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			Praise for

			There Are No Sad Dogs in Heaven

			“This is a must-read for people who are mourning the loss of their animal family . . . Comforting and compassionate . . . Sonya guides you to the understanding that the spirit lives on.”

			—John Edward

			“When you have the privilege of knowing Sonya, as I have, believe me, there are no sad dogs in heaven.”

			—Robert Wagner

			Praise for

			Sonya Fitzpatrick

			“The Pet Psychic opens a new door to the world of animal interaction.”

			—News-Sun

			“A cat’s-eye view of the world. Through cat tale after cat tale, she reveals what’s most important to our feline companions and friends.”

			—St. Louis Post-Dispatch

			“A modern-day Dr. Doolittle.”

			—WashingtonPost.com

			“[She] has the magic ingredients for a hit: pets, paranormal chats, and a sense of humor about it all. Yes, I’m hooked.”

			—New York Post

			“If you think that psychic readings are just for human beings, then you thought wrong. Sonya Fitzpatrick, an English-born animal lover, not only psychically communicates with pets, but explains to their often frustrated owners just what’s bothering them.”

			—CBS News
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			To all my animals in the spiritual and physical realms, who have given me so much joy.

			My dogs in their physical bodies: Sally, Moe, Jack, Joy, Lucky, and Maggie

			My dogs in spirit: Traybe, Sabrina, Silky, Brue, Bella, Ellie, Judy, Sam, Foxie, Honey, and Holly

			My cats in their physical bodies: Sunshine, Polly I and Polly II, Molly, Clair, Rosie, Dante, and Fudge

			My cats in spirit: Cinnamon, Raisin, Blackie, Moonbeam, Wellington, Smokie, Jennie, Farmcat, Tiger, Cocoa, Churchill, Winston, and Winnie

			My horse in his physical body: Lucky

			My horses in spirit: Blackie and Pickles

			My childhood geese in spirit: Buttercup, Daisy, and Primrose

			My chickens in spirit: Henrietta, Clover, Dowsey, and Chip Chip
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			INTRODUCTION

			Losing Ellie

			I grew up on a farm in England where there were no other children to play with, and I also had a serious hearing loss that made it difficult for me to communicate with people. Perhaps for these reasons, I learned at a very early age that I was able to communicate with animals in a way most people could not. Animals communicate telepathically, with mental images and physical feelings that don’t depend on hearing, so the farm animals became my best friends. Along with the joys of those friendships, however, came the deep pain and sorrow I felt whenever one of them was butchered or killed, as happens frequently on a farm.

			I now live in Texas, in a house with a large garden, surrounded by numerous dogs and cats of all varieties, and I spend virtually every day assuring clients who both book telephone readings with me and those who call in to my Sirius radio program, “Animal Intuition,” that animals live on in spirit, just as people do, after they’ve passed from our lives. But I still feel the same heartbreak they do when one of my own beloved animals leaves me.

			Perhaps the most profound pain I’ve ever felt at the loss of a pet came when I knew my dear Ellie, a Rhodesian ridgeback, was nearing the end of her life on earth. I love all my animals, of course, but Ellie and I seemed to have an especially deep soul connection. For thirteen years I had cried into Ellie’s neck when I was sad and shared my joys and triumphs with her, but now I could tell that her back legs were getting weak and achy, and then, one day, she suddenly became very ill.

			I had been walking in the woods near my home with her and the other dogs, as we did every day, when Ellie suddenly fell to the ground and rolled on her side, unable to get up. I collapsed to the ground next to her and held her head in my arms as she looked deeply into my eyes. Ellie weighed one hundred twenty-five pounds and I knew there was no way I’d be able to carry her the half mile out of the woods and back to the road. At that point I was absolutely frantic. The last thing I wanted to do was leave her there alone, but I knew that if I didn’t get help quickly she would die. I know she understood me when I told her telepathically that I would have to leave her for a little while but that I’d be back as quickly as possible. Then I picked up my two small dogs, called to the third to follow me, and ran as quickly as I could, tears streaming down my face, exhorting my spirit guides to bring the help I needed.

			As I emerged from the trees, miraculously there was a truck coming down the road toward me. Frantically I waved it down, breathlessly explained to the driver that my dog had collapsed in the woods, and begged him to help me carry her out. Seeing how upset I was, he immediately said that he lived nearby and urged me to get back to Ellie while he went to fetch the wheelbarrow from his garden so that we could transport her to my car.

			Then, taking the other dogs with him so that I wouldn’t have to worry about them, he drove off as I raced back into the woods. I could sense that Ellie was still in her body, and as I ran I sent her telepathic messages begging her to wait for me. As I dropped to the ground and once more took her head in my arms, she turned to look at me. I put my hands on her and asked God and my spirit guides to send healing energy into her body while also letting her know that if she needed to pass over into the spirit realm it would be okay for her to leave. Doing that was very painful for me, but I knew that, because our bond was so strong, she needed to have my permission to go. Animals are willing and able to endure a lot of pain when they feel they need to stay in their physical bodies because their human companion isn’t ready to let them go.

			Ellie didn’t die that day, but I knew that the time she had left in her physical body would be short. After doing some tests, the vet told me that she had Addison’s disease, which causes the slow deterioration of the adrenal gland, and that she had suffered an Addison’s crisis brought on by elevated levels of potassium, which cause a disruption of the heart rhythm and a drop in blood pressure. Because the symptoms of Addison’s are vague, generally presenting primarily as weakness or listlessness, I had attributed Ellie’s decrease in energy to her age. The average life span of a ridgeback is about ten years, and Ellie was already thirteen.

			She was put on an IV drip, and after three days I was able to bring her home. She was still very weak, however, and unable to jump up on my bed, where she had slept every night since she came to live with me. So I went out and bought the biggest dog bed I could find and then wound up sleeping on the floor next to her with my arm flung over her back.

			I kept reassuring her, both aloud and telepathically, that this sort of thing happened to people as well, that we all got sick at one time or another. Apparently she thought this was very amusing because she cheekily asked me telepathically if it had ever happened to me. When I told her, “Not yet, but it could!” she laughed. Her body may have been weak but her sense of humor and her spirit were still strong.

			For the next three days, I tempted her with everything I could think of to get her to eat—ice cream, baby food, cheese, yogurt, pureed chicken and vegetables—to help her get some strength back. Despite my best efforts, however, she couldn’t eat more than a few bites at a time, and seeing her so ill was also making my other dogs very sad. They knew she was about to cross over and stayed very close to her, grieving her imminent loss.

			Finally, on the fourth morning, I woke up next to her on the floor to find her panting. Her body was very hot, and I knew she was having another Addison’s crisis. My daughter and ex-husband, who both live nearby, came immediately and helped me get Ellie into the car and to the emergency vet. As I climbed into the backseat with her, all I wanted was for her to be free of pain. Terrible as it would be for me to let her go, I knew that it was her time and that she would soon be returning to the spiritual realm.

			As the vet made her comfortable, I put my head close to hers. I could sense that she was at peace. When he left me and my daughter, Emma, alone with her, I could see a beautiful white light surrounding us all. Then Ellie began to speak to me telepathically. My time is very near, she told me. I am happy to be leaving my physical body, which is no longer able to function, but I will always be with you. As she told me that, tears were actually running from her eyes, streaming down her face and onto my hands. I’d never seen anything like it before. And then I could feel the strength leaving her body. She was giving us her strength so that we could bear the pain and grief of her passing. As Emma and I each put one hand on Ellie and joined our other hands together, we felt an enormous sense of love and peace come over us. She was an exceptional soul and very enlightened. She was very aware that she was on her way back to the spiritual realm.

			Ellie told me that she would always be with me. Then she asked me to leave so that she could pass over. For the last time, I looked into her deep brown eyes and kissed her goodbye. I knew that my leaving would be the last gift of grace I could give her. I knew she wanted me to be happy because she was passing into a beautiful place, and I knew our souls would meet again, but that didn’t make it any less painful for me to be losing her physical presence.

			When Emma and I arrived home, all the other animals were gathered at the door to greet us. We huddled together until, at precisely three-thirty that afternoon, we all felt Ellie leave her body. In that moment, the sense of her presence was overwhelming. The room filled with a spiritual light and in my mind’s eye I could see all the animals with whom I’d been privileged to share my life in the past gather around her on the other side. Then the telephone rang. It was the veterinarian calling to tell me that Ellie was gone. But I knew she wasn’t gone. She was right there with me. I could feel her head resting on my knee on the sofa, and the other dogs spontaneously moved over to make room for her next to me.

			I tell you this story for two reasons: to let you know that I fully understand and empathize with whatever pain and sorrow you may have felt at losing a beloved animal companion, and also to reassure you that your pet is still very much with you in the world of spirit. In the pages that follow, you will read the stories of many other people I have helped come to this understanding, and I profoundly wish that, as a result, you will feel the same sense of comfort, even in your grief, that I was able to bring them. As I provide answers to their questions, I hope that they will answer many of yours as well.

		

	
		
			ONE

			Where Is My Pet Now?

			It was just days after Cleo died, and Maggie could hardly say her much-loved Welsh corgi’s name without bursting into tears. She had booked a telephone reading with me, and, between sobs, she explained that her house felt very empty now but also that she sometimes imagined she could feel Cleo’s weight on her lap or pressing against her leg. She was afraid she might actually be losing her mind. Where is Cleo now? Maggie whispered. Is she with other animals? Is there a special place animals go after they die? She had known for some time that Cleo was coming to the end of their time together. She’d lived a long, full life and went peacefully in Maggie’s arms, but Maggie had not yet made peace with her passing. She needed to be assured that the dog she had raised from puppyhood was happy in the world of spirit, and that she wasn’t lonely.

			This is one of the first questions most people ask me, and I’m happy to be able to put their minds at rest. Cleo came through to me almost immediately, and I told Maggie that I could see her—in my mind’s eye, of course. What happens is that I get a mental image, much the same way as, if I asked you a question about the Statue of Liberty you would immediately get a mental picture of the statue. Cleo was showing me a fuzzy, if somewhat battered, green frog, and she was surrounded by several other animals as well as a group of people. Oh, Maggie sobbed, that was her favorite toy. She had it for years! And I’m so glad she’s not alone. She hated being left alone.

			I assured her that Cleo was not alone, and neither was she. Maggie wasn’t going crazy and she wasn’t imagining Cleo’s continued presence in her life. I then explained to her that our animals go to the same world of spirit we do. There is no separate place for animals, and our souls will be reunited once we, too, pass into the spirit realm. In addition, you can rest assured that your animal never crosses over alone. He is usually met by another pet or human he has known on this plane or in a past life, and who has made the journey before him.

			Maggie was comforted not only by the knowledge that Cleo was still able to communicate with her but also by the fact that she was surrounded by old friends. This is one of the most reassuring messages I can give to the grieving clients I speak with every day.
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			Cows Go to Heaven, Too

			Elena and her daughter, Heather, are devout animal lovers.

			Elena’s father was a dairy farmer. He had nine cows and two goats, Sissy and Sadie, and when he died, Elena promised the cows that she would never allow them to be slaughtered. She found a small house in the country, many miles from the nearest town, with six acres of land, which was enough for her to keep the cows. Unfortunately, however, the house had been abandoned for several years and was in a state of disrepair when she bought it. Elena wasn’t young anymore, and keeping up with the maintenance, both physically and in terms of the cost, was difficult for her.

			Still, she struggled on until one day, when she was in the pasture feeding the cows their favorite treat, which happened to be bananas, one of them accidentally bumped into her and knocked her over. Elena struggled to get back on her feet and eventually got herself back to the house and called her daughter. Heather, of course, was upset and very worried. She told Elena that she really couldn’t continue to live out there on her own. It was just too isolated and too dangerous.

			But Elena wouldn’t leave until she’d found a good home for the cows. Both Elena and Heather had been longtime clients, so when she called me I said I’d see what I could do to help her out. I phoned another one of my clients who has a large ranch with lots of animals. She said she couldn’t take the cows but might know someone who could. A few days later, she called me with a phone number and said that a friend who had a ranch near hers would take the cows. I was really happy to deliver the good news to Elena, but she wasn’t thrilled. She thought the ranch was too far away for her to be able to visit. So I said I’d keep looking.

			A week later, I was out to dinner with my friends Dan and Helen, and I figured Well, you never know, I might as well ask. So I explained Elena’s plight, and Helen immediately said that Cliff, who is Dan’s partner in his medical practice, had a lot of land, was always taking in rescue animals, and could probably take the cows. I couldn’t believe it. In two weeks I’d found two homes for nine cows. It seemed to be easier to find cows a home than it was to find a home for a dog or cat.

			The day of the move finally arrived. When the wranglers came to get the cows into the trailer Elena absolutely refused to let them poke or prod the animals. She was holding a big stick and told the guys in no uncertain terms that if they poked her cows she’d be poking them. Just ask them nicely, she said. They’ll understand. They’re very intelligent. I was on the phone with Elena while this was going on, and I tuned in to the cows and explained telepathically that they were going to a new place that was very beautiful, that the people there would be taking good care of them, and that Elena would be coming to visit them often.

			When they arrived they went to a beautiful pasture, and they communicated to me that they had loved the trip. Their new caretakers had ducks and geese, turtles and horses, potbellied pigs, and even a llama, all of which were rescues. But they also bred and slaughtered their own free-range cows, and that upset Elena very much. I understood her feelings, but I said, Elena, that’s just their way of life. They’re meat eaters, but your cows are not going to be slaughtered.

			The cows settled in, and they loved their new home. Elena booked monthly telephone appointments with me so that I could communicate with them, and after a while I could feel that one of them, Mahogany, was having bladder problems. When an animal is sick, I feel in my own body where their illness or discomfort is located. Elena called the vet, and after he examined Mahogany he told Elena that she was suffering and her time had come. I got a mental image of another cow in spirit who’d been in Elena’s herd and passed a few years before and was now coming to take Mahogany over. I knew that Mahogany could see her, too. And when I explained this to Elena, it made her feel a bit better.

			Larry and John, who managed the ranch, dug Mahogany a grave in the pasture, and the next day the vet came to put her to sleep. Mahogany was at peace with her passing because I’d already explained to her that she’d be going back to the spirit world. I said that our physical body is just the vehicle we travel in when we’re on earth and that when the body dies, we all go home to the spirit world, where we’re all reunited with people we’ve known and loved in this and other lifetimes. I told her she’d be back with all the friends she’d known in this lifetime and other lifetimes when she wasn’t a cow and that she’d be out of pain and full of joy. She was so calm, and so were all the other cows on the ranch.

			Afterward, they all gathered around the grave and had a little service for her. The cows were sad because they’d miss her physical body, but I explained to them again that while this is our home for a while, we then all go to a special place where there’s just peace and love and no pain. They were still sad, but they stood there while Larry and John filled Mahogany’s grave and then they quietly walked away. Elena said it was a beautiful moment and she knew the cows understood that Mahogany was in a good place and was at peace.

			Now, every time I do a reading for Elena, Mahogany comes through. She tells me all about what the other cows on the ranch are doing and gives me messages for them. They know she’s around because they can feel her presence. Elena is thinking of putting a trailer on Cliff’s land so that she can spend a few days at a time with her cow friends.

			I continue to feel fortunate that I know so many people who dedicate their lives to helping animals and who understand that all animals have a soul and a consciousness.
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			We’re All Together in the World of Spirit

			Jan called me because her ten-year-old cat, Hattie, had been hit by a car and killed instantly. Jan was not only bereft, but also feeling terribly guilty because she believed it was her fault. She had three cats, and she told me that she always let them out in the mornings and got them back in before she left for work. On this particular morning, however, Hattie didn’t come when she was called. Jan was in a hurry and because it was a nice day she assumed that Hattie would be okay. But Hattie apparently tried to cross the road and was run over.

			Not only was Jan devastated, but also her two remaining cats, Ginger and Whisky, were sad and confused. They were grieving because they could feel Hattie’s presence around them but they couldn’t see her physical body. I explained to them that she had “gone home” to the place we all go when we leave our physical body, and that even though her body wasn’t there anymore, she was still with them. They told me that their mother was very sad, and so were they.

			I then explained to Jan that she had no reason to feel guilty about Hattie’s death. It was Hattie’s time, I told her, and there was nothing she could have done to change that.

			As I was saying all this I could feel Hattie coming in, and as she came closer I could see that someone was holding her. Jan, I said, there’s a woman holding Hattie. She was probably in her sixties when she died and she’s telling me that she was very close to you. Jan said that her mother had died in her sixties, and I told her that her mom was saying, “From your arms to mine.” Jan was still crying but she said, Oh, Sonya, that makes me so happy, because Hattie was my mother’s cat and I took her when Mom died. Now they’re back together again.

			At that point I could see that there was also a ginger colored cat with Jan’s mother, and Jan told me that she’d had that cat for years. There was also a black-and-white one that had died of kidney failure that Jan told me had been her cat when she was a little girl. The cat was saying that she’d taught Jan everything she knew about animals, and Jan agreed that was correct. She absolutely did, Jan said. It’s from her that I got my love of cats.

			Well, I said, you should know that they all come and sleep in your bed at night. Your bed is very full. And your living cats know that the others are there.

			At that point Jan’s mother came back in and asked me to tell her daughter that her sofa looked very nice. Jan, who had recently had her sofa recovered, was absolutely amazed. It looks much better, her mother went on. She sits on that couch every morning while she has her coffee. Please tell her I’ll come to visit her while she’s sitting there and I’ll bring the cats with me.

			Jan was laughing and crying at the same time. Tell her I’m so happy, she said. I’ve always believed people didn’t just die, and I’ve often felt my mom around me. I’m going to sit on that sofa with my cats every morning, and I’m going to do the same thing every night right before I put out the light.
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			Where Is Buck Now?

			Tom, a long-distance truck driver, phoned in to my radio show. Actually, I’ve found that I get many calls from truckers who are on the road for long periods of time and who often travel with their dogs.

			Tom told me that he had his dog, Rosie, in the truck with him, but he wanted to know if I could contact another dog in spirit that he’d had as a boy. I told him I’d try and that animals usually do come through for me. And then I immediately got an image of a medium-size brown dog with a big white patch on his chest. That’s him, Tom said, and I could hear the excitement in his voice. That’s my Buck. How is he over there?

			Well, I said, just like all of them, he’s at peace and full of love, and he visits with you still.

			Tom’s voice broke then, as he said, Tell him that I think of him every day of my life. I was fourteen years old when he passed, and he was the only one who ever gave me love in my young life.

			Well, Tom, I said, he’s telling me that he’s with you every day and he rides in the truck with you. Spirit brought him into your life and he’s been with you in both animal and human form in many past lives. Also, you have been a dog in a past life, and you’ve been with him before.

			Thank you for telling me that, Sonya, he said. I hope we had better lives in the past than we had in this one. And then he said, Tell him thank you for all the love he gave me. He licked my wounds on many occasions back then. He was my world, and he saved me, because there were many days when I don’t think I could have gone on without him. But the thought of him having to live without me is what kept me going.

			Just to hear him say that almost broke my heart. Something about Tom really touched me deeply, and I asked him to e-mail me his phone number so that we could talk privately.

			When he called for the reading we’d set up, he was just so excited and grateful. He said that he hadn’t been able to sleep the night before, and that having this reading with me was like a dream come true. So I told him that I was going to talk to Rosie. She’s very happy, I said, and she’s asking me if I’m a dog. I’m telling her that I’m a dog right now but I’m also a human. I’m telling her that the animals taught me their language, and that when I was young, I couldn’t hear people talking because I was deaf, but I could always hear the animals, and I preferred talking to animals.

			Then Rosie came in and told me how happy she was living with Tom and that he’d rescued her from a shelter when she was about to be
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