
 

The Potter’s Wheel 
 
Many believers encounter frustration when they experience a lack of personal transformation, 

often circling the mountains of insecurities, emotions, and challenges repeatedly. Regardless of their 
efforts, they often find themselves in the same place as before. They wanted to see God move in more 
power but always stopped, unable to break the invisible ceiling limiting them. 

 
I’ve come to understand that one of the critical factors preventing many from progressing further 

in their lives. It is their reluctance to release control and surrender to God, which they might not even 
realize. As it says in Matthew 10:39, “He who finds his life will lose it, and he who loses his life for My 
sake will find it.” 

 
Many are willing to live their lives for God and obey Him throughout their day, but only a few 

are willing to let go of their life and allow God to construct His divine plan for them. The beginning of us 
walking into the fullness of God is the choice to let go of our life. God has a unique purpose for each of 
His children, which can only manifest if we humbly place our lives in His loving hands. 

 
It reads in Jeremiah 18:1-4, “The word which came to Jeremiah from the LORD, saying: “Arise 

and go down to the potter’s house, and there I will cause you to hear My words.” Then I went down to the 
potter’s house, and there he was, making something at the wheel. And the vessel that he made of clay was 
marred in the hand of the potter; so he made it again into another vessel, as it seemed good to the potter 
to make.” 

 
In our salvation, we were birthed brand new from God; that is our starting point. That day, when 

you asked Jesus in your heart, was your beginning; it was not an extension of your life, but a brand-new 
life began in that moment. If a person looks at their Christianity as living their life in service to God, then 
they will always be limited. Whereas the life that God desires to build in you is unlimited, it first requires 
the letting go of the old man, the death of all dreams and desires of the first birth. 

 
The frustration of being stuck is simply because the potter isn’t molding the clay, but instead, the 

clay is trying to instruct the potter. The potter has a vision of what he will form the clay into. The lump of 
clay by itself is not very valuable or impressive, but after the potter finishes it, it’s beautiful and unique. I 
am convinced that most of our limitations are rooted in a pride in life, willing to serve God with our time 
and efforts but not letting go and losing that life. I want to encourage you to get into your prayer closet 
and allow the Holy Spirit to mold and shape you into His vision for you. It is the only path to an unlimited 
life of power and victory. 

 
Let me leave you with a poem by Myra Brooks Welch that has blessed me over the years.  
 
 

The Touch Of The Master's Hand 
 

‘Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer 
Thought it hardly worth his while 

To waste his time on the old violin, 
But he held it up with a smile. 

“What am I bid, good people”, he cried, 
“Who starts the bidding for me?” 
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“One dollar, one dollar, Do I hear two?” 
“Two dollars, who makes it three?” 

 
“Three dollars once, three dollars twice, 

Going for three...” but, No, 
From the room far back a gray-bearded man 

Came forward and picked up the bow, 
Then wiping the dust from the old violin 

And tightening up the strings, 
He played a melody, pure and sweet, 

As sweet as the angel sings. 
 

The music ceased, and the auctioneer, 
With a voice that was quiet and low, 

Said: “What now am I bid for this old violin?” 
As he held it aloft with its’ bow. 

“One thousand, one thousand, Do I hear two?” 
“Two thousand, Who makes it three?” 

“Three thousand once, three thousand twice, 
Going and gone”, said he. 

 
The audience cheered, but some of them cried, 

“We just don’t understand.” 
“What changed its’ worth?” Swift came the reply. 

“The Touch of the Master's Hand.” 
“And many a man with life out of tune, 
All battered and bruised with hardship, 

Is auctioned cheap to a thoughtless crowd 
Much like that old violin. 

 
A mess of pottage, a glass of wine, 

A game and he travels on. 
He is going once, he is going twice, 

He is going and almost gone. 
But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd 

Never can quite understand 
The worth of a soul and the change that is wrought 

By the Touch of the Masters’ Hand. 
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