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“B Pot Of Clay” by Melissa Sanders
Linh-An Chugén—Ngﬁ & Dién-Y
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Ngay kia vang cdnh hien-Pang,
Chiia Q) rdi nhin xudng cdi pham moéng-(ung.
9 P g-lung
Nhac thay Chice Binh Pt nung,
Ngudi qua ké lai, da tung, ldn dai.
Nao ¢6 ai, da dodi hoailQ
D rong that do bdn, trong ngoai, viit dif
Q‘@t Chila chdam chii mot khi,
ai dd trong thdy dicu chi: khdc ngudiQ
g thay guot ¢
Cii nhdt (én, miéng mim cudi:
g
“QPBinh nay so véi loai ngudi khac chi”(
Ou tam, Ngai phii bui di,
he nhang, got bd nhiing gi nhdp nho.
9 9 949 P
Pay nhiing ran, nit, vét do,
®Ria, lau, trét, ddp, bay gid sach ra.

Sacte éf}’ém’ﬂ- Fttery

Nhin gan roi (ai nhin xa,

Qau trong roi lai lau ra bén ngoai.

Son mau, son béng, son hoai,
PBong ngoi (en gidng son mai msi thoif
Ngdm nghia chiec binh mot hoi,

Xoa tay, ddc 9, Ngai ngdi thda vui.

PBan cif binkh dat (a toif
Chila Pdng tao-dung, ddp bdi, nang niu.
Dhang ngay nudi ndng chdt chiu,

f\n sting, vo [ugng, thuong yéu cﬁc&mg ngiing.
Ban giong binh dy khong chimg!
Nagn on chimg-cliu ) in-Mung Ngai ban.
Chila Pang P ao-Héa )y hank-3) oan,

On-thieng, Phudc-la, Ngai ban duom nhudn.
Chiia Binh-An, Pang Chan-han.
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A POT OF CLHY

HAs God IooRed down from Heaven one day,
He saw an old pot, it was made of clay.
Dirfy and broken it lay there on the ground,
Worthless and ugly, it was Ricked around.

Oh, it was so useless, fit for desfruction,

Worn and ragged, a horrible obstruction.

Vet laying there, it seemed to catch God’s eye.
For He didn’t see it as just an ugly sty.

Reaching down He picked up that old pof,

He just couldn’t let it [ay there and rof.
Slowly He wiped away all the dirt and dust,
Gently He washed away years of earthly rust.

He patched it caretully, filling up each hole,
[MakRing that pot as one, yes, completely whole.
He patched and filled each and epery groove,
Then He sanded it until it felt smooth.

He painted with ease, every little detail,

Then He made it shine, He loved it, you could tell.
He worked so hard on this pot made of clay,

For He saw in it such beauty fo display.

This pot I speak of, well, if’s really me,

Created by God, His child at His Rnee.

Created to show that His love Rnows no bounds,
To tell of His grace, which surely abounds.

Nlow you may be thinking, you're a dirty pot,
But I want to tell you that you're really not.
God will take and bring ouf such beauty in you,
Oh, my Friend, I promise you that this is frue.
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