
German son.gs 

Hei denrcisl ein • " • • • • • • Sc,hubert 
M. J, Sheerin 

Heidenroslein • • • • • • • • Werner 
Trio by R. Ives, R. Marc,us, and B. Cof'i'in 

Heidenrcslein • • • • • • • , Tomas oheok 
R, Marous 

The Rea.throse 

(text by Goethe, translated by James Clarenoe Mangan) 

Onoe a boy beheld a bright 
- Rose in dingle growing; 

Far, far off it pleased his sight; 
Near he viewed it with delight: 

Soft it ~eemed and glowing. · 
Lo1 the rose, the rose so bright, 

. Rose so brightly blowing J 

Spake the boy., 11I'll pluok thee, grand 
Rose all Wildly blowing, 11 

Spake the rose, 11Itll wound thy hand, 
Thus the soheme thy wit hath planned 

Deftly Overthrowing," · 
OJ the rose, the rose ao grand, 

Rose so grandly glowing, 

But the stripling plucked the red 
Rose in glory growing, 

And the thorn his flesh hath bled, 
And the rose's pride ia fled, 

And her beautyrs going. 
Woe I the rose., the rose once red 

Rose once redly glowing. 

Freudvoll und Leidvoll 

Freudvoll und Leidvoll 

• 

• 

II. 

• • • • 
R, Ives 

• • • 
B. Coffin 

Clare. Sings 

• 

Liszt 

Beethoven 

(text by Goethe., translated by Edgar A, Bowring) 

Gladness 
And sadness 



llber 
,, 
Uber 

Uber 

(2) 

And Fensiveness blending; 
Yearning 
And burning 

In torment neler endingi 
Sad unto death, 

Proudly soaring above; 
Happy alone 

Is the soul that doth love1 

III. 

allen Gipfeln ist Ruhe • • • 
R. Ives 

allen Gipfeln ist Ruhe • • • 
R, Me.rems 

allen Gipfeln ist Ruhe • • • 
A. Sohwab 

• 

• 

• 

Wanderer's Night Song 

" 

• 

Liszt 

Sohubert 

Loewe 

(text by Goethe, translated by Longfellow) 

qter all the'hill-tops 
ls quiet now, 
In all the tree-tops 
Hearost thou 
Hardly a breathJ 
The birds are asleep in the trees: 
WaitJ soon like these 
Thou too shalt rest, 

IV, 

Ma.ilied 

Meilied 

• 

• 

• 
• 

• • 
• • 

• • • • 
B, Coffin 

• • • • 

• 
• 

Beethoven 

Klein 
R. Marous 

: .. '.May Ssn,g 

(text by Goethe, translated by Edgar A, Bowring) 

Hew fair doth Nature 
Appear again J 

How bright the sunbeams J 
How smiles the plainJ 

The flowtrs are bursting 
From every bough 

And thousand voices 
Eaoh bush yields now. 



Genoo.n Songs 

Heidenrclslein • • • • • • • • Sohubert 
M. J, Sheerin 

Heidenroslein , • • • • • • • Werner 
Trio by R. Ives, R. Ma.rous, and B, Coffin 

Heidenroslein • , • • • • • , Toma.soheok 
R, Marous 

The Heathrose 

(text by Goethe, translated by James Clarenoe Mangan) 

Onoe a boy beheld a bright 
· Rose in dingle growing; 

Far, far off it pleased his sight; 
Near he viewed it with delight: 

Soft it ~eemed and glowing, · 
Lot the rose, the rose so bright, 

Rose so brightly blowing J 

Spake the boy, 11Itll pluok thee, grand 
Rose all Wildly blowing, 11 · 

Spake the rose, "I'll wound thy hand, 
Thus the soheme thy wit hath planned 

Deftly overthrowing," · 
OJ the rose, the rose so grand, 

Rose so grandly glowing, 

But the stripling plucked the red 
Rose in glory growing, 

And the thorn his flesh hath bled, 
And the rose's pride is fled, 

And her beautyrs going. 
Woe J the rose, the rose once red 

Rose once redly glowing. 

Freudvoll und Leidvoll 

Freudvoll und Leidvoll 

• 

II. 

• • • 
R, Ives 

• • • 
B, Coffin 

Clara. S i:1~,S, 

• 

• 

• 

• 

Liszt 

Beethoven 

(text by Goethe, translated by Edgar A. Bowring) 

Gladness 
And sadness 



lTber 
,. 
Uber 

Uber 

(2) 

And pensiveness blending; 
Yearning 
And burning 

In torment neler ending} 
Sad unto death,. 

Proudly soaring above; 
Happy alone 

Is the soul that doth lovel 

III. 

allen Gipfeln ist Ruhe • • I 

R. Ives 
allen Gipfeln ist Ruhe • • • 

Ra Ma.rous 
allen Gipfeln ist Ruhe • • • 

A. Sohwab 

• 

• 
• 

Wa.ndererts Night Son~ 

• 

• 
• 

Liszt 

Sohubert 

Loewe 

(text by Goethe, translated by Longfellow) 

Ot er all the· hill-tops 
ls quiet now, 
In all the tree-tops 
Hearest thou 
Hardly a breathJ 
The birds are asleep in the trees: 
Wait, soon like these 
Thou too shalt rest. 

IV, 

Me.ilied 

Me.ilied 

• 

• 
• 
• 

• • 
• • 

• • • • 
B. Coffin 

• • • • 

• 

• 

Beethoven 

Klein 
R. Marous 

:..'.May Seng 

(text by Goethe, translated by Edgar A, Bowring) 

How fair doth Nature 
Appear againl 

How bright the sunbeams l 
How smiles the plainJ 

The flowlrs are bursting 
From every bough 

And thousand voices 
Ea.oh bush yields now. 



Gefunden • • • 

(3) . 

.And joy and gladness 
Fill evtyr breast: 

Oh earthJ--oh sunlighti 
Oh rapture blest I 

Oh level oh loved onel 
As golden bright, 

As clouds of morning 
On yonder heightl 

Thou blessest gladly 
The smiling field,

The world in fragrant 
Vapour concealtd. 

Oh :maiden, maiden, 
How r love theel 

Thine eye, how gleallls it I 
How lov'st thou meJ 

The blithe lark loveth 
Sweet song and air, 

The morning flow 1ret 
Heavtnts inc~e fair, 

As I now love thee 
With fond desire, 

For thou dost give me 
Youth, joy, and fire 1 

For new-born dances 
And minst:i:"elsy. 

Be every happy, 
As thou lovrst me1 

v. 

• • • • • • 
B. Coffin 

Die verliebte Sehe.ferin • • • • • • 
R, Ives 

Found 

R. Strauss 

Loewe 

(text by Goethe, translated by Edgar A. Bowring) 

Onoe through the forest 
Alone I went; 

To seek for nothing 
My thoughts were bent. 



' -

(4) 

I eaw it the shadow 
A flower stand theret 

As stars it glisten'd, 
As eyes ttwas fair. 

I sought to pluok it,
It gently saidr 

"Shall I be gather 1d 
Only to fade? 11 

With all its roots 
I dug it with care, 

And took it home 
To my garden fair. 

In silent oorner 
Soon it was setJ 

There grows it ever, 
There bloom.sit yet. 

The Shepherdess In Love 

(text by Goethe, translated by Mary Bern.or) 

I like to wander by·the waterfall 
In quiet melancholy, 
While the nightingale lures me 
With sweet melodies. 

Still I hear on the·echo 
The shepherd piping, 
I long to da.noe with him, 
To wl-J.rl round me.dly. 

Madder and madder will I become., 
Seeing a. nose, will tweak it; 
Seeing a wig,•will snatch itJ 
Seeing a back,•will slap it; 
Seeing a cheek, will mnaok it. 

I hear the echo 
And run to dance. 
Madder and madder will I become
A moment ago in lonely melancholy 
I wandered by the waterfall 
.And the nightingale lured me 
With sweet melodies. 



,• 

(5) 

DUBTS VI. 

Beg;russung • • • • • • • ¥end.elssohn 
R9 Marcus and M. Sheerin 

Gi;e~tµ1,g 

(text by Eichendorf, translated by G. Linley) 

Whor 1er I go, enchanted by fields, and forests old; 
I look down from lo.f'by mountain, Oetr valley, and wood, and fountain, 
Greeting thee ~h~usandfold, Greeting thee thousandfold, 
Greeting thee eten thousandfold. 
Whon in my garden, gathering the flow' rs so bright and fair, 
In gayest wreaths I bind them,·With Fa.noyts tair dream I've twintd them. 
And greetings oter them pour'd, And greetings oler them pourtd, 
In the sweet and balmy a.ii-. -
Yet offer thee I dare not, One flowtr.,· thou art too faire, 
To() soon they are gone and perishtd I Too soon they are gone and perishldJ 
Bu1;'in the heart onoe cherishtd, Doth Love rest forever there, 
Yes, Love rests forever there, 
Love rests forever there, Yes Love rests forever there1 

Ich wollt meine Liebe ergbsse sioh • • • • Mendelssohn 

Herbst Lied 

A. Sohwab and lle Sheerin 

Oh that I could capture SY: Love 

(text by Heine, translated by Louis Un.termeyer) 

Oh, that I oould capture rrry love 
And pour it all into one wordJ 

The glad~hearted breezes would lift it 
And carry it off, iike a bird. 

They1s bear it to you, oh belovbd., 
That word of my passionate careJ 

And every hour youtd hear it, 
fTwould follow you everywhere. 

Yes, when you have scarce closed your eyelids, 
Ahd slumber over them streams 1 

That word will arise and pursue you-
Even into your dreams. 

• • • • • • • l.{endelssohn 
B. Coffin and R. Ives 

Autwn Song 

(text by Hofmann von Fallersbeben. 1 translated by G. Linley) 



.(6) 

Too soon will fade the roses of pleasure, 
Soon aut'Omll. yields unto winter drear; 
Too soon, alas. e 1 en musiols gay measure 
Passes away from the list'ning ear: 
Fast; ahl how fast the green leaves are dying, 
Soon. to fresh olimes the birds will be tlying; 
Soon will no flow'rs be le:Ni to bl~om, 
Nought to dispel the bosom's gloom; 
Nought to dispel the bosom's gloom, 
Soon will no f'lov,t rs be left to bloom. 
Haught to dispel the bosom's gloom. 

Too soon will fade the roses of pleasure, 
l-!ourn, for the· tide of sorrow is near. 
Was it a dream? Thos words fondly spoken? 
Sort; yet as brief as spring's fair birth. 
Sort, yet as brief as spring 1 s fair birth. 
Still doth one fond tie remain unbroken, 
One tender link that yet binds me to earthl 
Too soon vnll fade the roses of pleasure; 
Too soon will fade the roses of pleasure, 
Too soon, alas, e1en music's gay measure 
Passes avro.y from the list'ning ear; 
Passes away from the listtning ear, 
Ah, fades too soon; ah, fades too soon 
Ah, fades too soon, fades all too soon. 

Abschied der Zugoglein • • • • • • 
B, Coffin and R. Ives 

The Passage Bird's Farewell 

Mendelssohn 

But late the trees with leaves were green; Ah, now, how che.ng'd is evzry·scene: 
No more the summer sun doth glow; Stern winter comes with f~ost and snow, 
No more the summer sun doth glow, Stern winter comes with frost and snow. 

Onoe shelter'd homes we us!d to share, Nor grief, nor sadness enter'd there 
In joy we pass Id the livelong hours, and caroll1d midst the forest bowlrs, 
In joy we pass Id the livelong hours. And caroll 1d midst the forest bowlrs. 

Alas1 poor birds! our joy has.fled. The trees are bare, we have no shed, 
To find a warmer clime and home,· Across the sea far henoe we roa.rnj 
Across the sea far hence we rorun.1 To find a warmer clime and home, 
G1er ocean vast far hence we rorun. 

VII. 

Auf Flugeln des Gesanges • • • • • Mendelssohn 
M. Sheerin 



On the V-:~s ct So3S 

(text by Heine, translated by L. Unte:nneyer) 

On the wings of Song, my dearest, 
I will carry you off, and go 

To where the Ganges is olearestJ 
These is a haven I knovr. 

In the moonlight's glow and glister 
Fair gardens radiate; 

Eager to greet their sister 
The lotus-flowers wait. 

Violets tease one another 
And gaze at the stars from the vales; 

Roses ~re telling e~oh other, 
Secretiy, sweet-scented tales. 

And lightly, trespassing slowly, 
Come the plaoid, timid gazelles, 

Far in the distance, the holy 
River 3ises and swells. 

o, that we two were by it J 
Beneath a palm by the stream, 

To drink in love and quiet, 
And drerun a. peaceful dream. 

Du bist 'Wie eine Blume • 

You are like a flower 

• Rubinstein 

(text by Heine, translated by Louis Unte:nneyer) 

Child 1 you are like a flower, 
So sweet and pure and fair; 

I look at you and sadness 
Comes on me, like a prayer. 

I must lay my hands on your forehead 
And pray God to be sure 

To keep you forever and always 
So sweet and fair--a.nd pure. 



.· . -

.A.us meinen grossen Sohmerzen. , • • • • R, Me.rous 

From.my grout grief 

(text by Heine, translated by L, Untermoyer) 

From my greet grief, I fashion 

loh grolle nioht 

Tho little songs I utterJ 
They lift bright wings and flutter 

Off to her hen.rt vrith pe.ssion. 

Over her bosom they hover--
But soon they fly homeward oomplaining; 

·complaining but never explaining 
What., in her· hot:tf-t, they d.isoovcr, 

• • • • • • Schumann 
R, Ives 

I do not mourn 

(text by Heine, translated by L, Untermeyor) 

Yes, thou a.re·wretched; and I do not mourn; 
Wretched, my love, it seems we both must bel 

Until in death the weary heart is torn, 
Wretched, my love, it seems we both must be I 

I see the scorn tho.ton thy lips doth ride, 
I see the ooura 00 in thy flashing eye; 

I see thy bosom heave with quenchless pride- ... 
Yet thou a.re wr-ctchod, wretched even as I, 

Thy lips contract with unseen vrounds and pain, 
And secret tears bedim the eyes I see; 

Thy haughty bosom bears the hidden bane-
Wretched, my lovo, it seems vre both must be. 

Yolanda Lorenw., .A.ccompanist 

Student Loungo 
Yfednesday ovening 1 December 8th 

at seven-thirty 




