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Have you ever heard this old saying?  

“Shared joy is a double joy; shared sorrow is half a sorrow.” 

You can thank the Swedes for it.  

It’s this understanding that when you share happy moments, that is when the 
happiness multiples. And when you share your grief, your burden is lightened.  

It is a universal sentiment, universally understood.  

There is a similar English proverb that says, “A trouble shared is a troubled 
halved.” 

As Christians we might say, “Rejoice with those who rejoice; weep with those who 
weep.”  

It’s a way of acknowledging that God often multiplies joy and lightens grief through 
shared life in community. And as part of a faith community, we know that to share joy 
and grief is at the heart of life itself. 

I think it was at my mother’s passing that I experienced sorrow being halved. At the 
funeral and after the funeral, people I didn’t even know came up to me, or called, or sent 
cards to express their compassion, empathy, gentleness of spirit…an understanding of 
my loss. People came. 

And it brought healing to my soul in ways I can’t even explain. It didn’t fix anything, 
my mother was still gone. But it made a difference in my journey of loss, connecting me 
to others in ways I hadn’t anticipated.  

It was here, I learned grieving is not a solo journey. When every instinct to pull 
away and withdraw is on fire, that’s when we need each other the most. We need one 
another to grieve. It’s part of what it means to be human being. 



And again, just this Friday, we celebrated the life of Myrna Maureen Berglund. 
People just showing up, sharing their simple presence, holding space for sadness, 
listening, sharing a memory or a hug.   

They showed up. 

It was such a beautiful time together, meaningful and fitting. 

So, it doesn’t surprise me that the author Sharon Brous starts her book The Amen 
Effect with a funeral.  

The parents had just lost their only two children in a car accident– Ruby was 17 and 
their son Hart was 14. An accident in which the parents walked away with only a couple 
of broken ribs and some bruises, really just adding to their grief. 

But then their faith community packed their home, filled it with endless platters of 
fruit, sharing their pain, sharing their presence, being there. Because that is just what you 
do. 

And it’s in moments like these that I wonder, maybe we offer each other the most 
precious thing we can share with one another…just being present. 

This morning we begin a new sermon series called The Amen Effect based on the 
book by Sharon Brous. The subtitle…again this one grabbed me, Ancient Wisdom to 
Mend Our Broken Hearts and World.  

This journey into the Amen Effect gives us an opportunity to consider the 
sustaining grace of, the transformative power of…being a part of a faith community. How 
much being in this church family is a privilege and tremendous gift. 

A gift not to be squandered or taken for granted, especially in these times, in our 
nation, in our world that are marked by more and more by isolation, loneliness, and 
division.  

Will we go with the flow... 

Or will we renew our resolve... 

We stand at a crossroads.  

We can drift toward the isolation and division that surround us. Or we can 
recommit ourselves to the work of connection—to celebrating joys, carrying sorrows, and 
becoming more the kind of community God called us to be some 140 years ago? 

It will take effort. 



It will feel like going against the grain sometimes.  

It will take faith, and God, and a commitment to each other. And maybe even 
commitment to ourselves. When all is said and done, THIS is the kind of person I want to 
be in this world. 

I believe when we embrace and lean into our desire for connection, we not only 
honor our sacred humanity; we also begin to heal our fractured society.  

And I want to see healing come.  

Because the alternative, not doing this, is unthinkable.  

I do believe this book will offer us direction, some real wisdom and insights. 
Guidance for those of us hopeless idealists who are seeking a more meaningful existence 
in a more compassionate world. 

To begin moving us in that direction, I want to share this story from Sharon.  

At one point in her seminary education to become a Rabbi, Sharon stumbled across 
a very old text that would one day change her life. It was buried deep, in a dusty and 
overlooked third century Jewish legal compendium. Dry stuff. 

But when she first read it, she realized somehow that this was something she 
couldn't quite grasp yet. It might take her some time to live life before she would grasp 
its full meaning.  

It is a story of an ancient pilgrimage ritual when hundreds of thousands of people 
would ascend to the Temple Mount in Jerusalem, the focal point of Jewish religious and 
political life in the ancient world.  

The crowd would enter the courtyard in a mass of humanity, turning to the right 
and circling counterclockwise around the enormous complex, existing close to where 
they had entered. 

But someone suffering, the text tells us, the grieving, the lonely, the sick, someone 
to whom something awful had happened did something different.  

That person would walk through the same entrance and turn left, circling in the 
opposite direction. Just as we do when we're hurting…every step against the current. 

And every person who passed the brokenhearted would stop and ask, “What 
happened to you?”  

“I lost my mother.” The bereaved would answer, “I miss her so much.” 



Or perhaps, “My husband left.” 

“I found a lump.”  

“Our son is sick.”  

“I just feel so lost.” 

And those who walk from right to left, each one of them would look into the eyes of 
the ill, the bereft, and the bereaved.  

“May God comfort you”, they would say one by one.  

“May you be wrapped in the embrace of this community.” 

Two thousand years ago, the rabbis constructed a system of ritual engagement 
built on a profound psychological insight.  

When you're suffering, when your loved one hovers between life and death, when 
you feel hemmed in by the darkness, when all you want is to self-isolate, because who 
would understand anyway?  

You show up. 

You show up, you root your suffering in a context of care.  

But even as you step into community, you don't pretend that you're okay. You're 
not okay.  

Which will be obvious to anyone who looks at you.  

When you wear your troubles on the outside, the whole world moves seamlessly in 
one direction and you, in another.  

And even still, you trust that you won't be marginalized, mocked, or misunderstood 
in this place. You will be held even at the ragged edges of life. You will be safe. 

Sharon continues… 

Now, imagine a pilgrimage to Jerusalem has been a lifelong dream. You make your 
way to Temple Mount, the holiest site in the holiest city. You ascend a grand staircase 
and walk through the arched entrance to immense, elaborately decorated high ceiling 
porticos.  

You burst into tears, overcome by emotion to be surrounded by pilgrims from the 
farthest reaches, all gathered to common cause. You begin to proceed around the 
courtyard in rhythm with the masses, body and spirit transcend time and space 



But look, there's a stranger coming toward you, making her way against the flow of 
the crowd, her stride is slow, she seems impervious to the festive spirit of the day, she is 
clearly suffering. 

You want to avert your eyes like you're on some busy street. But you're not allowed 
to. You stop and greet with a simple, open-hearted question: “What's your story? Why 
does your heart ache?”  

And this grief-stricken person answers, “I am broken”.  

You offer words of comfort. “I see you.” You say, “You are not alone.” 

And you continue to walk until the next distressed person approaches.  

There is timeless wisdom in entering the sacred circle. This is on some 
fundamental level what it means to be human. Long before Jesus gathered his disciples 
around a table, God's people understood that suffering was never meant to be carried 
alone. 

Even though this ancient ritual is no longer being practiced, the spirit of its’ intent 
continues to echo over the ages.  Our hearts long for this. 

But also, as Minnesotans, I think maybe we are a bit shaken by the mass 
vulnerability that would require. This ritual and the picture Sharon drew…hit me hard. 
Longing mixed with hesitancy.   

The wisdom to show up for each other and hold space for one another.  

The cost, feeling vulnerable and exposed. 

Because I don’t’ know if I could enter that swirling mass. Even though I know I need 
it. And yet, I have entered this swirling mass at different times for different reasons.  

Today you might go left and tomorrow it might be me. 

And my heart has ached with this image and the hope it holds out.  And I struggled 
with…”Well, great, no one is even doing that anymore!” As I connected to those deeper 
longings within myself. 

And then God moved, very very gently…almost imperceptibly, the barest of 
whispers…  

I was reminded. We have a ritual that is still being practiced.  A more powerful and 
complete spiritual practice. 



A ritual just as ancient, coming to us through the dust of death.  And it even has 
two big circles that we walk in.  

We do have a practice that honors our basic humanity and meets us at our deepest 
spiritual need for forgiveness and healing.   

In Jerusalem, the brokenhearted walked against the current, against the crowd and 
were met with words of blessing. At Christ's table, we come carrying our wounds, our 
sins, our griefs, and our fears—and we are met not merely with words of comfort from 
the community but also with the living Lord. 

Grace flows down, creating space for us to be authentically raw and vulnerable and 
needy. A practice that offers hope and mends our hearts, mends the tears in our 
relationships, and pours into us abundant new life. EVERY. SINGLE. TIME. 

Celebrating Holy Communion reframed and given to us by our resurrected Lord 
Jesus Christ. Jesus decentralized worship and keeps it from becoming a dry ritual. 

As we wrap up, what emerges this morning for me, for us, is that God's healing 
often comes through people before it comes through solutions.  

Again, that life’s joys and griefs are heightened and lessened as we walk together.  

My mother's death wasn't reversed. 

The parents in Sharon's story still lost their children. 

Myrna's family still grieves. 

Yet God works through presence. 

Our presence. Your presence. 

What is your story?   

Why does your heart ache? 

I see you.  

You are not alone. 

May God comfort you through this community.  

Amen. 

 As we move into a Time of Reflection, I’d like to introduce you to two other 
communal practices that strengthen and deepen the bonds that hold us together. 



Prayer and worship. 

 Each week we will gather all the prayers deposited in our little prayer boxes in the 
Fellowship Hall or gathered in the big box in the Entry way…and pray for them. 

We will pray in general, not reading any of them in public. Instead, lifting them up 
to God in the Pastoral Prayer time, God knows what you wrote in praying for self or 
others. 

So please write out prayers for yourself or others, jot a name…and place them in 
these boxes. 

And then the other communal practice is worship. Each week we will add to our 
altar.  This week we will build our altar, right now. As they come forward to add their 
symbol, our hearts mirror our joys and sorrows back to one another. 

And now, as we reflect, think about how you might:  

• Share one burden with a trusted Christian this week.  
• Stay five extra minutes, stay for Fellowship after worship, and ask someone how 

they're really doing.  
• Put a prayer request in the prayer box for yourself or someone else.  
• Call someone who is grieving. 

 

 

 


