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When my brother Matt was in middle school he took up the trumpet. We were a pretty musical 
family — at least in theory. Dad was a symphony orchestra conductor and mom sang in the 
church choir. My brother and I mostly just quit a bunch of instruments over the years. Between 
the two of us we blasted through the violin, piano, French horn, cello, guitar, and the 
aforementioned trumpet.  

What I remember most about Matt’s trumpet playing days is that he could only play one song. It 
was in the key of C so it was a fine song for a beginner to learn on. The first eight notes were 
simply a descending scale. But there’s only so much Joy to the World you can take. Especially in 
July.  

After hearing him play this incessantly and at top volume for weeks, the point came when I’d 
finally had enough. Now, they do make mutes for the trumpet; devices that go into the horn to 
dampen the sound. If you’ve ever seen an old video of Dizzy Gillespie you’ve seen these things. 
Matt’s rental trumpet came with one but he refused to use it because it made the instrument much 
harder to play. 

Well, one day, after hearing Joy to the World a hundred more times, I grabbed the trumpet and 
shoved that mute so far in, that it never came out again. Ever. And that was the end of Matt’s 
trumpet playing career.  

The lesson here is not that I was a jerk as an older brother. Although I had my moments. Or that 
hearing the same song over and over again isn’t incredibly annoying. It is. Rather I share this 
story as a reminder that no matter how hard we try, the joy brought to the world this night can 
never be muted. No matter what darkness we confront, no matter what evil we encounter, no 
matter what hardships we endure, the joy of God’s love can never be silenced. The joy of the 
Lord will not be muted. 

Maybe this is why the message of Christmas is always so loud. In churches and homes all over 
the world, the joy of this night rings out at great volume. We go tell it on the mountain, we repeat 
the sounding joy, heaven and nature sing, a multitude of angels and archangels proclaim the good 
news; tidings of comfort and joy are enthusiastically shared; and un-muted trumpets blare Joy to 
the World. We share the news of Jesus’ birth with great fanfare because it fills us with such joy. 

So what exactly is this joy we proclaim from hills and valleys and from everywhere in between? 
Well, the joy of the Lord is not something that we create ourselves. We aren’t the generators of 
this joy. Which is a good thing. Because if this joy was up to us, we’d inevitably be disappointed 
every Christmas. This joy is not dependent upon our shopping or our cooking; it has nothing to 
do with what Santa may or may not bring; it’s not concerned with what we wear or how we look. 



The joy that emerges from Mary’s womb in a humble stable on that first Christmas Day 
transcends our own strivings and desires. It is a joy that shines like an eternal flame illuminating 
the darkness of our lives and filling us with hope founded on divine relationship. 

It is a joy born of God’s love for us. A joy that allows us to feel and know that God loves us for 
who we are in all our imperfections and shortcomings and failures. That no matter what we do or 
fail to do, God loves us unconditionally and without reservation.  

It is a joy rooted in God’s presence among us. A joy that reveals in Jesus Christ a tender reminder   
that we will never be forgotten or forsaken. That no matter the tears we shed, whether tears of 
laughter or tears of sorrow, the loving embrace of our Lord always awaits us. 

It is a joy based on God’s hope for us. A joy that promises that when natural disasters strike, or 
violence shatters the sanctity of our world, or when hatred and bigotry arise, all is not lost. That 
even as we work for justice and pray for a better world, we are not abandoned by God. 

The joy of the Lord — this joy that recognizes meaning even in confusion, life even in death, 
hope even in despair — will never and can never be muted. And this is why the message of 
Jesus’ birth is shared with trumpets blaring and angels singing. This joy, this precious, never-
ending, always-abiding joy will not be silenced. 

You know, even after I jammed that mute into my brother’s trumpet, I could still hear Joy to the 
World ringing in my ears. The joy of the Lord is like that. No matter how much we try to silence 
this joy by ignoring it or avoiding it, the joy still rings out. Loudly, boldly, and, on this night, 
merrily. 

Please know that whatever drew you to this particular place on this particular night is a reflection 
of the divine joy that lives deep within you. Nurture that joy. Experience that joy. Share that joy. 
And on this Christmas night, sing Joy to the World with reckless abandon! For the Lord has 
indeed come. 


