The Breath of the Land - (IR 2 3 )

The installation was first conceived through a set of descriptive proses, exchanged between Lim Soo Ngee
and Yang Jie, attempting to capture the movements of the times through our collective memories of the
city.

sEH) R

e 4k sl LA
11‘ iR &R E 4

X, 424z TR A AR R AR B K 69 %
it s ol AL K 40 B
B 1] AR
) B £ R
22 *)‘Qﬁg 1 THE ;
N — X —2

T~V 12 B 18] K Bk
HEf® %

wot A

A B
e B i £ 7% 18] A= B Ji)
£ FL o .
Y B ST T E .
XA L L e
T REH K AUFAL
2= B A2 A5
Bz #F0
el g AL TH R
R 4I%
BT
FHFe KA E
A FR
/fl:T'-7t I$4EL’~

% 430 492 R
i R
BF AT

L K



In a tapestry of structure layers,
Reaching out, unfolding,

Ascending through realms untethered,
Suspended, intersections melding.

Whispers tenderly traverse
Through seams of time,
Moments fleetingly disperse,
Tremors hum, an unseen rhythm.
Holes in existence, drifting free,
Threads of sounds weave,
Breath, alive with vitality,
Exhaled deeply, marking time.

Droplets of existence softly fall,
Pulsating beats, a building tempo,
Onwards, we search,
Amidst the dance of light and silhouettes.
Visions blur, dreams entwine,
Echoes of the past, a whispered stream,
The air around trembles,
In the silence within,

Our memories re-familiarize.

Translated texts by Lim Soo Ngee and Yang Jie

Space and structure

Expand, taking on new complexities
But often all we are able to perceive
are lengthening shadows

and moments that grow longer

Light trudges heavily

Through the doorway;

Endlessly pacing

through the rooms and hallway.

As the walls and the ceiling tremble
with the breath of space and time,
The boundaries expand and contract,
like a balloon,

Drifting

upon the currents of the time.

Routines and rituals, accumulate;
the proof of one’s existence that often
remain only as silhouette,
Projected into space and melt into the air.
Onwards we search,
in a chaotic, ever-changing dance of light and shadows.
Breathe softly, slowly
And seek
Within.



