Y / { { A

LIBRARIES

UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN-MADISON

Call of home.

New York: E. Ferrett and Company (237 Broadway), 1845
https://digital.library.wisc.edu/1711.dI/HGUE6FMRT5U7C8U

http://rightsstatements.org/vocab/NKC/1.0/

The libraries provide public access to a wide range of material, including online exhibits, digitized
collections, archival finding aids, our catalog, online articles, and a growing range of materials in many
media.

When possible, we provide rights information in catalog records, finding aids, and other metadata that
accompanies collections or items. However, it is always the user's obligation to evaluate copyright and
rights issues in light of their own use.

728 State Street | Madison, Wisconsin 53706 | library.wisc.edu



By e e e ST NPT o

s mmyeve

s

S

CERN CALL OR KOWM B,
WRITTEN BY CHARLES WEBST THOMSON, ESQ.
THE MUSIC COMPOSED EXPRESSLY FOR THIS WORK, BY C. JARVIS.
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2d'Vense. Each fa - vord cor - mer in the cot, Where ear - ly days so
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swiftly flew, Each hid - ing - place, each se - cret spot, Of which a-lone my wisdom knew— The chimney nook, where, winter’s night, I
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watch'd the crackling ~ fa - got burn, Afl=- ‘crowd up - on my mem’ry bright, And seem to say— re - turn — re - turn.
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tangled brake, the breezy fern, All seem to lift their voices loud, And sweetly say—re - turn — re - turn.
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The rose has faded from my cheek, Yet ere I die, to native home
The flush of health has pass’d away, My heart's best feelings warmly yearn,
My hand is faint, my voice is weak, For all its scenes like music come,

The harp’s sweet strings I scarce can sway And fondly sing—return—return.
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