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204 was a cruel year for me, The indiscriminate massacre of Afghani children,
259 people killed in an attack on a passenger plane, the civil war in Iraq,

the endless wars and carnage in the sad, impoverished countries of Africa,
more than 5,000 people dead on account of the Ebola virus—all these events,
pushing the whole world into a chasm, are the natural resuk of the madness
and greed justified by the coldblooded economic logic that now reigns, based
on the law of the jungle, There was also the Sewol ferry incident, which must
not be forgotten.

The moment I heard the news that Jihyun, submerged underwater
in the Sewol ferry for 197 days, had been returned to her parents on her 18th
birthday, I felt sharp pain in my heart. Could there be such a sad birthday
anywhere else on earth? This brutal, sad incident that took 302 lives, the
majority of them buds yet o bloom, tormented me every single moment that
I was preparing for my solo exhibition. How could I ever put into words the
sense of shame that washed through me as I watched the way the Sewol ferry
case was being handled, the mortification and embarrassment of being an
adult? They were difficult days, but perhaps that was better than to forget. On
days that my mind regained peace, my heart would suddenly pound, as if a
sin I'd committed had been discovered. Thus, sadness and melancholy melted
into some my works, which I tried to paint in that way. As [ completed the
big, heavy, sad paintings during that summer, while dripping with sweat, my
body seemed to malfunction as if my energy was exhausted, I lay sick in bed
many times, but even during such times I tried to paint the smaller works with
brighter and warmer tones, focusing on my work from morning to early dawn
the next day. I also made a large sculpture of a head, and named it Blindness,
after the title of a film. The movie was about zombies that lived on people’s
blood.

Recently, in a drunken state at dawn, 1 sent a text message to several
friends, When I read it the next day, I found I had written the following: The
gap between light and shade, the gap between desire and restraint, the gap
between here and there, the barders between all opposite values in this warld.
Art is not a byproduct of norms and conclusions, but a flower that blooms more
beautifully amidst the tensions of ambiguity, instability and conflict.

— on an Artlst's Note
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