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This album seeks to give an authentic and comprehensive picture of the various factors
conductive to the building up of the artist’s artistic character and to explore the forms of expression
and history of development of this character from the social background, cultural atmosphere
and physical environment in which he/she lives, as well as from the genesis and intertwining
conflicts of his/her own life patterns. In this way, we hope, readers may gain a full and deep
understanding of the peculiar aesthetic pursuit of a contemporary Chinese artist and the value
of his/her artistic creations, thereby achieving a “communion” or “mutual participation” in thoughts
and feelings, between the artist and his/her readers — a communion that will help promote the
great cultural exchange now going on in the present day world. This, too, has been the goal
the editors of this album endeavour to achieve, and we would be happy if it is attained.

Our special thanks are due to Mr. Achin Tangsin (Chen Hongzhen) Chairman of the Board
of the Menam Hotel Co., Ltd. (Thailand) and other enthusiast for the promotion of Oriental
art and culture, who gave us firm support for the publishing of this album.

January 1989 Wang Wei
Chengdu, Sichuan Province, China
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Self-Portrait
Lin Yong

I agree with Jack London’s saying that to be a
strong man is to have strength. To gain strength, I try
to be earnest and industrious.

I regret that times gone by cannot be recovered.
Beautiful things can be added to my memory, but they
appear and disappear in an instant.

Correcting a mistake often takes much more time
than making the original mistake. It is really not
worthwhile, so I prefer to rest for a moment if [ am
not in the mood to work.

Those who do not deliberately harm others are
generally regarded as good people. I despise those
who harm others deliberately, no matter who they are,
and even if | am in no position to stop them.

I don’t just want to pay lip service to my feelings, I
want to give. But [ have always found myself unable
to give enough. I truly do not know my capabilities.

[ am easily moved, but somehow I have got into the
habit of concealing my emotions. Confronted by a
beautiful object, I often feel uneasy and, in spite of
myself, express indifference.

Sometimes | feel an impulse to seek out the beau-
tiful, to love and fly into a passion. I get cold feet
whenever it comes to moral principles, so [ should say
[ am far from being a stout-hearted man. I hate to
travel on foot at night, but if [ must do so, I like to
have several companions along to give me courage.
When | am moved to tears by fear, I like to see that
their eyes are moist too. People say a true man never
sheds tears. As a matter of fact, he does shed tears,
but his tears are shed into his heart. If he has no more
tears to shed, he sheds his blood.

The six-square-meter Cuncunju
Room of the author
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Working tirelessly VEEA s

[ never sit idly, because | fear that I shall have
insufficient time to attend to my unfinished and unsat-
isfactory work, and pay off my debt. Some people say
it's because I'm haunted by ambition. This is true. If I
had no ambition, how could | know what I should do
tomorrow?

For a long time I have written few letters to my
relatives and friends. I think such letters are too dull
and empty. If there is nothing wrong with them, there
is no need to greet them. If something really happens
to them, my simple regards are useless. If they need
my help, I will reply immediately. I realize that my real
pleasure lies in my notebooks at the side of my bed.

I enjoy watching plays, films, music and dancing on
television, but unfortunately friends often call in the
middle of a program. Gradually their conversation
draws my attention, since we are at liberty to discuss
any subject we please.

[ like to keep silent if [ am not allowed to speak the
truth from the bottom of my heart. Of course, I try my
best to speak tactfully to a good man, but I refuse to
speak a single word to a good-for-nothing. The home
should provide a quiet, warm place to rest after a hard
day’s work. Often they are more like hotels—a place
to sleep, eat and wash. Both children and adults need
care and love.

When [ was a young man, I longed for love, but I
was overburdened with plans for painting. Now I am
a middle-aged man I often find myself wondering what
love is. I think love can never be perfected. Flawless
love exists only in the imagination. After all, painting
is my major pursuit in life.

As a middle-aged man | have also come to under-
stand that the most important things in life are to be
upright, strong, hardworking and full of hope for
tomorrow; never be overcome by difficulties and never
lick anybody’s boots.

Sketching

Selected Works of Lin Yong

Figure drawings
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A West Wind Blew Last Night
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A Running Horse, That’s Me

Lin Yong

Even as a child my mother told me that I was to
be lucky, because | was born on the Queen Mother’s
birthday in the Year of the Horse. I was rather proud
of this and looked forward to my birthday every year,
feeling that I was really rather extraordinary. An old
woman | knew who sold vegetables also congratulated
me, and often said that I would one day become an
official. Her words made my mother smile, so she
often repeated her prediction. Actually, I think the old
woman wanted to get a better price for her vegetables,
but my mother believed every word.

My grandfather, the only son in his family, was a
xiucai, which meant that he had passed the county
civil examination in the late Qing Dynasty. This was
somewhat unusual in a small town, and he was ap-
pointed to the Jinshan Academy of Classical Learning.
He had previously been a teacher in the countryside.
Unfortunately, my grandfather died young, leaving
three children—my father and his two sisters. Later,
my father became lame as a result of poor treatment
for a sprained foot, and had difficulty finding a job. He
decided to learn to paint flowers and birds. He became
the first painter in my family. He married my mother
when she was 16. After giving birth to four daughters,
she had me at the age of 30. No words could describe
her satisfaction.

I grew up lovingly cared for by my grandmother,
mother, aunts and sisters. My grandmother has clever
hands, and used to do various handicrafts popular
among the Chaozhou-Shantou women. Her bamboo
basket, filled with cloth scraps, became my child trea-
sure trove. It was really great fun to see small clay
opera masks and figures made from those cloth rem-
nants with only a little cutting and pasting. They were
decorated with chicken feathers and waste tinfoil from
cigarette packets. Grandmother used to call me to
come and watch how she made papercuts to decorate
the sacrificial offerings used during the Spring Festival
and other holidays. She taught me her skills, and after
a while I could produce birds and flowers easily.
During the Mid-Autumn Festival, coloured papercuts
were used to wrap or decorate a pile of peanuts. My
grandmother made most of these ornaments, but I did
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Photo of Lin Yong, taken upon
graduation from junior high
school
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some of them as an exercise.

Sometimes I collected cardboard boxes from which
I cut out various figures. I attached hands and feet, and
then in the evenings my grandmother and I would
perform shadow plays with the figures. Grandmother
told the stories while I moved the puppets. My sisters
were our audience, and cheered loudly. When I recall
their cheers today, I know they really enjoyed seeing
my proud expression. Their cheers came from their
love for me, because they didn’t want to dampen my
enthusiasm. At the time of the Lantern Festival grand-
mother would carefully construct lantern frames from
bamboo splints and then cover them with white paper.
[ would search out my father’s paints and draw carp,
pomegranates and red peaches on the lanterns. I
waited patiently for the evenings so that I could light
my lantern. The excitement and intoxication I felt as
lit my lantern still remains fresh in my mind today.
During the days around the Chongyang Festival (Dou-
ble Ninth Festival), the autumn winds began to cool
the land and the Hanjiang River started to recede. It
was time to play with kites, which my grandmother
lost no time in making. They were not as good as
those made by professionals, but for a kid like me they
were good enough.

I'll also never forget how my grandmother took me
to the temple to worship Buddhas by burning joss
sticks. When I was seven, she was in her sixties. She
had bound feet and could not carry the incense basket
full of offerings, so I carried it all the way. She wanted
to pray for my father and myself. Standing beside her,
[ heard her repeated prayers for good fortune for my
father and that I would grow up peacefully. When my
grandmother recited the scriptures and made her
vows, she asked me to go away and play by myself. |
made use of the time to look carefully at the Sakya-
muni Buddha. The Buddha stared at me with an
expression of determined kindness. | was also interest-
ed in the arhats surrounding the Buddha. I didn’t
understand their strange gestures or why they all had
such strange expressions. They didn’t stare at me, but
when I stared at them, | seemed to get lost in a dream.
The incense gave off a mysterious smell and the sound
of chanted scriptures blended well with the atmos-
phere. Worshippers with honest, pious expressions
poured out their hearts to the Buddha. All these
colorful scenes from my childhood become a source of
inspiration for my art.

Next to our house was a Catholic church. On
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It's Fine (1969) A Million-Strong Army Crossing

787 the Great River (1970)
VR 190V (& B HEETEA ATL) 19704

Eternal Glory to the Yan'an Spirit ey Nt The Fish-and-Water Relationship

(1971) / (ﬁk*ﬁm‘%ﬁliﬁt> 19714 Between Army and People (197 1)
o . £k

Sundays, several older girls in white dresses took us (Fktis) 19714

children to a small side hall and arranged us in rows.
They gave us biscuits and sweets and told us stories.
[ didn’t enjoy listening to the stories, and have now
forgotten them. At that time, the small, beautifully
printed cards attracted me most. The pictures showed
small figures with wings flying into the sky, older men
in long robes with beards, looking serene and peace-
ful; clouds and mist. Unfortunately, the cards were
only issued after they had finished their stories. I The Eighth Route Army’s

" - “Yangge” Dance Troupe Comes
yearned to get the small cards but paid no attention to Our Village (1976)

to the stories. I also tried to exchange my share of O\Bs E LIRS A ) 19764
biscuits and sweets with other children for different

cards. | thought the church was a nice place. Its large
blue glass windows and the gentle sound of the organ
accompanying the choir seemed to me very refreshing.
The voice of the priest was so sonorous and pious that
whatever he said was pleasant to hear. His convincing
gestures made all his words believable. The temple
gave me a kind of mysterious force, while the church
cheered me up. It was impressive to see how intently
the monks chanted the scriptures and how enthusias-
tically the priest gave his sermons. Visits to the tem-
ples made me feel that it was hard to make a living, The Internationale (1971)
while the church gave me the feeling that life was full (ERBRL) 19715




of vitality and humor.

In addition to the temple and the church, the city
wall of Chaozhou was a favorite place. I didn’t know
then when the ancient city wall was built, but it seemed
just like the ones I had seen in operas or paintings.
The Hanjiang River flows around the eastern side of
Chaozhou, and the high city wall formed one bank of
the river. In spring, when the rising tide submerged the
bridge, the gate in the city wall had to be closed.
Standing on top of the city wall, | saw the masts of
the ships like floating clouds, and the turbid eddies of
the Hanjiang River carrying basins, chairs, small trees
and even corpses. During the spring rains, the city wall
was covered with mud and looked ugly. We children
had a good time in autumn when the tide receded and
left a large sand bar which we used as a playground.
It was a fun to make sculptures by piling up wet sand,
but we were even more delighted by our sketching
contests on the level ground. One can imagine how
nice it was to sketch with a foot, a hand or a twig in
a vast tract of wet land. As we walked around, we
would sketch the profile of a man wearing a straw hat
and a pair of glasses with a beard and pipe. With no
one to watch us we felt happy and at ease—feelings
[ never have today. On a moon-lit night, the city wall
could only be seen dimly, and the banyan trees at the
base of the wall seemed to have no leaves or branches.
Only their outlines could be seen, forming a vivid
contrast against the white river water. The scene was
like an ink-and-wash painting. In those days, we all
wore clogs, which gave out a clear, melodious sound.
This sound merged with notes of a two-stringed violin
being played on a boat on the river, making us feel
very happy. The city wall stood silently under the
bright moonlight, appearing to grow older and older.
The eastern arch of the wall, known as Guangjimen
Arch, was very imposing. Opposite to the gate was the
ancient Xiangzi Bridge supported by about a dozen of
stone piers. In the center of the river there was a
floating bridge formed by wooden boats connected
together. People came and went over the rocking
bridge as white water broke over the stems of the
boats. The sound of the hurrying people and surge of
the water made a great deal of noise. Only an iron bull
with its eyes wide open stood in silence on the center
pier.

On entering the city, one could see Kaiyuan Tem-
ple with its two warriors guarding the Buddha. The
temple’s four large heavenly kings, the Sakyamuni
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Great Hall, the Bodhisattva Pavilion, the Liuzu Hall,

and a library of Buddhist scriptures also came into
view. What attracted me most was a carved stone

pillar, and a stone railing engraved with flying girls
with lowered eyes. The temple was permeated with
the smell of incense and the sound of drums and
wooden fish (a percussion instrument made from a
hollow wooden block, used by Buddhist priests to beat
out the rhythm when chanting scriptures).

Outside the temple was a line of shops making
paper images for the dead. The craftsmen could turn
out figures, household utensils, animals and birds. I
once stood in one of the shops for a long time,
watching in wonder as their clever hands created these
objects. Sometimes | asked if I could try making the
simple binding for them. Coming out of the shop, I
entered another lane where | found a large number of
coppersmiths. They made a clattering sound, and had
displays of household items and copper gongs, which
were then very popular in Chaozhou. The gongs were
the chief musical instruments in the Chaozhou drum
and gong performances. Even now I often recall their

Lin Yong and his wife with
Pakistani children
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sound. After the coppersmiths, | came to the shops
selling drawn work. The embroiderers produced wool-
en needle-point work on satin, sometimes producing
a relief effect by adding appliquée. A few shops also
made costumes for puppets. They were great fun, and
I spent a great deal of time in these shops. The
decorated puppet heads with their elegant garments,
were just like the ones | had seen on the stage.

The beautiful landscape and colorful local customs
of the ancient city of Chaozhou aroused my desire for
artistic creation even as a child. Exciting, fresh images
filled my mind, and my native place always seemed to
me the most beautiful. I have always cherished its
memory. As descendants of the dragon, many Chinese
artists have explored the origins of this mythical beast
along the Yellow River or the Great Wall. After living
for 15 years in Chaozhou, and studying and working
for 30 years around the Zhujiang River, I find | am
inextricably bound to my native land. [ am an out and
out southerner. I love it, and no one can persuade me
to go elsewhere.

Bride

Lin Yong’s Pakistan Visits
—Photographs, Paintings
and Exhibitions
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Art exhibition of Lin Yong's ggqa%ﬁqgggggg
Pakistan visits in Beijing’s
Chinese Art Gallery
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