fath <z K—R8%E
A Burning Within — Kang Haitao



QR - Rl

RBEOR REREIE

1+ AR

F—EZIUBE - ATNEEREFZMVMENBIIR, X8 I, RE—TCRE, SRR, IBTEEAMSIMENI
TERIESTHBORRATE, ERE—REmMIR™E SICROPE], “I” EEARFNELE, MAZ ‘I EFIIFNSHE
Mo WICK - HIFR. X—ZABESEFRINONRE. NERBFHARNVENFEHNEENDZ, TEE—RNEEE=86EH
i - FELBNCI S AN ICI OISR BB REDIVICT T RE—HE, RXSMERORARE T BIRENTRETS.
T HB=ATR, . KEHRRE, EKRAERE, B8R, BUERIIREPHA, EARSR, ZEVSNLTHI, AXER
NABEY, BEEZARNFPRIERHNGER—RREN, BTEERN. "I R SAETAMS? rEtRE R EHE .,
ENmIAERR, HRohoAMMEES, “HEBE? » EOX—2BARE? IENESEEERES, ITEBRSBERSUORE!
ERBVRMD, ME—IAREIEER “HAEXE” R —ARE. BR. RENESEDP, EEFHEECANOOREIE.

XEFR W PREH, - ATRHERN.



2. RE

WF—TEWRERHEHAKR, REOROEIFSMENEL, RECHE, FM
FFe BV TUERBEFEBHIRE, RFBUME—IFSHE0NAFERE,
REM TEBBIBEIRSEMNST 4. 18 EASEHATUR EBYA], #AlAKR
RS, BR) ORGSR EEBERELES, AERMEEN—T
MNBEXT, EBR TR, REABZXSIFORAT, FMBEER T RIS
IR RGONRE T 70X (FNFEMNE, FXSIFZ0REHAZEN
EIBOFBARE) . THERERE, RES=HJILASE, EREEENNE,
HE— LA EFRFEAZRIBE (REEY) . B2, TEIMEZANNSAL
BEBIUARTGTIHENT. OBk, PIBERZENEH T ERHRRE M=
R, MEEEMKRS, BEERTA, WA HRESZIRTtS et
SEBNBE (BMRTY) , BATY, Z8BERT —XNES, A Iaws
A SRR, B —REBEDRIEIDINE T . SHELINS BN, 0
BRI A—RIBITHE T RIRBHERL T o

RIGHNTEADIWE, AXETAENEEHSHA, SASERGERHREF
GOOREISEVHEIR, FARRE ™)\, BEESHENDENMT AR, —EFLE
IBP, BELILRZ, XPELEBEZHMA T IR, SR E—TALE
EE, VEHNEECHZERA, BRAMIIRFSVOEETRE, XvayeiBa 5L
SHOKZHKE QYEEERIRIBRR, XETADIZEESE? ) . WRIEE—
RERBERAERINEENDON,, TEIINRBICIZBZE, [E8Y XA
CERRFERT—REES, EXENER L—EENIERHN—E=TciH
SEENTABRNRIGHRAE RTRBRS, IR NEE1) , 7R
BENT — T ARG, ROER, RIS RIRAS.
WF—TTESNRBAERE, ETORBEERENDY, RELAZULEY
RIETEHE, HECEIEANEELBYREEMNTMH, TUFEEENER
BERIBMABIT . BEIIIEHEAEREER FHSIME RN LA RS
2%, JLECBHRAERGRRECHR, BLCEEBmERARKIBIHIETY
RLE, EOATEARRAIZINER, ISR EEIRPERN— T EEZ8
. KRESEEN BRIV R EPRERIBES

FEZENARTHGHE! SHEELHMREPBLR, TEMBLILE T

R, PBLOCRIAORIER, RESCELBRTRID, MEREANSTEE4%,
KRBT BN PEC AL, XERENFEROEREEESR
SN, oEERRELEHA, REHABORPERBEREHEMRE,

S5 CHREHNE TNTHEN RTINSO, 5 —LABERFEMRIFS
RETOR, —H CRIEM=AERILIL, ME2NATOEE, RELv2IE
Ko B—LHRREERO—YE, FI—EORET™E 5 ZRRNOIVER—HE
OR REES., MEVRAN, RERKR, KARROSIRE—BRTEMTS
B ATE, EERRB2TEHENA, XEARE, BEERSE, ReH A 2Rz
REJE—REN, WIFReYESEH0ECAILBRLES, Hea=8d
REERA TN ROEEROEZRIR

3EBENTFIMe BRRRERINES” XEREILAMEBMET—TER
L, e A ATUHE (ZDRXEWNSHED , BE—FmERATZZ2EHTA
wEk, [JIXMTIE—BEE LATITC, BHelER/IFEERELIRES
WEKR, ERAZIREENIEEENER, 2— TSI, IR
HENERE—TBARTERKRENIARS, ®A, B, ox. —UIHNTR
TEMZRTEENT], BEERRIMNE, BEARHA? FEBHATGUER? WR—E
FRATERS, MEASTHERBIIIT NS —IINSHE—TSBUNSRATRIZH
5o MBREERIRE X T TRE=ARBRIBVEV TR (BEJRERRBIDRNIARE
FHERER) , SBrL, BA, Ffs, PSS, AFAL. BhL, BERER
RERRUROBAMEEENEHSER, LEREARSWSH IO EBELBIBIY)
INMES T REVERIRARL. BRI AREE, BEEHARREX TIEPREZZE]
g Blts, rENEEETREESINERBEARDSEN AP, MENPE
PLMEESNIT SRR AEFE, UlEYLUEBEROVFRHORIRGIERE, £
ESBUENHERNIGH B R,

BS—TTFRTUBINMERS, BRENEMESHNHERIE (REXEEHESSE
FREUBLRRED) , BT B=T" EEEBEFMPERERBH, TR
B IRIRNES, XNy +FRSEREmS, FMIRERE—PESE0ENS, BIF
JIRCBVIREEERRN T FIRABERS, —ERRNs ENIILREIHHES
RFSHEL. ESFICEOMINZERS, T ecRERBRIRR. WHE



10

FEENRESNT, BFERBETER, RIELBLT TANBEHRRN, RRIES
MAHECZEN LFE, RAEERREADK LIFE, EAMK CESE ToVRIN,
ZUEABBZIBEEHED, MAREMRNIGE TINESR, BEESAR
BRI, BEORN, —EX—EBHBS, XTHHRAKEEIEA CIHEK
), ARMEPMHRSHARS, AR, AsHESPEENRSESEaE,
REAE. NRASEARERRESEH AR, BEERAMSEEBITAR
RONI—E. EFPSHRNESR, fE CH2HWL 5 HERNRIIE0 5D
R. RENTHSS (BRRREDEBRKRTE, XEIHIFROWR, I
HEHESMTEHHI MNEEHRAR) , RSEBRTHX MTINENE T, ]
BABENEHX TEHER, BRBENXMANEHNEER, WRERIE, XRE
BRIHME TR TR ER RN BHES -

rExYE, HAERNISR, EAERERRONIVEE, REZN, NINZZD
MmEe

11



18

Reflection

Kang Haitao

1.The First Person

I always try to use my first impression to express objective forms subjectively. Here “I” am just a chronicler, without
judgment or consideration. The process of aesthetic judgment and analysis is replaced by my feelings while I am in
the moment, and it is that moment’s joy that produces my urge to chronicle. “I” wander down the path, not “I” travel
the path to some other place. I chronicle, I assert. At this moment there is no observer’s cold gaze. Observation is just
a flickering of recollection within the heart, but not a continuous stream of thought, whether it’s a tree or Morandi’s
bottle... forms from the chaos of memory and things just becoming memory are frozen in a moment of time, and any
ideas of significance or value are banished to the limitless expanse of objective declarations. “I” in the first person, “He”
in the third. Explorers gone astray, people losing themselves along the road of reading, thinking, conveyance of meaning,
are summoned to a peaceful place where meaning no longer has effect, and even the sexiest quality in art creation--
exploring spirit-- has no significance. Who can “I” be? Where can I go? All the questions must be suspended, put nearby
but in a place never to be touched. “Where am I?” At least, where am I at this moment? All answers are useless, all
searches futile, the only thing that can prove “I am here”- I am returning inwards along the road of reading, thinking,
expressing.

This is what “I1” know, the significance of the first person.

2. The Campus

For a person who enjoys wandering alone, a campus at night is a very good place to go. I'm lucky in that I've always
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had a campus that I could wander in at night--near my home was a very expansive
university campus. They were too lazy to build a continuous wall around it, and there
was no gate to lock at night, so it was open like a large swath of forest. When I was
young I would go with Zhutou and just wander around, and when I got older I liked
going by myself. If I was tired, if it wasn’t too cold, I could just find a place to lie down
and sleep until I was woken by a jogger and then I would go home (our home was
very peaceful; my wanderings were not because I was afraid to go home). Particularly
during holidays, the desolateness on the campus was frightening. I thought I could
streak naked and not be embarrassed (but I only thought about it); in short, I could
have done anything I wanted, no matter how shameful. Looking back, what I thought
about most wasn’t the beauty of the night, but to steal things —whatever it was, even
if it was just half a brick that I threw away somewhere else, it would be exciting (but I
never did it). Zhutou did it, stole a big pile of books from the library, and then didn’t
know what to do. He came to find me, and we brought the books to the river and
threw them in. They were all books we couldn’t understand. He only did it this once

and that dispelled all thoughts of stealing.

But the night doesn’t produce many stories, and I'm not a person who likes collecting
stories, anyway. Poets savor the lingering taste of the pitch-black night, but I was just
a kid back then-- I didn’t even know that behavior was called wandering. Into high
school and university, this kind of aimless wandering became a habit; I always went
out at night by myself. Usually I just stayed on the campus, and during holidays
I went to the campus near my house. That later wandering had a hint of nostalgia
(what kind of memories can you find of aimless night wandering?). If we say night
wandering is just a collecting of memories, and all you can collect is memory caves, at
the same time producing new memory caves that need to be found next time, voids
overlaid upon voids until it’s a thick pile of memory caves without any awareness of
the night (except that night can be cold, everybody knows that), then it just makes you
a consummate night wanderer, or we can say, you have become night itself.

For an idle night wanderer, the hollow dark is more brilliant than the daytime--it’s just
that the colors illuminated under the sun don’t emerge. I'm not entirely clear where
those night colors come from, exactly, but I do know that my eyes have yet to see
them. I'm still using the paints on my palette to express those unpredictable colors,

but no matter whether it’s oil or acrylic, canvas or paper, they don’t reveal themselves

to me. Perhaps they are only fabrications from a fantasyland. Only in spreading colors

on the canvas can I embark on that imaginative mental journey.

Or maybe it’s because it’s too dark! I always hope to see some light emerge from the
night, so I invent some bright rays, lights that emerge suddenly, and in a moment
disappear without a trace. Like a dream, they leave only the memory of a sparkling
light, impossible to dispel. Surrounded by darkness, this light seems a profound
mystery, for it’s impossible to know what it implies, and it’s only in the recollection

behind my eyes that I experience an intense desire to express it.

In reality, I gave up long ago any rational judgment or analysis of sketching’s targets.
There are a few forms that I've always been very familiar with; as soon as I close my
eyes they appear, like nightmares I can’t drive away, I can only put them down on
paper. There are also some random dream images, and in the moment they appear
I want to capture that moment, have to capture it. As for the result, what the slowly
hatched and suddenly glimpsed image produces is the same; after all, I'm just a
simple person. How do I say this? I can compare it to black: black is not specific to
or only a characteristic of night. I choose black mostly because it points towards my
inner simplicity--I've never thought that this choice manifests as a choice between

night and day.

3. A hidden "x” means “I only agree to live simply”. The hardest part of this sentence to
understand is “simply’: almost nobody can do it (at least nobody who says it has done
it). Simplicity is not merely simplifying things; if you pair this word up with other
words, it can become extremely complicated and hard to predict. For me, changing
things we perceive into ideas we can explain is an endless process. The perceived
world is a real system that is too big to articulate, to sketch, to record... every ounce
of our ability to manipulate becomes powerless, pathetic. What can I say? What is
there to say? If I have to say something, and am permitted to consider all I see and
hear as an objective reference system, then I can only talk about my tiny ignorance
in front of this perfect system (it’s also possible it's an arrogance hiding deep in a
place that hasn’t yet been opened). In practice, I narrate, I sketch, I write; on paper,
on canvas, until all the conveyable truth is only the unconscious vestiges left of an

arrested mental journey. Nothing is actually expressed, and there’s no enjoyment or

21



22.

unburdening in this process. All of the truth has been concealed by the layered colors-
-even the symmetrical ‘x” to mark the direction and location is now irrelevant--and
the proof of my awkwardness and stiffness is doomed to be buried in a pile of fantasy
forms.

The first ’x” can be called a mark because of its specific function (except that here it is a
metaphor for an unformed thought); then the second, the third...layer upon layer the
paper becomes a web of dense markings, until it becomes a subconscious action. Now
the 'x” appears more like a kind of simple imprint rather than a mark, and its function
has been replaced by an x-shaped symbol; on and on until it is replaced by a new
symbol that flickers from the mind. What is worth remembering should be recorded,
regardless of whether it is concealed in the end. When I choose paper as a medium,
it is not a random choice--it most likely comes from an individual tendency towards
writing. I've tried painting on canvas and many other mediums, but in the end I
always decide to paint on paper, the brush’s blots on the paper like the ink blots after
writing, very unlike the forms left after applying paint to a canvas. Marking the paper
again and again is more interesting to me than applying paint, using one spontaneous
symbol all over the page--I repeat the symbols hundreds of times, and never tire of it.
I've never thought about what the end result will be, am not willing to speculate. Once
the significance of these symbols reaches its limit, the paper is left with a tranquility
that emerges after feverish activity. This is the final tranquil mood (friends say my
paintings are very tranquil; though this is not necessarily my intention, I really like
the abstract meaning of this word “tranquil’). I always want to use this word ‘tranquil’
to make a good sentence, but I can never come up with one better than the painting,
which might imply I don’t actually understand this word, but if that was really true,
the final marks would just be an exhaustion after an outbreak of a manic hysteria.
But this is not the significance or the result, not a monologue of exhibitionism, just

questioning, only questioning.
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