Charles Ives

My native land 
Paraphrase by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), after Heinrich Heine (1797-1856) 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1897 

My native land now meets my eye,

The old oaks raise their boughs on high,

Violets greeting seem,

Ah! 'tis a dream.

And when in distant lands I roam,

My heart will wander to my home;

While these visions and fancies teem,

Still let me dream.

Ich grolle nicht (I bear no grudge)

Text by Heinrich Heine (1797-1856), 1899.

	Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht, 

	Ewig verlor'nes Lieb ! Ich grolle nicht. 

	Wie du auch strahlst in Diamantenpracht, 

	Es fällt kein Strahl in deines Herzens Nacht. 

	Das weiß ich längst. 

	I bear no grudge, and when my heart is breaking! 

	Love lost forever! I bear no grudge. 

	Although you shine in diamond splendor, 

	No beam falls into the night of your heart. 

	I will know that for a long time. 

	Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht, 

	Ich sah dich ja im Traume, 

	Und sah die Nacht in deines Herzens Raume, 

	Und sah die Schlang', die dir am Herzen frißt, 

	Ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehr du elend bist. 

	Ich grolle nicht. 

	I bear no grudge, and when my heart is breaking! 

	I truly saw you in my dreams 

	And saw the night in the room of your heart, 

	And saw the snake that bites your heart; 

	I saw, my dear, how truly miserable you are. 

	I bear no grudge. 


The Housatonic at Stockbridge 
Text by Robert Underwood Johnson (1858-1937), from "Poems" 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1921. 

Contented river! In thy dreamy realm

The cloudy willow and the plumy elm:

Thou beautiful! From ev'ry dreamy hill

what eye but wanders with thee at thy will,

Contented river! And yet over-shy 

To mask thy beauty from the eager eye;

Hast thou a thought to hide from field and town?

In some deep current of the sunlit brown

Ah! there's a restive ripple, and the swift

red leaves September's firstlings faster drift;

Wouldst thou away, dear stream? Come, whisper near! 

I also of much resting have a fear:

Let me tomorrow thy companion be, 

By fall and shallow to the adventurous sea!

At the river 
Text by Robert Lowry (1826-1899) 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1916. 

Shall we gather at the river,

Where bright angel feet have trod,

With its crystal tide for ever flowing 

by the throne of God?

Gather at the river! 

Yes, we'll gather at the river,

The beautiful, the beautiful river,

Yes we’ll gather at the river

that flows by the throne of God.

Shall we gather? Shall we gather at the river?

Walt Whitman 
Text by Walt Whitman (1819-1892), from "Leaves of Grass" 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1921. 

Who goes there? Hankering, gross, mystical and nude;

How is it I extract strength from the beef I eat?

What is man, anyhow? What am I? What are you?

All I mark as my own, you shall offset it with your own;

Else it were time lost a-listening to me.
The things our fathers loved 
(and the greatest of these was Liberty)

Text by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954) 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1917. 

I think there must be a place in the soul

all made of tunes, of tunes of long ago;

I hear the organ on the Main Street corner,

Aunt Sarah humming Gospels; Summer evenings,

The village cornet band, playing in the square.

The town's Red, White and Blue,

all Red, White and Blue; Now! Hear the words

But they sing in my soul of the things our Fathers loved.

Afterglow 
Text by James Fenimore Cooper (1892-1918), published 1918. 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1919. 

At the quiet close of day,

Gently yet the willows sway;

When the sunset light is low,

Lighers still the afterglow;

Beauty tarries loth to die,

Every lightest fantasy

Lovelier grows in memory,

Where the truer beauties lie.
Memories 
Text by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954) 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1897. 

A. Very Pleasant

We're sitting in the opera house;

We're waiting for the curtain to arise

With wonders for our eyes;

We're feeling pretty gay,

And well we may,

"O, Jimmy, look!" I say,

"The band is tuning up

And soon will start to play."

We whistle and we hum,

Beat time with the drum.

We're sitting in the opera house;

We're waiting for the curtain to arise

With wonders for our eyes,

A feeling of expectancy,

A certain kind of ecstasy,

Expectancy and ecstasy... Sh's's's.

B. Rather Sad

From the street a strain on my ear doth fall,

A tune as threadbare as that "old red shawl,"

It is tattered, it is torn,

It shows signs of being worn,

It's the tune my Uncle hummed from early morn,

'Twas a common little thing and kind 'a sweet,

But 'twas sad and seemed to slow up both his feet;

I can see him shuffling down

To the barn or to the town,

A humming.

Ann Street 
Text by Maurice Morris 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), 1921. 

Quaint name

Ann street.

Width of same,

Ten feet.

Barnums mob Ann street,

Far from obsolete.

Narrow, yes.

Ann street,

But business,

Both feet.

Sun just hits

Ann street,

Then it quits;

Some greet!

Rather short,

Ann street...

The Side Show 
Text by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), after P. Rooney 
Set by Charles Ives (1874-1954) 

"Is that Mister Riley, who keeps the hotel?"

is the tune that accomp'nies the trotting-track bell;

An old horse unsound, turns the merry-go-round,

making poor Mister Riley look a bit like a Russian dance,

some speak of so highly, as they do of Riley!

The Circus Band 
Text by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954) 
Set by Charles Edward Ives (1874-1954), from Five Street Songs, no. 5. 

All summer long, we boys dreamed 'bout big    circus joys!

Down Main street, comes the band, Oh!

"Aint it a grand and glorious noise!"

Horses are prancing,

Knights advancing;

Helmets gleaming,

Pennants streaming,

Cleopatra's on her throne!

That golden hair is all her own.

Where is the lady all in pink?

Last year she waved to me I think,

Can she have died? Can! that! rot!

She is passing but she sees me not.
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