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PROGRAM

I
                                                     Francis Poulenc       Quatre poemes d’Appollinaire                                
                                                                                        L’Anguille
                                                                         Carte-Postale
                                                                         Avant le cinéma
                                                                         1904

II
                                                       Maurice Ravel      Chansons madécasses       

                                                                        Nahandove
                                                                        Aoua!
                                                                        Il est doux

Julie McKenzie, flute
Emil Miland, violoncello

III
                                                       Hector Berlioz      from Les Nuits d’Été            
                                                                                        Villanelle

                                                                        Le spectre de la rose
                                                                        L’Île Inconnue

INTERMISSION

IV
                                                           Jake Heggie      The Deepest Desire: Four Meditations on Love      

                                                                        The Call; More is Required; Love
                                                                        I Catch on Fire
                                                                        The Deepest Desire
                                                                        Primary Colors

Julie McKenzie, flute

V
                                                          Charles Ives        “1, 2, 3. “                 
                                                                                    The Things Our Fathers Loved
                                                                                    Memories (a. very pleasant, b. rather sad)
                                                                                    From The Swimmer
                                                                                    The Housatonic at Stockbridge

VI
                                                      Gustav Mahler       from Des Knaben Wunderhorn         
                                                                                        Rheinlegendchen 

                                                                        Wo die schönen Trompeten blasen
                                                                        Das irdische Leben 
                                                                        Wer hat dies Liedlein erdacht?

We request that you hold your applause until the end of each song cycle.
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ABOUT THE ARTISTS

Susan Graham (mezzo-soprano) is one of today’s 
most popular and critically acclaimed singers, 
in great demand at home and abroad for opera, 
concert and recital engagements. The Grammy 
Award winner charms audiences with her thrilling 
voice, her engaging and natural acting ability, and 
her tall and graceful stature.

She has sung leading roles in the great opera 
houses of the world, including the Metropolitan 
Opera, La Scala, Paris Opera, Royal Opera Covent 
Garden and the Salzburg Festival, and she has 
appeared on all the world’s leading concert stages, 
with orchestras and companies including the 
Vienna Philharmonic, the New York Philharmonic 
and the Boston Symphony. A recipient of France’s 
medal of the Order of Arts and Letters, Ms. 
Graham was named Musical America’s Vocalist of 
the Year 2004.

Ms. Graham’s opera engagements during the 
2004-05 season began with her highly praised role 
debut as Donna Elvira in Mozart’s Don Giovanni 
at the Lyric Opera of Chicago and continued 
with performances as Idamante in the Houston 
Grand Opera’s production of Mozart’s Idomeneo. 
In March Ms. Graham made a welcome return 
to the Metropolitan Opera’s beloved production 
of Strauss’s Der Rosenkavalier, and this summer 
she will return to the Santa Fe Opera, scene of 
many earlier triumphs, to sing the part of Cecilio 
in Mozart’s early opera Lucio Silla. In Europe this 
season Ms. Graham makes concert appearances 
in Copenhagen, London, Berlin and Toulouse, 
and she will sing the role of Sesto in Mozart’s 
Clemenzo di Tito at the Paris Opéra National. In 
December, she recorded an album of French vocal 
gems, including Ravel’s Shéhérazade, with the 
BBC Symphony for Warner Classics, released in 
March.

Ms. Graham has an extensive discography of 
solo recitals and complete opera recordings. New 
releases in 2004 included Charles Ives songs with 
pianist Pierre-Laurent Aimard, and Purcell’s Dido 
and Aeneas, in which she sings Dido, both of 
which received Grammy Award nominations and 
other international accolades. Her portrayal of 
Dido won the Maria Callas award from France’s 
Académie du Disque Lyrique, and The New York 
Times wrote of her performance: “Ms. Graham 
uses [vibrato] in a controlled, expressive way that 
paints Dido as passionate from the start. ‘When I 
Am Laid in Earth’ is as wrenching an account as 
you’ll find on disc.”

Ms. Graham’s other recent recordings include 
Barber’s Vanessa (Erika) on Chandos and a DVD of 
Berlioz’s Les Troyens (Didon). Her recordings range 
from Handel’s Alcina (Decca) and Gluck’s Iphigénie 
en Tauride (Orfeo) to Verdi’s Falstaff (conducted by 
Sir Georg Solti, on Decca) and the heart-wrenching 
opera by Jake Heggie, Dead Man Walking, in which 
she portrays Sister Helen Préjean (Erato). She is 
known as a Berlioz specialist and has recorded his 
Nuits d’été and several opera arias (Sony), as well 
as Béatrice et Bénédict (Erato) and the rarities Eight 
Scenes from Faust and L’Enfance du Christ (both 
Decca). She has often sung Berlioz’s Marguérite in 
La Damnation de Faust, and has made it one of her 
signature parts. Susan Graham has received many 
awards and citations for her recordings, including 
Editor’s Choice from both Gramophone and Opera 
News for C’est ça, la vie, c’est ça l’amour in 2002 
(Erato), and a special mention in Entertainment 
Weekly. Dead Man Walking also received an 
Editor’s Choice from both Gramophone and Opera 
News. Il tenero momento, her recording of arias 
by Gluck and Mozart (Erato), was nominated as 
Gramophone’s Best Recital Disc in 2001, won a 
German Echo Klassik award, and received the Prix 
Gabriel Fauré and the Grand Prix from the French 
Académie du disque. Graham’s Songs of Ned Rorem 
(Erato) topped many critics’ Best of 2000 lists.

Born in New Mexico and raised in Midland, 
Texas, Susan Graham studied at Texas Tech 
University and the Manhattan School of Music. 
She won the Metropolitan Opera National Council 
Auditions and was given the Schwabacher Award 
by the San Francisco Opera’s Merola Program, as 
well as a Career Grant from the Richard Tucker 
Foundation.

Malcolm Martineau (piano) was born in 
Edinburgh, read Music at St. Catharine’s College, 
Cambridge and studied at the Royal College of 
Music. He has presented his own series at St. Johns 
Smith Square (the complete songs of Debussy 
and Poulenc), the Wigmore Hall (a Britten series 
broadcast by the BBC) and at the Edinburgh 
Festival (the complete lieder of Hugo Wolf ). 
He has appeared throughout Europe (including 
La Scala, Milan; the Chatelet, Paris; the Liceu, 
Barcelona; Amsterdam Concertgebouw; and the 
Vienna Konzerthaus and Musikverein), North 
America (including in New York both Alice Tully 
Hall and Carnegie Hall), Australia (including the 
Sydney Opera House) and at the Aix en Provence, 
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Vienna, Edinburgh, Schubertiade, Munich and 
Salzburg Festivals. 

Recent recording projects have included 
Schubert, Schumann and English song recitals 
with Bryn Terfel (for Deutsche Grammophon), 
Schubert and Strauss recitals with Simon Keenlyside 
(for EMI), recital records with Angela Gheorghiu 
and Barbara Bonney (for Decca), Magdalena 
Kožená (for DG) and Della Jones (for Chandos), 
the complete Faure songs with Sarah Walker and 
Tom Krause, the complete Britten Folk Songs 
(for Hyperion), and the complete Beethoven Folk 
Songs (for Deutsche Grammophon).  

Malcolm Martineau has accompanied many of 
the world’s leading singers and instrumentalists, 
notably Dame Janet Baker, Ann Murray, Sarah 
Walker, Della Jones, Frederica von Stade, Anne 
Sofie von Otter, Thomas Hampson, Angela 
Gheorghiu, Olaf Bär, Solveig Kringelborn, 
Michael Schade and Ian Bostridge. His current 
and future recitals include appearances with 
Amanda Roocroft, Lisa Milne, Barbara Bonney, 
Karita Mattila, Joan Rodgers, Michael Schade, Sir 
Thomas Allen, Susan Graham, Dame Felicity Lott, 
Christopher Maltman, Jonathan Lemalu, Simon 
Keenlyside, Anna Netrebko, Magdalena Kožená 
and Bryn Terfel.

ABOUT THE ARTISTS

Julie McKenzie (flute) is principal flutist of the 
San Francisco Opera Orchestra and piccoloist 
of the San Francisco Ballet Orchestra, positions 
she has held since 1991. She is a graduate of 
the San Francisco Conservatory of Music, 
where she studied with Lloyd Gowen. Other 
teachers have included Julius Baker, Paul 
Renzi, Peter Lloyd and Keith Underwood. 
Ms. McKenzie has participated as a fellow in the 
Berkshire Music Festival at Tanglewood, and as 
soloist at the Mendocino Music Festival and the 
Carmel Bach Festival. She has been featured on 
a PBS television documentary with Jean-Pierre 
Rampal, and has recorded for New Albion and 
Telded Records. She is also on the flute faculty 
of the University of California at Berkeley. 
 
Emil Miland (cello) is a soloist and chamber 
musician. He is an ardent champion of new works 
and has given the premieres of compositions 
written specifically for him by Ernst Bacon, David 
Carlson, Shinji Eshima, Andrew Frank, Andrew 
Imbrie, Lou Harrison, Jake Heggie, Robert Helps, 
James Meredith, Dwight Okamura and Tobias 

Tenenbaum. He has recorded Carlson’s Cello 
Concerto No. 1 with Stewart Robertson and the 
Utah Symphony (New World Records). He also 
appears on the RCA Red Seal recording, The Faces 
of Love: The Songs of Jake Heggie, performing with 
Frederica von Stade, Sylvia McNair and Zheng 
Cao.

As founding principal cellist of the New 
Century Chamber Orchestra, he introduced 
Carlson’s Cello Concerto No. 2 for Cello and 
String Orchestra and Lou Harrison’s Suites for 
Cello and Strings, a work dedicated to Mr. Miland 
by the composer.

In November 2002 Mr. Miland first performed 
Heggie’s Holy The Firm - Essay for Cello and 
Orchestra with the Oakland East Bay Symphony 
conducted by Michael Morgan. A live recording 
of this performance is included on the orchestra’s 
first CD, New Works for a New Century. In 2000 he 
was featured in concerts of Heggie’s music at New 
York’s Alice Tully Hall and San Francisco’s Herbst 
Theatre.

Recently Mr. Miland has collaborated with 
organist Jonathan Dimmock in a series of concerts 
featuring Bach’s Gamba Sonatas. He also performs 
with Southern California’s Camerata Pacifica. His 
upcoming performances include a new song cycle 
by Heggie for mezzo-soprano Zheng Cao and the 
Harmida Piano Trio (with Dawn Harms, violin, 
and Laura Dahl, piano) and a new work by Shinji 
Eshima for TRIAD (with Carey Bell, clarinet, and 
Bryndon Hassman, piano). 

Mr. Miland, a member of the San Francisco 
Opera since 1988, made his solo debut with the 
San Francisco Symphony at age 16 and that same 
year was selected to perform in the Rostropovich 
master classes at UC Berkeley. He has received 
grants from Chamber Music America and the 
National Endowment for the Arts. His private 
teachers have included William Pleeth, Sally Kell, 
Milly Rosner, Margaret Rowell, Bonnie Hampton 
and Colin Hampton. While a student at the New 
England Conservatory, he studied with Laurence 
Lesser. Mr. Miland makes his home in San 
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TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS

L’Anguille 
Francis Poulenc (1899-1963)
[Guillaume Apollinaire]

Jeanne Houhou la très gentille 
Est morte entre des draps très blancs
Pas seule Bébert dit l’Anguille
Narcisse et Hubert le merlan
Près d’elle faisaient leur manille

Et la crâneuse de Clichy
Aux rouges yeux de dégueulade
Répète “Mon eau de Vichy”
Va dans le panier à salade
Haha sans faire de chichi

Les yeux dansant comme des anges
Elle riait, elle riait
Les yeux très bleus les dents très blanches
Si vous saviez, si vous saviez
Tout ce que nous ferons dimanche.

Carte-Postale 
Poulenc
[Apollinaire]
 
L’ombre de la très douce est évoquée ici,
Indolente, et jouant un air dolent aussi:
Nocturne ou lied mineur qui fait pâmer son âme
Dans l’ombre où ses longs doigts font mourir une  
     gamme
Au piano qui geint comme une pauvre femme.

Avant le Cinéma 
Poulenc
[Apollinaire]

Et puis ce soir on s’en ira 
Au cinéma

Les Artistes que sont-ce donc
Ce ne sont plus ceux qui cultivent les Beaux-arts
Ce ne sont pas ceux qui s’occupent de l’Art
Art poétique ou bien musique
Les Artistes ce sont les acteurs et les actrices
Si nous étions des Artistes
Nous ne dirions pas le cinéma
Nous dirions le ciné

Mais si nous étions de vieux professeurs de    
     province

The Eel

Jeanne Houhou the very demure
died between the whitest of sheets
not alone Bebert alias the Eel
Narcissus and Hubert the whiting
played manille close by her side

and the swanky Clichy woman
with the vomit-red eyes
throws up my Vichy water
goes in the Black Maria
haha without a fuss

eyes dancing like angels
she laughed she laughed
her eyes very blue her teeth very white
if only you knew if only you knew
just what we’ll do on Sunday

Postcard

Lo, the shade of the sweetest being is here evoked,
indolent and playing a doleful air too:
nocturne or lied in the minor key making her    
     soul swoon
down beneath her long fingers in the shade a scale   
     is dying
at the piano which whimpers like a poor woman.

Before the cinema

And then this evening we’ll go
to the cinema

But who are these Artistes
no longer those who cultivate the Fine Arts
Nor those concerned with Art
the art of poetry or even music
the Artistes are actors and actresses
If we were Artistes 
we would not say the cinema
we would say the ciné

But if we were old professors from the 
     provinces

Please turn the page quietly
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Nous ne dirions ni ciné ni cinéma
Mais cinématographe

Aussi mon Dieu faut-il avoir du goût.

1904
Poulenc
[Apollinaire] 
 
À Strasbourg en dix-neuf-cent-quatre
J’arrivai pour le lundi gras
À l’hôtel m’assis devant l’âtre
Près d’un chanteur de l’Opéra
Qui ne parlait que de théâtre

La Kellnerine rousse avait
Mis sur sa tête un chapeau rose
Comme Hébé qui les dieux servait
N’en eut jamais ô belles choses
Carnaval chapeau rose Ave!

À Rome à Nice et à Cologne
Dans les fleurs et les confetti
Carnaval j’ai revu ta trogne,
Ô roi plus riche et plus gentil
Que Crésus Rothschild et Torlogne

Je soupai d’un peu de foie gras
De chevreuil tendre à la compôte
De tartes flans et cetera
Un peu de kirsch me ravigote

Que ne t’avais-je entre mes bras.

Nahandove 
Maurice Ravel (1875-1937)
[Evariste Desire de Forges Parny]

Nahandove, ô belle Nahandove! L’oiseau nocturne   
     a commencé ses
cris, la pleine lune brille sur ma tête, et la rosée  
     naissante
humecte mes cheveux. Voici l’heure: qui peut  
     t’arrêter, Nahahndove, ô belle Nahandove!
     
Le lit de feuilles est préparé; je l’ai parsemé de
     fleurs et d’herbes odoriférantes; 
il est digne de tes charmes.
Nahandove, ô belle Nahandove!

we would say neither ciné nor cinema
but cinematograph

My word we must have taste and how

1904

In 1904, I went to Strasbourg 
for the Monday before Lent. 
In the hotel, I sat by the fireside 
near an opera singer 
who only talked about the theatre. 

The red-headed Kellnerine 
was wearing a pink hat 
such as Hebe, servant to the gods, 
never had. Oh, things of beauty -
Carnival, pink hat, Ave! 

In Rome, in Nice and in Cologne, 
among the flowers and confetti, 
Carnival, I’ve seen your ugly face. 
Oh, richer, kinder king than Croesus, 
Rothschild and Torlogne. 

I ate a bit of foie gras for supper, 
with tender venison, 
pies, flans, etc. 
A little kirsch warmed me up.
 
Why weren’t you in my arms?

Translation of Apollinaire poems to English 
© 2000 by Richard Stokes

Nahandove

Nahandove, oh beautiful Nahandove! The night  
     bird has begun to sing,
the full moon shines overhead, and the first dew  
     is moistening my hair.
Now is the time: who can be delaying you? Oh  
     beautiful Nahandove!
     
The bed of leaves is ready; I have strewn flowers   
     and aromatic herbs;
it is worthy of your charms, oh beautiful 
Nahandove!

TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS
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Elle vient. J’ai reconnu la respiration précipitée  
     que donne une marche rapide; 
j’entends le froissement de la pagne qui   
     l’enveloppe; c’est elle, c’est Nahandove, la belle  
     Nahandove!
     
Reprends haleine, ma jeune amie; repose-toi sur  
     mes genoux. Que ton regard
est enchanteur! Que le mouvement de ton sein est  
     vif et délicieux sous
la main qui le presse! Tu souris, Nahandove, ô 
belle Nahandove!
     
Tes baisers pénètrent jusqu’à l’âme; tes caresses
     brûlent tous mes sens. 
Arrête, ou je vais mourir! Meurt-on de
volupté, Nahandove, ô belle Nahandove?
     
Le plaisir passe comme un éclair. Ta douce haleine  
     s’affaiblit, tes
yeux humides se referment, ta tête se penche  
     mollement, et tes
transports s’éteignent dans la langueur. Jamais tu 
ne fus si belle, Nahandove, ô belle Nahandove! 
     
Tu pars, et je vais languir dans les regrets et les  
     désirs.
Je languirai jusqu’au soir. Tu reviendras ce soir,  
     Nahandove, ô belle Nahandove!

Aoua! 
Ravel 
[de Forges Parny]

Aoua! Aoua! Méfiez-vous des Blancs,
habitants du rivage.
Du temps de nos pères,
des Blancs descendirent dans cette île. 
On leur dit: Voilà des terres, 
que vos femmes les cultivent;
soyez justes, soyez bons, 
et devenez nos frères.
     
Les Blancs promirent, et cependant
ils faisaient des retranchements.
Un fort menaçant s’éleva;
le tonnerre fut renfermé
dans des bouches d’airain;
leurs prêtres voulurent nous donner
un Dieu que nous ne connaissons pas,
ils parlèrent enfin
d’obéissance et d’esclavage.

She is coming. I recognise the rapid breathing of    
     someone walking quickly; 
I hear the rustle of her skirt. It is she, it is   
     the beautiful Nahandove!
     

Catch your breath, my young sweetheart; rest on  
     my lap. How
enchanting your gaze is, how lively and delightful  
     the motion of your breast 
as my hand presses it!  You smile, oh beautiful 
Nahandove!
     
Your kisses reach into my soul; your caresses burn  
     all my senses. 
Stop or I will die! Can one die of ecstasy? Oh 
beautiful Nahandove!
     
Pleasure passes like lightning; your sweet   
     breathing becomes calmer,
your moist eyes close again, your head droops, 
and your raptures fade into
weariness. Never were you so beautiful, oh 
beautiful Nahandove!
     
Now you are leaving, and I will languish in  
     sadness and desires.  
I will languish until sunset. You will return this  
     evening, oh beautiful Nahandove!

 Awa! 

Awa!  Awa!  Do not trust the white men,
you shore-dwellers!
In our fathers’ day,
white men came to this island. 
“Here is some land,” they were told, 
“your women may cultivate it.
Be just, be kind,
and become our brothers.”
     
The whites promised, and all the while
they were making entrenchments.
They built a menacing fort,
and they held thunder captive 
in brass cannon;
their priests tried to give us
a God we did not know;
and later they spoke
of obedience and slavery. 

TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS
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Plutôt la mort.
Le carnage fut long et terrible;
mais malgré la foudre qu’ils vomissaient,
et qui écrasait des armées entières,
ils furent tous exterminés. 
     
Aoua! Aoua! Méfiez-vous des Blancs!
     
Nous avons vu de nouveaux tyrans,
plus forts et plus nombreaux,
planter leur pavillon sur le rivage:
le ciel a combattu pour nous;
il a fait tomber sur eux les pluies,
les tempêtes et les vents empoisonnés.
Ils ne sont plus, et nous vivons,
et nous vivons libres.
     
Aoua! Méfiez-vous des Blancs,
habitants du rivage.

Il est doux 
Ravel 
[de Forges Parny]

Il est doux de se coucher, durant la chaleur, sous  
     un arbre touffu, et d’attendre 
que le vent du soir amène la fraîcheur.
     
Femmes, approchez. Tandis que je me repose ici  
     sous un arbre touffu, occupez
mon oreille par vos accents prolongés. Répétez  
     la chanson de la jeune fille, 
lorsque ses doigts tressent la natte ou lorsqu’assise
     auprès du riz, elle chasse les oiseaux avides.
     
Le chant plaît à mon âme. La danse est pour moi  
     presque aussi douce qu’un baiser. 
Que vos pas soient lents; qu’ils imitent les
     attitudes du plaisir et l’abandon de la volupté.
     
Le vent du soir se lève; la lune commence à briller  
     au travers des arbres de la montagne. 
Allez, et préparez le repas.

Death would be preferable! 
The carnage was long and terrible;
but despite their vomiting thunder
which crushed whole armies,
they were all wiped out. 
     
Awa!  Awa!  Do not trust the white men!
     
We saw new tyrants,
stronger and more numerous,
pitching tents on the shore. 
Heaven fought for us.
It caused rain, tempests
and poison winds to fall on them. 
They are dead, and we live,
we live free!
     
Awa! Awa!  Do not trust the white men,
you shore-dwellers!

It is sweet 

It is sweet in the hot afternoon to lie under a leafy  
     tree and wait
for the evening breeze to bring coolness.
     
Come, women! While I rest here under a leafy  
     tree, fill my ears with
your sustained tones.  Sing again the song of the  
     girl plaiting her hair,
or the girl sitting near the ricefield chasing away   
     the greedy birds.
     
Singing pleases my soul; and dancing is nearly as  
     sweet as a kiss.
Tread slowly, and make your steps suggest the  
     postures of pleasure and ecstatic abandonment.
     
The breeze is starting to blow; the moon glistens  
     through the mountain trees. 
Go and prepare the evening meal.

Translation of de Forges Parny texts 
© 2002 by Peter Low  

TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS
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Villanelle 
Hector Berlioz (1803-1869)
[Théophile Gautier]

Quand viendra la saison nouvelle, 
Quand auront disparu les froids, 
Tous les deux nous irons, ma belle, 
Pour cueillir le muguet aux bois. 
Sous nos pieds égrenant les perles 
Que l’on voit au matin trembler, 
Nous irons écouter les merles 
 Siffler. 

Le printemps est venu, ma belle, 
C’est le mois des amants béni; 
Et l’oiseau, satinant son aile, 
Dit ses [des] vers au rebord du nid. 
Oh! Viens donc sur ce [le] banc de mousse
Pour parler de nos beaux amours, 
Et dis-moi de ta voix si douce: 
 “Toujours!” 

Loin, bien loin, égarant nos courses, 
Faisant [Faisons] fuir le lapin caché, 
Et le daim au miroir des sources, 
Admirant son grand bois penché; 
Puis chez nous, tout heureux [joyeux], tout aises, 
En paniers, en laçant nos doigts, 
Revenons, rapportant des fraises, 
 Des bois. 

La spectre de la rose 
Berlioz
[Gautier]

Soulève ta paupière close 
Qu’effleure un songe virginal! 
Je suis le spectre d’une rose 
Que tu portais hier au bal. 
Tu me pris encore emperlée  
Des pleurs d’argent de l’arrosoir, 
Et, parmi la fête étoilée, 
Tu me promenas tout le soir. 
 
Ô toi qui de ma mort fus cause, 
Sans que tu puisses le chasser, 
Toutes les nuits [Toute la nuit] mon spectre rose 
À ton chevet viendra danser. 
Mais ne crains rien, je ne réclame 
Ni messe ni De Profundis. 
Ce léger parfum est mon âme, 
Et j’arrive du paradis. 

Villanelle

When the new season has come, 
When the cold is over, 
We two will go, my sweet, 
To pick lilies-of-the-valley in the woods. 
Our feet scattering the pearls 
Which are seen quivering in the morning, 
We will listen to the blackbirds 
 Whistling. 

The spring has come, my sweet! 
This is the month blest by lovers, 
And the bird glossing its wing, 
Perched on the edge of its nest, twitters in verse. 
Oh, come, sit on this mossy bank 
To talk of our beautiful love, 
And say to me in your gentle voice: 
 “Always!” 

Far, very far let us wander, 
Startling the hidden rabbit and the deer 
Which stoops to admire its great antlers 
Reflected in the pool. 
Then let us go home, happy and content; 
Twining our fingers for baskets, 
Let us carry back wild strawberries 
 From the woods.

The Ghost of the Rose

Raise your closed eyelids 
Softly touched by a virginal dream; 
I am the ghost of the rose 
Which you wore last night at the ball. 
You took me still pearled 
With the watering can’s silver tears, 
And through the starlit festivities 
You strolled all the evening with me. 

Oh, you, the cause of my death, 
Have no power to drive away 
My rose-red ghost who will dance 
Each night at your bedside. 
Have no fear that I shall claim 
A mass or De Profundis; 
This fragrance is my soul, 
And I come from Paradise. 

TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS
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Mon destin fut digne d’envie, 
Et pour [Pour] avoir un sort [trépas] si beau 
Plus d’un aurait donné sa vie; 
Car sur ton sein j’ai mon tombeau,
Et sur l’albâtre où je repose 
Un poète avec un baiser 
Écrivit: “Ci-gît une rose, 
Que tous les rois vont jalouser.”  

L’île inconnue 
Berlioz
[Gautier]

“Dites, la jeune belle, 
Où voulez-vous aller? 
La voile [ouvre] son aile, 
La brise va souffler!
 
L’aviron est d’ivoire, 
Le pavillon de moire, 
Le gouvernail d’or fin; 
J’ai pour lest une orange, 
Pour voile une aile d’ange, 
Pour mousse un séraphin. 
 Dites, la jeune belle… 

Est-ce dans la Baltique? 
Dans la mer Pacifique? 
Dans l’île de Java? 
Ou bien est-ce en [dans la] Norvège, 
Cueillir la fleur de neige, 
Ou la fleur d’Angsoka? 
 Dites, la jeune belle…”
 
“Menez-moi,” dit la belle, 
“À la rive fidèle
Où l’on aime toujours!”
“Cette rive, ma chère, 
On ne la connaît guère, 
Au pays des amours. 

The Call; More is Requred; Love
Jake Heggie (b. 1957)
[Sister Helen Prejean, CSJ]

More is required than being swept along – 
All the currents pulling me 
Easy and wide in a long, slow drift – 
Without rudder, floating backwards, now to the    
     side. 
What can one person do against a sucking tide? 
I coil like a bow;

My fate was worthy of envy; 
Many a man would have given his life 
To have such a beautiful death, 
For I have your breast for my tomb, 
And on the alabaster where I rest 
A poet wrote with a kiss: 
“Here lies a rose; 
All kings will envy it.”

The Unknown Isle 

“Tell me, young beauty, 
Where do you wish to go? 
The sail puffs out its wing, 
The breeze is going to blow! 

The oar’s of ivory, 
The flag of watered silk, 
The helm of finest gold; 
I have an orange for ballast, 
For sail an angel’s wing, 
My ship’s boy is a seraph. 
 Tell me, young beauty…

Shall it be to the Baltic, 
To the Pacific Ocean, 
To the Isle of Java? 
Or else to Norway, 
To pick the snow flower, 
Or the flower of Angsoka? 
 Tell me, young beauty…” 

“Take me,” said the beauty, 
“To the faithful shore 
Where love lasts for ever!”
“That shore, my dear, 
Is hardly known at all 
In the land of love.” 
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