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A. W. Perry & Sons’ Music Company, Sedalia, Mo.
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Dedicated to my brother and sister refugees. 3

Call Me Back To Thee!

By ESTELLE BAKER.
Moderato.
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sun - set sea, All my heart ° is still with thee,
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Tho’ I lie on far off shore,
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Copyright, MCMVI, by Estelle Baker



ekt i ==
$ Y . B 7 — e e —
Where a  stran-gers sky bends  oer. San  Fran - c¢is - co,
| | ‘ S
%I& == =" G j j e
| - a3 =
|
ParEs i
. & : & © 5]
B B o = R SR
% == e e =
home  be - loved, I would  c¢limb thy moun- tains rug - ged;
RiE=== £ t =
o moaae ]
+ ; y
Bir == 2 x : =
—e - '.: - E
= — LN :
%%—_L_—. e —1a—r 3 e e e
~ | ] S . ——— S
I would  sail thy tran - quil bay, As in long gone
—u S 5 l et |
=3 = : E=EES
e S \__"" | —
| |
1 : ==
- - »— % E —
@ i O At
A o~  REFRAIN.
-
—— i ‘-ﬂ—‘. = - & _= > . -
boy - hood day. GI iei iy by the peace - ful sea,
==
&
% S R . T AR
| P
{ | — .
S — * i & & m— -

Call Me& ete, 3



# 8 w ¥ - &

Py o g [ B ) 7 3 e . L

' Speak a - eross its waste  to me; Make me  hear tho
—4 === -

= ¥ - $
E =
iy o) /
)
- ot " v o e —me—men
i —..._.---""/ - [ J ©
dead I e e Call me back to thee
i o)
— : —4 =
EEE 3 8
: e ¢
. = i _gl n.' =
= == —+ -
[~2 72

Call Me etc. 3

)

—_

Spot by balmy sea begirt,
I afar off felt your hurt
As you sat with bated breath
While the red tongue wrought your death
San Francisco, loved one, proud one,
Every daughter, every son
Rose up strong for any fate;
Rose and stood at Golden Gate.
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City by the sunset sea,

All my heart is still with thee;
Call me to your heart of gold

In sorrow true, in danger bold.
San Francisco Mount of Sunlight!

Ah my banishment is black night
And in weariness I wait

Till T touch thy Golden Gate.




