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The Point of Christmas Disappointment 

Which Christmas from your childhood stands out as the most memorable?  

Mine was when my family was stranded on Christmas Eve in the mountains far from home. 
The Highway Patrol had to close the Grapevine (a stretch of Interstate 5 in California) due 
to excessive snow and ice. 

We were not prepared for an overnight stay, but my parents found a hotel room with a bed 
for them and one for their three little girls. We walked across the street to a small 
drugstore to get food for supper. While it was an adventure to stay at a hotel, my sisters 
and I were devastated knowing we would miss Christmas.  

Since my parents had lived in Canada for a time, they told us about Boxing Day—the day 
after Christmas when Canadians open their gifts. Hearing about that just made me feel 
sorry for all the Canadians who, like us, were not having a “real” Christmas.  

What a surprise the next morning to wake up and find on the bedside table a little branch 
propped up like a tree and surrounded with presents. Apparently, the drugstore had a few 
small dollies and toys my parents wrapped after we fell asleep. The next morning we read 
the Christmas story, opened gifts, and played in the snow until the Grapevine reopened 
and we headed home. I think I enjoyed that Christmas more than the others because I had 
no expectations of what a hotel Christmas should be like.  

However, I certainly did have expectations of what I wanted other Christmases to be like. 
As a child, I longed for the perfect tree inside, snow outside, and expensive gifts. Later, I 
longed for a husband and family to enjoy Christmas with. Over time, the sights and sounds 
of the season became reminders of my chronic disappointment.  

For years, I missed what my disappointment was pointing to because I felt such shame for 
feeling disappointed. But when I dropped the condemnation and got curious about it, I 
realized my disappointment was pointing to the deep longings in my heart. Magical 
moments and more stuff would never have been enough.  

C.S. Lewis understood this. He wrote, “We are half-hearted creatures, fooling about with 
drink and sex and ambition when infinite joy is offered us, like an ignorant child who wants 
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to go on making mud pies in a slum because he cannot imagine what is meant by the offer 
of a holiday at the sea. We are far too easily pleased.” 

Infinite joy came in the form of an infant Boy who lived the perfect life I couldn’t live, died 
the death I should have died, and rose again in the victory I now experience in my life 
united with Him. The long-expected One is great at disrupting my expectations—not to 
frustrate me—but to surprise me with more than I could ever expect, ask, or imagine.  

I’m finding this Christmas to be a time to relax in God’s love while I take notice of how He 
brings people, gifts, and opportunities to love and serve across my path in ways as 
surprising and delightful as that long-ago hotel room Christmas. 

 

 
 


