.

The end of the day came and we were kicking our heels at the bus stop, but she wouldn’t leave. ‘Come on, girl, time to go back to your home,’ but no, she wouldn’t budge, just kept on wagging her tail as if it were all a game. We waved and shooed her and she still wouldn’t go. She singled me out especially, keeping just by my heels. As the sky began to darken the bus pulled up – one of those old-fashioned Routemasters with the open platform at the back – and we climbed on and headed home, leaving




































































OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
The Extraordinary Proof of Our Pets’ Intuition
and Unconditional Love for Us

No | Bestselling Author

GORDON SMITH






OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/img-17-1.jpg
CHAPTER ONE

My Animals and
Other Family

o

&
|

<@





