Any Heroes among Us?

With the clock running out, the quarterback evades tackles, and then launches a pass towards the preplanned location at the time appointed. Racing to the hoped rendezvous with the quickly descending ball, is a man pouring out all the strength he can muster – and then mere yards away –he looks back and there it is! Looking beyond reach, yet he thrusts forward and extends his complete torso airborne to the horizontal – fingers extending for the leather, and just as he begins his decent to terra firma, the ball nestles into his hands. He leaves the ball fully extended as he crashes down. He looks back to the field and sees his hopes and dreams – the arms of the black and white extended like goal posts – touchdown! The masses flood the field. Teammates lift him triumphantly skyward and march him around the coliseum. Hats fly, tears fall. A monumental triumph! A new hero!  Not really.
 In ancient Greece, a people well acquainted with wars against invaders and themselves - life reached its zenith at times when their fate was determined in battle. Opposing armies became clashing walls of humanity called a phalanx – lines of solders a quarter mile wide and three or four men deep, shield to back – shield to back – pressing forward. Exerting all for that moment –a high point in each battle when one side or the other would yield under the others’ might – trophe. 
When the dust settled and the victors would reassemble to commemorate the blood, sweat and tears – a statue would be erected to memorialize the site where all agreed the battle had taken a turn towards victory.  Thus, the origin of trophy was to memorialize places, where facing real enemies, determined to destroy and alter lives permanently – initially yielded under the phalanx towards defeat, and liberty from an enemy could be tasted.
 Romans are often the image of valor, courage, strength, virtue, and temperance – because in their psyche were the underlying morals and ethics that bound them together – promoting the betterment of their society above personal gains.  Pride in who they were and what they stood for – rallied the young to emulate those who had gone before – to train and advance positive attributes culminated in the day when they could prove true courage – that personal inward battle where the passion for collective victory overcomes the fear of the unknown personal price. Thus, the seeds of courage bore out the fruits of heroism.
For the Romans, their day in the limelight of history began to fade when the youth no longer learned, trained, and sought to demonstrate true courage and heroism on the battlefields for the Roman cause, but rather learned, trained and sought victory in the recreated battlefields of the coliseums for the accolades of the masses. Trophe wasn’t real, it was surreal. Blood wasn’t shed for the mother country but for the bloodlust of frenzied spectators. Supposed heroes were the last gladiators standing, and fame and personal glory were the definitive prizes. Statues of gladiators were erected – promoting these self-centered, hedonistic attributes as Rome teetered over the summit and began their racing decent to the gutter of life focused solely on self-gratification.

Faded from their memories, and relinquished to the untouched pages of historical documents were the Davids of their civilization. Those who walked out onto real battlefields, looked out into the eyes of friends and foes, facing  giants head-on and crying out for the anticipated victory from the depth of their souls –“Is there not a cause?” Thus inspiring and leading others to make their stand for the good of all – experiencing genuine trophe.
Here we stand at the pinnacle of our existence – a continental divide - ready to flow one direction or another.  We are a nation divided by definitions of what is a life worth living and dying for – if anything. Sadly though, as Robert Bork wrote, we’re a nation slouching towards Gomorrah. We’re a people relinquishing our place in history not by defeats on the battlefield, but simply by the cumbersome weight of excess wearing us down, and then allowing Paper Mache victories to mask the hollowness of our existence. We are a nation who defines victories by homeruns, touchdowns, slam dunks, and goals – because we no longer can amass together any true foundational beliefs, any unique traits passed down that make us the bearers of time proven virtues worth holding onto and passing to the next generation. We like the feel of victory, and we love the idea of heroism –we just lack the cause for a genuine demonstration.  
