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This summer while our family was vacationing in northern Michigan, we searched the 

rocky beaches and gravel piles for stones.  “Petoskey stones.”  Have you ever heard of them?  

The Petoskey Stone found anywhere in the Lower Peninsula of Michigan is composed of 

fossilized skeletons of colony coral (Hexagonaria: percarinata Sloss).  It is a soft stone with 

irregular hardness.  Not a pretty stone that catches the eye.  But rather a dull colorless stone that 

is easily passed by.  However, it does have a particular pattern peculiar to itself.  It is this pattern, 

brought out by polishing which enables the jeweler to set this stone in pendants, earrings, etc. 

As I sat and worked on my stone with sandpaper, my thoughts turned to jewels, precious 

jewels.  I thought of Malachi 3-17, “When I make up my jewels.”  The saints are God’s jewels.  

They are His Peculiar treasures.  Ps. 135:4. They are comely with a comeliness that He alone 

puts upon them.  My life is like this stone.  Troubles come and God smooths them out.  I have a 

certain place to fill, so I must be prepared for it.  He chips a little piece out of my life that I 

thought had become permanent.  He again smooths the rough place and I go on.  The sanding 

continues – black speck appears – a little more pressure – there it’s gone, like a shadow on my 

life.  After each trouble the pattern is a little clearer. 

“O blows that smite!!  O hurts that pierce 

This shrinking heart of mine 

What are ye but the master’s tools 

Forming a work Divine.” 

Finally, after the rough sandpaper has done its work the stone is polished.  O, how it 

shines.  “When I make up my jewels…”  Since God knows the niche I shall fill in His eternal 

edifice, I shall trust Him to shape me for it and at last my life shall be placed as a polished stone, 

no, a jewel in His Royal diadem. 
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