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When the Lord spoke to Jeremiah He

told him to go down to the potter's house,

and there he would cause him to hear

His words. When he went down to the

potter's house, "Behold, he wrought a

work on the wheels." The potter tried to

bring a lump of clay in subjection, and

he worked and tugged at it, but the clay

was rebellious, and would not submit to

the will of the potter, and marred in his

hands. Then, of course, he had to cut

it from the wheel and throw it into the

mill to be ground over, in order that it

might become passive; after which he

takes it again and makes of it a vessel

unto honor, out of the same lump that

was dishonored, because it would not be

subject to the potter, and was, there-

fore, cut from the wheel, and put through

another grinding until it was passive.

There may ten thousand millions of men

go to hell, because they dishonor them-

selves and will not be subject, and after

that they will be taken and made ves-

sels unto honor, if they will become obe-

dient, and God will make us, who are His

servants, bring about His purposes. Can

you find any fault with that?

The Lord said to Jeremiah, "O house

of Israel, cannot I do with you as the pot-

ter? Behold, as the clay is in the potter's

hand, so are ye in mine hand." They dis-

honored themselves and were rebellious,

and I have cut them off and thrown them

in the mill, and they shall grind until

they are passive. And I have taken a gen-

tler lump, to see if I cannot make a vessel

unto honor. By and by that lump will dis-

honor itself, and be thrown back into the

mill, and God will take Israel and make

of them a vessel unto honor.

Some time ago, when I spoke to

the congregation in words of rebuke,

it made a wonderful stir with a few

men, that is, with those who were

hit, and with those who were filled

with sympathy for them, because they

were such fine, accomplished gentlemen.

After I went home from the council that

same evening, I dreamed that I was at

work at my old trade of making pots, that

I had a kiln, and that brothers Brigham,

Grant, and others were there. The kiln

was full of earthen vessels, and we had

burnt wood in the arches until it became

red hot, but the blaze was coming out of

the flues. It did not draw as we wished it

to, for the wood was not sufficiently dry.

We went and got some good, dry wood,

but were gone sometime, and when we

came back the kiln got considerably low

in heat. We put in some dry wood, and

soon brought it back to the same heat it

had before we left it. But when I began

to look around, I saw a great many ves-

sels, off on one side, that were not good

for anything, they would not stand the

fire and began to fall in when nobodywas

touching them; a whole tier of them fell

in at a time. Said I, "Why have you made

these vessels so thin? You have made

them two-thirds larger than they ought

to be, with the amount of clay that is in

them. Their skin is too thin, you have

stretched them too far, and not given

them the thickness in proportion. What

shall we do with them? Let us break

them up and put them into the mill, and

grind them up again. The material is

good, but they all need making over."

Do you understand that dream? The

Elders or somebody else, had stretched

those vessels too much; they had got

the big head, that is, their heads were

larger than the substances would sus-

tain, and they fell in—the vessels fell

in. The clay was good, but the ves-

sels were made too big in the start;

we must not stretch them too much.

Potters always work according to the

amount of clay on hand; if it is a small


