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Mickey has always been my smart dog. He's the one that can open the child locks and Tupperware and 
dispense extra meals. He's the one that could get out of his crate and go exploring when the humans 
were not at home. He would unzip the school backpacks and liberate the leftover lunch treats without 
damaging the fabric. Mickey, my bright, shining star, was nine years old when glaucoma suddenly 
struck in September 2002. 
 
We had no warning. He had been fine at the vet's office getting his toenails clipped, but two hours later 
he was walking into the walls and furniture. By the time I got him into the veterinary ophthalmologist’s 
office the next day, the damage was done. Mickey's blindness was irreversible. In most cases, glaucoma 
strikes one eye and then the other. Mickey's case was unusual in that it affected both eyes. 
 
Glaucoma is a build up of pressure within the eye, when fluid enters the eye but is unable to drain in the 
proper manner. The resulting pressure causes pain similar to a migraine headache. The vet prescribed 
eye drops and ointments. He warned that these medicines would only work for a few months and then 
we would have to consider surgery.  
 



Mickey would have to adjust to being blind, and his family would have to adjust to life with a blind dog. 
We quickly learned to be his “eyes.” When we saw him walking 
a collision course, we would say "wall!", and it was up to 
Mickey to stop and figure out where the obstacle was. On leash 
walks, we used "step up," "step down," "edge" and "stop!" as 
guide words, and Mickey very quickly learned the meaning of 
each. The trickiest warning was "dog!" as he was about to crash 
into one of the other canines-in-residence. Luckily, the other 
dogs became very forgiving. 
 
Looking back, it's amazing how quickly Mickey learned his 
way around the house and yard.  I joined an e-mail group for 
owners of blind dogs, where the members were very supportive 
and cautioned me against re-arranging the furniture. 
 
The real test came over Thanksgiving weekend. I took Mickey along to visit my family in another state. 
Normally, he would stay home with the other dogs and the pet-sitter, but I didn't feel right asking the 
sitter to administer a strict routine of eye drops. Mickey had been to my family's home once before, but 
he didn't remember the place well. It took him about three hours to map everything out, and learned 
right away where the stairs were – he stumbled there once, but never again. He seemed to count the 
steps leading from the deck to the back yard, and the only time he had problems was when the toddlers 
left toys in his path. 
 
In March, the eye drops stopped working, and Mickey retreated to the bedroom and hung out alone. His 
intraocular pressures were once again elevated, and it was time for surgery. Several options were 
discussed, but since Mickey was already blind, with no hope for regaining his sight, his vet 
recommended double enucleation. Both eyes would be removed and the lids sewn shut. Mickey would 
always look like he was asleep (and he used this to his advantage). 
 
Mickey had adjusted to being blind months ago, and once the surgical swelling went down and the 
stitches were removed, he felt much better. Within a few weeks, I had my old dog back. Mickey was 
running up and down the length of the back of the sofa, barking at noises made by the neighbors. He was 
once again eager to gnaw on a rawhide or tumble his "buster cube" around the dining room. We bought 
him a leather cap with a visor, and though he doesn't like to wear it much, it is a conversation starter. 
People's reactions – when they realized he had no eyes – was generally the same: "wow!" I used the 
opportunity to enlighten them. Before glaucoma, Mickey went to elementary schools and scout troops to 
teach kids about animal rescue. Now, we had even more to talk about. 
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