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THE END
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ABIn, you are a genius —you must never set
down your brush.

When I first saw you paint years ago, it was
as though a star from a distant realm had
entered the celestial orbit of art with per-
fect precision. You have never been one to
pause —and you will journey farther still.
That is the ancient pulse of your lineage, the
echo of a spirit that remembers its immortal
home. In your creations, it is never merely
the animal’s form that lives.

Through color and gesture, you pierce
fur, armor, and bone —reaching for what
breathes beneath: the essence that trembles
above all shape, the ancient wisdom resting
within the gaze. This is what we call Spirit.
Your path in artis a sacred offering.

You surrender yourself to the canvas, and in
return, the spirits come —they dwell there,
briefly, peering through the pigments at all
who pass.

Your eyes were never meant to be flawless
lenses. You are, rather, a truthful translator
—striving to render that vast, wordless
language into lines and hues mortals can
understand.

When you paint the bat, you are not tracing
its fleeting silhouette, but the cultural memory
that shadows its wings.

When you draw the deer, you are not sketch-
ing its body, but capturing the moment it
breaks free from gravity —the soul’s fierce
and unending hunger for freedom.
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So do not read his paintings with the mind
of an analyst.Technique and style are only
vessels —rafts across the river, meant to
be left behind once the far shore is reached.
Instead, gaze into their eyes. Listen to the
low thunder stirring beneath the surface.

Ifyour heartquivers, if words fall away — that
is when the three of us, you, I, and the
spirit within the painting, have crossed the
boundaries of form, and entered into a silent,
sacred conspiracy.

The door now stands open.

Welcome to ABin's world—a place where
color breathes, and spirit remembers.

Qin Lin
October 2025
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ABin is the older brother of a close friend.
One day, the daughter of that friend who
was taking painting courses with me said,
“My uncle also paints, but he told me there’s
no need to learn sketching— painting
should be joyful and spontaneous.” That was
the first time I came to know the” ABin she
spoke of.

Later, my friend told me, “On Valentine’s Day,
you and my brother both coincidentally
painted your better half as a Valentine's
gift!” That was the second time I heard
of —and thus got to know — ABin. I couldn’t
wait to look his art works up online. Indeed,
the style of his work matched exactly what
my student had described; the Uncle, the
joyful and free-spirited painter.

That was how my friend formally introduced
us. ABin invited me to visit his home to view
his creations and hear about his inspira-
tions and discoveries. While appreciating
his work, I couldn't help muttering to myself
with some disdain, “It looks like messy scrib-
bles, I can't make sense of it". Yet even as |
thought this, my mind kept returning to
the image of an eagle soaring across one
of his canvases. That night, in quiet reflec
tion, I realized that my disdain was born of
envy —the envy of ABin's ability to let each
stroke breathe freedom, to allow every line
to burst forth with inspiration.

This was a realization I had never experi-
enced in all my years of painting. I came
to understand that deep within me lay a
longing —a longing to paint freely, without
fear of words or opinions of others. To paint
with willful abandon, allowing the mind to
follow the brush —that is the truest form of
“lettingthe heartleadthe hand.” To appreciate
ABIn’s art work requires more than a passing
glance. Standing before his paintings, one
must quiet the mind, release tension, and let
the eyes follow the arrangement of colors.
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To look closely at his strokes — whether they
appear as scribbles or deliberate lines—is
to let one’s heart and vision wander among
the details on the canvas. In doing so, one
merges with the moment of creation itself,
entering the state ABin inhabits when paint-
ing, and feels that same freedom to soar.

[ once saw a photograph of Stéphane
standing quietly in a misty tea farm, and
[thought, surelythismustbe awesterner who
understands Chinese culture deeply. Indeed,
Stéphane, coming from Switzerland, brought
with him a collaboration in Chinese ink paint-
ing with ABin—the exhibition “Spiritual
Alchemist”. What an intriguing combination
and collision of worlds! Upon viewing their
works, I first thought it was a kind of spiritual
dialogue invisible to ordinary eyes. But as
[ said before, if you pause, revisit the titles of
the works, close your eyes, and settle your
mind — listening with the heart rather than
the intellect — creativity will flow boundlessly.
Thus, “Spiritual Alchemist” is not simply an
exhibition by two artists; it is a guided jour-
ney for the soul. Visiting it is like opening
another antenna atop your head.

For the “Spiritual Alchemist” series, I have
a particular fondness for the fox. For me,
the fox always recalls The Little Prince, and
[ think of the prince gazing at his rose under
the moon. Beyond him lies the dazzling gal-
axy of stars, forming a sharp contrast to the
intimate world he creates in his heart. This
is the image I wish to create —a vision that
belongs to my own alchemist animal. And
perhaps, if your heart stirs upon viewing
these works, you might take up your brush
as well, joining this journey of “Spiritual
Alchemist” in your own way.

This new art work opens a fresh chapter in
the art scene — unrepeated, unprecedented,
wholly unique. From this moment forward,
[ will wholeheartedly champion it.

Chloé Cordonnier / Art curator, S5 B A

Stéphane Geiser is a dear friend of mine.

This precious friendship, and the deep connec
tion it entails, are key factors in how [ experi-
ence his artworks. In this light, the comple-
tion of the Spiritual Alchemist project moved
me in a particular and profound way, as a
curator, as a lover of the visual arts, and also
simply as someone close to him.

It has been a privilege to witness Stéphane’s
journey throughout this project, which
weaves together elements of spirituality,
philosophy, self-discovery and artistic mas-
tery. His belief system was also tested along
the way, through various stages of the
process, under the guidance of his special
friend — and perhaps mentor — ABin Chang.

Stéphane has always poured significant
dedication—a part of his very soul—into
every piece of art he creates, regardless of
the medium or technique. I believe that his
practice of martial arts and archery deeply
contributes to the patience and precision he
brings to his work. His art is as multifaceted
as he is, both outwardly and inwardly. From
drawing to painting, from stenciling to print-
making, his works consistently evoke a sense
of serenity and quiet reflection. Yet, this is
not all. I often sense a soft, persistent yearn-
ing in his pieces, a longing for a deeper calm,
for wholeness — for alchemy.

In August 2024, just a few months after he
returned from Taiwan, I remember him tell-
ing me about a book he had found, dealing
with Shamanism and Totem animals, and the
rich symbolism attached to each of them.
Even before that, he had always paid special
attention to animal figures in tarot, astrology,
and even in his daily life, through meaningful
encounters. It was as if he had long been on
the verge of diving deeper into himself, con-
fronting parts he had never dared to face
before.
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A few days later, he encountered a bat under
intense circumstances. This beautiful crea-
ture, imbued with symbols of love and hope,
deeply resonated with the new path his
life was taking. Almost inevitably, Stéphane
chose the Bat as the subject of the next
painting, following the Fox. This marked the
second stage of Spiritual Alchemist.

Over the following months, I observed the
project from a slight distance, though with
undiminished interest. I watched my friend
connect with his inner self in new and mean-
ingful ways through this unique artistic pro-
cess, a kind of creative game that reaches far
beyond mere playfulness. That lighthearted
spirit was only the initial whisper that led
Stéphane and ABin Chang into this journey.
Throughout the following stages, Stéphane
experienced moments of great joy, as well as
profound trials, which I do not believe to be a
coincidence. From my perspective, [ saw him,
for the very first time, begin to shed certain
layers of ego, and open up more—shar-
ing his joys and fears, and embracing his
vulnerability.

With Spiritual Alchemist, ABin Chang and
Stéphane explored essential, even existential,
questions with a grace and sincerity that are
still too rarely seen in Western art, especially
in contemporary forms. But what is art, if not
the voice of the soul? The empathy and com-
plicity between the two artists are an unmis-
takable part of the strength of this project.
The ongoing exchange, the sharing, the guid-
ance offered between them —all of it nour-
ished the creative process in a truly authentic
and touching way.
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[s this art therapy? [ don't believe this project
can be reduced to such a simple definition.
There is, without a doubt, a therapeutic
dimension to the creation of Spiritual Alche-
mist — but it reaches far beyond anything
we can easily frame or explain. In this case,
the encounter between Western and East-
ern cultures resonates in a profoundly mean-
ingful way. I strongly believe in expanding
our minds through the meeting of cultures,
especially through the lens of art, which
holds the power to unite human beings
beyond language or belief systems.

This dual artistic journey stands as a com-
pelling and generous example of that union.
[ hope it opens new paths — for ABin Chang
and Stéphane, for their communities, and for
all those who believe in the power of art and
spiritual effort to foster deeper connection
and more genuine dialogue.
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[ never thought I would ever publish any pub-
lications, especially in a field that was never
part of my life plan. I want to express my
special thanks to Stéphane. His appearance
was like a miracle, like a spark that ignited
a long-accumulated energy deep within me.
Without him, this book would not have been
completed.

When we first met, it felt like we had known
each other for a long time. His eloquence
and wide range of interests allowed our dis-
cussions in art and spirituality to run freely.
We played with art in a lighthearted way,
expressing our views to each other as if
through a game.

Although there are differences between
Eastern and Western cultures, at the deepest
level, human nature is the same. We share
common feelings toward spirituality, art, and
the beauty of life. Each time a new theme
appeared, just as he said, we would get so
excited that we got goosebumps. Both of us
would wonder what it would look like when
it was finished.

My creative process has always been driven
by impulse. I need something to ignite me, a
sudden feeling, like a current rising inexpli-
cably from deep within my heart, and then
[expressitandreleaseit. This series has been
especially interesting. During our exchanges
and discussions, 1 began to reflect more
deeply and relearn the practices I have been
studying, wondering whether they could be
expressed through art so that others could
feel and understand them. I have gained a
lot from this process.
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The completion of this art book also required
the help of my brother, Chang Chun Teng
(Tim). He served as the bridge that connected
everything. I also want to thank Joy for her
assistance —her professional knowledge
helped us complete the translation and edit-
ing so that readers could better understand
what we wanted to express.

[ believe that life holds many infinite possibil-
ities. Just as [ never imagined publishing an
art book that combines art and spirituality,
this has become a milestone and a personal
challenge for me. The purpose of life is to
experience all kinds of interesting things,
and spiritual awakening allows us to sense
and experience the mysteries of the soul
more deeply.

Perhaps you will also feel something from
this book—or maybe these artworks will
simply bring you a pleasant moment of
enjoyment during your coffee time.

PREFACE — BF

Stéphane Geiser

[ initially traveled to Taiwan for the Tea,
but found friends with whom to share it.
Some things are simply destined. While you
may call it fate, I prefer to call it luck.

[ admit I am of a playful, perhaps even child-
ish, nature. What began as a simple game
transformed into the pages of this book,
where words became the spells that ignite
profound change. Each round, interaction,
and exchange with Bin Chang marked the
representation of a significant step for-
ward. This book is the result of those seven
exchanges, an exploration of how creativity
can transform into spiritual awakening.

To Bin Chang and his brother Chang Chun
Teng (Tim), my deepest gratitude for their
profound insights and guidance. And a
special thanks to Soumthie for seeing the
change and supporting me all the way.

May your own internal journey begin within
these pages, guided by the wisdom of
animals, for that is the heartfelt recollection
of our own.
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EHEERES BREDNR
Brushstrokes are my language, and colors my rhythm.

REHBOESHEMRE  T228ER
[ gather from the fields of philosophy and psychology, and bear fruit in aesthetics.

EMHARARNTEEHENER-

The canvas becomes a page for dialogue with my inner spirit.

RUEFRAES MEBEIRE

[ am not painting, but listening—
EEMBBIE TR

allowing the spirit to leave its traces through me.
B—EFm BE—EERBMERTHRNF

Each work is an unfinished poem, a whisper of the soul,
BB RRT

inviting the viewer, in a moment of gazing,

BREAFRBIB LRSS -

to encounter both your spirit and mine.

STEPHANE GEISER

Stéphane Geiser is a Swiss artist whose
work translates his dual heritage—born in
Japan to Vietnamese and Swiss parents —
into compelling art. His artistic journey
began with a graphic design major, instilling
a profound understanding of empty space
and symbols. Global experiences, from
photography studies in Belgium to graphic
design roles in Malaysia and China, sharp-
ened his vision, allowing him to explore
his Eastern origins after growing up in the
West. Transitioning from a career in graphic
design, Stéphane found his true artistic call-
ing while following in his mother’s footsteps
in the family tea business. This legendary
plant led him back to Asia, where he dis-
covered his definitive medium: Chinese
ink mixed with watercolor on traditional
Taiwanese paper. His vibrant, East-inspired
works now consistently celebrate joy and
embrace the "misfit." His paintings are full
of hidden clues: from symbols and emo-
tions to keys unlocking the mystifications of
the East. For him, art is not mere depiction,
but a revelation of the spirit—between East
and West, he transforms life into a scroll,
a painting that blossoms without end.
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Spiritual Alchemist is not merely a book, but
a profound unfolding of an artistic journey.
Its destination is never an end, but always
another beginning. It is a meeting born of
East and West, woven through the lives of
two artists whose distinct backgrounds and
unique creative languages echo one another,
tracing a spiritual odyssey.

Stéphane and ABIn, through their chosen
mediums and strokes, opened a dialogue
that transcends words. They transformed
personal experience into poetic symbols,
step by step revealing the metamorphosis
of the inner spirit. Each painting not only
records the path of exploration, but also
carries a delicate sense of romance—as if,
within the interlacing of ink and color, one
might hear the breath of the soul.

In the end, two parallel paths converge in
art, crystallizing into a profound realization:
that the essence of all true alchemy has long
been present within creation itself. This book
invites you to join this ever-renewing journey,
to feel how art, in its cycles of transforma-
tion and return, awakens the shared light
within us all.
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At times, fate arranges the most unexpected
of encounters—subtle, almost imperceptible,
yet carrying the weight of transformation.
They arrive like a hidden switch, quietly
pressed, releasing a current that reshapes
the soul without a sound. What once seemed
to vanish with the passing of breath returns,
reborn through a new stirring within. ABin
Chang was, for me, such an encounter.

In Europe, I had never met another artist
whose sensitivity resonated so deeply. Long
before I met him, I met his art works — bold,
luminous, and alive with vitality. They pierced
me with an immediacy that words could not
hold. Inthatinstant, a single desire took root :
to meet the man who had created them. At
the time, neither of us could have foreseen
where that wish would lead.

When we finally met, our conversation
unfolded like ariver.I confessed that creation,
for me, was often a kind of exhaustion —
a being swallowed by the work itself, wander-
ing aimlessly in corridors of endless striving.
ABin, however, offered me another vision.
He spoke with a quiet clarity: art need not
be a burden; it may also be light. He spoke
of Taoism — of the self and the ego, of the
subtle freedom born of surrender, of the
rhythm of flow. His words fell upon me like
wind upon still water, opening ripples where
heaviness had once reigned.

Upon returning to Switzerland, [ carried
those insights into my own practice. My
brush no longer wrestled against the can-
vas; the lines unfolded with ease, quided by
something gentler than will. In that moment,
[ understood: I had stepped into another
state of being. Once, [ painted as an escape.
Now, [ paint as an awakening.
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The beginning of this collaboration arose from
a seemingly ordinary yet fateful moment.
At the time, Stéphane had just returned to
Switzerland from Taiwan, while I shared a new
art work with him on Instagram. He replied
that within the painting, he felt a current of
energy flowing. During those days, his body,
too, seemed to undergo a subtle transforma-
tion, as though something deep within him
was quietly awakening.

In our earlier conversations in Taiwan, we
had spoken of chakras and spirituality, of the
metamorphosis brought forth by energy and
awakening. For him, this was an entirely new
realm —he had never before engaged with
spiritual practice. I told him that energy and
spirituality are precisely the forces that guide
one’s growth and transformation.

It was then that he proposed we begin an
“artistic game”: one of us would set a theme,
and the other would respond by giving it
meaning. This playful exchange opened
unexpected joy, and the first image that leapt
into my heart was that of the fox.

In ancient Chinese tales, the fox is a spirit that
surpasses the human, able to wield enchant-
ment and captivate hearts. It was believed
that those who wished to win admiration
sought the blessing of the fox —much like
today's adored idols. Especially in its power to
charm men, the fox held particular strength.
Yet in myth, the fox also appears as a guard-
ian presence, a being akin to an Eastern
archangel.

[ shared with him this cultural symbol, believ-
ing that the spiritual resonance of the fox
could become a guiding spark for our explo-
ration and creation. Perhaps it was in these
very exchanges that our works began to carry
another kind of power — not only artistic, but
deeply spiritual.

Returning home to Switzerland, those ideas
that once only echoed within my heart began
to unfurl upon the canvas. Brushstrokes and
ink seemed to find a new freedom, and a
sense of flow slowly awakened at my finger-
tips, guiding me into a rhythm that was both
unfamiliar and deeply known —a rhythm of
flowing.

Where once my creation had served as a ref-
uge from reality, it had now become a path
toward awakening the soul. Colors and lines
were no longer merely external forms; they
became a language of the spirit. The brush
became a door, opening the threshold
between escape and awakening, and ignit-
ing the spark born from an encounter with
another soul.
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And so we began this series of creations.
Stéphane chose “lightning” and “adventure” as
the first guiding themes.

Our very first painting began with the fox.

In ancient Eastern legends, animals could
ascend into divinity through long cultivation.
When their energy reached its peak, the
heavens would test them with thunder. Five
strikes of lightning marked the threshold
to immortality: to endure was to transcend
the mundane and stand alongside heaven
and earth; to fail was to be reduced to
ashes, returning to nothingness. It was an
adventure with no turning back, a choice
suspended between transformation and
annihilation. In one tale, a fox upon a green
mountain braved the storms, and at last
ascended as a spirit guardian of humankind.
The story carries both a romantic cruelty
and a secret path to higher existence —a
shift from quantity to essence, a metamor-
phosis we call divine transmutation.

[ shared this myth with him, and my thoughts
turned toward Western alchemy. Its true
meaning lies not only in the dream of turn-
ing lead into gold, but in refining the impure
until it becomes utterly pure. Gold here is but
a metaphor, a symbol of the purified spirit
and innocence made whole. When a per-
son’'s energy is tempered and elevated again
and again, a total transformation awaits.

Thus, between our conversations and the
canvas, Eastern trials of thunder met the
Western philosopher’s stone, sparking a
new flame of spirit. It was not merely the
beginning of a painting, but the prelude to
a deeper journey —a poetic adventure into
the realms of transmutation and alchemy.

The naming of this series was itself a slow
and profound meditation. ABin spoke of the
mythic path of cultivation and becoming
divine —an ascent beyond the ordinary. Yet
there seemed no precise word in French or
English to capture it. Words like divinization,
apotheosis, or deification all carried the
weight of external coronation and the wor-
ship of others, but they could not touch the
inner transformation we sought.

Thus, [ turned to another symbol — alchemy.
This ancient wisdom is not merely the mira-
cle of turning lead into gold, but a metaphor
for refining the impure into its purest form.
When the energy of life passes through trials
and transformation, it opens a threshold to a
higher state of being.

This vision met with our shared imagination
of animal spirituality, as if they too walk a
path of cultivation and metamorphosis. And
so, this series finally found its name —
Spiritual Alchemist.
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It is not merely the title of the work, but
an echo of our dialogue; a cross-cultural
exchange of spirit, a poetic journey where
art and soul give birth to something beyond
themselves.

[ wished for ABin's guidance to be part of
this series. I wanted to portray joy —thus,
my fox stands tall amidst the storm, head
lifted high, serene yet radiant, filled with
delight, as if receiving blessings in the space
between wind and thunder.

[ have come to realize that growth often
comes from the courage to step into realms
we once feared, choosing paths that chal-
lenge our becoming. The line between light-
ning and the fox’s tail blurs—it is a posture
of ascent, free and unbound by any path, like
the soul wandering unrestrained across the
heavens.

Have you ever felt a storm within yourself —
when your beliefs are shaken, and new
thoughts shatter the old, so that your entire
being churns in upheaval? 1t is precisely
within such thunderclaps that I see ABin's
fox —utterly awake, bathed in power.

It is a quiet awareness that touches every
soul. His vision of peace is an adventure,
transforming infinite cycles into dust, leaving
behind only pure consciousness.
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Once the awakening of the spirit begins,
there is no turning back. When the mind
opens and the senses touch the faint glow
of another dimension, we are inevitably pro-
pelled forward. It is a path that shines yet
harbors danger, capable of bringing greater
suffering and confusion if taken in the wrong
direction; yet, faced with courage and posi-
tivity, it can awaken higher perception, deep-
ening both understanding of life and the
richness of spiritual experience.

This is an adventure, an invitation to transfor-
mation. When the soul dares to embrace risk,
itsimultaneously opensitselftothe possibility
of metamorphosis. Just like the ancient
legends of the path to enlightenment, this
journey toward awakening is destined to
be accompanied by trials and thunder, yet
within these challenges, it nurtures the
purest light.









In the second stage of this series, I chose the
bat. In the shamanic realm of totems, animals
are never accidental images —they are living
guides. In the past, I have encountered the
dog, the fox, the deer, seeking meaning within
their presence; once, a dolphin came to me
in a dream, guiding me through a trial—
a brief yet intense experience that opened
a new door, revealing a fresh path forward.

One late night, as I returned home, a bat
suddenly struck my chest at full speed.
Startled, I reached out to check on it, yet it
vanished like the wind, leaving behind a curi-
ous sense of mystery. That bat lingered for
the entire summer above my window, and
we continued to meet in fleeting moments.
These encounters became secret dialogues
permitted by time itself. I began to follow its
guidance —transitioning humbly from the
realm of intellect and ego toward the deeper
chambers of soul and heart.

The bat is a symbol of the shaman'’s initia-
tion —a being that reveals in challenge and
illuminates within darkness. In this journey,
its energy is one of offering, a gentle disso-
lution of the ego.
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The meaning [ chose was that of happiness
and fortune— fu, the five blessings arrive at
the door, or fortune unfolding before one’s
eyes. It carries with it the promise of life's
wholeness and abundance. Though the bat,
in the realm of the everyday, is not always
welcomed, within ancient tradition it bears
the most luminous of blessings.

Thus I entrusted this symbolism to the paint-
iNng: an osmanthus tree in bloom beneath
the night sky, its fragrance drifting through
the velvet dark, while a radiant full moon
rises high, casting its gentle light. It is
both a vision of completeness and of for-
tune’s arrival. More than a scene of nature,
it becomes a symbol of the spiritual path
itself —a journey toward fulfillment, a quiet
turning of the soul toward joy.



[ chose a form of “reflection”, like that of a
mirror, to embody fortune and happiness —
because what matters most is never the
world'’s judgment, but how one gazes upon
oneself. Itis through such self-reflection that
these qualities are drawn near.

The bat is born of darkness, traversing
between caverns, yet it perceives the world
through senses uniquely its own. It never
feels confined by shadows; instead, it finds
fulfillment within the dim, and in that silence
discovers its own fortune. True light often
emerges from the act of turning inward.
Only by looking within can we encounter,
deep in the soul, the contours of happiness
and the resonances of wholeness.
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Stéphane once asked me: where, within his
works, does the essence of Taoism reside ?

[ told him:itis found in the dialogue of dual-
ities —the convergence of night and day, the
inward and the outward. These opposites
do not annihilate each other; they circle,
embrace, and generate, flowing with the
quiet rhythm of the Tao, like the endless
turning of yin and yang. Itis not only balance,
butalsoamirror —onethatreflectstheclarity
of inner awareness and the discipline of
self-reflection.

In his paintings, the bat becomes the vessel
of this reflection. A creature of the shadows,
it navigates by a sense beyond vision, teach-
ing us that even in darkness there is a way
to look inward, and through the self, to look
outward again. This gesture is not merely
natural —it is spiritual, an invitation toward
the first gate of awakening: to witness how
yin and yang meet within the heart, how the
inner world and the outer cosmos echo one
another.

There are also subtle secrets hidden within
hisworks, fragments left unspoken, reserved
for the attentive viewer to discover. And in
the act of discovery itself, one perceives a
truth: that awakening is already a blessing,
already a fortune. For when we learn to
illuminate our being with optimism, and to
hold life with gratitude, our energy begins
to rise—refined, serene, enduring. Such
energy does not blaze outward in haste, but
spirals upward, layer upon layer, becoming a
quiet radiance : the power of spirit ascending.
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The third to rise within me was the pangolin.
Its meaning is at once fierce and serene.
[ asked Stéphane whether such a creature
lived in his homeland; he told me no.

Why choose the pangolin as our subject?
Because its very name carries within it a
symbol —to pierce through mountains. It is
persistence, it is breakthrough, it is the fear-
less advance into darkness. All its life, the
pangolin digs through the earth, insisting
on depth, on moving inward. And yet, when
danger draws near, it curls into itself, shield-
ing its tender body with an armor of scales.
When hunger calls, it braves the sharp sting
of ants, swallowing them whole, transform-
ing pain into nourishment for survival. Such
survival, I believe, is a form of battle. The
pangolin reminds us that to live has never
meant comfort—it is the strength born of
pain, the courage wrested from struggle.

In its image [ see the mirror of spiritual cul-
tivation. This is a path woven of paradox and
trial: we must learn to guard ourselves, so
as not to be consumed by harm, yet also
to step forward with courage, to face the
countless small, piercing challenges that
life sets before us —like ants upon the skin.
Along the way, these trials bring emotions
heavy with shadow. Before we can even
tell whether such feelings aid or hinder our
practice, we must first accept them fully, face
them wholly, and then break through them,
again and again. We must learn to let our
hardness shield us, while consciously dis-
solving what harms us, transmuting the raw
into a source of energy.

Such difficulties, such emotions, may appear
small, but they are the inevitable landscape
of the spiritual path. Growth requires us to
absorb them, digest them, transform both
the light and the dark, until the soul begins
to expand. Through this struggle, I wished
to express that spiritual cultivation is never
a gentle ascent. It is arduous. It demands
battle. Only through persistence in the fight,
through endless breakthroughs, can growth
unfold.
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Spiritual awakening is not pure radiance.
Along the journey arise shadows — negative
emotions, unresolved attachments, unbear-
able tremors. They gather like ants in the
night. And yet, if we take the stance of the
pangolin—able to curl inward in defense,
yet also to dig forward with determination—
then even chaos becomes nourishment,
even darkness begins to bear light.

My pangolin carries yet another meaning:
the Way of Heaven.

The Way itself holds neither good nor evil;
it is only circulation, balance, and flow. Good
and evil are the constructs of human moral-
ity. Survival, however, lies beyond judgment.
The ant moves for life; the pangolin eats for
life. Each longs to exist, yet each must also
bear the weight of perishing. This is neither
hatred nor cruelty, but the inevitability of
being. Thus, survival as battle —that is the
law of Heaven I wished to reveal as another
essence of spiritual cultivation.

Huangdi Yinfujing says: “Claim Heaven'’s law,
walk in its strength”. On the path of spiritual
practice, one must come to understand this:
the continuation of life often requires the
offering of another life. Yet if we hold grat-
itude —taking only what is needed, without
greed or waste — then it is not a karmic act
of killing, but an alignment with the Heavenly
Way of survival. Just as emotions, when trans-
formed, become sustenance for the soul, so
too the energies of Heaven and Earth flow
into us, nourishing the spirit. To take without
greed, to use only what uplifts, is to live in
harmony with the Way.

Spiritual cultivation follows this natural law
of survival: to borrow from Heaven with-
out avarice, to transform emotions without
excess. To advance when the time calls, to
retreat when protection is needed. Survival
is battle, and the truest meaning of battle
is to breathe silently in rhythm with Heaven
and Earth.



The appearance of the pangolin perhaps
marks the arrival of a formidable challenge.
How can ferocity and tranquility coexist?
[ answer this question through the insight
of martial arts—finding balance between
combat and rest, perceiving in advance and
retreating a resonance beyond self. It is a
vision of the future: when one can finally let
go of inner resistance, the soul will awaken
to another realm of perception.

When you find your own moon, its light will
soothe the storms within, easing all conflict.
Torrid lava will cool, solidifying into enduring
earth, granting you peace to rest, and after
a moment of quietude, to step forward once
more.

The pangolin glimmers in golden light, bathing
in it. It knows it has never needed to control
its own beastly nature, but to cleanse it away
entirely —because it no longer requires it.
This is a light of transformation, illuminating
the soul’s deepest freedom and purity.
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“Your pangolin is fighting, while my pangolin
is resting after a long battle.”

It is unsettling to realize that our previous
battle scars and wounds can manifest later
on in life during times of uncertainty. As we
mature it is important to find peace in its
lessons.

My pangolin was completed in two stages,
shown locked in battle with the ants. Survival
is battle—raw, fierce, brimming with the ten-
sion of competition. Yet this is not slaughter,
but a pure contest of existence: both sides
simply following the Way of Heaven, strug-
gling within the destinies allotted to them —
at once cruel and inevitable.

By coincidence, both Stéphane and I found
molten lava appearing in our paintings. It
became the symbol of restless, unsettled
energy —an emblem of instability marking
this stage of the journey.
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For the fourth painting, it was my turn to
choose the animal for ABin. As autumn
approached —the season of quiet romance
—1I encountered the energy of a tiger. She
stirred something deep within me. This tiger
is brave, imbued with formidable strength,
and carries a bold declaration, an intense will
to exist. Thus, I chose this creature to be the
symbol of this stage.
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For the theme proposed by Stéphane, I gave
it the meaning of Stealth and Power.

To me, the tiger is not only the sovereign of
the jungle, but also a metaphor for spiritual
cultivation. What it embodies is not a display
of raw ferocity, but a quiet and concealed
force that dwells among misted forests and
mountain ridges —silent, yet unshakable;
unseen, yet commanding awe.

At this stage of spiritual practice, we have
already absorbed and refined much, and
begun to transform our emotions. Gradu-
ally, power gathers within us. Yet this power
is not meant for ceaseless eruption, but for
restraint— like tides waiting in silence for
the right moment. The tiger always lurks. In
the forest it reigns with unspoken strength,
setting an invisible field long before it shows
itself. One who enters may not notice, yet
is already under its gaze, perhaps only a
heartbeat away from becoming prey. In the
same way, this inner spiritual force now lies
dormant within us. Its role is not constant
outward expression, but stealth.

Thus, within this theme, I see a power that is
both contained and resolute. At this stage,
the sense of spiritual strength becomes
tangible; many may feel tempted to show it,
to magnify every sensation. But true power
does not exist to obliterate —it teaches us
to master emotions and energies. Such
mastery must be cultivated in secrecy, in the
private domain of the self, where confidence
is born not from display, but from knowing:
[ hold absolute control. Whoever enters my
realm, here I am the sovereign, invincible.

To focus all force outward is unsustainable;
what is always visible invites doubt. What is
hidden is not true invisibility, but a presence
both seen and yet impenetrable. Within the
field [ unfold, I remain undefeated.



Should strength be measured by destruction
or power ? I do not believe so. True strength
lies not in tearing apart or imposing fear, but
in the capacity to overcome darkness, to fill
the void, and to move forward with unwaver-
ing resolve —transcending all. It also means
allowing the presence of darkness, facing
the void, and even revealing truth in vulnera-
bility. This is the purest form of strength.

Thus, I conceive of “invisibility” as an unseen
magic, a subtle path toward truth. The tiger
embodies immense strength, climbing
through her own abyss of darkness to
finally spread her wings in the realm of light.
She soars within the radiance, immersed
in her primal form, becoming boundless.
She embraces her inner self, nurturing it
in secret—without display —because she
seeks only her own recognition, revealing
herself solely to those who truly matter.

Darkness is not the end, nor is light the
entirety. Between them lies a subtle bal-
ance, as natural as breath. This is the first
step toward self-awareness. Yet without that
guiding light—a clear purpose — one risks
losing oneself in the void.
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Little did I know that there would come
a moment when I too would bloom and
burn — perhaps, fortunately, early enough,
and entrusted to my own mastery. The next
stage quietly unveils itself, as if to say all the
answers have long been waiting there in
silence.

In the path of spiritual cultivation, I have
always believed that true growth does not
arise from display or grandeur, but from
control—a quiet vigilance, a gentle taming
of the subtle tides within. Joy, radiant as light,
and sorrow, heavy as shadow, both drift
through the heart's inner chambers. The
essence of practice lies in learning to rec
ognize and soothe these currents —neither
letting them run wild nor being swept away
by their pull.

This discipline is vital. For as the spirit deep-
ens, the heart’s strength brings not only clar-
ity and stillness, but also summons darker,
more turbulent thoughts. If left unnoticed,
these shadows grow unchecked, until they
overwhelm and lead us toward irrevocable
error.

For Stéphane, however, the tiger became a
different emblem — a force of freedom, soar-
ing skyward like a sorcerer, rising upon the
wings of spiritual growth. With newfound
power, it protects all that he holds dear.
Though his vision diverges from my own,
[ find joy in witnessing it. For in this stage,
his spirit unfurls in a new form: courageous,
radiant, and strong.
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Atthis stage, we must turn our gaze inward —
moving forward, yet with the courage to look
back. It is like leaving home : before you set
off, you turn once more to glance at the
house behind you; and when returning, you
cast a quiet look toward it again—for there
is always a light burning, a silent thread of
love that gives us the courage to face the
unknown.

This is what T wished to tell Stéphane: the
pursuit of the spiritual path requires courage.
The journey may be perilous, filled with
temptation, yet we must walk it with the
heart of an unafraid wanderer. And still, we
must remember to look back —to return to
the place we began, to the home within. For
when we reach for new horizons and hidden
truths, we must also ask ourselves: Why did
[ begin? Why do [ seek? The first intention is
our compass; it is also the resting place to
which we return when weary. On the path of
spirit, we need both the courage to advance
and the wisdom to look back—allowing
exploration and return to sustain each other.

Life itself is an endless adventure. The free
soul is born to taste the vastness of heaven
and earth, to chase after dreams. Yet the
road is often strewn with hardship and sol-
itude. If I have endured thus far without fal-
tering, it is because I know: should I one day
grow weary, I may still return home — where
love and waiting remain, where belonging
and stillness reside.

To look back when leaving is to seek freedom.
To look back when returning is to feel love.
Because there is love, I am free.

The Deer is perhaps the first to appear to
me as a totem. [ was lost in my family house,
practicing my martial arts under the heavy
rains.That night, cold and tired, I drifted into
sleep and met a deer in my dream. She did
not flee at my approach; instead, she gazed
quietly back at me. There was a sense of
familiarity in that moment, and in that brief
encounter, I suddenly understood where
“home” resides. It is not bound by place, nor
dependent on form, but exists wherever
[ choose to dwell. In that instant, [ entrusted
the notion of "home” and “freedom” to the
deer.
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At this stage, what I wish to share with
Stéphane is a sense of inner calm, of self-
acceptance, and the recognition of freedom
within the heart. No matter how far we travel,
if the heart can still turn back to its point of
origin, then that place is home. And when
home is carried within us, we are no longer
bound — freedom is already there.

Thus, within our creations we both left
behind a gesture of “looking back”. Though
the theme we chose is home and free-
dom, the freedom we speak of arises from
remembering the gaze toward our begin-
ning. For true freedom must be rooted in
the first intention; without it, the path of
spiritual practice may turn against us, the
very force we seek becoming our restraint.
Only with courage, love, and care can we
continue this journey of cultivation —and in
every moment of looking back, confirm that
we are still walking the path aligned with our
original intention.

What is home?

Home is not a place, but a condition of the
soul. The moment walls rise within it, free-
dom is lost. When freedom depends on
a sense of safety —when walls are built to
shield us—those very walls also imprison
the most authentic self. A true home is never
founded upon constraint.

And yet, when we discover a sense of home
in another person, that moment marks the
courage to lower our inner defenses and
allow the soul to be whole. Then, freedom
is no longer a distant pursuit but becomes
the very shape of our being—wandering
unbound, and making every place a dwelling.

Thus, the stars unfold into the vastest roof of
the cosmos, and great trees become sanc
tuaries of the spirit. Home, perhaps, is pre-
cisely such a moment: when you gaze upon
the rising light of dawn, see the one you love
walking slowly toward you, and prepare to
receive them with the warmest of hearts.
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By the sixth stage, it was my turn once again
to choose an animal.

From the tiger’s strength and the sense of
"home” I had just discovered, I felt a surge
rising within me —like the hidden echo of
a great drum resounding deep in my heart.
The drumbeat rose from the root chakra,
and with it came the pulse of a dragon.
A dragon’s silhouette began to emerge —
my response for this stage: the Dragon.

ABIin told me that what I was sensing was
none other than the awakening force of
Kundalini.
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by this time, nearly half a year had passed
in the interaction with Stéphane. Through-
out this journey, he had undergone many
turns, yet he continually felt the surging of
energy within, like the tide rising from the
Root Chakra upward. I told him this was
the awakening of Kundalini, a deep stirring
within the spirit. Thus, he chose the Dragon
as the animal to represent this stage, which I
found profoundly apt, for the dragon is itself
a metaphor for transformation.

[ offered the meaning of “transformation”.

In my art work, the dragon’s metamorphosis
takes several forms — the serpent becoming
a dragon; the serpent, after centuries of
cultivation, becoming a jiao (scaly dragon);
and then, crossing the trail of thunder, trans-
forming into a dragon. This is a path with no
retreat. Should one fail the trial of thunder,
the body and spirit shatter. Yet to endure the
baptism of thunder is to undergo a complete
transformation, becoming a higher exist-
ence, able to call the wind and summon the
rain, living free and unbound.

In the realm of desire, living beings are end-
lessly bound by craving, endlessly revolving
in the sea of suffering. Only through cultiva-
tion can one, by self-realization, break these
chains and reach divine transformation.

In the clouds I move freely.
Let others quarrel over the residue of worth.

Even the heavenly dragon is born from the
serpent’s change.

The awakened heart walks steadfast upon
the Great Way.



[was bornin the Year of the Snake — though
perhaps also the Year of the Horse. In
Japan, according to the Gregorian calendar,
[ belong to the Horse; yet across much of
Asia, I am a Snake. This duality once left me
wavering, until I chose to reconcile them and
finally claim the Snake as my own.

When our dialogue turned toward the
Dragon and its meaning, ABin suggested
that perhaps a mistranslation had shaped
my understanding. What he meant to convey
was not merely “dragon”, but rather
“transformation”, and above all, “the gaze
of sovereignty”. In my language, no word
quite captures this —the commanding pres-
ence of a gaze infused with regal power.

At last, I understood. I painted a serpent
in the midst of its metamorphosis into a
dragon, its eyes illuminated by the radiance
of the sun, its vision sharpened in the fire of
becoming. The blue sky itself bends under
the force of this transformation.
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Having walked so far together, it becomes
time to enter a stage of transformation —a
process that echoes back to the “divine
change” first spoken of in relation to the
fox. Kundalini is a spiritual serpent. I told
Stéphane that in Chinese mythology, the
dragon emerges from the transformation of
the serpent. Yet the dragon does not come
forth all at once. First, the serpent must
transform into a jiao. At that stage, it has
not yet become a dragon. Only when it truly
completes this transformation does it reach
the highest goal of life.

The serpent takes a thousand years to
become a jiao. For centuries beyond that, it
must wait in stillness for the right moment.
Only after long cultivation can it face the
trial —and through the trial of thunder, it
may become a dragon. This is not a display
of power, but a test of worthiness. Even at
this stage of Kundalini, energy is already
present, and one can feel a clear awaken-
ing. Yet this is a perilous phase, for many fall
into the illusion that they have mastered the
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power or attained a supreme state. In truth,
this is only the beginning—the sign that
our inner energy is ready to transform. But
the beginning of transformation does not
mean one has already become the dragon. It
means standing at the threshold, preparing
to rise, much like the serpent on the verge
of change.

[ painted a traditional Chinese dragon,
bearing the gaze of a sovereign —focused,
majestic, and resolute. It emerges and van-
ishes within the mist, present yet elusive —
this is the realm of the true dragon, poised
between revelation and concealment. At
such a moment, spiritual power is but a
fledgling spark, and must not be mistaken
for the end of the path.

Interestingly, Stéphane painted a dragon
reminiscent of the Japanese style. To him, it
symbolized a powerful transformation and
ascent, a shift in his own potential. At first,
[ found it intriguing, yet something felt sub-
tly amiss. Later I told him, “Your dragon has
no feet” Indeed, dragons have no feet—it
is then a jiao. In his subconscious, his
dragon remained unfinished. This, T real-
ized, perfectly expressed what I wished to
tell Stéphane: this is only the beginning. We
must not grow complacent, but continually
strive to ascend. Such elevation is never sud-
den —itis the fruit of steady cultivation and
patient waiting.

Yet even at this starting point, there lies
significance. For this signifies that the energy
has awakened, that the soul has begun to
sharpen its perception of life—a deeper
reflection on existence, a truer appreciation
of feeling. This marks a genuine change in
our energy. At this stage, we have already
achieved a meaningful milestone —the first
light of transformation, a prelude to the
eventual becoming of the dragon.
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We arrived at the final animal.

[ told Stéphane that perhaps it was time to
bring this journey to a close. At the beginning,
we had not planned how many art works
there would be. Instead, we simply followed
the unfolding of spirit, allowing each trans-
formation to find its form. Perhaps ten paint-
ings might have marked the course of this
journey, each recording the traces of energy
as it shifted, shared, and listened to between
us. Yet when we reached the seventh work,
[ felt a sense of completion. I told him this
would be the last piece of the series. I chose
the bear as its ending—a reflection of my
own state of energy at that time.

In Stéphane’s eyes, the bear symbolized both
devouring and rebirth. His insight resonated
deeply within me. I then shared with him an
ancient story: in the distant past of China,
the bear appeared early as a divine figure.
The Yellow Emperor, Xuanyuan, was known
as Youxiong-shi, “the lineage of the Bear”.
In archaic jade artifacts, the pig-dragon may
also have arisen from the image of the bear.
After all, dragons could not be seen in daily
life, but in ancient society the bear was the
most formidable and awe-inspiring of ani-
mals, a living embodiment of power. Thus,
the Bear Clan became the title of a chief-
tain—a symbol of sovereignty, strength,
and sacredness.

The bear carries this paradox: before anger
rises, it appears gentle, almost endearing;
yet in an instant, it can unleash overwhelm-
ing force. It is at once kind and formidable,
embodying both grounded strength and
divine authority. For me, the image of the
bear became a turning point of spirit. When
spiritual power reaches its peak, the practice
unfolds through the chakras, rising from the
base upward. With each ascent, the corre-
sponding energy grows higher, until it finally
arrives at the crown.

This art work, to me, is rebirth. Like emerg-
ing from hibernation, one may outwardly
appear unchanged, yet inwardly everything
is transformed. The self has entered another
state of being.

An ending is, in truth, another beginning —
sometimes marked by pain, at other times
guiding us toward transcendence.

In martial arts, each stage is never a conclu-
sion but always a new point of departure:
the old self yielding so that a new self may
emerge.

As this artistic journey drew near its close,
[ realized it was in fact the beginning of my
own transformation.

Thus, [ bestowed upon the bear the dual
meanings of “devouring” and “rebirth”.
We had become the “Spiritual Alchemist”.
Through spirit and creation, we distilled the
forces within, transmuting them into another
kind of light.

Though it is the last piece of this series, for
me it is also the first. For after the winter,
awakening begins — rebirth marks the true
beginning. Thus the cycle becomes whole,
and a new series takes shape.
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Death can be forced upon us, or it can be
chosen. It is nothing more than a passage,
and how we choose to receive it determines
its form. Only when the old self steps aside
can the new self unfold.

So, I painted ajoyful bear — one who crosses
its own territory with ease, walking steadily
into life, unhurried, as though it holds end-
less time, as though tomorrow will always
arrive.
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[ wanted to tell Stéphane that the bear holds a
unique rhythm in its being: it eats relentlessly,
swelling its body to fullness, and then with-
draws into hibernation. Through the long
winter it sleeps, waiting patiently for the thaw
and its own awakening. In this cycle of feed-
ing, resting, and returning, the bear embod-
ies a rhythm of life attuned to the turning of
the seasons.

Thus, my creation shows a bear emerging
from its cave after hibernation, dissolving
the snow around it. Even in the silence of
winter, the fire-seed of energy within the
bear never vanishes; it remains alive, hidden
yet enduring beneath the ice.

Spiritual cultivation follows the same path.
Our journey is not a straight ascent, but a
cycle that carries us through seven stages
of growth, only to bring us back to the
beginning once more. Yet each beginning is
not futile, nor does it erase what has been
gained. To return to “zero” is not to lose, but
to allow oneself to relax into renewal — like a
spiral rising upward, never merely repeating,
but growing higher with each turn.

It is a rhythm of accumulation, release, and
rest. Each apparent return to stillness is
not an end but a preparation — the soil for
greater flowering.

In this final work, I wanted to tell Stéphane:
the spiritual path is not about racing forward
in a line, but about learning to grow through
cycles —to gather, to pause, to let go, and to
begin again. Just as the bear eats and rests,
only to awaken once more, so too does the
spirit grow. Every rebirth is not a return to
nothingness, but another step in becoming
— deeper, fuller, and ever more alive.
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Having traversed seven stages, Stéphane
and I have completed our journey through
what I call the Alchemy. Each painting stands
as an echo of a stage, bearing within it the
spiritual trials and revelations that shaped us
in that moment. We sought to let our paint-
ings embody interaction —for me to answer,
through image and gesture, the difficulties
or revelations that arose between us in
those moments.

Creation, then, is not a solitary act, but a
dialogue. On the canvas, our visions inter-
twined; through the sharing of experience,
a new spiritual state would quietly unfold in
the following work.

What makes this journey distinctive is the
encounter —and at times, the collision — of
Eastern and Western spiritual traditions.
Through our paintings, we wished to invite
the viewer into this crossing of worlds:
Stéphane, rooted in the West, chose the deli-
cate fluidity of ink; I, born of the East, turned
to the density of acrylic to shape inner land-
scapes. In this reversal lies a paradox that
reveals a deeper truth: spirituality belongs
to neither East nor West, neither tradition
nor form, but to the human quest itself.

Thus, these paintings are more than records
of stages —they are moments of commun-
ion between two souls. They remind us that
spirituality knows no boundaries; it is a lan-
guage without division, one that can only
be seen with the heart, where the invisible
becomes luminous, and the ineffable takes
on form.

We don't speak the same language, yet
within the images we discovered a dialogue
deeper than words. During that time, I
encountered both a friend and a teacher.
When we met again a year later, much had
already unfolded in silence, and I realized
that I had undergone a quiet transforma-
tion of my own. Through ABin's guidance,
through this series of creations, 1 finally
understood —every key had already been
placed within our paintings.

Thus my journey to spiritual cultivation begins.
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