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Sermon from  
  July 5 2026  
  Sixth Sunday after Pentecost 
  Pastor Amy Vigesaa 

 

***** 

Grace and peace to you from our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 

***** 

 

When I was younger, I had the opportunity to take a few different trips into the 

Boundary Waters Canoe Area.  If you’ve never been, much of the Boundary 

Waters is well, water.  So, a canoe is necessary for travel to the various places 

and campsites.  In between the bodies of water are islands- land that you have 

to hike across carrying all your equipment, your food pack, your tents, your 

clothes, and of course, the canoe.  Those hikes are called portages.  Some are 

short, under 10-15 feet, while others are long, like the mile long horse portage.  

Carrying a canoe not only took strength, but some understanding of weight 

distribution and balance.  There were typically pads on the middle bar that 

would rest on your shoulders.  If you were doing all this alone, you also had to 

learn how to lift the canoe onto your shoulders to begin with and depending on 

what the canoe was made of this could be quite difficult.  So once I learned how 

to lift a canoe onto my shoulders and position it correctly so the front didn’t tip 

down or the back fall to the ground and make me fall to the ground, I was very 

proud.  Here’s the thing about pride, it can keep you from asking for help when 

you need it.   
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The short portages were no problem, but even those, if you did enough of them 

back-to-back, could push your limits and tire your body. But when you did have 

to hike a longer portage, stamina could begin to wear out.  Now I loved canoeing 

back in the day and I also loved proving I could do anything anyone else could 

do, especially my male counterparts.  So I picked up one of our canoes and 

started off.  Sometimes, I would allow someone to help get it up onto my 

shoulders, but once I got going, I tried my hardest to keep going.  After our week, 

as we were on our way back out of the Boundary Waters, I felt it- pain.  My 

shoulders felt like they were sinking into my body, my bones felt like they were 

being crushed under the weight of the canoe.  I tried to reposition the aluminum 

beast that had become my burden, leaning the front tip against a tree and setting 

the backend down behind me.  I gave myself a few breaths before one of my 

companions could catch up and see me resting.  Shook out my shoulders.  Then 

I stood back under the shoulder pads and picked up the weight again.  The 

crushing feeling started immediately back up.  So, I gritted my teeth, trying to 

bear it, trying to keep from crying actually, and put one foot in front of the other, 

that’s what I had to do.  One of my friends made it to the end of the portage early 

enough to back track to the rest of the group checking to see if anyone needed 

help.  They quickly came up under the canoe behind me and lifted the weight 

from my shoulders.  Relief.  I was able to move forward under the canoe, and 

we carried it together the rest of the way.  Sometimes things are too heavy.  

Sometimes the weight is too much.   
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“Come to me, all you who are weary and carrying heavy burdens, and I will give 

you rest.”  I know some of your stories.  You have trusted me in hearing those.  

And I know, many, if not all of you, are carrying something.  Each of you have 

something going on in your life that at times feels heavy, ill-fitting, and it’s all 

you can do from being crushed under the weight of whatever it is.  Jesus says, 

“come”.   

 

The world is really good at heaping up burdens.  Life is really good at throwing 

more and more at us.  We are really good at picking it up and putting more and 

more on our plates. 

There are two kinds of burdens: the ones we choose and the ones we don’t. The 

kind we take on ourselves and the kind thrust upon us.   

All our burdens though, as the word suggests, seem heavy and burdensome, and 

it helps to set them down once in awhile and take a rest.  It helps to have 

Someone come under the load and help us carry it. 

 

The good news is: whatever kind of burden you bear, whatever weight you carry- 

when you go to Jesus and lay it before him, he will give you rest.  That is a gift 

available to all of us.  But, as Debie Thomas points out, “…the offer of a lighter 

burden is not extended to the powerful and the seemingly self-sufficient.  It is 

offered to the weary and the burdened.  It is offered to those who recognize that 

they just can’t make it on their own, no matter how hard they try.”    

This is difficult isn’t it?  To admit that we need God, to admit that we need 

others? To admit that we are weak, tired, desperate, sinful, at the end of our 
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rope?  That is why Jesus says, learn from me.  Let me teach you. I am gentle and 

humble. Walk with me- attach yourself to me- keep company with me.  In me 

you will find a deeper rest, a rest for your soul.     

 

Maybe you don’t relate to any of this, maybe you’re not feeling burdened or 

heavy right now- not all of us do and that is also a gift. Sometimes we take turns 

in our resting. So, you have a different role right now then.  Perhaps, like Emma 

Lazarus, it is your calling to join with Jesus in extending mercy, care, and rest 

to those who need it. She wrote: 

 

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 

With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 

“Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she 

With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor, 

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”  
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(The New Colossus  By Emma Lazarus) 

 

These are, of course, the words inscribed on the Statue of Liberty in the New 

York Harbor.  Emma Lazaruz was a Portuguese Sephardic Jewish American 

who was involved in charitable work for refugees.  At Ward’s Island, she worked 

as an aide for Jewish immigrants who had been detained by Castle Garden 

immigration officials.  She was deeply moved by the plight of the Russian Jews 

she met there and those experiences influenced her writing of poetry.  In 1883, 

she was asked to compose a sonnet for a fundraiser for the statue’s pedestal and 

she wrote The New Colossus. (nps.gov) 

 

“Give me your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free.” 

“Come to me, all you who are tired and heavy-laden, and I will give you rest.” 

 

All of us feel tired and poor at times.  Many of us struggle to take a deep breath 

as we experience difficult moments, anxiety, or fear.  But Emma Lazaruz wasn’t 

speaking to the everyday tiredness we might know, or even the empty wallet at 

the end of the month.  She wasn’t talking about the stress we create for ourselves 

with our busy lives and maxed-out credit cards.  And neither was Jesus, really.  

They were both responding to a culture, a system, a world that was often 

oppressive, that kept certain people below others, that ignored the welfare and 

needs of the least of these.  Those are the ones Lady Liberty- the Mother of 

Exiles- calls to.  Those are the ones Jesus- Savior of the World- also calls to, time 

and time again.   
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Come to me, if you’re poverty-stricken. 

Come to me, if you’re grieving the violence and countless deaths. 

Come, to me, if you’ve been working for justice, praying for peace, and none has 

come. 

Come to me, if you still have an honest and pure heart, and hope for the kingdom 

to come. 

Come to me, if you believe and follow and continue on the Way I’ve taught, and 

others laugh at you and ridicule and call you a fool. 

Come to me, if “the powers that be” beat you up and cast you out.   

Come to me, if you just can’t take it anymore. 

 

Come to me, Jesus says, I am here- ready to give you rest from all of it.  I’m 

gentle.  I’m humble.  I’m not like the others.  I will shoulder the weight of life.  I 

will share in the pain you’re experiencing.  I will carry it with you and we will do 

this together.  Jesus might not remove the burden, but he will redistribute the 

weight of it.  Some things are too heavy.  Some things are too much.  Sometimes 

we need Someone to come up under the load and carry it with us.  As we walk 

with Jesus, as we keep company with him, as we work with him, we will find the 

load is lighter, the way is easier.  Come and find rest. Amen. 

 


