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Bonnie and Izzy were a pair, of rottweiler dogs or a real-life couple in doggie kingdom. As the names suggest, one was a female and the other a male. They were striking looking, strong looking dogs, with a thick black shiny coat, and brown markings on the sides of their face and paws. The dogs belonged to my son, and were devoted to him. Often, they pulled up beside him in a seating position, and rested their head on his lap. At other times they walked alongside him and rubbed their bodies against his legs. 
They were also good watch dogs, fully trained, and alerted us by barking and growling, whenever anything unusual happened too close to our fenced home, or when pedestrians walked too close to our gate. Bonnie cast herself in the lead role, and was always the first one to hear, always the first to prick her ears up, stand at attention, listen intently, and in a split second, dash towards any disturbance. barking in a loud and threatening way, that kept friends and strangers at bay.  Her partner, Izzie, content to remain her loyal subject, followed in toe, not wanting to be left behind. Indeed, they represented a textbook specimen of their breed, and were greatly admired by visitors and passersby. 
          After many years Bonnie’s health started to decline. My son took her back and forth to the vet several times.  Once she had to remain at the veterinarian’s clinic for treatment, for a few days.
Unfortunately, she never regained her strength and it became evident that her time of departure was drawing close. My son and the vet discussed putting her down but came to no final agreement.
Early one evening, I noticed Bonnie lying on the porch, eyes closed, her body heaving with each breath. At intervals she opened her doleful eyes, turned them towards me then closed them again. I sat with her. Her lips seemed dry. I took water and gave it to her but she did not seem to have enough strength to lap the water. I alerted my son, saying, “I think Bonnie is going. I will keep watch over her.” I spoke soft words of encouragement and gently stroked her smooth, thick coat. She felt warm. I whispered, “Bonnie, Bonnie,” and stroked her again speaking gently to her. Then I tipped water over her parched lips. She opened her eyes and looked at me but the opening now seemed like narrow slits. I hurried into the house, and spoke to my son. It was obvious he was grieving but tried not to show it. He could not bear to accept the fact that his beloved, loyal Bonnie, was on her way out.
I remained with her. Her breathing gradually became shallower and the movement of her body, in tandem, hardly discernable. I stroked her coat and called her name, softly. This seemed the least that I could offer after she had given our family so many years of pleasure, and faithful, loyal service. 
I sat with her and watched as she breathed her last. 
Although I mourned, with that came acceptance. It was her turn. Bonnie slipped away peacefully, as she lived. At that very moment her passing reminded me forcibly of the “circle of life.”
2

