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Frélsoss, Herre!

Vi & allavrak-
sanningssokare!
padrift genom
vérldshaven-

fattiga pa nad!
utsvultnal

O vi driveri cirklar,
(I&ter oss drival)- utan
frasning i sikte!

Mot rispande klippor-

vi vilar tungsint,

svar! suckar! for klagan!
--- véller - spyr ut-
minsta droppe djavulen
gav’ hdlti varalemmar!
sarbara kroppar!
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