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Fourth Sunday of Ordinary Time A “We are cracked pots” 

 

Fr. Frank Schuster 

 

Let’s begin with a story I like from Anthony De Mello entitles “Jars of Clay”. It 

begins…A water bearer in India had two large pots, each hung on each end of a pole 

which he carried across his neck. One of the pots had a crack in it, and while the other pot 

was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water at the end of the long walk from 

the stream to the master's house, the cracked pot arrived only half full. For a full two 

years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots full of water 

in his master's house. Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, 

perfect to the end for which it was made. But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its 

own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of what it had 

been made to do.  

After two years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it spoke to the water 

bearer one day by the stream. "I am ashamed of myself, and I want to apologize to you." 

"Why?" asked the bearer. "What are you ashamed of?" "I have been able, for these past 

two years, to deliver only half my load because this crack in my side causes water to leak 

out all the way back to your master's house. Because of my flaws, you have to do all of 

this work, and you don't get full value from your efforts," the pot said.  

The water bearer felt sorry for the old cracked pot, and in his compassion he said, "As we 

return to the master's house, I want you to notice the beautiful flowers along the path."  

Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the sun warming the 

beautiful wild flowers on the side of the path, and this cheered it some. But at the end of 

the trail, it still felt bad because it had leaked out half its load, and so again it apologized 

to the bearer for its failure.  

The bearer said to the pot, "Did you notice that there were flowers only on your 

side of your path, but not on the other pot's side? That's because I have always known 

about your flaw, and I took advantage of it. I planted flower seeds on your side of the 

path, and every day while we walk back from the stream, you've watered them. For two 

years I have been able to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate my master's table. 

Without you being just the way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his 

house."  

The moral of the story? Each of us has our own unique flaws. We are all cracked 

pots. But if we will allow it, the Lord will use our flaws to grace His Father's table. In 

God's great economy, nothing goes to waste. Zephaniah proclaims, “Seek the Lord, all 

you humble of the earth”.  St. Paul in the second reading tells us that God chose the 

foolish of the world to shame the wise.  Jesus says, blessed are the poor in spirit for theirs 

is the Kingdom of Heaven. When we are poor in spirit, when we are mourning, when we 

hunger, or persecuted for doing the right thing, we can feel like a cracked pot.   

St. Paul felt this way in Second Corinthians. He asked the Lord three times if a 

thorn in his flesh could be removed.  We are not sure what this thorn was. Some biblical 

scholars think it might have been epilepsy.  What was Jesus’ response to Paul? A big fat 

no!  Indeed, when we pray to God, how often is no is an answer too.  What does Jesus 

say? He says that strength is made manifest in Paul’s weakness.  Paul was a cracked pot, 
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and brought people to Christ, our Lord, whose brokenness on the cross redeemed 

humanity.   

The question we can ask ourselves this week is what are the areas in my life that 

are like that broken pot?  Can we allow our good and gracious God to transform our 

spiritual wounds that tear at the soul into glorified wounds?  Or as the Lord put it, blessed 

are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of God! 

Here are two examples that highlight the significance of this message. The first 

example: Today is the feast day for St. Blase, bishop and martyr of the fourth century.  

St. Blase was executed because he wouldn’t worship the Roman emperor.  The first 

commandment was that important to him. Blase was grounded in a firm love of God and 

neighbor. Blase would rather die than worship another God other than the Lord of Hosts.  

They executed him by taking a comb used for taking wool off sheep and removed most of 

Blase’s skin, following by beheading.  This is what they called in the early Church “a bad 

day”. Strangely enough, Blase considered this to be a good day. Saints are so strange, so 

stubborn. Why would he undergo this?  What possible rationale can I offer you that could 

make any sense whatsoever?   

You see, Blase was someone who had a keen understanding of how God’s 

strength can be made manifest in weakness and suffering.   Even though Blase’s body 

was broken, look how God’s glory was made manifest. Blase’s faith made such an 

impression that he is still remembered by the Catholic Church over 1500 years later. 

Before Blase died, he miraculously cured a boy who had a fish bone caught in his neck. 

While Blase was suffering and near death, notice how Blase primary motivation was to 

act with compassion for someone else.  After this marvelous event, the boy’s mother 

would bring candles to his cell until the day of his execution in thanksgiving for this 

miracle and act of amazing kindness.   

In memory of St. Blase, the Church celebrates his heroics by offering throat 

blessings during this time of year.  We will offer this today for those who would like this 

ancient blessing following the homily. It is one of those wonderful strange things 

Catholics do, like putting ashes on our head once a year and eating fish on the Fridays 

during Lent, etc. Many miracles and healings have been attributed to the intercession of 

St. Blase.  The throat blessing is therefore part of the healing ministry of the Church and 

a reminder that God loves all cracked pots.  Stay tuned until after the homily. 

A second example that exemplifies what the readings are talking about is what I 

experienced last week with over twenty parishioners in New Orleans (I discovered they 

say New Orleans with one syllable). We were divided up into four groups, working on 

four different buildings in different areas around New Orleans. I was in the Goo Krew, 

putting mud on walls and sponging things down with a group of fun parishioners. What is 

sobering, however, is that after two and a half years or so, when you drive over a bridge 

with a little elevation and look around, you still see thousands representing perhaps tens 

of thousands of homes around that area that are still extremely damaged and 

uninhabitable. And those were the middle class homes I saw, yep, middle class. After 

talking to a couple of the families we were helping, it is hard to imagine how both the 

insurance companies and federal government can let so many people down. If you are 

middle class, as you know, your main investment is probably your house and property. 

When the flood insurance says they should only cover 20% of your loss and tell you to 

get the rest from the hurricane insurance and the hurricane insurance says it should only 
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cover 20% and tells you to get the rest from the flood insurance, Houston we have a 

problem because that is where a lot of them moved, feeling kicked in the teeth with no 

money to fight the insurance companies who probably were also caught off guard by the 

magnitude of the disaster. Hundreds of thousands of formally middle class citizens are 

still out there searching desperately for a way to take care of their kids and start again 

somehow. The federal government would say it is doing what it can, many would say not 

enough, but I find it hard to believe the government can make up for all the losses (the 

devastation is simply too wide spread). Meanwhile, the property values have plummeted 

on destroyed homes that still have mortgages to be paid and jobs are really scarce. This is 

a city that still has some seriously open wounds. 

On the other hand, I was impressed by the will and determination of the people 

we encountered that are determined to stay. They were quick to recognize, New Orleans 

is a broken pot so to speak, like the story we are considering. New Orleans, after all is 

commonly described as a bowl with levies around it that keep the water out. In their point 

of view, however, there are still more flowers than weeds springing up from around the 

puddles. As Christians, we pray that New Orlean’s wounds, and the wounds of all those 

still affected by the ravages of natural disasters, will become glorified wounds that will 

heal others. For instance, when Mount Rainier blows up, the end of the world quake 

geologists warn about, or after the super tsunami our piece of ocean is capable of 

producing, I was privileged to talk to people who say they will be up here helping us then 

like we are helping them now. People helping people: How strength is manifested in 

weakness. God doesn’t give up on us. There is no reason to give up on each other or on 

ourselves.   

And so the bearer said to the pot, "Did you notice that there were flowers 
only on your side of your path, but not on the other pot's side? That's because I 
have always known about your flaw, and I took advantage of it. Without you 
being just the way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his house."  
The moral of the story? Each of us has our own unique flaws. We are all cracked pots. 

But if we will allow it, the Lord will use our flaws to grace His Father's table. In God's 

great economy, nothing goes to waste.  

 


