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Act 21 (Prologue) Lonely Singing
8th lunar month, 1684

(Enter Ceremony Master, wearing a felt headscarf and Taoist monk’s long
zown)
CEREMONY MASTER:

(To the Tune of Tianxiale)

The rain has washed the autumn streets,

The green mountains and red trees have refreshed the city.

Which family has extra gold powder

To spread to the performers of The Peach Blossom Fan.

I am an old man who has no family,

So I choose to drink alone in a famous garden.

Everyday, I celebrate the arrival of peace,

While watching the performance of The Peach Blossom Fan.
OFFSTAGE VOICE:
Are you, sir, going to the Pacific Garden to watch “The Peach
Blossom Fan™?
CEREMONY MASTER:
Yes, exactly.
OFFSTAGE VOICE:
You watched the first part of the performance yesterday. How was it?
CEREMONY MASTER:
It was wonderful. I laughed; I cried. In Sima Qian’s Records of the
Historian, Dongfang Shuo becomes one of the characters. Here 80 to
90 percent of the fact have not been verified, and 20 to 30 percent of

the emotions have been invented.
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(Walks)
(To the Tune of Ganzhbouge)

Time flies like arrows,
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It’s the season that cicada chirp in willows,
Lotuses blossom in ponds, sending out fragrance.
Dressing for the heat with a sun helmet,

I feel sleepy when I reach the waterside.

An overnight rain beat against the western window,

I had a wonderful time seeing entertainment in the North Lane.
Chinese parasols grow in the yard,

I hear the pounding of washing clubs,

While insects in moss murmur their own words.

Casually I hold a walking stick,
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Carefree | step out of the gate,

Leaves of Chinese scholartrees fall on the road.

(To the previous tune)

My skin wrinkies, my body shrinks,

They show the hardship I’'ve experienced,

My hairs turn silvery on the brows.

In the gloomy autumn 1 fall ill,

As a traveler I’'m in misery.

The only one remaining in entertainment circles,
This aging body becomes useless.

Neither for making sons and grandsons,

Nor for seeking fame and profit,

Which shall float away like water and clouds.
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All are gone,

Furious lords and angry ministers,
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Rustling in the setting sun are withering grasses.

(To the previous tune)
I yearn for spring but cannot see it,
The splendid Han palace and pictures,

Have all turned to ashes.

Though the game of Weigi (encirclement chess) is over,

It’s hard to say who is the winner.

No Southern-dynasty temples, nor influential families’ tombs,

Reflected in the river are only broken mountains with flowers and
willows.

No man is seen,
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When smoke spreads at dusk,

Upright heroes and loyal service are no longer valued.

The yellow dusts are changing,

The red sun is rolling,
A legendary story will soon be forgotten. 445

(To the previous tune)

Nowhere can one find the dance floors of the Wu State.

None of the seniors who know the founding stories of the Ming,
Are still alive.

Depressed poets of the Cloud Pavilion

Stopped writing years ago.
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The singer has not yet finished the song,
But the red candle has burned to its end.
Dressed up in official costumes,
Wearing makeup for the stage,

Actors perform new pieces

Where all sincerity is fake,

And merits are ironic.

The play is simply for your entertainment.

(To the Tune of Yuwen)

Shameless at an old age,

1 remain romantic,

Enjoying myself by being a womanizer.

[ care about none of the figures involved in The Peach Blossom Fan.

Originally it was indeed an opera,

Today the opera has become reality.

I have witnessed both,

Thanks to Heaven who keeps me alive as an observer.
Now, Ma Shiying is again on stage. Please go on watching the show.

(Bows with cupped hands and exits)
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Act 21 Fawning on the Superior

10th lunar month, 1644

(Enter Ma Shiying in an official suit with a hat and a belt, followed by bis
head servant shouting to clear the way for him)
MA SHIYING:

(To the Tune of Jubuaxin)

Cooking with the right seasonings requires intelligence.

To build my power I divide families into different groups.

Drilling into the cold ashes, 1 relight the fire,

Balancing conflicting forces, 1 rule the country in harmony.
I am Ma Shiying. As the No. 1 assistant to His Majesty, 1 hold crucial
power in the national administration. When the Emperor does noth-
ing, 1 follow suit, closing my eyes and cupping my hands. A gentleman
should keep fit, waiting for a chance to show his talent. Among the
court officials in purple gowns, half are as humble as I am. T employ my
knowledge to get revenge against some, while showing mercy to others.
People say that when you raise a herd of horses, there may be trouble.
They don’t know that since I can enthrone an emperor, 1 can also send
someone to death.

(Langhs)
It has been peaceful these days, and the plums are ripe, so I've pre-
pared a banquet in the Wanyu Garden for my relatives and old friends.
The more they butter me up, the more distinguished my position. Life
means secking happiness, and it’s the right time for me to enjoy a life of
wealth and honor.

(Calls)

Head servant, whom do you plan to invite to today’s party?

IC iV m

ueq Wosso|g yoead ay |

=
§
-
=
-
()
B
3
ozl




U FRESF S, ISR, CEEEILA, ik
HA, JERRSFRIBTRER, XILES.
() BB RIEAZ [ £,
() X AT RS 2R,
pm MR, BENNEET.
(wptr) 4y HANZANE, AL IE B 5% A 5,
() J&,
) REEF, REEFR.
oh AHEFE, BIETBEEME, A fefbh—7, EFFiEkT,
() B
(A il )
WA i T4 &,
FHIRFEE 17 AR,
(WL AT

() FaE A HE?

EE |+ 1% @I;MEN




HEAD SERVANT:
They are all from Master’s province, such as Yang Wencong, chief of
Military Affairs; Yue Qijie, the Imperial Procurator; the newly assigned
Water Transportation Administrator Tian Yang; and Ruan Dacheng of
the Guanglusi. That’s all.
MA SHIYING:
(Suspicions)
But Ruan Dacheng is not a native of my province.
HEAD SERVANT:
He often tells others that he is your relative, Master.
MA SHIYING:
(ILaughs)
Through a circuitous route, he could be considered a relative.
(Gives orders)
Since there are no outsiders among today’s guests, we’ll have dinner in
the Plum Blossom Study.
HEAD SERVANT:
Yes, sit.
MA SHIYING:
It’s already afternoon, go invite the guests.
HEAD SERVANT:
It’s not necessary. They are all waiting outside the gate. If you call them
in, they’ll all be here.
(Calls towards the outside)
The Master invites you to come in.
(Enter Yang Wencong and Ruan Dacheng hurriedly)
YANG WENCONG and RUAN DACHENG:
Even the doorman’s words sound authentic,
Making the Prime Minister’s big house difficult to enter.
(Come in and greet Ma Shiying)
MA SHIYING:

I was wondering who was outside.
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(Turns to Yang Wencong)
Brother-in-Law Yang, we’re relatives. Why didn’t you come in directly?
YANG WENCONG:
Though we are relatives, | am intimidated by your powerful position.
MA SHIYING:
That’s nonsense!
(Turns towards Ruan Dacheng)
Venerable Yuan, you often come here. Why were you, too, waiting to be
called in?
RUAN DACHENG:
Your residence represents authority. I don’t want to be rude.
MA SHIYING:
You're too polite.
(Offers Ruan Dacheng a seat and greets him)
MA SHIYING:
(1o the Tune of Haoshijin)
We have the chance to get together,
Let’s talk in the garden, heart to heart.
For you, my relatives and friends,
There should be no rituals at the gate.
Remember,
We come from the same roots.
Whenever we meet,
We drink to our hearts’ content,
Why should we abide by official rites?
I don’t want to see this Prime Ministet’s house
Separate me from my friends.
(As a gesture of politeness, when tea is served. Invites Ruan Dacheng to take

a cup first)
It’s a little bit cold today, a good day for a drink.
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