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Geng Dayou on He Xun: "With the Key, One Can Always Return”

This text does not seek to psychoanalyze the artist or excavate hidden truths. It is more akin
to a casual conversation between friends. His paintings attempt, through non—poetic and
non—linguistic means, to take a deep breath that belongs solely to himself. If he chooses to publish
these words, it signals that after such respite, he is ready to share his tender intimacy with

the world.

In He Xun's paintings, objects often appear in pairs—a duality mirrored in the twin structure of
his own name, “BEf” (He Xun), as if ordained by fate. Playfully dissecting the characters, |
split “38” into “f0” (add) and “A” (mouth), and “&h” into “D1" (shell). What emerges are two
reborn fragments: ‘I (a syllable often chanted in rituals) and “D1” (shell). The name “He Xun”
thus transforms into twin conch shells, their karmic wordplay resonating like a mantra. Here,
duality is not merely fated; the emergence of the conch becomes an inevitability of cause and

effect.

Staring at the conch, | joked to a friend: perhaps what he paints is not the shell (32{&) but
the nude (#4&). My affinity for clumsy puns often draws scoffs, so | occasionally arm myself
with psychoanalytic theory to defend my linguistic mischief. In Jokes and Their Relation to the
Unconscious, Freud posits that repressed desires find release through disguised forms, with puns
acting as vehicles for such liberation. Visitors to his works may not consciously design these
double entendres, yet unconsciously, they gravitate toward language—or imagery—that harbors

layered meanings. For me, stripped of its religious connotations, the conch becomes such a vessel
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of disguise.

To the left of the entrance, a mortal dwelling woven from conch shells is bathed in blinding
“holy light.” As | venture deeper into the passage, my pupils contract defensively against the
glare. Under the adjusted low ISO setting, the gallery's ordinary lighting turns as insipid as chewing
greens after pickles. Turning back to the radiant canvases feels like returning to an ancient winter
night, where ancestors huddled naked by fires, their bodies and shells intertwined to sustain the

fragile flame of civilization.

Lying adrift in the river of memory is a habit shared by all. In the gallery’s second space, the

recollections of Temple of the Flying Birds ("X F) coalesce with seeds. In Tibetan Buddhism,

the seed—b 1 ja (e ST)—symbolizes latent mental energy, a karmic reservoir. Like buried memories

shaping the future, the glyphs in Temple of the Flying Birds (2025) glide through this temple
of remembrance, their forms warped by time and the subconscious’s defense mechanisms, becoming
dreams he revisits in waking hours. A window to the outside world is inserted between two
spliced paintings—a “void within a void"—yet no symbol shows any intention to escape this absurd
realm. He Xun permits fragmented signs to ricochet endlessly within memory's cage, a choice
more meaningful than liberation. It recalls the old Windows XP pinball game: to score higher,

we never let the ball escape, delighting in its collisions.

In He Xun's life, the word “bro” (Ef) has long become a mantra. He greets friends with familial
fervor, his warmth so intense it sometimes prunes like the sharp spines of a conch. In subsequent
large—scale conch paintings, the shells contort to fill their own voids or merge like puzzle pieces
into fuller bodies through dual structures. These conchs morph into artist self—portraits. Twin
shells, like the rearranged “Mf]” and “J1." ceaselessly inscribe their own names. He deposits
memories in Temple of the Flying Birds; the conch’s hollow becomes a key to echo—chambered
recollections—a key still clutched in his palm. Birds, lamps, conchs, duality:-- Standing bare
within the frame, he mends himself through rotation and overlap: an artist reclining in the river

of memory, yearning for intimacy while shouldering an elder brother’'s duty to keep others warm.

This text brims with dreadful puns. Before leaving the exhibition, | quipped, “Another idea: rename
the show ‘Keys' as ‘Kiss—to better indulge in the ambiguity and intimacy it deserves.” He laughed,
“Not bad. Why don't you write the review yourself?” Hence these words. I've tactfully embedded
the review’s origin here at the end, mirroring the two keys displayed at the exhibition’s close.
This cyclical return echoes He Xun's enduring creative structure, reminiscent of his early work

Eternal Love Comes and Goes (2015), where magnetic dashed lines arc away only to reunite.

Is the Mahavairocana Sutra’s concept of “the primal unborn syllable “A”(saM skl tam

aka'ra—a'dyanutpa'dah) not a reflection of this exhibition? The twin keys, fantasies of
interdependent origination; the hollow conch, an emptiness cradling memory’s echo; the key itself,
a dialectic of revelation and closure—both seal and solution. With the key, one can always return.

And within the conch, the echo forever lingers.
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Written by Geng Dayou
May 25, 2025
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