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Here’s a story a Jewish friend once told me.
At first, at the dawn of creation, all the light was concentrated in one place, one great light to illumine the entire universe. But then something happened, and the light was shattered, and it flew in a trillion small pieces to every corner of the universe--tiny shards of light in even the smallest, most insignificant corner of the universe. And the task of every Jew, this woman told me, is to notice these tiny shards of light, and celebrate each and every one, and then gather them all together once again. In this way, she said, Jews fulfill what is their primary task—Tikhun olam, they call it in Hebrew--repairing the world. Gathering together all these broken shards of light to repair the universe. Tikhun olam.
Now Jesus, as you know was not a Christian. He was a Jew. And as a devout Jew he took this task of repairing the world very seriously. And so he was always on the lookout for these tiny shards of light. And he could find them in the most unlikely places and people. Sometimes he could see things in people even they didn’t even know they had.
He could see in the cynical, embittered heart of a Magdalene an incredible strength and beauty and capacity for love, a shard of light she didn’t even know she had. He could see in the greedy heart of Zaccheus the possibility for extravagant generosity. He could see past the phony and annoying bravado of Simon Peter, finding in him a deep inner wisdom and capacity for leadership.
Sometimes I wonder: If we ever gave Jesus half a chance to get a good look at us, what shards of light would he notice and draw out of each of us?
Once he revealed to people these shards of light inside each of them, he would reconnect them as brothers and sisters in the human family. In this way, Jesus went about repairing the world. But sometimes the work didn't go so well.
There was that ongoing problem with the religious elite. Today's gospel speaks of them: Nothing could please them. They responded negatively to every invitation, whether it came from an ascetic like John the Baptist or from someone like Jesus who loved nothing more than sharing a good meal.
Nothing could please them. If the game were a funeral, they would not join in the wailing. If the game were a wedding, they would not dance to the sound of the flute. All they would do is sit in the marketplace and make judgments, coming up with reasons to justify the fact that their own hearts had become flat-lined and paralyzed.
They are wise and learned about all 613 dictates of the law. They tithe mint, dill, and cummin, but have neglected the weightier matters of the law like mercy and justice and love. They strain out the gnat and swallow the camel. They like everything that can be seen: salutations in the marketplace, first places at table, the outside of the cup, long robes, and widened phylacteries. They've lost sight of the forest for the trees.
And they lay heavy burdens on peoples' shoulders, burdens impossible to carry, without moving a finger to lift them. They crush people's spirits, depriving them of zest and the pleasure of life.

Shortly after I was ordained, I lived for a couple of years in a house in an inner-city neighborhood. In  our house were a number of people who had been mentally handicapped from birth. We shared the typical daily round of chores and banter: fixing dinner, washing the dishes, doing the laundry, and pulling the weeds. Along the way, we would share our stories: where we came from, where we grew up, some of the ups and downs of our lives.
As I listened to these handicapped members' stories, I started to see a pattern. Each of them had realized from a very early age that, no matter how hard they tried, no matter what they did, they would always be a disappointment to their parents. A painful realization in the pit of their stomachs. Unlike other kids whose shards of light would be noticed and celebrated, they themselves would always be a disappointment. This was a heavy burden they carried all through their lives.
It was like that on a different level for many people in Jesus' day. These were the ordinary people who could never become righteous because, unlike the religious elite, try as they might, they could never fulfill all the endless petty laws. They carried a heavy burden, and these are the ones Jesus calls out to in today's gospel:
"Come to me, all of you that are weary and carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest."

The kind of rest he’s referring to is a little more than what we hope to have on a long Fourth-of-July weekend. This is the rest of the Sabbath, of the seventh day of creation when God saw that his creation was good and rested. It's what happens when we are in sync with our true natures, when we reconnect with that shard of light we carry inside, and when we notice it in the world around us.
It's the kind of rest many of us enjoyed last weekend during Pride. New York had just passed a marriage equality law--that alone was enough to cause even the most accessorized leather daddy to smile. But beyond that, it was a lovely day, and people were happy, dancing in the street, laughing with their kids and friends and families.
For many gay men of my generation it was not always this way. Many of us grew up heavily burdened. But in last Sunday's celebration you could feel that burden being lifted, a Sabbath for reconnecting with that shard of light we carry as gay people.
And looking back on that celebration, I can't help but ask myself a few simple, perhaps obvious questions, and I’ll leave you with these:
· What other shards of light do you and I carry inside?

· And are there other people—perhaps of a different color or language or culture or age—who are perhaps heavily burdened at this time because they don't know about the amazing shards of light that they carry?

· Can we take the same delight in them that Jesus does, celebrating the ways they enrich our human family, welcoming them as our equals and as true brothers and sisters?

· In short: Can we, will we, work side-by-side with Jesus in repairing this broken but beautiful world?
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