“Burden Not Meant to Carry”

(The Surrender That Sets Us Free)

Introduction

There are some things we carry not because we were meant to—but because we didn’t know
how to lay them down.

Wounds from the past.

Words that still echo.

Guilt that clings.

Shame that shadows.

Grief that never found a place to rest.



Sometimes we try to press forward, dragging the weight behind us. Other times we freeze —
trapped in a moment that still hurts, still defines us. But Jesus never asked us to carry what
only He can redeem.

This poem and painting invite you into that moment of release —the turning point where
Christ meets us in the middle of the road and offers rest. Not when we've fixed it all. But here.
Now. As we are.

You weren’t meant to live beneath the burden.
You were meant to be free from it.

The Poem: “Burden Not Meant to Carry”

I walked with wounds that never healed,
Though years had passed, they stayed concealed.
Some quiet scars, some loud and raw,

All chained me to the pain I saw.

I told myself I had moved on—

But still I flinched when voices dawned.
A name, a date, a silent room...

Could stir the ache, revive the gloom.

I tried to run, I tried to cope,

To drag the past through present hope.
But every step became a Weight~

A grief too great to compensate.

I wore a smile to hide the war.
I kept on busy —nothing more.
Yet deep inside, I couldn’t flee

The wounds that whispered, “You're still me.”

Then in the quiet, soft and low,

A voice | once had longed to know.
Not angry, stern, or full of shame —
But love itself, He called my name.

“Come unto Me, you weary soul,
You're not required to make it whole.
The weight you carry isn’t yours —
Lay it down, and rest once more.”

I wept, I fought, I didn’t trust—

But grace kept calling through the dust.
And so I knelt, too tired to stand,

And gave my wounds into His hands.

Each burden I had tried to hide,
I laid before the Crucified.
And when I did, the weight was gone —



Not numbed or dulled —just lifted, drawn.

A peace like nothing I had known

Now wrapped my heart, now called me home.
No guilt, no chains, no fear to press —

Just mercy’s arms and gentleness.

And now I rise, no longer torn

By the yesterdays I need not mourn.
The past no longer owns my name —
I'm free to run, I'm not the same.

[ press ahead, my eyes on grace,

Toward Heaven’s call, toward Jesus’ face.
The wounds I bore no longer guide —

His love, His rest now walk beside.

Reflections

There’s a sacred moment in every believer’s story when the weight becomes too much. When
we realize we can’t move forward unless something breaks —or unless we finally let go.

This isn’'t weakness. It's mercy.

Jesus said, “Come to Me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.” Not
“earn rest.” Not “deserve it.”
Just come.

Laying down the burden isn’t forgetting what happened.

It’s trusting that what happened doesn’t get to define your future anymore.

It’s trusting that Jesus sees all of it, and still says: “Give it to Me. Let Me carry what you were
never meant to.”

The peace that follows surrender is unlike anything the world can give.
It doesn't erase the story —it rewrites it.

And from that place of freedom, we can finally run again... toward the goal, the prize, and the
One who makes all things new.

Scripture to Carry With You

Matthew 11:28 - “Come to Me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.”

Psalm 55:22 - “Caost your cares on the Lord and He will sustain yow; He will never let the righteous be
shaken.”

Philippians 3:13-14 - “Forget what is bebhind and strain toward what is abead. .. I press on toward the
goal to win the prize for which God has called me heavenward in Christ Jesus.”



Isaiah 61:1-3 (excerpt) - “He has sent Me to bind up the brokenhearted. .. to bestow on them a crown of
beauty instead of ashes... and a garment of praise instead of a spirit of despacr.”



