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Letter and letter

I am currently in London, having received letters from several close acquaintances before leaving
Korea. Upon reopening some of the letters here, I can identify the sender of each letter by their
handwriting alone. It is possible even if the names in the letter have been erased, and regardless of

the written messages.

Their handwriting is distinctive and recognizable. This uniqueness and familiar shape even brings a
moment of relief. The handwriting of those close to me is as much a part of their identity as their
faces and voices.

However, handwriting cannot be regarded as strictly categorized. It is a letter, but it is also an
image, a vibe, or a movement. It is a code within a code, or even too ambiguous to call it a code.
Handwriting is an image, but there is no fixed shape. The flow of the pen on the paper may not be
directly related to the writer's intention or may take on a million forms with the intention to fool the
reader. It is rather pure.

It is not a given name, nor a gender, nor a physical entity that flows within the flow of capital (like
me being in the UK?2), nor is it a form of intelligence - it is a moment of encounter that reminds me
of all these.

2 The ability to move to the desired space at the desired time is not guaranteed uniformly to everyone and is
always unevenly distributed.



1028 0] H¥H 95 T A g9 vt} & grolzd Aol
7}71 A ol Sl A of 3t Ao YA E o2 A Y FALE 2T £5 dd U F
= o2 et i A& T Fola A A 2t & o= Qs 7}3“’&%1 ==
23
ofo vith A o] i Fo] YeEA A=, 2320l H3 Qe B E Aol Fo]l gt A=
Foll e Ao 5L AEE 7H F19 H- A X4 52.3692012, 1.70561829F A X1 4= 52.3742865,
4.5226889 - o] B}t}E Alolo] Fa1 shvt= 3| Mol U7 i gkl shub = Ul 7t 23 Fof] thy & 3t
o] & it

e

A HZEEEn e dT e AR At Ay Hd YA i F 2 viE @ = %Ei,ﬂﬁ}
Haarlem 23 o] M & GA]| 4o A SR Z ZF 5 9= vyt 1329 o= n 7517

Bolx tx e TH U= 71§ Azl 2] d7iolEo] BAN A& BE ALY
‘]

v e skt hd Ao s ™ fr‘#oﬂ Sl %77}. 1*4 Aok o] A O]Cgr” B,
A Aol g 2R o] A 7} obd A 5 S8kl T o] X o g sl 7] &of ofwx] 9}
A4 Zlold.

gha v ddet] Al

3 Aoz Qe 7HgE e A H A v s 3ol we R HA E Zlol gt 2
of A= B2t o] Tl e e dolvh ARt e FAVME e O R, 52
AeA T Zohe Blo] FOAA| =A R ALghol e b2 o] o) Ao ARl A A = o] $-2] dX|7} o
| A7 S FEE 7 AW v Al 7| A = QJXLE e kg R axe 2 AHE x5
A ot Folth AFY & sd 7h=E Fuleta A didlel] Als g e F 2 A E Atk ve A
KA A 7H8 Sroll 95 AAZFeR 2], 1 A A2 A S o &l A oHOk 2], BA| o] &t
IR A7t 22 A E FRol A4 e BE A U2 ddstuxt s o it vk 24
= REE 7|03 A R A 7eiu A

HPD‘rb%ﬁH?ﬁ AZF A RE 2R Fok e e Ol A fFEote Al AT, S

3
= O 71 stetA o 2 Tl hFS Alold T3 7] 9] 2 F, 1wt A 1

«l BEs A Eod e 2R E T 4R W T ARdA 328 5

W—EHM vt Btk A 218 1, Wrenthamoll 2ol zhS wl &= F 2] 2] n}

7H &3

T 2k o] vhgo] Foj x|l vy 2R3 Y=

2@, B9 2ol A vk 4 ol o] 99
T 3ol £AE % gl o) u] e o) v e 4

o} 2 9T,

Wrentham ¥} Haarlem 2] 3l ¥ 7}l & &
g 27150 sLdstA, P H oz T
At YF-Eo] X3 Ut aA LS £

AT /A L YA T YF] BEle 27 E F R F RS HEE UYF 7T OC;H—‘? “L‘T’_}% Ak



ol Al &=, e o]

1
T

I

d], Wrenthamol] =2}

T

.

A

Folvh elof 84 & 4 A T 13l
SAA 7 25 ol Ao}

N oo

el
o

o} o 50l

25

o] =

3

Fol] ol Ha A

Solth il 42 5

HK

o

7
22

~

BAN P usk

-

TC

=
=

st

EREEEE

5

Aol
b

P
T

-
it

Al

=
=

1% 4o

o}

il

D g o
mr 5
el
_Ll 1
= .
SR
< £
BK X O
"K
T oo
! [y
ol it
T N
™ oy
am =3
T
B
o)) o7
Ao e %
2 e
o} =
o ez
Eo 3
COEn
N X
—~
R ]
= M-
0 Qi
O..# ﬂ
i olp
—
mR./U m!
Phy o)
= N <A
e B
M A o

of Al L&) 1

=
=

oz g

} o]
H

ol 2x21 A Al & =719 £o] H o]

7804 A=

%

™
N
!
ol
Al
a

ﬂ
dr

)

o] o]ol A2 H A

T

1A U $hs

=

=

3 7}

5

19]

-
1l

A9 WA 5 o] =y
A, 9 24

-

A oF T & Abololl, 71 ok & Abelell, 31d X3} @5 Aol

HIA

9 B ol



Across the Ocean

In October, I will be visiting the southeastern coast of England.

Prior to my trip, I used Google Maps to pin the location of my accommodation and the area |
planned to visit. While doing so, due to a subconscious and hierarchical desire to look down the
continent of London at a glance from above, I zoomed out the map with my fingers. As I did, I
noticed another pinned location across the sea with an almost identical latitude of 52.3692012,
1.7056182(DD) and 52.3742865, 4.5226889(DD) - with the sea in between them. One of which was

a space I visited three years ago, and the other was a space [ would visit in two weeks.

The continent located across the sea was the Netherlands, and the beach there was within walking
distance from the accommodation where I stayed near Haarlem. The beach there had a strong wind,
which blew the light particles of sand inland like a dusk.

The place I will be visiting in a month is the beach area of Wrentham, which is featured in W.G
Sebald’s novel "The Rings of Saturn." In fact, that's why I have chosen to visit that place
specifically. It makes me wonder how I ended up in Haarlem when I didn't know much about him,
yet I chose Wrentham after reading his book. When I get to the sea, will I be reminded of the
coastline beyond reach, along with my past self from three years ago? The sea here will overlap
with the image from my memory, which is not a vertical and flat image parallel to my line of sight,

but a horizontal line that exceeds it and points to the area beyond -

- I start to imagine.

On the establishment of a presupposed relationship due to a symbolic coincidence, one might say
that I will see the object through the eyes of the past. This may be a regrettable occurrence for
some, but have I ever felt what it's like to see something as it is, or as I did the first time? Could this
dizzying coincidence that tinkers in my consciousness cause any discomfort? [ am preparing to go
there with a mind that is neither happy nor sad. I purchased an SD card for my camcorder and a pair
of boots in case of rain. I am quite seriously considering what to pack in my bag, how to manage
lunch and dinner for the day, and when the best time to walk to the beach would be. I am also
thinking about the strange crevices I might encounter while trying to execute everything according
to the plan.

If we think of the sea as a flowing figure made up of an infinite number of surfaces without a fixed
shape, or if we imagine it as a cuboid that is squeezed every moment, wedged between two
continents, I could observe some of its surfaces from two different angles. In the Netherlands, I
thought I saw the sea, and when in Wrentham, I took turns reciting the names of the two beaches.
After the two encounters, the sea and I became a substance that could be viewed from an infinite

number of angles, and the lack of fixed representation was growing proportionally.



In the beaches of Wrentham and Haarlem, the adjacent sand cliffs and thin sand stems that rose up
towards the inland were symmetrically and identically found. Much more strangely, there were trees
scattered all around Wrentham that appeared vibrantly dead. They had a smooth, shiny appearance
with a bleached gray color, as they were deprived of all moisture by the sea breeze and sand. Their
trunk ends on both sides of the tree column were split so finely that it was impossible for anyone to
imitate their delicate shape. On the cliff face, there was a certain form that stubbornly showed its
appearance, as if the roots alone were the entirety of its shape, stretching out at right angles to the
cross-section; literally a tree turned ninety degrees. But was it the root or the stem? The trees lying
on the sand beach revealed their stems, trunk, and roots between the sand, hiding and revealing
them in a manner that followed the curve of non/visualization. Everything was bizarrely specific
and elegant. They were no longer living organisms that shared oxygen and carbon dioxide with me
as a human, but there was a corporeality that shared transformation and movement with the sand.
Since life is not necessarily conceived more lively and full than death, I couldn't tell whether they
were dead or alive, but there was power there. Which wasn’t something assigned to the trees or the

sand, but rather existing between the trees, sand, and wind.

One incident made this even clearer. On the first day in Wrentham, I arrived at my accommodation
around 4 o'clock and headed straight to the beach, reaching the shore a little after 5 o'clock. As
darkness was rushing in behind me, I searched for a thing that could serve as a landmark to guide
me back to the exit in case it gets too dark. I stumbled upon a nearby tree with a burned black trunk
that was about my height. Using the burned tree trunk as my reference point, I frantically wandered
the coastline for hours before finally returning to the accommodation. That afternoon, I discovered a
deserted bunker near the sand cliff and saw a rainbow rising beyond the horizon just before sunset.
The vivid trees that I mentioned above were the scenes discovered the next morning as I walked in

the opposite direction through the same entrance.

The scenery that I encountered on the second morning was intense. After walking for a few hours in
rapture, | headed back to the entrance to catch an express bus on time. Before leaving, I walked a
little further along the opposite coast, passing the exit, to check once again the landmark tree from
the previous night. When I found the tree, it had fallen overnight. The end of its burned black stem
was no longer pointing towards the sky but buried in the sand, and the center of the stem was
slightly curved in a shallow arc shape. I imagined that the trees I had seen today might have existed
in such shapes for much longer than my life; with such curves, slopes, and flashing insertions. Yet,
they didn't originally have such shapes, and all the trees that were now lying on the ground might
have been standing straight the day before. The bodies hidden in the sand today were fully exposed
yesterday, exhibiting their innards. They seemed to possess too much vigor for something so

transient and endless.

Why did I come here? Why did I first visit the beach on the opposite side? Why am I constantly

moving? Such "whys" have become acts of confrontation amidst everything that persists, no longer



a mere question or a statement. It is a momentary pause amidst constant breathing, constant
undying, and constant movement.

For two days, I moved for five hours without a rest each day. The act of walking and moving my
body continuously was not about discovering new lands and oceans, but rather a prolonged
experience of duration that created a panorama effect, with each passing moment leaving a visual
after-effect. Everything I saw was in between the objects: between the trees and the sand, between

the land and the ocean, between walking and stopping, between three years ago and today.
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Night Walk of Strollers

Kafka's short piece "The Sudden Walk" describes the moment of making a decision to leave the
house at night for a walk when staying at home and going to bed is expected. A message of
discomfort, desire, and intensity. Like surprising the family or even betraying them, escaping,

getting changed, making noises, or facing the cold wind.

However, once the protagonist opens the door and steps outside, everything becomes okay.
Wherever he walks, he will encounter vitality and feel the freedom of escaping. His friend, who
will enhance this suddenness, will also roam the streets at night, perhaps coincidentally asking

about each other's well-being.

But whose night walk is it that doesn't feel threatened or afraid? Why should one might have to
simultaneously think of the kinetic impulse together with the threat of life, the scene of murder,

and the aftermath of wandering while reading a story about the night walk of strollers?



Labyrinth Performance (2023)
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Who is the executor here?

Are you skeptical about the act of pure meditation?

A neo-liberal way of looking after your health.

It may be a problem of the scale of the Earth, or the size of the space occupied by people.
You walk on a square, but you don’t walk in the shape of a square.

You and I go to the center, but nothing will happen at the end of reaching the center.
In fact, it’s not the center.

It’s not the core of our ground nor a point which we are in contact.

Manifesting the presence of an individual is an

Anxiety of navigation

We are always on something. On an unstable, fragmentary, and moving ground.

Is this a blueprint for bigger situation?

Is your intention to follow this pattern?

Are the bodies always moving?

To where do they move?



