
  Chapter 1 Dead Pets Society


  Can our pets return to us after death? Stories of ghost pets are so common that there’s really no question about their existence. But when, where, and why might our dead pets make an appearance? What if we want them to but they don’t? Are there ways to contact them? And what’s the pet afterlife like?


  One of the incontestable authorities on pets and the afterlife was the late Harold Sharp. A respected British medium and author of the fascinating little book, Animals in the Spirit World, Sharp was something of a shaman, passing effortlessly back and forth between the dimensions of earth and spirit. He was as at home on the astral plane as he was in his London flat.


  “Since there is no death to any form of life,” wrote Sharp, “your animal friends live on as surely as do your human friends.”


  Because animals can see auras—the energy fields radiating from every living thing—they also will be attracted to the auras of their owners, whether on this plane or the next. Sharp maintained that when our pets die they go to a blissful realm where they are able to remain in contact with us by way of our distinct auras. The aura of an animal lover, he noted, emits an “orange radiance” to which animals, alive or dead, instantly respond.


  “We want you who love animals, or who have lost some pet dear to you, to realise that they still live, happy and carefree, in a most wonderful realm. I want you to realise too that every time you think or speak of them, it is as though through your orange ray you called ‘Come.’ And they do come. Do not let them find you sad, for that would make them feel sad, too.”


  During his many mediumistic adventures, Sharp often saw or received messages from dearly departed pets. On one occasion, he was visiting an elderly woman named Sarah Chester, who was bedridden with arthritis, and they were discussing what happens after death. Mrs. Chester remarked, “Well, you know, I never could swallow the usual idea of heaven—golden floors and pearly gates and all that sort of thing. It always seemed very far-fetched to me. If I can have my old Jumbo there, I shall be perfectly happy. That will be heaven.”


  Jumbo was Sarah Chester’s faithful old shepherd—her constant companion for many years who had never left her side during her six years of paralysis. When he died, soon after Sharp’s last visit with her, Sarah followed him within a few months.


  Sometime afterward, Sharp said, he had a sitting with the well-known London medium, Mrs. Neville. During the course of their session, Mrs. Neville announced, “There is a woman here, about sixty years of age. She is saying ‘Chester.’ That is probably her name or the name of the town where she lived. She has a big shaggy dog with her; she calls him Jumbo. She is dressed in tweeds and is just off for a walk with the dog. My word, they are an energetic pair!”


  “How wonderful!” wrote Sharp. “How pleasing. It was most surely my old friend with her old companion. The other world is indeed a painless zone where distress and sorrow are unknown. Sarah Chester’s paralysis is a thing of the past. And the stiffened old age of Jumbo is also a thing forgotten.”


  Another experience, even more fantastic, involved a dog from Sharp’s own childhood.


  “When I was six years old, we had a big, lumbering dog named Hector. He knocked me over many times and then would tug at my jacket, trying to pull me up again,” Sharp wrote.


  “No dog drank as much as Hector. If he had been a man instead of a dog, I fear he might well have become a drunkard. I never knew a dog with such a thirst. He gulped down every bucket of water, puddle of water, the water in the horses’ drinking troughs. . . . If none of these was available, he would pull at my mother’s skirt and draw her towards the pump.”


  One evening, many years after Hector had passed on, Sharp was attending a spiritualist circle at the home of a Glover Botham in Golders Green when, in full view of everyone, Hector suddenly materialized.


  “Hector had been dead for twenty years,” Sharp observed. “I had almost forgotten his existence. There was a large blue china bowl of water on the floor in the center of the circle, as this is thought sometimes to add power to aid the various manifestations. Hector forthwith set to and very noisily lapped up the whole of it. Then he barked loudly and slowly disappeared.”


  You might be tempted to dismiss the incident as a figment of Sharp’s imagination, except that it was corroborated by Glover Botham and others at the circle as well as by two ladies in the next-door flat who ran into Botham the next day and mentioned they’d heard barking coming from his home the previous evening. “We didn’t know you had a dog,” they remarked.


  Pet psychics are, of course, numerous, and while some might be suspect, many are quite reputable and have located missing animals, read the minds of living pets, and communicated with those who have crossed over.


  A pet psychic in New York City says she reads energy auras like the ones Harold Sharp describes. She refers to this as “photo sensing.”


  “Dates appear above the animal’s head, and the picture begins to move like in a movie,” she explained. “I can see the buildings, clothing, and surroundings related to the past life.”


  A Newsweek article about the booming pet psychic biz cited the example of Dr. Andrea Chen, a New Jersey veterinarian, who wasn’t a believer until she met pet psychic Shira Plotzker at a pet expo. Without being asked, Plotzker suddenly exclaimed, “I’m going into psychic mode!”


  “It was about my horse,” recalled Chen. “She said that my horse was coming through, my horse who had passed away. And that he thanked me for being who I was and how I treated him, and that there was nothing that I could have done, and it was the tumor he had in his head. And I thought, huh. She couldn’t have known that.”


  Chen experienced a great sense of relief and closure. “I cried,” she admitted. “But something like this is reassurance for the owner that they’re doing the right thing.”
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  Let’s say you don’t want to pay those stiff pet psychic rates. Is there a do-it-yourself way to contact your departed pet? Absolutely.


  According to Joshua Warren, author of Pet Ghosts: Animal Encounters from Beyond the Grave, there’s nothing terribly complicated about communicating with the dead. Here are some of his recommendations:


  
    	Keep your pet’s things in their familiar spots. “Don’t forget them because they’re gone,” says Warren. Toys, blankets, and food bowls are happy reminders for your spirit friend—and “the ghosts will go where they’re happiest.”


    	Create optimum conditions for spirit contact. “Lower the humidity, turn off the TV, and stay away from appliances,” Warren instructs. “You want to minimize the possibility of other energies intruding and mixing up signals.” By all means, turn off the light, as “a luminous form is easier to see in the dark.”


    	Get a fluorescent lightbulb, which can detect a charge, or a strobe light, which “operates similar to a camera shutter,” notes Warren. “It freezes that motion moving too fast for your brain to perceive.”


    	If you think you see your pet, rule out the obvious before getting all excited. Make sure it’s not the shadow of another object or your mind playing tricks on you. Once a valid manifestation is established, says Warren, you can fully interact with your pet as you did in life, for as long as the environmental conditions permit.


    	Finally, keep an open mind. “If a person desires the spirit to stay, vocalizes that wish, and reinforces it on a daily basis, the ghost can remain indefinitely,” Warren assures us.
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  As I mentioned in the introduction, I lost my dear old cat, Rhonda Susan, a few years ago, when she passed on of kidney failure. For at least a year, I couldn’t even think of putting away her things. I left her water bowl and her “sleeping towel” on the floor of my office closet because as long as they were there, it seemed as if she was, too. I talked to her every day and told her how much I loved her and missed her. I cried a lot.


  As badly as I wanted to, I never saw Rhonda’s ghost. But I believe her brothers, Junior Augustus, the cat, and Truman, the Chihuahua, most certainly did. They would often stare intently at the corner of the closet where she liked to sleep and eat, eyes fixed on some invisible entity, tails up. More than once I found Junior on his big sister’s towel, jumping around as if playing with her as he used to do. Truman would go over to the area, tail wagging, and growl softly, and a number of times when Truman was lying on my bed, he would jump up, stare at the doorway, and begin to bark excitedly at something only he could see.


  Even though Rhonda has yet to materialize to me, I feel comforted by these occurrences, and I continue to hope that someday my dainty, tortoiseshell tabby girl will appear to me once more, jumping up on my lap, purring her “big purr,” and butting her little head against my arm. Meanwhile, I take heart from Sharp’s words: “Your pet is happy now in the fields and lanes of Heaven, which is like life on earth, only lovelier and more peaceful.”


  Chapter 2 The Ghost Cat’sFinal Request


  They say that human ghosts often hang around on the earth plane when they have unfinished business. Animal ghosts are apparently no different. In this story, based on a true incident, a dead cat came back to his young owner and refused to leave until certain conditions had been met.


  Ellie Thurlow was eight when she got her first pet: an adorable kitten who followed her everywhere. The kitten was black with four white paws and a little white dinner napkin. Ellie named him Tux—short for Tuxedo—and reveled in her new role as kitty mama.


  When you’re eight and everybody’s telling you what to do, it’s a big step up to be in charge and to have someone dependent on you for a change. Yes, someone: to Ellie, Tux was, for all intents and purposes, her child, her playmate, and her best friend. He might as well have been human. No—he was better than human, because Ellie could always count on his devotion, no matter what.


  Ellie had gotten Tux from her second-grade teacher, Mrs. Rath. The little thing had been hanging around the school, thin and hungry, and Mrs. Rath, the nicest and prettiest second-grade teacher in the world, took it home.


  A week later, at recess, Mrs. Rath called Ellie over to her. Smiling, she said, “Ellie, how would you like a kitten?”


  “A kitten?” Ellie was thoroughly surprised. “You mean the little black-and-white one you took home?”


  “That’s right.”


  “But why? Don’t you like him?”


  “Oh, I love him,” Mrs. Rath assured her. “But I’m afraid my two dogs don’t. They simply won’t accept the little fellow. Jealous, you know?”


  Ellie nodded. She could relate. She remembered how she’d felt when Mom and Dad brought home the new baby. After a few days of being ignored, all she wanted was to have her tiny rival disappear forever.


  “I don’t know, Mrs. Rath. We’ve already got two cats. They might not like him either.”


  “I see,” Mrs. Rath nodded and pinched Ellie’s round, rosy cheek. “Well, I’m sure I’ll find him a home somewhere.”


  “Mrs. Rath?” Ellie looked up at her teacher.


  “Yes, dear?”


  “How come you asked me? I mean, instead of one of the other kids?”


  “Oh, I don’t know,” Mrs. Rath smiled down at her. Ellie loved Mrs. Rath’s smile; it was warm and bright and made her feel like the sun was washing over her, even on a rainy day. “I suppose it’s because you love animals so much, as much as I do. You’re always reading about them and drawing them, and I saw you feeding the kitten one day from your lunch and talking to him as though he were one of your friends.”


  “I know!” Ellie giggled. “He kind of felt like my friend. He seemed to understand me.”


  “Well, run along now or you’ll miss recess,” Mrs. Rath playfully pulled one of Ellie’s pigtails. “And don’t worry, Ellie—someone will take the kitty.”


  That night at dinner Ellie told her parents about her conversation with Mrs. Rath. “Do you think we could take the kitten?” she asked.


  “I don’t know, honey,” her mother said. “What about Minnie and Ginny?”


  “Well, we could try,” Ellie pleaded. “Maybe they’ll get along.”


  “If you really want this kitten, you’ll have to take care of it,” her father gave her one of his “and I mean it!” looks. “It’ll be yours.”


  “Oh, I will, I will!” Ellie clapped her hands. Her very own kitten!


  The next day Ellie ran like the wind to school and breathlessly told Mrs. Rath the good news. At lunch, Mrs. Rath went home and got the kitten and brought it into the classroom in its little carrier. Ellie and her new charge were the center of attention for the rest of the day.


  “Have you thought of a name for him?” Mrs. Rath asked.


  “Tux,” Ellie promptly replied. “Because he looks like he’s wearing a tuxedo.”


  “He’s a tuxedo cat, all right,” laughed Mrs. Rath.


  The unusual thing about Tux was his eyes—one was green, the other was gold. They shone like gems: emerald and topaz.


  “Why are his eyes different colors?” Ellie asked Mrs. Rath.


  “Because God decided he was special,” Mrs. Rath smiled her golden smile.


  From the very first, Ellie and Tux were inseparable, and they played together indoors and out. More like a dog than a cat, Tux went on walks with his mistress and turned out to be a fine retriever, fetching small objects that Ellie threw and returning them to her with lightning speed.


  At first the older cats, Minnie and Ginny, were not happy with the usurper to the throne. They hissed at Tux and swatted at him, and Ellie was terrified they might kill the beleaguered little fellow. But Tux humbled himself before the royal tyrants, and after a few days they were satisfied that he understood his place in the pecking order.


  Everyone in the family loved Tux except for Grandpa Thurlow. Grandpa was a crusty old man, tough and unsentimental. He didn’t go much for pets, which he considered to be a nuisance, and he declared that the only animal fit to have around was a good coon dog.


  He hated cats. Even the barn cats, which were so useful for killing mice and other vermin, did not impress him. Whenever Grandpa came to visit, the two older cats steered clear of him. But little Tux, to whom everybody was a friend, went right over to him and rubbed against his leg.


  “Git!” snarled Grandpa, pushing Tux away with his foot.


  “Don’t kick him, Grandpa!” Ellie yelled.


  “I ain’t kickin’ him! I’m just movin’ him,” grunted Grandpa. “But if he don’t hightail it, he’ll git a kick for sure.”


  From then on, whenever Grandpa came over, Tux was confined to the bedroom.


  All cats have their favorite spots, some stranger than others. Tux’s favorite spot was the cedar chest at the foot of Ellie’s bed. He loved to sleep on it, and if it was open, he’d jump in and explore its fragrant depths. Ellie had to be careful to make sure Tux was outside the chest before she closed the lid, because one time the curious kitten had gotten into the chest and fallen asleep, hidden in some pillows, and Ellie had closed it up without seeing him. He was trapped for hours, until her mother happened to walk by Ellie’s bedroom and heard his muffled meows and desperate clawing.


  A year went by. Tux grew into a beautiful cat, long and lean. People remarked on how handsome he was, and Ellie beamed with pride. Then, one terrible day, Ellie’s world collapsed. She’d just come in from school and was headed toward the kitchen for her usual cookies and milk, when her mother stopped her.


  “Ellie, honey, sit down.”


  “Why, Mom?”


  “Because I’ve got some bad news.”


  Ellie’s heart began to pound. She’d never seen that look on her mother’s face—a look of sadness, compassion, and fear, all rolled into one.


  “What bad news?” Ellie remained standing. She couldn’t move.


  “It’s Tux, honey. Grandpa found him dead in the road.”


  Ellie sat down. “Where?” she whispered.


  “Down by the old creamery, at the foot of Hobb’s Hill.”


  Ellie began to cry. “He can’t be dead. He can’t!” she kept repeating. Then she said, “Where is he now?”


  “Grandpa threw him over the hill.”


  “No!” Ellie screamed. “I’m going to look for him.”


  “No, Ellie,” her mother said firmly. “It’s best to leave things as they are. You’d never find him, anyway.”


  Ellie was heartbroken. How could her grandfather have been so callous as to toss her beloved cat to the wind like a bag of trash? Why couldn’t he have brought Tux back, so she could at least have given him a dignified funeral?


  A week went by. The sun had gone down upon Ellie’s life. Not even Mrs. Rath’s smile could bring it back.


  Then, one afternoon when Ellie was in her bedroom doing her homework, she heard a scratching noise coming from her cedar chest. She shivered. What if it were a mouse? She hated mice. Trembling, she slowly lifted the lid. And there, sitting on a pillow, was Tux. He jumped out of the chest and onto the bed. Ellie just stared at him. It couldn’t be. It had to be another cat who looked identical to Tux and had somehow gotten into the house.


  Then she looked at the cat’s eyes, gleaming like gems—emerald and topaz.


  “Tux!” she cried. “You didn’t die! It wasn’t you!”


  Tux just sat there, purring. Then he meowed softly.


  Ellie ran to get her mother. “Mom!” she screamed. “Tux is here! In my room!”


  “What?” Mrs. Thurlow gasped.


  “Come see!”


  Ellie grabbed her mother’s hand and dragged her to her bedroom. But Tux wasn’t there.


  “He’s here somewhere, Mom,” Ellie insisted. “He was right here on the bed, purring like he always does.”


  “Sweetheart, I think you imagined him,” Mrs. Thurlow said gently. “You want him back so much that you thought he was here.”


  “No!” Ellie cried. “He was here! I swear it!” She searched the room frantically, looking under the bed, in the closet, behind the dresser. But Tux was nowhere to be found. Falling onto her bed, Ellie sobbed herself to sleep.


  She was awakened by the sound of purring and the feeling of a tiny wet nose on her cheek. Tux. She reached out and touched him. He felt solid, real. His purring grew louder, and he pawed at her cheek. He seemed to be trying to tell her something.


  “What is it, Tux?” she whispered.


  But Tux could only purr and rub against her.


  Ellie decided that Tux had returned because he missed her so much. No one else could see him, but that was okay. Ghost or not, she had him back.


  The days went by, and Tux stayed in Ellie’s bedroom. Although Ellie was happy, Tux seemed restless and kept trying to get her attention. She tried to figure out what he wanted. Then, one night it hit her. He wanted a proper burial!


  “Is that it, Tux?” she whispered. “Is that what you want?”


  Tux purred as though he would burst and bumped his head against her again and again.


  The next morning, Ellie rose early and stole out of the house, spade in one hand, cardboard shoebox in the other. She went to Hobb’s Hill and scoured the area until she found the remains of a black-and-white tuxedo cat with sightless eyes of emerald and topaz. Tenderly, she placed the body in the shoebox. Then, she dug a small grave and buried her best friend.


  Tux never reappeared, and Ellie was satisfied that his final request had been granted.


  Chapter 3When Ghost Cats Come to Visit


  During my research for Haunted Pet Stories, I came across countless accounts of pets who have appeared to their owners after death. For some unknown reason, however, there seemed to be a preponderance of ghost cat stories, with common themes. Owners would hear familiar kitty footsteps and purring, or they might feel the cat’s presence, often in bed. Sometimes the animal would be visible and seemingly solid. Were these dead pets stopping by just to visit? Were they coming to provide comfort and reassurance to their grieving owners? Or were they there to warn of impending danger—or death?


  Not long ago, I came across a fascinating online post detailing a genuine phantom cat experience. The woman who wrote it was an admitted ailurophile (cat lover) who wrote that she particularly liked when her cats climbed on her bed and kneaded the blankets with their paws.


  “A few years ago, I was experiencing this same sensation while lying in bed,” she wrote. “Though we do have a cat, I knew it wasn’t him because we have been keeping him in the basement since my son started crawling and then walking three and a half years ago,” she wrote.


  The woman also noticed that no sound accompanied the kneading. Usually, a cat will purr loudly as it engages in this activity, a throwback from early childhood when kittens push on the mother’s belly to stimulate the milk glands as they’re feeding. Although she couldn’t see or hear the cat, the sensation of a small four-legged animal walking on the bed and pushing on the covers was unmistakable.


  The ghost cat visited for several months, each time silently kneading the bedcovers. Then the bedtime activity suddenly stopped. The woman was relieved, as she was already sleep-deprived from dealing with a toddler who was up a good part of the night.


  One morning, she was trying to sleep when she felt something in bed with her.


  “My son gets up early these days and watches his cartoons while I try and sleep,” she wrote. “This morning, like all mornings, he was in and out of my room with questions and things he wanted to tell me. As much as I wanted to sleep, I was wide awake instead.


  “I was lying there waiting for another interruption when I began to feel a light walking on my bed. At first I thought it was just my son trying to sneak up on me, but then I heard him laughing in the living room. Confused, I sat up and looked down at my legs, fully expecting to see our new kitten. But there was nothing on my bed.


  “After I got up, I was able to confirm that both our grown cat and our new kitten were still in the basement. My son had not let either of them up.


  “So now I apparently have a phantom cat to join my two living cats. At least I don’t have to feed this one!”


  This story is somewhat unusual, in that the ghost cat was unknown to its host. Generally, such an animal is a former family member, returning to its familiar stomping grounds. Perhaps this phantom visitor had lived in the house long ago, or maybe it was just lost and lonely for human companionship.
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  Another ghost cat story concerns a young woman, Jennifer, who was very attached to her stepfather’s cat, a big, orange-brown lover boy named Marmalade. Shortly after the family had moved into an old country house in Virginia, Jennifer went to visit her father and brother in Florida for a few months. One night she thought she saw Marmalade run past her bed.


  “I knew that was impossible,” she said. “After all, Marmalade was five hundred miles away. I decided I’d just been dreaming. But I sure missed him and couldn’t wait to get back to him.”


  The next day her mother phoned her. “Jen, I’ve got sad news,” she said. “Marmalade died last night in your room.”


  Although devastated by the loss, Jennifer took comfort in the knowledge that her beloved cat had paid her a visit from the beyond and that his spirit would always be close by.


  After Jennifer returned home, the visits continued.


  “I kept seeing him every so often, running past me,” she recalled. “We have two other cats, Jack and Mack, but it wasn’t either of them. Marmalade always had this habit of running by you, stopping and falling over, inviting you to bend down and rub his tummy. It seems like he’s still running, but he doesn’t do the stopping and falling now. Just races by and disappears.”


  Jennifer was unsure what to do. Was her poor cat earth-bound and trying to get over to the other side? Should she contact a pet psychic and try to send Marmalade into the light? Or should she just let her faithful pet remain with her in spirit?


  She decided to let Marmalade hang around.


  “I do love that cat to death” . . . and beyond.
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  Laura’s story, which took place when she was a child, is similarly eerie.


  “One night as I was getting ready to drift off to sleep, I felt a kind of heavy presence pressing into my back,” she recounted. “It was warm and felt like a cat curled up on me. But my cat was an outside cat and was nowhere near me at the time.


  “I would get up, walk around, and lie down again, and without fail, the pressure would come back. Needless to say, I was creeped out but not at all scared, as the presence was more of a comforting nature. Finally, I fell asleep, with the ‘thing’ still lying on me.


  “The next morning as I walked to the bus stop for school, I found my cat dead in the road. She had been hit by a car. Of course, I was quite spooked. That feeling never came back after that one night.”
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  Then there was Brutus, whose owner, Renee, got quite a shock one night when he paid her a call from the spirit world.


  “About five years ago, my lovely cat, Brutus, was run over by a car and killed. I was heartbroken, as was my other cat, Les,” Renee said. “Three weeks later, I was lying in bed one morning, listening to my son getting ready for work—so I know I wasn’t dreaming—when a cat jumped from the floor onto my chest and then walked onto the bed beside me. It felt too light to be Les, who’s a big boy.


  “Not ten seconds later, Les jumped up onto my bedside table and walked over my chest. I realized that the other cat had to be Brutus, since Les never jumped from the floor, because of his weight. It was Brutus who always jumped onto my chest. Also, Brutus was a hunter who liked to roam around at night. But he always came in when my son went to work and came straight to my room.”


  Renee was shocked by the experience. But she was even more astonished a few days later when she awoke and leaned out of bed to get her slippers.


  “There was Brutus, sitting under my bedside table. He looked totally solid,” she recalled. “He was a beautiful, gray and white, long-haired cat, and I never imagined that he could have been any more beautiful than he was in life. But now he emanated an incredible kind of radiance, and love seemed to be shining from his eyes.”


  Even though Renee was thrilled to see Brutus, she knew he needed to find his new home in the spirit world.


  “I sat there a long time, talking to him and telling him that I loved him but that it was time to go home. Then I closed my eyes and prayed for Brutus to find peace. When I opened my eyes, he was gone.”


  Les never recovered from the death of his brother. He remained depressed, and three years later, at the age of sixteen, he grew very ill.


  “As I held him in my arms in his last moments,” said Renee, “I said to him, ‘It’s time to go home, Les. Brutus is waiting for you.’ As soon as I said Brutus’s name, Les turned his head toward my hand and licked it gently. Then he closed his eyes and was gone.”
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  Sometimes, when a person is about to die, a pet who has crossed over will appear to alert the person of her or his approaching death or to welcome them into the next life. Such, apparently, was the case with Dottie Rehnquist.


  Dottie was a great animal lover who had never been without a cat or dog and usually had several of each. One pet, in particular, was close to her heart—a big, tawny Labrador named Elsie who seemed
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