The Judas Kiss: When Mercy Turns into a Betrayal

There was a time when dogs died in their sleep. No spectacle, no “trip to the vet,” no stack of
diagnoses. They passed quietly, at home, beside their people. They didn’t have medical records
thick as novels. They didn’t visit specialists or attend checkups every other month. The dogs of
our grandparents left this world with dignity —because that’s how they lived. They were, quite
simply, dogs.

Today, dogs fall apart from diseases that have become the new normal—tumors, epilepsy,
autoimmune disorders, depression, chronic inflammation, and allergies to life itself. Dogs who
once lived without illness now spend years suffering in pain. And what do we do? Instead of
confronting the choices we made throughout their lives —choices made out of love and with the
best intentions—that have led them to this condition, we choose euthanasia. We call it “mercy.”
We frame it as a “dignified end.” But it’s not mercy. It’s our weakness. It’s hypocrisy.

The truth is simple: dogs no longer die suddenly, quietly, in the night. They die slowly —day by
day, month after month, sometimes for years. Not because their time hasn’t come, but because
they can’t—and won’t—Ileave. They feel us: our fear, our fragility, our inability to let them go.
Their heart continues to beat even when their body has clearly said it’s time. They stay because
we haven’t released them.

They still believe it’s their duty to remain with us. To be by our side. Even when nature would
have already closed the circle, they keep holding on. Why? Because we’ve lived with them in
such a way that they believe we cannot survive without them. They endure the pain because
that’s what they think love demands. And we’ve taught them that love means staying, no matter
what.

They stay even when it hurts to breathe. When standing is impossible. When every bone feels
like an open wound. They stay because we haven’t freed them from the role we imposed on them
—our angels, our children, our joy, our only light. We never gave them the right to just be dogs.

We hold on, not for them, but for ourselves. Because the idea of life without them is too painful.
And when their suffering becomes unbearable, we choose to end it—not because they ask us to,
but because we can’t stand to watch anymore. We call it release. We call it dignity. We call it
love. But the truth is harsher. We do it because we cannot bear to look at what they show us.
Because in their final days, they reflect exactly what we’ve become: lifeless people walking
through existence, feeding bodies that are no longer connected to any deeper sense of meaning.

Isn’t that the real hypocrisy? We work jobs we hate. Share beds with people we no longer love.
Spend our days in empty conversations and suffocating relationships. But when our dog’s life,
who never betrayed us, come to its end , we can’t sit with them. We can’t hold space for their
journey. So we choose what we’ve already chosen for ourselves: escape. This time, for them.

But there is another way.

There is a life rooted in love and harmony —a path that teaches both us and them that death isn’t
the end. It’s a new beginning. It’s possible to look at your dog and say, “You’re free to go. Your



mission is complete. I will stay here until my time comes. Thank you for every second of your
love and your service.” It sounds simple, but try to say it from the heart. Your throat will tighten.
Because it’s only in that moment that we realize how deeply we’ve held them captive. How little
we believed in our own strength to go on without them. How we used their lives as a distraction
from our own.

And yet, when those words are truly spoken from the heart—they hear us. And finally, they go.
Quietly. Without injections. Without clinics. Without endless farewells. They lie down beside
you, or retreat to their favorite corner of the house. And they simply don’t wake up. Because we
released them from their duty. And they know it.

Euthanasia is not love. Love is having the strength to let them go when their real time comes—
without fear, without control, without disguising our weakness as care. In that final moment,
when we stare into their eyes filled with pain and loyalty, we often do something they would
never do to us. Our hand trembles over their body, calling it “release,” but what we often give is
a Judas’ kiss—a gesture that looks like mercy but is marked by betrayal. Not betrayal out of
cruelty, but betrayal out of fear. A failure to remain present until the end, the way they were for
us, every single day of their lives.

If we believe in their soul, in their awareness, in their love—then we owe them more than a
sterile death by injection. We owe them the kind of end they gave to us: quiet, loyal, and filled
with grace.

That’s why the act of farewell begins on the very first day we meet them—because the day of
parting will surely come. And from the beginning, they must know they are free. They are never
obligated to stay longer than life allows. And when that moment comes, they should leave with
our blessing.

In peace.



