





* SOCCER mums (and dads) ..

. loyal to the last bootlace.

Secrets of a soccer mum

*1 AM known as Jenny's
Mum, Trevor's Mum or
Willlam’s Mum. The ofher day
| even gained recognition by
Infroducing myself as Kimba's
Mum.

Kimba is our deg!

But Idigress, I want to tell you
abouf us soccer mums.

A more loyal band of
supporters you wouldn’t find
anywhere. I doubt if the
Liverpool Club in England has
such fervent supporters.

We come In all shapes and
sizes: some tall and slim, some
short and not so slim. Then

'there are brunettes. blondes,

brownettes and redheads. and
they may be blue-eyed.
brown-eyed or grey-eyed.
Needless to say., we are all
ONE-EYED.

We all have one thing in
common: our boys play soccer,
and we are all a little (?) biased
as far as our sons and heirs are
concerned.

If they score a goal we
scream: “That's my boy!". If
they are ruled off-side. we tell
the referee that he doesn’t
know what he's talking about.

It is Saturday afternoon at
our home. Number One son is
scheduled to play at 1.30,

Number Two son is to play at

2.30.

“Where’s my soccer boots,
mum?”.

“I don't know, I don’t wear ,
| more games to be played, with

them. Find them!"
“Come on mum, you Know

cancelled on account of the
weather. No such luck with
| soccer.

After the match at Dimbulah
recently, eight of the Caimns
boys were chosen to train for
the North Queensland side,
which must have made Mr and
Mrs von Senden very proud, as
they are the ones training and

i supervising the boys.

1

we've got to be there by 1

o'clock”

“Have you got my chair? You
know, my old legs won't stand
up to the strain. Anyway,
there’s no hurry, the sky is
pitch-black, there’ll be rain
soon.” |

“We'll be playing, let’s go

Every other sport, so the
radio tells us, has been

The soccer season is still in
full swing and there are many

successes and failures.

However, when they are
grown men they will remember
the comradeship of their
soccer mates and the good and
bad times together.
Hopefully, the skills and
discipline they learn on the
soccer field will stand them in
good stead in their adult life.
— Norina Gaard,
Whitfield (Q).



The
parents’
role

There is nothing more frightening in soccer
than to see a handful of fathers racing up

g and down the touchline yelling at their young
sons.

# Often you also see the mothers, even more
vociferous. They call their urging-barracking.
> We call it a harmful extension of parental

s love. The boy you are shouting at - your son -
is probably enjoying his game and playing it

o the best of his ability. So let him enjoy

e, it. To more than 80 percent of the players

in the junior grades, the matches are fun and
recreation - a chance to be with their mates.

Only the other 20 percent have a chance of

[l staying in the game after they are 15 or so.

B Of these, a handful may reach the top. Perhaps
one of two may rise to stardam, but we are

concerned with the 80 percent - the happy

h majority.

It's utterly useless hollering
instructions to these boys during

a match; the chances are they will
play worse than they normally would.
when they hear the deep, resonant

yell of their father. They want to
please and flatter, but a mixture

of resentment, fear and their own
technical limitations will cut against
them. More often than not, these
“instructions" are not terribly
constructive anyway, and the boy, even
when he is very young, instinctively
knows it.

You shout at him "Boot it big", but
your son knows that he can't boot

the ball more than 10 metres or so,
because nobody has taught him.

So he feels that his father is
unreasonable and too demanding; his
confidence wilts and his fun evaporates.
At the earliest stage — in cases of
boys under 10 or so - simple, logical
and reasonable instructions fram the
sideline can bring results. Boys are
apt to lose concentration and watch
not the game in progress 40 metres
from them, but a low flying aeroplane,
a bird or a stray dog.

By all means, draw his attention back
to the game, not with a vell, but with
a quick and brief remark. But yelling
won't get you anywhere. The worst is
when fathers shout "instructions" -
and they are the wrong kind. This happens
when dad himself is only vaguely
familiar with soccer and he supposes
that his more advanced age gives him

an edge over his son. Every team has a
coach or manager, so leave matters to

Imagine if every boy had to obey
the loud instructions of his
father; you'd have an orchestra
with 11 conductors. Give
encouragement when things go
wrong-when the boy completely
miskicks a ball or misjudges the
flight of a pass. Give him back
his confidence with a casual
remark - don't destroy it
campletely with a pained outcry.

If you feel you know enough about
the game to offer your boy same
criticism, keep it until after
the match, preferably after the
boy has had a shower, a bite to
eat and some rest.

Don't drown him minutes after a
match with your “brilliant"
tactical advice, don't tell him
what you would have done in his
position. Let him cool down afid
then, provided you know what you
are talking about, have a father-
to-son chat about the match and
his role in it. But always
remember one thing : you can't
put old heads on young shoulders.
It's his team and his game : he {
is not reliving your youth for

you. You may have been a

veritable champion; your son may
have inherited the wrong genes.

There is nothing sadder and more
ridiculous than a father who
wants to make his son into the
champion he never was. This is
the surest way of robbing your
son of any pleasure he may get
from his game.
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