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Peilian was born in China in 1994, in the middle of the Southwestern jungle, far from modernity 

and industrialization. Surrounded by ethnic minorities and limestone peaks, Peilian grew up with 

her grandparents in a rural mountain house, learning how to hunt and speak the language of the 

forest before any alphabet. 

As soon as she had the age to go to school, Beibuwan Square called, so she moved to the 

largest port on the southwest coast, Beihai, back to her mother, where she did her five years of 

elementary school in Chinese education system. Attracted by the local pearl industry and the 

mysterious deep sea, she spent endless hours listening to the local fishermen and clam pickers 

narrating the legends and fairytales about Silver Beach, where she discovered the enthralling 

reality that storytelling was able to weave.

In 2005 she left the seaport with her mother to start a new life on another continent: Europe. 

Questions about identity arose after her arrival in Switzerland, when she realized the enormous 

cultural differences between the West and the Orient. Awkwardly lonely and curious at the same 

time, Peilian continued on her own path towards art and literature by choosing her bachelor and 

master studies in Fine Arts at ECAL/Ecole Cantonale d'Art de Lausanne in 2016. 

During her studies, teachers noticed her qualities as a restless observer, a sensitive writer and a 

humour-oriented artist who combined and made fun of many cultural aspects she experienced. 

Peilian received numerous distinctions from the school and a prize from the Casinò Montreux for 

Creative Talents at the end of her bachelor studies in 2020. Outside of the school context, Peilian 

became active in the Swiss contemporary art scene; she was invited to numerous exhibitions 

including a show at Fabienne Levy Gallery in Lausanne, at the Zürich University of the Arts (ZHdK) 
and with the support of Bally Foundation she participated at the Locarno Film Festival  74.

After she graduated from her MFA in 2022, she decided to detach herself from the art 

environment related to the academic institution and explore new visual possibilities by doing 

artist residencies and exhibitions all over the world, going back voluntarily to the uncertainty that 

she certainly knows best.

Peilian Li
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2022                                                                             Wishing Well                                                               Lausanne-CH

Premiere
Archery performance featuring a rap sound piece by Simon Colliard, as premiere of his EP “Blue 

Comme La Nuit”.

Folklore                                                                                  Jane                                                                                 Peilian Li
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2022                                                                         ZHdK-Egg Space                                                                 Zürich-CH

Out Of The 
Creaky Window 
My Grandfather 
Never Repaired
Installation with a hot air balloon made of PVC sheets and concrete box 2,3m x 1,5m & 7 blue 
tongues made of FIMO clay. - featuring Cesar Axel sound piece -

«The mechanisms through which perspectives enter and live throughout different cultural 
spaces may vary, but the imaginative power they embed provides different ways to dissect 
the complexity of our surrounding world. In this context, language plays a crucial role as 
a force able to generate meaning, contributing to the creation of collective narratives and 
the way we develop a sense of belonging. Peilian Li asks « What’s the cost of giving up on 
fairytales? » For her, it is in narration where we find freedom. Thus, melancholic uncertainty 
takes the shape of a hot air balloon as a response to the unveiled sense of loneliness and 
powerlessness that our inner child has, like a very feeble signal from from the past, a picture 
that only belongs to yesterday, a balloon burdened by a basket that feels too heavy to float 
and whose bottom has been hollowed out is. ‘A tale where a spiral abyss undermines the 
dreams already left behind’, she explains.
On the walls of the exhibition, blue tongues mimic the impossibility to translate these gaps in 
verbal communication. The inability to narrate goes along with a sense of bitterness.»

Extract from « On Processes for Possible Futures » by Salvatore Vitale

2022                                                             ZHdK-Egg Space                                                              Zürich-CH
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2022                                                                         ZHdK-Egg Space                                                                 Zürich-CH 2022                                                             ZHdK-Egg Space                                                              Zürich-CH
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Your Identity, 
Is My Legacy

2023                                                              .gpf            Guadalajara - MX

Wall painting made with rolled silicon face.

This project tells a story about how I feel as the first generation that immigrated to Switzerland.

As I read “Insomnia and the Aunt” by Tan Lin, a story of a man bonding with his aunt by watching 

late-night television with her in a motel for hours, the sense of being lonely resurrected in me. 

I recognized the numbness of my mother listening to endless podcasts in Chinese, and it 

made me feel stuck in a perpetual position of secondhand melancholy. That night I dreamt that 

whatever I touched left an enduring mark of nostalgia.

I moved to Switzerland without luggage; all I brought was the intangible attachment to the first 

ten years of my life in China and a pair of half-consumed sandals. 

I still remember that innocent summer at the end of May in 2005. I introduced myself to the new 

neighbourhood with a shy eye gaze and an oversized pullover received from the donation centre 

while my mom started to work as a waitress in the restaurant down the stairs of the house in 

front of the old Church of Sant Antonino. 

When the mountain peaks were covered by the snow, the woolen sweaters that my mom put to 

dry on the railing were frozen overnight; the rough fibers of the wool were covered by a smooth 

and shining ice surface. The sweaters lost their softness, and they were harder than wood. The 

shape of the water that dropped from the sleeves was so defined as if the time had stopped 

ticking in a blink of an eye, and through the first sun rays in the morning, I remember seeing old 

friends’ faces inside the crystal clear ice drop.

The winter came, and the church's bell rang. The first fall of the snow was the coldest day I 

had ever experienced before, but the teachers and children were warm in my primary school. 

Nevertheless, I often feel the need to justify myself with the people around me; my mom, on the 

other hand, doesn’t seem to be even bothered by the traces of old habits she brought with her. 

Day by day, she never stopped working inside of a kitchen; she never really seemed to belong to 

the past either, just like that endless podcast she always listens to: the time flows one chapter 

after another, one dish after another, unlike the water drop that froze the first winter we had here.

Now I am pursuing my dreams as an artist and writer; the traces might be fugitive but never 

hazy.

2023                                                              .gpf            Guadalajara - MX
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