“BRUFNEIZ"ER Folklore of the Cyber World Inaugural Exhibition

Tl o -

— N EReES ~ N
AE

SHEN Xin
<CAC> -
|
IRIA SR IRIA ST
Media Partner Media Support FEEHA On view : 2015.5.8-6.7
a1y . . -
. :2015.5.8,8 pm
anﬁ N FFE Opening reception \
)T rondion:m=  ARTHRIART

15502 55 :any
Supported by Design
W'I:i 200008 - B "z%iu* éflré%E MORE

= - 8N (T N———

www.itismore.net WX KT LIEE50S11S#5214/2F, Bldg 11, No.50 Mo Gan Sh:
<Spa e M FLEE505 185 #/Bldg 18, No.50 Mo Gan Shan Rd,
<Website=www.chronusartcenter.org>/<Email =info@chronusartcenter.org>/<TE




< T{Ef0iEi— M FBiIFE®REES > 2015 | 3% | %8, ERRER
“TEMBER— IR BN E B L SN N ARAZRPOER201 SER I NERREENEEZ RS ER
B EBHN—RFIRN EFTHE — “BFHRANRIE 2 EE, ‘BT HRNERE S REE RERE 01
BHEEMNTE, B XA ED, LRANEENE N, LESRERZARR S ERT A MR B
AR F1ELUATL,

MERBFEENARENECHE LBNRNLEFZRPONTE , L—PMEARNEE avatar ZERH—HAR
BHME , MR—BRXFIIE. FE. 5. ME. MASETHRBRIKS.

‘THNRER —NHRETEREESZ"RRNSENRABY RS EUNSIHHEUEREER. EEETHNE
(Vocaloid)#xF BF 3 (Oliver) —MFL16 D M B TR R BFIFE (Oliven) FrEBHM N A5 BT 128 R RAT
HEREXUGBFAFRENFR, AW ENHT TR E EI, 2ERNFEBINF L, TREFEEMNHE KGR
B, AR IR T AT IR (Oliver) 4 B AR#ES, I— M FRN2BESFEMHAYNIRBEIIE, BiEH
FETFHSZE. MPEE X ESERWRIZERE R EUPRNF 0. SETEMLZENPHRE, UKRER
NiPad N BiZF—iEIEE— M RE FEPMUITXERN B 5 HHESE,

HEE—ERHRIXNEREREMBENFARMUEESEESXENTRSENREEILENRIDOLS,
£ LSRR, B AMEETFALNEXZER ER EARNES . KEHK. B X ST 6, ERE
HWRE (BXXF BGMES) EWH, i T B RN EORN AR XERRERHEREE HE (Otaku)
BRRNE, BNEERRNAHBEA RS RIEHFTIBINE S, 2T “HE" (Otaku)fFRABENENEZFIERA
TR ERNTRES, HiLRohE. MBS BENHSEXESHAFT,

EERIE—LESRFIFE(Oliver)
EHIE— AHE
TERRE—ILE

< Rhythms of Work — Means Something to You > 2015 | SHEN Xin
Installation, Live Streaming

Rhythms of Work - Means Something to You is the inaugural work of a series of parallel online
projects under the theme of Folklore of the Cyber World organized by Chronus Art Center, the new
media art partner institution of the Chinese Pavilion, la Biennale di Venezia 2015. Folklore of the
Cyber World extends the Other Future envisioned by the Chinese Pavilion to cyberspace, revealing
the vigor and brio of the younger generation of Chinese artists in their critical engagement with the
pervasive media society and creative use of new technologies.

In SHEN Xin's Rhythms of Work - Means Something to You, the interior of the Chinese Pavilion is
teleported to CAC's Shanghai space as a defective holographic avatar performs a dramaturgy
juxtaposing the real and unreal, unfurling a ghostly story of work, labor, body, wealth, class, and
death.

Rhythms of Work — Means Something to You takes a multitude of forms on this occasion, connecting
physical and virtual properties. It involves a 16-minute sound performance by a vocaloid figure,
Oliver, who sings quotes gathered and scripted from 12 poems written by poets who had once taken
a socialist position. The economic and visual ambitions of a holographic concert are stripped down
here to a projection of a process of outlining Oliver's body, a flattened holographic figure in the
making, pre-animated and still. Live cameras, perceptual layers of images from the laboring of
feedbacks, hardly recognizable words that are spoken in the concrete space and through
headphones, as well as applications on an iPad, together they configure a scheme in which they
seek to be their own surrogates of beings.

The words written by the once advocators of socialism are materialized in the falsity of sound and
vision, in their fluctuated states, topologically exist in real sites of production of the arts, arts, arts—
in Venice and Shanghai. Acoustically mumbled, the structure of this subtraction of senses (of words,
images, and sound), takes a form of defective listening, looking and reading. Streaming the surplus
of Otaku—the collective endeavor towards the immanent absence of the stage of the common—
these flawed forms present the alternative values of Otaku’s aesthetic properties in their presumptu-
ous flatness, fluidity and the synthesizers parallel to the lived forms of the life of socialism.

Sound — SHEN Xin with Oliver
Animation — HE Jiaying
Editing — SHEN Xin
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But O heart! Heart! Heart!

O Captain! My Captain!, Walt Whitman

Razors pain you;

Rivers are damp;

Acids stain you;

And drugs cause cramp;
Guns aren't lawful;

Nooses give;

Gas smells awful;

You might as well live.
Resumé, Dorothy Parker

Step forward: we hear

That you are a good man.

You cannot be bought, but the lightning
Which strikes the house, also

Cannot be bought.

You hold to what you said.

But what did you say?

You are honest, you say your opinion.
Which opinion?

You are brave.

Against whom?

You are wise.

For whom?

The Interrogation of the Good, Bertolt Brecht
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Who built Thebes of the seven gates?

In the books you will find the names of kings.

Did the kings haul up the lumps of rock?

And Babylon, many times demolished

Who raised it up so many times? In what houses

Of gold-glittering Lima did the builders live?

Where, the evening that the Wall of China was finished

Did the masons go? Great Rome

Is full of triumphal arches. Who erected them? Over whom
Did the Caesars triumph? Had Byzantium, much praised in song Only palaces for its inhabitants?
Even in fabled Atlantis

The night the ocean engulfed it

The drowning still bawled for their slaves.
A Worker Who Reads, Bertolt Brecht

You waste the attention of your eyes,

the glittering labour of your hands,

and knead the dough enough for dozens of loaves
of which you'll taste not a morsel;

you are free to slave for others--

you are free to make the rich richer.

The moment you're born

they plant around you

mills that grind lies

lies to last you a lifetime.

You keep thinking in your great freedom
a finger on your temple

free to have a free conscience.

Your head bent as if half-cut from the nape,
your arms long, hanging,

your saunter about in your great freedom:
you're free

with the freedom of being unemployed.
A Sad State Of Freedom, Nazim Hikmet
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My desire

is always the same; wherever life
deposits me:

I want to stick my toe

& soon my whole body

into the water.

| want to shake out a fat broom
& sweep dried leaves

bruised blossoms

dead insects

& dust.

| want to grow

something.

It seems impossible that desire
can sometimes transform into devotion;
but this has happened.

And that is how I've survived:
how the hole

| carefully tended

in the garden of my heart

grew a heart

to fill it.

Desire, Alice Walker

| bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
From the seas and the streams;

| bear light shade for the leaves when laid

In their noonday dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweet buds every one,

When rocked to rest on their mother's breast,
As she dances about the sun.

| wield the flail of the lashing hail,

And whiten the green plains under,

And then again | dissolve it in rain,

And laugh as | pass in thunder.
The Cloud, Percy Bysshe Shelle
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Hey, children!

You can come into my garden,
But never break off my flowers--
See the thorns of the rose

Will prick and wound your hands.
Infinite Stars, Bingxin

| am a woman.
| am a woman.

I 'am a woman born of a woman whose man owned a factory.
I 'am a woman born of a woman whose man labored in a factory.

I 'am a woman whose man wore silk suits, who constantly watched his
weight.

| 'am a woman whose man wore tattered clothing, whose heart was
constantly strangled by hunger.

I am a woman who watched two babies grow into beautiful children. |
am a woman who watched two babies die because there was no milk.

| am a woman who watched twins grow into popular college students
with summers abroad.

I 'am a woman who watched three children grow, but with bellies
stretched from no food.

But then there was a man;
But then there was a man;
Two Women, a working class Chilean woman, 1973
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If I were a bird,

I would sing with my hoarse voice

Of this land buffeted by storms,

Of this river turbulent with our grief,

Of these angry winds ceaselessly blowing,

And of the dawn, infinitely gentle over the woods...
--Then | would die

And even my feather would rot in the soil.

Why are my eyes always brimming with tears?

Because | love this land so deeply....
I Love This Land, Ai Qing

Flood-tide below me! | see you face to face!

Clouds of the west—sun there half an hour high—I see you also face to
face.

Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how curious
you are to me!

On the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, returning
home, are more curious to me than you suppose,

And you that shall cross from shore to shore years hence are more to
me, and more in my meditations, than you might suppose.

Crossing Brooklyn Ferry, Walt Whitman

If wild my breast and sore my pride,
I bask in dreams of suicide,
If cool my heart and high my head | think

How lucky are the dead.
Rhyme Against Living, Dorothy Parker
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< About the Artist >

SHEN Xin (1990, Chengdu) lives and works in UK and China. Having completed her MFA in Slade
School of Fine Arts in 2014, SHEN was selected for the touring exhibitions of Bloomberg New
Contemporaries at World Museum in Liverpool, ICA in London, and Newlyn Art Gallery in Cornwall.
SHEN has recently received the CAC (Chronus Art Centre in Shanghai) Fellowship for Chinese Artist
at Birmingham Institute of Art and Design and Centre for Chinese Visual Arts in Birmingham (2015).
SHEN'’s practice concerns the social position of the artist, and is foregrounded by moving image
work. It also encompasses elements of virtual realities and figures, public proposal, communication
interfaces such as emoji (ideograms), self-publication, online database, tourist attraction and
organized events.

“Folklore of the Cyber World” Series Artists:
SHEN Xin

GUO Xi & ZHANG Jianling

MIAO Ying

WANG Yuyang

YE Funa

LIN Ke

About CAC

Established in 2013, Chronus Art Center (CAC) is China’s first nonprofit art organization dedicated to the
presentation, research / creation and scholarship of media art. CAC with its exhibitions, residency-oriented
fellowships, lectures and workshop programs and through its archiving and publishing initiatives, creates a
multifaceted and vibrant platform for the discourse, production and dissemination of media art in a global
context. CAC is positioned to advance artistic innovation and cultural awareness by critically engaging with

media technologies that are transforming and reshaping contemporary experiences.

< For More Information and Press Enquiry = info@chronusartcenter.org >



