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Awareness, in my opinion, is the genesis of change. There’s an inexplicable romance to 

be found in peacefully interacting with another species. Throughout my entire life I’ve 

considered myself an “animal lover,” but I don’t think I truly knew what that meant until a couple 

years ago. I’ve always found myself drawn to helping the underdogs -- the ones who don’t get 

the compassion from human society that they so clearly deserve. This drive has led me to 

uncovering some unfortunate truths about the way our society treats innocent animals; but, in 

the face of these truths, I have found my voice. My desire to help those who cannot speak is 

deeply etched into who I am, and it is constantly shaping who I am becoming. 

If you knew me in middle school, you would know that I would not speak a word to any 

stranger unless it was absolutely necessary. I was the epitome of shyness. You would also 

know that I was a bit of a pit bull nerd. You wanted to know what pit bulls scored on the 

American Temperament Test? I knew it. (It was 86.8.) At the time, I was fostering a pit bull, and 

he was the exception to my rule of shyness; whether you were a stranger or not, I could talk for 

hours about Hayate. Hayate was a stray from South Dakota, and at some point in his life he was 

hit by a truck but kept running. I’ll admit, I was slightly apprehensive of him at first; he was a 

tank of a dog if there ever was one, and I had heard the rumors about “pit bull violence.” But 

Hayate took that stereotype and chewed it to bits (metaphorically speaking, of course). Despite 

all the trauma he had clearly been through, he was the sweetest dog I had ever met. I was 

frustrated by society’s twisted view of pit bull behavior, and I wanted people to see how amazing 

these dogs could really be. In my early years, pit bulls were the underdogs that had found their 

way into my heart; sharing Hayate’s story was my form of advocacy. I had no idea how much 

personal growth was still in store. 

Going into my freshman year of high school, my “advocacy” tapered down; it was a 

trying time. I wasn’t sure who I was or who I wanted to be, much less where I fit in with the 

swarms of teenagers that I was suddenly transplanted in the midst of. My self-confidence and 

shyness, if anything, only worsened. After struggling through that year, I decided to switch to a 

smaller school, and my life got back on track. Suddenly, I could breathe again; I had the 

freedom to start fresh and explore my passions. One fateful day, I was taking a tour of a 

nonprofit farm animal rescue, and I met a pig for the first time. First of all, I had no idea pigs had 

such coarse hair. Second of all, I had no idea most pigs absolutely LOVE tummy rubs. I was 

taken aback by this pig; he reminded me so much of dogs that had come and gone throughout 

my life. He got excited for dinner, sat for treats, and kerflopped for belly scratches. Yet millions 

like him are treated like cogs in a machine; born and raised just to be slaughtered. Unwittingly, I 

had found my new underdogs. After this encounter, I found myself falling down the rabbit hole of 

animal welfare in animal agriculture. I was appalled by the conditions of factory farms, and 

shocked by the utter lack of compassion that most farm animals receive. The most disturbing 

part of all this? I realized that these animals were being needlessly and brutally slaughtered by 

the billions, yet no one was batting an eye. This, more than anything, inspired me to speak up 

and get active. 

Immediately, I began volunteering at that very rescue. Shortly afterward, I tacked two 

more onto the list. Before long, I had accumulated over 400 hours of volunteering at farm animal 

sanctuaries - a number that increases week by week. At these sanctuaries, I have a variety of 

tasks; at one, I pick up pig poop and make sure everyone has water. At another, I feed all the 

animals and ensure everyone has water. At the third, I pick up poop, refill waters, groom, 
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manage the cow pen on tour days, and help with rescue missions. And of course, at each place, 

I give the animals a whole lot of love. Last year, I happened upon a pig on Craigslist; if the pig 

didn’t find a home, the owner was going to shoot it. Thanks to the farm animal rescue network in 

Southern California, I was able to successfully coordinate the rescue and rehabilitation of this 

pig. I found a farm animal sanctuary that could take her in, I assembled a team, contacted the 

owner of the pig, and transported her to her new forever home. Every animal in these 

sanctuaries came from a situation of abuse and neglect; every animal is an ambassador with a 

story to be told. In time, these animals inspired me to find my voice, and to speak up for them. 

That girl who wouldn’t speak unless spoken to is no more. Motivated by the plight of 

farm animals, I began to get involved with various forms of animal activism. I regularly attend 

events in which I essentially strike up conversations with strangers about animal agriculture. I 

urge them to align their actions with their morals. I’ve spoken at a city council meeting about the 

cruelty of fur. I’ve flown to a different state just to be a part of a historic animal rights conference. 

Most recently, I discovered a group in Portland, OR called The Raven Corps. They are a 

nonprofit, youth-driven organization that promotes compassion and environmental sustainability 

through plant-based advocacy. The Raven Corps tackles animal agriculture-related issues 

through engaging with community members and coming to achievable solutions. I reached out 

to the main organizer and started up one of the first Raven Corps chapters outside of Portland. 

We are currently in the midst of an operation that aims to empower fellow young people into 

taking action against climate change. Environmental issues have become a major point of focus 

for me; because what good is animal welfare if there isn’t a planet for the animals to live on?  

Animals are the underlying cause of why I do what I do. Through finding a cause bigger than 

myself, I’ve learned that it’s okay to pipe up. It’s okay to feel like you don’t quite fit in, so long as 

your heart is in the right place. If we as a human race learn how to treat other species with 

respect and compassion, imagine how much easier it would be to set aside divides we have 

erected among ourselves. 


