
At Play in the Cosmos: Part Two 
 

What Paul is saying in Ephesians is that the decisions that matter, that will save the world 

and bring people together, will not be made in a boardroom in Chicago or Los Angeles, 

or an office in Washington, or a bank in New York. It is through the church that the 

many-colored wisdom of God is meant to be made known (Ephesians 3:1-12). 

Regrettably this only partly happens because the church that is central to God’s plans is 

not central even to those who attend it. But this brings us to a second reason why the 

many-colored wisdom of God has not been made known through the church, and why 

global reconciliation has not happened through the church. And that is that the church has 

lost its story. It’s forgotten its own story. What is its story? 

 

Essentially this—1  

       

This beautiful world in all its splendor is God’s creation. It was given to us as a pleasure 

garden in which to play and find meaningful work. But we, by our selfishness and 

arrogance, by our lust and greed, by our anger and violence, keep plunging this world 

into crisis. We keep breaking the moral boundaries that are meant to keep the world in 

harmony. So God intervened, calling first a man, then a clan, then a confederation of 

tribes, then a nation, to be a light to the world, a new kind of people devoted to blessing 

others. With these people he entered into conversation, giving them priests, sending them 

prophets, inspiring poets and philosophers. This is essentially what’s happening in our 

Old Testament. Through these priests and prophets, poets and philosophers, God was 

both speaking and listening. The people, meanwhile, went through cycles, following God, 

then drifting off, then coming back, but God was always faithful. He kept the 

conversation going. He planted in their hearts his dream for his world, of a time when 

swords would be beat in plowshares, the deserts would  burst into bloom, and God’s 

reign of love and peace would fill the earth. 

 

In the fullness of time Jesus came, the very heart of God now beating in flesh and blood, 

as one of us, walking with us, living with us, suffering with us, exposing himself to our 

anger, calling us into God’s story, demonstrating by his death and resurrection both the 

love of God and the triumph of God, a triumph that will be based this time not on 

coercion or conquest but rather on service and forgiveness. By absorbing suffering rather 

than inflicting suffering, he showed us a new way, a way of reconciliation and peace for 

all. Those who “got it,” those who understood him, bonded together in a community of 

faith which became a global movement devoted to living life in a new way, a way that 

would help the world become one as God had always intended it be. They offered to all 

people everywhere, whoever they were and whatever they may have done, however 

bloody their hands might be or however hateful their hearts, a chance to start over, to 

begin again, to be reborn, to experience God’s forgiveness and discover within 

themselves the Spirit of God. Even in dark and evil times, these believers knew that God 

could bring life from death and victory from defeat. They knew that eventually God’s 

love and justice, God’s mercy and grace, will triumph everywhere. That’s the story.  

 



It’s a story filled with adventure and freedom and potential. It’s a large story into which 

all the other stories of our lives can fit. And it’s a never-ending story. It says that we are 

all, whatever age we may be, in process, still young, still moving ahead toward the future 

God intends for us, still children at play in the cosmos. It says that one day God will 

salvage all that is good and beautiful and true in us and set us free to live and grow in 

ways we can hardly begin to imagine. This is the story we find ourselves in, and this is 

the story entrusted to the church. This is the story that can bring the world together.   

 

But then of course the church must be a force for reconciliation, a place where people are 

brought together in all their colorful diversity, where there is neither Jew nor Gentile, 

slave nor free, male nor female, where people learn the ways of trust and forgiveness, the 

only ways that will bring peace and justice to our troubled and dangerous world. So 

people will have to expect more from the church. They will have to ask if the churches 

they attend create alienation or reconciliation. Do they bring people together or drive 

them apart? Do they recognize the voices and gifts of everyone, or do they perpetuate 

patterns of discrimination and privilege for the few? I have friends who I know are 

personally committed to reconciliation who worship in churches that offer no hope of 

reconciliation and never will, and I can only conclude that my friends do so because they 

expect so little of the church. We have to expect more from the church. 

 

It is through the church that the many-colored wisdom of God is to be made known 

(Ephesians 3:10); it is through the church that all things are to be brought together under 

Christ: Jews and Gentiles, slave and free, men and women, rich and poor, black, white, 

Hispanic, Asian, Serb and Bosnian, Muslim and Christian, Iranian and American. But too 

often the reason the church hasn’t fulfilled its destiny is that even in churches centered on 

grace, gospel and reconciliation, God has to make do—far too often—with the last few 

conscious months and years of gifted people’s lives. The church has got from its own 

people not 2000 years of quality time; it’s got some minutes left at the end of the day, 

some years at the end of a life (when things go well), and a couple of hours at the front of 

each week. And the revolutionary peace of Christ remains largely unknown. If God set up 

an agency to get his work done, and we spent our best time elsewhere, what can we 

expect? 

 

So what I am trying to do in my own life is to climb back up through the debris of the 

centuries and all the wrong stories I have been told to, to struggle—scarred and wounded 

as I still am by wrong stories—back up to the light, to the God who wants only to walk 

with us in the cool of the day. Could we get back to our lost innocence? Could we 

recover our original goodness, the way we were created to be, luminous, radiant, shining 

with the image of God? Could we become so pure in heart that we can once again see 

God as “a holy, playful Presence”? Could we once again be at play in the cosmos? It is in 

gatherings of such people that the many-colored wisdom of God can be made known. 

 

The church then is not just a place to attend. It’s not like going to a concert or a lecture. 

It’s a gathering of people drawn by Jesus—by his story, his life, his death,  his 

resurrection, his way. The church is a gathering of people who know the story we find 

ourselves in, and tell it, and live it. In counterpoint to all those raving maniacs in love 



with violence and violent goals, it tells this story and lives it. It’s a gathering of people 

assured of Gods’ unconquerable love, convinced that nothing stands between them and 

the God who is love, nothing, absolutely nothing. It’s a gathering of profoundly hopeful 

people who can see the beauty all around them, who know that the world is a place of 

deep design and purpose, who can see in God “a holy, playful Presence” that is always 

with us, a God who longs to walk with us in the cool of the day. And this is the story it 

tells. Imagine this story being told throughout the world.  This story. What do you think 

might happen then? 

—Dale Pauls 

                                                 
1 This section is adapted from Brian D. McLaren, The Story We Find Ourselves In, p. 175ff.  


