
It was love at first sight.  
 
But it took a long time coming.  
 
A few years ago, my daughter decided we needed a 
dog. Our household wasn’t quite ready for one, 
though. I was still mourning the loss of my FOHA kitty 
Monsieur Charmant (aka: Tux) who had died in 2009 
and I wasn’t ready for another furry love yet.  
 
So, instead, my daughter and I went to Build-a-Bear 
where I bought her a little white-and-brown stuffed 
beagle. She named it “Kennah” and they’ve been 
inseparable ever since. But Kennah hadn’t quite filled 
the empty dog-loving space in her heart.  
 
Plan B: My daughter received “Bolt” from Santa for 
Christmas — a stuffed version of the dog in the movie, 
Bolt.  
 
Nope. Still not quite good enough — which then put us 
on the road to watching Beverly Hills Chihuahua 
approximately 300 times to make up for it.  
 
Nope. Still not hitting the mark.  
 
Next item up for bid: In May 2011, a little black kitten was found on the side of the road. We took her in 
and made her part of our family… but to this day there is still something “wrong” with her: She’s a CAT. 
 
In July of 2011, my daughter asked me if she could just LOOK at all the dogs on the FOHA website. Sure. 
Look all you want. She went through every picture, scrolling down the page, but made no connections. 
Then all of a sudden… the scrolling stopped, and the staring began.  
 
She asked me to click on a particular profile over and over again, every day, and asked me to read the 
description to her over and over again, every day. It was clear: she had finally found her doggie soul 
mate… and his name was Muncie. 
 
These were her favorite parts of his story: 
 

“… a very pettable and soft coat and warm eyes…” 
 
“I’m shy at first with some folks, but I’ll warm up and be sitting confidently by your side 
in no time.” 
 
“…come say hello, see my dog-eared ears, and who knows — maybe we’ll hit it off and 
you’ll win yourself a very loving and loyal forever friend.” 

http://www.foha.org/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bolt_(Disney_character)


 
That’s when the campaigning began.  
 
My daughter started writing love notes to Muncie… raising funds by doing small chores… putting away 
her birthday money into a “Muncie Fund”. She created artwork with the intention of setting up a craft 
table outside our house to sell her creations to neighbors and visitors in the hopes of earning enough to 
afford to bring Muncie “home”.  
 
In the meantime, I was debating about whether or not a big dog was the best choice for our little house. 
Would we be able to fulfill all of his needs? Would he be a good friend for Kitty (our cat)? 
 
The months rolled by… the fundraising continued. The reading of The Profile continued. The staring at 
Muncie’s picture on the FOHA site continued. And now it was nearly spring 2012. This love was not 
going to fade away.  
 
That’s when we heard that Muncie was being taken to PetSmart on a Saturday in hopes of meeting his 
match. Oh, no! What if someone else falls in love with him? My daughter urged me to let her meet him 
in person… because, if we didn’t, we might lose him forever.  
 
Until now, I was still skeptical about whether or not we were ready for a dog. But I had also become 
curious about discovering what Muncie was really like in person. I needed to see his true size and 
demeanor. Would he be rambunctious? A too-loud talker? Would he like us or bite us? In order for me 
to even consider bringing him into our lives, there needed to be a true, good, strong, loving connection 
with him in reality — not just on a computer screen. So we went to see him.  
 
And about 30 seconds later, I fell in love with him, too. 
 
He was beautiful, soft, snugly, shy, sweet, gentle, curious, smart. And we suddenly couldn’t imagine our 
lives without him. My daughter hugged and pet him. He smiled. We watched him roam around the pet 
store quietly and then find his place again on a shelf. And before we walked out the door, I kissed him 
on the forehead a few times and whispered in his ear, “We love you. You belong to us now and we’ll 
bring you home soon…” 
 
A month or so later, we did. 
 
When I asked my daughter some time later how she knew he was the one just by looking at his picture 
online all those times, she told me, “I saw love in his eyes.” 
 
Thankfully, we now get to see and feel that love every day from our sweet boy. He was well worth the 
wait and the campaigning and the fundraising… and we know that even though he once belonged to 
someone else, he was always meant to be our true love.  


