Your Grace is Sufficient for Me

O messenger of Satan, embedded deeply within my flesh

Keeping me daily from the perfection for which I long

From taking Christ’s yoke upon me, to unearth my sought-after rest

A thousand times, Lord, have I lain it before Your throne

In prayers and with tears, “Oh, take from me this most evil of thorns!”

For it is no small thing that I can swat away, and no temporary ill diverting me briefly from the Way

Nay, this hound of hell that strikes me daily upon my heel

Causing me to stagger, and my faint soul to reel

Is my constant companion, yet the very thing that I hate

This sin working within me, its power to make me what I do not wish so frightfully great

Making me the chief of sinners, the worst of temptation’s whores, selling my body to wrong

Keeps me from faintly approaching perfection, loosing the sandals of the communion for which I long

But my Lord Jesus, who attends to all my cries

Whose ear is not closed that He may not hear

Whose eye is not blind that He may not see

Commands from heaven and, on my behalf, determines alone that which is best for me

And He knows of the pride that upon earth would be unleashed

An evil far greater that would surely upon mankind be released

If that thorn was removed, and were I not daily reminded

Of my fallen-ness, my faithlessness, my brokenness, and hypocrisy 

My foolishness, my selfishness, and my utter and slothful complacency

To His hands, therefore, must I yield my spirit, though He attendeth not to all my plea

Abba Father, and Amen, for Your grace is sufficient for me
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