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The Virtual and the Actual

it is rainy season |Wms.luly The mOTSI sky threatens ta storm you any time; though it
will be fine and brigfl, K Ne BIreNe Were driving on the ‘Windlng road'as #f-in clouds. Looking at the
distant white cloufis, We seem to b&FURNINE Into the mystery, but we realize that-we are stil in its
reality. We keep Bhifting #iom the virtugl to the actual and back in the. feggy mountains, not knowing
which way to turns we_pepjwepuesgg witn neads heavier and feet lighter. Rain or shine, you feel the
sky there, sO close apnd Tamiar.e#nere s no shield between the head and the sky, so that there is
no escape from the rain or sunburn, which s different from the situation in Beiing. There-s a thick
protection over Beiing, beneath which the concrete celling prevents us from the sight of the sky.
People are too engaged to notice the sky. But the local residents here are not busy: they-happily
watch the wayfarers and spend the remaining time watching the sky.

As | planned before setting-out, | need a good look at the sky in-Yunnan. The sky in my mind has
been stereotyped. pages of images sometimes dotted with chidish memory, or a hypocritical ideal sky,
aloof from the reality. Like the shift between the virtual and the real, the fragments in memory present
themselves In cross—section bumping in reality, making us uncomfortable. What impress us are people
and personal affairs, as diametricaly opposed to nature and the sky. It is said that successful artists
know how to live between the virtual and the real, having found themselves proper places. But most
of us do not know whether to be realistic or virtual, to drift along or be critical, escape and
accountabiity: they make us uncertain.

| found myself in Yunnan with a sense of déja vu. | had long cherished an appointment with the sky
here. It came from my long vears’ beautification of the sky. Under this sky, we find complicated—
minded people with blank looks, and monotonous activities overlapping the simple and generous sky; no
one knows which serves as the background of which. Like roaches, we become drug—fast before the
dark and dismal sky so that we cannot tolerate the ‘hypocrisy’ of white clouds in a blue sky. Sure
enough, after the thunderstorm, other glaring colors enter my eyes to stimulate my pupis. | take off
my dark glasses and was dazzled to laughter, as if | see the background of pictures envisioned long
ago. The color is amost mockingly true, whie my earlier pursuit of its pure splendor was nothing but
a balance against hopelessness.

The transparent sky over the thin—aired plateau alowed my bold heavy breaths with difficult steps,
regardiess of sunburn and downpour. Tracts with apparent infidelity became famiiar and safe around.
When virtual reality leisurely turns into such actuality, what-is left that does not keep you steady and
captivated?

Chen Shuxia
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4] Hawthorns #F®EEBE Oil on Canvas 100cm x 80cm 2004
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