Chosen Journeys

July 5, 2026

Sixth Sunday after Pentecost
Green

Matthew 11:16-19, 25-30

My husband wonders why | make life hard for myself. He especially wonders this when, under the
scorching sun, he watches me walk by the hose he bought — the one with the extra-long extension
— choosing instead to lug sloshing buckets of water from the house to my out-of-the-way garden.

It is a bit odd. | sometimes question my own sanity, too. But | have chosen this garden journey as a
spiritual discipline. For in the arduous act of carrying water buckets, I’'m reminded of those who still
walk miles for their water. It is a small, prayerful act that keeps my coddled heart conscious of the
urgent need for clean, accessible water for all.

Last summer, though, | finally admitted that watering the garden this way was becoming too much for
me. My husband smiled, thinking the prized hose he bought would finally be used. He was wrong.
Rather, what arrived a few days later in the mail was a 19th-century wooden yoke from a farmer in
Lithuania. Its well-worn patina featured ornate notches carved into the wood that kept the buckets
from sliding.

| placed the arch of the yoke behind my neck and masterfully balanced the buckets. The yoke did
help to distribute the weight of the water, lightening the load a bit, and making my task a bit easier.
And it also deepened my spiritual gardening discipline, as feeling the buckets sway with my steps, |
heard my Savior’s invitation once again: Come to me, all you who are weary and are carrying heavy
burdens, and | will give you rest.

| thought about the heavy burdens | carried that no one knew of — the worries that sloshed around in
my spiritual buckets. | had grown weary by their weight. | had a tiredness in my bones that no sleep
could cure. It was a tiredness that came from the constant buzz of stress keeping my nerves on high
alert.

How many times would | ignore Jesus’ help? Why did | insist on carrying all of life’s burdens alone?

It is no wonder Jesus told the people of his time to take his yoke, for his was an easy one. Before
modern machinery, farmers would use a wooden yoke on their animals. The frame that joined two
beasts of burdens would mean they would share the weight of a load, making it easier to keep
moving forward.

What a beautiful invitation we have as well. This is our opportunity, this day, to finally give our burdens
to the one who will make them lighter. Will you embrace Jesus’ yoke? | have. The garden hose,
though? That | still ignore.

Patient God, how tiresome it must be to watch us struggling with the burdens and stresses and
worries that we insist on carrying by ourselves. Help us to finally accept Jesus’ invitation to take his
yoke. May we stop being crushed by the weight of this world. May we know that all we struggle with is
now in Jesus’ capable and loving hands. In Jesus’ name, we pray. Amen.
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