	The other day in church I noticed an advertisement for an upcoming “Family Game Night”.   Later that night, I had to laugh as I tried to imagine my family attending and participating in this type of event.   It’s not that we have anything against board games or competition.   Actually, we love competition—that would be the problem.    We are fierce competitors who take every challenge seriously and approach each game with a “fight to the finish” attitude.   That’s why I can’t imagine us playing board games in church.  But if I could, I think it would go something like this:
Church Member #1:	 	“Isn’t this a lovely evening?”  
Holden Family Member:	“I can’t talk now, I’m concentrating.”   
Church Member #2:	“Oh look, I just landed on your space, now you’ll have to go back to the beginning.   
Holden Family Member:	“Dude, you are going down!” 
Church Member #1:  	“I won!”
Holden Family Member:	“I demand a rematch!    Best out of 3 wins!”
Church Member #2		“But I don’t have time to play another game…”
Holden Family Member: 	“Nobody leaves this table until I win a game!”
Church Member #1		“But I have to go to the bathroom!” 
Holden Family Member	“So you’re forfeiting the next two games?   Oh, yeah, that’s what happens if you leave the table, you forfeit, and I win.”
	Yeah, I think it will be better if we stayed home that night.   What’s really funny about the above scenario is that I can specifically remember times when I heard either myself, my Mom, or my sister says one of these things.   I can’t count how many times we’d be sitting at the dining room table playing Aggravation (our absolute favorite game in the whole world) and my Mom would heckle me into playing just one more game until she won.   The AGGRAVATION marathon would go on until she was the champion:  Best out of 5, Best out of 7….
Ultimately, that’s where my fierce competitive nature comes from:  my Mom. When Adessa and I were growing up, Mom loved to play board games with us.   We just had to remember the most important rule:  Mom always wins.   
	Now I realize that many parents believe they should always let their kids win at games.    Not my Mom.   No matter if it was Toss Across, Candyland, Aggravation, or Uno, Mom played to win.     Because we were her kids, we play the exact same way.   We’d put each other home at Aggravation and slap each other with Skips and Double Draws in Uno.   We’d laugh and yell and carry on until there was a winner.   Often, the winner would be chased around the house by the others who wanted to “Tickle their feet until they wet themselves for winning.”   I can’t really see that being acceptable in church.   
	Now there were times when our competitive natures got out of hand (you mean besides chasing each other around the house trying to spawn urination).   For instance, we had to throw the Checkerboard away in the spirit of family harmony.     And it’s been years since Adessa and I have been able to play Monopoly—for the same reason we disposed of the checkerboard.   She can’t put the game into perspective.  (Yeah, SHE’S the problem!)
	When we were little, we’d play these long-drawn out games of Monopoly.   We’d sit for hours on the living room floor buying and selling property, acquiring houses, making deals and most importantly, trying to make the other person go bankrupt.  A few years ago, we became nostalgic and tried playing again.   What Adessa forgot was how seriously I take the game.   As I raced around the board I bought up every property in sight.   As soon as I got 3 of a kind, I’d build houses and hotels.   Whenever she landed on my property I’d use the money to buy more houses and hotels.   We weren’t playing an hour before Adessa wanted to knock my hotels off the board and throw the board at me!   As always, I was playing to win and she hated losing!   I think I even made her cry! By the time the game was over (and she lost—badly) she had to take a “time out” to cool down before reentering the real world that didn’t involve paper money and me as the real estate tycoon.   
	This fierce competitiveness wasn’t limited to board games.   Oh no!   My family found ways to involve competition in every area of life.   Over the years, we’ve found that a monotonous job goes faster if you make it into a game.    With this in mind we’ve played, “Beat the Clock” at dishwashing time and “Who can paint the wall the fastest”.
   During canning season we had contests to see who could husk the most corn (which I always win!) and who can peel the most apples in 5 minutes (Mom always won those).     One year we had a contest to see who could cut the most corn off the cob in a minute (don’t we sound like the cast of The Waltons?).  
For this contest, Mom and I each had electric knives.   When the clock started, we started cutting corn from the cob.   When the timer went off, whoever had cleaned the most cobs of corn won the contest.     The only problem was that during the competition, my knife slipped and cut my hand.   But like a true competitor, I kept cutting away trying to win the event.   It wasn’t until someone noticed I was bleeding into the corn that we realized I was hurt.    Still, I didn’t want to quit and forfeit my rights to the title of “Corn Cutting King”!   After all, a contest is a contest!
	If you think this is funny, you should have been at our house Christmas morning to help judge the present wrapping competitions.   Leading up to the big day, you’d have thought wrapping presents was an Olympic event as we all tried to wrap our presents with ribbons and bows in order to win the “Best Wrapped Present Competition”.   Of course, my Mom always won.   That might have been because she was always the judge.   Not wanting to be out-done, I’d invent new categories like “Most Creatively Wrapped” or “Best Use of Ribbon”.   Eventually, we’d run out of new categories to create and actually open the presents.   Of course, then we could discuss who bought the best presents.  
	The truth is that this competitive nature is ingrained in our personalities.   I realized this the other night when Adessa and I were watching “A Minute to Win It” on television.    One of the first challenges we saw required a man to move a cookie from his forehead to his mouth using only his facial muscles.   Well, who cared if he did it—2 minutes later Adessa and I had cookies on our foreheads trying to see if we could perform the challenge.   That’s just the way we are—we love a good challenge.     
	Only I’m not so sure we’re ready to take our competitive skills out in public yet.   It is possible that a mild expletive might come from my mouth if I get frustrated when I’m losing a game.   There is also the slight possibility that Adessa or I may win a game and do a victory dance that the other church members might find—obnoxious.   Yes, in my mind I can see it now, the church doors are closing and everyone else has gone home.   It’s just Adessa and I and the other people at our game as we reenact the AGGRAVATION marathon of 2009 and say —“You think you won---Best out of 11!”

