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How wretched is an exile's state of mind 
Through grief worn down, with servile chains confined 
When not one gleam of hope on earth remains 
And not one friend to soothe his heartfelt pains

Too true I know that man was made to mourn,
With anguish full my aching heart is torn 
A heavy portion's fallen to my lot,
Far from my friends, by all the world forgot.

(Instrumental verse)

Farewell my mother, aged father dear 
In silence shed a sympathetic tear 
I pray before our lives will cease to run 
You'll be united with your long-lost son
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