

The poet laments يرثي حزين  the fact that he has lost his eyesight while he was still young. The world has become a dark place to him. Losing one’s sight is like dying. His eyes became useless. He says he has lost the power of his eyesight at a time when he was very eager متشوق/متلهف and willing to serve God and present a good account of himself to please Him. He tells us that he asks himself “ How can God expect me to be able to work for Him when I cannot see” but  patience speaks to him and tells him that is a foolish  question. 

(The poet thinks how he lost his sight while he was young.

(The poet is sad for living in a dark world.
(He preferred death to living without his sight.
(He had eyes but they were useless as he could not see with hem.

(He said that he could not serve his God as  he was blind. 

(He wanted to work hard to please God.

(He asks if God expected him to serve, work and pray while he is blind.
(Patience gave the answer to the question.

Figures of speech
Metaphor
Line 1  light = sight
Line 2  darkness = blindness
Rhyme Scheme   ( a b b a , a b b a )

Patience tells the poet that God doesn’t need 
man’s work. Nor does He need man to use the gifts which He has given him. It is the people who obey Him and submit يخشع to His will who serve Him best. He is a great king. Thousands of His people are active in His service all the time. The people who simply stand and wait for His orders also serve Him. 
(Patience says to him that God does not

    need his service, prayers or work.  

(God also does not need Man to use the gifts

    that He has given him.

(God only wants people to obey Him and

    submit to His will.   

((He is a great King. Lots of people are 

     active in His service all the time.       

(The people who are patient serve him well.

Rhyme Scheme

( c d e , c d e )
That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need	 


        Either man's work or His own gifts : who best	 


        Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His State	 


Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed       


And post o'er land and Ocean without rest:	 


       They also serve who only stand and wait.








WHEN I consider how my light is spent                                 


      E're half my days, in this dark world and wide,


      And that one talent which is death to hide,	 


      Lodg'd with me useless, though my Soul more bent


To serve therewith my Maker, and present         


      My true account, least he returning chide,	 


      Doth God exact day-labour, light denied,	 


      I fondly ask; But patience to prevent
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