Peony I.B: Ludie to Lihun
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Scene 6: The Traitor

I am the great Emperor of Jin
Wan Yanliang.

Happily, Li Quan of Huaiyang,
Whose bravery defies 10 thousand men,
Is willing to submit to me.

I ennobled him the

Vagabond Duke of Jin.

And allotted him 3 years time
to raise men, buy horses, and
Pillage the Huaiyang area.
Thus, | begin the siege of
Hangzhou; and

Fulfill my great conquest.

Nothing more, but to
pick off remaining lands
Of the House of Zhao.

Scene 7: The Self Portrait

From winding path, fading dream,
he has vanished.

In lonely chamber, cool as jade,
my soul is lost.

Like flowers in mist,

Moon in cloud veil,
A silent spark of love awakens.

‘For whom tender feelings spring;
By the peony pavilion, love’s dream wanes.
Sorrow chills thin gown, as | pace.’

Miss, since walking in the garden
You sleep and eat erratically

and have become so thin.

Silly girl, what do you know. T’is:
‘Love dream stirs in early spring,
Flower slimmed by dawn's chill.’
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Miss, in just a few days

You have become so gaunt.
Hearing Spring Fragrance say
That I have become too thin,

Let me look in the mirror and see for myself.
Young mistress, look here.

To think that I, Lady Beauty Du
Use to be exquisitely lovely,

But now reduced to this.

If I don't make a portrait now

To be kept in this world,

Once | am dead,

How would that dear one

Ever know that Du Liniang

Of Sichuan, was so lovely.
Spring Frangrance  Yes, miss....
Bring plain silk and colors,

I will make a rendering.

Yes.

In this short time, the flower
of youth has withered away.

A blessed life is not mine to be;
Must beauty also age so easily.

Alas, since my young mistress
visited the garden,

She could not eat or sleep,

and wasted away.

Just now, seeing her pitiful image
In the mirror,

she wanted to make a self-portrait.

She had me prepare silk sheath
and pigments.
Ah, young mistress,

“Treasures of the studio” are ready.
You can start rendering now.
I will make some tea for you.

To think that a beauty of 16 years

Is to be traced by my own hand.
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Dust off the mirror
with silken gauze.

O silhouette mine, let me contemplate you.

Your cheeks, a winsome smile.

Color in those cherry lips,

Blend in those willow brows,

Fill in billowing tresses, like misty clouds.

Smiling, she stands slim-waist
Leaning in the east wind mild;
Yet distressed by love's sorrow.
Dreaming by the pond side hill,
Where willows sway in the wind.
So slender.

Now add a few plantain leaves,
Tilting so.

Wonderful painting,

Spring Fragrance, do you think
This rendering looks like me?
It looks just like you,

But with your good looks, miss,
There is one thing lacking.
What?

Lacking a mate beside you.
Spring Fragrance, to tell the truth,
Since strolling in the garden,

I have found some one already.
Miss, is that really possible?
Well, it is a dream.

That young scholar in your dream
What did he look like?

He was handsome and refined.
He held a willow branch, and
asked me to compose a poem.
Miss, did you?

| did not.

Then what happened?

Then that young scholar and |
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Had a heart to heart talk.

Then he took me to

The Peony Pavilion,

Miss, your memory is so vivid.
Silly maid....

There is one with whom

I have rejoiced.

I think of sketching him

Into this fair portrait now,

But a maiden's modesty fears
Disgrace in such a sketch.

This self portrait, like

The autumn lunar orb, lonely
above mounds of clouds.

Where is the noble courtier of
the moon palace in the sky?

That young man in my dream
Plucked a willow branch

To give me

as he waved it back and forth .
Can it be that my future spouse

Is surnamed Liu, the Willow,
Wherefore this prophecy.

Miss, dreams may seem believable,
but cannot be believed.

Spring Fragrance,

| want to inscribe a poem

On this portrait, alluding to love.
What do you think?

Good! Let me grind the ink.
‘Seen up close she seems alive.
Viewed from afar a fairy in flight.
To unite someday with the

Moon palace guest,

If not by Plum then by Willow's side’.

So, it's Plum or Willow,

My miss’ groom

Is most likely surnamed Liu.
Spring Fragrance,

take this portrait and
Quietly tell the garden boy
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To have it mounted, but
Tell him to keep it from view.
I will.

For viewing in the boudoir
where others do not come.
An image fit for the fairy
Witch's Mountain shrine,
Less it flies away

for rain and clouds.

Scene 8: The Lady Shaman

‘Marriage is a bother in this world
For yin and yang we rush around.
Heaven deprived me of human parts
So life for me is but a dream.’

I am Sister Stone of the

Shrine of Purple Luminosity.

My secular family name

is not Stone.

But I was born a stone female,
Shunned by people. So | took

The religious title, Sister Stone.
Many sayings in the 1000
Character Text" describe me well.

I was born with

"prim and proper" looks;

A “Calm and gentle temper”.
Unfortunately that “Ancient Lake Dongting”
Has dried up without a seam.

The pond of Kun became rock solid.
I would stay celibate and

"fulfill filial devotion™.

But mother said that | had the

“good looks of historic beauties”
And should have a family where
“old and young are congenial”;
Where “The man sings and

wife follows”.

So she got a fast talking go-between,
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And betrothed me to

a big nosed groom.

On the wedding night,

He would “ride clouds to shed rain”,
But I was like “dew frozen onto frost”
He couldn't find his way in, and

Got himself totally exhausted.

Many times | thought of

drowning myself,

But fear that others would

ridicule him for disloyalty.

And so | took vows to end it all.

Since coming to this

Shrine of Purple Luminosity,

I've endured endless insults.

And finally got to be the abbess.

But the secret to this success,

Is no less than

This exquisite face of mine.

Some VIP pilgrims are coming today,
So let me spruce up the back hall.

A strange thing, truly strange thing.
Strolling in the garden can

Cause strange malady.

The young miss met a young scholar
In her dream.

Upon waking she cannot stop thinking
Of him.

Doctor’s medicine cannot cure her.
She lost 7 parts of her beauty.

Sister where are you? Where are you?
So it’s little brother Turtle.

Right, little brother Turtle, me.

Are you the prettiest little nun

In this Daoist temple?

Phooi. Don’t talk nonsense.

What is the matter.

A VIP pilgrim is coming.

The master is making up.
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These days Miss Du

Got some strange malady and
Asked me to do an exorcism.
So I'd better get going now.

I have a sorcerer's magic spell.

An amulet, worn on the belt.
No harm will come to those

under its protection.
Whether flower demons

or willow sprites;
They will be cast out for good.

Scene 9: The Soul Departed

Our young mistress, fell ill

Since spring, lingering onto fall.

Herbs had no effect;
divination to no avail.

Today is the Mid Autumn Festival.
But it is dreary with wind and rain.

Still, let me bring her out
to sit a while.

“In all this world, nothing
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is sweeter than love.

To the depth of my soul,
everything is in pain’.

Young mistress,

Do you feel better today?

I am gravely ill.

I'm afraid | won’t last.

What is tonight?

The 15th of the 8th month.
Oh, the Mid Autumn Festival.
Spring Fragrance,  Yes, Miss
Raise the window and

Let me view the moon.

Yes.

Why, it's started to rain.
Young mistress, look,

Hazy moon, drizzling rain.
Oh,

Hazy moon, drizzling rain.

In the ocean sky, where will the
Crystal moon toad break waves?
In the autumnal void, I gaze

at that pestle of jade.

Who will steal the elixir of life,
for the ailing fairy Chang E?
“Traces of love's dream,

wind swept clean”.
Lovers part, never to meet again....

Miss, you are weak from illness,
Don't be so sad.

Is it gods who stab, ghosts who tug,
At the arch of my brow,

cleft of my heart,

That special pain.

Young mistress, young mistress

‘Toward Mid autumn I bide my time,

But by then time is no longer mine.
The lonely moon shines

on my fate,

The life that will end in

the rain tonight.’
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Spring Frangrance, come here.
| am here.

Come over here.

Spring Fragrance is here.
Do you think that

I can come to life again?
Miss, you will recover.
After you recover,

I will tell my lord and lady,
That if there are scholars
named Liu or Mei

Find and choose one

To unite with you for life.
Wouldn't that be wonderful!
I won't last that long.

You will last, you will last.
Spring Fragrance.....

From youth you have
attended me.
What I think, you foresee.

Spring Fragrance.....

Do you remember the portrait?
What about the portrait?

The poem | wrote on it,

is not for outsiders to see.

After | die, put it in a box and
Hide it under the pond side rock.
You must remember to do it.

Yes, miss.

In this portrait a spirit dwells;
Perhaps someday,

he will come to know me well.

Oh, the young mistress fainted.
Madame, come quickly.

My child.

Wake up my child. Wake up Miss
Mother.

My child, mother is here.

Mother, let me tell you something.
Speak slowly.

Copyright Lindy Li Mark
May/June 2004

31



Peony I.B: Ludie to Lihun

BT Pl
B U 1 e e
it

w[iwl | AR
JF[J
t I PYfg %’ﬁj
)
bl o FRER
=Tk
PR AR
hd =R L2
S 7
j\ 1S

oA e
ﬁ}ltlﬂﬁ'[fj ['zﬁs fay ['El N
T

i%

SE G
IR AT

g I
(7
el a7
FHE S

/ﬁ;—?_ﬁ‘ 72/4/%E¥ <
EHS ST %

/{‘Q/'T/ it
—~ %‘—*:"*,/77’ Lt ™
T

o A el

In the back garden....

What about the back garden?
There is a flowering plum tree.
Spring Fragrance,

Is there a plum tree in the garden?
There is.

What about it?

This plum tree

Is my favorite.

After my death,

Bury me by the plum tree

And I will rest in peace.

How can we possibly do that.
Madame,

Do as the young mistress asks.
Mother will do as you wish.
Fine.

Mother. My child?
Stand back a little.

What for?

Stand back a little.

What for?

Stand back further.

What for?

Mother! My child!

In gratitude for your nurturance

I kneel to bid you farewell.
Mother! My child.

From childhood, you cherished
me as "A thousand gold".

But this unfial daughter cannot
fulfill her filial role.

In this life, this flower

briefly bloomed;,

In the next life, | shall

Sserve you anew.

Oh cruel west wind,

in no time green leaves
shattered, red blossoms battered.
Root of this illness releases me.
The beloved has met with me.
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M Heavens,
F9— K ﬁf,%u‘ic}/ff:"//%ﬁgf/ Every word she says to me,
IS heavy with suffering.
[=' 5]

[FREET 78 BT G May the waning moon return,
//fffﬁﬁﬂ/ff//é,f_/j LTFn May the light of life rekindle.
SR A My child! Young mistress!
[FIREEN [8 BT AT F T May the waning moon return,
//fffﬁﬁﬂ/ff//éff_/j LTFn May the light of life rekindle.
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