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The devil came to church tonight — 

He came right in our car — 

And when we stopped here in our parking space, 

He whispered in our children’s ears, “Get out and race.” 

 

Before the boys had gotten far 

That serpent said to me, “Now snap at them.” 

And so I did with sharp words and unkind. 

No longer was I in a frame of mind  

To enter church and worship Him  

Whom I profess to serve, and in dismay  

I stopped right there to pray. 

 

Alas my Savior Who has bled for me, 

My Savior that I just denied, 

I pray Thee take the devil far from me 

And make me in the shadow of Thy cross to hide. 

 

As soon as I gathered my boys and settled in my seat, 

I felt the devil poke me, and willingly I listened. 

“Look at Mrs. So-and-So — she isn’t clean and neat.” 

I looked — a dirty smudge and buttons left unfastened — 

What does she do all week?  

Why can’t she come well-dressed? 

Her husband needs a haircut, and they don’t make their kids sit still.  

And then amazed that all those vicious thoughts could spill  

So quickly and unbidden, I looked around for that old devil pest  

To shake and scold him and forbid him to disturb me. 

But he was busy in the back with another family. 

 

Things went smoothly until silent prayer. 

Then he tapped my shoulder — “How soon will that piano play? 

Will it be long enough to finish what you had to pray?” 

“Let me alone," I whispered back, “How ever do you dare  

Disturb me when I ask God’s blessing on my soul?’’ 

But the devil laughed. Obviously he had achieved his goal. 

 

Then I had a brief reprieve while he was working elsewhere, 

And I settled back to concentrate on Pastor Gritters’ prayer. 

This time the serpent came a far more subtle way. 

He climbed inside my mind and wound up all my thoughts 

 And he and I sat back to watch the panorama play. 

Deep in the daydreams of tomorrow I was caught — 



A book I wanted to sit down and read, some music to prepare for choir, 

A sewing project I had planned, a floral piece I wanted to arrange. 

I shook myself back to reality: “Is this what you desire?’’ 

I whispered to myself. “Why don’t you try to change 

Your attitude towards prayer?’’ But the self-delivered scolding 

Came too late, for Pastor Gritters had concluded and the service moved along. 

Struck with deep remorse, I felt within my soul God’s love unfolding 

And now again I prayed to be forgiven of my wrong. 

 

Alas my Savior Who has bled for me  

My Savior that I just denied, 

I pray Thee take the devil far from me 

And make me in the shadow of Thy cross to hide. 

 

Strengthened now, I vowed to pay attention to the sermon, 

To fight the devil, to resist his strong dominion. 

Too soon he turned my pious sanctimony, 

Despite my good intentions, into basest ignominy. 

Again I cursed the devil and his work, 

And with a firm rebuke to my old man of sin, 

1 turned my heart and mind once more to listen. 

But then I saw a few rows up a startled jerk  

And knew the sermon sounded like a lullaby  

To Mr. X. Too late last night, too much to drink — 

Oh yes, I knew just what to think. 

And once again I knew the devil’s wily ways 

Had overpowered Mr. X and me, and we had not resisted. 

And now with strong resolve to clear my thoughts and raise 

 My eyes to Pastor Gritters, I silently demanded  

Of that friendly devil that I’d rather he desisted. 

To my surprise I listened till the sermon ended. 

 

Too soon again that evil serpent came to bother me, 

For while we ended in our closing song, 

I sang that lovely tenor part with glee. 

The words? I couldn’t tell you what I sang — How wrong, 

How quickly had I slipped back to degeneration! 

Could I really ask again so soon to be forgiven? 

Or - should I start to doubt the power of regeneration? 

No - to pray I was directed, by that very power driven. 

 

Alas my Savior Who has bled for me, 

My Savior that I just denied, 

I pray Thee take the devil far from me 

And make me in the shadow of Thy cross to hide. 

 



 

Uplifted, I marched out of church  

With melody and words upon my heart, 

Singing softly with the pianist’s “How Great Thou Art.” 

 

No sooner was I out the door than I began to search  

For this friend and for that to execute Some daily, mundane business, and to talk, 

And compliment a lady on her new fall suit, 

And to caution running children in the hall to walk. 

 

No thought for things like sermons had stayed 

Within my soul, and with remorse I trudged down the hall, 

Despairing almost of the little progress I had made. 

 

But listen now to hear the great conclusion of it all: 

We echo the dilemma of the great Apostle Paul. 

The evil that I would not, that I do 

And when I would do good, into evil ways I fall. 

0 wretched man, who will save me from the body of this death.  

Release me from the clutches of the devil and hell, too? 

1 thank God through Christ as long as I have life and breath! 
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