Oft I reflect how hard my fate,

Did almost meet despair!

Till hope dispels each gloomy thought,

And paints a prospect fair,

“Hope, the sweet anchor of the soul, 

Still bears my spirits up;

And cheers any dull dejected heart.

E’en o’er the bitter cup!

This gentle soother of our cares,

Still lends his cheering ways,

Spreads his bright curtain o’er my woes!

And points to happier days.

Diluted thus my moments fly 

And time forever dies!

While still a phantom I pursue 

Which far before me flies

But cease my soul,

Nor longer hope,

What never here was given.

Oh! Give me some propitious power,

And lift my soul to heaven!

There let me place my only trust,

For in this Vale below

I am well convinced I’ve naught to hope 

But misery and woe!

Long have I had a rugged path 

Of wretchedness and pain!

Long have I sought substantial help 

But find my searches vain!

It grows not here, on earth’s low soil,

This world can never boast

of pure, unfading happiness

Since Eden’s bliss was lost!

This life’s at best a chequer’d scene 

And he who most is blest

Will often find within the rose,

A thorn to gui’d breast!

How many share of every good this spacious earth supplies.

You and such a heart feels bliss,

Wise Providence denies.

And never let my foolish heart

Engage below the sky on shifting changing fleeting things

Which in a moment die!

Away ye vain and transient joy

No more enslave my mind.

You charm and flatter for a while

But leave a stain behind!

Let nobler things my mind exalt

And all my thoughts employ

Till I shall change this wretched world!

For realms of endless joy.

Then shall my soul refin’d from dross

O’ God to thee!

Rest in thine everlasting love!

From every sorrow free!
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