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PART ONE

Susan:  (SCM)

Hello - this is Susan Chernak McElroy.


You know, not so many thousands of years ago, our ancestors, on all continents, shared a common wisdom about life on earth and about their place in the scheme of things. They believed that all of creation was alive. Not just animals and plants, but rocks and water and wind - all of the elements.  The Lakota Sioux people have a word for this way of seeing the world…"Mitak Oyasin” - it means "all my relations." They use this word at the end of their prayers, much as we would use the term "Amen."

Joseph Marshal III: (reads Lakota prayer) (:40) into:

 Music up for 45 seconds, then under…

Phone call #1: Hi this is Chris and Carol Brzezicki calling from Dayton, Ohio.  I was so happy to find this program, because people don’t talk about this enough. My wife comes from a Cherokee family and I’ve always been fascinated with the indigenous people, not only of our great country, America, but also the world…and they DID understand the connection between the Earth and themselves.  And we very most certainly have lost that.

So I’m just happy to see this program shine a light on animals and they do for us – and what we can do for them. It’s a beautiful thing. Thanks.

Phone call #2: Hi – This is Becky from Fort Worth, Texas, and I’d like to share a story about my very special dog Puggy. What makes Puggy so special is that he was once a stray dog with mange and heartworms. Puggy has since been treated for heartworms, neutered, and is healthy and happy as a clam. Stray neglected dogs need homes too, so don’t be afraid to give them a chance. Puggy should serve as a reminder to us all that every thing on Earth is different and not always perfect. We, as human beings, all want to feel accepted and valued by others and not judged by outward appearances alone. Our animals can teach us many invaluable lessons in life, by far the most important and beautiful of them all is unconditional love. It is with unconditional love that you find your true connection to the divine energy that is in all things.

Phone call #3: Hello, this is Ethan calling from New Jersey? And, uh, you know how Nature abhors a vacuum? Well, Xena abhors a vacuum cleaner. (sound effects of vacuum cleaner, then Xena barking) I should mention that Xena is a little dog, and the vacuum cleaner - it’s a great big bear!

(Music and sound play for 18 seconds)

Carol Buckley: Most elephants that are living in captivity in zoos and circuses were all taken from the wild as young calves, taken from families, brought into captivity, specifically to entertain the public in zoos and circuses.

SCM: Carol Buckley, the founder of the Elephant Sanctuary in Hohenwald, Tennessee.

Carol Buckley: My motivation was to create a healthy place for captive elephants to live out the remainder of their life, where they could make their choices of what they do, when they do it, and who they hang out with, where they sleep and when they sleep. And all of those decisions that we take for granted but we take away from elephants when we dominate them.

SCM: Because of my own experience, I really question how we keep elephants and so I asked Carol what she thought about it.

Carol Buckley: What we do to elephants in captivity is so contrary to their nature, to their social life. In the wild, they develop strong bonds with other individuals – ones that is – they are like their best friend, and when they wander off 10, 15 feet away from each other, when they return to each other, there is just a fountain of emotion that is expressed when they touch each other and talk and bellow and trumpet and they’ve only been separated for 15 minutes, and the separation was voluntary.

We have two elephants at the sanctuary who had been together 23 years ago in circus, and then they were separated – and the only way that we knew that these two elephants had known each other before was their reaction to each other when they saw each other again. It was phenomenal! It was so emotional. It was so charged – and these two elephants are never more than five foot away from each other now - at the sanctuary they’re in continual contact with each other.

The nature of elephants is very cooperative, very family-oriented. When you study elephants in the wild, specifically Asian elephants, you learn that the large herds are matriarchal herds. These are groups of all of the females – and not just any females. These are related females. These are the grandmother, the mother, sisters, nieces, aunts.

These are all relatives and they spend their entire life together in the same herd – for their life – which is 60 to 70 years in the wild. And of course babies are never wrong, so babies are never disciplined, and babies are just pampered and followed after by the mother and the aunt and the older sister. These little elephants are born into a society where they are then expected to take on responsibility and those little responsibilities, like baby-sitting their younger sibling is the beginning of them understanding the cooperative nature of their species and being a very valuable integral part of the bigger family, and the bigger picture.

SCM: Probably like most of you, my experience with elephants has been pretty much limited to seeing them on concrete pads in zoos, with chains around their feet and an old tire to play with.  I had one other experience with elephants, though, and it made me re-think the wisdom of how we currently keep and care for these animals and what we ask of these animals.

I was at a zoo. And it was one of those zoos that offer elephant rides. And if you would pay a certain amount of money, you could clamber by ladder up onto an elephant’s back and sit with, I don’t know, maybe 10 or 12 other people, and the elephant, following its keeper, would walk around a small circle many, many times, and you would have had your first elephant ride. I sat on the sidelines watching and the people climbing aboard looked delighted, but my interest wasn’t there. My focus was on that elephant.  When you stand that close to them they look like mountains or trees, or something.  They’ve got this beautiful bark-like skin, incredible whale-like eyes, and this sense of size and peace and presence to them. 

When the elephant started to walk around her loop, I turned around and left, and I couldn’t have been more than, oh, I don’t know, 75 yards from the impoundment where she was doing her little…her little stroll when I heard a commotion and I turned around just in time to see the saddle that held these 12 people aboard the elephant shift off to the side. And in that instant, everyone on board that elephant began screaming and waving their arms and thrashing their legs, and the elephant stood stock frozen still for an instant – and then it was too much for her – she started to run. And she ran around and around and around. She never stepped over the, maybe, foot-high, little rope that kept her from the rest of the zoo.  And while her keeper stood off in the corner waving his hook in the air, the elephant ran, and she cried and she ran, and the people fell off almost like they would be spun around on a disc and landed into bushes. And finally, it seemed like an eternity, and it couldn’t have been more than one minute, the elephant lurched over to her trainer, put her head down and just shook. 

And I watched that animal, and I watched how terrified she looked, easily as terrified as anyone who had fallen off of her back. No one was hurt in that awful time. Everyone got up, dusted off, had a story they’ll be telling for years…and again, my eyes were on that elephant and the sorrow and the confusion and the tenseness in her being, and I watched her and I thought “my gosh!” If I had had a magic wand, would I have picked her up that day and whisked her off to the Elephant Sanctuary, if I knew such a thing existed. 

(MUSIC plays)

Phone call #4: This is John Walbridge. A few years ago, we spent of couple of years in Lahore, Pakistan. The Pakistanis have a curious affection for animals, probably a trait left over from their Hindu past. Unlike people in most Muslim countries we know, they commonly keep pets. The cooks in our house provided for the tribe of cats that inhabited our courtyard.  The water buffalo are carefully bathed twice a day by little boys who love them.  In the markets, you see men with cages on their bicycles, full of wild birds, mostly sparrows, but also occasionally the wild green parrots that are common here. A few days before, I had seen a rickshaw driver buy a sparrow, hold it in his fist while he caressed it gently with one finger, and then throw it into the air. Releasing a caged bird is a good act that can be counted against one’s sins. Thus it is that there is a caste of people in Lahore who catch birds, to sell to people who then release them. It’s a satisfactory system all around – good deeds are treasured up in heaven, the bird-catchers make a modest but honest living, and no permanent harm comes to the sparrows and parrots.

Phone call #5: Hi, this is a story that’s about a cat, Homer. Homer was a very beautiful Abyssian cat. He weighed less than 10 pounds after a full meal and his graceful little body hugged my belly every night as I slept on my side curled around him. Even when I shared my bed, Homer would creep under the covers as soon as our breathing deepened into sleep. And he was still there in the morning. Through marriage, divorce and several relationships he was my constant companion, uncomplaining, unruffled by anything and always present for me. He often looked at me with huge round unblinking eyes and I could hear his words inside my heart “You’re wonderful Marian, and you’re my friend. I accept and love you completely.”

For many of those years I was a heavy drinker. I didn’t feel wonderful most of the time, depressed by both home and work situations. A couple of years after getting sober, in 1985, I decided to have a complete physical examination to see how much damage had been done. The tests were thorough, spread out over a couple of weeks. As the doctor sat with me, giving me the results, he asked “How many years did you say you drank too much?” “20,” I answered, “especially 1980- 85. I was depressed for much of that time.” “Well, you’re one lucky lady,” he said. “Your liver and kidney functions check out fine. In fact, the scores are unusually good for somebody who was a heavy consumer of alcohol for that period. Quite honestly, I was expecting to have to give you bad news, but you’re in great shape.”  What a relief!  I celebrated with a decaf and a hot fudge sundae.

Homer died several years later. Abbies are a long-lived breed, often lasting into their 20’s. He began to weaken earlier than that. I took him to the vet for testing and treatment, and she was surprised at the results that came back from the lab. “Marian, I’m really sorry to have to tell you this, but Homer doesn’t have long to live.” “Oh, no, he’s been so healthy,” I objected. “Everybody comments on how sleek and young he looks.”

“Well I know his skeleton and general physical appearance are wonderful. The problem is internal – his liver and kidneys are failing much more rapidly than I expected. We can assist him with fluid injections. I’ll teach you how to do it and give you the equipment. He may have a few more months that way.” I stared at her hard. “His liver and kidney functions are failing?” “Yes, I’m very sorry. Here’s what I suggest we do….”

Homer was alive for only a few weeks more. You can draw your own conclusions. They may or may not agree with mine. I believe that on some subtle level Homer’s little body was assisting mine to process all the toxic stuff I was ingesting for so long, and his body finally gave out.

Homer was a tiny 4-legged with the soul of a Dalai Lama and he was my friend. I miss him.

(MUSIC plays)

David Louis: One day in the fall a few years ago, I was out stacking wood on the woodpile, and I saw a porcupine…and my stepdaughter had told me that we had a porcupine in the area, and I had seen him up in the tree. This day I looked out as I was stacking wood, and he walking down the trail about 40 yards from where I was. And I immediately felt two things: one was the desire to communicate. I thought, oh this is perfect, I’m an animal communicator. Here’s a chance to communicate with a porcupine; the other was a sense of ecstasy. It was just a sense of delight. That there was a porcupine walking down the road and I was privileged enough to see it. I closed my eyes and I got into my animal meditation/ communication space. I went to that sweet place. And I said thank you so much for letting me see you because I’ve never really seen a porcupine up close and I really appreciate that you would let yourself be seen. And as I opened my eyes, he was directly in front of the entrance to our property, and he made a 45-degree turn and started waddling towards me. And he continued to walk and the closer he got to me, the more ecstatic I was. I was just turning into a puddle. I’m melting there by the woodpile as he’s waddling towards me. He gets to about 30 feet away, and then he starts to veer off, and he goes off into the brush along the side of the house and continues towards me, but under the cover of the brush.

Now, there really weren’t any words associated with this encounter, but the feeling that I had that felt so true and so clear to me was that his answer to my gratitude was to say: “You’re welcome. If you’d like to see me up close, I’ll show you. I’ll come as close to you as I feel comfortable, and then you can see me as close as we can get.” And that’s what he did.

(soft musical bells – location ambience fades in – people murmuring)

Woman in location group:  This a group of people whose dogs visit in nursing homes and hospitals.

Yael Ksander: On a mild November afternoon in Bloomington, Indiana, 16 pet-therapy dogs and their companions gathered on the campus of Indiana University to have their annual group photo taken. The people and dogs positioned themselves in front of a huge red sculpture that looks like the letter “O,” the plan being to send a copy of the picture to Oprah Winfrey’s O Magazine – just for fun.

Photographer: Oh this is great – Oprah will love it! OK everybody…ready?

Oh doggies! You look so good! OK everyone say “Oprah!”

Group: “Oprah!”

Photographer: One more time -  “Oprah!”

Group: “Oprah!”

Photographer: There we go!

Whitney Schlegel: The interaction that you have with animals has a big impact on the stress responses of the body.


Yael Ksander: Dr. Whitney Schlegel, a professor in the IU School of Medicine, who teaches physiology and animal behavior, and who’s investigating, with the help of her students, the animal-human bond.

Whitney Schlegel: There’s a nice sense of peace and relaxation that comes from interaction with an animal, and you see that when you greet people, even before they touch the animal, that their eyes will light up, they’ll smile and they’re welcoming.

Yael Ksander: You can find more information about pet-therapy and you can see the group photo at vipaws.org. For Kindred Spirits, this is Yael Ksander.

(MUSIC plays)

Phone call #6: This is Alice from Indiana, and I would like to tell you about Herman, the ice-skating cat. When I was a teenager with my parents in the dune woods, we lived on a large tract of land where my father bulldozed and deepened several ponds. I was very surprised one cold day in Winter when the ponds were frozen, to witness my large grey cat Herman walk down to one of the ponds, step onto the ice, run for 7 or 8 feet, and then slide for 10 or 12!  After he came to a stop, he repeated the procedure 3 or 4 times, then continued on his walk through the Winter woods. On 3 or 4 other occasions I was privy to behold this incredible spectacle. He was doing it for the pure joy of it! By observing our pets in their private moments, we can discover intelligence we would not normally attribute to them. Herman is very much missed, but he will certainly always be remembered. Thank you.

Phone call #7: Hi this for Kindred Spirits. My name is Jeff and I’m from Mooresville.

My story’s about chickens that can swim. I grew up on a small farm in southern Indiana where we had a fishing pond, some cows, a horse, pigs, chickens, ducks, you name it.

We had a duck that had laid some eggs and for whatever reason, she stopped laying on them right before they hatched. So my father decided to put the eggs with one of our hens, to help keep them warm. Well, in no time at all those eggs hatched and there were 2 beautiful ducklings. The mother hen absolutely believed that the ducklings were her children, and she would fuss after them constantly.  And one day I was fishing in our pond and I heard her make such a racket that I ran over to see what was going on. When I got there she was clucking furiously. Those 2 ducklings had waded out into the pond and were swimming in the water, just having a great time.  But that poor mother hen was beside herself because she knew that chicks cannot swim.  When they were safely back, she ran around each of them, clucking and inspecting them, making sure they were OK, and then she shooed them back to the nest. Now this activity repeated itself each day for about the next week until she just seemed to just sort of resign herself to the fact that, for whatever strange reason, she had raised chicks that could swim. Thanks. Bye.

SCM: Please stay with us – we’ll be back in just a moment.

(:40 music bed, fades)
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PART TWO

Phone call #8: Hi, this is Andree Duggan calling from Haddum, Connecticut.

My son, from a very young age, has always loved insects. He rescued a butterfly from a group of marauding three-year-olds on the play ground – he was only about three himself.  One day we were downtown, we were walking along and I saw a dragonfly buzzing around in the dirt, going around in a circle. Well, he didn’t want to give up on that dragonfly. And he picked it up, cupped it in his hands, and slowly straightened that wing out. I didn’t think it would work, but he opened his hands; the dragonfly sat up, and then flew off in a straight line. That’s our story.

(MUSIC plays) :07  seconds

SCM: Well, I have to confess that while I really, truly honor all life as my relatives, it was a long time before I came to see insects as something more than those relatives that you just really would rather not claim. Our next guest, author Joanne Lauck, must have had me, or someone very much like me in mind when she wrote her fascinating book The Voice of the Infinite in the Small: Re-Visioning the Insect-Human Connection.  Joanne, it’s so wonderful to speak to you!

Joanne Lauck: Oh thank you. I’m just delighted to be here.

SCM:  I have always just loved the title of your book. Can you tell me a little bit about how you came to calling it what you called it?

JL: Yes, yes…”The Voice of the Infinite in the Small” is what the bushmen used to call 

the Praying Mantis, as a symbol of the oldest image of God. The Mantis in the story of the bushmen was always the insect that turned what was humble into something radiant.

SCM: Mmmmm…

JL: …and I think that there’s certainly a psychological, spiritual message in that, because we tend, in our society, to overlook what is humble, or at least to trivialize it.

SCM: Mm Hmm…

JL: When I sent the book out to the publisher for the first time, a Mantis appeared above my cottage door that morning, and I extended my hand, and he walked down on my hand,

and I took a picture, and it’s on the cover of the book.

SCM: I love that story. I just find that your book just is startling in its ability to knock you over the head with insights that I don’t think you could come up with if you didn’t use such a wonderful and exotic metaphor. 

JL: and that’s what it is. People said “Oh it’s your book about insects” and I say “no, it’s a book about relationships…

SCM: Yes

JL: …or broken relationships. It’s a psychological or spiritual approach. I think one of the things I enjoyed writing and reading about was the emotional intelligence – um, the need for empathy. The most successful people are those people who have a highly developed sense of empathy.

SCM: Mm Hmm…

JL: …and talking about it as empathy – you don’t need to have structural similarity in order to have empathy, which blows the whistle on a real common notion that we can’t be empathetic towards insects because they don’t look like us.

SCM: Mm Hmm…

JL: As you know, with any animal, it’s only a question of looking for the points of kinship, and minimizing, blurring the boundries of the things that are different. 

SCM: It’s been my contention – and it’s been yours – for a long time - that we draw our circle of relationships far too small…and I know that both of us are real advocates of  learning from all of life.  What do you believe we have to learn in our relationship with  insects?

JL: Well, I think in our relationship with anyone – let’s talk about our significant others, and you know, the insect around the corner…um, is to be aware of our own projections.

 SCM: Mm Hmm

JL: …when you project, and believe yourself to be at war, the insects themselves are held in their adversarial position, not through their own intentions and desire to wage war, but through the energy of that hatred.

SCM: I had been reading some of E.O. Wilson’s books, and he has such a wonderful way of letting readers know, quite simply, that, without insects, life as we know it on Earth could not possibly exist…they had pretty much helped us to make a garden out of dirt and water. Now what do you believe – uh, this is going a little bit “out there,” but what do you believe they would like in return from us?

JL: Well, I think that uh, people are always asking how to co-exist with insects, and whether it’s ever OK to kill them, and I said my response has been, from my own experience, that it’s not the killing that is a problem, per se, in that they’re always killing

and eating each other, but it is an energy of hatred that they would like us to forgo.

I think the insects’ survival strategies sometimes appear aggressive or vicious, but they don’t carry the emotional content that we attribute to them. Insects, like I said, don’t mind being killed, they mind being hated.  It’s kind of like, if you need to give your dog a bath and you know that certain fleas are going to be killed because of that, allow them to be released with a blessing, not a curse – (it) makes all the difference in the world. 

(MUSIC transition) (:14)

Phone call #9: Hello. My daughter Sarah, from the time she was born, loved cats. She’s always had cats – she and I both – out of the family are the only two real cat lovers.      

Um, in 2000, Sarah was told she had cancer. She was 15. And, uh, when she was 17 and a half, my daughter passed away. But two weeks before she passed away, her cats would not leave her side. They would sleep in her bed, and if she wouldn’t let them in, they’d sleep by the door. My daughter passed away, and when we came home, her cat…especially one, Tony, an orange cat, he wouldn’t leave her room for two weeks.
Um, she’s been gone for 30 months now, but the first two years I would always have these horrible crying spells. Whenever I have been just crying about my daughter, he just comes out of nowhere. I mean I have seen him a couple of times now run up to me with like “sleepy eyes.” And I know he’s coming to me for comfort, I know it.  And he’ll stay there until I am calm, and I do become calm after a while, from him being there.

I can’t explain it. I know there is a connection between animals and people that have crossed over. I know this, but I just don’t know what the connection is. It’s all a mystery, but I know there’s a connection there, and I hope one day to – that I can find out what this connection is.

(MUSIC plays for 1:20, then under)

SCM: Sixteen years ago, when I was being treated for cancer, I spent a week at a place called Commonweal, which is place that cancer patients go, and tell their stories, and share their situations with each other, and some of us find amazing healing there, and all of us find an awful lot of peace. One of the processes that we did when we were there, which I’ve never forgotten, was a process called “giving thanks.” And what we were told to do was sit down, across from a partner, and start saying out loud, all the things that we were grateful and thankful for. And that was the only explanation of what we were to do,

and it kind of fell like a “thud” on us, well “OK, I can do this for about thirty seconds.” 
And we went through the typical, you know, “thank you for my family, thank you for my health, thank you for my job, thank you for my car”…and…the process wasn’t over. The woman who initiated it just kept nodding at us, and we kept going, and going, and going.

And we went, and we realized suddenly that we could go forever. All of those little things started coming up: “thank you for clean sheets, thank you for sunshine in the morning, thank you for small breezes, thank you for a refrigerator, thank you for hot water!”

When I wrote my first book, Animals as Teachers and Healers, one of the first stories I got touched me so deeply because it brought me back to that place at Commonweal, and the notion of giving thanks for what you have. The story was sent in by a woman named Susan, and it was a story about her cat Sammy. 

Susan wrote me and said: Years ago, Sammy and I lived in a big house with lots of pastures and trees and wildflowers, and Sammy would come to the door every morning, after his hunts outside, and he would bring me a morning field mouse, and he’d leave it at my door. And it was this beautiful little ritual that we had, and I would say “thank you, thank you very much!” And he would strut the way cats do, you know, with their tail up

and doing the “I’m bad, I’m bad,” back and forth. “One day,” Susan wrote, “we had to leave that house. Things happened in our family, and suddenly I found myself living alone, with Sammy, in a tiny apartment, amidst acres and acres of parking lots, with a few scraggly pine trees stuck in the middle of all that pavement.” And she said “I was pretty desolate, and I was pretty angry, and I was shaking my soul-fist at the Gods, saying, you know, how come this has happened to me, and why is life not giving me what I deserve, for all the good works that I’ve done, and for the good person that I’ve been and…” and Susan said for about a week she kept Sammy inside the house, and then began letting him outside again, and don’tcha know the next morning, when he came back after his night out, Susan said she opened up the door, and he was strutting back and forth across her newspaper. And she looked down on the newspaper, and there, on the front page, were two little pine cones. Susan said “I stopped and I laughed, and I picked up those pine cones, and he was parading as though he’d just brought me back the fattest, sassiest field mouse, and I looked at him and I said ‘thank you…thank you’.”  

She wrote: “Sammy’s been gone for 30 years now, and every time I think that life is not

Giving me what it ought to, and that my circumstance is not what it could be, I think about that cat, and I remember you can always be grateful for what you have…and sometimes you can be even more than grateful.  You can be downright delighted.”

(MUSIC plays)

David Louis: People want to know “well, what does it mean to ‘talk’ to animals?”

I talk out loud to animals all the time, but the real communication takes place quietly.

It takes place inside the mind – from mind to mind. From heart to heart, really. It’s a matter of tuning in and meeting them on a feeling level. Meeting them in a common place. And it starts for me with love – it starts for me with an ecstatic sense of connection.  The beauty of being in the presence of this wonderful being, and knowing

what a gift of grace it is to be able to just feel the love and the gratitude of being able to connect with another creature. To listen to them is to just feel the simplest and sweetest passion – the excitement that they have for being alive. All of that comes through if you learn to quiet yourself enough to listen.  And mostly to recognize that you don’t know.  Are you willing to meet another being – and recognize another being as a fellow traveler on a journey, instead of something “less” than you…or something that needs to be protected or scolded or disciplined or this or that. All those things can be true at any given moment, and they all may be necessary….but that’s not who they are.

MUSIC (plays out and ends)

 Phone call #10:  Hi, my name is Shirley Scott, and I am an animal communicator in Joseph, Oregon. And I just wanted to share what happened to me a couple of weeks ago at a holistic fair. I was giving a talk, and I was in a room of about 40 people with about 25 dogs. And a lively Lab puppy came into the room with his owner, and a few of the other dogs became a little unnerved by the energy of this puppy and we started to have growling and barking, and you could just feel the energy of the room raise to this energy where the dogs are being very uncomfortable with each other.  And also the people were starting to raise a little bit in fear of maybe a fight breaking out, and you could feel the energy. And I’d just gotten through talking to the people about how we can send telepathic messages to our animals and they get it right away. So I said to the audience:

“Ladies and gentlemen, now we’re going to try something – I want everybody to please take a deep breath, and as you let it out, send a telepathic message to your animal of love,

and let your animal know how much you love them.”  And as I was saying this, the growling and barking still going on, and I said “one, two, three, ready, now.” And you could hear everybody take a deep breath in, and within 4 seconds, every dog had laid down; the room was so quiet you could hear a pin drop.  And I looked at everybody, and

they were looking at me with eyes big, like “oh my! It does work!”  And I looked at everybody and I said “you have just seen two things happen.  The power of telepathic messages, and the power of love, and I would like you all to remember that so that you can practice that when you get home.”

(MUSIC Transition, whale sounds)

(New MUSIC begins with whales)

Phone call #11: This is for the Kindred Spirits program. This is Penelope Smith. In response to beached dolphins and whales and what causes their beachings.  I’ve communicated to many dolphins and whales about this when it happens.

The dolphins and whales are evolutionary leaders. They are holding the space on the planet and helping to keep the planetary grid in balance and bring the energies in for our next level of evolution – and channeling them through the ocean through sound and through their energy. Sometimes with the beachings it is a matter of one or two individuals who are stressed or dying and then others will beach with them because they are a group and they do attempt to help the others, and also they want to be with them.

So, much of the beachings these days are due to physical damage from sonar and seismic blasts – great noises in the ocean – and disorientation that that causes, and also the damage to the immune system from the pollution, both noise and chemical. So, those are the main reasons, and I have communicated to dolphins and whales after they have beached, and in general.

(MUSIC plays)

Phone call #12: I’m from Virginia, and my name’s Elizabeth. 

I’m calling in to tell you about my love…as sweet as honey, as peaceful as a dove.

His name is Marty and he’s a big brown dog. 

He leads me through good times and rough times like a lighthouse in fog.

I didn’t even want a pet – just went to the pound that day with my friend.

But I saw Marty in the cage, and put my name at the list end.

The people to adopt him never came to pick him up,

So I went back and got my sweet baby pup.

Now it’s been five years I’ve shared my life with that gem,

That furry, floofy, fluffy, funny Mr. M.

He keeps me laughing with his funny tricks,

Like getting his head stuck in boxes of Cheerios, Corn Flakes or Kix.

He has quite a fan club, and gets lots of treats.

He wakes me up in the morning and licks my feets.

If you’re a child, you can pet him backwards and he won’t even flinch.

But if you’re a fly, he won’t give you an inch.

He likes to crunch on Milk Bones and go outside a lot.

He likes you if you’re happy and fun, or if you’re grumpy, sad and distraught.

SCM: There are some great books out about animals these days.

One of our favorites is Amazing Gracie, by Mark Beckloff and Dan Dye.

Many of us talk about the devotion and support we get from our dogs during times of difficulty and challenge in our lives. Well, Gracie was a dog who was challenged herself,

from nearly the day she was born, with a long list of physical hardships. Still, that never once stopped her from being a profound teacher and healer for Dan and Mark.

In the perennial philosophy, there exists an archetype for the wounded healer,

the one, who through their own pain and sickness, becomes the one best able to lead others through that kind of a maze.

So, now, here is the forward from Amazing Gra…

(voices crossfade)

Tom Hargis (reader): …zing Gracie, by Mark Beckloff and Dan dye…Foreword:

When an energetic 8-week old albino Great Dane came into our lives one freezing

January day, we didn’t realize that our future business advisor and spiritual guide had arrived.  She was deaf and partially blind in one eye. She had a delicate constitution, but her tenacious and generous spirit would soon reshape our ideas, our careers, and our destinies. She would inspire us to believe in ourselves.  People know us best for our entrepreneurial success as the founders of Three Dog Bakery.

What they don’t know is that we owe it all to a gigantic deaf dog named Gracie.

But even though Gracie sowed the seeds of our success, this isn’t a book about “making it.”  This is the story of a dog who was born with the cards stacked against her, but whose passionate, joyful nature helped her turn what could have been a dog’s life into a victory of the canine spirit, and in the process, save two guys who thought they were saving her. 

(MUSIC plays)

Phone call #13: 
This is Louisa from Chicago, Illinois. It was not long after September 11th and I was going out to Arizona for some continuing education at my grad school, and I decided to stop and look at some American Indian jewelry. And when I pulled over, I’d noticed some puppies kind of strewn around and they were just sleeping and they didn’t look very healthy and I realized I just – I couldn’t just leave them there and I gave them some water and they came running over to the water they were so dehydrated – so I decided to put them in my rental car and pulled away and I thought “what am I going to do with these puppies?” – but I knew that, in my heart, if I’d left them behind I could never forgive myself and that there was just a bigger thing to be done here. So I drove with these puppies, and I just panicked that they weren’t going to make it.  And I looked for a veterinarian and  there weren’t any veterinarians in the four-corners area on my way back to Flagstaff – so I decided that I was taking the puppies all the way to Flagstaff.  And I called the Flagstaff Humane Society from about 2 and a half hours north, and a man named Matt agreed to take them in even though it was off-hours, and I drove in late,

late Saturday evening, and I was just so worried they were going to die, and he helped me bring them in and said that they looked sick but thought maybe they would make it.

So I cheerfully said goodbye. I’m sure he thought I was this crazy at the time 36 year-old woman. And of course I know I had to stop by the next day, so he was agreeable to that.

And I stopped by and said goodbye to the puppies, and I felt so grateful to this young man Matt at the Cococino Humane Society in Flagstaff that I took him this wonderful book that somebody had told me about called Amazing Gracie, and it was just my way of thanking him for his kindness for taking these puppies in.  And about a week and a half later when I was back in Chicago I decided to call and see how they were doing, and as it turned out, Matt answered the phone. And he informed that, amazingly, two were adopted out by families in Arizona and the other three were humanely put down.

Oh, I’m going to start crying just telling you about it…anyway, two of our puppies have homes, so I feel very grateful that two have a chance for some love and attention.

(MUSIC up, plays ending words)

SCM:  (over final music):

Until next time, this is Susan Chernak McElroy, wishing you kinship with all life.

Aho. Mitak Oyasin.

March 17, 2007

Paul Messing

4510 Happy Hollow Road

Bloomington, IN 47408

812-333-1736
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