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MOST CLOSE

“I paint what | see” Guo Bingxin wrote in her diary last August. In her studio on the outskirts of Shanghai it is 38°C.
Undeterred, although exhausted by the heatwave, Bingxin continued to paint and shape small clay pieces of
sculpture with a clouded mind. This previous winter the opposite had been true: with 10°C below zero she wore
several layers of clothing to protect herself from freezing. With her head practically shaved she was careful to
protect it with caps. She writes: with such freezing weather what shall | do but paint? Should | not paint, I'd feel
much colder! In her personal diaries — actually pages on her relationship with painting, the outcome of careful
self observation — Bingxin remarks that neither her brain nor her rationality guides her, but a sort of “body’s
wisdom”, a “physical spontaneity” conducts everything. On the contrary she often paints in a condition of semi-

trance from which she occasionally resurfaces to realize she is holding a brush.

One is awed by the number of paintings completed every month. The act of painting appears to be compulsive as
if she were caught in a paroxysmic vortex. | view her diving into the canvas brandishing her brush while carried
away by the intensity of her empathy. | see her drawing with decision, her brush strokes in a style somewhat
inspired by traditional divisionism however void of its theoretical aim, but convulsively tapped into her palette mix,

drab or muted tones dictated by emotions more than by aesthetic or chromatic consideration.

That severe gaze looking at us from the canvas from various points of view, as if with a personal reinterpretation
of cubism, and those tight lips that never open up in a smile, are actually addressed to herself. Looking at herself
without mercy, twisting her image in various ways, multiplying it, stretching it or superimposing it as it might
appear in a fragmented mirror held miraculously together, it looks to me that Bingxin performs a frenzied and
reiterated effort to get to know and re-cognize herself from countless viewpoints. That fragmented mirror helps
her to go beyond any consideration of likelihood, proportion, aesthetics. However, while anatomic details dissolve
one into another by way of colors applied with great ease, the eyes are always oriented in one direction: they stare
immobile and deep at the painter while she is portraying herself, as well as at us observing the picture. Dark,
serious, inquisitive, disquieting eyes that are fixed and cold. They seem to be far away from the vehemence | have
referred to, from the emotional involvement that overcomes the painter (her admission) pushing her to paint the

same subject (above all her face and parts of her body) more and more in order to deeply know them, to “possess”



them and to pour on them her quasi manic attention.

Bingxin’s is a dialogue with herself, as a mosaic of anatomic details as well as with the objects and lives that
surround her. Such lives are plants and flowers whose strength and vital energy she has discovered and learned
how to appreciate. Their colors and their resistance to extreme climates communicate positivity and joy to the
observer; they are contagious in their impartial generosity. One does not ask a flower the reason of its perfume
and its pure beauty is given out to all in the same way. In the flowers painted by Bingxin, the atoms in the colors
vibrate by their own energy and by the rapidity of the artist’s brush. She portraits them with the voracious intent
of tasting their essence in depth and to absorb it herself, but at the same time to express all the love she bears

them.

The “objects” presented here in an exclusive yet repetitive manner are gloves. A symbol of winter. Membrane
interposing itself between hand and brush when cold becomes more pungent. The viewpoint becomes closer,
brush strokes follow one another in tight movements which recall the sensation of rubber. Some drippings
underline the difference between the object and its painted effigy: the protagonist here becomes the track left by
the brush. The texture of the painted material becomes the main subject of interest and of research: it is here that
the artist’s and her world protagonists’ dialogue take place. It is a world that although made smaller by external
motives, has nevertheless made her deepen her relationship with herself, with her own interiority, making it more

intimate, closer. Most close.

Monica Dematté

Vigolo Vattaro, March 18, 2021

Translated by GCC, thanks to Christopher Taylor



