ok

L I I R

Peony Pavilion Written by Tang Xianzu
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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 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?
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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.

Soitis.

Strands of sunlight breeze

(Please dress now.)

Into this quiet courtyard,

Swaying threads of spring.

Pausing awhile, | 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.
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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.

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.

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.
Slowly I turn and move

in answer.

Slowly I turn and move

in answer.

In a moment’s time,
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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.

It is 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.
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,



