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For Dasher, who gave me the beautiful gift of his love. Our story deserves to be told, and every page is for you. I love you from the depths of my soul.
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The Beginning
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MOST PEOPLE THINK A soulmate is a romantic partner...a significant other. For those of us who have been blessed to have a special dog in our lives, we know that’s not always the case. My soulmate is a wooly red Alaskan Malamute named Dasher. 

People meet their soulmates in a lot of different places. Some meet in a club, at a concert, or at a sporting event. Others meet at the grocery store, in a bookstore in search of a new read, or at a coffee shop while sipping a latte. They remember the exact date they met, what day it was, and what the weather was like. I met my soulmate on a sunny and warm Saturday afternoon, March 20, 2021, at Great Plains SPCA. This is how it all began.

***
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I HAD LOST MY SIBERIAN Husky in December of 2020, and I was struggling. My husband left to run some errands, and I was in my office on the computer. When he finally returned home, he walked into the room and sat down on the couch. I stopped what I was doing and looked at him, wondering what he wanted.

He pulled his phone out of his pocket and looked at me. “I think it’s time to get another dog. Frankie’s been gone for three months, and it’s spring.”

I shook my head and turned back to my computer. “No. I can’t bring another dog into this house.”

He started messing with his phone then stopped and looked up at me. “There’s a dog at Great Plains SPCA that I think you’d like. I was at the shelter visiting with him, and he’s a sweet dog.”

I looked up from the computer at him. “You went to see a dog?”

He handed his phone to me and told me to start the video. I took it from him and looked down at the screen. Pushing the button, I started the video. I saw a beautiful red dog in the visitation room with him. I watched the video until it was over then handed the phone back to him.

He proceeded to tell me about him. “His name is Dasher, and he’s a year old. He’s a very friendly boy. I think you’d like him.”

“Is he a Husky?” I asked.

“No. He’s a Malamute. He’s a special needs dog.”

I furrowed my brow. “What do you mean by special needs?”

“He’s blind, and he has a condition called diabetes insipidus.”

“What’s that? I can’t give a dog an insulin shot.”

He shook his head. “It’s not that kind of diabetes. I spoke with the vet at the shelter, and she said that all he needed was to have plenty of water at all times. If he doesn’t have water, he could get severely dehydrated. They want someone who can be home with him all the time to keep him safe and look after him.”

“He doesn’t take medication for his condition?”

“No. He doesn’t need medication, and he’s not on a special diet. He just needs water and someone to love him.”

I shook my head. “I can’t do it.”

“He needs you, Lisa. You’re good at caregiving. You took care of Frankie and your mom. No one else will take him because he’s special needs. He also isn’t housebroken, and they said because of his condition, he probably never would be. That stops people from adopting him.”

I looked away as tears stung my eyes “He’ll find a home. He’s beautiful. Someone will take him.”

“Come with me to visit him.”

“When?” I asked.

“Right now. I’ll call them and tell them we’re coming.”

I sighed and turned off the computer monitor. “Fine. I’ll go see him.”

He called the shelter to let them know we were coming to see Dasher. They said it was fine, so we headed out to the vehicle to leave. On the way to the shelter, which was only five minutes from the house, I was filled with mixed emotions. I felt sorry for Dasher because of his challenges, I was afraid because I’d never had a blind dog before, and I felt a twinge of guilt about bringing another dog into Frankie’s home. I decided to see how things went once we got there.
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WHEN WE ARRIVED AT Great Plains SPCA, I waited outside while my husband went in to tell them we were there to see Dasher. While I waited, I looked around the property. It was very nice. If a dog had to be in a shelter, that was the one to be in. My husband finally walked out the front door and told me they were bringing him out to the exercise run across the yard. 

We walked over to the large play area and opened the gate to go inside. I turned to look behind me and saw a woman leading Dasher out to the enclosure where we were waiting inside. He looked happy and energetic...not at all what I expected from a blind dog with special needs. 

The woman opened the door to the play area and stepped inside with Dasher. She closed it behind her and removed the leash from his collar. He immediately started doing zoomies across the grass. I watched him fly past me for a moment then walked over to the lady in the middle of the run. She smiled warmly as I approached. 

“Hello.”

I smiled back. “Hi.”

“What do you think of Dasher?”

I looked in his direction, and he was sniffing a blade of grass. “He’s beautiful.”

She nodded. “He really is. He’s one of our favorite residents. We all adore him.”

“I can understand why.”

My husband started explaining to her about Frankie and how hard the loss had been on me. She empathized with me. While he asked her a few questions about the adoption process, I remained skeptical.

I opened up to her about my concerns, and she listened without judgment. Sensing how supportive she was, I began asking my own questions.

“With him being blind, is he hard to walk?”

She shook her head. “No, not at all. I’m usually the one who takes him for his walks, and he does great.”

“So, he walks well on a leash?”

“Yes, absolutely. I was even running with him the other day.”

“What about his condition? He doesn’t take medication for it?”

She shook her head. “No. All he needs is to be provided with water. You have to keep his bowl filled at all times, because he drinks a lot of it.”

She paused for a moment, then continued. “I do have to tell you, he’s not housebroken. Because he drinks a lot, he pees a lot. He’ll probably never be housebroken because of his condition. You’ll definitely have to keep training pads on hand for him. We do require someone to be home with him at all times. With him needing constant water and being blind, he shouldn’t be left alone.”

I nodded. “I’m always home, so that wouldn’t be a problem.”

She smiled at my words. “That’s perfect. It’s just what he needs.”

“Is he aggressive at all?” I asked.

“Absolutely not. He’s a very sweet, friendly boy. He’s good with other dogs and children. He loves people.”

I turned and watched him play with a toy in the run. He seemed so happy and positive. I was expecting the opposite from a shelter dog with challenges. 

She pulled my attention away from him and continued speaking. “We do have a foster-to-adopt program. That makes it nice for people who are on the fence about adopting, and it’s certainly an option in Dasher’s case.”

“How does that work?” I asked her.

“You would take him home for a couple of weeks as a foster. We provide the food, treats, toys, and anything he has in his cage. If he would need veterinarian care in that time frame, we’d cover it. After two weeks, if you feel he’s not a good fit for your home, you can bring him back...no questions asked. If you decide to keep him, you’ll come in and fill out adoption papers and return the things we sent home with him.”

My husband started asking her questions, so I walked away to watch Dasher play with his toy. He ran over and jumped on me, and I stroked him on the head.

“Hi, Dasher. You’re a pretty boy.” I was surprised by how well he got around. 

I looked toward the fence and saw a volunteer walking by wearing a waist bag. Dasher heard him passing by and ran over to the gate to greet him. 

“Hi, Dasher. Do you want a treat?” 

He reached into the waist bag and pulled one out, then handed it to him through the chain-link. Dasher reached for it, but dropped it on the ground. The man looked at him, then at me and shrugged before he walked away.

I watched Dasher for a moment as he sniffed around for the treat. That was the first time since I’d been there visiting him that he showed any sign of being blind. Finally, I walked over and picked the treat up, then held it out to him. He looked up at me and gently took it from my hand. 

A sudden spark ignited in me, and I felt an instant connection to him. I realized this was my very first act of helping him when he needed me. It breathed life back into my weary heart. 

My husband was still talking with the woman from the shelter, so I turned and walked toward them. As I approached, they stopped talking and she gave me a warm grin. I returned it and stopped next to her.

“Is it possible to take Dasher home with us today?” I asked.

A bright smile spread across her face. “Absolutely. I’ll take him inside and get him ready to go, and they can get you started on the paperwork. We’ll set you up with the foster-to-adopt program.”

She turned and walked over to Dasher, attaching the leash to his collar. We all headed out of the play area, and she took Dasher through the back door of the building. We went to the front door to go inside. The paperwork was about to be filled out to make Dasher mine, and it felt right.
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MY HUSBAND BACKED OUR Toyota 4Runner into the parking space next to the building and opened the hatch. The woman we had been working with at the shelter came outside with her arms full of necessities for Dasher. Since we were fostering to adopt, they supplied everything we needed for him for two weeks. 

She handed my husband a comforter that Dasher had in his cage, a bag of dog food, and a few toys. While he was loading the gear into the back, she walked over to me with a canvas and a bag of treats in her hand.

“Here’s some treats for the road.” I took them from her, then she handed me the artwork.

“Dasher made this.”

I looked down at the canvas and saw the words “by Dasher” with a pawprint sticker below the paint. It melted my heart. That painting was worth more to me than any Rembrandt.

“Aww. That’s precious. Thank you,” I said as I carefully set it and the bag of treats down on the floor in the back seat.

“Of course. This is so great. Dasher has been here for several months, and I’m happy for him. He’s a sweet boy.”

All of a sudden, the front door opened and a woman walked out of the building with Dasher on a leash. She walked him over to our vehicle, and my husband lifted him up into the back. She told Dasher goodbye then turned and walked back into the building. 

Before my husband closed the back hatch, the woman who had been helping us leaned in and gave Dasher a hug. I could tell she had a soft spot for him. He closed the hatch, and I climbed into the back seat next to Dasher. 

As my husband got in and started the engine, I reached down and got the bag of treats from the floor. Dasher looked in my direction, and I turned to face him in the seat as he slowly drove away. 

“Do you want a treat, Dasher?” 

I handed one to him and he took it from me, chomping down on it as he looked around. He was very good on the ride home.

When we pulled up in front of the house, my husband got out and lifted Dasher out of the back of the 4Runner. I took his leash and led him up the driveway to the garage. He unloaded the vehicle, and I led Dasher through the garage to the door leading into the house.

I swung it open, and he walked up the two steps that led into the kitchen. I was surprised by how well he walked up those steps without being able to see them. We stopped in the middle of the kitchen, and I unhooked the leash from his collar. He immediately began exploring the house and sniffing. I allowed him to roam while I filled his bowl with fresh water.

He made his way through the house, sniffing the carpet, the furniture, and everything in between. I followed behind him as he walked over to the small blue chair sitting across from the couch. He sniffed it a few times, then lifted his leg and peed on it. I somehow managed to keep from laughing, but it was hard.

My husband rushed to get a bucket of water and some soap to clean up the chair, and I took Dasher out the sliding door to the backyard. 

He made it down the two back steps flawlessly, and sniffed around the patio before going out into the yard. I followed behind him into the grass and bent over to give him a hug.

With a smile on my face, I leaned in close and whispered to him. “Don’t worry about the chair, honey. I never liked that thing anyway.”
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Getting Acquainted

––––––––
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OVER THE COURSE OF the first evening with Dasher, I became more and more impressed by how well he navigated through his new surroundings. I was also amazed by how upbeat and happy he was. In spite of being blind and in a shelter for months, he was very outgoing and trusting. 

I made dinner that evening, and he was right there at my feet while I was cooking. He sniffed the air, taking in the smells of the food. It was the cutest thing I had ever seen. When we sat down to dinner, he took his position on the floor next to me, waiting for a handout. 

When I looked down and saw those precious eyes looking up at me, I had to share with him. I handed him pieces of chicken, and he took them from me. He chewed them a few times, then swallowed. If I didn’t give him another bite quickly enough, he scratched at the chair legs and demanded more. I was starting to see what a character he really was, and it made me laugh.

After dinner, he was fed his dog food from the shelter, and he ate every last bite. He stood behind me at the sink as I washed the dishes, and I explained to him step-by-step what I was doing. He seemed very interested. When I finished, we went outside together and I played with him in the yard. He took his Woodstock toy out with him, and I pretended to take it from him. His big plume tail waved from side to side, then he started doing zoomies. 

The joy on his face as he ran around the yard filled me with happiness. He really was a happy boy. We played for a while, then went back inside where I gave him a treat. 

The shelter sent him home with the comforter he had in his cage, so I spread it out on the floor in my office. I sat down on the couch and turned on the TV, then he came into the room and lay on the comforter. He stretched out on his side, made a low groaning noise, and went to sleep.

It brought a smile to my face. As I was watching TV, my eyes moved to the shelf in the corner with his painting sitting on it. For some reason, that painting deeply touched my heart. It brought tears to my eyes. If someone would’ve walked in and offered me a large sum of money for it, I would’ve turned it down. My boy made it, and it was worth more to me than all the money in the world.

***
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THE NEXT MORNING, IT was just my boy and me at home. My husband went back to work, so it was our first day alone together. I took a shower and got dressed, then we went for our first morning walk. To say I was nervous was an understatement. I had never walked a blind dog before, so it concerned me. 

I leashed him up, and we went out the front door. We lived in the city, and the next street over faced a busy highway. There was an apartment complex on the streets behind us, so having a quiet place to walk was out of the question. Frankie didn’t mind the walking conditions, so I hoped Dasher wouldn’t mind them either.

At first, he pulled a little. Nothing major, just a little tug toward a scent from time to time. He headed toward the street signs on occasion, but I instinctively guided him away from them. It was like second nature. He stopped to sniff many times along the way, and I realized how important scent was to a blind dog on a walk.

When we reached the next street and he heard all the traffic from the highway, he stopped and ran over to me. I bent over and put my arms around him to comfort him. He didn’t want to go any further. The sounds of the traffic scared him. I kissed the top of his head and stood upright.

“It’s okay, honey. You’re safe. Mama won’t let anything happen to you. We’ll go back. You don’t have to walk this way if you don’t like it.”

We turned around and headed back down our street to the house. It was clear that he didn’t want to continue the walk, and that was okay. I wouldn’t force him to be in an area that scared him. 

We made it home, and I took him inside. After unhooking him from the leash, he went over to his water bowl and started drinking. I felt bad that the traffic scared him, so I got in the cabinet and pulled out a treat. He took it from me and carried it into the living room to eat it. That was the start of a routine. 

***
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DINNERTIME THAT NIGHT was the same as the night before. He lay next to me on the floor, and I gave him small bites of my food. If I didn’t give them to him fast enough, he scratched and woofed at me. His personality was coming out in full force, and it was adorable. He was quite a character.

Before we went to bed, my husband let him out in the yard to pee while I got his bed ready for him. It consisted of multiple training pads on the floor, covered by a drop cloth. He came inside and immediately went to his makeshift bed. That’s where he slept the entire night. 

The next morning, I picked up the drop cloth and took it downstairs to the basement to wash it and threw out the wet training pads. This was a system that worked every night. No one wanted him because he wasn’t potty trained, but that didn’t matter to me. I bought a couple of bottles of Angry Orange carpet cleaner on Amazon, and I was good to go. It completely eliminated the pee odor. I was glad nobody wanted him because he wasn’t potty trained and was blind. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have gotten him. It was their loss.

After putting the drop cloth in the washing machine, I took a shower, got myself made up, and headed out with Dasher for another walk. This time, we went in the other direction toward the apartments. He loved it. There were many dogs living there, which meant many scents.

He seemed much more at ease walking through the courtyard of the complex. He pulled me over to the bushes in front of one of the buildings and sniffed for a moment before peeing on them. It was obvious that this was the way we would walk from then on...or at least until he got used to the sound of the traffic on the other street.

All of a sudden, a trash truck drove by and stopped to pick up the trash at the apartments. The loud noise the truck made when it stopped, and the banging sound from picking up the dumpster made him jump. He ran over and leaned against my legs, looking up at me. My heart swelled with love when I realized how much he trusted me.

I bent over and wrapped my arms around him. “It’s okay, honey. It’s just the trash truck. You’re safe. Mama wouldn’t let anything hurt you.”

I gave him a moment to regroup, then we started walking again. As soon as the trash truck left the area, he was back to normal. I made a mental note of it...he was afraid of trash trucks and the noise from the traffic. 

We finished our stroll in peace. As we walked, I talked to him and gave him a pet on the head from time to time. We were completely in the moment together. I realized just how much our walks meant to me. I looked forward to them just as much as he did. 

When we returned home, I gave him a treat, and he ate it in the living room. It had become a daily routine. Afterwards, we went outside and played in the yard. He loved doing zoomies. I laughed as I watched him run at top speed across the yard with a smile plastered across his teddy bear face.

I pretended to chase him and called out his name. The more I said “Dasher,” the faster he ran. When he finally stopped, he went straight to the flowerbed next to the house and started digging. I was amazed by how quickly he could dig such a deep hole. I had never seen a dog dig so fast.

He looked up from the hole, then ran out of the flowerbed and across the yard again. I clapped my hands and called out to him as he ran. 

“Go, Dasher, go. Go, Dasher, go.”

He ran in circles until he got tired. I stood next to the patio in the grass and waited for him to wind down. He was panting, and when he finally came over to me, I wrapped my arms around him for a hug and a kiss on the head. 

“Let’s go inside and get a drink, Dashy. You have to be thirsty.”

I walked over and slid the door open, and he went inside. He rushed over to his water bowl and got himself a drink. I knew he was thirsty. In fact, after watching him in action, I was thirsty, too.

***
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WHEN MY HUSBAND GOT home from work, he asked me about my day with Dasher. I told him about our walk and the fun we had playing outside. Then he went out and saw the massive crater next to the house. He stood over it looking less than thrilled. 

Before he could say anything, I cut in. “Nevermind the hole. He’s been in the shelter for months, and he just wants to have fun and be a dog. I’ll fill it in later. This is his yard, and he can dig in it if he wants.”

“Okay,” he said as he walked away.

We came inside, and I went out to the freezer in the garage to get something to make for dinner. Dasher wanted to come into the garage with me, but I was afraid he would go down the ten basement steps and get hurt. I quickly grabbed something out of the freezer and went back into the kitchen, closing the door behind me.

My husband walked over to the cabinet where I kept Dasher’s treats and looked inside. He took a mental inventory of everything, then closed the door. 

“We need to keep track of what Dasher’s getting low on so I can go pick up more from the shelter.”

“We should start getting things for him ourselves. He needs a collar of his own and a leash, plus better treats,” I replied.

He arched his brow. “The shelter will provide everything for us while we’re fostering him.”

“Yes, but we won’t be fostering him for much longer. This dog isn’t going anywhere, because we’re adopting him.”
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Chapter 3
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Foster Fail

––––––––
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ON APRIL 1, 2021, DASHER was officially adopted, and he was mine. It was obvious that he already felt at home here. Most dogs take weeks to decompress and feel at home after being in a shelter, but Dasher seemed to decompress from the first day he walked through our door.

He was still very puppy-like at a little over a year old, and he was also small for a Malamute. He hadn’t fully grown into his Malamute skin yet. I knew it would be fun to watch him grow.

He was microchipped, neutered, and up-to-date on his vaccines. The shelter had also groomed him shortly before we took him home, so his undercoat was already blown out. His fur was absolutely beautiful, from his fluffy butt to his plume-like tail. I also noticed he had a brown patch on the back of each of his heels. They were the same size and in the exact same spots. It was so adorable. 

His gracefulness didn’t escape my attention. Everything he did, from how he sat to how he slept, was beautiful. He loved to prance around the yard and get attention. Belly rubs were equally as important as affection. From a lying position, he rolled onto his back with his legs in the air and waited for the rubbing to begin. And, of course, his wish was my command.

His head tilts also got my attention. I saw him do it for the first time at the shelter
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