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A New Found Freedom
By: Debra Canchola

Ever since I was young, I have held such a strong            
affection for animals.  I do not know what prompted 
my affinity for our furry friends, I just knew that 
animals relied on their human counterparts for love, 
protection, and companionship.

At the tender age of seven, I started bringing home 
stray cats.  I remember vividly stepping off the bus en 
route to my house as other kids would run down the 
street, leaving their backpacks behind to embark on 
the latest game of freeze tag.  I would find myself    
wandering the block looking for a needy cat to bring 
home.  I was always successful in arriving home with a 
cat strewn about me ready for food and love.  This is 
how I spent my afternoons, falling in love with the 
mangy, dirty cats that someone else abandoned for 
me to look after.  Everyday my love for cats grew and 
soon spread to have such a love for other animals.

Throughout my life, animals and I have shared a 
special bond.  I treat my animals as if they are my 
children and I take great delight in spoiling and loving 
my babies.  At the moment, I am mom to four cats and 
two dogs.  Each of the pets that have come in and out 
of my life have always held their own spot in my heart.  
This story is about the day I brought my dog, Frida, 
home.

I was volunteering at our local animal shelter when I 
stumbled upon Frida.  I was walking along, checking 
each of the kennels when I noticed a sign on one of 
the doors that read ªAbused dog, not comfortable with 
people.º This sign angered me as I read it, it displayed 
to me: You don't  want this dog. I looked beyond the 
gate and found a black ball of fur coiled up in the 
corner shaking uncontrollably. She never lifted her 
head, just gazed at me with her sad eyes, begging me 
for help.  The tears started flowing and I asked one of 
the staff about her.  I was told that she had been 
brought in after someone reported her getting 
abused.  All I could think was why would anyone do 
this to such a precious being?  She was not much older 

than six months.  I asked if I could please take care of 
her and was told to be careful cause she was not to be 
trusted since she might bite me out of fear.  I didn't 
care.  I opened the gate and she immediately began to 
shake and even urinated on herself out of her fear.  I 
knew she wouldn't bite me, she was so sad and so hurt.  
I couldn't stop my tears.  I knew I had to take her home.  
I sat with her for about an hour, just stroking her head 
and soothing her with calming words.  Her shaking 
started to calm and her whimpers turned into mere 
whispers.  I couldn't bring myself to leave her kennel, 
but I knew I needed to fill out the necessary              
paperwork in order to claim her.  As I left, I looked at 
her and told her I'd be back for her. I hoped she knew I 
would be.  

I am grateful that animal shelters have such an             
extensive process when adopting, but at that 
moment, I didn't want Frida to be alone anymore, I 
wanted her home with me.  I was told I'd have to wait 
the allotted amount of time and that I would be noti-
fied when I could take her home.  I was so anxious, the 
days felt like years.  I volunteered everyday just so I 
could be near her.  Every time I entered her kennel, 
she reacted the same way and I would end up in tears.  
I didn't know what to do, I just knew I wanted her with 
me.  Finally, I heard the words I had been waiting for, 
ªYou can take her home, she's yours.º I was elated and 
ready for her to come home.  I was asked repeatedly if 
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