The Regal has landed

As I was leaving a TUC meeting in Dundee one evening, I walked round to City Square with its fine statues of Desperate Dan and Minnie the Minx for a breather. It was already dark, but to my surprise I saw an RAF warplane parked in front of the City Chambers. One of the new Typhoon Euro-fighters, it stood behind a crowd barrier, alongside an RAF Recruitment caravan. Two uniformed RAF men were in attendance, to ensure that when the caravan re-opened in the morning, neither it nor the Typhoon would be propped up on bricks with the wheels missing. I sauntered over to engage them in some cheery banter.
“Someone did well to land this here,” was my opening gambit.
They gave me the sort of tolerant smile that says, “You’re the two hundredth person to make that idiot comment today.” However, they were happy enough to pass the time chatting. It transpired that the Typhoon was a full-scale mock-up which had been trailered in earlier, though not without damaging a nearby shop sign.
As we were sharing reminiscences about the recent Open Day at RAF Leuchars, a pair of very large and unpleasant individuals approached from behind me and began hurling abuse at my companions. Though their comments were allegedly of a pacifist and anti-war nature, they were delivered in a most belligerent and threatening manner. I judged these shaven and ear-ringed individuals to be the kind of evening reveller whose antics have led the City Fathers to wonder whether it would be a good idea to turn off the web-cam in City Square in the evening, lest browsers on the Council website form a less-than-favourable impression of our beautiful City of Discovery.
The two RAF men remained completely unfazed by this outburst of yobbery: years of training, no doubt, and also the substantial crowd-control barrier that separated them from the gruesome twosome. I, let it be said, was aware of a slight agitation, having my back to the loudmouths, and being on the wrong side of the barrier.
To my relief, they departed, but not before the larger and more intimidating of the two had bawled in my ear, “Ye’re wastin’ yer time, grandpa. Ye’re far tae auld tae jine up.”
Ouch, that hurt; but not as much as the skelp on the backside he administered to me as they departed. My first reaction was shock… did that really happen? The second was pain.

The two RAF men observed the incident calmly. “Best to ignore that,” one of them commented.
I concurred, fingering the sensitive area. “Just turned the other cheek,” I remarked nonchalantly, and we resumed our conversation about the aerial spectacular at Leuchars.
At this time of year, it’s good to reflect on another aerial spectacular of long ago, when angels sang to a bunch of working guys on the night-shift in a manner that left them wondering, “Did that really happen?” Yet they went on to witness a truly remarkable landing in a small place called Bethlehem. Only, that wasn’t any kind of put-up-job involving a mock-up: the amazing truth is that God Himself came among us, in a way that we could see, and understand, and relate to. In the words of C S Lewis, “What was imageless and ineffable, and glimpsed only in dreams and the acted poetry of ritual, became real, and concrete, and no bigger than a man who could sit in a rowing boat on the Sea of Galilee.”
He too encountered abuse, and hostility, and violence, having made Himself vulnerable to all that evil could throw at Him. They went so far as to kill Him, but He came back even after that.
It’s because of Him, and His amazing love for the likes of all of us, with all our nastiness, that we do this job. Merry Christmas, and may the love of God be real to you and yours, at this special time of year, and always.
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