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We often talk about Giving More of ourselves in terms of SERVICE. That’s why we serve 
at the Winter Shelter because the scripture calls us to “bear one another’s burdens” to serve our 
neighbors, friends and our enemies.  Service is important. But there’s another way to Give 
More of ourselves that we don’t often talk about in church: PLAY:To engage in an activity 
for amusement or recreation [absent of serious/harmful intent.]  
 
I suspect we don’t talk about “play” in church because the Puritan in us thinks it’s 
ungodly & frivolous. And “Play” and “humor” are not as obvious in the scriptures as “service” is. 
But Prov. says “a cheerful heart is good medicine;” and Eccl says “there IS a time to laugh.”  
 
God is at play when He prepares for Abraham and Sarah or Elizabeth and Zacharias 
to have sons when they are “advanced in years” and “as good as dead.”  It’s God who 
ordains parties and festivals throughout the year for his people and every 7th year a 
whole year of “Sabbath” and an even bigger celebration called a JUBILEE every 50th 
year: debts forgiven, slaves set free, land redistribution, a whole year of joyous 
celebration!! Play!  
 
People laugh AND get the point when Jesus describes someone with a 2x4 in their eye 
trying to get a speck of sawdust out of someone else’s eye. Jesus’ story about the 
unjust judge who says “I don’t fear God or men but if I don’t help this widow she’s gonna drive 
me crazy!!” is a funny story- about how to pray. When he raises Jairus’ daughter from 
the dead he says: “Little girl, it’s time to get up!” as if she’s overslept. And to the parents: 
“You might want to give her something to eat [she’s been dead all afternoon].” Jesus telling Peter, 
Mat 17:27 go to the lake and throw out your line. Take the first fish you catch; open its mouth and you will find 
a four-drachma coin. Take it and give it to them for my tax and yours." That, my friends is God at play.  
 
Today we’re thinking about Joy and the idea of “Give More.” The way to “Give 
More” is to give yourself. And an important way to GIVE MORE OF YOURSELF 
AND EXPERIENCE JOY is to PLAY. Play can be spontaneous [hiding peoples plates of 
food, clothespins, Cobra game- waiting]. But often the best PLAY is the result of thorough 
PREPARATION [VBS; Dad’s night at the movies-trivia; Youth Christmas party].   
So let me tell you a story about giving myself to Christmas play and how preparation 
and waiting came together at just the right time for a moment of hilarious JOY!  
 
Cadorette Family history of Hiding things round the house to be found by others: Mom 
& Dad: Chiquita banana stickers, plastic spider, rubber snakes etc.  
 
Bringing things home from Pacific Science Center’s Lost & Found: Brought home a toy 
action figure with the saying on his muscled T-shirt “The Right of Might. We called him 
“Right of Might Man.” [Because: The Internet.] 
 
Rebekah and I didn’t like his T-shirt philosophy so we didn’t want our kids to play with 
RoM Man. But Rebekah and I played with him. Started naturally. Hide him to be found 
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by the other. We hid him everywhere: Posed lounging in a bra or tangled in underpants or even 
partially buried in a food canister- always in hopes of surprising and amusing each other.  
 
But it’s early December and “Right of Might” man in my possession.  
As is our custom we decorate early in December. So we’ve been busy in our 
Marysville home setting up nativities and hanging lights and garland and of course 
putting up the tree. 
  
So it’s the end of the day. The tree is finished. Rebekah is walking round the house 
doing various little odd jobs before sitting down for the evening when I am struck by a 
wonderful idea! [It’s time to play!!] And so I sneak to the bedroom and get RoM man and 
begin preparations. 
  
I grab some golden star garland-gold wire with little stars on it- I hurry to the pile of old 
Christmas cards (knowing Rebekah could walk in any time and ruin everything).  
I’m frantically rummaging through cards- “There! There’s one that’s just right.”  
 
I cut out a pair of angels wings from one card and then- listening to R. wandering round 
the house- I furiously press through the cards to find one with just the right 
Christmas saying on it. And I cut that out too. I duct tape the wings to RofM man wire 
the banner to his hands so that the angel-winged RofM man is holding a glorious 
banner that says Peace on Earth! –which I think is hilarious!! 
 
And so I tiptoe out to the tree and hang him visibly but not too visibly in the center of 
the tree. My preparations complete I now wait for the moment of discovery. The game 
is afoot and we are at play. I’m excited for the surprise and joy of the “find.” This is the best 
hide ever. I can’t wait ‘til she finds it. 
 
The rest of the evening passes. We’re in the living room-with the tree- watching TV, 
etc. but nothing happens. RoM man might as well be Frosty the Snowman or a glass 
ball. Rebekah never sees him and the evening comes to a close and we sleepily turn 
in. That’s okay. The preparations are made and I can wait.   
 
And so the days progress: I go on vacation from work. 
We’re spending all day every day at home, or going out and doing Christmas 
activities and typically at night we’re home with a Christmas show or movie on the TV 
sitting in the living room with the beautifully lit and creatively decorated tree. But 
nothing happens.  Nobody sees him.  
 
RoM man hangs in the center of the tree for the next two weeks overseeing our 
Christmas comings and goings with his message of Peace. But he is apparently too 
well camouflaged.  Hoping to incite some interest I take to [playfully] walking over to 
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admire the tree. “Boy this tree sure is pretty” We sure have some great ornaments, don’t we?. I 
love the way the tree looks, don’t you? Especially this side. 
 
Nothing.  
I have given myself to the Preparation of a joyous discovery but all I can do is WAIT.  
 
Then it’s the week of Christmas. Lots going on. Presents are piling up under the 
tree. We’re eating wonderful food, celebrating the other important December birthday, 
and just having a great time always returning to our cozy Christmasy home where we 
continue to be covertly and arboreally observed by RoM man. 
 
But with so many shiny distractions RoM man has even slipped from the forefront of 
my mind – I’ve got Grinches and Rudolphs and “A Wonderful Life” on my mind. I’m 
making Christmas presents and stuffing stockings- lots to keep me busy. But every so 
often I remember that we’re at play and wonder “how long O Lord?” Still waiting.  
 
In those days we often spent Christmas Eve at Rebekah’s Mothers or my sisters. Lots 
of friends and family and sooo much food. Through all Christmas Eve RoM man held 
his post without complaint while we partied with other peoples ornaments and trees.   
 
All had been prepared but the time was not yet right. And so he- and I- waited.  
Then it’s Christmas Day!!  And into our moderately sized home come Mom and Dad 
and Rebekah’s mother and brother and Granddad and Grandmother and all our kids, 
of course. The house is full and the Christmas tree is the center of activity: lots of 
gifts for the kids from grandparents, lots of wonderful hand-made gifts for family 
members.   
 
Surely in the HOURS we would spend around the tree with breakfast and gifts on that 
Christmas morning SOMEONE will notice the little olive-drab angel announcing peace 
on earth from the center of the tree. But no one does. How could no one notice it?! 
Evidently the time wasn’t right. Still, the loving preparations in hope of Joy were made.  
The game was still in play.  More waiting was necessary. 
 
And the day continued with cleanup and probably a crisis of a lost piece of some toy- 
hauling the boxes and paper to the burn barrel. Christmas lunch of Leek soup and 
bread is in preparation and there are lots of pies waiting for their turn to fill us with 
Christmas Joy.   And RoM man continues his silent vigil- unseen.  
Well lunch is over. Mom and Dad have gone home for a nap. Sue and Jon have also 
packed up and left. The kids are all upstairs engrossed in their holiday booty- the Tree 
long forgotten. White Christmas will be on the TV soon which usually signals the sad 
truth that Christmas Day is coming to a close.  
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Rebekah’s in the living room. As she describes it she is wrapped in a post-gift, post-
dinner glow, full of delight in her family and extreme grateful coziness – as she puts it: like 
a dose of Demerol. She is awash in a sense of Christmas contentment gazing at the tree- 
not really looking at it but it’s filling her view.  In some part of her mind she is thinking of 
the ornaments and how familiar and friendly they are when she catches a certain 
unfamiliar glint.  
 
She tries to picture what ornament that might be. Is it something new we bought this 
year?  Is it something the kids made? The conundrum is just strong enough to pull her 
out of her holiday glow and her comfy chair. She approaches the unfamiliar ornament. 
 
I’m in the kitchen –probably getting some peanut butter fudge before the kids eat it all- 
and I hear a loud whoop and big laughter come from the living room and I knew that 
she had found him in all his incongruent glory: RoM man bearing his message of 
Peace On Earth. The preparations, the playing, the waiting had, at just the right 
time, achieved the goal of JOY.  
 
After giving myself to frantic preparation, to waiting, to hinting, the time had 
come and it was precisely the right time resulting in the greatest JOY. At the least 
expected time, when hope was lost (I was sure we’d be taking down the tree before she’d see 
it) that’s when she saw it. At the best time, the right time (the funniest time) the one I loved 
received the gift I’d prepared so long ago.  
 
I popped into the living room and said something like “Well finally!” I told her the story 
of all my preparations: the frantic search for wings and banner when we decorated 
the tree, my worry that she’d walk in, the rush to hang him up, all the hints, all the 
waiting, and hoping and we laughed and marveled at the “best hide ever!” 
 
I want you to see some similarities between my story and the story we celebrate during 
Advent.  
 
First preparation: While my play prep was frantic and last minute it was still driven by 
Love in the hope of Joy. God’s preparation- also driven by Love in the Hope of Joy- was not 
frantic. In Human time God spent thousands of years preparing our world for 
Messiah to come as a baby born in Bethlehem.  
All the way back in Genesis he promises a “seed” -a particular son of the woman- would 
crush the serpent’s head. He sends “examples” of Messiah like Gideon, Moses, David; and 
give us hints from the prophets so we know what to look for: “To us a child is born, a son is 
given and the government will be on his shoulders. And his name shall be Mighty God, Everlasting Father, 
Prince of Peace” and Is. 53:5 But he was pierced for our transgressions,  he was crushed for our iniquities;   
the punishment that brought us peace was upon him,   and by his wounds we are healed. 
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God prepared angels to invite Mary and Joseph into the story and announce Messiah’s 
birth to shepherds. He ordered the movements of planets and stars, so pagan 
astrologers could read the message of the King’s birth and make the journey. God gave 
Himself to incredible preparations through love for the sake of Joy to the world.  
 
Second: Waiting. As little kids at Christmas know: waiting is hard. And God’s people 
did a lot of waiting: waiting for Moses to deliver them, waiting for Kings to deliver them, 
waiting for the prophet-promised Messiah who would finally deliver them forever, so 
they’d never need to be delivered again.  
 
Waiting is hard but it pushes us toward HOPE. God promised he would send 
Messiah. Even sad Jeremiah said: Lam. 3:24 “The LORD is my portion,” says my soul,   “Therefore 
I  have hope in Him.” Waiting is hard but in our waiting God is ushering us toward 
Hope.  Is. 40:31 Yet those who wait for the LORD Will gain new strength; They will  mount up with wings 
like eagles, They will run and not get tired, They will walk and not become weary.   
 
And Finally: Rebekah found RoMman at just the right time. Finding RoM man at the last 
possible moment on Christmas Day makes the experience and the story perfect. The finding 
happened at just the right time.  
 
Eccelesiastes says: Eccl. 3:11 He has made everything beautiful in its time. God orchestrated all 
the pieces of Messiah’s coming at just the right time: the stars alignment, Mary’s 
pregnancy, Joseph’s dreams. Rome in power meant roads were maintained and safe 
for pregnant couples and Magi’s camels and ultimately for carrying the message to the 
world that: Rom. 5:6b at the right time Christ died for the ungodly. 
 
So, whatever’s going on in your life, as hard or as easy as it may be, I can say, without 
a doubt, that God has been actively giving himself to preparations that will one day 
result in your salvation and a sharp shout of joy and laughter and rejoicing with 
exceeding great joy.  
 
God is not frantic or worried about your circumstances. God is at play in the fields of 
your life!!  
God’s plans for you are well-established plans for good, plans to give you a future and 
a hope! [Jer 29:11].  His destiny for you is JOY. Jesus has given himself to 
PREPARING just the right thing at just the right time for you.  
 
BUT in the meantime, WAITING is the norm. WAITING forces us to put ourselves 
aside and put our HOPE in God. Waiting also means we live in the tension of the “Not 
Yet.” And that tension needs to be broken.  
 
And so why not break that tension by playing with those you love just as God does for 
you every day of your life?  Why not make opportunities for surprise, for laughter, for 
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joy as you gather with your families and friends? Just as God is fully engaged in giving 
himself to you for the sake of your Joy why don’t you give yourself to others in Godly 
play for the sake of their joy?   
 
We can become so serious, so practical, so humdrum here in the waiting wilderness. 
Why not give more by giving ourselves to the Joy of godly play with those we love?  
Cause here in the “Waiting” we could use some strength and as the scripture says The 
Joy of the Lord is our strength [Neh 8:10].  
  


