


Ll

o
-

e a
e
GaEn

o

i

St

i
i

.

= .
-
L
e
&%’gﬁ"“




PSR (CIP ) Hodls

ANGE L HVBE L —— T AT RURE R
2015.12
ISBN 978-7-305-15888-9

[ DA 1T OH . O —h E— B2
PR —rp | — 240 IV . D J421 @ 1227

P RRAS AT CIP A% 7 (2015) 265 221059 5

HRREAT M st Ko i
#: e M 225 WE 44 210093
L TR N

B OB X R
% Ho A
v Tdudit M fh kit 025-83621412

g O

it Mk R

EfI Wil SRR B AT BR 2N ]

ik A 880x 1230 1/16 EIsf 11 F¥30 T

Kt W 20154 12 HASS 1 RR 2015 45 12 55 1 KEDRI
ISBN  978-7-305-15888-9

iE it 128.00 JC

[%41E: hup//www.njupeo.com
FORE: hup:/iweibo.com/mjupeo
AT 2 njupress
AL 025-83111008

# RAITAT . AL 5T
o DL R P15 L AT EHe e ) 5 9T
Vel 11 S8 TR 52 e 46



e
L ol
i




E=EAl—FFHOF T, R SERERIHEER . AHE A
eSS

RN, HEIE AR R—FIERES A2, e —M7Ea
IR KRS T — & EE SBRRE S 5=, ek
AR ENEARE TR, PHRRTECRIZHRRRAN SR 5
EMEERTBEALER S, 2K, £—LREBEE, BITREHS
BESLHIMAE, FRATIE RSk AR A A

AT R — Y& B RA:, EEXREE T2, RiEE
MRV S HATERA R A FEERNEE, R AR,
it R FRATIRE , AEIEANEAT TR A Z IO Z 3ty  FEBR AR SR,
BEREA— DA, ERRT S L QISEEE I EAE &
HYFr==[A],

(ORRBE ) HRITEEFECHIAA SR XERZHE—TA,
ERBHARE S5EPIRAY, TTRBREEINERL, fiEEHEREx
IZHZETSE, FREVEN S, RBEZNRMI AT, ith
ITR—RHHD =M. B—HER (CRIIELE ) R, WES
B ERREERRER, SARATEKPRIERE . P SEENRR
HiE, AFEAME REOERESE, RIS 285, 7T
HOERE 2Bk 5 — Aol LRI Z =,

WELUEASHIEE, HZRME DR, HAARRIE,
Bt S EICONG R AW .

2015 4 6 A TA-Aeds 3wk



The Melting Point of Body and Soul

Xianfa Chen

Henri Cartier-Bresson once said about photography, “You
must reject an amoral reality so as to reach a realness.” His
concept of “reality” and “realness” can be linked back to the
ancient Chinese concept of the relationship between an “object”
and its “breath” and what you “see” with your eyes and what you
“see” with your mind. Or, put more simply, the two areas of the
body and the soul. The best photographs meet at a point where the

body melts into the soul.

I know almost nothing about the girl whose pen name is
Uchercie—it is quite dangerous to say so—because at different
moments, when looking at her photographs, I feel as if |
know everything about her, and I see in her works the rich life
experiences of humanity. Her distinct photographs, whether they
be about nature, cities, life, or stories, give me a strong sense of

close detachment from life. In its “closeness” she maintains the

faithfulness of documenting reality, but in its “detachment™ she
opens a door to a poetic space behind the images. It is because of
this great poetic nature that [ am able to pick up my pen and write

a few courageous words on her behalf.

From this point of view, her photographic works, since
they are print, feel existent, but also have a perception of being
three-dimensional; it is both a simple and pure existence, yet a
contradiction of this existence. The “‘complexity behind the door”
rushes onto the paper. enchanting the viewer.

In the series of works entitled “Nacktpflanze”, I see images
of a girl’s nude body under the bright or dim light, ample breasts
and butterflies or a girl braiding her hair, but my emotions lie in
the unseen and entangled minds’ eye of these women: a feeling of
repressed lust, mood, and emotions, swimming with force. Once

while reading a poem from Paul Celan, I stumbled upon this word

“nacktpflanze.” In another series of photos entitled “Imaginary
Club,” the hallucinogenic images view like a psychodrama film:
a naked man and woman tangled on top of a metal framed bed, a
cup of chemical reactants balanced on a female body, the face of
a girl silently lost in memory, shot in the quick flash of a bright
light, a reclining woman seemingly suspended in air. This series’
strong impact of modernity and visual composition engage with
the viewer’s evolution of thought; the silent space that opens just
after the seeing the photograph, forming an interaction with the

viewer’s imagination, mutually promoting its dynamic aesthetics.

Yes, distinct works are never in a finished state, but rather
the works are completely open, forever waiting for the next
viewer to become deeply and emotionally involved. Through her
lens, those empty chairs captured in a wasted garden connect to

our own memories of a familiar setting, quietly waiting for us to



sit amongst them again. Yes, in certain situations, we are not the
merely the viewers of photographs shot through Uchercie’s lens,

we are the yet to be captured subjects of her camera.

To preserve the pure identity as a viewer, I didn’t talk
with Uchercie about any of her creative ideas before I wrote this
text. Only her photographs and my interpretation, or to be exact,
my misunderstandings, fill the gap between the two of us. In
previous articles, I repeatedly state a point of view: a creation’s
misunderstanding and ambiguity and even the author’s vision, are

no match for the new space that it creates.

“The Color of Pomegranate™ series is filled with the pure
breath of death. Each person that stands here, their body still ebbs
and flows with life, but what [ feel is death: the kind of death that

brings a breath of warm memories, nothing fearful. I see their

past before they die. They are a group of people hollowed out of
time.Another series, “Autumn’s Breast” contains photographs
with a composition and tone that possess a Monet-like quality:
water reflections of grandiose trees and duckweed and wild
nymphs forlornly floating on a lake, alludes to a poem by the
famous Chinese poet Li Bai. Sorrow filled with charm and time’s

complexity of indescribable things.

I've also seen a few of Uchercie’s paintings, and they are

even more ferocious than her photographs, but I won’t discuss

them here. I look forward to cntinously seeing her “new self”.

In June of 2015, Emerald Lake









S50 e

T e N

fog,unable to escape




I AAREE, 7 B SE BEPDFIG U7 1H) : www. ertongbook. com









8 'y
s













