Searching For Wang Li Ping

Sophia meditates in the Loto position in front of a window. Outside, rain and lightning beat the glass mercilessly. She sits on a white cushion with her eyes closed. Lightning hits the window. Unperturbed, Sophia is clearly in deep trance. The light of bright burning candles placed in a circle around her dances on the polished wooden floor. On the wall, a poster of the Goddess of Wisdom. We zoom slowly into the space between her eyebrows. 

A beautiful boy is playing in the misty woods. He is building a nature sculpture with twigs, pinecones, little stones and dried leaves. Wisps of fog give the sculpture an eerie feeling. Behind him, out of nowhere, a very old Chinese lady materializes, followed by a very old Chinese man. They observe the boy in silence. The boy takes a few steps back to contemplate his work with a critical eye. He is so absorbed in it, that he backs up to where he almost touches the Elders, but doesn’t feel their presence. He comes back to the sculpture and gives it a soft touch. The composition is beautiful. He smiles happily.

IMMORTAL LADY

Wang Li Ping. 

Wang Li Ping turns towards the gentle voice and he likes what he sees. He bows respectfully.

IMMORTAL LADY





What do you have there?

WANG LI PING.

This is a time road. It travels both ways. To this side the past, the memory of the summer. To this side the future – this cone can grow into a beautiful tree. This point is “now”. The feather can fly with my wishes to the spirits.
