For Aozora Art Festival

Collect Footmarks in Koshuku

By Chumpon Apisuk

1.

Green, Green, Green

Apricot in trees

Yellow, Yellow, Yellow

Apricots in baskets

Apricot in trays

Apricot in cans

Appricot in bottles

Yellow, Yellow, Yellow

Under the scorched sun

I rode bicycle passing by

The smile of a lady in a yellow apricot store

2.

Kuraku Bo, a house of many tatami with sliding walls

Day time

I sat infront a small loom

Feel the weaving

A golden fish in the pond 

Night time

Moon face smiles

With small white hands

Darkness infront of me

I am touched 

3.

Awakening

My feet tied to bicycle paddles

In the cave inside the big black tree

A crow agressively fly above my head

At the lonely shrine

4.

Fire hot chilly

In Mexicana, Italiano, Nippone cafe

Next door from Koshuku bicycle shop

Three men walked on the road

Their’s fire-head

5.

I met beautiful face grandma

She holds my hands 

She smiles

The room full of smile

I hear a dancing song

6.

Bukakan priceless sweat 

A small hut filled with inked paper

Just one rubbing

A gift of heart means all 

It would be very nice

If we can have a warm sake together before we depart

7.

Tunnel, Tunnel, Tunnel, Tunnel

Water dripping coldly

Bodies of dead slaves

Behind cracked wall of mountain’s body

I thankful for friendship still exist today.

8.

Spirit of reality 

The wind I feel

The whispering sound I hear

The fragrance in my heart

I feel the invisible reality

My believing is high up, beyond 

Room with walls and ceiling

In sympathy to life

Living in harmony to each other

9.

I send an application to love

At the end I click submit box

My application is accepted

With conditions I must agree

To microsoft company

Signed.

November 2001, Concrete House, Nonthaburi

I wrote these prose to describe my co-existant with Koshuku, with heartly thankful to Aozura Art Festival. I hope they can describe my performance, in which I cannot put them into word. For me, the performance I did in Koshuku is different and it was very mystery to me. The work rather a process than a performance piece in time. I was not aware of many things that happen during the performance, and the piggy god I prepared in order to give audience a slight humour did not work at all. The things that worked well in the piece was all automatic. (I should use the word spontanous but I don’t like the word, because it seems like accident. But the word intuition is also very ritualistic to me. I think the word automatic, though may seems mechanical, but it has more physical involvement than spiritual.)

What I’m trying to say is I like the performance I did in Koshuku very much. And I believe that most of the credit must give to the organizer of the festival, whom had created such a wonderful aura to fullfill me at the first place. 

Thank you and I hope the festival will grow and continue to allow many other artists to feel your wonderful aura.

Chumpon Apisuk

Concrete House, 57/60 Tivanond Road, Nonthaburi 11000, Thailand 

