
#Letter 6

It was almost certainly a 山水 Shan shui scroll painting. 
One of those paintings of sprawling mountains and clouds, all drawn with black ink on blank white 
paper. The ink seemed to march around the page like a hundred little black ants. But I remember 
clearly—whenever Grandfather would show me that painting, I felt a sense of mystery. In the 
Japanese Dadami study of our little Masan home, old books and papers were everywhere. The light 
that streamed through the window there revealed with perfect clarity the thousands of particles of 
dust hanging in the air. Every time I entered the study I watched as the dust, calmly floating there, 
would begin a frenzied sort of dance. As soon as the dust would settle down, Grandfather (almost 
as if he’d been waiting!) would slowly pull out that old scroll. It was like a step in a dance for him—
always slow, always the same. When he’d show me that painting, I would sit there in fascinated 
suspense, hands covering my mouth, afraid of interrupting. He probably thought I was just trying 
not to breathe in the dust, but my focus was only on the performance. The moments between 
beginning and starting. The dust would jump around his open scroll in a panicked little cloud. 
That world in which dust danced in a floating fog, as his hands moved the scroll in their practiced 
precision, almost as if engaged together in some years-old choreography, was full of mystery for 
me. It was like a world that existed, but to which I’d never been. Like travelling through time, to 1000 
years in the past. Now, again, as the train moves from London ever closer to Oxford,  
I feel myself slipping back on a journey through time. The next time I make it back to Masan, I think 
I’ll have to find that old scroll. I wonder which painting it was. The train is full of people now. Many of 
them are wet, like me. But here, no one is complaining. They are all quiet, spending some time in their 
own spaces. The solitude of all of these people seems to run together. Most of us have come here 
by chance. When we came through the ticket gates we all displayed our tickets, but for the most 
part we exist in anonymity. In this ‘non-place’, where everyone is the same and all operate freely, 
we are all temporarily engaged. Most of the people here are focused on their phones instead of the 
unknown people around them. It’s like they are creating an imaginary space just for themselves 
inside of their screens. The couple sitting in front of me don’t converse with each other, instead 
responding to text messages from others. As a child, I remember how the old women next to me 
on the train would give me food to snack on, asking me questions about myself. But now, we have 
become alone together.

The people in London usually don’t use umbrellas—they just allow themselves to be rained on.  
The rain-soaked mood in our train makes the smell of the air feel lonelier.
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“At documenta 1997, I planted a disused train track of 100 meters with neophytes from southern and 
southeastern Europe, which was intended as a metaphor for the migration processes of our time, with its poetic 
references, was to point beyond it, and in this sense is still very present, as I notice in the unbroken interest in 
my own work. Dealing with the foreign, the notion of territory, and nationalism is implicit in my work.”

Interview for ANTENNAE: The Journal of Nature in Visual Culture, London 2010
Philippe Van Cauteren, Tom Trevor and Martin Engler, Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: Hatje Cantz, 2013. 57p. 

“What changes must now occur, in our way of looking at things, in our notions! Even the elementary concepts of time and space have begun to vacillate. Space 
is killed by the railways, and we are left with time alone ... Now you can travel to Orleans in four and a half hours, and it takes no longer to get to Rouen. Just 
imagine what will happen when the lines to Belgium and Germany are completed and connected up with their railways! I feel as if the mountains and forests 
of all countries were advancing on Paris. Even now, I can smell the German linden trees; the North Sea’s breakers are rolling against my door.”    

- Heinrich Heine

Wolfgang Schivelbusch, “Railroad Space and Railroad Time.” New German Critique, no. 14 (1978): 34p.

Jessica Ullrich : You once said that a good gardener should abandon his garden.   
What exactly do you mean by this?

Lois Weinberger : On top of that, I think that in the paradox the values can be found beneath the surface. 
Being involved with nature and not being a garden artist: for me that’s a good state of affairs. 
Maybe the actual garden can be found beneath/ In the soil / one descends into it / only in so doing is it 
perceived – and above, partial results and remains. Fine that way, down and out.

Lois Weinberger, “Present Time Space – Hiriya Dump 1998.” 
Philippe Van Cauteren, Tom Trevor and Martin Engler, Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: Hatje Cantz, 2013.  

#Letter 1

I just got on the train to Oxford.
My journey to Marylebone was not exactly easy. In typical London fashion, it started raining arriving from 
nowhere, you see. It seems that Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter all exist together, in the space of a 
single day. This morning, it was 13°C outside. By afternoon it had climbed to 16. But once the day was ending, 
the rain poured down and the temperature dropped to 12. They can manufacture an artificial heart these 
days, but I guess the weather is still hard to predict. I wonder if we’ll be able to control the weather, too, 
someday.  Either way, for me the unpredictability of the weather adds a sort of freshness to my life—so I 
don’t really check weather reports. Of course, today’s sudden rain has left me soaking. The unpredictable 
changes in the climate here do add an element of uncertainty to life, but sometimes they gift you with 
unplanned moments of leisure. Like when you’re walking down Jongno 3-ga road, and a sudden rain shower 
forces you into the nearest teashop for a cup of coffee. In the midst of our restless walking from place to 
place, especially in the city, if something doesn’t force us to stop and look, I don’t think we ever see where 
we are living. In the cities where I’ve spent most of my life—Seoul, Tokyo, London—I can’t even tell you how 
fast the days pass. How many times do you think we glance at the sky in a day? When I was a child, I used 
to stop and stare at the clouds, imagination buzzing. I saw rabbits there, and fish and white flowers. And 
mushrooms. Nowadays, the sky is out of the question as my eyes stay focused mainly on the ground. It’s 
become a habit to walk around with my shoulders bent and my head bowed, staring downward as I move. 
Instead of daydreaming I have found myself wandering around in a maze of soaring city walls, trapped in 
the prison of reality as I gaze at the floor. The wads of gum cemented on the ground spread before me like 
planets in a galaxy. I suppose it’s lucky that every now and then I see a weed fighting to grow in the spaces 
between the gum wads, impressing me with its determination for life. A Persian garden. More and more, 
people who share that weed-like resilience are gathering in great cities. Weaker men and women disappear 
into the cracks and crevices as the fighters move in. In this giant city, no matter how hard you work you end 
up feeling like you’re moving in circles. 

“Perhaps one of the best examples of Yang’s exploration of the nonplace and the resulting emotional dislocation is the video 
Unfolding Places (2004), which was shot in London and Seoul, among other locations. In the work, Yang narrates what she calls 
her ‘pursuit of place’. Over images of deserted back-alleys, city streets and lights glaring off windshields, a female voice-over tells 
stories and offers thoughts and observations of her travels.”

- Heidi Zuckerman Jacobson ‘Chosen Loneliness’
Haegue Yang, et al., Haegue Yang: Wild against Gravity. Aspen Art Press, 2011.  

Pulling the familiar into the unfamiliar by taking what we know and dislocating it, both object and sensorial experience, the artist draws 
from her own keen feelings of ‘foreignness’ and what we think and know as home.
Max Andrews, ‘Haegue Yang’, Life on Mars: 55th Carnegie International, Carnegie Museum of Art, Pittsburgh, 2008, 348p.

#Letter 2

After spending day after day in a dimly lit basement room, barely wide enough to lay down in, I’ve started 
to think mould will grow from my own body, not just the Persian rug. I shouldn’t be surprised that my 
asthma keeps getting worse. It’s amazing how much I miss seeing the sunrise almost every morning in 
my hometown of Masan, and smelling the eye-watering saltiness that only the ocean breeze can bring. 
But still people rush to the cities, dreams held tight in their arms. Seoul, Paris, Tokyo, New York, Bangkok. 
All of these cities are becoming connected, trains and planes and cars bridging gaps until it feels like they 
all sit together in some giant glass case. These days, a trip to present day Paris and a trip to Tokyo reveal 
remarkably similar city landscapes. Beneath the Haussmanian shell, the fabric is actually quite similar: 
the similar buildings, the similar clothing people wear—they make it difficult to feel much of a difference 
from place to place. The world has become more and more synchronized. They say that foreign tourists 
find a sense of familiar relief in the McDonalds and Starbucks they encounter on their journeys. The ability 
we have now to experience the world in live time through technology seems to have truly eliminated the 
elusive last frontier, bringing us closer and closer together. But I wonder if we aren’t actually just growing 
farther apart. My British friend Edward, who travels to Johannesburg frequently for investment analysis, 
said he was stopped in his tracks the moment he stepped out of his first-class, European style hotel.  

“Marc Auge calls the Metro ‘the collective without the celebration, and the 
solitude without the isolation.’ It is here that we find his ‘ethnology of solitude’- 
places that emphasize our inherent isolation and aloneness. The effort to hold 
onto memory and to make sense of location is associated with making one’s way 
through the forest of symbols that contemporary society presents, As such, art 
can offer a place of solace, a place where through the blurring of the senses, a 
surprising existence of community can be intimated, if not found. 

Contemporary culture perpetuates isolation by providing easy alternatives to 
human communication and contact. We can bank, buy stamps and order clothes 
and food online, never having to physically reach toward another human nor 
look anyone in the eye. 

Online communities can further isolate people and promote detachment. Some 
cultural theorists have suggested that nonplaces are the antidote to this isolation.
(Jim Brogden, 2007) Well-known and frequently populated places absent of any 
specific identity, nonplaces may provide an opportunity for re-engagement. If 
collectively we wish to recover a true community, a dispersion of loneliness, a 
location in time and place, nonplaces may very well be a great start point.”

- Heidi Zuckerman Jacobson ‘Chosen Loneliness’

Haegue Yang, et al., Haegue Yang: Wild against Gravity. Aspen Art Press, 2011.  

#Letter 3

London Marylebone, High Wycombe, Bicester Village, Oxford Parkway, Oxford. The train only 
tells you when it leaves, stops, or arrives at its final destination. The signs that inform riders 
of Departure-Arrival are few and spaced far apart. Right now, I am shooting along in the space 
between those signs. The speed of the train has opened up access to new spaces, but it has also 
shrunk the spaces in between.  It’s like we’ve learned the ancient magic of ‘縮地法 chukjibeop: 
The Art and Technique of Folding the Land.’

“The accounts of the experience of Takahashi’s installation indicate the “threat” 
her collection poses to a centered, stable subjectivity. I do not gaze upon the object 
worlds of Takahashi’s collection but rather am within, among, and amid them. As 
I wandered through Takahashi’s collection, I entered a dialogical relationship with 
the objects that I found there. Visible and mobile, my body was a thing among 
things. To even attempt to view this collection from outside of its particular frame 
would be a fallacy; the collection will not admit a viewer without a viewpoint, 
without a body or without a spatial position. 

Takahashi’s collection can be understood, then, as a meditative object, fostering in 
its viewers a co-constitutive relationship between self and objects. In these relations 
between subject and objects, neither is pre-given and neither exists apart from 
the other. Instead, the experience is one of interrelations with the materiality of 
installation and its spaces; the dispositions of bodies, senses and forces, one’s own 
embodied pasts, the sociocultural relationship with objects and the inherited visual 
regimes of the collection. There is, then, no “individual” embodied experience, but 
rather an inter-corporeal emergence of subject and collection.

What such an account puts at stake is our understandings of the relationship 
among collector, viewer, and collected. The embodied understandings developed 
here require that the perceiver relinquishes power over the perceived. Furthermore, 
such understandings scramble traditional codes that offer us the collector and 
his fixed “collection” of objects over, and through, which he exercises control. 
Instead, we are offered a set of intercorporeal, emergent relations through which to 
understand collection, collector, and viewer: relations that bind one to the other, 
and in so doing tactically occupy the space of the collection (and the space of the 
gallery/museum) for an intersubjective (female) subject.”

Harriet Hawkins, “Collection as Artistic Practice: The Geographies of Collection and Politics of Display in The 

Installations of Tomoko Takahashi and the Geographies and Politics of Display”, Women’s Studies 39;6 (2010): 647–72p. 

#Letter 4

Somewhere along the way, our concept of speed has become confused. We can no longer judge it through 
our senses. Speed used to be something that could be heard and felt. You could feel it in the pounding of 
your heart and the wind’s push against your face as you ran around the track. The reddened eyes and the 
flared nostrils of a horse, the regular clap of hooves or the rolling creak of wheels, the shaking of your body 
as it moved along—those things would tell you about speed. But the train changed the concept of speed into 
a number. As we became able to move faster, we lost our ability to measure speed. Our bodies have become 
confused in their understanding of space and time. As the concept of ‘lived time’  has disappeared from our 
age of instant information, we have become virtually unable to feel space through our senses. If we hope to 
not lose that in-between space, where, ever shrinking, it sits between start and finish, we will have to pay 
closer attention. It is said that the space between start and finish has been lost , but I yearn for that place 
which exists somewhere but isn’t anywhere, that ‘nowhere in somewhere’. A place like my grandfather’s 
garden. Is that why I miss my childhood in the shadow of Masan’s red mountains? Is it because I’ve travelled 
so far away—because we as people have travelled so far from the nature we were born to? But where is it, 
this nature that I’m looking for? Here on my train from London to Oxford I feel I’m starting my own journey—
one that will take me through the smells and sounds of my memory to meet my grandfather. One that will 
take me to nowhere in somewhere.  

Flower
                    - Chun-soo Kim, 1959

You were
nothing,
a mere sign,
till I named you.

But when I called you by name,
you came to me:
you became a flower.

I want someone,
my match in tone and scent,
would call my name
as I called yours.
I will go to that person,
I will be that person’s flower.

To be is the supreme human need:
you for me, me for you;
to be something meaningful,
unforgettable.
 
Kevin O’Rourke, Looking for the cow: Modern Korean poems, 

Dublin, Ireland: Dedalus Press, 1999.

꽃 

                    - 김춘수, 1959

내가 그의 이름을 불러주기 전에는

그는 다만

하나의 몸짓에 지나지 않았다.

내가 그의 이름을 불러주었을 때,

그는 나에게로 와서

꽃이 되었다.

내가 그의 이름을 불러준 것처럼

나의 이 빛깔과 향기에 알맞는

누가 나의 이름을 불러다오.

그에게로 가서 나도 

그의 꽃이 되고 싶다.

우리들은 모두

무엇이 되고 싶다.

너는 나에게 나는 너에게

잊혀지지 않는 하나의 눈짓이 되고 싶다.

Dream of Strolling in a Peach Garden  
(桃源 Dowon)
                                                             Prince Ahn-pyung (1418–1453)

“Hung Myon year (1447), On the night of April 20, 
when I was about to fall asleep, my mind suddenly 
became dim and fell into a deep sleep and soon began to 
dream. As a result, I came to the bottom of a mountain 
with my friend Insu, where the peaks rose and the valleys 
were deep and the mountains were rugged. There are 
dozens of peach trees, with trails between them, at the 
edge of the forest, a crossroads. I did not know which 
way to go, but I met a man wearing a robe. He politely 
bowed and said to me, “If you go along the path into 
the northern valley, you will come to Dowon.” I scoured 
the horse with Insu, the cliffs were sheer, the bushes were 
dense and lush, the streams were meandering, and the 
road was twisted a hundred times and I might not know 
which way to go.

When I entered the valley, Eastern-sky was open and 
appeared to be two or three yards wide. Surrounded 
by mountains, clouds and fog were present, and in the 
distance, near the peach tree forest, sunlight was shining 
and the sunset was like smoke. In the bamboo grove, 
there is a bandage house. The private door is half open, 
and the clay stone made of soil is almost crumbling, 
and there are no chickens, dogs, cattle, or horses. In the 
stream that flows in front of the village, only one boat 
was rocking to the waves, so that lonely scene seemed to 
be a place where transcendent xian lived. I wondered 
and said to Insu, “Wouldn’t this be the case when we 
weave a pillar in a rock and a house through a valley? 
Yes, this is Dowon.” At the end, there were a few people 
who followed, and we wrote a poem together.

In time, I woke up from my dream while looking back 
and left and tied my shoes. Oh!, a large city, is a place 
where the well-known officials roam, and deep valleys 
with sheer cliffs are home to those who live quietly. For 
this reason, those who wear colorfully bright clothes 
cannot walk in the forests of the mountains, and those 
who clear their minds by watching the water flowing 
over the rocks do not think of the great house and golden 
chambers even in their dreams. This is the reason why 
quietness and noise are different. The old man “dreams 
at night what he did during the day.”	

Text taken from original image, translated by the author. 

意園 Ui-won is an imaginary garden depicted in the mind. In fact, instead 
of making a material garden, one enjoys it solely through mind. Why would 
it have been so? The answer can be found in the inevitable limitations 
that exist in the world and in humans. There are fundamental flaws in 
the world, and reality is full of contradictions and adversities. Human life 
with its limits of life and body is harsh. Dreaming in such a situation can 
be a pathway to finding hope and alleviating pain. Ui-won is a method of 
pursuing freedom, used by scholars in the late Joseon Dynasty to aspire 
towards a special life beyond the boundaries of reality (see Sung, 2015). 
            
If the garden is assumed as a space that embodies dreams and ideals, 
Ui-won can been seen as an incomplete garden. However, most scholars 
who enjoyed Ui-won did not emphasize the embodiment of the garden in a 
reality. Kyung-jong Yu thought that drawing a perfect garden that satisfies 
all the ideals in his mind is more desirable than a real garden with its 
inconvenience and imperfections (see Ahn, 2004). Although the garden may 
be real, it is not pleasant to the mind. Ui-won would have been a practical 
and reasonable way to enjoy leisure that was economically and temporally 
suitable for a busy urban life, both then and now.  

A late-Joseon dynasty scholar named Kyung- jong Yu (1714–1784) explained the 
reason why he wrote <意園誌 Ui-won-ji>. 

意園 Ui-won is  a garden made in the mind. Is there any reason to create an 
imaginary garden, instead of building it in the real world? Once conceived inside 
the mind, a Ui-won seems to appear vividly in front of my very eyes. Even if one 
owns a garden, he cannot be said to have one in his mind. Similarly, another may 
be said to have made a garden through his mind without actually owning one in 
reality. Both cases are problematic, thus it may as well be better to have a garden in 
the mind without one in reality.

Dae-hoe Ahn, “18-19세기 주거문화와 상상의 정원.” 진단학보 [“Housing Culture of 
18–19 Centuries and Garden of Imagination”, The Journal of Jindan-hakbo], 97 (2004); 
111-138p.

Correspondances
                                                      Charles Baudelaire

Nature is a temple in which living pillars
Sometimes give voice to confused words;
Man passes there through forests of symbols
Which look at him with understanding eyes.
Like prolonged echoes mingling in the distance
In a deep and tenebrous unity,
Vast as the dark of night and as the light of day,
Perfumes, sounds, and colors correspond.
There are perfumes as cool as the flesh of children,
Sweet as oboes, green as meadows
— And others are corrupt, and rich, triumphant,
With power to expand into infinity,
Like amber and incense, musk, benzoin,
That sing the ecstasy of the soul and senses.

Charles Baudelaire, The Flowers of Evil, translated by William Aggeler, Fresno, 

CA: Academy Library Guild, 1954.

“I am too poor to have a big house and rich lands
And too sick to visit landscapes of beautiful mountains and valleys
A Ui-won exists inside my mind
So, not even a painting is needed to enjoy it”

                                                      - Kyung-jong Yu, 18C 

Dae-hoe Ahn, “상상속의 정원.” 문헌과 해석 [“Garden of Imagination”,  
The Journal of Literature and Interpretation], 16 (2001): 26p.

Pursuit of Unworldliness

In an Ui-won, the desire to have one’s own refuge is captured. This rest is to be had by 
escaping from worldly concerns. Thus contentment and unworldliness are promised. Here, 
unworldliness is a state achieved through transcendence and acceptance. The sense of freedom 
derived from releasing oneself from worldly desires and grievances is extremely satisfying. 
Such heights, unattainable in reality, are easily reachable through imagination. In the space 
of imagination, oppressing desire is primarily accomplished by maintaining an appropriate 
distance from the world. Thus a  ui- won is situated in a place separated from the secular world, 
most commonly a remote site with beautiful scenery, unfrequented by humans and away from 
the bustles of life. But good site selection is not the only condition needed for unworldliness. 
The way of life maintained in such a site is much more influential. Playing  ba- duk (the game 
of go) with like-minded friends, listening to the wind brush by the bamboo grove and the rain 
falling on plantain leaves, exchanging poems and paintings, playing the  geo- mun- go and the  
tung- so (six-holed bamboo flute) in a bright night, eating broiled herbs and drinking tea and 
walking the mountain paths dressed in plain hemp clothes and a walking stick—these are all 
ways of ridding the taint of worldliness and leading a pure existence. Raising flowering plants as 
well as pine trees and bamboo near the house, reading daily and raising livestock and silkworms 
were important everyday routines for scholars who wished to reach an unworldly state of mind. 
Through such way of life, they strove to liberate themselves from obsessions of honour or 
disgrace and to enjoy a simple, unfettered existence.

Jong-sang Sung, “Ui-Won: The 18-19C Joseon Scholar’s Garden of Imagination”, Landscape Research 
40;6 (2015): 732–47p. 

Gyeon Ahn, Dream of Strolling in a Peach Garden (夢遊桃源圖), Ink and light colour on silk, 38.6 x 106.2 cm, Tenri University Central Library, Japan, 1447. 

In the fifteenth century, Prince Ahn-pyung (1418–1453), the third son of King Sejong of the Joseon dynasty, requested that the greatest painter of the time,  
Gyeon Ahn (1418–1452) create a painting based on a utopian land (Dream of Strolling in a Peach Garden) that he had seen in a dream.
In Asian Shan shui paintings, the picture often starts on the right and ends on the left, but this picture is spread along the diagonal line from the bottom left to the top right. 
The real world is depicted as low hills on the left, while an ideal world surrounded by strange and magnificent mountains is located on the right. 

Abstract

This practice-led thesis offers interconnected reflections on the liminal space called a garden—the boundary 
space between nature and the man-made—and the liminoid experience found there. It explores various 
sensory experiences a person might have while walking through an East Asian garden and its possible 
equivalent, a contemporary art installation.

In terms of the form of my thesis, I chose the scroll, and scrolling, to present various forms of writing that can 
reflect the complex experience of an East Asian garden, in the hope that in wandering through my writings 
a complex and disconnected liminal and liminoid experience might unfold. The term ‘liminoid’ is defined by 
anthropologist Victor Turner as having characteristics of the liminal experience, but as optional, temporary 
and not inevitably involving the resolution of a personal crisis. If liminal is ritual, liminoid is leisure.

The Chinese landscape painting style Shan Sui is not a depiction of nature with one vanishing point, but a 
conceptual idea involving multiple, shifting perspectives. It seeks to capture the essence of nature and to 
draw out an ideal world. Similarly, the garden in East Asia is not conceived as a re-creation of nature, but as 
a combination of symbols pursuing a thoroughly ideological world. The fifteenth-century Korean painting, 
which appears at the beginning of my scroll, implies this kind of ideal through a space designated as a ‘peach 
garden’. The conceptual pursuit of an ideal space of nature resulted in the extreme aesthetic garden practice 
called Ui-won, an imaginary garden made in eighteenth-century Korea. 

These precedents have allowed me to rethink the meaning of creating a ‘garden’ in relation to certain forms 
of contemporary practice. Lois Weinberger understands artificially transferred plants as immigrants who have 
been separated from their home. He suggests that ‘letting go’ rather than cultivation makes the best garden. 
Haegue Yang articulates the loneliness and fear of immigrants, marginal people living in the era of speed. 
Through installations of vulnerable combinations of artificial objects, she explores the causes of the longing 
that has arrived with the digital age. Tomoko Takahashi’s installations allow the viewer to reflect on sensory 
experience within an urban ‘landscape’ of excessive technological growth.

By reflecting on the liminal and liminoid experience of the garden, I attempt to articulate the conceptual 
disorientation felt in stone garden spaces and their contemporary urban equivalents. This thesis, comprising 
of both writing and installation works, explores the experience of liminal space informed by particular ideals 
evident in Shan Sui and Ui-won and manifest in East Asian gardens and in some works of contemporary art.

Jinjoon Lee

DPhil Fine Art
The Ruskin School of Art
St. Hugh’s College
The University of Oxford

“Victor Turner (1987: 29) suggests that the liminoid is the “successor of the liminal in complex large-
scale societies, where individuality and optation have in theory supplanted collective and obligatory 
ritual performances”. Thus, the liminoid represents, in some ways, a looser, more open and less 
structured space for individual movement. The liminoid is not always ritualistic, like the liminal, but 
offers opportunities for critical engagement, subversion of normative ways of being, and the trying 
out of non-dominant values and systems within public, albeit less rigid and proscriptive, spaces.”

Jayne Caudwell and Robert E. Rinehart. “Liminoidal Spaces and the Moving Body: Emotional Turns”, 
Emotion, Space and Society 12 (2014): 1–3p. 

#Letter 5

When I would stand beneath those streetlights, I would stare at the trees lining the road. Each of those 
trees had been growing somewhere else, until its roots had been slashed away and it was moved to this 
new space, where it was forced to put down new roots and grow expressionless in the space between road 
and pavement. Whenever it rains or the wind blows, I feel as if those trees stand guard, acting as the true 
heroes of the city’s story.  Something about them is strange to behold. Is it because they’ve collected too 
much dust from the city? Or perhaps because of the way they stand stiffly at exact intervals, perfectly 
spaced from each other? In their mother forests, they would never have stood this way. Clearly those 
trees were living things, but somehow they felt manufactured. Manufactured nature… It formed a portal of 
sorts. Those trees—with their perfect spaces and intervals, covered in their city dust; casting their strange 
shadows as they moved under the streetlights—they whispered to me about where I came from. In the 
middle of the night, London can be a quiet place, but the sounds of the busy city day still linger in the trees. 
I would walk amongst them, as they guided me through the city maze until the early hours of morning. It 
always felt as though if I went just a little farther, those trees would take me to a secret place, one only 
they knew. A place that would take me away for a moment from the stage on which I was living. I felt almost 
like I was walking around inside the painting in the scroll you used to show me in your study, Grandfather. 
As you would unroll the scroll before me, I could see a flower, a stone, a stream, a tree; and they whispered 
to me of things which can’t be found in the city. Those whispers must have come from some wide space 
outside of the study, brought from nowhere in somewhere by a gust of wind. 

“Walking into Office the lights recede; in four, maybe five, steps the whole atmosphere changes. Overhead and external light 
is gone, darkness infiltrates this landscape, paths are partially obliterated, the surfaces of objects have dissolved, the colors 
absorbed, at times things lose their separateness, co-joining in new world forms. The sense of seeing, being seen, and what I 
can not see is more acute here. . . . A series of spotlamps attract attention to the carefully arranged grottos of objects within the 
larger stacks. As I navigate Takahashi’s object towers, I am repeatedly forced to move towards and away from them, to peer 
among the groups of objects and to bend over and peek through holes as areas are plunged into darkness or blocked from view. 
I am caught in a continuous cycle of shifting focus, middle, fore and back ground. Disembodied spectatorship is impossible as 
I bend and twist to view the work.”

Harriet Hawkins, “Collection as Artistic Practice: The Geographies of Collection and Politics of Display in The Installations of Tomoko 
Takahashi and the Geographies and Politics of Display”, Women’s Studies 39;6 (2010): 647–672p.Teleporting Conversation between Oxford and Aspen: 

A conversation with Haegue Yang, Emily Smith, 
Michael Stanley, and Heidi Zuckerman Jacobson

HZJ : If your exhibition in Oxford is an 
investigation into an idea of movement, perhaps 
your show in Aspen focuses more on transportation 
and displacement. In particular, you focus on 
Taoism and the mystic techniques that exist within 
its tradition, which purport to enable things or 
even the mind itself to be transported, transformed 
or liberated. The title- The Art and Technique 
of Folding the Land- is inspired by tales about 
the ability to travel miles with each step, often 
embodied in Western folklore by magic boots.  
How does this exhibition and the work embody 
your life on the movie, or what you call ‘folding 
the land’?

HY: It was interesting to think about the exact 
meaning of ‘folding the land’ because it involves a 
different methodology than relying on a magical 
object such as the boots. ‘Folding the land’ as a 
Taoist technique mobilizes the mind: one has to 
imaging folding the land reduce distance rather than 
jumping a given distance with the help of a magical 
object. We all move around so much these days, 
whether it’s virtual contact via Skyper or travelling 
by jumbo jet for professional trips. This ‘migrating’ 
life inevitably becomes a pain, making a stationary 
life now seem cosy. Of course there are different 
aspects of being mobile that regarded as a privilege 
and luxury: however, migration or travel has also 
gained a new dimension of economic and cultural 
exile, which isn’t always pretty. I am one who can’t 
escape from traveling and so my life is split, and 
encountering less-than-familiar people in unknown 
places is a part of it. Thinking about those mystic 
techniques of Taoism encouraged me to meet this 
challenge with a different attitude. ‘Folding the 
land’ in fact enabled me to gain more initiative 
rather than accept the passive feeling I often have 
when traveling, when I can’t choose the places and 
people I meet, and where I am the vulnerable visitor 
who brings my own stuff to a new place and sees 
what happens. 

Haegue Yang, et al., Haegue Yang: Wild against Gravity. 
Aspen Art Press, 2011.  

Fig. 1

Fig. 3

Fig. 2

Fig. 5	 Hong-do Kim, Painting of humble scholar with taste for the arts, (布衣風流圖), Ink and colour on silk. Collection unknown, 18C. 

	� A self-portrait of Hong-do Kim, a middle-class painter, enjoying leisure activities of a poor but honest scholar. Here, we see the 
everyday life and cultural tastes of the artist, including music, calligraphy, reading and collecting books, flowers, ceramics, etc.

Fig. 6	� Lois Weinberger, What is beyond plants is at one with them, Sculpture, miscellaneous, railway track, planting with 
indigenous plants and neophytes, Track 1, 10,000cm, Kulturbahnhof, 1997.  

Fig.7	 Jinjoon Lee, Chewing Gum in Oxford,    
	 Single channel video, 15’54”, Oxford, 2018.

Fig. 8	 Lois Weinberger, Wild Cube, 
	 Indian ink, watercolour on paper, 40 x 30 cm, 1991/2009.

Fig. 9	� Jinjoon Lee, Footpath image in Oxford, Photograph, 21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2017.

Fig. 12	� Lois Weinberger, Wild Cage, Sculpture, Ruderalgarten, Joanneumsviertelplatz,  2013.

Fig. 13	� Haegue Yang, Wrapping up the Season, 
	� Clothing rack, casters, light bulbs, cable, 

wigs,bells, pillbox, chain, folder clips, winter 
coats, and jackets, 200 x 91.5 x 91.5 cm, 
Greene Naftali Gallery, New York, 2011.

Fig. 14	 Haegue Yang, Wrapping up the Season, 
	�� Installation view of The Art and Technique of Folding the Land, Aspen Art Museum, Aspen, USA, 2011. 

Fig. 15	 Jinjoon Lee, Iron grate image in Oxford, Photograph, 21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2017.

Fig. 16	 Tomoko Takahashi, Installation view from the exhibition Tomoko Takahashi,
	� Serpentine Gallery, London, 2005. 

Fig. 17	� Unknown artist, Painting of scholar’s equipment, Ink and colour on paper, 
61 x 38 cm, Joseon Dynasty.

Fig. 18	 Tomoko Takahashi, 
	� Installation view from the exhibition Tomoko Takahashi, Serpentine Gallery, London, 2005. 

Fig. 19	� Jinjoon Lee, Street corner image, Photograph, 21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2019.

Fig. 21	 Sun Jung, Self-portrait of Sun Jung, 	Ink and colour on silk, collection of Gansong Museum, 18C.  

	� “In this self-portrait of Sun Jung, sitting on the wooden floor of sa-rang-chae, the artist/subject 
seems to be contemplatively enjoying a flower with a fan in his hand. The bookshelves in the room 
are full and the floor is well-kept so that the patterns of wood can be clearly seen.”

	� Jong-sang Sung, “Ui-Won: The 18-19C Joseon Scholar’s Garden of Imagination”.  
Landscape Research 40;6 (2015): 732–47p. 

Jinjoon Lee, Empty Garden, Installation, Collected materials from the street, 
Dolphin Gallery at St John’s College, 2019. 

Fig. 4	 Lois Weinberger, Tree Celebration,  
	� Cherry trees, plastic sacks and foil,  

Courtesy Salle Principale, Paris, 1977.

Fig. 10	 Haegue Yang, Unfolding Places, 
	� Single channel DV-PAL, colour, sound, voice-over: Helen Cho (English), 18’15”, London and Seoul, 2004.

Fig. 11	� Jinjoon Lee, Street tree image in Oxford, 
Photograph, 21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2018.

Fig. 20	 Jinjoon Lee, Look at the sun in a rainy night, Single channel video, 2’40”, London, 2018.
Fig. 22	 Jean-Marc Bustamante, Stationnaire II, 
	 C-print, resin, epoxy 12 boxes, 66 x 56 x 8 cm (each), Musee d’Art moderne de la ville de Paris, 1991.

The traditional Chinese landscape painting, 山水Shanshui, reveals the idea of 
transcendence in space beyond image. 山水 Shanshui, literally ‘Mountain and Water’ is a 
genre of classical Chinese painting. To the Chinese the theme of a painting is inseparable 
from its form, and both are the expression of an all-embracing philosophical attitude 
toward the visible world… the landscape painter carries ‘beyond the image,’ on the winds 
of what Wordsworth in The Prelude called  the ‘symbols of Eternity.’

Michael Sullivan, Symbols of Eternity: The Art of Landscape Painting in China, Stanford: Stanford 
University Press, 1979, 7p.

“In Chinese painting the equivalent is changing viewpoint, a non-perspectival spatial 
technique serving to increase the space in a painting. A good example is Early Spring 
by Guo Xi (1072), where a number of views open up within the scene. It is almost 
impossible to link them together as real scenery when we study the transition from 
one view to another, but the painting retains its integrity as a whole. In horizontal 
scrolls the shifting viewpoint is used to introduce a temporal dimension to the 
painting: as it is unravelled, a story is told. This can be related to garden design, as 
movement through the garden is an essential part of experiencing the garden. Thus 
the temporal dimension present in painting is also experienced in the garden.” 

Katherine Bedingfeld, “Wang Shi Yuan: A Study of Space in a Chinese Garden”,  
The Journal of Architecture 2;1 (1997): 11–41p.

This method is believed to express ‘an image of mind’ or ‘a metaphor for a being’, 
rather than exactly depict the environment. They transcend the scalar limitations of 
their body, and adopt a wider landscape-scale perception – and appreciation – of the 
world. Associated with this shift is an unnerving sensation, as they are aware of their 
own small place in the enormous world stretching around them. 

Steven Leuthold, Cross-Cultural Issues in Art: Frames for Understanding, Abingdon,  
Oxon and New York: Routledge, 2011, 168p.

Fig. 23	 Jean-Marc Bustamante, Stationnaire II,
	�� Silver dye-bleach prints and concrete, 53.3 × 64.8 × 10.2 cm,  

Collection Museum of Contemporary Art Chicago, Gift from The Howard and 
Donna Stone Collection, 1992.

“The bus passed over the first monument. 
I pulled the buzzer-cord and got off at the 
corner of Union Avenue and River Drive. The 
monument was a bridge over the Passaic River 
that connected Bergen County with Passaic 
Country. Noon-day sunshine cinematized the 
site, turning the bridge and the river into an 
over-exposed picture. Photographing it with 
my Instamatic 400 was like photographing 
a photograph. The sun became a monstrous 
light-bulb that projected a detached series of 
‘stills’ through my Instamatic into my eye. When 
I walked on the bridge, it was as though I was 
walking on an enormous photograph that was 
made of wood and steel, and underneath the 
river existed as an enormous movie film that 

showed nothing but a continuous blank.”

Robert Smithson, The Collected Writings, edited by Jack D. 
Flam, Berkeley: University Of California Press, 1996, 70p. 

#Letter 7

Grandfather, do you remember how we could hear the sounds of the outside world when we sat in that 
garden you made? It wasn’t actually all that quiet a place. Noises of buses, trains, peddlers on the street. 
All the noises of the city. I would sit there, fingering the lichen on the rocks, while all of those noises came 
flowing in over the low wall. They seemed like sounds from some distant past or future. I couldn’t see 
them there, but they spoke to me from somewhere, even though in the end we only hear what we want to. 
Perhaps that’s why Father always said it wasn’t a real garden. Maybe it was similar to a communal tomb, 
made of stones, another empty grave. But it was definitely a garden. 

Ah! The next stop is Oxford. I feel like my body is waking from an anesthetized sleep as I notice the man next 
to me rising from his seat. He barely nudged me by mistake, but I’ve mumbled ‘sorry’ without meaning to.  
I think I was in the rain too long today. 

Jean-Marc Bustamante always considers 
the notion of landscape – also in his 
private life: “The landscape is a frame, but 
with many things inside. So I like to use 
landscape as a metaphor, also in life.” He 
considers a problem like he would consider 
a landscape – how you can transform it, add 
or remove something from it. Coming from 
photography, he adds, he has a tendency to 
“see the world inside a frame.”

Jean-Marc Bustamante, Interviewed with Roxanne 
Bagheshirin Lærkesen, Galleri Susanne Ottesen, 
Copenhagen, October, 2017. 

#Letter 8

St. Hughes was founded in 1886. It was a special college originally established to allow the first 
cohort of female students to attend Oxford University. The reason I chose to live at St. Hughes 
was its beautiful garden. I feel my decision to start my DPhil here was one of truly good fortune. 
The grass spread over its grounds is so soft it feels as if I’m walking around on a carpet. This 
green carpet starts at your feet, but it soon feels like it’s spreading over your entire body. When 
I saw the photograph in the college introduction, I thought it was so beautiful. In that picture, 
the green trees and the green grass made it feel like even the buildings and the sky were shining 
with a green light. But the experiences of looking at a photograph and feeling things through 
one’s body are totally different.  This feeling seeps through my trainers and makes me feel as 
though I’m standing on some luxurious Persian carpet. It feels like I can run and jump as much as 
I want, without ever needing to worry about falling over. I feel like I’m standing some place safe, 
where I am perfectly protected. But suddenly, I remember when I injured my knee as a child. In 
1983, at Sangnam Elementary School in Masan my hometown, we had been divided into the blue 
team and the white team for a relay race. On the dirt sports grounds, where not a single blade of 
grass was growing, we ran around and around I don’t know how many times, passing the baton 
back and forth to each other. I was the last runner. Just as I was nearing the finish line (when I 
was, you could say, nearly back to the start line), I fell down. I hurt my left knee quite badly. As I 
lay there in the dust, my knee scraped open, I wonder just how much dirt got inside my skin. It 
must have been a lot, because afterwards my knee became terribly swollen and I was left with 
an awful scar. My mother stayed up all night, slowly removing each grain of dirt from my knee. 
Those dark red little clumps of sand—so dark they almost looked black—kept coming and coming. 
I’m sure to this day, some of them are wandering around inside of me. Like the way the blood red 
Yongma Mountain of Masan still wanders around my memory.     

Fig. 24	 Guo Xi, Early Spring,
	� Hanging scroll, ink and colour on silk, 158.3 x 108.1 cm,  

National Palace Museum, Taipei, 1072.

#Letter 9

Every year on April 1st, we had to go up to that mountain.  On ‘tree planting day’, as 
we called it, we didn’t go to school, and I liked that. Instead, we went to plant trees. 
The mountains I used to draw when I was little were always green, but only because 
I had been taught that way. Our art teacher, who used to be a soldier, taught us that 
mountains should be green. In fact, I think he taught us that they could only be green. 
He told me to colour the sun red, as he drew a large X through the red mountain I had 
drawn. I wanted to say that the sun should be black, because you can’t really see it.  
The mountain behind our house, though, really was red. 
  
Once, I asked Grandmother.
  “Granny, why is the mountain so red?”
Grandmother lit her pipe again, and said, 
  “All the trees were burned up in the war”. 
I asked my father, too. 
  “Dad, why do the mountains look so red?”
My father, washing his oil-stained hands, said, 
  “Because we’re poor”. 
He said the people were so hungry they’d eaten all the plants from the mountains.

In the sense that the principle of 借景 Jiejing borrowed scenery 
emphasizing the selection of appropriate site values the physical 
conditions of nature and artificiality, it is possible to classify it 
as a physical methodology. In particular, Ji Cheng argues in his 
17th century book “Yuanye” (translated by Hardie, 2012) that it 
is required to not only define the position and formality of the 
garden by considering the external aspect of the environment 
and landscape of the site but also to figure out even the latent 
essence through deep observation and research. Moreover, this 
should include the profound state where a subject is united 
with an object by reaching the union between the mental 
world of the object and that of the designer. In other words, to 
introduce nature in the garden, it is important to consider the 
given natural conditions and “conform to the physical order of 
topography and nature,” and we can interpret that the search 
for the essence of nature can be considered an attempt to 
destroy the “physical boundary” of humans, arts and nature 
where artificiality forms physical boundary with nature.  

Yuanye describes five types of borrowed sceneries. There are 
methods classified by the spatial distance, the perspective of 
spatial gaze and time-related perspective. This type of 
borrowed scenery is not fixed in terms of space and time. We 
can understand that nature and architecture are not regarded 
as a fixed or static relationship in the sense that it does not 
view objects from a fixed perspective and it does not observe 
objects limited to only an isolated object. Borrowed scenery is an 
act of drawing the concrete and objective scenery from inside 
and outside the garden to the sensory organs of the viewer. 
Likewise, beyond the mere detection of the borrowed scenery, 
the concept even expands to the union through interaction 
between the emotion of subject and the scenery as an object 
and sublimation to a new dimension. Like this, borrowed scenery 
allows us to feel nature in the artificially constructed space and 
realize that a human or architecture is part of nature. Eventually, 
the object of borrowed scenery embraces not only the pan-
sensory and spatial aspects but also time-related situations 
such as the changes of four seasons. This means that borrowed 
scenery moves forward from the limited dimension to infinity, 
by uniting subjectivity with objectivity and falsity with truth, 
and even reaches the aesthetics of Laozi and Zhuangzi bringing 
about a deep impression and resonating with the viewer. 

Fig. 26	� Martin Roth, Untitled,
	� Grass grown on persian rugs, Korean Cultural Centre UK, London, 2016. 

Courtesy the artist and Korean Cultural Centre UK. 

Fig. 25	 Paul Nash, Landscape from a Dream, 
	 Oil paint on canvas,  67.9 × 101.6 cm, Collection Tate, 1938. 

#Letter 10

My favorite part of the St. Hughes garden is the apple trees. Many of the apples lie rotting on the 
ground where they’ve fallen, uneaten. I never saw a garden like this in the home of my childhood.  
I think this place must be some kind of Eden. Perhaps I should be wary of snakes here. 

Grandfather said the name of the mountain behind our house was Yongma. In Korean, this means 
Dragon-horse Mountain. So Grandfather, at the recommendation of a friend of his—fairly famous 
as a scholar of 風水 Fengshui, East Asian geomancy —decided to build our house and garden there. 
He hoped our family might live healthily and happily in that place, forever. For me, though, as I sat 
in our little garden, I used to think the big mountain behind our house looked like a clump of blood 
someone had coughed up. In the evening, when the sun was setting, this was even more the case. 
The sky and the clouds and even the mountain all became stained with red. It’s like what they say 
about pain—that it always appears with the most intensity for one last time before it disappears. 
Like the great red clump of blood Grandfather coughed up on his bedding early one morning.    

My mother told me that I coughed blood like this once, before I was just one years old. My whole 
family thought I was going to die, they tell me. They say I had tuberculosis. In Masan, there were 
many treatment centers for tuberculosis. They used to say that’s why many young children died 
there. Ironically, they brought the tuberculosis patients there in the first place because of the 
clean air, the clean water. That’s why many poor poets who had tuberculosis came to live in Masan. 
On Yongma Mountain, there is a road called ‘The Poet’s Path’. Which is, in turn, the reason that 
so many artists came to live in the little town of Masan. And that’s why so many children died. 
Countless pure souls coughed up red blood and disappeared, just like that. That’s why I see black 
whenever I see red. It might be because of the red and black sand from that sports field, still 
swimming around somewhere in my blood. The rotting apples here are the same colour. But in this 
English garden, I feel safe. I feel protected by the walls here from the rough wildlife of the outside 
world. It feels like I could heal, here in this peaceful, secluded, gentle place. It could be that I’ve 
come to a hospital, not a garden. I think that people who are injured outside could come and heal 
here. This might not be a coincidence. St. Hughes was used as a treatment center for patients with 
brain injuries during the Second World War. 

#Letter 11

I’ve actually managed to land myself in the the hospital, now. They say as my left Achilles tendon is completely 
ruptured, it will be hard to walk for a while. I’m lying alone in a huge hospital room. The white bed and white pillow, 
the white walls and white floor and white ceiling, the white fluorescent lights. They hurt my eyes. I feel like I’m 
in some great vacuum, like I may stop breathing at any moment. A minute ago, a nurse came in and told me she 
would put a white plaster on my leg. The young looking Portuguese woman couldn’t speak English very well, so we 
made friends quickly. She hasn’t been here long, apparently. She seemed quite nervous, so I told her I’m a sculptor 
and know a lot about plaster. We applied the white plaster to my leg together. After we finished, the nurse told me 
this was her first time applying a plaster. It could be that, with my poor English, I misunderstood what she told me. 
Regardless, she looked very satisfied, but I found myself wanting to quickly return to home. She told me to wait here 
until the doctor came. 

The whole day has already passed but I have yet to meet the doctor. I’ve wasted away the day lying in my bed, and 
feel that I am similar to the flower sitting in its vase at the end of the hall. The flower has been ripped from the 
ground by the roots, and now resides in the same space as me. Where has it come from? Looking around, I realize 
there are quite a few flower vases here. They stick out against the white background. You know, I don’t think busy 
people tend to notice when there are flowers. Or I suppose they know, but they don’t think about it much. How 
alive are the flowers in those vases? No one has come to see me all day. The ‘Ha-Ha’ from the garden at Corsham 
Court comes to mind. The beautiful flowers in that British garden, the endless green grass and the flocks of sheep 
wandering around it. It is designed to look like there is no boundary, but there is—it’s just invisible. The ha-ha: Is it 
a sort of border line, hidden inside kindness? It’s hidden, but it separates here and there quite clearly. It’s scarier, 
that boundary can’t be seen. Ha-ha. It’s like a laugh, ringing with a sort of mocking criticism. In Korea, ‘haha’ denotes 
laughter. That’s why I was confused, I suppose.  

#Letter 12

A doctor in a white gown finally arrived in the room. When he first came in, I knew he was 
expressionless, but upon seeing me his face broke into a wide smile. 

“Unfortunately, your Achilles tendon has been completely ruptured. It’s already beginning to roll up. 
As it’s dangerous to leave it injured like this for long, it will be advisable for you to receive surgery as 
soon as possible. But there are many people waiting now, so your waiting time may be long. Frankly, 
I don’t know when we will be able to schedule the surgery. Haha. But I will try to get a date nailed 
down for as soon as possible.”

He asked me again, with a kind expression on his face:

“Do you happen to have private insurance? If you go to a private hospital, they may be able to help 
you more quickly. Haha, don’t worry too much. As long as you get the surgery, you will be ok.”

His face really did look very kind. But now I want to return to Korea as fast as I can. Not because of 
the doctor’s smile. Because of my smile. I was sitting there as he talked, nodding my head, smiling. 
“Thank you”, I said repeatedly. Maybe I didn’t want to reveal that I hadn’t quite understood him. 
I’m starting to feel that if I stay here much longer, my face may morph into that of a clown. Like a 
Victorian post-mortem photograph. Like Japan’s Ikebana, with one arm and one ear, missing an eye, 
lips ripped, a leg recently cut off. Like the life-prolonging medical treatment Grandfather always said 
he would never get, because in the end all that’s really left is a few pieces of equipment. Even then, 
someone might say that life had been preserved. 

Maybe I should take all the flowers with me, when I leave here. So I can bury them, somewhere along 
the road. Those flowers are already dead, you see. I’d like to finish their life-prolonging treatment, to 
euthanize them.
 

The voluminous bags, filled to the brim have- as is often the case in Weineberger’s universe- little to do with 
the garden context. We are more familiar with them from central bus stations, where travelers are sent to, or 
welcomed from, distant destinations. The fertile earth filling the bags is independently populated. Becoming 
a garden without the artist-gardener actually doing anything. Anything that grows in these ‘transportable 
gardens’ grows coincidentally, has been brown there, or is already in the soil, This simple, yet immensely 
visually powerful placement of vegetation makes it clear that the frame of reference for Weinberger’s art 
extends far beyond the garden and its plants, weeds, and growth cycles into the social and political. 

Weinberger’s plants and seeds, the people and fates he refers to are, on the one hand, in a constant state of 
migration. On the other hand, the fact that, in the end, everything rots-bags, soil plants dissolve over the 
course of a year- makes this a fruitful context in a special way. Here, the rejection of a lasting setting is used 
in a moment of immersion. The migrant, the strange, things that have been blown in, and things stranded 
at bus stations dissolve at the site, only to continue wandering from there, being sown again, continuing 
their journeys. 

Philippe Van Cauteren, Tom Trevor and Martin Engler, Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: Hatje Cantz, 2013, 451p.

Digging these ditches sufficiently deep and wide to prevent 
the grazing animals from crossing and sufficiently long to 
open up great panoramas meant the displacement of large 
amounts of earth, much of which could be used for other 
landscaping purposes, such as making picturesque hillocks, 
terraces, and the like. Yet, what is remarkable to a modern 
observer is the striking disparity between the scale of these 
extensive earthworks and the (almost) invisible result. From 
the country house, grassy terraces, or serpentine paths, 
the ha-has were cleverly hidden so that an uninterrupted 
picture of ruminating livestock roaming freely in nature 
would be painted in the viewer’s imagination. Ditches that 
were visually obvious or called attention to themselves, 
even indirectly, would necessarily be recognized as fences or 
restraining devices, thereby negating the desired impression 
of natura naturata. Thus, the ha-ha had to be hidden from 
afar while at the same time providing a pleasant surprise 
from close by. The most effective way of accomplishing 
this con- tradictory goal of invisible containment and visual 
surprise was literally to go underground

S.A. Mansbach, “An Earthwork of Surprise: The 18th-Century 
Ha-Ha”, Art Journal 42; 3 (1982): 217–21p, 220p.

#Letter 15

It’s raining now. 

When I received the call from my mom and hurried home, Grandfather was already lying peacefully in his 
room, eyes closed. His body, which looked smaller than usual after a week or so of not being able to eat 
properly, was lying still on top of his blankets. I felt it was good fortune that he hadn’t died in a hospital. 
I knew how he had felt about dying surrounded by tubes and machines, instead of his beloved family. I 
remember the last time I saw him. When I had found his old photographs from middle school, I’d seen 
a slight smile come across his colour-drained face. In those old black and white photos, I could see how 
dashing Grandfather had looked in his youth. I felt like Grandfather, with his neatly arranged school uniform, 
had always had that certain expression of his: one that looked like he was young and full of dreams. When 
Grandfather first showed me the painting, “A dream of strolling in a peach garden,” I remember him having 
that same expression on his face. He had always wanted to see the original painting in Nara, Japan, but I 
guess he never got there. But when he told me about the picture, he explained it with a level of detail that 
suggested he had painted it himself. He would take his finger and trace over the painting from the bottom 
left corner to the top right corner, explaining to me everything happening within: the sprawling range of 
mountains, the red peach flowers blooming in the little village. It felt like I was taking his hand and walking 
around the garden with him. I even felt like I could hear the refreshing sound of water as his finger would 
pass over the little waterfall descending out of the stream in front of the flowery village. I’m sure this was 
a product of the wholehearted explanations my Grandfather gave, his eyes sparkling. When he would touch 
it with his fingers, explaining its contents to me, sometimes his cheeks would seem to turn as pink as the 
flowers. He told me this was the place of the Xian, the people who never died. I think he had a picture in his 
mind of what that ideal place would actually look like. I feel that Grandfather has made his own way to that 
peach garden. But if he is there, what is the “brave new world” in which I am living?

“O nobly—born, when thy body and mind were separating, thou must have experienced a glimpse of the Pure Truth, subtle, 
sparkling, bright, dazzling, glorious, and radiantly awesome, in appearance like a mirage moving across a landscape in 
spring—time in one continuous stream of vibrations.
Be not daunted thereby, nor terrified, nor awed. 
That is the radiance of thine own true nature. Recognize it.
From the midst of that radiance, the natural sound of Reality, reverberating like a thousand thunders simultaneously sounding, 
will come. 
That is the natural sound of thine own real self. Be not daunted thereby, nor terrified, nor awed. 
The body which thou hast now is called the thought—body of propensities. Since thou hast not a material body of flesh and 
blood, whatever may come,—sounds, lights, or rays, —are, all three, unable to harm thee: thou art incapable of dying. It is 
quite sufficient for thee to know that these apparitions are thine own thought—forms. 
Recognize this to be the Bardo.

O nobly—born, if thou dost not now recognize thine ownthought— forms, whatever of meditation or of devotion thoumayst 
have performed while in the human world—if thou hastnot met with this present teaching—the lights will dauntthee, the 
sounds will awe thee, and the rays will terrify thee.
Shouldst thou not know this all— important key to the teachings, —not being able to recognize the sounds, lights, andrays,—
thou wilt have to wander in the Sangsara.”

Karma-Gliṅ-Pa and W. Y. Evans-Wentz, The Tibetan Book of the Dead or the After-Death Experiences on the Bardo Plane, According to Lāma Kazi 
Dawa-Samdup’s English Rendering, Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2000. 190p.                 

In 1925, Sowol Kim wrote the poem ‘Chohon,’ in which he described 
the way that loved ones called after their departed in the following way:

That name, now broken in pieces!
That name, separated from emptiness!
That name, which has no owner even if called!
That name--I may die in the calling thereof.

The word which is left in the heart
It has never been finished, even to the end
Oh the person who I loved!
Oh the person who I loved!

The red sun hanging from the western mountain peak.
The herd of deer cries mournfully.
Fallen, I go and sit in the mountains
Calling your name, calling, calling. 

Calling until I can’t stand the sorrow
Calling until I can’t stand the sorrow
The sounds of my calls are lost in the distance
But the space between heaven and earth is much too great.

If I become a stone while standing in this place
That name; though I die in the calling thereof!
The person I loved!
The person I loved!

Translated by the author

#Letter 20

I wake up to an intense cold. My body shivers and I can hear my teeth chattering together. “Click clack click clack… 
The Achilles surgery? Click clack click clack…” A nurse comes into the room where I’m lying, wearing only a loose 
hospital gown, and covers me with a blanket.

“This is the recovery room in Seoul National University Hospital. Your surgery went well, but the anesthesia hasn’t 
worn off yet, so you need to be careful about lifting your head. You may experience a severe headache. We’ll move 
you to a normal room. Don’t hold back from coughing—let yourself cough as much as you need to.” 
 
I’ve lost count of the times I’ve had general anesthesia. I feel like I’m used to it, but every time I wake up after 
a surgery I feel disoriented. Fortunately, they say my ruptured Achilles tendon has been repaired without issue. 
But for the time being, I won’t be able to walk, so they’ve instructed me to stay in bed. Apparently I’ll have a large 
scar for the rest of my life, but I will soon be able to walk again. They say not to worry. I’m so cold I don’t even 
notice the pain. They told me to cough a lot, so I’ve been forcing myself to sneeze. Or maybe it’s just happened 
naturally because of the cold. In the beds near me, three or four people are deeply sleeping. They must be people 
who haven’t woken up from their anesthesia yet. Like me, their bodies are covered in tubes from various IVs. I 
remember I had some kind of dream while I was sleeping, but the details aren’t clear. As soon as I lay down on the 
surgery table, I told the doctor in his mask that my back was too cold. I remember he told me “Count one, two, 
three.” I thought in that moment that the electric light above me was brighter than the sun itself. It was like seven 
suns had risen at once. It was so bright that I felt like the light was actually pushing down on my body. It felt like it 
was turning my whole body transparent, so that my veins and arteries looked like the tangled tentacles of a jelly 
fish. That bright sun kept pushing down on my body until I thought nothing would be left of me but a few little 
traces. That’s the last thing I remember before succumbing to sleep. Like the dead body of the cat I saw once on 
Banbury Road. The cat grew flatter and flatter until only traces remained, you see. And eventually, it disappeared, 
like it had melted into the asphalt itself.  Thinking of that cat reminds me of Hitchock’s “Vertigo”, and I imagine 
circling around and around the spot where the cat had disappeared until I would eventually disappear into that 
emptiness myself. It’s probably because of the strangeness of something so unfamiliar happening with a sense of 
almost casualness in a place I thought should be extremely familiar to me. Was that scene real, or a dream? Was it 
merely an expression of something, or was it an abyss? Was it a kind of captured order? Or was it a hodgepodged 
sort of chaos? Or…or…or… the possibilities repeat themselves in my head again and again… I think the general 
anesthesia is still affecting my thinking. 

#Letter 23

I always discovered new things in Grandfather’s garden with Yuki. He really liked the butterflies that would fly into 
the garden. So he didn’t like coming to the garden on days when it rained like this. But I liked the garden on days 
like today. When I sat there on the ground outside our house, listening to the rain as it dripped from the roof, or 
watching the rainwater as it flowed on the ground in every direction, I was able to imagine that I was somewhere 
far away, in nature. Sometimes this was frightening, and sometimes it was mysterious, this imagined distant, 
natural place. Some kind of unpredictable change and nervousness always existed there. It was scary, but I never 
got sick of it. That place reminds me of the little stream and the bridge above it at the Seohaksa Bikhuni Temple. 
When I lived at the temple, you could cross the bridge to the other side to see a garden on the streambank called 
“Seokgasan.” Whenever I went back to our lodgings from that garden, I had to cross the bridge. It felt like going to 
and from a different world. One day I went and stood on top of the bridge, and looked all the way down the stream. 
Suddenly I began harshly coughing, and when I finally caught my breath I just stood there with my head bowed. 
The stream below me was flowing calmly as it always did. I realized that my face was never once reflected on the 
same bit of water. 

Every day, every moment, I change. Never in my life have I ever been the same. One day the stream, heavy with 
the previous day’s rainwater, roared with sound. But never once did it sing the same song twice. Still, I heard only 
what I chose to hear. There was no poetry, no lullaby—the song just followed my mood. The stream kept flowing 
indifferently, without reason. Yuki might have been right. He said he liked the butterflies more than the garden 
itself. But the butterflies came because of the garden. Yuki told me a lullaby about butterflies that he’d heard 
from his Grandfather once.   

昔者荘周夢為胡蝶。栩栩然胡蝶也。自喩適志与。不知周也。
俄然覚、則蘧蘧然周也。不知、周之夢為胡蝶与、胡蝶之夢為周与。
周与胡蝶、則必有分矣。此之謂物化。 

In the dream of the butterfly, Zhuangzi sits across from a butterfly and talks with it about the two of them 
becoming one to live a freer life. Usually, we imagine the butterfly in the dream is the object and the human is 
the main actor in this situation. But if I stop looking at the butterfuly as the object, I will become an object to a 
different actor. If I negate someone else, I also eventually will become negated. In the end, in order for me to be 
freed from subordination, I have to sit with the butterfly and allow myself to converse with it as my equal. I have 
to not only dream the butterfly’s dreams, but allow it to dream my dreams also. I think of the flight of a butterfly 
as a simple fluttering of wings in the search of freedom. So I like the butterflies that fly into my garden even more. 
 
I think I was still standing on that bridge, seeing and hearing only the things I chose to. That’s probably why Yuki 
and I fought so much. He as a Japanese person, and myself as a Korean person seemed just like the characters 
in Bucho, always moving parallel to separate worlds. Each of us were dreaming different dreams in our separate 
worlds. Through Zhuangzi’s story we learn to see things that aren’t visible, and listen to music that doesn’t make 
a sound. We learn to enjoy a sense of freedom that comes from considering life and death as one. Because of this 
and that, and right and wrong, and large and small, beauty and ugliness, all kinds of contention and boundaries of 
discrimination break down, and we become able to meet a more unified world. 

I think the sleeping medication I’ve been given is kicking in again. All of a sudden the rain outside my hospital room 
sounds like a lullaby of sorts. 

#Letter 24

I’ve finally been discharged, after about a month. I may still be sitting in a wheelchair, but even the air outside 
of the hospital feels different. I’m looking at people from a different eye level. My eyes are lower, but my vision 
doesn’t move up and down, so I feel like I’m floating. But my wheelchair stops moving at even the slightest of 
bumps. I feel like I’m floating, but I lack the freedom of a bird. My heart flies around freely, but the smallest divot 
on the ground jerks me back to reality. Anyway, I can go to the Secret Garden. It’s in a place that’s a walk away 
from the Seoul University Hospital, but I sometimes feel like the journey lasts forever. The sunlight coming 
through the leaves today seems particularly bright. Whenever the wind blows, the light flickers through the 
branches. It might be because I’m looking up from a dark shadow. I’ve come further into the forbidden garden now. 

I want to go in as far as the wheelchair will allow. No one is taking care of the tree branches here, so a natural 
sort of dark tunnel has formed. Whenever the wind blows, the whole space whispers. I feel like a great green 
mass is lifting me up and taking me to new places. 

Like the waving sea plants I could see from under the ocean water at Sokcho, everything around me seems to be 
swaying. The ocean floor, thirty meters below me, was a dark, gravity-free area. The different kinds of sea plants, 
along with my own body, leanded back and forth in the water. The huge rocks seemed like they would far outlive 
any trace of human touch, and the green moss that spread around throughout the foggy, deep water appeared to 
go on forever. This new adventure made me excited, but it also gave me a deep sense of fear. In the vastness of all 
this, I was floating, and I felt there was nothing I could do. But as I relied on the oxygen I was breathing in and out, 
I slowly lowered my body into the watery space, and surrendered myself to its great strength. I felt myself becom-
ing accustomed it. The friend I had come with pulled me forward, just a little. It was a signal that we were going to 
resurface. We had to float back up through the water slower than a pocket of air. We floated up slowly—slowly—as 
we turned, looking at everything around us. Our heads were lifted up towards the green light far above us. It was 
time to go back. Now, the green leaves reflect the sunlight shining down on me as they quiver in the wind. 

Looking behind me, I see that my friend is still pushing my wheelchair. The forbidden garden has been cherishing 
the shaded, green light here, keeping it all for itself. It is said that nature tries to keep things the way they are, as 
much as can be done. For a while, people have not been allowed into the garden, in order to keep it in as natural 
a state as possible. Maybe the Joseon kings of the past wanted to preserve the natural mystery and fear of this 
place, the secret of flying free. That may be why we call it the Secret Garden. 

#Letter 22

I felt so incredibly small, a huge sense of joy came over me. When I left the mountains as an eight-year old and 
started learning to swim, my coach told me, “Don’t fight with the water.” To swim well, and to float well, first one 
must learn to completely relax the body. Maybe that was why I found myself thinking, “It doesn’t matter what 
happens to me now,” as I floated there, and when the dizziness reached its peak I let go of my fear. The thought 
that there was nothing I could do about my situation made me feel even smaller. The smaller I got, the more the 
Ryoanji stones in front of me started to look huge, like islands. And at some point, I felt able to clearly see the 
islands of the ocean around me, as if I was looking down from the sky. And then just as suddenly, those islands 
were like huge mountains again.  

I felt as if I were flying. I kept growing larger and then shrinking, growing larger and then shrinking, getting 
farther away and then closer. I was slowly floating up out of the sea of anxiety. When I was finally able to release 
my breath and float upwards again, I felt a huge sense of relief. As I felt myself grow smaller, at that moment I 
experienced “that place where consciousness dwells.”  Having this short journey, in which I “traveled, enjoyed 
myself, and kept on living”  was like a rite of passage. When I finally emerged from the black sea and walked out 
onto the black beach, something like black ink was dripping from my naked, wet body, like a person who comes 
back from a battlefield, body covered in wounds, dripping with sweat and dark red blood.  I walked for some 
time, and when I finally reached a place where I could see the lights flickering in the village again, I was able to 
look back and make out the path behind me. I could see my footprints, shining brightly in contrast with the black 
sea from which I’d emerged.  Other observers might have assumed they were the fooprints of someone walking 
towards the ocean, trying to disappear into it. When I got back to my Japanese brother Yuki’s house, the family 
members were all gathered in the back garden, drinking tea and warm sake from the Kansai area. Upon seeing 
my soaking wet body, Yuki asked me, “Were you out swimming at this time of night? Without a swimming suit?” 
He laughed casually. “Haha, come have some hot sake!” No one knew that I had very nearly been swept away into 
the Pacific Ocean. That I had returned from the deep darkness. I handed Yuki a stone the size of my fist. “I found 
this in the ocean. I caught it on my fishing line.”

#Letter 25

It’s time for me to return to Oxford. I went to see my mother at our house in Masan two days before leaving. She 
had put all of our clothes, down to my underwear, out in the back garden to dry. The garden looked tiny with them 
there, hanging in the sunlight and wind. When I was little it had seemed so large. 

When I visited Naples, I left the crowded shopping streets and went into a secluded alleyway. The change in scen-
ery was abrupt; I looked through a seemingly endless maze of connected alleys hung with laundry, I could see by 
the laundry hanging here and there the underwear the residents wore, the blankets they used when they slept. In 
that alleyway of blurred boundaries between the personal and public, everything was unfamiliar and foreign to me 
as a visitor from Asia. But to the locals here, this was the place where they escaped their homes to smoke or share 
a meal and gossip with neighbors. Those backstreets seemed to capture the lifestyle which Walter Benjamin de-
scribed as ‘raising the children of lost parents togeher’. Potted plants on the streets and verandas here and there 
combined with the hanging laundry all came together to form a kind of garden. 

I was reminded of the rooftop gardens in Korea. The people of the city would have needed a place to escape from 
the bitter loneliness hidden under the electric lights of congested buildings. There, raising flowers or vegetables 
that need soil to grow would have probably been similar to watching a movie or playing a game on a mobile phone. 
They might have needed something to satisfy the cravings that come from immersive joy. More than anything, as a 
reaction to life in the city--being separated from nature--there was likely a desire to be close to something natural. 
In the day to day of life, we create ‘gardens’ in order to feel close to nature. Gardens of potted plants, of paintings, 
of written words.  

At the moment, I am sitting here, my leg in a cast, swaying forwards and backwards in the rocking chair my Grand-
father used, looking at the laundry hanging in our garden. On the sofa, hung with white lace, the Chinese character
風 (fung), meaning wind, is embroidered. Every season, my mother changes the lace covers on our sofa. In the 
summer, she always chose one with the wind character. She would always choose the cool colours of white and 
blue. It was like the whole house was suddenly filled with a breeze, just from that simple character. We didn’t even 
have air conditioning then; we relied on a single, noisy electric fan. Whenever I would see that cooling wind char-
acter, I would think, “Ah, summer!” The warm months of my youth always started with 風. But now, the winter is 
ending and spring is almost here. Seeing that the character for wind is still draped over the couch reminds me that 
my mother really has aged. Her crooked back, her whitened hair, her bent fingers—they show that even doing this 
laundry can not have been easy for her. The ruined old garden in our backyard presses on my mind more than usual 
today. The red camelias embroidered into my yellow socks, hanging on the laundry line, jump out at my eyes. 

I suppose my mother has been waiting here in the garden—waiting for a warm spring to come.

The stone garden of 龍安寺 (‘Ryoan-ji’) temple in Kyoto dating from the end of the fifteen 
century,  is widely renowned for its association with Japanese Zen Buddhism. The garden is 
intended to be an ultimate space of tranquillity, created through the systematic and meticulous 
control of human hands. It is an establishment of a ‘nowhere’, a neutral space of calm divorced 
from the hectic reality of everyday life. Yet simultaneously, the garden is a battlefield, hosting 
a ceaseless war between nature and artificiality. The garden is composed of immaculately 
arranged pebbles, that are subject to the harsh powers of typhoons and storms. Every time 
the stones face natural bombardment, their composition is destroyed. But without fail, after 
every disturbance, monks painstakingly rearrange the manicured lines of stone. The powerful 
dynamics of the material world break the illusion that the garden is ‘nowhere’ and remind 
me that any utopia has to exist ‘somewhere’,  and therefore be subject to the dynamism of 
forces outside the remit of human control. This awareness, that making a ‘nowhere’ in a 
‘somewhere’ is a Sisyphean endeavor, creates humility, as humans recognise their own inability 
to indefinitely imprint their legacy in the world. 

The symbolic use of stones has been used to create transcendent scale experiences in East 
Asian gardens. The typical stone garden in Japan reproduces the image of the ideal Buddist 
and Daoist world, unlike Western gardens that imitate real, natural landscapes. Leading 
environment aesthetician Allen Carlson says of this contrast :

“The English natural garden is more or less a copy of nature and often looks not just like 
then at least quite a lot like nature. Rather the point is that a certain kind of look — a look of 
natural inevitability — is achieved in Japanese gardens and that in the realization of the kind 
of look such gardens solve the problem of judgement. Relevant to understanding this solution 
is not only seeing that Japanese gardens have this look but also knowing how it is achieved. 
I suggest that the key to achieving the relevant kind of look is a kind of idealization aimed at 
isolation and revealing the essential. In short, the solution to the problem of judgement lies 
in the fact that Japanese gardens achieve a look of inevitability not by the creation of a simple 
copy of nature, but rather by the creation of an idealization of nature that attempts to uncover 
what are taken to be its essential qualities.”  

Allen Carlson, Aesthetics and the Environment: The Appreciation of Nature, Art, and Architecture, 
London and New York: Routledge, 2000, 170p.

#Letter 13

When I first went to the stone gardens in Kyoto, I heard the birdsong. I remember walking carefully down a 
long, dark passage for some time. After respectfully removing my shoes, I cautiously followed after a few 
other tourists, moving slowly, step by step. But no matter how stealthily I tried to move, I could hear a sound 
like chirping coming from beneath my feet. The guides said this wasn’t because the wooden path was so 
old—it was actually an Edo era security system made to warn of intruders. They said the lighter one tried 
to step, the louder the squeaking sound would become. After this, the tourists seemed to relax, and they 
no longer moved with caution. Because of their freer steps, it now sounded like there were birds chirping 
all around us. It almost seemed like in this empty Buddhist space, a thousand different kinds of birds, each 
with its own size and rhythm, had gathered to sing. The birdsong mixed together until it felt like it was filling 
the entire space, floating above our heads though I couldn’t find a single bird.

Eventually, when we exited the dark corridor and emerged back into the brightly lit world, I felt dizzy as I 
saw the empty garden which awaited us. There were no plants there, and no trees—I could see only 15 large 
stones and the lichen and pebbles which surrounded them, along with the wavy patterns spread around 
the ground. It was almost empty, this garden. But it was full at the same time, of silence, and silence. It 
reminded me of the garden Grandfather had made years ago, in Masan. But in the silence of this place, I felt 
a sort of uneasiness. It felt like the world before my eyes was a still picture, frozen in time like a virtual 
reality. In the midst of that silence of stopped time, the stones stood there like grave markers in an ancient 
cemetery. Even though I knew the wind was blowing against my face, there wasn’t a single leaf or blade of 
grass anywhere to give away its presence. This was a garden of stone and moss, not of greenery. But it felt 
like some kind of vacuum, from which all the air had disappeared. The small noises which I’d heard up until 
a moment before had also been sucked from this vacuum, and only a faint thrumming from somewhere far 
off was audible. Just like the sound of an MRI machine. The dizziness felt like falling down an endless cliff 
in a childhood nightmare. Like losing your way in the middle of nothing. I felt like I was going to suddenly 
transform into something, so small that it could only be seen through a microscope, and then just as 
quickly change into some other thing so huge that everything around me would look miniscule. In the empty 
space of that garden, without a sense of direction, that’s how dizzy I felt. When I was little, I used to have 
nightmares like this. Every time I woke up from one, my mom told me, “You must be growing!” But even after 
waking, I would always stay sitting on my bed, breathing in and out, soaked in sweat. 

Five groups of fifteen stones, set by a stone-setting priest, looked like islands in a great sea.  
The distribution of the rocks shifts the viewers’ perspective from the objects to their relationship 
with space, encouraging a landscape-scale appreciation of space. This experience provides them with 
the opportunity to perceive with a bird’s eye view, and fittingly, their perception is free to soar in an 
empty sky. In a way, they can transcend their own physical limitations, as their perception varies and 
ranges. Sitting on the floor and looking intently at the stones in front of it, viewers can “tour, enjoy 
and live in”  their imaginations, transcending the scalar limitations of their body, and adopting a wider 
landscape-scale perception – and appreciation – of the world.
 
Perceiving the stones in this removed way forced me to encounter the old Buddhist teaching of  
humility, which creates eternal liberation from anxiety. I confronted not only the particular aesthetics 
of Japan – the pursuit of the quintessence of natural beauty  – but also experienced a space of ‘empti-
ness where the spirit resides’. In regard to emptiness or absence, Japanese architectural aesthetician 
Itō Teiji explains, “In East Asia, heaven and blank space are distinguishing traits of painting.  
The emptiness is in itself a form of paintings and, of course, gardens in Japan.”(see Itō, 1988)  
The same can be said of Chinese landscape painting, as art historian Steven Leuthold observes:  
“The areas of absence are as important as what it represents. The areas of absence in the painting 
evoke those spaces where the sprit resides.”(see Leuthold, 2011)

#Letter 14

Here, I had lost my way again. 

This was a place that didn’t exist anywhere else, a place outside of real space and time. The narrow grove, which separated 
the here from the there, seemed for a moment to be hair-thin, and then in the same moment seemed to open up to a wide, 
endless world. When I was small, I once saw a line of ants crawling into the space between sections of the wall surrounding 
our house. I sat there without moving for half of the day, counting how many ants were marching by, but the number 
became too big for me to count at my young age. In my later years, every Monday morning I would go to Sinagawa Station 
in Tokyo and see a different kind of ant there, all dressed in their black suits, as they left to start their daily battles. During 
those busy commuting hours, I remembered the times I’d spent as a child counting ants by our garden wall. The JR Line train 
went round and round in its endless circle, humming with a sense of taut anxiety as it moved. It seemed like a roller coaster 
that would never end. There in that stone garden, too, a feeling like that on a battleground seemed to float in the air around 
me. Like the endless battle between humans and nature. In a typhoon, the perfectly arranged little pebbles there would be 
blown out of place in a second. But even after a typhoon, the monks at that temple would calmly arrange the stones back 
into their original patterns, just as they’d been doing so for thousands of years. 

The monks have to repeat these actions without end in order to show that there is more meaning in the process than in the 
goal. Through those endless repetitions, we become able to shed our needless thoughts and ideas. In Buddhist tradition, 
through these repetitive actions practitioners aim to reach that special place (nowhere in somewhere), but at the same 
time they are enlightened to the fact that Utopia (somewhere in nowhere) doesn’t in reality exist anywhere at all. 

Here in this stone garden, sometimes called the Symbol of Zen Buddhism, I sit and ponder on the meaning of the monks’ 
endless repetitive cycle. Can one be freed from the anxiety of this battleground, admidst a war between human and nature? 
Is there some way for me to, even for a second, escape from the dizzy emptiness of this place—this endlessness, this fate?  
 
I think of Sisyphus, stuck in fate’s bridle of endless repetition as he rolls his stone up the hill forever. In fact, Camus said 
that “The struggle itself toward the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One must imagine Sisyphus happy.” It would 
seem that he thought Siyphus’s happiness came from the conviction that “there is no fate which cannot be surmounted 
by scorn”. But perhaps it is rather an attitude of extreme humility towards one’s own limitations that turns that endless 
repetition into a more natural happiness—an “intentionless intention.” In the process of the monks’ endless, repetitive 
practices, they are able to rid themselves of all kinds of false ideals, and enter a state of true contentment—and it is in that 
process that true “intentionless intention” can be discovered. For a person, trapped in that bridle of endless repetition, 
to accept his or her limitations is not to suggest giving up on life through suicide.  It might be that Sisyphus isn’t actually 
thinking “there is no fate which cannot be surmounted by scorn” but that, through an attitude of humble acceptance of 
his limitations, he becomes able to accept his fate and find his reason to keep pressing on.  Perhaps we can also imagine 
Sisyphus with an expression of contentment on his face, as we recognize his choice to continue in his repetition without 
despairing. 

I have never been able to avoid thinking about the limitations of mortality—the line between life and death—that faces us as 
humans, endless in its repetitive cycle. Because from a young age I always seemed to find myself overshadowed, in a way, 
by death. 

“I leave Sisyphus at the foot of the mountain.  

One always finds one’s burden again. But Sisyphus teaches 

the higher fidelity that negates the gods and raises rocks. 

He too concludes that all is well. This universe henceforth 

without a master seems to him neither sterile nor futile. 

Each atom of that stone, each mineral flake of that night-

filled mountain, in itself, forms a world. The struggle itself 

toward the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One 

must imagine Sisyphus happy.” 

Albert Camus, The Myth of Sisyphus and Other Essays, translated by J. 
O’Brien, New York: Vintage Books, Random House, 1955.

There is something Sisyphean about the way he cultivates the un-cultivatable. Not only when we, like Camus, “imagine Sisyphus 
happy.” It is, above all, the way that Weinberger works against the concept of the permanent, of eternity; the way that a new, 
unique, and confusing concept of the work of art arises out of temporality and recurrence. The contemporary video loop is 
transferred to the eternal, inevitable return of the seasons, to withering and beginning anew. Through its vegetable material, the 
sculpture becomes performance, from which the artist removes himself as much as possible. 
 
As soon as one sees the artist with his watering can, cultivating the wasteland in front of the Reichstag, one realizes that 
this is a work that will never come to an end, nor does it want to come to an end. “Natural beauty mutates before it can be 
comprehended,” says Weinberger, describing his fascination with the fallow field and the things that are germinating and 
growing, migrating, and settling there. Here, the artist is more like an appraising observer and a moderator of permanent, 
unstoppable change, rather than someone who wants to directly control the process, his performative work. This modern 
Sisyphus is a researcher in a three-dimensional, sprawling field experiment, which, in the best case scenario, consumes him and 
the observer- or better, makes them invisible. Thus, the endless circular motion of growing and withering does not have any sort 
of negative connotation; rather, its quality comes from the consistency of the cycle. A constantly recurring circular motion that 
always generates something new, in a steady rhythm.
…
And, Naturally, Camus’ Sisyphus, the happy man, comes into play for one last time. The search for meaning in a non-rational 
world that has to be declared meaningful is formative for Camus and his image of man. What results is an aporetic, deeply 
absurd situation, in which the person involved tries the impossible over and over again, finding his fulfillment there, in the 
search: the cultivation of a garbage dump, laying out a migrant garden, or domesticating a wasteland- finding happiness in the 
unfulfilled, unfulfillable attempt to find meaning. Translated to Lois Weinberger’s aesthetic universe, this means no more and no 
less than the search for beauty in the passing, the provisional, and the temporal.

Philippe Van Cauteren,  Tom Trevor and Martin Engler, Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: Hatje Cantz, 2013. 450p.

#Letter 17

It was decided that I would stay at the temple with my Grandmother for 49 days. 
My purpose in staying during that time was partly to support my Grandfather in 
the 7 trials he would now be facing, but I also felt that this time was needed for 
the comfort of those left behind. Both the departed and those mourning need 
those 49 days. The priests gave me an important role. I was told to continually 
play a small wooden drum and recite a prayer. The whole time, I was in my own 
sort of liminal space. It was my turn to take Grandfather’s hand and enter into the 
peach garden with him.   

The epigraph to Brave New World

“Utopias seem to be much more realizable than we formerly believed them 

to be. Now we find ourselves presented with another alarming question: 

how do we prevent their definitive realization? …Utopias are realizable. 

Life marches toward utopias. Perhaps a new century will begin, a century 

in which intellectuals and the cultivated class will dream of ways to evict 

utopias and return to a non-utopic society, less “perfect” and more free.”

- Nicolas Berdiaff 

Aldous Huxley, Brave New World ; & Brave New World Revisited,  
New York: Harper & Row, 1995.

“O nobly—born, that which is called death hath now come. 
Thou art departing from this world, 
but thou art not the only one; [death] cometh to all. 
Do not cling, in fondness and weakness, to this life. 
Even though thou clingest out of weakness, thou hast not the 
power toremain here. 
Thou wilt gain nothing more than wandering in this Sangsara
Be not attached [to this world]
Be not weak. 
Rmember the Precious Trinity.”

Karma-Gliṅ-Pa and W. Y. Evans-Wentz, The Tibetan Book of the Dead 
or the After-Death Experiences on the Bardo Plane, According to Lāma 
Kazi Dawa-Samdup’s English Rendering, Oxford: Oxford University 
Press, 2000. 189p.

Firstly, a bodily sensation of pressure, ‘earth sinking into water’
Secondly,  a bodily sensation of clammy coldness as though the 
body were immersed in water, which gradually merges into that of 
feverish heat, ‘water sinking into fire’
Finaly, The body were being blown to atoms, ‘fire sinking into air’

Karma-Gliṅ-Pa and W. Y. Evans-Wentz, The Tibetan Book of the Dead or The 
After-Death Experiences on the Bardo Plane, According to Lāma Kazi Dawa-
Samdup’s English Rendering, Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2000. 429p                 

#Letter 16

We gathered up Grandfather’s possessions and took them with his body to the West Crane Temple for the funeral.  
They said they would hold funeral rites for him there for 49 days. The bikhunni nuns in charge of the ceremonies told us, 
“Your Grandfather will go to the afterlife, where every seven days he will be subjected to one of seven trials. We will be on 
this side, praying together for a favorable ruling.” 

Apparently, the author of the book ‘Brave New World’, Aldous Huxley asked his wife as he lay on his death bed to read to 
him from the Tibetan Book of the Dead. He learned there that after death, a departed soul will wait to be reborn for 49 
days in an in-between world called the Bardo. I suppose, at the time, Grandfather’s journey had just begun.  

The concept of bardo, used in Tibetan Buddhism and dating back thousands 
of years, is strongly evocative of the notion of potential space and raises 
the possibility of elaboration through different levels of potential space. In 
Tibetan, the word “bardo” literally means “intermediate state” and can also 
be translated as “transitional state” or “between state.” It is concerned with 
intermediate existence after death, but also, in Buddhist philosophy, the 
different bardos “represent different states of consciousness of life” (Govinda, 
1927/1960, p. lxi). 

Janette Graetz Simmonds, “Contemplating Spiritual Experience: Winnicott’s 
Potential Space, Tibetan Bardo, and Liminality”, International Forum of 
Psychoanalysis 27;4 (2014): 266–73p.

Burnt Norton

                                                    - T.S. Eliot

II

Garlic and sapphires in the mud

Clot the bedded axle-tree.

The trilling wire in the blood

Sings below inveterate scars

Appeasing long forgotten wars.

The dance along the artery

The circulation of the lymph

Are figured in the drift of stars

Ascend to summer in the tree

We move above the moving tree

In light upon the figured leaf

And hear upon the sodden floor

Below, the boarhound and the boar

Pursue their pattern as before

But reconciled among the stars.

At the still point of the turning world. Neither flesh nor fleshless;

Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is,

But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity,

Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor towards,

Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still point,

There would be no dance, and there is only the dance.

I can only say, there we have been: but I cannot say where.

And I cannot say, how long, for that is to place it in time.

The inner freedom from the practical desire,

The release from action and suffering, release from the inner

And the outer compulsion, yet surrounded

By a grace of sense, a white light still and moving,

Erhebung without motion, concentration

Without elimination, both a new world

And the old made explicit, understood

In the completion of its partial ecstasy,

The resolution of its partial horror.

Yet the enchainment of past and future

Woven in the weakness of the changing body,

Protects mankind from heaven and damnation

Which flesh cannot endure.

Time past and time future

Allow but a little consciousness.

To be conscious is not to be in time

But only in time can the moment in the rose-garden,

The moment in the arbour where the rain beat,

The moment in the draughty church at smokefall

Be remembered; involved with past and future.

Only through time time is conquered.

Thomas Stearns Eliot, Four Quartets: T. S. Eliot, New York: Harcourt, Brace and C°, 1943. 

Gardens are good places for dying.- Catherine Howett

In fact, the nature that we encounter in making a garden reveals itself not simply as material but, in Smithson’s terms, 
as a dynamic process, a whole force field of continual transformations wheeling between order and entropy, between 
generative life, expansion, and growth, and erosion, death, and decay. The art of the garden ought not to conceal from 
us the truth that our own lives participate in these processes; rather, the garden that gives expressive form to the mysteries 
of time, change, and mortality may itself effect a potent transformation, reconciling us to nature, offering us again the 
possibility of loving surrender and an assent to what is beyond our understanding

Mark Francis and Randolph T. Hester, The Meaning of Gardens: Idea, Place and Action, Cambridge Mass.: The Mit Press, 1995, 257p.

The Sacredness of Nature and Cosmic Religion
For religious man, nature is never only “natural”; it is always fraught with a religious value. This is easy to 
understand, for the cosmos is a divine creation; coming from the hands of the gods, the world is impregnated 
with sacredness. It is not simply a sacrality communicated by the gods, as is the case, for example, with a place 
or an object consecrated by the divine presence. The gods did more; they manifested the different modalities 
of the sacred in the very structure of the world and of cosmic phenomena. 
The world stands displayed in such a manner that, in contemplating it, religious man discovers the many 
modalities of the sacred, and hence of being. Above all, the world exists, it is there, and it has a structure; it 
is not a chaos but a cosmos, hence it presents itself as creation, as work of the gods. This divine works always 
preserves its quality of transparency, that is, it spontaneously reveals the many aspects of the sacred. The sky 
directly, “naturally,” reveals the infinite distance, the transcendence of the deity. The earth too is transparent; 
it presents itself as universal mother and nurse. The cosmic rhythms manifest order, harmony, permanence, 
fecundity. The cosmos as a whole is an organism at once, real, living, and sacred; it simultaneously reveals the 
modalities of being and sociality. Ontophany and hierophany meet. 

Mircea Eliade, The Sacred and the Profane: The Nature of Religion, New York: Harper & Row, 1961. 116p.

#Letter 21

One day, I was sitting on the beach at Shirahama. It was the middle of the night, without an electric light 
to be seen. I don’t know if all of the light had been blocked by clouds, but it was difficult to tell where the 
sky met the ocean. In the darkness, the only thing that marked the boundary between ocean and land was 
the constant sound of the waves hitting the shore. I sat there on that dark, sandy beach, waiting with a 
fishing line, cast into the blackness. It was as if the clear, tight line came out from somewhere in my heart, 
and extended, endlessly as it sank deep into the water. At that time, I didn’t know what I was hoping to 
catch. I was looking for an answer of a kind, but I didn’t know what question to ask, so I just sat there 
waiting for something to come to me from the water. I don’t know how long I waited. At some point I don’t 
remember, I was walking towards the sea, and I felt the cold water as it tickled my ankle, and climbed to my 
knees, then above my waist, and eventually to my neck. At that point I was asking too many questions at 
once, and I couldn’t stop myself. As I kept moving into the dark, cold water, I found myself thinking, “Maybe 
I should just stay here. Stay and finally rest.” I was about to disappear; I could feel myself growing ever 
smaller. And then I remembered that the black water now lapping around my ears went out from here into 
Shirahama, and connected to the ocean around Japan, then to the Pacific Ocean. And just past Hawaii, that 
water would reach America, and then it would connect to the Atlantic, and then to the sea around Africa and 
India, and eventualy around China straight back to where I was floating. Standing neck deep, I felt incredibly 
insignificant as I considered the immensity of the ocean I was connected to. In the power of the water, 
as it swayed me back and forth was the strength of the whole earth. The feeling was very different from 
swimming in a small indoor pool. It was a completely different sensation from when I was swimming in the 
50 meter lane, exerting all my strength to beat the other swimmers. Rather than the strength of my own 
limbs, the strength of the earth and ocean pulled at me, tugging me through the waves. 

The water there at Shirahama was like an Ocean unto itself. 

At that moment I thought all strength was about to be swept from my body, I thought of the stones at 
Ryoanji. It would perhaps be more accurate to say that the spaces between each of those stones came to 
my mind. Yes, those spaces in between the islands of the sea—that’s where I was right then, sinking. The 
islands of the sea I had seen from airplanes above, the clouds and air filling the spaces in between them, 
and the sea all around, had all been connected into one great whole. I had been lost in that great, enormous 
ocean. Lost in a vast emptiness.  

Empty spaces are first and foremost empty of meaning. Not that they are meaningless because of being empty: it is because they carry 
no meaning, nor are believed to be able to carry one, that they are seen as empty (more precisely, unseen). In such meaning- resistant 
places the issue of negotiating differences never arises: there is no one to negotiate with. The way in which empty spaces deal with 
differences is radical to a degree which other kinds of places designed to repel or mollify the impact of strangers cannot match.
The empty spaces Kociatkiewicz and Kostera list are non-colonised places and places which neither the designers nor the managers 
of perfunctory users wish to, or feel the need to, earmark for colonization. They are, we may say, the ‘leftover’ places which remain 
after the job of structuration has been performed on such spaces as really matter: they owe their ghostly presence to the lack of overlap 
between the elegance of structure and the messiness of the world (any world, also the purposefully designed world) notorious for its 
defiance of neat classifications. But the family of empty spaces is not confined to the waste-products of architectural blue printing 
and the neglected fringes of urbanist visions. Many empty spaces are in fact, not just unavoidable waste, but necessary ingredients of 
another process: that of mapping of space shared by many different users. 
 
Zygmunt Bauman, Liquid Modernity, Cambridge and Malden, MA: Polity Press, 2018, 103p.

Differences may be spat out, eaten away, kept away, and there are places which specialize in each eventuality, But differences may 
also be made invisible, rarer, prevented from being seen. This is the achievement of ‘empty space’. As Jerzy Kociatkiewicz and 
Monika Kostera make use of the term, ‘empty spaces are places to which no meaning is ascribed. They do not have to be physically 
cut off by fences or barriers. They are not prohibited places, but empty spaces, inaccessible because of their invisibility. If… 
sensemaking is an act of patterning, comprehending, redressing surprise, and creating meaning, our experience of empty spaces 
does not include sensemaking.’

Jerzy Kociatkiewicz, and Monika Kostera, “The Anthropology of Empty Space”, Qualitative Sociology 22;1 (1999): 43p.  

To see a world in a grain of sand
And a heaven in a wild flower 
Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand 
And eternity in an hour. 

William Blake, Auguries of Innocence, Warwick: 
Greville Press, 2010.

“Plastic buckets are arranged on a concrete 
surface, filled with soil from open land. 
Since there are seeds in the soil / the work 
will develop on its own. With time, all 
that remains of the pots will be fragments 
of / colorless plastic on the overgrown 
areas. These, too, will ultimately dissolve, 
and the blossoms alone will recall their 
initial color. Later, my work will hardly be 
noticed / the creator has disappeared.” 

- Lois Weinberger, 1994

Cauteren, Philippe Van, Tom Trevor and 
Martin Engler, Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: 
Hatje Cantz, 2013, 299p.

#Letter 19

Grandfather’s white jacket, held up in the air, fluttered there in father’s hand for quite some time. The white 
jacket appeared like a flag of some kind, waving in the air. With the noise of tree branches swaying in a 
powerful rainstorm, the sound of that white jacket, flapping almost violently in the wind, was calling out 
to Grandfather for one last time. Father, standing there silently, expressionlessly, seemed tense, waiting for 
something as he stood on the roof. Staring at the reddening sky, motionless. Finally my youngest uncle laid 
down a long, thin branch from a magnolia tree—the kind which blossoms in spring with flowers bigger than 
my hands. The priests began singing their chants again, and we knew that the end of the 49 days had come. 
It was the last prayer, in a way. They were intensely focused in their recitations this time. The priest who 
was beating the drum moved his hands faster and faster, until we could see sweat beading on his shaved 
head. At that last of moments, my father’s wails, which longed for Grandfather to return to us, spread over 
the roof, and around the garden. But to me, this was the signal that Grandfather had truly left us. In this 
way, father stood there, and called out to Grandfather’s soul three times.           

“SON OF THE LEE FAMILY, COME HOME!”

“FATHER OF THE LEE FAMILY, COME HOME!” 

“GRANDFATHER OF THE LEE FAMILY, COME HOME!” 

It was long ago observed that “rites of passage” play a considerable part in the life of religious man. 

Certainly, the outstanding passage rite is represented by the puberty initiation, passage from one age 
group to another (from childhood or adolescence to youth). But there is also a passage rite at birth, at 
marriage, at death, and it could be said that each of these cases always involves an initiation, for each 
of them implies a radical change in ontological and social status. When a child is born, he has only 
a physical existence; he is not yet recognized by his family nor accepted by community. It is the rites 
performed immediately after birth that give the infant the status of a true “living person”; it is only by 
virtue of those rites that he is incorporated into the community of the living. 

Arnold Van Gennep, The Rites of Passage, Translated by Monika B. Vizedom and Gabrielle L. Caffee, 
Chicago: The University of Chicago Press, 2019. 184p.

The water symbolized the universal sum of virtualities; they are fons et origo, “spring and origin,” the reservoir of all the 
possibilities of existence; they preceded every form and support every creation. One of the paradigmatic images of creation is 
the island that suddenly manifests itself in the midst of the waves. On the other hand, immersion in water signifies regression 
to the preformal, reincorporation into the undifferentiated mode of pre-existences. Immersion repeats the cosmogonic act of 
formal manifestation; immersion is equivalent to a dissolution of forms. This is why the symbolism of the waters implies both 
death and rebirth.  Contact with water always brings a regeneration- on the one hand because dissolution is followed by a new 
birth, on the other because immersion fertilizes and multiplies the potential of life.  

Mircea Eliade, The Sacred and the Profane: The Nature of Religion, New York: Harper & Row, 1961, 130p.

It could be said that the history of religions-from the most primitive to the 
most highly developed-is constituted by a great number of hierophanies, by 
manifestation of the sacred realities. From the most elementary hierophany-e.g., 
manifestation of the sacred in some ordinary object, a stone or a tree – to the 
supreme hierophany (which, for a Christian, is the incarnation of God in Jesus 
Christ) there is no solution of continuity. In each case we are confronted by the 
same mysterious act- the manifestation of something of a wholly different order,  
a reality that does not belong to our world, in objects that are an integral part of 
our natural “profane” world.
The modern Occidental experiences a certain uneasiness before many 
manifestations of the sacred. He finds it difficult to accept the fact that, for many 
human beings, the sacred can be manifested in stones or trees, for example. But 
as we shall soon see, what is involved is not a veneration of the stone in itself, a 
cult of the tree in itself. The sacred tree, the sacred stone are not adored as stone 
or tree; they are worshipped precisely because they are hierophanies, because they 
show something that is no longer stone or tree but the sacred, the ganz andere.

Mircea Eliade, The Sacred and the Profane: The Nature of Religion,  
New York: Harper & Row, 1961, 12p.
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A PLACE  WHERE THE LIVING SHOWS ITSELF VISIBLY ABOVE THE ORDERING  

WHERE THE IMPOSSIBILITY OF DESTRUCTION BLOSSOMS AGAIN AND AGAIN

FROM ITS OPPOSITE

FROM IMAGINABLE CONSEQUENCES

OF THE NON-STERILE

INTO A DARING FUTURE

WASTELANDS

PERIPHERAL FIELDS

GAPS IN THE URBAN ARE PLACES WHERE BOUNDARIES SHOW THEMSELVES AS 

SOMETHING IN MOTION

SOMETHING UNCERTAIN, GARDENS LEFT TO THEIR OWN DEVICES IN ALL THEIR 

VARIETY CORRESPOND TO TODAY’S NECESSITY

THE NOTICING OF CAESURAE

CONNECTIONS AND THEIR REPERCUSSIONS

THE GARDEN AS A SYMBOL OF VOLUNTARY RENUNCIATION 

OF TRANQUILITY OF NONINTERVENTION.

SPACE

CREATED AS A CONSEQUENCE OF PRECISE CARELESSNESS TOWARDS 

WHAT WE GENERALLY CALL NATURE

FURTHER AND ESSENTIAL A WORK ABOUT THE EMERGING AND CEASING 

TOWARD OUR INVISIBLE NATURE.
- Lois Weinberger, 1990

Philippe van Cauteren, Tom Trevor and Martin Engler, Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: Hatje Cantz, 2013. 56p. 

THE IMAGE OF HOME

A PARADOX

THAT SEEMS TO HAVE THE MOST IMPACT ON WHEN ABSENT

SEDENTARY EXISTENCE- THE STRICT DEFINITION OF A SPACE

IS BASED ON AN EQUALLY FALSE SECURITY

AS THAT OF THE SPACE OF WHAT IS OFTEN REFERRED TO GLOBALIZATION

BUT SEEN AS A CHANCE 

OR RATHER A UTOPIA

TO BECOME SPACE OF NOTABLE IDIOSYNCRASY

SO I GET ON MY WAY

FOR THE CURIOSITY 

THAT CAN ONLY COMPEL IN THE INCOMPLETE

NOMADISM

THE VARIETY AS SUM OF QUALITIES

IN WHICH THERE IS NO LONGER ROOM FOR CONCEPTS LIKE

HOMELAND AS A WORLDVIEW

PLANTS ON A TABLE

HOMEROPHILES

FROM ISRAEL / JAPAN / SOUTH AMERICA / SOUTHEAST EUROPE

AND ELSEWHERE

THE CERAMIC BOWLS FROM AN ABANDONED MILITARY

HOSPIAL IN VIENNA

RUDERAL

A GROUND CONSTANTLY IN MOTION THIN SOIL

POPULATED AND USED BY THE HIGHLY SPECIALISED.

                                              - Lois Weinberger, 1997
Philippe van Cauteren, Tom Trevor and Martin Engler,  

Lois Weinberger, Ostfildern: Hatje Cantz, 2013. 240p. 

Fig. 27	� Martin Roth, Untitled,
	� Grass grown on persian rugs, James Gallery in New York, 2015. 

Fig. 29	 Washington D.C. The national zoological garden,
	� S.A. Mansbach, “An Earthwork of Surprise: The 18th-Century Ha-Ha.” 
	 Art Journal: Earthworks: Past and Present 42, no. 3 (1982): 217-21p.

Fig. 35     	 Lois Weinberger, Brandenburger Tor, 
	 Black and white photographic work, 150 x 125 cm, 1994. 

Fig. 28	 Lois Weinberger, T�able, 
	� Metal, acrylic lacquer, ceramic bowls from 

a field hospital, wild plants, growth lamps, 
250 x 120 x 100 cm, 1998.

Fig. 31	 Lois Weinberger, Portable Garden, 
	 Immigrant bags, earth, wild plants, 1994/2004.
	� Hortus/ Botany and Empire, Wildflower Centre Liverpool, Exhibition view: Liverpool Biennial 2004.
	� Portable Garden by Lois Weinberger features weeds, plucked from the earth for disposal, held by 

disposable plastic shopping bags. This intervention openly questions ascribed value and decay 
within nature and civilization. 

Fig. 33	 The Victorians experimented with different types of photography - and even took snaps of dead relatives. �
	� Nick Enoch, “Morbid Gallery Reveals How Victorians Took Photos of Their DEAD Relatives Posing on Couches, 

Beds and Even in Coffins.” Mail Online, January 29, 2013.  

Fig. 32	 �Franz von Stuck,  Sisyphus,  
Oil on canvas, 103 × 89 cm, Private collection, 
1920.

Fig. 34	 Wayne Eastep, Monk in zen garden raking gravel around rock, Photograph, 43.6 x 29.02 cm, Kyoto, 2001.

Fig. 36	� Gyeon Ahn, A detail of Dream of Strolling in a Peach Garden (夢遊桃源圖),  

Ink and light colour on silk, 38.6 x 106.2 cm, Tenri University Central Library, Japan, 1447. 
	� A peach orchard lies on a gently sloped area, and a small cottage is located at the edge of this orchard,  

giving the impression of an otherworldly space surrounded by mysteriously shaped mountain peaks. 

Fig. 37	� Liudmila Kotvitckaia, Lamayouro, Photograph, 35 x 25.7 cm, Lamayuru monastery, Ladakh, India, 2017. 
Tibetian monks constructing a mandala from coloured sand in a Tibetan Buddhist monastery. Sand mandalas 
transmit positive energies to the people who view them. 

Fig. 38	 Jinjoon Lee, A plastic bag image in Oxford, Photograph, 21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2018.

Fig. 39	� Attributed to Petrus Christus, The Annunciation  
Oil on wood, overall 78.74 x 65.5 cm, The Friedsam Collection, Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York, 1450.

Fig. 40	� Jinjoon Lee, Threshold image in Oxford Union, Photograph, 21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2020.

Fig. 41	 �Jinjoon Lee, The dead body of a cat image in Banbury road, Photograph,  21 x 29.7cm, Oxford, 2018.	
�

	� It is said that a cat was run over and killed by a car two months ago. Even though the physical mark seems 
flattened to the extent that it is not noticeable without careful attention, the memory of death, which faintly 
remains, is deeply imprinted on the cold asphalt like a fossil.  

Fig. 42	 �Jinjoon Lee, Part of installation Green Room Garden,
	 Live cam image, Earth From Space - Earth Viewing cameras ISS feed, 2018.
	� By the courtesy of International Space Station: UStream live Feed From the NASA HDEV live cameras aboard the ISS.  

Watch the earth roll nasa.gov, https://spaceofficial.com SPACE (Official).

Fig. 46	� Jinjoon Lee, �Part of the Installation Green Room Garden, 
	� Groupings of pebbles clustered on and around the coffee and gum stains that had accumulated on the Ruskin seminar room’s carpet tiles, 

Photograph, University of Oxford, 2018.

Fig. 44	� Jinjoon Lee, Numerous stone towers in the valley in front of Baekdamsa Temple in Korea.  
Photograph, 2017, Gangwon-do, South Korea.

Fig. 45	 Doyeonsandang, Image of praying to stones, Photograph, 2019.  
	 https://doyeonne40.tistory.com

East Asian Zen Buddhist teaching is characterised by Daoism, which instructs 

incessant inner mediation to empty oneself from all unnecessary things, while 

only leaving perfection, impeccableness and an optimal essence, to achieve 

liberation.  This Daoist teaching reminds me of the old Buddhist symbolic 

teaching: “the infinite world, like emptiness, can be found in a small stone”.  In 

華嚴一乘法界圖 Hwaumilseongbeubgedo (Chart of the Dharma-real of the Single 

Vehicle of the Huayan), written by the great Buddhist thinker Euisang, a 7th 

century Korean monk,

“The whole world is in a tiny particle, and so it is with every particle; 

It means there is no distinction between a tiny particle and the whole universe 

in the ultimate reality of emptiness” (see Kang, 2019).

These lessons of Buddhism and Daoism, permeating the design of Japanese 

gardens, force me to re-engage with the familiar spaces around me. They 

reveal how everyday space can be reperceived through trivial gestures, 

allowing us to transcend ourselves and enter into another realm, beyond the 

physical spatial-limitation of our perception. 

The East Asian tradition of taking natural materials as they are, 
without artificially processing their materiality, seems to originate 
from totemism: the worship of stone. In ancient times, Koreans 
believed old stones had divine energy and made them objects of 
faith. The tradition, called Sundol, involves worshipping stones as 
guardian deities who defend villages and exterminate demons. Sun-
dol still exists today. Now it can be seen in various parts of Korea’s 
important mountain valleys, where people pile up stones to wish 
blessings and family health. This form of participatory art reminds 
us that any stone symbolises the immutable nature of the material, 
regardless of its size and scale. A mountain can therefore exist in a 
pebble. Or a grain of sand. Or a mountain.

Fig.48	��� Jinjoon Lee, The Wind of Shadow,  
The surface of the wood is torched by fire. The wood sculpture installed in Broomhill Sculpture Garden, Barnstable, 2019 

Fig. 47	� Jinjoon Lee, �Installation view of Green Room Garden, 
	� Green coloured lighting gel filters that made the space continuously transform through a whole day, 

University of Oxford, 2018.

Fig. 49	 Lois Weinberger, Garden, The Lower Austria Museum, Government Section, St Pölten, 2002.

Fig. 50	 Jinjoon Lee, An image of a balcony in naples, Photograph, 21 x 29.7 cm, Naples, Italy, 2018.

Fig. 51	 Jinjoon Lee, Domestic Garden, 
	� Flower patterned women’s clothes, an indoor clothes airer, plastic poliages, cable ties, white wire coat laundry hangers, 2 green cactus 

shaped LED neon lights, a single channel video – a live stream cam of Coral Reef Aquarium Collection, Oxford, 2018.

Bibliography

The author would like to thank the following:

Supervisors	 Ian Kiaer
	 Jason Gaiger

	

	 Shelagh Vainker
	 Malcolm Bull
	 Sarah Jones
	 Justin Coombes
	 Samson Kambalu

Designer	 Siho Yoon

Specially,	 Biao Xian, Ed Rushton, Derek Driggs  
	 Eunkyung Kim and Taeho Lee, Soho Lee

	 University of Oxford
	 St. Hugh’s College

	 I am still on my way to the Sun…

A HA-HA is a ‘dry ditch with a raised retaining wall, the boundaries of an estate or a landscape.’ 

Patrick Goode and Michael Lancaster, The Oxford Companion to Gardens, Oxford and New York: Oxford 
University Press, 2001. 241p.

Fig. 30	� Kasumi Teshigahara, Ikebana International, 1975.  
Photo: Denver Post via Getty Images.

Fig. 43	 Jinjoon Lee, Nowhere in Somewhere, A photo of lighting installation, LED, 171 x 114 cm, 2011.

Pieter Bruegel the Elder, Landscape with the Fall of Icarus 
Oil on canvas, 73.5 × 112 cm, Royal Museums of Fine Arts of Belgium, Brussels, 1560.

#Letter 18

That night, the sky was stained a particularly red colour. The last evening of the 49 days was finally upon 
us. Our entire family had gathered at home. My uncles were getting ready to burn Grandfather’s clothes 
in the garden behind the house. In that garden, empty except for a few mossy rocks, we gathered several 
long, thin sticks, the blanket Grandfather had used, and his old clothes, and laid them out evenly. Near the 
gate, we had prepared a table full of ceremonial food, ready for the spirits of the dead. The food on the 
table wasn’t for our departed Grandfather, but for the spirits who would come to guide his soul. It was 
meant to show our hope that they would take care of him as they took him to the other side. Father took 
Grandfather’s old white hanbok jacket and climbed to the roof of the house. There was a great ladder there, 
which I had never seen before. It was so long and tall that looking at it, you almost wondered where in the 
great empty sky it led to. I remember all too clearly the image of my father climbing weakly up that ladder. 
It took him a very long time. Almost like the slow motion of movies, even the air around him seemed to 
drag more slowly as he climbed. He stood on the roof, as if holding Grandfather here until the last possible 
moment, and waited there, staring at the sun as it faded slowly from the sky.    

Accordingly, Dōgen, in his thirteenth- century Japanese text on Zen Buddhism, reminds us that “flowers fall 
when we cling to them, and weeds only grow when we dislike them.”(see Dōgen, 1986). Our normal lament 
over falling flowers and weed-infested garden is relative to our treasuring the flowers in full bloom and weed-
free garden, both considered as their optimal condition.

Yuriko Saito, Everyday Aesthetics, Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2010, 154p.

Prince Ahn-pyung, Dream of Strolling in a Peach Garden (夢遊桃源圖), 
Ink on silk,  Tenri University Central Library, Japan, 1447.

The dream of the butterfly

“Once, Zhuang Zhou dreamed he was a butterfly, a butterfly flitting and fluttering about, happy with himself 
and doing as he pleased. He didn’t know that he was Zhuang Zhou. Suddenly he woke up and there he was, 
solid and unmistakable Zhuang Zhou. But he didn’t know if he was Zhuang Zhou who had dreamt he was a 
butterfly, or a butterfly dreaming that he was Zhuang Zhou. Between Zhuang Zhou and the butterfly there 
must be some distinction! This is called the Transformation of Things.”

Zhuangzi, Basic Writings, translated by Burton Watson, New York: Columbia University Press, 2003.

초혼 

                    - 김소월, 1925

산산이 부서진 이름이여 !

허공중에 헤어진 이름이여 !

불러도 주인 없는 이름이여 !

부르다가 내가 죽을 이름이여 !

 

심중에 남아 있는 말 한마디는

끝끝내 마저 하지 못하였구나.

사랑하던 그 사람이여 !

사랑하던 그 사람이여 !

붉은 해는 서산 마루에 걸리었다.

사슴의 무리도 슬피 운다.

떨어져 나가 앉은 산 위에서

나는 그대의 이름을 부르노라.

설움에 겹도록 부르노라.

설움에 겹도록 부르노라.

부르는 소리는 비껴가지만

하늘과 땅 사이가 너무 넓구나.

선 채로 이 자리에 돌이 되어도

부르다가 내가 죽을 이름이여 !

사랑하던 그 사람이여 !

사랑하던 그 사람이여 !


