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Bygones

Tong Wang, 2008.

Bygones in fact are barely bygones. I always have the feeling that when I put one foot forward,
the other one is stuck in the mire of memory. Deep down in our memory, a sin can be forgiven
and our heartbreaking first love might fade away with the passage of time.

The warmth, a storm, the setting sun, a tender feeling, a grass and a wood may illuminate our
path to the future like a lamp in the dark. All bygone values can only be attained on a platform
of benevolence and tolerance and in the creations by artists.

(Home) is the oldest gouache painting that I've retained. It was created in 1979.

In the center of the picture stands a blue door with an antithetical couplet pasted on it. To the
right, some clothes are aired, while to the left, some apricot branches are seen, creating a sharp
contrast under the sunlight of the winter day. In fact, this home is not where I was born; it is
not a property from my ancestors, neither an apartment which I would later pay monthly rents
for the so-called "home". Itis a one-storey house with three rooms and one courtyard assigned
to my father by his work unit. My maternal grandparents, parents, brothers and sisters lived in
this commonest and simplest red-brick house during the 1960s.

On a cloudless summer night, my maternal grandmother would sit on the small bench in front
of the door, holding a fan in one hand and an enamel tea cup on the other.

Crickets were chirping vigorously, while the apricot trees cast a mottled shadow on the co-
urtyard under the moonlight. By her side was the opened door and the rusty {Production) brand
bicycle of my maternal grandfather.

In the winter, the courtyard was carpeted with snow. Inno time, the footprints of us kids
would traverse the courtyard.

In 1976, an earthquake hit my hometown. In the middle of the night, a light emerged from the
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ground of our residential community and the entire family
was jostled from sleep by violent shaking. All of us
rushed to the door. My father desperately pulled open the
deformed door and then waved his hand, shouting:"run!"
My father was the last one to run into the courtyard.

He told us to putour arms around the apricot tree;
leaves were rustling above us. When the quake subsided,
my father ran back to the dark house and returned with
a bunch of shoes for us.

When [ was attending the Luxun Academy of Fine
Arts, my mother was caught in a trafficaccident and
passed away in a coma six days later. With the passing
of my mother,my family was no longer complete.I went
back to Chaoyang City only during my school breaks. I
often arrived by train in early morning.I would pace up
and down in front of the door of this very courtyard in
the picture,with luggage on my back, not daring to knock
on the door.

When the news of "relocation" broke, I was abroad
and therefore couldn't have imagined my feelings when
our house, along with its courtyard, was being razed to

the ground. My elder brother later told me that my

father's work unit ordered us to remove everything in

the courtyard, including our polar and apricot trees.

My brother said that he cut down two trees in tears.

For many years, wherever and whenever I dreamed
of my home and my family, I would always see this
house. For a long time, [ was in the habit of subconsc-
iously writing down my home address as "No.39,
Building10, Residential Estate of Zhangian Geological
Team, Chaoyang City" whenever [ was writing some-
thing in reflection with a brush, pen or pencil.

That was my home!

(Dormitory) is one of my graduation works. A work
like this by a student from the Department of Chinese
Painting was practically the worst blasphemy at that
time. (Red Dress) and (Mother) were both created in
Mr. Xu Yong's studio. Although Mr. Xu never gave
us any lecture during my seven years at the Luxun
Academy of Fine Arts, deep down, I have always
regarded him as my teacher to whom I'm greatly inde-
bted and a mentor who treated me with fatherly
kindness.

Every time I went to his home to seek his opinions
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on my drawings, [ wished I could have grabbed his
hands and expressed my admiration.

(Dormitory) , (Red Dress) , (Mother) and many of
my other creations from the same period of time have
been lost. I have no idea that since when bygones have
been writhing like a big fish in my memory.

I would think of all bygone trifles but I would never
display them like exhibits.

This has nothing to do with courage or privacy, just
as whatever the size of the desk in my studio, it never
seems big enough, and no matter how many drawers
the desk has, they can barely hold all my stuff.

This is a question of choice. A man's creatively can
be demonstrated in any field. However, if imagination
fal.ls out of the range of artistic creation, it will cause
people great inconvenience. You don't have to enjoy
the works in my book. In no sense will my works
prompt to you reflect upon your life.

In my works, nevertheless, I have my own thoughts
on my painting language and my perception and underst-
anding of Chinese and Western cultures.

This book presents some of my works which have been
created over the past three decades. Even today, I still
enjoy painting on an easel and making repeated corre-
ctions on the canvas; then I would hang it on the wall

and gaze at it from a distance with enormous delight.

Beijing "Jiuchang Art Zone" 2008
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#7 %} Mixed On Canvas, 116 185cm, 1986.
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A Painting Is Just
a Painting
Tong Wang

—Published in the {Garden of Beauty)
Magazine in 1984

While art is losing her original significance day in
and day out, I'm simply hoping for good luck in my
artistic creation. I don't experience feelings of bewild-
erment or pain, as a lot of people do in the process of
artistic creation.

What I've experienced in many object creationsis not
just my emotions over the selection of lines and colors.

In my entire language, a separate patch of dark red
color and a gesture that helps maintain balance are
both extremely valuable vocabulary.Only painting can
put my mind at ease; at the same time, an innate sense
of inadequacy is omnipresent, and my soul oftentimes
experiences just a fleeting moment of restlessness
before I pick up the brush.

In the early morning, when I'm barely able to control
myself at the sight of the dews on the leaves which are
about to drop to the ground, what thoughts race through
my mind? I have no idea what emotions are raging in
the soul when I'm looking at the passers by bustling
about in the downtown area, with the slanting light of
the setting sun quivering on their faces.

Due to some language barriers,even human affections
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or wrath are communicated through artistic works in a
highly limited manner. The bottom line is not to render
the works in the making more suitable for me; rather,
it's to adjust myself to the abrupt change from one stage
to another which is beyond my control in the creative
process.Therefore,my creative process,to some degree,
often exhibits the characteristics of games. I can either
change the dramatic discordance or follow outside trends;
I would rather opt for the latter.

Among the numerous works that I've completed,
sketching most directly conveys my preference for the
shaping order.

When I'm drawing an apple, I may not be interested
in the apple but the space it takes up. If you can feel the
loneliness of the silent protruded object on that blue
background, then I might have been lonely when I was
drawing it; if you think that is just a plane consisting of
countless visually appealing color patches, then I might
have been engrossed in the resplendence of the sat-
urated and concentrated colors.

For me, my works are never answers.I cannot analyze
them,elaborate on them,let alone interpret them.I believe
that in this regard, all efforts are futile.Normally, it looks
like I'm designing and maintaining a garden, while you
can only gaze at me or refresh your memory of me as if
you're standing in your own garden. Perhaps, because
of these unrelated forms of representation, the certain

judgment and countless rusty techniques in the work

%/ WILDLAND
TR 424 #1144 Mixed On Canvas, 116 X 185cm, 1986.



are accentuated. Emotional factors and personality repres-
entation are really nothing.

How much personality do primitive drawings, painted
potteries and bronze vessels have?

Although it is an embodiment of the wisdom and ambit-
ions of the Chinese people, the Great Wall also bears test-
imony to tyranny and dictatorship of the emperor; like the
Pyramid, it was built with tremendous mental and physical
pressure. We have made numerous speculations about the
origins and motives of countless ancient arts, but the most
funda-mental and truest speculations are that they exist as
perfect artworks.

We're concerned with artworks themselves: as for the
mentality with which the works were created, it's not an
essential issue.

[ once attempted to look at impressionist works with the
notion of "ink coming in five colors" in the traditional
painting theory; I once sought the artistic conception of
"painting in the poetry and poetry in the painting" in

(Souvenir of Mortefontaine) ; and I once tried to gain an
understanding of Dunhuang from Paul Cezanne's point
of view.

I'm increasingly convinced that only by immersing my-
self in the works can I seize sufficient opportunities to
discover the various effects of arts and the rich contents
teeming with infinite possibilities and confirm that I have
a fairly good awareness.

I've never regarded my pursuit in this regard as something

B & PORTRAIT, % & Oil Painting, 1999.

indispensable to the contemporary era, neither
have I expected others to understand me or know
me.

I've never aspired to influence others' life with
my works. Are my works or arts themselves weak?
I'm puzzled.

Last, I'd like to say that I consider myself fortun-
ate 1f I have an easy time finding a title for my
work for exhibition or publication after it has

been completed.



