
           Burden? 

"Why was my burden so heavy?" "Oh God," I cried, "let me sleep. Light surrounded me as I regained 

consciousness. The figure of a man standing before a cross. "My child," the person asked, "why did 

you want to come to Me before I am ready to call you?" "Lord, I'm sorry. It's just that... I can't go 

on. Look at this awful burden on my back. I simply can't carry it anymore." "But haven't I told you 

to cast all of your burdens upon Me, because I care for you?" "I knew You would say that. But why 

does mine have to be so heavy?" "My child, everyone in the world has a burden. Perhaps you would 

like to try a different one?" "I can do that?" He pointed to several burdens lying at His feet. "You 

may try any of these." But each was labeled with a name. "There's Joan's," I said. Joan was married 

to a wealthy businessman. She lived in a sprawling estate and dressed her three daughters in the 

prettiest designer clothes. "Let me try that one." The Lord removed my burden and placed Joan's on 

my shoulders. I sank my knees beneath its weight. "Take it off!" I said. ""Why?" "Look inside." 

Inside was a figure of her Mother-in-law, and it began to speak. "Joan, you'll never be good enough 

for my son,". "He never should have married you. You're a terrible mother to my grandchildren..." I 

quickly placed the figure back in the pack and withdrew another. It was Donna, Joan's youngest 

daughter. Her head was bandaged from the surgery that had failed to resolve her epilepsy. "I see why 

her burden is so heavy, Lord. But she's always smiling and helping others. I didn't realize...."" I said. 

""Give back my own." As I lifted the familiar load once again, It seemed much lighter than the 

others. "Lets look inside" He said. I turned away, holding it close. "That's not a good idea," I said. 

"Why?" "There's a lot of junk in there." "Let Me see." The gentle thunder of His voice compelled 

me. I opened my burden. He pulled out a brick. "Tell me about this one." "Lord, You know. It's 

money. "My child, I will supply all of your needs... and your children's. I've given them healthy 

bodies. I will teach them that expensive clothing doesn't make a person valuable in My sight." Then 

He lifted out the figure of a small boy. "And this?" He asked. "Andrew..." I hung my head, ashamed 

to call my son a burden. "But, Lord, he's hyperactive. He's not quiet like the other two. He makes 

me so tired. He's always getting hurt, and someone is bound to think I abuse him. I yell at him all 

the time. Someday I may really hurt him...." "My child," He said, "If you trust Me, I will renew your 

strength, if you allow Me to fill you with My Spirit, I will give you patience. "Then He took some 

pebbles from my burden. "Yes, Lord," I said with a sigh. "Those are small. But they're important. I 

hate my hair. It's thin, and I can't make it look nice. I can't afford to go to the beauty shop. I'm 

overweight and can't stay on a diet. I hate all my clothes. I hate the way I look!" "My child, people 

look at your outward appearance, but I look at your heart. By My Spirit you can gain self-control to 

lose weight. But your beauty should not come from outward appearance. Instead, it should come 

from your inner self, the unfading beauty of a gentle and quiet spirit, which is of great worth in My 

sight." My burden now seemed lighter than before. "I guess I can handle it now" I said. "There is 

more," He said. "Hand Me that last brick." "Oh, You don't have to take that. I can handle it." "My 

child, give it to Me." Again His voice compelled me. He reached out His hand, and for the first time 

I saw the ugly wound. "But, Lord, this brick is so awful, so nasty, so.....Lord! What happened to 

Your hands? They're so scarred!" No longer focused on my burden, I looked for the first time into 

His face. In His brow were ragged scars-as though someone had pressed thorns into His flesh. 

"Lord," I whispered. "What happened to You?" His loving eyes reached into my soul. "My child, 

you know. Hand Me the brick. It belongs to Me. I bought it." "How?" "With My blood." "But why, 

Lord?" "Because I have loved you with an everlasting love. Give it to Me." I placed the filthy brick 

into His wounded palm. It contained all the dirt and evil of my life: my pride, my selfishness, the 

depression that constantly tormented me. He turned to the cross and hurled my brick into the pool of 

blood at its base. It hardly made a ripple. "Now, My child, you need to go back. I will be with you 

always. When you are troubled, call to Me and I will help you and show you things you cannot 

imagine now." "Yes, Lord, I will call on You." I reached to pick up my burden .As I placed my 

burden with Him, the light began to fade. Yet I heard Him whisper, "I will never leave you, nor 

forsake you.                                                                                           Author Unknown 
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“Listen to God with a 

broken heart. He is not 

only the doctor who 

mends it,  

but also the father who 

wipes away the tears.” 

― Criss Jami 

 

 

Altar Flower , Bible 

Reading, & Offertory : 

STEC Rapha Ministry 

 

Greetings and Warm 

welcome to everyone. A 

special word of welcome to 

those worshipping with us 

for the first time.  

 

STEC RAPHA MINISTRY  

WORSHIP SERVICE 28th July 2019 
Let us worship our Lord through… 

 

Opening Hymn :     172 

 

Scripture Reading: 

Old Testament       Genesis 20 : 4-7, 17, 18 

Epistle                     Acts 3: 1 - 10  

Responsive Reading Psalm 103: 1 - 13 

Gospel                       Matthew 15: 21 - 28    

Announcement  

 

Meditation: “Ordained Ministry: Fragrance of 

Christ” 
 

Offertory Hymn:   169 

Communion Hymn: 26, 100 (NLH) 

Prayer  

 

Benediction  

Closing Hymn:       217 

Collect for the Seventh Sunday after Pentecost: Ever 

compassionate God, whose blessed Son set a model for a 

prophetic and self-emptying ministry, grant your wisdom to 

be conscious that we are ordained in to your ministry by your 

grace in order to reveal you through our teaching, preaching 

and witnessing. Enable us to be in communion with you so 

that we could shed the fragrance of your gospel that redeems 

us from every bondage and makes us free to embrace you, 

through Jesus Christ our mediator, who lives and reigns with 

you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Amen.  

 

http://www.santhomeenglishchurch.org/


Responsive 

 Reading : 

Psalm 103: 

 1 -13 

Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all that is within me, bless his holy 

name! 

Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits, 
 who forgives all your iniquity, who heals all your diseases, 
 who redeems your life from the pit, who crowns you with steadfast 

love and mercy, 
who satisfies you with good so that your youth is renewed like the 

eagle's. 
 The Lord works righteousness and justice for all who are 

oppressed. 
 He made known his ways to Moses, his acts to the people of Israel. 
 The Lord is merciful and gracious, slow to anger and abounding 

in steadfast love. 
He will not always chide, nor will he keep his anger forever. 
 He does not deal with us according to our sins, nor repay us 

according to our iniquities. 
 For as high as the heavens are above the earth, so great is his steadfast 

love toward those who fear him; 
 as far as the east is from the west, so far does he remove our 

transgressions from us. 

As a father shows compassion to his children, so the Lord shows 

compassion to those who fear him. Glory be to the Father, and to the 

Son, and to the Holy Spirit; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world without 

end. Amen. 

Coming Thursday, as we are entering into the Eighth Month of this Year, as usual Early 

Morning Holy Communion Service will be held at 6.30 AM. Let us begin the new month 

in the presence and blessings of our Lord! 

Women’s Fellowship will be held on coming Saturday, the 03/08/2019 at 4.30 PM in our 

Multi-purpose Hall. 

Birthdays  

 

28th  July Mr. David Stanley 

29th  July Miss. Tarana 

               Mrs. Diana Prasathini Arjun 

               Mr. Kevin Abraham 

30th  July Mr. A. Arun Jacob 

31st  July Mr. F. Alvis Jeffrey 

               Mrs. Mercina Devairakkam 

1st  August Mrs. Althea Srikanth 

               Mrs. Indira Priyadharshini 

2nd  August Mrs. Agnes Samuel 

               Mrs. Bharathi Noble 

3rd  August Mr. Ebenezer Samuel 

               Mr. Ranjit Singh Mal 

Wedding 

Anniversaries 

 

28th July Mrs. Prithika Modi & Mr. Avinash Modi 

 

Thanks 

Giving Song 

 

Choral blessing (Lutkin) 

The Lord bless you and keep you 

The Lord lift His countenance upon you 

And give you peace 

The Lord make His face to shine upon you 

And be gracious unto you. 

Amen. 

 

Preparatory 

Song  

 

It’s Your Blood – Michael Christ 

It’s Your Blood that cleanses me 

It’s Your Blood that gives me life 

It’s Your Blood that took my place in redeeming sacrifice 

And washes me whiter than the snow 

My Jesus, God’s precious sacrifice. 

 

 

Those who are interested to join Rapha Ministry are 
cordially invited. 

 


