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Subaek-dang
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Self-conscious Frugality Immersed in a Strange House
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What a strange house. Rooms, as if they were
pockets, are hung along a long hallway. As if to expose the feel
of impact caused by the collision when caressing the body of an
outerworld, masses are layed fully exposed along the mountain
ridge. In a way it seems it has emancipated from an obstinacy,
the obsession of clinging on to the nucleus of architecture, and at
last reconciled with nature, the plunderer. But in other ways, its
destiny to struggle in the boundaries as a building and the
lustrous thirst for nature seems to have been cooled off by
spreading its limbs as far as possible. Strange indeed. Compared
to the surrounding awkward houses and the houses we normally
confront and imagine, it does not seem like a house in the least.
The “white mass upon the hill" has utterly deleted not only the
roof but the usual codes regarding a house. lIts lofty pure white,
firm perpendicular system, the steel lattice frame lined up
discordantly with the whole system, and the elongated, repeated
masses actually suggest some kind of a private museum.

What a strange house. Yi-Rem-Si(the signifier)
suddenly encounters the alien soul, Faust, embodied by Um-Jik-
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Si(the signified). The flavor of our traditional spacing which
explodes and expands horizontally by Um-Jik-Si cannot be seen.
Instead, Yi-Rem-Si with eyes that can perceive depth wherever it
stands, seizes space, occupies space, and manipulates space.
Um-Jik-Si swallows the soul and Yi-Rem-Si dispenses itself in it.
Fiery eyes, the intensity of depth it expands and that depth being
invaded inch by inch by Um-Jik-Si. What makes of it? Where will
it be for Faust s dream to come to an end? Among the pages of
the history of men, men who have been conquering space, a
sweet and seductive plot has been hidden as if an ambush. The
empty lot returned to the inhabitant, the silence of a samurai,
passion of the falls, the damp emptiness, the play of lines and
planes, platonic mass, the geometrical composition, the loftiness
of a gentlemen, the visit of Chosun, all the gasps of numerous
aliens are blended, mocking our flesh. When did we start to
possess space in the form of depth?

What a strange house. The unexpected
ambush of fanciness inherent in a simple mass causes the body
to shiver and the extravagant taste of a bourgeois concealed
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under the name of poverty fogs the mind. The beautiful sceneries
are enclosed and framed in every direction and the visible
emptiness is draped with dazzling clothing. The stair and the
vertical cylinder attached to the vacant wall, as if a silhouette,
emanates beauty. The sky light peeps in from a narrow opening
and the outside world is cut off below sight. Not one trace of a
flaw can be found, anywhere. Truly no poorness seems to exist
here. How much effort was needed to accomplish all this? But
still, how much more effort will be needed because of the deficits
from what has not yet been found? Here, | am talking about the
splendor disguised in indigence. The inconvenience underlying in
superficial comfort.

What a strange house. Life accom-modating
architecture, not architecture containing life. Isn't it strange that
the house exists for the one who determines the way of living,
not for the inhabitant? The situation that a house has become the
subject of art and the history of the architect s activities is still
following the steps to ‘consolidate self-consciousness s
awkward indeed. Now | meet the codes of Seung, not the person
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Seung. His works are surely recognizable. The fact that an
architect has become a code, not a style, and especially to find
that in a house is bizarre.

What a strange house. How strange that the
house embracing nature meets that nature in a form of the most
thinnest shell. How strange that the house surrounded by nature
in all directions, cannot see through that nature. How strange that
the house open to such beautiful scenery cannot feel the
affection and sorrow that lies in it. How strange that the hature
of spirits’, which is felt deeply even when shallowly seen, cannot
be found. The scent of affection which should arouse is missing
here. This awkwardness of opening, that actually closes and
shuts off. What on earth is its identity?

What is a house? Above all it would be the
place of concealment. In other words, it is needed to hide our
bodies. Why do we hide in these houses? To find the origin of
our existence through respect and that, by accomplishing the
courtesy of inner fulfillment with simplified images. Isn't that the
reason why a house always reveals itself as a sophisticated vet
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fundamental presence. If a house has a meaning above its
physical properties, it would be in the secrets of this kind of
existence. And that is why a house is the pass way in seeing the
world and the doorway towards nature. Isn't the house that very
place where we harvest the tired human body that has been
tortured through life all along? The place where we refill the
sense of emptiness, where we reminisce the forgotien world so
far away, and then finally discover the sincerity of life. Is not this
what should be of a house? The house lies together with human
on a road connecting life and death. This is why the house is a
subject to the human mind, not the human body, and, the beauty
of a house blossoms from mental imaginations, not from the
sensualities of flesh.

Idiosyncratic. Either inside or outside the house
we always seem 1o be homeless. We wish for a home but seek
property, we wish to build a house but make an ideology, we
wish to live in a house but reside in arrogance, we wish to rest in
a house but remain in ego. We should build a house of the mind
that inquires why we live and how we should, but instead a
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house of the flesh that sees, shows, reveals, conquers and
insists, is built. So, at last, the ego is covered with a shell harder
than steel. Everyone is trying to build theirselves, not a house.
That s why we cannot possess the house we ourselves have
built. Though we live inside the house we are wandering outside.

In my point of view Seung s before work,
Sujol-dang, seems much better. Even though its defects, the
excessive door structure, the artificial stage like space, the
ambiguous hallways and the exhibition hall like living room, it still
pertains an elegant tension and has some room for
improvement. As the name Sujol says, it stands as a house with
modesty. Also it has the ability to catch the moments of serenity,
anticipation and sighs of the city. Maybe it s the size of the mass
that makes Subaek-dang somewhat inferior to its predecessor.
The vague reason for spreading the masses as if they were
fingers, framing the building by placing a platform in the front,
the placing of the stair in the back and the way the shady court is
set. They are all so artificial and uncomfortable. The suddenly
appearing steel frame and the steel part supporting a simple stair
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are also awkward. The rocks on the roofs are dubious, and the
erratically placed rocks supporting the water route seem vulgar.
Not one piece of land is left lucid and calmness is not to be
found. As this is so, relatively, the sa-rang-bang(room) driven all
the way to the corner rather seems beautiful.

What s the point of living? Isn't it the journey of
peeling off the cover of exaggeration and ostentation, we have
directed to settle down in a vulgar world, and lay down in the
wilderness watching the pure sky, and calmly retrospect oneself,
to refine all the filths of life and ultimately return to a pure being,
that is, nothingness? As poetry is the temple of words, isn't a
house the river of life? It would be possible to say that the house
is a space where the generosity needed, to return to nothingness
can be broaden. Building a house is the method to train and
accomplish this returning, and simultaneously, allows the
concrete self affirmation of oneself.

Subaek-dang is charming and beautiful. But the
house Subaek-dang is not charming nor beautiful. It is because of
the truth, that if a house is built upon the desires of flesh it is apt to
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lose that much. And when the architect does not desert his ego
this is an inevitable consequence. Everybody longs to possess a
house, and most have succeeded. But among all of us, who has
truly possessed one? What is a true house? Wouldn't that be
made with the spirit of steel, wood, soil, water and fire. So a
house should not be the object of the architect willing to reveal
his/her own world through his/her own ways. Moreover, it should
never be a studying case of the architect s interest, The following
three phrases is what | wish to say to the architect of Subaek-dang
and to all the people who truly wish to find the sincere meaning of
a house. To the person who is willing to take a few steps from the
matter, and once again pursue the truth lying in the matter, and
then at last, enjoy the integrated beauty of candidness.

Excellence lies in the ordinary and the candid
Excellence lies in the frugal and the near
Excellence lies one in water and one in stone
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