"The Weaver", Author Unknown
My life is but a weaving,
between my God and me.

I do not choose the colors,
but He worketh steadily.

Oftimes in sorrow,
sometimes in foolish pride,

I forget He sees the top,
while I, the underside.

Not till the loom is silent
and the shuttles cease to fly

Will God unroll the canvas
and explain the reasons why.

But the dark threads are as needful
in a skillful weaver's hand

As the threads of gold and silver
in the pattern God has planned.

The author of this writing is unknown,

but the poem is a reminder of how our lives are as clay in the Potter's Hand.


"Then the word of the LORD came to me, saying,

O house of Israel, cannot I do with you as this potter? saith the LORD.

Behold, as the clay is in the potter's hand, so are ye in mine hand, O house of Israel." 

Jeremiah 18:5-6
