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236 /Beyond Boundaries 

When colleagues lament professional struggles, I o	en 

mention the name of a friend—his academic journey 

and background usually leaving them speechless upon 

hearing it.

Years ago, learning that he had acquired works by a 

young artist revealed much about his taste. Interestingly, 

his terminal degree is a PhD in Calligraphy—this 

came a	er he pursued a management doctorate across 

the ocean and completed postdoctoral research. His 

dissertation on the transformation of contemporary 

calligraphy piqued my interest. Practitioners of Chinese 

calligraphy are countless, and without my own daily 

habit of keeping a brush in hand, I would hardly be 

so curious about his practices—curiosity that turns idle 

hours into vibrant contemplation.

Facing the depth of Chinese culture, one cannot help 

but feel the dread of its unfathomable layers. His 

travels, mapped by ­ight miles and shi	ing time zones, 

stretch or compress days and nights. I wonder if chaotic 

circadian rhythms taught him the wonders of cultural 

dissonance. His credentials and wanderings became 

catalysts for metamorphosis.

Cultural history shows rapid socioeconomic growth 

comes at the cost of time’s poetic melancholy. To leave 

even a faint mark in this river is no easy feat. Almost 

every artist’s identity dri	s in ambiguity, demanding 

validation through visual articulation.

Many diaspora artists bear recognizable styles—some 

seemingly resisting assimilation, embracing ­uid 

identities and cultural awareness. Steeped in East-

West con­uence, he rejects hollow cultural narratives. 

Courageously transmuting barriers into fusion, he marries 

corporate discipline with artistic intuition, tempering 

spiritual re�nement in life’s crucible. He weaves time 

into creation’s fabric, honing cra	 without obsessing over 

minutiae. Ink-tones ­ow through wrist and arm, vaulting 

past personal experience as he navigates social strata. On 

supple xuan paper and rigid metal, new visual masses 

emerge—chromatic symphonies of cultural synthesis.

His sculpture Taihu Rock – East Wind Wind anchors San 

Francisco’s Asian Art Museum plaza. In the monochrome 

image he sent me, invisible winds bu�et clouds above Taihu 

Rock – East Wind.

He writes the Heart Sutra, experimenting with 

calligraphy-painting fusion. Thin xuan paper struggles to 

cover the richness of his mind and body’s experiences. 

He needs transformation—to express visual and 

ideological transcendence, boldly placing his work in 

public spaces and scrutiny.

"Brushwork de�es �xed rules; one must practice freely, 

re�ne over time, transcend tradition, and develop 

a personal style." He brews pu’er tea while writing 

the characters "poverty" and "ignorance"—brushless 

ink splashes recalling his doctoral analysis of their 

cross-cultural meanings. Earth, forests, xuan paper 

made from sandalwood bark, sunlight, life’s cycle, 

so	ness and hardness... Overindulgence in material 

desires obscures the spiritual essence of survival. The 

moment one writes Chinese characters, isn’t one’s 

own personality and temperament also written down 

simultaneously—no matter the way one writes?

The contemporary art scene is turbulent, its debates 

o	en mired in prejudice. Creators are o	en trapped. 

Only solitary de�ance allows one to navigate uncharted 

spaces freely.

He listens with interest to friends’ critiques of his 

work—just as his actions spark curiosity. Yet few can 

articulate their evaluations within academic comfort 

zones.

I’ve read reviews of his art, their tone apt but failing to 

fully capture why he creates as he does. The art world 

no longer has professional monopolies; works carry 

untold stories. One must look elsewhere to �nd the 

marvels.

I’ve never asked about his Management PhD topic—

perhaps leaving some mystery serves us both well.

He aligns with neither theorists nor artists, smiling 
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indi�erently at their disputes while seamlessly merging 

career, honor, and pro�t, generously sharing his 

intellectual wealth.

His sketches in MOLESKINE notebooks—a medium 

touched by countless masters—echo my own joy in 

sensing predecessors’ presence through strokes. His 

choice of stationery reveals his devotion to the artist’s 

identity.

In daily life, he heeds the call of cultural adventure, 

amplifying memories endlessly through techniques—a 

person, a scent, a light, a sound, a song...

He blends timeless simplicity with modern ­ux, �nding 

harmony. His approach—whether to history, life, or the 

world—spawns new visual languages, from calligraphy 

to sculpture, 2D to 3D. Such exploration demands more 

than mere acuity; friends place immense expectations 

on him.

Last summer, in Qingdao’s serene space, I saw his 

sculpture Populus Euphratica, recalling an old MV—

Return to the Sea, a smoky jazz ballad. "To forge one’s 

legend. Return to one’s own path." The music fades like 

wind, untraceable.

His studio, nestled near Shanghai in a peach grove, 

appears in photos—a horizontal form against endless 

sky. I’ve long wanted to visit.

Writing this feels like a go game between friends — I’ve 

omitted his name. Now revealed: Ren Tianjin.


