
    
      
        
          
        
      

    

  
    
      
        [image: image]
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        Foreword
      

      Michel Robert

      Former member of the 

French Olympic Equestrian team

      When I first heard of Laila during a horse competition, I immediately wanted to meet her. A short time later she came to see me at the stables.

      That day my horses had arrived by truck from the Gijon horse show in Spain. One of them had suffered an attack of claustrophobia just before arrival and, while struggling to escape, had fractured and displaced his lower jaw. When I saw his bleeding mouth and that severe displacement due to the fracture, I thought that we could care for him ourselves, but how?

      On the day of the accident, by chance Laila had come with a horse dentist. Together with Laila and with our hands placed around the fracture, we transferred energy to the horse four times, forty minutes each time. Little by little, and without any other outside intervention, we saw the fractured part, which was hanging loose, move until it was completely back in place. So strongly did we believe in this cure while we administered it that it actually took place.

      The next day the horse was in good shape, and three days later he was eating normally, with no negative effects for his jaw.

      I believe more strongly than ever that with horses, if we are truly present, aware of our sensations and intuition, and able to use our natural faculties, it is possible to know, to cure, and to communicate. Of course, we must detach ourselves from all our prejudices and negative habits. Laila has so much experience and so much feeling that her communication is successfully transmitted. Her faith and tenacity allow her to occupy an important position and to be recognized even in a world of skeptics.

      With regard to myself, for the past few years I have been aware of the reality of communicating with animals in order to sense their desires, their ills, and their reason for being, and I believe that in the future we will be able to know more and more about them, thanks to animal communication.

    

  
    
      
        Foreword
      

      Patrizio Allori “Hevatan”

      Horseman of Italian Cheyenne descent

      I am merely a horseman, but I belong to a culture that is thousands of years old. In traditional medicine ceremonies I have witnessed exceptional things. My meeting with Laila is one of these extraordinary experiences. I was quite skeptical initially when several riders from the French jump school and a mutual friend told me about her. What convinced me—or perhaps a better way to put it, what instinctively inspired my interest—were her simple human qualities. The medicine men or those leading the Cheyenne ceremonies are among the simplest and most humble people I know. It seemed to me that Laila possessed these same qualities. I understood that the spirits had chosen her and that this could very well have turned out to be an excellent choice.

      Insofar as I am only a horseman, a traditional trainer, I spoke with several elders at the reservation (Lame Deer, Montana) about her. I received the confirmation I had expected, and the second workshop was to allow for a meeting between Laila and several respected medicine men. I therefore invited her to join me in Montana during the summer. We had spoken with a Sun Dance priest by the name of Mark Wandering Medicine. Confirmation of her potential direct contact with the spirits was not long in coming: immediately on entering his presence, we noted that Laila received exceptional and concrete information pertaining to him. Mark showed great respect both to her and to her connection to the world outside space and time. He was surprised and almost overwhelmed by this “young” woman.

      I tried to understand what Laila explained and taught during the workshops, and it all formed part of the Amerindian culture. Confirmation of this was provided by all the elders of my people with whom I had spoken. Because of this I was happy to combine our experiments when Laila and I gave workshops together. Laila’s communication and the Amerindian way are two different routes to achieving the connection that forms part of the same philosophy and the same culture—or better, the same way of life.

      Laila is not an advertising or marketing expert who makes use of the latest techniques in today’s world of horses and equitation. The truth within her, her sincerity toward herself, her devotion to what she does, and the respect to follow in the present day a path carved by Amerindian experience has caused her to become an integral part and expression of this people. In my opinion Laila is not a new guru with exceptional intellectual gifts who is immersed in publicity campaigns with economic interest being her top priority. The continuous work she does with the aid of medicine men is a guarantee for me, a guarantee for anyone learning from her, and a guarantee for all to be protected by the experience gathered in thousands of years of Amerindian culture—an indigenous cultural expression that claims relational experiences with nature based on an ecological balance that we call the sacred circle of life. Because of her innate sincerity, it is inside this circle that I place the work performed by Laila.

    

  
    
      
        Preface
      

      This book is a description of my personal experiences. I therefore invite you to take whatever you find in it that echoes within your own heart.

      It is important to respect the true nature of an animal. We should never confuse any animal with a human being, because too many of these situations are prejudicial to animals.

      To be an animal communicator, it is essential continuously to perform work upon yourself. It is dangerous to project on animals your unregulated emotions and to project them on the people to whom you transmit the information you have learned. Every word has its consequences.

      The purpose of a communication is not to judge or criticize a guardian (I use this word instead of owner because I feel that animals do not belong to us), but honestly to help the animal or person. When I mention that animals absorb emotions or difficulties for people, I take pains to emphasize that they do so unconsciously. A communicator should not feel guilty or criticize the guardians or people responsible for the animal.

      Where does the information I collect during these communications come from? I go through the Creator, Great Spirit, and ask him to establish a communication that will allow for more precise information to emerge. The communication depends on a number of factors: the Creator is above everything, but it is up to us to do the necessary work upon ourselves. This is where the concept of free will steps in. In a communication it is our responsibility to project our mind with integrity toward the mind of the animal. The animal must also wish to establish this connection with us. It is up to us to work in a disciplined way to develop the fitness of all our senses.

      How should the information gleaned be passed on to others? I would like to emphasize that whatever is seen, felt, and heard in the communication necessarily requires discernment and scrupulousness before the information is passed on. In addition, our beliefs and our emotional projections can scramble or blur the information we have perceived. The fact that we asked the Creator for the communication does not guarantee answers that are free of erroneous interpretations and projections. For each and every communication we should stick to concrete information and not venture into abstract interpretations reinforced by increasingly widespread fads in “personal development.”

      Next, there is the snare of the ego: We are all very satisfied when we obtain results as a consequence of these communications. The danger would be to feel superior and special in comparison to others. You really should always ask yourself: “Is this piece of information helpful and beneficial for the animal and the person?”

      Finally, if I say, “Your horse says . . .,” it is an absolute assertion. It decrees that what is said is the sole truth—an undesirable situation. If I say, however, “When I communicate with your horse . . .” the choice is left to the individual person to accept or reject the information, to find it within or not.
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        The Wol
        f
      

      
        The Divine is present in everyone, in all beings, in everything. Like space it is everywhere, all pervading, all powerful, all knowing. The Divine is the principle of Life, the inner light of consciousness, and pure bliss. It is our very own Self.
      

      AMMA, MATA AMRITANANDAMAYI DEVI

      Summer 2002. I was in Yellowstone, a magnificent natural reserve and park in Wyoming. I was there with some friends, and we had decided to take a car to visit the park. There were four of us: David; his friend Cathy, who drove; Conrad, a young, twenty-one-year-old man; and me. Situated on an ancient volcanic caldera, Yellowstone is one of the most beautiful spots on the American continent.

      Our drive was truly magnificent: cascades of light; geysers gushing out of the earth; an omnipresent odor of sulfur; the silvery ground sparkling everywhere with salts and crystals; the hot springs; the wisps of smoke and gas; the water boiling in the ground that released a strange, hot vapor; the violet mountains of the great canyons behind me. I found myself in an enchanted land lost in time that was so beautiful it took my breath away. Through the trees we could spot enormous buffalo, elk, and deer, all watching us suspiciously. A whole population of wild animals lived on this American soil.

      I especially wanted to see a wolf. I have always loved wolves. Of course, the wolves that fascinated me were those of The Jungle Book as well as the legendary she-wolf who founded Rome. I would imagine that she had adopted my twin brother and me and had protected us. This had nothing to do with the real world, but that did not matter to me: my dreams were more beautiful because of it.

      Several years earlier, when I was in the United States, I had met a woman shaman of Amerindian and Asiatic origin. While listening to the extremely rhythmic beating of her drum with my eyes closed, the animal that appeared to me during this rhythmic journeying was a wolf. I did not know if this apparition was real or simply the fruit of my imagination. I could not put out of my mind the wolf ’s yellow gaze or the odor of her thick pelt to which I had clung. Now, during this visit, I wanted to see a real wolf. I had been told that Yellowstone National Park was trying to reintroduce wolves into the area after they had been wiped out by hunting. There were very few remaining, and they remained hidden.

      A herd of elk approached us. A large male stood very close to us at the entrance of the bridge. He seemed furious. Three other, smaller elks, who were probably female, waited for him on the middle of the bridge. He was obviously the leader of the herd. There was no other way to get across to the other side of the river. We were quite impressed and scared. After deliberation, I was chosen to go to him as a spokesperson. My belly rumbled with fear. This elk was rather threatening with his huge antlers, and he did not at all look as though he had any desire to make way for these weak, civilized humans who were so out of place in his natural world. This was his territory, and this sparkling, deep-blue river belonged to him.

      I stood at a distance that I felt was safe, and I rapidly communicated with him mentally that we would not bother him and to allow us to pass through. Nevertheless, he was truly furious and had no intention of cooperating. I explained to him that we wanted to go to the other side of the bridge. I truly understood that he did not appreciate two-legged tourists invading his territory, but I communicated to him that we did not wish him any harm. All we wanted to do was to cross this bridge. Several times I sent him images of our group walking quickly over the bridge with a kind attitude toward him. I showed him an image of the bridge, now free of these burdensome strangers who vanished into the blue-violet horizon of the mountains. After several attempts, we reached an agreement. I said to my still-nervous friends: “Now we are going to cross one by one in silence, especially making sure not to look him in the eyes.” This was the day when I became truly convinced of the reality of telepathic communication; this was a test. Our friend David stepped forward courageously, and the elk allowed him to pass. David practically had to brush past him while the elk continued watching us with a ferocious gaze. I was ready to jump into the river, just in case. . . . The other elks let us pass without making a single movement.

      At the end of this extraordinary afternoon we took the road back. I was dozing. David woke me up with a nudge of his elbow and said, “Look at the wolf!” I saw only a silvery shadow and the yellow sparks of his eyes as he fled from the headlights of our car. I shouted out: “Oh no, that’s not enough! I really want to see a wolf!” I then immediately fell back asleep, worn out by the day’s adventures.

      The next day the same group of us set off on a new expedition. We planned to finish the evening on one of the purple mountains that we could see in the distance. On our return, close to midnight, we had stopped to look at the map, because we had taken a wrong turn somewhere. The fantastical and supernatural landscape in which we found ourselves was lit only by moonlight. In the air floated the ever-present heavy and intoxicating aroma of mineral salts. At the time the car was stopped, I could feel everything moving around me. I thought, “It must be an earthquake!” but my companions in the car showed no signs of anxiety. They were still concerned only with finding the right road.

      All at once I felt myself leaving my body. A vast inner emptiness gave me the impression that I would never return; I was scared that I would not be able to come back. I then felt a great presence of light, a very powerful sensation of a radiant current that entered through my skull and descended along my spinal column. It was so strong that I could hardly breathe, and it seemed that it was going to make me vomit. My friend David tried to calm me, but I was barely able to contain this great force in my body. It was so powerful that it felt as though it would consume me entirely. Apparently Conrad could see what I was not capable of seeing, and he told me: “Let yourself go, don’t fight it, it will be much easier if you don’t resist.”

      I let go with great difficulty. I felt as though a round, pink, tangible light had entered through my forehead, then I was flooded with a sensation of an absolute and marvelous peace. The force was still there, but I could feel myself slipping into a timeless space that was as sweet as honey, yet dark and luminous at the same time. I had become part of the whole. It was very simple. I was nothing and everything simultaneously. I had always been in this peace without substance. Forever. It was so limpid, as if nothing else existed or was of any importance. I could no longer feel myself breathing, yet I was alive—more alive than I had ever been before. I was at the heart of this infinite, boundless space, yet at the same time I was aware of the people present in the car, the road, the forest, and the moon. I was aware of my entire life spent on this planet and aware of all the others in my life. I was part of all of them and at the same time I was absent, far from feeling any emotion, solely at peace.

      I then heard Conrad’s clear voice: “Now you should return. Come back!”—but I had no intention whatsoever of coming back. It was perfect where I now found myself. I knew that my body was seated in that car, but I was far away from all of that. Conrad insisted: “Come back now.” Without having any intention of returning, all at once, I found myself in the seat of the car with the sensation of a powerful light in my entire back and an almost intolerable electric energy in my hands. I was completely dazed. My companions just looked at me.

      I was hungry—extremely hungry. It was impossible to move my hands. Someone put a piece of banana in my mouth. It tasted strange, as if I were tasting a new variety or as if I had never eaten a banana before. I could barely control the energy coursing through my body. I heard the noise of the engine. We were going back on the road. Despite all this, I said out loud: “All the same, I still want to see a wolf!”

      It was past midnight. We were in the middle of the forest, and the moon was casting a fantastic glow against the dark sky, but the enchantment was all inside my being. The forest and the moon revealed another reality. All at once, Cathy, our driver, put her foot on the brakes and said, “There’s a wolf.”

      In the middle of the night, in the middle of the wilderness, the yellow sparkling eyes of the wolf were riveted to mine. A thin, silvery gray wolf with his ribs showing, stood all alone, just six feet away from me on the left. I could no longer breathe. I could not move my hands, which were palms up to the sky and vibrating from all the energy I was holding inside. The wolf was me, inside me, I was lost inside the gold, dark interior of his eyes. He looked at me. From time to time, he lowered his head as if eating something, but there was nothing lying there on the cold, black asphalt of the road. Then he looked at me again. Suddenly, he moved silently around the car to approach my window. At that moment, I felt a sharp twinge in my heart. The animal quickly returned to the other side of the car and continued staring at me. We were the only ones present: him and me. My companions were watching him. I could hear them breathing nearby, but it was as if they were in another world. I was enveloped by the unique and savage gleam of his eyes. I formed part of him. Everything at this time seemed extremely clear and defined, as if I had been in a fog and someone had suddenly given me a pair of glasses. Somewhere in the depths of my consciousness, I knew that this wolf was a privileged offering.

      A beam of light lit up the road behind us. Another car was approaching, and Cathy started the engine again. I could feel the gaze of the wolf on my back. Ten minutes had gone by since this encounter between the wolf and me. I knew that my life was changed forever. That night I had to sleep in all my clothes in my hotel room because the energy was so strong inside my hands that I could hardly budge them. I dreamed that a pack of wolves entered my room and formed a circle around my bed to watch over my slumber.
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        Formenter
        a
      

      
        For all things share the same breath—the beast, the tree, the man . . . the air shares its spirit with all the life it supports.
      

      TED PERRY, FROM THE FILM HOME

      When I was little, I wanted to be like King Solomon and be able to talk with the plants, the animals, and even the stones. This was what fascinated me. At that time wisdom held no interest for me. Wisdom was for men with long beards.

      We all spent our summers on the isle of Formentera in the Balearic Islands. Three months of contentment, light, and the Mediterranean. My brother and I lived at the house of Manuela, an island peasant, while my parents, who were writers, dedicated a large portion of their time to their craft. During the early years we slept in a storeroom on mattresses made from seaweed. On a rope hung from the ceiling, tomatoes had been tied to dry. It was not very comfortable, but it smelled like the sea. Later we were relocated to a downstairs room. We fell asleep to the scent of the grapes fermenting in large, ceramic washtubs.

      There were very few inhabitants on the island, only one taxi—el número uno—a bus, and that was all. The few families who made this island their home spoke payés, a dialect derived from Catalan, and a little Castilian Spanish. Every Saturday we went to the village with Manuela’s daughter, Carmen, to the only outdoor cinema on the island. To see the film, you had to wait for darkness to fall. The nights were extremely hot. While waiting, the inhabitants of the village strolled dressed in their best Sunday clothes. The girls walked arm in arm while their carefully ironed skirts swirled about as they watched the boys from the corners of their eyes. The boys showed off their muscles, said stupid things, and talked loudly in order to draw attention to themselves. The women sat outside, telling stories and fluttering their fans while each of the men downed a glass of wine at the café or watched a soccer match.

      This was before the arrival of hippies on the island. All the films were American dubbed in Spanish but were so heavily censored that we could not understand them at all. We couldn’t hear them either. Everyone talked during the film, munching pipas (sunflower seeds) and kikos (grilled corn). The boys took advantage of the darkness to caress the girls’ legs secretly, or each of them simply tried to catch a girl’s eye. A girl never went out alone. She was always accompanied by a tía, a woman wearing a black dress and the island’s distinctive straw hat. As for me, I was always with my brother. We were foreigners.

      The rest of our time on the island was spent on the farm. There were goats, sheep, a donkey named Ara, pigs, rabbits, and chickens. There was no electricity or running water. The toilets were outside. We used water from the well for washing ourselves. The clear water from the cistern served as drinking water for both animals and humans. Water was extremely precious, because it rained very little. If a lizard fell into the cistern and rotted inside, then the cistern had to be emptied and whitewashed with quicklime, and new water had to be trucked in from another island. There was no grass. The island was so dry that the goats ate the leaves of the barbary fig trees. I wondered why they did not prick their mouths on them. They adored them. For them these leaves were a delicious treat, like the pistachio or lemon ice cream that we loved—a delight!

      Manuela showed me how to milk the goats. This was not easy. They did not appreciate my inexperienced hand. This milk was used to make the only goat cheese on the island. In anticipation of the coming winter, each cheese would be dried above the patio until it gained a certain consistency. The island’s inhabitants prepared for winter long in advance of its arrival. We hunted for figs that would be dried on grape leaves. We stuffed the figs with fennel seeds that had been harvested from the sides of the road. We also dried almonds and prepared jars of olives. When September came my brother and I helped with the grape harvest from time to time. All the harvested grapes were emptied into the winepress. Carmen, my brother, and I trampled them with our bare feet. We danced and sang while stepping on the sweet, velvety flesh of the grapes, and a scarlet, aromatic juice flowed into the tub. Women were not allowed to make wine because supposedly they caused it to “turn.” So, with our little children’s feet, we made the wine. Nevertheless, to me it was still sour. The men, however, had a small bottle with a long spout called a porrón, and they threw back their heads and let the wine flow down their throats with their eyes half closed. This was the best way to do it.

      We were fed on goats’ milk. Manuela cut off a branch of the fig tree and opened it with a knife, and a strange, sticky, green sap flowed from it. She put it on a plate full of steaming hot goat cheese. The milk would curdle, and once the mixture was covered with sugar, it made a delicious dessert. Even the flan was made with goats’ milk. One day, someone imported a cow onto the island—the one and only cow. Everyone wanted to see her, because no one there had ever seen a cow before! Later, a bull was brought in, which lived in the neighboring field. When we clambered over the stone wall to go to the “bathroom,” we had to pay close attention to avoid becoming his targets.

      My brother and I spent much of our time with the animals. I knew they possessed levels of perception that human beings did not have. All it took was going inside the mind of the animal. I sat on the stone wall with my brother, and we watched the goats and sheep. My brother had given names to each of them: Sa Majesté, Madame la Duchesse, Madame la Comptesse, and so on. I knew exactly how each of them was feeling on any given day: the oppressive heat, the soothing sensation of shadow, the entire herd gathered around the sole tree in the arid field, the thirst they were suffering from, the rope that made them limp—one cutting into their hooves so that they would not get out. I felt their perceptions concerning us. I had only to sit on the wall, think of nothing, and look at them, and I could capture what each of them—Sa Majesté, Madame la Duchesse, and the others—was feeling.

      I also talked to the pigs. I loved to feed them leftover food. They took no offense when I teased them by spilling melon rinds over their heads. I observed that they had very quick and alert minds. They prompted a sharp sensation in my head, which I found amusing. Pigs are extremely intelligent. They appreciated my visits, especially if I had watermelon.

      I also visited Ara, the only donkey of the family, who was locked up almost all day in the dark casita (small shed) behind the house. Always sad and exhausted, he was terribly bored. In truth, his solitude went well beyond mere boredom: he was depressed. Sometimes, when I went to see him, he turned his back on me, but I stayed next to him all the same, because he felt my presence. We remained together in silence, feeling each other there. It did him good to know I understood his situation even if I could do nothing to improve it.

      I spent hours watching the ants and teasing the beetles that I found on the sandy paths. I amused myself by laying down twigs as obstacles to their travels. In the beginning they were resigned to their heavy fate, and they tried to cross the obstacles. It was a surprise to me to see that they always tried to cross without looking for another solution. To their great amazement, when I sensed they were beginning to feel too overwhelmed, I picked them up to shorten their destined path and eliminate all obstacles. I became a magnanimous deus ex machina. I also built houses out of leaves and twigs for the snails I rescued from the road, most often with their shells cracked. I did not know if their habitat could repair itself, so it seemed necessary to make them new artificial houses. I loved the silvery trails they left on the leaves. They were relieved and grateful, but the next day, I discovered that they had abandoned the houses I built for them.

      I also felt it was worthwhile to save flies from an imminent death when they fell into the laundry detergent. They were always extremely scared, and they struggled with all their might to get out. This created an electrical wave that traveled through all the fibers of my body. I then introduced to them a small piece of wood that served as a lifeboat. I enjoyed the sensation they felt when, astonished, they found themselves in the sunlight, bathed in detergent as if drunk. Their transparent wings seemed to tremble from their joy to be alive. The rest of the time I detested flies and regretted having saved their lives!

      So flowed the months and the joys of living on Formentera. Because I was young I was connected to all of nature. Everything there was living, everything there breathed, and I breathed with it. Everything vibrated and formed a part of me: the sand burning beneath my feet, the aroma of the fig trees penetrating all my cells. The juice of the blackberries that flowed down my throat became alive like nectar of the gods. The white houses, painted with lime, invited me to rest and told me their memories while I waited for the coolness of the evening. Even the silence, interrupted only by the crickets beneath the oppressive noon heat, filled me with its breath—and filled all the beings, large and small, who inhabited the island.

      As a young child I knew in my innermost heart that everything had a spirit and that everything permitted a dialogue. Often, at night, I slipped outside and danced for the moon; spoke to the spirits of the water well, who responded to the echo of my voice; and sat at the foot of a large pine tree to which I confided my secrets. I knew there were little beings living everywhere, hidden in nature, and that they were observing me. Sometimes, I found special places and I left offerings there of thyme and stones I had found on the seashore. I loved fairies, and I spent hours drawing them and coming up with first names for them. I often lived in an inner world, constantly renewed and wonderful, that I built entirely in my head. There were no toys on the island, so it was the island itself that became for me a giant batch of modeling clay, shaped by my imagination.

      Yet growing up in Paris, I lost all this. First, it was extremely hard to dream in school. I had to come up with subtle techniques so the teacher would not catch on. In addition, once we have reached a certain age, we are no longer supposed to believe in fairies—it is even worse than believing in Santa Claus!

      So I learned to be critical, to set forth theories, to judge, and to produce essays. There was no longer any place in my head to listen to nature or my inner self because my consciousness was inundated by noisy thoughts that came in waves. From time to time I rediscovered an inner presence in the form of magnificent dreams or visions, to remind me that there still existed another world parallel to that of the metro, the grayness, and the intellectual discussions in smoke-filled cafés. But little by little the reality of everyday life got the upper hand. One day, when I was in twelfth grade, I received a zero in a chemistry course, because on my exam paper I had written fairy acid instead of ferric acid. The professor was furious. She underlined it three times in red ink, followed by several exclamation points.

      After I completed school I became a professional dancer, and I left Paris to live in Madrid. I had to rehearse constantly to develop my technique and to maintain my ambition to keep reaching, to be more, to become the best. I knew that there was a part of me that had been forgotten, but I had neither the time nor the energy to find it again.
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        Telepathic Communicatio
        n
      

      
        In the beginning of all things, wisdom and knowledge were with the animals, for Tirawa, the One Above, did not speak directly to man. He sent certain animals to tell men that he showed himself through the beast, and that from them, and from the stars and the sun and moon should man learn . . . all things tell of Tirawa.
      

      EAGLE CHIEF (LETAKOS-LESA), PAWNEE

      I communicate with animals, and thanks to this communication, I have been able to make the long journey to find again what I had understood when I was small. Eventually I left Spain and was living in the United States, where I was completely invested in my career as a dancer. One day I saw a small ad for a course on animal communication through telepathy. I did not expect to have any results at all. I knew all too well that I was hypersensitive, but to me this was more of an obstacle than an asset. It caused me more suffering than anything else. I was like a sponge: I felt everything, I took in everything, and—what’s more—I was touchy. All these sensations could be directed against me.

      In the world of flamenco and the stage, I was constantly confronted with criticism and judgment. That world made me feel I always had to be accepted in order to have value; I always had to be more than the next person. In fact, all artists want to be more than the next person, and they are often envious and critical of one another. It is strange, because to me art seems marvelous and spiritual. In the beginning this critical attitude—especially among the greatest artists—was very disconcerting to me. I could not manage to grasp why they were so critical of each other, but, after years, I have become used to it. The worst kinds of insults were used by the great artists as they passed judgment: No sabe bailar (He does not know how to dance) or esta fuera de compás (He is out of rhythm). Once such edicts had been decreed, it was as if a leaden silence—cold and hopeless—fell over the room. Later I too fell into this trap of gloom. I have seen more than one person stumble into it. It was quite a fall. I had chosen dance because to me it was joyous and light—and I had become a professional dancer whose heart was dark and full of anxiety.

      I lost the innocence of my childhood. Telepathy worked more to my detriment than anything else inasmuch as all I could feel were negative thoughts. It was in this first course that I discovered that telepathy is not a weapon but a tool. I began to rediscover who I truly was. Starting from the moment I began the course, I decided to seek out complete training in this field, despite the fact that I already possessed the ability to communicate in this way. I wanted to go further, and I felt this was the right path for me to take.

      So I eventually became a professional animal communicator. Such communication takes place through telepathy. When people hear the word telepathy, they often imagine that we enter another’s head and impose our own thoughts—but this is not what it actually entails. In telepathic communication we receive the animal’s impressions. They can arrive in the shape of words, images, or sensations. This is how we—people—truly communicate among ourselves, but we are accustomed to hanging on to words. Yet there is a very rich world of impressions behind words. Because animals have no vocal cords to form words and phrases, we can learn from them by looking directly for impressions. First, I establish a communication in which I receive impressions, then I decode these impressions—translate them in some way—in order to be able to pass them on to the human being(s) who cohabit with the animal. Through communicating I can gain all kinds of information about an animal, particularly concerning his moods and emotions toward a human and toward other animals around him, and I can better comprehend his desires. As in all of us, there is a very large range of desires in animals—except that we do not realize it, because we cannot hear them.

      For example: Does the animal want to enter a contest or not? Does he want to stay with this person or in that location? Does he want to continue to live if he is sick, or does he want to leave this world? Through communication it is also possible to look at an animal’s physical body to see how he is feeling: whether he is generally miserable or feels pain in a particular spot. If he is sick, for instance, we can learn whether an animal is capable of running a race. Communication also makes it possible to transmit a quick message to an animal. I send such messages in images. For example, I might want to tell the animal: “Don’t go out in the road, or you’ll get run over!” or “There are coyotes in the neighborhood; it’s dangerous. Do not wander too far.” I then send images of the car and the impact of its collision with the animal or images of the coyote and his fangs. I add sounds and even odors. The more vivid and detailed the images are, the clearer the message will be. For example, in the case of the coyote, I also send the odor of his fur and breath, as well as the sensation of his teeth latching on to the throat of the prey animal. All of this makes it easier to visualize. I try to form a complete picture of the situation. Of course, this is a holographic projection into the future of something that might happen to the animal, and it in fact translates as: “If you go far from the house, you run the risk of being eaten by a coyote!” I, too, have this combination of images in my head, but it happens so quickly that I do not realize it. This is how I specify to the animal that I am not translating a reality, but a virtual possibility in an undefined future, and that he should not try to put himself in danger intentionally as a means of challenging fate.

      When I look for a lost animal through communication I receive images and sensations. For example, I feel the animal’s paws on the grass or cement, I feel the texture of the ground beneath his feet and whether it is windy, sunny, or snowing and whether an animal is near a field or a road. I put myself in the animal’s place and look at the world through his eyes. These are the traditional methods for communicating with animals and for receiving and sending information. Yet every communicator is different, depending on which of his senses is the most highly developed. Some hear more acutely, others see acutely, and still others feel sharply. The ideal remains owning all of these senses simultaneously, which ensures that the communication is more complete.

      When I make a communication I proceed in stages. In the first phase I establish contact with the Great Spirit by projecting my mind toward the Creator of everything that exists. I then meet the animal on an imaginary path that I see is in front of me. In this meeting we cannot make any distinction between the imaginary and reality. Later, with practice, we can manage to discern what is fantasy and what is real communication. Each of us requires training to gain more facility with our ability to communicate. To be certain I am talking with the right animal, I need from his guardian a photo, the animal’s name and age, the name of the person with whom he lives, and the country or location where the animal is currently. I can also work without a photo—but it is much easier if I have an image of the animal at my disposal. A photo makes it possible to contact the essence of the animal. It really isn’t enough to have only an animal’s name, such as Sandy, because there are thousands of Sandys of all shapes and colors in the United States. Over the course of the communication I observe the animal I find in front of me. I examine his personality: Does he seem welcoming, distrustful, content, sad, energetic, tired? I stay with him, simply being in his presence. I capture him, as if I was actually with the animal.

      When I enter a house where there is a dog, I begin by capturing the animal before I approach her. Capturing in this instance means receiving a set of sensations and information that comes to me in the space of about a minute. This allows me to decide whether to approach the dog. Long-distance communication works exactly the same way, but in the beginning it takes a bit longer to decode the information I receive. Next, I communicate internally with the animal, and I ask him questions. I listen to the answers that come in the form of images, perceptions, sensations, or thoughts. Most important is that I listen, tune in. As human beings, we are quite accustomed to talking constantly. It seems there is constantly a flow of words coming out of our mouths, and if anyone listens to us, it is because they are obliged to listen. When someone is talking to us, then we have a response ready, and this state of anticipation does not allow us truly to hear what someone is saying. Animals, however, listen carefully, and this is the reason why we feel understood and loved in their presence.

      When I am in front of a horse, the first thing he does is to try to perceive me. All his senses are awake in order to capture my presence, my being, and who I am. He listens before communicating. I, too, once spoke very quickly, and I often interrupted others. Fortunately, in Spain, everyone talks fast—so I was no exception! It was through tuning in to animals that I learned to speak more calmly, to enter into the silence, to hear the other. I realized that it was during this time of tuning in that I was truly in the present moment—it was impossible to project myself into the future, the past, or a daydream. I had to be completely focused on the here and now. I had to be.

      When I am communicating after tuning in, I feel as if I am the animal who is in front of me. By seeing the world though his eyes I cannot be mistaken. To accomplish this transference I must remove myself from all my concerns, my stormy thoughts and strong emotions. I must create a void in myself. It sometimes happens that I need to postpone the communication to a later time if I am not in a peaceful state that particular day. If I am irritated or feel as though I am going to cry, or even if I feel quite joyful, my communication can be affected. With practice, however, we can manage to find our center very quickly. This silence is always inside us, and we can gain access to it at any time.

      In this state of calm, we shed all our habitual judgmental attitudes, for we can transfer these to the animal. We all have a deeply rooted belief system connected to our childhood, our culture, and our environment. It is not easy for us to take this apart or extricate ourselves from it. To do this we should become the other—we should be the other. In this way, we find a blurring of the walls that form our beliefs and our negative and positive judgments, and we are then in a position to receive all kinds of information in the form of thoughts, sensations, or images. We hear what we need to know in order to help the animal—no more and no less. Most important is the desire to help. It is advisable to do a first communication under the guidance of an individual experienced in such communication.

      After I begin a communication I wait so that I can possibly receive additional information, which may come from the universe or the quantum field or whatever you feel most comfortable calling it. Sometimes it comes right away, but other times, I simply have to wait. There are many different techniques for communicating. It is important to remember that we all have the same language and this language belongs to us. We need only find it. Telepathy was the true universal language before the separation of tongues during the time of the Tower of Babel. Telepathic language is like a beautiful diamond that has long been buried in a mine. We should only scratch it a little, remove the dust, and polish it. The techniques of communicating telepathically are simply tools for reawakening the memory. It is not important to know which one we should use. Once we have been able to communicate with animals, we can then communicate with the whole of the universe, because everything has a consciousness, everything—even the stones—has a mind. In the same way that our words are received and heard in the universe, all our thoughts and all our emotions vibrate and affect other minds, other spirits. This is why we should be aware of what we say, what we feel, and what we think. Not only does a dog or cat lying at our feet understand us—although their faces never betray this comprehension—but also our horse understands when we are out riding or when we are talking on our cell phone. We are heard even by the spiders on the walls and a good many other beings above, below, and from all over the universe. We are totally surrounded!
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