I Know A Voice Is Calling

Words by Music by
CHARLES EVANS LEO FRIEDMAN
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In those oung  and love - ly fac - es, That I knew  and loved so well,
Though the ours of life are fleet - ing,  Fraught with joy - ous mirth and pain,
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Fond - ly still  my mem - 'ty trac - es Joys that ev - er more shall dwell;
There will be a hap - py meet - ing For those lov - ing hearts a - gain;
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Nev - er though  the way be drear -y As the chang - ing sea - sons fly,
There, with morn - ing's glo - ries break - ing, On  the ev - er last - ing shore,
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I Know A Voice Is Calling
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Still my thought of thee grew wear - Yy, As  those pleas - ant mem - 'ries  die.
17 Un - to pur - er joys a - wak - 'ning, Soon shall meet to part no  more.
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Scat - tered far, still true de - vo - tion Keeps a - glow af - fect - ion's light,
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Sor - row's gloom  nor life's com - mo - tion, Can those lov - ing souls be right,
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Though the shad - ows thick - ly  fall - ing Hide the paths  where far they roam,
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Still I know a voice is call - ing Each  heart near - er to its  home.
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