Playing Marbles With God
During the June outreach we took a long walk down the Kidron Valley. As we were walking, the lady from Canada told me a wonderful story. When she got through I must admit I was a bit jealousy. She spoke about her early morning walks on the beach at home and how on occasion she would find a marble and bring it home. She said she told her son that God plays with her on her walks. He asked her what kind of game God plays with her. She replied, “Marbles and here they are to prove it.”
This was a striking story because as we were walking down in the Kidron Valley she found a marble – and a beauty one at that. So she said, “I can’t wait to tell my son about this one.” She said she could hear him saying, “So mom, did God play marbles with you in Israel.” And then she said, “Yes, and here it is to prove it.”
How can you not be a bit jealous when someone tells you a story like that when she had the marble to prove it? Last night, for Jacob’s birthday celebration, the evening for me dwindled down in a hail of wadded up paper. Someone wadded the first one up and tossed it at me. Well from that moment I sent paper sailing across the room and the reverie continued unabated for a little while. It was really delightful as the only child in the room took up the playful antics and joined about three of us adults in the paper throw.
At one point the person who started it thought it was a bit too much and said so. Suddenly I was being told to grow up.  Actually, one of the guys at the other table spoke those exact words to me and my response was, “Why, and be a sad adult like you. No, I prefer to be happily childish.” That was the end of that conversation. 
Then of course the response at my table to my antics did not fair any better so the person who started the paper throwing got up and left. Needless to say I continued and I had an enjoyable time. The young boy at one of the other tables joining in the fun and he was a radiance of happiness. After all, he spent the evening with a bunch of adults – how sad can that be?
Well as things continued the comments continued. “Grow up Joy.” “That is so childish.” And so on and so on. Well I gathered up all the wads of paper, turned to the adults speaking their opinions about  my antics and said, “Since my childish antics is too much for you I will just leave you to your adult selves.” I tossed the wads of paper into the trash and went home. My regret is that I left this delightful child hanging in the midst of a fun moment. I sacrificed a child - the least of these - for the sad, sorry self imposed maturity of the adults.
As I was walking home I remember something Jacob said at his celebration and so what happened did not move me in the least to being further upset. He said, “When you are right with God, you don’t have to care what people say about you.” Yeah! I am right with God.
So I went home, took a shower, got into bed and began to study some Hebrew until my eyes could handle no more. I went to bed. I think it was about two or three in the morning when a dream or picture in my mind woke me. There was an image of two little girls sitting on a cosmic carpet and God was hanging out in the cosmos, arms hanging on the edge of the carpet and he was pitching marbles with us. 
All of a sudden I remembered the story the Canadian told me. It came flooding back. God played marbles with her. Then I remembered on Shabbat I was cleaning up the front yard and I found this marble. I thought about taking it up and keeping it but something inside told me to leave it for another time. I remember seeing it there by the door the next day but after that I had quite forgotten it. 
God has an appointed time for everything. After laying awake with thoughts about this picture of two little girls playing marbles with God, it was about two or three O’clock in the morning, I had this overwhelming feeling I needed to go and find that marble because God wanted to play with me. I got out of bed, put my slippers on, and went to the front door thinking to myself how silly I was being. I opened the door hoping no one would hear me and wonder what in the world I was doing going out that hour of the morning. 
I went outside and got on my knees looking for that marble in the dark. The front light was out. There I was at my age, in my pajamas, on my knees digging in the dirt. Finally, I felt it. I was sure it was the marble in the dark because it felt cosmic. I don’t know how to explain it with all my words. It was more than a marble; it was an invitation to play with God. I closed my fingers around the marble and went back inside. I took it to the kitchen sink and washed it. Returning to my bed I laid there for sometime feeling the marble in my hand. After a while, I turned on the light and looked at the thing for the first time. It was indeed a marble. I saw the light reflecting in it and after a closer look, I saw me.
Yeah! The adults thought I was too grown up for my antics, but God was telling me, “That’s ok, I’ll play with you.” Yes! My name is Joy. I am a rarity. I have seen old souls in young bodies, but I think I am a young soul in a body that is aging at a slower rate than others. Jacob was right, when you are right with God, what does it matter what others say. God please, don’t let me get so old you don’t want to play with me. 
Yeah! I like me. I like my youthful soul and my silly antics. I like being named Joy and being Joyful. The next time someone says that I am acting childish I will simply ask, “Where is your marble?”
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