
ů�ƻ�Ƴȟ�ǴĮ�Ʋ�

�

�
��ȠȚȠ� Ȫĕȟ� 
ů� ƻ� Ƴ� ƠǻɈ�Ȝ� Şǚ� ɰȟ� ȆǑțƍ� ȠƏǻȹ� Ȧĩ�� ĖĖȟ�

ȆǑȂ�šĻ�ȠǺĺȊ�ȠƮɆŴȜ�Ȣȷɺ�ƶǩȂ�ȟɾ�ȳĜŬɆŘ�ǵŘŞ��ɯɰȲȠĩ�

ŪƵȲȡ� ȠǺĺȊ� ȠƮɆŴȜ� ƳǃĮ� ńȅȝ� ɪɾ� Ǖƍ� űǖȡ� ɒ� ȺʊƔ� ȠƐŞ��

ŞǨ� Ɲɹƥ�� ɺ� ɰȟ� ȆǑȂ� šĻ� ŉĜȟ� ĺǼŴ�� ĶĠŴȜ� ƛɞ� ĤǩȠ� ǿŘ� ɤɬ�

ıȺȊŨ�ěȠ�ĖĖȟ�ƫŚȊ�Ǔȝ�ĕɈ�ȺĖŴƍ�ıǛŬǻ�Ȧĩ��Ƞ�ŉĜȟ�ĺǼŴȠ�

șĺȲțƍ�įĨƔ�ɀĩƴțƤ�Ȫɵȟ�ȳɗƔ�ȠƐŞ��ȠƇŵ�ȠȚȠ�Ȫĕĕ�ŴƊɀŘ�

ȠǺĺ�ǞȂŘ�ĖĖȟ�ǑɍȲȡ�ȟƮƔ�šĩ�ȦŘ�ȃƃ�ǎƭŴȠ�ŶȯɹŘŧ��ĶĠȜ�

ĶŐȟ�ŊǆƔ�ȩķɹŘ�ȍǆȟ�ŤǑŴ�Ʌ��ɷǲŒ��ɯſ�Ųƈǥ��ńȠɶ��ǥɴ��ɲɥ��

ȆɀĴ�� ƿȩƯ� ńƫ� ŶŶȟ� ıɗȲȡ� ǑįƭŴƍ� ȠƏǻȹ� ȦŞ�� żɺ� ĶŐĕ�

ɸȄȲțƍ�ȏɖɺ�Ŋǆȟ�ǎĞ�ʈȜ�ȍǆƍǆɧ�ĕȹȋĝń�ǀʆ�ʋȯɺ�ȠǺĺŴȝ�

ɪɾ�ǴĮ�Ʋȟ�ĦĨƔ�ʂƭĩ�ĶŐƜȟ�ũɭɺ�ɤɬƔ�ǂȃɂŞ��ĶĠȜ�Ȫĕ�Ĝȡȟ�

ȠǺĺƔ�Ŏǻ�ȑƖŴȠ�ĦʃɿŦ�ʈȜ�Ħʃɿȝ�Ƽɺ�ȠǺĺŴƍ�ɟĸɹɆƜ�ňǘġ�

ŞĕȈŞ�������������

�

�
��

�
ũǡƖ�ƈǦĺ�

����&�!���&�&������ ���

�
��ǝŐŘ� ȃƃ� Ĝȟ� ĕƥȝ� ĕɆĩ� ȦŞ�� ĶŐŘ� ťƃȒ� ǟȝ� ĕɈ� Ľƛĵ� ȃȩȠĩ��

Ľƛĵ� ȃȩȂġ� ȠǺĺƔ� ȻȐɹŘ� ȌȠƤ�� ȚȠ� Ƞ�ƍ� ǉƖŘ� Ȫĕ� ȠȚȠȠĺŨ�

ɹĩ�� ƵƈƖńȟ� łȠ� Ƚȴŭ� ɺ� ȃȩȠĺŨɹŞ�� Ƞ� ȃƃ� Ĝȟ� ĕƥŴȜ� ǟȠ�

ťƆŞŘ� Ƞșƍ� ɷǲŒ� ǗǔȂġ� ǟŶȝ� ǾǻƟĩ� ɷǲŒ� ǆǥƔ� ŽɘńĕŦ� Ǣė�

Ǿġ�ŭ�ĠŴȠŞ��ĶĠȜ�Ƨů�ĶŐȟ�ĠȠɆƜ��ʔȠǺĺƔ�Źž�Żńǂȩʕ��ʔƝɾǅǅ��

ȑƖĕ� Ķğ� ɻ� ĝǺʕ� žĩ� ƝɹŘ� Ǣė� Ƞȸ� ť� ȠǑ� ĶŐȟ� ĠȠ� ǲśŞ�� ǝŐŘ�

ĝŤɺ�ȇƒė�ǹȂǕ��ũǡƖ�ūǑ�ǹȂǕ�Ƨų�ĕƥŴȝ�ƽĩ�ȩǪĮ�Ťƥɻ�ĠȠĺ�

źƬȠŞ�� ǝŐŘ� Ƞȸ� ĩȯ� Ņ� ǲɣŷǽŨ�� ɹƧśȔȝ� İƎʓŘ�� Ȍȟ� ƞɩƔ� ůƓ�

ȃȩŨ� ǲśƤ�� ƚĝ� ƟŘ� ƵƈƖńŨ�� ɷǲŒ� ǆǥƔ� ŽɘńĕŦ� ĽƛĵŨ� ǲśŞ��

ĭɲȂ�ĕĽȒ�ĝŤɺ�ȇƒėȝ�ưžǂƤ��ʔńŘ�Ķȱ�ɺ�Ǯȟ�ǟƜ�ť�ɸȏɺ�ĞɆŨ�

Ʃž�Ķƃś��ǳĺƔ�ƷȑŘ�ĠȜ�řȁŞĩ�ǔĖɻ�źĕ�ȸȢ�ǋƓ�ğʕȠžĩ�Ɲɻ�ǡ�

Ȧĺ�źƬȠŞ��ĶŐŘ�Ƞȸ�ɖūȟ�ũǡƖ�ūǑ�ǹȂǕ�Ǩėȝ�Ʒȑġ�Ů�ĠȠŞ���
��Ľƛĵ�ȃȩĕ�ȇƒėȝ�ưžǂƤ�ƱȩȂ�Ɵɝ�ɜȝ�ɛŞ��ȼȜ�ǥɨȠŞ���

�

�
	�

�
ɯſ�ŤƑȝ�ʎşɹŘ�ǠȺĖŴ��

��"������$##"���#%�����

�



��ɯſ�Ųƈǥ��ŔıŨ�ţȝ�ǡ�ǿŘ�șȢɺ�ōƜȟ�ŤƑ��Ķƃń�ō�ȺɑŨ�Ƕ�ǡ�ǿŘ��

ĕǄ�Ȳ�ǿŘ�ɯſ�ŤƑ��ʔʋǫɹɆ�ǵǲ�Ŋĕ�Ķğ�ȷƝƍ�ĺǼɹŘ�ğĽʕ�Ķƃń�ōȟ�

ǔȢņĮ� ɕ� ŧȠɬȊ� Ťɠȝ� ȠƏɆ� ǵŦ�� ǻŗ� ɺɏȠ� ɽǑ� ɆƷȲȠŦ�� ŨƊŊĩ�

ǭȜ� ĺǼ� ǞȂǕ� ɺūǴ� ōƔ� ǎƍȮǸŦ� ɯſ� ŤƑ�� ʔĺǼȠń�ǻɎƥ� ǎɈȂǕ�

ǂǸĺ� źƬȢ� ǡŨ� Ȧǻʕ� ǻɎƥ�� ǻɎƥȠžĩ� ƝɹŘ� ōȟ� ɯſ� Ųƈǥ� ǞȂŘ�

ńȠɶȊ�ǥɴĮ�ɲɥĕ�ǣģȹ�ȦŞ��ńȠɶŘ�ōȟ�ƨȝ�ȺƔ�ĠȠĩ��ǥɴȜ�ǞȾȢ�

ŞȞ� ņȟ� ňǙĮ� ǒƍȔȝ� ūǨȂ� ǂȃɃ� ĠȠƤ�� ɲɥŘ� ʉƍ� ɜəŘ� ōȂġ�

ıƕǲƂȂǕ��ʅȰȂ�ƢƫƒƤ��Ūɓƅ�ȕțžĩ�Ɲɻ�ĠȠŞ��ōȟ�ɯſ�Ųƈǥ��ōȟ�

ɯſ� ŤƑȝ� ů� Ĝȟ� ɢŞſ� ƉɄƔ� ɪɾ� ȺĹǱ� Şĕǘ� ǡ� Ȧȝ� źĽɆ�� ŏĕ� ɵĩ�

ȦŘ�ƫǕȒ�ńȠɶĕ�ĩǈĩǈɾɉ�źĽɆ��ŏ�ȥ�Ǟȟ�ǥɴȠ�ĘƮƍȒ�ƾǻƖĕ�Ů�

źĽɆ��ŏ�ȇƓɰȟ�ɲɥĕ�Ȏɰȟ�ńȠɶȊ�ǥɴȝ�ȺȐʓ�ǴŊɻ�źĽɆ����

�

�
ƛǺžŘ�Ƞƕȟ�Įȸ�
���(���"#&�&��&���

�
��ƛǺ��ĶĠȠ�ǲśŞ��Ķƃń�ĥĲ�ŏĕ�Ƕġ�Ů�ĶĠ��ǜĨǡȟ�ĿŤĺȂŘ�Şǚ�Ʀȟ�

ȵȜȠĕ� ȦŞ�� ɺ� Ʀȟ� ȵȜȠŘ� Īȝ� Ȅɀɹĩ� ŏ� Ʀȟ� ȵȜȠŴȜ� ūǕŇǇȟ�

ƶʁțƍ�ʍȳɹƤ�Ǜǡȟ�ĿŤĺȂǕ�ɑƌƍ�ŽǻŊƖɆ��ƛǺ��ĶŐȟ�ȥ�Ǟȟ�ɳƓ�

ȅƠŘ� Ŕıȟ� ǰǷȢĽ�� ƢƖȂ� ʒ� ŀȯǩȝ� ş� ƛǺŘ� ƷƔ� ɦĩ� ǻŷƍ� ʑƃĕŘ�

ĠȢĽ�� ů� Ĝȟ� ƶĮ� ɹńȟ� ĝǫĮ� ȃƃ� Ĝȟ� ȡʆȠ� ȦŘ� ƣǨɣ� Ǩɮ�� ĶŐȟ�

ǲɯɬȂǕ� ļɛǡȟ� 
ŀȝ� Șɺ� ǕǨ�Ɣ� ȣǻɀŘ� ȃȩŘ� ŔıȠĩ�� ǊȜ� ǧƙ�

ɑƘȟ�ĺŞſ�ɣƔ�ĕɈ�ĕƥȟ�ȃȩ��ɜəŘ�ȃȩŘ�ŔıȢĽ��ƛǺ��ĶŐȟ�Ƞƕȝ�

ʇƦɹŘ�Ǣė��ǨȪŨ�ŃŨ�ǲŜ�ĬȂǕ�Ɯńġ�Ů�ʍǓ�ƢƖɡȟ�Ňȩ��ĶŐȟ�ȤǪɺ�

ƷƔ�ȫȡɹġ�ɐƒŘ�Ķ�ŇȩȊ�ƢƖ�Ű�ŠƗ�ǡɔ�ƛƖȟ�ǒŴĮ�ĶŴȝ�ʁɾ�ɱɘų�

ȑǏȠ�ȟƮɹŘ�ĠȜ�ƫȀȢĽ��ĶŐȟ�Ƞƕȝ�ʇƦɹĺ�ȳȂŘ�Ķȱ�ɹńȟ�ƪɌțƍ�

ƭǞȂ� ȭģ� ʐŴƋȝ� ȃȩ�� ĶŐŘ� ŔıȢĽ�� ĶŐƔ� ɪɾ� ǂġ� ŭ� Ƞ� Ƨų� ĠŴȜ�

ʌȆȢĽ��ǫȰȢĽ������
��ƛǺ��ĶĠȠ�ǲśŞ��Ķƃń�ŏĕ�ȠƮ�Ƕĩ�Ȧĝń�Ƕġ�Ů�ĶĠ��ʈȜ�ŏĕ�Ȇȗʓ�

Ƨƒġ�Ů�ĶĠ��������������

�

�
ƿȩƯȝ�Șɺ�ĺŨ�

���& �"����%��"��%����%�#��

�
��ŢǪȜ�Ƞȸ�ȠǺĺɻ�ǑŤĕ�ǿŞ��ȆɀĴȠ�ǿŘ�ŢǪȟ�ȄȡȜ�ĩĲțƍ�ŪǲĕǺ�

ɹĩ��ŢǪȟ�ɹǝȄȝ�ŴǻɃ�ǑŤŨ��ŢǪȟ�ƛƓ�Ŷȝ�Şȷʓ�ǯǻɃ�ǑŤŨ�ǿŞ��

ĶƂǕ�ŢǪȜ�ŢǪ�ȩǪȂġ�ȠǺĺɹĺƍ�ɺŞ��ŢǪȜ�ęȪǥƄ�Ƞǁ�ǹȂ�œȃȦŞ��

ʔŊĕ�ȓĽȏ��ǲśȂȏ��ŒȃȖǕ�ȡĕȏ���ǲŝ�ȑǥŁǥƃȖǕ�ʕ�ŢǪȜ�ȄȡĮ�ɼľ�

ǂŋ� ǐőūǴȟ� Ǩėȝ� ĩǥſʓ� ėɇɹĩ� ȦŘ� ƿȩƯ� ńƫƔ� ưžǄŞ�� ȄȡȠ�

Żńĩ� ńƥ�� ŢǪȜ� Ķ� ńƫƔ� ɁȃƺƖĢŒžĩ�� Ƨų� ȨĮ� ĕɆŴȝ�

ȬžƺƖĢŒžĩ��ǥǥƍȂġ�ŞɊɺŞ��Ķƃń�ŢǪȜ�ƢƖȂ�Ǎȝ�Šĩ�ǐőȠžŘ�

Ǩėȝ� ƿȩƯ� ńƫ� ħȂǕ� ǕǛĝƋŞ�� ŢǪȟ� ƨǝƖĕ� ȶȶ� ɑĕȖɉ� ź�� ŢǪȜ�

ȠƮ� ƿȩƯ� ńƫƔ� Ǥ� ǞȂ� ȉģ� Ǭĩ� ȦŞ�� ʔ ń ȟ � ɟıŴ�� ĶŴ� Ƨů� Ŋġ�

ƭǻǂĢȿ�ȑƖĕ� ɼľ� ĺƒŦ� Ķ� ńƫŘ� ǻŸ� ĚŌĩ�ʕ � ŢǪȜ� Ƞȸ� ī�� ŢǪȟ�



ȄȡĮ� ɼľ� ɿŦ� ɋȟ� ǃŨƔ� ĺǻǕ� ǯǯʓ� ɫȯɹĢɆƜ�� ŖȱɆȟ� ɚɚɺ� Ǥ�

ǞȂǕ�ƿȩƯ�ńƫ�ɺ�ĶƏĕ�ŢǪȝ�ĺŞƖĩ�ȦŞ���

��������������������

�
�� ��

�
ʍȳɹŘ�ƛɠƸŲ��

��������' �%��%�"�&(��#�&��#%&��#�&���

�
��ȃĺ� ɺ� ŇȩȊ� ȃȩĕ� ȦŞ�� ĶŴȜ� ȑƖ� ɀǀȂ� ȦŘ� ŔĳĕȢǡŨ� Ȧĩ�� ȑƖȊ�

ȳʄ�ƫįɺ�ǎƀȢ�ǡŨ�ȦțƤ�ʈȜ�ńȊ�ŢǪȢ�ǡŨ�ȦŞ��ȠĠȜ�ǎƁȠǺĺ��ɺ�

ŇȩȊ� ȃȩ�� ĶƖĩ� ɽıȊ� Ʒ�� ǆůȟ� ȠǁȠ� Ȧȁȝ� ĠȠĩ�� ɹƏɹƏ� ưŞƜ�

ưžǂŘ� ȃȩȊ� ƹĩū� ǝƖȊ� ɼľ� ŪǲǕƥ� ȧǻƺƖŘ� Ňȩĕ� Ȧȁȝ� ĠȠŞ��

ŢǪȝ� ǎƁɺŞ�� ǎƁɹɆ� ǵŘŞ�� ƮȖɺŞ�� ƮȖɹɆ� ǵŘŞ�� ǎƫɞġ� ĶƙŞ��

ȺĹŨ�ĶƙɆ�ǵŞ��ȸȩƖƔ�ơŪƤ�ǡǿȠ�ůŲƋȝ�ǇǝƖƔ�ŢǪȜ�ĺǼɻ�ĠȠŞ��

Żńĩ�� ʏʍɹĩ�� ƟȠɹĩ�� ĺǌɹĩ�� żŞǨ� ŻńǂŊƤ� ŕƭȝ� ʑƖŘ� ȠǺĺ��

ȠĠȜ�ʐɺ�ǎƁȠǺĺȠŞ��ʍȳƬȝ�ŃǿȠ�ŨŘ�ŇȩȊ�ɽıȂǕ�ŃǿȠ�ȸȩƖƔ�

ơŨŘ� ȃȩ�� ʀɈȠ� ǿŘ� ƛɠƸŲȟ� ȠǺĺ�� ȠĠȜ� ưƍ� ŢǪȟ� ȠǺĺȠĩ�� ńȟ�

ȇƂŭ�ȠǺĺȠŞ�������

�

�

�
pFL��MZ��

�

��
�5�IS�fH��ISQ9�Bc3R�e1Q9�Bc3@�`Nl2�Aa9�BQc]�9mT�K?�����	5�10

qj<��r>�;7lP2�MbV>�qO^4\�Mghrqi=3�:kX�ErqUdJR�_brY�[6��

DZoBmG��������C8BmG����	�W�KGn6� �

�



Two and a half of inside and outside 

 

Yi Yunyi's solo exhibition A Round Turn and Two Half-Hitches presents five of her mesmerizing 
video works, filled with stories and a diverse range of images. However, the components of the 
exhibition do not necessarily share identical narratives. The fragmented but provoking stories and 
disparate images that the artist presents are harmonized through repetition and the act of recitation. In 
other words, each memory contained within each video is represented by the quilting together of 
corresponding pieces with their own colors and patterns; these pieces are closely related to one 
another and subsequently constitute an entity. There are various symbolic objects on display 
throughout her exhibition, namely a piano, a blue dress, a knife, a spoon, a fork, a green card, and a 
Benjamin tree. These objects are concrete yet tangible elements that reference Yi Yunyi’s internal 
concerns. In addition, the artist reveals these idiosyncratic quilts through fabricated and expanded 
stories transported inside from the outside world, or through private happenings that she herself has 
brought to bear. These stories of hers, apart from reflecting her own private histories, represent 
fairytales that one may have experienced in the past. 

 

1 

A Journal of the Lesson with an Eagle  
- Meet me at the Eagle - 

The girl wears multiple masks. She is a raven with dirty hands. She then becomes a king who begs for 
stories from the raven woman. She is in fact an artist, called Yi Yunyi, whose early wishful dreams of 
being a ballerina failed. The masks that she wears were given to her when she left the piano booth 
after her piano teacher slapped her on the hand. Even though everything might belong to her, at this 
particular moment she verbalizes phrases such as 'Let stories take us on a trip' or 'Tell me. We will 
make it', and nothing turns out to be of her own possession. She will soon confront a gigantic organ, 
freed from the masks she had previously worn. She no longer serves to be the broken accordion, the 
woman with the king's cape who teases the harmonium, the ballerina being connected to an IV, nor 
the raven that flees from the piano booth. Staring at the gigantic and intimidating organ, she might 
have thought, ‘Maybe I just need another pair of hands. / Thus, learning an instrument is better late 
than never’. She will now learn during her time in front of the bronze statue of an eagle. Looking at 
the organ and keeping time with the music, the raven woman dances her swaying steps. They are 
decent steps.  

  

2 

Pieces of Iron Sailing over the Blue Continent 
- Knife, Spoon, Fork - 

The blue dress. Your own island that no one else can reach. However, again, the blue space that you 
neither know nor have ever experienced. ‘Not really sure whether I can recall it.’ However, the blue 
island that once haunted you with unforgettable, dominating, asymmetrical memories, when you did 
not draw any links between the memories of your birthday and our first date. ‘I remember it. Perhaps 
because I saw pictures of it.’ Perhaps. Your blue dress conceals a knife, a spoon and a fork. The knife 
will choke you and the spoon will reveal the awkwardness and the freshness after the Day of 



Atonement. The fork under the clouds, remaining in the present, will tell you when you are dancing 
and laugh like the rocks. Your blue dress, your Blue Island. Until they become approachable through 
your gigantic lenses. Until the scary knife that you are armed with is gently tamed. Until the spoon in 
your mouth becomes a kind dumb. Until the fork on your right silently guides the knife and the spoon 
on your left onto its own path.  

 

 
 

A task called as Maya 
- Maya (not that) - 

Maya, not that. But it is something you will know at the end. There are five young men on the top of 
the world tree. One plays a song with an instrument and the other four, spinning round from North to 
South, start to jump from the crown of the world tree. Maya, whose seeds bore the fruits in your 
mouth? To where does Maya, with a white flowery ornament, float? Mexico City with two rooms, one 
living room, and many dolls. Who reads the poem Prologue for a Flower, by Kim Chunsu? Who is 
the dancing woman with a long nose in her red slips? Maya, at the moment one calls her name you 
may encounter an old man with long and thin grey hair in the middle of the way. Who is the man who 
harshly stabs her pregnant abdomen? What are the thousands of birds with two heads? And what is 
the umbrella unfolding towards them? What does all this mean? Who is the woman whose being was 
no more than a mere gesture until one spoke her name? Who is this woman? Was everything I saw 
through her an illusion or a reality? 

   

 

A Prayer for the Benjamin 
- Wetland, Greencard, Trio - 

So now you do not have anybody to talk to. Your boyfriend, who doesn't have a green card, has to go 
to his home country. There is nobody left to listen to your whining and complaining, or to gently rub 
your forsaken back. So now you rather decide to have a monologue. You confront a sudden farewell. 
'Would I cry? Maybe not. Is it coming from my anger? From hilarity?' You look at the Benjamin tree 
that carries the three-year history of you and your boyfriend. You promise yourself you will kill the 
tree and cut all the branches after your boyfriend is gone. However, you, with horns around your head, 
ramble around the Benjamin tree for three years. As your voice becomes cold, you realize yourself 
that you are replanting the Benjamin tree in the ground of a forest. My friends, they will all ask me, 
'where is the tree you and your boyfriend used to grow?' Even if soon you relinquish your hold on the 
house in which you and your boyfriend stayed, the Benjamin tree still awaits you in the damp forest in 
New Jersey.   

 

half 

Revolving Marching band 
- The Secular Trinity (Boat/Port/Goat) - 

 
Here are a man and a woman. They may be the people who surround us, or they may turn out to be 
you and me. This is a love story. A man and a woman, and a dock and a ship. At the dock there was a 



farewell. Between the woman who stares at the sea and the man who forgets as soon as he turns away. 
He loves you, or loves you not. He hates you, or hates you not. You are missed so much, or not 
missed at all. You may recall the drumming sounds that lingered on. Leaving, regretting, gladly 
accepting, delightful, tearing up and again, leaving is the story. This is a cheap love story. This is 
about the man who keeps orbiting around the revolving door and the woman who endlessly hovers at 
the dock. The story of the marching band that never marches. This is your story and an old story of 
mine. 
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