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I have struggled to find the words that accurately describe how volunteering at the Longmont 

Humane Society has impacted my life, and made me who I am today. I started volunteering when I was 

thirteen years old, and at first my role was minimal. I was one of nine hundred volunteers, helping with 

enrichment and kennel duties. Today I play a key role in every aspect of the shelter.  

 My most prevalent volunteer role is definitely as a canine coach, working with behaviorally 

challenged dogs that are not yet ready to be put up for adoption. I am lucky that my shelter has a 

nationally recognized Training and Behavior Modification Department that gives many chances to dogs 

that would not normally receive them. I started walking dogs at the lowest level of the adoption floor 

when I was fourteen, and just after I turned fifteen I had moved all the way up to being a coach, and was 

able to work with  dogs that most staff were not allowed to handle. I have worked with hundreds of dogs, 

all with different behavioral issues and needs, but there are a few that have stuck with me throughout the 

years.  

After I had begun working in the behavior department, I was offered a leadership role in the form 

of running the teen volunteer training five times a year. I had been a member of  the teen training team for 

quite a while, but when our leader moved away for college, I was asked to step into the role. I led a team 

of five trainers, who would teach twenty to thirty new teens at a time. I ran an orientation program 

teaching new volunteers about the shelter, as well as a six hour training on handling dogs and shelter 

procedures. The last of training is the most stressful because all of the trainees are walking dogs at the 

same time, and in the kennels there are many opportunities to run into each other with dogs, especially for 

new volunteers. Keeping track of everyone's progress, helping different people with skills, and staying on 

top of communicating with other trainers is incredibly stressful, but ultimately one of the biggest rewards. 

My favorite part of teen training is after all of the trainees are done, my team would go get dinner or sit at 

the shelter and debrief. Leading the debrief sessions was a way to decompress after stressful situations, 

and more importantly connect with the people who would soon become some of my best friends.  



 

 

  Sometimes there are animals that LHS can’t place due to behavioral or medical issues, 

and more so there are animals that other shelters can’t place and need to transfer. Most transfers are fairly 

close and we have a network of volunteers willing to move animals from different areas, but every once 

in a while there are emergency transfers that are a bit more high stakes. I was fourteen when Hurricane 

Harvey hit, and shelters in Texas were desperate to send out dogs that had already been impounded, in 

order to make room for displaced animals from the storm. While I was unable to take the trip, I was at the 

shelter when all forty seven dogs arrived and had to be intaken. We set up a system of stations in order to 

make sure that every dog was fitted for a collar, had a potty break, had paperwork, and got a quick 

medical exam. Because of the emergent situation, many of the Hurricane Harvey dogs had medical issues 

like heart worm, or had behavior issues. It took all night, but being a part of that transfer was an 

experience that I will never forget. I became a transfer volunteer after I got my driver's license when I 

turned sixteen, and went on my first transfer trip that spring. A beagle named Papi was not an adoption 

candidate at LHS due to his bite history, and was being transferred to a shelter in Las Vegas. When I 

heard he needed to be transferred, I reached out to one of my fellow canine coaches and teen trainers and 

asked if she wanted to take a weekend trip. Luckily, some volunteers from the receiving rescue were 

willing to meet us halfway, so we met them in Moab and sent Papi on his way. This past summer I was 

able to go up to Cheyenne Wyoming with two of my best friends who I met through the shelter, and we 

picked up a dog named Colby who had some behavior concerns that his previous shelter did not have the 

resources to work with. Being a transport volunteer has shown me how lucky I am to volunteer at a 

shelter with so many resources for dogs, and also pushed me to appreciate other shelters that are willing 

to take dogs that we have no other options for.  

 During my time at LHS, I have taken on many roles and responsibilities, and learned so much 

more than I can accurately put into words. In nearly five years, I have volunteered over 2,000, been 

featured in two publications, trained countless volunteers, worked with hundreds of animals, and made 

connections that I will take with me through the rest of my life. I have met some of my best friends, and 

greatest role models. Many people are shocked when they hear about my experiences, and some find it 



 

 

hard to believe that I have had the opportunities that I have. I can genuinely say that I would not be where 

I am today, and I would not be who I am today had it not been for my time at the Longmont Humane 

Society, and I am forever grateful for the opportunities that it has given me.  

 

 


