
I am not the children of mountain, nor of ocean; I am 
something in between. I come from an island but am not 
more of an islander than city folk. The things running in 
my subconscious are hustle and bustle, heat of vehicle 
exhaust, and stink of acid rain with industrial dust. I am 
fond of natural landscape but never truly familiar with it, 
I adore plant and animal but could be one of them even 
if I want to. I am a being of my own, as we all are.

Perhaps that is why Scottish landscape is so mysterious 
and distant to me. During my two years in Scotland, 
I have stood at the edge of cliff, sit in a forest full of 
moss, and slipped on snow in early spring. There is no 
resemblance between the natural environment here and 
my subtropical homeland Taiwan. However, as a total 
stranger, I get to view Scottish land and water in a fresh 
perspective. The development of my practice runs along 
with the shifting of my inner status as I gradually dwell 
myself in the environment.

DWELL

IN

WAITING

It should be quite natural that people tend to seek 
common quality between what they have already known 
and the unfamiliar experience, so they can explain new 
knowledge by applying or modifying their original logic 
and make it to further understanding if lucky. During 
my exploration in the unique landscape of Scotland, I 
found there is a consistency across everywhere on this 
planet. It is the one infinite presence: time, which treats 
us equally and neutrally. I believe that in our world, 
everything exists according to fundamental principles 
yet are driven by complicated forces which we cannot 
fully explain with rules and formula but have to seek for 
the deep understanding of philosophy. The universal 
character of time gives us certain unity for the way we 
experience our surrounding, meanwhile brings a clear 
shape to my approach to art and conceptual thinking.

Hsin Shyu

There was a while in Blackwood I just sit on a fallen tree trunk and watch moss.



Heather
 Time Is a Continuing Process

I had never seen heather field at home. The landscape 
looks so calm from outside, yet I could not tell the depth 
or thickness of it, or if there’s anything hiding in it. This 
raised my awareness and reminded me of the water 
hyacinth (Eichhornia crassipes), which usually grows on 
the surface of ponds. It breeds so fast that after a period 
of time one cannot even see the water, just like heather 
field which I could not see through its dense surface. In 
October 2018, I went on a field trip to Outer Hebrides 
with my tutor and colleagues. For a few days I walked 
only on paths but did not reach to the part that seems to 
be most “nature,” the part which made me feel maybe I 
should not disturb it. But I must do this—sometimes one 
just understands that it is time to get out of her comfort 
zone even if she has to cruelly step on some heather 
and feels sorry for it. I went into the heather field, 
further and further away from the edge of path, until 
I was surrounded by clusters and clusters of heather. 
They were accumulated by layers with old, grey ones 
padding underneath, and they gradually grown into a big 
mattress or duvet, covering the whole terrain. I needed 
to walk step by step, slowly placed my shoes onto the 
plants, then stopped when I finally felt I had reached the 
deep firm surface that I could put my weight on without 
falling. It was almost like a ritual that one must follow in 
order to join them.

During my walk in the heather field, I found some plastic 
chip bags already turned into white or transparent under 
sunlight. Something so obvious yet I had never taken 
seriously came to my mind: As the colour of plastic bags 
diminishes, heather field looks young year by year. The 
force of time seems to create opposite consequences 
on these two entities. While the colour of plastic bags 
would never come back, heather gets thicken but grow 
into fresh and beautiful flowers again and again; it is 
like they are living in linear time and circular time. The 
most fascinating of all is the grey old layers beneath the 
young surface, which not only as supportive structures, 
but also make us the witness of time. I boldly lied my 
body down onto the heather field, suddenly I felt there 
was a soft but strong force lifting me. To me they are no 
longer just beautiful landscape one can enjoy, as I once 
been so close to them.

Heather and things I found in heather field.

Heather field in Isle of Lewis, Outer Hebrides.



I started to make time visible through my works since 
my encounter with heather field. What is old? What is 
new? They are all just a part of the continuing process 
of reassembling. The world is made by particles. Atoms 
bond with atoms then become molecules, then into 
compounds, and so on. Eventually they turn back to 
particles again. Organisms die and gradually decompose, 
rock weathers into soil, and metal oxidizes. Everything 
can be seen as tiny bit of a huge cycle, and the world is 
filled with huge cycles which intertwine with each other 
thus become a complex web.

In project REWIND/DECAY (2018-2019), I looked into 
the relationships within “the web” with an object. I took 
a piece of burnt wood which I found at Luskentyre beach 
(Outer Hebrides, Scotland) as the medium throughout 
two works: REWIND (2018) and We Will Always Decay 
(…Then Regenerate) (2019). The initial work REWIND 
is an experiment of regressing to different stages of 
combustion and showing the accumulation of time. 
The work was presented as a process for 10 days in 
Tent Gallery, Edinburgh. Each day, a part of the burnt 
wood was chipped off. On the last day of exhibition, the 
original texture of that wood was revealed completely, 
and piles of charcoal was placed beside as a record 
of time. The charcoal from burnt wood was then used 
as the material to next work We Will Always Decay (…
Then Regenerate), which was exhibited in An Lanntair, 
Stornoway (Isle of Lewis, Outer Hebrides). These two 
works connect as a cyclical essay: a found item was 
broken down and turned into one work, then returned 
to the islands as a new work with different form and 
meaning.

Texture of wood and the charcoal covered on it.

Each day, a small pile of charcoal is moved from the burnt 
wood on this sugar paper. The process lasted from November 
7 to November 16, 2018. Oct 11 is the day I brought the wood 
back to Edinburgh, and a part of charcoal fell off naturally.    

Click here for documentation (1m59s)

We Will Always Decay (…Then Regenerate) is a text 
piece made by grounded charcoal and placed on the 
gallery floor. It is a sculpture which keep moving and 
vanishing, and it differs at every second just like water 
in a river. During exhibition, it was blurred by the 
breeze from human movement. After that, a part of it 
was sent back to Edinburgh, a part of it was swept into 
bin, and a part of it was already spread in air or floated 
to somewhere far. The question attached to this work 
is “Where does everything go eventually?” I could not 
know, because there should be no end for the elements 
on earth. The text may turn invisible, but the charcoal 
carries on and become something else. Nothing can 
ever truly disappear.

I collected the charcoal after exhibition was over and ground 
it into powder as material for next work.

The work before exhibition opening, and two days after that. 
People started to do different things to these charcoal after 
the first kid leaned on the floor and blowed it hard. 

https://vimeo.com/410667340


Howling Deer
 Waiting as Methodology

Year by year, I have grown in familiarity with them all. But 
if the whole truth of them is to be told as I have found it, 
I too am involved. I have been the instrument of my own 
discovering; and to govern the stops of the instrument needs 
learning too. Thus the senses must be trained and disciplined, 
the eye to look, the ear to listen, the body must be trained to 
move with the right harmonies. I can teach my body many 
skills by which to learn the nature of the mountain. One of 
the most compelling is quiescence. (Shepherd, [1977] 2014)

It took me three journeys to finally be able to truly 
explore Blackwood of Rannoch, a Caledonian forest 
in Scottish Highland, without panicking for losing my 
sense of direction. Blackwood is a mixture of woodland, 
heath, bog and creek. There is no obvious path, so 
every step has to be a cautious decision making. For 
example, it is difficult to avoid disturbing any living thing 
because lichen and moss occupy most of the surface on 
everything, and it is even more difficult to avoid having 
water in one’s boots because usually that is the only way 
out when one is trapped in a boggy area accidentally. I 
always end up with my feet cold and wet and my socks 
all brown from the colour of peat water.

During my third visit, I walked and walked, looking 
for traces of life meanwhile trying to follow the water. 
This was an awfully quiet forest, I thought. There was 

no sound from insect or any other animal, although 
I did see some faeces spreading like Hansel and 
Gretel’s breadcrumbs. The loudest sounds were my 
intense breath and thousands of thoughts speaking 
simultaneously in my head. My mind was swelled with 
my own conscious, which did not allow me to receive 
any message from outer world. I could not simply shut 
my brain down with a switch for it was more like a wave 
which has its own movement and can only be guided by 
indirect forces.

I started to stay in a field further away from creek, to be 
surrounded by trees. The subtle sound of forest finally 
appeared after the voices of human and water had 
vanished. After a while, the breeze stopped, and I could 
no longer heard the voice of trees. It was the first time 
I encountered a true silence. It was broad, deep, and 
not like something that belong to this world. I felt like 
an intruder breaking this tranquility. I tried really hard 
no to move at all because even the slightest movement 
sounded like a loud declaration of my interfering. After 
a longer while, the smell of forest suddenly came to 
me. It was mild and gentle, embedded in the air until I 
was finally ready. I was surprised by the arrival of sense 
which could be both so immediate and so delayed, and 
its requirement for one’s ability to become a container. 
All of a sudden, a stag howled distantly. The sound 
pierced the air like an arrow, and it was so loud, louder 
than it actually was.

Footprint of an large animal in Blackwood.

The Blackwood forest. I tried to record the silence in it but failed 
because I kept making sound whenever I moved, however slightly.



The idea of spending time and not making a result, this is 
really essential, and it is so difficult to talk about. It is like a 
soft matter that we can’t explain. Something else takes place. 
(Abramovic, 2009)

The two works Self-Practice: Waiting for Salmon (2019) 
and Self-Practice: Quiescence (2019) are serial projects 
about building methodology in terms of doing art. People 
get inspiration from all kinds of matters, some people 
are good at reading and academical research, some 
develop their ideas from crafting. I found that my ideas 
usually come from observation and response to certain 
context such as unfamiliar environment. Therefore, the 
two self-practice works are a theorizing process based 
on the way I created artworks in the past, they are more 
important as the role of induction instead of creating or 
producing a result. 

In the work Self-Practice: Quiescence, I threw myself 
into the environment which I wished to build connection 
to, in this case was the dark gallery space. I lied down on 
the floor of gallery space and stay there without doing 
anything but breath, for as long as I can. This process is 
universal but same time specific according to different 
place or landscape. The gallery is a relatively neutral 
space which makes this practice almost like meditation, 
also emphasizes on the process itself. The process 
of calming takes time. I would not be able to reach 
quiescence unless I do nothing. I have to de-function 
myself in every way until I have waited long enough. 
When I think about Nan Shepherd’s word “to govern the 
stops of the instrument,” I realize that govern means 
the ability to retreat my own thoughts and release my 
senses. Perception does not come from the centre of 
my mind, on the contrary, it comes from every ends of 
my nerves.

Click here for installation documentation (21m51s)
Click here for video part of this work (21m49s)

(Up) The projection during exhibition. 
(Down) In the video, I was lying on gallery floor. 

At Gaur dam hydropower station, I stood on the concrete 
structure of the salmon ladder and leaned on the fence 
with video camera on my shoulder. I was waiting for 
salmon to show up, or not. I was not entirely sure what 
footage I expected to get. In the work Self-Practice: 
Waiting For Salmon, salmon did not come after all, but 
the action of waiting grown into the core of this project. 
This is a work about waiting for something that is absent, 
in response to the salmon ladders commonly built close 
to Scottish hydropower stations. Salmon ladders work 
as alternative routes for adult salmons to return to 
upstream, thus fulfilling their migration. For decades 
the number of wild salmon in Scotland has reduced 
significantly, they can almost be taken as absent in 
their original habitat. However, it is not impossible to 
see them yet. This brings out the purpose of waiting: I 
waited for salmon as if waiting for a Godot whom I had 
no idea when, where, or in what way it will show up. 
(Beckett, 1953) I might not even know what exactly this 
Godot is, but I knew that I could not give up the hope. 
In the end, what I was waiting is perhaps the moment 
which I finally feel that I can finish waiting.

Restriction is the point to the execution in both projects. 
When I was lying on the floor, or filming the salmon 
ladder, I set a rule which I was not allowed to move. I 
started estimating how long it had passed. After a while, 
I lost the sense of time. I knew it was unlikely to have 
anything happened, the only thing I was expecting is the 
end. Waiting is a passive action; it is an action to let 
time pass through, but it certainly doesn’t mean nothing 
changed. Everything is changing during the whole time 
regardless inner or outer, and waiting is my probe to 
make it emerge. At last, “When can I stop?” became the 
ultimate question of whole process. During waiting, I 
was in fact making decision at every single moment, and 
I never knew at which moment I would finally yield. The 
act of waiting is to find a point that would change the 
original status of waiting, to end the status of waiting, or 
to initiate a new segment of waiting.

(Left) Salmon ladder at Gaur dam hydropower station in the video.
(Right) Installation for exhibition: projection with letterpress printing poem alongside.

Click here for documentation (12m36s)
Click here for video part of this work (10m35s)

https://youtu.be/9ieE2izXQTU
https://youtu.be/HiEdKF1eFis
https://youtu.be/hidwBxpLqVk
https://youtu.be/WVdwvbT7naY


Letterpress printing on detail paper.

Dawn
The Language of Temporality

Winter in Scotland is strange, for the dark is long 
and dawn comes late. I suffered serious jetlag in the 
beginning of 2020, after I came back to Edinburgh 
from a short visit to my home in Taipei. For more than 
two weeks I fell asleep after I saw sunrise and woke 
up finding it was already passed sunset. Every night I 
closed my eyes, hoping to fall asleep before the official 
declaration of another working day, as if no matter how 
late (or how early) it was, it was still night as long as the 
sun had not shined yet. However, the border of day and 
night is a vague process: The date changes every day at 
0 am, gulls start yelling at each other at 3 am, drunken 
people are still staggering on the street at 4 am, and 
the sound of truck engine appears at 5 am. For drunken 
people the night might still be young, yet it is already 
another day for truck drivers.

People take time as a substance which can be 
accumulated or measured, while to me it is more like an 
algebra defined by us, representing an abstract concept 
in order to be calculated and useful. Ever since clock 
was popularized in fifteenth century (Mortimer, 2015), 
we had promptly gotten used to think that clock is the 
representative of time, and the speed of clock is the 
speed of time. There are hundreds of reasons for human 
in need of an absolute time, for the way we manage our 
life will be completely confused without it. One example 
is my insomnia during the night while I could not know 
what time it was or how long/short it was till dawn. 

What exactly is time? Is time the status of change? Do 
we collect changes of things to prove the existent of 
time? Is time, like Bergson’s word, a passage from rest 
to rest and absolutely indivisible? (Bergson, [1911] 1988) 
or is it imagined to be continuous by our interrupted life 
memories but actually a prisoner of an eternal present? 
(Calvino, 2009) While both approaches seem opposite 
but equally make sense, what if time is just an illusion 
created by our brain so we can find a purpose to live?

In our perception of reality, time is a continuing process 
which we split into countless segments. In order to make 
the endless process productive (or bearable), people 
mark periods at almost every moment and constantly 

look forward to crossing them. When we go to bed, we 
wait to fall asleep; when we sleep, we wait to wake 
up. We create these cycles, we follow them, until our 
eventual death. The restriction of human limited time 
not only makes our lives meaningful; it also outstands 
the subjective cognition of now, which constitutes the 
concept of duration, and of temporality.

The solo exhibition Marking Time (2020) is a review 
to various ways to approach or define the character of 
time. The works are presented as various media such as 
prints, sound/space installation, video, or performance, 
and all followed with a piece of letterpress printing 
poem alongside. Five works are created in this project, 
each of them stands for a unit of time, which can 
indicate a complete cycle or a certain duration, such as 
day, week, second, or a sentence, a drop of water. The 
juxtaposition of these works creates a context between 
constructed time frame and our present conscious. By 
making audiences to wait or spend or waste their time 
at the exhibition site in a non-productive way (Groys, 
2009), these processes to experiencing durations tackle 
our interpretation of time. 

In this exhibition, the work Waiting for Dawn (2020) is 
a video piece which shows me sitting in the gallery and 
wait for sunrise. It was shot with time-lapse photography 
but played in the speed of real time. Just like me in the 
video, the audiences would not know how much time 
there is before dawn when they start to watch the video, 
and they have to wait with me if they really want to 
see the dawn. The so-called video is actually hundreds 
of pictures change every twenty seconds. During the 
twenty seconds, audiences could not know what exactly 
I was doing until next picture. That waiting process is 
formed by hundreds of static images and calculation of 
our own brain, which then create the experience of real 
time. The form of this work implies the way we deduce 
our world, however not what the world is really like.



Different stage from dark to dawn in the video.

Click here for full video work (1h0m44s)

On the other hand, the work Receipt of Now (2020) 
emphasises on the concept of passing moment. It was 
presented as a performance and became an installation 
afterward. In the performance I stamped on a roll of 
receipt paper every two seconds (restricted by my 
physical ability) with autonumbering stamp, until the 
receipt paper ran out at no. 265. Receipt is the prove of 
purchasing, which in this work stands for the time we 
spent in exchange of our sense of existence. Moreover, 
receipt is not the thing we buy, and that thing can never 
be returned as what we had spent. Every number I 
stamped is merely a vague figure to create an idea of the 
amount of moments, which again, is a unit we invented 
to describe and separate “now.” (Heidegger, [1924] 1992)

During performance I stamped on receipt paper and left the 
big pile of paper on the floor after that as an installation.

Click here for performance documentation (9m14s)

https://uoe-my.sharepoint.com/:v:/g/personal/s1891959_ed_ac_uk/EYjdzjoQ711DjGgb-tzDPUMBHADZa_SOrbasKMtfuZzyCA?e=AQoCFv
https://youtu.be/IBxyEQtjIfo


Every Wednesday morning, a piece of paper is slipped 
into my mailbox claiming the cleanliness of stairs in my 
building. If I leave my flat early enough, I get to sniff 
the smell of surface cleaner and step onto damp floor. 
Week after week, I start to look forward to these small 
papers and the upcoming of a spotless stairway. The 
work Every Wednesday Is a Brand New Day (2020) is a 
materialized reproduction of this weekly cycle. It is also 
a restructuring of common items such as the tags from 
cleaning company, A4 papers, and cotton threads that 
hold them together. By combining these items, I attempt 
to change the meaning they represent. A tag can be the 
official announcement of a new time cycle created from 
social and economical context, and the date printed on 
A4 paper can be the memorial of a specific period in 
the past which therefore make that period different from 
other random periods in the time line.

Collected cleaning tags and letterpress printing on craft paper. 

Detail from different pieces.

Water drops fall onto the tin foils in used 
plastic containers which amplify sounds.  

Click here for documentation (2m19s)

A Drop of Water (2020) is a sound and space installation 
driven by the natural process of ice melting into water. 
We are so used to live by the clock time, so much that 
we may not even remember the spontaneous rhythms. 
The forming of a water drop is one of the earliest 
ways to measure time, long before people invented a 
standardised construction time for every workers who 
cannot be late. Unlike the clock, water dropping is the 
joint force of natural elements such as temperature, 
gravity, and surface tension, therefore it is not as 
controllable as one expect although ideally it should 
be. This work is a use from the complexity of physical 
world. As the melting of ice cubes is influenced by 
multiple effects, the sound of dripping water turn into an 
unpredictable tune. I wait for the appear of one dripping 
sound ,then another, wondering how long it takes for a 
drop of water to arrive the floor.

Ice cubes are put in net bags made from an old luffa. 

https://youtu.be/JH2Z8J5Ei_c


The work Without Planets (A Response To The Book 
“Katie Paterson” ISBN: 978-3-7356-0261-9) (2020) 
came from the whimsical arrangement of punctuation 
marks in artist Katie Paterson’s Book. In her book, every 
full stop is replaced by a sign of planet but without a 
fixed order. I was intrigued by its delicate ingenuity 
thus marked out all the words before Saturn signs to 
see if there’s any pattern, or any possible reason to 
put Saturn signs in the end of these sentences. Once 
again, my action had led me to an unintentional focus. 
In order to collect every Saturn sign in the book, I spent 
hours scanning every sentence and full stop. I realised 
that just like time, language could not function without 
separations. The interpretation of sentence takes 
shape, or can be finalized, when we see the full stop; the 

definition of word is determined by the space between 
letters; the process of creating meaning is completed 
by the duration between signs and marks. As a result, 
the work is two prints hung back to back in the gallery 
space. One print with all the letters from words before 
Saturn signs in same distance, and another print with 
separation marks which can map with the letters then
reveal the words on other side.

Language is code of our thoughts, while meaning is the 
result of our decoding. (Chomsky, 1989) We developed 
language to refer everything including language itself. 
This exhibition is a practice, or game, for both audiences 
and I, to see how accurate it is when we try to look into 
the way in understanding our world.

(Left up and down) Katie Patterson‘s book.
(Right up and down) The installation in Tent Gallery.

The Path of Present

An outburst of covid-19 epidemic reached Scotland 
during March 2020. Universities decided to shut down 
the buildings promptly, suddenly all the students were 
packing their works, tools and materials as if they 
are fleeing. A week before, we were having exhibition 
openings and workshops; a week after, we started 
another living style and were genuinely afraid of the 
contagious air outside our window. I spent almost every 
minute in the flat I lived in and stopped my usual daily 
businesses especially for those which required getting 
out. The restrictions were somehow similar to the way I 
had put myself in a certain environment doing nothing, 
and they also reminded me of the waiting process, only I 
could not decide when to stop the waiting. This time, we 
were waiting for the moment to be safe and free again 
which no one really knew whether it would come or not, 
and we were forced not to give up the waiting, in order 
to survive.

In workshops with students I ask them just to open the door 
and close the door, as slowly as possible. You don’t go in and 
you don’t go out, you just do this for one hour, for two hours 
or for five hours. Then the door stops being the door and 
becomes something else. (Abramovic, 2009)

I made the distance from the edge of my living room 
to the end of my bedroom as my thinking path, which 
is inspired from Darwin’s “Sandwalk” where he walked 
on daily and did much of his thinking. (Macfarlane, 
2013) Unlike Darwin, who made the path as a unit to 
measure the “length” of his thought, my thinking path 
is all about walking, or the presence during walking. 
When walking on this path, I passed old wooden floor, 
which were full of big cracks and shiny nail heads. Then 
there was carpet, like a soft grass land. I have learned 
to avoid the slippery edges of carpet and the squeaky 
area of wooden floor, but they then turned into a part of 
landscape once I took it as a micro journey. I could feel 
hot water running through pipes under the floor which 
connected to radiators, the warmth from angled sun 
in the afternoon, and the chillness air during halfway 
where no sunlight could reach. 

My footprints on the surface of landscape slightly extend 
the duration of my trace in the river of time, leaving the 
mark of my existence. It then, of course, disappears 
in a blink. I think about the purpose of making art and 
exploring the idea of time. Every process is merely a tiny 
segment of massive accumulation, and what we have 
done, are doing and will do is to create, or to capture, 
meanings from every fleeting present. From my first 
step on the island of Outer Hebrides to small flat in 
Edinburgh, every environment I encountered, every 
inspiration I picked up, every decision I made, is the 
essence of any output in physical form. We are beings 
of our own, but we can never be separated with time, 
space and other matters that surround us. The trace will 
vanish, the process will be forgotten. For me, all the time 
I spent on living is already in art time. (Heathfield, 2009)



My thing path: from living room to bedroom.
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