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Preface

There is an invisible time line in Ni Zhiqi’s
paintings and photographic works which record
passing and indefinite time. He makes an unique
interpretation of real life with neutral hues in his
works. The photographs of trolley buses that he
shot several years ago in Milan are proof of that.
The images in his photographsare only a part of a
even richer and wider setting, as shown in his works
Memories in the Books: the photographs have been
printed on multiple layers of paper in a specific
order, which is similar to the technique in painting.
Moreover, different layers of colors and different
layers of paper paintings incise and cover the images
over and over again, composing various forms of
images. At the moment when the trolley buses have
been photographed, the stagnant time and abstract
context make the immediate memory hard to define.
Although Ni’s paintings areabstract geometric
figures which are stagnant in our eyes, we can still
perceive the invisible time line in his works in a
peaceful atmosphere, just like when we appreciate his

photography works.
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Marco Scotini
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Prologue

Traveling is an indispensable part of my life.
In every trip, it seems like all the cells of my body
are observing this world. What amazes me is that |
cannot predict what I'm going to encounter when |
travel around the world, and I cannot tell whether it
is I that find the inspiration or the other way around. I
am delighted to observe the world in this most direct
way. Every “casual meeting” is important to me. In
recent years, smart phones have become more and
more popular. To make the recording easier, I have
also begun to use my phone to capture inspirations
and little memories of every place and moment.

By coincidence, | was invited to show my
mobile phone works in a photography exhibition.
Since that time, I began to think that those photos
taken by mobile phones not only are the “token of
love” between INSPIRATION and me at that very
moment, but could also become the artistic outputs
from both INSPIRATION and me. In order to turn
those photos into my own language, I am still used to
expressing myself through the texture of papers and
the glamour of colors. Collaging or painting those
digital photos, putting them into the same picture
with old papers or handmade papers collected from
various places, I let what I see in trips collide with the
papers’ own stories. The old and the new, the related
and unrelated inspirations, coexist marvelously in
one place harmoniously.

The photos in Memories in the Books show the
moments captured during my trip around the world.
When I look at them today, it seems that those places
such as the old European city where | have studied.
the school where I often visit during the work, the

seaside town which is already on my must seeing



w

list, have all somehow brought me some influence
or change in my way of thinking. Those places
never lack local customs and practices: from the
medieval streets to the sunshine and sea wind at the
Mediterranean; from the tree shadows on the squares
to the life of local residents, fish markets, bookstores
and palaces...They all allow me to perceptually get
acquainted with the world outside the books and this
new world brings me new reflections. In the photos,
there are my memories of those places at that very
moment. Maybe they could not concretely explain a
specific problem or be taken into account as a perfect
photographic work, but I truly invest my feelings into
them. No matter when I look at those photos, all that
I saw and heard at that time reappear in front of my
eyes. Different spaces and times all show up in the
works in this book. Narrations and feelings are just
hidden behind abstract graphics and colors. I want
to travel back and forward between photography and
painting. Very naturally, life itself becomes my art.
Day after day, 1 turn those inexpressible inspirations
into visual language.

1 have visited a lot of places: I have met a lot of
people; I have seen a lot of artworks; I know that life
is really unpredictable, and so is art. Nevertheless,

my travel and my reflection are always going on.
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