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				this is not a magazine it’s a movie a mirror it’s mental chaos in print or not

			

		

		
			
				true art is not a 

				message to be 

				decoded

				but the artist’s diary kept in public

				understanding 

				comes later
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				content:

				when 

				meaning 

				takes 

				too 

				much 

				effort
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				we speak constantly

				yet hear so little

				meaning slips between words hidden in repetition buried under habit

				what we see every day 

				becomes invisible

				what makes no sense 

				suddenly tells the truth

				this publication lives in that space

				where communication 

				falters

				where absurdity 

				sharpens the gaze

				where thinking differently is not a choice

				but a necessity

				look again
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				what if China became great precisely 

				because it never feared imitation 

				copying was seen not as weakness

				but as discipline, a way to master form, scale skill, and turn repetition into strength?
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				Copying in China is not a phase but a 

				foundation, absorbed rather than taught. For centuries, learning meant repetition: the same gesture, form, and movement repeated until deviation disappeared. In art, craft, and labor, continuity mattered more than expression 

				repetition was respect, preservation a way of belonging.

				What often surprises outsiders is not that 

				copying exists, but that it never stopped. 

				Ancient practices continue largely 

				unchanged; calligraphy follows old rules, craftsmen repeat techniques older than their own names, and forms are passed down intact. Innovation is permitted only after obedience has been proven, and harmony is valued more than rupture.

				From the outside, this is mistaken for a lack of originality. From within, it is seen as 

				commitment to continuity, endurance, and 

				patience. “Made in China” is therefore not just a mark of origin, but a philosophy of learning, where copying is not a shortcut, but a duty 

				quietly continued rather than loudly explained.
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				Before there was originality, there was imitation.

				Before the artist spoke in their own voice, they listened.

				Before the hand dared to invent, it obeyed.

				Imitatio is older than art itself. It lives deeper than style, 

				geography, or culture. It is the quiet rhythm beneath all 

				human making the unspoken agreement between 

				generations that knowledge must be carried forward, not reinvented from nothing. Long before we named it, we 

				practiced it.

				In the dim light of ancient workshops, a young hand 

				followed an older one. Not once, but endlessly. The same line. The same curve. The same form repeated until effort 

				dissolved into instinct. Years passed not in search of novelty, but of understanding. Beauty was not chased; it was 

				approached slowly, through repetition.

				East or West, the path was the same.

				In Europe, apprentices lived in the shadows of their masters, copying drawings until paper wore thin, painting the same figures until their wrists ached. To copy was not humiliation; it was initiation.

				In the East, students bowed to tradition through discipline. Calligraphers traced ancient characters thousands of times. Painters copied scrolls not to defeat the past, but to converse with it. Here too, imitation was devotion.

				Imitatio was never about becoming someone else. It was about quieting the ego long enough for skill to enter. The self had to fall silent before it could speak clearly.

				Somewhere along the way, we lost patience for this silence. Modern culture fell in love with the myth of instant 

				originality. We began to worship the singular genius, born complete and untouched by influence. Copying became an accusation rather than a foundation. We forgot that 

				imagination without grounding is fragile, and that mastery has always been earned, not declared.

				Yet imitation never disappeared. It simply hid in plain sight. Every musician begins by playing someone else’s melody. Every painter learns through reproduction. Every filmmaker absorbs thousands of frames. Every designer studies 

				proportions shaped by others. Every coder reads existing code. Every athlete mirrors movement. Every entrepreneur models before disrupting.
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				Imitation is not artificial. It is biological. Children copy 

				instinctively not to deceive, but to learn. To copy is to reach.

				The problem was mistaking imitation for an endpoint.

				True imitatio unfolds over time. When a form is repeated long enough, it begins to bend. Small decisions appear. Errors emerge. Preferences take shape. What began as faithful 

				repetition slowly absorbs personal experience. And within those deviations, something new forms.

				Originality is not the opposite of imitation.

				It is what remains after imitation has been fully lived through.

				The old masters understood this. To be copied was proof of relevance. Tradition was never meant to freeze beauty, but to carry it forward through bodies, labor, and discipline. Imitatio was the bridge, crossed slowly, until it was no longer needed.

				Today we rush. We want the voice without the echo, the result without the ritual. But every act of creation stands on invisible shoulders.

				To embrace imitatio is to embrace humility. Creation is not a moment, but a process. Not a spark, but a practice. A 

				willingness to repeat without applause.

				We have not become worse creators.

				We have simply forgotten to admit how we learn.

				Imitatio is not weakness.

				It is human.

				It is necessary.

				It is the first step long before we walk alone.
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				Bert: Leo, born in China, raised in New York. How does that shape your view on art?

				Leo: I see art as a system, not just an 

				object. New York taught me that culture lives in circulation. The Evohippus works the same way: it’s both sculpture and protocol, activated through sharing, 

				copying, and translation.

				Bert: Why does the art world need to change?

				Leo: It was built on scarcity and 

				exclusivity, which clashes with Gen Z. They experience culture as participatory and open art is something you join, not own.

				Bert: What role does Gen Z play in this shift?

				Leo: They expect interaction and 

				remixing. The key question is no longer who views the work, but who co-creates it.

				Bert: Why is the Evohippus relevant?

				Leo: It’s designed to circulate and mutate without losing its identity. Not as forgery, but as proof of life.

				Bert: And concepts like aura and 

				collecting?

				Leo: Aura migrates from ownership to experience. Collectors move from owning objects to enabling meaning.

				Bert: In one sentence?

				Leo: The Evohippus is a living sculptural mythology, built to be shared, to evolve, and to be held collectively.
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				the manual:

				1. pretend

				2. negroni 

				+ sigar

				3. read the story (here)

				4. spread 

				the myth
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