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—Disappearance is treated not as an ending, but as a structural condition.
It asks what remains when space, body, and form no longer hold—





	My mother’s funeral, for a woman who had not lived even a full hundred years, ended with startling simplicity. There was no wailing, no companion for the road beyond, not even a proper set of burial clothes. Soon after, I too left, following her, and everyone who had known me spoke with one voice, saying that I had died. I laughed as I looked at their serious faces. They were so utterly certain that they seemed unreal, like a delusion in broad daylight. They lived believing that the space they occupied was unmistakably real, that their lives were organisms with just cause, living and moving each day. Yet in less than two centuries, they too would die, realizing that the space they had inhabited had been nothing more than a dream.

	When I switched on the light and stepped into the small eastern cell of Sumisa, strange colors caught my eye. I stopped with one foot still over the threshold. Red, yellow, and blue were not unusual colors in themselves. The primary hues blazed everywhere—in the painted beams of the main sanctuary, in the Buddhist painting and hanging scrolls—so there was nothing inherently strange about them. What was unmistakably unsettling was that the familiar lattice of the cell’s door had changed, both in its arrangement and its colors, just as my mother—once an art dealer—had abruptly withdrawn from life. My mother had died two weeks earlier. 

	Of the forty-three panes of the lattice, only four had been colored. Having known every corner of Sumisa through more than three hundred years of coming and going, I noticed the change at once. The four panes looked as though colored paper had been cut out and pasted on; their texture was utterly unlike that of hanji. It was clearly someone’s mischief. Because the temple had bought nearby houses and used them as lodgings for pilgrims, anyone could come and go freely. A yellow rectangle in the upper left. A red square in the lower right, with a red rectangle aligned directly beneath it. And a blue bar in the lower left. Even if it was only a trivial intrusion, it excited me, and for a moment I could forget my mother’s death. My mother was dead.

	Tomorrow, I would tell the abbot to have the door replaced. As I always did when I came to Sumisa, I knelt and sat facing the lattice door. Pale moonlight filtered through it. The moonlight could not pass through the colored panes, but it was still unmistakably moonlight. I surrendered my whole body to it for a long while, until I could no longer stop the tears and lifted my face. The tears did not stop. Something was lost. At times—very rarely—something that had been a part of my own body, my mother, had fallen away from me in an instant. That night, the only thing I could do was mourn her. My mother was dead.

	I was not the kind of person who drew attention with a face twisted in anguish, wherever I was—neither then nor now. Nor did I have any special history that might provoke others’ curiosity. That day, all I did was move my body briefly from my usual sleeping place to the cool, hard ondol of Sumisa. I wanted only to mourn my mother where no one could see me, remembering what had been lost. Any place where I could remember my mother for the last time would do. My mother had not died at Sumisa. In fact, she did not even know that I came here. Nor did I know who the man was who died together with my mother. All I knew was that he looked perhaps a hundred years younger than she did. We knew very little about each other. From rumors drifting through the art world, I could only guess at the nature of their relationship. 

	What I was mourning was not my mother’s death as someone who had lived as volume within space, but my mother as she had existed as a point or a line. Before space—existing as a point or a line, not yet occupying space, or even if she did, never knowing from the start which space could be called her actual, lived space—I could only mourn her in two dimensions. Because I, too, was a point or a line. People thought that my mother had lived as volume within space and then died.   

	The moonlight was lucid—outside the lattice door and inside my mind. How many hours had passed. While everything slept, I remained kneeling, gazing beyond the lattice. As the moonlight began to wane, I must have dozed off where I sat. Half-asleep, I saw someone beyond the moonlight. Who was it. The sound of footsteps approaching me grew distinct. From the shadow cast outside the door, I could not tell who it was. Each step carried no weight at all. From the sound alone, it was impossible to guess. The owner of that shadow hesitated briefly before the door, then flung it open, and I was too startled even to cry out. As the handle was pulled from the outside, the lattice doors slid open in an instant, parting to either side. I could not even flinch. Standing there before me—when I glanced up at him—the colors of the lattice doors were shining here and there across his body. It was inexplicable. On the pale backs of his hands, hanging down, blue veins bulged sharply. His hands trembled slightly, and then he vanished. He had clearly stepped inside, yet he was gone without a trace. I doubted my own eyes. I opened them wide and searched every corner of the room, then the open lattice door and the courtyard below, but he was nowhere to be seen. Just as my mother had vanished all at once, so had he.

	Last night and tonight as well, whenever there was moonlight, he appeared in the same way and then slipped out of sight. Whether he was a man or a woman, where did he go. Day after day he came, opening the lattice door and startling me in silence, only to disappear again. I could not go on like this. I decided that I had to confine him inside the room. That night too, he appeared without fail. The moment the lattice doors opened and he stepped in, I braced my knees and shut them at once. He stared for a while at the closed lattice doors. In that moment, I saw his face clearly for the first time. Though it was only for an instant, I could remember it distinctly. His face was strangely distorted, yet it did not look as though it were in pain. Any human image had already drained away; it was the face of an ascetic bound by an inescapable law. His hair was cut short, and he seemed, somehow, to resemble my mother as she had been in life. Like her face, always bent close to albums of Mondrian’s paintings. Now he had nowhere to go. Unless he passed through my body or through the lattice doors, he was utterly trapped.

	“Who are you?”

	Still seated facing the lattice doors, I asked. I could sense his presence behind me. He did not answer. I asked him again. I waited for a long time, but there was no reply. An
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