
Every family should have a family motto: The tried and true mantra of how you look at life.  We
will prevail.  Live well, laugh often, love much.  Dream big.  Life is not the amount of breaths
you take. It's the moments that take your breath away.  Oh, you want me to get cheesy?  Life is
what happens to you while you're busy making other plans.  You have to look through the rain to
see the rainbow.  Dance like nobody is watching.  Shoot for the moon. Even if you miss, you'll
land among the stars.  Live every day like it's your last.  OK, I’ll stop.  Our family motto is a little
bit more pragmatic and down to earth.  Our family motto is “It’s always something.”  It’s always
something.  Something’s going to go wrong.  Kids going to show up to family pictures without
shoes.  We’ll get the flat tire at the worst time.  The one day I forget my license is the day the
cops pull me over.  You come home to cat poop on the floor and you don’t have a cat.  You’re
alarms goes off in the morning and you don’t want to get out of bed.  Saturday comes, you can
sleep in - and you’re up by 5 a.m. wide awake and nothing to do.  Any project I try takes three
times as long and cost twice as much.  Its my anti-superpower - projecting time and costs to a
project.  If a guy says he’s going to do a job, he’ll do it.  It doesn’t matter what decade he does it
in, but he’ll get to it.  Most of my solutions to any household problem or repair causes more
problems.  Got a garage full of tools.  But not the one I need.  It’s always something!  When we
get to the checkout lines at the grocery store, and you have to guess which line is going faster, we
ask Steph which line we should pick - and then we purposefully go to another one - because she
can’t pick fast shopping lanes.  Its her anti-superpower.  Its always something.  We go to a
movie.  Get there ½ hour early to get good seats.  Sit through the half-hour worth of previews. 
Finally the movie is starting - and a kid leans over and says, “I have to use the bathroom.”  Are
you kidding me?  You’re the one who takes a ½ hour in the bathroom!  Are we the only parents
who have that kid?  It’s always something..  Pastor Mike, you should be more positive.  I am
positive.  Its always something!  Always is a positive word.  

It sounds like Murphy’s lawish, and it does sound pessimistic.  But its true - it has gotten us
through many a jam and many a travesty with our heads held high and the strength to fight the
next battles.  Its always something.  We’re actually surprised if things go right!  If we expected
perfection, we are in for a long life.  But if we go at life with an assumption that something is
going to go wrong, we can find joy in the little miracles along the way where something does go
right!  Where serendipity drops in your lap and smiles at you.

The Roman Empire was not looking for serendipity.  For them, it was always something.  Rome
was built 500 years before.  They’ve had conquest and wars and expansion and slaves and
gladiators and everything else we associate with Romans.  45 years before Christmas, Julius
Caesar overthrows the senate and we get the first Emperor.  A year later, he’s assassinated on the
Ides of March as they try to restore the republic.  It fails, and the Empire plunges into Civil War.
Armies against armies.  They get horrible emperors and leaders that decimate the livlihoods of
the populace.  Brutal dictators are given governorships.  Herod ends up in Judah after everyone
else in leadership of that area is mysteriously disposed of.  He even killed off his two sons in 7
b.c.  Guy was married around 10 times.  Sometimes marrying other family members of the last
wife he got rid of.  His daughter in law, who married one of his sons, then another of his sons,
asked for the head of John the Baptist on a platter, which happened.  This family is nuts.  And in
charge.  Life couldn’t get much worse for the locals.  And in the middle of it, in the middle of all
of the drama and death and hunger and politics and wars and rumor of wars come a baby.  That



no one was truly expecting.  In a manger.  God with us.  Immanuel.  And this is the story we
remember after all of these centuries.  God comes in and we find grace in turmoil.  Peace in
hardship.  Love in darkness.

Fast forward 1,800 years.  Two hundred years ago this very night.  1818.  In the little village of
Orbendorf in Austria.  It had been tough generation.  Napoleon had come and went, taking with
him the Holy Roman Empire.  There were a series of wars with Spain, Russia, and almost
everyone else on Continental Europe.  The German confederation had just begun in the North
and a police state and censorship existed in Austria at this time.  Nobody knew what the future
held.  Europe was tired of war and rumors of war.  At that time, a roving band of actors was
performing in towns throughout the Austrian Alps. On December 23 they arrived at Oberndorf,
where they were to re-enact the story of Christ's birth in the small Church of St. Nicholas. 
Unfortunately, the St. Nicholas' church organ wasn't working and would not be repaired before
Christmas.  Its always something.  Some say mice as the problem, other stories blame rust.  In
any case, the organ, the pride and joy of Orbendorf, was out of commission.  So, the actors
presented their Christmas drama in a private home. That Christmas presentation of the events in
the first chapters of Matthew and Luke put an audience member, the assistant pastor Josef Mohr
in a meditative mood. Instead of walking straight to his house that night, Mohr took a longer way
home. The longer path took him up over a hill overlooking the village.  From that hilltop, Mohr
looked down on the peaceful snow-covered village. Reveling in majestic silence of the wintry
night, Mohr gazed down at the glowing Christmas-card like scene. His thoughts about the
Christmas play he had just seen made him remember a poem he had written a couple of years
before. That poem was about the night when angels announced the birth of the long-awaited
Messiah to shepherds on a hillside.   Mohr decided those words might make a good carol for his
congregation the following evening at their Christmas eve service. The one problem was that he
didn't have any music to which that poem could be sung. So, the next day Mohr went to see the
church organist, Franz Gruber. Gruber only had a few hours to come up with a melody which
could be sung with a guitar. However, by that evening, Gruber had managed to compose a
musical setting for the poem. It no longer mattered to Mohr and Gruber that their church organ
was inoperable. They now had a Christmas carol that could be sung without that organ.  On
Christmas Eve, two hundred years ago tonight, the little Oberndorf congregation heard Gruber
and Mohr sing their new composition to the accompaniment of Gruber's guitar.  Silent night was
born.  It wasn’t supposed to happen.  But if the organ was fixed and Gruber would have played a
masterful Bach piece as planned, we wouldn’t remember any of this today.  Instead, we got the
carol of all carols.

A Christmas Carol no one was truly expecting.  In a tired old church.  Again, God with us. 
Immanuel.  The birth of Silent Night.  And this is the story we remember after all of these
centuries.  God comes in and we find grace in turmoil.  Peace in hardship.  Love in darkness.

This Christmas season - whatever you face in life - just know that Christmas happens all of the
time, in many different places in many different times.  When God comes into our lives.  May
you find grace in your turmoil.  Peace in your hardship.  Love in the darkness.  Its always
something.  And with God, the beauty and magic of this night, truly is something.  And the
family of God said, AMEN.  




