BLOOD ACTOR
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Tai xia rén z6u guo bu jian
jiu yan seé.

Tai shang rén chang zhe
Xin sui li bié gé.

Qing zi nan ludé mo ta
chang xu yi xué lai he.

Xi mu qi xi mu lud shéi shi
ké?

Xi yT shé shui xiu qi lud.

Chang béi huan chang li
hé wu guan wo.

Shan kai hé lué gu xiang
you mo.

Xi zhong qing xi wai rén
ping shéi shuo?

Guan jiang xi nu ai l& dou
réng ru fén mo.
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Beneath the stage, people
pass by, yet the old colors
are no longer seen. (Old
colors can symbolize
fading traditions, past
glories, lost history or
impermanence of emotions
& people, etc.).

Onstage, someone sings a
heartbreaking farewell
song.

The word 'love' is hard to
write—she must sing it
with blood.

Curtains rise; curtains
fall—who is but a guest?
With each act, water
sleeves rise and fall.
(Water sleeves: the long
flowing sleeves used in
Chinese opera for
expressive movements).
Singing of joy and sorrow,
of reunion and
separation—it has nothing
to do with me.

The fan opens and closes;
the gongs and drums
sound, then fall silent.
Love within the play, lives
beyond the stage—who
can truly judge?

Emotions of joy, anger,
sorrow, and happiness are
blended into the stage
makeup.
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Cheén ci chang chuan you
ra hé bai gu ging hur jie
wo.

Luan shi fu ping rén kan
féng hud ran shan hé.

Wei béi wéi gan wang you
guo na pa wu rén zht wo.

Tai xia rén z6u guo bu jian
jiu yan seé.

Tai shang rén chang zhe
Xin sui li bié gé.

Qing zi nan ludé mo ta
chang xu yi xué lai he.

Xi mu gi xi mu lud shéi shi
ke?

Guan jiang xi nu ai lé dou
cang ru fén mo.

Cheén ci chang chuan you
ra hé bai gu ging hur jie
wo.

Luan shi fu ping rén kan
féng hud ran shan hé.
Weéi béi wéi gan wang you
guo na pa wu rén zht wo.
Tai xia rén z6u guo bu jian
jiu yan seé.

Tai shang rén chang zhe
Xin sui li bié gé.
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What does it matter if stale
words are sung to the
end? In the end, I'm
nothing but bones and
ashes.

Like drifting duckweed in a
world aflame, | watch as
war devours the land.
Though I'm lowly, | dare
not forget my country’s
grief—though none may
know my name.

Beneath the stage, people
pass by, yet the old colors
are no longer seen.
Onstage, someone sings a
heartbreaking farewell
song.

The word 'love' is hard to
write—she must sing it
with blood.

The curtain rises and
falls—who is but a guest?
Emotions of joy, anger,
sorrow, and happiness are
hidden within the stage
makeup.

What does it matter if stale
words are sung to the
end? In the end, I'm
nothing but bones and
ashes.

Like drifting duckweed in a
world aflame, | watch as
war devours the land.
Though I'm lowly, | dare
not forget my country’s
grief—though none may
know my name.

Beneath the stage, people
pass by, yet the old colors
are no longer seen.
Onstage, someone sings a
heartbreaking farewell
song.

2



5% &
1

K WEE LR

SIS ZR I M >k

RAEEREG
EEX AN ERXATE

A E R WEEHIEX

T
ﬁ%ll Eﬁ Iﬁ /L,\IL.\E
BLEERBERRE

Qing zi nan ludé mo ta
chang xu yi xué lai he.

Xi mu gi xi mu lud zhdng
shi ké.

Ni fang chang ba wo déng
chang.

Mo chao féng yue xi mo
xiao rén huang tang.

Yé zéng wen ging huang
yé zéng kéng giang chang
XTng wang.

Dao wu qing dao ybu qing
zén si liang?

Dao wuging dao yduqing
fei siliang.
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The word 'love' is hard to
write—she must sing it
with blood.

The curtain rises and
falls—ultimately, we are all
but guests.

Once you finish singing, |
take the stage.

Do not mock the romance
on stage, nor laugh at
human folly.

| have pondered rise and
decay and sung
resoundingly of triumph
and loss.

This world* is heartless,
yet full of emotion—how
can one measure it?
*Literally Dao, referring to
the fundamental way or
principal of the universe.
This world is both
indifferent and
compassionate—
pondering this is
exhausting.



