Their Numbers 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

When the leaves have all fallen and temperatures start dropping, 

our leaders call us to help. 

They beg coats and blankets, our help with a banquet, 

for the people who live on the streets.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad. 

Although there have always been men 

who’ve lived on the streets with no shoes on their feet,

now their numbers are growing again.

Why do they do this, and yes some do choose it. 

They shun our appeals, shut us out.

They seek isolation, to our great frustration.

We must find a way to give help.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad. 

And now I see young women,

who live on the streets, huddle on grates for heat, 

and their numbers are growing again. 

So, please help me help them. 

We’ve got to make them understand. 

I know we can make a difference, if everyone will lend a hand.

I wish I could help them: provide food, warmth, and shelter. 

It would do good for them and for me.

I don’t understand them but will honor their decisions 

to live on the streets and be free.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad. 

I ‘m mad now to see some children, 

who live on the streets, pick trash so they can eat, 

and their numbers are growing again.

So, please help me help them. 

We’ve got to make them understand.

I know we can make a difference, if everyone will lend a hand.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad.  

It’s not right for any human, 

to live on the streets, have too little to eat, 

and their numbers are growing again.

So, please help me help them. 

We’ve got to make them understand.

I know we can make a difference, if everyone will lend a hand.

