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Learning Who You Are:

Filled for an Abundant Life
A Dramatic Monologue
 Relating to Ephesians 3:14-21
Characteristic of Completeness:  Jesus Christ
Big Idea:  In my Master’s presence is fullness of joy.
Related Scriptures:  Psalm 16:11; Romans 8:10-11; 2 Corinthians 3:18;

2 Peter 3:17-18; 1 John 1:6-7; Revelation 3:20
I.
Recognizing my Master’s ownership
NKJ Ephesians 3:14 For this reason I bow my knees to the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, 15 from whom the whole family in heaven and earth is named,

My name is Phillip Keller, and I’d like to tell you my story—the story about my dog.

I grew up on a ranch in East Africa.  I came to North America to get my university training in animal husbandry.  My dream was to someday have a ranch of my own.

Out of college and in my mid twenties, I landed a job as manager of a ranch in British Columbia.  Shortly after that I discovered an uncared for little ranch on the southern tip of Vancouver Island that was being sold in an estate sale.  The place had been so neglected that it didn’t generate much interest.  But it was about all I could afford.  So, I bought it.  I called it Fairwinds.
I didn’t have much money left, so I had to start out with sheep.  They were cheaper than the Herefords we had on the other ranches.  It didn’t take long for me to discover that those sheep, they’re dumb as a post.  And they’re timid and frail and vulnerable to diseases and parasites and predators.  I needed some help.  I needed a sheep dog to help me do my work.
I knew exactly the breed I wanted.  I wanted a Border Collie, because they make the best sheep dogs.  They’re bred for it.  But I didn’t have enough money to buy the ones I was seeing for sale.  One day I saw this ad in the newspaper.  Someone was selling a Border Collie at a very low price at a ranch some twenty-seven miles away.  I called on it, and then drove over to see it.
The owner was waiting for me at the front gate.  I asked her why she was selling the dog so cheaply.  She said, “Frankly, I don’t know how many people would really want her.”  She said, “I can’t do a thing with this creature.  The dog is plumb crazy.  She’s loco.  All she does is tear after the kids, chase boys on bicycles, jump all the fences, and race after every car that comes by on the road.”

The owner led me around to the backyard of the house to where the dog was.  When we got there I was shocked.  The dog was chained to a steel post.  Not only was she chained from her collar to the post, but she also had a second chain from her collar to her hind leg, apparently to further constrain her.  She was crouched in the dirt, glaring at me, her ears laid back in anger.  Deep, guttural growls rumbled from within her.  As I approached, she lunged at me, but was snapped back and hobbled by the chains.  “How old is she?  What’s her name?” I asked.  “Her name is Lass, and she’s two years old,” said the owner.

Who would want a dog like that?  Strangely, I did.  I felt compassion for that dog.  I wanted to liberate the dog to be my companion and coworker.  I imagined her hidden potential under my ownership.  I dreamed of what we could do together.  And so, I paid the price to set her free from the chains that bound her.  I became her new owner, and she became my new dog.  I gave her a fresh start on a new life.
I had already prepared a place for her back at the ranch.  A warm bed, plenty of food, clean water, and even a new collar with a new id tag telling who she belonged to.  In my mind, I had prepared beforehand all the works that we would do together on the ranch.  I bought her to be my constant companion and coworker.
II.
Trusting my Master’s power

NKJ Ephesians 3:16 that He would grant you, according to the riches of His glory, to be strengthened with might through His Spirit in the inner man, 17 that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith . . . 

But things did not go well.  I unshackled Lass and led her out to my truck, talking to her in a gentle voice.  But all she did was resist and growl.  I talked to her softly all the way home, reaching out occasionally to try to pet her.  But all she did was bare her teeth, growl, and snap at my hand.

When we got to the ranch, I somehow managed to put on her new collar, and then I introduced her to her fresh, clean bedding and her bowl of sparkling water and a dish heaped with food.  She would touch none of them.  And she would have nothing to do with me.

Lass had only known authorities who had wielded their power to abuse her.  Even though I had saved her from that, she did not trust me to be different.  I had adopted her.  I had provided for her.  But she just didn’t trust that I had her best interests at heart.  It was as if she was resolved to never surrender to anyone ever again.  She would only trust herself.  And so, my every advance toward her was rejected.
Day after day, Lass ignored my provision.  She refused to eat my food or drink my water or sleep in my kennel.  She would not be my companion or my coworker.  It was the strangest thing.  She began to starve herself to death.  So I decided to do something drastic.  I let her go.  I undid her leash and set her free.  It was my only alternative.  I wanted her to see that I was not out to abuse her.  I wanted her to see that I would not even coerce her companionship.  I would not force her to work with me.
The instant I unleashed her, she bolted.  She disappeared into the woods and never looked back.  Days went by.  I drove around looking for her, stopping occasionally to call out her name from the truck, waiting for her to appear.  She did not.  As I walked the fields and worked the sheep, I kept an eye out for her.  But she was not there.  I stopped by neighboring ranches, asking if they had seen my dog, Lass.  No sign.
I was heartbroken and frustrated.  I loved this dog, but somehow she just couldn’t see it.  I had done everything I knew to do to demonstrate that I would be a loving master for her.  She was bred to be a sheep dog.  That’s what she was created to be.  I knew the plans I had for her.  I knew how delightful it would be for her to fulfill her purpose in companionship with me.  But she chose instead to run from me and wander on her own.  All I could do was wait and watch and hope that she would one day choose to trust me enough to come into my presence.
III.
Comprehending my Master’s love

NKJ Ephesians 3:17 . . . that you, being rooted and grounded in love, 18 may be able to comprehend with all the saints what is the width and length and depth and height— 19 to know the love of Christ which passes knowledge . . .
One day at dusk, Lass finally appeared on an elevated rocky ledge overlooking our cottage.  I called her by name.  She turned and ran away.  I decided to put out food and water on the ledge.  The next morning it was gone.  Day after day I would put out food and water.  Day after day it would be gone. And more and more, Lass would appear on the ledge to watch me and the sheep from a distance.  At times, I would call her name.  At other times, I would herd a few sheep in her direction, hoping that her instincts for herding would take over.  At first she would run away, but gradually she allowed me and the sheep to get closer.  She even appeared to be interested.  But she would not come.  I consistently and patiently demonstrated my love for her, but she would not entrust herself to my care.
Then one summer evening, the sun was setting, and the sky was a beautiful blend of rose and lavender.  I sat up against the ledge around back of the house, with my hands lifted behind my head, watching the sheep graze against the backdrop of that sky.  I saw from the corner of my eye the black and white dog circling behind me in the distance.  I sat still and waited and prayed that she would come into my presence.
In a little while, softly, almost imperceptibly I felt the hesitant first nudge of a warm, soft nose against my hands behind my head.  I turned very gently in her direction and she timidly stood her ground, cowling just a little, as if she expected me to punish her.

But punishment was the furthest thing from my mind.  My heart soared because she had come into my presence.  I was anxious to show her neither chains nor abuse, but warmth and understanding and affection and the freedom to fulfill the purposes for which she was bred.  I spoke to her reassuringly in tender tones, and I reached out slowly to caress her head.  She stayed.  She allowed me to pet her for some time.  Then, in the fading twilight, she followed me home, quietly entered her kennel, curled up in the bedding that I had prepared for her weeks before, and she fell asleep.
In the first few weeks after that, Lass was highly strung.  She would allow me to touch her, but was a little skittish.  Time and again, I would take her into my arms just to hold her close.  At first, she would allow it for only a moment, then she would leap from my arms as if she was not quite sure if I meant well.  Eventually, she allowed me to brush her thick coat, to remove the burrs, and to pull the angry wild rose thorns from between her toes.  When the burning stopped, she would lick my hands in gratitude.  She was learning that to be in my presence was a safe and loving place.

IV.
Sharing my Master’s heart
NKJ Ephesians 3:19 . . . that you may be filled with all the fullness of God.

After a few more weeks, when I would walk outside the house in the morning, Lass would run up to me, her eyes fastened to my face—alert, eager, ready to follow wherever I might go.  When I spoke, she would cock her ears to catch every syllable, tilting her head to one side with intense concentration.
And I began to train her for what she had been bred:  to be a sheep dog.  When I called her, she learned that I fully expected her to come.  She would be praised for her obedience; I would show her that her obedience was mutually delightful.  I taught her how to work the sheep.  How to herd them from one pasture to the next.  How to hold them in place.  How to protect them.  How to retrieve strays.
Ultimately, she became so obedient, so in tune with what I wanted that, without saying a word, I could move my hand in a particular direction and she would respond.  It was as if she was somehow filled with the fullness of her master—my will, my perspective, my feelings, even my character.  She became an extension of me.
Some parts of our ranch were wild and rough, with rocky granite outcroppings.  Amid the boulders were patches of wild roses, thorny blackberry tangles, old stumps, and downed timbers.  At times, a stray lamb would work its way into these hard places.  Sometimes I could see the lamb that had wandered in, while Lass could not.  Still, I would motion her to retrieve the lamb that I knew to be there, and she would go at great cost to herself.  She would often return with her face scratched and torn by the thickets, her coat clogged with burrs, and her feet lacerated by sharp stones.  I never sent Lass into these hard places to hurt her, but to save the sheep.  She seemed to know this, and she was faithful to obey and eager to return to my presence for the one thing that became her whole life:  my loving approval for a job well done.
V.
Praising my Master’s greatness

NKJ Ephesians 3:20 Now to Him who is able to do exceedingly abundantly above all that we ask or think, according to the power that works in us, 21 to Him be glory in the church by Christ Jesus to all generations, forever and ever. Amen.

Lass matured into such an extraordinarily faithful companion that neighboring ranchers would come over just to watch the two of us work together.  Invariably they would marvel, not only at her obedience to my commands, but especially at her obvious delight and eagerness in obeying me.  Lass had become a one-man dog.  Her happiness was in my hands.  Her contentment was in my company.

She would eat only if I fed her.  She would permit only me to pet her intensively.  If I had to leave the farm, she would not eat at all until I returned.  Even my wife could not feed her in my absence.  Her devotion to me was undivided.  I had become her delight.  In my presence was fullness of joy for her.
As I reflected on the remarkable transformation of that dog, God Himself, my Master, spoke to me.  It wasn’t an audible voice, but it was just as clear.  He called my name in a gentle voice.  He said, “Now, what about you and Me?”  He said, “I’ve been waiting for you.”

� The monologue is adapted from a true story told in Lessons from a Sheep Dog, by Phillip Keller.
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