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The Conway Regional Animal Shelter, two miles south of town, began operations in 1998 when its owner, George Makenzie, foresaw the overwhelming and desperate need to care for and house the many unwanted dogs and cats in the community. For over twenty years, the shelter had found homes for thousands of animals. Ever since he graduated high school, nineteen-year-old Beau Camden worked at this privately owned shelter where he cared for abandoned and discarded dogs and cats, with an occasional wolf, parrot, or lemur thrown in for good measure.

Sometimes there were snakes.

But mostly, Beau dealt with dogs, which he had loved passionately since he was a small boy on his father’s farm. There were just more abandoned dogs than cats in the entire county. The care and nurture of dogs and numerous other animals had always been a part of Beau’s life. From nursing calves, sheep, and goats rejected by their mothers, Beau was closely familiar with the inner workings of raising animals.

While the facility advertised itself as a “no-kill shelter,” this was somewhat misleading. On occasion the shelter needed to deal adversely, but mercifully, with a small number of animals if their medical condition was non-curable or was dangerously aggressive and unable to be trained.

But the most pressing need that Beau and the animal shelter staff dealt with daily was overcrowding. 

The shelter was full. Always full. Dogs arrived faster than they left. Adoption slowed to a crawl. And Conway had become a quiet dumping ground for unwanted litters left near dumpsters and back roads.

Why can’t the sons of bitches just turn these poor things into this shelter or another shelter nearby? Why do they throw them away like trash? Or better yet just care for the dang animal, he thought.

Beau knew the answer in his heart. They do see them as trash and therefore disposable. I hate them all.

While it was nearly impossible to ascertain the identity of the dirtbags who were abandoning the animals, the good locals of Conway were very generous with their monetary contributions for the animal shelter. The assorted shelter animals never lacked for food, veterinary care, or quality shelter.

Beau had worked at the shelter for seven years and he developed the opinion very early that while it was not fair to keep all the animals locked up in cages, they were better off in the cages than out in the wild fending for themselves. After all, these were mostly domesticated animals. What they needed was real forever homes. Beau’s desire was that more people would adopt and give these creatures a forever home instead of the painful and pitiful existence that they had.

Beau and the other staff members did give the inmates, as he referred to them, as much love as humanly possible. But the small number of staff was inadequate to distribute enough care and love to all the animals. Also, not enough of the locals volunteered to help. Because of the overcrowding, the owner sometimes shipped many of the dogs to other shelters with their fate unknown.

One day, about six months ago, Mr. Makenzie received an email from someone wanting to buy the shelter.

“They want to what?” Beau asked in absolute disbelief. “Who in the world buys an animal shelter? Aren’t they all set up to be some kind of charity for tax purposes?”

“Yes, many are,” Mr. Makenzie said. “This is really strange, Beau. I’m not sure what I’m going to do. His offer is actually kind of out of the ballpark. He’s offering at least twice what the property and everything here is worth.”

“Well, then he must really want them,” Beau said. “I just wonder. What’s the purpose? I mean, who wants a bunch of abandoned animals?”

“Who is it?,” asked Beau.

“It’s a local businessman named Trenton,” Mr. Makenzie said. “He owns several food stores in the county and rumor has it that he’s got business partners up in Missouri who do some kind of scientific research. Maybe it’s got something to do with them. I really don’t know. But I do think that whatever research they’re doing would have nothing to do with these animals. What in the world would research in Missouri have to do with our dogs here?”

Beau shook his head in disbelief. “Whatcha gonna do Mr. Makenzie?” Beau asked.

“Well, Beau,” Mr. Makenzie said as he leaned on a walking cane he had started using recently. “I’m a lot older now than when we started years ago. Unfortunately, my wife is sick and my health isn’t the best either. It looks like I am going to have to sell if nothing changes that is.”

“What could change?” Beau asked.

“Well, I suppose donations could pick up,” Mr. Makenzie said. “But it would have to be an astronomical amount before I could tell Mr. Trenton no to that kind of money.”

“It’s just business, Beau,” Makenzie said. “That’s what Trenton told me.”

Beau said nothing.

No one at the shelter knew why Mr. Trenton would want to own an animal shelter. His business experience was in the grocery business. But the real reason behind his new venture would eventually come to light. But before that, Mr. Trenton publicly stated a willingness to provide the utmost of care and devotion for the shelter animals noting that he too was a dog lover.

Despite the prospective buyer’s public statements for his love of animals, it soon became clear that Mr. Trenton was planning a Pavlovian type of existence for these animals where they would be sold and shipped to various governmental and privately owned research groups in Missouri for experimental scientific endeavors that had nothing to do with the health and wellbeing of animals or humans.

Beau had read about these places but could not wrap his head around the extent to which they would go
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