


Sergei’s 
Eyes

REFLECTIONS OF SOUL LESSONS

BY

Karen Fullerton



Sergei’s Eyes: Reflections of Soul Lessons
ISBN: 978-0-692-80191-8
Copyright © 2016 by Karen Fullerton

Cover design: Kate Rader
Cover concept: Karen Fullerton
Cover photos: Sergei’s eyes, Laura Pope; Sergei in woods, 
Graham Fullerton; Sergei’s ashes, Phillip Fullerton; Author 
photo, Tracy Krell.

Printed in the United States of America. All rights reserved 
under International Copyright Law. Contents and/or 
cover may not be reproduced in whole or in part in any 
form without the express written consent of the Publisher.



But then again it feels like some sort of inspiration
To let the next life off the hook
Or she’ll say look what I had to overcome from
my last life
I think I’ll write a book

How long ‘til my soul gets it right
Can any human being ever reach the highest light
Except for Galileo, God rest his soul
King of night vision, King of insight

Galileo Lyrics (partial)
Indigo Girls



To Sergei,

my rock, who continues to be my inspiration from the 
other side in helping people and their pets. 

Also to my pets Samantha, Sydney, Jude and Jade:  
My princess, my protector, my funny man, and my love 

bug. Thank you for your healing and inspiration  
in so many other ways.
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PREFACE 

“Me too .” 

When someone says, “Me too!” in response to a 
belief you have or to a similar situation as yours, 

don’t you feel a bit lighter? Your heart feels a little warmer 
because there’s someone else who truly can relate to 
what you are going through. Even if it’s a stranger you 
talk to in a coff ee shop who you will never see again, you 
are forever changed, even if just a tiny bit, because you 
can release some of the weight you’ve been holding on to. 
It’s not “just you” this has happened to. 

When we have the courage to share our personal 
experiences and someone understands and connects 
with us, healing has occurred. 

It doesn’t matter what the belief or issue is that you 
are going through. It could be that you don’t seem to make 
friends easily, or you went through a painful divorce, 
or you constantly are fi nding yourself in the wrong job. 
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Maybe you lost a son or daughter early in life. Perhaps 
you have different beliefs or ideals from your family. It 
doesn’t matter. There is no measuring system that says 
what we are going through is any less significant than 
someone else’s experience. Pain is pain. Joy is joy. What 
matters is that someone else has been there, done that, 
and has lived a similar path as you. They get it. They say, 
“Me too.” It’s at that realization point that you don’t feel 
quite as alone anymore. You are connected!

The “me too” concept is not new, but it’s powerful. I 
heard it from the rector at my church during one of his 
sermons, and it finally clicked for me why I was to write 
this book. For over five years I had wanted to write a book 
but could never figure out how stories about my dog 
would interest anyone else. Would it be a novel or mem-
oir? What would the plot be? Could my experiences be of 
help to other people? Like most of us, I was good at self-
doubt and second-guessing myself. So many others have 
faced greater hardships than me; who was I to think that 
my pain or learning experiences were worth publishing? 
I just couldn’t connect the dots on purpose of my book. 
That is, until that one fateful Sunday. Then it clicked! My 
stories, simple as they may be, could be someone else’s 
“me too” moment. 

These moments are what connect us to other people 
and allow us to truly be compassionate. I know I’m not 
the only one who has learned lessons from their dog. 
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Our pets are our teachers. One of their greatest gifts is to 
guide us in self-reflection. My insight to the lessons and 
teachings from my dog, Sergei, came after his passing. 
Reflecting on memorable events during our time together 
has given me a greater understanding of his importance 
in my life, raising his significance to a completely differ-
ent level. What were simple life events turned into life 
and soul lessons. 

Sergei’s eyes were always his primary feature. Every-
one always commented how beautiful they were—so 
blue, clear, and kind. Many said they felt like Sergei’s eyes 
could see into their soul. Like Paulo Coelho said, “The 
eyes are the mirror of the soul and reflect everything that 
seems to be hidden; and like a mirror, they also reflect 
the person looking into them.” Those eyes definitely saw 
into mine. 

It’s my wish that these stories will resonate with 
you, making a difference in your life by inspiring your 
own self-reflection and desire to connect and share with 
others. I’m sure there is someone else who needs to hear 
what you have to say, as well. We all need to know we are 
not alone. I hope you enjoy at least one “me too” moment 
through my soul lessons reflected in Sergei’s Eyes.

Karen Fullerton 



Reflections 
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Pet lovers know that animals can be great company. Some-
times, they are the only companions we have in life. This 
was my case when Sergei and I moved from Michigan to 
Florida. I was moving, but I had no idea where to! I had 
narrowed it down by internet research to the gulf-side of 
Florida between Venice and Bradenton. In fact, my mov-
ers didn’t have a physical address of where to deliver my 
belongings. They were instructed to call me when they 
arrived in Florida, as they may be delivering everything 
to a storage unit. What an adventure for me! I was in my 
early 30s and felt like I was just finding myself.

My first day of driving I heard the song Here I Go Again 
by Whitesnake on the radio (oldies station!). I started 
singing and dancing in my car to the lyrics. I could relate. 
I too didn’t know where I was going, but I sure knew 
where I’d been. I felt empowered. I was again on my own, 
and it did “feel like the only road I had ever known.” 

Just like they sang, I had made up my mind and wasn’t 
going to waste more time. Yup, I was off to start my own 
marketing and design business wherever I decided to 
settle. My dog by my side was all I needed. He was my 
protector and best-buddy in my travels. Life was good! 
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I don’t remember where we stayed for the first night, 
but I wanted to take it easy and stop when it was still 
light. Once at the hotel, I rollerbladed with Sergei for 
his exercise and mine and was surprised to find myself 
all done and settled in our room by 8 p.m. As I lay still 
for all of maybe five minutes, I became bored. With that 
boredom, my mind wandered to things that made me 
feel lonely. Suddenly the lyrics of the song I sang to ear-
lier with zest and life now made me cry. Here I was on 
my own “again,” with again being the operative word. It 
truly was just me and Sergei in the world at that moment. 
Wow, I had gone from a personal high to a personal low 
in a matter of maybe six hours! Sergei was there to nuzzle 
me while I cried. 

The next day I took it easy driving and decided to stop 
in Georgia. Having to find a pet-friendly hotel that was 
economical, I ended up in a poorer side of the city. At a 
traffic light about a block away from the hotel, Sergei sat 
up and looked out the window. There was a homeless man 
and his dog keeping cool in the shade below an overpass. 
I had a box of dog bones in my front seat, so I rolled down 
my window and asked if I could give one to his dog. “Sure,” 
the man said. Then he turned to his companion and said, 
“At least you have dinner tonight, buddy.” He thanked me, 
turned away, and headed back to his blanket. Wow. He 
didn’t ask me for money. He didn’t ask me for anything. He 
was happy his dog had food, however small it was. 
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His dog was his only companion, too. It sure put 
my troubles into perspective as I drove off. I was sad 
and scared about my situation, but how must this man 
feel? Thinking of someone else helped me to overcome 
my self-pity and feel compassion for another. It was as if 
Sergei knew I needed to interact with this man to help in 
my own healing. If it weren’t for my dog sitting up to take 
notice, I probably would have driven right on by. Dogs 
help us to be aware and in the moment.

I drove to the nearest grocery store and bought a 
roasted chicken, a loaf of French bread, and a gallon of 
water to bring back to the man. For his dog, I had some 
more of Sergei’s treats and food. The man remembered 
me and came up to the car. He took the items gratefully 
but not in an overly excited way like I had expected. He 
was kind and reverent. Here was a man living for the 
moment. He trusted in life, grateful for what he would 
receive, but not worried about anything other than the 
present. I drove by a little while later and saw that he was 
sharing his meal with another homeless man. That too 
made me feel good.

I don’t know about you, but I have a tendency to 
focus on the me-factor. What am “I” going to do? How 
can “I” get what “I” want? Where am “I” going in life to 
make “me” happy? Sergei wanted me to see this gentle-
man and his dog that day for a reason. I had a lesson to 
learn. Here was a man and his dog, with far less than I 
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had, and I thought I was homeless at that point in time 
because of having no address or place to call home. But 
that was temporary. Th is man was living on the streets. 
Th rough Sergei’s eyes, I gained perspective. Everything is 
relative in life. My problems were certainly real, but by 
appreciating someone else’s problems, I took the focus 
off  of me and on to another person in need. It was just 
one meal and one day. Perhaps seemingly insignifi cant 
to most, but not to this man nor to me. Th is brief inter-
action taught me a lifetime lesson in how to make my life 
more complete through compassion. It also solidifi ed the 
importance of our canine friends. Th ey are there for us 
when nobody else is, on whatever road we’re on, waiting, 
ready to serve. Dogs sound like earth angels, don’t they? 
We know they are.

Kee p perspective. Our ups 

and downs in life are important, 

but remember they’re also 

relative. Taking the focus 

off  of ourselves and being 

compassionate to others can lift self-burden, 

bring a higher perspective of understanding, and 

with that, peace.




