
  

 

DUTCHMAN IN FORMOSA 
蘭人異聞錄 

 

During the Age of Discovery, Dutch surveyor Phillip meets Dalai, 

a Taiwanese indigenous boy. Dalai helps Phillip as he learns 

about the local indigenous culture – but a conflict between the 

newcomers and the locals is brewing… 

 
 

During the Age of Discovery, Portuguese explorers named Taiwan 

“Formosa” – the beautiful isle. In what is now Anping, in the south-

west of Taiwan, countless red deer roamed across the plains and 

marshes where the Siraya people hunted. It was here, that 

Westerners first made contact with the people of Taiwan. 

 

The Dutch East India Company, in search of profit, took over 

southern Taiwan, and our story’s protagonist is Phillip, a surveyor 

for the company. Living and working with the Siraya people in the 

village of Sinckan, Phillipe forms a friendship with Dalai, adopted son 

of the village elder, and comes to understand the dilemma the arrival 

of the foreigners means for them. Meanwhile, the village medicine 

woman is hostile towards the Dutch, even blaming the death of the 

village elder on the anger of the gods at his meetings with the 

foreigners.  

 

Conflicted, Phillip leaves the village and learns that the Dutch 

governor Nuyts has responded to the conflict with Sinckan by 

forming an alliance with their sworn enemies, the village of Mattau. 

The people of Sinckan, including Dalai, lose their trust in Phillip and 

relations become tense. As the two sides engage in a fast-changing 

battle of wits, what choices will Phillip be forced to make? 

 

Kinono turns the interactions and conflicts between the Dutch and 

the indigenous people into an exciting graphic adventure. The first 

section takes place without dialogue, introducing Phillip’s 

mysterious background while retaining emotional tension and 

creating curiosity as to how the story will develop. This carefully 

researched book recreates the process by which local and Western 
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cultures met in Taiwan four centuries ago and portrays the unique 

local culture. 

 

Kinono 

A graphic novelist and illustrator, Kinono’s work, including the 

Waltz Woods and Dutchman in Formosa series, creates unique and 

fantastical worlds, despite minimal use of language. In 2008, Kinono 

won the second prize in the Morning International Manga 

Competition. 

 
 



Chapter 1: Deer-Hunting



My name is 
Phillip Danielsz 
May. 
I work for the 
Dutch East 
India Company 
as a surveyor.

Currently, 
I’m stationed 
in Sinckan.



Alongside the 
company’s 
work, 
I’ve been 
recording
the lives of 
the villages.

Waaaaaaa…



What’s 

wrong?

Did you 

have a 

nightmare?

Oh, be 

quiet!

That’s Dalai.
Adopted son of 
the village elder.
He used to hate 
me, because
I’m an outsider.



But last year 
we traveled 
together to 
solve a dispute 
between my 
company 
and Japanese 
traders.

We had several
adventures 
together.
We get on a lot 
better than we 
did in the past. 
I still don’t 
understand 
him though.



!

Phillip!

Dalai!



Oh?

What’s 

wrong 

with your 

face? It’s 

all red!

Idiot!

Quick!

Put on 

some 

clothes.

Even now 
many of the 
Siraya walk 
around naked.

swish

Oh, Phillip

still isn’t 

used to it?
That’s Hsia,
daughter of 
the elder, 
and Dalai’s 
adoptive sister. 
She always 
looks after me.



I’ll help.

What?

Men don’t 

need to help

In the 

f ields.
That’s 

women’s 

work.
Um...

But...

You could 

help me run 

an errand.

Sena* Meiyong 

has been looking 

after Sama* 

Laowa, he’s hurt. 

So she hasn’t had 

time to husk any 

rice. You can take 

her some!

*Sama: Uncle or father    *Sena: Aunt or mother

Women do all 
the field work
and cooking, 
and every 
morning they 
husk the rice 
to be eaten 
that day.

The men 
mostly 
hunt and 
fight.



In Sinckan, 
women inherit 
property. Men 
don’t live with 
their wives 
and only move 
in with them 
when they are 
too old to hunt.

Sena, 

Sama.



Hsia asked 

us to bring 

this rice.

Thank 

you 

so 

much!

How is 

Sama?

Is he 

better?

He’s still 

got a 

fever

The *yinipo 

has made 

offerings 

of betel nut,

but he hasn’t 

got better.

*Yinipo: Witch or priestess

This wound 
hasn’t been 
properly 
treated.

If it’s 
left like 

this…

The pastor 

should have 

medicines.I’ll go 

and...

No!

Don’t 

bring 

the 

pastor.



Don’t 

you 

realize?

It’s your 

fault this 

happened

to my 

husband.

When you 

were taken 

away by the 

foreigners,

the men went 

to argue 

with the 

soldiers.

But the 

soldiers 

couldn’t 

understand 

what they 

were saying.

In the 

end...

The pastor said 

it was a mis-

understanding, 

but the yinipo 

said he was just 

protecting 

his own.

If we 

visit the 

pastor 

again, she 

won’t help 

us again.

Please, 

just go...

Please.



Crack!Get out!

It’s 

your 

fault

Sama is 

hurt!

Get 

out!

Hey!

It’s 

okay.

Lunge!

Sorry!

Sorry!

He’s young.

Please, don’t

be angry 

with him.

Push!



Push!

The yinipo 

says Sama 

isn’t getting 

better

because 

Tagittelaegh* 

is angry!

*Tagittelaegh: The god of 
  sickness and health

It’s all the 

fault of you 

foreigners!

Please, 

stop 

talking.

Sama is 

already 

hurt,
what if 

something 

happens to 

you too?

Sena, 

don’t 

worry...

I’ll make 

sure...Dalai,

you’re 

no 

better...



You used 
to hate the 
foreigners 
more than 

anyone.

But 
now…



I’m going 

hunting.

Want to…

come?



The village was 
surrounded by 
grasslands and 
forests.
An ideal hunting 
ground.





Well,

this is 

awkward.

Did 

you 

know

there 

are 

three 

types of 

hunting?

The 

f irst is 

encircle-

ment.

He 
seems 

interest-
ed.



All the 
hunters in 
the village 
go out to 
the hunting 
grounds 
together.

They form a large 
circle and start to 
walk towards the 
center.
Sometimes they 
bring dogs to help.

Our 

bracelets 

knock 

together 

as we run, 

making a 

noise.

That scares 

our prey into 

the center of 

the circle,

and lets the 

other hunters 

know where 

we are.

Nothing 

trapped 

within that 

circle can 

get away.

Wow.

And the 

second is...



traps.

These are made 
of bamboo and 
rope. Bend the 
bamboo and use 
a piece of wood 
to hold it down, 
then cover it in 
earth.

A skilled hunter 
will place the 
trap somewhere 
animals pass 
frequently and 
wait for animals 
to be caught.

So you 

didn't 

catch 

anything.

Careful, I 

set a trap 

here last 

time. Don't 

step in it.

Well, I'm 

better at 

the third 

type:



That is…

Relying
on my 
own 

strength!

The 

tracks 

are still 

fresh, 

it must 

be 

close.

Rustle



A red 

deer.



It hasn’t 

spotted 

us.

The 
hunters use 
spears with 
an extra 
barbed 
hook, 

and a bell 
tied to the 
head of the 
spear with 
a rope.

Ding…
When an 
animal is 
struck and 
flees, the 
hunter follows 
the sound of 
the bell.

The hunters hunt red 
deer and wild boars. 
The meat and skins 
of the red deer can 
be traded, while their 
heads are used as 
decorations.



Get it!

The Siraya 
are as fleet 
as the deer.



As the animal 
runs, the head 
and shaft of the 
spear separate, 
slowing the 
animal down.

Crack
If the hunters 
don’t catch it, it 
becomes stuck 
and bleeds to 
death.

It’s 

in the 

thicket 

over 

there!
Let’s go 

around 

the other 

side.



Oh!

Swish!



Swish!

Drip



Crunch!

Crunch!
Munch!

You...

Shouldn’t 

you... clean 

it or cook 

it before 

eating?

You fancy 

foreigners 

wouldn’t 

understand. 

Only the 

best hunters 

get to 

enjoy these 

delicacies.



But there is 

something 

I’d like you 

to try.

This is the 

stomach!

I...

Don’t 

worry, 

it’s not 

this.



There 

it is.

The chyme

You’re 

in luck,

you don’t 

f ind this in 

every deer.

It’s food 

the deer 

hasn’t 

f inished 

digesting.

Yes, I 

can see 

that.

This is the 

f inest of 

delicacies.



How long 

are you 

going to 

lie there?

You 

all eat 

chicken,

that’s 

what 

makes me 

want to 

vomit.

The 
Siraya do 
not eat 
chicken.

Thank 

you.

Ha.
Tasty, 

wasn’t it.

No.

Thank you 

for taking 

me hunting.

Thanks.



Well, after 

everything 

that happened 

in the village 

last year,

I really 

should 

say...

What’s 

wrong?
Did you 

hear that?

!

Clang



Hunters!

Yes, but...

not ours.

Clang

Clang
Clang

Clang

?

If they’re 

not from 

Sinckan, 

where 

are they 

from?

They’re 

getting 

closer.

...

It’s 

stopped...











Clang

Clang

Clang

Clang

Clang

Clang



A 

perfect 

shot...

You’re 

pretty 

good!

!!



Chapter 2: Takaran





I know you.

I’d heard 

there was 

a good 

hunter 

in these 

parts,

with 

very 

good 

ears.

And just 

as the 

rumors 

said, 

you’re 

hanging 

around 

with a 

foreigner.



What are 

you doing 

here?

What?What a 

stupid 

question!

Hunting, 

of course.

Since our fathers’ 

time, since their 

fathers’ time, 

since before that

we have hunted on 

this land blessed 

by Tamakakamak.*

* Tamakakamak: the goddess of hunting

Surely 

you didn’t 

think 

this land 

belonged 

to you?

No,



anyone

who is 

strong 

enough 

can hunt 

here.

But I 

would 

like to 

ask...

What is a 

Sinckan 

boy doing 

here with a 

foreigner?



What?What a 

stupid 

question!
Hunting, 

of course.

Hey...

And it 

sounds 

like this 

isn’t 

your land 

either,

so who 

are you?

A foreigner 

talking our 

language?

How 

amusing.



Well, if 

we’re all 

hunters, 

why not 

show us 

what you 

can do.

...
And once 

we’ve 

f inished, 

you leave.



Don’t 

interfere.

Wait, 

Dalai!

Who 

are 

they?

Don’t 

follow 

us.



All that 

noise 

will have 

scared 

the animals 

away.

Thwack!



!

Signs 

of a 

stag!

Stags rub 
their antlers 
on trees to 
mark their 
territory.

Thwack!

Let’s make 

some noise 

and see if 

it comes 

back.

Thwack!

Thwack!





That’s…That’s a big one.

Slowly…

Slowly…

Rustle



Snap!

Damn!





Pull…

Snap





Crack



Hey, What 

are you 

doing...?

Grab!

Crack!

Clang



Thump!

drip

Why 

did you 

hesitate?

You could 

have used 

the blade.

You might 

hunt like a man, 

but you think 

like a child.



Look at the 

beast, living 

free in this 

harsh and 

beautiful 

land.When we’re 

constantly 

debasing 

ourselves 

in front 

of the 

foreigners.

You even 

give our 

land to 

them!

They’re 

small and 

weak, hiding 

in their 

stone 

houses.
We are the 

ones f its 

to live on 

this land!

There! 

I see in your 

eyes you 

still have the 

strength to 

resist.



Work 

with me.

We’ll take 

everything 

the 

foreigners 

have

 and 

force 

them 

out!



Your eyes 

remind 

me of 

someone...

Your 

true 

father.

I saw him 

once; he 

was a true 

hero among 

hunters.

!!
A 

famous 

marks-

man.
We still 

talk today 

about his 

feats as a 

hunter.

Though 

we also 

still laugh 

about 

how naive 

he was.

Such a great 

warrior, yet 

he thought he 

could live in 

peace with the 

foreigners, and 

lost his life 

for it. 

Funny, 

isn’t it?





Are you 

okay?

Cough 

cough

We were 

just 

enjoying 

a chat!
Why not 

join us?
Chief!



Chief!

What?

What’s 

wrong?

We just 

wanted to 

teach the 

foreigner a 

lesson.

He’s small, 

but he’s 

crafty.

He led us 

right into a 

Sinckan trap!

Ha 
ha 
ha 

ha!



You 

take 

the 

deer.

You 

caught 

it fair 

and 

square.

We’ll call 

it a win 

for you.

My 

name is 

Takaran.
Don’t 

forget 

what I 

said.

Wait!

Slap!



...?

What’s 

wrong?

Who 

were 

they?



They’re 

from 

Mattau. 

The 

sworn 

enemies 

of our 

village.



Damn 

those 

foreign-

ers!

Borrow 

a bit of 

land from 

Sinckan and 

think they 

can act like 

this...

It’s your 

own fault 

for walking 

into his trap.

Chief, 

your 

hand!

It’s f ine, 

just a 

scratch.

!
I should have 
been able to 
dodge that…But...



I said, 

it’s 

nothing.

Slap!

Okay,

sorry.

Sorry.

The 

foreigners 

are getting 

more 

aggressive...

Cough...



And that 

makes 

things more 

interesting.


