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Written by Tang Xianzu
Scripted by Pai Hsien-yung
Translated by Lindy Mark

Prologue

Cast aside by contentious

Officialdom, I live in leisure.
Thinking of a hundred happier

ways,
To pass the time of day.
Day light spent on heart breaking verse;
For love is the hardest to put to words.
In the White Camellia Hall,

day after night,
By glowing red candle light,

Where hills and rivers inspire
my rhymes.

Do not break vows with longing hearts,
To meet on the thrice-born path of destiny,
Toward the pavilion of peonies.

Where does love arise?
It wells up from the deep.
For love the living can die.
For love the dead can revive.
Let love in dreams be

Real or unreal.

Scene 1: Admonishing the Daughter

Du Bao enters with entourage and sings:

Renown scholar of the West,
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He speaks:

Governor of southern Nan’an.
Serving several tours of official posts;
In purple robe of office,

and golden belt of title,

I served with some distinction.

I am Du Bao, governor of Nan’an.
Also called Zichong,
Descendant of the poet Du Fu,
of the Tang dynasty .
Settled in Sichuan, | am now past age 50.
Achieving the imperial degree at 20,
And appointed to office in 3 years.
My reputation for wise governance
is widely known.
I have a wife, Madame Zhen,
A direct descendant of Queen Zhen,
of the Wei dynasty.
Our only daughter, beautiful and talented,
named Liniang, Lady Beauty,
Is not yet betrothed.
Virtuous women of all times,
Avre all well read.
Today | am free from official duties,
Let me summon my Madame
To discuss this matter.

Attendant toward back stage:
Madame, please come out.

Lady Zhen enters, sings:
A descendant of Queen Zhen,

Goddess of the River Luo,
Of noble lineage in Western Sichuan.

| have received the title of
Dame Du of Greater Nan’an.

Du Bao and Lady Zhen greet each other:
Madame.

My lord.

Du Bao: How are things going in the
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in the shaded flower glade.

Our daughter’s needlecraft
already surpasses others.
But virtuous ladies of bygone ages
have been well read.
One day when she marries a scholar,
Her speech and manners, Should match her status.
What do you think, Madame?

My Lord.

Let us call our daughter to enjoy
the spring time together. (To attendants:)
Come! Call for the young mistress.

Yes. Young mistress, please come out.
Young mistress, please come out
to the front hall.

Du Liniang enters, sings:

Hear nestling orioles about to sing,
On seeing the arrival of spring.

How can my heart, a mere weedling,
repay the nurture of parental sunshine.
Father, mother, myriad respects.

All right.

Today is bright and sunny.
Father and mother are relaxing
in the rear parlor.
May your daughter offer you
three cups of wine,
To celebrate a thousand returns of spring time.

4 0™ Du Bao and Lady Zhen:We are pleased to accept.
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Together they sing:

Wine pot in hand we stroll,
Among flowers, under bamboos,
leading a fledgling phoenix.

My child,
what do you and Spring Fragrance
Do in the sewing chamber?

We do embroidery.

And after doing embroidery?
After embroidery, we do “naps.”
What kind of naps?

Catnaps.

Well, well, well....

You just said that you

Do needlecraft in the flower glade.
But you let the girl doze away.
What kind of up-bringing is this?
My child,

If there is time after embroidery,
There are books on the shelf

to enlighten your eyes.
Some day in your husband’s house,

Your learning and manners

will make your parents proud.
My child, my child....
Father, thank you for your guidance.
Return to your chambers now, child.

Yes.

Better engage a female tutor for her.
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A4 7045 speaks to the teacher:

Impossible!

For an official’s household,
A tutor must be steeped
in Confucian orthodoxy.

But a girl....

Does she need Confucian classics?
A bit from Duke Zhou’s

Book of Rites should suffice.

Just you see how I rule the country,

and govern my family,
by these classic books.

Scene 2: The Girl’s School

Little Spring Fragrance,
Favored over other servants;
Pampered in painted chambers,
Attending the young lady,
Mixing rouge, stirring powder,
Fixing jade, arranging flowers,
Always attending by the dressing table.
Or help her set up the embroidery frame,
Set up the embroidery frame.

Or follow her in evening prayer.
But this little slender one,

must bear the Madame’s cane.

Please, Young Misstress, time for school.

Donning plain attire just now,
In measured steps, | enter the library,
Where polished tables stand

beside gleaming windows
Master, myriad respects to you.
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No need to bow.

Young lady,

At cock’s first crow a woman should rise,
Wash, rinse, pin up her hair,

Greet her parents, and

By sunrise, attend to her duties.

Now that studying is your duty,

You must rise early.

I won’t be late again.

All right now.

Master sir, we won’t sleep tonight.
Why not?

Nuo....nuo...nuo...
Please begin the class
By the 3" watch of midnight.

That’s too early.

No good early and no good late,
Miss, this is going to be difficult.

Young lady,
Yesterday’s lesson from the Book of Songs
Have you reviewed it carefully?

I have, and await your lecture.

Master sir, the young mistress

says she has reviewed it and waits for your lecture.

And how about you, Spring Fragrance?
Me? | memorized it thoroughly.

Let’s hear you recite it by heart.
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s NI Chunxiang: Master, | memorized it.
LRI Do I still have to recite it?
Fl ']H%I’FT Chen: Of course, you have to.
%‘;’?fggsjw‘ig)ﬁ Memorized thoroughly,

and still have to recite it.
PR EES - T Young Mistress, prompt me.
£ Guan.
= Chunxiang: Guan....
= XA A K0 Guan guan....

X XEE Liniang: Guan guan sings the osprey.
< XZE Chunxiang: Guan guan sings the osprey.
o T On the....

TSN Where? at what place?
XA Chen: On the river island.

AP, T F VP Chunxiang: “Guan guan sings the osprey,
On the river island.

/[;jgjlaﬁw TR May dainty maidens,

Be the noblemen’s quest.”
AL LR 2 Master, see | know it thoroughly.
- F‘JFW Fl et Chen: You can’t even recite one line,

SV g And still say you know it.

Go home and study it again.
FRERRGT foli Chunxiang: Study it again,
SRS What for?
R Chen: Young lady,
= PN “Guan guan sings the osprey”
FEASRL T ) Osprey is a kind of bird.
R “guan guan” is its call.

Aot 3 B )T RLEAEL Y Chunxiang:Master, how does the bird call?

=1 Lﬂg{ﬁﬁﬁi Iy Chen: This bird likes peaceful places
such as islands in the river.
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Chunxiang: Now | know....

No, not yesterday, the day before,
No, No....

Not this year, the year before...

A birdie was caught in our office,
But young mistress set it free.
Drr.... it flew away,

Flew to the river island office.

Nonsense. This is an opening figure.
A figure of what?

An opening figure of speech
Alluding to dainty virgins,
And guiet modest maidens.
Then fine noblemen will
Nicely beg for her hand.

Why beg for her hand politely?
You talk too much!

Master, your pupil can

follow the annotations.

Please expound on the
Significance of the “Songs”.
Listen then.

Of the Six Classics,

“Book of Songs” is the finest. Hower-
Splendid tales from the ladys’ chambers.
For example, chaste Jiangwa gave birth
from the ““Divine toe print”.

Wise queens, fair-minded consorts,

who harbor no jealousy.

Well mannered and cultured,

Fitting for wife and family.

How many such texts in the book?

Three hundred poems, all can be
Summed up in one phrase:
No more than just 2 words:

“Pure and innocent™.
These words | give you.
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Miss, | have to go.
Ask the master for permission.
Ask permission for that?
Master, | need a “relief permit”.
You’ve been here only a while,
“relief permit” already?
I’ve been here a long time.
You can’t leave!
I’ve got to go.
Go then and come back quickly.
I will.
Master, may | inquire of the
age of your respected Madame?
She is just now exactly 60.
Your pupil will embroider
a pair of slippers,
To celebrate her birthday.
May | beg a pattern?
We are honored to accept.
Just follow after “Mencius”:
* Make the shoe without
knowing the foot”.
Miss, we’re wasting our time
here on books.
There is a big garden in back,
It has flowers and trees.
What a fun place.
Spring Fragrance, you don’t study
but run off into the garden.
Just let me get the thorn cane.
Master, what is the thorn cane for?
To cane you.
Cane me? Well....

Can - girls pass exams or take office?
We need only to know some words,
and scratch a few lines.

When the moon shines bright,
dazzling the moon toad’s eyes,
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We catch fireflies and watch them
squirm in a sack..
You tie your hair to a roof beam
to keep awake studying;
But it only harms the scalp; Jabbing your hip,
Just Adds scars. What glory is there
in all of that?
Miss, hear the flower vendor’s song,
breaking up the reading drone.

Spring Fragrance,

You’ve distracted the

young mistress time and again.

I am really going to beat you.
Master, are you really?

Stretch out your hand!

Just you try to strike this dainty doll.
Fruit of your teaching or not.
Almost scared this culprit to death.
I am going to resign.

Master, forgive her first offense.
Allow me to punish her.

All right, you punish her.

Wicked maid,

For insulting the master, Kneel.
Young mistress....

Kneel!

Young mistress.

Your hands are not to touch the swing ropes.
Your feet are not to tread the garden path.
How many hairs on your head?

As many welts will rise on your back.

Now lets see if you have respect

For Madame’s household laws?

All right, all right. that is enough.
Would you dare again?

Never again.

I’ll forgive you this time. Get up now.
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Young lady scholar,

Do not go home until you finish the lesson.

I am going for a chat with my lord.
Your student will see you out.

That is not necessary.

Spring Fragrance,

Where is the garden you just spoke of?
Spring Fragrance?

There, it is right over there.

Avre there any scenic views?

There certainly are.

Several pavilions,

One or two swing sets,

A flowing brook to float wine trays
winding pass the Taihu rock hill.
Exotic flowers and rare grasses.

It is really beautiful.

So, there is such a place.

Young mistress,

His Lordship is leaving for the country
tomorrow to promote farming..

How about an outing tomorrow?

Let’s go home for now.  Yes.
Goody! We are going out tomorrow.
Garden boy, where are you?
Coming, coming.

Tending flowers that no one sees,
Trading them for wine--so tasty.

You need a beating, not delivering flowers.

I did deliver them.

You didn’t fetch water.

I did..

Besides, there is the water carrier.

You’ve got a job to do today.

What job?

Lining sister Spring Fragrance’s brow?

Who needs you to do that.

How about combing your hair?

Nonsense! The young mistress
wants to visit the garden.
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She orders you to sweep the paths.
All right.

She wants to view the flowers.

I’ll spray and sweep the garden path.

Scene 3: The Interrupted Dream

Summoned from dream, by orioles’ trill.

Sparkling light of the new year,
Fills this ““cloistered courtyard,”
where | stand.

Douse the heavy incense,
Toss --the silk floss ends.
Will this spring time be
the same as last year?

Dawn hides the Plum Blossom Ridge.
My hair tangled by sleep.

Young mistress,

Your spring chignon aslant,

leaning against the balustrade.

“Can scissors cut, or comb untangle?
This endless weariness.”

Oh, young mistress,

I’ve bid flowers and birds

to speed up springtime.

Spring Fragrance,

Have you told the gardener

to sweep the garden path?

I have done so.

Bring the mirror over here. Yes.

She faces the mirror when
done with her coiffure;

She adds perfume before
donning her silken gown.
Miss, the mirror stand is here.
Put it down. Yes.

What a fine day.
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Soitis.

Strands of sunlight breeze

(Please dress now.)

Into this quiet courtyard,

Swaying threads of spring.

Pausing awhile, I fix my hairpin.
Contemplating the mirror,

that stole my silhouette.

Cloud like tresses trailing to one side.
Pacing my chamber dare | step outside.

You say that new jade skirt

and gown are prettiest;

Sparkling eight jeweled hairpin most precious.
You know that all my life

I love to be beautiful:

Like the early spring that no one sees,

Like graceful fish diving deep,

Landing swan, birds in flight.

Shy like blushing flowers,

hidden moon, and trembling blossoms.

We are at the garden gate.

Please go in, young mistress.

Here we are inside the garden,

Look at the gallery, its gilding faded.

Miss, this is a gold fish pond.

Around the pond side cottage, green is the moss.
Stepping carefully on grass,

Less mud stains new brocaded socks.
Protecting flowers, trip cords tug on tiny golden bells.
Spring Fragrance, if we didn’t come here,

How shall we know that springtime is like this.
Soitis.

Already, bright purple and
passion pink bloom in profusion.
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Yet to crumbling well, faded walls,

such splendor is abandoned.

But in this glorious season,

Where are sounds of joy in this garden?
Mornings take wing, evenings unfold,
Beyond green arbor, rosy clouds soar.
In windy strands of rain, gilded
pleasure boats nod in misty waves.
Maidens shielded by brocaded screens,
are blinded to such glorious scenes.

Look young mistress,
there is a green hill!

All over the verdant hill,
The azaleas are in full bloom.
Cuckoo birds waken red azaleas.
There is a trellis...
Beyond trellis vines, silky mist softly lingers.
All the flowers are blooming,
but not yet the peonies.
The peony is gorgeous,
But blooms late when spring is gone.
Softly my eyes rest....
Young mistress, listen to
The orioles and swallows sing.
Yes, the swallows’ chirping cleaves the air,
And orioles trill so clear.

There is yet more to see in this garden.
Why mention it?

Leave some attractions

For tomorrow.

Good idea.

Endless scenes to see, so let it be.
Seeing twelve fairy dwellings

is still in vain.

Might as well go back home
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to pass the time of day.

Young mistress,

Your are tired, rest for a while.
I’ll look in on Madame.

Go now and come back.

“Fill the vase with mountain purple,
Replenish the urn with heavy incense.”

Back from a spring time outing,

I try on spring ornaments.

Spring, oh spring.

How I long for you to stay.

What shall I do when spring is gone.
Such weather

makes one drowsy.

I know not why, thoughts
of passion will not subside.
Suddenly, despair fills my heart.

Since | was born a natural beauty,

To make a match of suitability,

They search for godly alliance.

But what good is marriage,

If the youth of spring time is cast aside,
Who will see my desire as | sleep?

I beg to know, despite calls of modesty.
Who will lay beside me as | dream?
As the time of youth flows by,
Languishing here,

To whom can | confide.

Anguishing here,

To heaven | shall plead,

For the rest of this sad life.

Ah, lady

I have looked for you all over,
Here you are.

Just now in the garden | plucked
A willow branch.
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Lady, you are versed in poetry.
Why not compose an ode,

In praise of this willow branch.

I have never met that man;

why is he here?

Lady,

My heart is filled with love for you.

For your beauty that flowers

with the flowing river of time.

I sought you everywhere,

but you languish in your chamber.
Lady,

Let’s talk over there.

Where? Well....

Around this peony lattice,

Tight by the pond side hill;

Undo our collar button,

and loosen our sash.
Bite the ends of your sleeve,

And bear with this tender sleep.
Have we met somewhere before?
Gazing at each other,

As we come together, wordless,
in this wonderful place.

Shining sky over glorious scene,
Myriad purple and red in bloom.
Like jewels set in latticed railing.
Colored clouds surrounding all.
To oversee the guarding of flowers,

Less they are scattered, by morning breezes.

Let beauty and gallant
Rejoice in their dream.

The pond side hill, pond side hill,
Veiled by clouds and misty rain.
Beyond latticed railing, latticed railing
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Red and green gowns turn in pairs,

Rousing restless bees and courting butterflies.

Destiny of the “thrice born stone,’
is not only a dream; but a

Dream of fairyland, taking

both by joyous surprise.

This brief moment is made in heaven,
Pillowed on grass, bedded among flowers.
Red petals dot billowing hair,

Jade hairpin loose to one side.
Holding you tight, ever so tenderly;
Flesh to flesh,

to mold into one.

Such sun rouged blush, damp with rain.
Splendid!

I must leave but long to stay.

Gazing at each other, wordless

As we come together,

in this wonderful place.

Lady,

You are tired. Rest a while.

I will go now.

Itis:

“She makes love like gentle rain...
Sir.... 1 am here.

Wonderful!

She slumbers under clouds of
Witch’s Mountain.”

“My husband presides in court;

My fair daughter stands by the window.
Embroidered on her skirt,

Flowers and birds in pairs.”

Wake up, my child.

Ah, Siu....... Your mother is here.

It is you, mother.

Ten thousand blessings to you, mother.
Never mind. What did you say just now?...
I was just talking about embroidery silk.
Why are you dozing in broad daylight here?
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Let me tell you, mother.

I was just walking in the garden

And came back feeling tired.
I slept for a while and.

Didn’t know mother had come and

Failed to greet you.
Please forgive me, mother.

That is all right. Why don’t you
Go and read in the school room?

The professor is absent,

so the lessons have stopped for a while.
My child, the garden is deserted,

Don’t go wandering around.
I’ll obey your kind admonition.

All right. The girl is growing up
She is bound to have odd feelings.

Let her be. 1 am going now.

Let it be said: “Gently | yield to the daughter....

Your child is seeing you off.

Never mind. “Difficult is being a mother.”
Oh mother. You tell me to read.

But what kind of books
Can relieve my despair.

Fragrant rain clouds of love
scarcely touched my dream.
But maternal call

Rouse me as I slumber

by the sunlit screen.
Cold sweat breaks in surprise,

Heart weak, steps stumble.
Mind distraught, hair askew.
My will spent,

strength exhausted.

Who delights in rising;

Just let me sleep again.

Drowsy with spring fever,
weary from roaming,
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I sleep without censing

my bedding.

O Spring,

Would that dream of my heart
be gone yet not far.

Scene 4: Aspirations

Of all old families of East River,
The house of Liu leads.
By the stars of Zhang and Gui,

Our land is an auspicious place.
But several generations led

to this poor scholar,

To bear the wind storm of times.
Who said that riches are in books,
Where are the faces of jade,

or shining gold?

Poverty makes ashen faces.

But | am born with an air

of confidence.

My family name is Liu, named
Mengmei, Plum Blossom Dreamer,
Also called Dear Spring;

Descendant of Liu Songyuan,

minister of Liu province,

In the Tang dynasty.

Orphaned in youth, my living

has been quite precarious.

Although I’ve succeeded in three examinations,
Luck has not been with me

and I live in awful poverty.

I’m forced to rely on a

master gardener, Hunchback Guo,

To make a living planting flowers and fruits.

Everyday | daydream.

Suddenly the other night, | had a dream.
I dreamt of a great garden.

Under a flowering plum tree,
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stood a beautiful lady.

She said, “Master Liu,

You and | are destined to be married.

Then you will meet with success and

Prosperity.

This dream is rather curious.

So | changed my name to Mengmei,
‘Plum Blossom Dreamer,’

In remembrance of that dream.

Though I changed my name,

The charming spirit seems to foresee.
She sets the happy date, as the courtier
to the ““moon toad palace” waits.
Plum Blossom Dreamer, unlike the
pear vendor, boasts not of his talents;
And unlike the envious Change E,

the fairy that shames the flowers.
Plum Blossom’s heart waits,

as sour pain knits willow brow,

in drunken oblivion.

I, Liu Mengmei,

is considered a top talent
Among Guangzhou circles.
Yet I dally in horticulture.
Dependent on an old gardener,
How embarrassing.

Thinking things over,

It’s best that | pack up and

go to Lin’an to sit for another examination.

Master gardener, master gardener!
Coming, young master.

Don’t worry, don’t worry.

I have inherited family gongfu.

You are studying hard, young master.
Master Gardener,

I want to discuss something with you.
What?

I’ve been studying for over 20 years.
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Correct.

But there is no sign of success.
But there’s nothing to be done.
Sticking it out here in Lingnan
is no solution.

What do you intend to do?

I’d rather go earlier to

Lin’an to prepare for the exams.
Good idea, good idea.

Taking examinations should be

part of a scholar’s life.
I’ll go now to pack your clothes.

Many thanks, Master Gardener.
No trouble at all.

As the saying goes:
“Heaven-made talent has utility,
To make dreams into reality.”

Some day | shall ride through

streets in triumph;

The silken cord of matrimony, will
capture the champion of flowers.
Young master, hurry up.

Coming!

Scene 5: Search for the Dream

Never before has Springtime

so disturbed the heart.

Over painted garden walls,

some low, some high,

Springtime longings swirl and fly.

Reclining vines catch my skirt hem,

As if flowers know my heart, and
Lead me to that wonderful place.

Walking along here, turning
Thoughts of love in my mind.
The garden looks the same.
While no one is here, let me
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look for my dream.

Over there, was it by that pond side rock?
Over here, was it by this peony pavilion?

Pale green sprouts of peonies,
set against latticed railing.
Strands of weeping willow;
Clusters of elm seed money,
Like golden coins twirling

on strands of spring.

In the dream yesterday,

That young scholar gave me

A branch of willow to compose a poem.
When he insisted on courting,

He had so much to say.

Who is the handsome youth,
coming from near or afar?

Who dares to loiter around

this boudoir, and into the garden.
Then speaking tenderly,

He tilts his eyes toward me
ever so patiently.

And | pursed my lips,
About to respond.

I am not his lover, destined

from a former life,

Not even a glimpse of him,

had | even seen before.

Would that he appear in the next life,

He that appeared in dream in this life.
A young scholar, alive,
Carrying me off to bed

Remembering that young man,
Rouses my desire.

Passionately he held me tight,
Lips against my fragrant shoulder.
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Slowly I turn and move

in answer.

Slowly I turn and move

in answer.

In a moment’s time,

A lucid mind, is dazed and dazzled.
Such a phantom apparition,

Such soft, tender, solicitation.
But then, crimson shadows of flowers,

Shower from the sky.

Crimson shadows of flowers,

Shower from the sky.

Or was it but my dreaming soul in turmoil.
I searched all over, everything has
disappeared.

That peony pavilion, herb peony railing,
Everything is so desolate.

Not a sign of people.

Itis so sad.

This place is ever so desolate;

No pavilions on either side.

Are my eyes dazed that | cannot see,

In broad daylight, under a blue sky.

Can | recapture what appeared in dream,
Just then so real and alive.

Pacing four corners, I linger.

Yes, This is the place, where

My golden bangle was bent.

Scholar, where are you?

Ah, in this lonely spot,

I see a tall flowering plum tree,
With lovely clusters of plums.

If 1, Liniang, can be buried here after | die,

How fortunate | would be.

Strangely my heart is drawn
To the side of this plum tree.
Flowers, grasses, bid me stay.
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Living or dying, let me be.

Sad or troubled, none to reproach.

Only to mingle with another soul,
In plum blossom raining day.
Alas, to meet that dream one,
I wait by the base of this tree,
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