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There are the Songs of the Jeju Haenyeos sung by the haenyeos

themselves on whichever seashores go around Jeju Island. These

songs were mainly sung when they rowed out to the sea to Biyang-

Island or Jigwi-Island to carry out their diving work. It was also sung

when they went to far out places for a period of time away from home

to dive, and when they swam out to the sea and carried out the

gotmuljil(work in near place) while leaning on the taewak . 

The songs of the haenyeos are a labor song which focuses on the

functionality of the sound of the rowing. In most cases, this sound of

rowing has been referred to as the songs of the haenyeos and They

it were sung almost in the same way all around the Jeju region. The

sound of the rowing is considered to have been sung until the end of

the 1960 s which is right before the implementation of the motor

boats. Because it was sung while going far away to dive to the

mainland or rowing their fishing boats or other boats powered by the

wind, as well as while they were away from home, the songs of the

haenyeos were shared by one and all not only on Jeju Island but all

over the Korean peninsula. The songs of the haenyeos at present are
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designated as the number one intangible asset for Jeju Island and is

being passed on under the responsibility of the Ethnic Culture

Preservation Committee of Haengwon-li, Gujwa-eup, Jeju City. Here,

the song of the haenyeo refers to the sound of rowing .

- Kim Youngja and Kang Deungja, possessors of the Jeju Island

Intangible Cultural Property No.1 Skilled Craftsman Distinction

Ie-eo-do-sa-na, ie-eo-do-sa-na

Ie-eo-sa-na, ie-eo-sa-na

Where are we going by rowing these oars,

let s go in the direction of the Jin-do seas. 

Ie-eo-do-sa-na, ie-eo-do-sa-na

Ie-eo-do-sa-na

Set out the boat with three sails,

ah, the head ferryman makes merry with rowing.

The Seoul aristocrat holds a brush 

and writes his piece. 

Ie-eo-do-sa-na, ie-eo-do-sa-na

We take turns rowing the oars

don t exert yourself too much  

bending over stomach and back. 

Ie-eo-sa-na, ie-eo-sa-na

The pinenut boat slides along  

and the pinewood boat glides along. 
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Our boat is as fast as it can be 

like a flying baby goshawk. 

Hit the water, and away we go, 

hit the water vigorously ie-eo-do-sa-na.

Don t exert yourself too much  

bending over stomach and back 

ie-eo-do-sa-na, ie-eo-do-sa-na.

When my mother gave birth to me  

did she give birth to me just to have callouses 

with thornbush oars in her hands?

When the rope breaks 

there must be the Japanese ropes from the Busan Harbor.

When the oars break  

there must be the straight stick from 

Tsusima mountains. 

Eo-ki-yeo-cha, eo-ki-yeo-cha

ie-yeo-do-sa-na. 

Look how well our boat goes 

the front boatman at the bow 

the back boatman at the stern 

the galley cook under the mast 

the high tide gets delayed. 

Ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-do-sa-na

my shoulders on this night sea  
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shake along with the waves. 

This small woman s mind 

shakes with the grief of a lifetime 

ie-yeo-do-sa-na  ie-yeo-do-sa-na.

Money money that doesn t answer 

money money that even dogs or cows don t eat. 

It is money that cannot be used 

to build even the door 

ie-yeo-do-sa-na ie-yeo-sa-na  

If not for money 

why would we sing the parting song about family 

why would we come all the way to Wulsan?

Time passes and it is dark July  

return back to us August lovely.

My hometown I do want to go back 

my beloved parents and brothers. 

I want to live to see their faces again. 

ie-yeo-do-sa-na ie-yeo-do-sa-na. 

The green leaves on that mountain 

grow younger every year 

but my body grows older every year 

ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-sa-na. 

My body is as thin as a needle 

and gets sickened with bull-like disease. 

I write a letter to my loved one. 
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I only get a reply telling me to try some medicine. 

I think it was foolish of me 

to pine after such a cold lover 

even though I know I will forget 

once I go on with my life. 

I am still a foolish woman 

I am beguiled into being gullible 

ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-do-sa-na.

Ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-do-sa-na 

blunt has become my liver, my bowels 

they are buried in slopes and mounds. 

Sea god with good eyesight 

swaggers away with front arms

swaggers away with back legs. 

The good fortune with abalones and conches galore 

please let me achieve it 

ie-yeo-sa, ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-do-sa-na.

The merciful Dragon Sea God 

and my efficacious Sea God

although we have the good fortune 

with abalones and conches galore 

please let me dive in peace 

ie-yeo-sa-na,  ie-yeo-do-sa-na.
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I dive into the middle of the big ocean. 

I don t know where the shore is and spend 

all night outside in the moonlight. 

Please Mr Ship-owner, turn around the ship. 

We three siblings have come together 

so the beat of the oar 

and the beat of our back 

and everything fits together 

ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-do-sa-na.

Three months, four months, please don t go.

My youth is all spent up. 

When I was around my twenties 

I could have gone to topple the rocks of mountain valleys. 

When I am in my forties and fifties 

my lover turns around while on his way to meet me. 

Ah you people in your teens, 

don t make fun of this white hair of mine. 

The child becomes white haired soon enough

ie-yeo-do-sa-na, ie-yeo-do-sa-na.
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Originally, the haenyeos songs were songs of fishing labors, sung

by bodies of Haenyeo who carried out muljil(diving into the sea)

with the sea as the background. The Oar rowing sound song while

you are rowing the boat and the Sound of swimming using the life

buoy (tae-wak) song are two good examples. The Oar rowing

sound song was especially like the representative song of the

haenyeos’ songs which were sung when they went to the mainland to

diver or to another specific island on a boat. These kinds of haenyeos’

songs bear the characteristics of a primitive labor song and reveal the

sentiments as well as the functions of the haenyeos work. There is a

pre and post singing format where the meaningful story and the

chorus are sung.

There is the singing exchange fomat where even though each of

the singers are singing about a different story, there is a lot of relation

between the two, and the tunes become harmonious.
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A variety of sentiments that may be obtained from individual lives

and communal lives that is possessed by a group appear in the

haenyeos songs. The longing for their family felt by the haenyeos

when they are in the mainland for their muljil, their painful lives, their

expectations and betrayal of their husbands, and their fated lot are

expressed though a dark image. The dark image due to their tragic life

perspective tried to be overcome by borrowing the mother figure and

portrayed as a sympathetic figure or a comrade in their destined life.

A) The Functions of Labor and Expression of Space and Time

The Haenyeos songs are directly associated with the muljil. The

act of leaving the house and rowing the boat and the functions of labor

are expressed in the story of the songs directly. The labor songs are

products of the oral narration of the actual scenes. That is why the

scenes of labor as the expression of time and space backgrounds are

depicted directly. The limits of the labor work, the time and space spent

in working are described vividly. The frustration of not being able to

get the abalone compared to gold and silver and the shells when they

dived into the water because of their short breath is compared to the

fruits hanging high up in the tree. By doing this, they brought in an

objectively related object with a vertical movement in space.
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I-eo-do-sa-na,  i-eo-do-sa-na  i-eo-do-sa-na  i-eo-do-sa-na

By rowing this boat, where am I going?

I am going to the Jindo seas,

Let s go to only this place

I-eo-do-sa-na,  i-eo-do-sa-na  i-eo-do-sa-na

Let s have three sails,

Let s go on rowing out,

Come on captain oarsman, No-nyeom!

Hold a brush, you are such a good writer

You aristocrat from Seoul, No-nyeom!

Is this a pine-nut tree boat that goes far away?

Or is this a pine tree that sails so well?

Our boat is so quick and swift

Like a young hawk playing

Come on waves, hit us! We are going so well

Our boat is going so well!

Oarsman Yi in the front part of the boat!

Oarsman Go in the stem part of the boat!

The ship s cook under the main mast

is time for the water is getting more and more late

Even though gold and silver are spread out under the water
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they are like fruits hanging high up in a tree

B) The Purpose of Labor

The work of muljil was focused on economic realities where

you have to earn money for cash more than anything else. A part of a

song that is sung in an exchange format by two people.

The first part is sung by A, and the latter part is sung by B and it

takes on a double story telling format. The song is centered towards a

synonymous theme of being rewarded with money after their own

labor. This is ultimately the justification of the realities of the trip to a

foreign place and the labor that was done by the haenyeos who left for

another place to carry out muljil.

A B

I-eo-do-sa-na Sun and moon

I-eo-sa-na Do not eat

what is dirty what is dirty

It s not money  It s not money

Parents and siblings their blood and sweat

left behind bleeding away

Wul-san, rivers and mountains Here it is

What do you like so much Here is it

Parents and siblings Here it is
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parting     Here it is

These mountains My sweet youth at 16!

why did you go         

C) Tragic Life Perspectives

The muljil process started in the morning and went on until

15oclock in the afternoon.

The haenyeos spend about 5~6 hours in the waters making it

extremely difficult. There are many cases where they hold their breath

for about two minutes and go down about twenty meters to catch

abalone under extreme peril to their lives. This is because a

misjudgment of experiential knowledge learned through their muljil

can sometime lead to death by not being able to hold their breath in

the water. That is why the muljil was regarded as an act of going

back and forth on the road to hell . As this is the case, their own

destiny resembled that of the seaweed which sways in the waves and

their life perspectives are pessimistic.

I-yo-sa-na I-yeo-sa-na

Carrying the soul coffin on my back

With a gourd on my breast

In one hand holding a hoe

One feet, two feet into the deep deep sea

floundering into the sea
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Bittersweet mother, when you gave birth to me

From which sea seaweed soup did you eat

Each waves make me cry

Whenever the waves strike

we struggle and sway with our lives

D) The Spirit and Vigor of Labor

Humans have the tendency to overcome every tragedy they come

across. For the Jeju haenyeos, the difficuties that they faced due to the

dangerous work that they worked. This can be said to the

acknowledgement of reality. That is why the songs have a much more

of a stronger disposition.

The symbol of the overcoming of the difficulty is the maru (the

top part of the wave when they strike) in their lives. For the haenyeos,

there is the water maru which is created when they go forward on the

waves by rowing. The will to overcome any kind of difficulty is

expressed and even more emphasized by using the technique of arrayal.

A B

I-yeo-do-sa The ship s rope

Eo-gi-yeo Even though it breaks

Eo-gi-yeo-ra The Busan harbor

I-eo-do-sa-na A-sa-no-juri

I-eo-do-sa-na There may be nothing
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You slyly Catch hold my wrist

I have no choice I may meet a disastrous fate

In my both eyes Busan harbor

Go in Yu-do-ya hospital

I-eo-do-sa There may be nothing

I-eo-do-sa My young and strong disposition

I-eo-sa-na I let it go

I buy a house I buy a house

I buy a field I buy a field

On the roof On the roof

The upper maru let s look up

At the sea at the sea

The water maru the water maru

Without the maru without the maru

How can I live Cheo-ra, cheo-ra

Push on the front and go up

Row the boat and go on rowing the oars

E) The Prayer and Belief

Although they overcame limits with their own efforts and

withstood everything with their spirit, in order to get the successful

result of getting a good sea-harvest the meo-jeong which is like luck

had to be present. That is why the haenyeos prayed and believed in

the Sea God whom they though governed the sea.
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A         B

The mountain and fields over there the shells and abalone

Every year It is there

lively lively Take your breath

Make me young Please do it

With my body   I pray and pray

Every year         I pray

Gently gently          to the Sea God

I grow old          I pray and pray
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Three variation can be given from the haenyeos songs. The first

one is the song that Bak Haeng-ik composed in sympathy of their

plight and he was the person in charge of the haenyeos who went to

Japan to dive. This song was made in Wadaura, Chiba, in the Hoso

peninsula Japan and spread out to all the haenyeos who went far away

to dive and then came to be sung in Jeju again. The song reveals a

sympathetic sentiment looked on by a second party at the haenyeos.

The narrators called this the song of Jamsu .

The poor and pitiful live of the divers

It is regretful that they were even taught

Even when it is windy or it is raining

they have to go out looking for food like the sea-gulls

that fly around the sea

They go back and forth between the waves that

wildly break out into a thousand pieces

Breathing is difficult

The mind is full of sorrow
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A) The Song of the Chulga Haenyeo

The term chulga referred to economic activities like diving away

from their hometown. While they were diving for a certain period of

time in various regions of the mainland such as Kangwon-do,

Kyungsang-do and so on, they sang this song to console themselves

from the hardwork, loneliness, and nostalgia about their homeland. It

portrays the emotions and mental state of the chulga haenyeos in a

very descriptive way. 

A         B

This day that day we pick a day     

we create groups in threes and fives     

we go we go we go to the mainland 

we leave behind our beloved hometown 

we bid farewell    to our loved ones 

we say goodbye      to our family 

we take the bus      we take the ferry    

we leave our home      just for a little while 

we go away      to make money 

we ourselves      who are leaving 

feel bittersweet      as much 

don t you think      that we know

that this world      is full of distressing things 

and that it is       bitter parting? 
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It is the worst parting      of all partings 

what kind of place      is this? 

Unfamiliar      and the waters are strange 

who shall I depend on to see and go? 

Ah poor are we      the haenyeos 

we never get to play      in leisure 

we get pointed at      and ostracized 

we have this poor lot      with suffering and pain 

so sad are we with      the bodies of haenyeos

we take the sea      as our roof over our heads

we risk our lives      carrying our coffins on our back 

the bitchang      in one hand 

a hoe      in the other hand 

three fathoms      four fathoms deep      

we hold our breath      and dive in 

this must be the      entrance to hell 

liver, bowels      all my 12 organs 

when we dissolve      all our 12 organs 

we lean on the taewak      and float on the water 

memories, memories      of my hometown 

memories, memories      of my parents 

I miss them like      a drought of 7 years

longing for the home town pouring rain 

I see them in my eyes      I hear them in my ears 
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I long for my parents      so desperately 

I cry at my own      sounds of lamentation 

I sigh at my own      sorry situation 

I deplore this haenyeo      body of mine

The sky so high      so clean so blue     

I look at it       inadvertently 

the lone goose      fly towards the direction of my home

Oh, the flying goose      flying so freely 

if you stop by      my home so dear 

please go to my      parents 

and give my regards      to them 

The best oral tradition genre that expresses the sentiments of the

haenyeos can be said to be songs. They expressed their hard labor

and their sentiments about their tired lives through songs. The

Haenyeos songs appeared in the usage of their everyday lives. Their

songs were the literature and sentiments of their lives which vividly

presented their lives. In the Haenyeos songs, not only the communal

sentiments as a labor literature appears but comedic sentiments,

resistance against the Japanese and a sympathetic sentiments appear

in variations through functional changes.

The third in an expression of comedic sentiment by the functional

change. Originally, the labor song which was the Haenyeos, story and

music was revised for the accompaniment of dancing. The new song
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s format which had changed into a comedic song is strong in its

comedic sentiment. 

B) The Merrymaking Song of the Haenyeos 

This is a merrymaking song created by the haenyeos as a dance

song for the performance on stage or for a play following the beat of

the taewak . The music is exciting and the lyrics reflect the lives of

the haenyeos in a vivid way. To enhance the function of the

merrymaking, the slow and fast tempo of the seowujetsori is

actively encouraged. 

ie-eo-do-sa-na~~ ie-eo-do-sa-na~~

ie-eo-do-sa-na~~ look how well it goes, row, row (Chorus)

Where can I go by rowing these oars? I will go to the Jindo Seas. 

This front boatman plays in this water and the back boatman plays

in that water. 

The galley cook under the mast, the tide is delayed.

Whether we eat or starve, we continue to dive in this island

surrounded by  water everywhere. 

One coin, clink, two coins, clink, it all drains down into my

husband s drinking.

One hand carries the bitchang, and the other hand hauls the

taewak. 

I carry the coffin board on my back to dive, once, twice and it is

255



no doubt my entrance to hell. 

When the oar breaks, there should be the straight stick from

Hallasan. 

When the rope snaps, there should be the strong rope from

Seonheul Cape. 

Our boat is the oakwood boat and other people s boats are rotted

wooden boats. 

Don t just bend stomach and back with him, move all your twelve

bones to row the boat. 

The warship on the ocean, please move in any direction. 

We row the boat on the side and go forward. 

The leaves on the mountain become greener every year. 

Our lives get older and older every year. 

There are seafood aplenty under these waters 

but they are as unattainable as fruits high up in a tree. 

What s so good about this region for me to come all the way up

here? Ah, my tears fall off at the end of these rocks. 

When I sigh, it becomes the Southeast wind, and when I shed

tears, it becomes the overflowing river. 

Working all day long in once upon a time, where is my loved one

he does not come until now?

He is the object of my grudge for thousands of years, 

He is the object of my grudge for ten thousands of years. 

Did my mother give birth to me only to have calloused hands?
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Eoyang, eoyang, eoyang eoyo, eokiya diya Sangsan ie ro da

Ah~~~~~~yang Eo~~~~~~yang Eo~~~~yo(back chorus) 

My mother gave birth to me for future prosperity. 

There is no prosperity to be seen anywhere, and the previous life

was so ill-fated. 

If only I had been born on the same day as the lucky one.

Why would I cry when he cries? Why would I cry when he cries? 

The water that gathers at Hallasan is mixed with thousands of

leaves, 

and the water that gathers at Sanjicheon Harbor is water mixed

with the rotten ropes from thousand ships.  

Her heart has rotted to flow out as bitter tears. 

The shipowner rows well with double masts and sails well. 

The farmer plows well with his tool and farms well.

Go over the mountain with my song, go over the sea with my

song 

The rich harvest year has come, has come. 

The year of the money has come to the Nonggae Seas. 

Let s put the prow in front and let s put the end at the back 

The baeritbae is the best even if there are three thousand net

knots. 

Let s play the guardian god game and go. 

Let s play the guardian god game and go. 
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High tide becomes the west seas, and the low tide becomes the

east seas. 

When the water comes in, it stays in the water,

When the water is poured, it stays in the riverbank.

C) I-yeo-do-sa-na, I-yeo-do-sa-na

The haenyeos song made its beat and melody was not suitable

for dancing which is why Yi Yeo-su said that he rearranged the

haenyeos lyrics and song. This rearranged haenyeos song made its

debut in the Haenyeos Play which had been dramatized and entered

into the 12th Ethnic Contest held in Jeon-ju in 1971. Following this

chance, a new haenyeos song became popular. The tune is more

beautiful than the labor song of the haenyeos’ and is suitable for

dancing because of the exciting beat.

I-yeo-do-sa-na yeo-cha-yeo-cha

I-yeo-do um um um

I-yeo-do-sa-na yeo-cha

Where am I going

Um um um

Let s go to the Jindo sea area

I-yeo-do-sa-na I-yeo-do-sa-na

che-ra cheo-ra yeo-cha yeo-cha

I-yeo-do-sa-na
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The ship s cook under the main mast

Is time for the water is getting more and more late

Eo-eo I-eo-do-sa-na

cheo-ra cheo-ra

I-eo-do-sa-na

Good good

I am going going, I am going

Ah ah, I am going to go into the water

The ship s cook under the main mast

is time for the water is getting more and more late

I-eo-do-sa-na Chya-ra-chya

I-eo-do-sa-na yeo-cha, yeo-cha

I-eo-do-sa-na um um um

I-eo-do-sa-na Eo-heo-eo

I-eo-do-sa-na Um um um

The ship s cook under the main mast

is time for the water is getting more and more late

Eo-heo-eo I-eo-do-sa-na

Chya-ra-chya I-eo-do-sa-na

I-eo-do-sa-na Kung jak kung jak
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The pinewood boat slides along/ The wooden boat glides along

/ with the 10 thousand Haenyeo on board/ to make their mark in

history with tithes 

Set out the boat towards Seoul with valuable cargo/ breeze

smooth as silk on the silky sea/ beltfish breeze blow with westwind

The East Sea( )on the ebb tide/ The West Sea( ) on the

rising tide/ Set forth the boat on the Han River( )/ It is indeed a

stream that melts our guts 

That wave, this wave/ what have you swallowed to come up in

such huge bulges/ Did you swallow the oil tank/ Or did you swallow

the ginseng/ Or have you swallowed the wind tank? 

The front boatman at the bow/ the back boatman at the stern

The galley cook( ) under the mast/ the high tide gets

delayed.

Let s go quickly with these oars/ quick and light our boat is/

while other boats so slow. Our boat has the golden luck/ let s go fast,
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our boat/ breeze smooth as silk on the silky sea

Boat, boat, my boat/ I entrust my body to you/ where can I go

from here/ take that ocean as one marker/ and take that one wave as a

threshold/ one league two leagues into the sea/ looking for abalones

and conches/ suffering in this sea 

There are humps in the sea/ and there are humps in the

mountain fields( )/ The boat is good and the oars are good/ Where

can we go with this boat/ let s go to the pearl filled valley in the sea 

There are humps on the roof/ how can you say that there will be

no humps in the height of your youth/ let us row, let us endure/ let us

row over this hump  

like an old rat eating salt/ like an old man getting married/ let us

row and go to the shore

Oh, the big waves of the three brothers/ the current of the 4

brothers/ if you come crying, scared we will be 

A steamer( ) is floating in the Seoul seas/ A seaweed boat

is floating in the Jeju seas/ The yellow corvina boat is floating in

Pyeongyang( )

A long song for the long ocean/ A short song for the short

ocean/ Where will we go rowing these oars( )

There is a hump even on the roof/ How can there be no humps

during the height of youth/ Let us row forward, endure forward/ Let

us row over this hump/ No, we can t row forward/ Let s just go

where we can row forward 

What has this wave eaten/ to become so plump/ Did it eat the
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wind tank/ or has it eaten the cloud tank/ how well it rises up  

It s the stallion( ) that runs in the mountain/ It s the boat

that goes over the rocks under the sea/ The gold and silver in this sea/

lies shimmering at the bottom/ But, it s like a fruit high up a tree 

How well our boat glides/ How fast the baby hawk flies/ Where

will we go if we board this boat/ I will go to the valley of the Jindo

Sea/ There is a hump even in the sea/ There is a hump ridge on the

roof 

The front boatman at the bow/ the back boatman at the stern/

The galley cook under the mast/ the high tide gets delayed/

cheorabaegyeo, up goes the boat 

When my parents gave birth to me/ day and night just like these

oars/ work until your back hurts/ Is that what you want me to do

cheorabaegyeo/ you can t go without doing this/ this rapids, that

rapids, it is surely a strong channel 

With the coffin board ( ) on my back/ The taewak in

front of my breast/ One hand holding the bitchang / The other hand

holding the Roe/ One league, two leagues, deep deep into the sea/

floundering, floundering into the sea 

Measuring the wide ocean in front/ entering one league, two

leagues/ back and forth between the netherworld 

The bottom lining board of a coffin which we ride on/ the
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funeral cloth that we cover ourselves with/ This is work we shouldn t

be doing/ Please don t let the wild gale( ) blow 

Swimming forward with front legs/ Splashing with the back

legs/ the Dragon Sea God( ) under the water/ My beloved on the

water/ Row row, row over the rapid/ Let us go to the island  

When my parents gave birth to me/ On what day did they give

birth to me/ Taewak in one hand/ Bitchang in the other/ One league,

two leagues down/ In front of the Dragon Sea God( ) is my fate/

Tears when I go down/ Sighs when I come up  

Measuring the wide sea in front of me/ One league, two leagues

into the sea/ mussels and clams peeking out here and there/ Seaweed

leaves swaying gently/ Concentrating only on the seaweed/ Only

doing the seaweed work/ Didn t even realize that I couldn t breathe 

When I become fifteen/ The best wide leaves of the seaweed of

Biyang Island( )/ I will go to move and pluck the thorn trees  

It s the stallion( ) that runs in the mountain/ It s the boat

that goes over the rocks under the sea/ The gold and silver in this sea/

lies shimmering at the bottom/ But, it s like a fruit high up a tree

How far Chagwi Island is/ Going into Chagwi Island/ Further

away than the Han River/ Further away than Seoul/ No, I can t go/ I

can go when I row fast/ I breastfeed the crying baby/ As for the

efficacious husband/ I make the dinner and serve him/ But can t go

ahead without rowing

How well our boat goes/ Like a flying baby hawk/ How well it

goes yi-eo-sa-na/ cheora cheora underneath this water/ gold and silver
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galore at the bottom/ but so unattainable like high up a tree 

With a coffin board on my back/ With the taewak in front of my

breast/ With the bitchang in one hand/ And a hoe in the other/ One

league two leagues under the deep sea/ floundering, floundering into

the sea

With the taewak firmly planted in one hand/ With the bitchang

in the other hand/ One league two leagues into the sea/ It is surely a

straight way to the netherworld

The bottom lining board of a coffin which we ride on/ the

funeral cloth we cover ourselves with/ This is work we shouldn t be

doing/ Please don t let the wild gale( ) blow/ With the goggles on

my eyes/ with the taewak in front of my breasts/ with the steel

bitchang in my hands/ into the deep waters we go/ abalones galore in

the deep waters/ but couldn t get them as my breath was short 

Deep we go under the water/ It is not the boat that I was related

with/ It s not the boat that I slept in/ sneaking up slowly 

The wind in front strikes hard/ catch the wind behind with my

back legs/ Let us go forward, follow my parents and set the sail/ Dive

into the water

Let us go together my friends/ I will go first to that area/ and

start working on the seaweed/ I will go to Wulsan( ) and earn

some money/ Buy a house with extended eaves/ buy a field with large
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land area/ and live a joyful life  

Leaving with Halla Mountain behind me/ Adopting the

Daecheon Seas as my home/ when we bid farewell to siblings and

parents/ how can the handkerchief be not wet with tears  

My hometown/ is Seongsan Harbor( ) of Jeju/ The place

that I dwell for a while/ is Dongsunggu ) of Osaka/ and I live on

street number 12 

My beloved mother s face/ I can see vividly before my eyes/

the sound of my beloved baby s crying/ rings in my ears  

Good bye Seongsan Harbor/ When the spring comes again next

year/ we will meet again if we survive/ eternal parting if we die 

Money money that doesn t answer/ If not for money/ Where is

the Du-man River in Russia( )/ Where is Buryeong

Cheongjin( )? When I looked around after coming to

Buryeong Cheongjin/ come in quickly oh wanderer/ come in quickly

oh people from Jeju 

Stones for the fence/ cow for butchering to eat/ wood for the

fire/ rockfish for roasting to eat/ but what can we do with a stupid

fool?  

The green leaves of the mountain/ blossoms newly every year/

they come and go/ yet our life, once it goes/ when can it ever come

back? 
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The sweetbriars of Myeongsansipri/ don t feel sad that you

wither away/ when the spring comes back again/ you may come back

again/ but our life once it goes/ will never come back 

That person to me/ I try to give my affection/ how can I give

away my affection/ Within the small millet songpyeon/ only the

inside has been heated up 

At the Galmi Peak of Jagunae/ is my beloved there or not/

within the bosom of the young head of the family/ sleeping restlessly/

ie-eo-chera cheora baegyeo/ do they give water to the family head/ or

do they feed the dogs and pigs/ do we breastfeed the young baby/ let

s take a quick peek and go

The wind that blows on the pine tree and another man s

concubine/ the sound makes living difficult/ the first wives and the

stones that are on the oreums/ they would survive even after being

rolled around/ don t go become a concubine to the village chief/ go as

the proper wife to the man who roams the fields with horses

After living the tiring 3 years with the in-laws/ hair falls out in

clumps from the braids/ every hump was a pain/ were there any words

that did not rot away the gut  

Going to the in-laws after 3 months/ opening the doors of the

narrow wooden porch and looking in/ father-in-law has the soul of

conches/ shrinking visibly upon seeing me/ mother-in-law as the soul
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of abalones/ jumping out of her skin upon seeing me/ sister-in-law as

the soul of a small bird/ she chirps upon seeing me/ my husband as

the soul of octopus/ shrivels upon seeing me 

When my father-in-law comes/ I will make a bridge with

precious stones of Hwangbuseok/ For my mother-in-law s painful

eyes/ the one and only medicine is liquid from the water pepper 

A maiden with a beautiful face but an evil mind/ she spreads

out in the wide field/ even though she may be shining good/ she is

still an evil minded maiden  

I don t want to go when they say we must go/ but we cannot

not go/ like a kite stuck in a jujube tree/ this is because of the young

baby 

Oh you who have become a concubine so nimbly/ go into the

middle of Daecheon Sea/ spend a whole moonlit bright night there/

we can tell whether a body of water is deep or shallow/ we do not

know the mind of the beloved we live together with/ and our guts rot

away 

The ebb tide flows into the East Sea/ the rising ride flows into

the Western Sea/ The Yudal Mountain of Mokpo is fit for

merrymaking/ The Geumgang Mountain of Kangwon the best to see/

the best to live with is a husband who studies/ a healthy husband

would be a man who plows the field  

I have come to the in-law s house/ sister-in-law, don t be so

arrogant/ I am a mother myself if I go/ I am like the rich sesame oli

poured into a cup  

268



Could not speak out for 3 years/ Could not see for 3 years/ after

living such years, there is no invitation to come and go  

The man with 3 concubines in one village/ Light the fire under

the three pots/ you will only have smoke but no fire in the mind 

I tried to die but was told that I am still young/ I tried to live but

was told that life is hard/ my hair was a mess when my beloved left

me/ Who shall I put on the makeup for?/ We can tell people to buy

cotton or hemp cloth/ but where can I go to tell people to buy this

body of mine 

I became a widow in the year with the long monsoon/ I

embrace the cold pillar to make my rounds/ if there is a grave that

died of sorrow/ why does the stone come back

I went to scold the concubine/ like a convolvulus flower in a

rich field/ sitting languorously pretty/ she appeared pretty even to my

eyes/ so how much she would appear to be in my husband s eyes 

Getting a concubine for merrymaking/ where and when did you

carry this out/ short summer jacket and long skirt/ Never was there a

time where I dusted at all 

When my parents gave birth to me/ there was no sun nor moon/

why did you give birth at that time/ some people have all the luck/

being high born in a palace/ with a long smoking pipe/ sleeping in the

den/ what kind of life is a haenyeo/ with a coffin board on my back/
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back and forth into the blue water 

Kimnyoung Bukchon( ) is an island I ve been to/ I

sigh in between my sleep 

When my mother gave birth to me/ Did she give give birth to

me after working hard all day long/ with the thornbush pestle/ did she

have callouses on her hands

If you divide the water, you will get a rock/ If you divide the

tree you will get powder/ ah ah the island that I go to/ there is no

water nor tree

A baby someone knows/ was so high born/ that it dwelled in a

palace/ it leads a life with all that wealth can buy/ the baby that my

parents gave birth to/ what life is it with the taewak all day/ pitiful

and pathetic/ where even time has passed by these women/ ah woe is

this work/ It is indeed pitiful and pathetic when we think about it 

On the islet/ the ducks play/ on the cruel blue sea/ my body

floats/ bitchang in one hand a hoe in the other/ educate the young

uns with seaweed and abalones/ My poor body that suffers on the sea

to make my children a Jeju judge/ When will I ever be able to meet

the good fortune in this world/ and live like others 

For the black corals( ) of the sea/ would the dew gather

even if it shines/ Will there be a bright moonlit night to fulfill my

wish/ Will there be a day when I get my heart s desire  

My beloved mother who gave birth to me/ from which sea did

she eat the seaweed soup/ Whenever the wind blows to raise up the

waves/ she suffers in the sway  
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Some people have all the luck/ being high born in a palace/

leading a life with all that wealth can buy/ but for people like us, we

are born on a certain day/ throughout the seasons/ whenever the

weather is good/ floating on that sea/ one league two leagues into the

deep sea/ as often as I enter my house/ plucking the abalones to pacify

the young uns/ experiencing all the suffering possible 

How hard our life is/ with dry twigs for a house/ with the oars

that hang like scarecrows/ with the sea like a home/ how hard our life

is

If there is a fire in the mountains and fields/ it will go out when

the rains come/ but the fire inside the mind of a widow/ cannot be put

out with just water

If this rope breaks/ there must be the rope from Incheon( )

Harbor/ If this oar breaks/ there must be the stout wood from

Busan( ) Harbor/ how well it goes/ my friends this is quite

adequate to go on with  

The hag who looks like a cow set the fire on the field/ what can

you do to earn your living/ through cruel and hard work  

The highest rich is rich in the heavens/ the second rich is rich

under of the knee/ hollow of the knee it s hollow of the knee

Should this rope fall off/ there must be the electric line/ Should

this oar fall off/ there must be the thornbush 
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When I am only 20 or 30/ Do you think I would ever give this

oar to anybody else/ The diving deep into the sea/ It won t help to

give the work to others/ I am not the one to give it to others 

You who stay at home, do not boast so much/ With the jujube

tree as a pillar/ with the roof timber hanging on the zelkova tree/ Now

that it s built, it is a house 

If you can t even work with your hands/ don t shout so much

in vain/ make it so that even faraway people can hear/ so that nearby

people can see it well/ there is nothing that I can t do/ Even though I

may gamble away the agar agar to others/ I won t give away the

abalones/ this amount of work is just pittance

Using all my 12 bones/ Let us row these oars/ even if this rope

would break/ has the sinseoran(hemp) become extinct/ even if my

wrist will break/ has the head of the Busan hospital become extinct 

Even though this oar may break/ there must be the thornbush/

Even though this rope might break/ there must be the hasano of Busan

Harbor/ Don t complain that this oar is bad/ the agar agar might be

gambled away/ but I won t give away the conch or the abalone to

others  

This rapids that rapids/ it overflows/ should this oar break, there

must be the wood from Seonheulgoet/ Should this rope break/ there

must be the rope from Busan Harbor 

One league two leagues into the deep sea/ floundering

floundering into the sea/ did I let go of these shoulders/ should I buy

the rice fields or the farm fields/ let us go wherever it takes us
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Rowing the oars in the Han River/ Will there be abalones if I go

to this island/ Will there be pearls if I go to that island/ I jump in with

a big splash/ the fish gather together/ and attempted to make me their

friends 

Eating the wind as rice/ excreting with the clouds/ with the

waves as a home/ leaving behind my beloved mother/ leaving behind

my beloved father/ parting with parents and siblings/ With the Han

River as home/ destiny says I should do this work/ is that why my

body was born?  

With the gulfweed clump as a home/ with the wave humps as

my mother/ if I lived in this sea/ which sea would be allotted to me 

When I become 15years/ the wide leaved seaweeds of Biyang

Island/ Maybe I should go to move the thornbush raft 

If you catch the conch/ allow only 5 seoms(about 180 liters) of

it/ if you catch the abalones/ allow only 8 seoms/ Our sorrowful

existence/ let us escape with this chance

My husband in our boat/ splashing with front legs/ splashing

with back legs/ please let us reach the end of the journey successfully/

and let us go where there are abalones galore 

Young man, tie up your hair and let us go into the water/ Get
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packed and ready to go to the island/ the place that our boat is going/

the end of the rock where the seaweed is the best/ the place that other

boats are going/ Hongdonggae where the purple laver is the best/

Where shall we go on this boat/ Let us go to the Jindo( )seas 

At the island surrounded by the sea( )/ diving all day long

foregoing the three meals a day/ one penny two pennies collected/

gets wasted away by my husband s drinking 

Climbing the mountain I hear the sound of saljanggu/ Going

into the water I hear the sound of sumbi/ Going into the house I hear

the sound of grinding millstone/ Is it the answer to an earnest prayer

of my true love coming/ Or is it the spiritual awakening of my

venturing out/ The sound of silk pants of floss/ it resonates vividly in

my ears 

My beloved who has gone to Buryeong Cheongjin( )/

he will come back if he has earned money/ but the beloved who has

gone to the public cemetery/ will only come back during the

ancestrial ceremony

If you can t come because the mountain is high/ take the horse

and come over/ If you can t because the water is too deep/ take the

boat and come over

The sound of Daecheon Sea waves/ only rings in Sanji

Harbor( )/ The sound of my parents talking who have gone to
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the public cemetery/ Only rings in the mountains and rivers/ My

beloved who has gone to Tokyo Japan/ has gone to earn money/ but

the beloved who has gone to the public cemetery/ only comes back

during the ancestrial ceremony 

On a day where it has become dark after sunset/ smoke arises

from every alley/ but where has my beloved gone and do not come

back? 

I don t know how to light the silk lantern/ Will my beloved

come if I wait sitting down/ Will sleep come if I lie down/ My

beloved nor sleep is not coming to me  

My beloved if you don t like me, abandon me/ Please dump me

when I am still beautiful and young like a flower/ Abandon me while

I still have leaves/ When can I go to that place/ I sneak up slowly

Take this body of mine/ and set it afloat on the ebb tide of the

Han River/ One league two leagues half in half out/ If I call out to

you, please return oh money thine/ Why would I go through this

suffering if not for money 

Oh money that does not have eyes/ where have you gone not to

come to me/ come back when I beckon you 

Let us go together my friends/ I will go first to that shore/ and

go the seaweed work before anyone else/ go to Wulsan and come

back with money/ Buy a big house with spreading eaves/ buy a big

275



farmland with lots of fields/ and have a wonderful fun life 

Take this body of mine and set it afloat on the Han River/ set it

afloat on the ebb and rising tide/ deep into the one league two leagues

sea/ half in half out/ when we call out money/ if not for money/ why

would I go through this suffering

Money money that doesn t answer/ If not for money/ one

thousand lis by land( ) and one thousand lis by water(

)/ Will go anywhere within the Manligangsan( )/ Money

money that doesn t answer/ deaf and blind money/ come back when I

beckon you 

Went to Jeseokgung( ) to buy back my mother/ staking 5

mals of pearls as down payment/ ventured into Jeseokgung( )/

there were plenty of people to buy/ but no one that looked like my

mother

Picking up one handful of needles in the water/ embroidering

the pouch with gold threads/ went to Seoul to buy some parents/ none

even resembling my parents 

With the gulfweed as a home/ with the wave humps as my

mother/ I would like to live on this sea/ will a sea ever be allotted to

me?  

Sleep sleep peacefully my baby how well it sleeps/ What a filial

child you are to your parents/ an element of harmony in the
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household/ an element of generosity amongst the neighborhood/ an

element of patriotism to the country/ an element of fertility to the

nutmeg tree/ an element of preciousness to the okja tree/ a beacon of

precious light for all the universe/ as if a sun had been engraved in the

forehead/ as if a moon had been engraved in the back forehead/ be

like the gem under the sea/ with the wings of the crow/ with the

mouth of a swallow/ and I will bequeath to you this wide rice fields/ I

will also leave you the wide wide fields/ I will leave you all the

valuable brassware goods/ I will leave you the pestle and mortar/ I

will also leave you the pot on the fire/ I will leave you the food larder/

I will leave you the water jars

I feel so embittered with my mother s death/ my hair has grown

into 50 lengths/ my hair 50 lengths/ I cut it off to make a black boat/

the black boat is also 50 lengths/ Went to Jaeseokgung to buy my

mother back/ with a down payment of 5 mals of pearls/ ventured into

the Jaeseokgung/ many people to buy/ but none resembling my

mother

My precious baby like gold and gems/ a beacon of precious

light for all the universe, my child/ a baby worthy as green silk/ even

though I may come up with the south and north fields/ how can I be

happier/ even though I may have picked the corals and pearls/ how

can it be more than this/ sleep sleep peacefully sleep 

My mother who went to the netherworld and not of this world/

don t go to a place where its wet and muddy but come to the bright

place 
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When my lamenting parents gave birth to me/ what kind of

destiny did they give me at birth/ it is not by destiny but by some

hidden fate/ must have been born to become so dear  

If I go I may see my mother/ I miss her because I don t go/ If I

were to tell my mother that I will go/ before the water in the pot on

the fire boils/ I will go like a bird looking at the heavens/ I will run or

even crawl with shoes off/ on the sharply cut off slanted big and small

bamboo trees 

I attempted to carry that mountain on my back/ my knapsack

was too small/ when I attempted to pay back my parents kindness/ my

life span was too short

Don t even start calling the heat of June something hot/ It is the

month of July that becomes the summer heat/ my beloved parents

with their wanderer s fate/ this body of mind becomes the raincloud/

and will create shades wherever it goes 

People with both parents/ do your filial duty while you are

alive/ you pay your respects three times after you re dead/ appoint

two stewards at the Samheongwan( )/ offer three cups of

alcohol/ and they wonder which cup is empty 

Would we be buried in a silver box( ) if we have a son/ or

would we be buried in a brass box if we don t have a son/ Even queen

Mun/ who has given birth to 9, 10 babies/ she is buried in a box of
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pinewood 

The most basics of this world are the babies/ If there are a lot of

basics, there is also a lot of sadness/ Would we want to drink water if

we dont have babies/ We will say we do not have babies from the

start

The tree that grows from a stone/ get it and plant it in good soil/

Since its body is healthy/ It refuses to recognize me, the person who

has planted it 

The shade is better where the trees are lush/ Your dignity is

raised if you have a lot of younger siblings/ Like the lone camellia on

a tree/ it laments the fact that it has sprung up alone

Worries spring up when the waves of the sea cry out/ Worries

spring up when the waves of the shore cry out/ Letting the one and

only younger sibling out into the water/ Staying up all night with

apprehension 

When laying out the braids plaited in three/ Even though we

had parents and younger siblings/ plaiting the three braids into six

braids/ Parents and younger siblings are bluffing 

Yi-yeo-do-ha-ra Yi-yeo-do-ha-ra/ The Yi-yeo-do road is road to
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the netherworld/ Take off the beoseon(Korean socks) and lay it down/

Starch the clothes you wear and iron it out/ wait with gut wrenching

anxiety/ but it never comes back

The Yi-yeo-do door is the gate/ It is the embankment behind the

gate/ It is the lotus behind the embankment/ Admiring the lotus is all

well and good but/ to admire the lotus/ you can t come back

Tears come out when you say Yi-yeo-do/ Swallow the word Yi-

yeo and turn back/ If you go to Kangnam, take a look at Haenam/

they say Yi-yeo-do is half of that

Yi-yeo-do is full of abalones/ Yi-yeo-do is full of seaweed/

Abalones and seaweed/ Bring them back and educate my son/ Let us

go to Yi-yeo-do, go to Yi-yeo-do 

280







283



284



285



286



287



288


