
                  “ LACIE, THE PUPPY WHO LEFT US A LEGACY OF LOVE” 
 

  
 
 
I will never forget February 13, 2006, the day that my husband and I had been anticipating for weeks.  We 
were about to pick up our new little puppy.  Never in my wildest dreams did I know what an impact this 
little puppy would have on our lives. 
 
My husband of 37 years and I have never really been dog people.  We had always been cat people, 
probably because we had three children and dogs just always seemed to be too much work. 
 
It seemed as we grew comfortable living as empty nesters, we found ourselves doing things that we never 
dreamed we would ever do.  We became country music fans.  That was so surprising to me because I never 
liked it before, and now that was all we listened to.   
 
But getting a dog, that was huge.  As we researched the subject, we both decided that we didn’t want a big 
dog.  The idea of a small dog scared me.  I have never liked yappy, hyper, little dogs. 
 
That’s when we discovered the King Charles Cavalier breed.  They were exactly what my husband and I 
wanted in a dog.  A dog that would love to cuddle on the couch with you.  Since we worked from our 
home, it was perfect that they wanted to be with their owners all the time, and the fact that they weren’t 
yappy and hyper won both of us over to the breed, and I don’t have to mention that they are cuter than a 
button. 
 
As my husband and I arrived at the breeders, we were so excited, not knowing what to expect, but looking 
forward to the adventure.  The moment came when I could hold our new little Lacie in my arms.  What a 
perfect name that was for her.  She was from Atlanta, Georgia and she was a true southern belle, as 
feminine as can be. 
 



Those first few weeks were filled with so much joy.  When she ran after a ball or toward us for a treat, she 
wouldn’t run like a normal puppy.  No, little Lacie would prance.  We snuggled on the couch with her in 
front of the fire and watched our favorite t.v. show’s.  It was so fulfilling.  I just loved how she snuggled up 
to me, as close as she could get. 
 
Being volunteer church counselors for 16 years and leading a marriage ministry, I was shocked at how we 
handled bedtime with our little Lacie.  You see, we had always advised against having children sleeping in 
bed with their parents, but here we were Daddy and Mommy in our king size bed with, our little baby Lacie 
in between us.  We both loved it. 
 
Lacie’s favorite thing to do in life was going bye-bye.  Her favorite places were Irvine Spectrum and 
Fashion Island where everyone who passed by, had to stop and pet her and tell her how pretty she was.  
There was the occasional time when a passerby would fail to stop and praise her.  Upon that happening, she 
would whip her head around and look at them as if she were saying, “Wait.   Didn’t you see how beautiful I 
am?” 
 
She was a true princess and would act it out by sitting on any pillow she could find, looking very royal and 
stately, looking at Daddy or Mommy with her beautiful, big, brown eyes, inviting us to bow to her beauty 
and majesty, or at least to pet her and tell her how much we adored her. 
 
My husband and I loved her so much, but it seemed that no matter how much we loved her, we could never 
match the love that she gave us.  In fact, Lacie gave love to everyone in her presence. 
 
In June we picked up her new sister who was a tri-colored ten week old King Charles cavalier who had 
different parents, but came from the same breeder.  We named our new little girl, Misty.  Misty is so 
adorable.  She is so different from Lacie.  She is a bit of a tomboy.  She will trollop after a ball, will burp 
whenever needed and in bed with us at night, she will wrap her neck tightly around her Daddy or Mommies 
neck and will snore. 
 
Needless to say, my husband and I fell madly in love with these two precious puppies.  I remember after 
having Lacie for only three days, I looked at Larry and said, “I never dreamed I could love a puppy as 
much as I love Lacie.”  And my love is just as strong for our little Misty. 
 
I call Lacie, my shadow.  Everywhere I go, she has to follow, even into the bathroom.  It’s like I am a 
mother of toddlers again, thinking, “Can’t I have any privacy?” 
 
We will miss our little shadow so much.  And I don’t know what my husband and I are going to do without 
our Lacie.  You see, this evening we had to sit with our sweet little Lacie as our Vet had to put her down. 
 
As a new Mommy and Daddy, we made the mistake of wanting to give our puppies top quality treats.  We 
were told that Petsmart sold Smoke House Chicken Jerky treats, which were 100% chicken breast.  So, we 
made the fatal mistake of buying a bag and giving them as a treat after dinner each night.  Our precious 
puppies loved their special treats and got very excited when they saw us reach for the bag. 
 
Soon after, both our Lacie and Misty became lethargic, and had problems with diarrhea and vomiting.  The 
strangest thing was that they both became anorexic, in fact we had to force feed them their meals, but they 
would get excited when we offered them their treats. 
 
Misty rallied when we quit giving her the poisonous treats, but our Lacie, though she tried with all her 
might, could not recover from the damage done to her little kidneys. 
 
For four months, our Lacie faced the most horrific procedures to try to save her.  Day after day, she would 
spend in our Vet’ clinic getting intervenious fluids.  The whole staff at the clinic said she was such a sweet 
little patient, never complaining. 
 



Lacie had no desire to eat.  Every morning and night, my husband, Larry would patiently put little balls of 
food in her mouth and talk gently to her as he massaged her throat so that she would swallow her food.  
Never have I experienced a man with so much compassion and love. 
 
In the last few months, Larry and I have handled Lacie’s illness in our own way.  I chose to cry every day, 
praying that somehow our little Lacie would survive.  My sweet husband, on the other hand, chose to be in 
denial.  He just knew that if we kept it up, little Lacie would survive.  Both of us have had to embrace the 
fact, that we are different and that we must honor those differences in our personality. 
 
But, I must tell you, my heart is breaking for Larry now.  For some time, I have known that Lacie was not 
going to make it, but my sweet, dear husband had so much hope that she would recover.   
 
I am sitting here, so devastated.  I loved her so very much.  I pray that she knew how much her Mommy 
and Daddy loved her.  I truly believe that Lacie took a piece of my heart with her when she went to heaven.  
 
As I sit here, I vow that Lacie will not have died in vain.  And that I will do whatever it takes to get those 
poisonous treats off of the shelves so that other dogs will not suffer like little precious Lacie. 
 
It has been two weeks, and I am finding that God had different plans for Lacies life.  Since I started e-
mailing our story to breeders throughout the nation, I have had several  
e-mails and phone calls from dog owners saying that Lacie is an angel because either the owners had been 
feeding their dogs the treats, or they almost bought them, or that they finally know why their little dog has 
been so ill. 
 
Now as I sit here and ponder the sadness of these last five months, I can see that God had a greater plan.  
My plan was for Lacie to be a therapy dog, so that she could help the ill.  But it was God’s plan for Lacie’s 
short lived life to be used to help not only sick, poisoned dogs, but also to help prevent dogs and their 
owners from going through the pain that our sweet Lacie and my husband and I have gone through. 
 
I love you, my sweet little shadow. 
 

  
                   Precious Sweet Lacie – December 6, 2006 – November 12, 2007 


