
“Dad, can I draw on your wall?” 
[It’s a rhetorical question, actually, so I don’t need your permission. I will draw on 

your wall anyway, and I will disrupt your cherished aesthetics with chaos in my 

eyes to give birth a dancing star. ] *

—- Judha Su 

Prelude 

Imagine a clean white wall in your house with a fair part of an erasable one. You are restricted 

to draw whatever you like on that playground, not an entire house. Then you raised your 

eyebrow and say: “my imagination is not necessarily fit in that permitted area, but somewhere 

else (which you won’t approve to be my artistic playground!)”  

What would a possible conversation with your dad to challenge the authorized territory be like?  

1st option: submissive 

2st option: diplomatic 

3rd option: terrorist 

4th option: magician 

5th option: … 

Warning: do not be overly determined to make a choice.  

Alpha [α]; One afternoon 

The moment my mind is wandering, I am doing nothing else, but sitting in front of Poop Press. 

In a proximity, a young man catches my eyes. He sits on a bench next to me.   

I appropriated the little part of subtitle from Friedrich Nietzsche’s “one must still have chaos in oneself to be able to *
give birth to a dancing star."



“Are you Tae Pavit?” 

“Yes” nods he.  

“I am so fond of your exhibition. The energy is being eloquently transmitted into all elements 

of the installation. I was so wrapped when I was in the space. Did you do the installation 

yourself?” 

“Thank you. I worked with Speedy Grandma to install the work.”  

Beta [β]; The other afternoon  

I am reflecting on my music experience last night.  

“The way you played piano struck me, it is so unconventional. Then I am recalled to my prior 

question about how far a classical music instrument could offer something stimulating to the 

contemporary time. And how far musicians could trespass the tradition that controls the way 

they think and behave.” 

“Indeed. A piano bears the weight of the history of classical music which sadly hinders a 

creativity. so I wonder how could a piano untangle itself from precedents. Does a pianist still 

bow audiences before seating? If he does, it doesn’t make any difference to the experience 

audiences previously get,” says the pianist.   

“You know. The piano in relation to the Western classical music is probably like the painting in 

relation to the history of visual art. I wonder what is left for us to “see” the painting?” 

** 

The convention of art history is restricted by its own methodology of seeing precedents as a 
linear sequence of past events as if time flows continuously from past to present to future, and 

that this history is a cumulative and progressive narrative.  

An analysis of style&influence taught by many art schools are all confined by this epistemology. 
Also, the (Western) Modern art's ideology of the avant-garde that promotes the notion of 



'advance' and 'progress' may no longer be sensible to those who see time moving forward in an 
unsteady motion. Therefore, art historians of cold-headed logic who keep themselves busy by 

describing the past and its influence cannot even catch any moment that may be juxtaposed, and 
made suddenly adjacent with another.  

What should a writer write about an accumulation of newer and newer horizons in 
contemporary art and its practice in such a moment that we are not reaching in any singular 

destination or no destination at all?  
       

         **   

α-2; One evening 
  

I witnessed Tae Pavit making his work for the first time. It was the day he aimed to make a 

drawing as much as the condition permits in a day for his book then entitled Flavour of the 

Day.  

At the back gallery of Bangkok CityCity.  

 Music is on.  

 Tae’s friend is walking around with a video camera in his hand.  

 Random conversations, mumbles, and even rants permeate the air.  

I am a curious onlooker, watching him intuitively transmits all elements into his drawing. He 

does not know what will happen, living things are beyond one human or any human’s control, 

but he knows exactly whats he wants. He relishes the flavor of that day, and translated them 

into those tiny pieces of paper. 

  
α-3 

Tae Pavit’s receptive perspective untangles himself from the aesthetics and sublime well-adored 

by the prior generation of artists and their disciples. Instead of following to the contemplative 

painters of aesthetic snobbism, he opens all multiple creative outlets to animate a fresher 

artistic practice and hence a more stimulating art experience. The process of activating creative 

outlets, however, demands a genuine sight of how he relates to others. Likewise, the 

improvisation cannot be reduced into an act of one does whatever one like, but it is rather a 

practice to accommodate a wealth of insight and a web of thinking about the human condition 

allowing for potential openings and possibilities. 



β-2 

“Just press the keyboard, and hear the sound.” The self-taught pianist persuades me to play 

piano and learn by doing. As far as chording, playing by ear, and improvisation, I randomly hit 

the keyboard.  

“Look! you can play like this too.” He demonstrates by pressing his left palm on the keyboard, 

and put his fingers of the right hand around in amazingly weird ways to reach the notes he 

desires to play.  

Then he shows me the belly area, pointed at the soundboard, bridges, dampers, and tuning 

pins, so that I understand how the pressing palm method functions to the piano structure.  

“You won’t be taught like this in any music school,” says the pianist.  

** 

Since time has no longer a straight line to draw the genealogy of art form&style and its 
influence, spaces become borderless, and realities seems so blur, at this point, a conventional 

form of art writing cannot even grasp the multifaceted sensation.  

This condition evokes a question to how should a writer write about performances? The word 
“performances” is by no means a singular discipline nor a discourse, but rather artistic practices 
of everydayness in the contemporary realities that visuality, sound, light, movement, text, and 

spatiality are mixed into chaos.  

** 

α-β  

I am showing Tae’s works on my laptop to the pianist.  

“His work is kinda joyful, it’s interesting to see even from the laptop. I feel like composing a 

music for his work,” expresses the pianist.  

  

“He is going to have his solo exhibition at Bangkok CityCity gallery next month. Apparently, I 

will miss a chance to see that show.” I murmur before sharing my thought on his work. 

[…] 



After the opening of Afternoon Person, I find some vocabularies used by those who wrote 

about his working either futile or generic, especially the word “naive art” as a genre of his 

artistic practice.  

The division of genre should be deemed pointless, by all means, it does not help anyone 

nourish a sensitivity to the artwork.  

Genre may help to illustrate a general idea of artwork, but the fact that categorization is based 

on “form,” it restricts an art experience to its mere visuality and description. Naughty, child-

like, amateurish, you name it — but the point is not how to mimic the form (that’s why some 

other artists try and apparently fail to do the “naive art”), but how one sincerely perceives the 

world and translates into an artwork.  

**  

My most favorite part of Radiant Child, a documentary about Jean-Michel Basquiat is the 
moment when an ignorant interviewer imposed an offensive question to a young rising star in 

New York art scene during 1980s.  

Interviewer: “You have been seen like… a primal expressionism?” 

Basquiat: “Like an ape?” 

Interviewer: “Well,… I…” 

Basquiat: “A primate?” He smiles wryly. 

Interviewer:: “No no, I don’t mean…” 

Basquiat: “You said that. Don’t you?” 

A language could be a faulty machine with a very slim relationship to experiences, and a generic 
art categorization can only  produce a standard set of narratives at best, and a ridiculous 

statement at worst. That’s why a writer needs to understand the poetics to break everything in 
the world when it seems obscenely banal.  

Think as if someone you love have died then you are in the presence of slow rumination, and 
find the language is at its most useless. That is the moment you start to re-invent a new mode of 

expression. 



** 

One more afternoon: the intersectional narrative of everything & everyone: 
painter, pianist, chess-player, dad, et al 

By the corner of the Washington Square Park, less crowded, tables and benches are mainly 

occupied by chess players. I am waiting at my favorite and then meeting spot.   

I found this corner since the late winter when no passerby associated with the chess players. It 

was too cold to sit down and contemplate the game for a long period of time. While I was 

sitting there, I overheard their random conversations about lives — family issues, expensive 

food, cops, etc — spoken in AAVE, full of energy and emotion.  

“One cannot just mimic the Black Vernacular English by one's tongue, but you need to 

understand it through your entire body,” my friend comments on the embodied experience 

before she goes on telling a brief history of political movement in the US. “But people have 

benefited a lot from this language. It’s a language of protest, it’s a language of resistance.” 

If that White interviewer in Radiant Child were living in this present time, he must’ve been torn 

down in pieces for making such a racist remark to Basquiat.  

[…] 

At my favorite spot again in early May, when the warm sunshine seems to invite everyone to 

salute its energy.  

I am sitting down on the bench, watching people. Diving deep into a moment of silence, 

fugitive memories wash me like the brightness of the sun. I am stirred by the passage of time, 

unfolded experiences, and the two places live apart yet appear to me synchronously.  

I feel deeply happy for Tae Pavit.  

But I have lost my words for the fugitive memories.  

Answer: It is probably a poetic terrorism. I remember myself drawing everywhere in the house, 

but the permitted playground was left clean.  



Underneath my dad’s table, I was since small enough to walk through it. And I drew.  

It is not a naive art.  

It is an entire life transmitted into the art.  

&&&&& 


