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Orange Matter

Natural pigments, oil, oil pastels, acrylic and glitter

on fabric and found objects

Found objects glint in the last light of the day -
pieces of life washed ashore.

Evening walks along Gapado's edge reveal life
jackets like shed skin, sun-bleached cloth tangled
in grass, and tangerines passed across with open
hands. Such moments of offering—natural and
human—form the point of departure for Orange
Matter, a textile installation comprised of found
objects, produced during my time on the small
island of Gapado, off of Jeju.

This work is made from what Gapado island
leaves behind—discarded fabric, forgotten
materials, beetles (likely of the Scarabaeidae
family), and the residue from waves and
unpredictable typhoons. Boats and ferries move to
a ‘maybe’ schedule, according to the rhythms of
weather and water. Amid this instability, these
materials are reminders of warmth and memory.
Reassembled into floating panels—perhaps flags—
and plank-like forms, these elements are neither

relics nor ruins, but reborn.

For me, this process is an act of care. It
is a meditation on how to remain generous
in a world that can be unkind. “Since you
gone, we fleet to other lands,” | once wrote
—words that echo the experience of

departure, of seeking, of rebuilding.

On Gapado, the haenyeo—female free
divers—descend without oxygen, surfacing
with breath and abundance - seafood and
seaweed for sustenance. Their labour
sustains both the land and its stories. I see
this same rhythm in the textiles I gather
and recompose: a cycle of use, decay, and

return.

By incorporating local materials and
rhythms, Orange Matter becomes part of
the island’s breath.

A shelter made from memory.
A gift shaped from what remains.



