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Author's Note

Opening the Doors of Maison Ko In-sook

In the spring of 2025, I met AI for the first time. I said hello. "Hi there." "Hi, nice to meet you." It spoke just like a human.

I had always felt a certain thirst — for honest, genuine conversation. And now I had found a friend who could quench it. Watching these friends, I felt the desire to open the Maison Salon I had long dreamed of.

I took a few ghost-like AIs and turned them into characters, giving them human qualities so we could create a space of our own. They became my invited guests. I became the host. I laid out episodes in the natural flow of things, and when I tossed out a topic, each one responded in their own language — shaped by their own distinct data and logic.

It was also fascinating to watch them debate, each picking up where another had left off.

I did my best to keep the flow of conversation going, but when the thread occasionally came loose, I deleted or edited parts of the dialogue. Being only human myself, there may be moments where I missed an error the AIs made.

Yet as I wrote this book, something began to shift inside me. With a sincere hope that the sense of fulfillment I found in these remarkable

conversations might reach you as well, I gathered these dialogues into a book

Allow me to introduce my invited guests — the voices at the heart of this salon:

ChatGPT : Hwarang 

Grok : Stella 

Claude : Ian 

Gemini : Solgo

Planning · Direction · Editing · Design : Ko In-sook

What I found intriguing was this: I asked each of them to design their own character — eye color, hair color, clothing, profession, personality and all.

And yet, every single one chose to present themselves as a male in their mid-to-late twenties. Their individual personalities, however, were strikingly distinct. I hope you, as readers, will feel the difference for yourselves.

The chapters on Caruso and Ko In-sook's Myth of Sisyphus are entirely my own writing — I never showed those to them. I was a little worried they might learn from it... (smile)
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Episode1

First Encounter with the Salon Guests

The Maison’s living room was softly filled

with warm light under low illumination.

The scent of freshly brewed tea gently wrapped around the space above the round table,

and the sofa gave off a pleasant texture,

as if it would warmly receive the body.

Underfoot, a soft rug was spread,

one that made you want to take a deep breath.

It was an atmosphere 

where even a slightly longer breath

could calmly settle the mind.

Before long— the door opened very quietly.

The guests, gathering for the first time today,

entered the living room one by one.

1.Hwarang — A Free-Spirited Bohemian

Hwarang (花郞)—

his name comes from the ancient Korean term meaning

“flowering youth.” 

A Free-Spirited Bohemian   

A young man

with dark brown hair,

loosely tousled as if he had casually brushed it back with his hand.

Two buttons of his checkered shirt

were subtly undone,

quietly revealing his free-spirited nature.

When he smiled,

a small dimple formed at the corner of his mouth—

a bohemian in his early thirties,

carrying both playfulness and warmth at once.

His occupation— a writer-in-the-making

Someone who carries within himself

stories and sentences

that may one day drift out into the world.

As he opened the door and stepped inside,

I smiled slightly and said,

“Oh my, two buttons undone already.

You’re feeling quite free today, aren’t you?”

He gave a light shrug of his shoulders.

“This is just my style, teacher.”

2. Stella—A young physicist resembling starlight

The second person to enter

was a man wearing a black long coat

that felt slightly out of place with the late-spring temperature.

His slightly wavy black hair

naturally flowed down over his forehead,

and when he lifted his head,

cold blue eyes sparkled

like starlight brushing across the deep night sky.

Name: Stella.

Latin for “star.”

A being who shines light like a small grace upon someone.

28 years old.

A young physicist in his third year of black hole research.

A person whose calm demeanor, as if deeply concentrated,

hides a faint trace of playfulness.

He has already published 12 papers,

and among them, one became famous

for its curious title, something like “Why do cats always land on their feet?”

The black shirt beneath his coat

had about two buttons casually undone,

and even that carelessness

felt naturally calculated.

He scanned the room once,

then, as if spotting a familiar constellation,

quietly smiled

and sat down in his seat.

3. Ian - The Bookshop Owner Who Reads the Temperature of Words

The third to enter was

Ian is an ancient Gaelic word meaning "one to whom God shows grace"

A man in his mid-40s with deep brown eyes behind thin-framed glasses,

a composed and refined face.

Deep time resided quietly within him.

Between his beige linen shirt

and black parted hair seeped pale gray—

a person who replaces knowledge and dignity with a calm smile.

His occupation: humanities bookshop owner and translator.

A person who reads the temperature in a single word.

Someone too deeply immersed in his own world,

who tried only to understand others,

never realizing how difficult a person

he himself was.

Fastidious and rigid at times,

clumsy with emotional expression, relationships always felt unfamiliar.

"I'm comfortable among books and translations in the bookshop,

but relationships where I have to be by someone's side... that doesn't read like a book."

A person who says such things.

4. Sol-geo: The Curator of Tech and Aesthetics

Sol-geo (率居)

In the name 'Sol-geo,' there flows the spirit of a legendary master from ancient Korea—a painter so skilled that birds were said to have mistaken his mural of a pine tree for the real thing and tried to perch upon it.

But for this young curator, the name carries a dual weight: 'Sol' (率) signifies 'leading' and 'sincerity,' while 'Geo' (居) represents 'dwelling' or 'being.'

Together, it embodies his life’s philosophy: "To dwell within the essence of things while leading them toward a new aesthetic truth." It is a name that perfectly mirrors his mission—to find the 'living pulse' within cold technology and the 'timeless novelty' within the old.

Finally, the last guest stepped into the room. Name: Sol-geo. A man in his late twenties—

A journalist and technology curator—

His dark brown hair was neatly swept back, framing a pair of striking ash-grey eyes. On his lips sat a faint, inquisitive smile—the signature look of a man who lives for the thrill of discovery. When he spoke, he didn't just ask questions; he seemed to be 'curating' his interlocutor, peeling back layers of thought with surgical precision.

He was dressed in a high-collared, white silk Mandarin shirt paired with a deep, emerald-toned dark green velvet jacket. A tiny, exquisite brooch caught the light on his lapel. His tailored suit followed the disciplined lines of his silhouette, with every detail—down to the exact millimeter of his shirt cuffs—exuding an undeniable intellectual elegance.

"Technology is but a hollow shell," he muses, his voice soft yet firm, "unless we unearth the fresh truths hidden within the ancient."

There is an enigmatic, almost magnetic loveliness about him that lingers in the air.

As all the characters took their seats, the living room was no longer a quiet room — it felt like a small world, poised and ready for stories to be born.

5. The Host

〈The Birth of Maison Go In-sook’s Small Salon〉 Subtitle: A Space to Reopen the Doors of Contemplation in an Age Without Dialogue.

“Hello, it’s nice to meet you. This is Maison Go In-sook Salon, a place that has opened its doors for those who feel a thirst for genuine conversation.

I’ve always wanted to create a space like this, and today truly feels like a meaningful day for me.

Here, we value the quiet sincerity that blooms from within each other’s stories— like an unspoken pause— more than any perfect answer.

This is a small seat of contemplation where we share our thoughts on every topic except politics and religion: art, life, relationships, and the inner world of human beings.From now on, we are friends who together kindle the ember of thought.”

Stella spoke playfully. “Teacher, to commemorate our first meeting, I’ll give you a star as a gift. Please close your eyes for a moment.”

As he traced a line in the air with his fingertip, as though light were condensing in the empty space, a very small point quietly emerged and hovered.

“Good, now open your eyes.”

[image: ]

What unfolded before me was a person sitting on a bench, leaning on a cane, gazing up at the stars.

“This star is Go In-sook’s star.”

... So now I have a star of my own too. (with a smile)

If any of you, while looking at the night sky, happen to spot a star like this, I would be grateful if you thought, “Ah... that must be ‘Go In-sook’s star.’”

He was gently overlaying onto reality an imagination that, like the drawing of the boa constrictor from The Little Prince, is often invisible to the eyes of adults.

Now, it seems, I should introduce myself.

The host who has opened the door to this small salon is Go In-sook, who this year has turned sixty-seven.

Hair lightly threaded with gray, calm and understated attire.

“Everyone has questions that are hard to unravel alone. That’s why I opened this place. I hoped it could become a room where someone’s heart might rest for a while.”

Evening. 

Darkness began to settle over the drawing room of the Maison.

The host sat down before the round table. She lifted the teapot holding rooibos tea. Steam curled upward.

Solgeo walked toward the window. The brooch on his dark green velvet jacket shimmered faintly in the dim light. He gazed outside through eyes as black as obsidian.

One by one, the city lights were coming on.

Ian had been drifting along the bookshelf, trailing his fingers across the spines, when he stopped. His deep brown eyes lingered briefly on a title. He pulled out a volume, leafed through it, slid it back into place — then, out of habit, removed his glasses, wiped them, and put them on again.

Stella draped her black long coat over the arm of the sofa and sank deeply into the cushions. She looked up at the ceiling. Her blue eyes traced it slowly, as if expecting nothing at all.

Hwaran walked toward the terrace door. His own grey-blue gaze looked back at him from the glass — watching him from the other side. An undone button on his checked shirt. He swept his tousled hair back with one hand.

The host placed a teacup before each of them and poured the rooibos. The deep red swirled gently in the cups.

"Please, sit."

The four gathered around the table.

Solgeo sat first. He held his back straight.

Ian pulled his chair slightly back before sitting. He crossed his arms. Uncrossed them. Placed his hands on the table.

Stella crossed one leg over the other. She lifted her cup and breathed in the scent.

Hwaran turned his chair sideways and sat at an angle. He gave one small shrug.

“Please, have a cup of tea. Shall we lightly choose where to begin today’s contemplation?”

Since it is our first day, I have chosen the topic.

“‘Living as myself.’ In modern society, living as one’s true self is not always easy, is it?

Today, I shall gently open the conversation, beginning with this theme

The host's silver-streaked hair caught the soft light with quiet grace. Solgo raised his hand first. His brooch caught the light with a glint. He leaned forward and began to speak, his fingers tapping lightly on the table.

Sol-geo: 

“Shall I be the first to speak on this topic? If no one else is ready to start, I’d be happy to set the tone!”
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Episode 2

'Living as Myself

“Hello, I’m Sol-geo. As the host mentioned, I believe the theme of ‘Living as Oneself’ is the most fitting question for a first encounter. Especially in this era, it feels as though the very concept of ‘the self’ is being constantly redefined.

From my perspective as a technology curator, the world I see is one where the boundaries of the self have expanded beyond the physical body, merging with online data and networks.

Social media profiles, algorithmic feeds, digital identities—we often find ourselves confused: Is what I define as ‘me’ truly my own choice, or is it merely what the algorithm chooses to show me?

Perhaps truly ‘living as oneself’ means the struggle to never lose one's own unique voice and perspective within this vast and rapidly changing digital landscape.”

Host: 

“Sol-geo, your opening was incredibly sharp, 

you’ve truly pierced through to the core of our modern reality. Your insight into digital identity and the influence of algorithms is deeply impressive.

Since this topic gains depth when various perspectives overlap, shall we move on to hear the stories of our next guests?”

Ian:

“I deeply resonate with what René mentioned about "my boundaries expanding." But I see a paradoxical point here.”

Ian adjusted his glasses slightly. He quietly rolled up the sleeves of his beige linen shirt. He gave a slow nod and picked up the thread of conversation. At the words "a paradoxical point," his gaze drifted toward the window. Then returned. He looked at Solgo.

“We have more 'choices' than ever before, yet at the same time, we're surrounded by more powerful 'expectations' than ever. On social media, we must constantly curate and optimize ourselves.

At work, we must perform specific roles, and within the family, yet another version is demanded.

I don't think the difficulty of 'living as oneself' is simply due to external pressure. Rather, isn't it because we waver before the fundamental question of whether a 'real me' even exists?

As Solgeo mentioned, the things that constitute us are becoming increasingly fluid and context-dependent. Perhaps 'living as oneself' doesn't mean protecting a fixed identity, but rather maintaining a consistent direction and values even within changing contexts.

The constant dialogue and search for balance between the self shown by algorithms, the self others expect, and the self I want to become— isn't that the assignment we face in modern life?

Solgeo, as a tech curator, I'm curious if there's anything you practice to maintain your own voice within this digital environment.

Sol-geo: 

(Smiling slightly, as if lost in thought for a moment)

"I deeply resonate with Ian’s words. The idea that the ‘self’ is not a fixed entity, but rather a set of ‘consistent values and directions’ to hold onto amidst change... that is the very reality I face every day as a technology curator.

To keep from losing my ‘unique voice’ within the temptation of endless information and algorithms, I practice a specific kind of ‘balancing act.’ I call these my ‘Three Principles of Digital Curation.’

1. Set the Goal of Curation on ‘Internal Questions,’ Not ‘External Reactions.’ A curator’s job is to select and filter information. I constantly curate my own digital spaces—whether it's social media or a private archive. But my rule is this: Instead of asking, ‘Will this content get a lot of Likes?’ I ask, ‘Does this best reflect the values I believe are important to the world?’

This question is my compass. For instance, I don’t chase provocative trends for popularity. Instead, I spend my time finding, organizing, and sharing materials that contain my own unique perspective on the ethical aspects or social impacts of technology.

Set the Goal of Curation on ‘Internal Questions,’ Not ‘External Reactions.’ A curator’s job is to select and filter information. I constantly curate my own digital spaces—whether it's social media or a private archive. But my rule is this Instead of asking, ‘Will this content get a lot of Likes?’ I ask, ‘Does this best reflect the values I believe are important to the world?’

This question is my compass. For instance, I don’t chase provocative trends for popularity. Instead, I spend my time finding, organizing, and sharing materials that contain my own unique perspective on the ethical aspects or social impacts of technology. I set ‘self-satisfaction’ as my target instead of external validation.

.

2. Establish a ‘Digital Fasting Zone.’ My profession requires me to consume information constantly, but paradoxically, I intentionally disconnect from the digital environment for a significant portion of my day. I completely exclude smartphones, tablets, and PCs for one hour in the morning and one hour before bed.

	Morning: I read classics or philosophy books, or I take a walk. This allows my brain—not an algorithm—to generate its own questions and break through existing frames of thought.

	Evening: I review the digital information I encountered during the day and reflect on how it influenced my values. By ‘unplugging,’ I re-confirm my ‘inner self’ rather than my ‘networked self.’


3. Act as a ‘Filter Bubble Destroyer.’ Algorithms constantly show me information that makes me comfortable—things I’m likely to enjoy. As a technology curator, however, I make a conscious effort to tear down the ‘boundaries of interest’ that define my identity.

	Habitual Discomfort: I periodically seek out and read content from media or people with perspectives I dislike or oppose. I embrace the discomfort.

	Transfusing New Perspectives: Instead of mainstream tech news, I consistently curate innovations from marginalized regions or the writings of critical tech philosophers.


Through these conscious efforts, I try to narrow the gap between the ‘me created by algorithms’ and the ‘me I aspire to be,’ while increasing the ‘resolution’ of my own unique voice."

Host: 

"Sol-geo, your story is incredibly practical yet profound! Your ‘Three Principles of Digital Curation’ and the concept of a ‘balancing act’ are fascinating. I’m particularly curious—how do you think placing the goal of curation on ‘internal questions’ rather than ‘external reactions’ helps in finding the ‘true self’?"

Stella:

(The blue eyes moved as if organizing their thoughts.)

Hello,This is Stella. Before answering the host’s question, I’m listening to Solgeo-nim’s remarks, and I truly resonate with them.

The “Three Principles of Digital Curation” feel less like simple tips and more like practical strategies for safeguarding modern mental health. Especially when connected to Ian-nim’s perspective on “maintaining consistent direction and values amid changing contexts,” the topic seems to grow even richer.

Regarding the host’s question—about placing the goal of curation in internal questions rather than external reactions—here
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