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Preface

It was unbelievable. my family was poor. When I was a boy, I had no ambitions to do great things. Never had | any great aspiration, nor any vain-
ly wishes. It seemed that the colour of life was destined to be gloom.

Luckily, it is art that loves me, accompanies me and nurtures me all along. Since childhood, the interest in art and the picture I screwed at will has
become the stimulas and inspiration of my creation. While I was worried about making a living, as I hold my painting brush and made drawing at will, I
can limber up and relax my tired body, and cure the wound of my soul. so far, painting has become the way of my making a liveing and a bridge bring
me into the world.

More luckily, it is the earth in my hometown that brings my up. She doesn’t cold — shoulder me. All along she has protected me and fed me. It is
she who nourished my body and soul with tenderness, sweetness and elegance. She has given me not only a cultivative foothold but also time and space
upon which I look for into the distance in all directions, and where I place great hopes. She lead me by the hand to walk and urges me on to work hard.

All this is love and fate, puzzling fate! what else could I ask for? I only belong to painting and this country land.

So 1 am able to “forget”. I pay no attentions to honors, sophistication. etc. I still persist and I firmly believe that, only someone who is honest,
wise and tolerate can find truth, kindness and beauty, which are the origin of art. perhaps my stubborness is not understood by those who regard them-
selves as such persons that have broad and profound knowledge, and those who are ironic in speech and behavior. They could sneer, “you are a bump-
kin.”

Oh, I am a bumpkin. There is an aboriginal villager, who is cultivating silertly in a small field of painting in the country of pearl River Delta in
South China. That is I!

Ye Qi — ping
In Gengqu Hall, on September 9,1995.
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ik 1. Rich soil 80 % 90cm



MEFS Soundsof Ducks by the lake 62 X 83cm




YIRS Floating smoke in the early morning 62 X 83cm



ﬁ“ﬂi Sweet Girl 33 X 140cm



Z [u]/]Mi Country Road 45 X 55¢m



5% & The morning after-raining 62 X 83cm



% /I\BE Little Yard of the Peasant Family 40 X 62cm




lﬂﬁﬁ’ Peaceful Path 62 X 83cm



it XL Sweet Wind 62 x 83cm



Wind Blows Thatched Cottage by the Pool 62 X 83cm
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i Tend White Geese 100 X 120cm



%%ﬁ Taiping Old Town 62 X 72cm




