Seme Metherg Child,

At heme er away,in the alley er street,

Wherever I chance in this wide weurld te meet,

A girl that is theughtless,er a bey that 1s wild,
My heart echees seftly;It's gseme methers child,

Ne matter hew deep he is sunken in sin,

No matter hew much he is shunned by his kin,

Ne matter hew lew in his standing ef jey,

Theugh guilty and leathsome,-he 13 seme mothers bey.

And when I see these e'er whem leng years have relled,
Whese hearts have grewn hardened,whose spirits are celd,
Be it woman all fallen,er g men all defiled,

A veice wispers sadly;It 1s seme methers child,

Ne matter hew far frem right she has strayed,

Ne matter what inread dishener hath made;

Ne matter what elements cankered the pearl;

Theugh tarnished and sullied,she 1s seme mother's girl,

Thset head hath been pillewed on tendered breast;

That ferm hath been wept o'er,these lips have been pressed;
That seul hath Christ died fer;theugh wayward and wild.
For her sake deal gently with seme methers child,

Martin Bengtsen,
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