
HAVE THINE OWN WAY LORD 

Sunday, April 24 
 

 

[1] Have Thine Own way, Lord     [2] Have Thine Own way, Lord 

Have Thine Own way       Have Thine Own way 

Thou art the Potter, I am the clay     Search me and try me, Master, today 

Mold me and make me after Thy will        Whiter than snow, Lord wash me just now 

While I am waiting, yielded and still        As in Thy presence humbly I bow    
 
[3] Have Thine Own way, Lord     [4] Have Thine Own way, Lord 

Have Thine Own way      Have Thine Own way 

Wounded and weary, help me, I pray     Hold o’er my being absolute sway 

Power – all power surely is Thine     Fill with Thy Spirit till all shall see 

Touch me and heal me, Savior divine     Christ only, always living in me    
  

    T 

   

Adelaide Pollard (1862-1934) 
1
 was always active in the Lord’s work. She was a Bible teacher, taught at a 

missionary training school, and worked with several evangelists. But her greatest desire was to go to Africa as  

a missionary. At the age of 40, it appeared this would not happen. She had tried to raise the necessary funds but 

without success. 
 

One evening she attended a prayer meeting at a local church. It was there that she heard an elderly woman pray, 

“It doesn’t matter what You do with us, Lord, just have Your own way with our lives.” This stuck in Miss 

Pollard’s heart. As she contemplated what this dear saint had said, she was reminded of the words of Jeremiah: 
 

This is the word that came to Jeremiah from the LORD: “Go down to the potter’s house, and there I will give you My 

message.” So I went down to the potter’s house, and I saw him working at the wheel. But the pot he was shaping from  

the clay was marred in his hands; so the potter formed it into another pot, shaping it as seemed best to him. Then the  

word of the LORD came to me. He said, “Can I not do with you, Israel, as this potter does?” declares the LORD. “Like  

clay in the hand of the potter, so are you in My hand, Israel (Jeremiah 18:1-6). 
 

With these thoughts in her mind, she went home and composed a 4-stanza poem; each line beginning with the 

phrase “Have Thine Own way, Lord.” Five years later (1907), her poem was set to music by George Stebbins. 

He called his new melody “Adelaide” after the author of the words. 
 

Adelaide Pollard did eventually make it to Africa for a short time but was forced to leave for Scotland with the 

outbreak of World War I. She would return home to America and continue to serve the Lord even when she was 

in poor health. In December of 1934, at the age of 72, she was on her way to a church meeting when she 

became ill and passed away from a ruptured appendix. 
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Her hymn “Have Thine Own Way Lord” is a call for each of us to surrender our lives to the Lord. May we all 

with Miss Pollard ask the Lord to “mold me and make me after Thy will” – to “search me and try me” – and to 

“fill with Thy Spirit till all shall see Christ only always living in me.” 
 

It reminds us that there will be times of “waiting” for God’s will and we must be patient – “yielded and still”; 

that we must surrender our ways to the Lord and “humbly…bow” in His presence. There will be times when we 

feel “wounded and weary” and the only way to continue is to rely on God’s “power [to] touch me and heal me.” 

Finally it reminds us that only through the power of the Holy Spirit can we live a life where God has “absolute 

sway” and the world can see what it means to belong to Christ.  
 

Can you pray “Have Thine Own Way, Lord”? 

 
Listen to “Have Thine Own Way Lord” @ https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=D29AE8YVSFU 
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https://www.countrythangdaily.com/have-thine-own-way-lord-pollard-potter/ 

   https://www.umcdiscipleship.org/resources/history-of-hymns-have-thine-own-way-lord 
2  https://christianheritage.info/places/united-states/iowa/lee-county/grave-1/adelaide-pollard-grave/ 


