
QUO FACIENS HOMO.

Who made this man, this beiru?:, all bent and stoop'd

What caused these grasping fingers to endure 'een fire

That they might steal a loaf of bread cast out to dogs

UDon the street.

Who made this woman what she is with wandr'ing scant clad feet

Despised, and despisinfr her own self

Weaving her way upon the thoroughfares of life

Her feyes no longer lighted by a fire within

But dull, emotionless, a barely moving clod

Who made these thus ?

Not Thou! Oh God! Oh God!

Grant that Thy Fire of Pentecost

May touch our hard'nd Jifears in sin

That we may cleans'ed be by Thy Almighty Power

That we may go thro* all our daily world

And find no task too mean

So that our fellow man be lifted from the sod

His feet once more unon the road,

Albeit rock strewn, rough and steep,

By brother's help and loving care

Will lead him ever onward to his God.






