
Someone knocked on the front door. Some woman was standing with a small box in her 

hand. “Here is Siwa’s first album.” It was Siwa who smiled shyly there. Giving the album 

I expected to receive around a month before, she said that she came by herself since her 

house was near. It seems like unreal, but it is true. That is when she released her first 

album finally after singing with an acoustic guitar in many clubs around Hongik University 

for a few years. Those who received the album still remember the time which gives warm 

and honest feelings just like her songs. Every spring, she sings “the sound of flowing water, 

flower petals falling down, so make footsteps carefully…” with a simple guitar melody. So 

today can also be a good day to feel the warmth and honesty through her story.
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M U S I C I A N  V O I C E

   It may be good moments when we travel alone, or do 

something in our free time, or be with our friends. But the 

best moments I still remember now were when I was alone. 

There is a song ‘Sky Park’ in my first album. I got an idea for 

that when I traveled around Tubingen in Germany. I looked 

around there riding a bicycle since I enjoy riding bikes. Actu-

ally I met my friend there and spent the nights with her, 

but we decided to go around separately during the daytime 

anyway.

   So when I was riding a bicycle alone one afternoon, there 

was a green hill on the right side. I suddenly wanted to go up 

the hill. It was like the basic wallpaper of Windows in which 

there are trees and clouds on a green hill. While I was walk-

ing up after parking my bicycle, I saw all the grass on the 

hill, and unknown small flowers bloomed everywhere. I just 

thought that it would be nice to take off my shoes and walk. 

So I really took off my shoes and socks and walked barefoot 

since there was no one around. It was so soft and I liked it. 

I could see a small town below the hill from the hilltop. The 

orange roofs of the houses. The European style houses were 

so pretty and novel. Somehow I felt like I had been there be-

fore, so I thought I might have lived there in my previous life.

  The soft soil and grass on my barefeet… I rolled about 

on the lawn and wrote many words in a notebook I had, 

since no one was there except me! Haha! So I brought the 

feelings of soft soils and grass to my home in Korea and 

made the song ‘Sky Park’ with the words and feelings on 

one morning. I think you can imagine how I was excited on 

the green hill. If someone saw me, he would have thought 

I was crazy since I felt like the grass and soils were waiting 

for me while walking on the hill. I even said “Hello and thank 

you and everything~” to them. I’m sure I wouldn’t do that if 

there was someone else there. Hahaha! It was a really good 

day for me.

   Anyway the Korean friend I met in Germany lives in Ireland.  

She had quit her job in Korea to travel the world, but she 

finally settled down there, because she married an Irish-

man. Actually the reason she had left Seoul was because of 

conflicts with other people like her family or co-workers. She 

had said that she wanted to live freely but Koreans interfere 

in each other’s life so much. So she left Seoul after quitting 

her job and sometimes sent me emails and post cards from 

various places.

   In one of the letters she said she had left Korea in order 

to escape from the problems she had suffered but nothing 

had changed. It meant that she also came in conflicts with 

those who she met during her travels. She was travelling as 

a member of World-Wide Opportunities on Organic Farms 

(WWOOF) program, which means she sometimes had to 

work on some farms. It’s like she was in another society. 

Finally the letter said she realized that she became free from 

nothing and that what she wanted to escape from exists ev-

erywhere. It also inspired me to write a song. That’s in ‘Good 

Night’. “It’s not leaving here alone, it’s not being left alone, I 

couldn’t walk any step from, what I wanted to be free from.”

   Actually I was a Special Education teacher and had an 

opportunity to take a music therapy course for the teachers. 

That allowed me to start making songs with the challenged 

students. Perhaps it’s because I wanted to make what I 

learned useful. Haha! Anyway it’s really easy. We can just 

change the words of existing songs. Or it’s also okay to say 

anything with a simple melody we can make. “Come here 

and take a seat. Let’s say hello.” Or anything! Everyone must 

have done this kind of thing in kindergarten or elementary 

school. Now I feel like this experience made it easier for me 

to try writing words and making songs later. Of course I also 

learned how I could become close to the children from that 

experience.

   Have you ever met autistic children? They avoid eye con-

tact with others all the time, since they are locked in their 

own world. We respond to external stimulus, but they don’t

respond. They block all stimuli, so there cannot be communi-

cation between them and the outside. But… I could try what 

I had learned in the music therapy course. There was some 

song that some autistic children know and enjoy singing. 

So I sang the song next to the child and suddenly stopped 

singing. Then the child started to continue singing that song. 

It means that he was listening to my song. Also he was 

willing to let others listen to him. I couldn’t find whether we 

had communicated or not through other ways. But singing a 

song allowed me to be sure that he was listening to me. At 

that time I realized that music can make me and the children 

become closer and communicate in some ways. Well, a little 

bit deeper communication than before? So I tried to add 

music therapy to my education in school.

   I had so to speak, two jobs since I was a singer at the 

same time, as you know. But I quit one of the jobs as a spe-

cial education teacher this February. Actually I’m afraid now 

because my job as a singer is unstable. I don’t know what 

will happen to me! Haha! But I can think of it in a different 

1 4


