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—He believes he loves Sarah, yet never manages to see her as a person—


“Going out again today?” Abraham asked.

	“I can’t report my whereabouts every single day, every single time,” Sarah said.

	“Not every single day, every single time,” said Abraham. “I ask once a week, yet you’re out almost every day.”

	“I won’t be late. Fix yourself dinner the way you always do.”

	 

	Sarah Was a Volcano

	After tossing a remark at her husband Abraham, Sarah stood before the shoe cabinet, a handbag looped over her wrist, dressed in a red silk dress. The faint bluish tint of her skin and the glossy red of the silk suited her very well. As she heard the front door close behind her, Sarah found herself recalling, all over again, a memory from ten years earlier, already beginning to blur. It was around the time when their son Isaac, then in elementary school, had grown old enough to be sent alone to his after-school academy. Sarah, who had resumed the work she had done before marriage, left in haste on an overseas business trip for training and to visit an exhibition. Because she had flown out without even time to stop by the house, Abraham learned through the embassies of countries such as the United States, Japan, and Germany which country she had entered and which flight she had taken, and then showed up at the exhibition hall in the United States where she was traveling on business. When Sarah, passing through the entrance of the exhibition hall on a fixed work schedule, suddenly found Abraham standing before her, she nearly fainted. Pulling herself together, she hurried him off to the hotel where she was staying nearby, but it took less than an hour for everyone from her company on the trip to know what had happened. It was probably from then on that Sarah stopped telling her husband Abraham where she was going. Abraham was Korean, and a panelist on a YouTube channel called Humanities TV.

	Staring vacantly at Sarah’s back as she searched for the heels she intended to wear, Abraham dropped heavily onto the sofa. A moment later, the front door opened again and shut. “That’s how accidents happen. Of course something will happen, sooner or later, if she keeps going out like that,” he muttered to himself, then went into his study. At the entrance to the room hung a series of specially printed vertical banners showing Sarah in her twenties, thirties, and forties in order. Through the crack of the half-open window, the sticky wind swayed the Sarah in her twenties back and forth. The center of the banner twisted slightly and formed an unnatural crease, and Sarah’s face folded grotesquely and trembled from side to side. Abraham quietly shut the window, made sure the banners were hanging motionless in their proper place, then sat down at his desk and buried his head in Carl Jung’s Red Book.

	But after reading aloud several times the line, “The deep interior is a volcano that spews scarlet lava, formless and undifferentiated,” he muttered to himself, “Sarah was a volcano,” and snapped the book shut. Whenever his wife went out, he could not read. He could not even bring himself to prepare for a broadcast or write a manuscript. On days without a recording session or the weekly panel meeting, on days when he was at home with no particular schedule, Sarah’s going out subjected Abraham to a kind of anxiety and fear. He hurried back and forth through the house, counting his wife’s shoes or rearranging the clothes hanging in her closet by season—spring, summer, autumn, winter—barely enduring the way his breath rose to his throat. Touching Sarah’s possessions with his own hands was Abraham’s private means of escaping panic. Abraham’s mental defect was known well not only to himself but to Sarah too.

	Abraham had a habit of engraving his own name on all his belongings, whether it was a mug, a fountain pen, or even a face towel. Abraham’s father had been the same. Even after his mother, having fallen into a heretical sect, ran away from home several times, completed all the paperwork related to the divorce, and disappeared entirely from the house, his father never broke the habit. It was that father who raised Abraham. Whether it was a plastic sticker punched with English letters or a paper label, he would inscribe on each object the opening letters of his name, “Ab,” and whenever Abraham looked at an object marked with his own name, he felt anxious because of Sarah, upon whom “Ab” could not be inscribed, could never be inscribed.

	It was not that there was absolutely no way, but he could not use a needle or ink on her skin. Sarah too knew very well Abraham’s pathological suspicion toward her, but he did not beat her or squander the household money on gambling, and above all, he did not physically confine her. In every outward sense, he was a diligent and capable head of household who respected human rights and human dignity. He was not a man who went out alone to drink. Since the previous week, he had even been chosen as the host of a weekday regular program on Humanities TV, becoming a feminist who declared that he acknowledged and respected everything from introductory women’s studies and neo-feminism to women’s liberation, equality between the sexes—no, even equality among multiple sexes—but as far as Sarah knew, the only people who admired Abraham were his viewers.

	After finishing with Sarah’s shoes and clothes, Abraham washed both hands carefully. As long as his hands were moving, it was bearable. He sat down at his desk again, calmed himself, and began reading The Red Book once more, but while repeating the line, “Life and the serpent, from left to right, from thought to pleasure, from pleasure to thought,” he suddenly sprang up from his chair as if some accident had occurred. Snapping the book shut completely, Abraham got ready to go out, threw on whatever outerwear came to hand, and left the apartment at once, hailing a taxi that was just turning out of the complex. Even if Sarah only told him her destination from time to time, he roughly knew where it would be. A newly opened museum, or a touring exhibition of famous paintings from around the world, or else a museum, or a newly renovated urban park—it was not hard to infer where a woman possessed by newness syndrome would go. In that way Sarah, slipping out of her domestic space to view new exhibitions or newly discovered cultural relics and the like, had spent twenty years waiting for her husband to change.

	Bereft of both parents at an early age, Sarah had led her life by her own strength from adulthood onward. If there was misfortune in it, it was this: even if she divorced Abraham, there was not a single dependable acquaintance with whom she could discuss the life that would follow, or go over the important matters related to it. As the years passed after marriage, the one person with whom she might naturally discuss anything, the one person to whom she might entrust her life, had become Abraham alone, and she had realized that fact far too late. From the earliest days of marriage, Sarah had slowly been caught in Abraham’s grip.

	What Sarah wanted was not some unprecedented new breed of humanity, not human beings freshly instructed in how to stand upright, not people commanded to shake bronze bells out of museum storage and found a new nation, and yet as time passed she came to understand that the emergence of the new kind of human being she wanted was in fact impossible. Still, she could not give him up entirely. Until the twenty-four hours of her domestic life became rich with psychological stability, the only thing she knew to do was flee from Abraham every day—thus teaching him action and reaction, forcing him to learn adaptation and the survival of the fittest. It was Sarah’s only method, the one she had acquired while living, in her youth, as an independent being.


Abraham’s Stalking

	The taxi driver was an elderly part-time driver with ash-gray hair and neither navigation nor a mobile phone. The taxi turned onto Jeong-dong-gil, and a little later the driver let Abraham out not in front of the Seoul Museum of Art but in front of the Seoul Museum of History. By the time Abraham realized he had been dropped at the wrong place, the driver had already picked up another passenger. Standing where he had been let out, Abraham glanced around briefly, then nearly kicked the tram right in front of him. A decommissioned tram car, No. 381, with layers of overpaint peeling here and there, sat there on the sidewalk like an eyesore. Lowering the left foot he had raised, Abraham steadied his breathing and noticed in front of the tram two women—or rather three figures. The bigger woman, dressed in modified hanbok, had a child strapped to her back, so with the little girl beside her there were three in all. It was impossible to tell whether the child wrapped in the carrying cloth was wearing black rubber shoes or was barefoot. In any case, together with two pairs of black rubber shoes, the three were fixed to the ground as life-sized statues in the frozen posture of “The Rose of Sharon Has Bloomed.” It was absurd enough that the little girl was clutching a schoolboy’s stiff square cap in her hand, but more absurd still was the fact that the “Tram Viewing Information” sign in front
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