
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

    

    

    

    

    

CHIEÁCCHIEÁCCHIEÁCCHIEÁC BÌNH ÑAÁT BÌNH ÑAÁT BÌNH ÑAÁT BÌNH ÑAÁT    
“A Pot Of Clay” by Melissa Sanders 

Linh-AÂn Chuyeån-Ngöõ & Dieãn-YÙ 

******************* 

 
Ngaøy kia vaõng caûnh Thieân-Ñaøng, 

Chuùa Trôøi nhìn xuoáng coõi phaøm moâng-lung. 
Nhaùc thaáy Chieác Bình Ñaát nung, 
Ngöôøi qua keû laïi, ñaù tung, laên daøi. 

Naøo coù ai, ñaõ ñoaùi hoaøi!? 
Troâng thaät dô baån, trong ngoaøi, vöùt ñi! 

Maét Chuùa chaêm chuù moät khi, 
Ngaøi ñaõ troâng thaáy ñieàu chi: khaùc ngöôøi? 

Cuùi nhaët leân, mieäng mæm cöôøi: 
“Bình naøy so vôùi loaøi ngöôøi khaùc chi”! 

Töø taâm, Ngaøi phuûi buïi ñi, 
Nheï nhaøng, goät boû nhöõng gì nhôùp nhô. 

Ñaày nhöõng raïn, nöùt, veát dô, 
Röûa, lau, treùt, ñaép, baây giôø saïch ra. 

Nhìn gaàn roài laïi nhìn xa, 
Lau trong roài laïi lau ra beân ngoaøi. 

Sôn maøu, sôn boùng, sôn hoaøi, 
Boùng ngôøi leân gioáng sôn maøi môùi thoâi! 

Ngaém nghía chieác bình moät hoài, 
Xoa tay, ñaéc yù, Ngaøi ngoài thoûa vui. 

 
Baïn ôi! bình ñaát laø toâi! 

Chuùa Ñaáng taïo-döïng, ñaép boài, naâng niu. 
Thaùng ngaøy nuoâi naáng chaét chiu, 

AÂn suûng, voâ löôïng, thöông yeâu chaúng ngöøng. 
Baïn gioáng bình aáy khoâng chöøng! 

Nhaän ôn chöûng-cöùu Tin-Möøng Ngaøi ban. 
Chuùa Ñaáng Taïo-Hoùa Thaønh-Toaøn, 

Ôn-thieâng, Phöôùc-laï, Ngaøi ban ñöôïm nhuaàn. 
Chuùa Bình-An, Ñaáng Chaân-Thaàn. 

 
Linh-AÂn Nguyeãn-Thieän-Nhaân 

  

 
 
 
 



 

A POT OF CLAY 
------------ 

 
 As God looked down from Heaven one day, 

 He saw an old pot, it was made of clay. 

 Dirty and broken it lay there on the ground, 

 Worthless and ugly, it was kicked around. 

 

 Oh, it was so useless, fit for destruction, 

 Worn and ragged, a horrible obstruction. 

 Yet 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 pot, 

 He just couldn’t let it lay there and rot. 

 Slowly He wiped away all the dirt and dust, 

 Gently He washed away years of earthly rust. 

 

 He patched it carefully, filling up each hole, 

 Making that pot as one, yes, completely whole. 

 He patched and filled each and every 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 to display. 

 

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

 Created by God, His child at His knee. 

 Created to show that His love knows no bounds, 

 To tell of His grace, which surely abounds. 

 

 Now 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 out such beauty in you, 

 Oh, my Friend, I promise you that this is true. 

 
     Melissa SandersMelissa SandersMelissa SandersMelissa Sanders, 09.20.2001 
     Milton Florida, USA 

 

 


