One Dollar at a Time

By Jody Hoffman

Fall and football go together like peanut butter and jelly, ketchup and fries, or ice cream and hot fudge. Sure you could have one without the other, but why? They bring out the best of one another together. 
So here it is officially about to be “fall” and my mind goes to football. Being raised in Wisconsin during the years the Packers were at the top of the NFL and Vince Lombardi was head coach, it is no wonder I love football! There were stellar men who played in games that are still talked about in the greatest games scenarios. There are statistics and records that are still untouched, unbroken and unforgotten. But as big as those days were in football history, it is not there only where my mind goes with football memories.

There is nothing like local high school football games! Where the stars are our kids and their buddies. Where a community gathers to play, to laugh, and to cheer on a bunch of boys they know personally. Who eat at their tables, sleep in their beds and they call Son. It is a connectedness we feel whether it is our child or the boy down the street with the sign in the yard and his jersey number displayed proudly for all to see as we drive the streets of our subdivisions. These are our kids and we love them whatever they are doing, art—drama—swimming—running, it is our community coming together to say kids matter. So, it is in that, I think our kids bring out the best of our parents and the best of our community. It is in these memories that I have learned valuable life lessons. 

Football games in the south were strange enough—no hats and mittens, no blankets and heavy jackets? Strange, but wonderful! I adjusted to that right away, shorts and tee shirts and a lightweight hoodie was an easy change. But football as an adult with kids in tow—now that was different! I could hardly watch the game for watching my kids! Where were they? Who were they with? What were they doing? And how could they still be eating? It seemed I missed all the good plays for having my head looking in the other direction, checking on one of our three children.

It was exhausting and frustrating; how did the other moms do this? I noticed one “Super Mom” type. She was visiting away with the couples around her, chatting, laughing, and her kids kept coming to her every little while as though they were checking in. Wow, how did she do that? Our routine seemed nothing like hers. For us it was this: as we walked up to the gate for tickets we divvied out the dollars to each kid for concessions, said to meet back at such and such a place, at such and such a time, and check back with us at the start of every quarter and stay where we can see you inside these parameters. Of which was not my idea, but I could not come up with a better plan, so I sat half panicked every game wondering where they were and whom they were with. Totally opposite of this “Super Mom” that seemed so at ease and knew where and what her kids were up to. 

Weeks past and my observation seemed more and more intriguing. How did she do that? Were they just remarkable kids? Was she just so blessed with mothering skills? The Friday night finally came that we were introduced. Aha, now I can figure this out. But I could not, not even close up. I finally asked, “So are you really just a “Super Mom?” she was shocked and laughed not knowing what I was talking about. I explained my observations.  She laughed and poked her husband telling him what I said—they both laughed all the more. She was so gracious and kind and in her own way a true super mom. She shared with me her strategy—I was glued to her explanation. “We used to give them money and tell them where to meet, what time to come check back but they (like us) spent all of their time looking for their kids and never enjoyed the people around them as much for being so preoccupied by parenting. I can’t remember how she came up with the idea or if someone told her but she shared her insight with me.

“We tell them where we are sitting and give them each a $1.00 and tell them to come back and get another one when they need it, rather than giving then $5.00 at the beginning and not seeing them until the game was over!” Now how genius is that?! We laughed together at the simplicity and how often they would show up. Was it that they were miserly? No, they just gave it out a little at a time so the kids would come around and they could check out what they were up to—simple, huh?  They didn’t have to watch their kids nearly as much because the kids kept track of them! I loved it. It worked! Games became so much easier! 

We did this for years, and then came the first game Gabe came home from college. We all walked up to the ticket booth as usual.  We talked of where we would meet as usual and what time we would get together as usual. But then it was time to hand out the dollars. Then the unusual happened…as the dollars were given, Gabe turned it down and said, “ That’s okay, I just want to hang with y’all; I don’t need anything. I just want to be with you and sit with you.” Awwwwwwwwhhhhhhhh, I hugged him, how sweet. Of course--- I cried. It was a sure sign that things were different; it was so unexpected. I wanted to run around and jump up and down. Kind of like Thumper did at the birth of Bambi; it was sooooo beautiful to me. He did not need the dollar he just wanted to be together! Awwwwhhh. 

It was not only that I heard him say that he just wanted to be with us, but it was also as if the entire universe was echoing truth, and we were all buzzed with excitement. My heart was God’s heart and Gabe’s voice was my voice. “God, I do not need anything, I just want to be with you.” I understood what God was saying about being with Him. I understood how precious it was that it was just choice and not need. It wasn’t that He has a miserly heart that will not give us what we need. He wants us to come to Him often, get “our dollar” and go again so that He can be with us until we “get it” enough to realize it is not about the dollar at all. It is about the Father - all about being with Him.

He wants relationship with us. He could give us all we need at the beginning of life—the whole five bucks or the whole five billion, but that’s not the issue. He knows full well that we would not look for Him again until the end of the game— when the lights were about to go out—when it was time for us to go home and we were done. We would go play, and run and eat until we were sick, with little to no regard of our Father; we are the unknowingly selfish children.

 He wants to meet our needs “one dollar at a time” so that we come early and come often, so we have contact with Him through out, bringing our needs before Him—He wants to see us. He enjoys us, like we enjoy our children. He enjoys watching us be with our friends and play. He has that mother’s heart that you understand when you are with your kids—there is something “other-ly” about it. It must be holy and we do not recognize it as such until those special moments give us a clue, when we have a window into eternity and the divine. That was the way God designed it, that is what He was trying to show us –His heart and how He feels about us! He gave us family so we could understand.

May we have the understanding that we can go to God for every need and that He enjoys every minute we interact with Him, but He loves that we just come to be with Him as well. May we see His generous, giving heart but one also that seeks our company. May we delight His heart as we spend time with Him.

