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refined geometric construction of a
Mondrian or a Maleviteh, in which
they believe the cosmic sense will
join a raticnal, cbjective will.

I must admit without false shame
that during my first visit to the
modern Musée National d'Art
moderne Beaubourg, in Paris, I felt
out of my depth, seized with a
strange “distanciation effect” (Ver-
fremdung) between the object and
the subject. But I felt nothing of
the sort. when facing one of Pham
Tang's works. One gets into it spon-
taneously, ona METEES into it, one

no longer distinguishes the object
the subject; one rec;‘eates

from
according to one's social and inner
self. !

For Pham Tang, the beginning

was the rhythm. The cosmos is
rhythm, that is to say motion.
Clouds'in the sky, waves oI the sea,
the myriads of galaxies, days and
seasons, lines in finger prints, ele-
ments floating in blood plasma, the
atorn and its electrons, the singing
of birds, leaves with their cells,
crystals with their orderly struc-
ture, all in the microcosm and mac-
rocosm follow a rhythm. By means
of a kind of aesthetic asceticism,
the artist has to merge into matter
and grasp its soul in order to re-
create its rhythm.

Inspired by a double magic-vege-

table and mineral-the work devel-
ops-patiently, minutely and slowly.

4] geek, Pham Tang said, not
only communion with nature, but
also communion with the viewer.
1 want the viewer and the artist
to be one and the same. That's
why I do not enclose my pictures
in frames. When the {rame no
longer exists the painting becomes
an area without bounds. One can
enter it as one pleases, move
freely about, take a direct part in
the creation of a new universe.
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This is not possible with an Oec-
cidental painting of a horse. Leo-
nardo da Vinci painted Mona Lisa,
Césanne, Mount Sainte-Victoire,
Malevitch the White Soucre, when
doing so, they imposed and set
limits, leaving out all that is not
Mena Lisa, the Mountain, the Square.
A Western painting is closed, but
an Oriental one always seeks to
remain open. For my part, I'd like
people to approach my paintings
like a little butterfly, to grasp the
spirit of flowers, pebbles, etc.

His decorative paintings, mosaics
of Dbits of eggshell embedded in
lacquer, bubble over with life. They
convey images that are figurative
and yet abstract, of constellations
of erackled porcelain, without mor-
phological fixation and yet done
from visual transmutations of na-
ture. One could imagine fireworks
of flowers, subtle kaleidoscopic
compositions, visions from electronic
microscopes, nebulae carried away
in gyratory movements. If one stu-
dies the details with a magnify-
ing-glass one will see perfect tiny
universes, As a whole the work
creates an impression of peace, and
serenity. We are far from the dry-
ness, or torment of geometrical
construction, of kinetic art, of “mat-
terism”, “blottism*, etc.

In quest of the absolute like the
Italian poet Ungaretti, Pham Tang
aspires to “grasp the inexpressible
nothing”, to rediscover nature
through the original memoryless
rhythm, to create an art of the
non-temporal.

“I seek, he declares, neither the
concrete nor the eabstract: my
painting is meditation in materials
and colours, a meditation with my
head, my heart and my hands all

together, similar to that of a Yoga
or Zen expert.

We wish that the artist would

return to that creative and active
meditation and take up his palette
again after a long passive medita-

. tion of ten years.




