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2 Corinthians 4:1, 6-10 

Therefore, since it is by God’s mercy that we are engaged in this 
ministry, we do not lose heart. For it is the God who said, ‘Let light 

shine out of darkness’, who has shone in our hearts to give the light of 
the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ. 

 But we have this treasure in clay jars, so that it may be made 
clear that this extraordinary power belongs to God and does not come 

from us. We are afflicted in every way, but not crushed; perplexed, 
but not driven to despair; persecuted, but not forsaken; struck down, 

but not destroyed; always carrying in the body the death of Jesus, so 
that the life of Jesus may also be made visible in our bodies. 
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You will have heard last week that I preached to the 

congregation across the bridge for their UMW Sunday. I enjoyed it, but 

I’m happy to be back here with you, even with such a blah topic as 

faith, real life, and work. It’s taken me a bit of work to get inspired 

about it…no pun intended. 

The problem with preaching about work is that here and now, in 

2012, it’s not much fun. We have members in our congregation here 

who are blessed to do work they love. We also have those who do the 

work they can find, even if it’s not something they love. And we have 

members here who can’t find work, fun or otherwise, to do. Five or ten 

years ago, I would have preached about finding work to do that we 

love, and not accepting anything less. Today, that’s not very realistic. 

It’s beautiful when we do, and certainly something to pursue 

wholeheartedly, but once upon a time, I could have told you to aspire 

only to work you love and to accept nothing less. That’s no longer 

realistic. I am fortunate to be able to do so, but as our denomination 

changes, even my ability to be a UM pastor, something that’s not only 

my work but a part of my identity, is not as secure as it was. 

And I’m not sure it’s really faithful, either, to only do work we 

love. We are called to do the work we do as if to the Lord—and it’s 

healthy for us to find something we enjoy to do. We might call it a 
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difference between a secular and a Christian view of vocation: your 

secular vocation is your work, your career; your Christian vocation is 

the calling to do work for God, whether it’s preparing soup for Soup’s 

On or volunteering at Loaves and Fishes or singing in the choir, or 

maybe it’s one and the same. And God is gracious to allow us to use, 

most of the time, the things we love in our relationship with him. But 

that’s not always how we earn our money. 

Benedictine spirituality has at its core the motto: Ora et labora, 

work and pray. Those who follow the Benedictine life, whether they are 

priests, monastic, or lay members, do all that they do as if for God. If 

the day’s task is digging in the garden, they do it prayerfully, treating 

the work as if Christ labored beside them. Their attention to what they 

do goes beyond simply doing it for God to doing it with God’s 

presence, and for them that sanctifies any chore or role they have to 

fill—from their most favorite to the least. 

For those of us who work not in monasteries but out in the 

world, this is a challenge to us. Work we don’t enjoy often seems 

boring, at best. And yet our lives together are anything but boring, in 

part because we human beings, flawed, frail, and fragile, are involved 

in it. That's what makes life fun and challenging, entertaining and 

frustrating all at once...because although God's love is perfect in us, 
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we ourselves are generally pretty far from perfect. And yet somehow, 

with the grace of Jesus Christ, we can pull off some pretty impressive 

feats...and we can still manage to come up with some pretty 

impressive disasters, too. And all that takes work… 

And that brings to today's visual aids.  

A couple of years ago, Pat Wesson and I decided to take a 

pottery class together. It was on her bucket list, and I fell in love with 

pottery and began collecting it one summer when I lived in Carthage, 

not too far from the NC Pottery Highway. We signed up and showed up 

for the first class, and began to learn about types of clays and glazes 

and the torture device they call the wheel. Everyone turned at least a 

couple of pieces, and I quickly learned that my spine preferred that I 

practice hand building. By the end of the class, everyone was able to 

go home with several pieces of pottery they had made. I brought you 

one of mine, but I'm too embarrassed to pass it around. The edges are 

rough, it's not symmetrical enough to be pretty nor asymmetrical 

enough to be art. It's just something I made that I don't have the 

heart to throw out. 

I've also brought another piece of pottery, made by an artisan 

who knew what he or she was doing. This one has clean lines and is 

esthetically pleasing, unlike my amateur work of art. I have been 



5 
 

assured that, given time and practice, I could produce something like 

this, but I am just going to have to take that on faith. 

The advantage well-practiced potters have is that they don't 

mind doing the work of long hours of handling clay, tearing up their 

mistakes and only showing us their best pieces. Had I continued to 

learn how to make pottery, I theoretically could have brought you 

something I made that I could really be proud of…but that would have 

involved many hours of practice, and a willingness to take a flawed 

vessel and rework it to make it better, or throw out so that you never 

had to see it. Pottery is fragile: before firing, it is easily damaged; in 

the kiln, it can crack and break; and then once a perfect piece has 

been made, it can be scratched, chipped, or broken by contact with 

metal or another piece of pottery…if you are like me and have the 

foolish notion you should actually be able to use these beautiful things. 

Or maybe that’s just me. 

But I wonder if that’s not how God feels about us, much of the 

time. We know God is with us. We believe it, we preach it, we do our 

best to feel it. But we still are often all too aware of our own flaws and 

failings, the ways in which we are fragile and easily damaged from 

contact with one another, the way we find fulfillment in our work or 

elsewhere in our lives. The writer of 2nd Corinthians 4 seems to have 
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had this in mind when he said, “we have this treasure (that is, the love 

and grace, salvation and vocation that comes through Jesus Christ) in 

earthen vessels (that is, imperfect human beings—us) so that it may 

be made clear that this extraordinary power belongs to God and does 

not come from us.” 

I don’t know about you, but that’s a relief. There are lots of 

things that I’m not good at. If you want a really good chocolate 

dessert, I’m your girl. Need some plumbing repair? You really don’t 

want me. As a Christian, there are things that I am better at, and 

things I don’t do well. Write this down: a pastor just confessed, from 

the pulpit, to not being good at everything. And I’m not. I’m not a 

great administrator; I often think paperwork is a waste of my 

time…and yet, it is important to maintain good order and be a wise 

steward of the resources God gives the church. I am better with adults 

than with children, and I am terrible on little sleep, which is part of 

why I’m grateful for Leslie Zeek, our director of children and youth 

ministry—because she takes the kids on ski trips, and I get to stay 

home. There are parts of this work I do, and this calling, that I love, 

and parts that I don’t…but fortunately, Eric seems to like those better 

anyway, which is part of what makes us a good team. 
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What makes this work for me is that I believe when God called 

me to be a pastor, he didn’t call me to be perfect in my own self. 

Instead, he called me to be the best I can, knowing that I am 

impetuous and sometimes excessively direct…and that the ministry I 

have and will have is God’s ministry through and in and around and 

sometimes despite me. While I love my work, there is other work I 

love as well—the work of being creative, of making things, of working 

with my hands. I can sometimes use it here, but when I can’t, I get 

the itch to make something: jewelry, a clay pot, a picture, some little 

sewing project. I am an earthen vessel, easily broken, easily 

distracted, and sometimes a little bit dangerous to those around 

me…and yet God uses me anyway, and asks only that I continue, that 

I keep the faith, that I do my part in remaining faithful to what Jesus 

asks me to do in my life…and let him take care of the details. 

Let’s use LOGOS as an example. We pick the kids from school, 

feed them a snack, and then I get 22 kindergarteners and first and 

second graders for worship skills. Those kids go crazy. They have been 

cooped up in school most of the day, and now we give them sugar and 

a little freedom, and it’s frequently hard to feel like we have taught 

them anything. The lessons we teach are not just about what happens 

within the church building, but also about being a decent person, 

manners and sharing and knowing that we are loved by God—and 
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sometimes we wonder if we’ve gotten anywhere with the kids at all. 

And in each group, there are some children whose names we have to 

say entirely too often. 

One Thursday, a parent called to see if we could find space in 

the program for her child. She doesn’t go to church, and doesn’t feel a 

need to. One of those children whose name I have to say way too 

often told her about us. They were at a mutual friend’s house, and she 

was struck by how polite and respectful this first-grade child was when 

given a meal he didn’t like. She asked who taught him that, and the 

rest, as they say, is history. She wants her child in our program, and 

has already offered to help us in the kitchen to prepare the weekly 

meal. 

We don’t do LOGOS to teach children to do evangelism for us. 

We don’t even do LOGOS to teach the children good manners, 

although that’s a key part of our program. Everything that we do in 

the program, from serving the kids’ meals on real plates and with real 

utensils to playing games outside to Bible study and learning about 

worship, is aimed at teaching the children one simple way to live: as if 

we and each person we encounter are children of God, and resolving 

to treat each person we meet that way. 



9 
 

It would be easy enough to lose our faith in those kids that seem 

to need a little more of our attention. It certainly feels like a failure 

when I have to send a child downstairs to talk to Mrs. Leslie because 

he or she is being disruptive. It feels less like a pleasure and more like 

work when that happens. And yet, we have to be doing something 

right. Our human failings are being overcome by the presence of Christ 

with us as we do the work we are asked to do for the kingdom of 

God…our fragile human vessels contain an eternal treasure we could 

not possess or share on our own. 

So we continue in the work we do, because God uses each of us. 

We do it because on some level, we understand that it’s not the results 

we see that are most important, and that what is important to us is 

not necessarily what God wants from us. We continue, we press on, 

we do the work, even though it’s not our favorite, even though we 

sometimes fail, because our personal success is not the point: the 

success of the kingdom of God is, and there are parables a-plenty to 

remind us that the work of God depends more upon God than on us. 

It’s not our purposes but God’s purposes that are being served. It is 

not my job to set the world on fire, to single-handedly lead each 

member of the county to Christ, to raise enough funds that every sick, 

hungry, lost, homeless, mistreated child of God gets the support and 

care they need. These are valuable work, but they are tools, not an 
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end in themselves. Whatever work we do, when we do it as to God, we 

position ourselves to be used by God for the good of the Kingdom of 

God. 

That’s what is asked of us: that we work at keeping ourselves 

close to God, so that others can sense that in us, even when we can’t 

do it ourselves. That we look for ways to serve God’s purposes in the 

world, and trusting that God will make it happen, even despite us. 

That we accept that in Christ, our primary work is to point other 

people towards Christ in whatever we do, whether our labor takes 

place in the grocery store or a law office or on a boat. 

And we are asked to accept that sometimes God’s work seems to 

bear fruit in the most unusual and unexpected ways—ways that may 

or may not seem related to who we are and what we’ve actually done. 

That’s why we continue as Christians to do what we do…because we 

trust God to do the right thing, even when we can’t always figure out 

on our own what the right thing might be, or how to do it. And so we 

do what we do, and I for one find comfort in knowing that God’s taking 

care of things, and I don’t do the things I do on my own.  

So we do our work…in church, at home, out in the community, in 

all the ways that we do it. And while real life tells us that sometimes 

our work has no value, our faith tells us that when we do it as to God, 
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our work has value far beyond the effort we put into it. Sometimes we 

have our hands on and get to do big things to help. Other times, we 

do something that no one else knows about. Many times we’re not 

completely satisfied with what we’ve done…but where we see an 

imperfect vessel, with rough edges and poor lines, God sees the 

eternal treasure that lives within…and God makes all things beautiful 

in his service.  

Even us. 

Amen. 


