
Truly Rescued 

Throughout my entire life, I have been surrounded by many animals, including dogs, cats, fish, horses, 

and turtles. I do not recall a moment in my lifetime when I did not have a pet. I never would have 

thought that my efforts toward the welfare of creatures could make such a difference in many lives of 

not only animals, but also the people who need them. I have had my Golden Retriever, Lacy, since I was 

3 years old. She is currently 15 years old; one could say we grew up together like sisters. My German 

Shorthair Pointer, Hershey, was a spur of the moment, impulse purchase for hunting trips. She is 5 years 

old and has finally mellowed out from her puppy stage. These dogs get dog-friendly birthday cakes and 

stockings hung by the fireplace. They are family. 

In December of 2011, we joined an animal rescue that saves dogs and other animals from kill shelters 

that euthanize animals who aren't wanted. Although we do not permanently own these dogs, we foster 

them until they are adopted out to a "forever home". Our first pair of dogs was two German Shorthair 

Pointer brothers named Remington and Luger. The owner was a huge hunting fanatic but could no 

longer sustain the boys on top of the recent loss of her husband. Remi and Lugar were next in line at the 

kill shelter to be euthanized on a Friday. We welcomed them into our home on that Thursday. They 

quickly settled in to life with our two dogs and showed their appreciation for their new life by being the 

sweetest pair of boys, even if Remi's snoring were loud and obnoxious. We gave them the surplus of 

love and attention that they needed, but feared that these two lifelong brothers would be separated at 

their time of adoption. They were both adopted to a newly-wed couple and currently reside at a country 

house with miles of open space to run. 

February of 2012 will be an everlasting memory—and a motivation for my rescuing career—because this 

was the time that I would develop my disgust for careless and inhumane people. In this month, we were 

asked to temporarily shelter a momma dog and her seven little six-week-old puppies until the puppies 

could be separated to different fosters. We were scheduled to care for these new arrivals for one week 

and ended up fostering them for months. Once we received these puppies, photo listed with the mom, 

we noticed that one, whom we named Wrigley, was beginning to look ill. That night, Wrigley was taken 

to the vet and the diagnosis was heartbreaking; all the puppies had Parvo Virus. For those who don't 

know, Parvo is a deadly virus in puppies, mostly located in the south, that attacks their young immune 

system and in most cases is fatal. 

We struggled to keep these puppies alive and many thought it would be an inevitable loss, the IV 

treatments every three hours and countless medications gave us hope that we could achieve the 

impossible. Sadly, we lost the battle for one. Twelve hours after Wrigley was diagnosed with Parvo, she 

passed (hers is the picture of the puppy in my sweatshirt, which is also sadly the only picture I took of 

her in her short life). I awoke that morning with a gruesome loss, and to this day I am unable to discuss 

this event without becoming emotional. We fought and succeeded in the battle for all the other 

puppies, but the loss of Wrigley not only hurt me; it angered me. I discovered the background on these 

dogs, and these careless people put these poor, helpless dogs into a pound that was filthy. This is where 

the pups caught Parvo. This angered me to the point of researching and visiting local pounds and 



shelters to supervise the conditions of the facilities and writing angry letters to those who weren't up to 

par.  

Over the past 3 years, we have fostered over 66 dogs and added a new dog to our family, the mom of 

those seven puppies who was unable to get adopted. We have fostered for three different rescues over 

the years and have spread our love for animals to the people who adopt and potential new fosters. Ruff 

Start Rescue, Secondhand Hounds, and Minnesota GSP Rescue have all influenced us equally to pursue 

our fostering career and had me participate in local adoption events. My dad has a famous motto, "The 

more dogs I rescue, the more I hate humans," which in no way is stating that we hate all people, but 

those people who abandon dogs on the side of the road because they don't want them anymore or the 

one person who shot a dog that was wandering his yard because the defenseless creature "looked 

vicious". Those are the people we have learned to dislike. In a way, I must thank those malicious people 

because such experience has influenced my decision on a possible major in college. For that, I thank 

them.  

With the love from these dogs, I am the one who has been truly rescued.  


