Salt of the Land (2020-2025)
Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry papers, banana stem papers, threads, color pencils,
ramie, gold leaf; Variable dimension

This work is made up of many pieces of handmade paper sewn together. The paper comes
from mulberry bark grown at home, each sheet personally made by hand, carrying traces of
sweat, earth, and sunlight.

Slowly, stitch by stitch, | sew the fragments together, piecing them back like the small debris of
daily life. It does not seek perfection, but rather continuation and endurance, each piece
supporting another, forming a whole.

The work is installed upside down, so viewers must bend down to see its details,
and lift their heads to see the whole. It mirrors our everyday lives, we bow our heads to work,
and sometimes lift them to think.

“Firewood, rice, oil, salt, soy sauce, vinegar, tea”, the simplest yet truest parts of life.
Under the theme Salt of the Land, it is like salt, ordinary, but giving life its flavor. It is a tribute to
all who labour, and to everyone striving to keep order in their daily lives.
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Feathers on the Floor, but we stand firm and tall (2023-2025)
Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry papers, banana stem papers, threads, color pencils,
ramie, mud bricks, cardboard, bamboo stick; Variable dimension

An approximately 8 x 8 x 8 space, its walls coated in black charcoal, its floor covered with
handmade mud bricks composed of red clay, sand, and plant fibres. Some bricks are laid flat to
form a surface; others are stacked into uneven shapes. Their surfaces are rough and
incomplete, with fibres exposed and sand seeming ready to crumble at any moment.

Discarded cardboard has been stitched and collaged into the forms of demonstrators, leaning
and embedded among the piles of mud bricks. On the walls, silhouettes appear, figures walking
toward the placard.

Over the past two years, my life has been deeply influenced by community movements.
Regardless of how systems change, people should never forget their right to democracy and
self-determination. It is not a gift granted from above, but a voice reclaimed brick by brick, from
the soil itself.

The walls are covered in black charcoal, the floor laid with self-made mud bricks, a mix of red
clay, sand, and fibre. They are fragmented and incomplete, yet continuously rebuilt. Cardboard
is sewn into the form of a placard, with figures emerging from the walls, moving toward it. To
fight for our right to democracy and self-determination is an inseparable part of life.

Amidst the disorder and fragments of everyday struggle, there is still collective strength, a fragile
unity, yet steadfast as a wall built from many hands.
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The corners were wet (2023-2025)
Acacia bark, wooden chair; Variable dimension

A shirt and a pair of trousers made from plant bark. The shirt hangs vertically, its damp corners
bearing traces like the marks left after washing and roughly drying one’s hands from labour. The
trousers rest over the back of a chair, their folds still intact, as if just taken off. The chair quietly
bears the weight, as though it, too, is taking a brief rest. Between the garments lingers the
warmth and humidity of a body that has just moved and worked.

This work stems from the artist’s attention to the “labourer”, whether in the kitchen or the
workshop, whether white-collar or blue-collar, these bodies share the same moment after work:
the damp corners, the hung garments, the breath that hasn’t yet dried. The bark fibres are
processed by hand, soaked, pounded, and dried. Time seeps into the material, shaping its
temperament. There are no shortcuts, no way to rush it. Only time can soften the fibres and
allow the work to take form.

Perhaps this evokes a quiet sense of body heat. The work does not dwell on the hardship of
labour, but holds on to the pause that follows it, the moisture after washing, the still-wet corner
of cloth, the breath of a body momentarily at ease. Even the chair seems to rest in that instant.
Within this pause, the labourer is no longer defined or divided. What remains are humidity, air,
and time, simple and real, like life itself. A shirt and a pair of trousers made from plant bark: the
shirt hangs vertically, its corners damp like traces left by freshly washed hands; the trousers
drape over the chair, their folds intact, as if just removed. Both garments retain their moisture
and form.
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Untitled (2023-2025) | Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry bark; Variable dimension



One Ringgit chicken (2023)
Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry papers, banana stem papers, threads, color pencils,
color ink pens; 55cm x 104cm

In Malaysia, “One Ringgit Chicken” is a colloquial phrase for something cheap or insignificant.

This work reimagines the one-ringgit banknote, remade by hand with paper pulp, plant fibres,
and natural dyes, transforming the printed logic of monetary value into the tactile language of
labour, land, and daily life.

At the centre, a chicken sits as if hatched from the currency itself, a humble creature of the
kitchen and the market, of care and consumption. Here, it becomes a metaphor for survival, for
the unnoticed labour that sustains a home, and for the quiet humour of living under an economic
system that prices everything, yet values so little.

One Ringgit Chicken asks: When value is measured only in money,how much is life’s labour,
and laughter, still worth?
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Feather mother, feather home (2023-2025)

Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry papers, barks, ramie, bamboo, color ink pens, color
pencils; Variable dimension

A hen sits in fullness, her body swelling like a quiet queen. Her feathers are not just plumage,
they are home. The chicks live, hide, and grow within her warmth.

After the lockdown, | began raising chickens for eggs, the most basic source of protein in our
family. From five to more than thirty, they have become part of our domestic world. One
remarkable hen bred four or five generations, her daily walks with her chicks became our quiet
joy.

In this work, the mother hen embodies the cycle of care and domestic labour. Her body is a

house, her feathers are its walls, a shelter of tenderness and endurance that sustains everyday
life.

(B8)

— A8, PEFE , EFRLNLZE, ENFEEAFRER, BFEPEREE, BE. &
o

THEGRYE  BFBFTG , ANKEEENHEEE, NERI=1+Z2  BRTREN—
o, Hh—RENETTH, AR, FENEEE. WAR X TENEZTERZBHIRNE,

HERT , BURAERFSERFVER , USENE , UPENE , NZUERERR 2P ZE
BEEWHAEE,



Light Holds the Wind (2023-2025)
Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry papers, bamboo, thread; Variable dimension

Over the past two years, | have learned to make traditional lanterns and Malay kites. The two
crafts unexpectedly share the same foundation, both are built upon bamboo. In Southeast Asia,
bamboo is one of the most common materials, but to me, it feels more like a personality.
Bamboo is light, yet strong. Its strength does not come from force, but from judgment, patience,
and the sensitivity of the hands. | often feel it resembles a woman, flexible, resilient, and
requiring care, understanding, and gentle guidance.

Lantern-making taught me about support and unity. Each thin strip of bamboo connects with
another, forming a structure that can hold light. It is not only illumination, but also a form of
collective strength. Kite-making taught me the language of wind, how to tie, balance, release,
and let the wind become part of the form itself. This work combines both experiences. Bamboo
forms the backbone, holding up fragments of life; paper, like skin, breathes with light and air. It
sways gently, not entirely stable, yet deeply real. Like our daily lives, it is held together by
hands, wisdom, and a small measure of resilience, as we piece life together bit by bit.

In this work, light and wind are not merely natural phenomena, but two invisible yet tangible
forces in everyday life. Light symbolizes awareness, knowledge, and hope; wind represents
movement, unseen labour, and emotion. The bamboo frame and paper surface relate like body
and breath, light yet resilient, separate yet mutually sustaining. “Light Supports Wind” is a
reversal of common thought. We often say wind lifts light or fans the flame, but here, light
instead supports the wind. It suggests an inner strength, that amid the turbulence and drift of
life, what sustains us may not be power itself, but awareness and warmth.

Bamboo, an everyday material across Southeast Asia, is shaved, bent, and tied by women’s
hands into the skeletal frames of lanterns and kites. Lanterns carry light; kites borrow wind, both
depend on their frames, those seemingly delicate yet enduring structures, like the
interdependence among family, community, and labourers. This installation, together with the
previous work “Firewood, Rice, Oil, Salt, Soy Sauce, Vinegar, Tea,” belongs to the same life
system, both are stitched together from handmade paper. But this time, the structure is more
spatial, like a breathing space being held up. The bamboo pole stands like the spine of life,
supporting two curtains pieced together through labour, while the colours of the paper, earth,
rice, grey, and pale yellow, extend like the tones of body and land.
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I thought | could fly (2023-2025)
Self-made & natural color dyed mulberry papers, barks, ramie, bamboo, sack bag with straw
and fiber, mud ball, color ink pens, color pencils; Variable dimension

I’'m not entirely sure why | made this work. One day, | simply felt an urge to hang up something
that looked like, and yet didn’t quite look like, a chicken. That impulse to suspend something felt
both absurd and strangely light. The bamboo pole seems to embody a supporting force; the
lump of clay below it serves as grounding, as an anchor. And the suspended form in between, it
looks as though it might take flight, yet is also caught mid-air, frozen in motion.

Beside the work stands an archery target, struck, marked, and bearing traces of impact.
Perhaps there’s a kind of dialogue between the two: one suspended in the tension of air, the
other absorbing the force of being hit. | never intended to explain it. It feels more like a memory
stored in the body: when | no longer need a reason, my hands simply know what to do.
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Play, Pause, Stop (2024)
Installation on-site, bamboo-made arrows, sack bag with straw and fiber; Variable dimension

This installation art piece features a suspended archery target, crafted from a burlap sack filled
with straw and natural fibers. At its center is a striking red "play" button-shaped bullseye,
surrounded by marks from previous attempts—some arrows hit the target, while others miss
their mark—capturing the repetitive nature of this action.

Using archery as its theme, the work explores its rich history as a skill, game, and art of
precision. The act of aligning focus, effort, and intent to hit a target parallels the modern
behavior of repeatedly pressing the “play” button on digital platforms. Through this metaphor,
the piece raises a critical question: are we actively choosing to engage, or are we guided by
media design to act?

The "play" button, a universally recognized symbol, traditionally invites us to start or participate.
Yet, in the digital era, it has evolved into a habitual interaction. By juxtaposing the ancient art of
archery with the modern digital interface, Play, Pause, Stop reflects on how our behaviors have
shifted over time.

In the past, “play” was a tactile, physical activity, rich with sensory engagement. Today, it is
often reduced to the mechanical act of pressing a button—a habit requiring neither skill, physical
effort, nor deep focus. The arrows represent our daily actions: are these actions driven by
intrinsic motivation, or are they shaped by external forces? The target, marked by countless
attempts, visually represents the monotony and repetitiveness of modern interactions.

This work invites viewers to pause and reflect: are we truly “playing,” or are we merely following
cues designed to prompt our habitual responses?
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