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July 5, 2020 
5th Sunday after Pentecost 

 
Text:  Matthew 11:16-19, 25-30 
Theme:  Yoked to Christ, we rest in God’s grace 

 A few years ago, on a trip to visit my parents in Colorado Springs, two of my sons and I  

climbed Pikes Peak, a mountain whose summit is over 14,000 feet above sea level.   It was a 

long, hard, grueling 13.5 mile climb uphill with a gain of about 7400 plus feet in elevation.  I’ve 

been told it is like doing a half-marathon in hiking form, at an elevation where the air becomes 

quite thin. It took us over nine hours.  At the higher elevations we had to navigate deep snow 

drifts, lost the trail several times, and finally ended up scrambling over rocks to make it to the 

summit.  Early on the trip, I gave my extra water bottles to my one son to carry in his backpack.   

A few miles later, I had my other son carry my entire backpack.  I was having a hard enough 

time making it up the trail without carrying extra weigh on my back.  Finally, toward the end, I 

was hanging on to my son’s backpack in front of me to help pull me along.  I still can’t believe I 

actually made it!  My only comfort was that if I collapsed on the trail, one of my sons would 

surely go get help and come back to recover my body.   

 While I enjoy hiking – although I feel no desire to hike another 14ner mountain – I am 

definitely not into backpacking.  Carrying all that extra weight, this big burden on your back, just 

makes the hike so much harder.  (Or perhaps I just need to be in better shape!)  And carrying 

burdens, extra baggage, certainly makes it harder to journey through life.  But we carry all 

different burdens, don’t we?  Certainly, the burden of this pandemic, all the precautions that 

we need to take to remain safe and healthy, have made many feel not only more anxious, but 

more exhausted.  It feels like a lot more work to navigate through even routine things these 

days. 

 That is why the invitation in our gospel – come to me, all you that are weary and are 

carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest – is so appealing.  We are weary.  We are 

carrying heavy burdens.  We do need rest.  But this rest happens not by getting rid of all our 

burdens or yokes, as our gospel describes it, but by being yoked to Christ who not only helps us 

carry the burdens, but actually rest in God’s grace. And that is the theme of my sermon today:  

Yoked to Christ, we rest in God’s grace.  
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 In the resource, Sundays and Seasons, the author captured the theme of this Sunday 

with these words:  When a Yoke Means Freedom.  When we think of a yoke (I picture a yoke 

on two oxen pulling a plow or a wagon), freedom is not something most of us would attach to 

that image.  Yokes curtail freedom.  The animal can’t just go and do what they want because 

they are constrained by this heavy instrument, this burden on their backs as they pull a heavy 

object, such as a plow.  For the first century readers of Matthew, the yoke was a symbol of 

obedience to God’s law. But again, obedience and law are not things that we associate with 

freedom and we do like our freedom, don’t we?   We don’t like being told what to do, how to 

do it, even when we recognize the necessity of law to avoid chaos.  Imagine trying to drive 

safely without any traffic laws?!  

 But what if we saw a yoke not as a burden to curtail us but as a way of keeping us steady 

and grounded, moving forward together in the right direction?  And that is certainly something 

we could use these days.  In our gospel Jesus was pointing out that people summarized John’s 

ministry as not eating and drinking and were critical of him.  Then they turned around and 

criticized Jesus for eating and drinking (with sinners.)  Neither of Jesus or John could win.  That 

is something we see too often in our culture - complex issues reduced to ideals and platitudes, 

picking a side, and yelling at one another. And that is an exhausting game, a game we play too 

often in the church as well, where nobody wins.   

 Jesus invites us into a different game, a different way of discerning and acting – a way 

that is connected to, that is yoked to the one who ushered in God’s reign of mercy and justice; 

a reign where there aren’t winners and losers, insiders and outsiders; where it is not even 

about being right but about being loving; a reign where all are welcome, where all have a place.  

We don’t have to compare ourselves to others or demonize those who are different, including 

those who have different perspectives and views, for there is room in God’s reign for a 

beautiful diversity.  We don’t have to play the exhausting game of picking sides, trying to figure 

it all out – because no matter how wise we are, we do not know all the answers.  Rather we can 

let go, surrender to the yoke that is Christ and discover indeed that his yoke is easy – or actually 

a better translation for the Greek word is “good” or “kind.”  And because this yoke is kind, we 

discover the rest that we deeply crave.   
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 St. Augustine of Hippo who died back in 430 CE had a famous quote that continues to 

resonate with so many:  You have made us for yourself, O Lord, and our heart is restless until it 

rests in you.  Being yoked to Christ reminds us that we are indeed made in God’s image; that we 

were created to be children of God and when we lean into that identity, our true identity we 

find ourselves not only centered and grounded, but resting because we don’t have to do all this 

work to figure out who and what we are.  We don’t have to figure out what we are supposed to 

do, how to get it right to earn our salvation. God has already done that.  That is the grace of 

God who claims us and invites us into lives of compassion and kindness, lives where we 

experience love and can therefore share this love with others.  Yoked to Christ yokes us to one 

another and together we can do this tremendous, and yes sometimes hard work, of being 

disciples of Christ, of caring for one another and God’s creation.  But again doing this work 

grounded in grace, with grace supporting us, doing this work with one another, helping each 

other does indeed lighten the load.  It doesn’t feel so hard or heavy.   

 I’m not sure the best ways to describe these days.  When I did that hike up Pikes Peak, 

there an end to the trail and better than the peak – there was a train that took us down the 

mountain so we didn’t have to hike another 13. 5 miles!  We barely made it in time for the last 

train ride, but we made it.  It had never felt so good to just collapse into a seat and rest my 

absolutely exhausted body!  But with this pandemic, I don’t know when we will hit the peak.  

Cases continue to surge.  I don’t when we will get over this and be able to take a deep breath 

and relax or what it will look like when we get to that point.  This has been hard – the sheer 

number of people who have died, the growing numbers of people infected, the toll it continues 

to take on our economy, and now all the fights and divisions over wearing masks! When I get so 

discouraged by it all, I hear the voice of Jesus invite me, invite all of us – Come to me.   

 Come to me.   I know this is hard.  I know the burdens are heavy.  I know that you are 

tired.  Come to me.  Surrender to grace, to my love, to my wisdom.  Let me hold you and 

support you.  Let me guide you.  For I am gentle and humble in heart (an example that we all 

need) and you will indeed find rest.  Amen  

 


