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MY WORLD IS BEAUTIFUL BECAUSE OF MY PRESENCE

My wotld is neither the one whose presence is to win gaudy praise, nor the one trying to escape from
the secular affairs. It is just like the pines, though never competing with the flowers to flourish the mild spring
days, yet struggling to combat with the harsh winter days without the slightest bow to the torture of the
adverse weather, always preserving its verdant green and exerting vigor and life to the otherwise boring and
freezing world. My world is so unnoticeable that it is sometimes even invisible to other people. However, it
turns out to be a phase everyone must go through. In the real world, there will never be lack of chasers to
pursue those gaudy but trendy things; the onlookers or the profiteers will never stop enjoying so much from
their pursuing. However, neither is this sort of garish beauty equal to the real beauty, nor is the real beauty
equal to the beauty of art. If there’s someone who really managed to restore the true mountains and water
from an ancient Chinese landscape painting, the artistic conception in the painting would all vanish.

More than 10 years ago I was walking in mountains along the edge of forests with my picture box,
trying to find the ideal of Barbizon or Shishkin style, but to no avail. One day I trudged by a smog-billowing
steelworks. It was just at the moment of sunset, the purple smoke shining under setting was slowly drifting,
and from time to time there came the roar of a steam train. A strong curiosity drove me closer and closer and
an unspeakable excitement filled all my heart. It was at that moment that the idea to move into the steelworks
came to my mind. So from that day on, the steelworks in came a young worker, who was there every day but
didn’t get a single penny of salary. He kept on showing up there, rain or shine.

I was so enchanted by the surroundings and so touched by the world around me —that’s a world of
mine. My wortld was beautiful because of my presence! Crazily painting during the day while frantically writing
poems at night, I became a purely artistic youth. The flowing time saw my infatuation with the small station
unloading goods at dusk. The silent night witnessed my intoxication with the dim and faint light. Deeply
enamored by everything around me—those footprints on the snow-covered ground on the 1st Day of Chinese
New Year, those bare withered tree trunks exposed in the freezing winter days, those puddles left by drizzles
outside of the white chamber and those long and sad rumblings from locomotives, I was shuttling at the edge
between my dreams and the reality but could never help being obsessed.

I do not know from which day on, the chimneys and the steam engines, which 1 was so fascinated by,



have completely disappeared from my sight. People who know me all know that I used to smoke, then T quit,
not for health, but that I couldn’t recall the feeling of loss, which has even extended till today and often kept
me awake all night, just as Beijingers have been suffering from the loss of their ancient city walls while the
Romans have been sighing over the loss of their gladiatorial combats. Everything has gone—the material or
non-material, the beloved or non-beloved, and nothing has left for me. All T could do was to pick up some
fragmentary memories and quietly hid in my canvas, lost in the depressive sadness, feeling dejected.

My friends advised me to draw pretty women, saying such things would sell well. One may have an easy
glimpse of that when glancing at the magazine covers everywhere, the centerpiece of which are all crammed
with pretty women. I’'m also a man, can't I just understand the value of those beautiful ladies? But the beauty
of them is not the beauty of art. As the saying goes “You can’t have your cake, and eat it”, so I just want to
have my own cake —the BEAUTY OF ART. The “art of beautiful ladies” is never mine. How could those
tide-chasers know the genuine happiness in my art?

I am making my way in a rugged mountainous road, playing my own tune. I will keep playing it, be there
listeners or none. Just like my belief that the interests of our Chinese people will not always stay in the beauty
of women or their legs, neither will my mind always stay in the melancholy landscape. Everything changes with
my mind. Where there is my presence, there is my world. Just beside my pillow are several books, which I have
been reading quite often in recent years, including "PARIS COMMUNE","OCTOBER REVOLUTION","
HOMERIC EPIC "and " AENEID" etc.

A wish to create a masterpiece has gradually shaped and finally materialized in my mind —it is a grand
post-classical painting series, " INTERNATIONAL MUSE". The excitement of creation has stirred me so
much and again I have been reborn to be a purely fanatical artistic middle-aged man! Nothing more to say. It’s

time for work. Hence this article serves as my preface.

Chang Tianhu
Sep.27.2011. At the Studio
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In artistic explorations on the subject of landscape painting, Chang Tianhu is completely in

opposition to Wu Guanzhong, His "carbon emission scenery” focused on social problem. Chang Tianhu

pays mote attention to psychological characterization and the establishment of humanistic ideas in

landscape.
~——  Cahyady Kumala Kwee
A well-known collector and industrialist in

Southeast Asia
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