
Distracted Prayer

By William Gadsby

Ah dearest Lord! I cannot pray,

My fancy is not free;

Unmannerly distractions come,

And force my thoughts from Thee.

My very flesh has restless fits;

My changeful limbs conspire

With all these phantoms of the mind

My inner self to tire.

I cannot pray; yet, Lord! Thou knowst

The pain it is to me

To have my vainly struggling thoughts

Thus torn away from Thee.

Yet Thou art oft present, Lord!

In weak distracted prayer:

A sinner out of heart with self

Most often finds Thee there.

My Saviour! why should I complain

And why fear aught but sin?

Distractions are but outward things;

Thy peace dwells far within.


