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To the family and friends who have walked beside me through the storms—
You have been my shelter in the rain, my anchor in the waves.
When life brought me to my knees, you lifted me without judgment.
You did not accuse—you taught me to hold myself accountable.
Because of you, I have grown into a better man, a better husband,
and I have found my way back to God’s embrace.
To my readers—
Know this: all three dogs whose stories you’ve come to know are alive and happy.
Yet, as I wrote these pages, my heart carried the weight of losing my dear Kasey.
I hope that within these words, you find comfort, hope,
and the courage to attempt something you never thought you could do.
And to my beautiful wife, Brandy—
We have faced the world together, side by side,
through days when the sun shone bright
and nights when the darkness seemed endless.
You have been my rock, my strength, my safe place.
When the path grew steep, you pushed with me;
When I doubted myself, you believed for both of us.
You are my heart’s home. Thank you for being my forever.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This book was inspired by a beautiful Monarch butterfly that circled my backyard one afternoon. As I watched its delicate flight, my golden retriever, Charlie, came bounding out the door and began chasing its shadow, following the butterfly as it danced across the yard. Soon, the butterfly returned again and again, and each time, Charlie would rush outside to play her part in their little game. Before long, this became a family moment whenever the butterfly appeared, Charlie would be waiting, and we would all gather to watch the unlikely friendship unfold.

I have always cherished my imagination, but I never imagined myself writing a book. As I began Charlie and the Butterfly, I found my mind carried me in so many directions. Should I tell a happy story, filled with wonder and light? Or should I write something true to life, something that would truly touch my readers’ hearts?

In the end, I believe I created the best of both worlds. Life is full of beauty and joy, but it also carries challenges and loss. Sometimes the hero triumphs, and sometimes the hero dies. Within these pages, I hope you will find both the magic of imagination and the truth of life, woven together in a way that speaks to you.

I named the butterfly “Kasey” in honor of my beloved dog, KC, whom I lost to cancer a few years ago. Though our time together was far too short, KC was truly one of the greatest companions I’ve ever known. He may have only had a few years in this world, but I was his whole life, and that bond will stay with me forever.

Today, all three of my dogs are alive, happy, and filling our home with love and laughter. Not a day goes by without them making us smile. They are an endless source of joy, and I can’t imagine life without them.

This story is about beginnings and endings, about love, loss, and the beauty of living in the moment. We will all face the heartbreak of losing a pet or a loved one, but we also have the gift of cherishing the time we share. Life offers us only one chance, so let us live, laugh, and love every day as if it were our last.
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MEET BERRY

[image: ]


Berry, the runt of the litter, was the smallest Labrador they had tried to sell. He was impossibly cute, with a snowy white coat and the tiniest paws you’d ever seen. Because he wasn’t the size of the other puppies, it seemed no one wanted him.

Brandy called me, asking which puppy she should choose. I told her simply, “Pick the one that comes up to you first.” And just like that, Berry chose her and, in that moment, he found his forever home.

From the very first day, Berry captured our hearts. He was playful, endlessly curious, and remarkably intelligent. Within only a couple of days, he was already fetching the ball and carefully dropping it at our feet. If he missed, he’d quickly grab it again and make sure it was placed within arm’s reach, determined to get it right.

Even now, Berry hasn’t slowed down. He still has that same unstoppable energy, always ready to play, always ready to love. For such a small pup, he’s given us more joy than we could have ever imagined.
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MEET PATRICK
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When we first opened Sierra Academy of Style, we were working long hours and felt guilty that Berry was at home alone until the kids got back from school. We decided he needed a friend, and soon Patrick joined our family.

Patrick was half Rottweiler and half English Lab, and as a puppy, he was thick. He was also one of the most challenging pups we ever had to train, stubborn, lazy, and a champion chewer. Berry, naturally, kept his distance from this little whirlwind of chaos. Patrick had an attitude from the very beginning. If he didn’t like you, he’d make it clear sometimes by strolling past the dog door and leaving a “gift” in your room.

But as Patrick grew, something surprising happened: he and Berry became the best of friends. Together, they would tear through the house in full-on “crazy dog” mode, leaving havoc in their wake. Side by side, they defended their home from mailmen, delivery drivers, and even the occasional rogue plastic bag skittering across the yard.

These days, Patrick is slower and prefers the comfort of his food dish or the couch. But one thing hasn’t changed: he’ll still go out of his way to get a good head scratch.
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MEET CHARLIE
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Our friend had bought Charlie from a golden retriever breeder, hoping she would be a companion for her older dog. Unfortunately, the friendship never blossomed. The older dog wanted nothing to do with her. So, our friend asked my son if he wanted Charlie.

When my son came to me with the idea of another dog, I was firm: “Absolutely not.” I already had two perfect dogs, and that was plenty. But, as it turns out, I don’t hold much authority in my own home because soon enough, we had three dogs.

Of course, the kids made all the usual promises to seal the deal: they’d pick up after the dogs, clean the house, do the dishes, even wash my truck every week. Fast forward three years... and guess who does all those things? (Yes, me!)

Still, I wouldn’t change a thing. Charlie has been such a blessing. Each of my three dogs has a unique personality, and together they fill our home with more love than I ever thought possible. I’m grateful I didn’t get the final say when it came to Charlie because now, I can’t imagine life without her.
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A NEW HOME – BERRY
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Charlie was a golden retriever with soft, honey-colored fur and eyes like melted chocolate. She lived with her human, Anthony, in a cozy cottage near a wide, open meadow. Charlie loved three things: belly rubs, muddy puddles, and chasing things that fluttered.

Charlie came to her forever home when she was only four months old. At first, she wasn’t welcomed with open paws by her new brothers: Berry, an American Lab with a beautiful white coat, long legs, small paws, and a cute tail, and Patrick.

Berry loved his humans. He often sat in their laps and gently rested his head on their chests, as if trying to listen to their heartbeat—or take away their sadness. He was very intelligent; his humans could throw the ball anywhere, and Berry would find it! Sometimes, the ball would come back muddy and soaked in slobber, dropped right into someone’s lap, which always led to a gasp.

Labs love the water—unless it’s bath day. Then Berry would be nowhere to be found. Bath time in the cottage was always the worst day, and for some reason, Berry and Patrick always seemed to disappear the moment their names were called. After their monthly bath, they’d often run into the backyard—or into the meadow if the gate was open—and roll in anything that didn’t smell like clean dog shampoo.

Berry, the oldest, was the alpha of the dogs. He loved to play fetch with Anthony, who often had to stop because his arm got tired from throwing the ball so many times! Berry, however, never tired. He was always eager to please and quick to give love.

At first, Berry merely tolerated Charlie, just as he had tolerated Patrick when he was the mischievous little puppy. Patrick had been a chewing machine—shoes, gloves, pillows, stuffed animals, socks... nothing was safe. The puppy phase with Patrick felt like it lasted a lifetime, but they made it through.

Charlie, new to it all, was scared of Berry and Patrick. They didn’t smell like the other dogs she’d known. Occasionally, “the boys,” as Anthony called them, would walk by, sniff her briefly, and keep going as if they were annoyed. They didn’t seem interested in her, and that made her sad.

She found comfort sleeping by the front door. It was almost cave-like and felt safe. Plus, there was an air-conditioning vent there, and she loved the cool air blowing on her fur.

One day, as Charlie lay by the door, Berry approached with a bright yellow tennis ball in his mouth. Charlie’s ears perked up, her eyes widened. “Could this be it? Are we going to play?” she thought. Berry dropped the tennis ball near her, curious to see what she’d do.

Charlie had waited her whole (short) life—in dog years—for this moment. Nervous but excited, her tail wagged so fast she might’ve flown away like a helicopter! She
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