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I have been struggling lately to get things done.  Too much on my plate, I guess, like everyone.  I 
did hear a wonderful story the other day that I thought that I would share.  As you know, I’m into 
the pottery and those stories in the Bible.  This one ties into Jeremiah 18.   
 

It is the story about a teacup and it’s trials, which I know a lot of people are going through right 
now, and I hope that some of it resonates with you.  It certainly did with me.   
 

THE TEACUP STORY 
A couple was celebrating their 25th wedding anniversary and had taken a trip to England to shop 
because they both liked antiques, pottery, and especially teacups.  They spotted a teacup that they 
thought would be a wonderful addition to their collection and a memory of 25 years together.  
  

They asked the shopkeeper to see it.  It was the most beautiful one they’d ever seen.  As she 
handed them the cup it spoke!  “You don’t understand.  I haven’t always been a teacup.  I started as 
a lump of red clay.  The potter took me and rolled me and patted me and I said: “Leave me alone.” 
He said: “Not yet.” 
 

Then, I was placed on a potter’s wheel and I went round and round!  “Stop it!  I’m getting dizzy”!  
The potter only nodded and said: “Not yet.” 
 

“Then he put me in an oven!  I never felt such heat!” the teacup said. “ I wondered why he wanted 
to burn me, and I yelled and knocked on the door”.  The potter said: “Not yet.” as he nodded and 
looked through the door. 
 

Finally, the door opened and he put me on a shelf and I began to cool.  “That’s better””, I said.  
But then he painted me with brushes and the fumes were horrible!  I thought that I would gag”.  
“Stop it, stop it”, I cried!  He only nodded and said: “Not yet.” 
 

“Then, suddenly I was back in the oven and it was even hotter than before and I knew I would 
suffocate”!  I begged, pleaded, and screamed.  I cried.  All that time, I could see him through the 
window and he nodded and said: “Not yet.” 
 

I knew there was no hope and I wouldn’t make it.  I wanted to give up, but the oven door opened 
and he took me out and put me on a shelf.  An hour later the potter handed me a mirror and said 
“Look at yourself”.  And I did.  “That’s not me; that couldn’t be.  I’m beautiful”! 
 

“I want you to remember”, he said, “I know it hurts to be rolled and patted, but if I left you alone, 
you would have dried up.” 
 

“I know it made you dizzy to spin around on the wheel, but if I would have stopped, you would 
have crumbled.” 
 

“I knew it hurt and was hot in the oven, but if you hadn’t been in there you would have cracked.” 
 



“I know the fumes were bad when I painted you, but if I hadn’t you would never have hardened or 
had color in your life.” 
 

“And I put you back in the oven a second time because the hardness wouldn’t have held.” 
 

“Now you are finished and you are what I had in mind when I began.” 
 

-Author Unknown 
 

God knows what he’s doing for each of us.  As the verse in Jeremiah says, He is the potter and we 
are the clay.  He molds and makes us in His image and we are each a flawless piece of work made 
according to His vision and will.  Remember as we grumble that God has a plan for each of us and 
we have to yield to His will. 
 


