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I found myself sitting on an endless table of the unwanted and disposable

A vessel of earth, air, and water amidst a vast sea of those discarded

My design simple and my form irregular – but created with purpose

The one who had chosen me tossed me back into the pile

With time, I was pushed farther and farther to the back of the table

Chipped and cracked from being knocked around

The dust of uselessness so thick upon me that I was unrecognizable

Waiting to be crushed into a thousand insignificant pieces 

Resigned to being outdated and worthless - then the hands came for me

The debris was carefully removed from around me and I was carried gingerly

Like someone carries something of great value, to the potter’s wheel

The dust was gently brushed from me as a mother would stroke a newborn’s cheek

And a voice softly said, “There you are. I’ve been looking for you.”

With the skill of a lifetime of giving form to clay - at times supple, at times unyielding

The hands moved tenderly over my surface – bathing me in water

Giving drink to my parched soul

Then the potter’s wheel began to spin

At first, I tried to resist the motion – to maintain some control

But, as the loving hands caressed my broken places, making them whole I surrendered

The circular rhythm became a sacred meditation …

“I surrender to the hands of the Artist who formed me and who now gives me rebirth.”
For what seemed an eternity, the universe kept spinning

When the wheel stopped I was smooth but still raw and unfinished

The hands lifted me and placed me into the fiery kiln

I was frozen with fear as the flames raged around me but I did not burn

Instead of being reduced to ashes, I emerged strong and solid my surface glistening

The hands tilted me this way and that deciding against ornamentation

Finding beauty in simplicity

Then the Artist set me down and said –

“So many of my children thirst. They drink poison and air and wonder why they are not quenched. I will fill you from the Sacred Spring of Life. And you shall heal them as I have healed you. And do not be afraid. You shall always be full. As you pour yourself out, I will refill you to overflowing. And do not hate those who spit out your water and demand wine. They, above all, have need of healing.”

I am a sacred vessel …made of earth, air, and water…transformed by fire. The healing waters of life flow from the Creator, through me, to those in need. And in the process, I am healed and made whole.
