Anticipation

By Jody Hoffman

Think of all the things we anticipate. We wait with excitement for a vacation, a baby being born, selling a house or buying a new one, getting a new car, seeing old friends, eating your favorite dessert, seeing a favorite movie, climbing into fresh sheets, being with your loved ones, being engaged, getting married, sunshine and beaches, playing your favorite sport…the list is endless.  I love anticipation. It is half the fun of what is coming. It is all the preparation and thoughts as to how it will be, what will happen, how it will look, feel, or taste. It can be as simple as anticipating a glass of water when you are sooooo thirsty you feel like your tongue is swelling and you swallowed a handful of flour—to as complex as a move to another country which feels like another planet.  Anticipation: the feeling of looking forward, usually excitedly or eagerly, to something that is going to happen. An emotion involving pleasure in considering some expected or longed for event. We know what it is without the definition, better than the definition—we feeeeeel it! 

And at what time more than Christmas? We anticipate the shopping and the decorating and the baking and the friends and the family and the gifts and the joy and the music and the food and the over all feeling of merriment. It is a wonderful time of the year - the grandest of all anticipations embodied in one holiday. It has all the components: beauty, family, friends, food, music, drama, gifts given, gifts received, love and peace for all.  Why is that I wonder? Is it because the One who was born was all of those things? In Him is everything that is good, and every good gift and every perfect gift comes from Him. He is the fulfillment of every desire we have, and only in Him is it perfect—so at His birth, it would make sense that they are all there. 

Have you noticed that the anticipation of an event is often not quite like you imagined; it falls a bit short? It’s not a conscious measuring, it’s just the reality of how sin has so tainted everything that it can’t be what you long for totally. Last night, I had the sheer joy of living out a Christmas scene that has played in my head for years—perhaps from a scene out of a movie I saw or one that I have created in my head; I am not sure. It’s a musical that takes place throughout the holiday. Its beginning I am not sure about, but the scenes I have down pat. This scene is of tree trimming with friends.

 All kinds of friends are decorating the tree together, and they are telling Christmas stories and tales of Christmas’s past. It doesn’t seem to be about the decorating, but rather the fun of doing it together, and somehow from the abundance of beautiful ornaments and colorful lights, it comes out perfectly. No empty places, no holes, and no lopsided overload in one area—just festive and bright. There is the smell of cinnamon in the air from something sugary sweet, neighbors at the door, others knocking on the window wishing happiness and cheer, telling jokes and laughter in surround sound. AND there is a shiny black grand piano playing Christmas carols and holiday songs to hum along or sing out loud a line or two in the midst of all of this hubbub and excitement. There are plans of who is coming in and who is going elsewhere. There are plans to go to New York for some to see Christmas with the big city lights; plans of family coming in from tiny towns with only one red light—all spoken with anticipation and joy, and still others who only wish they were there. The memories of a father’s generous gift giving and how he would sneak in and fill the tree with envelops of money for all to find on Christmas morning. And lastly of course, would be the train that skirts the tree in endless laps adding its hum as all sit admiring the work and being quite pleased and surprised—it was so painless. The largeness of the job for one had become a party with all doing it together.

This dream somehow became real last night—I was supposed to be there—I was supposed to see dreams come true. It was a gift. For years people have laughed and said it would never happen—that it only happens in movies—that it is not real life. I began to believe them; the glimmer of hope was almost gone, but it was fanned to a full flame last night as my anticipation unfolded before my eyes. But who would have known it, who but God would make it—anticipation—become real? It was something that I hardly ever anticipated any more, almost forgotten until it was happening. Too many dreams had come and gone already; it never happened, it couldn’t happen—I don’t even own the dreamed of piano that plays itself or the train! For years, I have done all the decorating alone. Occasionally there is the help of carrying the boxes in or a hand with the lights, but no party, no music, no conversations and plans, no giddiness of New York and all its bright lights, no cinnamon baking in the background—but it was all there last night, and I almost missed it! I almost turned down the invitation—I had things to do. I would have missed it all—my very lifelong imagination dream missed. The anticipation dimming and fading to extinction, but instead it was all there better than I thought. True to tale, sin had its ways of marring the night, but it did not shatter it. It only showed a weakness that was mended before it was totally broken and found to be a gift that it had been revealed, for then it could be restored, for future stories of redemption to be enjoyed. I believe I decorated with angels unaware—but I am aware and love them.

Are there things you have long been anticipating? Are there things that have dimmed and faded from the years of disappointment that have filled your boxes? Do you feel alone in the huge pile of things to do? Do you long for a party or family and friends that will help you get the overwhelming task done? Does the music seem impossible? Have people told you that it is just what fairytales are made of? Things like that don’t really happen? Have the voices almost extinguished your flickering candle? Does it smell of sin-of-men? Does no one ring your bell with holiday cheer? Have hope. That anticipation is from God. That’s what Christmas is all about! It is a gift yet to come, but it is coming!

Christmas is about hope. It is about dark nights, uncomfortable places, being far from your real home, surviving in a land that is not yours, loneliness, rejection, and being an outsider. It’s about the smell of manure, being wrapped in the rags of humanity, being full of potential yet seemingly so obscure.  Christmas is about a treasure in a trough, humility and commonness. But it is also about a plan and sovereignty, a Promise and a Light in darkness, about a proclamation and salvation. Christmas is about restoration and healing, about grace and giving, about love and acceptance and about no place being too small for God’s purposes. It is all the anticipation becoming reality; about prophecies foretold becoming real flesh—the Hope for a fallen world. It is about “Peace on earth, goodwill to men.”

Anticipation is not really only for “musical Christmas’s”.  It is that one day all of our dreams will be fulfilled; all our family gathered around the Tree of Life; all the joy and laughter full in surround sound; the decorations will be out of this world- no detail left undone. The aroma of a feast will be in the air. There will be music and dancing. Our Father, the Giver of the greatest Gift of all, put His Gift on a tree too.  It was in an envelope of flesh that did not contain dollars, but of divine blood that was the only payment possible for our sin debt. It is ours to find and claim as our own: don’t miss it.  It’s the event we have all been waiting for. God Himself builds this anticipation into us, of which you have experienced as well, because He knows that the longing we feel can be satisfied in Him alone. May we recognize it and use it to anticipate His coming! There will be no disappointment there, nothing marred, nothing broken, no almost perfect—everything will be just that— perfect indeed!
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