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“Lone Fisherman”
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This is one of the photos from my 2007 exhibition North Coast Scenery, which was sponsored by

Flag Publishing. Taiwan was known to the Portuguese as Ilha Formosa, “Beautiful Island,” and

despite the many changes wrought by time, the ocean continues to be its lifeblood. Taiwan has

been described by statesmen as a great whale swimming in the ocean; military strategists have

seen it as a floating fortress; and the intimate relationship between the ocean and the island’s

economy has been obvious to just about everyone. Unfortunately, misinformation and excessive

development has resulted in much destruction of the natural environment. Today a tour of the

North Coast reveals that quite a few scenic sites are slowly losing their natural beauty due to a

steady onslaught of aquaculture, litter, and gaudy architecture.
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For some 30 years now I’ve been regularly traversing the North Coast by taking the coastal

highway or the train, a quick two-hour trip which has left a deep impression on me. All through

my time at university I took every chance I could get to take in its rich landforms, ever-changing

weather, inviting coastlines, and unique seaside culture. It’s a pity that my lack of wherewithal

prevented me from documenting its breathtaking scenery at that time, but I did resolve to return

someday and take photographs with a large-body camera. Yet breakneck economic development

in Taiwan over the last few decades has resulted in the tranquility of the coast being gobbled up

by hordes of tourists. Seeing our short-sighted consumer culture gradually nibbling away at this

rare gem, I realized that I had better act fast while I still had the chance.
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In  2005,  using  an  Alpa  camera,  I  made  my  debut  in  creative  photography.  An  unrivalled

Schneider wide-angle lens and a 12SWA with shift facility allowed me to take full command of

the depth of field of the rocks and sea. On this particular day two good friends came with me to

Yeliu. It was quite early in the morning but the summer sun was already blazing, and after nine

o’clock the heat was ferocious. One friend, Mr. Ye, is a kind of national treasure; in addition to

being a master at mounting paintings, he is also self-disciplined, health conscious, and aware of

the importance of avoiding the summer heat. He was standing nearby in his conical bamboo hat

contentedly admiring the ocean. The other friend, Jimmy Lu, was taking cover in the shade,



waiting for the opportune moment to take a shot with his small digital camera. I kept all of my

precision equipment in a metal box to keep it from getting damaged by colliding with the rocks

or falling into the sea. Just as I was getting weary of lugging this heavy box around, I saw my

chance to fulfill my mission.
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The rock I was standing on was on a slant, but the camera’s leveling device insured that the

ocean would not be at an oblique angle. Then, having set the tripod in place, I looked through the

viewfinder and discovered this unusual solitary fisherman in the frame. His companions were

busy barbecuing nearby, and every now and then they would bring him a skewer of meat and a

drink,  but  this made the composition excessively busy.  Standing up to cast  his line into the

ocean,  he  would  then  lie  down for  a  while  in  the  sun.  After  observing  him for  a  while  I

discovered that his posture was in perfect harmony with the ocean and the sky. I repeatedly tried

out  various  angles  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  the  frame,  experimenting  with  the

interrelationship between the sky, ocean, rock structure, crest line, rock seam, and the fisherman.

Finally,  each “microelement” was in its  proper position and playing its  distinctive role  with

regard to point, line, and surface.
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With heaven and earth looming in the distance, all creation has its proper place. Only after all the

various elements took their most meaningful and appropriate position in the frame was I satisfied

enough to click the shutter.


