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About Mau-kun Yim

Born in 1942 in Hunan Province, China. Mau-kun Yim is
a graduate of the Guangzhou Academy of Fine Arts. He received
wide acclaim as runner-up in the National Chinese Art Exhibition
in 1974. In 1978, he received the first prize in the Guangdong
Province Art Exhibition. He moved from Mainland China to Hong
Kong in 1980. In 1989, he moved to Taiwan, where he continues to

live and work today.

Yim has held many solo exhibits in Hong Kong and
Taiwan. He is the author of nearly 30 books on Oil Painting and
drawing. Yim has been frequently invited to hold lectures and
demonstrations at universities and art academies in China including
Taiwan and Hong Kong. He is also a visiting professor of Hunan
Normal University of Arts and Science, China.

Honors and achievements (partial list):

- Oil Painting series Taiwan Forefather received Golden
Award at the 2006 China International Artistic Works Investment
& Collection Expo in Beijing. Reaching Shore entered the 100 Top
Artists Show in Nanjing. Crossing the Surging Strait entered the
Fifty Years of Realism Painting Show in Shanghai and Beijing.

- Recent book—The Pastel Journal, published in 2006.

- Oil Painting, Lady in Shimmering Light: Cover Competition
Winner of The Artist's Magazine, and published as the cover and
feature article of January 2006 issue of 4 Language Without Words.

- Oil Painting, Girl with Bronze Bracelet: First Place,2005
International Portrait Competition of Portrait Society of America.

- Oil Painting, Lady in Shimmering Light: Best of Show,
Salon International 2005. The painting is featured in the July 2005
issue of Southwest Art.

- Feature article, A Language of Color, in the August 2004

issue of International Artist.
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Introduction

In 1997, I traveled by myself to Mainland China to make
plein-air paintings in Xinjiang, Qinghai and Gansu. Upon my
return to Taiwan, I sorted my artwork and published them in a

small book titled A Painting Tour of the Northwest along with

some impressions and thoughts from my journey. The book was
quite well appreciated among my friends and peers in the cultural
circles. I received an invitation from well-known poet Ya Xuan,
the chief editor of the United Daily News supplement section, to
write a travel column. Ms. Hu Ququ, the director of the Yangcheng
Evening News supplement section also invited me to become their
columnist while Mr. Yang Qi, the former president of the 7a Kung
Pao in Hong Kong, wrote me an effusive letter of praise. I realized
then that having accompanying text with the paintings is popular
in readers because it helped them understand the background and
made more interesting reading. So I followed the same format
in compiling a few more sketchbooks as well as 4 Tale of Small
Paintings, a selection of small plein-air Oil Paintings.

I finally visited Tibet in 2003, six years after my painting tour
of the northwest, and produced more paintings during the trip.
At the suggestion of my publisher (Guangxi Fine Arts Publishing
House), I combined the paintings and writings from both trips since
the similarities in technique and composition enriched the overall
content. This book is the result.

As the trip to the northwest has already been published with
its own complete introduction, the later trip to Tibet merited its
own introduction. This meant the pictures and the text were split
into two separate halves as well. I can only ask for my dear readers'
forbearance on this small quirk.

In conclusion, once again my thanks go to chief editor Mr.
Huang Zonghu and assigned editor Mr. Lu Haipeng for their strong
support. It does seem somewhat adventurous to publish this book
and the Common Crucible at the same time!

Bangiao Studio

Taipei, 2010 Spring
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A Painting Tour of the Northwest

I have dreamt for many years of painting in Xinjiang and Qinghai
but never found the opportunity. I finally got the chance to visit the area
recently because I had to travel to Xi'an and Xinjiang to do research for
my Oil Painting on Xuanzang's Journey to the West. While I planned
to travel light, my painter's box, paints and other luggage still ended up
weighing 40kg! Oh well, it'll keep me in good shape at least!

In late July I flew to Urumgqi and after a short stay traveled to the
Tianchi scenic area in the Northern Tianshan Mountain. There I stayed
in the Kazakh yurt, ate barbecued mutton and painted Tianshan, Tianchi,
old Kazakh people and young
Kazakh girls. I had a great
time there amidst the beauti-
ful forests and mountains ac-
companied by the singing and
dancing of the Kazakh people.

From Urumgqi, I headed

east. There was only the Gobi

and mountains as far as the
eyes could see. Daban City, I
stopped to taste the water of
the salt lake, view the layers of
red rock at the Flaming Moun-
tain and to muse upon the

desolate ancient city of Gao-

chang. I gazed at the distant

mountains steeped in the blood-red sunset and looked out over the sands
of the Gobi that stretched away into the far distance. It struck me just

what a man of courage and manpower the Tang Dynasty Buddhist monk

Xuanzang must have been to travel west beyond the frontier so many

centuries ago! In Turfan, the sense of desolation was swept away by the
green vineyards everywhere. Here I explored the Uygun alleys and strolled
through night bazaars filled with aroma of cooking mutton. According to
the local people, I was lucky to have arrived during a cool spell. A cool
spell? It was 38 degrees Celsius!

From Turfan, I traveled by train and car to Dunhuang. When I set
foot within the Mogao Caves, I was stunned by the frescoes left by past
generations! Though I had read through many books on the art of the
Mogao Caves, being actually there among the delicate, wondrous and
solemn frescoes filled me with a sense of exhilaration that I just can not
describe. Using an extra-large torch, I scanned over and over the frescoes
of bodhisattvas, apsaras and devotees sitting, turning and walking... When
my tour was over, I looked back and was awed by how the myriad of
caves had safeguarded countless treasures of our people. Here, generations
of nameless artists had devoted their lifetime of talent and efforts! There
I stood for a long time in contemplative silence until I finally departed
feeling as if I had lost a piece of my soul.

With Dunhuang behind me, it was now time to take the long-distance
bus to Qinghai. Once again, I traveled through the endless Gobi Desert.
When we crossed over the Altun Mountains, laying ahead was even more

Gobi! After a short stop in Golmud where I looked at the snow-capped tips



of Kunlun, I continued east through the endless grasslands of Qingshan.
I dozed off as the golden rays of sunset lit up the sky, and by the time I
woke up the bus was speeding along the shoreline of Qinghai Lake. I did
not see any trees or wheat fields until we were approaching Xining.

After resting briefly in Xining, I came to the Kumbum Monastery
in Huangzhong County. The Kumbum Monastery is one of the six great
temples of Tibetan Monastery and the birthplace of Tsongkhapa, founder
of the Gelugpa Sect. The architecture of Kumbum Monastery is an
ingenuous integration of Tibetan and Han influences. The large and small
temple halls built along the mountainside and the river as well as the
way the yellow tiles and red walls caming together mesmerized me so I
decided to stay and paint here for several days straight.

Bidding farewell to Kumbum Monastery, I next headed southeast.
The rains had triggered mountain floods so our driver picked his way
carefully through the mountains between Gansu and Qinghai with the
raging floodwaters just a short drop away. After making it through the
winding mountain roads, I arrived at the last stop in my painting tour —
Xiahe County. This small county was located in a mountain valley and
to the west, the Labrang Monastery was a towering presence along the
mountainside with a golden grand hall that gleamed in the sunset. The
city streets were filled with Tibetans and red-robed monks. At the sight
of the simple, natural and robust Tibetans, I felt drunk! The tanned and
rosy cheeks, the deep long robes, the colorful Buddhist beads and silver
jewelry... and the sheathed Tibetan knives and rug hats — their clothing was

a great artwork in itself! I visited the golden halls and turned the prayer

wheels; I chatted with Tibetan women in the rape seed fields; I viewed the
tanka and made friends with the painter monks. At the bridge, I painted
the Tibetan men and women, basking in the praise from local people who
crowded around to look at the "Old Master". This was how I passed my
time and I did not say goodbye to Xiahe until I was well and truly "out of
ammunition" for using up all of my painting boards. My notebook was also
filled with the addresses of many good friends I made here as well as their
reminder for me to send photos. Of course! How could I forget!

Passing through the farmlands of southern Gansu, I crossed the
barren Loess Plateau and get into Lanzhou. From there, I continued
south to Xi'an where I visited Huai'en Temple and the Dayan Tower
where Xuanzang translated the Buddhist manuscripts. I toured Lintong
and explored the Haitang Hot Spring where Consort Yang once bathed;
I reviewed the terracotta soldiers and recalled how Qin Shi Huang
conquered the six states--- After a journey spanning thousands of miles in
the great Northwest, I unrolled my map and realized that my journey had
covered just a very small part.

Traveling alone on a painting trip was very physically demanding. But
when I think back on all the magnificent mountains and rivers that I saw,
all the wonderful people that I met and the many paintings that I painted,
it was truly a delightful experience. Compiling my paintings into a book
with accompanying text in order to share my experiences with the readers

is quite an enjoyable task as well.

']
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August on the Platean  Oil Painting
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Near the Xia River bridge was a large field of ripe rapeseed right

next to the prayer wheel passage. In the field, Tibetan women chatted as

96 cm x 130 em

they harvested the rapeseed. This they did by pulling the rapeseed plants up
by the roots. I walked into the field to chat with them and make sketches
of the women at work. When I sat down on the embankment, I discovered
right in front of me a beautiful painting of autumn harvest on the platcau.
The urge to paint overcame me so I took many reference photos to serve as
composition sketches. Back in Taipei, I made a rough sketch then started to
work on canvas. By the time I finally finished the Oil Painting it was nearly
the Chinese New Year in 1998.

Painters have always been attracted by the act of sowing and
harvesting by farmers. Perhaps because the spring planting and autumn
harvesting of each nations in the world are of not only the beauty of

physical labor, but also the meaning of life!
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Snowy Peaks From Afar (Tianshan, Xinjiang ) ~ Oil Painting
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The flight from Xi'an to Urumqi was on a Russian plane but for
some reason, in-
stead of turning on
the air conditioner,
they gave everyone a
folding fan. Very well,
fan it was. Once past
the Shannan plains,
it started to become
pleasantly cool. Seen
from the window,

the landscape below




was filled with green mountains and wild plains that turned into patches
of greyish brown and purple. When we approached the Tianshan range,
mountains rose up like pillars from the ground and peaks covered with
snow all year round flashed in the sunlight. Such an amazing sight swept
away the last trace of the unease I felt as I boarded the plane. A short time
later, the plane touched down at the airport on the outskirts of Urumgi.

On the second day the tour company's bus took me past Fukang City

6

to Tianchi on Tianshan. The area around Tianchi has now been developed
into a scenic tourist area. Many legends about the Heavenly Mother of the
West have been passed down over two thousand years here. The crystal
blue Tianchi was held to be "Yaochi" where the Heavenly Mother bathed.
I booked a yurt that the local Kazakhs used for receiving travelers.
That very afternoon I rode a horse up Dengganshan to paint the Bogda

Peak next to Tianchi.
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When the tour bus came to a stop in the car park
below Tianchi, Kazakhs crowded around offering a night's
stay in a yurt for 25 RMB per person.

The girl in the painting was called Gulina. Though I
didn't end up staying in her family's yurt for rent, she still
agreed to model for me. That afternoon, I sampled her
family's fermented horse milk and painted this beautiful
girl at the same time. Women, youths and children
crowded around talking and laughing excitedly. They
praised my painting skills and wanted to be painted as
well. There were a lot of people who wanted to be models
and everyone knew that an "Old Master" had come from
Taiwan.

The guide who took me up the mountain on the horse
was named Bieke. That evening he dropped by for a chat.
I remember how that day I went up Dengganshan to paint
the landscape and then followed the main road back. There
were few tourists around in the evening so the horse broke
into a canter. [ was very stiff and nervous sitting on the back
of the horse carrying my painting box on my back. After
I got back to my yurt, my rear was in quite a few painful

days. This was my only horse ride in many decades.
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Kazakh Girl ( Tianshan. Xinjiang ) il Painting
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It was already seven in the evening when this little girl's mother
carried her over, putting her on the ground and said: "You paint her." The
girl's short hair and shyness were rather interesting. While I opened my
painting box to set out the palette and paints, the older kids made her take
up various poses. She willingly submitted to their suggestions as well.

With everyone laughing and smiling, I finished this Oil Painting sketch in



less than two hours then placed the modeling fee of 30 RMB in her little hands.

It was still in the daylight when I started packing away my painting kit. At that time,
her father brought over a piece of white cloth and a can of red paint. He wanted me to
draw up a banner for drumming up business. I looked around and saw only uneven grass
embarrassedly so after a while, they brought over a crude table on which they laid out the

white cloth. I used a pencil to draw the frames, then used a large brush to write"HuosenYurt,

Stay Overnight or Rest During the Day, Lamb Rice, Mutton Shashlik and Baoerzhake

Auvailable". When I finished, he held my hand and said gratefully: "You have a good heart.”

As 1 sorted out my painting implements, Huosen stuffed some dried snow lotuses and

cheddars into my . He also invited me to have dinner with his family.
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Yurt in the Evening ( Tianshan, Xinjiang )  Oil Painting
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Huosen had invited me to dinner and I accepted. It was dark by the

time 1 finished washing my paint brushes and when I found his yurt by

10

19 em x 31 em

torchlight, people had already started. "Sit down, sit down, come eat." I
sat down to drink milk tea and eat flat bread (called "Nang"). After saying
goodbye and returning to my yurt to write my dairy, I realized with a start:
Oh dear, that wasn't Huosen's home! I didn't see him there, so I must've
gone to the wrong yurt (they all looked the same). I wasn't paying attention
to the people at dinner either. What a blooper! I was feeling really uneasy
and the early next morning, I went over to apologize to Huosen. Huosen
smiled and said: "We waited a long time for you!" I felt really bad because
Huosen and his wife must've wondered why I didn't go over for dinner and
very disappointed. All because I went to the wrong yurt!

Looking at the painting Yurt in the Evening. | realized that it was

Huosen's yurt! There's that small blue table next to the fireplace?



