1.

During a mild winter, an underground exhibition hall in the city centre was brought to life because of the exhibition Two Attitudes Toward Identity 93. Like adolescents looking for a piece of open turf to claim for their own, this underground exhibition hall became the stronghold for all the local experimental artists’ and curators’ activities, including the 1996 exhibition, Let’s Talk About Money. Now that I think about it, it really was a different world – it was a place where you could make all kinds of mess, but also somewhere where you could retreat into a corner and imagine a different world. Some meaningful things happened here, whereas some other things have been forgotten, like some of the unorganized works I put in this basement that were flooded and might as well have been thrown away. 
 
“Underground!” “Underground!” This word is used by many and is always associated with resistance, a backbone to stand for strong arguments. But in actual fact, most of the time it is only because we don’t have a choice! During that time, the contemporary mainstream art scene saw the art we made as rubbish (and people who hold this point of view still exist, although they no longer have a monopoly on what is said about art). Those who did have the control over the mainstream art scene did not provide us with any official kind of exhibition venue and we didn't have any money to rent a better place. The only choice we had was the underground exhibition hall at the school where I taught. This humid space with low ceilings that was provided for free by the school fulfilled the needs of many other local Shanghai artists. I am still surprised at the openness the school had. This was almost unheard of at the time – and furthermore, they had no ideas what kind of art we were making.
 
Because I teach, I still frequently return to that school. Every time I go to the classrooms, I pass by the entrance to that underground exhibition hall, but the doors seem to always be locked. It’s like the passion filled youthful memories that will forever be impressed upon your memories. The other day, I actually found in my studio some photographic paper leftover from one of my works I created in this underground exhibition hall. It lies quietly in a corner of the bookshelf. I did not unwrap it, although actually the paper has long since expired…
一个不太冷的冬季，在巿中心的一个地下展厅，因为举办了一个主题为＜形象的两次态度93＞的展览之后，一下热闹了起来。如同每个青春期的孩子都寻找到了属于他自己可以撒野的领地那样，这个地下展厅就几乎成了当时上海本土投身实验艺术的艺术家们展示作品或者策划艺术活动的据点了，包括96年的传真展＜我们谈谈钱＞。现在想起来那里真是另一个世界：一个足以让你放肆地胡来又足以让你安全地退到墙角去幻想的一个世界。一些有意思的事曾经在在这个地下发生了，而另一些事却被遗忘了，就象那些我存放在这个地下室里的乱七八糟的作品，因为浸水被扔掉了一样。  ＂ 地下！＂＂地下！＂，这个词是如此的让人想入非非。它们总是很容易与对抗联系起来并由此树立起一种强有力的立场。但其实多半的原因却是：我们没有选择的可能！那个时期，我们所做的艺术在当时的主流艺术圈看来等同于垃圾！（其实现在持这种观点的人也大有人在，虽然现在他们已无法左右艺术的话语权了）。掌控主流艺术的权力者不会为我们提供任何正式的展馆之类的场所。我们也没有经济能力去租一个比较好的场地。唯一可以选择的便是我仼职的学校的这个地下展厅。这个低矮潮湿又局促的地下空间，却因为学校给予免费的相助而成全了我们也成全了好多在上海本土的其他艺术家。我至今对学校的那种开放态度感到吃惊。这在当时几乎是不可能的，并且他们对我们那时做的艺术也一无所知。

       因为教课的缘故，我现在还常常会去巿中心的这个学校。每次去教室总要经过这个地下展厅的入口，但门似乎永远是锁着的。好象曾经那个激情洋溢的青春时光被永久地定格在记忆中一般。    前些天在工作室，我居然发现了我曾经在这个地下展厅创作作品时剩下的一盒感光相纸，它静静地躺在书柜的一个角落里。我没有打开盒子，虽然其实里面的感光相纸早已过期......

2.

Like the pagers of the late 80s and early 90s, fax was one of the most short-lived forms of communication that has since been forgotten. However, in the pre-internet days of the 90s in China, fax was one of the most convenient and economical ways to communicate with people overseas. Back then, we had no money and non-mainstream ideologies were still sensitive. So, when we used facsimiles as a medium and the theme of Let’s Talk About Money to facilitate an interesting international exchange exhibition, it pointedly addressed all the issues we had before us.
 
It’s hard to remember exactly how many came to see the exhibition. I just remember from the very first day, pages and pages of facsimiles slipped out from the fax machine at Ding Yi’s home and crawled up the walls of the basement. As time passed by, the blank walls gradually all became occupied. I just remembered – Xu Zhen told me he actually participated in this exhibition as well – just not officially because only his contributions did not come from a fax machine; he just came to the exhibition site and posted his work on the wall, and on the last day of the exhibition came to take it down. This is an open case…

A few years later, I found I had accidentally sealed these facsimiles from Lets Talk About Money in a metal box. When I opened the box, the colors of the words and images on the fax paper had faded to a point where they were no longer legible. Like ghosts that escaped from a mouldy tissue – they were transformed from the cheapest form of communication to a form valued for something else. I just thought – what if we used the theme Lets Talk About Money to ask how much these facsimiles are worth today?

就象80年末至90年代初的BP机一样，＂传真＂这一形式几乎是最短命的被人遗忘的通迅方式之一了。然而，在还没形成互联网的90年代的中国，它们是我们与本土之外唯一最快捷又最经济的交流形式。那时我们没有钱，意识形态也依旧敏感。所以，当我们以＂传真＂作为形式媒介，用＂我们谈谈钱＂这个主题来促成一个国际性的有趣的交流展时，它几乎针对性地摆平了所有搁置在我们面前的难题。
      记不清有多少人来看展览了，只记得从展览的第一天起，它们便一页一页地从丁乙家的传真机中溜出，又一页一页地爬到了地下室的墙面上。随着时间的推移，空白的墙面被一点一点地全部占据了。想起了一个插曲：徐震对我说，其实他也参加了这个展览，只不过不是作为正式的，因为唯有他的文件不是通过传真机发来的，而是他自己到展览现场把他的作品贴到了墙上，然后在结束的那天又把它拿走了。这成了悬案.......
       若干年之后的今天，居然发现这些＂我们谈谈钱＂的传真原件被我封存在了一个金属盒子里。打开盒子，传真纸上的图形和文字几乎都退色到看不清的程度了。它们就象一堆射精后慢慢从发䓯的纸面上逃离的幽灵：从一种最经济的形式转换成了另一种被瞻仰的形式。我突然想借用＂我们谈谈钱＂的这个主题来问：今天，它们值多少钱？


3.

“Ground” 

City Space: Movement ⇔ Jumping for 12 Hours
1994
Taking November 26th as a Reason – sounds incredulous. In actual fact, this was an event curated by Geng Jianyi, which some artists from Hangzhou, Shanghai and Beijing were invited to participate in. The event unfolded like this: on the 26th of November, 1994, all the participating artists created a piece of work in the cities where they lived and worked. The work could be of any method and form. Once the work was completed, it was photographed. These photographs were then collected and published alongside written descriptions. A strange exhibition strategy thus emerged: one that did not need a conventional physical space packed with an audience, and instead took on a form that was not limited by time and space, and was mobile in the way it was disseminated and presented (also therefore cleverly dodging the double dilemma of money and government investigations). In fact, it is a special form that emerged out of the specific realities of the time. 

City Space: Movement ⇔ Jumping for 12 Hours was produced with the same formal strategy: the work treated the city as the site; using phone booths, the most common medium seen throughout the city, I dialed the numbers of friends according to an address book and spoke to each one. Between the jumping and movement of the connection between my body’s continuous movement in this space, and the position of the person on the other line, a mutually dependant, yet also mutually controlling, happening, “place” was built. What is interesting is, this is the biggest, most luxurious place I have used, since the first day I began working in the arts until now – both expansive and free. In order to document the process, I invited good friends Gu Lei and Wang Shanxiang, who followed me around and photographed the event. At the time, most of us did not have any economic means, so we mostly relied on each other for favors. The only “pay” I did give them was a meal, which we ate in my home the day before the event – and this was so we would have the energy to roam around the city for 12 hours the next day. I remember the moment where the event finished at 8pm, our bodies were almost destroyed. I vomited non-stop.

I attempted to do this performance again, years after, but the address book which we used to execute the work can no longer be found. Like when a witness is unable to testify at court, those phone numbers marked on a map are unable to find their owner. Staring at these numbers on the map, it suddenly strikes me: I wonder if I called the numbers one by one, would I be able to find the missing clues? I hesitantly dialed the first number: 2400847. Slowly, a recording of a woman’s voice began to play: “The number you dialed does not exist. Please check and dial again later.” I tried the second number and got the same woman’s clear and negating voice. The third number I attempted resulted in the same. It was then that I realized, these numbers have long ceased to exist…

Today, I happened upon some news from one or two days ago on WeChat. Some big Chinese industry players bought a van Gough, titled Still Life, Vase with Daisies and Poppies for 61 million USD at an auction. I know what this means, and I also know that the form of Taking November 26th as a Reason is no longer something we can return to. It originated from reality, and died in reality. 
＂地面＂＜城市空间：移动      跳跃12小时＞1994 

       ＜以11月26日作为理由＞听起来有些不可思义。实际上这是耿建翌邀请杭州、上海和北京的部分艺术家参与他策划的一个艺术活动。其方式是：每个参与计划的艺术家在1994年11月26日那一天，在各自生活居住的城市以任何形式创作一件艺术品，完成后以照片记录和文字叙述方式汇总成册。于是一种奇特的展览策略被凸现了出来：它无需一个填充观众的常规的物理空间，而是以一种隐形的没有时间与空间限制的便携式方式予以传播与呈现（ 它巧妙地避免了经济与审查的双重困境 ）。事实上它是那个年代特定现实困境下被挤压出来的一种特殊形式。

      ＜城市空间：移动     跳跃12小时＞便是在这种形式策略下产生的：将城市空间作为现场，通过城市中的公共电话亭这种最常见的媒介，依据通迅录中的电话号码逐个与朋友进行联络，身体在空间中连续性的移动和对方所处空间位置点之间的不断跳跃性联接，一种彼此依赖又彼此控制的正在发生的＂场所＂被建立了起来。有意思的是，这是我从事艺术之今享用过的最大最豪华的空间，奢侈并且免费。 为了记录这个计划的实施过程，我特别请了好朋友顾磊和王善祥协助我作随行的照片记录。那个时侯，我们大都没有什么经济能力，所以常常都仰仗朋友们彼此不计报酬的相助。我唯一给予他们＂报酬＂的便是在实施前的那个晚上，邀请他们住在我家里饱餐了一顿。那也是为了第二天有充沛的精力在城市中可以折腾12小时的缘故。记得第二天当我们行走到晚上8点结束时的那一刻，我们的身体还是几乎被摧垮了。我呕吐不止。

       如今当我试着重访这个艺术行为时，那本至关重要的用来实施计划的通讯录却找不到了。就象证人无法出庭作证那样，那些存留在地图上的电话号码似乎再也找不到它的主人了...... 我凝视着标注在地图上的那些联络点的电话号码，突然灵光一现：我是否可以通过重新拨打这些号码，把那些失踪的线索一个个地重新找寻回来？ 我忐忑地拨打了第一个电话号码：2400847。结果从电话那头缓缓地传来了一个事先被录制好的女士的声音：＂您拨打的号码是空号，请核对后再拨＂。然后我试着继续拨打第二个号码，得到的依然是那位女士清晰而否定的声音。接着我又拨打第三个号码却依然如故。这时我才意识到，其实这些电话号码早已不存在了......

       今天，我无意中在微信上看到了一则二天前的新闻，一位中国业界大佬以6170万美元的价格拍下了一幅凡高的油画，它的标题叫＜静物，插满雏菊和罂粟花的花瓶＞。我明白这意味着什么；也知道＜以11月26日作为理由＞的那种形式已一去不复返了。它们源于现实也死于现实。

When we do not have the ability to make art in what is designated as an art space, this constraining reality becomes an inseparable part of our practice. The period of 1995 was the same. At that time, we still had to face a difficult reality, and had to find a way of making art that we could afford under limited conditions. Within that which can be considered easily affordable, working in one’s own home is perhaps most persuasive. When I was invited in 1995 to participate in Gong Jianhua’s Taking 45 Degrees as a Reason, I thus decided to confront issues relating to personal spaces and individual bodies, limiting my site of activity to my own apartment. I found that there are no longer any spaces that can correlate to one’s own body as accurately as one’s own home. Every functional space within a home addresses the different needs of a body: the kitchen – for eating, the bathroom - so we can excrete, the bedroom – so the body can rest, and the living room so we can communicate with our friends and family. I was curious about this, and had the urge to interfere with this corresponsive relationship. So, I tried to interfere with a new vocabulary within the interlinked and yet respectively intact language of the spaces, as if a virus had invaded and evolved to tamper with the entire space. I installed automatic springs on every door and hid microphones and speakers in every room and left them on for 24 hours a day. I lived, as normal, in the apartment for a month. Additionally, I installed a transparent PVC sheet at the junction of each space, and on opposite sides of the sheet of PVC, I fixed a woofer, which could produce vibrations. As such, a continuous, open space was created and the privacy and safety systems of the apartment were destroyed: chatting with friends, going to the bathroom, snoring, walking, getting things, any noise made throughout any of the rooms would echo throughout the space and be amplified, and through the trembling bass be reverberated by the PVC sheets, which acted like a tongue. It’s like being watched all the time. I remember one time, a group of friends came to visit, one of my female friends needed the bathroom. Embarrassed, she begged me to turn off all the amplifiers in the installation. I said, very deliberately, this sound installation was installed with a timer, even I can’t turn it off. In the end, she had to look for a public bathroom. In fact, there is an important preface to my plan for this installation: I absolutely must live as normal in this space, amongst the sounds of daily life and their amplified reverberations for a month.
This was the first time – perhaps the only time – I could explore for 720 consecutive hours, to the full extent, the effects of an alienated private space on the body. What I had not planned for was that throughout the process, the sense that one was being watched gradually faded and was forgotten. However, when I unplugged the amplifiers after the event had ended, the silence was suffocatingly lonely – it was just as scary as when the work first started. It was as if the whole space had become a vacuum devoid of sounds. I realized someone’s habits can be completely changed within a rigid environment. This makes my hairs stand on end!

Today, 19 years later, when I re-evaluate this work that has long since ceased to exist, I am shocked to find that it has never become the past, as it has never left us (this is perhaps the only of my earlier works that has not lost its effect):  it is still pertinent to the reality of today. It is just that it has long since ceased to be as forceful of an intervention, and instead, is a public medium that has a more disorientating, power, which, unbeknown to us, pervades every aspect of our daily life.
-- 
     当我们没有能力在一个被命名的艺术空间中去做自己的艺术时，那种现实的困境就已经成为了我们艺术的无法割裂的一部分了。 1995年的那个年代依然如此。那时，我们仍然不得不面对周遭的困境，在现实的挤压中去寻找我们负担得起的艺术形式！毫无疑问，在这些负担得起的艺术形式中，作为私人空间的居所可以说是最具说服力的了。当我在这一年再次受邀参加耿建翌策划的＜以45度作为理由＞时，便决定在自己的居所中针对性地去探讨关于私人空间与个体身体间的关联与影响。我发现再没什么空间能象居所那样完美又确切地与自己的身体相对应的了。居所中每个被规划的功能性空间都对应着身体的各种需求：厨房对应着进食；洗手间对应着排泄；卧室对应着身体的睡眠；而客厅则对应着主人与亲朋好友间的交流。各取所需，它（住宅）构成了确保身体需求的全部对应形式。这让我好奇，并有种企图去干扰这种对应的冲动。于是，我试着在这样一种约定俗成互不干扰的空间语法中去蓄意地嵌入一个岐变的词汇，想象着一个意外入侵的病源体正以它自身的变异力去篡改整个空间的语法结构。我在每个房间都喑藏了麦克风和扬声器，并在客厅与卧室内各设置了一片透明PVC薄膜，两边均固定挤压着足以震动薄膜的低音喇叭。如此，在连续不断的开启中，整个私人空间的那种安全私密的对应系统被彻底瓦解了：朋友聊天、上洗手间、睡觉打呼、走路、拿东西、洗澡，任何由空间内产生的日常声音都会被放大，在各个空间中来回穿越，并通过颤动的低音频率被落实在震得哗哗作响的薄膜上，宛如舌苔。就象你每时每刻都被监控一样。记得有一次，一帮朋友来我家聊天，其中有位女性朋友内急，要上洗手间。于是她尴尬地请求我把住所内的扩音装置关掉。我故意对她说，这个声音装置系统是预先设置好时间的，我自己也没法关掉它。结果她只好悻悻地外出找公共厕所去了。其实真实的情况是，我为这个计划设置了一个至关重要的前提：我必须如往常一样，在这些由各种日常声音交叉扩大所构成的空间环境中生活一个月。

      这是我第一次，或许也是唯一一次可以这样充分地在连续720小时不间断的时间长度中去纵深探讨被异化的私人空间对身体的影响。  但出乎我意外的是，一个之前我不曾意识到的事实却在计划完成后产生了：在实施的过程中，随着时间的推移，那种被监控的感觉在不知不觉中似乎被渐渐忘却了。然而当最后我拔掉音响电源的一瞬间，那种突然而至的窒息般的寂静却像当初这件作品开始时所产生的感受一样叫人害怕！仿佛整个空间的声音都被屏蔽掉了！我意识到，原来一个人的所谓习惯在某种強制性的环境中，是完全可以被改变的。这让人毛骨悚然！   

         19年后的今天，当我重新再来审视这件早已不存在的作品时，我惊讶地发现它从未成为过去，也从未离开过我们（这大约是我早期作品中唯一没有失效的作品）：它的针对性依然强有力地对应着今天的现实。只不过它早已不再以强行的方式介入，而是以另一种更具迷惑性力量的公共媒介形式渗透在我们生活的各个方面，在不知不觉中影响着我们也改变着我们。

