Reflection—Ring that Bell
By:  Jean Giesige
Over the years that our oldest son, now a senior, played high school football, I experienced a slow conversion from being someone who hated football and most other sports to someone who could on occasion tell a guard from a tackle. (The guard is next to the center and the tackle is on the end of the offensive line, duh.)
So slow and so painful was this conversion that at the end-of-the-year football banquet, where our senior boys were honored for their mighty efforts, the other football moms presented me with a cowbell. Dyed-in-the-wool football fans bring cowbells to all games to make a lot of noise in support of their team.

It was a gift that I will treasure as a symbol of the sacrifice I make willingly out of love of my sons, football players all. But that cowbell has become an important totem in our home for another reason as well.

A day or two after the banquet, our daughter was struggling with a difficult chemistry assignment (a redundant phrase, as all chemistry homework is difficult). She was mentally and emotionally exhausted when she came to the end of the 100 assigned problems, and my husband, meaning to recognize her accomplishment and perk her up a little, grabbed that cowbell and ran around the house clanging it in her honor.
A new family tradition was born in that instant. Now whenever we get good news, big or small (a perfect score on a quiz, notification that our oldest son was accepted into the university of his choice), we ring the cowbell. In truth, the parents probably enjoy this more than the kids, who mostly roll their eyes. But we’re used to that and we ring the cowbell anyway.

I think the world would be a better place if we all rang cowbells. Often, we complete a big project or difficult task only to breathe a sigh of relief. We might say, “I’m glad that’s over,” before we move on to the next big thing, but otherwise we do not mark the milestone. Wouldn’t it be better, more in line with the inner joy that is our birthright as children of God, if we took a moment to celebrate our work? 

Ancient wisdom warns us against pride and arrogance. At the same time, we ring bells to signify transitions and transcendence. There can’t be anything wrong with a little celebration along the way, a recognition of hard work and commitment to a cause. A cowbell is a funny way to lift the human spirit, but it is free, easy to use, and noisy enough to make a difference. I say, let the cowbell ring loud and often. Make a joyful noise unto the Lord, then get back to work.

