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Dieu d'Amour André Ernest Modeste Grétry (1741-1813) 
from Les mariages samnites (1776) 

Jeux d'eau                                                                                       Maurice Ravel (1875-1937) 

Monet Refuses the Operation [poem]                                                    Lisel Mueller (b.1924) 

Images, Book I Claude Debussy (1862-1918) 
I: Réflets dans l'eau 

 
 
Pieces Pittoresques Emmanuel Chabrier (1841-94) 

VI: Idylle 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -INTERMISSION - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

Ah, ça ira! words: M. Ladré 
tune: le carillon nationale [anon.] 

 
 
Winterreise Franz Schubert (1797-1828) 

XXIV: Der Leiermann 
 
 
Carnaval, Op. 9 Robert Schumann (1810-1856) 

Arlequin 
 
 
Preludes, Book 1 Claude Debussy (1862-1918) 

X: La Cathédrale engloutie 
 
 
"Minute" Waltz,  in D-flat major Frédéric Chopin (1810-1849) 

 
 
 

  



Monet Refuses the Operation BY LISEL MUELLER 
Copyright © 1996 

Doctor, you say there are no haloes 
around the streetlights in Paris 
and what I see is an aberration 
caused by old age, an affliction. 
I tell you it has taken me all my life 
to arrive at the vision of gas lamps as angels, 
to soften and blur and finally banish 
the edges you regret I don’t see, 
to learn that the line I called the horizon 
does not exist and sky and water, 
so long apart, are the same state of being. 
Fifty-four years before I could see 
Rouen cathedral is built 
of parallel shafts of sun, 
and now you want to restore 
my youthful errors: fixed 
notions of top and bottom, 
the illusion of three-dimensional space, 
wisteria separate 
from the bridge it covers. 
What can I say to convince you 
the Houses of Parliament dissolve 
night after night to become 
the fluid dream of the Thames? 
I will not return to a universe 
of objects that don’t know each other, 
as if islands were not the lost children 
of one great continent. The world 
is flux, and light becomes what it touches, 
becomes water, lilies on water, 
above and below water, 
becomes lilac and mauve and yellow 
and white and cerulean lamps, 
small fists passing sunlight 
so quickly to one another 
that it would take long, streaming hair 
inside my brush to catch it. 
To paint the speed of light! 
Our weighted shapes, these verticals, 
burn to mix with air 
and changes our bones, skin, clothes 
to gases. Doctor, 
if only you could see 
how heaven pulls earth into its arms 
and how infinitely the heart expands 
to claim this world, blue vapor without end.    

from Second Language. Reprinted by permission of 
Louisiana State University Press. 

 


