Be a Hero in 2010
When I was very young, one of my Christmas presents that got the most use was a Knight Rider Powerwheel. If you were alive in the golden age of Powerwheels, you’re no doubt nostalgically remembering plastic, three wheeled vehicles that you powered by peddling. In their heyday, you could find Powerwheels in the style of about anything popular. There were girly Powerwheels with ponies and rainbows, and there were more manly Powerwheels with Transformers and, in my case, Knight Rider. The television show Knight Rider was the story of a man (played by David Hasslehoff) and his state-of-the-art talking car, KITT. My Powerwheel was made to look as much like the real KITT as a plastic tricycle could. When I rode this thing, I felt very fast. The more I rode my plastic, three-wheeled KITT (alone, mind you), the faster I felt. I convinced myself I could outrun anything on the planet if I was piloting that sweet piece of black plastic. The ride was so exhilarating to me that when peddling at full speed, I would sing a theme song that fused the words “knight rider” with the theme music from the television show The A-Team (there was a very recognizable theme song for Knight Rider, but for some reason, I didn’t know it). 
One day, I was playing with my next-door neighbor, and the topic of how fast I was on my Powerwheel came up. I boasted, with certainty, my speed. My next-door neighbor then challenged me to a race on foot. I was sure that this would be no contest. Nevermind that my Powerwheel could only be rivaled by the actual KITT, my next-door neighbor was a girl. The race would involve circling around my driveway. On go, my girl next door neighbor took off, but it took me longer to get the wheels turning, since we were going up hill. I sang my version of the Knight Rider theme as if it was necessary for optimum speed. I lost more time around the turn and was clearly beaten by a girl on foot. There was nothing I could say. I took my Powerwheel and my ego and put both away. 
I catch myself defining “hero,” in this way still. It is someone that is the fastest or the strongest or the smartest or best at something. It demands immediate attention from everyone. It blows you away with its power and bigness. And sometimes heroes definitely do exhibit these kinds of abilities. Many times, though, this makes most of us who are not the best at something doubt that we have the abilities to be a hero as well. When I realized that I was not even the fastest thing in my driveway, I felt the opposite of a hero.  In my mind there was nothing I could do that someone would find inspiring.

But, Jesus never really told us that we had to be the best at anything. You don’t have to blow people’s socks off to be a hero. You don’t have to spend years and years training to be a hero. You don’t have to have a certain type of clothes or hair. You just have to do what is right when the time comes your way. This is by no means easy, but it is something I, you, and anyone else can do. Join us this summer at Lakeshore where we’ll learn about being a hero. We won’t ask you to jump high, run fast, fly, look through buildings, or talk to the animals. We will talk about accepting, giving, rejoicing, and lots of other things that we can start doing right now. So, put your Powerwheel and your bruised ego away—it’s time to be a hero.
