“…A Time to Die” (Ecclesiastes 3:2)


I was sitting on the front deck looking out at the creek and just about ready to nod off for a peaceful afternoon nap.  Just then our dog “Gweg” came up, looked up at me wagging his tail—apparently wanting a little attention, which I gave him as I stroked his head a few times.  He was apparently satisfied as he turned and walked off.  I was never to see him again.


Gweg was and old dog and had been recently wounded in a fight with the neighbor’s pit bulls back at the Damascus home.  We had brought him up to the mountain with us the day before and he had spent one good day with us before leaving us.


We noticed Gweg gone by early evening and we looked everywhere for him.  He was not to be found anywhere.  We even searched the woods with a flashlight, calling his name, but he was gone.   The next morning we tried again but with no luck.  We left for home later in the day with Gweg not with us.  The following days we called the various animal control centers looking for him, thinking he might have wandered off and got lost: maybe picked up by a neighbor.  No luck in this either.


It finally dawned on us that Gweg had realized it was time for him to leave us, wander off and gracefully die somewhere, a thing I understand animals do.  Gweg had come up to me on the deck for one last pet, one last validation before leaving, but of course I didn’t know this at the time.


I think about Gweg’s last goodbye almost every time I am at the cabin and I am always saddened.  But why should this be?  What spiritual lesson was the Great Spirit teaching me in Gweg’s last goodbye?


I’m becoming convinced that animals relate intuitively in a closer way to our Creator than we humans do.  As human beings we are conscious of the fact of our mortality whereas animals probably are not.  But when it is their time to go, they seem savvy about this more than we humans.  We don’t want to die.  We will cling to life tenaciously.  Give us surgery, give us pills, tubes and transfusions—we cling to life compulsively.  Why is this?  Are we afraid to meet our creator?  If an atheist, maybe we fear our final plunge into Nietzsche’s “great abyss.”


A couple of weeks ago, we lost one of our Pomeranians.  He was taken to the vet with an abscessed tooth and never came out of the anesthetic.  We were devastated by the loss, Artie having been a family member.  I have been going through the various stages of grief—anger, depression, anger, bargaining and am approaching “acceptance” about the loss, which seems so unjust!  I’ve been pondering the reason for my feelings of injustice.  Why does death—death of anything or anyone loved in this life—seem so wrong?


Our Creator is the ultimate life-giver.  Life giving is an essential part of the divine character.  Somehow, we are all made in the image of our Creator, who no doubt reacts with the same sadness that we experience at the loss of a loved one.  Death is a violation of the character of God!  God apparently allows it for some great, transcendent reason.  But death must be temporary, for it is also a part of the divine character to bring life out of death.  Because of the character of God, it is untenable to believe that anyone or anything should remain eternally “dead.”  God himself is the hope of resurrection!  The object of our faith is God himself, and we can be sure that all loved ones will at some point be reunited.  For love transcends death, is a spiritual thing, and therefore cannot “die.”


To die gracefully—to welcome death at the right time—requires a faith in the goodness of the Higher Power.  Animals know this and have no problem with death.  Has God given them and their example as a harbinger of better things to come? May we implicitly trust the Creator when it’s our time to leave this earth? May we do the final act of obedience and let go, gently falling into his hands and to the next thing he has planned for us?  Let his grace, and a deeper sense of his goodness, grant us all “a time to die.”

