The crowd in the airport terminal building was
impatient. i ir . We had been waiting
for 45 minutes to board the plane to Louisville and now
the announcement came over the speaker that we
would have to wait an additional hour. Something about
the ground crew having discovered a “mechanical
problem’ aboard the plane.

Everybody moaned. Some cursed. A couple of

overdressed women made sneering remarks about the

airline. An important businessman (you can tell the
- “important’ ones because even though his outside is
sitting down, his inside is pacing the floor) stamped out
his just-lit cigarette and reached in his pocket for
another. Others, still half-drunk from some office party
- someplace, mumbled curses. No one likes to wait.
Oddly enough, I was overjoyed at the an-
nouncement. [ am always delighted when they discover
the mechanical difficulties before we get in the air. It’s
often quite hard to fix an ailing flap at 30,000 feet. I
glanced around the room and finally settled for the fact
that I was the only peculiar one in the group since all the
* rest seemed to be griping and complaining.

Finally we were allowed to board. The crowd
surged toward the plane, pushing, shoving forward.
They needed to vent their anger against someone and it
soon became obvious that the stewardess at the door of
the plane was the one who was getting all the guff. Even
though I was far back in the line I could hear the people
complaining as they boarded, as if she were the one
responsible.

Poor gal, I thought. It’s bad enough to work for the
airlines these days, but this day must be one of the
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As I approached I could see she was trying to smile,
trying to be friendly to a gang of mad people. Then she
looked up. I was wearing a small lapel pin, a fish, which
is one of the symbols the early Christians used to
identify themselves to one another. She spotted it and
her eyes glistened in recognition.

“Oh,” she said, “you're one of .. ."”
“That’s right,” I interrupted her. “I am.”

She squeezed my arm as I passed on to find my
seat. That’s all there was. She didn’t know my name,
nor I hers. We never spoke again. She went ahead
trying to please that plane full of grumblers. But every
time she passed my seat our eyes met, and we smiled.

In the midst of that angry mob I had discovered a sister
- — and she a brother. We knew each other, because we

had the same Father.

In most cases, this is what Christmas does to us.
The plane to Louisville was an exception, for all over
the world, as people gather around a common thought
— God’s great gift to the world — they soften. Somehow,
in the midst of all the rushing and buying and drinking
and anxiety, they recognize one another as brothers and
sisters. Wars cease at Christmas as the enemy soldiers
embrace, or play carols across the battlefields. People
smile. And sing. Children laugh. Why? Because for a
fleeting time we recognize who we are — children of our
Father.

Wouldn't it be wonderful if it continued? It could,
you know, if we all recognized that God’s gift of Jesus is
not iust for Christmas — but for us all. all the time. -



