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The Eunuch

The top of a large root bonsai was scooped out. An electric motor was fitted within. 
The motor turned and pushed the two walnuts in the scoop around ceaselessly.

In the intellectual arena of political struggle, the eunuchs’ achievements were as good as any 

doping athlete. They come with the masculine will to power and the feminine sensitivities at 

once, thereby securing an overwhelming advantage. Such contestants imperil the fairness of 

the game, therefore eunuchs were often banned from the intellectual games of realpolitik. Just 

as a chaotic match often triggers skirmishes among fans, the entry of eunuchs became 

justified as the political struggles escalated onto a heated stage. Through a spiritually and 

physically stretching exercise that traversed the genders, they were long used to standing 

between external and internal, superior and inferior. The messenger has turned into a schemer. 

The back office has turned into the place where the puppets were controlled, just as many 

years later, businessmen managed the labor force, but their carefully achieved wealth and 

power could not be passed down the generations. The eunuch' s pursuit of power was purely 

motivated by aesthetics and self-realization, just as sexual intercourse not aimed at 

reproduction is often known as love.
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Powerful Minister

A roly-poly toy made of wax. The candlestick above is made of iron. The visitor may 
push it, but it won’t tumble.

When the minister wielded bigger power than the person he nominally served,he would be 

surrounded by sycophants.This secret would then be broached to ever bigger audiences, until, 

it became a trend known to everyone. Lastly, the effort to persuade the minister to usurp the 

throne became a heated contest. Hence came the auspicious signs and prophecies. All the 

stages were furnished for his part. Initially, the minister himself entertained some doubts, and 

the puppet emperor was restless. He was finally able to prepare himself mentally, and persuade 

himself to take the plunge. Eventually he gave up goading himself,not on the promise he made 

to the deceased emperor, nor due to a sudden sympathy for his prey. Perhaps he wanted more. 

He was content with just pulling the strings, and harvesting all the posthumous praise by 

historians. Perhaps he feared karmic retribution. He did not want to start a precedent which 

would put his posterity in a similar situation. In fact, he was better versed in the nature of 

power than anyone else.
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Epitaph

A giant steelyard. The scale pan is made of sand with a pair of footprints. The weight 
is a stone carved into patterns reminiscent of the lunar craters.

Epitaphs, long used by emperors and officials to spin up their credentials or downplay their 

pitfalls, have all but gone morally bankrupt. On the one hand they wait patiently for praise of 

the grassroots. Once their patience runs thin, they resort to something subtler, bequeathing 

one another with epitaphs that are exchanges of compliments. Excessively rich historical 

experience, and despair over immortality have turned many bodies into pedestals of epitaphs. 

Many people have lived their lives so gingerly that warrant a few lines of praise on an epitaph. 

Such a desire has become a monitoring device for life. Although such a monitored life is 

deprived of spontaneity, it does deter people from crossing certain bottom lines. However, the 

most sophisticated ones are well aware that the algebra of feats and flaws may not do full 

justice to their sweeping narratives. And the most visionary ones know for sure that real 

epitaphs are inscribed by word of mouth, hence spare the stone tablets the indignity. Therefore 

we have wordless epitaphs.
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The Imperial Court

A dragon boat containing water. Many oars and a helm that points inward. Many 
people can row at the same time. Water movements would trigger the sticks to hit 
the drums.

The space known as the imperial court could well vary in size. Without exception, they often 

forgot that it was a chess piece that took part in a larger game which involved the entire world. 

Rather they empathized with the chess game. Such was the vainglory of spaces like this. Once 

entering the court, the participant often got deluded into believing that the strife here was the 

sum total of all the worldly strife, and changes at the court would in turn bring about 

fundamental shifts in the world at large. The participant often forgot about the existence of 

other courts, so they started all those war-like sporting activities and fought over seating and 

volume, churning out alliances and animosities in kaleidoscopic succession. Here expulsion 

from the game was not the only means of punishment, which included also humiliation and 

lynching. They were more concerned about internal shift than external change. Only when the 

latter had escalated into animosity would the court start to function as an effective machine, 

although often too late. Swimming through the court was always dangerous, therefore everyone 

at the court would exaggerate their homesickness. Yet, at critical moments, filial mourning was 

bad news in more than one way.
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The Imperial Jade Seal

Square shaped wooden sticks were tied together to stand in for pixels. The seal’s 
adjustable print characters turn it into multiple seals. 19×19 sticks. May be used as 
a board for go, with a copper frame.

The imperial jade seal could be accused of narcissism. It knew full well that there were already 

way too many substitutes in the world. Its anger became good humored resignation. Some of the 

substitutes were poorly made, others closer to the real thing. Regardless of their plausibility, 

they never failed to bring the emperors consolation.An emperor without a seal might lose face 

in front of his ministers, so all sorts of auspicious symbols would just happen to appear, and a 

jade seal recovered from nowhere.The jade seal recognized the authenticity of these privately 

manufactured replicas. Production that meets market demand was preferable to honing the 

real thing.Those caught in a singular pursuit of the original jade seal seemed to be too 

obstinate. Confident princes never needed this.Their troops were their heavenly mandate.
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Will

A chiseled wooden bed with a stretched sewing machine mounted on it. The sewing 
machine stood in for the pillow and created disorganized lines on strips of cloth. The 
pedal aligned with the position of the feet. The apparatus required someone to pedal 
the sewing machine.

If made public, the will would only create disappointment and curse. So sometimes wills were 

kept in secret. What a will stated would always be what its maker did not want to divulge 

before death. This would help him maintain authority till the last minute and enjoy the 

acquiescence created by speculation, fear and hope. The creation of a will was the last time he 

exercised such power. But in the absence of effective executors of the will, whether it be 

division of property, future planning or anointing an heir, the will would not always be carried 

out. When the executor of the will was strong enough, he himself was the root cause of all the 

hermeneutic chaos. Secret wills may not have been found after all, or may have been tempered 

with, deliberately misinterpreted, or even forged. This all added an iota of legitimacy to the 

chaos.
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Central Plains

A deerskin in constant spasmodic movement, driven by a mechanic induction apparatus. 
When approached, the deerskin started to shudder.

The Central Plains were not originally very fragile prey. They had reigned victorious over their 

enemies, and accumulated staggering wealth, invented agriculture and procreated. Yet since 

the populaces started to spread out to the arable lands around them, since civilization’s early 

sprouts evolved into different types of scripts inscribed on clay pots, the geographic barriers 

that protected the Central Plains against invasion seemed to have lowered considerably, and 

looked pretty innocuous like the deer’s antlers. The area was sensitive as a deer but lacked its 

speed. The innocent Central Plains were thus subjected to all sorts of rampage and destruction. 

The deaths thereby incurred meant the soil was enriched by such unexpected nutrients and 

became productive of kingdoms, warfare and disasters. Male animal’s enduring love for the 

Central Plains meant that he frequently changed his master, and became a melting pot. 

Occasionally the Central Plains would brag about the density of ancient capitals and heroes, 

just as an emaciated old deer showed off its wounds all over its body.
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Merchant

An enlarged Newton’s Cradle. The balls are copper / golden colored. Pull the strings 
to make the balls hit one another. The supporting structure is shaped like a saddle or 
a keel.

From the beginning, merchants saw material ownership as the source of profit.They soon 

discovered that hording things were like moving items in time, a rather less effective way of 

making money than moving things in space. Merchants then evolved into transporters. They 

grew humps and wheels, and learned to turn quickly enough. Hometown was left behind, and 

accents were lost during travels, and numbers were found to be a language with wider 

currency. Even later, some discovered that the most crucial thing was the control over roads, 

something that mattered more than material ownership. So they sought to gain control of ports 

and bridges. Eventually, the few great merchants found that if people did not desire something, 

they could be taught to do so. Only by cultivating desire could transporting goods became 

instruments of profit. So merchants molded values. And from then on the actions of merchants 

triggered the alarm of politicians, who found that their own domains of influence have been 

infringed on. Therefore the merchants were declared a dangerous tribe, and they were only 

allowed to rule the age of the oracle bones.
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Banquet

Based on the principle of roly-poly toy. A set of wine glasses clinking ceaselessly on 
the table, with shoes giving them weight undearneath. The shoes kept bumping into 
one another, just like footsie under the banquet table.

As a social theatre, the banquet witnessed all too many scheming, alliance, argument and 

compromise. She was well aware that smile might hide ulterior motives, meanings between 

lines, lies told even after drunkenness took over. She knew the seating arrangements were rich 

in symbolism, and food was but to be admired and occasionally used to lubricate conversations, 

as it was extremely suggestive. She knew feet were busy under the table. Some were shaking, 

others were prompting, stopping, reminding, communicating, or seducing. The nimbleness of 

feet under the table was as incredible as a yogi, and their expressivity was richer than that of 

fingers. She once saw a pair of feet masturbating someone seated next. She also noticed two 

pairs of feet putting on a fight under the table. She also saw that a pair of feet could write 

with a pen on the sole, and exchanged shoes with someone sneakily. Yet everyone at the table 

acted normal, or even with politeness. After all this, the banquet was convinced that she could 

be disrupted any time. In addition she believed that without the tablecloth, the banquet would 

be a bore.
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Informer

An apparatus converted from a Vacheron-Constantin movement. A bunch of reeds 
and a heronclosely turned around it. The roots of each bunch of reeds are knife-like. 
The heron did not realize the proximity of danger until a reed ring the clock behind 
her.

After careful calculation and deliberation, the informer was persuaded that the secret he was 

aware of was bad news for his future. He decided to realign and extricate himself. To be on the 

safe side, he was only more inclined to give hints, throwing in a little bit of odd flavor in the 

wind that happened to pass by and leaving a trace. Later, he realized that such subtleties 

would not only be hard to understand, but also difficult to take credit for. He had to flee at 

night and poured out everything. Yet he was snatched by the anxiety over betrayal. In order to 

get rid of his moral discomfort, the informer had to tell himself that he was not after all 

pursuing certain interests, but rather he could not agree. He was not seeking to save the 

enemy, but history itself. The existence of informers meant that scheming against people with 

great expectations implied a huge risk, because you were surrounded by people waging all 

their bets on the powerful.
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Lobbyist

Suction cups plus a wooden woodpecker attached to an abstract human body. Pull 
the thread under the woodpecker would elicit a crisp noise.

The only weapon of the lobbyist was historical experience. If he gave a gong to the historian, 

who was prompted to hit it in front of the dictator, then he’d be considered a remonstrant. He 

was not afraid of the dictator, because he wanted to turn himself into history. Here persuasion 

was more like threatening. But all the connoisseurs were aware that herein lay the essence of 

persuasion. Only undecided people would be persuaded. Yet the lobbyist believed that every 

stone in one’s heart was in a constant state of trembling, therefore everyone could be 

persuaded. The lobbyist believed that everyone was waiting for others to help them make a 

decision. The lobbyists’ unified expression was one characterized by concerns about their 

objects of persuasion. Of course the lobbyists put themselves in their shoes, and perhaps went 

further than that. They were like psychiatrists when they told their objects of persuasion what 

they really needed and created epiphanies. Whether the lobbyist truly believe what he said, 

actually he would not have known. It was reported that at lobbyist training camps there were 

competitions of persuasiveness, which involved participants randomly switching sides. But of 

course all lobbyists would deny such report.
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Cult

A tobacco pipe with multiple mouthpieces.

Yes! I am the incarnation of Maitreya Bodhisattva. I am the Messiah. I’ve come to save you. You 

have witnessed all my miracles. I have explained everything. I am the truth. Look at my eyes 

and drink this miraculous water. This would bring you happiness as you never experienced 

before. You would not have to endure hunger. Nor would you need medicine. No weapon could 

hurt you. You would survive the approaching apocalypse. Now, you have to keep the secret. You 

have to build a brotherhood. You have to give up everything for the highest truth. Your 

property, your family, and your body would from now on belong to the truth. Doubt would be an 

unforgivable sin! Do not think, do not examine, which would be the temptations of the devil! 

You have to recite the voice of truth every day. These pure children would monitor you to 

ensure that all rules are obeyed. You must stay away from this evil society. You must cleanse 

the heretics around you. Today you should go out and spread the voice of truth and develop our 

secret society, becoming part of my great work of redeeming the world. The police couldn’t do 

anything to you, since death would be the beginning of real happiness. Now, come with me!
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Brigands

Using heaps of bowls bound by straw ropes for wheels and iron pans as the carriage. 
They are connected to one another like a long worm. Inside the pans are broken 
chopsticks, shards of porcelain and fruits’ stones.

The brigands were not really into traveling. They were but monsters created by the chasing 

troops. Nobody would resist the momentum of a group of fleeing outlaws. Chasing the 

ineffectual elements of the brigands and recovering plundered cities was not only an excellent 

opportunity of getting rich, but also the best strategy of accumulating military merit. All this 

was crystal clear to the warlord. Thus the brigands were the creation of governments that 

pursued halfheartedly. The brigands were able to recruit more and more people, until some 

collaborating literati were also involved. They would teach the brigands how to justify their own 

actions. As the brigands started to turn rebellion into a punitive war mandated by heaven, they 

created beautifully penned denunciations like their official opponents. Yet the literati also 

imparted techniques of organizing government. From then on the brigands would lose the 

advantage of guerilla warfare. They started to have their own walled cities and borders, and 

they were transformed into hesitating defenders. Waiting on the first move by the brigands was 

the best strategy of eradicating them. As long as a siege was complete and all the resources 

were cut, horrid inflight would flare up. Internal division was much more effective in defeating 

the brigands than the natural fortress itself.
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Curer

Clay or stone human body mazes filled with beads. Tilt it in different directions so 
the beads could get out of the maze and make crispy sounds that turn it into a 
musical instrument. It takes the contour of a gourd, and its base also assumes the 
shape of a gourd, creating a resonance chamber for the instrument.

I knew how things worked. I believed that the body was organized in the same logic as nature, 

landscape and the cosmos. Therefore I saw both plants and animals as part of the physical 

body. I always saw the body as a tree or a river. The real curer could well run an entire 

country. I had no way to cure two things, poverty and aging. As far as my relations with plants 

went, I was a juice maker. As far as my relations with animals went, I was an instructor. In fact 

I was the organizer and moderator of relations between things. All curers were eventually 

failures. But medicine was the best training available, as it made me realize a secret I could 

not share with others: the constitution of the emperor was no stronger than that of the pauper. 

Therefore I held power in contempt. Illness was a worldly error, which had become part of the 

world. What medical treatment was capable of was but the reduction of the ratio, which boiled 

down to a mathematical problem. What I had to do was not carrying out an operation. I just 

needed to keep you company, and make death easier to swallow.
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Martyr of Chastity

A water basin stand in traditional Chinese style. The legs are replaced with scissors. 
A pearl necklace is turned into a hinge that turns the scissors. Inside the basin are 
agates. Water is often spilled onto the mirror.

She used hair for the sewing machine. This bald girl sewed dates onto the calendar non-stop. 

The martyr of chastity was a poor soul brainwashed by success. The damage on her concept 

was much worse than that on the bones of her feet. She replaced her life with exemplars. 

Therefore unreasonable dignity beat the instinct and joy of survival. She put a sexual relation in 

an overly sacred position. Sometimes such a sexual relation was but a right in fast-tracking 

appointments, and could well never have happened. Yet this was enough reason for her 

enduring autism or eventual suicide. Even her father could not accept such stubbornness. She 

got in return a cold, simple stone building. Only her hard work produced a glorious son would 

she be recognized as living for hope. In fact there were fewer martyrs of chastity than widely 

expected, despite the fact that she was given prominence of place in historical records. For, 

most women did not choose such despair.
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Scholar

Two electric fans are positioned like a pair of lenses. The bridge is replaced with a 
wheel. The legs are handles of a wheelbarrow. The performer pushes the glasses – 
wheelbarrow towards different items and the fans blow air at them.

Sometimes people would tease the scholar and ask him to offer a rather clichéd explanation for 

things with citations from Confucian classics. They would laugh mercilessly at him for that, 

trying to prove that reading was but something life could do without. Yet they did this not out 

of contempt, but rather as an alternative homage towards a learned man. The scholar didn’t 

buy such demonstration of good will. He was obsessed with words. He would close the book 

and sign at certain vocabulary. His blood would boil. He would run around the house. Outside 

the peach blossomed and willow turned green, as the spring came into its fullness. Yet he shut 

his doors and waxed lyrical over the inevitable passing of spring. The scholar was convinced 

that one article would be enough to decimate thousands of troops, and hence became 

immortalized. 1He was sure that his physical body was but an instrument with which certain 

lines could be evoked, which would shine upon this world forever. His was a life shaped by 

books and yet geared towards producing new books. But when all such hopes were destroyed, 

the scholar would also start to squander his life just like a spendthrift billionaire, turning 

himself into a brilliant physical body.
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Inn

A balance toy hung high in the exhibition hall. The goose’s body and wings are cut 
out with wood boards, covered with stainless steel boards. Wine kettles and mugs 
are hung onto the strings underneath the wings. Once the visitor pulls the strings 
under the goose’s body, its wings move up and down, and the mirror surfaces of the 
stainless steel boards refract light to every corner of the space.

The inn does not welcome those who took hotels for homes. Rather they would love to have 

those who took their homes for hotels. At the inn, you were far away from your home, away 

from the center of power, yet it was not safer. Assassins were active here at the inn. The 

sentiments that pervaded the inn were usually quite negative. Solitary travelers, pouring rain in 

bitter winds, endless stretches of wilderness, alternating appearance of foxes and strangers. All 

noises were magnified. So a turbid wine would perhaps always be able to offer some solace, 

and poetry and ghost tales were more likely to work.
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Shangri-La

A backpack with a National Geographic logo. The massage machine inside could 
massage the waist of the backpacker. The backpack sports a yak’s head, with a “No 
Photography” sign cut into it.

Shangri-La was surrounded by snow covered mountains. The visitor knelt down automatically, 

and followed the discrete thinking of each temple. It was reported that the temples would 

tolerate the thoughts of one another. A claustrophobic space created human purity that invited 

curiosity as well as pollution. Fortunately the mushroom-rich Shangri-La was germ-free. The 

mushrooms were but projected by imagination, yet camera lenses easily got moldy here. Only 

the imagination could delve into the depths to unravel the secrets. Therefore in the history of 

Shangri-La’s formation, the interpretations of visitors became crucial, so much so that they 

started an enduring argument over the exact location of Shangri-La. Obtaining proof for 

deciding the truth took many years, and it was still chaotic as of today.
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Sea wind

An apparatus that develops out of an ellipsometer. A sail is fitted onto the slide bar. 
Push the helm and the mountains on the land will move across each other alternatingly.

The monsoon came from the sea, bringing moisture. As precipitation returned,men returned 

from the South China Sea to the fishing villages. Mazu stopped her watch on the riff. She 

returned home and eavesdropped on the large tide like noises created by reunions of husbands 

and wives in her neighborhood. Of course some did not get home. Many legends surrounded the 

disappeared. Some said that they sank together with ships full of porcelain in Malacca. Others 

said they were tilling the soil on a large island, and continued the tradition of armed conflicts 

between clans that were formed by the time they left their hometown. Some claimed that they 

took foreign women for wives and fathered children. Another theory was that the pirates that 

instilled fear in their hearts were actually from the same town. The returnees would not stay 

for long. When the wind blew to the south, men would again set sail, taking away with them 

enough tea. Their number dwindled the next time they returned, but they brought with them 

some Muslim businessmen with strange facial features, who claimed to come in search of 

knowledge. Men were always so full of bullshit. Mazu realized that her man would never come 

back. The following day, she turned into a lighthouse.
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Monk

An automated wooden-fish hitter. The wooden-fish is studded with steel needles, 
which are in turn connected to hairs. As the wooden-fish is repeatedly hit, the steel 
needles start to fall off.

The monk’s life was a kind of amnesty. Choosing a religious life was symbolic of death in the 

layman’s world. After a major failure there was always a way out, or a religious gateway. I 

expressed my wish to quit all the strife of this world. My lifetime thus ended, as many of the 

past happenstances were like death yesterday. I sincerely made the commitment to keep out of 

the game. Theoretically my enemy had to stop chasing me. All debts got canceled. And the 

gateway to transcendence would always receive you in the name of charity. Therefore flight 

into the temple was an act of self-humiliation. It was a statement about forgiving and 

forgetting,about non-revenge and remorse. Proud people might not accept an end like this.But 

after giving up pride, the monk got in return the privilege of freedom, which for the monk 

meant giving up. And there was no worry any more after giving up. The monk wore the uniform 

of someone who gave up. He who saw through the folly of identity, could become anyone and 

do anything. This was a rebirth. What he lost was only pride, but he would get the entire world.
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Memoirs

A pasta machine. The scoop where flour is kept is shaped like a human head, with 
hollowed out eyes and mouth. When pressed, the dough will be squeezed out from 
these two places and become pasta.

It had to be mentioned that memoirs were not necessarily true. Even if it did not cheat 

intentionally, one’s memory had already selected all the evidences that were in one’s favor. The 

person who tried to recollect always pressed their sulci, as his age may have already made it 

impossible to distinguish between hopes and facts. Memoirs were one’s attempts at wrestling 

one ‘s time back from the historian. No, my time was not quite the same as what you had 

described. It was the last battle in one’s lifetime. So very few memoirs were confessions. Most 

of the memoirs contained recollections and glowing references to one’s best moments in life, 

as well as launched the last offensive. Memoirs would recover a frustrated life, turning all 

wrongs into incriminations, and nailed all the enmity and betrayal permanently onto the pole of 

shame. Lastly, memoirs would intervene in the future by offering prophecies, just the same way 

as a will. The most successful memoirs might even force histories to be rewritten. Therefore, 

please show respect to everyone around you who kept a diary.
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Immediate Worry

A pair of bird wings cuts through the mushroom cloud.

Immediate worries came in droves and hit the body like hailstones. Mosquitos at dusk in 

summer hovered above your head like a shadow that shrouded every inch of your career. Each 

dancing digit on the countdown timer would scare you shitless. As a slave of deadlines, you 

were already exhausted both physically and mentally. You started to jump the wagon just to 

escape. You waited for rice to make lunch. Promised water did not quench the nearby fire. 

Everything was so imminent that they jostled for your attention. Time was never enough for 

these events that queued to get into your lifetime. Time was never enough. But their ferocity 

was just for the show. You could always yell at them like an exams officer conducting an 

interview, and they would back up. In the battle between you and your immediate worries, you 

just had to resume the position of a selector, and then you’d realize that all immediate worries 

were but illusory.
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Symbols

Roman columns woven with bamboo slips. A skeleton of an elephant made with 
bamboo slips underneath. Connect the two with both the elephant’s trunk and the 
discarded bamboo slips.

Just as ghost tales dyed the mosquito nets, the scissors and the mirror tried to stay silent, 

symbols were ubiquitous. As long as the interpreter was restless, everything was but the 

projected shadow of something else in a faraway place. Everything entered the stage in 

disguise, which was layered with meaning. Each corner was producing harbingers and omens. 

The message to be conveyed was itself a surface, which hid underneath deeper meanings. The 

world of symbolism was full of tortuous paths, and turned the entire world into a text waiting 

to be explained. Living in a world full of conspiracy theories, more sensitivities were needed. 

You were managed by figures and rituals. You had to penetrate the surface to reach the power 

center of meaning and became the designer of symbols. Once you learned about all the 

secrets, you started to realize how random the design of the world really was. Symbolism was 

but a service that invited either affirmation or coercion. Once it retreated, the world continued 

to exist.
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Water Clock

Thin stainless steel pipes are twisted like mosquito coils, with a stainless steel bead 
sitting in the middle. A ratchet and lever control a string that slowly raises the bead 
before releasing it back to its original position.

For the insomniac, the water clock was like torture. Time lapsed for so long before the water 

clock started to sound. It was suspended in midair by an ever tighter elastic band. You were 

worried about her. You were heartbroken about time. Just as you were about to asphyxiate, the 

noises made by water droplets became magnified as clunks of a hammer. Each clunk hit the 

heart with force. The ripples it triggered would only quiet down after many years. Therefore the 

insomniac resented the water clock. He did not know that he should appreciate it. Because of 

the noises of the water clock, everyone listening to it at night was keeping one another 

company.
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Time

Make several fish with traditional techniques of making bamboo and silk brocade 
lanterns. Small fish fly out of the mouths of bigger onesn.

Time was the first wise magus you came across on your trip. He carried growth rings and hour 

glass. For him, spring already implied withering away. He covered the lamp ever slowly with a 

piece of thick black cloth, and then uncovered it equally slowly. He was busy the whole time. 

As he was engaged in all sorts of undertakings, you noticed his table was slowly covered with 

moss, which then slowly receded. A smaller fish would swim out of every fish in the pond. You 

noticed his hair grow longer, and his eyes swollen with tears. If you asked him why, he would 

respond that men knew nothing about time. Men only saw time pass quickly and irreversibly, 

just like running streams. So they already started to price time higher than gold. Men only saw 

time travel like an arrow, and they already wanted to view home as a hotel. When they were 

dying, they were still crying out about going home. He shook his head as he spoke, his hands 

still busy with all sorts of things. He covered the lamp and then uncovered it. He said you were 

always on the way because you thought yourself as a traveler. Would it be any use if I gave you 

another century to live? Before he could finish his words, you arrived at the stop where you 

were supposed to get off.
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Meditation

Two heron lamps. One contains a green laser light that projects electrocardiogram. 
The other carries a gyroscope on top, and a stable nightlight.

Meditation was a set of techniques, ranging from regulating your breathing to regulating your 

mind, from logical inference to the layering of experience. It sent the body layer by layer to the 

mysterious state of moksha. You stared at the tip of your nose until everything in the world 

started to dissolve. Such techniques were first used to resist worldly temptations and entropy 

until one no longer projected an expression. Then they were used to overcome the restless 

mind, until themind remained mindful, far away from groundless thoughts, free from any 

wish.As your mind entered a state of peace and stability, none of the eight external impacts 

could shake you, and you were then free from all the desires. From such a state of stability, 

the mind derived much firmness and wisdom. Meditation was a cave in which you could heal 

your wound, a base in your own world where you could launch your counteroffensive. If the sky 

fell and the earth collapsed, if the entire nation fell into chaos, I could always retreat into 

meditation and build a mind of moksha. Once you were in possession of meditative techniques, 

you still had to return to this chaotic world, and beat its hysteria with your peaceful 

expressions. You would decimate its frivolities with your apathy. For, meditation itself was a 

critique of the crazy world.
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Land’s End

The hexagonal, double-layered palace lantern is made of an LCD TV and digital photo 
frames. The digital frame on top shows the revolving earth captured from Google 
Earth and can receive emails sent by certain people, who would continuously use 
email to send and upgrade the images on display. The upright LCD screen displays 
panoptical views of some international airports.

Land’s End used to be so far away. Once you found yourself in Land’s End, you felt not just 

spatial distance, but also a civilizational desolation. Its distance marked the blurring boundaries 

of the imperial frontiers. Here in Land’s End, civilization was diluted to an abstract scene of an 

individual facing the heaven and earth on his own. Therefore, those frequent visitors tended to 

have more penetrating eyes than those interested in the hustle bustle of the imperial 

capital.Therefore Land’s End remained a celebrated attraction in history. Land’s End was 

crammed with brokenhearted people, debauchers, virtuous people, setting sun and poetry. 

Every moaner, everyone in pursuit of something out of their reach, could describe their place 

as Land’s End. Therefore even if the luxuriant growths were but a stone’s throw away, they 

could still be in Land’s End. Land’s End was basically next to every aspiring, ambitions person. 

If you were truly sick of crowds, you could always go to Land’s End. Yet the empire allowed for 

a world under the heaven only. It did not sanction the existence of an “end”. As the empire 

expanded, flight routes to Land’s End were launched. With posters of wanted persons plastered 

everywhere, Land’s End could not be found any more.
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Lament for Antiquity

A large set of chandelier woven with bamboo strips. Each level of the pagoda 
structure is fitted with railings. The small lamps are shaped like waves underneath 
and mountains in the middle. All of them are fitted with railings.

The person leaning on the railings saw his own reflections only. The railings helped the body 

overcome acrophobia. Only in this way could the soul be so light and solitary, and eyebeams 

could carelessly dash towards the extremely faraway places. As the eyebeams traveled far, 

they were forced to land on history. If you looked down from the high towers, you always saw 

time. When past prosperity was only traceable in ruins, heroes and beauties were but a handful 

of bones. Miraculous palaces and mausoleums were now flowerbeds. Lichen was the last victor. 

The moon looked on in silence, as all the landscapes, mausoleums and palaces in faraway 

places fueled his melancholy constantly. The people he cherished and reminisced about were 

all quite similar to himself. In fact he was one of them who lagged behind. They were the era 

he was supposed to be fighting. Lamentations for the past were triggered by these views, 

although they were not always sad, unsettled, helpless or solitary. Revisions of the past still 

waited to be written. His eyes finally returned to the towers here, and touched on every railing. 

The palimpsest of other lamenters left no space for him to scribe his own words on the painted 

walls and columns. Lamenters of all dynasties had already exhausted the ups and downs and 

enduring sorrows, until the lamenters of the previous dynasty were themselves lamented. He 

finally realized that his restless emotions were so clichéd, and from then on he lost his words.
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