
On January 27, 1991, I was a twenty years old college student. 

That evening I watched the Super Bowl.  I may have hosted a

party.  The New York Giants were playing the Buffalo Bills. 

At that point in my life, I was a huge Giants fan. I lived and

died with them.  The game came down to the last play, a forty-

seven yard field goal attempt by Buffalo Bills kicker Scott

Norwood. If he made the kick, the Bills would win the Super

Bowl.  If he missed the kick, the Giants would win the Super

Bowl.  At that distance and under that type of pressure, it was

a 50/50 kick.  In other words, it could go either way.  As Scott

Norwood lined up for the kick, I was on my knees, looking up

to the heavens, arms extended, literally begging God for him

to miss the kick.  He missed.  The ball sailed right of the goal

post. The Giants won the Super Bowl.

Recently, I watched a documentary on NFL Network on the Buffalo Bills team that went to four Super Bowls, only

to lose each one.  The first one they lost was the above mentioned game. They showed the highlight of Scott

Norwood missing the kick.  They showed footage of the aftermath, of him walking off the field dejected.  This was

footage I hadn't seen or paid attention to thirty years ago because I was too busy celebrating the Giant victory. 

Scott Norwood knew he'd have to live with the missed kick for the rest of his life.  Some of his teammates jogged

by him.  However, a handful ran over to him and patted him on the back or put an arm around him and told him it

was okay.  I was very touched watching it.  After the game, Scott Norwood sat at the press conference and

answered every question the reporters asked him about the missed kick.  Thirty years later in the documentary,

Scott Norwood recalled that later on that awful day, Bruce Smith, the All-Time Sack leader and future Hall of Fame

defensive end, came to his hotel room and told him not to feel bad; he too could have played better.  On the verge

of tears, having had to live with missing that kick for thirty years, Scott Norwood recalled vividly those who lifted

him up on the worst professional day of his life.

In today's Gospel, Jesus prays, “Father, the hour has come; glorify your Son so that your Son may glorify You;

and, through the power over all mankind that You have given Him, let Him give eternal life to all those you have

entrusted to Him.  And this is eternal life, that they know you are the only true God, and Jesus Christ is the one

You have sent” (John 17:1-3).

What's interesting, Jesus prayed this prayer the night before His Passion and Death. The next day, Jesus would

be beaten and whipped as some cheered and as some wailed.  A little later, He would be hung on a Cross and left

to die.  In the eyes of the world, there was nothing glorious about Good Friday.  However, it was on this day when

God’s Glory was most present. Jesus manifested God’s Glory through being obedient to the Will of His Father,

even to death.

Most of us don't experience too many moments of glory in life.  In fact, we probably experience many more

moments of humiliation.  During these moments, when we handle ourselves with faith, humility and dignity, we

glorify God.  When we reach out to someone who has just gone through one such moment, we glorify God.  My

guess is that the teammates of Scott Norwood, who ran over to him on the worst day of his life, will be glorified in

Heaven.  Bruce Smith is not going to get into Heaven for sacking the most NFL quarterbacks.  He might get into

Heaven, however, for going to Scott Norwood’s hotel room to lift his spirit.

Life can be beautiful, but at times, it can be quite vicious.  There's a political/military adage that, “Weakness is

provocative.  It attracts all the wrong people.”  Unfortunately, there is no shortage of people who will celebrate our

failures, revel in our humiliations and pay us a visit when they sense weakness.  That's not how a Catholic should

operate.  We never glorify God more than when we lift others up and do not knock them down.  We never glorify

God more, when like Our Lord on Good Friday, we rise above the hate and handle ourselves with dignity, even

under unfair and unjust conditions.  That said, I'm glad Scott Norwood missed the kick. Go Giants!


