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A young man in early twentieth century Taiwan decides to 

relocate to the mecca of the international art: Paris. Despite the 

hardships of travel and the challenges of living in a new culture, 

Yang San-lang refuses to abandon his artistic ambitions. 

 
 

Paris at the beginning of the 20th century called to painters from 

around the world. Van Gogh, Monet, Cézanne, and other European 

painters had all spent time in Paris absorbing the rich artistic 

atmosphere of the city. Among those that arrived to follow in their 

footsteps was a young painter from a small island in the far East who 

would one day become the most revered oil painter of his homeland. 

 

After graduating from a Japanese art school in Taiwan in the 1930s, 

Yang San-lang begins entering his works in various art exhibitions in 

hopes of proving himself to his family. When an untimely rejection 

forces him to reflect on the artistic limitations imposed by living in 

Taiwan, Yang San-lang decides to relocate to Paris to further his 

studies and expand his horizons. 

 

Acclaimed comic book artist HOM teamed up with the National 

Taiwan Museum of Fine Arts to produce this two-part graphic novel 

that tells the story of master oil-painter Yang San-lang’s artistic 

development in Paris. From his initial anxiety and lack of direction, 

to the hardships of travel, to the shock of living in another country, 

the story unfolds in parallel with discussions of Yang’s artistic vision 

and profiles of the influential painters of the time. Diligently 

researched and enchantingly told, this story carries readers right 

along beside Yang San-lang as he pursues his artistic dreams. 
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HOM 

Literally a “homegrown” talent, HOM began her manga career as a 

hobby while she was working in media and game design. Her science 

fiction manga The Searcher won a Golden Comic Award for Best Up-

and-Coming Artist in 2011. Meanwhile, HOM had been posting 

comics about real life and real people on her Facebook page, 

gradually amassing a fan base. Those comics eventually became Big 

City, Little Things, the series which has come to define her style and 

artistic acumen. 
 

 
 



“ P a i n t i n g  i s  a  f a i t h ,  

a n d  i t  i m p o s e s  t h e  d u t y  

t o  d i s r e g a r d  p u b l i c  o p i n i o n . ”

 — V i n c e n t  V a n  G o g h

C h a p t e r.
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Today...

... is a day we 

can all be 

proud of

– the opening 

of the 

fourth Taiwan 

Fine Arts 

Exhibition!

Over 

these 

past 

few 

years,
we have 

gathered 

together 

the elites 

of Taiwan’s 

art world.

All of you 

jointly 

share in this 

greatest of 

honors!



6th Year of the Showa Period

D a d a o c h e n g ,  T a i p e i



Yo SasaburoYo Sasaburo

* Taiwanese oil painter Yang San-lang was born Yo Sasaburo, only changing his name to its current form after Taiwan 
was returned to the Republic of China at the conclusion of World War II.





Excuse me, 

waiter?



Waiter?

. . .



That’s 

it.

Hey,

kid,

can you 

come back 

to reality 

for a 

moment?



I’m sorry, 

brother.

Bravo!

Only when 

you’re 

on duty 

can our 

guests 

enjoy 

the 

scent 

of oil 

paints

with 

their 

coffee 

and 

cake.

Go 

collect 

your things 

and get 

out of 

here.

Yang Cheng-chiYang Cheng-chi

I’m sorry... 

It’s just that 

I have to paint 

at four in the 

afternoon.

If it’s 

not 

exactly 

the same 

time,

Put 

another 

way...

 the 

light 

will be 

different.

4  p m

o t h e r  t i m e



you 

started this 

painting on 

your last 

shift,

but we 

didn’t 

catch 

you until 

today?

Don’t 

bother 

coming 

back!

I can’t 

imagine why 

you spend 

your time 

on this 

nonsense!
It’s 

just a 

painting.

How 

much 

can 

it be 

worth?



Cheng-chi, 

I’m sorry I 

neglected 

my work,

but

you can't 

judge a 

painting 

by its 

price 

tag!



Oh 

really? 

How many 

have you 

sold?

Or are you 

just telling 

yourself 

that to feel 

better?

Go ahead, 

paint until 

you starve 

for all I 

care.

We’ll 

see how 

determined 

you are 

then.



I stepped 

outside but I 

didn’t see him 

anywhere. I’m 

sorry, Mr. Yang.

Don’t 

worry. It’s 

not your 

problem.

That was the only 

time my brother ever 

looked me straight 

in the eye: when I 

questioned the value 

of his work.

If he 

can’t even 

take care 

of himself,
how will he 

ever become a 

great artist?



Screw 

my 

bro-

ther!

He 

can only 

afford to 

talk like 

that...

... because 

his business 

is a big 

success 

now.

Sasaburo,



Mother. 

Father.

Are you 

painting the 

garden?

Yes, I’m 

preparing for 

the Taiwan 

exhibition 

contest.

It looks 

like you’re 

almost 

done.

Actually, 

no.

I won’t send 

anything off 

unless I’m 100% 

satisfied with 

my work.Right 

now,

I’m just 

practicing. 

I want to 

capture the 

tones created 

in this light.



Are these 

catalogues 

of western 

paintings?

Is this why 

you’re so 

serious about 

studying 

different 

tones?

They

are 

beauti-

ful.

These 

western 

painters

 have all 

developed 

their own 

understanding 

of color.

Seurat
divided 

sunlight 

into seven 

different 

colors,
then 

painted 

using small 

dots of 

these basic 

colors.

At a distance 

the viewer’s mind 

automatically 

blends them 

together, and the 

picture comes 

into focus.

Monetcaptured 

the 

infinitely 

variable 

nature of 

light...
in his 25 

paintings of 

haystacks.

Van Gogh

was 

obsessed 

with 

yellow, 

because, 

to him, it 

represented 

life.



The 

colors of 

nature are 

full of 

beauty.

It’s enough 

if I can 

capture a bit 

of that in my 

paintings.

It’s true.

Color is 

Heaven’s 

greatest 

gift to us.

Oh, and...

Yes?

There’s 

a shoe 

print on 

your back.



Only one 

kick? He 

went easy 

on you!

Don’t tell 

me your big 

brother is 

going soft 

on us!

. . .

Vincent van Gogh, 
painter

Theo van Gogh, 
patron

Ha ha. 

Really 

now,

the two 

of you ought 

to do what 

the van Gogh 

brothers 

did,

and find 

a way to 

sell your 

paintings 

overseas!

I can help 

out by doing 

some flower 

arrangements 

for your 

studio!

Cheng-
chi isn’t 
going to 

invest in my 
paintings.

I’m not 

good 

enough 

yet.

But 

once I am, 

the money 

should 

come, 

right?



Kid,
art isn’t 

something 

you can 

succeed in 

alone.



You need 

support 

so you can 

slowly 

build your 

ideas.

Mom, 

there’s 

someone 

painting a 

picture!

I want 

to paint, 

too!

Painting 

is useless. 

You can’t 

make any 

money

 at it.

You need 

time to grow, 

mature, and 

learn from 

your experi-

ences.

Only rich 

people with 

too much time 

on their hands 

paint.

If you want 

to become a 

groundbreaking 

painter,

it’s not 

something you 

can accomplish 

in just ten 

years, or even 

twenty.

Without the 

patrons and 

collectors,

none of the 

great artists 

would have 

succeeded.

This is Taipei,

not Paris, 

with its long 

history of 

appreciating 

great art.



What I 

mean to 

say is,

. . .
you might 

paint your 

whole life 

and never 

receive any 

compen-

sation.

Are you 

prepared 

to face 

that?

There’s 

nothing wrong 

with working 

a regular job 

and enjoying 

painting in your 

off hours.



Of course

I know 
this isn’t 

Paris.

Taipei 
has few 

collectors, 
or even 
artists.

But what 
can I do?

My 
father’s 

name 
is Yang 
Chung-

tso.

It is 
written 
with the 
character 
佐, which 
means “to 

help”.

My parents 
used the same 

character 
in my name, 
Sasaburo. 

But they 
didn’t use 
it in my 

brother’s 
name, 

as if they 
already knew 
he would be 

independent and 
capable, while I 
would always be 
in need of their 

assistance.



Even though 
I’ve always 
hoped to 

help them as 
much as they 

help me,

but the 
reality is I 
need their 

help far more 
than they 
need mine.

I have to 
become 

stronger, 
so one day 
I can repay 

them.

The only 
thing I 

do well is 
painting.

Whether 
I do it 

for them, 
or for 
myself,

there is 
no choice 

but to 
continue on 
my chosen 

path.

. . .

Or am I 
thinking 
about it 

all wrong?



It really 
isn’t 
that 

compli-
cated.

Either 
I’ve got 
to work 

harder…

… or 
I’m just 
kidding 
myself.

Keelung Keelung 

harbor?!harbor?!



How did 
I end up 
biking 
so far?

Could 
this 

boat be 
headed to 
Europe,

where all 
of those 
famous 
artists 
lived?



“THIS IS 
TAIPEI,

NOT PARIS, 
WITH ITS 

LONG 
HISTORY 

OF APPRE-
CIATING 

GREAT ART.”

I need 
to calm 
down.

I can’t just 
obsess over 
all of this 

negative stuff.

Van 
Gogh didn’t 
live in some 

fairy tale. He 
was a flesh 
and blood 
person,

who lived 
and worked 
on the other 
side of the 

ocean.

He also 
faced his 
share of 
problems 
in life.

He had 
lessons he 
needed to 

learn, just 
like me.



First, I need 
to get into a 
better state 

of mind.

Then, I’ll just 
keep entering 
competitions 
and receive 
some prizes.

If I can do 
that much, 

it won’t 
matter what 

they say.
At least 
I’ll have 
proven 
myself!

That’s it.



So, 
let’s get 
started!

Lately, 
I’ve been 

practicing 
working with 
light. I think 

I’ve got it 
down, now.

Damn… 
I’m out of 

paints.

I’ll need 
a lot of 

yellow for 
this one.



Cheng-

chi,

please 

let me 

come work 

again.

I thought 

you had 

starved 

to death.

Tell me, 

which are 

harder to kill, 

artists or 

cockroaches?

Definitely 

artists.

But running 

out of paints 

scares me far 

more than 

running out 

of food.

How do I 

know you won’t

 paint when you’re

supposed to be 

working?
I swear, 

I won’t!

But...



... could I 

have three 

hours off 

every 

afternoon?

I need to 

practice 

capturing 

the colors 

produced 

by natural 

sunlight!

I can work 
extra hours in 
the evening to 

make it up 
to you!

I’ll work 

as late as 

you need 

me too!

Just 

give me 

a second 

chance!
Please!

Hurry up 

and wash 

some cups, 

will you?

Brother!

What 

now?



Thank 

you for 

helping 

me!

I’ll treat 

you to dinner 

after I win 

this compe-

tition!

What 

compe-

tition?

Sasaburo, 

I need your 

help at this 

table.

Right 

away!

Another 

coffee and a 

honey cake. 

Thank you.

Right 

away!

Right 

away!
Right 

away!

Right 

away!










