
  
    [image: Ivar’s Mackinac Weekend]
  


  
    
      Ivar’s Mackinac Weekend

    

    
      
        Meg Welch Dendler

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Serenity Mountain Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Cats in the Mirror Series

        Book 1: Why Kimba Saved the World

        Book 2: Vacation Hiro

        Book 3: Miss Fatty Cat's Revenge

        Book 4: Slinky Steps Out

        Book 5: Kimba’s Christmas

        Book 6: Snickerdoodle’s Shenanigans

        And the Companion Books

        Max's Wild Night

        Dottie's Daring Day

        Ivar’s Mackinac Weekend

      

      

      
        
        Also by Meg Welch Dendler

        Bianca: The Brave Frail and Delicate Princess

        Bianca: Journey to Ryuugito

        Poppy and Marigold

      

        

      
        For Older Readers

        At the Corner of Magnetic and Main

        The Tigran Chronicles: The Gathering

        The Tigran Novellas: 2176

        The Tigran Chronicles: The Rescues

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Published by Serenity Mountain Publishing

      Midland, Michigan

      

      Ivar’s Mackinac Weekend

      ©2026 by Meg Welch Dendler.

      All rights reserved.

      www.megdendler.com

      ISBN: 979-8993809649

      Library of Congress Control Number: 2026908494

      

      Cover art by Sweet N’ Spicy Designs.

      Photos by Scott, Meg, or Amanda Dendler.

      Images purchased from Shutterstock.com.

      

      No part of this book, text or photos, may be copied, reproduced, or shared in any form without the written consent of the author. All copyright laws apply.

      AI was not used in the writing of this book.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Reviews

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “A touching ode to service animals…”

        Kirkus Reviews

      

      

      
        
        “Ivar’s Mackinac Weekend is such a gem!”

        Librarian from NetGalley

      

      

      
        
        “This book will surely be treasured by children and their families for years to come.”

        Lindsay DeRollo for Readers’ Favorite

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      
        
        “I loved being back in my piece of heaven again. I got to see it through a different perspective, though. This was an educational lesson for me as through a service dog’s eyes.”

        Reviewer at NetGalley

      

      

      
        
        “An uplifting story about teamwork, learning a lot about service dogs, and going to new, interesting places—especially with a loyal buddy like Ivar.”

        Eric Ferrar for Readers’ Favorite

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Welcome Note

      

      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

        UP, UP, AND AWAY

      

      
        Chapter 2

        WELCOME TO MICHIGAN

      

      
        Chapter 3

        MACKINAW CITY

      

      
        Chapter 4

        TROUBLE

      

      
        Chapter 5

        WIND IN MY FUR

      

      
        Chapter 6

        CLOMPING AROUND THE ISLAND

      

      
        Chapter 7

        RIFLES AND UNIFORMS

      

      
        Chapter 8

        DINNER AND A MOVIE

      

      
        Chapter 9

        BICYCLE BUILT FOR TWO

      

      
        Chapter 10

        FUDGE, AT LAST

      

      
        Chapter 11

        MIGHTY MAC BRIDGE

      

      
        Chapter 12

        CATS, HORSES, AND FAMILY

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Review Request

      

      
        Words You May Not Know

      

      
        Cats in the Mirror Series

      

      
        Also by Meg Welch Dendler

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Welcome Note

          

        

      

    

    
      This book is a love letter: to Mackinac Island, Michigan, as well as to service dogs and the vital aid they provide so many humans around the world. Ivar insisted this book be from his point of view so he could tell his own story. I appreciate that this is a change from the other dog books in the series, but Ivar could not be denied. In this story, I’m Grandma to Ivar. That is the only way his Mama Mindy refers to me in his presence.

      Mackinac Island is located at the top of “the Mitten,” just under the Upper Peninsula of Michigan. As Ivar will discover, the historic site does not allow cars or any motorized vehicles, except a couple for emergencies. Only horses and bicycles. It is a tourist destination for travelers from around the world and has been for decades.

      The word Mackinac is pronounced Mack-in-awe. But I had to wonder: Why is the mainland city spelled Mackinaw and the island spelled Mackinac? The easy answer is that when the British established the city on the mainland in the 1850s, they spelled the name like it sounded. The island kept the traditional Native American spelling.

      I have visited the island many times over the years, as a teenager with my parents and as a parent with my children. The adventures in this book were part of a 2025 exploration of the island with Mindy and Ivar, to imagine how a service dog would experience it, as well as many trips over the years and the fun things to enjoy while there.

      So tuck in with Ivar and my family for a wondrous weekend on Mackinac Island!
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        Can you see Mackinac Island there at the top of the mitten?
        Barely a tiny dot on the map.
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      Hello, new friends! My name is Ivar, and I’m excited to tell you the story of my trip to Mackinac Island in Michigan. But first, there are a few things you should know about me.

      To begin with, you need to understand that I’m a dog. A canine. Man’s best friend. A seven-year-old mix of golden retriever and Australian shepherd, to be exact. I have long black fur that is often curly and a white patch on my chest that is often dyed purple or pink. My tail was partially cut off or “docked” when I was a puppy, but I can still knock things off tables and whap you in the legs with it. My bottom is solid as a wide boulder, and I love to bump that into people’s legs too.
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        Muddy Puppy Ivar

      

      I live in a two-story apartment with my humans, Mama Mindy and Papa, two other dogs, named Dottie and Rollo, a bunny named Daisy, and a cat named Khoshekh (pronounced KOH-sheck). Sometimes there are rats. In cages, of course. And terrariums full of snails and roly-poly bugs. You could say my humans love animals. If they had more space, they’d have more animals.

      My family and I live in Fayetteville, Arkansas. You may have read the book my grandma wrote about Dottie’s daring day running loose around the city and college campus.

      The name Ivar comes from Ivar the Boneless because my mama and papa really love Viking legends and mythology. I mean a really, really lot. They like to call me “Ivar of the Many Bones” because I love a good chew bone. I mean a really, really lot.

      Finally, it is very important for this story that you understand I am a working dog. There are all kinds of working dogs in the world. Dogs who herd and protect animals in the fields, like the Australian shepherd part of my DNA. Police dogs, who help capture criminals. Search and rescue dogs, who find lost people. Dogs who support humans with medical problems. Dogs who help humans who can’t see well, or maybe can’t see at all. And many more I don’t even know about. Wag your tails for all these hard-working canines!

      Most of the time, I’m just another goofy dog who loves to wrestle and play and cuddle and bark and do all the things dogs enjoy.
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        Ivar on a rare Arkansas snow day

      

      But when it’s time to work, I take my job very seriously.

      I am trained to be a service dog for my Mama Mindy. You may have read about her in other books by my grandma, like the one about Dottie. Mama is a grown-up now, and my job is to not only help her feel safe but actually keep her safe if anxiety causes problems. Like in a grocery store or a restaurant. Sometimes even at home.

      Anxiety spikes can lead to a panic attack, which is really scary for both of us. Her brain screams Danger! even when there really isn’t any. When people suffer from bad anxiety, those attacks can be hard to avoid, even with medicines to help. That’s where my job comes in.

      I can tell when Mama Mindy is going to have a problem and need my help before she even realizes it. Her heart rate changes. So does her breathing. I can actually smell it. Alerting her can often stop the attack in its tracks. But not always.

      Sometimes another person’s behavior or comments or a scary situation can smack us both, and Mama is in trouble before we can stop it. I really earn my kibble on those days.

      When I am working in public, Mama Mindy puts on my special vest and wraps a leash with a loop on the end over her head and shoulder. That lets me and everyone else know I’m on the job. It’s not a time to pet me or fuss over how cute I am. This can be tricky because I’m awfully adorable. But if that vest is on, I will ignore you. Mama has my full attention. As she should.

      Mostly, just me being there is enough for Mama to feel protected and lead a normal life doing all the things grown-ups do. Like going on vacation to visit her family in Michigan and having adventures with me by her side.

      So turn the page to hear about our trip to the amazing Mackinac Island and how I supported Mama Mindy through it all. Believe me, a couple of times she absolutely needed my well-trained assistance.
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        Paying attention and ready, even without my vest on
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        My service dog vest
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      One summer afternoon, Mama Mindy pulled out a big backpack and began loading clothes and items from the bathroom into it. I lay at the foot of the bed and watched, wondering what she was up to. Were we going on a hike at Devil’s Den park? I loved going on hikes in the woods. So many amazing smells. But that pack looked awfully heavy to carry for miles and miles.

      “Oh no, Ivar.” Dottie trotted into the room, hopped up on the big bed, and sat next to me. “I knew I smelled that bag. It means Mama is going away.”

      I glanced from Dottie, my doggie “sister,” to Mama. She hardly ever goes anywhere without me. Even at home, I try to stay nearby, just in case she needs me. Or wants to give me pets.

      Mama didn’t understand when Dottie and I talked to each other, but she often seemed to understand anyhow. Especially when Dottie started whimpering.

      “I’ll only be gone a few days, Dot,” Mama said. “Papa will be here to take care of all of you. Ivar and I are going to visit Grandma and Grandpa in Michigan.”

      “Grandma? And Grandpa?” Dottie whined. “I miss them since they moved far away.”

      Mama added several pairs of socks to the bag. “Ivar gets to come on the airplane with me because he’ll be working.”

      I looked at Dottie. “What’s an airplane?”

      “I have no idea,” she said, lowering her ears in concern.

      Before long, Mama zipped up the bag and moved it to the front door.

      While not officially working, I was still on alert and ready to take action. Mama already seemed anxious. The way she was flitting around the house, I suspected she would need my support soon. So I stayed close, getting underfoot. Like while she added extra lettuce to her terrariums of snails and roly-poly bugs. And when she fed the bunny and cleaned her cage. Mama assured me over and over that she was fine, but I could smell the truth. Even the cat, Khoshekh, hid under the sofa to avoid all the hustling around.

      Mama Mindy packed my favorite stuffed pig, my travel water bowl, and a baggie of food in her backpack. I grabbed my sack of goodies off the kitchen counter in my teeth and dropped them at her feet.

      Mama chuckled and tucked them inside the pack. “We’d never leave without your special treats.”

      When everything was organized and done, Mama Mindy gave Papa and Dottie and our “brother” dog Rollo kisses goodbye. Outside, a car was waiting. I recognized our friend and galloped over to greet her with wiggles and bottom bumps. She gave me lots of pets and told me what a good boy I am. Then, with me in the back seat and our bags in the trunk, we drove away from the house.

      While Mama and her friend chatted, the car whooshed and turned on the curvy Arkansas roads. Sliding around on the seat kept me restless. Unfamiliar scents came through the open window. Looking outside, I didn’t recognize a thing. Wherever we were going, it wasn’t anywhere we’d been before. Mama was definitely going to need me. New places could be a problem and make her anxious.

      Finally, we pulled up at a huge red-brick building, like the hospital where Mama and I go to the doctor now and then. There was a constant low rumble I could feel in my chest, and vibrations filled the air, like huge trucks were on the ground. And maybe in the sky too. That made me even more restless. Too many people and stinky cars. And panicky worries from everyone all around so thick I could bite them. The worries, not the people.

      When Mama opened the car door for me to get out, she had my special service dog vest in her hand. Time to get serious. I hopped onto the concrete and waited patiently while she wrapped the vest around me and adjusted it to be comfortable.

      My vest was designed so the bright color stood out against my black fur, and the patches on the sides made it clear I was a working service dog. Please don’t touch or distract me. People often had trouble with that last part, but I was used to ignoring them.

      Mama looped the “gentle lead” around my nose. Then she attached the special leash that has a big loop at the end to my vest and circled it up over her head and shoulder. That keeps us connected securely but leaves her hands free if she needs them.

      “See you in a few days,” the friend said as she got back in the car.

      “Thanks for the ride,” Mama Mindy called out before picking up the luggage and snapping her fingers to let me know it was time to move. “Let’s go get this trip started, buddy.”

      I heeled close to her side, ready for whatever was ahead in this loud place filled with strangers.

      Inside the massive building, there were so many anxious and worried people. I had my head on a swivel, keeping close to Mama Mindy’s side and watching out for trouble. We walked here and there, talked to several people at different desks, and finally joined a long line that weaved through some roped-off areas. It reminded me of times we went shopping and had to stand in the same kind of line. Mama told me I could sit down, but I leaned on her, in case she tried to wander off.

      The line moved slowly. Strange electronic tingles came from the equipment all the humans were flittering around. When it was our turn, Mama put our bags on a moving belt and talked to a woman in uniform. She sent us toward a weird-looking machine. A person ahead of us stepped inside, and it made all kinds of
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