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Personal Statement

Guo Bingxin

I often get hit by an impulse to destroy while making a painting, to confront what I have in mind,
hence my varying feelings in the process, including anger, introspection, remorse, sorrow and

retrained joy, and every time it ends up with certain regret and also the right proportion of perfection.

It was a coldest period in Shanghai when I worked on these paintings, with the lowest temperature
being around -10 °C, and the plants in my backyard were all frosted. To fight the cold, I would have
three trousers, two down jackets, a knitted cap and gloves on for most of the time. In such cold days,
what else could I do than to paint? I’d feel even colder when I didn’t paint! It’s strange that the daisies
were still alive and looked brilliant. My hair was so short that it couldn’t keep my head warm enough,
any gust of wind would have the top and back of my head shiver, so the whole winter I failed to take
my cap off although I wanted and struggled to. In 2020, I got more interested in plants, as they showed
me the power of life and made me aware of our gift of growing. I believe that painting also has the
ability of growing; I am a source of nutrition for them and they’re the leading roles of their own
worlds. I paint and paint like crazy, as a way to express love, until I get exhausted and end up being
their fertilizer. As a sentimental person, I could be saddened to tears when watching something, or
touched for being inspired, or infuriated to directly vent my anger. These feelings also arise when I
paint; I’d come around and find myself painting at times, as if my body were separate from my
consciousness. The brain is for thinking, but the body can also think, only in a way not always

understandable to the brain, so what about this explanation for being absent-minded during painting?



