
 

 

 SOMEBODY’S   CHILD  Somebody’s child, there, 

      That man on the street 

      Somebody’s son, there, 

      With crutches for feet 

 

      Somebody’s sweet child 

      Somebody’s love 

      Somebody’s somebody  

      A gift from above 

 

      Yes, that very same soul, there, 

      Begging for alms 

      Yes, that one right there 

      With outreaching palms 

 

      Pray look not away 

      But open your heart 

      There, but for God,  

      Thou or I art 

 

      Number your blessings 

      Though few they may be 

      Know they are yours 

      By God’s simple decree 

 

      You can walk, you can run 

      You’ve a roof o’er your head 

      Water to drink, sweet air to breathe, 

  2020    And, sacred, your daily bread. 


