Helping Others and Letting Others Help

I'm writing this on Monday morning. The sun's out, but it's cold and windy. It seems like the ideal day for me to go to training. The Cobblers training ground, for those who haven't been, is where wind goes to practice its gusting and swirling. One morning last year my front wheels were lifted off the ground by a gust whilst I was sitting still. As someone accused of being full of hot air often, I found it quite funny that some distinctly cold air was trying to blow me over. I was there to offer help but I ended up needing to be dug out of a trench by at least one player who took pity on me (after laughing for a bit).

t's amazing how we look up to footballers. They have the potential to do things on our behalf and to make us feel hope and joy that it is quite difficult for us to feel any other way. Or that's how it seems. By the same token, opposition players and, at times, the referee, who may or may not appear to be playing for the opposition at times to those of us with claret-tinted spectacles, can lead us to feel despair which we'd think was unimaginable, had we not felt it before. 

When I was younger, a Cobblers win would set me up for the week. And a loss would leave me unwilling to engage with anyone until I'd worked out my frustration, usually by replaying the game on Championship Manager to prove I could do a better job than whichever unfortunate man was the manager at the time. These days I've seen enough wins, losses and, more recently, draws, to know that the old adage that it's better not to get too high when we win or too low when we lose is a good one. It remains the case though that our players have the chance to provide happiness to thousands. That's quite a responsibility. A hard one to have when you can't be certain from one week to the next how things will work out.

They can help us. We can help them. We are not able to achieve success alone. It's that way in all of life, so it makes sense it would be in football too. When I was a national junior swimmer (I had a national record dontcha know) it was me who swam, but I gave joy to a lot of people if I won a race, AND I was supported by coaches, physios and so on. We're not designed to try and do life on our own. God didn't mean it that way. Independence an be good, but realising that we need each other and we need God too will lead us to a fuller life. If you realise you need help, trust God and live with Him, a great cheering crowd roars on your every move (Hebrews 12:1) and you never have to do anything alone again because God is with you. The players and staff know that they need us fans with them, a huge crowd supporting them on, when things go well and when they don't. We help them and let them help us too. All the way to a win (please, not another draw!) this afternoon.

Up the Cobblers!
