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Foreword

Chinese classical poetry developed by the Tang (AD 618 — 907) and
Song (AD 960 — 1279) dynasties to become the brightest jewel on the Chi-
nese literary scene. For centuries, its brilliance has drawn and nurtured gen-
erations of young lovers of art and literature. In China, no other literary
genre can match the influence of Tang and Song poetry, whose classical
perfection and sheer beauty have reached into every corner of this vast
country. A great number of the poems arc not only known by scholars but
have become folk culture familiar to all, so that it is not uncommon to find
shepherds singing these masterpieces. Their timeless grace has survived the
years, even through times of war and disasters. In the last half century,



with the rapid growth of the publishing industry, countless editions of clas-
sical anthologies have come out to serve the different needs of Chinese read-
ers — and publishers are still looking for new ideas. The publishing of this
pocket-sized Chinese-English series is part of that endeavor. Each book
contains about thirty representative works of famous poets, mainly from the
'Tang or Song dynasties. English translations by renowned translators ac-
company the original Chinese poems, along with lovely illustrations —
making these books perfect for study or appreciation, as a collector’s item
or gift, for both Chinese and international readers.

Ye Mang
December 23, 1998
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I SKETCH A MAP IN A CUP OF TEA [3]

Travelers wonder how to reach Cold Mountain.

No road stretches so far; the streams end far below.
Summer ice darkens the greens.
Sunrise labors to burn off the mist.

How did a gray squat thing like me arrive?
I make my journey sitting still.
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