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PROLOGUE: THE WISH
(in text form)

The interval begins here,
with the feeble voice of my grandmother in my phone, speaking about a very special burial garment; 

Sambe. 
She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still alive, you will have a healthy 

and long life and you can die in peace.

She longs for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. 
She wishes to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. 

By relying on the transcendental myth, 
she allows herself to be with her children for a longer time, 

and avoids her death becoming a burden for them.

"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it." 
said women, who were in my grandmother's age,  they have devoted themselves to being weavers of Sambe. 

I met them by coincidence, as I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul after attending a seminar about 
eliminating sound in supersonic transport. 

I took my recorder from my car and sat next to them as they worked or weaved. 
The metal fan was constantly rotating its head, left to right, right to left, in a slow pace. 

The crying cicadas were fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning wheels. 
Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers. 

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish.
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The interval begins here,
with the feeble voice of my grandmother in my phone, speaking about a very special burial garment; 

Sambe. 
She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still alive, you will have a healthy 

and long life and you can die in peace.

She longs for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. 
She wishes to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. 

By relying on the transcendental myth, 
she allows herself to be with her children for a longer time, 

and avoids her death becoming a burden for them.

"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it." 
said women, who were in my grandmother's age,  they have devoted themselves to being weavers of Sambe. 

I met them by coincidence, as I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul after attending a seminar about 
eliminating sound in supersonic transport. 

I took my recorder from my car and sat next to them as they worked or weaved. 
The metal fan was constantly rotating its head, left to right, right to left, in a slow pace. 

The crying cicadas were fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning wheels. 
Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers. 

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish.

dreams and sounds

Pilja:
Please wind it.
This is incredible summer heat.
It's boiling hot with so much humidity.

It’s so humid as well.

I mean the fan helps, but it’s still boiling. 

Jeomrye:
Yes, it’s incredibly hot, I suppose.

hey, let’s wind it.

Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions, 
and the result of interrelation of space and time.  

#1 Moving images of Reverbration chamber in Technical University of Denmark

(WINDING sound clips fade in
THE VOICE OF WEAVERS FADE IN AND FAN SOUND IS IN PANNING)

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE APPEARS)

3

Jeomrye:
Yes, it’s incredibly hot, I suppose.

My grandmother: 
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 
He answered, don’t say that, you don’t know where I am, what this place is like.
He left me with those words and the dream was over. 

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE very dry)

4
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The interval begins here,
with the feeble voice of my grandmother in my phone, speaking about a very special burial garment; 

Sambe. 
She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still alive, you will have a healthy 

and long life and you can die in peace.

"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it."
said women, who were in my grandmother's age,  they have devoted themselves to being weavers of Sambe. 

I met them by coincidence, as I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul after attending a seminar about 
eliminating sound in supersonic transport. 

I took my recorder from my car and sat next to them as they worked or weaved. 
The metal fan was constantly rotating its head, left to right, right to left, in a slow pace. 

Sound has a beginning, a middle and an end. 

The crying cicadas were fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning wheels. 
Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers. 

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish.
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I was walking on a beach, 

It’s touched by light, 

And then, the wind suddenly stopped, everything froze, I felt. 
But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )

6

Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

#3 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

7

(THE WEAVERS VOICES and FAN sound)  

Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

Also through my mouth!
I can feel precisely 
through my fingertips, nails, and hands.

8

Because I use my mouth and saliva to split them into very thin threads.
Afterward, I rub and roll them on my lap 
to connect the ends of the threads to one another. 

Sunhee: 
Hey, my skin is too smooth.
I wish my skin was more rough. Then it would be easier to rub hemp.

Right, like chicken’s skin!

Soonja: 
You need to rub a lot, then your skin will get rougher.

I used to rub this hemp until my fingertips and nails became worn out.. 
So I used to apply salve to my wounds when I went to bed.

Bunsoon: 
It's better to do it in the summer, the skin is too smooth in the spring.

9
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She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still alive, you will have a healthy 

and long life and you can die in peace.

She longs for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. 
She wishes to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. 

By relying on the transcendental myth, 
she allows herself to be with her children for a longer time, 

and avoids her death becoming a burden for them.

"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it." 
said women, who were in my grandmother's age,  they have devoted themselves to being weavers of Sambe. 

I met them by coincidence, as I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul after attending a seminar about 
eliminating sound in supersonic transport. 

I took my recorder from my car and sat next to them as they worked or weaved. 
The metal fan was constantly rotating its head, left to right, right to left, in a slow pace. 

The crying cicadas were fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning wheels. 
Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers. 

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish.
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dreams and sounds

Pilja:
Please wind it.
This is incredible summer heat.
It's boiling hot with so much humidity.

It’s so humid as well.

I mean the fan helps, but it’s still boiling. 

Jeomrye:
Yes, it’s incredibly hot, I suppose.

hey, let’s wind it.

Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions, 
and the result of interrelation of space and time.  

#1 Moving images of Reverbration chamber in Technical University of Denmark

(WINDING sound clips fade in
THE VOICE OF WEAVERS FADE IN AND FAN SOUND IS IN PANNING)

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE APPEARS)
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Jeomrye:
Yes, it’s incredibly hot, I suppose.

My grandmother: 
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 
He answered, don’t say that, you don’t know where I am, what this place is like.
He left me with those words and the dream was over. 

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE very dry)

4



Each of our lives exists in relation to synaptic processes. 

she said, we meet and depart, return and stay in memories, resonant in dreams.

#2 The storyteller appears in the Reverbration chamber 

Dreams open up a liminal time and space, 

Yesterday I was sitting here after lunch, I almost fell asleep.

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )

5

I was walking on a beach, 

It’s touched by light, 

And then, the wind suddenly stopped, everything froze, I felt. 
But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )

6

Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

#5 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

(THE WEAVER”S VOICE IS IN ECHO)
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(RUBBING SOUND IN RHYTHMIC FLOW)

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  
Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

12
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Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers. 

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish.
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I was walking on a beach, 

It’s touched by light, 

And then, the wind suddenly stopped, everything froze, I felt. 
But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )
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Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

#3 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES and FAN sound)  

Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

Also through my mouth!
I can feel precisely 
through my fingertips, nails, and hands.

8

Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

12

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

#6 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  

(RUBBING SOUND BECOME LOUD)
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(FADE OUT TO MACHINE FAN SOUND)

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

14
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Sambe. 
She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still alive, you will have a healthy 

and long life and you can die in peace.

She longs for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. 
She wishes to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. 

By relying on the transcendental myth, 
she allows herself to be with her children for a longer time, 

and avoids her death becoming a burden for them.

"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it." 
said women, who were in my grandmother's age,  they have devoted themselves to being weavers of Sambe. 

I met them by coincidence, as I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul after attending a seminar about 
eliminating sound in supersonic transport. 
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The metal fan was constantly rotating its head, left to right, right to left, in a slow pace. 

The crying cicadas were fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning wheels. 
Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers. 

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish.

2

Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

Also through my mouth!
I can feel precisely 
through my fingertips, nails, and hands.

8

Because I use my mouth and saliva to split them into very thin threads.
Afterward, I rub and roll them on my lap 
to connect the ends of the threads to one another. 

Sunhee: 
Hey, my skin is too smooth.
I wish my skin was more rough. Then it would be easier to rub hemp.

Right, like chicken’s skin!

Soonja: 
You need to rub a lot, then your skin will get rougher.

I used to rub this hemp until my fingertips and nails became worn out.. 
So I used to apply salve to my wounds when I went to bed.

Bunsoon: 
It's better to do it in the summer, the skin is too smooth in the spring.

9

Because I use my mouth and saliva to split them into very thin threads.
Afterward, I rub and roll them on my lap 
to connect the ends of the threads to one another. 

Soonja: 
You need to rub a lot, then your skin will get rougher.

I used to rub this hemp until my fingertips and nails became worn out.. 
So I used to apply salve to my wounds when I went to bed.

Sound is not at all ephemeral, 

for the remedy of the present.

#4 The Reverbration chamber views 
(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

10

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!
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Jeomrye: 
We made a fire in the morning, around 3am.

I woke up in the middle of the night and saw the time. It was 3am.
Then I told my husband "it's 3 o'clock already."
And I fell asleep again after seeing him go towards the yard.

I was not sure that the fire was going well though.
So I kept waking up.

Pilja: 
You barely sleep when you do this hemp coating work.

Yes, the process should start at least 3am, in odrderto prepare the fire.

Jeomrye: 
Yes, they get worn out very quickly.

So you make a porridge with ground millet and fried barley.
Then you mix this porridge and soybean paste.
But the consistency of the soybean paste changes in different seasons.
t needs a lot of soybean paste to work in mid-winter,
but in mid-summer like now, you don't need that much.

Because summer is humid so it gets too wet.
What is different about our Sambe from other types is that we use only saliva and soybean paste.
They help the hemp to be smooth by saltiness. 
You saw the process of making thread.
I used to rub and roll threads, twisting them on my knee,
 my body and hands are crucial tools.

Sunhee: 
If you keep working like that, your gloves must break easily, no?

 Why is it different?

(SILECNE)

(BRUSHING THE THREADS WITH THE BRANCH BRUSH AND SOY-PASTE AND CICADA SOUND)

(FAN SOUND, FAN IS ROTATING)
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Jeomrye: 
We made a fire in the morning, around 3am.

I woke up in the middle of the night and saw the time. It was 3am.
Then I told my husband "it's 3 o'clock already."
And I fell asleep again after seeing him go towards the yard.

I was not sure that the fire was going well though.
So I kept waking up.

Jeomrye: 
Yes, they get worn out very quickly.

So you make a porridge with ground millet and fried barley.
Then you mix this porridge and soybean paste.
But the consistency of the soybean paste changes in different seasons.
t needs a lot of soybean paste to work in mid-winter,
but in mid-summer like now, you don't need that much.

Because summer is humid so it gets too wet.
What is different about our Sambe from other types is that we use only saliva and soybean paste.
They help the hemp to be smooth by saltiness. 
You saw the process of making thread.
I used to rub and roll threads, twisting them on my knee,
 my body and hands are crucial tools.

Sunhee: 
If you keep working like that, your gloves must break easily, no?

 Why is it different?

Sound has a beginning, a middle, and an end, 
it is an action of appearing and disappearing 
a continuous function over different durations, 

keep impulsing in the cycle of sonorous and silence 
the objects of auditory experience last through time,

and persist by having duration. 

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

(ELECTRONIC SOUND APPEARS AND DISAPPEARS IN STATIC RHYTHMICS )

16



Each of our lives exists in relation to synaptic processes. 

she said, we meet and depart, return and stay in memories, resonant in dreams.

#2 The storyteller appears in the Reverbration chamber 

Dreams open up a liminal time and space, 

Yesterday I was sitting here after lunch, I almost fell asleep.

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )

5

I was walking on a beach, 

It’s touched by light, 

And then, the wind suddenly stopped, everything froze, I felt. 
But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )

6

Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

#5 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

(THE WEAVER”S VOICE IS IN ECHO)

11

(RUBBING SOUND IN RHYTHMIC FLOW)

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  
Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

12

#7 The storyteller in the Reverbration chamber / screen1

17 18



I was walking on a beach, 

It’s touched by light, 

And then, the wind suddenly stopped, everything froze, I felt. 
But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE )

6

Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

#3 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

7

(THE WEAVERS VOICES and FAN sound)  

Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

Also through my mouth!
I can feel precisely 
through my fingertips, nails, and hands.

8

Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

12

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

#6 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  

(RUBBING SOUND BECOME LOUD)

13

(FADE OUT TO MACHINE FAN SOUND)

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

14

18

One day my mom told me, 
we occupy only a very short moment within an aeon, 

which means 
that once every hundred years, 

a fairy comes down to a mountain 

#8 CGI animation appears on screen 1
(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

19

She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt,  

So she said our life is a blip, 
a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

20



Bokin: 
Soak the hemp stalks in water and steam them for about two hours,
then use a tool to peel off the outer layers of the stalks.
This job, peeling off the hemp stalk skin, should be done twice.
Then this white smooth part finally comes out.
Look at this white part.
After that process, hang them to dry out.
Once they are dry enough, the fiber is ready to be split with nails and teeth, as finely as possible. 
Like this, split it like this.

Also through my mouth!
I can feel precisely 
through my fingertips, nails, and hands.

8

Because I use my mouth and saliva to split them into very thin threads.
Afterward, I rub and roll them on my lap 
to connect the ends of the threads to one another. 

Sunhee: 
Hey, my skin is too smooth.
I wish my skin was more rough. Then it would be easier to rub hemp.

Right, like chicken’s skin!

Soonja: 
You need to rub a lot, then your skin will get rougher.

I used to rub this hemp until my fingertips and nails became worn out.. 
So I used to apply salve to my wounds when I went to bed.

Bunsoon: 
It's better to do it in the summer, the skin is too smooth in the spring.

9

Because I use my mouth and saliva to split them into very thin threads.
Afterward, I rub and roll them on my lap 
to connect the ends of the threads to one another. 

Soonja: 
You need to rub a lot, then your skin will get rougher.

I used to rub this hemp until my fingertips and nails became worn out.. 
So I used to apply salve to my wounds when I went to bed.

Sound is not at all ephemeral, 

for the remedy of the present.

#4 The Reverbration chamber views 
(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

10

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

14

Jeomrye: 
We made a fire in the morning, around 3am.

I woke up in the middle of the night and saw the time. It was 3am.
Then I told my husband "it's 3 o'clock already."
And I fell asleep again after seeing him go towards the yard.

I was not sure that the fire was going well though.
So I kept waking up.

Pilja: 
You barely sleep when you do this hemp coating work.

Yes, the process should start at least 3am, in odrderto prepare the fire.

Jeomrye: 
Yes, they get worn out very quickly.

So you make a porridge with ground millet and fried barley.
Then you mix this porridge and soybean paste.
But the consistency of the soybean paste changes in different seasons.
t needs a lot of soybean paste to work in mid-winter,
but in mid-summer like now, you don't need that much.

Because summer is humid so it gets too wet.
What is different about our Sambe from other types is that we use only saliva and soybean paste.
They help the hemp to be smooth by saltiness. 
You saw the process of making thread.
I used to rub and roll threads, twisting them on my knee,
 my body and hands are crucial tools.

Sunhee: 
If you keep working like that, your gloves must break easily, no?

 Why is it different?

(SILECNE)

(BRUSHING THE THREADS WITH THE BRANCH BRUSH AND SOY-PASTE AND CICADA SOUND)

(FAN SOUND, FAN IS ROTATING)
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Jeomrye: 
We made a fire in the morning, around 3am.

I woke up in the middle of the night and saw the time. It was 3am.
Then I told my husband "it's 3 o'clock already."
And I fell asleep again after seeing him go towards the yard.

I was not sure that the fire was going well though.
So I kept waking up.

Jeomrye: 
Yes, they get worn out very quickly.

So you make a porridge with ground millet and fried barley.
Then you mix this porridge and soybean paste.
But the consistency of the soybean paste changes in different seasons.
t needs a lot of soybean paste to work in mid-winter,
but in mid-summer like now, you don't need that much.

Because summer is humid so it gets too wet.
What is different about our Sambe from other types is that we use only saliva and soybean paste.
They help the hemp to be smooth by saltiness. 
You saw the process of making thread.
I used to rub and roll threads, twisting them on my knee,
 my body and hands are crucial tools.

Sunhee: 
If you keep working like that, your gloves must break easily, no?

 Why is it different?

Sound has a beginning, a middle, and an end, 
it is an action of appearing and disappearing 
a continuous function over different durations, 

keep impulsing in the cycle of sonorous and silence 
the objects of auditory experience last through time,

and persist by having duration. 

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

(ELECTRONIC SOUND APPEARS AND DISAPPEARS IN STATIC RHYTHMICS )
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She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt,  

So she said our life is a blip, 
a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

20

Jeomrye: 
We worked all day yesterday 
washed the fabric and hung it in the rain. 
We did it together with a few other people. 
We had lunch together and then continued working. 
We just helped her out, because she is not well. 
She still moves. 
But she walks carefully, as if she would catch a dragonfly.

Jeomrye: 
That's true. Only a few are left in the village.

Do you know how much you would regret it if you learned this?
I look at my hands and think how pitiful they are.

Sunhee:
But then who else will practice this craft and will keep working in this traditional way?

Pilja: 
Yes, we did it together with a few other people. 

She can’t work well though.

Pilja: 
No one really wants to take on this work.

Why would the young generation learn this?
Maybe they can't even learn it.

Hey, Please wind it

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)
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Jeomrye: 
We worked all day yesterday 
washed the fabric and hung it in the rain. 
We did it together with a few other people. 
We had lunch together and then continued working. 
We just helped her out, because she is not well. 
She still moves. 
But she walks carefully, as if she would catch a dragonfly.

Jeomrye: 
That's true. Only a few are left in the village.

Do you know how much you would regret it if you learned this?
I look at my hands and think how pitiful they are.

Sunhee:
But then who else will practice this craft and will keep working in this traditional way?

Pilja: 
Yes, we did it together with a few other people. 

She can’t work well though.

Pilja: 
No one really wants to take on this work.

Why would the young generation learn this?
Maybe they can't even learn it.

Hey, Please wind it

Jeomrye: 
It should go here.
Yes, it fits there.

Those threads should be changed. 
That one fits with this. 

Make this one fit with other one first. 

It can be fit here.
Take this one and let it fit there.  

Okbun: 
But you must have better stamina than the young.

Pilja: 
That thread doesn't fit there. 

Well, I don’t know where this thread should fit.

Look, do they fit together? 

Here is another thread. 

Here is another one. 

Jeomrye:  
I just can't stand up so quickly because my knee hurts.

(HIGHWAY SOUND)
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Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

#5 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

(THE WEAVER”S VOICE IS IN ECHO)

11

(RUBBING SOUND IN RHYTHMIC FLOW)

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  
Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

12

#7 The storyteller in the Reverbration chamber / screen1

17 18

Pilja: 
That thread doesn't fit there. 

Well, I don’t know where this thread should fit.

Look, do they fit together? 

Here is another thread. 

Here is another one. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

#9 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES WITH LOTS OF REVERB)  

Let's wind it. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Okbun: 
It was raining yesterday

I hope so.

The sky was blue yesterday as well, but it was raining.

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

Pilja: 
But it won't rain today.

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

24



Seonhwa: 
I learned how to make cotton thread when I was about 14 or 15.
And when I turned 16, my mom taught me how to prepare hemp.
So I have worked for a long time, since I was little.

Seonhwa: 
No, I wouldn't be able to finish all of them in one day, even if I worked all day.
Not even in two days.
It seems easy, but it takes a long time to make this thread.
Well, it’s paid less than 5€ for a day’s labour.
I don't think I work for money. 

      I just do it because it is my life.

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

We do it because it’s our life. 

12

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

#6 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  

(RUBBING SOUND BECOME LOUD)

13

(FADE OUT TO MACHINE FAN SOUND)

Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

14

18

One day my mom told me, 
we occupy only a very short moment within an aeon, 

which means 
that once every hundred years, 

a fairy comes down to a mountain 

#8 CGI animation appears on screen 1
(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

19

She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt,  

So she said our life is a blip, 
a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

20

Let's wind it. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Okbun: 
It was raining yesterday

I hope so.

The sky was blue yesterday as well, but it was raining.

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

Pilja: 
But it won't rain today.

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

24

Jeomrye: 
I am so grateful when the hemp goes well,
oh there are some peels coming off.
I mean, it is appreciated.
Yes, it is an appreciated thing, but it's too tough to learn.

No, It's not an easy thing to learn, it’s truly devoted work.

Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

#10 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

25

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  

Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

Sunhee: 
So it takes about two weeks to weave the threads into textile?

But why don't you wait until September? 
I mean September in the lunar calendar.

Pilja: 
Yes, around two weeks. 

It’s too hot to work...
but I have to finish this. 
Though this hemp fiber is easier to work, 

No, the lady who is getting this hemp asked me to call as soon as it's done.
I think her mom is not well.

26



Geumnam:  
How long I work sitting like this?
I have no idea.
We work from morning until lunch, and then we play a card game for a bit.

Then we continue working again. 

I think this lady would be able to keep working at least three more years.

What about the lady next door?

The lady who lives your next door.

Why would you quit? You should keep going until you’re 100 years old.

Seonhwa: 
She can probably work longer, maybe even more than three years.

Who? 

Right. She will keep working for a few more years.
and this lady also has a lot of material still left.

This will be my last year of working for this.
When this material is finished, I will quit.

No way!

14

Jeomrye: 
We made a fire in the morning, around 3am.

I woke up in the middle of the night and saw the time. It was 3am.
Then I told my husband "it's 3 o'clock already."
And I fell asleep again after seeing him go towards the yard.

I was not sure that the fire was going well though.
So I kept waking up.

Pilja: 
You barely sleep when you do this hemp coating work.

Yes, the process should start at least 3am, in odrderto prepare the fire.

Jeomrye: 
Yes, they get worn out very quickly.

So you make a porridge with ground millet and fried barley.
Then you mix this porridge and soybean paste.
But the consistency of the soybean paste changes in different seasons.
t needs a lot of soybean paste to work in mid-winter,
but in mid-summer like now, you don't need that much.

Because summer is humid so it gets too wet.
What is different about our Sambe from other types is that we use only saliva and soybean paste.
They help the hemp to be smooth by saltiness. 
You saw the process of making thread.
I used to rub and roll threads, twisting them on my knee,
 my body and hands are crucial tools.

Sunhee: 
If you keep working like that, your gloves must break easily, no?

 Why is it different?

(SILECNE)

(BRUSHING THE THREADS WITH THE BRANCH BRUSH AND SOY-PASTE AND CICADA SOUND)

(FAN SOUND, FAN IS ROTATING)
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Jeomrye: 
We made a fire in the morning, around 3am.

I woke up in the middle of the night and saw the time. It was 3am.
Then I told my husband "it's 3 o'clock already."
And I fell asleep again after seeing him go towards the yard.

I was not sure that the fire was going well though.
So I kept waking up.

Jeomrye: 
Yes, they get worn out very quickly.

So you make a porridge with ground millet and fried barley.
Then you mix this porridge and soybean paste.
But the consistency of the soybean paste changes in different seasons.
t needs a lot of soybean paste to work in mid-winter,
but in mid-summer like now, you don't need that much.

Because summer is humid so it gets too wet.
What is different about our Sambe from other types is that we use only saliva and soybean paste.
They help the hemp to be smooth by saltiness. 
You saw the process of making thread.
I used to rub and roll threads, twisting them on my knee,
 my body and hands are crucial tools.

Sunhee: 
If you keep working like that, your gloves must break easily, no?

 Why is it different?

Sound has a beginning, a middle, and an end, 
it is an action of appearing and disappearing 
a continuous function over different durations, 

keep impulsing in the cycle of sonorous and silence 
the objects of auditory experience last through time,

and persist by having duration. 

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

(ELECTRONIC SOUND APPEARS AND DISAPPEARS IN STATIC RHYTHMICS )

16

She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt,  

So she said our life is a blip, 
a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

20

Jeomrye: 
We worked all day yesterday 
washed the fabric and hung it in the rain. 
We did it together with a few other people. 
We had lunch together and then continued working. 
We just helped her out, because she is not well. 
She still moves. 
But she walks carefully, as if she would catch a dragonfly.

Jeomrye: 
That's true. Only a few are left in the village.

Do you know how much you would regret it if you learned this?
I look at my hands and think how pitiful they are.

Sunhee:
But then who else will practice this craft and will keep working in this traditional way?

Pilja: 
Yes, we did it together with a few other people. 

She can’t work well though.

Pilja: 
No one really wants to take on this work.

Why would the young generation learn this?
Maybe they can't even learn it.

Hey, Please wind it

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)
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Jeomrye: 
We worked all day yesterday 
washed the fabric and hung it in the rain. 
We did it together with a few other people. 
We had lunch together and then continued working. 
We just helped her out, because she is not well. 
She still moves. 
But she walks carefully, as if she would catch a dragonfly.

Jeomrye: 
That's true. Only a few are left in the village.

Do you know how much you would regret it if you learned this?
I look at my hands and think how pitiful they are.

Sunhee:
But then who else will practice this craft and will keep working in this traditional way?

Pilja: 
Yes, we did it together with a few other people. 

She can’t work well though.

Pilja: 
No one really wants to take on this work.

Why would the young generation learn this?
Maybe they can't even learn it.

Hey, Please wind it

Jeomrye: 
It should go here.
Yes, it fits there.

Those threads should be changed. 
That one fits with this. 

Make this one fit with other one first. 

It can be fit here.
Take this one and let it fit there.  

Okbun: 
But you must have better stamina than the young.

Pilja: 
That thread doesn't fit there. 

Well, I don’t know where this thread should fit.

Look, do they fit together? 

Here is another thread. 

Here is another one. 

Jeomrye:  
I just can't stand up so quickly because my knee hurts.

(HIGHWAY SOUND)
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Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

Sunhee: 
So it takes about two weeks to weave the threads into textile?

But why don't you wait until September? 
I mean September in the lunar calendar.

Pilja: 
Yes, around two weeks. 

It’s too hot to work...
but I have to finish this. 
Though this hemp fiber is easier to work, 

No, the lady who is getting this hemp asked me to call as soon as it's done.
I think her mom is not well.

26 27

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

Jeomrye: 
10:20? 
We are almost done for the morning. 

It's cooler because of the clouds. Right?

Okbun: 
It's already 10:20.

I'm just worried that it will rain in the afternoon.

It's much better than the scorching sun.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )
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#7 The storyteller in the Reverbration chamber / screen1

17 18

Pilja: 
That thread doesn't fit there. 

Well, I don’t know where this thread should fit.

Look, do they fit together? 

Here is another thread. 

Here is another one. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

#9 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES WITH LOTS OF REVERB)  

Let's wind it. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Okbun: 
It was raining yesterday

I hope so.

The sky was blue yesterday as well, but it was raining.

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

Pilja: 
But it won't rain today.

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

24

#11 CGI animation on screen 1
(NOISE WITH HEAVY BASS FROM A BROKEN VIOLIN)  
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18

One day my mom told me, 
we occupy only a very short moment within an aeon, 

which means 
that once every hundred years, 

a fairy comes down to a mountain 

#8 CGI animation appears on screen 1
(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE)

19

She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt,  

So she said our life is a blip, 
a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

20

Let's wind it. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Okbun: 
It was raining yesterday

I hope so.

The sky was blue yesterday as well, but it was raining.

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

Pilja: 
But it won't rain today.

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

24

Jeomrye: 
I am so grateful when the hemp goes well,
oh there are some peels coming off.
I mean, it is appreciated.
Yes, it is an appreciated thing, but it's too tough to learn.

No, It's not an easy thing to learn, it’s truly devoted work.

Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

#10 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2

25

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  

Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

Sunhee: 
So it takes about two weeks to weave the threads into textile?

But why don't you wait until September? 
I mean September in the lunar calendar.

Pilja: 
Yes, around two weeks. 

It’s too hot to work...
but I have to finish this. 
Though this hemp fiber is easier to work, 

No, the lady who is getting this hemp asked me to call as soon as it's done.
I think her mom is not well.

26

30

(SILENCE)

#12 The Anechoic chamber in DTU, light bulbs on slowly, in intervlas. 

31

But now, a sound is appearing, 
and the sound expands in a sphere.

 
The sound source produces vibrations 

which travel in all directions.

Just as the sun generates light, 
a sound source generates sound waves,

which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves.

Sound travels 343 meter/s in air, 
and 1,481 m/s in water. 

32



She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt,  

So she said our life is a blip, 
a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

20

Jeomrye: 
We worked all day yesterday 
washed the fabric and hung it in the rain. 
We did it together with a few other people. 
We had lunch together and then continued working. 
We just helped her out, because she is not well. 
She still moves. 
But she walks carefully, as if she would catch a dragonfly.

Jeomrye: 
That's true. Only a few are left in the village.

Do you know how much you would regret it if you learned this?
I look at my hands and think how pitiful they are.

Sunhee:
But then who else will practice this craft and will keep working in this traditional way?

Pilja: 
Yes, we did it together with a few other people. 

She can’t work well though.

Pilja: 
No one really wants to take on this work.

Why would the young generation learn this?
Maybe they can't even learn it.

Hey, Please wind it

(THE WEAVERS VOICES)

21

Jeomrye: 
We worked all day yesterday 
washed the fabric and hung it in the rain. 
We did it together with a few other people. 
We had lunch together and then continued working. 
We just helped her out, because she is not well. 
She still moves. 
But she walks carefully, as if she would catch a dragonfly.

Jeomrye: 
That's true. Only a few are left in the village.

Do you know how much you would regret it if you learned this?
I look at my hands and think how pitiful they are.

Sunhee:
But then who else will practice this craft and will keep working in this traditional way?

Pilja: 
Yes, we did it together with a few other people. 

She can’t work well though.

Pilja: 
No one really wants to take on this work.

Why would the young generation learn this?
Maybe they can't even learn it.

Hey, Please wind it

Jeomrye: 
It should go here.
Yes, it fits there.

Those threads should be changed. 
That one fits with this. 

Make this one fit with other one first. 

It can be fit here.
Take this one and let it fit there.  

Okbun: 
But you must have better stamina than the young.

Pilja: 
That thread doesn't fit there. 

Well, I don’t know where this thread should fit.

Look, do they fit together? 

Here is another thread. 

Here is another one. 

Jeomrye:  
I just can't stand up so quickly because my knee hurts.

(HIGHWAY SOUND)
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Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

Sunhee: 
So it takes about two weeks to weave the threads into textile?

But why don't you wait until September? 
I mean September in the lunar calendar.

Pilja: 
Yes, around two weeks. 

It’s too hot to work...
but I have to finish this. 
Though this hemp fiber is easier to work, 

No, the lady who is getting this hemp asked me to call as soon as it's done.
I think her mom is not well.

26 27

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

Jeomrye: 
10:20? 
We are almost done for the morning. 

It's cooler because of the clouds. Right?

Okbun: 
It's already 10:20.

I'm just worried that it will rain in the afternoon.

It's much better than the scorching sun.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

28

But now, a sound is appearing, 
and the sound expands in a sphere.

 
The sound source produces vibrations 

which travel in all directions.

Just as the sun generates light, 
a sound source generates sound waves,

which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves.

Sound travels 343 meter/s in air, 
and 1,481 m/s in water. 

32

An airplane travels, wherever it goes, 
from point A to point B,  

a projectile against gravitational force.

producing a sonic shock wave, 
which trails behind the airplane.

 

Speed detaches sound from movement and body
as if a body loses its shadow.

 
The interval begins here.

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE slowly and queitly appears again)

33 34



Pilja: 
That thread doesn't fit there. 

Well, I don’t know where this thread should fit.

Look, do they fit together? 

Here is another thread. 

Here is another one. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

#9 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES WITH LOTS OF REVERB)  

Let's wind it. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Okbun: 
It was raining yesterday

I hope so.

The sky was blue yesterday as well, but it was raining.

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

Pilja: 
But it won't rain today.

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

24

#11 CGI animation on screen 1
(NOISE WITH HEAVY BASS FROM A BROKEN VIOLIN)  

29 30

#12 The Anechoic chamber views and the storyteller appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE WITH SOUNDSAPCE FROM A BEACH)  

35 36



Let's wind it. 

Okbun:
Have you finished your hemp?

Me neither.

But it’s so hot today,
I’m worried that the hemp on the winding frame turns over by the heat. 

Okbun: 
It was raining yesterday

I hope so.

The sky was blue yesterday as well, but it was raining.

Pilja: 
No! not at all.
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.

I am afraid of the rain.

Pilja: 
But it won't rain today.

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

24

Jeomrye: 
I am so grateful when the hemp goes well,
oh there are some peels coming off.
I mean, it is appreciated.
Yes, it is an appreciated thing, but it's too tough to learn.

No, It's not an easy thing to learn, it’s truly devoted work.

Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

#10 CGI animation appears on screen 1, subtitle appears on screen 2
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES)  

Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

Sunhee: 
So it takes about two weeks to weave the threads into textile?

But why don't you wait until September? 
I mean September in the lunar calendar.

Pilja: 
Yes, around two weeks. 

It’s too hot to work...
but I have to finish this. 
Though this hemp fiber is easier to work, 

No, the lady who is getting this hemp asked me to call as soon as it's done.
I think her mom is not well.

26

30

(SILENCE)

#12 The Anechoic chamber in DTU, light bulbs on slowly, in intervlas. 

31

But now, a sound is appearing, 
and the sound expands in a sphere.

 
The sound source produces vibrations 

which travel in all directions.

Just as the sun generates light, 
a sound source generates sound waves,

which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves.

Sound travels 343 meter/s in air, 
and 1,481 m/s in water. 

32

36

Do you remember the story of Laika?  
a dog that went into space with a little spaceship. 

When I was young, I asked my mom, nearly screaming  
‘but why did people send him that far away!?’ 

and she answered, 
‘Well, I don’t get those people either, 

why would they want to send this little dog so far away…”

Then she continued, “But there are these things called ghosts, 
they are without shadows. 

They are not engaged with light and space of this world. 
They exist in the in-between, 

elsewhere the margins of the end 
and the beginning.” 

Sunhee: 
We come to the earth, we are born into this world.
We go back to where we  come from, that is death.
We bury our body in the ground to go back to nature.
We should not leave anything behind, our body has to completely decompose.
The hemp that we make here does not contain any kind of chemicals.
It is made of organic hemp plants, the fabric is made out of the hemp and natural materials
without containing any kind of chemicals
to make a complete return to nature and to the ground.
So this grave cloth is like wearing the nature 
as it is to go back to nature, to the ground, to soil
leaving nothing behind.

(THE WEAVERS VOICE)

37

I imagined, that’s where Laika has gone. 

Would it be the place surrounded by silence,

 

Ok, let me just finish this. 

and arrive again to the origin?

#13 The Anechoic chamber views and an animation video about supersonic speed appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)  

38



Pilja: 
I would never tried to learn it, because I know it's damn hard.
I am not far from death, but I’m still making it.
So I don't even try.

Okbun:
Hey, keep watching the winding frame, the hemp should be tightened. 
I’m worried that it turns over by the heat. 

Sunhee: 
So it takes about two weeks to weave the threads into textile?

But why don't you wait until September? 
I mean September in the lunar calendar.

Pilja: 
Yes, around two weeks. 

It’s too hot to work...
but I have to finish this. 
Though this hemp fiber is easier to work, 

No, the lady who is getting this hemp asked me to call as soon as it's done.
I think her mom is not well.

26 27

Sunhee:
No, look at the blue sky, it won't come.

Jeomrye: 
10:20? 
We are almost done for the morning. 

It's cooler because of the clouds. Right?

Okbun: 
It's already 10:20.

I'm just worried that it will rain in the afternoon.

It's much better than the scorching sun.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

28

But now, a sound is appearing, 
and the sound expands in a sphere.

 
The sound source produces vibrations 

which travel in all directions.

Just as the sun generates light, 
a sound source generates sound waves,

which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves.

Sound travels 343 meter/s in air, 
and 1,481 m/s in water. 

32

An airplane travels, wherever it goes, 
from point A to point B,  

a projectile against gravitational force.

producing a sonic shock wave, 
which trails behind the airplane.

 

Speed detaches sound from movement and body
as if a body loses its shadow.

 
The interval begins here.

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE slowly and queitly appears again)

33 34

I imagined, that’s where Laika has gone. 

Would it be the place surrounded by silence,

 

Ok, let me just finish this. 

and arrive again to the origin?

#13 The Anechoic chamber views and an animation video about supersonic speed appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)  

38

Ok, let me just finish this. 

#14 CGI animation on screen 1 and subtitle on screen 1
 (MUSICAL SOUNDSCAPE)  

39

Here, there is an extra thread, what about there?
There is. 

40



#11 CGI animation on screen 1
(NOISE WITH HEAVY BASS FROM A BROKEN VIOLIN)  

29 30

#12 The Anechoic chamber views and the storyteller appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE WITH SOUNDSAPCE FROM A BEACH)  

35 36

wind it

Please wind it

#15 CGI animation 
(THE WEAVERS VOICES SAYING WIND IT)  

41 42



30

(SILENCE)

#12 The Anechoic chamber in DTU, light bulbs on slowly, in intervlas. 

31

But now, a sound is appearing, 
and the sound expands in a sphere.

 
The sound source produces vibrations 

which travel in all directions.

Just as the sun generates light, 
a sound source generates sound waves,

which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves.

Sound travels 343 meter/s in air, 
and 1,481 m/s in water. 

32

36

Do you remember the story of Laika?  
a dog that went into space with a little spaceship. 

When I was young, I asked my mom, nearly screaming  
‘but why did people send him that far away!?’ 

and she answered, 
‘Well, I don’t get those people either, 

why would they want to send this little dog so far away…”

Then she continued, “But there are these things called ghosts, 
they are without shadows. 

They are not engaged with light and space of this world. 
They exist in the in-between, 

elsewhere the margins of the end 
and the beginning.” 

Sunhee: 
We come to the earth, we are born into this world.
We go back to where we  come from, that is death.
We bury our body in the ground to go back to nature.
We should not leave anything behind, our body has to completely decompose.
The hemp that we make here does not contain any kind of chemicals.
It is made of organic hemp plants, the fabric is made out of the hemp and natural materials
without containing any kind of chemicals
to make a complete return to nature and to the ground.
So this grave cloth is like wearing the nature 
as it is to go back to nature, to the ground, to soil
leaving nothing behind.

(THE WEAVERS VOICE)

37

I imagined, that’s where Laika has gone. 

Would it be the place surrounded by silence,

 

Ok, let me just finish this. 

and arrive again to the origin?

#13 The Anechoic chamber views and an animation video about supersonic speed appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)  

38

42

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

#16 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE WITH REVERB)  

43

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 44



But now, a sound is appearing, 
and the sound expands in a sphere.

 
The sound source produces vibrations 

which travel in all directions.

Just as the sun generates light, 
a sound source generates sound waves,

which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves.

Sound travels 343 meter/s in air, 
and 1,481 m/s in water. 

32

An airplane travels, wherever it goes, 
from point A to point B,  

a projectile against gravitational force.

producing a sonic shock wave, 
which trails behind the airplane.

 

Speed detaches sound from movement and body
as if a body loses its shadow.

 
The interval begins here.

(THE STORYTELLER’S VOICE slowly and queitly appears again)

33 34

I imagined, that’s where Laika has gone. 

Would it be the place surrounded by silence,

 

Ok, let me just finish this. 

and arrive again to the origin?

#13 The Anechoic chamber views and an animation video about supersonic speed appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)  

38

Ok, let me just finish this. 

#14 CGI animation on screen 1 and subtitle on screen 1
 (MUSICAL SOUNDSCAPE)  

39

Here, there is an extra thread, what about there?
There is. 

40

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 44

Sunhee: 
This is a true drama of life!
Right? What else can prove it?

(THE WEAVERS VOICES AND CICADA SOUND IS LOUD)

45

Okbun:
Hey, I’ve got to go, I have to prepare lunch.

Jeomrye:
Sure, you can leave.

Thank you for the help!

Before we stretched it two times, right?

Is it? 

We just have a little left.

Let’s wind it.

You can wind it once more. 

Pilja:
Yes, this is the third time.

Yes, that's right.

46

(HIGH-WAY)



#12 The Anechoic chamber views and the storyteller appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE WITH SOUNDSAPCE FROM A BEACH)  

35 36

wind it

Please wind it

#15 CGI animation 
(THE WEAVERS VOICES SAYING WIND IT)  

41 42

Jeomrye:
Sure, you can leave.

Thank you for the help!

Before we stretched it two times, right?

Is it? 

We just have a little left.

Let’s wind it.

You can wind it once more. 

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

47

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

48



36

Do you remember the story of Laika?  
a dog that went into space with a little spaceship. 

When I was young, I asked my mom, nearly screaming  
‘but why did people send him that far away!?’ 

and she answered, 
‘Well, I don’t get those people either, 

why would they want to send this little dog so far away…”

Then she continued, “But there are these things called ghosts, 
they are without shadows. 

They are not engaged with light and space of this world. 
They exist in the in-between, 

elsewhere the margins of the end 
and the beginning.” 

Sunhee: 
We come to the earth, we are born into this world.
We go back to where we  come from, that is death.
We bury our body in the ground to go back to nature.
We should not leave anything behind, our body has to completely decompose.
The hemp that we make here does not contain any kind of chemicals.
It is made of organic hemp plants, the fabric is made out of the hemp and natural materials
without containing any kind of chemicals
to make a complete return to nature and to the ground.
So this grave cloth is like wearing the nature 
as it is to go back to nature, to the ground, to soil
leaving nothing behind.

(THE WEAVERS VOICE)

37

I imagined, that’s where Laika has gone. 

Would it be the place surrounded by silence,

 

Ok, let me just finish this. 

and arrive again to the origin?

#13 The Anechoic chamber views and an animation video about supersonic speed appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)  

38

42

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

#16 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE WITH REVERB)  

43

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 44

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

48

She was lying in bed. 
She was small like a child. 

I held her skinny hand, 
it was still warm and soft.

Thin breath was coming in and out, 
in and out from her open mouth. 

woven by a eldery lady 
to make a beautiful cloth 

in preparation 
for the last journey, crossing life and death. 

 

(THE STORYTELLER VOICE)

49

Let’s weave on the loom, let’s weave one the loom, 
Let’s weave for my dear 
the loom’s four legs
and my two legs weave together on the loom 
the time spent sitting on it 
only known by the spirit of The Great Venus. 
I feel the amount of work is like 
the distance to The Big Dipper
There is only one push rod 
the three brothers are splitting warp threads. 
The working loom sounds like an old tiger 
that cries in the middle of a thousand mountains 
and like a goose cries when searching for its friends. 
The baby’s neck is hung on the bent tree 
and the loom continues up and down. 

#18 CGI animation

50

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  



I imagined, that’s where Laika has gone. 

Would it be the place surrounded by silence,

 

Ok, let me just finish this. 

and arrive again to the origin?

#13 The Anechoic chamber views and an animation video about supersonic speed appears on virtual screen. 
 (THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)  

38

Ok, let me just finish this. 

#14 CGI animation on screen 1 and subtitle on screen 1
 (MUSICAL SOUNDSCAPE)  

39

Here, there is an extra thread, what about there?
There is. 

40

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 44

Sunhee: 
This is a true drama of life!
Right? What else can prove it?

(THE WEAVERS VOICES AND CICADA SOUND IS LOUD)

45

Okbun:
Hey, I’ve got to go, I have to prepare lunch.

Jeomrye:
Sure, you can leave.

Thank you for the help!

Before we stretched it two times, right?

Is it? 

We just have a little left.

Let’s wind it.

You can wind it once more. 

Pilja:
Yes, this is the third time.

Yes, that's right.

46

(HIGH-WAY)

Let’s weave on the loom, let’s weave one the loom, 
Let’s weave for my dear 
the loom’s four legs
and my two legs weave together on the loom 
the time spent sitting on it 
only known by the spirit of The Great Venus. 
I feel the amount of work is like 
the distance to The Big Dipper
There is only one push rod 
the three brothers are splitting warp threads. 
The working loom sounds like an old tiger 
that cries in the middle of a thousand mountains 
and like a goose cries when searching for its friends. 
The baby’s neck is hung on the bent tree 
and the loom continues up and down. 

#18 CGI animation

50

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

My grandmother:
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 

51

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

My grandmother:
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 

52



wind it

Please wind it

#15 CGI animation 
(THE WEAVERS VOICES SAYING WIND IT)  

41 42

Jeomrye:
Sure, you can leave.

Thank you for the help!

Before we stretched it two times, right?

Is it? 

We just have a little left.

Let’s wind it.

You can wind it once more. 

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

47

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

48

Sound, the vibrational force, is actually the smallest outcome, the result of events. 
This smallest outcome germinates 

and slowly grows into the energy creating a beautiful enormous bow, 
transmitting one to another 

and penetrates all, all barriers.

#19 Screen 1 is white 
  

53

(THE VOICE IN EXTRA REVERBERATION)

(THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)

My grandmother:
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
The time doesn't matter 

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for. 
the longing for going to the far, 

far away, 
 where the light of the sun doesn’t reach

where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey, 
I wished her to leave everything behind,

but complete a total extinction, 
as she wished.

The night, 
the night that the moon light was sinking into the abyss, 

At the edge of the end, 
was she a vessel crossing the river of time? 

Or 
Was she the river with the billowing waves? 

#20 My grandmother’s funeral video footage in slow speed
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY)  

54



42

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

#16 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE WITH REVERB)  

43

like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 44

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

48

She was lying in bed. 
She was small like a child. 

I held her skinny hand, 
it was still warm and soft.

Thin breath was coming in and out, 
in and out from her open mouth. 

woven by a eldery lady 
to make a beautiful cloth 

in preparation 
for the last journey, crossing life and death. 

 

(THE STORYTELLER VOICE)

49

Let’s weave on the loom, let’s weave one the loom, 
Let’s weave for my dear 
the loom’s four legs
and my two legs weave together on the loom 
the time spent sitting on it 
only known by the spirit of The Great Venus. 
I feel the amount of work is like 
the distance to The Big Dipper
There is only one push rod 
the three brothers are splitting warp threads. 
The working loom sounds like an old tiger 
that cries in the middle of a thousand mountains 
and like a goose cries when searching for its friends. 
The baby’s neck is hung on the bent tree 
and the loom continues up and down. 

#18 CGI animation

50

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for. 
the longing for going to the far, 

far away, 
 where the light of the sun doesn’t reach

where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey, 
I wished her to leave everything behind,

but complete a total extinction, 
as she wished.

The night, 
the night that the moon light was sinking into the abyss, 

At the edge of the end, 
was she a vessel crossing the river of time? 

Or 
Was she the river with the billowing waves? 

#20 My grandmother’s funeral video footage in slow speed
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 44

Sunhee: 
This is a true drama of life!
Right? What else can prove it?

(THE WEAVERS VOICES AND CICADA SOUND IS LOUD)

45

Okbun:
Hey, I’ve got to go, I have to prepare lunch.

Jeomrye:
Sure, you can leave.

Thank you for the help!

Before we stretched it two times, right?

Is it? 

We just have a little left.

Let’s wind it.

You can wind it once more. 

Pilja:
Yes, this is the third time.

Yes, that's right.

46

(HIGH-WAY)

Let’s weave on the loom, let’s weave one the loom, 
Let’s weave for my dear 
the loom’s four legs
and my two legs weave together on the loom 
the time spent sitting on it 
only known by the spirit of The Great Venus. 
I feel the amount of work is like 
the distance to The Big Dipper
There is only one push rod 
the three brothers are splitting warp threads. 
The working loom sounds like an old tiger 
that cries in the middle of a thousand mountains 
and like a goose cries when searching for its friends. 
The baby’s neck is hung on the bent tree 
and the loom continues up and down. 

#18 CGI animation

50

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

My grandmother:
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 
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The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

My grandmother:
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  

56

#22 Slow motion of sand with a feather
(SILENCE)  

57

#22 Slow motion of sand with a feather
(SILENCE)  

58



Jeomrye:
Sure, you can leave.

Thank you for the help!

Before we stretched it two times, right?

Is it? 

We just have a little left.

Let’s wind it.

You can wind it once more. 

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

47

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

48

Sound, the vibrational force, is actually the smallest outcome, the result of events. 
This smallest outcome germinates 

and slowly grows into the energy creating a beautiful enormous bow, 
transmitting one to another 

and penetrates all, all barriers.

#19 Screen 1 is white 
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(THE VOICE IN EXTRA REVERBERATION)

(THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)

My grandmother:
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
The time doesn't matter 

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for. 
the longing for going to the far, 

far away, 
 where the light of the sun doesn’t reach

where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey, 
I wished her to leave everything behind,

but complete a total extinction, 
as she wished.

The night, 
the night that the moon light was sinking into the abyss, 

At the edge of the end, 
was she a vessel crossing the river of time? 

Or 
Was she the river with the billowing waves? 

#20 My grandmother’s funeral video footage in slow speed
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY)  
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 

It is an action of appearing and disappearing.

60



The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

#17 CGI animation
(THE  STORYTELLERS VOICE AND VERY ROUGH AND HEAVY SOUNDSCAPE OF SPINNING WHEELS)  

48

She was lying in bed. 
She was small like a child. 

I held her skinny hand, 
it was still warm and soft.

Thin breath was coming in and out, 
in and out from her open mouth. 

woven by a eldery lady 
to make a beautiful cloth 

in preparation 
for the last journey, crossing life and death. 

 

(THE STORYTELLER VOICE)

49

Let’s weave on the loom, let’s weave one the loom, 
Let’s weave for my dear 
the loom’s four legs
and my two legs weave together on the loom 
the time spent sitting on it 
only known by the spirit of The Great Venus. 
I feel the amount of work is like 
the distance to The Big Dipper
There is only one push rod 
the three brothers are splitting warp threads. 
The working loom sounds like an old tiger 
that cries in the middle of a thousand mountains 
and like a goose cries when searching for its friends. 
The baby’s neck is hung on the bent tree 
and the loom continues up and down. 

#18 CGI animation

50

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for. 
the longing for going to the far, 

far away, 
 where the light of the sun doesn’t reach

where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey, 
I wished her to leave everything behind,

but complete a total extinction, 
as she wished.

The night, 
the night that the moon light was sinking into the abyss, 

At the edge of the end, 
was she a vessel crossing the river of time? 

Or 
Was she the river with the billowing waves? 

#20 My grandmother’s funeral video footage in slow speed
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 

It is an action of appearing and disappearing.

60

Essay 



Let’s weave on the loom, let’s weave one the loom, 
Let’s weave for my dear 
the loom’s four legs
and my two legs weave together on the loom 
the time spent sitting on it 
only known by the spirit of The Great Venus. 
I feel the amount of work is like 
the distance to The Big Dipper
There is only one push rod 
the three brothers are splitting warp threads. 
The working loom sounds like an old tiger 
that cries in the middle of a thousand mountains 
and like a goose cries when searching for its friends. 
The baby’s neck is hung on the bent tree 
and the loom continues up and down. 

#18 CGI animation

50

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

My grandmother:
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 
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The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise. 
Threads get longer, and longer

connecting lives and time through rhythm, 
Interweaving my grandmother's wish  and my wish. 

My grandmother:
He came to me in my dream last night.  
I asked him, how did you arrive here? I should be coming to you soon. 
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  

56

#22 Slow motion of sand with a feather
(SILENCE)  

57

#22 Slow motion of sand with a feather
(SILENCE)  
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Essay 

Introduction: 
preparations for digging into the ear(th)

“The interval begins here, ” a technician explains to the audience about1

supersonic airplanes. “Sound is a unit of speed, as the speed of light. When an 
airplane flies faster than the speed of sound breaking through the sound barrier, 
we see the airplane first then we hear the booming sound afterward, which it is 
called a sonic boom.” 

It was 2019 summer that I visited the International Paris Air Show. In the biggest 

show in the world that 2,453 exhibiting companies from 49 countries, you can see 

the frontier technologies in aerodynamics. Boom Technology is one of the many 

companies preparing supersonic transports to service again for the public market 

after the retirement of Concord. Regarding the technician, the new supersonic 

airplane will be succeed in the ‘elimination of noise.’ The technician was trying to 

make a pitch to the public that their machine technology is for caring the 

humanity because they value our time. The new supersonic airplane will fly faster 

than the speed of sound and will make soft thumps. So to speak, removing sound 

from movement is their aim. It caught my attention in the show. This technology 

challenges physics, or against the nature of physics. The separation between 

movement and its sound is what I am fascinated by. What happens in the gap 

between a moving object and sound occurred within a physical world? Everything 

that is in action makes a sound. The relation between the generation/ generator of 

sound and listening to the generated sound had been often discussed within 

subject and object matter. However, the argument in the essay is grounded on 

 .  Ibid., p. 1 - 2 1
with the feeble voice of my grandmother in my phone, speaking about a very special burial 
garment; Sambe. She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still 
alive, you will have a healthy and long life and you can die in peace.



Sound, the vibrational force, is actually the smallest outcome, the result of events. 
This smallest outcome germinates 

and slowly grows into the energy creating a beautiful enormous bow, 
transmitting one to another 

and penetrates all, all barriers.

#19 Screen 1 is white 
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(THE VOICE IN EXTRA REVERBERATION)

(THE STORYTELLERS VOICE)

My grandmother:
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
The time doesn't matter 

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for. 
the longing for going to the far, 

far away, 
 where the light of the sun doesn’t reach

where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey, 
I wished her to leave everything behind,

but complete a total extinction, 
as she wished.

The night, 
the night that the moon light was sinking into the abyss, 

At the edge of the end, 
was she a vessel crossing the river of time? 

Or 
Was she the river with the billowing waves? 

#20 My grandmother’s funeral video footage in slow speed
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 

It is an action of appearing and disappearing.

60

consideration with matters in relation to synaptic processes , rather than2

the particular distinction in certain placement on one notion; the being or the 

others.

. Ibid., p. 42

Intervals as the installation piece with six channel surround sound and two 
projections with a marble sculpture, it invites the audience to take 43 minutes 
immersive sonic journey. In the darkroom, the installation intends to create 
another space and temporality by storytelling and collective listening. The 
installation space of Intervals is resonated with the soundscape and the voice of 
weavers from the small village in South Korea and the futuristic images of the 
acoustic spaces and CGI animation are interwoven by the storytelling figure – 
myself – in the film. (Figure 1 - 3)

This essay goes along with the script written for Intervals. The script is consisted 
with the transcript the sound archives that I did recording in South Korea and the 
written essay that revolves around the physics of sound. I edited with the image 
excerpts to give a sense of how stories are interwoven. The reason for using the 
script of Intervals is, first of all, to break the linearity of (academic) essay writing 
and to be more experimental with being in a state of ambivalence and staying in 
oscillation, just like the character of sound. Second of all this essay will exam the 
theoretical discourse of temporality and question for truth with a sonic medium 
from the extension of Intervals. I hope that the essay works as a lever that can 
questions; such as why we try to define or proof oral tradition and history with 
knowledge and philosophical trajectories, and how we express the thinking of 
sound and listening, how then obviously through listening – also particularly 
through writing in this essay – challenge a new way of thinking of sound and 
listening. For this essay, it is expected to use some of the transcripts that did not 
include in the script. By experimenting and adapting the form of a footnote,  
Intervals; sonic essay will meet with the character of sound, voice, storytelling of 
oral history to break through the conventional way of finding evidence, the level 
of authenticity, knowledge, and truth. Also my initial question around time and 
temporality can be explored through the challenge the (traditional) academic essay 
writing for sound. Discussion around temporality has been established with visual 
and image culture in arts. What we see has been considered as what truth is. 
Photography is considered as some sort of evidence. Specifically, since cameras 
and moving image devices have achieved a leap development in cinematography 
– with the notion of crystallisation of time – sound has been out from the centre in
relation to the discourse around temporality. Truth begins with questions and it 
leads to the process of seeking evidence. Faith and belief are germinated in this 
process of finding evidence. It becomes ‘science’ and ‘truth’ with shreds of 
evidence. Without knowledge, it regards as spiritual.  

In Intervals the interwoven story of the oral history on the Korean extinctive 
culture and theoretical implication of sound in physics exams what is in the 

intervals between these different worlds –  the spiritual and the science, the 
animist culture and the technological establishment –  and how we place ourselves 
in the transmission process of the intervals .3

. Ibid., p. 33
We are situated in the junction between reciprocal action.!
Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions,!
and the result of interrelation of space and time.!!



My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for. 
the longing for going to the far, 

far away, 
 where the light of the sun doesn’t reach

where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey, 
I wished her to leave everything behind,

but complete a total extinction, 
as she wished.

The night, 
the night that the moon light was sinking into the abyss, 

At the edge of the end, 
was she a vessel crossing the river of time? 

Or 
Was she the river with the billowing waves? 

#20 My grandmother’s funeral video footage in slow speed
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 

It is an action of appearing and disappearing.

60

Essay 

Intervals as the installation piece with six channel surround sound and two 
projections with a marble sculpture, it invites the audience to take 43 minutes 
immersive sonic journey. In the darkroom, the installation intends to create 
another space and temporality by storytelling and collective listening. The 
installation space of Intervals is resonated with the soundscape and the voice of 
weavers from the small village in South Korea and the futuristic images of the 
acoustic spaces and CGI animation are interwoven by the storytelling figure – 
myself – in the film. (Figure 1 - 3)

This essay goes along with the script written for Intervals. The script is consisted 
with the transcript the sound archives that I did recording in South Korea and the 
written essay that revolves around the physics of sound. I edited with the image 
excerpts to give a sense of how stories are interwoven. The reason for using the 
script of Intervals is, first of all, to break the linearity of (academic) essay writing 
and to be more experimental with being in a state of ambivalence and staying in 
oscillation, just like the character of sound. Second of all this essay will exam the 
theoretical discourse of temporality and question for truth with a sonic medium 
from the extension of Intervals. I hope that the essay works as a lever that can 
questions; such as why we try to define or proof oral tradition and history with 
knowledge and philosophical trajectories, and how we express the thinking of 
sound and listening, how then obviously through listening – also particularly 
through writing in this essay – challenge a new way of thinking of sound and 
listening. For this essay, it is expected to use some of the transcripts that did not 
include in the script. By experimenting and adapting the form of a footnote,  
Intervals; sonic essay will meet with the character of sound, voice, storytelling of 
oral history to break through the conventional way of finding evidence, the level 
of authenticity, knowledge, and truth. Also my initial question around time and 
temporality can be explored through the challenge the (traditional) academic essay 
writing for sound. Discussion around temporality has been established with visual 
and image culture in arts. What we see has been considered as what truth is. 
Photography is considered as some sort of evidence. Specifically, since cameras 
and moving image devices have achieved a leap development in cinematography 
– with the notion of crystallisation of time – sound has been out from the centre in
relation to the discourse around temporality. Truth begins with questions and it 
leads to the process of seeking evidence. Faith and belief are germinated in this 
process of finding evidence. It becomes ‘science’ and ‘truth’ with shreds of 
evidence. Without knowledge, it regards as spiritual.  

In Intervals the interwoven story of the oral history on the Korean extinctive 
culture and theoretical implication of sound in physics exams what is in the 

intervals between these different worlds –  the spiritual and the science, the 
animist culture and the technological establishment –  and how we place ourselves 
in the transmission process of the intervals .3

. Ibid., p. 33
We are situated in the junction between reciprocal action.!
Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions,!
and the result of interrelation of space and time.!!



#21 My grandmother’s portrait from the funaral 
(THE SOUND CLIPS FROM GRANDMOTHER’S FUNERAL CEREMONY BECOMES LOUD AND HEAVY)  
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#22 Slow motion of sand with a feather
(SILENCE)  
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#22 Slow motion of sand with a feather
(SILENCE)  
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Essay 

Introduction: 
preparations for digging into the ear(th)

“The interval begins here, ” a technician explains to the audience about1

supersonic airplanes. “Sound is a unit of speed, as the speed of light. When an 
airplane flies faster than the speed of sound breaking through the sound barrier, 
we see the airplane first then we hear the booming sound afterward, which it is 
called a sonic boom.” 

It was 2019 summer that I visited the International Paris Air Show. In the biggest 

show in the world that 2,453 exhibiting companies from 49 countries, you can see 

the frontier technologies in aerodynamics. Boom Technology is one of the many 

companies preparing supersonic transports to service again for the public market 

after the retirement of Concord. Regarding the technician, the new supersonic 

airplane will be succeed in the ‘elimination of noise.’ The technician was trying to 

make a pitch to the public that their machine technology is for caring the 

humanity because they value our time. The new supersonic airplane will fly faster 

than the speed of sound and will make soft thumps. So to speak, removing sound 

from movement is their aim. It caught my attention in the show. This technology 

challenges physics, or against the nature of physics. The separation between 

movement and its sound is what I am fascinated by. What happens in the gap 

between a moving object and sound occurred within a physical world? Everything 

that is in action makes a sound. The relation between the generation/ generator of 

sound and listening to the generated sound had been often discussed within 

subject and object matter. However, the argument in the essay is grounded on 

 .  Ibid., p. 1 - 2 1
with the feeble voice of my grandmother in my phone, speaking about a very special burial 
garment; Sambe. She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still 
alive, you will have a healthy and long life and you can die in peace.
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duration: 43 min/ size: dimension variable/ material: six channel audio and two projections with hologram projection film on a glass and a marble stoneduration: 43 min/ size: dimension variable/ material: six channel audio and two projections with hologram projection film on a glass and a marble stone



EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 
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EPILOGUE
(in text form)
 
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang, 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.
 

Death is not sealed in silence; 
it’s a transition, 
it’s a transmission, 

the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm, 

 

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation 
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams. 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang.

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel? 

After the unknown amount of time on the loom 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream. 

It is an action of appearing and disappearing.
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consideration with matters in relation to synaptic processes , rather than2

the particular distinction in certain placement on one notion; the being or the 

others.

. Ibid., p. 42

Intervals as the installation piece with six channel surround sound and two 
projections with a marble sculpture, it invites the audience to take 43 minutes 
immersive sonic journey. In the darkroom, the installation intends to create 
another space and temporality by storytelling and collective listening. The 
installation space of Intervals is resonated with the soundscape and the voice of 
weavers from the small village in South Korea and the futuristic images of the 
acoustic spaces and CGI animation are interwoven by the storytelling figure – 
myself – in the film. (Figure 1 - 3)

This essay goes along with the script written for Intervals. The script is consisted 
with the transcript the sound archives that I did recording in South Korea and the 
written essay that revolves around the physics of sound. I edited with the image 
excerpts to give a sense of how stories are interwoven. The reason for using the 
script of Intervals is, first of all, to break the linearity of (academic) essay writing 
and to be more experimental with being in a state of ambivalence and staying in 
oscillation, just like the character of sound. Second of all this essay will exam the 
theoretical discourse of temporality and question for truth with a sonic medium 
from the extension of Intervals. I hope that the essay works as a lever that can 
questions; such as why we try to define or proof oral tradition and history with 
knowledge and philosophical trajectories, and how we express the thinking of 
sound and listening, how then obviously through listening – also particularly 
through writing in this essay – challenge a new way of thinking of sound and 
listening. For this essay, it is expected to use some of the transcripts that did not 
include in the script. By experimenting and adapting the form of a footnote,  
Intervals; sonic essay will meet with the character of sound, voice, storytelling of 
oral history to break through the conventional way of finding evidence, the level 
of authenticity, knowledge, and truth. Also my initial question around time and 
temporality can be explored through the challenge the (traditional) academic essay 
writing for sound. Discussion around temporality has been established with visual 
and image culture in arts. What we see has been considered as what truth is. 
Photography is considered as some sort of evidence. Specifically, since cameras 
and moving image devices have achieved a leap development in cinematography 
– with the notion of crystallisation of time – sound has been out from the centre in
relation to the discourse around temporality. Truth begins with questions and it 
leads to the process of seeking evidence. Faith and belief are germinated in this 
process of finding evidence. It becomes ‘science’ and ‘truth’ with shreds of 
evidence. Without knowledge, it regards as spiritual.  

In Intervals the interwoven story of the oral history on the Korean extinctive 
culture and theoretical implication of sound in physics exams what is in the 

Figure 2, 3. Intervals installation views at Kunsthal Charlottenborg, Afgang2021 
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Intervals as the installation piece with six channel surround sound and two 
projections with a marble sculpture, it invites the audience to take 43 minutes 
immersive sonic journey. In the darkroom, the installation intends to create 
another space and temporality by storytelling and collective listening. The 
installation space of Intervals is resonated with the soundscape and the voice of 
weavers from the small village in South Korea and the futuristic images of the 
acoustic spaces and CGI animation are interwoven by the storytelling figure – 
myself – in the film. (Figure 1 - 3)

This essay goes along with the script written for Intervals. The script is consisted 
with the transcript the sound archives that I did recording in South Korea and the 
written essay that revolves around the physics of sound. I edited with the image 
excerpts to give a sense of how stories are interwoven. The reason for using the 
script of Intervals is, first of all, to break the linearity of (academic) essay writing 
and to be more experimental with being in a state of ambivalence and staying in 
oscillation, just like the character of sound. Second of all this essay will exam the 
theoretical discourse of temporality and question for truth with a sonic medium 
from the extension of Intervals. I hope that the essay works as a lever that can 
questions; such as why we try to define or proof oral tradition and history with 
knowledge and philosophical trajectories, and how we express the thinking of 
sound and listening, how then obviously through listening – also particularly 
through writing in this essay – challenge a new way of thinking of sound and 
listening. For this essay, it is expected to use some of the transcripts that did not 
include in the script. By experimenting and adapting the form of a footnote,  
Intervals; sonic essay will meet with the character of sound, voice, storytelling of 
oral history to break through the conventional way of finding evidence, the level 
of authenticity, knowledge, and truth. Also my initial question around time and 
temporality can be explored through the challenge the (traditional) academic essay 
writing for sound. Discussion around temporality has been established with visual 
and image culture in arts. What we see has been considered as what truth is. 
Photography is considered as some sort of evidence. Specifically, since cameras 
and moving image devices have achieved a leap development in cinematography 
– with the notion of crystallisation of time – sound has been out from the centre in
relation to the discourse around temporality. Truth begins with questions and it 
leads to the process of seeking evidence. Faith and belief are germinated in this 
process of finding evidence. It becomes ‘science’ and ‘truth’ with shreds of 
evidence. Without knowledge, it regards as spiritual.  

In Intervals the interwoven story of the oral history on the Korean extinctive 
culture and theoretical implication of sound in physics exams what is in the 

intervals between these different worlds –  the spiritual and the science, the 
animist culture and the technological establishment –  and how we place ourselves 
in the transmission process of the intervals .3

. Ibid., p. 33
We are situated in the junction between reciprocal action.!
Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions,!
and the result of interrelation of space and time.!!

dreams and sounds

The phone started to ring in the reverberation chamber, as usual, I was in the 
middle of measuring  the noise level of the new material for supersonic aircraft. I 
got annoyed by the bell sound resonated longer time in the chamber. It was my 
mom. She often called me after she got a call from my grandmother. My 
grandmother told my mom about her dream from last night that my grandmother 
was happy to meet her deceased husband in the dream . Then my mom continued 4

to complain about the tale that my grandmother believes in about a very special 
burial garment; Sambe. I could already guess what my mom said to my 
grandmother. “Why do!you need that Sambe cloth now? Why does that matter to 
you? Who’s got the garment? Why do you care about that now?” This time my 
grandmother brought a better argument. One of her friends got the garment, and it 
looked really nice, her other friend who lived next door, she kept it for 10 years. 

. Ibid., p. 44
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(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE very dry)

And she lived a pretty long life despite having cancer . My grandmother insisted 5

that if you get the burial garment and keep it when you are alive, you will have a 
healthy and long life, and you can die in peace. My grandmother was 97 years old. 
She longed for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. She wished 
to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. By relying on 
the transcendental myth, she allowed herself to be with her children for a longer 
time, and avoiding her death to become a burden for them.!However, my mom 
and uncles never liked the idea of this, as it made us fear her immediate death. 
Their conflict and argument around the myth of Sambe used to end up with mom 
negging my grandmother on the phone, “that's just a myth, superstition, forget 
about that, and please don’t go out. It’s dangerous, please just stay indoor.” I was 
listening to my mom’s complaints through my phone, and when my mom’s voice 
gets higher by tension and anger, her voice came through the phone and made an 
echo in the chamber. All the sudden, I felt like the reverberation chamber filled up 
with the infusion with my voice talking to her and my mom’s voice that is 
squeezing out from my phone, and the cold air. The sound were traveling not only 
the chamber but also the distance between the chamber in Lyngby in Denmark 

. Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording.5
My mom:  
But my brothers hate the idea of it. 
Sunhee:  
Why? 
My mom:  
Because they think it is like they’re waiting for mom to die. 
Sunhee & Bokin:  
No, it's a myth. 
If they keep the burial garment before they die, they have health and long life. 
And it’s about the preparation. 
Sunhee:  
My mom bought a funerary shroud for my grandfather, 
and he lived 40 more years after that. 
He died at age 99. 
And my father is only 77, but he’s already got almost everything ready, 
Bokin:  
Right! He got ready long ago. 
Sunhee: He’s just missing things like the sheet.  
He will get it next year or something. 
My mom:  
The sheet as well? 
Sunhee: 
Of course, it all comes as a set with lots of things. 
Bokin:  
The set can fill a big box. 
So a set consumes about 100 metres of hemp fabric. 

My mom:  
But my brothers still don't listen to my mom, 
and don't let her speak about it.  
Never.



Introduction: 
preparations for digging into the ear(th)

“The interval begins here, ” a technician explains to the audience about1

supersonic airplanes. “Sound is a unit of speed, as the speed of light. When an 
airplane flies faster than the speed of sound breaking through the sound barrier, 
we see the airplane first then we hear the booming sound afterward, which it is 
called a sonic boom.” 

It was 2019 summer that I visited the International Paris Air Show. In the biggest 

show in the world that 2,453 exhibiting companies from 49 countries, you can see 

the frontier technologies in aerodynamics. Boom Technology is one of the many 

companies preparing supersonic transports to service again for the public market 

after the retirement of Concord. Regarding the technician, the new supersonic 

airplane will be succeed in the ‘elimination of noise.’ The technician was trying to 

make a pitch to the public that their machine technology is for caring the 

humanity because they value our time. The new supersonic airplane will fly faster 

than the speed of sound and will make soft thumps. So to speak, removing sound 

from movement is their aim. It caught my attention in the show. This technology 

challenges physics, or against the nature of physics. The separation between 

movement and its sound is what I am fascinated by. What happens in the gap 

between a moving object and sound occurred within a physical world? Everything 

that is in action makes a sound. The relation between the generation/ generator of 

sound and listening to the generated sound had been often discussed within 

subject and object matter. However, the argument in the essay is grounded on 

 .  Ibid., p. 1 - 2 1
with the feeble voice of my grandmother in my phone, speaking about a very special burial 
garment; Sambe. She believes in the myth that if you get the burial garment while you are still 
alive, you will have a healthy and long life and you can die in peace.
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duration: 43 min/ size: dimension variable/ material: six channel audio and two projections with hologram projection film on a glass and a marble stoneduration: 43 min/ size: dimension variable/ material: six channel audio and two projections with hologram projection film on a glass and a marble stone

And she lived a pretty long life despite having cancer . My grandmother insisted 5

that if you get the burial garment and keep it when you are alive, you will have a 
healthy and long life, and you can die in peace. My grandmother was 97 years old. 
She longed for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. She wished 
to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. By relying on 
the transcendental myth, she allowed herself to be with her children for a longer 
time, and avoiding her death to become a burden for them.!However, my mom 
and uncles never liked the idea of this, as it made us fear her immediate death. 
Their conflict and argument around the myth of Sambe used to end up with mom 
negging my grandmother on the phone, “that's just a myth, superstition, forget 
about that, and please don’t go out. It’s dangerous, please just stay indoor.” I was 
listening to my mom’s complaints through my phone, and when my mom’s voice 
gets higher by tension and anger, her voice came through the phone and made an 
echo in the chamber. All the sudden, I felt like the reverberation chamber filled up 
with the infusion with my voice talking to her and my mom’s voice that is 
squeezing out from my phone, and the cold air. The sound were traveling not only 
the chamber but also the distance between the chamber in Lyngby in Denmark 

. Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording.5
My mom:  
But my brothers hate the idea of it. 
Sunhee:  
Why? 
My mom:  
Because they think it is like they’re waiting for mom to die. 
Sunhee & Bokin:  
No, it's a myth. 
If they keep the burial garment before they die, they have health and long life. 
And it’s about the preparation. 
Sunhee:  
My mom bought a funerary shroud for my grandfather, 
and he lived 40 more years after that. 
He died at age 99. 
And my father is only 77, but he’s already got almost everything ready, 
Bokin:  
Right! He got ready long ago. 
Sunhee: He’s just missing things like the sheet.  
He will get it next year or something. 
My mom:  
The sheet as well? 
Sunhee: 
Of course, it all comes as a set with lots of things. 
Bokin:  
The set can fill a big box. 
So a set consumes about 100 metres of hemp fabric. 

My mom:  
But my brothers still don't listen to my mom, 
and don't let her speak about it.  
Never.

and my mom’s living room in Seoul, South Korea, and my grandmother’s dream6. 
My memories and my thoughts were even traveling longer and further. 

7. 

On my first visit to Korea in 3 years, the year had an unusually long rainy season 
and an incredibly  hot summer. I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul from 
Busan after attending a seminar. My presentation of the ecology of sound in the 
era of supersonic airplanes went well, but my body was exhausted. I stopped by a 
village called An-dong, just to rest a bit and have some lunch. It was a 
coincidence that I met some elderly women at a small kiosk. They were all 
gathered, sitting in the shade fanning themselves cool with one hand while 
holding a slice of watermelon in the other. The machine fan was rotating its head, 
left to right, right to left, at a constant slow pace. I just started to chat with them. 
"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it.” said women, 
who were in my grandmother's age, they have devoted 
themselves to being weavers of Sambe and keeping its tradition8. I
recalled my grandmother’s wish of having this special burial garment Sambe.

. Ibid., p. 56
Dreams open up a liminal time and space, a channel, a fluid, a flux of voice,!of reality and 
fiction, of past, present and future.
. Ibid., p. 57

I remember what my mom said.!!
She said, we meet and depart, return and stay in memories, resonant in dreams.

. Ibid., p. 7- 158

!"#$%&'
!"#$%&'(%'()*%+&#,$+%-.%/#&(0%#.1%+&(#)%&'()%2"0%#3"4&%&/"%'"40+5
&'(.%4+(%#%&"",%&"%*((,%"22%&'(%"4&(0%,#6(0+%"2%&'(%+&#,$+7
8'-+%9"35%*((,-.:%"22%&'(%'()*%+&#,$%+$-.5%+'"4,1%3(%1".(%&/-;(7
8'(.%&'-+%/'-&(%+)""&'%*#0&%2-.#,,6%;")(+%"4&7
<""$%#&%&'-+%/'-&(%*#0&7
=2&(0%&'#&%*0";(++5%'#.:%&'()%&"%106%"4&7
>.;(%&'(6%#0(%106%(."4:'5%&'(%2-3(0%-+%0(#16%&"%3(%+*,-&%/-&'%.#-,+%#.1%&((&'5%#+%2-.(,6%#+%*"++-3,(7%
<-$(%&'-+5%+*,-&%-&%,-$(%&'-+7

(THE WEAVERS VOICES and FAN sound)

!"#$%&'($)*'%+,%+$)&'-
.%/01%233"%4(3/5#3",%
&'($)*'%+,%251*3(&54#6%105"#6%017%'017#8

!"#$%&"'('%&"')*')+%,-'$./'&$012$',+'&301,',-")'1.,+'2"4*',-1.',-4"$/&5
67,"48$4/9'('4%:'$./'4+00',-")'+.')*'0$3'
,+'#+.."#,',-"'"./&'+7',-"',-4"$/&',+'+."'$.+,-"45'

!"#$%%&'
!"#$%&#%'()*%)'%+,,%'&,,+-.
/%0)'-%&#%'()*%01'%&,2"%2,34-.%5-"*%)+%0,367%8"%"1')"2%+,%238%-"&9.

:)4-+$%6)("%;-);("*<'%'()*=

!((#)*&'
>,3%*""7%+,%238%1%6,+$%+-"*%#,32%'()*%0)66%4"+%2,34-"2.

/%3'"7%+,%238%+-)'%-"&9%3*+)6%&#%?)*4"2+)9'%1*7%*1)6'%8";1&"%0,2*%,3+..%
@,%/%3'"7%+,%1996#%'16A"%+,%&#%0,3*7'%0-"*%/%0"*+%+,%8"7.

+"#,((#&'
/+B'%8"++"2%+,%7,%)+%)*%+-"%'3&&"2$%+-"%'()*%)'%+,,%'&,,+-%)*%+-"%'92)*4.

!"#$%&'(!
"!#$%&'$(!)*+!,*!-%.$!/*,,*'!,)&$%(!+)$'!"!+%0!%1*2,!34!*&!356
7'(!+)$'!"!,2&'$(!389!-:!-*-!,%2;),!-$!)*+!,*!<&$<%&$!)$-<6
=*!"!)%>$!+*&.$(!?*&!%!#*';!,@-$9!0@'/$!"!+%0!#@,,#$6

!"#$%&'()
A*9!"!+*2#('B,!1$!%1#$!,*!?@'@0)!%##!*?!,)$-!@'!*'$!(%:9!$>$'!@?!"!+*&.$(!%##!(%:6
A*,!$>$'!@'!,+*!(%:06
",!0$$-0!$%0:9!12,!@,!,%.$0!%!#*';!,@-$!,*!-%.$!,)@0!,)&$%(6
C$##9!@,D0!<%@(!#$00!,)%'!5E!?*&!%!(%:D0!#%1*2&6
"!(*'B,!,)@'.!"!+*&.!?*&!-*'$:6!

"!F20,!(*!@,!1$/%20$!@,!@0!-:!#@?$6

C$!(*!@,!1$/%20$!@,D0!*2&!#@?$6!

C$!(*!@,!1$/%20$!@,D0!*2&!#@?$6!

(THE WEAVER”S VOICE IS IN ECHO)

(RUBBING SOUND IN RHYTHMIC FLOW)

(THE WEAVERS VOICES) 



consideration with matters in relation to synaptic processes , rather than2

the particular distinction in certain placement on one notion; the being or the 

others.

. Ibid., p. 42

Intervals as the installation piece with six channel surround sound and two 
projections with a marble sculpture, it invites the audience to take 43 minutes 
immersive sonic journey. In the darkroom, the installation intends to create 
another space and temporality by storytelling and collective listening. The 
installation space of Intervals is resonated with the soundscape and the voice of 
weavers from the small village in South Korea and the futuristic images of the 
acoustic spaces and CGI animation are interwoven by the storytelling figure – 
myself – in the film. (Figure 1 - 3)

This essay goes along with the script written for Intervals. The script is consisted 
with the transcript the sound archives that I did recording in South Korea and the 
written essay that revolves around the physics of sound. I edited with the image 
excerpts to give a sense of how stories are interwoven. The reason for using the 
script of Intervals is, first of all, to break the linearity of (academic) essay writing 
and to be more experimental with being in a state of ambivalence and staying in 
oscillation, just like the character of sound. Second of all this essay will exam the 
theoretical discourse of temporality and question for truth with a sonic medium 
from the extension of Intervals. I hope that the essay works as a lever that can 
questions; such as why we try to define or proof oral tradition and history with 
knowledge and philosophical trajectories, and how we express the thinking of 
sound and listening, how then obviously through listening – also particularly 
through writing in this essay – challenge a new way of thinking of sound and 
listening. For this essay, it is expected to use some of the transcripts that did not 
include in the script. By experimenting and adapting the form of a footnote,  
Intervals; sonic essay will meet with the character of sound, voice, storytelling of 
oral history to break through the conventional way of finding evidence, the level 
of authenticity, knowledge, and truth. Also my initial question around time and 
temporality can be explored through the challenge the (traditional) academic essay 
writing for sound. Discussion around temporality has been established with visual 
and image culture in arts. What we see has been considered as what truth is. 
Photography is considered as some sort of evidence. Specifically, since cameras 
and moving image devices have achieved a leap development in cinematography 
– with the notion of crystallisation of time – sound has been out from the centre in
relation to the discourse around temporality. Truth begins with questions and it 
leads to the process of seeking evidence. Faith and belief are germinated in this 
process of finding evidence. It becomes ‘science’ and ‘truth’ with shreds of 
evidence. Without knowledge, it regards as spiritual.  

In Intervals the interwoven story of the oral history on the Korean extinctive 
culture and theoretical implication of sound in physics exams what is in the 

intervals between these different worlds –  the spiritual and the science, the 
animist culture and the technological establishment –  and how we place ourselves 
in the transmission process of the intervals .3

. Ibid., p. 33
We are situated in the junction between reciprocal action.!
Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions,!
and the result of interrelation of space and time.!!

Figure 2, 3. Intervals installation views at Kunsthal Charlottenborg, Afgang2021 

dreams and sounds

The phone started to ring in the reverberation chamber, as usual, I was in the 
middle of measuring  the noise level of the new material for supersonic aircraft. I 
got annoyed by the bell sound resonated longer time in the chamber. It was my 
mom. She often called me after she got a call from my grandmother. My 
grandmother told my mom about her dream from last night that my grandmother 
was happy to meet her deceased husband in the dream . Then my mom continued 4

to complain about the tale that my grandmother believes in about a very special 
burial garment; Sambe. I could already guess what my mom said to my 
grandmother. “Why do!you need that Sambe cloth now? Why does that matter to 
you? Who’s got the garment? Why do you care about that now?” This time my 
grandmother brought a better argument. One of her friends got the garment, and it 
looked really nice, her other friend who lived next door, she kept it for 10 years. 

. Ibid., p. 44
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(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE very dry)



intervals between these different worlds –  the spiritual and the science, the 
animist culture and the technological establishment –  and how we place ourselves 
in the transmission process of the intervals .3

. Ibid., p. 33
We are situated in the junction between reciprocal action.!
Objects, bodies, sounds, and substances are all variations of these actions,!
and the result of interrelation of space and time.!!
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duration: 43 min/ size: dimension variable/ material: six channel audio and two projections with hologram projection film on a glass and a marble stone

dreams and sounds

The phone started to ring in the reverberation chamber, as usual, I was in the 
middle of measuring  the noise level of the new material for supersonic aircraft. I 
got annoyed by the bell sound resonated longer time in the chamber. It was my 
mom. She often called me after she got a call from my grandmother. My 
grandmother told my mom about her dream from last night that my grandmother 
was happy to meet her deceased husband in the dream . Then my mom continued 4

to complain about the tale that my grandmother believes in about a very special 
burial garment; Sambe. I could already guess what my mom said to my 
grandmother. “Why do!you need that Sambe cloth now? Why does that matter to 
you? Who’s got the garment? Why do you care about that now?” This time my 
grandmother brought a better argument. One of her friends got the garment, and it 
looked really nice, her other friend who lived next door, she kept it for 10 years. 

. Ibid., p. 44
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(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE very dry)

And she lived a pretty long life despite having cancer . My grandmother insisted 5

that if you get the burial garment and keep it when you are alive, you will have a 
healthy and long life, and you can die in peace. My grandmother was 97 years old. 
She longed for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. She wished 
to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. By relying on 
the transcendental myth, she allowed herself to be with her children for a longer 
time, and avoiding her death to become a burden for them.!However, my mom 
and uncles never liked the idea of this, as it made us fear her immediate death. 
Their conflict and argument around the myth of Sambe used to end up with mom 
negging my grandmother on the phone, “that's just a myth, superstition, forget 
about that, and please don’t go out. It’s dangerous, please just stay indoor.” I was 
listening to my mom’s complaints through my phone, and when my mom’s voice 
gets higher by tension and anger, her voice came through the phone and made an 
echo in the chamber. All the sudden, I felt like the reverberation chamber filled up 
with the infusion with my voice talking to her and my mom’s voice that is 
squeezing out from my phone, and the cold air. The sound were traveling not only 
the chamber but also the distance between the chamber in Lyngby in Denmark 

. Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording.5
My mom:  
But my brothers hate the idea of it. 
Sunhee:  
Why? 
My mom:  
Because they think it is like they’re waiting for mom to die. 
Sunhee & Bokin:  
No, it's a myth. 
If they keep the burial garment before they die, they have health and long life. 
And it’s about the preparation. 
Sunhee:  
My mom bought a funerary shroud for my grandfather, 
and he lived 40 more years after that. 
He died at age 99. 
And my father is only 77, but he’s already got almost everything ready, 
Bokin:  
Right! He got ready long ago. 
Sunhee: He’s just missing things like the sheet.  
He will get it next year or something. 
My mom:  
The sheet as well? 
Sunhee: 
Of course, it all comes as a set with lots of things. 
Bokin:  
The set can fill a big box. 
So a set consumes about 100 metres of hemp fabric. 

My mom:  
But my brothers still don't listen to my mom, 
and don't let her speak about it.  
Never.

and my mom’s living room in Seoul, South Korea, and my grandmother’s dream6. 
My memories and my thoughts were even traveling longer and further. 

7. 

On my first visit to Korea in 3 years, the year had an unusually long rainy season 
and an incredibly  hot summer. I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul from 
Busan after attending a seminar. My presentation of the ecology of sound in the 
era of supersonic airplanes went well, but my body was exhausted. I stopped by a 
village called An-dong, just to rest a bit and have some lunch. It was a 
coincidence that I met some elderly women at a small kiosk. They were all 
gathered, sitting in the shade fanning themselves cool with one hand while 
holding a slice of watermelon in the other. The machine fan was rotating its head, 
left to right, right to left, at a constant slow pace. I just started to chat with them. 
"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it.” said women, 
who were in my grandmother's age, they have devoted 
themselves to being weavers of Sambe and keeping its tradition8. I
recalled my grandmother’s wish of having this special burial garment Sambe.

. Ibid., p. 56
Dreams open up a liminal time and space, a channel, a fluid, a flux of voice,!of reality and 
fiction, of past, present and future.
. Ibid., p. 57

I remember what my mom said.!!
She said, we meet and depart, return and stay in memories, resonant in dreams.

. Ibid., p. 7- 158
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And she lived a pretty long life despite having cancer . My grandmother insisted 5

that if you get the burial garment and keep it when you are alive, you will have a 
healthy and long life, and you can die in peace. My grandmother was 97 years old. 
She longed for the journey to a place where her deceased husband is. She wished 
to prepare her imminent future – even though this future is death. By relying on 
the transcendental myth, she allowed herself to be with her children for a longer 
time, and avoiding her death to become a burden for them.!However, my mom 
and uncles never liked the idea of this, as it made us fear her immediate death. 
Their conflict and argument around the myth of Sambe used to end up with mom 
negging my grandmother on the phone, “that's just a myth, superstition, forget 
about that, and please don’t go out. It’s dangerous, please just stay indoor.” I was 
listening to my mom’s complaints through my phone, and when my mom’s voice 
gets higher by tension and anger, her voice came through the phone and made an 
echo in the chamber. All the sudden, I felt like the reverberation chamber filled up 
with the infusion with my voice talking to her and my mom’s voice that is 
squeezing out from my phone, and the cold air. The sound were traveling not only 
the chamber but also the distance between the chamber in Lyngby in Denmark 

. Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording.5
My mom:  
But my brothers hate the idea of it. 
Sunhee:  
Why? 
My mom:  
Because they think it is like they’re waiting for mom to die. 
Sunhee & Bokin:  
No, it's a myth. 
If they keep the burial garment before they die, they have health and long life. 
And it’s about the preparation. 
Sunhee:  
My mom bought a funerary shroud for my grandfather, 
and he lived 40 more years after that. 
He died at age 99. 
And my father is only 77, but he’s already got almost everything ready, 
Bokin:  
Right! He got ready long ago. 
Sunhee: He’s just missing things like the sheet.  
He will get it next year or something. 
My mom:  
The sheet as well? 
Sunhee: 
Of course, it all comes as a set with lots of things. 
Bokin:  
The set can fill a big box. 
So a set consumes about 100 metres of hemp fabric. 

My mom:  
But my brothers still don't listen to my mom, 
and don't let her speak about it.  
Never.

and my mom’s living room in Seoul, South Korea, and my grandmother’s dream6. 
My memories and my thoughts were even traveling longer and further. 

7. 

On my first visit to Korea in 3 years, the year had an unusually long rainy season 
and an incredibly  hot summer. I was on my way back to the airport in Seoul from 
Busan after attending a seminar. My presentation of the ecology of sound in the 
era of supersonic airplanes went well, but my body was exhausted. I stopped by a 
village called An-dong, just to rest a bit and have some lunch. It was a 
coincidence that I met some elderly women at a small kiosk. They were all 
gathered, sitting in the shade fanning themselves cool with one hand while 
holding a slice of watermelon in the other. The machine fan was rotating its head, 
left to right, right to left, at a constant slow pace. I just started to chat with them. 
"I'm not far from death as well, but I'm still making it.” said women, 
who were in my grandmother's age, they have devoted 
themselves to being weavers of Sambe and keeping its tradition8. I
recalled my grandmother’s wish of having this special burial garment Sambe.

. Ibid., p. 56
Dreams open up a liminal time and space, a channel, a fluid, a flux of voice,!of reality and 
fiction, of past, present and future.
. Ibid., p. 57

I remember what my mom said.!!
She said, we meet and depart, return and stay in memories, resonant in dreams.

. Ibid., p. 7- 158
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(BRUSHING THE THREADS WITH THE BRANCH BRUSH AND SOY-PASTE AND CICADA SOUND)
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES) 

On the other hand, the soundscape of the rural region is full of dynamics, voices, 
body-ness marking the state of being alive. Crying cicada is tremendous. The 
sound of constantly rotating metal fans evokes eerie and heterogeneous machine 
body and body as a part of nature. While the weavers work on the spinning wheel 
and the loom, we constantly hear cars driving fast speed on the highway close by 
the village . The rhythm from the repetition of everyday life, the refrain leads us 21

to rebuild our imaginations and perspective of the substances around us such as 
nature, the sun, the air, the heat, the rains, and bodies associated with all those 
elements . The stories revolve around the materials and voices are rich with the 22

soundscape. The experience of circulation and pre-modern knowledge suggest 
reconfiguring the orientation of time. To emphasis the affects and effects of the 
experience, especially the audience is not given a single image of the cause of 
sound and the source of the sound, these multi-layered sounds overwhelm us 
being in situated with ‘acousmatic listening’. 

. Ibid.,, p. 47 - 4821
The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise.!
Threads get longer, and longer
connecting lives and time through rhythm,!
Interweaving my grandmother's wish! and my wish.

. Ibid.,, p. 25 - 2622

Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording. 
Sunhee:  
The soybean paste looks delicious, it’s an edible one, right?
Jeomrye:  
Of course. It has to be coated with edible soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
Yeah, I can recognise it by its colour.  
Pilja:  
It's because un-eatable soybean paste smells bad, so you should use an edible one.
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES WITH LOTS OF REVERB)  

Sunhee: 
What did you say? 

Okbun & Jeomrye:  
We said you might get bored soon by this peel removing work!
Jeomrye:  
I mean it would be nice if you could remove them all.
Pilja: 
But it's also ok to leave the peels if the thread is too thin. You can just glue or coat with peels.

Okbun:  
She is going to practice it a lot.
Have you finished your hemp?
Pilja:  
No! Not at all.
Okbun: 
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES) 

They told me that the present state of the traditional production of hemp burial 
garment is extremely limited to the rural region of Korea, An-dong, and practiced 
by only a small number of elderly women aged between 70 and 90 without future 
generations to take over the traditions .9

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish and I took the sound recorder 
from my car and sat next to them as they worked or weaved. I began to record the 
soundscape of these old women, producing my grandmother’s Sambe, in order to 
prepare her last journey crossing from life to death. The crying cicadas were 
fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning 
wheels. Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers .  10

What were these sounds? What is captured in these sounds? What do we listen to 
the intangible layers rhythms walking back through sound?

. Ibid., p. 219
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The sounds were recorded. Or should I even say that the sounds were captured by 
the recorder? But they were not easy objects to capture, and those don’t so much 
capture a thing, instead they are captured as the set of events. Sound is a set of 
events, as temporal happenings, not as objects that remain discrete entities. This 
idea meets with Henri Bergson’s notion of duration and qualitative time. Sound is 
not a good candidate for being an object, but sound should be considered as 
events. Sound has a life of its own. They have independence from their sources. 
Regarding this idea, an entity is not an object, that is not a thing. It is an event that 
lasts. Thus my body, your body, bodies are an event in time. It is a temporary 
concretisation of physical forces that hold together for some period of time before 
they collapse back into the material universe.

The philosophical implication of sound as an event meets with the extinct 
tradition of Sambe, the myth of the burial garment. The recorded sounds mark life 
as the events. Further the research in Intervals sound revolves around the event 
that has a beginning, middle, and an end, likewise the past, present, and future 
temporality. However, the question on the paradoxical notion of preparation with 
Sambe which is extinct the pre-modern tradition intervenes and twists the future 
temporality. Intervals as tracing the process of preparing the future – even though 
the future is a death – go off from the linearity of time. Recalling the oral history 
and the myth breaks through the places in binary between the reality and dreams, 
and invites the audience to the intervals and explore the events through the sonic 
sense. 

Sunhee: 
What did you say? 

Okbun & Jeomrye:  
We said you might get bored soon by this peel removing work!
Jeomrye:  
I mean it would be nice if you could remove them all.
Pilja: 
But it's also ok to leave the peels if the thread is too thin. You can just glue or coat with peels.

Okbun:  
She is going to practice it a lot.
Have you finished your hemp?
Pilja:  
No! Not at all.
Okbun: 
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(HIGHWAY SOUND)

Me neither.
Pilja: 
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.
But I am afraid of the rain.

/
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Okbun:  
Would you stretch it there a bit?
Jeomrye:  
We have to fix it here. Here.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

/

(CICADA, CARS ON HIGHWAY, AND HEAVY MACHINE SOUNDS ARE MIXED)

Jeomrye: 
Hey, wind it

Okbun:  
But you can leave the small peels, they will be fine after you coat them with the soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
This is not an easy task!
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(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )



The sounds were recorded. Or should I even say that the sounds were captured by 
the recorder? But they were not easy objects to capture, and those don’t so much 
capture a thing, instead they are captured as the set of events. Sound is a set of 
events, as temporal happenings, not as objects that remain discrete entities. This 
idea meets with Henri Bergson’s notion of duration and qualitative time. Sound is 
not a good candidate for being an object, but sound should be considered as 
events. Sound has a life of its own. They have independence from their sources. 
Regarding this idea, an entity is not an object, that is not a thing. It is an event that 
lasts. Thus my body, your body, bodies are an event in time. It is a temporary 
concretisation of physical forces that hold together for some period of time before 
they collapse back into the material universe.

The philosophical implication of sound as an event meets with the extinct 
tradition of Sambe, the myth of the burial garment. The recorded sounds mark life 
as the events. Further the research in Intervals sound revolves around the event 
that has a beginning, middle, and an end, likewise the past, present, and future 
temporality. However, the question on the paradoxical notion of preparation with 
Sambe which is extinct the pre-modern tradition intervenes and twists the future 
temporality. Intervals as tracing the process of preparing the future – even though 
the future is a death – go off from the linearity of time. Recalling the oral history 
and the myth breaks through the places in binary between the reality and dreams, 
and invites the audience to the intervals and explore the events through the sonic 
sense. 

shadow  and detachment 11

A sound appears, and the sound expands in a sphere.!The 
sound source produces vibrations which travel in all 
directions. Just as the sun generates light, a sound source 
generates sound waves, which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves .12

An airplane travels, wherever it goes,!from point A to point B,!a 
projectile against gravitational force. The airplane flies faster 
than the speed of sound,!producing a sonic shock wave,!which 
trails behind the airplane .13

While sound travels through the air constantly and lasts for period of time, a body 
subsists over a relatively long period of time . In the material and physical world, 14

both body and sound appear and fade away in different phases .  Like sounds, the 15

airplane, regarding the tradition and the myth of Sambe, body is in the duration of 

. Ibid., p. 611
I was walking on a beach, and saw a feather embedded on the very fine crystal sand.! 
It’s touched by light, carrying a shimmering shadow.!And then, the wind suddenly stopped, 
everything froze, I felt.!But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing.

. Ibid., p. 32 -3312

. Ibid., p. 1313
Speed detaches sound from movement and body as if a body loses its shadow. 

. Ibid., p. 1914
One day my mom told me, we occupy only a very short moment within an aeon, which means 
that once every hundred years, a fairy comes down to a mountain that is even bigger than 
Everest. She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt, long enough for the mountain to be worn 
away. So she said our life is a blip, a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

. Ibid., p. 1615
Sound has a beginning, a middle, and an end,!it is an action of appearing and disappearing, a 
continuous function over different durations,! keep impulsing in the cycle of sonorous and 
silence!the objects of auditory experience last through time, and persist by having duration.

preparation for the journey to the next . Both body and sound substances ‘travel’ 16

in different durations of life.

Do we remember the story of Laika ? The techno-scientific future17

industry has been developed with yearns and longs for traveling to far in the 
universe . Human dreams and lives within the faith of technologies. The  18

development in mobility will bring the new cosmic level of colonisation with 
those as well. In that sense, the new aerodynamic technology, especially in 
supersonic transport, the ambition for eliminating noise will change the ecology of 
sound . Moreover, the future supersonic technology attempts to erase the trace, 19

evidence, sign of time, events, sense of reality by eliminating the detached 
sound . 20

. Ibid., p. 3716
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. Ibid., p. 3717
a dog that went into space with a little spaceship.!

When I was young, I asked my mom, nearly screaming!!
‘but why did people send him that far away!?’!
and she answered,!
‘Well, I don’t get those people either,!
why would they want to send this little dog so far away…”

Then she continued, “But there are these things called ghosts, they are without shadows.!
They are not engaged with light and space of this world.!
They exist in the in-between,!elsewhere the margins of the end!and the beginning.”

. Ibid., p. 3718
The dream, the dream of going to the far, far away, to the place we have yet to reach,!
where the light of the sun doesn’t reach
where sound is not perceived.

. Ibid., p. 3319
Speed detaches sound from movement and body, 
as if a body loses its shadow.!

. Ibid.20
The interval begins here.!

Okbun:  
Would you stretch it there a bit?
Jeomrye:  
We have to fix it here. Here.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

/

(CICADA, CARS ON HIGHWAY, AND HEAVY MACHINE SOUNDS ARE MIXED)

Jeomrye: 
Hey, wind it

Okbun:  
But you can leave the small peels, they will be fine after you coat them with the soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
This is not an easy task!
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(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

Acousmatic is from Greek defined in the dictionary as “an adjective, indicating a 
noise which is heard without the cause from which it originates being seen .” The 23

acousmatic listening as opposed to direct listening can create great conditions for  
deep concentrates on listening, and it allows “the sound for its own sake, as a 
sound object. ” 24

In the space of Intervals, instead of letting the audience be an observer of  the 
others and indigenous cultures, listening somehow creates an ambivalent state 
which oscillates between doubt with curiosity towards the source of sound and 
liberality of imagining the source of the sound. Intervals challenges for 43 
minutes to experience and situated with the soundscape by the act of listening. 
Traditional anthropology and ethnography have been studied with photography 
and moving images. Artists and journalists visit places and observe them capture 
them with camera apparatus. Susan Sontag who is well known for her book On 
Photography criticised how photography can be violent. Information comes 
through eyes can judge without the process of getting into the real and core 
meaning of it.

The soundscape of pre-modern knowledge production and oral history of the 
burial garment begins with my grandmother’s wish juxtaposed with the science 
language of modern technology. Should we consider the gap between these two 
elements as a binary concept, like western philosophy in vision and sound? Or can 
we actually be in the gab, interval? What do we suppose to find in the interval? 
The interval between the pre-modern oral history – that is evidence of time within 
the idea of death in futurity tense without future following generation – and the 
and the technological innovation dissects through implication of the physics of 
sound. This can be an interesting place to discuss for relation to the potential re-
achievement for new temporality at a complex level. 

Yearning and longing are embedded in both social technology and machine 
technology. However, they drive to different directions within the idea of mobility 
and transmission of traces. The argument that I want to bring up here is how and 
why sound becomes evidence, trace, imprinted, or embedded in time and sense. In 
Intervals,  interwoven stories develop from the sound recordings as the 

. Michel Chion. Guide to Sound Objects. 2009. London. p. 1123

. Ibid.24

performative sonic note-taking transformed as a sonic object, a tool for science 
fiction. In the process of this transformation what possible mutant has born?
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(RUBBING SOUND BECOME LOUD)

!"#$%&"'(
!"#$%&"#%#'()"#(*#+,"#$-)*(*./#%)-0*&#1%$2

3#4-5"#06#(*#+,"#$(&&7"#-'#+,"#*(.,+#%*&#8%4#+,"#+($"2#3+#4%8#1%$2
9,"*#3#+-7&#$:#,08;%*&#<(+=8#1#-=>7->5#%7)"%&:2<
?*&#3#'"77#%87""6#%.%(*#%'+")#8""(*.#,($#.-#+-4%)&8#+,"#:%)&2

3#4%8#*-+#80)"#+,%+#+,"#'()"#4%8#.-(*.#4"77#+,-0.,2
@-#3#5"6+#4%5(*.#062

)*+,-'#
A-0#;%)"7:#87""6#4,"*#:-0#&-#+,(8#,"$6#>-%+(*.#4-)52

A"8/#+,"#6)->"88#8,-07&#8+%)+#%+#7"%8+#1%$/#(*#-&)&")+-#6)"6%)"#+,"#'()"2

(FAN SOUND, FAN IS ROTATING)
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(BRUSHING THE THREADS WITH THE BRANCH BRUSH AND SOY-PASTE AND CICADA SOUND)
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES) 

On the other hand, the soundscape of the rural region is full of dynamics, voices, 
body-ness marking the state of being alive. Crying cicada is tremendous. The 
sound of constantly rotating metal fans evokes eerie and heterogeneous machine 
body and body as a part of nature. While the weavers work on the spinning wheel 
and the loom, we constantly hear cars driving fast speed on the highway close by 
the village . The rhythm from the repetition of everyday life, the refrain leads us 21

to rebuild our imaginations and perspective of the substances around us such as 
nature, the sun, the air, the heat, the rains, and bodies associated with all those 
elements . The stories revolve around the materials and voices are rich with the 22

soundscape. The experience of circulation and pre-modern knowledge suggest 
reconfiguring the orientation of time. To emphasis the affects and effects of the 
experience, especially the audience is not given a single image of the cause of 
sound and the source of the sound, these multi-layered sounds overwhelm us 
being in situated with ‘acousmatic listening’. 

. Ibid.,, p. 47 - 4821
The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise.!
Threads get longer, and longer
connecting lives and time through rhythm,!
Interweaving my grandmother's wish! and my wish.

. Ibid.,, p. 25 - 2622

Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording. 
Sunhee:  
The soybean paste looks delicious, it’s an edible one, right?
Jeomrye:  
Of course. It has to be coated with edible soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
Yeah, I can recognise it by its colour.  
Pilja:  
It's because un-eatable soybean paste smells bad, so you should use an edible one.
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES WITH LOTS OF REVERB)  

Sunhee: 
What did you say? 

Okbun & Jeomrye:  
We said you might get bored soon by this peel removing work!
Jeomrye:  
I mean it would be nice if you could remove them all.
Pilja: 
But it's also ok to leave the peels if the thread is too thin. You can just glue or coat with peels.

Okbun:  
She is going to practice it a lot.
Have you finished your hemp?
Pilja:  
No! Not at all.
Okbun: 
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(HIGHWAY SOUND)

circling rhythms out of time

The merge of the archived sound materials of the pre-modern culture into the 
science of sound creates eerie and incompatibility. The discourse upon the 
philosophic interpretation of sounds tries to find a commonality between two 
elements. I assume that both social and machine technologies defeat the kind of 
mortal coil of the bodies and change the ecology of sound . 25

The question revolves around how storytelling and sound – ‘sonic fiction’ – 
challenges the traditional way of knowledge production and the process of finding 
evidence. The word ‘sonic fiction’ is first used by Kodwo Eshun who is the author 
of More Brilliant than the Sun. In the book, Eshun manifests posthumanism in 
music, as partly criticise traditional music journalism. By radical manifesto on 
music analysis, Eshun develops the idea of sonic fiction as a force of liberation. 
He spots on the quality of music that liberates the thinking and the superimposed 
on sonic experiences and imaginations of musical performances and productions. 
Seductive qualities in listening are newly introduced by Eshun in the academic 
genre. The proof with scientific and logical evidence has been considered as a rule 
in the academic. However, how is it possible to comprehend the individual 
experience of sound, the process of imagination, and sensibility in the era of 
research, especially research in anthropology and ethnography? What is the status 
of ‘sonic experience’ in research? Where is, then, fiction and intangible character 
of sound to be found in notions of objectivity, truth of evidence?

As it is discussed earlier, acousmatic listening incapacitates authorship and power 
of the gaze, acousmatic sound object rather  liberates and flats the regimes of a 
capitalist structure by the complexly layered soundscape. This is how mythscience 
emerges with the quality of sound. Regarding Eshun, mythscience as 
mythologically structured scientific knowledge, the notion of mythscience 

. Intervals, p. 3825
Would it be the place surrounded by silence,
where the sound of the world is extinguished, and the reflections are absorbed?

Is detachment!a way to return and arrive again to the origin?

encourages to think with object called ‘sound’. Sonic experience and engaging 
with sonic sensibilities mean to have a process of thinking with ears and by sound. 
Sound is propagated through the air as a form of waves. Sound, the smallest and 
the least outcome of an event, is connected and synchronised with movement, 
time-space, materiality, and physicality. The experience of sound and sonic 
sensibility of the present introduce an entrance to another state of the present, not 
only just right here right now, but also reorient temporality for remedy of the 
future. 

Experience of sound and writing sonic fiction means unfolding the fables inherent 
in the performance of auditory sense and culture. Holger Schulze who is a thinker 
and author of the book Sonic Fiction reflects on Eshun that “[w]hile writing and 
scrutinising and narrating the sensorial, corral and personal effects a sonic fiction 
has, one can then move even further, into neighbouring realms, into connected 
narrations and meanings, semantics and imagery rooted in sensory experience .” 26

Sonic Fiction turns your mind into a universe, an 
interspace through which you the headphonaut are 
traveling. You become an alien astronaut at the flight deck 
controls […]. 
(Eshun 1998: 133)

Sonic fiction as a channel for detecting bits of fiction, it is a force for liberating 
epistemological historiographical lifestyles and sensorial regimes. 

Tracks become Sonic Fictions, sonar systems through 
which audio ships travel at the speed of thoughts. 
(Eshun 1998: 25)

The sonic fabrication, musical rhythm, refrain out of experiencing the social 
science unfold time and make the audience feel so real or even transverses time 
and space . Sonic experience requires engaging with the presence of the present 27

tense. The duration becomes a performative act of participation in the sonic 
spatial. The past – as the notion of experience – emerges with the near future. The 

. Schulze H, Sonic Fiction, Bloombury Academy, the United States of America, 2020, p. 726

. Intervals, p. 4327
Again and again, within recurrent cycles of life,!
we are in constant movements 
of coming!and going,!
of appearing!and disappearing,! 
like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES) 

They told me that the present state of the traditional production of hemp burial 
garment is extremely limited to the rural region of Korea, An-dong, and practiced 
by only a small number of elderly women aged between 70 and 90 without future 
generations to take over the traditions .9

I have decided to grant my grandmother’s wish and I took the sound recorder 
from my car and sat next to them as they worked or weaved. I began to record the 
soundscape of these old women, producing my grandmother’s Sambe, in order to 
prepare her last journey crossing from life to death. The crying cicadas were 
fading into the tremendous noise of the winding spinning 
wheels. Time was unfolding with the voice of the weavers .  10

What were these sounds? What is captured in these sounds? What do we listen to 
the intangible layers rhythms walking back through sound?

. Ibid., p. 219
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The sounds were recorded. Or should I even say that the sounds were captured by 
the recorder? But they were not easy objects to capture, and those don’t so much 
capture a thing, instead they are captured as the set of events. Sound is a set of 
events, as temporal happenings, not as objects that remain discrete entities. This 
idea meets with Henri Bergson’s notion of duration and qualitative time. Sound is 
not a good candidate for being an object, but sound should be considered as 
events. Sound has a life of its own. They have independence from their sources. 
Regarding this idea, an entity is not an object, that is not a thing. It is an event that 
lasts. Thus my body, your body, bodies are an event in time. It is a temporary 
concretisation of physical forces that hold together for some period of time before 
they collapse back into the material universe.

The philosophical implication of sound as an event meets with the extinct 
tradition of Sambe, the myth of the burial garment. The recorded sounds mark life 
as the events. Further the research in Intervals sound revolves around the event 
that has a beginning, middle, and an end, likewise the past, present, and future 
temporality. However, the question on the paradoxical notion of preparation with 
Sambe which is extinct the pre-modern tradition intervenes and twists the future 
temporality. Intervals as tracing the process of preparing the future – even though 
the future is a death – go off from the linearity of time. Recalling the oral history 
and the myth breaks through the places in binary between the reality and dreams, 
and invites the audience to the intervals and explore the events through the sonic 
sense. 

Sunhee: 
What did you say? 

Okbun & Jeomrye:  
We said you might get bored soon by this peel removing work!
Jeomrye:  
I mean it would be nice if you could remove them all.
Pilja: 
But it's also ok to leave the peels if the thread is too thin. You can just glue or coat with peels.

Okbun:  
She is going to practice it a lot.
Have you finished your hemp?
Pilja:  
No! Not at all.
Okbun: 
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(HIGHWAY SOUND)

Me neither.
Pilja: 
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.
But I am afraid of the rain.

/
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Okbun:  
Would you stretch it there a bit?
Jeomrye:  
We have to fix it here. Here.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

/

(CICADA, CARS ON HIGHWAY, AND HEAVY MACHINE SOUNDS ARE MIXED)

Jeomrye: 
Hey, wind it

Okbun:  
But you can leave the small peels, they will be fine after you coat them with the soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
This is not an easy task!
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(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

encourages to think with object called ‘sound’. Sonic experience and engaging 
with sonic sensibilities mean to have a process of thinking with ears and by sound. 
Sound is propagated through the air as a form of waves. Sound, the smallest and 
the least outcome of an event, is connected and synchronised with movement, 
time-space, materiality, and physicality. The experience of sound and sonic 
sensibility of the present introduce an entrance to another state of the present, not 
only just right here right now, but also reorient temporality for remedy of the 
future. 

Experience of sound and writing sonic fiction means unfolding the fables inherent 
in the performance of auditory sense and culture. Holger Schulze who is a thinker 
and author of the book Sonic Fiction reflects on Eshun that “[w]hile writing and 
scrutinising and narrating the sensorial, corral and personal effects a sonic fiction 
has, one can then move even further, into neighbouring realms, into connected 
narrations and meanings, semantics and imagery rooted in sensory experience .” 26

Sonic Fiction turns your mind into a universe, an 
interspace through which you the headphonaut are 
traveling. You become an alien astronaut at the flight deck 
controls […]. 
(Eshun 1998: 133)

Sonic fiction as a channel for detecting bits of fiction, it is a force for liberating 
epistemological historiographical lifestyles and sensorial regimes. 

Tracks become Sonic Fictions, sonar systems through 
which audio ships travel at the speed of thoughts. 
(Eshun 1998: 25)

The sonic fabrication, musical rhythm, refrain out of experiencing the social 
science unfold time and make the audience feel so real or even transverses time 
and space . Sonic experience requires engaging with the presence of the present 27

tense. The duration becomes a performative act of participation in the sonic 
spatial. The past – as the notion of experience – emerges with the near future. The 

. Schulze H, Sonic Fiction, Bloombury Academy, the United States of America, 2020, p. 726

. Intervals, p. 4327
Again and again, within recurrent cycles of life,!
we are in constant movements 
of coming!and going,!
of appearing!and disappearing,! 
like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

present is placed in intervals. We are invited to be placed in the interval with sonic 
fiction. Anthropology and ethnography with sonic fiction are not staying in the 
state of observation, traditional way of finding authenticity, knowledge production 
from the indigenes’ premodern culture. Indeed, sound and sonic fiction in 
Intervals reconfigure the contemporary sense of orientation that is accumulated by 
the western academic knowledge production . 28

Sound engages with performative action of both as the subject and the object. 
Intervals expand the sonic experience – of the voices, the oral form of history, and 

. Ibid., p. 4628
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234536789:

the soundscape – germinates the affects such as yearning and longing . The 29

continual flux of animate force generated by those affects – yearning and longing 
– evokes listeners’ the sense of the present and the presence of being that actually
can have direct effects in real life as it provokes people to take action with 
affects . The affects are performative. The ambivalent character of sound 30

dissolves the traditional way of producing knowledge production. 

In the space of Intervals, we almost feel like the Korean ladies are producing the 
burial garment right next to them. Listening to everyday life starts to question to 
us what it is really import and what we should really care. Through the journey 
revolves around the theoretical technical implications and the spiritual 
implications of sound, Intervals; sonic essay intend to become a tool to reflect on 
intervals; between science and art, the material world and the immaterial world, 
social machine and technical machine, the visual and invisible world, life and 
death, memories and dreams, appearance and disappearance, the static and 
mobility, the state of sound and the state of quietness – which I believe the 
quietness has to be distinguished from silence – here and there, and the past, 

. Ibid., p. 4929
I was finally next to my grandmother.!
She was lying in bed.!
She was small like a child.!
I held her skinny hand,!
it was still warm and soft.!

Thin breath was coming in and out,!
in and out from her open mouth.!
it flowed into the loom, met another flows!
woven by a eldery lady!
to make a beautiful cloth!
in preparation!
for the last journey, crossing life and death.!

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  
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. Ibid., p. 1030
Sound is not at all ephemeral,!
sound is a flux of change, of movement, and of moments!
sound is a continual flux of animated force which propels the past to the future,!
for the remedy of the present.



The sounds were recorded. Or should I even say that the sounds were captured by 
the recorder? But they were not easy objects to capture, and those don’t so much 
capture a thing, instead they are captured as the set of events. Sound is a set of 
events, as temporal happenings, not as objects that remain discrete entities. This 
idea meets with Henri Bergson’s notion of duration and qualitative time. Sound is 
not a good candidate for being an object, but sound should be considered as 
events. Sound has a life of its own. They have independence from their sources. 
Regarding this idea, an entity is not an object, that is not a thing. It is an event that 
lasts. Thus my body, your body, bodies are an event in time. It is a temporary 
concretisation of physical forces that hold together for some period of time before 
they collapse back into the material universe.

The philosophical implication of sound as an event meets with the extinct 
tradition of Sambe, the myth of the burial garment. The recorded sounds mark life 
as the events. Further the research in Intervals sound revolves around the event 
that has a beginning, middle, and an end, likewise the past, present, and future 
temporality. However, the question on the paradoxical notion of preparation with 
Sambe which is extinct the pre-modern tradition intervenes and twists the future 
temporality. Intervals as tracing the process of preparing the future – even though 
the future is a death – go off from the linearity of time. Recalling the oral history 
and the myth breaks through the places in binary between the reality and dreams, 
and invites the audience to the intervals and explore the events through the sonic 
sense. 

shadow  and detachment 11

A sound appears, and the sound expands in a sphere.!The 
sound source produces vibrations which travel in all 
directions. Just as the sun generates light, a sound source 
generates sound waves, which propagate through a medium, 
in the form of waves .12

An airplane travels, wherever it goes,!from point A to point B,!a 
projectile against gravitational force. The airplane flies faster 
than the speed of sound,!producing a sonic shock wave,!which 
trails behind the airplane .13

While sound travels through the air constantly and lasts for period of time, a body 
subsists over a relatively long period of time . In the material and physical world, 14

both body and sound appear and fade away in different phases .  Like sounds, the 15

airplane, regarding the tradition and the myth of Sambe, body is in the duration of 

. Ibid., p. 611
I was walking on a beach, and saw a feather embedded on the very fine crystal sand.! 
It’s touched by light, carrying a shimmering shadow.!And then, the wind suddenly stopped, 
everything froze, I felt.!But I heard the wind, and the shadow was still dancing.

. Ibid., p. 32 -3312

. Ibid., p. 1313
Speed detaches sound from movement and body as if a body loses its shadow. 

. Ibid., p. 1914
One day my mom told me, we occupy only a very short moment within an aeon, which means 
that once every hundred years, a fairy comes down to a mountain that is even bigger than 
Everest. She wipes the mountain with her silk skirt, long enough for the mountain to be worn 
away. So she said our life is a blip, a blip in the cosmic calendar or something.

. Ibid., p. 1615
Sound has a beginning, a middle, and an end,!it is an action of appearing and disappearing, a 
continuous function over different durations,! keep impulsing in the cycle of sonorous and 
silence!the objects of auditory experience last through time, and persist by having duration.

preparation for the journey to the next . Both body and sound substances ‘travel’ 16

in different durations of life.

Do we remember the story of Laika ? The techno-scientific future17

industry has been developed with yearns and longs for traveling to far in the 
universe . Human dreams and lives within the faith of technologies. The  18

development in mobility will bring the new cosmic level of colonisation with 
those as well. In that sense, the new aerodynamic technology, especially in 
supersonic transport, the ambition for eliminating noise will change the ecology of 
sound . Moreover, the future supersonic technology attempts to erase the trace, 19

evidence, sign of time, events, sense of reality by eliminating the detached 
sound . 20

. Ibid., p. 3716
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. Ibid., p. 3717
a dog that went into space with a little spaceship.!

When I was young, I asked my mom, nearly screaming!!
‘but why did people send him that far away!?’!
and she answered,!
‘Well, I don’t get those people either,!
why would they want to send this little dog so far away…”

Then she continued, “But there are these things called ghosts, they are without shadows.!
They are not engaged with light and space of this world.!
They exist in the in-between,!elsewhere the margins of the end!and the beginning.”

. Ibid., p. 3718
The dream, the dream of going to the far, far away, to the place we have yet to reach,!
where the light of the sun doesn’t reach
where sound is not perceived.

. Ibid., p. 3319
Speed detaches sound from movement and body, 
as if a body loses its shadow.!

. Ibid.20
The interval begins here.!

Okbun:  
Would you stretch it there a bit?
Jeomrye:  
We have to fix it here. Here.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

/

(CICADA, CARS ON HIGHWAY, AND HEAVY MACHINE SOUNDS ARE MIXED)

Jeomrye: 
Hey, wind it

Okbun:  
But you can leave the small peels, they will be fine after you coat them with the soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
This is not an easy task!
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(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

Acousmatic is from Greek defined in the dictionary as “an adjective, indicating a 
noise which is heard without the cause from which it originates being seen .” The 23

acousmatic listening as opposed to direct listening can create great conditions for  
deep concentrates on listening, and it allows “the sound for its own sake, as a 
sound object. ” 24

In the space of Intervals, instead of letting the audience be an observer of  the 
others and indigenous cultures, listening somehow creates an ambivalent state 
which oscillates between doubt with curiosity towards the source of sound and 
liberality of imagining the source of the sound. Intervals challenges for 43 
minutes to experience and situated with the soundscape by the act of listening. 
Traditional anthropology and ethnography have been studied with photography 
and moving images. Artists and journalists visit places and observe them capture 
them with camera apparatus. Susan Sontag who is well known for her book On 
Photography criticised how photography can be violent. Information comes 
through eyes can judge without the process of getting into the real and core 
meaning of it.

The soundscape of pre-modern knowledge production and oral history of the 
burial garment begins with my grandmother’s wish juxtaposed with the science 
language of modern technology. Should we consider the gap between these two 
elements as a binary concept, like western philosophy in vision and sound? Or can 
we actually be in the gab, interval? What do we suppose to find in the interval? 
The interval between the pre-modern oral history – that is evidence of time within 
the idea of death in futurity tense without future following generation – and the 
and the technological innovation dissects through implication of the physics of 
sound. This can be an interesting place to discuss for relation to the potential re-
achievement for new temporality at a complex level. 

Yearning and longing are embedded in both social technology and machine 
technology. However, they drive to different directions within the idea of mobility 
and transmission of traces. The argument that I want to bring up here is how and 
why sound becomes evidence, trace, imprinted, or embedded in time and sense. In 
Intervals,  interwoven stories develop from the sound recordings as the 

. Michel Chion. Guide to Sound Objects. 2009. London. p. 1123

. Ibid.24

performative sonic note-taking transformed as a sonic object, a tool for science 
fiction. In the process of this transformation what possible mutant has born?

the soundscape – germinates the affects such as yearning and longing . The 29

continual flux of animate force generated by those affects – yearning and longing 
– evokes listeners’ the sense of the present and the presence of being that actually
can have direct effects in real life as it provokes people to take action with 
affects . The affects are performative. The ambivalent character of sound 30

dissolves the traditional way of producing knowledge production. 

In the space of Intervals, we almost feel like the Korean ladies are producing the 
burial garment right next to them. Listening to everyday life starts to question to 
us what it is really import and what we should really care. Through the journey 
revolves around the theoretical technical implications and the spiritual 
implications of sound, Intervals; sonic essay intend to become a tool to reflect on 
intervals; between science and art, the material world and the immaterial world, 
social machine and technical machine, the visual and invisible world, life and 
death, memories and dreams, appearance and disappearance, the static and 
mobility, the state of sound and the state of quietness – which I believe the 
quietness has to be distinguished from silence – here and there, and the past, 

. Ibid., p. 4929
I was finally next to my grandmother.!
She was lying in bed.!
She was small like a child.!
I held her skinny hand,!
it was still warm and soft.!

Thin breath was coming in and out,!
in and out from her open mouth.!
it flowed into the loom, met another flows!
woven by a eldery lady!
to make a beautiful cloth!
in preparation!
for the last journey, crossing life and death.!

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  
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. Ibid., p. 1030
Sound is not at all ephemeral,!
sound is a flux of change, of movement, and of moments!
sound is a continual flux of animated force which propels the past to the future,!
for the remedy of the present.

present, and future. In the end, I hope it finds something that is placed in these 
intervals, which is, again, sound . 31

. Ibid., p. 5331
Sound, the vibrational force, is actually the smallest outcome, the result of events.!
This smallest outcome germinates!
and slowly grows into the energy creating a beautiful enormous bow,!
transmitting one to another!
and penetrates all, all barriers.

ceremony of the Big Bang!with 
conclusive question: collective listening in interval

Like any other day, at 8am I started my morning by listening to the radio with my 
iPhone. The news of the day attracting my attention was about the flute, made 
from bird bone and mammoth ivory, found from a cave in southern Germany. It 
contains early evidence for the occupation of Europe by modern humans – Homo 
sapiens. The scientist added “We used carbon dating and it shows that the earliest 
music instruments were between 42,000 and 43,000 years old. … Musical 
instruments may have been used in recreation or for religious ritual.” It shows 
how since ancient times desire to meet and recall the deceased, the past, the 
spiritual, and the enjoyment in sound, sounding, rhythm . 32

I wonder why in (western) philosophy has been identified visual or visual culture 
in the most enthusiasm and neglected auditory sense. Plato didn’t think the man in 
a cave should actually hear the existence of others and the other possible world of 
the outside than seeing the light coming into the cave. In this context – of the 
listening as the sense that encounters the others premiered before the look – Jean-

. Ibid., p. 5032
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(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  



On the other hand, the soundscape of the rural region is full of dynamics, voices, 
body-ness marking the state of being alive. Crying cicada is tremendous. The 
sound of constantly rotating metal fans evokes eerie and heterogeneous machine 
body and body as a part of nature. While the weavers work on the spinning wheel 
and the loom, we constantly hear cars driving fast speed on the highway close by 
the village . The rhythm from the repetition of everyday life, the refrain leads us 21

to rebuild our imaginations and perspective of the substances around us such as 
nature, the sun, the air, the heat, the rains, and bodies associated with all those 
elements . The stories revolve around the materials and voices are rich with the 22

soundscape. The experience of circulation and pre-modern knowledge suggest 
reconfiguring the orientation of time. To emphasis the affects and effects of the 
experience, especially the audience is not given a single image of the cause of 
sound and the source of the sound, these multi-layered sounds overwhelm us 
being in situated with ‘acousmatic listening’. 

. Ibid.,, p. 47 - 4821
The spinning wheel makes an eternal noise.!
Threads get longer, and longer
connecting lives and time through rhythm,!
Interweaving my grandmother's wish! and my wish.

. Ibid.,, p. 25 - 2622

Excerpted from the transcript of the sound recording. 
Sunhee:  
The soybean paste looks delicious, it’s an edible one, right?
Jeomrye:  
Of course. It has to be coated with edible soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
Yeah, I can recognise it by its colour.  
Pilja:  
It's because un-eatable soybean paste smells bad, so you should use an edible one.
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(THE WEAVERS VOICES WITH LOTS OF REVERB)  

Sunhee: 
What did you say? 

Okbun & Jeomrye:  
We said you might get bored soon by this peel removing work!
Jeomrye:  
I mean it would be nice if you could remove them all.
Pilja: 
But it's also ok to leave the peels if the thread is too thin. You can just glue or coat with peels.

Okbun:  
She is going to practice it a lot.
Have you finished your hemp?
Pilja:  
No! Not at all.
Okbun: 
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(HIGHWAY SOUND)

circling rhythms out of time

The merge of the archived sound materials of the pre-modern culture into the 
science of sound creates eerie and incompatibility. The discourse upon the 
philosophic interpretation of sounds tries to find a commonality between two 
elements. I assume that both social and machine technologies defeat the kind of 
mortal coil of the bodies and change the ecology of sound . 25

The question revolves around how storytelling and sound – ‘sonic fiction’ – 
challenges the traditional way of knowledge production and the process of finding 
evidence. The word ‘sonic fiction’ is first used by Kodwo Eshun who is the author 
of More Brilliant than the Sun. In the book, Eshun manifests posthumanism in 
music, as partly criticise traditional music journalism. By radical manifesto on 
music analysis, Eshun develops the idea of sonic fiction as a force of liberation. 
He spots on the quality of music that liberates the thinking and the superimposed 
on sonic experiences and imaginations of musical performances and productions. 
Seductive qualities in listening are newly introduced by Eshun in the academic 
genre. The proof with scientific and logical evidence has been considered as a rule 
in the academic. However, how is it possible to comprehend the individual 
experience of sound, the process of imagination, and sensibility in the era of 
research, especially research in anthropology and ethnography? What is the status 
of ‘sonic experience’ in research? Where is, then, fiction and intangible character 
of sound to be found in notions of objectivity, truth of evidence?

As it is discussed earlier, acousmatic listening incapacitates authorship and power 
of the gaze, acousmatic sound object rather  liberates and flats the regimes of a 
capitalist structure by the complexly layered soundscape. This is how mythscience 
emerges with the quality of sound. Regarding Eshun, mythscience as 
mythologically structured scientific knowledge, the notion of mythscience 

. Intervals, p. 3825
Would it be the place surrounded by silence,
where the sound of the world is extinguished, and the reflections are absorbed?

Is detachment!a way to return and arrive again to the origin?

encourages to think with object called ‘sound’. Sonic experience and engaging 
with sonic sensibilities mean to have a process of thinking with ears and by sound. 
Sound is propagated through the air as a form of waves. Sound, the smallest and 
the least outcome of an event, is connected and synchronised with movement, 
time-space, materiality, and physicality. The experience of sound and sonic 
sensibility of the present introduce an entrance to another state of the present, not 
only just right here right now, but also reorient temporality for remedy of the 
future. 

Experience of sound and writing sonic fiction means unfolding the fables inherent 
in the performance of auditory sense and culture. Holger Schulze who is a thinker 
and author of the book Sonic Fiction reflects on Eshun that “[w]hile writing and 
scrutinising and narrating the sensorial, corral and personal effects a sonic fiction 
has, one can then move even further, into neighbouring realms, into connected 
narrations and meanings, semantics and imagery rooted in sensory experience .” 26

Sonic Fiction turns your mind into a universe, an 
interspace through which you the headphonaut are 
traveling. You become an alien astronaut at the flight deck 
controls […]. 
(Eshun 1998: 133)

Sonic fiction as a channel for detecting bits of fiction, it is a force for liberating 
epistemological historiographical lifestyles and sensorial regimes. 

Tracks become Sonic Fictions, sonar systems through 
which audio ships travel at the speed of thoughts. 
(Eshun 1998: 25)

The sonic fabrication, musical rhythm, refrain out of experiencing the social 
science unfold time and make the audience feel so real or even transverses time 
and space . Sonic experience requires engaging with the presence of the present 27

tense. The duration becomes a performative act of participation in the sonic 
spatial. The past – as the notion of experience – emerges with the near future. The 

. Schulze H, Sonic Fiction, Bloombury Academy, the United States of America, 2020, p. 726

. Intervals, p. 4327
Again and again, within recurrent cycles of life,!
we are in constant movements 
of coming!and going,!
of appearing!and disappearing,! 
like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

Paul Sartre briefly mentions the keyhole as an example in this book Being and 
Nothingness (1943). 

But the look will be given just as well on occasion when 
there is a rustling of branches, or the sound of a footstep 
followed by silence, or the slight opening of a shutter, or a 
slight movement of a curtain. (Jean-Paul Sartre, Being and 
Nothingness, p.281) 

Let us imagine that moved by jealousy, curiosity, or vice I 
have just glued my ear to the door and looked through a 
keyhole. I am alone and on the level of a non-thetic self-
consciousness, nothing therefore to which I can refer to 
my acts in order to qualify them. 
This means that behind that door a spectacle is presented 
as “to be seen,” a conversation as “to be heard.” The door, 
the keyhole are at once both instruments and obstacles, 
they are presented as “to be handled with care,” the 
keyhole is given as “to be looked through closed by and 
little to one side,” etc. (Ibid., p.283) 

Auditory sense has complex functionality in the social behaviour and 
psychological behave of an individual. Compare to vision, sound events and 
listening imply a sort of distance with the object and intermediary field. The 
critical distance implies consideration and respect of the object. At the same time 
listening to storytelling takes the shape that implies a contact that has more to do 
with touch than the distance of vision. Listening to storytelling requires attention 
to the presence of being in the moment and invites to participate in it . Thus 33

. Ibid., p. 4533

(THE VOICE IN EXTRA REVERBERATION) 

My grandmother: 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
The time doesn't matter 
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listening doesn’t leave the subject and the object. Listening doesn’t leave the 
subject and the object distant from each other. Listening subject also somehow 
acts. Listening is also an operation. When we listen to something we intend to 
blink with our eyes. It happens at a quick pace or sometimes we are so absorbed 
in what we are listening to that our eyes remain open without blinking for a long 
time. This is very discrete, almost unnoticeable. Nevertheless it still manifests the 
fact that listening is an ongoing activity and as such as an activity always entails a 
responsibility. In this sense when we listen to someone or something, we do 
something. We are in action so that we are responsible for that.

Like listening, the distance between binary concepts is an interval that allows us 
to intervene to act of care. In Intervals, the tense is not clear but there is an 
intervention in time passing through the memory (in sonic form) with the attempt 
to interrupt the future. This is in order to maintain a qualitative aspect of time that 
is reduced by capitalist reality. The installation INTERVALS is an invitation to set 
up the conditions for a collective listening in which spectators gather in the 
installation to be alone together. The time and space for collective listening invite 
to participate in the interpretive community. The novelty of listening – if listening 
suctions as a type of attention and a type of recognition, and also a type of 
gathering and sharing one source at one time together – operates on care and 
curation. To curate originates from the Latin word ‘curare’ which means to care 
and to take care in the groups that have gathered to listen. The act of listening is 
not only an intangible asset or immaterial labour but also a re-evaluation of the 
communicative affects. Listening is a mode of care and taking responsibility in the 
philosophical perspective. 

The regime of the war machine is! … that of affects, which 
relate to the moving body in itself, to speeds and 
compositions of speed among elements, … Affects are 
projectiles like weapons.!
– Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus
(1988)

The philosophical term ‘war-machine' is invented by Felix Guattari and Gilles 
Deleuze. Intervals proposes a question how sound and listening are a relation 
between the sonic substance and bodies in space as the potential creation of sonic-
machine. This spatial relation is not only about grounding to the earth, but also 
about all kinds of spatial and substance need related to the world. 

In between doubt and curiosity, care, and affects are created by collective 
listening. Be in the state of doubt is easier to achieve in listening. In other words, 



Sunhee: 
What did you say? 

Okbun & Jeomrye:  
We said you might get bored soon by this peel removing work!
Jeomrye:  
I mean it would be nice if you could remove them all.
Pilja: 
But it's also ok to leave the peels if the thread is too thin. You can just glue or coat with peels.

Okbun:  
She is going to practice it a lot.
Have you finished your hemp?
Pilja:  
No! Not at all.
Okbun: 
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(HIGHWAY SOUND)

Me neither.
Pilja: 
I couldn't because of the rain.
I also have been busy to keep doing both this coating work and the splitting work.
Though I have to hang them outside to dry it a bit.
But I am afraid of the rain.

/

!"#$%&"'(
!"#$%&'()#*&#%+,+-
.+$/#0"#10"$#"%+,+-

2%&$+#"%,+3)$#$%&'()#4+#5%36*+)-#
2%3"#&6+#10"$#70"%#"%0$-#

839+#"%0$#&6+#10"#70"%#&"%+,#&6+#10,$"-#

!"#536#4+#10"#%+,+-
239+#"%0$#&6+#36)#(+"#0"#10"#"%+,+-##

)*+,-'(
:'"#;&'#<'$"#%3=+#4+""+,#$"3<063#"%36#"%+#;&'6*-

./012'(
2%3"#"%,+3)#)&+$6>"#10"#"%+,+-#

?+((/#!#)&6@"#96&7#7%+,+#"%0$#"%,+3)#$%&'()#10"-

A&&9/#)&#"%+;#10"#"&*+"%+,B#

C+,+#0$#36&"%+,#"%,+3)-#

C+,+#0$#36&"%+,#&6+-#

!"#$%&"'((
!#D'$"#536>"#$"36)#'E#$&#F'059(;#4+53'$+#<;#96++#%',"$-

(HIGHWAY SOUND)

!"#$%%&'
!"#$%#%&'()#&*"+%#%,"#,((')#%"#,(&-(#%.(#%./(&0)#$1%"#%(2%$3(4

5+%#,.6#0"17%#6"+#,&$%#+1%$3#!(8%(9*(/4#
:#9(&1#!(8%(9*(/#$1#%.(#3+1&/#;&3(10&/<

()*+,&'
=()>#&/"+10#%,"#,((')<#

:%?)#%""#."%#%"#,"/'<<<
*+%#:#.&-(#%"#@$1$).#%.$)<#
A."+B.#%.$)#.(98#@$*(/#$)#(&)$(/#%"#,"/'>#

C">#%.(#3&06#,."#$)#B(%%$1B#%.$)#.(98#&)'(0#9(#%"#;&33#&)#)""1#&)#$%7)#0"1(<
:#%.$1'#.(/#9"9#$)#1"%#,(33<

Okbun:  
Would you stretch it there a bit?
Jeomrye:  
We have to fix it here. Here.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

/

(CICADA, CARS ON HIGHWAY, AND HEAVY MACHINE SOUNDS ARE MIXED)

Jeomrye: 
Hey, wind it

Okbun:  
But you can leave the small peels, they will be fine after you coat them with the soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
This is not an easy task!
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(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

encourages to think with object called ‘sound’. Sonic experience and engaging 
with sonic sensibilities mean to have a process of thinking with ears and by sound. 
Sound is propagated through the air as a form of waves. Sound, the smallest and 
the least outcome of an event, is connected and synchronised with movement, 
time-space, materiality, and physicality. The experience of sound and sonic 
sensibility of the present introduce an entrance to another state of the present, not 
only just right here right now, but also reorient temporality for remedy of the 
future. 

Experience of sound and writing sonic fiction means unfolding the fables inherent 
in the performance of auditory sense and culture. Holger Schulze who is a thinker 
and author of the book Sonic Fiction reflects on Eshun that “[w]hile writing and 
scrutinising and narrating the sensorial, corral and personal effects a sonic fiction 
has, one can then move even further, into neighbouring realms, into connected 
narrations and meanings, semantics and imagery rooted in sensory experience .” 26

Sonic Fiction turns your mind into a universe, an 
interspace through which you the headphonaut are 
traveling. You become an alien astronaut at the flight deck 
controls […]. 
(Eshun 1998: 133)

Sonic fiction as a channel for detecting bits of fiction, it is a force for liberating 
epistemological historiographical lifestyles and sensorial regimes. 

Tracks become Sonic Fictions, sonar systems through 
which audio ships travel at the speed of thoughts. 
(Eshun 1998: 25)

The sonic fabrication, musical rhythm, refrain out of experiencing the social 
science unfold time and make the audience feel so real or even transverses time 
and space . Sonic experience requires engaging with the presence of the present 27

tense. The duration becomes a performative act of participation in the sonic 
spatial. The past – as the notion of experience – emerges with the near future. The 

. Schulze H, Sonic Fiction, Bloombury Academy, the United States of America, 2020, p. 726

. Intervals, p. 4327
Again and again, within recurrent cycles of life,!
we are in constant movements 
of coming!and going,!
of appearing!and disappearing,! 
like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

present is placed in intervals. We are invited to be placed in the interval with sonic 
fiction. Anthropology and ethnography with sonic fiction are not staying in the 
state of observation, traditional way of finding authenticity, knowledge production 
from the indigenes’ premodern culture. Indeed, sound and sonic fiction in 
Intervals reconfigure the contemporary sense of orientation that is accumulated by 
the western academic knowledge production . 28

Sound engages with performative action of both as the subject and the object. 
Intervals expand the sonic experience – of the voices, the oral form of history, and 

. Ibid., p. 4628
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the soundscape – germinates the affects such as yearning and longing . The 29

continual flux of animate force generated by those affects – yearning and longing 
– evokes listeners’ the sense of the present and the presence of being that actually
can have direct effects in real life as it provokes people to take action with 
affects . The affects are performative. The ambivalent character of sound 30

dissolves the traditional way of producing knowledge production. 

In the space of Intervals, we almost feel like the Korean ladies are producing the 
burial garment right next to them. Listening to everyday life starts to question to 
us what it is really import and what we should really care. Through the journey 
revolves around the theoretical technical implications and the spiritual 
implications of sound, Intervals; sonic essay intend to become a tool to reflect on 
intervals; between science and art, the material world and the immaterial world, 
social machine and technical machine, the visual and invisible world, life and 
death, memories and dreams, appearance and disappearance, the static and 
mobility, the state of sound and the state of quietness – which I believe the 
quietness has to be distinguished from silence – here and there, and the past, 

. Ibid., p. 4929
I was finally next to my grandmother.!
She was lying in bed.!
She was small like a child.!
I held her skinny hand,!
it was still warm and soft.!

Thin breath was coming in and out,!
in and out from her open mouth.!
it flowed into the loom, met another flows!
woven by a eldery lady!
to make a beautiful cloth!
in preparation!
for the last journey, crossing life and death.!

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  
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. Ibid., p. 1030
Sound is not at all ephemeral,!
sound is a flux of change, of movement, and of moments!
sound is a continual flux of animated force which propels the past to the future,!
for the remedy of the present.

listening doesn’t leave the subject and the object. Listening doesn’t leave the 
subject and the object distant from each other. Listening subject also somehow 
acts. Listening is also an operation. When we listen to something we intend to 
blink with our eyes. It happens at a quick pace or sometimes we are so absorbed 
in what we are listening to that our eyes remain open without blinking for a long 
time. This is very discrete, almost unnoticeable. Nevertheless it still manifests the 
fact that listening is an ongoing activity and as such as an activity always entails a 
responsibility. In this sense when we listen to someone or something, we do 
something. We are in action so that we are responsible for that.

Like listening, the distance between binary concepts is an interval that allows us 
to intervene to act of care. In Intervals, the tense is not clear but there is an 
intervention in time passing through the memory (in sonic form) with the attempt 
to interrupt the future. This is in order to maintain a qualitative aspect of time that 
is reduced by capitalist reality. The installation INTERVALS is an invitation to set 
up the conditions for a collective listening in which spectators gather in the 
installation to be alone together. The time and space for collective listening invite 
to participate in the interpretive community. The novelty of listening – if listening 
suctions as a type of attention and a type of recognition, and also a type of 
gathering and sharing one source at one time together – operates on care and 
curation. To curate originates from the Latin word ‘curare’ which means to care 
and to take care in the groups that have gathered to listen. The act of listening is 
not only an intangible asset or immaterial labour but also a re-evaluation of the 
communicative affects. Listening is a mode of care and taking responsibility in the 
philosophical perspective. 

The regime of the war machine is! … that of affects, which 
relate to the moving body in itself, to speeds and 
compositions of speed among elements, … Affects are 
projectiles like weapons.!
– Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus
(1988)

The philosophical term ‘war-machine' is invented by Felix Guattari and Gilles 
Deleuze. Intervals proposes a question how sound and listening are a relation 
between the sonic substance and bodies in space as the potential creation of sonic-
machine. This spatial relation is not only about grounding to the earth, but also 
about all kinds of spatial and substance need related to the world. 

In between doubt and curiosity, care, and affects are created by collective 
listening. Be in the state of doubt is easier to achieve in listening. In other words, 

it is particularly demanded by listening to it. This is particularly demanded by 
sound because we cannot rest our eyes on the solidified. We cannot even pretend 
that there is an object. It is fleeting. It is passing. It is invisible. It has that invisible 
mobility. Moreover, it penetrates time, space, memories, and dreams. This is not  
essentialism against the visual. However, the way we talk about it, the way we 
write about the visual are culturally determined visuality has to do with objects 
and of their language. It is not how we look. It is what we see that I tried to argue, 
challenge, and critique through the doubt that are emerged from hearing sound, 
collective listening, and becoming a sonic war machine. In pursuing this doubt, 
we get to the invisible. We get to that which is not seen, but which actually forms. 
For example, the place where you exist or objects that are placed around you 
seems very solid in front of you. However they are not the same from one second 
to another second, it goes through life and everything would just be in this 
completely fluid and non solid environment. It would be an anxious process. 
However this anxiety is what is needed in many ways to remain restless, doubtful 
of norms and of ideas, so that we move in, on, into our sense of the invisible 
through a sonic sensibility. 

Thinking through, the breakthrough sound is necessarily going to be more 
dynamic than other ways of thinking. It is going to be dependent on movement 
and thinking of mobility. The temporary has been considered as solid. Movement 
has been primarily engaged with the notion of spaces. What if, however, we start 
to think and understand the world as the dynamics of wave propagation which is 
what sound is has to be central to. Acknowledge the moving force and the 
dynamics of our being, and dynamic mode of thought, dynamic mode of 

engagement to be able to find the appropriate tools to go forward, to criticise what 
is not what we are missing, what we are losing, and what is really worth . 34

Intervals as the sonic fictive essay begun with the myth, the sound archive of the 
pre-modern, and voices let us flow through the rhythms. Through the sense of 
listening, we collectively connect to different times and spaces. We live with the 
question of being, and the question should be engaged with the world. We start, 
we are born in the womb. We could say that one of the reasons why listening is so 
important is what we do before we are born. We do listening before we see 
anything. The invitation to collective listening lets us to take part in the 
responsible together on a reconfiguration of temporality. We are invited to go far 
off from the orbit of time and the universe. What and where are we expected to 
touch town? I have been hoping that we arrive on the near future as the 

. Ibid., p. 5434

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for.!
the longing for going to the far,!
far away,!
!where the light of the sun doesn’t reach
where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey,!
I wished her to leave everything behind,
but complete a total extinction,!
as she wished.

The moonlight was sinking into the abyss,!
the wave was flowing with a lullaby.
At the edge of the end,!
was she a vessel crossing the river of time?!
Or!
Was she the river with the billowing waves?!



Okbun:  
Would you stretch it there a bit?
Jeomrye:  
We have to fix it here. Here.

(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

/

(CICADA, CARS ON HIGHWAY, AND HEAVY MACHINE SOUNDS ARE MIXED)

Jeomrye: 
Hey, wind it

Okbun:  
But you can leave the small peels, they will be fine after you coat them with the soybean paste.
Sunhee:  
This is not an easy task!
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(CONTINUE WORKING, MATERIAL SOUNDS SUCH AS SOYBEAN AND BRUSHING ARE VIVID )

Acousmatic is from Greek defined in the dictionary as “an adjective, indicating a 
noise which is heard without the cause from which it originates being seen .” The 23

acousmatic listening as opposed to direct listening can create great conditions for  
deep concentrates on listening, and it allows “the sound for its own sake, as a 
sound object. ” 24

In the space of Intervals, instead of letting the audience be an observer of  the 
others and indigenous cultures, listening somehow creates an ambivalent state 
which oscillates between doubt with curiosity towards the source of sound and 
liberality of imagining the source of the sound. Intervals challenges for 43 
minutes to experience and situated with the soundscape by the act of listening. 
Traditional anthropology and ethnography have been studied with photography 
and moving images. Artists and journalists visit places and observe them capture 
them with camera apparatus. Susan Sontag who is well known for her book On 
Photography criticised how photography can be violent. Information comes 
through eyes can judge without the process of getting into the real and core 
meaning of it.

The soundscape of pre-modern knowledge production and oral history of the 
burial garment begins with my grandmother’s wish juxtaposed with the science 
language of modern technology. Should we consider the gap between these two 
elements as a binary concept, like western philosophy in vision and sound? Or can 
we actually be in the gab, interval? What do we suppose to find in the interval? 
The interval between the pre-modern oral history – that is evidence of time within 
the idea of death in futurity tense without future following generation – and the 
and the technological innovation dissects through implication of the physics of 
sound. This can be an interesting place to discuss for relation to the potential re-
achievement for new temporality at a complex level. 

Yearning and longing are embedded in both social technology and machine 
technology. However, they drive to different directions within the idea of mobility 
and transmission of traces. The argument that I want to bring up here is how and 
why sound becomes evidence, trace, imprinted, or embedded in time and sense. In 
Intervals,  interwoven stories develop from the sound recordings as the 

. Michel Chion. Guide to Sound Objects. 2009. London. p. 1123

. Ibid.24

performative sonic note-taking transformed as a sonic object, a tool for science 
fiction. In the process of this transformation what possible mutant has born?

the soundscape – germinates the affects such as yearning and longing . The 29

continual flux of animate force generated by those affects – yearning and longing 
– evokes listeners’ the sense of the present and the presence of being that actually
can have direct effects in real life as it provokes people to take action with 
affects . The affects are performative. The ambivalent character of sound 30

dissolves the traditional way of producing knowledge production. 

In the space of Intervals, we almost feel like the Korean ladies are producing the 
burial garment right next to them. Listening to everyday life starts to question to 
us what it is really import and what we should really care. Through the journey 
revolves around the theoretical technical implications and the spiritual 
implications of sound, Intervals; sonic essay intend to become a tool to reflect on 
intervals; between science and art, the material world and the immaterial world, 
social machine and technical machine, the visual and invisible world, life and 
death, memories and dreams, appearance and disappearance, the static and 
mobility, the state of sound and the state of quietness – which I believe the 
quietness has to be distinguished from silence – here and there, and the past, 

. Ibid., p. 4929
I was finally next to my grandmother.!
She was lying in bed.!
She was small like a child.!
I held her skinny hand,!
it was still warm and soft.!

Thin breath was coming in and out,!
in and out from her open mouth.!
it flowed into the loom, met another flows!
woven by a eldery lady!
to make a beautiful cloth!
in preparation!
for the last journey, crossing life and death.!

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  
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. Ibid., p. 1030
Sound is not at all ephemeral,!
sound is a flux of change, of movement, and of moments!
sound is a continual flux of animated force which propels the past to the future,!
for the remedy of the present.

present, and future. In the end, I hope it finds something that is placed in these 
intervals, which is, again, sound . 31

. Ibid., p. 5331
Sound, the vibrational force, is actually the smallest outcome, the result of events.!
This smallest outcome germinates!
and slowly grows into the energy creating a beautiful enormous bow,!
transmitting one to another!
and penetrates all, all barriers.

ceremony of the Big Bang!with 
conclusive question: collective listening in interval

Like any other day, at 8am I started my morning by listening to the radio with my 
iPhone. The news of the day attracting my attention was about the flute, made 
from bird bone and mammoth ivory, found from a cave in southern Germany. It 
contains early evidence for the occupation of Europe by modern humans – Homo 
sapiens. The scientist added “We used carbon dating and it shows that the earliest 
music instruments were between 42,000 and 43,000 years old. … Musical 
instruments may have been used in recreation or for religious ritual.” It shows 
how since ancient times desire to meet and recall the deceased, the past, the 
spiritual, and the enjoyment in sound, sounding, rhythm . 32

I wonder why in (western) philosophy has been identified visual or visual culture 
in the most enthusiasm and neglected auditory sense. Plato didn’t think the man in 
a cave should actually hear the existence of others and the other possible world of 
the outside than seeing the light coming into the cave. In this context – of the 
listening as the sense that encounters the others premiered before the look – Jean-

. Ibid., p. 5032
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(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

engagement to be able to find the appropriate tools to go forward, to criticise what 
is not what we are missing, what we are losing, and what is really worth . 34

Intervals as the sonic fictive essay begun with the myth, the sound archive of the 
pre-modern, and voices let us flow through the rhythms. Through the sense of 
listening, we collectively connect to different times and spaces. We live with the 
question of being, and the question should be engaged with the world. We start, 
we are born in the womb. We could say that one of the reasons why listening is so 
important is what we do before we are born. We do listening before we see 
anything. The invitation to collective listening lets us to take part in the 
responsible together on a reconfiguration of temporality. We are invited to go far 
off from the orbit of time and the universe. What and where are we expected to 
touch town? I have been hoping that we arrive on the near future as the 

. Ibid., p. 5434

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for.!
the longing for going to the far,!
far away,!
!where the light of the sun doesn’t reach
where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey,!
I wished her to leave everything behind,
but complete a total extinction,!
as she wished.

The moonlight was sinking into the abyss,!
the wave was flowing with a lullaby.
At the edge of the end,!
was she a vessel crossing the river of time?!
Or!
Was she the river with the billowing waves?!

beginning . To reconfigure the circling time, we should listen and think with 35

sound.   

. Ibid., p. 59 - 6035
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang,! 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.!

Death is not sealed in silence;! 
it’s a transition,! 
it’s a transmission,! 
it’s a movement, of making a complete return to the first pulse of the universe,! 
the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm,! 
and the endless flow of energy that transcends the transient occurrence of mankind.!

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation!
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams.! 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time 
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang. 

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel?!

After the unknown amount of time on the loom! 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream.!

Figure 4. Intervals installation view detail shot 



circling rhythms out of time

The merge of the archived sound materials of the pre-modern culture into the 
science of sound creates eerie and incompatibility. The discourse upon the 
philosophic interpretation of sounds tries to find a commonality between two 
elements. I assume that both social and machine technologies defeat the kind of 
mortal coil of the bodies and change the ecology of sound . 25

The question revolves around how storytelling and sound – ‘sonic fiction’ – 
challenges the traditional way of knowledge production and the process of finding 
evidence. The word ‘sonic fiction’ is first used by Kodwo Eshun who is the author 
of More Brilliant than the Sun. In the book, Eshun manifests posthumanism in 
music, as partly criticise traditional music journalism. By radical manifesto on 
music analysis, Eshun develops the idea of sonic fiction as a force of liberation. 
He spots on the quality of music that liberates the thinking and the superimposed 
on sonic experiences and imaginations of musical performances and productions. 
Seductive qualities in listening are newly introduced by Eshun in the academic 
genre. The proof with scientific and logical evidence has been considered as a rule 
in the academic. However, how is it possible to comprehend the individual 
experience of sound, the process of imagination, and sensibility in the era of 
research, especially research in anthropology and ethnography? What is the status 
of ‘sonic experience’ in research? Where is, then, fiction and intangible character 
of sound to be found in notions of objectivity, truth of evidence?

As it is discussed earlier, acousmatic listening incapacitates authorship and power 
of the gaze, acousmatic sound object rather  liberates and flats the regimes of a 
capitalist structure by the complexly layered soundscape. This is how mythscience 
emerges with the quality of sound. Regarding Eshun, mythscience as 
mythologically structured scientific knowledge, the notion of mythscience 

. Intervals, p. 3825
Would it be the place surrounded by silence,
where the sound of the world is extinguished, and the reflections are absorbed?

Is detachment!a way to return and arrive again to the origin?

encourages to think with object called ‘sound’. Sonic experience and engaging 
with sonic sensibilities mean to have a process of thinking with ears and by sound. 
Sound is propagated through the air as a form of waves. Sound, the smallest and 
the least outcome of an event, is connected and synchronised with movement, 
time-space, materiality, and physicality. The experience of sound and sonic 
sensibility of the present introduce an entrance to another state of the present, not 
only just right here right now, but also reorient temporality for remedy of the 
future. 

Experience of sound and writing sonic fiction means unfolding the fables inherent 
in the performance of auditory sense and culture. Holger Schulze who is a thinker 
and author of the book Sonic Fiction reflects on Eshun that “[w]hile writing and 
scrutinising and narrating the sensorial, corral and personal effects a sonic fiction 
has, one can then move even further, into neighbouring realms, into connected 
narrations and meanings, semantics and imagery rooted in sensory experience .” 26

Sonic Fiction turns your mind into a universe, an 
interspace through which you the headphonaut are 
traveling. You become an alien astronaut at the flight deck 
controls […]. 
(Eshun 1998: 133)

Sonic fiction as a channel for detecting bits of fiction, it is a force for liberating 
epistemological historiographical lifestyles and sensorial regimes. 

Tracks become Sonic Fictions, sonar systems through 
which audio ships travel at the speed of thoughts. 
(Eshun 1998: 25)

The sonic fabrication, musical rhythm, refrain out of experiencing the social 
science unfold time and make the audience feel so real or even transverses time 
and space . Sonic experience requires engaging with the presence of the present 27

tense. The duration becomes a performative act of participation in the sonic 
spatial. The past – as the notion of experience – emerges with the near future. The 

. Schulze H, Sonic Fiction, Bloombury Academy, the United States of America, 2020, p. 726

. Intervals, p. 4327
Again and again, within recurrent cycles of life,!
we are in constant movements 
of coming!and going,!
of appearing!and disappearing,! 
like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

Paul Sartre briefly mentions the keyhole as an example in this book Being and 
Nothingness (1943). 

But the look will be given just as well on occasion when 
there is a rustling of branches, or the sound of a footstep 
followed by silence, or the slight opening of a shutter, or a 
slight movement of a curtain. (Jean-Paul Sartre, Being and 
Nothingness, p.281) 

Let us imagine that moved by jealousy, curiosity, or vice I 
have just glued my ear to the door and looked through a 
keyhole. I am alone and on the level of a non-thetic self-
consciousness, nothing therefore to which I can refer to 
my acts in order to qualify them. 
This means that behind that door a spectacle is presented 
as “to be seen,” a conversation as “to be heard.” The door, 
the keyhole are at once both instruments and obstacles, 
they are presented as “to be handled with care,” the 
keyhole is given as “to be looked through closed by and 
little to one side,” etc. (Ibid., p.283) 

Auditory sense has complex functionality in the social behaviour and 
psychological behave of an individual. Compare to vision, sound events and 
listening imply a sort of distance with the object and intermediary field. The 
critical distance implies consideration and respect of the object. At the same time 
listening to storytelling takes the shape that implies a contact that has more to do 
with touch than the distance of vision. Listening to storytelling requires attention 
to the presence of being in the moment and invites to participate in it . Thus 33

. Ibid., p. 4533

(THE VOICE IN EXTRA REVERBERATION) 

My grandmother: 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
The time doesn't matter 
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listening doesn’t leave the subject and the object. Listening doesn’t leave the 
subject and the object distant from each other. Listening subject also somehow 
acts. Listening is also an operation. When we listen to something we intend to 
blink with our eyes. It happens at a quick pace or sometimes we are so absorbed 
in what we are listening to that our eyes remain open without blinking for a long 
time. This is very discrete, almost unnoticeable. Nevertheless it still manifests the 
fact that listening is an ongoing activity and as such as an activity always entails a 
responsibility. In this sense when we listen to someone or something, we do 
something. We are in action so that we are responsible for that.

Like listening, the distance between binary concepts is an interval that allows us 
to intervene to act of care. In Intervals, the tense is not clear but there is an 
intervention in time passing through the memory (in sonic form) with the attempt 
to interrupt the future. This is in order to maintain a qualitative aspect of time that 
is reduced by capitalist reality. The installation INTERVALS is an invitation to set 
up the conditions for a collective listening in which spectators gather in the 
installation to be alone together. The time and space for collective listening invite 
to participate in the interpretive community. The novelty of listening – if listening 
suctions as a type of attention and a type of recognition, and also a type of 
gathering and sharing one source at one time together – operates on care and 
curation. To curate originates from the Latin word ‘curare’ which means to care 
and to take care in the groups that have gathered to listen. The act of listening is 
not only an intangible asset or immaterial labour but also a re-evaluation of the 
communicative affects. Listening is a mode of care and taking responsibility in the 
philosophical perspective. 

The regime of the war machine is! … that of affects, which 
relate to the moving body in itself, to speeds and 
compositions of speed among elements, … Affects are 
projectiles like weapons.!
– Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus
(1988)

The philosophical term ‘war-machine' is invented by Felix Guattari and Gilles 
Deleuze. Intervals proposes a question how sound and listening are a relation 
between the sonic substance and bodies in space as the potential creation of sonic-
machine. This spatial relation is not only about grounding to the earth, but also 
about all kinds of spatial and substance need related to the world. 

In between doubt and curiosity, care, and affects are created by collective 
listening. Be in the state of doubt is easier to achieve in listening. In other words, 

Figure 4. Intervals installation view detail shot 

Figure 5. Intervals installation view detail shot 
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encourages to think with object called ‘sound’. Sonic experience and engaging 
with sonic sensibilities mean to have a process of thinking with ears and by sound. 
Sound is propagated through the air as a form of waves. Sound, the smallest and 
the least outcome of an event, is connected and synchronised with movement, 
time-space, materiality, and physicality. The experience of sound and sonic 
sensibility of the present introduce an entrance to another state of the present, not 
only just right here right now, but also reorient temporality for remedy of the 
future. 

Experience of sound and writing sonic fiction means unfolding the fables inherent 
in the performance of auditory sense and culture. Holger Schulze who is a thinker 
and author of the book Sonic Fiction reflects on Eshun that “[w]hile writing and 
scrutinising and narrating the sensorial, corral and personal effects a sonic fiction 
has, one can then move even further, into neighbouring realms, into connected 
narrations and meanings, semantics and imagery rooted in sensory experience .” 26

Sonic Fiction turns your mind into a universe, an 
interspace through which you the headphonaut are 
traveling. You become an alien astronaut at the flight deck 
controls […]. 
(Eshun 1998: 133)

Sonic fiction as a channel for detecting bits of fiction, it is a force for liberating 
epistemological historiographical lifestyles and sensorial regimes. 

Tracks become Sonic Fictions, sonar systems through 
which audio ships travel at the speed of thoughts. 
(Eshun 1998: 25)

The sonic fabrication, musical rhythm, refrain out of experiencing the social 
science unfold time and make the audience feel so real or even transverses time 
and space . Sonic experience requires engaging with the presence of the present 27

tense. The duration becomes a performative act of participation in the sonic 
spatial. The past – as the notion of experience – emerges with the near future. The 

. Schulze H, Sonic Fiction, Bloombury Academy, the United States of America, 2020, p. 726

. Intervals, p. 4327
Again and again, within recurrent cycles of life,!
we are in constant movements 
of coming!and going,!
of appearing!and disappearing,! 
like sound,
like airplanes,
like the sun. 

present is placed in intervals. We are invited to be placed in the interval with sonic 
fiction. Anthropology and ethnography with sonic fiction are not staying in the 
state of observation, traditional way of finding authenticity, knowledge production 
from the indigenes’ premodern culture. Indeed, sound and sonic fiction in 
Intervals reconfigure the contemporary sense of orientation that is accumulated by 
the western academic knowledge production . 28

Sound engages with performative action of both as the subject and the object. 
Intervals expand the sonic experience – of the voices, the oral form of history, and 

. Ibid., p. 4628
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the soundscape – germinates the affects such as yearning and longing . The 29

continual flux of animate force generated by those affects – yearning and longing 
– evokes listeners’ the sense of the present and the presence of being that actually
can have direct effects in real life as it provokes people to take action with 
affects . The affects are performative. The ambivalent character of sound 30

dissolves the traditional way of producing knowledge production. 

In the space of Intervals, we almost feel like the Korean ladies are producing the 
burial garment right next to them. Listening to everyday life starts to question to 
us what it is really import and what we should really care. Through the journey 
revolves around the theoretical technical implications and the spiritual 
implications of sound, Intervals; sonic essay intend to become a tool to reflect on 
intervals; between science and art, the material world and the immaterial world, 
social machine and technical machine, the visual and invisible world, life and 
death, memories and dreams, appearance and disappearance, the static and 
mobility, the state of sound and the state of quietness – which I believe the 
quietness has to be distinguished from silence – here and there, and the past, 

. Ibid., p. 4929
I was finally next to my grandmother.!
She was lying in bed.!
She was small like a child.!
I held her skinny hand,!
it was still warm and soft.!

Thin breath was coming in and out,!
in and out from her open mouth.!
it flowed into the loom, met another flows!
woven by a eldery lady!
to make a beautiful cloth!
in preparation!
for the last journey, crossing life and death.!

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  
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Sound is not at all ephemeral,!
sound is a flux of change, of movement, and of moments!
sound is a continual flux of animated force which propels the past to the future,!
for the remedy of the present.

listening doesn’t leave the subject and the object. Listening doesn’t leave the 
subject and the object distant from each other. Listening subject also somehow 
acts. Listening is also an operation. When we listen to something we intend to 
blink with our eyes. It happens at a quick pace or sometimes we are so absorbed 
in what we are listening to that our eyes remain open without blinking for a long 
time. This is very discrete, almost unnoticeable. Nevertheless it still manifests the 
fact that listening is an ongoing activity and as such as an activity always entails a 
responsibility. In this sense when we listen to someone or something, we do 
something. We are in action so that we are responsible for that.

Like listening, the distance between binary concepts is an interval that allows us 
to intervene to act of care. In Intervals, the tense is not clear but there is an 
intervention in time passing through the memory (in sonic form) with the attempt 
to interrupt the future. This is in order to maintain a qualitative aspect of time that 
is reduced by capitalist reality. The installation INTERVALS is an invitation to set 
up the conditions for a collective listening in which spectators gather in the 
installation to be alone together. The time and space for collective listening invite 
to participate in the interpretive community. The novelty of listening – if listening 
suctions as a type of attention and a type of recognition, and also a type of 
gathering and sharing one source at one time together – operates on care and 
curation. To curate originates from the Latin word ‘curare’ which means to care 
and to take care in the groups that have gathered to listen. The act of listening is 
not only an intangible asset or immaterial labour but also a re-evaluation of the 
communicative affects. Listening is a mode of care and taking responsibility in the 
philosophical perspective. 

The regime of the war machine is! … that of affects, which 
relate to the moving body in itself, to speeds and 
compositions of speed among elements, … Affects are 
projectiles like weapons.!
– Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus
(1988)

The philosophical term ‘war-machine' is invented by Felix Guattari and Gilles 
Deleuze. Intervals proposes a question how sound and listening are a relation 
between the sonic substance and bodies in space as the potential creation of sonic-
machine. This spatial relation is not only about grounding to the earth, but also 
about all kinds of spatial and substance need related to the world. 

In between doubt and curiosity, care, and affects are created by collective 
listening. Be in the state of doubt is easier to achieve in listening. In other words, 

it is particularly demanded by listening to it. This is particularly demanded by 
sound because we cannot rest our eyes on the solidified. We cannot even pretend 
that there is an object. It is fleeting. It is passing. It is invisible. It has that invisible 
mobility. Moreover, it penetrates time, space, memories, and dreams. This is not  
essentialism against the visual. However, the way we talk about it, the way we 
write about the visual are culturally determined visuality has to do with objects 
and of their language. It is not how we look. It is what we see that I tried to argue, 
challenge, and critique through the doubt that are emerged from hearing sound, 
collective listening, and becoming a sonic war machine. In pursuing this doubt, 
we get to the invisible. We get to that which is not seen, but which actually forms. 
For example, the place where you exist or objects that are placed around you 
seems very solid in front of you. However they are not the same from one second 
to another second, it goes through life and everything would just be in this 
completely fluid and non solid environment. It would be an anxious process. 
However this anxiety is what is needed in many ways to remain restless, doubtful 
of norms and of ideas, so that we move in, on, into our sense of the invisible 
through a sonic sensibility. 

Thinking through, the breakthrough sound is necessarily going to be more 
dynamic than other ways of thinking. It is going to be dependent on movement 
and thinking of mobility. The temporary has been considered as solid. Movement 
has been primarily engaged with the notion of spaces. What if, however, we start 
to think and understand the world as the dynamics of wave propagation which is 
what sound is has to be central to. Acknowledge the moving force and the 
dynamics of our being, and dynamic mode of thought, dynamic mode of 

engagement to be able to find the appropriate tools to go forward, to criticise what 
is not what we are missing, what we are losing, and what is really worth . 34

Intervals as the sonic fictive essay begun with the myth, the sound archive of the 
pre-modern, and voices let us flow through the rhythms. Through the sense of 
listening, we collectively connect to different times and spaces. We live with the 
question of being, and the question should be engaged with the world. We start, 
we are born in the womb. We could say that one of the reasons why listening is so 
important is what we do before we are born. We do listening before we see 
anything. The invitation to collective listening lets us to take part in the 
responsible together on a reconfiguration of temporality. We are invited to go far 
off from the orbit of time and the universe. What and where are we expected to 
touch town? I have been hoping that we arrive on the near future as the 

. Ibid., p. 5434

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for.!
the longing for going to the far,!
far away,!
!where the light of the sun doesn’t reach
where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey,!
I wished her to leave everything behind,
but complete a total extinction,!
as she wished.

The moonlight was sinking into the abyss,!
the wave was flowing with a lullaby.
At the edge of the end,!
was she a vessel crossing the river of time?!
Or!
Was she the river with the billowing waves?!



the soundscape – germinates the affects such as yearning and longing . The 29

continual flux of animate force generated by those affects – yearning and longing 
– evokes listeners’ the sense of the present and the presence of being that actually
can have direct effects in real life as it provokes people to take action with 
affects . The affects are performative. The ambivalent character of sound 30

dissolves the traditional way of producing knowledge production. 

In the space of Intervals, we almost feel like the Korean ladies are producing the 
burial garment right next to them. Listening to everyday life starts to question to 
us what it is really import and what we should really care. Through the journey 
revolves around the theoretical technical implications and the spiritual 
implications of sound, Intervals; sonic essay intend to become a tool to reflect on 
intervals; between science and art, the material world and the immaterial world, 
social machine and technical machine, the visual and invisible world, life and 
death, memories and dreams, appearance and disappearance, the static and 
mobility, the state of sound and the state of quietness – which I believe the 
quietness has to be distinguished from silence – here and there, and the past, 
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I was finally next to my grandmother.!
She was lying in bed.!
She was small like a child.!
I held her skinny hand,!
it was still warm and soft.!

Thin breath was coming in and out,!
in and out from her open mouth.!
it flowed into the loom, met another flows!
woven by a eldery lady!
to make a beautiful cloth!
in preparation!
for the last journey, crossing life and death.!

(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  
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. Ibid., p. 1030
Sound is not at all ephemeral,!
sound is a flux of change, of movement, and of moments!
sound is a continual flux of animated force which propels the past to the future,!
for the remedy of the present.

present, and future. In the end, I hope it finds something that is placed in these 
intervals, which is, again, sound . 31

. Ibid., p. 5331
Sound, the vibrational force, is actually the smallest outcome, the result of events.!
This smallest outcome germinates!
and slowly grows into the energy creating a beautiful enormous bow,!
transmitting one to another!
and penetrates all, all barriers.

ceremony of the Big Bang!with 
conclusive question: collective listening in interval

Like any other day, at 8am I started my morning by listening to the radio with my 
iPhone. The news of the day attracting my attention was about the flute, made 
from bird bone and mammoth ivory, found from a cave in southern Germany. It 
contains early evidence for the occupation of Europe by modern humans – Homo 
sapiens. The scientist added “We used carbon dating and it shows that the earliest 
music instruments were between 42,000 and 43,000 years old. … Musical 
instruments may have been used in recreation or for religious ritual.” It shows 
how since ancient times desire to meet and recall the deceased, the past, the 
spiritual, and the enjoyment in sound, sounding, rhythm . 32

I wonder why in (western) philosophy has been identified visual or visual culture 
in the most enthusiasm and neglected auditory sense. Plato didn’t think the man in 
a cave should actually hear the existence of others and the other possible world of 
the outside than seeing the light coming into the cave. In this context – of the 
listening as the sense that encounters the others premiered before the look – Jean-

. Ibid., p. 5032
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(MY GRANDMOTHER’S VOICE RECALLING HER DREAM APPEARS AGAIN
AND WEAVER SINGS A SONG - SOUNDSCAPE GRADUALLY DISTORTED)  

engagement to be able to find the appropriate tools to go forward, to criticise what 
is not what we are missing, what we are losing, and what is really worth . 34

Intervals as the sonic fictive essay begun with the myth, the sound archive of the 
pre-modern, and voices let us flow through the rhythms. Through the sense of 
listening, we collectively connect to different times and spaces. We live with the 
question of being, and the question should be engaged with the world. We start, 
we are born in the womb. We could say that one of the reasons why listening is so 
important is what we do before we are born. We do listening before we see 
anything. The invitation to collective listening lets us to take part in the 
responsible together on a reconfiguration of temporality. We are invited to go far 
off from the orbit of time and the universe. What and where are we expected to 
touch town? I have been hoping that we arrive on the near future as the 

. Ibid., p. 5434

My tears weren't necessary.

I changed her cloth, to the cloth that she was longing for.!
the longing for going to the far,!
far away,!
!where the light of the sun doesn’t reach
where sound is not even perceived.

Memories are too heavy to carry on the journey,!
I wished her to leave everything behind,
but complete a total extinction,!
as she wished.

The moonlight was sinking into the abyss,!
the wave was flowing with a lullaby.
At the edge of the end,!
was she a vessel crossing the river of time?!
Or!
Was she the river with the billowing waves?!

beginning . To reconfigure the circling time, we should listen and think with 35

sound.   

. Ibid., p. 59 - 6035
Vibrational force, the echo of the big bang,! 
we came from the noise, the noise of the womb.!

Death is not sealed in silence;! 
it’s a transition,! 
it’s a transmission,! 
it’s a movement, of making a complete return to the first pulse of the universe,! 
the creation of matter, the origin of rhythm,! 
and the endless flow of energy that transcends the transient occurrence of mankind.!

The echoes of death persist, and are recursive generation after generation!
The echoes of death softly bellow in dreams.! 
The echoes of death go-off the orbit of time 
and again, merge into the dawn of the big bang. 

Where is the end and beginning of the threads on the winding spinning wheel?!

After the unknown amount of time on the loom! 
I almost fell asleep with a longing for meeting my dear in my dream.!

Figure 4. Intervals installation view detail shot 



Paul Sartre briefly mentions the keyhole as an example in this book Being and 
Nothingness (1943). 

But the look will be given just as well on occasion when 
there is a rustling of branches, or the sound of a footstep 
followed by silence, or the slight opening of a shutter, or a 
slight movement of a curtain. (Jean-Paul Sartre, Being and 
Nothingness, p.281) 

Let us imagine that moved by jealousy, curiosity, or vice I 
have just glued my ear to the door and looked through a 
keyhole. I am alone and on the level of a non-thetic self-
consciousness, nothing therefore to which I can refer to 
my acts in order to qualify them. 
This means that behind that door a spectacle is presented 
as “to be seen,” a conversation as “to be heard.” The door, 
the keyhole are at once both instruments and obstacles, 
they are presented as “to be handled with care,” the 
keyhole is given as “to be looked through closed by and 
little to one side,” etc. (Ibid., p.283) 

Auditory sense has complex functionality in the social behaviour and 
psychological behave of an individual. Compare to vision, sound events and 
listening imply a sort of distance with the object and intermediary field. The 
critical distance implies consideration and respect of the object. At the same time 
listening to storytelling takes the shape that implies a contact that has more to do 
with touch than the distance of vision. Listening to storytelling requires attention 
to the presence of being in the moment and invites to participate in it . Thus 33

. Ibid., p. 4533

(THE VOICE IN EXTRA REVERBERATION) 

My grandmother: 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
What time is it? 
What time is it? 
The time doesn't matter 
The time doesn't matter 
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listening doesn’t leave the subject and the object. Listening doesn’t leave the 
subject and the object distant from each other. Listening subject also somehow 
acts. Listening is also an operation. When we listen to something we intend to 
blink with our eyes. It happens at a quick pace or sometimes we are so absorbed 
in what we are listening to that our eyes remain open without blinking for a long 
time. This is very discrete, almost unnoticeable. Nevertheless it still manifests the 
fact that listening is an ongoing activity and as such as an activity always entails a 
responsibility. In this sense when we listen to someone or something, we do 
something. We are in action so that we are responsible for that.

Like listening, the distance between binary concepts is an interval that allows us 
to intervene to act of care. In Intervals, the tense is not clear but there is an 
intervention in time passing through the memory (in sonic form) with the attempt 
to interrupt the future. This is in order to maintain a qualitative aspect of time that 
is reduced by capitalist reality. The installation INTERVALS is an invitation to set 
up the conditions for a collective listening in which spectators gather in the 
installation to be alone together. The time and space for collective listening invite 
to participate in the interpretive community. The novelty of listening – if listening 
suctions as a type of attention and a type of recognition, and also a type of 
gathering and sharing one source at one time together – operates on care and 
curation. To curate originates from the Latin word ‘curare’ which means to care 
and to take care in the groups that have gathered to listen. The act of listening is 
not only an intangible asset or immaterial labour but also a re-evaluation of the 
communicative affects. Listening is a mode of care and taking responsibility in the 
philosophical perspective. 

The regime of the war machine is! … that of affects, which 
relate to the moving body in itself, to speeds and 
compositions of speed among elements, … Affects are 
projectiles like weapons.!
– Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari, A Thousand Plateaus
(1988)

The philosophical term ‘war-machine' is invented by Felix Guattari and Gilles 
Deleuze. Intervals proposes a question how sound and listening are a relation 
between the sonic substance and bodies in space as the potential creation of sonic-
machine. This spatial relation is not only about grounding to the earth, but also 
about all kinds of spatial and substance need related to the world. 

In between doubt and curiosity, care, and affects are created by collective 
listening. Be in the state of doubt is easier to achieve in listening. In other words, 

Figure 4. Intervals installation view detail shot 
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