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Despair / Verzweiflung

Anne Hunter
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an - guish of my burstingheart till now my tongue hath ne'er betray'd, till  nowmy

Kum - mer, dermein Herz zerbrickt, schiof stets sich mei - ne Lip-pezu, schiof merne
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:’ea,ls the srrna,rt,
feut ans Licki,

des-pair at
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lenght re-vealsthe smart;
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tongue hath ne'er be - trayd. Des-pair at lengthre-
Lip - pe stetssich zu. Verzweif - fungbringtihn
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no time can

Ver-zweiflung bringtihn heut ans Licky; nte keilt ihn
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- cure, no hope can aid, no hope can aid. Despair at
Zeott,  nieHolnung, du,  wie Hoffhung, dul ?E-%?- el Tng
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length re-veals the  smart; no time can eure,_. no hopecan aid.

dringt  imheutans  Lichs; weheilt thn Zeit,_ . mie Hoffrung, du’/ T
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sor - rows verging to thegrave, nomore shall painthy gentlebreastnomoreshall
£ - f&nd, neigend fnsuy Grighmackiin - gernickidein duwgenalmach lin - ger
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’ pain thy gent-le  breasi. Think: Death gives free-dom

nicht dein Au-ge  nal.

Der Tod zZur Freihedy
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to the slave, think: Death gives free-dom to the slave: nor mourn for
bald mech ruft, der Tod zur Frei-keds bald vich ruft; fraw - re drum
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© me, when I'm at rest, whenI'm at rest. Think:Death gives
nichs, wennich er-blaf, wenmnich er-blgf! Der Tod cur

frée-dgm to___ the slave; normourn for me, when I'm at  rest.
Fret-heit bald mick ruft;

8. Yet, if al eve, you chance to siray, Dock wenn du nachts hinwenderst einst,
Where silent sleeps the peacefull dead, Wo Troster Tod mein Leid gesiilly
Give to your kind compassion way, Die Trine, die um mich du weinst,

Nor check the tears by pity shed. Lagf rinnen sie, die fihlend gqusiis.

4. When eer the precious dew drop falls Wenn einst solch heziger Tau sich senki,
I ne’er can know, I ne’er can see; Spiirt wickts mein Stnn, mein blind Gesicht:
And if sad thought my fate recalls, Wenn Schwermut frib einst mein gedents
A sigh may rise upheard by me. Wenn Seufzen klagt ich hir es nichi.
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