Do you see the light of Jesus in others?  If so, who has been or is the most unusual example?   For me one of the most unusual examples of the light Jesus I have ever met in my life was from my childhood.  Growing up in the inner city of Cleveland my dad, who was an Episcopal priest, served a small racially mixed, low income congregation. Being the only clergy at the church, my dad relied on members of the congregation and others in the community to assist him in his ministry.  

One of the individuals I will never forget was a man by the name of Mac.  Mac was my dad’s right hand assistant.  He had grown up literally on the streets on the inner city.  Next to my dad Mac had more street smarts than any person I have ever met.  He was the hardest working, most knowledgeable and deeply committed individual I have ever known in his efforts to serve Christ by meeting the needs of the poor.  As a recovering alcoholic, unfortunately Mac died unexpectedly one night after drinking having fallen asleep while smoking in bed.  Although a stranger to those outside the inner city of Cleveland, Mac, in my opinion, was an unusual modern day example of the light of Jesus.          

Several of today’s readings reflect an image of the light of the Lord.  The psalmist writes, “May God be merciful to us and bless us, show us the light of his countenance and come to us.”  And in our second reading is the text, “And there will be no more night: they need no light of lamp or sun, for the Lord God will be their light.”

Where do you see the light of Jesus in your life?  We are reminded of this question in the text of one of my favorite hymns, “Have you seen Jesus my Lord?  He’s here in plain view.  Take a look, open you eyes; He’ll show it to you.  Have you ever stood in the family with the Lord there in your midst, Seen the face of Christ on each other?  Then I say you’ve seen Jesus, my Lord.”  The point is if we look closely we can see the light of Jesus even in the most unusual people.  
Taking the liberty to paraphrase, adapt and reconstruct a story from Walter Wangerin’s book, Ragman and Other Cries of Faith, and adding my own details, using your imagination, consider the following scenario:   You are traveling alone in your when it suddenly breaks down outside of a small town.  You have it towed to a service station.  You are informed it will take most of the afternoon to have your car repaired.  You decide to have lunch at a nearby diner.  

After lunch you decide to take a stroll and do a little sight seeing.  Suddenly you encounter an elderly man pushing an old grocery cart filled with new clothes.  As you approach he cries out, “Rags, new Rags for old.  I’ll take your old rags.”  You decide whether or not to cross to the other side of the street.  You are curious and decide to see for yourself what the man pushing the grocery cart full of clothes is up too.  You introduce yourself and he does the same.  He calls himself the Ragman.  You ask the Ragman what he is doing.  He replies, “Follow me and I’ll show you.”

The Ragman invites you to walk with him.  As you are walking he cries out, “Rags, new rags for old.  I’ll take your old rags.”  The Ragman stops his cart in front of a house with a woman sitting on her front porch.  She is sobbing into a handkerchief.  The Ragman walks up to her and gently says, “Give me your rag and I’ll give you mine.”  She offers him her tear soaked handkerchief and he replaces it with a brand new linen cloth.   Then the Ragman  does a strange thing.  He puts her stained handkerchief to his own face and begins to weep.  The woman on the other hand is left with out a tear.

“Rags, new rags for old.  I’ll take your old rags,” he continues to proclaim.  You accompany the Ragman as you come upon a young girl whose head is wrapped in a blood soaked bandage with a single stream of blood running down her cheek.  “Give me your rag and I’ll give you mine,” he said.  From his grocery cart the Ragman gives the young girl a brand new bonnet.  He removes her blood soaked bandage ties it around his head.  A single stream of blood now runs down his cheek.  She, on the other hand, is left with out a scar on her head. 

Again, the Ragman cries out, “Rags, new rags for old.  I’ll take your old rags.”  The Ragman and you notice a man leaning against a telephone pole.  The man pulls away from the pole, revealing the right sleeve of his jacket stuffed into his pocket.  He had no right arm.  The Ragman says, “Give me you jacket and I’ll give you mine.”  The one armed man takes off his jacket.  So does the Ragman.  You are shocked to see the Ragman’s arm stays in his sleeve and when the man puts it on he has two good arms.  But now the Ragman has only one.

The two of you encounter many others that day.  The Ragman’s response is always the same, “Give me your old rag and I will give you mine.”  You now have to run to keep up with the Ragman as he continues his mantra, “Rags, new rags for old.  I’ll take your old rags.”  He is now weeping uncontrollably, bleeding from his forehead and pushing his grocery cart with one arm and barely able to walk.  He spots a church and says to you, “Let’s go in.”  As you enter the door you spot a sign that says, “Welcome to Ragman’s Church.”  You say to yourself, “This crying, bleeding, one armed elderly man pushing a grocery cart and barely able to walk has a church named after him - how strange.”  

You follow the Ragman into church.  He parks his grocery cart full of old rags he has collected from those he encountered that day.  The two of you find a place and sit down together.  He says, “Let’s talk.”  The two of you talk about all that occurred that day.  You find him easy talk too.  The two of you share everything.  It is as if he has known you and you have known him your whole life.  It is now late evening and you realize it is too late to pick up your car.  As you continue to talk he says, “Let’s pray.”  And you do.  There is a sense of peace as you pray together.  After further conversation and desiring to rest you both decide to take a short nap.  Your nap turns into a deep sleep. 

Something awakens you during the night.  You turn to the Ragman who has slumped over in the pew and are shocked to see that he motionless and has stopped breathing.  In disbelief you discover that the Ragman has died.  You panic knowing that it is the middle of the night and you have a tear soaked, bleeding, one arm dead Ragman in the pew next to you.  You immediately pull out your cell phone to call 911 only to discover there is no signal inside the church.  Trembling and fearful, you hurriedly walk outside to try you cell phone again.  

Suddenly, you hear something from inside the church.  You rush back in and are shocked to discover that the Ragman is alive!  He is standing up in front of the altar surrounded by an intense bright light.  There is no sign of age, sorrow or blood on his forehead.  His arm is fully restored and all the old rags he had gathered in his grocery cart shine like new.  He walks up to you and without saying a word he puts his new rags on you.  You are suddenly transfigured in his presence. You are mindful of Jesus words in today’s gospel, “Peace, I leave with you; my peace I give to you.  Do not let your hearts be troubled, and do not let them be afraid.”  Then it dawns on you that your friend the Ragman, who lives not only in this town but in every town, city and community, is the light of Christ and your life will never be the same.  Do you see the light of Jesus in others?  Amen.  

