
LOVE IS...FUR BEMATH THE DOOR

My ten month old puppy

named Tiara follows me every-

where. From the moment she greets

me in the morning, she will not

Ieave my sight. Throughout the

house, she will follow me close be-

hind and wait to see where I settle.

In the kitchen while I cook, she

gets in my way as I walk back and

forth between the refrigerator and

stove. Although I appreciate her de-

votion for me, she does often bother

me because of her persistence to be

with me.

Tiara is a small Shih-Tzu dog

that moves quietly and quickly. And

because she insists on going every-

where I go, I have often tripped on
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her. So, to avoid an accident, I had

to put a small bell around her neck,

warning me of her where-abouts.

Whether I work at the type-

writer or sit for coffee, she is al-

ways close by. Close to Tiara does

not mean just being in the same

room. She isn't content with being

nearby, she has to actually be touch-

ing a part of my feet or body.

At night she jumps up on my

bed and has to put her head on my

leg or feet as she sleeps, I think she

wants to assure me that she is there

and takes comfort that we are to-
gether.

She is so consistent and faith-

ful, at times I wonder why she loves
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me so. Even when I get angry at her

and have to spank or scold her, she

will continue in her stalking. Al-

though she could never actually tell

me she loves me, because she is by

my side daily, I know without a

doubt that she does.

When I am unable to be with

her, she will whine and cry, express-

ing her saddness of our separation.

What touches me most is what haP-

pens when I go to the bathroom.

First I would hear her whimper,

then it would simmer down as I

talk to her and assure her I would be

right back.

Next, I would hear sounds of

her trying to scoot up against the

outside of the door, attempting to

get as close to the closed door as

possible.

Then I'd hear her lay down

with her body slightly pushing the

door and finally see her fur beneath

on the floor.

That fur beneath the door

moves me everytime, because it

tells me that her devotion is not

only when I am with her, not only
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when she can see me, but always.

It doesn't matter to her

whether or not I see her love, it
doesn't matter if we are together or

not, she will be there and she will

keep her side of our relationship

firm.

When I observe her actions

toward me, I can't help but question

my own devotion to God. Con I be

so pure and consistent? Do I follow

him with such devotion? If things

do not go my way, don't I usually

leave him and pout, until I need him

again?

My love for him is so condi-

tional. Sure, I have had times when I

am intenseiy close to him and avail-

able for his beckoning, However,

too often, I wander and lose track of

where he is.

Would I follow him so near

and be faithful enough so when it

seems that he isn't present I will

still be waiting for him on the other

side of the door?

True love is known by its ac-

tions. What are your actions? Is

your fur beneath is door? A


