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I. 

I had dinner with my friend, Anne, this week.  We hadn’t seen each other for 
several weeks, and in that time she’d had surgery on her left eye—the third surgery 
on that eye this year, and her eighth total. She told me that she had felt a lot of stress 
in the weeks leading up to this surgery, especially since the last two hadn’t gone 
according to plan and left her with the same issue as before. 

 
Anne’s Orthodox, and says that during their Holy Week services, there is 

always a Wednesday evening healing service, in which congregants are prayed for 
by the priest and anointed with oil. She attended this service, which was two weeks 
before her surgery, and as she prayed with her priest, she said that for the first time 
she felt that she was giving over her stress, and the whole situation, to God.  And 
with this new perspective, for the first time, she says that she can truly say “Thank 
God!” and not feel funny or fake about it…that for the first time, she is deeply 
thankful for God’s presence in her life and for the ways that God has accompanied 
her on this journey. 
 
II. 

The psalmist writes from a similar place, the place of making it through a 
time of great trouble. 

 
It appears that this particular time of great trouble was an illness, but really, 

it doesn’t matter much.  It could be most anything and the words would still apply—
“I will extol you, O Lord, for you have drawn me up, and did not let my foes rejoice 
over me. O Lord my God, I cried to you for help, and you have healed me. O Lord, you 
brought up my soul from Sheol, restored me to life from among those gone down to 
the Pit.” (30:1-3) 

 
Now that the time of trial is over, the psalmist pauses to sing praises to God 

and to give thanks. But not stopping there, the psalmist also instructs—even 
commands—the community of faithful ones to do the same, assuring them that 
“Weeping may linger for the night, but joy comes with the morning.” (30:5b)   

 
A simplistic reading of Psalm 30 leaves one with the impression that if we 

pray passionately and often enough, God will take care of whatever it is that is 
troubling us, and suffering and sorrow will be a thing of the past. 

 
III. 

My Hebrew professor in seminary used to end every class with the same 
benediction, which begins with this line: “May joy and nothing less find you on the 
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way.”  It’s a blessing that I’ve used at the end of worship services from time to time, 
but I must admit that this line has given me pause in the past.   

 
It is a lovely hope, and a wonderful feeling, but at face value, it too feels a 

little simplistic.   
 
We are wise to recognize and remember that our feelings of joy and sorrow 

are intimately connected—the one can only be as deep as the other. Kahlil Gibran, 
the Lebanese poet and mystic, describes them this way in his book, The Prophet: 

 
Your joy is your sorrow unmasked. 
And the [same] well from which your laughter rises was oftentimes filled 
with your tears. 
And how else can it be? 
The deeper that sorrow carves into your being, the more joy you can 
contain.1 
 
We need both joy and sorrow in order to be whole people. It is because 

sorrow has carved a deep well in the psalmist’s being that the psalmist can proclaim, 
“You have turned my mourning into dancing; you have taken off my sackcloth and 
clothed me with joy, so that my soul may praise you and not be silent.” (11-12a) 
 

To be clear, the coming of joy doesn’t mean the end of sorrow. The stuff of 
our lives can’t always be joyful—in fact, it can be downright awful.  And yet the hope 
of our faith is always that light and life will come out of darkness and death.  The 
hope of our faith is always that joy will return, even in the midst of sorrow and 
struggle. The hope of our faith is always, as we heard earlier in Psalm 146, that the 
oppressed will receive justice and the hungry will receive food and that those who 
are bowed down are lifted up. 2 
 
IV. 

And so this “joy and nothing less” that finds us on the way must mean more 
and be more than just the feeling of joy—it must be a joy that lives deep within us so 
as to shape the very way we live our lives. It must be a joy in which we can rest, a joy 
that we can remember and access when we aren’t feeling joyful. It must be a joy that 
can carry us through the seasons of sorrow in our lives, the seasons in which 
weeping lingers for the night.  

 
 It is a joy that is a way of living instead of a feeling…a way of living that we 
hold dear and that we deem as life-giving and life-sustaining…a joy that comes when 
we recognize, like the psalmist, that God is our helper in every experience of life, 

                                                      
1 Kahlil Gibran, The Prophet (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1946), 32. 
2 cf Psalm 146 
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including life’s worst…a joy that calls us to praise God as long as we live in our 
words and our deeds and the language of our lives.  
 

Reframing joy as a way of living instead of simply a feeling is the good news 
we desperately need—a word that we desperately need to preach and teach and 
bear witness to in the face of the fear and anger and anxiety and violence and hate 
that is so pervasive these days.  When we live out of this joy, we point to the fullness 
of God’s grace that is available and offered to us in every moment.  When we live out 
of this joy, we point to the presence of God that journeys with us every step of the 
way as our Lord and our helper. 
 

So, brothers and sisters, may joy and nothing less find us on the way.  And 
may this joy call us to praise God as long as we live in our words and our deeds and 
the language of our lives.    

 
 
 

 


