
 The Potter 

 But now, O Lord, You are our Father, we are the clay, and You our Potter; and all of us are the 
 work of Your hand. 

 Isaiah 64:8 

 I’ve  watched  videos  where  a  potter  creates  something  beautiful  out  of  clay.  At  the 
 beginning  it  doesn’t  look  very  beautiful.  It’s  a  lump  of  grayish  matter  that  has  no  form,  no 
 shape,  no  discernible  use.  There’s  nothing  to  recommend  it  to  anyone,  nothing  to  make 
 you  want  to  have  it  for  your  own.  There’s  no  pretty  colors,  no  fluid  shapes  and  nothing 
 that it could be used for, except maybe a paperweight. 

 Then  the  potter  gets  ahold  of  it.  After  flopping  it  on  the  wheel,  the  potter  wets  his  hands 
 and  begins  to  push  and  smash  and  poke  and  prod  the  lump  of  clay.  It  looks  like  the  poor 
 clay  is  going  to  be  a  puddle  with  even  less  form  and  less  use.  Then  he  begins  to  tug  and 
 pull.  The  clay  rises  or  widens,  it  flattens  or  curves  according  to  the  potter’s  will.  He  uses 
 knuckles  and  fists  and  fingertips,  all  the  while  the  table  is  turning  and  the  clay  is 
 continually  wet.  What  has  been  nothing  but  a  useless  lump  is  becoming  a  vessel  fit  for 
 use. 

 The  clay  is  painted,  carved,  handles  added  or  removed,  lips  formed.  It  is  made  to  be  a 
 beautiful  item.  Then  it  is  placed  in  an  oven  and  fired  at  1800-2400  degrees  Fahrenheit.  It 
 seems  harsh,  too  much  heat,  unkind  to  this  former  lump  of  clay,  but  the  potter  knows 
 what the clay needs to bring it into the fullness of its design. 

 We  are  lumps  of  clay,  formless  and  void,  useless  and  ugly.  When  we  are  placed  on  the 
 Potter’s  wheel,  in  the  Potter’s  hand,  it  seems  that  the  pushing  and  prodding,  the  poking 
 and  smashing,  the  shaping  and  changing  is  just  too  harsh,  too  much.  It  hurts.  But  even  we 
 begin  to  see  the  design  in  the  Potter’s  mind  as  He  molds  us.  Then  we  feel  we  have  arrived! 
 We  are  beautiful!  We  have  beautiful  colors  and  patterns!  We  are  useful  and  the  Potter  can 
 place  us  where  He  wants  us.  How  horrifying  to  find  that  sometimes  where  He  wants  us  is  in 
 the fire. 

 But  He  knows,  doesn’t  He,  just  exactly  what  we  need.  He  knows  the  use  He  has  for  us,  the 
 purpose  behind  His  design,  and  He  knows  when  the  design  and  the  purpose  requires 
 curing  in  the  fire,  and  how  many  times  it  must  be  fired.  It  is  certainly  not  pleasant  for  the 
 clay. 

 But  oh  the  beautiful  colors  that  come  out  of  the  fire!  Oh  the  strength  and  solidity  and 
 usefulness  that  comes  from  His  ministrations!  Oh  how  we  can  be  used  by  Him  when  He 
 deems us ready. We are the clay, and You our Potter. 

 Father, we thank You for Your patient love for us. We thank You that You choose to use us, to 
 mold and make us into what You have designed us to be. Help us to submit to Your hands and 

 to trust in Your heart and Your character. 
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