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   Recently the truth of 2 Cor. 4:7 has become more and more clear to me. I have treasured that verse for many years, but now as age has begun to take an obvious toll in my life as well as that of so many members of my family, it is as clear as crystal. The Scripture is "We have this treasure in earthen vessels, that the excellence of the power may be of God and not of us." The treasure, of course, is the "knowledge of the glory of God" which has been revealed to us by Almighty God. We are entrusted with the task of sharing that faith and knowledge as we journey through life.

   In a recent devotional in "Daily Bread" David McCasland succinctly puts it all together. He tells how it was said that the Roman Empire ran on olive oil. That was true because it was used in cooking, bathing, medicine, ceremonies, lamps, and cosmetics. Oil from southern Spain was shipped to Rome in large clay jugs called "amphorae." The jugs themselves were not worth the effort or expense to return them so they were broken into shards and grew into a mountain called Monte Testaccio. An estimated 25 million amphorae formed that mountain which still stands on the bank of the Tiber River in Rome. The value of those pots was not their beauty, but their contents.

   In light of this, the first-century followers of Christ would have clearly understood Paul's illustration of Christ-life in believers. The real nugget of truth for us is that our bodies, like amphorae, are temporary, fragile and expendable. McCasland wisely warns us that our modern world too highly values outward beauty—we need to be wise enough to realize that our greatest treasure is the life of Jesus within us. McCasland ends his devotional with this sage advice: "By God's grace and power, may we live so that others can see Christ in us. We are just the clay pots, Jesus is the true treasure within us."

   This helps me to deal with the ravages of illness in my beloved sister—the changes that age sooner or later brings to those of us who are privileged to live long enough to experience them. We are clay pots, sometimes cracked—which can be good, more of Christ can leak out—and not treasured for our appearance, but for our manifesting the gifts of the Holy Spirit.

   ________________________

A man of prayer
   One of the most familiar pictures of George Washington, our first president, has him kneeling in prayer in the woods of Valley Forge. Those who knew Washington found that he was indeed a man of prayer. In fact, he thought of his service on behalf of his nation as service to God. Henry Cabot Lodge, historian and U.S. Senator, once said of Washington that what raised him to such high glory was his great talent, guided and guarded by religion.
   It is prayer and our talent offered to God that can enable each of us to fulfill the role God desires for us.

   A friend of mine pointed out a homeless man picking up aluminum cans at the beach. She said a number of area churches had attempted to help him, getting him food, clothing, an apartment, and public assistance. They even took him to church on Sundays, but after some time living "the good life" he went back to his old ways— living in the woods, picking up discarded cans to redeem, foraging for good in restaurant trash bins, and diligently avoiding his would-be rescuers.
   Professionals who assist the needy are well aware of this phenomenon. There are layers and degrees of homelessness. Some people rendered homeless by financial upsets will find a way out even without help. Others will require only a small amount of direct assistance before getting their lives moving again. Others will need direct assistance for a longer time, plus follow-up counseling, but will regain their balance and return to being productive members of society, although sometimes only after a series of ups and downs. But there are also some people who make do-gooders feel like failures. Regardless of how much effort is made, they seem either unable or unwilling to cross the bridge that leads to a normal life.
   The people we are unable to help, who steadfastly resist change, are God's tools to reveal to us the imperfections in our attitudes, behaviors, and motives. A common response is to apply the label "hopeless," implying a) that a failure has occurred, b) that the "victim" is at fault, not the helper, 
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