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“Philip, Philip, come quick!” Josh whispered back to me as I scrambled up the slope. “Hurry!” 

Looking through the trees on top of the hill, I saw why Josh was so excited. We had been hiking 

on the nature trail all morning and so far had seen only squirrels and sparrows. But now, below us in a 

meadow, were two bucks and four does. What a sight the six deer made! 

“Do they sense us?” I asked. 

“I don’t think so. We’re hid by these trees and the wind is in our favor.” 

I think something else was in our favor, too. They were preoccupied with each other. 

“The bucks look like they’re going to fight!” Josh whispered. 

We watched as they snorted and pawed the ground. Carefully they positioned themselves. 

Finally they struck. It was antler against antler at first, but soon it was antler against flesh. The larger 

deer drove the smaller one onto its knees. Then with a twitch of its tail the victor pranced into the forest 

with all four does close behind. The loser was left in the meadow, bleeding. 

Josh and I stared at each other in amazement. “What a story we can tell our friends back in 

school!” exclaimed Josh. 

“Yeah, that was incredible! But do you think that deer is dead?” I asked. 

“Let’s find out!” Josh replied. Before we were far off the trail, though, it struggled to its feet 

and walked away. 

“Well, that answers that,” said Josh. “C’mon, let’s go back onto the trail.” 

As we continued to walk, I wondered how animals could fight like that. It was “winner takes 

all” and no one helped the loser. It didn’t seem fair! Then I remembered seeing a fight at school. That 

wasn’t fair, either. Hmm, sometimes things aren’t fair, but at least I can be fair and just in how I treat 

others. 

I kept on walking and thinking. 

******* 

“Finally, brethren, . . .whatsoever things are just, ... think on these things” Philippians 4:8. ❖ 
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