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IS THIS ALL I TRULY AM?

This e-book is dedicated to all who seek the
answer to this question.

"For everyone who asks, receives; and the one
who seeks, finds; and to the one who knocks, the door will be
opened." ~ Luke 11:10; New American Bible translation

IS THIS ALL I TRULY AM?


In early spring, six months after deer
hunting season ended, a loud, awful noise startled a two-week-old
fawn. The inner voice of survival told the fawn what to do. It hid
in a rocky trough at the edge of the woodland.
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A senseless hunter had killed its mother with
a rifle. Alone, cold and hungry, the scraggy fawn waited for her to
come. Days passed. The fawn didn't know that its mother would never
return.

A canine animal patrolling the woodland
boundary jarred the fawn awake. Afraid, the fawn stilled its body
and breaths as the danger crept nearer. A minute later, the animal
peered into the fawn's hiding place. It was a large,
charcoal-colored Labrador retriever named Dog Mother.
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"Hello there, little Deer One. Do not be
afraid. Come home with me where it is dry and warm," begged Dog
Mother. She coaxed Deer One from the bunker and led her to the cozy
barn where she lived with her six puppies.
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"I have warm milk for you," offered Dog
Mother, since the suckling period for her pups neared its end.
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When her belly was full, Deer One nestled
with the puppies next to Dog Mother for the afternoon nap. She soon
loved Dog as if she was her own mother. (Matthew 25: 34-35)

[image: tmp_f278fbf811b49914686e200dd6893af8_u8Stwd_html_m75be9bdb.jpg]

By summer, Deer One knew she was different
from Dog Mother and the puppies. It made her unsure of herself. She
liked the pups, but they were rambunctious and noisy. Deer One was
careful and quiet. She just pretended to enjoy their games of
keep-away.

"Rabbit!" a puppy barked out the charge.
Three pups dashed away to chase after it. The pups that weren't
interested in the rabbit-chase wagged their tails, "Come on, Deer
One, let's wrestle!" She preferred hide-and-seek, but the puppies
got bored with hunkering under bushes until she found them.
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A good sport, Deer One lied down in the grass
and let them crawl on top of her and tug on her ears and tail. The
pups were good natured, but they played rough. She could not relax
and for her it wasn't much fun. Minutes after, Deer One's long legs
kicked about and she stood on her hoofs again. Her slender elegance
appeared awkward beside the pups. The effort to behave like a puppy
made Deer One unhappy, but she didn't know how to be a deer. (Psalm
34:19)

[image: tmp_f278fbf811b49914686e200dd6893af8_u8Stwd_html_m41cc7a06.jpg]

Deer One's first autumn came. The woodlands
glowed in scarlet and amber. Animals, big and small, rushed to
prepare for winter.

A sudden disturbance caught Deer One's eye
and stirred up more questions for her. Three shadowy creatures
bounded through the pasture toward the woods. Wary, she gazed at
them from the safety of the barn.

Veiled by an early evening mist, they were
male deer adorned with magnificent antlers. Deer One hadn't seen
other deer before. She watched the young bucks romp along the edge
of the woods.
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She pondered, "Why are they so joyful and
free?" Bold and sure-footed, the bucks pit their brawn against each
other. Their self-confidence awed Deer One. She wondered, "How are
they so fearless?" She blinked and the bucks had slipped through
the trees out of sight. Deer One was puzzled, "Could I, a farm
deer, ever be like the deer of the woods?" These questions circled
around and around in her mind. She sought Dog Mother for help to
find the answers. (1 Peter 4:11)
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Deer One approached and bowed her head, "Dog
Mother, do you know what you are supposed to be?"

Dog tilted her head and responded, "Yes, Deer
One, I know what I am."

Deer One nosed Dog Mother, a gesture of
friendship. "How do you know what you are?"

"I sense it the same way you can." Dog Mother
licked the fawn across the nose to encourage her.

"I sense many things," Deer One flopped to
the ground and let out a hopeless sigh, "Where do I begin?"
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Dog joined her in the grass. "Well, let's
start with what is plain to see. I have paws and a long tail. I am
of the animal group named dog. You have hoofs and a bobtail, and
you are of the animal group named deer. A deer is what you are."
(Genesis 1:24-25)

"I think I look like my mommy," interrupted
Deer One. "Am I Mommy?"

"No, Deer One, you are not your mother." Dog
gave her more encouragement with another soft lap of her
tongue.

"Am I Daddy?"

"No, Deer One, you are not your father."

"You are a dog and I am a deer." Deer One's
ears drooped further with confusion. "Is this all I truly am?" Dog
realized how much Deer One would have learned from her own
mother.

"No," said Dog Mother. "Deer is not all of
you no more than Dog is all of me. Dog and deer are the kinds of
life-forms we are. Our physical forms allow us to work and play
with other life-forms. As animals, our senses are sharp to help us
survive in the forests. I bark and eat meat, yet this is only what
I do, it is not truly who I am. Your legs are long to reach fruit
on high branches, and you can graze on twigs and flowers. This is
only what you can do. We were created with abilities that suit our
life-forms. The physical form you have is not who you truly are."
(1 Corinthians 15:38-39, 2 Corinthians 4:16)

"I am so timid and shy. I hate loud noises
and even thunder frightens me. Is that what I truly am?" Deer One's
eyes questioned Dog Mother.

"Your shyness helps you avoid danger, but
whatever you or anyone thinks of you, it is only an opinion. It is
not who you truly are. (1 Corinthians 4:4-5)
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Deer One, when you look at a daffodil, you
see the flower is yellow. Is the color of its flower all there is
to the plant? No, a plant is much more. The daffodil's golden
flower looks nothing like its scruffy bulbous root. Yet its bulb,
hidden beneath the soil, contains the life, origins, and energy of
the plant which distinguishes it from all other kinds."

"Dog Mother," pleaded Deer One, "if I am not
what others think I am, and if what I do is not truly who I am,
then, who am I really?"

"You are your own being. Like the daffodil
bulb, your true being is hidden deep within you and no one is
exactly like you."

Deer One recalled an inner voice that
reassures her when she is frightened, puzzled or troubled. "Dog
Mother, what is this being?"

"It is your spirit, the one deep within you
that is part of the never-ending presence that is the eternal
Spirit of God. (1 Corinthians 15:44)
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Spirit has no physical form, you cannot see
it with your eyes, yet it exists here and now. Spirit is Life.
Every physical form in the universe receives its spirit from God.
Physical forms on earth are created to exist for only a while, but
spirit exists forever. With spirit, we can connect with the spirit
inside every creature, mountain, or tree. Spirit is the source of
love, joy and peace. The spirit within you is only for you." (2
Corinthians 4:18; Acts of the Apostles 17:25, 28; Romans 8:8)

"Where do I find my spirit?" Deer One lifted
her ears and cocked them forward with great interest.
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"Your spirit is not lost. It is who you truly
are. You need only be present to wake up to your spirit. To be
present means to be aware of and accept the reality happening
around you or to you. Deer One, let your mind be still, but remain
alert. Let go of your troubles before this moment. Forget your
worries about what there is to do later. Do you hear the bird
singing in the distance?" (Romans 5:3-5)
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And at once, Deer One was aware of sweet
chirrups that floated on the
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