In Memory of “Ice”

Written by Kelly Scudder

People say memories are sacred, cherished pieces of the past, often meant to bring us further joy at times of happiness and success together... or to comfort and warm our hearts at times of sorrow and loss. I should know; I've been hearing and thinking that a lot lately. 

People say you lived a full life, with luxuries and the fun and excitement of challenges many dogs are never lucky enough to even begin to know. They say I gave you all you needed, wanted, and more. I should know… I’ve been hearing and thinking that a lot, too. 

But, when they say just how truly amazing a friend you were, and remind me of how wonderfully matched and beautiful a team we made, I realize why I don’t feel comforted by those memories, why I can’t wrap my heart around the short time we had together ever being long enough. Because that’s when I see that spirit and that smiling face… both always shining for the world to see. And it’s then that those memories fill my thoughts. Unfortunately, rather than comforting, they seem more a bittersweet reminder of what I’m now without in loosing you. 

A memory can’t be hugged, can’t be felt soft and strong and full of love in a shared embrace. A memory can’t run and play with you, laughing and beaming with joy at being together. And a memory can’t be with you to dry your tears as they fall, even now, blurring the lines of writing. A memory can’t walk up and lean its head against you, and paw upon your lap, and offer strong and reassuring support and understanding in response to your sobs. You can’t look a memory in the eye and have it return that gaze… so full of love and every other emotion worth being felt. A memory can’t break that eye contact… only for the good and caring reason of the chance to kiss your tears away and bring a smile back to both faces. 

Still, I know you would want me to be strong, to concentrate not so much on crying, but on the uncountable moments of happiness we’ve shared, of the adventures we had, the successes over challenges we faced, all those… memories. Yes, I know you would want me to find comfort in those memories, despite the mourning and the hurt that creates such difficulty in the task. I know it’s what you would have tried your hardest to do in my place, always so strong in every aspect, stoic and brave in the face of any obstacle. And I do know it’s something I’ll ultimately be able to do, with your help and your example. 

Yet, I can’t help but miss you, your look, your personality, your immense happiness with life and everywhere it took you. And I’ll miss your often elaborate, but never unappreciated or unrecognized, shows of enthusiasm when life brought you to your favorite places. I’ll even miss your sometimes rebellious and “devil may care” attitude. For, unlike some others, I liked how when I pushed you, I’d feel an equally hard shove right back. Most of all though, I’ll miss everything that came with simply being in your company. And I’ll equally miss the joy you displayed and shared with me in response to being together. 

I know there will never be another quite like you, which is yet another reason why my sadness for your loss is so great. Still, I wouldn’t want it another way. Your uniqueness is what makes you so incredibly special and so immensely cherished… like those memories. I hope that, somehow, you will hear these words and that you will know, and always knew, these things. 

You are my friend, my teacher, my partner, and my family. I wish your spirit well, safe, and happy. I will miss you and think of you always, until I may have the best of fortune as to see you again. Most importantly, above all else, I love you. I always have and I always will. 

With a love that words alone will forever and always fail to fully express, 

Kelly, aka “momma” 


I originally raised Ice as a future Leader Dog for the blind. I picked him up from Leader Dog’s school in Rochester when he was about seven weeks old, raising and training him through his first year to become a guide for the blind. Ice even got his start in the competition ring as a future Leader Dog. He competed in Leader Dog obedience and did many demonstrations. He never scored below 196 out of a possible 200 points, showing, at that early puppy age, a high potential for sport and real life work. 

While Ice did quite well for me in the Leaders Dogs program, he was still always more of a one-person dog (as GSDs often are). Because of this, I tried to get others to practice with him regularly, to get him more used to working with others and to make him better prepared for the transfer to someone new when he returned to Leader Dogs. Still, he much preferred being with me, and showed his displeasure with working with others regularly… through vocalizations, lowered displays of obedience skills, and a general attitude and expression. 

Ultimately, Ice didn’t continue in the Leader Dog program due to his close attachment to me. As the Leader Dog’s trainers put it, he was very homesick, moping in his kennel, not showing any interest in work (a big difference from a dog who typically couldn’t wait to go out and practice), and refused to eat (even after the employees mixed steak in with his food). He lost a ton of weight and coat while there. After only a two-week stay, I recieved a call from Leader Dogs about Ice's behavior, asking if I would like him back. Of course, I said yes. After returning home (he literally dragged the Leader Dogs employee across the floor to get to us, screaming and crying, when we came to pick him up), we got started in all the various sports and work most knew him as participating in. 

Throughout his life, Ice has trained, worked, competed, and earned certifications and titles in a wide variety of areas, including: obedience, agility, showmanship, carting, dog sledding, packing, flyball, disc dog, musical freestyle, dock jumping, Therapy Dog work, Assistance Dog work, and Search and Rescue (specializing in wilderness and urban tracking/trailing, but also with training in disaster, building, water, cadaver, and air/area search). 

To name only a few of numerous competition achievements, Ice was the second dog (the first being my other dog, Kip) in the club (over fifty years old) to earn his top agility title. He made it to Open obedience, before having to retire because of an injury to his hock. Before then, he helped earn the Reg Armstrong obedience award, the top honor for the club, twice (only one other member had ever earned it more than once). He helped earn four Versatility patches. He helped win several awards at the State level, including the State Dog Care and Training Award and two Regional Awards, something only one other member had ever received. He helped in earning the Canine Record of Merit county award, being Runner-Up the first year, by only one-eighth of a point, and then winning it the second year by over ninety points. The walls at home are literally plastered with well over a thousand awards due to his amazing performances in competition. 

Of course, bits of ribbon and creatively sculpted shiny metals are trivial and of little importance compared to the great impact Ice had on my life. He truly meant the world to me. At a SAR seminar we once attended, a fellow trainer noted that Ice was surely my soul mate, as her own partner was to her. And, as absurd as that may sound to some, I can’t say I disagree with her. 

Ice was an incredibly spirited and proud dog. He always wanted to do things on his own and didn’t like accepting help. Even after his injury, he disliked others helping him climb, jump, and do things that, physically, didn’t come as easily to him as they did in his youth. Grumbling and complaining, he begrudgingly tolerated the occasional assistance, but he still much preferred to do things by his own strength. He was also an extreme perfectionist and always had to do things right, in and out of the ring. I never had to correct him… he fixed mistakes on his own, purely because he wanted a flawless performance. Even when other dogs would misbehave, it was as if he was rolling his eyes at them. As my training friends and family put it, he gave them a look that said, “you’re behaving like *that?* How can you possibly call yourself a dog?” 

Even in dock jumping he displayed his popular attitude. After realizing that his “little brother,” Aro, was taking too long to take his first jump in… Ice hurried him along with an expression that read, “you little chicken, get your butt in there!” and literally pushed him in. After that, Aro decided that the water wasn’t so scary. He now owes his GSD dock jumping record to Ice starting out his career in the sport with a “little shove in the right direction.” 

Ice never stopped when it came to letting everyone know exactly how he felt. I remember one time, a story that always amuses my training friends, when Ice was practicing long stays with a group of friends’ dogs. I was out of sight, with a few other handlers, and a bee flew by Ice, buzzing about his head. Ice has always hated flying insects, ever since the day when a bee stung him as a puppy. So, he broke the stay and proceeded to try to chase the infuriating, evil, little insect away. Not knowing why he had broke, and before the trainer watching the dogs could tell me, I returned to him and gave him a correction. Obviously, Ice was much displeased. Besides, I *should* have known why he got up! So, how does he decide to show just how ticked off he was with me? Well, being a dog who never chewed anything but his toys, never had any accidents in the house past weeks of age, never destroyed anything of mine or hurt me in any way… he promptly got up, walked a short way away, grumbling and verbally complaining the entire time, until he reached my training bag. Then, he turned and gave me one last annoyed look… before turning away again and lifting his leg on my training bag. The thing that really made it hard was that I knew I deserved it and couldn’t do a dang thing about it. And, of course, after his “lesson” in teaching me to be a more observant handler, he never did anything like that again. 

Even to his final day with us, Ice displayed that slightly rebellious and fun loving side when he decided to race off after a herd of deer. Bounding off through the field, and chasing them back into the woods, he ran without any show of discomfort, but much apparent enjoyment. Of course, after I raced after him, screaming desperately and in slight fear for his well being, he turned back and returned to my side… quite pleased with himself for showing those trespassing deer where the neighborhood property lines were located. 

My mother put it well in stating that no one ever dies if they are in the hearts of others… and Ice is certainly in my heart. She also reminded me of what a strong personality he possessed, forceful even, which led to his great impact on so many lives. She told me that Ice has shaped who and what I am, which is without any doubt the absolute truth. Ice taught me so much… far more than anything I ever helped him learn. He had a way about him that made others take notice, human and canine alike. Other trainers stated that he had a “presence” and a “regal air” about him. He decided that, when out and about, he was in charge… and couldn’t have cared less if others disagreed. With that attitude, the great majority never did disagree… or at least didn’t bother to show it. 

Ice helped me to become a better trainer and handler. But, more importantly, he taught me to be a better person. He showed me how to be more observant, understanding, intelligent and strategic in the face of an obstacle, passionate and determined, hardworking and dedicated, caring and loving with friends and family. I owe so very much to him and have lived a better life because he shared it with me. He will be greatly missed… and will forever hold a place in my heart. 

Be well and at peace, my friend. I hope you are happy and safe and that I may see you again. I love you and that is something that will never, ever change. 

