MERCURY PATIO (JULY 2026) LI QIHANG

Mercury Patio is a process of waiting and riding initiated in June, 2022. The moniker, ‘mercury
patio,” is borrowed from a waiting room at Ueno station on the Ginza line of Tokyo Metro.
Only commuters who enter the station through the specific gate can access there. This lounge,
equipped with payphones, benches and vending machines, is also a space to place the statue

of Mercury, who in Roman mythology is the god of travel, boundary, trickery and message.

This edition of Mercury Patio was produced
on the occasion of SA-I Festival 2026 in
Daejeon, with the support of the Mondriaan
Fund and the CNCITY Foundation.

On July 10 (Fri.) ~ 11 (Sat.) and July 17 (Fri.)
~ 18 (Sat.), from 13:00 ~ 19:00, a shuttle

bus operates between Daejeon Station

and Artsite Soje with a ride of approximately
20 minutes. The annex adjacent to the

main venue of SA-I Festival is activated

as a waiting room.

WAITING ROOM
A
Mercury Statue (replica), 2026
Stainless steel (retained grinding marks),
41.5x42.8x16.5cm

This replica of the Mercury statue is based

on the statue in the ‘mercury patio’ at

Ueno Station, Tokyo. Owing to the limited
photographic documentation, the recon-
struction combines viewpoints and character-
istics from Mercury statues installed at
different stations.

The first Mercury statue was built in 1951
by sculptor Sueo Kasagi, symbolizing

the hope and youth of postwar reconstruc-
tion. Around thirty Mercury statues were
produced. Originally painted gold, they
were later repainted bronze following
repeated theft attempts. Station renovations
led to the relocation or temporary removal
of some statues, most of which were sub-
sequently reinstalled in their original or
near-original locations. Many have become
deformed over time, bearing dents and
scratches through decades of public life.
Variations in both the sculptor’s signature on
the neck and the form of the sculptures allow
early and later versions to be distinguished.

As of 21 January 2023, seventeen Mercury
statues are known to exist. Twelve are
installed across Tokyo Metro stations: Ginza
(4), Nihombashi (1), Ikebukuro (3), Ueno (1),
Asakusa (1), and Otemachi (2). The remaining
five are located inside other buildings.

B

Untitled (two), 2026

Aluminium outdoor display case,
71x34x2.5 cm; inkjet print, 21x 10.5 cm;
Left: Mercury Statue Early version
(Ginza Station)

Right: Mercury Statue Later version
(Tkebukuro Station)

* Waiting room interior:

Twenty chairs along the two short walls
Wooden stool

Found broom

Ten wireless headphones

(when shuttle bus is not operating)

SHUTTLE BUS

Hyundai County New Breeze Long Body
Bus speakers, ten wireless headphones
Audio: 30 min, looped, recorded and mixed
in Daejeon between July 1 and July 10, 2026
Bottled water
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MERCURY PATIO

It had been raining all day. When my flight
was above the rain clouds, I saw the sunset.
Because the plane flew west, the descent

of the sun was unusually slow. An hour later,
it finally sank, leaving a calm blue outside.
Then, turbulence hit. As the plane lost some
altitude and the horizon shifted, I saw the sun
was setting again. The interval between two
sunsets had shrunk from twenty-four hours
to twenty minutes. Such a displaced repetition
opened a hiatus where memory and reality
briefly coincided. I was no longer sure

which sunset was the original and which

was the copy.

In Guangdong, there is a foundry named
YuanHang, literally “Far Navigation.” They
cast propeller blades for cargo ships. The metal
leaves were so huge that the workers beside
them could barely reach the contour of the
edges. Grinding marks spread evenly across
their surfaces like waves. In the same workshop,
the statue of Mercury was also being cast.

A propeller is an oar that has learned to navigate
through water, an oar the statue was about to
borrow for its far voyage.

With the passing of time, I have become
clairvoyant. In Accel World, a low-orbit space
elevator in the three-hundred-year future

will bear my name. In Greece, the portrait

of mine was printed on the very first postage
stamp. When I am solid, I am water accelerated
into flow. When I draw nearest to the sun,
people take me as the planet that moves and
disappears most swiftly. In the Homeric
Hymns, I am the first among the gods to show
benevolence. I bring dreams, keep watch
through the night, and, ever-changing, smooth
and cunning, become both the guide and the
trickster of people’s unconscious journeys.

I bless every crossing in transit.

In Cape Town, I met my narrator. At the time,
she lived in the most chaotic district, where
violence occurred on a daily basis. Yet, while
the public minibuses that operated on circular
routes through the area had no conductors

on board, there was rarely any fare evasion.
Passengers would pass their fares from hand
to hand to the driver, and the change would
be returned safely along the same chain of
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strangers. One day, she picked up a newspaper
on the bus as usual, and found that the date

on the front page was exactly thirty years later,
to the day. The city that passed by outside the
window was no different from her memories.

“Thank you, driver.”
Someone called out from the back.
The driver pulled up.
That was how one got off the bus.

When I was in Venice, a dolphin was spotted
among passing boats near the Church of

the Most Holy Redeemer. This was rare,

as dolphins are highly social animals. At first,
it was nothing more than an urban myth
during the pandemic quarantine. But as more
and more people witnessed it, the local press
named this solitary dolphin Mimmo. Con-
cerned that the busy boat traffic might injure
him, environmentalists attempted to guide
Mimmo back to the Adriatic Sea using acoustic
devices. However, not long after leaving,
Mimmo was once again spotted wandering
the city’s waterways.

Dolphins were said to guide travellers home
safely.

With the passing of time, there have also been
various sightings of me... I was in the crowd
of protesters in Amsterdam against the con-
struction of “the dentures,” the white circular
stadium housing both the city hall and the
opera theater. I prayed before “The Tree That
Saw It All,” the sole surviving relic after the
neighborhood, devastated by the 1992 Bijlmer
air disaster, was demolished and rebuilt.

I was seen waiting at Daejeon Station when
it had just been built, long before the village
surrounding it would take its name and grow
into the city of Daejeon.

I, too, got lost. In an elongated corridor,

I collided through glass with another lost person.
Another variant of myself. Reflection and
mirror image pressed harmoniously against

one another, bouncing back and forth.

The reproduction of 7 showed me a glimpse

of a certain reality.

A wounded statue. A word beginning with

the letter C. A vacuum as a tool, or a container.
A tortoise-shell lyre. A backwards footprint.
A train carriage. An empty waiting room.



A real space. A divining thief. A formula. A GPS.

I appeared quietly.

In a misty valley, I stood at the center of the
waiting room. Rows of chairs lined both sides.
Sunlight filtering through slits in the ceiling.
When I turned around, I saw two something.

Mercury’s highly elliptical orbit causes it

to move around the sun at an uneven speed.
In certain regions near its equator, the sun
appears to pause, reverse its course, and rise
again. On Mercury, one may witness two
sunrises, or two sunsets.

Perhaps I have already been here before.

In the early twentieth century, the building was
originally built as railway workers” housing.
The man-made and the protective. I was told,
the wooden stool was assembled from left-
over planks in the workshop. It is perfect

for holding a sculpture that is to be polished
after casting.
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