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LŽoNE OFJ Ouiý BUiSIrJEsS
None of our business! Wanderingy and sinful,

Ail through the streets of the city they go,Hungry and horneless in the wild weather;
None of our business! Dare we say so ?

None of our business! Children's wan faces,
Haggard and old with their suffering and sin!

(Hold fast your darlings on tender, warru bosorns,
Sorrow without, but the home light within.)

Wbat does it matter that some other woman,
Some comnion mother, in bitter despair

Wails in a garret, or sits in a cellar,
Too broken-hearted for weeping or pra,7er'?

None of. our business! Sinful and fallen.
How they may jostie us close on the street i.

Hold back your garments ! Scorn 1 they are used:t it;
'ass on the other side, lest you shozJd zmeet.

Non.e of our business!1 On, then, the întuic1.'
On witli the feasting, tliough heartb- break forlorn;

Somebody's hungry, somebody's freezIi 'Somebody's soul will be lost ere 'thejnorn.
Somebody's dying (On with t'ie daAcing) '

One for earth'-' pottage is selling his soul;
One for a bauble h4s bartered his birthright,

Selling his'all fo a pitiful dole.
Ah!1 but'Okie goeth abroad on the mountains,
e-Over lone deierts, with burning, deep ýands,es in ' e lobt opoes'It is His business!)

~ruig th ugh TIEC feet are, and torii thougb bis hands
rfn6-crowned Hishead, and His soul sorrow-stricken

'(Saving znen's souls at such infinite cost),> Aken Hlis hear.. for the grief of the nations
Sis-His business saving the lost.


