
thirdworld, (1997, 17 min)

1 . It was like wondering…
2. …whether it was a boy or a girl.

3. There was another scary story… my brother’s son.
4. He was like a lump of meat, the size of a rat…

5. ,with a baby’s head.
6. His limbs were mashed together like a ball of chopped 

pork.

The screen draws black like curtains
or perhaps our eyes have closed 
or the light’s gone out
It happens here. 
It was like another country.
We understand. 
�������������%XW�ZK\�GR�ZH�QHHG�D�ÀDVKOLJKW�
             to see,
when we were so enjoying the dark?

Empire, (2010, 2 min)

Has the diver been looking for something and has someone else found it?

Emerald, (2007, 11 minutes)

In The Pilgrim Kamanita, a Buddhist novel written in 1906 by the Danish writ-
er Karl Gjellerup, the protagonists are reborn as two stars and take centuries 
to recite their stories to each other, until they no longer exist. Like Kamanita, 
the unchanged Morakot is a star burdened with (or fueled by) memories.  

JEN
Tong...Tong... Goh
Are you two here?
You look handsome today.
I dreamt about going home to Nong Khai.
It was raining so hard. The electricity was out… It was 
pitch black.

Nimit, 2007, HD, colour, sound, 16 min

Inside our house there was a calendar with an image of the king. It was by 
the door for ones to see when entering the house. Years later, we moved to 
a new house, a concrete one. The king followed with a new calendar year, 
D�QHZ�GHVLJQ��DQG�D�QHZ�NLQG�RI�SDSHU��,Q�UHWURVSHFW��KH�UHPDLQV�D�À[WXUH�
that relates to time. Somehow the familiar image of the bespectacled man is 
still linked with the lights of my childhood years. Other than that, I only know 
him through various images and stories from the news, presumably much 
of those were approved and issued by the Palace. They contain a different 
kind of value – a more polished one. Through the years, the physical quality 
of these images has been transformed – from the grainy analog video to a 
KL�GHÀQLWLRQ�GLJLWDO�IRUPDW��2EYLRXVO\�WKH�WHFKQRORJ\�PLUDFXORXVO\�ULGV�WKH�
artefacts and makes the images clearer. But the more polished the value, the 
more it manifests its opacity.

Blue, 2018, DCP, colour, sound, 12.16 min

A woman lies awake at night. Nearby, a set of theatre backdrops unspools 
LWVHOI��XQYHLOLQJ�WZR�DOWHUQDWH�ODQGVFDSHV��8SRQ�WKH�ZRPDQ·V�EOXH�VKHHW��D�
ÁLFNHU�RI�OLJKW�UHÁHFWV�DQG�LOOXPLQDWHV�KHU�UHDOP�RI�LQVRPQLD�

A Letter to Uncle Boonmee (2009, 18 min)

/tc 01:00:19:13 01:00:20:19
�¿OH�����
Uncle

/tc 01:00:20:23 01:00:24:11
�¿OH�����
I have been here for a while.

/tc 01:00:25:05 01:00:27:07
�¿OH�����
I want to see a movie about your life.

/tc 01:00:27:12 01:00:31:14
�¿OH�����
So I proposed a project about your reincarnations.

0\�0RWKHU·V�*DUGHQ�����������PLQ�

I often took a refuge in the orchid house when the heat was unbearable. The 
shades and shadows inside made the air cool and the earth smell like rain. 
The rocks were soft as they were covered with green moss. The ground was 
ÀOOHG�ZLWK�EXUQHG�FKDII�WKDW�ORRNHG�OLNH�EODFN�VDQG��7KHUH�ZHUH�DUPLHV�RI�
black ants and white termites who ruled the ground. Nearby, the grasshop-
SHUV�FDPRXÁDJHG�WKHPVHOYHV�LQ�WKH�EXVKHV�RI�&KLQHVH�5RVH��,Q�WKH�HYHQLQJ��
a German Shepherd barked incessantly as my mother walked home. The 
VPRNH�ZDV�FUHHSLQJ�IURP�WKH�EDFN�NLWFKHQ��7KH�URZV�RI�RUFKLGV·�JUD\�URRWV�
were touching my head as I was walking towards the exit. The roots were 
WHQWDFOHV�WKDW�DEVRUEHG�WKH�YLVLWRUV·�PHPRULHV�DQG�IHG�WKHP�WR�WKH�ÁRZHUV�
DERYH��'LQQHUWLPH�DUULYHG�ZLWK�WKH�VHWWLQJ�VXQ��7KH�RUFKLG�ÁRZHUV�VWRRG�
poised, digesting the recollections of the day.

*KRVW�RI�$VLD��FROODERUDWLRQ�ZLWK�&KULVWHOOH�/KHXUHX[�����������PLQ�

00:00:17:17 , 00:00:19:23 , - I want to play. | - This is 
a squid.

- Quiero jugar. / -Esto es un calamar.
00:00:20:17 , 00:00:22:18 , - Draw. | - Draw a tree.

- Dibuja. / - Dibuja un árbol.
00:00:22:22 , 00:00:24:21 , Draw... a football.

- Dibuja... un balón de fútbol.
00:00:25:00 , 00:00:28:03 , I want you to draw a tree. | 

I want you to draw...
- Quiero que dibujes un árbol. / Quiero que dibujes…

Monsoon, (2011, 3 min)

$�PDQ�LV�6N\SLQJ�WR�WKH�RWKHU�VLGH�RI�WKH�ZRUOG��+H�GLVFRYHUV�D�ÀUHÁ\�DQG-
shows it to his partner.

This video is a lullaby for a monsoon night, for a loved one far away, and for 
DQ�HPSW\�ÀHOG�RXWVLGH�WKH�ZLQGRZ�

/XPLQRXV�3HRSOH������������PLQ�

The white dust merges with the muddy water. The boat makes a u-turn at the 
bridge that links two countries. The passengers are tired and start to drift off 
LQWR�WKHLU�RZQ�ZRUOG��7KH�ÀOP�GLVLQWHJUDWHV��7KH�FUHZ�DQG�WKH�FDVW�ZDQGHU�RII�
in the river of simulation. The border links the worlds of the dead and of the 
living.


