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CHAPTER ONE: PRIVATE THEATRE



'The "private theater" phenomenon involves persistent, 
systematic daydreaming, creating elaborate internal 
fantasies parallel to daily life. Patients outwardly 
perform routine tasks but internally remain immersed 
in detailed imaginary narratives, often fairy-tale-
like, as emotional escape or stimulation. While 
initially adaptive, continued indulgence blurs 
the distinction between imagination and reality, 
potentially leading to dissociative episodes or 
"absences" common in hysteria.'
                                            
                                           



He would occasionally mutter to himself, sitting there 
repeating some unclear words: Wind, rain, sunshine... 
soil, food and hope....,perhaps only he knew what they 
meant.
                                            
                                           --09/2024
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CHAPTER TWO: Delirium



Lately, he had been speaking as though he were still 
there. He described a place I could not find on any 
map, a hillside filled with smoke and orders, where 
the trees fell in rows like men. He insisted it had 
happened, though no record exists. When I asked him 
who had sent him, he said only: “I followed the 
noise.” It seemed to me then that he had mistaken 
history for a memory of his own.
                                            
                                           --10/2024
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CHAPTER THREE: A BIRD SPEAKS
                                                  IN DREAM



For some time afterwards, he had been looking for 
something. He said he had a rather long dream in which 
he had met a Crested Ibis during his travels, and 
after telling me this he asked me what it could be, as 
he had never heard the name before. I was able to tell 
him that the crested ibis was a very rare bird, which 
he could not have invented in his dream, as the name 
had long been familiar to me from books.

                                           --12/2024                                            
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  The inspiration for The Ground of Memory 
emerged from a profound personal fascination with 
the fragile and ephemeral nature of human memory, 
combined with the critical interrogation of how 
societies construct and preserve their collective 
histories.

  In 1959, less than a year after the Great Leap 
Forward began, famine had already spread to my 
grandfather's hometown. He chose to go north 
and fled all the way to Heilongjiang, where he lived 
for 20 years until the gradual disintegration of the 
people's commune in 1982. In his description, he 
said: It was a vast area with few people, and there was 
a lot of food, so much that it was spread on the road 
to dry in the sun, without worrying about being 
robbed......
 
  I know very little about the stories that happened 
during this special historical period. My curiosity 
and exploration about them led to this project, for 

no other reason than that I often think about, what 
do we inherit from the stories and experiences of 
our ancestors? 
 
  Photography, in this work, has functioned not 
simply as evidence, but as a provocation—both a 
symptom and an artefact. Sekula’s insistence that 
photographs are “utterances” rather than mirrors 
reminds us that they speak within systems of power. 
Like Steichen’s war reconnaissance images or 
Lange’s Migrant Mother, they are filtered through 
ideological intent. My own photographs do not aim 
to correct history, but to make visible its opacity—
to sit within the “hysterical symptom” of lost 
or discredited memory that Freud once read as a 
distorted form of truth. This is why I have often 
turned to the quiet or marginal—objects, gestures, 
ephemera—because within the unspoken, the 
unconscious makes itself known.

  The notion of the "historical a priori,"  as Foucault 

proposed, tells us that knowledge is always 
conditional, always shaped by the thresholds of 
its time. Archives are never neutral. The State, the 
institution, the family, and even the self, participate 
in choosing what to remember and what to let 
go. I have come to understand my work not as an 
attempt to assert authority over the archive, but to 
dwell inside its limitations. The gaps, the silences, 
the erasures—these are not absences to be filled, but 
spaces that demand different forms of listening.

  This is a question of return, not origin—repetition 
without replication. The question is not how to 
access history once and for all, but how to remain 
ethically attuned to its fragility. The digital age 
tempts us with fantasies of infinite storage, yet as 
Derrida warned, the archive always harbours the 
impulse of destruction alongside preservation. What 
we remember may one day be unremembered—
reformatted, redacted, or re-authored by forces 

  

beyond our reach.

  Still, I choose to create. Not in the hope of 
permanence, but in fidelity to the trace. Perhaps that 
is the most the archive can offer: not a monument, 
but a murmuring. A gesture that says: someone tried 
to remember. A photograph that says: this passed 
through me. And a book that whispers: here, for 
now, is the ground of memory.
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