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Preface

Kim Bora
Director of Seongbuk Musem of Art

In The Unknown Masterpiece by H. de Balzac1799-1850, the atelier is featured as an
intimate and secret space for a 17th-century artist. In it, the hidden processes that lead
to the completion of a work are revealed as images, and the novel opens a mysterious
door toward a ‘space’ of the genesis of a work of art that has not yet been recognized.

The era and lieu in which the artists lived have turned increasingly clear, and now
we became able to have the key to their secret. As the origin of creation, the atelier
exists in a variety of appearance from serene nature or beautiful idyll to an attic in the
back alley of a city, each in its own atmosphere. This is perhaps because the energy
of the earth as the ground of that space is harmonized with the time that has been
incessantly accumulated, to exist as a source of inspiration for artists.

Choi Man Lin Museum is a space where a sculptor's atelier was transformed into
an art museum. This site definitely contains a unique resonance bearing the breath
of an artist.

To understand a space, it is meaningful to trace its origin and the changing
process. Jeongneung area, where Choi Man Lin Museum is located, is a zone filled
with the ambiance of nature at the foot of Bukhansan Mountain that has been home
to many artists since long ago. Sculptor Choi Man Lin also settled in this area for both
work and life. The part that has been renovated into Choi Man Lin Museum particularly
pleased the artist and he used it as his atelier since 1988 and then as his home. This
house, with its arch-shaped door, stout wooden staircase, and unusually high ceilings,
provided a peaceful environment that allowed him a stable life and continuous work.
Therefore, Choi Man Lin lived here over 30 years, creating his major works.

For all these years, the sculptor engraved in this space all his artistic anguish and bliss,
as well as the joy and despair of life.

After the artist left, the space is now being transformed into a ground available
for other artistic creations on its journey to become a museum. Choi Man Lin Museum
first approaches us with its grave silence and condensed energy, but sometimes it
shines with a feast of light. It is filled with invisible figures and silent sounds. In this
way, the space manifests its unique colors riding the surface of time.

Since last year, Seongbuk Museum of Art (SMA) has continued the exploration on
space in order to expand the diversity of the spatial characteristics of Choi Man Lin
Museum. The 2023 SMA space research project A Place Between Rhythm and Rhythm
is the second project of the exploration. This exhibition aims to present the process
of perceiving the space of Choi Man Lin Museum by two artists, '/ O/ and CHSRO,
who have already been working on the theme of space.

The two artists sense the sculptor's atelier in their own way and create a new
space through distinct artistic works. These artists encounter each other at this
origin of creative inspiration in a different temporality, and this space invites them to
approach with more keen senses.

The philosopher H. Maldiney19122013 gajd that “Rhythm is the truth of the

”

‘aisthesis”, and “ The rhythm ‘involves’ the space, ‘opens’ the space”. The sensory
phenomena that occur in space can become works of art because they contain the
moments of the rhythm. In this way, the space containing time permeates into the
artwork just as it is.

Now, we will be able to willingly face the sound of eternity that has continued to

flow unchanged from the archetype of the space.



=
[—

7t

A
=

t

| =
L 32|A 25 A|l27tH0]| CHs

AN

2= 7 o .
= £ A0| 7ISSIChs EHEZS| THH, F ol

2z
=

o

Of S0l LHAH=]of
floH of2] xflofl Z2X o]

F

OftH FHA|

M.m
¢ a9 ~—
Ld,mn
FEu g -
s U7
SEmZ
25T o
03823
ol ml
Hig il A - =3
Wm = o “ W o = Al o o *...J.ﬁ . i
0w gl X0 I gy 0F ooa N oWoH L i
o = MH & K on R oo -y m K ou ml F1 O g o
m_.oaMNA_ < oW HH . X S0 gy o mm..._.i,os_._./.mg S
= W0 o ar U oA R oWl ..,mh____.u._.ﬂ_m_.m_u_ U
= M K m om 3 N 8% gy m0 2 o Mo E U E g T
NE_L.. ~ o ._.|u_=____|_./|x._.m._._._ ‘...MOWEO____ %0
6l g m o _-nu™r oz B b [ T
J2 o o ol coddas ER=ErnoN
= ol = (Y uR = ull ol DA< — Ul
SR 5t &/ H Jl Mo ook = N T ol z
J| Ko — K = P W = oF 2 = UK <l
ul o od H = Ju u © m Moo= - 9 =y i <
M%.rnﬂn_u. of =M ok o7 5 = Ju Ul R ogn KRN T0 a
B w0 O % g s o T Ko RO z K S ooy a x
W EUe o ey K K- N B2 S E W KL
ﬁ:.o_ﬂ | mMo_.n_nu_.._u___mu ..x.ﬂ#uwr.::na zl
om &4 <0 z0 o = @ ol — = = o B — ...AlEn_._( [l
wr K Ko o T oo - s B T H i or om il olm r
YN T oju 5 g O i & Ar o K el R 5l
O =K _=__ o______ R = ’0 - =od L || -
AR i T Rg  aS DamEw WA oz &
Wz KX B EE JeoomaR HR g X o
ol - ¥ ol W W — B! oo T ol Ru AR RS — m g o 10
om 5. o OF RT ¥ s R0 RE o g Al = K 9 o ® ook =
Mcxﬂxﬂ.r._ .1 ) _ -2 w .El.r..l._nm_l_.r =
2 = [ o s=r M e T o0 X o = - K |
A.__oﬂ.A Mo =2 0 ol X I 2 5 3 =
45 =i m I o | of B 1 H T ELoE___MEh_._ )
RS E Mol wEW g EHE® G o & 4y = o & R
T T A e Ko M mp o ST z
= % W= Ko e k=  Rog o o — nEESE S =
A B = d Bl B % ® ] = © bk =
< ol & Mz HEw STl wames W= oW 2
sagd < B X B = o K3 Ao ooy =gyt R
o = 2 K ™ H ..NA Ly o = of ®r o= Ko M. =~ oz u 7l i
A - by g % ogs WX O A )
Muﬂ:ﬂ#@ m_v__ %*_HM mﬂm.__mwmm._ * b o & 5 M w_ﬁ
I._._I N a— = = — LlHIlI-II-I
Hu_ﬂm.mm . m S T o_nmmm___h_m__umm mmwﬂ_v/z%m &
_ " 3 - = O T wm =
~ DK G = =™ OB oo L ® ol g UK Ho ol mw A £~ B o 3
Ty =B o oD S o g Ml BN M._“.no_.wanW% w7l
...A.ﬂ.r..ruuuno Ui u o N M._E_ﬂh____u._u___ﬂ_ Mo._u_uF__mm._h_m_hE du
w I WA 7 1§ DgEuax B oo X T m 0
1][1] 83 R~ o . S KO = O] - Km0 B0 RI < i ._"._._
b 11 Uk N =l o - B3 OH s O - ul RO
mo 2 o N ol Rl 20 N 5 s o &~ &0 IF
J o K K %om_nx_.o:_._._:_ _M,__.
T Ok W X Ik A
rl
S5ug %3 53
(31 o o Bl 0
) LA | or ol n %0 X BT o3
W 5oy O 5 3w A N W< g h o
R o X0g o o =~ O =
DXz g poad & U %EWLnx*_mm
L R LI R ) dx Sz domf
unmu|ﬂoo__=_._._o|_n_._ LI *____I._||..l|u_A|.ru_._
™| m ~ mulv |_.J|A -— w ol —_— ml | o s ._oh °_=__
BAEy = E S 4 T =g 0O K o
nhpfuEsY BE R ol & K K Ko g
o IF 8 KF L < = S Ho 1! mr OM wi o D
..._._._._Ham.WEIL i 8 = o
of T T I p LT T T m_.___._|:o|_m_eoM.E.1
olo = of 5 gl — RO un = N S T ol <k o w
o m T g Mo .Mw 1 Y o Mo 4 = ™ - Ik
R o g o = Y=o W< on
mm IR B m Ry EEcw
n A e - O b~ HII-'H-rI—l
____oﬂm_mmo____h_._n_:____ O m m___.,.uu.auoé_._.zun_u.
T of Ml go 5% I upn e]| =5 W=
H_._LL_IIII — - MOunurl.l .r._oh
- th nm K o [T = RM - BN 4 o] Kr K
O I T U _..__._._MmMnﬂm_:
= & = oY ol Qo md =__=_ I~ GM ﬂOI —— — _.._o
Bl O K o & &r KF = N 1 D ol {F I o —
oo Ml wl o oF s © 3 = I+ @ 9
= 3 = K K1 1ol 1 ° = i S fof Hu T
AI_/mﬂlMoﬂl A = B m o = WH
x_.o_ﬂlm.:.rHN %o X %l m_..__Aulw...Msn_._
L|=____o_.wﬁ_o=2._q_|4_ﬂo X U ______:n_._toh|80|.r.
K .A.__a__._l_/.rll..__h N — Iﬂﬂqg_m
m I B o = o oA My - @ HZ T R-Wo
pscu._xEA._;m___Elm.m 3 Hoo W UHm s E K
= ol o o] o Ml = 2 ) 1H =0 ol Ju T © o B
~ L_huw.p.ﬁﬂm_.ol_.ﬂaw@ i uﬁmwmu_.uw____
ol e EEREafwe & ] B EEE S
= mﬂn_..a:_owmr%m_%m 1+ R )
for EONM__MQEWH__&WM:_ Al m.%_h:mhu_.muﬁ____m__
7l m_m___m____mﬁ_,,oMu_m:@ﬂw_u, pLL Eﬂ.@xﬂﬂﬂu___mw
pL Mﬂ__ﬁ_u_,_n_wcm.__nzlf:a% = S <o X ZF
= wlh:.iimusﬂ%m m ol RAnEE
ml ﬂ___ﬁm._.._uuzono.rx%mmwl._s S sl gEBew
RO I+ NESoq Koy 2R L R
oF I uomm_h_n%.m._h%.un_.a_m.._ﬁxﬂﬂ. “ mngwERys
h__m:._oM&mEMAI_NE:_. OB RNZ oM T
ﬂa____m.uA_.H._o_/._o.kl = - * x._1_|;ﬂ..__._o o
- NI o N S T
T amsoo®n =¥ Wms o ok g
ol HI T Rr Em_mm..nu.ﬂ_o/vacm.
5 S M@ K =X ~ 1l =1
B
TR
=T od
n g
T
On T K o
—

Ct. o]

mlojLh

e
(-]

=

X|E|AH 2ol =T

M
ol 2k Mol kA2 2 2[o]o]

2Bx|2t S7F Ato]2] OfM|tx]

ol
=

b

—_

.
(<)
=l

OHERACE O] FHAJo|M 27} EX|

FA| ZEX|}0] Si%H 2
AXIsto] AFOIM ZHES MEL-LX|SHR D, HFTIZAM 2

-

o] 32t Xixlofl 0]
]

—

—

E|Ct 0]

i

[

=
O

QENIAZA R

EXS1E gy



12

=Y ENS2 2o S0l mh2t M2 Thtct oL SHHAM MZE2 HElE US| 51,
o E ZEE FYS H UF0 =2 Hi2elX| =58 glo| 1gst LAS FCL OHX| TESHA LS
Wol= N9t A2FQ1 TOICL A2 2F00 M A= E 22 2F2| FAEFS Sl S KAl
LHZHEIo] QH 2| 50| 2&S E2{J 1, ZF XiH|e] 2| 52t &l Z2t=22 S0] TS0 /Lt

“o] 2%l0l= 1 Fo|l csh W2te uf x= HFo[Lt 12, J2|1 20| mjuf 2 SZHof|A ofEA|

x]
Kr2be 4= A=XI0f CHoA = W2MSLICL” - F2|A 2

“M7t EZst= 2% 0|27t B0l ‘F2|AED LML It AELCEL RE FF| SZHofl chEt 12| 71
2 U= F stz S2te| glojof S YL|Ct o] 742 2Hs| B2 |0]0jE 7HX| 11 41, 0] A0

=d
HIZ 0] Z2H0] ZOJE & U= O] [t WHBIL|CL” - F2|A =

IJ
rN ot
ofn
re
a
[}
il
=2
o]
0fo
OF
52
°
OkI
N
ic!
1o
!
_|9_r
fn
>
H1
_O't
N
H
o
k1

°
L)
°
=2
Ho
2
0o
K
k0
0%t

5 ofn

A |
R my op M

l-'._II-J
N
ot 3
Hn
32 1
n

o2 o Ml
ofy
o
=
=2

4 o3
0
=2
2
30
Hu

[

Blo 1
N

=
& CEYS Ost= e 24 XA 7t 2010 E Al = 2017| = Stct
Al Alzto] C{si T S22 2jo]o] mfZ2AX]| Y =
ol ME= Fapgo| E2 E2IFHEH|0|EE
2[7H2H|0|E= Al x
| AZXIX| = S}

IJ

t

JA
HH o
o
_o'l
2
)
=)
L2
N
1]
=]
re
i
4>

Z 30
H
I
g —
n

0 oM
= lo
o

Hu

2=
oo
_O'L
Hn
0H

[

I
e =2
U oy
my o
rlo %
= =
w HI
Q ot
mo L
om 8
OF ™~
= O
pal
q Ot-ll
- r_'_
S
R
on o
g 0% M

mo 4

Eh|

N H
ot
2 7
0
o2
T x
2o
= 1z
% mjo
rr

o L
JK
-4
x
K=
_|'-_J
rju
o

R
e
rot

P9l Zol 2% 2

&
ol SZtS =3 0jEHLEL SZHS A

[

&o| BAj2|of Ex|ettr LY, Zho|
2 X2EEE MIFIM EX|5t= Sel CHdet HEE

I

HQ

Oh JE mx 44 O M
.
|0
Hu

[}
=2
=
Hu
in Ho
i}
o
2
1o
u
ol
M o
o
_O't
rir
a
i
i
=0}
B>
N
m
:Q
_I:I_

I

Ir

B

Q

Jr o
g

=

_O't

Kl

[m]
— -
2t
o

=
= =
Ch 2| 29| JHQIM (2| Z2 =E)d/r20210|LH (=52 ESXH =SS Q0 SO
=

X
SXE S ok NB2, 4, 20220 NE A2, E,

oy
0
oin
o
Mot
of = IF

H Jr :e
=2
mn mp
re
n
M
rio
rir
o
4 02
rek

]
lo

HES ATYAMII= SE T SiCt ool = 1Rt ZZHIA £ 2120] oA SZHTH7I)2| 2Rt
o

[ o
E[0{7b=R], 3 32l M =8-S K2t sh= Xlofl 2ot 0]0k7| T37] 22 Azl M 22 3718
7
—

#2|5 4. Z21El 2|

o MA2| 7[Xol E211 A= A F9 siLh= ChEEt Alo| 59| ‘2|4 oIt 50 HAl Exfs 2
S2tat ZtSe| 2, ATt Ato[2] 2HA|, IHS0| AXih ZHES Ato]2] 2tA|, 2|1 ZHS Sl
S22 FYsts B Sate| 2 S, o] HAol= Chefet 2t Sol LixSta ACt MEQl 247t
ZotX| 9 FH ZZUX]| ol 2 YK E ER{Lt= 2F9| HED HAQ 2471 FHE O|FX| T
ARER2 Mo e SYS WSO = 2|2 | WH AE2 M2 SREHCR, ME= MEE
LS| = SHHA] XA A A| XI2|SERACE Ml 22l AlZHo] O] ZHo|X| eiA| =X |0 A=
0] SZHXY o] 2| AAUX Hedh ZIgZat FHAS 71X o] SZhof| MER 2|52 WSACE
I, ZEASE AXE lERESS BRHM SUS MEA s EIAUS 20|t
32| 2 ZIteat 2y 2Pdol| ciE chshE LHEQLS of, Bl et £20] BotN ERELICE M2
Argdt= BR0IM HEElE XHE AASLICEL TSR U K= F2 o Hojx|= JMo|LL M
AHSSHM H}FZ tollA] HiX|SH BHH, F2|A 2 FIHH2 & O R[22 M2 A8UCH= HolM M2
CIE HEE oM SHERUEHCh ~2F

AZHOZE ofi HolM M3| & Ot M3} HOZ Sfeistn ctn
MHSHT oS E BHEOIT M2 JHx] 2
ol 2ilojoj=oil cit ofo|Cjofet TR
S| S&0|7| Bk - 32|

> = H
o
0E
Rad
N
off
n
K H
0=
N
ok
-
n
o
u

O] HMAIE Sofl Z[2h2l 717t SUH A2t D] = HH 22| Z2Ho| 2off 27152 siMS
7

HH ofH =2 2| SS0| USOHBEX LHE = U= 2 712]7L £|AS 20|Ct 0|5 H 32,
3 32k SXlE 5010] W= Al 2|Dela @F, J2|A 2 M| A7t 3F, a1 7|
S L2 A E 742} 7[chEtct 22| o] BHS

u2tzbA & Zdo[ct 2E A2 xHiel 2

=1
=2 =]
7, 27 oj2H, 22|31 H ZeKe} gl xpie| 2 xpilel 2| S H=rte

(3]

EHHE, gto| M,

pp.115-116.

13



o

Henri Lefebvre,
Rhythmanalysis:
Space, Time and
Everyday Life, trans.
Jeong Giheon, 2020,
Galmuri Books, p.201.
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Curatorial Statement

Rhythms Created by Relationships

Jang Youjung
Curator, Seongbuk Museum of Art

We use the word ‘rhythm’ often in our everyday life. We usually use it in relation
to music, but the term is also used in other fields such as life and body of humans,
animals, and plants (e.g., ‘life rhythm’ and ‘biorhythm’) as well as space and time.
In some ways, we can even say that most of the world to which we are related has
rhythms. The French philosopher and sociologist Henri Lefebvre1901-1991 defined
rhythm as one point of existence revealed by dialectical relation of the ‘temporality
of space and the spatiality of time’, and also said that “Everywhere where there is
interaction between a place, a time and an expenditure of energy, there is a rhythm.”
Cosmic rhythms such as day and night, the moon and the seasons, and the rhythms
of life, run through our everyday life, and as a result, such rhythms constantly interact
with the repetitive processes associated with uniform time in our everyday life.®
This exhibition aims to talk about the various rhythms surrounding the place
which is Choi Man Lin Museum. This is based on the physical 'space’ and the 'time'
01981 and CHRBRD b-1976
came to perceive the rhythms of this place and work with them.

that has been accumulated here, and two artists, /O

#Rhythm 1. Choi Man Lin Museum and Two Rhythm Analysts

Choi Man Lin Museum is a public art museum renovated from the space where artist
Choi Man Lin stayed for his work and life for about 30 years1988-2018 and before he
lived there, it used to be the home of a banker's family. There are three historical

layers in this place: the time of an ordinary family, the time of artist Choi Man Lin, and
lastly the time after it became an art museum, which can also be recognized in the
physical appearance of the space. The detailed changes are described in the remaining
architectural design drawings of three volumes, but we can also witness some parts of
the changes on site. Starting from the square living room space made when the house
was first built in 1970, an extension added in 1988 when the artist Choi Man Lin moved
in, and the new appearance as an art museum with its original form largely maintained
all coexist there now. The cross-shaped column that has been supporting

the architecture from the very beginning must have contemplated all these changes.

JONG OF and CHBRD proceeded with their works responding to the physical
elements observed in this space itself, as well as the various rhythms running through
it. Their experience regarding this site was organized and expressed particularly
through their own bodies. These artists have already been interested in the theme

of ‘space’ in the past. /' O/ has been creating and installing works by sensitively
detecting the echoes or resonances of space on site, and CHBROD has also put his
concerns about space and time into his works, based on the sense of space ingrained
in his body through his experience as an architect. They pre-visited the site several
times for this exhibition and tried to listen to this place using the senses of their whole
body. Like Lefebvre's statement that a 'rhythm analyst' can listen to a house, a street, a
town, as an audience listens to a symphony, the two artists became 'rhythm analysts'
and felt the time and place of this site with all their senses and created their works

in response to what they perceived. It is also said that a rhythm analyst performs
linguistic acts that have 'aesthetic' power like a poet; likewise, these two artists also
pursued poetic aesthetics through their respective visual language. /¢ O/ created a
linear installation work centered on the high wooden ceilings that have existed since
the building was first constructed in 1970, and G#BRO a planar installation work
focusing on the space that was extended by Choi Man Lin in 1988.

#Rhythm 2. A Microcosm Emitting Light

“When we look at a constellation, we are certain that a rhythm comes from the stars,
a rhythm that we suppose because we think that there is ‘something’ ‘up there’ that
coordinates these elements, and which is more substantial than each star taken

separately.” ©

When |C
the high wooden ceiling was more impressive than anything else to him. So serene

OF first visited this place, he was struck by its overall powerful feeling, but

and majestic, it felt like a cosmos, and he had the idea of using the ceiling as the
cosmic background to create a work feeling like a constellation in the sky. Unlike his
previous works that he produced mainly with barely visible materials such as thread,
thin wire, and fishing line, here he attempted for the first time a lighting setting that
was clearly visible at a glance. It was the fruit of his observation and reflection, staying
in the space given for the installation. The soft light in the solid and neat acrylic tube

may be the gentleness within the uprightness that /0//C Or felt in this space.

15

Julio Cortazar, Les
Gagnants, Gallimard:
Parks, 1961, p.54,
quoted in Henri
Lefebvre, op.cit., p.99.
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"In my work which starts with looking calmly into the given place, it is particularly
important to sense and understand the resonance of ‘space’ that the architecture holds.
When I first encounter a given architecture, | always sense an underlying echo there,
which is perhaps generated due to the weight of the building materials, such as stone

or steel, or the heavy geometric structure of the straight lines of the architecture, and
the grave rhythm coming from the structure. Nevertheless, the echo vibrates lightly

and gently, embracing and caressing all the existing objects as a void, rather than fully
occupying the place. | work within the freedom allowed by that vibration, as if | complete

the musical note."

Staying at the museum for two weeks, he produced his own lights with acrylic tubes
that he bended into the forms that he found on site, such as geometric curves,
straight lines, and diagonals. He removed the existing ceiling light devices from the
place where they had originally been installed and replaced them with his own lights.
Created by hand in an intuitive response to the space, the simple but well-completed
lighting lines are hung from the ceiling. If, in his previous exhibitions, the works

were sustained by a subtle but tight tension between the installed objets and the
surrounding space, this time he added a natural layer to the ceiling, as if it were part of
the house. These linear lighting objets keep creating new forms while they join each
other then move away from each other again, according to the viewer’s movement and
change of viewing angle. And the objets look calm without wavering, probably they
are in good balance set at the intended angles. It looks like a quiet microcosm that
emits a gentle light. The work of /O/NG O/ reminding of stars floating in a small cosmos
revealed the rhythm inherent in the space itself, and harmonious notes were created
along with the rhythm of the work itself.

#Rhythm 3. Silence in Movement

"When | was thinking about this silence in movement, | was also thinking about silence or
stillness and how it can sometimes grow in a space."

On the other hand, when GHRBRO entered this space, he faced stillness and silence, and
felt that some beautiful and spiritual stiliness operates the space. He was also fascinated
by the grandeur of the space that suddenly widens after the entrance, and the layers of
this architecture shown in the spaces that have been extended and added over time.

"One of the architectural theorists | admire is Christopher Alexander. One of his greatest
creeds for any kind of space is the layering ability of a space, and this space definitely has
a lot of layers, and | think that is why it can be deepened."

For a while, he sat quietly in the museum, trying to have a conversation with the space,
and also walked through it, until he had the idea of creating a work that responds to the
space, but also becomes a natural part of it. Eventually, he ended up with a work that
visualized the factors such as ‘layers, movement, and silence.” Among others, ‘layer’
is one of the important concepts already in CHRBRD's working process in the past: his
working process - transferring information pre-processed by machine to the screen by
silkscreen technique and adding free hand drawing on top of it - is itself a continuous
layering. It was perhaps those layers of material accumulated over time that created
a space where we can sense the movement even in two-dimensional work. As for the
material of the work, the artist chose polycarbonate with high permeability, so that
the layers can be clearly revealed. Polycarbonate is originally a building material, but
it transmits light well while also properly reflecting light. Moreover, depending on
the light, even the shadows of the surrounding scenery can be superimposed on the
surface. As for the color, the artist used white as the principal color to express the
tranquility of this space; but also created visual rhythm by using colors such as pink
and blue. The installation was-alsocamimportant element of his work in this exhibition,
of which variations added new layers and rhythms to the space, such as installing
works in a corner of a wall or on the edge of a large window, suspending them in
front of a temporary wall with a gap in-between, or erecting them so that they are put
diagonally across the space, etc.
Recently, G#iBRD has combined visual works with writing stories related to
them. In his recent solo exhibitions Thieves Like Usd/p,2021 gnd A Thief Knows A Thief
Like A Wolf Knows A Wolf Like A Stone Knows A StoneNew Space, Shhh, 2022 g yyell, he has
written stories about various thieves who steal time, money, copyrighted works, and 17
emotions, to accompany the visual works. This kind of writing makes a basis for his
thoughts and also expands his work. This time again, he wrote Air Like People. People
Like Air, a story about how a person becomes a part of the space (air) in a silent space
and makes the silence grow in that space, providing us with an opportunity to attempt
imaginations about the silence of this space in various ways.
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#Rhythm 4. Harmonized Rhythm

One of the underlying themes of this exhibition is the 'relationship' between
various elements. Various relationships are inherent in this exhibition, including
the relationship between the artists and the space that has existed for over 50
years, the relationship between the two artists, the relationship between the works
installed by the artists, and the relationship with the viewers who experience the

space through the works. The work of /G O+, which has a strong linear character

but is also presented with a three-dimensional sensation by encompassing the
surrounding space, and the two-dimensional work of CHBRO, which is focusing on its
planar character but creates movement with free lines, were naturally put together,
sometimes independently and sometimes interfering with each other. Like this space
where three layers of time are accumulated without sense of incongruity, the works

of these two artists created a new rhythm in this space with an appropriate level of
tension and balance, and the viewers would also experience the space in a new way by

appreciating the installed artworks in this exhibition.

“When I talked to artist CHRIBROD about our working process, | was surprised to find a

lot of similarities between us. The use of lines also somehow connected us. But it was
interesting to see some differences in that | mostly used solid and neat curves or straight
lines and arranged them in a grid structure, while CHlBRD used more free lines.”

- JONG OH

“In some visual aspect, | think we are both working with lines and planes. and the work of
artist (ONC Of/ has very delicately and beautifully created lines. And this space served as
his background plane. | love this idea of layering and the juxtaposition of planes and lines.
This tension is something that has always fascinated me.”

This exhibition must have been a great opportunity to appreciate new rhythms
created through the interpretation of artists of later generation, in this space once
used by artist Choi Man Lin and now turned into an art museum. With the space of
the two-story house, the time of over 50 years that have passed in the space, the

&, and CHRBRD, as well as the

relationship with the viewers visiting the exhibition, | expect that the rhythms between

resonance between the three artists Choi Man Lin, O/

all of these must have become even more diversified. And through this experience,
they may come to find their own rhythms.

“Continue and you will see [***] the objects (which are in no way things) [**']
symphonically. In place of a collection of fixed things, you will follow each being, each
body, as having its own time above the whole. Each one therefore having its place, its

rhythm, with its recent past, a foreseeable and a distant future.” ©

(3]
Henri Lefebvre,
op.cit., pp.115-116.
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Jong Oh majored in sculpture at College of Fine Arts, Hongik University and obtained
an MFA Fine Arts at the School of Visual Arts, New York. He perceives space through
time, light, and traces in architecture and works by directly responding to the elements
in the space. Using the physicality of materials such as thin strings, wood, and paper,
he transforms the sensation of space into three-dimensional sculptures in space. His
minimalist works create a high tension between the work and the space, involving
even the surrounding space in the work.

His solo exhibitions were held at Timothy Hawkinson Gallery Los Angeles, 2023 Qne
And J Gallery 2022 CR Collective 2022, Doosan Gallery 2021, Marc Straus Gallery New York,
2021 and Seoul Museum of Art 2018 etc. Furthermore, he has been invited to participate
in numerous group exhibitions held at places such as Seongbuk Young Art Space 2020,
Song Eun Art Space 2020, Museum San 2019, DeCordova Museum Massachusetts, 2018 and
Art Sonje Center. He was awarded the 33rd Kimsechoong Sculpture Award Young Sculptor
part, 2022 and 20th Song Eun Art Award Excellence Prize,2021 and has participated in the

Doosan Residency New York, 2021 Krinzinger Residency Vienna, 2014 and LIMICC Residency
New York, 2012.
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Born in Seattle, Chris Ro majored in architecture at UC Berkeley, and obtained an MFA
in graphic design at the Rhode Island School of Design (RISD). He has since worked as
a graphic designer in San Francisco, Hamburg, Berlin, and New York City, and currently
lives in Korea, where he works as a professor of visual design department at Hongik
University. Active as a graphic designer and graphic artist, he is a member of the Alliance
Graphique Internationale (AGl). Based on his experience as an architect and graphic
designer, he explores space from a distinct perspective to express it in his abstract
two-dimensional works. He creates new movements on the plane, as well as a poetic
atmosphere. Recently, he has extended his visual work to be combined with writing. 29
He has held solo exhibitions at shhh Gallery 2023, New Space 2923, d/p Gallery 2021,
and 17717 Gallery 2019, and participated in the 17th Venice Biennale, Biennale
Architettura 2021 and Vans Project 2021, He has also been invited to numerous group
exhibitions held at various venues including Incheon International Airport 2022,
Line Hotel Los Angeles, 2022 Space B-E Gallery 2022, RYSE Hotel 2021, and Platform-L
Contemporary Art Center 2021, His major works are collected by the Victoria & Albert
Museum, Die Neue Sammlung design museum in Munich, the National Hangeul
Museum, and the Seoul National University Museum of Art.
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light. It was an attempt to embody in this space
the sensation of the cosmos according to my
perception. | decided to light up the sky as if

it were the cosmos or the night sky. It was the
first time | tried to work with light.

In order to work with light, | had to use
wires, but since this is a museum converted
from an artist's house, the usage of wires was
limited. That is why | started from using the
existing light positions for my work. Since
there were six points where the lights were
originally located, those six points served as
the reference points for my work. Those fixed
points felt like constellations for me, and |
developed the work as if | did some drawing
in the space with those points in my own way.
| borrowed some elements from the space of
Choi Man Lin Museum for my drawings, and

then used LEDs and acrylic tubes to visualize
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curves, diagonals, and straight lines of light. |
repeated rectifications until | obtain the perfect
lines. Some works head for the corners of the
space, to follow the adjacent space, or some
other works have curves that look connected
to curves of doors or separate from them,
depending on the viewer's position. Since the
rhythm should flow smoothly no matter which
position you take to view the work, | kept
moving around the space, making meticulous
adjustments one by one for the work to look
perfect from everywhere.

We may need a certain absolute amount
of time to see the real aspect of something, The
same goes for space. When space and time is
accumulated, we can discover and feel things
that we do not usually perceive. In addition, |
think the relationship between the space and

our own body also look in a new way. | hope

37hel o 1

this exhibition will be seen and felt through the
senses of your body. As it was so for me,
| would like the viewers to fully experience the
space with all their senses. | first have added
another layer to this space by expressing my
own perception inspired by the space, then the
next step is up to the viewer.

When | first talked to Chris Ro, the
artist whom | met through this exhibition,
| was surprised to know that we had a lot
in common. We had similarities in terms of
our growing process and working methods,
etc. His way of working based on feeling the
space and relying on the senses is somewhat
similar to mine. As the work has progressed,
we could find some points of being connected
or contrasted between his lines and my lines
drawn in the space. On the other hand, the lines

of artist Chris Ro seemed so free and delightful.

Artist's Statement 1
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The conversation about space with him was
highly interesting, and | believe the completed
work as the fruit of our collaboration was well

harmonized with the space.
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23, Folding Drawing #73,

2023, LIFT HQIE, HAL HEM,
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space. | did some writing about a particular
figure, a fictional figure and how this person
transforms.

Conversation is an interesting word.
Dialogue is an interesting word. Actually, | have
always had dialogue or conversations with
spaces but | never knew it, or thought about
it until this project. The curators had asked
several times what would a conversation with
this space be like? And when | sat in this space
and | tried to think about a conversation, some
conversational processes actually happened. |
think somehow this space did speak to me. And
this conversation was the beginning of a kind of
unusual relationship that we formed. And it kept
guiding me back to our very first conversation..
And the positioning of things and the thoughts
behind such positioning almost maintained

quite true to this initial dialogue with the space.
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| don’t think there is a particular or specific
message that | would like to convey here. But |
do think that when people enter the space there
is something physical and atmospheric that
people can feel. But if they can feel something
then | think that makes for a total and wonderful
dialogue between us and the visitors.

| think that layers is a concept that
has been part of my process for many
years. And | think this house, this space and
the layering over time is something that
continually fascinated me. | like this idea that
we are adding another layer to this space.
There is an architectural theorist, Christopher
Alexander, whose writing I've long respected
or acknowledged. And one of his big tenets for
any kind of space is the ability for it to layer And
| think this space definitely has lots of

3rtel 2

layers and that is why and how this space can
age. Alexander talks about spaces that can

age and how in this society we are creating

all these spaces that cannot age. Spaces that
cannot grow over time and that later need to

be destroyed or just die. And the reason for this
is because of a lack of layers. And | think these
layers are a natural extension of this space. But
here Jong Oh and | are working in a very layered
way.

When | first started to begin this creative
process, | think Jong and | were feeling kind of
some of the same things. | somehow felt very
comfortable. And | had a feeling that whatever
we made would somehow work together in
a nice way. | think visually in some ways we
are both working with line and plane. He has
these very delicate, very beautifully crafted

lines. And space sometimes becomes his plane.

Artist's Statement 2

And | think for me, this layering, this idea of
layering and the juxtaposition between plane
and line. This tension is something that I've
always been fascinated with. And | think what is
interesting with this project is we’ve somehow
formed a similar relationship where I've done
mostly things with the plane or through two
dimensional processes. And he has continued
with his line work in a very beautiful, three
dimensional way. And | think together, it is
working quite harmoniously and in my humble

point of view, quite beautifully as well.
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32|A £, A Make Believe Family And
Pretend Friends, 2023, Z&2|7I2H|0|E
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3z2|A 2, The Opposite Of Ideas
Of The Opposite Of Thoughts.
2023, 22|72 /0| E 2l0j ot3E,
95X 375cm ©x| Q%



62

3A2|A 2, Paper Father. 2023,
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32|A £, A Silence That Has Grown
Larger Over The Years, 2023,
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32|A &2, The Things We Think But
Sometimes Do Not Say,

2023, Z2|7IEU|0|E 2loj 013,
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32|A &, There But Not There To Be
There Not To Be There,

2023, £2|7t=L|0|E 2l0f| o33,
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He was like air. He was there. Physically. Skin,
heartbeat, organs. For sure he was there. But
you could never be quite sure. Sometimes you
could. But sometimes not. But if you had to
guess, you could safely guess that he pretty
much was there. But that is air. Or air-like.

Or, perhaps those are air-like qualities. You
know it is there. It surrounds you. It is always
there. But you can never be entirely sure. And,
he, like air, well, you could never be sure he
was actually there. A presence that was not
present. An unpresent presence. A present
unpresent. He was for sure, somewhere,
somewhere there. Always around.
Somewhere. Someplace within this house. He
was always there. You could find him. He had
no other place to go.

By day, he was a “register” man. A cash
register man. The person who took care of
the cash register. Took care of transactions.
Purchases. Credit card payments. Cash
payments. Handling signatures for any
purchases over 50,000KRW. It was a simple
job. It was his job.

On paper, he was an owner of a restaurant.

It actually was his wife’s restaurant. But on
paper, it was his name. This was a piece of
paper. In actuality it meant very little. Very
little meaning. For even as an on paper owner,
he was just the register man. Typically, in any
restaurant in any place around the world, the
register was just one of the many things a
typical employee would handle. Not him. All
he was doing all day, was taking care of that
register. He was that register. Taking care of
transactions. One by one. One by one.

He had created a little home-like space
around the register. A dwelling, for himself. A
comfortable office chair. With a floral pillow
to cushion the seating area. He had pictures.
Pictures of hiking trips. A vase for flowers
when there were flowers and empty when
there were none. He also had a computer. A
computer with some computer connectible
small speakers. Sometimes you see these
computers in restaurants in Korea. Are they
used for things related to the business? No.

Most likely not. He needed a computer to
complete this dwelling. He needed WIFI. He
needed this because he was, well, the register
man. Men who register need computers.

How did he become a register man? It was,
as with many things in his life, not by choice.
It was purely of the conclusive evidence that
he could not do anything else. He was one of
those unfortunate souls who some might call
unusable. Useless. Unable. Inable. But how
does one become unusable? Birth order.

He was the first son. In a family of five. As with
many young men in Korean society, the first
son takes a unique, almost dignified position
in any household. This first son more often
than not becomes a semi-prince. A quasi-
prince. A prince-like being. A prince-like
figure. A prince that is would be as prince-
like as a middle income family can afford.
Royalty in a non-royal family. He was coddled
from minute one, on day one, in year one.
Coddled since this day he was born. He was
never to touch the dishes. Never to enter the
kitchen. Never to do anything overly labor
oriented. Or something not becoming of him.
Things that first borns should not do. If things
needed to get done, well, he had his younger
siblings. They had the unfortunate fortune

of being born later. A year later. A few years
later. This gave them the unfortunate role of
server. Service. Hands for the prince. People
for the prince. Service meets people. Those
who would and could do things for him. Run
errands. Make things. Do things for him.

And he, being born into this system, well, it
was so easy to fall into the normal behavior of
such a system. He would almost never go and
do anything himself. He would almost always
task his younger siblings to do anything and
everything. Buying things at the grocery?
Nope. No sir. Send the younger brother to

go do that. Pick up the newspaper from the
newspaper stand? Not today. Not tomorrow
either. Send the younger sister to do that.
None of my business. This was life as he knew
it. He knew no other way. And, nobody actually
said anything otherwise.
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What happens to the products of such
systems? The byproducts? Those who go
through this system? Royalty or royalty in a
non-royal family? Lots of things could actually
happen. Lots of things could have happened.
For semi-royalty, the potential for life altering
experiences is endless, correct? But for the
most part, the reality is, for these almost royal
offspring, sometimes nothing happens at all.
A whole lot of nothing. As this almost royal
system would have it, a young man growing up
under such circumstances can often become
an adult with very little effort and action on
his part. He could grow up not having actually
done anything. Everything would be done for
him. Everything would be done without his
effort. And when there is no action, no effort,
there can be no experiences. No learning. No
input, no output.

And so by doing nothing, by acting upon
nothing, by making no choices on his own,

a young man like this could easily become
similarly nothing. Similarly, zero. A person
that came into being and fast forwarded
immediately to the end of the story. The story
had finished in chapter one. Some might say
this person might become atmospheric. Air-
like. There but not there.

He grew into adulthood with little ability.
Little understanding of the world. Little
understanding of anything. He was lacking
all of the basic experiences that often shape
human beings. Shape the lives of human
beings. Everything had been done for him.
Everything. And he had almost nothing to
show for this upbringing. Almost nothing to
show at all. He had been living in an incubator.
And he had yet to step out. One might say, he
was air. Nothing. Nothing-like. There but not
there.

His marriage did not help. Did not help the
situation. In actuality, he was extremely
fortunate to marry. Guys like him could easily
have struggled to persuade somebody for
marriage. But somehow he did it. And he just
happened to marry somebody who perhaps,
further exacerbated his nothingness. He
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had married an extremely capable woman.
Extremely. Capable.

If the theory of birth order has any merit, any
meaning, any legitimacy at all, one could apply
similar logic to how she became so capable.
She was the second youngest of seven.
Meaning, compared to his prince-ness, she
was on the other end of the spectrum. She
was the non-royal. She was the younger sibling
who would often be tasked with the errands
of the house. She would be the one to figure
out things for the older siblings. She was
often on her own. Independent. Completely
independent. But this independence in turn,
creates independence. Self-sufficiency. She
could do all things. She could do everything.
She was handy. Extremely handy. She could
figure out anything. The ability to figure things
out came often as she had at one point or
another, been tasked to do something she had
never done before. More often than not, doing
things you have never done before means
intense and very productive learning. She
could do it all.

So this self-sufficient, capable woman had
somehow met air. She had met sky. She had
met clouds. She met this man. Who was like
air. Nothing. Somehow this air-like man had
met this earth-like woman. And because of
this, for better or for worse, the air would
continue to be air. His state of being air would
be sustained. Could be sustained. He married
a woman who could do everything. And would
end up doing everything. Leaving him again,
in his all too familiar position of doing nothing.
Of being nothing. He was air. There but not
there.

Patriarchal society. A Confucius based,
unofficial societal system that still maintained
strong footing in Korea. In this system, he
literally would, for a majority of the time,

really do nothing. Nothing needed to be done
because she would do it all. From managing
the bank accounts, the savings, taxes, to the
daily activities of the house. Raising the kids.
Laundry, cooking. She did it all. And here, in all
of these situations, he was, as always, just
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there. He was air. Somehow he was one half
of this married couple. Somehow a part of this
team. Somehow a member of this household.
But he was just there. He was air. Perhaps a
part of this home. But at the same time, not a
part of this home either. He was air.

Almost nothing he did in his life was by choice.
He had fallen into pretty much everything. He
had fallen into marriage. He had fallen into
fatherhood. He had fallen into this restaurant
business. He had fallen into college. College.
How could an air-like man gain admission into
college? His college was not a good school

by Korean standards. It was a typical four year
university, but one on the outskirts of North
Gyeongsang province. A little north of Andong
city. If you had asked ten Koreans if they had
heard of his school, there was a high probably
that zero out of the ten would know this
university. It was a school known for nothing.
A school nobody knew of. Was this his choice?
First choice for school? He had no choice.
Very little options for college. Only this kind

of school would accept him. His prince-like
upbringing had again produced a young man
with very little motivation. Very little ability to
study. Very little will to learn something on his
own. He had just barely gotten by.

He majored in sociology. A safe major he
thought. Rumor was, at this particular school,
it was the absolute easiest major to graduate
with. And he, like all things, had fallen into this
major as well. Not much thought. Not much
thinking to it. It was a major recommended by
an older friend. Not out of that friend enjoying
this particular major. This older friend,
similarly had learned it was easy. An easy way
to graduate. And it was recommended purely
for these reasons.

Sociology. A stress free major. Particularly at
this institution. With little to no effort, he did
graduate. But transitioning from sociology to a
real job in the real world was abstract at best.
Not sure where to apply to. Not sure what kind
of jobs to look for. What kind of companies
would want a sociology major. And after
months of looking, well, nothing. Nothing. No

job offers. No real offers of any kind to speak
of. He had been fortunate enough and born
into a relatively financially stable household.
A household that continued to support him
despite not having any real income. Or any
real jobs. What do families like this do when
their precious offspring are unemployed.
Unemployed with little to no prospects for
employment? No hope? They recommended
that he keep studying. Go to graduate school,
they said. Education, always a good thing.
Societal respect. Always the right thing to do.

He did it. He did just that. He went back. He
was back at this same school, same program.
Now in the graduate department for sociology.
It was a program perhaps, sadly, a bit worse
off than his undergraduate program. Very few
applicants. Very few students. Every semester,
perhaps three or four students were admitted.
Three or four students amongst three or four
applicants. Definitely not a competitive pool.
Similar to him, these other applicants were
almost always equally poor, lost souls. Lost
kids who had also graduated from the same
undergraduate program. Like him, they were
lost graduates who could not get employed
and had further delayed their entry into the
real world. With a masters degree in hand, the
world could now become that oyster, correct?
That was the dream. That was the intention.
That was the hope.

Two years in, with masters degree in hand,

a sad reality had met him again. Sadly, more
of the same. Two years later, now a master.

A master of sociology. And still, no work. No
work. Nothing close to anything resembling
job prospects. Two years later and back

a very similar place. In actuality, in truth,
perhaps, the issue was not only the lack of job
prospects. Perhaps the larger issue was that
he just had no idea what to do. Or what could
be done. Or even the will to do something. Or
the will to get something done. Unemployed
and unsure, his family, as they had done
since his birth, would continue to coddle him.
Continue to support him. For he was their
golden child. That first born son, who would
take care of them. Do great things.
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Like trilogy of films, he found himself being
urged yet again, to go back to school. One
more time. A third time. Again, not by his
choice or thinking. The family. The family,

as many families of this time might think,

well, they thought now that he had a masters
degree, it made absolute sense that he should
now obtain a doctorate degree. More studies.
More wisdom. Excellence in society. Fear not,
they said. They would support him again. They
would pay his tuition. It was time to become a
doctor.

Like wildebeest on the Serengeti, he made an
all too familiar pilgrimage. Back to a familiar
place. One more time. Back to that place. That
place he knew so well. Back to that school.
Back to that same program. He became one
of the only applicants to a doctorate program
that was now just four years old. A doctorate
program nobody had heard of. A program with
almost no applicants during this time span. A
program that was on the verge of merger with
another department or closure altogether. He
was now that proud student who had come
back to his alma mater. Again. Again. Again.
He ended up taking almost the same classes
he had taken during his graduate program
days. This doctorate program, again, with

no students, had created what were known

as “graduate plus doctorate” courses that
could be taken by both levels of students. A
means to create a program without the faculty
or facilities to do so. And so he was back.
Hearing the same lectures. Getting that same
education yet again. To become a doctor. To
make that family proud. Air. Air can do without
doing. Air can be without being.

A doctor of sociology. His parents were
under the often misguided impression that
with a doctorate degree, he could go on to
potentially teach at a university. A professor.
A doctorate degree would equal faculty job
offers from institutions of higher learning they
thought. And this might have been the case
thirty years before. Such things could have
actually happened back then. But his school
was an unheard of institution. And this was
now a time when there were many graduates
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with doctorate degrees like him. Everywhere.
Doctorate degrees from questionable
institutions in questionable universities all
throughout Korea. He was just one of them.
One of many. He had no teaching experience.
No academic research besides a dissertation
that was a slightly expanded version of his
graduate dissertation. He would apply to

the one or two listings that were posted
throughout all of Korea for a professor of
sociology. And obviously, he would never hear
back.

The degree, although providing nothing more
in terms of employment, was perhaps the
saving grace for a man who would otherwise
potentially be unable to marry. In this kind of
situation, the degree helps. Definitely helps.
He was unemployed but his then fiancé’s
family was ecstatic to have a doctor as a son in
law. A doctorate degree. This would be a first
in their family. A doctor. Polite. Not handsome.
But not intolerably ugly. Kind. Well-mannered.
It did not matter to them that this thirty
something year old man had never held a job
in his life. He was a doctor. They welcomed
him.

Two years into marriage and the cold

reality that their son-in-law was extremely
unemployed became reality. With no job
prospects. Lots of staying at home. Lots of
television. No plan. No activity. No potential.
When things get bad, when things go for
worse, sometimes the very last choice is to
assemble some old savings, some cash and
start some kind of business. A loan here, a
loan there. A recommendation from a friend.
An idea for a business here, there. Sometimes,
like miniature franchises, businesses were
shared from family member to family member.
Or knowledge of running a business that

is. Enough to help those with no concept of
the business at all. His wife’s aunt had run a
“goohk bahb(rice soup)” restaurant. It was
not fancy at all. But it was steady. Consistent.
It paid the rent. Paid the bills. And without
any career prospects. Without any future
prospects, this just seemed like the right thing
to do. Open a restaurant. Make some
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money and finally enter the real world. Finally
become real adults. Real human beings.

The aunt would come everyday. She would
come and explain everything. All of the
minutiae required to make it work. To make a
restaurant business work. Every detail. This
was exciting. They were excited. This was
hope. After all these years of zero income,
perhaps this could actually be something.
Something meaningful for them. She had
educated them in every possible aspect of the
ins and outs of the restaurant business. He
was there for every orientation. All the prep
work that had to happen. All of the nitty gritty.
He was at every session to learn everything
that was needed to make this thing work.

But sadly, he was still that prince. The prince
who had learned very little. Learned little of
learning. And knew little of doing. Knew little
of action. When it came to execution he was
ill-prepared. He was not ready. He was not

up to the standards needed to maintain a
professional business. His pace was snail-like.
His preparation techniques were painful. His
preparation time was painful and worse yet,
time consuming. Painfully four times longer
than the normal human being. Prep time with
an emphasis on time. Prior to this, he had
never held a knife. Never used a knife. Never
cut vegetables. Never cooked anything other
than the occasional ramen or microwavable
dish.

There were so many things he could not

do. Sadly so many things. The list was long.
The list went on. And on and on. The things

he could not do. The things he could not do
properly. Ironically, the man with no job offers,
could also not keep a job in this restaurant.
His own restaurant. He would go from
demotion to demotion. Even the things one
would think could be handled by anyone could

not be handled by him. The dishes were tough.

A restaurant needed clean dishes. But he had
somehow created a kind of magic act with
these dishes. A magical ability to somehow
magically always have three out of ten plates
remain ever so slightly unclean. Every so
slightly enough for customers to complain.

He was again, gently removed from this role
and task. What was next? Bussing. Bussing
dishes. Bussing silverware. He began bussing.
But even so, as easy as this might seem, he
also could manage to not do this well. In a
restaurant, speed is paramount. Speed is
everything. As soon as one dining party leaves
there would be another party entering to take
their seats. And he was unable to keep pace.
Unable to match the pace of customers.

He had tried. Well, as much effort as was
possible for him. He tried every possible

role of assistance that was possible in the
restaurant. But after being raised in a manner
that resulted in pretty much doing nothing
for so long, it became obvious to everyone
that it might be better for him to remain doing
nothing. To continue doing nothing. For that
was about the only thing he could do well. Do
nothing. He was, again, air.

Nothing. The next closest thing to nothing in a
restaurant perhaps is handling the register. A
job that has now been taken over by electronic
kiosks, well, this was pretty much a nothing
job. And he could handle this right? He could.
Handle that register. The last and perhaps only
thing he could possibly do was be responsible
for that cash register. He became the register
man. The one who would ring up patrons. Not
because he was particularly talented at this.
The transaction process was so streamed
down and simplified that there was actually
now so very little that he could mess up. A
man of no ability, could actually handle this.
He had somehow found his place. It was
pretty simple. Identify the items that had been
ordered. Punch them into the screen. Recite
the final price to the patron. Ask the patron

to swipe or insert their credit card. Sign. All
done. He could handle this. He could do this.
And he did this. For years. There was very little
else he could do here. But this. This felt right
to him. He was, after all, the quote, unquote
boss. Even though it was his wife’s family that
had put up most of the money and the know-
how to make this restaurant run. He was,
somehow, the face of the restaurant. Right?
The man in front. The man who would process
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transactions. He had to be the owner right?
The boss? For doing nothing, for contributing
nothing, this felt right to him.

He had also fallen into fatherhood. And
similar, to pretty much everything in his life,
fatherhood was not by his choice obviously.
Everybody else was doing it. His peers, his
colleagues, his friends. So it just felt like the
next thing to do. They had two children. Two
kids who were both preparing for college.
One towards the end of high school and the
other in the beginning of high school. They
were nice kids. Polite. Well-behaved for the
most part. Children with a future. But he
actually knew very little about them. He had
seen them all these years. He had watched
them grow up. But he knew nothing of them.
One might say, they were closer to his wife.
In every possible way. One could even say
they were friends with his wife. It was his wife
they sought for everything. Assistance with
homework. Transportation. Life questions.
Clothes. Materials. And he would just watch
as he always did. From a distance. He would
just be there.

It was not that he did not want to be involved
in their lives. But this, like so many other
things in his life, was not in his control. He had
somehow fallen again. Fallen out of their lives.
Similar to his adventures in the restaurant
business, it became apparent to these kids
that he was of not much use. Useless. He
could not help with their homework. He

was more often than not, completely unable
to answer any of their homework related
questions. He could not cook any food. He was
not good for any kind of conversation, casual
or otherwise. He was just not much of any

use in anything. This was life, they supposed.
He was their father. But it sometimes felt

like he was more a concept of a father. A
representation of a father. A father perhaps on
paper. Or a father in theory. And perhaps not
in practice. He was there. He lived there. He
lived at their house. He would sometimes take
them to school. And he was, what appeared

to them to be the “owner” of their family
business.
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They had no relationship with him. But they

were not resentful. They had not known

anything different from this? Beginning

about four years ago, it became an automatic

process for them to come home, go straight

to their rooms and lock their doors. And then ]

quiet. Silence. Pure silence in this house. EE'
They had a typical apartment layout. One rlgr
living room, one kitchen and three rooms. !
The two rooms their children occupied :@

were almost always shut. The doors that is.
These doors would occasionally open for
restroom breaks. But just as quickly, those
doors would close again. He knew nothing

of them. He knew certain given things. Age.
Year in school. He had a general to sparse
comprehension of their interests. Things they
were into. Trends. Media and tv interests. But
that was about it. They equally knew little of
him too. It was a mutual understanding of
little to no understanding. Or more so, little to
no interest. From either party. Either half. Did
he not desire to talk to them? Or did they not
wish to talk to him? Nobody can be quite sure.
But this was his life. This was him. He was air.
There but not there.

The house’s most common noise was no
noise. The house’s most common noise was
silence. Probably 94% of the time, the house
was more or less silent. You could hear the
dust. You could hear gravity pulling the dust
into new places. New places to gather and
mingle. It was silent. And it had been like this
for quite some time. Dinnertime had ceased
any form of conversation. They had become 77
that family. The family with the data plan and
smartphones that had increasingly become
much more appealing than any real human
contact. They had given up. Given up trying
to be a normal family. It was no longer rude
for everybody to pull out their phones and

be in their own worlds while they ate dinner.
Or while they were around the house. The
smartness of these phones was just that
much more interesting. No need for humans.
No need for conversation.
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Epilog

Language of Space

Kim Dayoung
Assistant Curator, Seongbuk Museum of Art

Those who have visited Choi Man Lin Museum established by Seongbuk-gu District
often recall the special impression of its space. Built in 1970, the architecture of the
museum is now a 53-year-old building, but it preserves the time and memories by
still retaining its initial appearance while its role and purpose has undergone three
times of changes. In particular, this site used to serve as a sculptor's atelier for no
less than 30 years, which has given this space a siteness differentiated from ordinary
museums. Based on this siteness, Choi Man Lin Museum has programmed exhibitions
to enhance the meaning of the space. Following last year's Poetics of Senses, this
year's exhibition centers again upon the space, but highlighting this time the rhythm
of space with two contemporary artists.

To discover the rhythm of space, we need to sense and look into the time and
energy in the space. Time-space-energy, and yul (£, order, meter) are the elements
that compose rhythm.? The rhythm created by these elements is perceived through
the senses of our body. Cyclical elements, such as building materials, light, and
energy, and linear elements, including human activities, actions, and movements,
and the repetition of such elements create the rhythm of space. Two invited artists

to participate in the exhibition, /(. O/ and CHUBRO pre-visited the museum several
times to spend time exploring the empty spaces of the museum, reading the rhythm of
space. They experienced the space with their bodies, not their minds, and continued
the conversation with the space. Unlike the exhibition period, the empty space of a
museum lets us concentrate on the space. We can hear the language of the space,
not the language of the artwork. The participating artists continued to explore the
space either individually or together and also discussed with the curator to translate
the language of the space they experienced into their own language. Through these
multiple workshops, the artists accumulated their experiences on the time and
energy of this space and have found the rhythm by adding layers of time on the space.
And even in this process, they could also discover the rhythm generated by human
activities. Thinking and conversing in depth in this space are the acts that have
constantly been around since the era when Choi Man Lin used the site as his atelier,
and the repetition of those acts in a different temporality by the artists of younger

generation also came to create a rhythm of this space.

Space speaks the language of space, and communication with space is realized
through the senses of the body. It is silent but implies everything. "Image is silent,
and it says something in silence.®" As Max Picard1888-1965 gaid, space is silent, but it
is conveyed to humans as images, where past, present, and future coexist. If we put
together the images of the site of Choi Man Lin Museum to be described in language
told by the two artists who experienced the museum, as well as those who have visited
the museum in the past, the words like silence, solemnity, and uprightness will top
the list. What would have started to generate such images? | assume that they are first
derived from the life and energy that Choi Man Lin has accumulated in this space. This
is the place where O series, his representative works, began, and is also his long-time
workspace filled with his energy that he invested for his art world. The energy and time
that he has poured in work for a long time, as if an ascetic infinitely emptied himself
out, must be the origin of the above-mentioned impression of silence, solemnity,
and uprightness. Tracing such time of Choi Man Lin, the two artists who participated
in the exhibition have felt the space with their bodies and communicated with the

space. And they embodied what they experienced in the space in their works. /O
unfolded the cosmic image of this space like a starry night sky in his work, through
the LED lights applied on the museum's wooden ceiling. His work encompasses the
space, allowing the.viewers to feel a different sense of rhythm that varies depending
on the viewing angle. GHBRD captured:the ‘movement in the silence’ that he felt in
the space on polycarbonate using the silkscreen technique. His motifs depicted on
the flat surface generate rhythms in the silence where the motifs affect the light and
vice versa. The rhythms revealed by the works that two artists completed in the space
occupy the space like music® to create new rhythms and to weave a harmony in the
space thanks to those rhythms. Furthermore, when visitors to the museum also read
and experience the rhythms of the space through this exhibition, another layer of
rhythm of the exhibition is expected to be born from the repetition of those acts.

(2}

Max Picard,
The World of Silence,
trans. Choi Seungja,
2022, Kachibooks,
p.102.

(3]
Ibid., p.30.
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