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         Siné’s metaphysical, existential tale of a mother and son delves deep into the ideas of hatred, knowledge, the world, perfection, and the very concept of words themselves. Siné is a poet and playwright in South Korea. She lives on an island called Namhae-gun. And she invites you to read along.
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            The Ground

         

         
            To read is to perform.

            I have many names, however, that cannot be true.

            The title of this text has been changed many times, and these are the names I can still recall: ‘Drinking milk', 'Look!', 'The Breath', 'Sin'.

            I am afraid of making mistakes. It seems mistakes are omnipresent, and the phobia about making a mistake is never discontinued.

            There is this fear of writing, while writing, the fear that I might have written inexcusable, hideous, idle 'mistakes'. The ever-impending awareness of my mistake(s) is what I fear the most. And even now, I think that I am making some mistakes. I am, like all other individuals in the world, a mere body of error, noncommittal and unmethodical.

            This text, like every other text in the world, is a mere body of uncertainty, falsities, mistakes, and blind spots; all the words are neither in their proper places nor in their improper places.

            This text can be utilised in many kinds of events: Personal reading, Group-reading, dramatic reading, recitation, perusal, et cetera.

            It contains two protagonists, ‘Mother’ and ‘Son’.

            Mother is the mother of Son, and Son is the son of Mother.

            (Pause)

            They do not coexist; if, for instance, Mother is present on the stage or in a scene or in our conscious view, that is, a mind field, then Son cannot bodily appear in the same phenomenon, but can only his voice be heard through the audio speakers, and vice versa.

            (Pause)

            Mother is taciturn. Her adapted deafness is inevitable < - > Son has a controversial temperament, a typical speaker, unreserved. 8

            Performers, try not to memorise all the lines too well. You can bring, hold, keep, and have this text with you while you are playing the role, so you can literally look into it and read it aloud whenever you may feel it is needed.

            Many pauses are ideal.

            (Pause)

            Stuttering, repetition, mispunctuation, and deletion are ideal.

            (Pause)

            Overstating is ideal. The entire text, the words, is supposed to be more voluminous than the given abundance of its own, it must exceed its original structure. The more meanings you add, the better it becomes.

             

            (To mean or not to mean that is the question)

            How we squander all the orientations latent to expressions in order to confine our levity to onerous vanity, inductive leap, and societal fanaticism! In fact, our intentions are as formidable as air.

             

            From time to time we encounter chances to integrate with matters and become the embodiments of the matters; the cases are very rare as exquisite freedom grounded on myth and tickling friction is hardly enlivened. That is to say, we are all poets and all poets do not excel at using poetry; the only invariant premise is that we are all poets. And everything else must be variant and formless.

            (pause)

            It is obvious that the most consequential practice a writer like myself must take to elude an accusation of having written no more than incoherent self-satisfying trash, which is yet so piercingly correct, is to pursue and establish a certain aesthetic of one’s own, a tactical defence, that has to appear so sharply elaborate, courageous, uniform and always versatile. 9

            This is a value-making game; one is pouring out utterances that have been severed from the utterer since their birth, and the other, not opposite but next to the utterer in parallel, is in a constant predicament of converting the utterances, regardless of the degrees of their complexity, into something functional to reason, perhaps through questions and answers in a condition of monologue; for instance, I can ask myself, as the reader and author of this text: "Why is it called The Ground, what does it mean?-Because those ‘G’ and ‘R’ sound good, both ‘G’ and ‘R’ are my favourite English alphabets; ‘S’, ‘T’ and ‘B’ also sound pretty good when combined with ‘E’ or ‘I’….”

            (Emphatically I am obsessed with speech sounds)

             

            Naturally, you are free to draw a different conclusion from mine.

            I am almost saying that you ought to draw a different conclusion from anyone else's, as it is imperative for all in the enclosure of this specific era to be a different, distinctive, language-enshrouded, language-suffused, language-fitting entity.

             

            This is slightly more fixed than the Rorschach test. We oscillate. And we navigate our own symptoms.

            (Why is this not the other way but this way of being written? Why this particular word?)

            Neither you nor I can know the cause of something that has been done, but we can grant a reason, one or more, for it; may we conjecture the cause of one's utterance and end up exclaiming 'Aha!', completing a reason for it. While doing so, we don’t have to bother about correct-incorrect, about whether it corresponds to the true meaning ingrained in the words given; for misreading and misinterpretation altogether is the vitality with which we are saturated in every conceivable communication.

            (Pause) 10

            (Abusing parentheses! Cracks between sentences! I have rather a delinquent, inobservant criterion for bracketing things)

            What should be put in parentheses is not put in parentheses, and what should not be put in parentheses is put in parentheses. What should be put in parentheses?

             

            Eliminating is ideal. The entire text, the words, is supposed to become more limited than the given abundance of its own, it must become unpretentious compared to its original structure. The more words you expurgate, the better it becomes.

             

            Only repetition, pause, muddle, stumbling, and rationality in hesitation will complete this.

             

            This text can be distinguished as a form, not a guaranteed event; it is usable; all the particles and elements of this text are changeable, erasable, rebuildable, rearrangeable, compoundable, abusable.

            This is all about effects, not significance. Of course, each sentence has contained a tremendous amount of intentions as it is in a state of phrasing, however, on most occasions, the purpose of a symbol moves much slower than the given character of the symbol; it lags so behind that we cannot see its actual destination, yet by the echoes, the ghost side of it, we are affected.

             

            I hate poetry, but this text will work like poetry by itself. This text is rich in monotonous words but of no communication.

            Humour and seriousness are inseparable: Peekaboo, Maurice Ravel’s Boléro, Breakfast, lunch, and dinner, Every cultivation, Every conversation, Every idiom, etc.…

            (Pause)

            et cetera, et cetera, everything is inside ‘et cetera’. 11

            (Blank)

            Opening the narrative; no furniture, no walls, no domestic stuff (There will be some mention of placing props throughout the text;text, such as a table, chairs, dishes…But, I prefer them to be transparent, or non-material, or omitted, to let only dreadful human utterances fill the whole blank. Though, I do not impose that).

             

            Now, Mother walks in, then stands in the middle of the space with silence.

            (Silence)

            (Silence and silent movements, uneasiness)

            Mother says: “What is your problem?”, “What on earth makes you unhappy?”

            Mother is not seriously aware of what she is saying, but knows her speaking incites Son; she’s been used to this kind of perlocutionary act. She speaks as if her utterance contains no words but clouds,

            or smoke.

             

            Mother says: “What is your problem?”

            (Silence)

            Mother goes out.

            Mother appears again.

            (Silence)

            And quite suddenly, Son, who perhaps is in the same place but unseen, starts answering: “What is my problem? Can't you see, Mother? That's because I am not allowed to hate anything. We must hate something, we need to hate something, Mother. 12Mother, my old mother, you poor pathetic corpse. Look at you, look at yourself and look carefully at your lovely son. You are like food stuck between my teeth. And I am yours as well, between your teeth. Apathy. Yes, the word, apathy, that's the answer, Mother. This world, this giant cerebrum, not the cerebellum, but the most advanced cerebrum is whipping us, torturing us with the frightful slogans such as ‘money is not everything’, 'happiness is not far away', ‘one for all, all for one’, these giant brains, cerebrum and cerebellum all as a pair, engulfing us, by generating slogans that induce both sympathy and apathy about ourselves and the world. The slogan, 'money is not everything', that is a premise and a conclusion at the same time, Mother. This great slogan, 'money is not everything', it comforts us, it fools us, it paralyzes us. But, Mother, I bet that’s the damn truth. I mean, people do not work because of money, they do obviously crave for handling materials, but that's not fundamental. Desiring a material is not the fundamental motive. Money, it has no power to manipulate us, essentially, essentially. Our cowardice, debauchery, every meaningless masochism, every institutionalised tension and hunger for all sorts of popular civic goods… I dare say, money is never to be the only and genuine cause of our voluntary behaviours. Oh, Mother, seriously, people do not live for their money. Money is just a unanimous excuse, very handy one.”

            Son stops for a moment.

            Mother, who has been standing alone, seems awkward, but she is fine so far. Let me remind you again, Son is not yet being seen.

             

            Son starts again: “I always wondered what that is, what’s resting inside our abyss, your abyss, my abyss, what's inside of that hot runny snot. Mother, you’d probably say, money explains everything, money shapes everything in good and bad ways, and you'd also say money isn't everything, there are other worthy aspects of life besides profitable life, and you'd probably say money ruins everything. However, Mother, however, by that kind of low theories you cling to, Mother, you will fail to explain, 13you mimic some everyday quotations, quotations made and distributed for people like you, but, Mother, Mother, my mother, you are too common and too little to foresee all other possibilities because possibilities are dispirited in quotations. Nothing by itself alone can encourage or ruin anything at all.”

            Mother sits on the floor as if she is showing her tiresome. She says, “What is your problem?”, “What on earth makes you unhappy?”

            Son replies: “Oh, Mother, my sticky mother, I tell you, I am telling you now. The one and the only thing that drives us to act is ‘hatred’. Certain hatred. That's what I've finally grasped, hatred, Mother, my old stinky mother. However, I ought to mind you that the meaning of the word is different from its general appearance. Hatred is warmth. It’s different from its superficial usage in daily life, absolutely not! You should feel it by a less straightforward approach, but rather you need a more docile attitude, flexible mental condition, thinking mind. Be a philosopher, Mother, be an addict, Mother, be a fake philosopher and fake addict. Be a poet, but do not actually write poetry. A poet who never wrote a single poem is the real poet. Hatred is the prime mover. Hatred and repulsion those are the real power to generate life and its dynamics. Hatred is the prime mover. No God, no Devil, no libido but hatred. It is a real blessing in disguise! Hatred is the one and the only force that makes me want to do something and nothing at all. Antipathy is a natural phenomenon, Mother, instinct, dare I say this word? Instinct? If I feel hatred toward something, that should imply I have a solid urge towards the thing I hate, strong obsession with the thing I hate, that is, fundamentally, hatred is synonymous with will. Hatred perceives the world outside; hatred steers our perceptions. Hatred is will. Thinking drives us crazy, that’s true, but hatred is the only cause for every thought. So, suppressed thoughts would definitely drive you crazy, hatred generates thoughts, but not all thoughts can be released, but hatred generates more thoughts, more and more, doesn't care your capacity, your ball, your guts, no, you must say something, do some act to get rid of your thoughts, fetid, to prepare some space for next thoughts, hastening to make a new 14room, always, for the next thought, at the expense of this thought, and this thought will never come back, unless it becomes the next thought. Hatred is a prolific station. When you were young, your hatred was unmanageable. Our perpetual hatred equals our perpetual vitality, our perpetual hatred equals our perpetual breathing. We hate something so long as we can breathe. For weeks and weeks I've refused to think anything at all, but hatred, hatred alone, I even like to pronounce the word ‘hatred’, Mother, I realised something rotten, something absolutistic in the common usages of the word ‘hatred’, Mother, we limit the word, we restrict its free-play from intertwining with other words. We hate to contact with the word hatred. We have been tamed only with certain words, the allowed words and their usage, the allowed usages. I feel it, Mother, hatred and love, the same thing, Mother, it's the same thing! You love me because you want to aromatise me with your hatred, perfuming with your hatred, the will to break, the will to be broken, the will to be present. Haven’t you thought of any, anything related to this subject? Well, I totally understand you, Mother. You are not good at thinking, cogito, Mother, cogito, self-knowledge. But, Mother, self-knowledge isn't your specialty.

            Mother goes out.

            Because self-knowledge should be based on knowing deeply of what other creatures know. Since you never want to know what other beings know, you never know about what you know. As you've never been interested in others' unconsciousness, so, you've never been interested in your unconsciousness too. Mother, since you've never fully realized your hatred on other creatures, so you never understand self-hatred. Of course, philosophy is disgusting, but this word ‘hatred’, Mother, I murmur it in my mouth all the time. Word, Mother, a word, some words, and many words, Mother. Philosophy, isotopes and many windows. I peeped through the windows, stealthily, and there’s nothing but isotopes. In philosophy, there’s nothing but the same motivation. There’s nothing but hatred. I've been in a poetic mood recently, just like playing the piano, I play words, Mother, 15first I stroked the instrument by self-flattery, and then I practiced those songs that are not mine, like learning anything at all, and now I can build my own song, Mother. I sing a song that is quite mine. But, I call such a development an extinction of pure ugliness.

            Mother appears again. She is holding a dog bowl brimful of dog food. Mother is looking for her dog, calling his name; ‘Doo-Doo-, Doo-Doo-’, brimful of dog food, carefully, she is moving around.

            Wittgenstein! Of course, I hate philosophy, I should say. Now, I can play the songs I composed, but those are not mine. All piano players, all kinds of players, all kinds of inventors and researchers, all of them are mentally sentenced to life imprisonment, just like every pet, every lovely cat and dog and rat and lizard, is absolutely sentenced to life in human deception. All players, all instrumental players, all language players, all performers, and all pets, whether professional or amateur, are under the influence of surveillance, mentally, physically, and historically. Chronically, Mother, chronically X is more than Y or Y is more than X, otherwise, X is more or less Y. You are more than someone else or someone else is more than you, otherwise, you are more or less someone else. Mother, I might have been wordy, and you might have been agitated by all the words from me. Sometimes you, for whatever reason, scold me for being too unsettled, too complex. But, Mother, you are wrong. I hate complexity. I’m not a complex person, as far as I know. Philosophers are unsettled, poets are, you are, but not me, Mother, not me.”

            (a 10-second pause)

            The mother says: “What is your problem?”, “What on earth makes you unhappy?”, she’s rather unconsciously saying. Is she okay? Yes, just a bit bored and physically uptight.

            (a 10-second pause)

            Mother is still looking for her dog, calling his name; ‘Doo-Doo-, Doo-Doo-’ 16

            Son replies: “Mother, it’s so easy. Let me put it this way. But please do not laugh at any part of my explanation, at my thought. Suppose you are lying on the bed, straight like a dehydrated carcass. But then suddenly you feel such an annoying awkwardness, you want to turn your body as quickly as possible, want to twist, distort, which means you urgently need to change your physical position from this to another. Even if you change your posture, you will get the same uncomfortable impression sooner or later. Why? Because you hate immobility, everyone hates immobility, you hate your immobility, you desperately hate your stillness. So easy, Mother, so too easy. You change your position all the time, however, all the changes cannot prevent you from your shifting again. Hatred is indiscriminate, relentless, and confine-less, confine-less, Mother, confine-less. Hatred is the only inevitable beginning of both good and bad behaviours.

            Mother finally finds the dog; ‘Doo-Doo-, Doo-Doo-’. She put down the dog bowl.

            All moving and thinking animals starts with hatred. Mother, hatred is the true origin of your goodness and nastiness. Of course, physical bodies have limits. That is to say, our bodies never govern internal and outer hatred. Our mental environments and material environments are fully controlled by hatred. It is a law, Mother. Gravity and hatred. In fact, the gravitational force occurs by hatred. It’s kind of dominant-subordinate bondage since every movement of our bodies, both internal and external, is formed by hatred, Mother, we, these helpless beings, fugitive and unsatisfied beings are always in total fear. We are appalled deeply by expressions, there is this anxiety in our genes and history, we know we cannot control our expressions if we let them spout, even a tiny leak will cause irretrievable anarchy. Mother, we have mastered the way to bridle ourselves, some are very good at it, some are not very good at it, very good and not very good, the very good is very good, they sublimate the misery of bridling into the marker of divine truth, on the other hand, the not very good is not very good, they are either to be bridled by the very good or to be invalid in every sense. They are not good, because they are 17not good. We fear, for there are too many chances that we happen to encounter the danger of letting ourselves unrestrained, expressing expressions as expressively as possible. It is like passing through a minefield, Mother, a minefield, we risk our lives in order to walk in the streets, eat food, talk with others, and be happy, yet, a little misstep, one unfortunate inattention, Mother, perhaps it is a rebellious slip.”

             

            Mother says, “What is your problem?”, “What on earth makes you unhappy?” she’s rather unconsciously saying. Is she okay? I don’t know.

            (Silence)

            Mother goes out.

            (Silence)

             

            Son replies: “Hatred manifests in everything. Hatred is unceasingly becoming. Oh, Mother, my smutty commoner, it is far better, perhaps more natural, to make an over-interpretation than feckless moderation. Misbelief, susceptibility, irrationality are hardwired in our nature, Mother. What is hatred, Mother? I told you, it is completely different from the word you use with your very tribe language, the tainted word, the trained word. Hatred is involved in every single act you do, Mother, it manufactures you, when you are chewing chewing gum, when you are gardening our hopeless garden. Hatred is a mould, a form of every result you make, every move, Mother, every consequence, and reason.

             

            Mother appears again. She is holding a dog bowl brimful of dog food. Mother is looking for her dog, calling her name; ‘Na-Na-, Na-Na-’ brimful of dog food, carefully, she is moving around.

            We might say that our raw force, in other words, the unmovable mover, if you like, that is, hatred, of course, has been choked, 18thwarted, clogged, and, as is now seemingly so, disciplined by hatred itself in order not to destroy the certain deformation of altruism, human justice, so-called, the famous and master-like altruism, justice, justice, the fairy of history, and the room of mirrors we were all sentenced to, where we bite and touch with our weakness the most protruding vein, bite, bite off our defect, cut off the flow, and we go everywhere from this corner to that corner, making an excursion from this corner to that corner by habit. What? The latest and the most sustainable form of life? For whom? Suffice to say, not ours. Altruism is good, Mother, altruism is a so obvious by-product from hatred. Altruism, justice, Mr Justice and Miss altruism are raised by hatred, nurtured by hatred, decayed by hatred. Mother, we are all the children who have been incarcerated since we were born, who have been forbidden to make any fuss, we learned a language, extremely unsatisfactory one, therefore, our knowledge on the world is extremely limited and unsatisfactory, therefore, our limitations and satisfaction are extremely limited and unsatisfactory. Mother, I am saying something of no value, but, Mr Justice cannot withstand an unjust boy, the man hates injustice, oh yes, he does, hatred is the fountainhead of every movement, every thought every religion, every ritual, and every ideology. Mother, each individual has to hold a pile of beliefs: good and evil, right and wrong, sane and insane, truth and deception, being and not being, human and rocks, utopia and dystopia and virtue, Mother, virtue! In fact, a harmonious heart is merely tempered by other harmonious hearts.

            She is holding a dog bowl brimful of dog food. Mother is looking for her dog, calling her name; ‘Na-Na-, Na-Na-’ brimful of dog food, carefully, she is moving around.

            A virtuous heart is from a virtuous community. Mother, I agree, a heart had better be harmonious, after all, being harmonious is a favourable factor for long term survival. We are told we are all struggling to survive. But, Mother, survival instinct isn't the core. Mother, survival instinct is like the idea of money, it is just a phenomenon, detectable, a worldwide premise. Must a 19phenomenon imply a cause? Mother, not one cause but a variety of causes, causes from every direction of time, I suppose? In any case, there is malice in explaining a cause clearly. We are all told we were given such an instinct for self-protection. But ultimately, our survival is always based on and led to catastrophe. The virtuous, harmonious, and noble hearts, ancient and modern and celestial hearts are our own ultimate killers. Life is our killer, Mother, I am saying that adaptability is a sin, natural mutation and natural selection is dreadful, Mother, I am saying that the very start of everything is nothing but by the force of hatred, I am saying that we are fools, but nothing is better than those fools. We ought to love that well-established morality to survive in society, in the world. We continue to survive, not by self-preservation, but by virtue of the lust for a twist, that is, my hatred constantly nags me that I should worship the most widely prevailing goodness and kindness. In fact, I mean, Mother, fundamentally, Mother, not superficially but fundamentally, we all hate each other, you hate me, Mother, and I hate you, Mother, this kind of hatred is called love. Mother, I am telling you that we are all addicted to survival, indeed, it is unlikely that we quit it without hesitation. Well, Mother, I thought I would do away with myself, Mother, but no, I am addicted to this life, and it is because you’ve got me intoxicated to this life.

            Mother is still looking for her dog, calling her name; ‘Na-Na-, Na-Na-’ brimful of dog food, carefully, she is moving around.

            We even hate ourselves, yes, we hate the appetites, these ambitions, the burning enthusiasm, but more, more deeply we hate ourselves the most, because, we all are supposed to hate ourselves intrinsically. Without hatred, we are nothing! Without hatred, we cannot behave. Once you told me that you were an innocent soul, remember? Which word was it exactly, was it innocent or harmless? We eat ice cream! That’s hatred! Whether you ruin someone or something for a good reason or no reason, it’s simply a matter of making a story.

            Mother finally finds the dog; ‘Na-Na-, Na-Na-’. She put down the dog bowl. 20

            We use intuition, not instinct, intuition is full of words, and orders, on the other hand, instinct is full of nonsense. Mother, nauseating your son is just a nauseating phenomenon of your hatred. Educating the young is nauseating pollution carried out by personal and social hatred, a bit of that from me, a bit of that from you, a bit of that from this town, a bit of that from this country, a bit of that from other countries, and do all the bits amalgamate all together, it belittles the very vocation of being alive, unhurriedly, it drips highly habit-forming drug, the bait! But how can I deny that indeed the very poison has delivered for mankind an unprecedented affirmation, allowing us to reach the best versions of ourselves the likes of which have never been approved before or since? Surely, Mother, the likes of which have never been seen before, so far as I know, yet, only this mankind, the ominous condensed, which represents the best version of ourselves. Education is an incurable disease, Mother, epidemic. Religions and justice are disastrous fungi, a scourge. I am your scourge, Mother, I am your piece of tart hardly digestible. Every day, you bake a tart, and that irritates my throat, your everyday tart is my everyday punishment, and I am your punishment, mutually disciplined, both of us, while in fact, both of us have no idea who punishes whom or who is in charge to exert authority over the other. Religions and justice are very nasty punishments inflicted on humanity by humanity itself, and I assure you that language is in a similar vein an endemic plague. Likewise, if I ever have a certain impulse to annihilate you or annihilate myself or annihilate somebody or something on account of any good and justly acceptable pretext or any bad and unacceptable purpose, though, it can't be any more than an active response of hatred with no quality and reason, against those morbidly structured hindrances around myself, my hatred. Hatred must be burned out. Force naturally breaks down a phenomenon. When it does, the particles, the particles departed and abandoned could end up entangled with each other again by the same force. The force, hatred, it breaks down the present, therefore, there must be some radically free clouds of time left after all that. Mother, my terrifying mother, our juicy existences have been extracted for 21years and years, for decades and decades, by hatred. By hatred, Mother. Our life source is extinguishing our existence, Mother, really, that is true. My life is extinguishing my life because my life hates my life. However, my sweet mother, there is no reason behind it. The forces are working and working without any particular reason or intention. The pain that comes from destruction is a secondary phenomenon, of hatred, force, hatred. For God's sake! Mother, I wasn’t born with the intention of tearing your silky womb apart, but, the force! it made me come out of you with a dash of energy. Though, my mother, my grieving mother, you were unfortunately tormented and deformed by that tragedy. You were very very very very very very sick, for a long time. Are you still in that pain?






OEBPS/images/9781914090905_cover_epub.jpg





OEBPS/images/a05_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a01_online.jpg
= |
manim Hun
N 1 n
pimimmn i
| TN (1 1 B .
I IR IR I :
B .E.l -
omIEIND B —

m

11 muia ll l- . 2 B
- m il
Imnm ||| i LY |“'m“||

mmamam UL RIDD 10 myg
mummul!l N0 A g §m
monimmn (I NHRLTH mm

monEgen/iPIANNE i E
| I
i mrnn N TRIR g o
o

smEEEmiifgirmEIEry mn
mame BROUITINEININIMEN DRI =
B RERRUINT Mrain g i E

o R R angmn W

LR T T TR TR Y
BERRI I Il Il | B Fﬂlﬂlum L

L
HEEE TEEEEERETEE | NN HN N (wawY
o o 2 ¢
"

"o e

Im R R R R L
IEEn I .. ..
0 IN I NE AR e

III
pnm nn vnnmnnnn N ..

E R RERERIINRLnmn ullllll'“"'“

: mEE B EE—
NURNLINIVIIUAR Ll || |} | ety

I mmy LN Iy | NER] pgmmEmaoon’

N RN L R gy g,y a0
] B I LRI N B g gy eeme

F T TUL T [vie 2






