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FOREWORD

There are many things said about China abroad. Some say that
China is mysterious. What does she look like? How do her people live?
What is she thinking about and where is she going?

In this book, I wish to introduce to the world the paintings of a Chi-
nese boy, Bu Di, who started drawing at the age of four and at six kept
a diary by means of painting. At seven he participated in the All-China
Children’s Painting Competition where he won first prize. At the age
of eight he had already had an exhibition of his work. Now he is nine.
For this collection, I have selected over fifty from his hundreds of
paintings.

In order to understand a country and her prospects, it is important
to know how she educates her next generation and how she nurtures
the spiritual life of her young people.

Bu Di is one of China’s millions of children. Children are quick,
guileless, and outspoken. For this reason, to understand the mind of
this nine-year-old child, his thoughts, his feelings, his dreams and his
ambitions is to understand China’s present as well as her future. Surely

this effort is worthwhile!

KE YAN
January 1980
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The Woman Poet Ke Yan and the Boy Painter Bu Di
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When We Were Very, Very Small

Day after day with my little sister I did exercises,
When we were both of us very, very small.
With their sweet songs,

Little birds would keep us company,

Just as the sun dropped below the mountains.



XA/ KSR D, Here is my little sister Bu Hua,
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My Little Sister
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Here I present my favorite little
monkeys

As a gift to my friends in each country.

Little monkeys know how to jump and
leap,

And turn somersaults under the sun!

If they turn towards you and cry “Zi,
Zi!”

That means, “It’s nice to be your
friend.”

If they raise their hands above their
heads,

That’s like my asking how you are. . . .
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The boys in our class
Sing and jump in front of the peacocks,

But they are so stuck-up, their tiny
heads high,

They don’t even look at them. . .

But when the girls come over,

The peacocks spread their plumes right
away.

One is snow white, the other emerald
green,

Feathers on their tails shine so bright.

Oh, peacocks! Peacocks!

Beautiful peacocks!

You are really just like our teachers,
You're always partial to the girls!
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Fish, oh fish! Glistening fish!
When I grow up, I won’t
Sigh like this when I see you!

Then, not only could I swim with you
In the very depths of the sea,

I could also fly way up in the air
And play with the stars. . ..

What do you think?
Then, will you envy me
Or will I envy you?



