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Ever since | was a child, | have been drawn to this kind of fruit pit. Every time | walk past such trees, |
would instinctively slower my pace, to survey the scenery below that changes with the seasons. From
when ripe fruits fall and litters the ground to the exposure of their cores. That then passes through a
scene of decay, as the pits are consumed by insects and weathered to a point where all remnants
perish without a trace. Until the next year, when everything revives, new fruits quietly dot the path once
more.
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About two-and-a-half years ago, | picked up another fruit stone from under the tree and | saw in it a
Song dynasty landscape painting. All of a sudden, | experienced it in a new way and that feeling
lingered on for days, so | climbed the hill again to collect more from the decaying debris in preparation
for new works.
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That day, the rain was pouring and | waited for a long spell at a pagoda for the rain to subside before
continuing onwards. When | arrived at the tree and was about to gather the pits, a thunderstorm
suddenly erupted. | raised my head and saw rainwater gushing down the trunk of the tree, my
surroundings were clear and distinct as everything revealed themselves in the brilliance.
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The selected pits match eighteen classical landscape paintings [.], and built them in the way they are
seen in everyday, although the minutiae of nature are fragments, they are still a part of a whole, and
broadly speaking, there is no difference
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As the works with the fruit stones were coming to a finish, | returned to the hill to see the November
view beneath the canopy. As expected, the ground was covered by pits slicked with a fine drizzle. My
childhood self, that had happily collected such stones, emerged once more and | suddenly wondered
what | was actually reminiscing.
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Besides that tree, there are many scenes in the forest that | take a glance at every time | walk pass, for
instance, the log that has been lodged in a brook for many years. At one point, | saw a cluster of shoots
sprouting from the ends and | wanted to record its process of growth. But unfortunately, it was not
meant to be. That year experienced a mid-summer downpour that unexpectedly washed the log away.
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What has perished cannot be retrieved yet they accompany us in another incarnation. This tree may
bear fruit, or not, but | have spent time with it in earnest.



