Coming 2nd

By Anna Lorck

We’re big on sport in our household. There’ll be enough of us for a netball team when the youngest starts to run. We love sport – it keeps us active and off the couch, it’s social and it’s fun. And before you even think of asking – yes, I support the Hawke’s Bay Sports Park.

Sport teaches us about people and about ourselves. When you put sport and children together as a parent you will find yourself looking in the mirror. For many it’s reliving that feeling of coming first or playing in a winning team. For others you want them to win because you didn’t and always wished you had. And for most of us it’s about teaching life skills, because sport helps prepare them for facing other challenges.

From an early age sport exposes us to people, their attitudes and their actions. You meet the leaders and the followers, the individuals and the team players, the winners and losers, the supporters and the bullies, the fair and dirty players, the cheaters, and the smarter ones, and those who will, and those who won’t, dive for the line.   

As time goes on and we get more competitive, we also learn that our success, or failure, is usually in someone else’s hands. So we grow up understanding life isn’t fair; it’s not meant to be. Hey, can’t all have natural talent. But if you have the right attitude and work hard you will get there … because being gifted is only an advantage, not the winning formula.

To be the best you have to work harder than everyone else – mentally and physically. You must train, sacrifice, persevere and be self-disciplined, so that when everyone else is kicking back you keep focused and on track.  

Sport is brutal. You will lose and you will fail, you will feel pain and you will cry – but this is the stuff that builds warriors and winners, leaders and champions. As Australia’s cricket captain Ricky Ponting put it after losing twice to the Blackcaps: “You learn more from a loss than you ever do from a win.” 

Sport is competition.

This month in our family we came second on the sporting field. For Augusta, age 8, coming second was a win. She’d matter-of-factly told me based on her time, and because she hadn’t been training, she’d be lucky to come third or fourth, but she’d go fast as! Given her positive but realistic attitude, I made the decision not to go and watch her swimming sports. I came second that day … I lost out watching her come out of the water like a winner.

For Tabitha, age 13, coming second was different. Because she’d had the fastest time going into the final and her confidence was up. I’d committed to go and watch her run, hoping to see her come first – and proudly say – that’s my girl!  

Now, I’ve become pretty good on the sideline, or so I thought! Hey, I’d gone to the weetbix triathlon the week before and knew how to behave … not like all those nutty other parents who raced around yelling and pushing in front to give their kid the best advantage point. 

The 1500m was first up (3.5 times round the track). She ran a strong race and came second. But there was a mix up. They’d run five laps, and she was stuffed. I demanded answers, what went wrong? But was firmly put in my place – the winner still won! 

Next was “her” 800m race; but it wasn’t to be. I was gutted for her (and me). So was she. It was there for the taking but she came second. She called later: “Mum, there will be another race. But some of the seniors gave me stick for you screaming on the sideline! I couldn’t hear you but were you?!”

What? She couldn’t hear me?! Was I not loud enough? Then that next dreadful thought … Oh no, poor Tabs ... surely I didn’t scream that loud?! 

“Hey mum don’t worry at least you came to watch. I told them that’s just you - love her or hate her she’s my mum!” 

So in reflection my girls have taught me more from coming second than if they’d won. They’ll take what they need from their races. And even if you’re yelling on the sideline they still want you there, no matter what.

