Sunday Services

by

Eyes Right

Springfield, VA -  On Super Bowl Sunday I stopped by my local high school to watch the son of a friend play some basketball.  It was 9:30 in the morning, yet there were several cars in the parking lot.  Inside, I saw that the high school was being well utilized, even though it was a weekend morning.

There were two church groups using the facility to hold services.  Although I could not determine the denominations, it was obvious that the one group was Indian and the other  Korean.  [Being a teacher in this same very ethnically mixed high school has enabled me to become rather adept at recognizing nationalities].  The Indians were using at least 8 classrooms for activities by age group, apparently similar in style and format to the Sunday Schools found in most Christian settings.  The main service was being conducted in one of our larger dual-purpose rooms (both a classroom and a meeting room). The Koreans were comparably dispersed and were actively engaged in their services and activities.

Basketball was being played in both the main and auxiliary gyms.  The game I had come to see was in the Auxiliary Gym.  There were perhaps 35 spectators present, and the teams were co-ed.  One referee and one time-keeper/score board operator were the only officials.  Everyone cheered whenever either team made any shot.  I was watching a Special Olympics ball game.

Each team had approximately 10 players and two coaches.  The clock ran continuously for 30 minutes and substitutions were made “on the fly.”  The coaches were careful to ensure that everyone had an opportunity to play, so the substitutions were frequent.  This was actually just one game of a tournament that morning, with each team playing four games between 9 AM and noon.

The referee appeared to be either an older high school student, or a local college kid.  I was impressed by his judgment and obvious concern for the players.  He did not stop play if the ball handler failed to dribble properly or took an extra step.  He did give the ball to the other team if a player stepped out of bounds with the ball, but, otherwise, he had wisely chosen to allow the kids to dribble, pass, and shoot with a somewhat casual disregard for the finer points of basketball rules.

The kids on the court were obviously loving it.  I saw some of the most spontaneous smiles and shrieks of joy that I have seen in a long time.  Many of these children, who seemed to range in age from 12 to 18, had Down’s Syndrome, others were autistic, some had Asperger’s Syndrome – I learned this from my friend who explained that there were many forms of developmental disorders represented on the floor.  

One very tall boy caught my eye.  He sort of skipped up and down the floor, and had only a vague idea of what was happening around him.  But, a few minutes later, he did make a basket, and tears came to my eyes as he, and players from both teams, celebrated as if they had all won the Super Bowl.  

Later in the day, as I watched the televised spectacle of the actual Super Bowl, I kept thinking of the true sportsmen (and women) I had seen earlier that morning in our high school gym.  Although I watched the remainder of the Super Bowl, my heart was no longer in it.  

Our schools are more than just buildings to educate youngsters during the weekdays.  If used wisely, they can help to thoroughly enrich our communities.  Check out your local school to see what is happening there next weekend.  Maybe you too will come away with a smile.

I thought you might like to know.
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