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CHAI YIMING
Chai Yiming is l ike a sorcerer:  only when God wakes up in h im and gives 
him the urge to work,  does he set to work.  He is only a vector,  a l lowing a 
higher existence to control  h im. 

The mult ip le wor lds which are apparent in Yiming’s works amaze the 
v iewer.  In these wor lds,  real i ty  becomes a fantasy,  nothing has anything 
to do wi th the profane wor ld and everyth ing evolves in a somnambul ist ic 
state.  The art is t  h imsel f  then becomes a “waking s leepwalker”,  walk ing in 
a l l  d i rect ions.  Or to put i t  d i f ferent ly,  Y iming is a “s leeping” art is t :  in th is 
s leeping state,  he is permanent ly creat ing. Whenever he leaves dai ly  l i fe 
behind and enters the unfet tered wor ld of  h is art ,  a myr iad of  images pour 
out of  h is chaot ic consciousness onto the paper,  l ike snowf lakes fa l l ing 
onto the ground. He then dr i f ts among these aimless images, and th is for 
h im is a happy and l ight-hearted moment. 

He also has a special  l ik ing for the wor ld of  erot ic ism. There,  in h is 
universe, he is the only male,  and al l  creatures of  the opposi te sex are his 
lovers.  He squanders the energy of  h is l i fe wantonly,  re leasing pheromones 
whenever and wherever possible.  The numerous and disordered images 
-  aggregat ions,  invers ions,  bodies graf ted onto each other -  ro l l  and roar 
out of  h is imaginat ion,  but are just  the t ip of  the iceberg. The sophist icat ion 
of  “San j ie” ( three wor lds -  the human, the god, and the devi l ) ,  the secret 
sadness of  y in and yang, h is burning desire and his wi ld not ions are al l 
cynical  and inconceivable.  The rat ional ,  lucid mind becomes a source of 
chaot ic,  pr imeval  creat iv i ty.   He is l ike a great kale idoscope; images are 
cont inuously f lowing out of  h im to embel l ish his paint ings. The art is t  is 
l ike a f i l ter ,  t rapping the debr is of  human emot ion. He plays games in h is 
paint ings.

I f  the v iewer gazes at  h is paint ings again and again,  and seeks to interpret 
the abundant,  unexpected language of h is images, there is bound to be 
a misunderstanding: He s imply paints,  and, being a t rue sorcerer,  minds 
or concepts are just  a heap of  useless junk for h im. Al l  h is paint ings are 
just  an unconscious dark shadow, a few scattered fragments,  and te l l  of 
t ransient mirages. He is dr iven by his past exper ience. He gal lops among 
the dimensions of  space and t ime, t ransforming his numerous memories 
into images. He is a v i r tuoso dancer on paper.  His paint ings are not just 
pure imaginat ion,  but fa i thfu l  records of  parts of  h is l i fe.  The painter 
spontaneously sets out h is diverse and complex memories:  he used to be 
a fool ish donkey, a smart  f ly ing eagle,  a dreg; he used to be a black and 
whi te shadow, a k ind of  monster or ghost,  or  an unimaginable myst ical 
object.  But somewhere deep inside us,  we understand, because we used 
to be those th ings too, we are of  the same kind. 

In short ,  Chai  Yiming is an art is t  wi th a chi ld- l ike percept ion and a masterfu l 
understanding of  Cal l igraphy. 
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