
 

 

My husband Jeff and I have always been animal lovers.  
When we decided to marry back in December 2008, we each came to the marriage with a dog of our own.  Jeff brought 

Mia, a stubborn, loving, endlessly chewing, Springer Spaniel-Rottweiler mix.  Sadie came as a package deal with me, a 

never completely housebroken Bichon Frise.   

It was a match made in heaven.  
These two females became great friends after shall we say — some negotiating.  Sadie quickly realized that Mia was much 

larger and stronger, so if this was going to work between them she was going to have to outsmart Mia.  She mastered the 

“bait and switch” move.  Each dog had a bed of their own, however, the bed under the sofa table was considered the prime 

spot by both dogs.  So Sadie, in an effort to secure the best spot in the house, would jump up from her resting spot, sound 

the alarm and start to run towards the back door.  Mia, always ready to protect and defend, would immediately run after to 

join in and defend the home front.  Sadie would then race back to the bed under the sofa table and proceed to curl up into a 

ball looking very pleased with herself.  After 3-5 minutes of barking (UGH!) Mia would return to the spot under the table that 

she vacated to find Sadie sleeping soundly.  This ritual went on for years until Sadie left us at 14 years old. 

We decided to be a one dog household, we had plenty on our plate 
(insert chuckle here!).   
When we married we blended six children between us.  I have three wonderful daughters.  At this time my youngest was in 

college, my middle daughter was also taking classes, and my oldest had just started her first full time job in her field.  Jeff’s 

three were also busy with school.  His son was in high school, a daughter in nursing school, and the oldest son in the     

process of becoming a police officer.  We are truly blessed to have such a wonderful group of kids (always be kids no    

matter how old they get) in our lives.  Each one is supportive and loving to the other as if they had been best friends all 

along.  I can honestly say there has never been any difficulty becoming a family.    

Back to that “one dog household”.   
The phone rings about 9 pm.  “MOM I HAVE A DYING DOG IN MY CAR” my oldest is crying into the phone.  She goes on 

to explain that a co-worker asked her to come cheer up his dog.  Kate dog sat for this dog while the family had been on 

vacation and such, but hadn’t seen the dog in about year.  So, of course, my daughter agrees to meet this person midway 

between homes at a grocery store parking lot.  Wilson, a 4 year old Swissy, fell out of his owner’s car too weak to stand.  

The owner reported that because of an impending divorce, the dog was depressed.  Kate agreed to take the dog to cheer 

him up and carried him to her car. 



 

 

That was my introduction to the Greater Swiss Mountain Dog. 
The Vet reported that he had about 48 hours to live, due to dehydration and malnutrition.  IV fluids, antibiotics, 

bloodwork and x-rays showed that he was anemic, full of worms, and had ticks, but miraculously his lungs 

were clear and his heart was strong.  The Vet wanted to admit him, but was concerned about separating him 

from me.  It seemed that in the short amount of time we spent together on the Vet’s floor—we bonded.  I’m 

starting to cry as I write this; that dam dog is just … he looked at me with those brown eyes that were sunk into 

his head and I told him the truth.  “Wilson, you’re dying, but if you fight to live I promise to care for you and 

keep you with me always.”  The Vet thought with tender care he could survive.  It was then that I called Jeff 

and said, “Honey, would you mind if I bring home a small pony?”  Jeff, a physical therapist, was all about the  

re-hab!  It made sense that Wilson came home with me as my daughter worked full time so it would have been 

impossible for her to devote the time needed for his care.  After a week of syringe feeding he was able to walk 

around the yard on his own.   

 

Wilson was with our family for four years.  Everyone loved him! 
He became such an important member of the family; came everywhere with us.  These dogs are so special 

and Wilson was one of the best.  Sadly, we lost Wilson to pancreatic cancer.  I thank my daughter Kate for  

introducing me to this amazing breed of dog!  

Wilson …. 25 Pounds Later … Happy & Healthy! 



 

 

A dear friend of mine, saddened by       
Wilson’s passing ... 
contacted a breeder near me to ask if she knew of any Swissys that 

were in need of a new home.  This is how I came to know Carol 

Gehret (Cabro Swissies) and Max, her retired finished champion.  It 

was a leap of faith to take on a very large dog like Max, but we 

quickly realized we truly needed each other.  Max was looking for a 

new career and I was looking for support.  I have Multiple Sclerosis, 

thirty one years now, and periodically have difficulty walking.  I   

haven’t had much luck using a cane, it tends to fall over with me if I 

lose my balance and can’t tell up from down. 

A large, strong, willing partner like Max 
was just what I needed. 
So this is how my second Swissy came to be.  Max seemed to have 

an instinct about what I needed him to be.  Without much training, I 

was learning as went along, he seemed to know how to support my 

legs and balance me by bracing himself against my weak side.  I 

can’t tell you how many times that sweet, wonderful, huge bear of a 

dog, saved me from hitting the pavement.  We were well on our way to becoming a team when that terrible   

disease that we all dread came up out of the blue.  Max began having seizures.  Both Carol, Jeff and I were 

devastated.  When it became too difficult for Max to support me due to the drugs needed to keep the seizures 

under control, we all made a difficult decision.  I was not physically able to support Max at the same I was    

trying to hold myself up.  Carol took Max back.  I cried for two weeks.  I felt like I abandoned him when he got 

sick.  I believe our dogs are family and you don’t abandon family.  Carol assured me that her beloved Max 

would always have a loving home.  He spent his days going for long walks, and snoozing on the couch. 

Max and Mia 

Marianne and Max 

Well that was that.  
Maybe it wasn’t in the 
stars for me to have a 

Swissy after all.       

I gave away the large 
bowls, collars, leashes 

and once again Mia 
was an only dog. 



 

 

Life goes on, a new house, weddings, new job, but something was 
missing. 
We would periodically talk about how crazy an idea it was to get another dog.  After all, Mia was a senior and 

maybe best to let her live out her days in peace.  The smart thing would be to maintain the status quo, but a 

cane!?  Not really my style. 

The phone rings again. 
This time it’s Carol asking if I could come help with temperament testing her puppies.  I jumped at the chance 

of playing with puppies.  I had a ton of fun helping corral energetic puppies for the day.  When I got home my 

husband said, “okay, where is it?”. 

Never in my wildest dreams did I think Jeff would consider a puppy. 
Over the next few days, the subject came up again and again.  We would need a fence; do we have the energy 

for housebreaking; teething; the expense; the joy!  After deciding we probably need our heads examined I 

called Carol to ask if all the puppies were spoken for.  Of course they were!  Okay, it’s a sign.  I asked her to 

keep us in mind when she had her next litter.  Two days later, the phone rings.  Carol told me she was keeping 

a male and female from the litter, and asked if I would consider co-owning the female.  She and I have a great 

relationship; of course, I would!  Jeff and I went back to see the female, discussed a contract, and after           

preparations were made—home she came!—Swissy #3! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our kids had no idea, honestly we are old enough to not have to ask 
permission! HAHAHA! 
We sent out a group text with her picture asking for ideas for a name.  Everyone was thrilled and honestly not 

THAT surprised!  She’s a pure joy and we couldn’t imagine life without her.  Its been wonderful for both Jeff 

and I.  We joined MAGS, get more exercise than before, have a bunch of new friends, are trying out weight 

pulling, and Ellie and I are about to interview with a service dog trainer.  This year has flown by.  She’s           

beautiful, willing, strong, smart and funny.  She’s going to be a wonderful partner and companion.                 

This breed is truly amazing! 

Marianne Bonner 


