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There is an old question that follows us through life.
When did we begin believing that love had to be earned?
Was it the first report card?

The first job review?

The first time someone praised us for what we
accomplished instead of who we were?

Or was it so gradual that we simply woke up one day
carrying a burden we never remembered picking up?

Some of us carry expectations. Some carry regret.

Some carry grief that has settled so deeply into the soul
that it feels like another organ inside the body.

Some carry the impossible hope that if we just work a little
harder, pray a little better, give a little more, then perhaps
our soul will finally smile.

The trouble is this.

Heavy things become familiar. And familiar things begin
to feel normal.

We mistake survival for abundant life.



We mistake exhaustion for faithfulness.
We mistake striving for discipleship.
And Jesus says, "No."

Not because hard work has no value.

But because no one can hear the whisper of grace while
drowning beneath the weight of performance.

Our Gospel opens with Jesus sounding almost bewildered.

"We played the flute, and you did not dance. We sang a
funeral song, and you did not mourn."

It sounds like children in the marketplace arguing over
whose game should be played. It sounds like religious
leaders who couldn’t make up their minds of what they
wanted.

John came fasting. They rejected him.
Jesus came feasting. They rejected him too.
John was too severe. Jesus was too joyful.

The problem was never John. The problem was never
Jesus.

The problem was hearts that had become so certain about
how The Divine ought to appear that they could no longer
recognize God standing right in front of them.



How often do we do the same?
We ask God to move, but only according to our agenda.
We pray for new life while protecting old fears.

We ask for transformation and growth but insist that
nothing change.

We want resurrection without ever walking through Good
Friday.

That is not simply an ancient temptation.
That is Tuesday morning.
That is Wednesday afternoon.

That is every moment we cling to control while praying for
freedom.

I remember hiking through an old-growth forest years ago.

The trail wasn't especially difficult, but after an hour my
shoulders burned.

When I finally stopped and opened my backpack, I
laughed out loud. I had packed enough supplies for a
week. Books I would never open. Food for people who
weren't even hiking with me. Extra clothing.

Every imaginable "just in case."



And standing there beneath those towering trees, I
realised something.

Every single item had seemed necessary before the journey
began. Only after carrying it did I recognize that much of it
had never belonged on my back.

The Spirit has a way of asking us uncomfortable questions.
Kevin...

What are you carrying?

Who told you that burden belonged to you?

Who convinced you that you had to save everyone?

Who whispered that your worth depended on your
productivity?

Who taught you that rest was laziness?

Some of us have been carrying backpacks full of somebody
else's expectations for so long that we have forgotten what
freedom feels like.

Jesus lifts his eyes and prays.

"I thank you, Father... because you have hidden these
things from the wise and the intelligent and revealed them
to infants."

Notice what he does not say.



He does not celebrate ignorance. He celebrates openness.

Children know something that adults spend decades trying
to remember.

Wonder is stronger than certainty. A child walks toward
mystery. Adults often walk away from it. Children ask
questions because they trust love. Adults often demand
answers because they fear uncertainty.

Perhaps the Kingdom has never been about mastering
God.

Perhaps it has always been about learning to trust the One
who has already mastered love.

Then comes one of the most beautiful invitations in all of
Scripture.

"Come to me, all you who are weary and carrying heavy
burdens."

Not after you've cleaned yourself up. Not after you've
finally become successful. Not after you've conquered your
addictions, your doubts, your fears.

Come.

That single word dismantles every economy of earning.
The Kingdom does not begin with achievement.

It begins with arrival.



Come.

The invitation is astonishing because Jesus never asks for
your résumé. He asks for your burden.

Bring me the shame.Bring me the anxiety. Bring me the
disappointment. Bring me the dreams that collapsed.
Bring me the questions that keep you awake at two in the
morning. Bring me the version of yourself you have been
hiding from everyone else.

Bring it.

Because grace has never been frightened by honesty.
Then Jesus says something that seems almost strange.
"Take my yoke upon you."

A yoke?

Well...that sounds like another burden.

But everyone listening knew better.

A good yoke was crafted to fit.

It did not wound. It allowed two animals to pull together.
The stronger carried more. The younger learned the
rhythm.

Can you see the picture?



Jesus does not stand at the finish line shouting
instructions. Jesus climbs into the harness beside us.

The Christ who calmed the sea now walks through our
storms.

The Christ who carried the cross now helps carry ours.

The Christ who conquered death refuses to let fear have
the final word.

That is the Gospel.

Not that we become stronger. But that Love walks beside
weakness until weakness discovers it was never alone.

We live in a world addicted to heavier yokes.

The yoke of endless productivity. The yoke of political
outrage. The yoke of consumerism whispering that one
more purchase will finally satisfy. The yoke of comparison
that tells us everyone else's life is somehow more beautiful
than our own.

These yokes promise freedom. They manufacture
exhaustion.

Jesus offers another way.
Not the way of domination. The way of gentleness.

Not the way of proving. The way of belonging.



Not the way of fear. The way of love.
And hear this.

Gentleness is not weakness.
Gentleness is disciplined strength.

The river is gentle enough to nourish a valley and
persistent enough to carve a canyon.

The wind is gentle enough to cool your face and strong
enough to reshape a coastline.

The love of Christ is gentle enough to welcome children
and powerful enough to empty a tomb.

Never confuse gentleness with passivity.
Gentleness is how resurrection enters history.

So perhaps the question this morning is not simply, "What
burden are you carrying?"

Perhaps the deeper question is this.
Who benefits from you carrying it?

Because there are powers in this world that profit from
your exhaustion. There are voices that need you anxious.
Systems that gain from your busyness. Economies that
flourish when your soul never rests.



But the Kingdom of God has never been built by exhausted
people trying to prove their worth.

The Kingdom grows wherever beloved people discover that
they already belong.

Every time we gather at Christ's table, heaven whispers the
same truth.

You are not here because you earned your place.

You are here because grace set another plate.

You are here because Christ has been waiting.

You are here because Love has already called your name.
So lay down what was never yours to carry.

Lay down perfection.

Lay down fear.

Lay down resentment.

Lay down the lie that your value depends on your
productivity.

Lay it down.
Then take up the only yoke worth carrying.

Walk beside Christ. Learn the rhythm of mercy. Discover
the cadence of compassion.



Join the slow revolution of grace that refuses to believe the
world must always remain as it is.

Because wherever weary people discover rest...
Wherever wounded people discover belonging...
Wherever fearful people discover love...

The Kingdom of God is already breaking into the world.

And that, my friends, is wisdom dancing in the
marketplace.

Thanks be to God.

Amen.



