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“My friend, are you growing discouraged 

In fighting the battle of life?  
Does it seem in your weakness and darkness,  

A hopelessly desperate strife?  
Do you fear that your study and labor  

Are destined to bring no reward?  
Is the goal of your ardent ambition  

By numberless accidents barred?  
Despair not! true, thorough self-culture, 

Is never unwisely bestowed:  
The stone that is fit for the builder,  

Will not always be left in the road.  
 
Does it seem an injustice that others  

Whose merits and fitness are less,  
Through chances of fortune or favor, 

Rush forward to easy success?  
Remember that fortune is fickle,  

And friends will not always endure,  
So to those who depend upon either,  

The future is never secure.  
The tide that is now in their favor,  

At some time may ebb as it flowed;  
And the stone that's unfit for the builder,  

Will be ruthlessly flung in the road.  
 
Be patient! Life’s loftiest prizes,  

Are not to be hastily won;  
Expect not to gather the harvest  

The moment the seed has been sown;  
A ravenous horde of pretenders,-  

A pushing and clamorous crew,-  
Will have to be tried and found wanting,  

Ere you can be tried and found true.  
The best by the side of the worthless,  

Together may lie in the load;  
But the stone that is fit for the builder,  

Will not always be left in the road.  
 
Go read the encouraging story,  

Of eminent men in the past,  
Who, long in obscurity toiling,  

Compelled recognition at last;  
Of men, who, in art, or in science,  

Or letters, have conquered a place,  
Or in the wide realm of invention, 

Have left a rich boon to their race;  
Their names upon history's pages, 

Like stars in the darkness, have glowed;  
Like stones that were fit for the builder,  

They were not-to be left in the road." 
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