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“Lost in these imaginary illusions, I forgot my destiny — that of the hunted. For an

undetermined period of time I felt myself cut off from the world, an abstract spectator.”
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The concept of the exhibition originated from my observations on
the road. In the beginning, it was with some curiosity that I set out
on journeys on foot, to explore different feelings about time, space
and geography. There are always things in the world that we don’t
understand, or, perhaps, don’t see; things that once existed or continue

to exist on their own. We also exist in the same way.
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Tamsui — Keelung — Tamsui: Thoughts and Feelings

across Time and Space
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Former Site of Fort Blanc, Tamsui
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Naval Minefield in Tamsui
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Jorge Luis Borges, The Garden of Forking Paths
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Yuanshan: an Elephant is an Elephant, a White Cloud is a White Cloud, an Elephant is a White Cloud
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To prepare this exhibition, and in accordance with my strong interest
in historical remnants, I embarked on an investigative journey along
the Tamsui River up to the Yuanshan area. During the process, I
constantly traveled between information and real sites, including the
Yuanshan Zoo, the underground passage of the Grand Hotel, and
under the Zhongshan Bridge. In the site where the Yuanshan Zoo was
located, nothing remains of the zoo today. I saw how it was here from
some news footage and media reports, and recalled my first connection
with Yuanshan. When I was in elementary school, the first newspaper
clipping I made was about “Grandpa Lin”, the elephant Lin Wang. He
lived out most of his life in the Yuanshan zoo, which was also my first
impression of Yuanshan. One day, the beautiful weather in Yuanshan
reminded me of a conversation I had had with my grandpa on a
rambling walk when I was little. That day, the weather was quite mild,
the sky was clean, and the white clouds were clear and crisp. Grandpa
asked me, in Taiwanese Hokkien, “Do you see the elephant’s trunk?”
I said, “Where? T only see white clouds.” T couldn’t figure out where
the elephant’s trunk was, but now whenever I see sharp and clear-cut
clouds, I always think of the elephant’s trunk Grandpa talked about,

although T don’t remember how the clouds looked.
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I lived in Tamsui for three years, and my memories of the streets that
I used to walk and the places I used to inhabit come from daily life
experiences. Then for three months last year, I stayed in Keelung, and
visited many remains of ancient walls dating from the Qing Dynasty
(the Tenable Gate of the Sea), as well as the Spanish remnants that had
been discovered the year before (the Fort San Salvador complex). Only
foundations of the walls and the contours of the artifacts uncovered at
the dig are visible at the site — fossil bones and archeological artifacts
are already gone. The cityscape still bears visible traces of the past. In
such circumstances, we tend to imagine the past, read some historical
materials, and easily have thoughts and feelings as if we traveled across
time and space — wars, trade, civilization or ecology, are continually
conjured up. I followed the French line of advance in the Sino-French
War of 1984, and walked all the way from Keelung to Tamsui, and as
remnants that serve as evidence of the history became rarer, historical
materials, today’s cityscape, and my personal memories of Tamsui
played a more prominent role. Historical elements have given me
another perspective on Tamsui. Slowly, the Tamsui River flows into the
ocean. I saw stones and pebbles of different sizes on the riverside. It
used to be a naval minefield here, and the starting point of the barrage
to prevent French ships from entering the Tamsui River during the
Sino-French War. When I walked here, I unconsciously felt like it might
explode anytime soon, and although I knew that it had been a long
time ago and it was unlikely to explode, still, I walked cautiously on
the riverbed. Looking from afar, I thought the riverbed was covered by
all sorts of colorful stones and pebbles. When I approached and had a
closer look, I noticed that some of them were not real stones, although
they had the shapes of pebbles and were among piles of stones. As I
picked them up, I was startled by how lightweight they were, no heavier

than a piece of paper. They turned out to be made of polystyrene.
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The Past and the Here and Now
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Along the way during my field investigation, I have assembled
information and materials about events that occurred before, and I went
to the sites of these events, but more than often, they had already evolved
into something else. I was facing a “here and now” that has evolved from
the past, I even wondered whether these events ever occurred. In fact,

the clues about the past are all products of our imagination, including
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Location where the slabs from the dismantled Zhongshan Bridge
(Former Meiji Bridge) have been kept.

iR =27 Quk=3:1
Former Site of the
Zaichung Swimming Pool

fik BRI

Hualien: River Mouth Civilization
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Hualien is my hometown, and the place I am most familiar with. Every
time I went back there, I would take a walk on the beach. I often go
to the Papaya River, where the Hualien River empties into the Pacific
Ocean. Every winter, people would gather there to catch eel seedlings.
My mother once said that, when she was little, Grandpa and Grandma
would occasionally go to the Papaya River to catch eel seedlings and
sell them to merchants in exchange for some living expenses. One day,
Grandma was carried off by the rapid currents of the river. Fortunately,
my uncle fiercely fought against the tides and managed to rescue
Grandma from the Pacific Ocean. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have existed.
Inspired by my recent interest in historical remnants, I returned to the
Papaya River. There, I saw pottery pieces and hand-ground stones
all over the dunes nearby. I was surprised to find out that this is the
archaeological Lingding site. The Papaya River is obviously a place I
am extremely familiar with, yet I never noticed these millennial pottery
pieces. They didn’t appear deliberately, and didn’t conceal themselves
either. They were just there, waiting quietly for me to discover them.
Perhaps they were not “waiting”, but just “being” there. Later, T
pondered whether my ancestors also lived in that coastal village, and

whether I exist today only because my ancestors lived there before.
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Lingding Archaeological Site, Hualien

the historical materials I have read, which are narratives constructed
by archaeologists or historical researchers who, during the process of
excavation and detailed research, and with the aid of excavated objects,
have striven to imagine events that unfolded over a given period of time in
the past. Perhaps we will never get to the “then”. It’s like the protagonist
in The Caste by Franz Kafka, a land surveyor, who tried to get closer to
the heart of the castle but never succeeded; however, he didn’t get farther

away from it either.

In this exhibition, I meant to create an autonomous model of the
here and now. The temporality that exists in the gallery space is
different from that we usually feel. Instead of creating something; it is
about transforming the original landscape into something else: I have
incorporated elements from the sites I have visited in the balls, and let
them roll by themselves due to gravity. In fact, all things are running on
their own, including things we have no way to observe or touch, they also
exist by themselves. Even the viewers of the exhibition, who at this very
moment, are feeling and imagining in their own ways. All men and things

are independent and autonomous, and continue to function.

The maze is inside our brain. Although objects have an objective
existence, their “rhythm” changes as a human brain has a different sense
of time. The rolling balls in the gallery are both the inside of a space
and the outside of an object. The viewer’s body wanders, sometimes
slowly sometimes quickly, through the outside spaces that he or she
imagines. The textures and traces of the balls, all in different materials
and seemingly without connection, are brought together in a montage
thanks to my field investigations. This reminds me of a passage in Borge’s
The Garden of the Forking Paths: “T imagined a labyrinth of labyrinths,
a maze of mazes, a twisting, turning, ever-widening labyrinth that

contained both past and future and somehow implied the stars.”




