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Fragement d'un discour du terrin.

2024-2025

Il y avait un jardin qu'on appelait la terre
Il était assez grand pour des milliers d'enfants
Il était habité jadis par nos grands-pères
Qui le tenaient eux-mêmes de leurs grands-
parents
La la la la la la

Où est-il ce jardin où nous aurions pu naître
Où nous aurions pu vivre insouciants et nus
Où est cette maison toutes portes ouvertes

——Georges Moustaki, Il y'avait un jardin

...Je n’ai jamais sauté dans des bottes de foin, 
jamais ramassé des tiges de blé, jamais allumé 
de pétards sur des bouses de vache… Je voudrais 
énumérer encore plus de ces choses qui auraient 
dû se passer dans le jardin, mais je les ai toutes 
évitées. Je n’y arrive plus. Si j’ai de la chance, peut-
être qu’un jour, quelque part dans ces 691 villes, 
je tiendrai un bout de papier pour maison dans le 
ciel — sans fondations, sans titre de propriété. Ce 
serait le maximum que je pourrais espérer. Alors… 
Où est ce jardin dans lequel j’aurais pu naître?

Dimensions variables,
sol, bois, aluminium, bronze, fer, acier inoxydable, céramique, 
tirage argentique, branches de saule, coton, nylon, bambou, 
verre, pommes de terre, graines, riz, plastique polyéthylène, 
couteau, câble électrique, jonc, sac tissé, mon correcteur 
cervical, l’harmonica de WT, le chocolat de CQ, le biscuit porte-
bonheur de YC, etc.

“Fragment d’un discours du terrain". C’est un projet 
qui retrace mon processus de recherche et de 
création pendant 2024-2025 à l'Ensba-Lyon, tout 
en explorant un thème central : à travers le mot 
chinois JIA (家 ), qui signifie maison, foyer, groupe, 
j’explore la forme particulière de la construction et 
de l’habiter.

Ces combinaisons étranges d’objets sont des 
constructions illégales que j’ai rencontrées dans les 
rues en Chine, faites de matériaux usés et d’objets 
récupérés. Pour moi, ces architectures, à la fois 
fragiles et puissantes, sont une manière de bâtir un 
“chez-soi”. En réalité, ces assemblages ne sont pas 
nés du hasard. Ces formes improvisées plongent 
leurs racines dans la mémoire des années 1960-
1970 : la grande famine et la Révolution culturelle. 
Dans un contexte de destruction et de pénurie 
extrême, les habitants ne jetaient rien. Tout était 

récupéré pour construire ces habitats précaires, 
pour tenter d’occuper et d’habiter leur propre 
terre.
Dans ce type de construction, chaque objet 
conservé devient un fragment de vie, un “spécimen 
anthropologique” qui accompagne le quotidien, 
reflète l’acte d’habiter et porte la trace d’un lien 
continu à la terre.
Ces formes, bien qu’elles paraissent désordonnées, 
obéissent en fait à une logique implicite. Les objets 
sont toujours liés entre eux de manière subtile, 
comme un simple nœud, sans gestes superflus, 
mais suffisant pour répondre aux besoins de lier, 
de soutenir et de coexister.

À travers ce projet, j’essaie de capter cette manière 
de construire, pleine de tension – un geste qui est 
à la fois intime et collectif – et d’explorer, par la 
matière, les mots et les gestes, la relation entre 
habiter, occuper et coexister.
Je montre ainsi comment la terre et les fragments 
de nos vies quotidiennes tissent la trame de nos 
espaces de vie.

Aujourd’hui, la grande pénurie appartient au 
passé. Depuis la fin du XXe siècle et les réformes 
et l’ouverture, nous vivons dans la “fabrique 
du monde”, immergés dans un flot continu de 
production “made in China”. Pourtant, au cœur 
de cette production massive et de ces villes 
hérissées de tours, ces paysages de glanage n’ont 
pas disparu. Les gens continuent à perpétuer cette 
tradition ancienne : ils essaient encore d’occuper et 
de reprendre leur terre.
Derrière ces formes brutes se cachent peut-être 
des questions plus graves, plus douloureuses. Dans 
ce monde englouti par la vague consumériste et les 
chantiers infinis, il se pourrait qu’il n’y ait plus de 
terre sous nos pieds.



成家，
隐藏在搭建的追求里。
就像原始的耕种，
在土地上的劳作。
垂直性的
地面下开始，
地面上结果。
开挖，夯实，构建，填充。
开沟，覆土，灌水，追肥。
我想拆了东墙垒西墙，
把旧的房子身上的部分，
掺在新房里。
像是种子，
让过去存在过的
和未来将发生的，
相交于现在的回响。
它们都是无声的叙述者，
注视，记录着所处空间里发生的一切，
把昨天的故事凝结成晶, 
垂直在明天新的结构里。
就像 我听M说
在村里，
每家每户盖新楼房，
本家都要出一个男丁。
因为他们相信，亲手栽种。
种瓜得瓜，种豆得豆。
时间过后，他们的房子，
就会长在那片土地上。
而他们也会跟随他们的房子，
生在这里。
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成
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在法国的6年，大家都喜欢询问我是哪来的。
你问：“你从哪里来？我的朋友。”
他问：“你从哪里来？我的朋友。”
她问：“你从哪里来？我的朋友。”
我也问自己：“你从哪里来？”

任何的回答都不重要，
关于这个问题，在所有的回答出现先以先，
我总要被提醒，
我不属于这片土地。

陌生的土地
我要怎么才能走进你的内心
我仿佛跟你热恋过
你从来没有如此靠近我，
为何突然袭击我
闯进我的梦，挑拨我的心。
梦里的土地，
你一分钟的出现
我拉住你，十分钟紧抱。

你知道我多想让这梦境成真
如果他乡变故乡
这目的地真的存在，
那我就在前往的路上。
我心不禁
在梦里我不住地找寻你
这分钟我在等你，
之后你万分钟的吻。

02

梦
里
的
土
地

“有一个叫地球的花园
它大得足以容纳万千儿童
它曾经是我们的父辈居住的地方
父辈的父辈也同样居住在那里。

这个我们原本可以出生的花园在哪里呢？
在那里我们是否可以无忧无虑赤裸地生活？
这座大门敞开的房子在哪里？
我仍在寻找，却再也找不到了？”

——乔治·穆斯塔基
《有一个花园》

 
天生地养，在过去亚细亚的东边，人们传颂并相信着：天生一人，地变
养一人。总带给我一种，那时的人们好似都是怀抱着土地来到这个世界
上。在1994年出生的我，却不是如此，我出生在691座城市中的一座，成
为5.75亿城市人口之一。随我出生的，我所拥有的，只是户口本上薄薄
的一张蓝色的纸，上面留有“城市人口”四个正正的方块字，就像歌中
的孩子：

我出生并生活在钢筋
沥青和混凝土之中
我永远不会知道
这里是一个花园。

我没跳过草垛，没有捡拾过麦穗，没用鞭炮炸过牛粪…….我想列举更多
那些本应该在花园中发生的事儿，但我统统绕开了它们，我没法再说下
去。但如果够幸运的话，可能在某一个明天，在691之中，拥有一张纸，
一个没有地契的空中楼阁，这就是最多了。这个我原本可以出生在其中
的花园在哪里呢？
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“女人的身体，白色的山丘，白色的大腿，
你奉献的姿态一如世界。
我野蛮的农夫之身掘开你，
让孩子从地底跃出。”

—— 聂鲁达
《我的女人》

诗人奇怪的比喻困扰着我。为什么他所面对的，爱人的身体变相成为一
种土地的形象？并成为世界。

挖掘
挖掘
挖掘

我学着诗人在地面上创作了一个洞——
它吸引我躺在其中，我卸下我的身体，我的灵魂一个趔趄，开始坠落，
不可避免的向下进发，朝着那个隐藏着内部凹陷：

劳作狩猎再现的竞技场
火把勉强照亮昏暗的圣殿
上古不朽英灵的沉眠的墓穴

我的众多半神英雄祖先们的沉睡之中，那不朽的骸骨纵横错乱 堆积如
山。如同深秋浆果，褶皱的果肉，并与腐朽 破败相互溶解在一起，被爱
神的那丢失的箭——那颗混杂着欲死欲仙迷醉笑声的 金色的眼泪 所贯
穿。厄洛斯的箭硬如牛角，无情的刺入那曾经英勇的躯体，划伤它们，
令其开肠破肚，像那一颗颗熟透裂开的漏出暗红果肉的石榴。而那如针
般尖刺的眼泪末梢，锐不可当的精准刺入骨肉中最为敏感的神经之中。
这惊起千万只笔直的阳具。它们愚蠢的抬着扁平的头颅。但这昏沉的 隐
秘的 暗室中，朝向死亡的欲望的触及到它们的那一刻，它们就瞬间枯
萎，软成一滩滞水。
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地
面
之
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反向垂直

她像是
被月亮吸引的潮水
随着身体脉搏的节奏
鼓动那大洋深处的
朝着垂直的上方
翻滚 跳跃 奔突 
发起冲击 后浪打前浪
将自己磨的锋利
好似青蓝色的长锥
对准我的心脏 刺破我的胸膛
涌入我的腔内 
奔向我的深处
在我的心室里
潮起又落

她像是
变相的渴望
那蛰伏在身体最中心
将有所有可见的历史
压缩成一个坚实 光滑的奇点
突然来临
在第一个动词出口前
记忆透过陈旧伤口的间隙
喷射流出
超越发生过的 正在发生的与将要发生的
凝结薄片
覆盖我 贴合我
她的面貌顿时凝结
将上一秒的残余
瞬时化成具象的蛹
挂到我生命末端的梢上
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她像是
漆黑的古老原始的洞穴
孕育着着还为成型的生命
在她里面
住着纯粹黑夜般的存在
是视线的禁地
孱弱的目光无法在任何表面停留
未显容的奇妙形象 
沉重的生命之锚
面向死亡 顽强抵抗
可惜的是 我终将要成型离开这
那在我双眼发育完成前
我奋力蜕去最后一层如墨的皮
把它留在洞穴的内部的角落
如果你想
那就触摸它！
会比我现在的形象更具体

我要怎么做
才能为你添加一丁点的意义呢？
自我诞生的那一刻
我的身体就被绞碎
攉入飞溅的 廉价的兴奋剂
被铸建成地面上半米高的荒土丘。
成为新的长城 血肉地堡
我的灵魂被迫将它扛起。
成为我始终走不出的环形山。
就像是一堵坚实的城墙
外边的进不来
里面的也出不去。
粗暴的区隔与切割
将灵魂撕裂为内与外，
这里风也都没有四季的区分，
就连春天的季风也都被阻隔，
不在去尝试温暖我的西伯利亚。
而墙的结构无法轻易的被搭建或拆除，
导致它注定充满悔恨。

我安慰自己别担心
要忍耐，忍耐
直到我的灵魂
变成精卫的样子
游历这世界的各处
在我的里面四处寻找你留在我这里的
言语和痕迹。
收集我自己看着顺眼的字词
带到一处神圣广场 上空的制高点
我把把它们高高的抛起
它们在天空短暂的停驻，并高唱颂歌
像是天使吹响七次的号角，
随后伴随着引力的拥抱
它们开始直直的坠落
吐着金光 划破铁幕
一头扎进地里。
激扬起万米的沙尘，

但我却看的清楚
其中的每一粒尘土
它们都有千万斤的重量，
自由的飘着
轻柔的落下，砸烂和埋葬
一切存在于地表 陈旧的英雄纪念碑

让我用我的眼睛去
雕刻你的每一滴泪
把它们攉在肥沃的泥里
一半用来喂养一只燕子
另一半留在我的胃底里
等天亮前
让它带我飞回到闪耀的白日梦里
再次去攀爬那记忆中心
爬到最顶端 越过所有那关于你的回忆
我学着燕子搭窝那样，
开始反刍那泥土
在闪耀的白色火焰中
缓慢而平静的搭建
那挺拔坚韧的关于你的故事
我的碑.

土
地
絮
语

【
】
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怎
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“人们这样讲述关于泰勒斯的故事，他在仰望上苍、研究天穹时掉进了
井里，对此，一个诙谐幽默的色雷斯女仆嘲笑他说，当他想要把所有的
热情都用于对天空中的物的探究上的时候，摆在眼前和脚下的东西就已
经对他隐藏起来了。”

——泰阿泰德篇

旧石器时代晚期之后，智人离开昏暗的洞穴——大地内部空间的象征，
人们开始由地表向上推进，搭建；由地面插向天空的，像垂直而立的男
性生殖器，确保父系社会子嗣的延续，部落领土的所属权与划分。（随
之）权力展示的重要性开始被强调。同时我们的头颅开始上扬，生产朝
向天空（仰视）的视角。

比如在很早以前，亚洲北方草原上的游牧民族所搭建的原始敖包——由
人工堆成的“石头堆”、“土堆”或“木块堆”。它不仅是牧民稳定世
界的锚，避免迷路的坐标，让放羊的人找到回家的路。同样它也是部落
权力的展现。关于它的起源，人们普遍认为敖包可能来自于各部落间
的战争。通常战争的双方都要极力抢占位于高地的山头，胜利的一方，
就会把部落中战死将士的遗体埋葬在山头上，用石块将坟墓覆盖，以作
纪念。在长期的征战中，我这一方胜利了，把逝去将士的遗体埋葬在山
头。你那一方胜利了，抢占了这座山头，也把遗体埋葬在这里。一来二
去，随着石堆下埋葬着的将士越来越多，敖包的规模也越来越大。在人
们能够眺望到敖包的所有地方，都是敖包所属部落的领地。拥有体积更
大或数量更多的敖包，象征着部落的强大武力即对其他部落领地的征服
和财富的掠夺。久而久之，随着不断的冲突，石块向着垂直方向越垒越
高，像一座座尖塔，傲视苍穹。

或者是在六分仪发明到来前，早期阿拉伯航海家所建立的原始导航技
术：航海者普遍通过目光射向物体，用一或两根手指的宽度进行测算，
即伸出的手臂上的拇指和小指，或者将箭举至一臂远，用以观测视野下
端的地平线和上端的北极星。地平线和北极星的夹角提供了所在位置的
海拔信息。这种测量方法被称为“瞄准”（shooting）物体，人们用目光
射向天空中的物体并与视平线连接。这种空间中z轴的建立，随后使人们
成功的发明了地平线测算，建立起一个完全稳定的虚拟平面，使更远的
航行成为可能，导致殖民主义航线的建立，并成为资本主义市场扩张的
重要工具。

毫无疑问，这些朝向Z轴方向所建立的视觉坐标系，表明权力在空间中
垂直方向的发展。土地不仅被地缘政治的权力边界切割，地面之上与地
下的垂直Z轴同样加入了权力的分配，令暴力与冲突随之成倍增长。划
定疆界、设立国境线、建造围墙，从来不像地图上的展示的那样，像是
附着在二维图像的表面。那些看似抽象的边界线，其实是一把拥有长而
密，垂直齿的锯，朝着垂直两端，无限延伸。如同朝鲜半岛，沿北纬38
度的水平切割；印巴之间被分割的河流；厦门与金门间不到10km海峡；
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中美双方海空一体化的航母舰队的对峙。不仅让权力扎入地下，撕裂地
面。更是朝着地面的上方，将整个空间生生的撕开。从地表到高空，从
地下到云端，随着垂直方向上技术的发展，权利的展示变得立体化。

不仅是在这些脆弱的权力网格的边缘。网格的内部，同样存在着无处安
放的垂直性权力的喧嚣。

为了摆脱过去的“赤”贫，我们180度急转弯，进入无止境的生产中。
我们希望重新站起来。人民需要“重新挺起的脊梁。”在这些被高喊着
的口号中，脊梁与腰板，也同样被塑造成垂直的样式。“马克思的红色
土地”上没有教堂尖顶的参照，过去20年间，全球总共生产的115座超过
300米的摩天大楼，单单中国就占有85座。人们在疯狂的巨大垂直性的建
设中，相信这就是“挺直的脊梁”最好的证明。可狂潮退去后，那些原
本被视为是民族复兴的纪念碑，看起来却像一座座傻乎乎勃起的阳具，
名叫”中华民族复兴“的极端民族主义的热病开始扩撒。

更高的天空，意味可以着更多权利展示的可能性。不仅如此，今天新技
术的崛起也加剧了土地的异化。航天技术、卫星通信、无人机武器、空
中监视系统……这些技术的发展往往令z轴上的权力进行重组。

铁幕系统与更多难以拦截的洲际导弹
第六代战斗机，
并与空中向下俯冲自杀式无人机，
共同组成的方队。
对富有生命的土地狂轰滥炸。

冷战时期，美苏之间的太空竞赛，如今在中美竞争的框架下得到了延
续——中国为了应对美国的卫星封锁，大力推进嫦娥，神州计划。
与此同时，在区域冲突中，中国的机器人武器与通用移动通讯技术
（UMTS）迅速崛起，与此同时这些技术也成为了当今娱乐产业的支
柱。从战争到科技，从监控到消费，一切都被纳入同一个体系之中。

我们的土地不仅像过去那样只是冒着被核武器轰炸的危机，世界的尽头
也不只是支离破碎的废墟。现实中，在人们的眼睛注视着空中Z轴上权
力，陷入对其展示的关注与迷恋的过程中；投入到对其重新分配的疯狂
竞赛里。这一切都使我们成为是新时代的泰勒斯，住在由权利的Z轴所
建的“深井”里。可空中之物也终归是我们难以到达的目的地。承接我
们脚掌，那稳定的土地，承载我们生活的大地在破碎前，早已经被被喧
嚣的权利之海所淹没，在我们的生活里早已隐藏消失的无影无踪。

我们已经无法依靠重力“脚踏实地”了。土地的消失，带来了另一种状
态——永无止境的坠落。来吧！让我们陷入到无始的自由落体之中，又
或者成为的相对静止无终的漂浮。那么，在这个失去土地的世界里，我
们如何继续建造自己的家园？

春分的夜
地球一半黑天 一半白昼
将情人们分开
在梦里的深夜
我碰上一位老者
喊叫着
“救救我， 救救我，
只要留给我五发子弹。”
睁开眼
你胸口的就多了五个窟窿
有原始的爱神在里面搭窝
把我那软弱的故事
削成方
挤进你的伤口里
做成第一块房角石
搭起多愁善感的屋
在你里面 我爱的住所
吸引着我慢慢挪移我的帐篷
爱神的五刃花箭
离开甘蔗弓后
极速飞驰再也不回头
在阳光下
好像闪耀着白光的细丝 
它急速穿过所有情人的身体
渗出的血汇聚成粘稠的河
覆盖我
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爱
神
的
殿

凝成红酒色的蛹皮
另其中的躯体无法维持原本的形式
我把稀烂的身体打包
挂爱神的殿里
在这儿 众河吟唱
春天来自东方温暖的季风也尽汇聚于此
湍急的暖流把我
推入你最深处的动脉
我不住的流淌过你的全身

我在
这里
爱你

我的心穷尽聂鲁达情诗里的每一个字
在你的耳边窃窃私语
当你漆黑双眼的海岸线
决堤的那刻
我捧住那颗最晶莹的泪珠
背着它逆流而上
灵魂开始细密的裹缠并凝结
在里面
我看见梦的土地生成

旅行者腹泻——定义是指在旅途之中，持续排出未成形粪便的状态。是一种急性胃肠炎，表现为腹
泻，并伴有疲劳、腹痛和痉挛、恶心、呕吐或不适等症状。显然关于这种状况，由看不见的细菌引
发的感染，相比这种站在生物科学角度给出的解释。我更愿意称这种现象为水土不服——一种围绕着
人，土壤与环境的问题；在我人类生态学的解释里，这种情况是因为某种对于土地与环境的陌生，身
体在离开了熟悉的土壤之后，人地生疏，身体所发出的应急反应。

对付这种“水土不服”，抚平应急，缓解身体的痛苦。我爸告诉我一个偏方，一种既罕见却又平常的
药——一小嘬家附近的土壤。混在烈酒里，一口气的灌下去，这是他认为最行之有效的办法。

相比高效的奎诺酮类的抗菌药物，我更喜欢这样的治疗方法。但现实，每一次吃土的时候，诸多的犹
豫与怀疑会不受控制的出现，我不得不忍受着身体发出的不适，而尝试劝慰自己：”喝下它！”是否
有些合理的理由，可以建立某种不疑的决心：

比如，由于我的身体无法适应脚下这陌生的土地，与它发生连接。因此我要用最浓烈的酒精，让紧绷
的身体放松，并伴随着家附近的土壤流入我的胃，让身体吸收它蕴含的熟悉气息，进入我的五脏六
腑。从而欺骗身体，让它感觉我好像又站立在熟悉的土地上，这样它就会变的舒服些。更进一步的想
象，相比于用熟悉的土壤欺骗身体，其实我喝的并不是土壤，而是其中那些亲近的故事。毫无疑问，
令身体陌生的，无法适应的，不止是不同土壤间的气味，温度或者湿度的差异，更重要的是陌生的土
壤里没有令身体安卧的熟悉故事，我想这就是为什么有的土壤被称为——故土。每块土壤中都蕴含着
不同的故事，每块土壤中的故事都有一套特别的编码，只有特定的人群，其上生活的人们才能够破译
与阅读。

这给予我一种新的角度去理解 “处处是外人”这句话：陌生的外人不只是远离故土，流离的人。有
时，长居故土的本乡人在面对快速变迁的地表景观时，他们可能同样是外人。

在油门踩到底，疯狂的城市化进程中。大规模的基础建设与摩天大楼鳞次栉比，庞大的交通网络和超
大规模的城市群交错相连。在这些宏大的建设项目中，曾经熟悉的村庄，田地与小路。被巨大的机器
推平、拆除，取而代之的是新的高速公路、铁路、写字楼和高层住宅区。人未动，大地却被挪移走。
人们被动的迎来地表景观的转变，脚步还没来得及迈出，但脚下却已经没了熟悉的土壤，亲近的故事
与事物也一同离我们远去——被动的离开。人们的身体被披上水土不服，集体的被“旅行者腹泻”。
而更严重的是这一具具痛苦的身体都失去了被重新安慰并被治愈最有效的方法。因为那治愈的良药，
家附近那熟悉的土壤早以被淹没在不停变化的景观里，故事也被抽走，统统不复存在。在这种情况
下，人们就像是在的非地方真空中的悬浮的陀螺。难以停止与安息，进入永无止境的背井离乡的旅
行——持续不间断的不适，就像急性炎症由于治疗不当，成为一种经常性的慢性疾病，一种长久出现
的症候群，一种无法根治的绝症。它已不再像初期那般令人感到十足的痛苦，而成为一种令身体变得
麻木的刺痛。

令我真的难以居住。
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土地的诅咒，
连作障碍

“地开了口，从你手里接受你兄弟的血。现在你必从这地受咒诅。你种地，地不再给你效力，你
必流离飘荡在地上。”

——创4:11-12.

我喜欢田野，不住地赞美它。但在那些被赞美的对象里，却要明确地剔除今天那深耕细作的田。

在我的家乡，人们以每年作物的成熟的次数所带来的经济效益来衡量土地的价值。有限的是土
壤，图标上的经济柱子却似乎看不到顶端。为了追寻更高的利益，意味着更快更高效大规模的种
植与收割——农业连作模式，将土地削成方，进行集约化，大规模的单一作物的栽培模式。而这
些连作后的田吞掉了其他的多样的野生植物，只为了养活那些愚蠢的大豆，玉米。在我看来，这
些被夺走野物的田，不再是孕育生命的多样性的大地，只是从事不断生产“农业和经济作物”的
露天车间。

土地被剥削，得墨忒尔再度流泪，大地结束了沉默，开口诅咒并实施报复——发生连作障碍的
田，不再养护其上的生命，其中的土壤变得不再健康并贫瘠，病虫害频发，叶霉病、灰霉病、霜
霉病、根腐病、枯萎病....生态体系变得异常脆弱。孕育生命的大地变成了一块块奔向死亡的、同
质化的景观。唯一的差别，只不过是这里是一片虚弱的大豆田，那里是一块多病的玉米地。这些
大豆与玉米，甚至基本的发芽、根系的吸水与吸肥都难以顺利进行。它们孱弱而短小的根系，
只能困在由氰氨化钙等化学物质勾兑的浓缩营养液与除草剂灌溉中，只是勉强维持生存，等待 
收割。

如今，在建立于昔日田野之上的城市中，也存在着相似的景象。城市用地紧张的现实，使得人们
也死死抓住这片“柏油田”中的每一寸土地。在有限的空间里，必须建造出可容纳更多人居住
的“住宅”。一切如同田里的连作的逻辑，经济法则同样占据着强制的主导：集约化、大规模、
批量化、单一的标准化。只不过这一次，被种下的不再是作物，而是密集堆叠的住宅。批量生产
的住宅蔓延至城市空间——摩天的高楼在城市中密布，而人们所付出的巨大时间成本与经济代
价，换来的却是狭窄、拥挤、封闭的格子状“住所”。

根据中国住房和城乡建设部保守估计，截止到2022年，中国大陆在“拆了盖，盖了又拆”的建设
狂潮中，已经生产了9亿栋房。这些动辄30层起步的庞然大物们，同样无法逃脱土地的报复。它
们也像是连作障碍中孱弱多病的并受到压制得作物。它们的根也都无比的残弱——“摩天大楼都
没有深入地下的地窖。”

毋庸置疑，在过去住宅完整的样式中，总会有一间深入地下的地窖，日夜散发恐惧，散发死亡的
气息。里面堆满储藏的陈旧杂物甚至是遗物。但这些七零八碎的物品，承载着家的记忆，像是一
座座家神的微观圣殿，见证着曾经生活过的生命。岁月也悄然带走了许多东西，但岁月同样也为
我们留下一些痕迹。而地窖，正是在千方百计地保存这些生命的痕迹——为家宅结茧，赋予家宅
鲜活生命。人们赤身露体，坠在家宅的床上，张开还纤弱的肺叶，将咽喉里流出的生命的第一个
音节留在家里。甚至有人等到旅途的尽头，也会用尽全力保持着最后的那口气，要执著等回到家

宅中，再将其自由的呼出，以完成生命中的最为重要的仪式——落花与养护：凋零后的花，落到
地面，进入土壤，养护来年春天的绽放。事物的终点不是完全沉寂，而是成为新的开始的可能，
连接融入那即将来到的生命。家宅为不可避免的消失赋予意义，将起点与终结打结，将死亡赋予
生命的意义，令人们跨越死亡，像桥，链接着彼岸逝者的灵魂与尚在尘世里的人们，从而将由死
亡而来的生命力量注入每个躯体里，让生命得以延续轮回——我们向死而生。

使家宅成为类生命的存在，
一株由石与木构成的巨大植物，
滋养着其上方——
支撑起最顶端的叶片，
那就是屋顶，
使家宅得以为我们遮风挡雨。

混沌的地窖与理性的阁楼之间，维系着一条垂直的距离，不是任何土木工程或结构力学下，克服
重力搭建的高度所能比拟的。那些根部畸形、外强中干的建筑。其宏伟的钢筋混凝土之躯，只
是被抽离了精神空间后的残余。不过是金玉其外、阳具形状的空壳，那内部早就破败，空洞的彻
底。内部的垂直腐烂到只剩由零零碎碎的残渣构成单一的水平:

坐北朝南，采光良好，如果朝向的选择难以朝南，那就朝东西次之，朝北最次。
除了整体的朝向，在选择住房时要尽可能重视卧室的采光效果。起居室、厨房、卫生间的采光效
果依次类推，当然
窗景也非常重要。
还要通风流畅，如果是穿堂风就更好了。
客厅与卧室要分离，厨房餐厅也要分离，但要相互挨着......

千篇一律。

今天批量住宅追求的高效，只是一种可以更快生产的标准化元件的堆积，一间间采光良好，干净
房间的简单组合。为的是让疲惫的身体可以高效地恢复，满足来日工作，生产的需要。如同浓缩
的维生素，服用浓缩的维生素能高效存活，但同时我们也丢掉了大快朵颐的诗意。家宅丢失了在
梦想与想象广度上的无尽延伸的可能，本应是世界的坚实的中心，生命旅途的起始站与目的地， 
却成了扁平的小小温柔乡。无法越过时间，无法超越物质与精神，更不能将生到死结在一起。其
中生命的仪式难以上演，生命轮回的线被截断，凋零的花，逝者的灵魂，都不再落回土地里，在
再也没有任何生命的复苏与补偿，在离开了家宅的庇护，让世界的中心开始塌陷，土地开裂，
张开彻底否定的深渊巨口。我们不可避免的统统掉入其中，沾染连作障碍的诅咒，在无尽的漂浮
中，意义的生命跌落成为只能逃避死亡的生存……

“拉大锯，扯大锯，
拉扯拽倒大槐树，
吓的帅帅跑了，跑到山上
掉了干粮
回来要找
老狼追咬
8点半了该吃饭了
窝头糊了，
地瓜凉了
怎么办呀…”
爷爷哼唱着，
对在他怀里的我说：
“外面的凉风一吹，你就停止吵闹。”
今夜，随着记忆着柔和的风
乘着这首歌 
我就要远航.
回到了那片凉爽的空地.

为了再见到你，我许久未见的朋友
我的脚用力蹬踩，趟过泥泞
把随身带的米和酒祭给你
求你指点我，
帮助我找寻所爱的诗人常呆的那个沉静的废弃古园。
找寻那遗落在其中
残破城垣下那晶莹剔透的宝藏
——诗人的爱与血蒸馏成的泪。
我想它应该还在石缝中 尚未蒸发，
它是诗人的遗孀，我要带它回到那个还未来得及回温的冷清的春天。
看呀，它像是你的样子，甘愿为生命献出自己。
就把它寄存到你那里，
让它贴着你的心走，沿着心流，
顺着心游，信着心游。
在你里面平静无限的自由延长，
成为河流。
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黄土地情歌
——唱与土地

半神祖先们口中那引以为傲的方言，开始沉默与塌陷，从这无声的断裂
中，爱与焦虑由此可见，在此交织，细密的结成一栋成为朝向内部生长
的建筑，负高度之塔。从东到西穷尽所有神话对于擎天之柱想象的总
合，也无法望其项背。超出了已存在的或是将要来的所以笔直与宏伟。
隐藏的 反向的垂直。就是这样，直穿如卵的大地最内部的核心，完成受
精，留下细长的通道。

将…有所有生命所汇集的长河…伴随着河床下…响木击出的闪耀的鼓
点，在其中的每一个粒子都脉动…着争先恐后的极速的希望涌出………

头顶与脚下的大地发出颤动，两个表面被其中涌动不停的能量鼓动使之
开裂，最先流窜出生命的火种在熊熊地燃烧。散发着水，大麦与嫩薄荷
麦的味道。德墨忒耳接过它们，并把时间凝结，注入到一个向内形成的
容器中，随后浓稠的如血的岩浆包覆着无尽英雄祖先的灵魂喷薄飞出，
像是浓缩维他命喷泉。半神的灵魂被震慑到颠倒，紧闭双眼，碎成做成
一盘盘洁白的珠子，同时放声大喊：

科拉！洁白无暇的紧绷圆盾之下的内衬
科拉！孕育原罪心跳的火红的坩埚
科拉！生命可以在此腐烂、化为石头。但也可以在里面发育、诞生。

转眼间，迎来她的分娩了。蹲坐着，双腿张开，我知道从她的里面中诞
生了一个黄土般人类的孩子。

风起时，土中生
你甘愿贡献出你自己
在神明的手中
被抟成我的样子
我被染黄的手背
是最好的证明 
我是你的后裔
从黄土中走出的孩子
我想要为你高歌，
我跟着故乡的人哼唱，
黄土地上，你所孕育的民歌
唱平自命不凡
唱平拿腔拿调…
我也尝试着把心里朴素的忧愁
朴素的爱恋
朴素的希冀与憧憬
编成曲撒在风里
当你再度醒来时，
你听,你听那风声
不管是东南风，还是西北风
它们都是我唱与你的歌…… 

“鲜花曾告诉我你怎样走过
大地知道你心中的每一个角落
甜蜜的梦啊谁都不会错过
终于迎来今天这欢聚时刻
星光洒满了所有的童年
风雨走遍了世间的角落
同样的感受给了我们同样的渴望
同样的欢乐给了我们同一首歌
水千条山万座我们曾走过
每一次相逢和笑脸都彼此铭刻
甜蜜的梦啊谁都不会错过
终于迎来今天这欢聚时刻
阳光想渗透所有的语言
在阳光灿烂欢乐的日子里
春天把友好的故事传说
我们手拉手啊想说的太多
同样的感受给了我们同样的渴望
同样的欢乐给了我们同一首歌
给了我们同一首歌。”

——毛阿敏
《同一首歌》
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我知道，如果人们心中有一个不可告人的故事，觉得有必要表达出来，
但又不想简单的把它吐出来，粗暴的与他人分享。他们就会逃到野外，
找一块肥沃的土地，挖一个洞。然后在里面轻声诉说全部的心事，再用
泥土堵上洞口。这样秘密就会被栽种在那里，永远留在在大地的怀中。
直这些老故事熟透，土地把它们酿成我们之间的那同一首歌。

Be home
is hidden in the pursuit of  building,
like primitive cultivation.
Of  building—
Like primitive sowing,
Toil upon soil.
It begins underground,
And rises vertically—
Beneath the earth: the work,
Above the earth: the fruit.
Digging, ramming, raising, filling.
Trenching, covering, watering, feeding.
I want to tear down the eastern wall
To build up the western one,
To fold parts of  the old house
Into the body of  the new.
Like a seed—
So that what once was
And what has yet to come
Intersect in the echo of  now.
They are silent narrators,
Watching, recording all that occurs
In the spaces they inhabit.
Condensing yesterday’s stories into crystal,
Setting them upright in tomorrow’s framework.
Like when I heard M say—
Back in the village,
Every family building a house
Must send a son from their own bloodline.

Because they believe in planting by hand:
Sow melon, reap melon.
Sow bean, reap bean.

And in time, their house
Will grow from the soil itself.
And they,
Will be born again with it,
Here—
Rooted where they built.

She is like—
the tide pulled by the moon,
surging with the pulse of  a body,
stirring the depths of  the ocean,
rising vertically,
rolling, leaping, crashing,
waves chasing waves,
honing themselves sharp—
as a blue-green lance
aimed at my heart,
piercing my chest,
flooding my hollow,
rushing into my depths.
In the chamber of  my heart,
like tides ebb and flow

She is like—
a transformed desire,
coiled at the core of  my body,
compressing every visible history
into one solid, smooth singularity.
She arrives suddenly,
just before the first verb is spoken.
Memory bursts
through the seams of  old wounds,
shooting outward—
beyond what has been,
what is,
and what will be.
It crystallizes into thin sheets,
covers me, adheres to me.
Her face freezes in that instant,
and the residue of  a second ago
takes shape—
a tangible cocoon
hung at the furthest tip
of  my life.

How must I do
to add even a sliver of  meaning to you?
From the moment I was born,
my body was minced
thrown into a spatter
of  cheap stimulants—
molded into a barren mound
half  a meter high upon the earth.
I became a new Great Wall,
a fortress of  flesh-and-blood.
My soul was forced to bear it,
trapped inside a crater
I could never walk out of.
Like solid city walls,
nothing could enter from outside,
and nothing within could escape.
Violent partitions
ripped my soul into the inside and out.
Here, even the winds
do not know the seasons.
Not even the spring breeze
dares try to warm
my Siberia.
And this wall—
its structure cannot be easily built or torn down
It is fated to be filled with regret.
I soothe myself:
Don’t worry.
Endure, endure—
until my soul
becomes like Jingwei,
roaming the world far and wide,
searching within me
for every word,
every trace you left behind.
I collect the words
that feel right to me,
and carry them
to the highest point
above a sacred square.
There, I throw them high—
they hover in the sky, singing hymns aloud,
like angels blowing seven trumpets.
Then, pulled back by gravity’s embrace,

“The story is that Thales, while occupied with 
studies of  the heavens and gazing upward, fell 
into a well. A witty and attractive Thracian maid 
laughed at him and said that while he wished 
passionately to know something of  heavenly 
things, that which stood before his very nose and 
beneath his feet remained concealed.”

— Theaetetus

Since the late Paleolithic era, Homo sapiens 
began to emerge from the dim caves—symbols 
of  the earth's internal spaces. Humanity moved 
from below ground to the surface, and then be-
gan to build upward. Structures pierced toward 
the sky like upright male genitalia, symbolizing 
not only verticality but also the continuity of  
patrilineal succession, the assertion of  tribal 
ownership, and the delineation of  territorial 
boundaries. With this shift, the display of  power 
became essential. Our heads lifted upward, 
and our gaze—our mode of  production—
turned skyward.

Take, for example, the primitive oboo built by 
ancient nomadic tribes on the northern Asian 
steppes—man-made piles of  stones, earth, or 
wood. These mounds served not only as spatial 
anchors to help herders navigate and return 
home, but also as symbols of  tribal authority. 
It’s widely believed that oboo originated in the 
context of  inter-tribal warfare. Both sides of  a 
conflict sought to control the mountain peaks. 
The victorious would bury their fallen warriors 
atop the hills and cover their graves with stones 
as monuments. Over time, as victories and 
defeats accumulated, more warriors were buried, 
and the mounds grew larger. Wherever an oboo 
was visible marked the domain of  its people. 
The bigger and more numerous the mounds, the 
greater the tribe’s power—an embodiment of  

“Pull the big saw, tug the big saw,
Sawing down the old pagoda tree.
Scared Shuaishuai so much, he ran up the hill,
Dropped his food.
Came back looking for it—
Old wolf  chasing and biting…
It’s eight-thirty, time for dinner.
The cornbread’s burnt,
The sweet potatoes are cold.
What now…”
Grandpa hummed this tune,
and said to the me in his arms:
“Once the cool wind outside starts blowing, you’ll 
stop crying.”
Tonight, riding the soft wind of  memory,
carried by that song,
I’m setting sail—
returning to that cool clearing.

To see you again, my long-lost friend,
I press my feet firmly, wading through the mud,
offering the rice and wine I brought along
as tribute.
I beg you to guide me,
to help me find the poet I love
who often lingers in that quiet, abandoned 
ancient garden—
to find the crystal-clear treasure
hidden beneath the broken city walls:
the poet’s love and blood, distilled into tears.
I think it’s still there, tucked in the crevices of  
stone, not yet evaporated.
It is the poet’s widow.
I want to carry her
back to that spring that never had a chance to 
warm.
Look—she resembles you,
willing to give yourself  for life.
So I’ll entrust her to you,
let her rest near your heart,
flow with its rhythms,
drift with its current,

And now you are cursed from the earth, whose 
mouth is open to take your brother's blood from 
your hand; No longer will the earth give you her 
fruit as the reward of  your work; you will be a 
wanderer in flight over the earth.

— Genesis 4:11-12.

I love the fields and endlessly praise them.
But among the objects of  my praise, I must 
deliberately exclude today’s intensively cultivated 
land. 
In my hometown, the value of  land is measured 
by the economic yield—how many times crops 
can mature in a year. The soil is finite, but the 
economic bar chart seems to have no visible 
peak. To pursue ever higher profits means plan-
ting and harvesting faster, more efficiently, on a 
larger scale—monoculture farming, turning the 
land into grids, pushing for intensive cultivation. 
These continuously cropped fields devour all 
other wild and diverse plants, all to feed those 
foolish soybeans and corns. To me, such land, 
stripped of  its wild companions, is no longer 
fertile earth that nurtures biodiversity, but a vast 
open-air factory producing nothing but “agricul-
tural” and “economic” crops.

The land is exploited. Demeter weeps once 
again. The earth breaks its silence, opens its 
mouth to curse, and begins to retaliate. Fields 
suffering from continuous cropping lose the 
capacity to nurture life. The soil becomes 
unhealthy and barren. Diseases run rampant: 
downy mildew, gray mold, blight, root rot, wilt... 
The ecological system grows increasingly fragile. 
The once life-bearing earth turns into a lifeless, 
homogenized landscape. The only difference is: 
here lies a weak soybean field, there a disease-rid-
den cornfield. Even basic germination, water 
absorption, and nutrient uptake become difficult 
for these crops. With their weak and stunted 
root systems, they can only struggle to survive in 
chemical nutrient solutions and herbicide-soaked 
irrigation— barely clinging to life, waiting for the 
harvest.

On the night of  the spring equinox,
when half  the Earth is cloaked in night, 
"the other in daylight,
lovers are split apart.
In the deep night of  dreams,
I encounter an old man,
crying out:
“Save me, save me—
just leave me five bullets.”
When I open my eyes,
five new holes bloom in your chest.
There, a primordial eros nests,
carving my feeble story
into squares,
wedging it into your wounds,
forming the first cornerstone
of  a house full of  melancholy—
within you, my beloved dwelling.
It draws me to slowly shift
my tent of  five-bladed arrows, 
of  five different flowers,
Once loosed from the sugarcane bow,
they fly at full speed, never turning back.
In sunlight,
they seem to shimmer like lines of  white light,
racing through every lover’s body.
The blood that seeps out gathers into a viscous 
river,
engulfing me,
hardening into a cocoon of  wine-red skin,
within which my body can no longer hold its 
form.
I pack my ruined flesh,
and hang myself  in the temple of  the God of  
Love.
Here, all rivers sing,
and the warm monsoon of  spring from the East 
converges.
The rushing warm current
pushes me

Traveler’s diarrhea is defined as the persistent 
passage of  unformed stools during a journey. It is 
a form of  acute gastroenteritis, typically accom-
panied by symptoms such as fatigue, abdominal 
pain and cramps, nausea, vomiting, or general 
discomfort. While medical explanations attribute 
this condition to infections caused by invisible 
bacteria, I find myself  more drawn to another 
understanding of  it—what we commonly call 
water-soil incompatibility. That is, an issue not 
merely of  microbiology, but of  the complex rela-
tionship between people, land, and environment.

From the perspective of  human ecology, I see 
this reaction as a form of  bodily emergency—a 
response to unfamiliar soil and surroundings. 
When the body is uprooted from the land it 
knows and trusts, it becomes disoriented. And in 
its strangeness to the new place, it resists.
To soothe this “incompatibility,” to calm the 
emergency and ease the discomfort, my father 
once shared with me a peculiar home remedy—a 
rare yet curiously ordinary medicine: a small 
pinch of  soil from near our home. Mix it with a 
shot of  strong liquor and drink it down in one 
go. According to him, nothing worked better.

I’ve come to prefer this remedy over efficient 
pharmaceutical antibiotics like fluoroquinolones. 
But in practice, each time I prepare to "eat 
the soil", hesitation and doubt surface almost 
uncontrollably. My body aches, and I try to 
persuade myself, “Drink it.” But I struggle to find 
a firm reason that will silence the uncertainty, 
something strong enough to establish a kind of  
unwavering conviction.
Perhaps I can think of  it like this: because my 
body cannot adapt to the foreign land beneath 
my feet, I need to forge a connection with it. I let 
the strongest alcohol loosen my tense body, and 
with it, let the familiar soil from home enter my 
stomach. I imagine that its familiar scent will be 
absorbed into my organs, reaching deep into my 

Body of  a woman, white hills, white thighs, 
you look like a world, lying in surrender. 
My rough peasant's body digs into you 
and makes the son leap from the depth of  the 
earth. 

——Body of  a Woman
Pablo Neruda

The poet’s strange metaphor unsettles me. Why 
does the lover’s body, which he confronts, trans-
form into a kind of  land , become the world?

Dig.
Dig.
Dig.

I, like the poet, make a hole upon the earth’s 
surface—
and it lures me to lie within.
I shed my body;
my soul stumbles,
and begins to fall—
inevitably downward,
toward that hidden inner concavity:

The arena of  labor and the hunt reborn,
where torches barely light the dim temple,
where ancient undying spirits rest,
in tombs of  forgotten gods.

My many half-god ancestors lie asleep,
their immortal bones tangled, piled like hills—
like wrinkled berries of  late autumn,
their flesh merging with rot and ruin,
all pierced by the god of  love’s lost arrow—
a golden tear tinged with ecstasy, with the drun-
ken laughter of  rapture and death.
Eros’ arrow
Hard as horn,
the arrow shows no mercy—

There was a garden called la terre
It was big enough for thousands of  children
It was once inhabited by our grandfathers
Who got it themselves from their grandparents
La la la la la la

Where is this garden where we could have been born
Where we could have lived carefree and naked
Where is this house with its doors wide open

—There was a garden, 
Georges Moustaki

Born of  Heaven, nurtured by Earth—in the eastern reaches of  old Asia, 
people used to recite and believe: “Heaven gives birth to one person, Earth 
raises one person.” This always gave me the feeling that people in those 
days arrived in the world with the land cradled in their arms. But I, born 
in 1994, was not like that. I was born in one of  691 cities, becoming one 
among 575 million urban souls. All I had at birth was a thin blue slip in the 
household registry, bearing four square characters: “urban population”—
just like the children in the song:

I was born and raised
among rebar, asphalt, and concrete.
I will never know
that this was once a garden.

I’ve never jumped into haystacks, never gathered wheat stalks, never set off 
firecrackers on cow dung… I want to list more of  those things that should 
have happened in the garden, but I’ve avoided them all. I can’t go on.

If  I’m lucky, perhaps one day, somewhere within those 691 cities, I’ll hold a 
piece of  paper for a home in the sky—foundationless, without a deed. That 
would be the most I could hope for. So—Where is that garden in which I 
could have been born?

For six years in France,
they always ask me where I’m from.
You ask: “Where are you from?my friend?”
He asks: “Where are you from?my friend?”
She asks: “Where are you from?my friend?”
And I, too, ask myself:
“Where are you from?”

No answer ever truly matters.
Long before words arrive,
the question itself  reminds me:
I do not belong to this land.

This unfamiliar land—
how can I enter your heart?
It feels as if  we once had a love affair.
You’ve never been this close to me,
so why do you strike me now?
Slip into my dreams,
unsettle my heart?
You become the land of  my dreams.
One minute of  your presence—
I hold you, ten minutes tight.

You know 
how deeply I want this dream to come true.
If  a foreign place could become home,
if  this destination is real,
then I’m already on the way.
My heart can’t help itself—
in sleep, I search for you endlessly.
This very minute, I want for—
the thousand-minute kiss you’ll give. 
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it punctures once-heroic bodies,
splitting their bellies like ripe pomegranates
spilling dark red flesh.
Its needlepoint tip stabs precisely into the rawest 
nerves.
This awakens thousands of  straight phalluses,
foolish things lifting their flattened heads.
But the moment they are brushed by death-
bound desire
in this secret, slumbering chamber—
they wither at once,
collapse into stagnant puddles of  water.

The proud dialects of  my demigod ancestors
begin to collapse and fall silent.
From that mute rupture,
love and anxiety intertwine,
weaving tightly
into an architecture growing inward—
a tower of  negative height.
From East to West, no myth of  world-pillars
can match its buried opposite.
It surpasses all known or imagined grandeur 
and straightness.
It is the hidden vertical, reversed,
piercing the egg-like earth,
reaching her deepest core—
fertilizing it,
leaving behind a slender passage.

Through it, the long river of  all life converges—
its pulse throbbing in every grain,
driven forward by the thunder-drum rhythm 
beneath the riverbed,
bursting with frantic, racing hope…

The ground beneath head and heel shudders.
Two surfaces, stirred by surging energy, split 
open.
The first sparks of  life

conquest and control. As the conflicts dragged 
on, the stone heaps rose higher and higher, 
evolving into towering spires that seemed to 
challenge the sky itself.

Or consider the early navigational practices of  
Arab seafarers before the sextant was invented. 
They would extend an arm and use their thumb 
and little finger—or a single arrow held at arm’s 
length—to measure the angle between the hori-
zon and the North Star. This technique, called 
“shooting” a target, allowed sailors to determine 
their latitude by aligning celestial objects with 
the visual plane. It was through such vertical 
measurements—connecting sky and sightline—
that the z-axis of  space was born. This invisible 
coordinate plane made long-distance navigation 
possible, laying the groundwork for colonial 
shipping routes and becoming a critical tool for 
the expanding capitalist world market.
Unquestionably, these vertically oriented systems 
of  vision signaled the rise of  power along the 

guided by its trust.
Within you, peace stretches into boundless 
freedom,
and becomes a river.

When the wind rises, life is born from the soil.
You, willing to offer yourself,
are shaped by the hands of  the divine
into my likeness.
The yellow stain on the backs of  my hands
is the best proof—
that I am your descendant,
a child who walked out from the Loess.
I want to sing loudly for you.
I hum the folk songs birthed from your soil,
alongside the people of  my hometown.
Songs that level self-importance,
that level artificial airs and theatrical tones…
I try too, to weave
the humble sorrow in my heart,
the humble love,
the humble hopes and dreams,
into melodies cast into the wind.
So when you awaken once more—
listen,
listen to the sound of  the wind.
Whether it’s the southeastern breeze or the nor-
thwestern gust,
they are all songs I sing for you…

Now, in the cities built atop those former fields, a 
similar scene unfolds. Urban land is scarce, and 
people cling tightly to every inch of  this “asphalt 
field.” Within this limited space, one must build 
“housing” that accommodates more and more 
people. Everything follows the same logic as 
continuous cropping: economic laws dominate 
with ruthless authority—intensification, mass 
production, standardization. Only this time, it’s 
not crops being planted, but densely stacked 
residential buildings. Mass-produced housing 
spreads across the urban landscape—Skyscrapers 
fill the skyline, while people, in exchange for 
enormous time costs and economic sacrifices, 
are left with narrow, crowded, claustrophobic, 
cubicle-like “dwellings.”

According to the conservative estimate by Chi-
na’s Ministry of  Housing and Urban-Rural De-
velopment, by 2022, China had built 900  million 
buildings in its frenzied “tear down and rebuild” 
boom. These towering buildings, often starting at 
30 floors, cannot escape the land’s revenge either. 
They too resemble the fragile and diseased crops 
suffering from continuous cropping. Their roots 
are weak— Skyscrapers no longer have base-
ments that reach deep into the earth.

Undeniably, in the more complete forms of  past 
dwellings, there was always a basement that 
extended deep underground, permeated day 
and night by fear, by the scent of  death.It held 
old, dusty objects, even relics of  those who had 
passed.But these scattered fragments preserved 
the memory of  home—they were like miniature 
sanctuaries to household spirits, witnessing lives 
once lived. Time may take much away, but it also 
quietly leaves behind traces. And the basement 
was a space that tried desperately to keep those 
traces— spinning a cocoon around the house, 
imbuing it with vibrant, lived-in life. People enter 
this world naked, falling onto the bed of  home, 
opening their fragile lungs for the first time, 
leaving their first cry within the house. And even 
at the end of  life’s journey, some would hold on 

they fall—
glowing gold,
tearing through the iron curtain,
diving straight into the earth.
A storm of  dust
rises tens of  thousands meters high.
Yet I see clearly—
every grain of  dust
weighs tens of  millions of  tons,
drifting freely,
falling gently,
crushing and burying
every old monument of  heroes
that once stood on the ground.
Let me use my eyes
to carve every tear of  yours,
and bury them in the fertile soil.
Half  to feed a swallow,
the other half,
I leave deep in my guts
Before dawn,
it will carry me back
to a shining daydream,
where I climb again
to the peak of  memory.
Past every memory of  you,
I learn to build,
as swallows do.
Chewing the earth again and again,
I begin,
in the glow of  white flames,
to build—
slowly, calmly—
the strong and upright story
of  you.
My monument.

She is like—
a dark, ancient, primordial cave,
gestating life yet unformed.
Within her
dwells something
as pure as night—
a place the eyes dare not enter,
where weak vision
cannot rest upon any surface.
Undisclosed figures,
a heavy anchor of  life,
facing death,
resisting with fierce silence.
But regrettably,
I am destined to take shape and leave—
before my eyes fully develop.
I tear off the final layer
of  ink-black skin,
and leave it curled
in a corner of  the cave.
If  you wish,
touch it.
It may be
more real than what I am now.

flare into flame,
carrying the scent of  water, barley, and tender 
mint.
Déméter receives them,
freezing time,
pouring it into a vessel forming inward.
Then thick, blood-like magma
erupts,
coating the souls of  endless hero-ancestors—
a fountain of  compressed divine vitamins.
Their spirits tremble,
invert,
clench their eyes shut—
and shatter,
becoming plates of  ivory-colored pearls.
At once they cry out:

Chora!
Lining beneath the flawless, taut white shield.
Chora!
The crimson crucible where original sin begins 
to beat.
Chora!
Where life may decay, turn to stone—
but may also gestate,
and be born.

In a blink,
her labor begins.
Squatting, legs spread,
I know—
from within her,
a child like yellow earth
has been born.

z-axis. Land was no longer only divided by 
geopolitical borders stretched across horizontal 
planes; verticality now also played a decisive 
role in the allocation of  power. Conflict and 
violence multiplied. Borders were no longer 
two-dimensional lines on a map. These seemingly 
abstract boundaries turned out to be saws—with 
long, vertical teeth—cutting both upward and 
downward through space. Think of  the 38th 
parallel cutting across the Korean Peninsula, The 
river divided between India and Pakistan, or the 
narrow strait separating Xiamen and Kinmen, 
where Chinese and American aircraft carriers 
stand off in an integrated theater of  air and sea. 
These borders don’t merely cleave the ground; 
they rip through the sky above it, extending 
power vertically from underground bunkers to 
the stratosphere. As technologies develop along 
this z-axis, the performance of  power becomes 
increasingly three-dimensional.

And this vertical clamor isn’t limited to contested 
edges of  power grids. Even within their interiors, 
the noise of  power seeking to rise is impossible to 
contain.

In the rush to escape the “red” poverty of  the 
past and enter into endless cycles of  production, 
we longed to stand tall again. “The people must 
regain their upright spines”—so said the slogans. 
And in these slogans, the spine, the back, the pos-
ture itself  was cast in vertical form. On Marx’s 
“red land”, where church steeples offered no mo-
dels, China alone constructed 85 of  the world’s 
115 skyscrapers over 300 meters tall in the past 
two decades. In this fever of  verticality, people 
believed they had found proof  of  their “straighte-
ned spine.” But when the frenzy faded, those 
towering monuments—once seen as symbols of  
national revival—began to resemble ridiculous, 
erect phalluses, spreading the rabies of  a new 
extreme nationalism called “the rejuvenation of  
the Chinese nation.”

The higher the sky, the more room there seems 
for power to be shown. And today’s technolo-
gical rise only intensifies this spatial alienation. 
Aerospace engineering, satellite communications, 
drone weaponry, aerial surveillance systems—all 

have reorganized power along the z-axis.

Iron Curtain missile defense systems, long-range 
intercontinental missiles, sixth-generation fighter 
jets, and suicide drones diving from above now 
form a new military phalanx, bombarding lands 
still full of  life.

The Cold War’s space race between the US 
and USSR continues now under the rubric of  
Sino-American competition. China, in response 
to US satellite blockades, accelerates its Chang’e 
and Shenzhou space programs. Simultaneously, 
China’s rapid development of  robot weaponry 
and UMTS (universal mobile telecommunica-
tions systems) has become foundational not only 
in regional conflicts but in global entertainment 
industries. From war to technology, from surveil-
lance to consumerism—everything now belongs 
to a single integrated system.

Our land is no longer merely under threat of  
nuclear devastation. The end of  the world is no 
longer just a vision of  scorched ruins. In reality, 
as our eyes fixate upward—enthralled by displays 
of  vertical power, obsessed with its redistribu-
tion—we’ve all become modern-day Thalès, 
dwelling in “wells” constructed from the z-axis of  
power. And yet, the sky remains forever beyond 
our reach.

The land beneath our feet—our stable ground, 
the platform of  our daily life—has already vani-
shed beneath the roaring sea of  power. It is long 
gone, hidden from view.

We can no longer rely on gravity to keep us 
grounded. The disappearance of  land ushers in 
a new condition: an endless fall. So come—let 
us surrender to free fall without beginning or 
end. Or else remain forever suspended in relative 
stillness, a drifting without destination. In a world 
without land, how can we still build a home?

viscera. In this way, I try to trick my body—make 
it feel, even briefly, as if  I am once again standing 
on familiar ground. And maybe then, it will feel 
at ease.

Taking this further, I begin to believe that it’s 
not the soil I’m really drinking, but the intimate 
stories it holds. It’s not just the unfamiliar smells, 
temperatures, or moisture levels that make the 
body uneasy—it’s the absence of  familiar stories 
that once allowed the body to rest peacefully. 
That, I think, is why we call some lands home-
lands. Every soil contains its own set of  stories. 
And every story carries a unique code, legible 
only to those who have lived upon it, those who 
belong to it.

This gives me a new way of  understanding the 
phrase —A stranger everywhere. Foreignness is 
not only about being exiled or displaced from 
one’s homeland. Even those who have never left 
may find themselves strangers in their own land, 
when the landscapes around them change too 
quickly to recognize.

In the breakneck rush of  urbanization, where 
acceleration never lets up, vast infrastructures 
rise, and glass towers stand shoulder to shoulder. 
Highways, railways, and sprawling city clusters 
weave a new geography. In these grand pro-
jects, the villages, fields, and footpaths we once 
knew are bulldozed, erased. In their place grow 
expressways, office buildings, and apartment 
blocks. The people do not move—but the ground 
beneath them is relocated. Before anyone takes 
a single step, the soil underfoot is already gone. 
And with it, the familiar stories and things once 
held close slip away too—leaving us in a depar-
ture not of  our own making.
Our bodies become wrapped in water-soil 
incompatibility. Collectively, we suffer from 
“traveler’s diarrhea.” But worse than the physical 
symptoms is the loss of  the most effective cure—

into the deepest artery of  your being.
I flow through your entire body, ceaselessly.

I am
here
loving you.

My heart exhausts every word
from Neruda’s love poems,
whispering them into your ear.
At the moment the coastline of  your dark eyes 
bursts,
I cradle the most luminous tear,
and carry it upstream against the current.
My soul begins to wrap and bind tightly,
condensing—
and inside,
I see the land of  dreams being born

to their final breath with all their strength, just to 
make it back home, to release that breath freely 
there— completing the most sacred rite of  life. 
Withering and nurturing: a fallen flower lands on 
the soil, returns to the earth, nourishes the bloom 
of  the next spring. The end of  a thing is not pure 
silence— but the beginning of  new possibility, 
a connection to the life yet to come. The home 
gives meaning to inevitable disappearance, ties 
together beginning and end, and grants death 
a place within life. It allows us to transcend 
death— like a bridge linking the souls of  the de-
parted to the living still in this world. From there, 
the force of  life born of  death flows into every 
body, allowing life to continue, to circle again— 
we live toward death.

To make the house a life-like being—
a giant plant composed of  stone and wood,
nourishing all that rises above it—
supporting the highest of  leaves:
the rooftop,
which shelters us from wind and rain.

Between the chaotic basement and the rational 
attic stretches a vertical distance, one that no 
timber or earthwork, no structural mechanics 
overcoming gravity, could ever replicate. Those 
buildings with deformed roots and hollow cores, 
whose grand bodies of  reinforced concrete are 
merely the residual shells stripped of  spiritual 
space. 

They are no more than gilded husks in phallic 
form— impressive on the outside, yet within, 
long since decayed, so hollowed out that their 
so-called verticality has rotted into a singular, 
fragmented horizontality: 

Facing south is ideal, with optimal lighting. If  
south is not possible, then east or west will suffice;
north is the least desirable. Beyond orientation, 
the lighting of  the bedroom must be prioritized. 
The living room, kitchen, and bathroom follow 
in order. 
The view matters as well.
Ventilation should be smooth—cross-ventilation, 
even better. 

The living room must be separate from the be-
droom, the kitchen apart from the dining room, 
though still adjacent... 

Monotonous and Uniform.

Today’s mass-produced housing seeks efficien-
cy— merely the stacking of  standardized units 
for faster construction, a simple combination of  
clean, well-lit rooms. Designed to allow fatigued 
bodies to recover quickly, to prepare for the next 
day’s labor, to continue producing. Like concen-
trated vitamins— effective for survival, yet we 
lose the poetic fullness of  chewing, feasting, and 
savoring. The home has lost its vast imaginative 
stretch, its dreamlike expanse. It was once the 
solid center of  the world, the point of  departure 
and return in the journey of  life. Now, it has 
been reduced to a flat, gentle refuge— unable to 
transcend time, unable to surpass the limits of  
matter and spirit, and incapable of  binding birth 
and death into one. The rituals of  life can no 
longer unfold within it. The thread of  life’s cycle 
has been severed. Withered flowers, wandering 
souls— they no longer return to the soil. There 
is no revival, no redemption. Without the home’s 
protection, the center of  the world begins to col-
lapse. The earth cracks open, revealing a gaping 
abyss of  total negation. We inevitably fall into it, 
tainted by the curse of  continuous cropping. In 
endless drift, the life of  meaning falls— reduced 
to mere survival in flight from death itself.

because the medicine, that familiar patch of  
home soil, has long since been buried beneath 
ever-shifting landscapes. The stories it held have 
been extracted, disappeared. Nothing remains.

In such conditions, people become like spinning 
tops suspended in a vacuum of  non-place—
unable to stop, unable to settle. We are thrown 
into a ceaseless, involuntary journey away from 
home, a perpetual unease that mirrors the 
path of  an acute illness, mistreated and neglec-
ted, turning slowly into something chronic. A 
syndrome. An incurable affliction. One that no 
longer causes sharp pain as it once did, but ins-
tead becomes a dull, numbing sting—stretching 
endlessly into the future.

It makes living—truly inhabiting—a near impos-
sibility.
My heart exhausts every word
from Neruda’s love poems,
whispering them into your ear.
At the moment the coastline of  your dark eyes 
bursts,
I cradle the most luminous tear,
and carry it upstream against the current.
My soul begins to wrap and bind tightly,
condensing—
and inside,
I see the land of  dreams being born

The flowers once told me how you passed by,
The earth knows every corner of  your heart.
Sweet dreams—no one should miss them,
At last, this moment of  gathering has come.
Starlight floods every childhood memory,
Through storms and far-off lands we've walked.
We've crossed a thousand rivers and ten thou-
sand mountains,
Each smile and meeting etched into memory.
Sweet dreams—no one should miss them,
At last, this moment of  gathering has come.
Sunlight wants to shine through every word,
On these bright and joyful days,
Spring carries stories of  friendship.
Hand in hand, we have too much to say—

The same feelings gave us the same longing,
The same joy gave us the same song—
Gave us the same song.

 — The Same Song
Mao Amin

I know this: when people carry a story in their 
hearts that cannot be spoken aloud, when they 
feel a need to express it—but not to spit it out 
carelessly, not to share it harshly with others— 
they escape into the wild. They find a patch of  
fertile land, dig a hole in the earth, and whisper 
all of  their secrets into it.  Then, they cover 
the hole with soil. In doing so, the secret is 
planted—left in the arms of  the earth forever. 
And when these old stories have ripened, the 
land will ferment them into that same song 
between us.
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The Land Beneath the Heart

Fragments 
of a discours from the land  







































Be home

2024

Be home
is hidden in the pursuit of building,
like primitive cultivation.
Toil upon soil.
It begins underground,
And rises vertically—
Beneath the earth: the work,
Above the earth: the fruit.
Digging, ramming, raising, filling.
Trenching, covering, watering, feeding.
I want to tear down the eastern wall
To build up the western one,
To fold parts of the old house
Into the body of the new.
Like a seed—
So that what once was
And what has yet to come
Intersect in the echo of now.
They are silent narrators,
Watching, recording all that occurs
In the spaces they inhabit.
Condensing yesterday’s stories into crystal, 
Setting them upright in tomorrow’s framework. 
Like when I heard M say—
Back in the village,
Every family building a house
Must send a son from their own bloodline.
Because they believe in planting by hand: Sow 
melon, reap melon.
Sow bean, reap bean.
And in time, their house
Will grow from the soil itself. And they,
Will be born again with it, Here—
Rooted where they built.

Dimensions variables
Bambou, noyaux de pêche, béton blanc, brique rouge, graines, 
aluminium, corde en coton.
Le foyer est l'incarnation du centre du monde chez l'individu.

Nous nous rendons dans n'importe quel endroit à 
partir de la maison. Les abris que se construisent, 
les enfants dans leurs lits, l'autoconstruction, une 
chambre de colocation, etc...

Qu'entend-on par « maison »? Où se trouve-t-elle ?

Par le « montage», en juxtaposant des poèmes, 
des constructions incomplètes, et d'autres 
objets (grains, graines, coquilles d'escargots) des 
imaginaires de la maison individuelle sont évoqués. 

Créer un espace intime, une maison dialectique 
dans la  rêverie,  un espace poétique entre 
architecture et paysage.







J’entends la pluie
Un bambou humide disparaît 
la goutte de larme

l’adresse oubliée
l’hirondelle erre
en volant sans savoir où elle va
Se torture

Des anneaux 
Des montagnes
au bout de l’index et du majeur
Nous, c'est la destiné

Des mots collant sur la poutre
dans la baraque
Le temps est avarié
Ça suffit ...

2022

Bois, plâtre, corde de chine, plastique, abricot, structures 
métalliques, cil faux de Jie, latex, 
résine, plume de pigon, marbre, miroir, riz, bambou tacheté, 
argent, pigement, bougie, muguet du Japon, edition sur metal, 
vidéo.

L'œuvre provient à l 'origine d'une lettre non 
envoyée à B en 18 ans, contenant un poème et 
un essai sur un fragment de mon histoire avec B. 
Jusqu'à présent, j'avais oublié l'adresse exacte de 
la lettre. J'ai oublié l'adresse exacte de B. et j'ai 
toujours la lettre. Tout le projet est de valider cette 
lettre non envoyée.

Je me suis inspirée d'un vieux poème de Shu 
LIU, datant de la dynastie Song, qui a également 
été écrit par le poète pour quelqu'un qu'il n'avait 
pas vu depuis longtemps et qui était proche de 
mon histoire. Et j'ai été fasciné par l'histoire de 
l'hirondelle “ Dans le silence, devant la vague 
de nostalgie, l’hirondelle porte ma pensée vers 
toi.” dans le poème. J'ai juxtaposé ces deux 
histoires dans mon travail à travers 600 ans par la 
performance, la sculpture, l’installation, le vidéo, et 
des quelque mots que l’on deviendrait sentir.

Le plus grand volume de structures en bois 
jaune de l'œuvre dont la forme fait référence 
aux structures situées dans les avant-toits et les 
poutres de l'ancienne architecture asiatique en 
bois nommeYIJIAO et XUAN. signifiant les ailes 
d'un oiseau, qui est l'endroit où les hirondelles se 
perchent souvent.

Dans le vidéo J'ai transformé mes mots en une 

vidéo de 2 minutes et 40 secondes qui rend 
également hommage à l'œuvre du poète Chen GU.

Dans ce projet il y a beaucoup de gestes qui 
proviennent de deux jeux classiques chinoirs 
qui ont un rapport avec l'hirondelle, ce qui sont 
nommés JIANZI et PINGHENGNIAO. Autour du 
toit conceptuel que j'ai construit, deux interprètes 
s'installent autour de la trajectoire de mouvement 
de la sculpture de plumes, allant et venant dans 
l'espace, changeant de position et jouant en 
tandem tout au long de la pièce.











...
l’adresse oubliée
l’hirondelle erre
en volant sans savoir où elle va
Se torture
...
2022

Vidéo 2'55"





Hermaphordit entre nous, 
Nous somme le même corps divre s
Toi est la douce fronte dans moi
Je m'aime bien.
2022

Structure en bois, plâtre, corde coton rouge, plastique, lichi, 
structures métalliques, œuf, œuf marbre, coquillage, fruit 
de giroflier, bouton floral de giroflier, miroir, orange, bougie, 
edition, lingerie de Jie, maillot de bain, cristal blanche.

Le projet est né d'une lettre d'amour que j'ai écrite 
à ma copine. Je combine l'histoire d'Hermaphordite 
et de jouer cette lettre d'amour dans l'espace.

Influencé par Sarah Lucas, j'ai utilisé beaucoup 
d'objets symboliques liés à la fertilité, des oranges 
dans les sous-vêtements de ma petite amie, des 
œufs dans mon maillot de bain et des coquillages 
dans l'entrejambe avec quelques fruits ronds. Dans 
l'espace, une forme de rituel est créée qui provient 

dans le sud de la Chine d'un rituel lié à l'amour GU 
qui ressemble Voodoo. Dans ce rituel d'amour, le 
sort est accompagné en parlant des envoûtements 
d'un sortilège où les gens lient  deux bois, symbole 
des deux personnes, avec les cheveux de leur bien-
aimé(e), et prient pour qu'ils ne soient jamais 
séparés.

J'ai remplacé les mots sur Jie par le sort et dans 
l'espace, j'ai placé plusieurs paires de structures 
en bois. J'ai fait une performance avec Jie sur les 
structures en bois en parlant des mots que j'écris. 
La performance provient du jeu classique entre les 
deux personnes pour toucher le genou autre par le 
genou. La sculptures entre nous change de forme 
au fur et à mesure de nos mouvements.







Supprimer ta photo, pas 
simple.
Tu es censée en sortir.
J'ai évité de me présenter 
devant toi.
Hasard nocturne,
Tu apparais encore dans le 
coin ignoré.
Mes yeux brûlent,
vision floue.
je veux te frotter sous mes 
yeux, 
Par contre, je suis voué à 
l'échec.
Car la poutre dans mon oeil,
l'épine sur mon cœur.
Impossible de s'approcher 
de toi.
Avant l'aube,
j'endommage ta figure avec 
ces mots.
Désormais, je honore 
ton image avec l'alcool, 
la chrysanthème et mon 
souvenir.

2021

Vidéo 3'36", pièce d'un RMB, verre, alcool, 
porcelaine, coquillage, cigarette, coudeau, 
marbre, fossile nautile.

L'œuvre se compose principalement d'une vidéo de 3'36" et de 3 sculptures. Ce projet est né d'une expérience personnelle vécue lors d'une soirée. J'avais l'habitude de prendre un 
morceau de mon texte et de l'écrire dans un code sur une photo. Donc la photo était donc corrompue et ne pouvait pas être ouverte correctement.

J'ai créé la vidéo principale en superposant l'histoire réelle de la nuit avec une autre version de l'histoire que j'avais imaginée en moi. Dans la partie sculpturale, j'ai incorporé les objets 
qui apparaissent dans la vidéo, avec quelques fossiles de nautiles brisés qui sont les symboles de ma photographie endommagée.

Enfin, je me suis inspiré des coutumes asiatiques traditionnelles de balayage des tombes et j'ai ajouté du vin, des chrysanthèmes et des cigarettes à la scène. Je voulais créer une 
atmosphère semblable à celle d'un mémorial pour les photographies endommagées par mon poème.







La terre au recoin de ton cœur
2020

Rose, tissu, édition métallique, terre, fil metal

Si vous avez une histoire qui habite votre cœur; que vous ressentez le besoin de l’exprimer mais que vous ne 
désirez pas la confier aux autres ; confiez-vous à la terre.  
Faites un petit creux dans lequel vous chuchoterez ce que vous avez sur le cœur.

Un secret à jamais gardé au sein de la terre.

par le façon de l'écriture Le fragment d'un discours amoureaux de Roland Barthes qui utilise Les Souffrances 
du jeune Werther
comme sujet de son analyse et explore tous les aspects des relations dans un format de petit groupe similaire. 
Je voudrais créer une histoire collective qui est basé sur le culture local dans ma région pour le terre. 

En réalité, j'invite les gens pour lasser leur histoires, et je les ramasse et les montre en même temps par le 
terre. Même si elles sont invisibles et secrètes. Mais elle sont toujours là.

Les traces que les gens laissent sur le terre en font une sculpture éphémère qui prouve l'existence ces 
histoires.



Trois trous, sur le mur
J'entends le printemps en route
Un vrais carnaval
2020

Impression en noir et blanc sur la papier A4

Ce projets est née par le poème que j'ai écrit 
au 27/02/2020 au tour les trois trous sur le 
mur dans l'Atelier de la peinture. Ensuite, j'ai 
créé cette affiche en fonction de la position 
des trois trous et de mon poème, qui est 
comme un moule de sculpture, et avec mes 
mouvements, la sculpture finale apparait sur 
le mur semble constituée des trois trous.



proto-collapse
2019

Bois, lance- flamme, feutre

La pièce est née d'un accident, 
au  cours  de  l 'h iver  2019, 
lorsqu'un coin du toit d'un 
v ieux  manoir  de  la  v ie i l le 
campagne  s ' es t  e f fondré. 
Parce que l'hiver à Weifang 
était venteux la nuit et que la 
pièce avait été abandonnée 
pendant longtemps, le coin 
nord de la  p ièce est  s 'est 
effondré. En triant les déchets 
de construction abandonnés, 
j'ai récupéré quelques poutres 
cassées du toit. 

J'ai utilisé une partie de ce bois 
et un morceau de feutre rond 
pour créer une sculpture fragile 
en équilibre. Un pistolet lance-
flammes, qui était sur le point 
de tomber en panne d'essence, 
a été placé en dessous et les 
flammes ont brûlé le bois. 

Lorsque la sculpture est en 
place, elle est toujours dans 
les deux possibilités que la 
sculpture  s’effondrera  ou que 
les flammes soient éteintes 
avant que ce sculpteur ne 
tombe pas...



Apples 

2019

Macbook, pomme



Nous sommes tous au château

2021

32 x 37 cm 
pigment minérale, fusain, crayons, huîle sur bois

Cerfs et chiens

2021

30 x 40 cm
pigment minérale, fusain, crayons, huîle sur bois, filet en cordon, orange



Hermaphrodite

2020

31.5 x 42.5 cm
pigment minérale, fusain, crayons, huîle sur bois

Hermaphrodite

2021

28 x 37.5 cm
pigment minérale, fusain, crayons, huîle sur bois, métal.



Echo et Narcis

2020

31 x 40 cm
pigment minérale, fusain, crayons, huîle sur bois

Jugement

2020

20 x 27 cm
pigment minérale, fusain, crayons, huîle sur bois


