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Who’s afraid of an irr i tat ing beauty? 
 
After graduating from an arts high school in China, thirty-year-old Chinese artist He Wei moved 
to Florence where he attended the Academy of Fine Arts and graduated with a degree in 
painting; there he breathed the appearance of beauty in its multiple forms.  
 
He moved to Milan to attend the Brera Academy of Fine Arts and discovered contemporary art; 
he begins having doubts and all of his formal and compositional certitudes crumble as he 
questions himself; he is contaminated by a virus that fights against the logic of the ambiguous 
meaning of “beauty.”  
 
Mutations and new thoughts about signs, and gestures follow, and brushstroke after brushstroke 
He Wei narrows his vision of the faces of Eastern and Western youth, these bearers of superficial 
beauty, it is through this that he finds the conceptual notion of visual reduction which he 
expresses with the blue squares, black barriers, and chromatic inserts of his coquettish feminine 
figures. This is his way of expressing a critique against the appearance of beauty in a series of 
works from 2016 in which representation and abstraction bring to light the complexity of 
explaining “aesthetic” facts. 
 
He stands against the superficial nature of relations, the vacuousness of relationships and the 
trap that is the appearance of beauty; a trap that conceals an embarrassing existential 
emptiness, and the identity crisis of the global citizen. Using art He Wei hopes to free us from 
the most tenacious prejudices, to identify the limits of our understanding in order to develop new 
visions.  
 
His painting coincides with phases of personal maturity as he begins to explore new territories 
beyond representation, and he takes nomadic roads in search of an original style, passing from 
an interest in minimalism, compositional symmetry, emotional distance, compositional stylization 
where everything is order, silence, stasis and rationality, to the tumult of instinct, disorder, chaos, 
and an unplanned, more spontaneous art that serves as a critical category of reason.  
 
From this moment he begins to make his underlying concepts visible, exposing the fact that 
behind those masks, those icons of beauty, there is an “ugliness,” an irritating monstrous 
element lurking; it’s not logical, it’s authentic, and it settles within the “beautiful.” He finds many 
points of reference: Picasso, the Expressionists, Francis Bacon, the American Abstract 
Expressionists, the European Informalists, Mark Tobey—the “master” of sign-painting, who met 
painter Teng Kwei in China, was very much influenced by him and learned the art of calligraphy 
and the brushstroke. He is particularly influenced by Jean-Michel Basquiat, from whom He Wei 
learns graphic anarchy, and the weaving together of figurative elements in outwardly chaotic 
compositions. Taking from cinema, electronic music, and videos as well, he re-elaborates the 
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hierarchy of the “beautiful” in a subjective way, analyzing the surface of things, and the 
exteriority of the world.  
 
In his most recent works He Wei centers on the investigation of an incoherent internal emotional 
tumult, which he expresses with a more rhythmic painting style, using signs, scratches, 
primitivist connotations and rigorously black scribbles against a white background. He continues 
on contrasting levels with chromatic inlays, and on fragments of bodies and enigmatic faces he 
superimposes almost infantile signs that come from the deep, “dirty” traces, unsettling vague 
presences determined by the chaos of the subconscious beneath the blanket of reason that are 
ready to explode from one moment to the next. These figurative and chromatic “interferences” 
become an index of the “monstrous,” a direct and instinctive sign with which the author flogs his 
idols of beauty, developing a more mature painting that in reality manifests a calculated and 
paradoxical “incoherence” at the heart of his artistic pursuits.  
 
For He Wei everything is the product of long and rigorous investigations: he is methodical, and 
reflexive. He observes the ins and in-betweens of things, creates drafts on the computer, and 
following a mental outline, uses color to insert emotion. He is attracted by the desire for beauty, 
which anchors him to the senses. Art is a pathway to knowledge; it can be a sign that contains 
something else within it, or perhaps a prophecy, as not everything is visible. 
 
In his most recent series of works, made for his first solo show at the Primo Marella Gallery in 
Milan, one can see how the depicted forms of beauty are put together as gestural-sign 
elements, they are essential presences that assume cognitive value and provide a critical 
meditation on reality through which interior reflections and social experiences coincide into 
formal solutions that are transgressive yet balanced, evocative but not violent. 
 
Lost into a Nurse’s Dream depicts the journey that is the development of his study from the 
beautiful to the ugly, from exteriority to interiority, from conceptual investigation to emotional 
contradiction, from certainty to doubt, from the mystery of beauty to the appearance of masked 
faces. Then there are agitated signs, anonymous bodies, chromatic inserts, and even materials 
like one can see in the site-specific installations created for this show. 
 
 A pink coat stands out, a ready made of beauty, a giant screen is positioned on the ground 
evoking contemporary mediatic voyeurism, and other industrial materials are inserted within 
rigorous minimalist structures; they are pretexts for depicting a dark side of the soul, the sinister, 
dirty, violent, neurotic part (chains, knots, ropes, wood, fabrics, etc.), that which is morally 
shameful, vile, or transgressive, in order to point to some ugliness hidden within us, an ugliness 
that He Wei manages painlessly to depict. 
 
 
Jacqueline Ceresoli 
Translated by Julia Heim 


