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[Notes]

— Artwork data generally include the following
information (in order):
Cat. No.
Title of work ( Japanese/English)
Year of creation
Materials and techniques ( Japanese/English)
Dimensions
(vertical/horizontal measures, height/width/
depth)

— The above basic information is followed where
applicable by additional information.

— Artworks are not necessarily numbered in the

order of the exhibition.

Before 2020

I-i

I-i-1

IR

Kozukue

1979

ik, K=

Colored paper, cardboard

12.5x10.8x10.0

VE 2 8

Collection of the Artist

I-i-2

PERRGE Tburdal (1978 48 8 J193) Sk o UG
L

2D HEOCH LI TR L7 P —
47

13

LI ADOREEICE DR — 1 T Dk
KLie=ry by ryoz—vav
Sewing Pattern from the August 1978 Issue
of the Fashion Magazine burda

and

a Drawing Composed of Selected Lines
from the Pattern

and

Variations of a Maquette Incorporating
the Drawing’s Lines into the Structure of
Kozukue

Fw—A > | Drawing :

1979

47 FHE

Ink on Japanese paper

~%7 v I | Maquette :

1981-85

JEEAG

Cardboard

UK | Sewing Pattern :57.8x85.4
Fw—A > | Drawing :

56.2x80.5, 59.0x84.3

~%7 I | Maquette :

% | each
10.0x8.0x8.0 (10 & | 10works)
e R ik

Collection of the Artist
I-i-3

b EWHOT
Akasakamitsuke

1981

TV, RYZF Vv
Acrylic, polyethylene
27.5x25.0x17.5
[SEAES
Takamatsu Art Museum
1-i-4

PENR
Uguisudani

1981

TIINV, RYZF Vv
Acrylic, polyethylene
27.5x25.0x17.5
(LA ES (T
Takamatsu Art Museum
I-i-5

ZEMATE

Sotokanda

1981

T7YIN, Ky zFrv
Acrylic, polyethylene
14.1x33x39.5

FR AR T S AR
Takamatsu Art Museum
I-i-6

PolXiEL
Kappabashi

1981

T7YINV, Ky 2Frv
Acrylic, polyethylene
25.5x21.0x15.0

i 7R &

Yaya Tkegami

I-ii

I-ii-1

b EbH1981-1

Okachimachi 1981-1

1981-2018

T2IN R R T vy, Ky oF vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

A TR CHs% 0 4 )

Private Collection (deposited at Yokohama
Museum of Art)

L-ii-2

b3 H1981-2

Okachimachi 1981-2

1981-2018

7Y, B R e vy Ry S vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

AR N OB i 340 8 4 36D

Private Collection (deposited at Yokohama
Museum of Art)

I-ii-3

BrbEb1981-3

Okachimachi 1981-3

1981-2018

77UV, BEL By vy, By oFry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

A TR CHs% 0 4 )

Private Collection (deposited at Yokohama
Museum of Art )

I-ii-4

Brbib a2

Okachimachi a-2

1981-2018

7Y, B R e vy Ry S vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

YRR i

Collection of the Artist

I-ii-5

B»bib b-2

Okachimachi b-2

1981-2018

VAU b VA IS A DR S

Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

12 FH T S0 A

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
I-ii-6

FAbEb b-3

Okachimachi b-3

1981-2018

WAL N DA I DR g
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

4ok P T A0 £

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
L-ii-7

A bEb b4

Okachimachi b-4

1981-1987

T2V, B Ry Tev s Ry oF vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

T T AN A

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
I-ii-8

FbEb b-5

Okachimachi b-5

1981-2018

TNV, ERL RY e r s ByoFr v
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x27.0x11.5

T A A

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
I-ii-9

BFhbib d-3

Okachimachi d-3

1987-1989

AL N A S A R B
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

VER

Collection of the Artist

I-ii-10

bEb E-2

Okachimachi E-2

1987-2021

AL N A A R B
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5%x25.0x17.5

VEZ

Collection of the Artist

I-ii-11

AbEb E-3

Okachimachi E-3

1987-2021

WAL VN DA I DE S g
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5%x25.0x17.5

VEZ

Collection of the Artist

L-ii-12

711 6692 Takaban



1982-2014

77w, BUEL Ry ey

Acrylic, pigment, polyethylene
28.5x19.0x21.0

[EPN: AE T e 5 D)

Private Collection (deposited at Toyota
Municipal Museum of Art)

I-ii-14

711 6692 Kakinokizaka

1982-2014

TN, FRL RY e vy Ry Fry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

28.5x19.0x21.0

VR

Collection of the Artist

I-ii-15

3 K125

3:12

1983

VEAVN U NE DA A I E S/
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene, paper, etc.
27.0x17.0x17.0

AR BN

Museum of Contemporary Art Tokyo
1-ii-16

3IRF15%>

3:15

1983-1993

TrIv, B Ry Feer s g &
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene, paper, etc.
27.0x17.0x17.0

YRR i

Collection of the Artist

I-ii-17

17527453

17:27

1987

VAN ¥ N A A P N E /N
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene, paper, etc.
25.0x30.0x16.0

FORARBUAREANT B

Museum of Contemporary Art Tokyo
I-ii-18

HMEMBHOT #10

Akasakamitsuke #10

1987-1989

T2, EEL R vy Ry vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

Wb & A A

Iwaki City Art Museum

I-ii-19

HP S HOT#11

Akasakamitsuke #11

1987-1989

VLN bRV A I A DR S P
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

Wb & T A

Iwaki City Art Museum

1-ii-20

HPENHOT #12

Akasakamitsuke #12

1987-1989

779V, B R TmE vy Ry vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

Wb L A A

Iwaki City Art Museum

I-ii-21

DI EIMHOT #17

Akasakamitsuke #17

1987-1989

T2 YN, FERL RV e vy Ry =S vy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

Wb T AL AN

Iwaki City Art Museum

I-ii-22

HMPSHHOT #5

Akasakamitsuke #5

1987-1989

72UV, FEL RY Fee vy, RymFry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

[ 37 6] B Sl

The National Museum of Art, Osaka
1-ii-23

HIPEMHOT #7

Akasakamitsuke #7

1987-1989

77NV B Y Faer s Ky zgry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

[ 37 6] R S Al A

The National Museum of Art, Osaka
1-ii-24

HP SN BT #8

Akasakamitsuke #8

1987-1989

72UV, B RY Tee vy Ry gy
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

[ 37, 6] R S A0 A

The National Museum of Art, Osaka
1-ii-25

b EMPHOT #14

Akasakamitsuke #14

1987-1989

T2V, B RV e vy K)o ry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

[56] 57 [T B S 407 £

The National Museum of Art, Osaka
1-ii-26

HIPSI BT #23

Akasakamitsuke #23

1987-1989

T7INv B Ry Far vy Ry ogr s
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

[5] 37 ] B Sl A

The National Museum of Art, Osaka

I-ii-27

DM S HOUT #28

Akasakamitsuke #28

1987

77U, B RY TeE vy, Ry Fry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5x25.0x17.5

VER i

Collection of the Artist

1-ii-28

HIPSHhHOT #30

Akasakamitsuke #30

1987-2012

TNV, FEL B e vy, RyzFry
Acrylic, pigment, polypropylene,
polyethylene

27.5%x25.0x17.5

AP TR (o 113 6 8 5 56)

Private Collection (deposited at Toyota

Municipal Museum of Art)

I-iii

I-iii-1

Blue Slope

1989

TNMIZY L, B
Aluminum, iron
195.0%200.0x300.0

AR LES

Chiba City Museum of Art
I-iii-2

Yellow Slope

1989

TNMIZY L, Bk
Aluminum, iron
215.0x115.0x260.0
e

Chiba City Museum of Art
I-iii-3

Carmin / Aureoline / Vermilion
1979-2009

RNAT IV, FIRK

Pastel on Japanese paper
378.9x780.7

ER

Collection of the Artist

I-iv

I-iv-1

Hohich s A7) —v DMK, DD
#E2 BTSRRIV HO VY X2l
YT VRO T I A Y-
T.HOBIOAZ ) —> DI LT, 3
FTHDTH 5,

The round hole in the screen in the eye, in
other words only the light coming through
the pupil, goes through the lens of the eye,
crosses the jelly-like corpus vitreum, and
arrives at the far side of the screen on the
back side of the eye.

1992

TIINM AT T A

Acrylic on canvas

116.8x91.2

MTMzavZryay

MTM Collection

I-iv-2

MLy Ez L&, F17%21M5C
L. S Thefrctdwarantil
Th, L A IS TTRTH 6 &
bR bRL L ML LEKkDE
THERPT DB Z,

When you’re making the same thing, they
don’t let you use knives or files, and even

a thin branch you have to break with your
hands. And when you’re knitting, you're
not allowed to do it without lining the back
with mud and water.

1992

TIIW, VT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

90.8x72.5

[iPNL:3

Private collection

I-iv-3

2.3HHIC, BIRFEEILBPRZ LT h.
HHRLEFHEEZTFSLELST IS,
L) 0y oL, AEICER
AT FEEATLIENG,

May I receive your response within two or
three days. Please have him call me back.
You see, when I was a child I never made
phone calls to my friends.

1994

TZINV, vY YIS F N A

Acrylic on raw linen canvas

116.0x89.0

VER ik

Collection of the Artist

I-iv-4

B A=—2 LTS, b2 F
DEBRATES(DTHEH R SICTF
SWEE. b LB THiO & 0T
L7ce THHIEZ2T vt h,

Please give me a light perm, and once I say
this, what surprising deftness in her hands.
I was just like a kitten. But no oil, please.
1994

TZINV B vy VAT 7 A
Acrylic, pigments on raw linen canvas
116.0x89.0

[iPNL:

Private collection

I-iv-5

SAbAbPbo» (TS, btk
MO ETEOREEIS(HoTLE D,
FEELRDONL L. FHLEDIRICCARD
E e ANIAN

It’s so fluffy and soft, I can’t help but pet

it and burrow my fingers deep in its fur. I
wonder if it’s down. The white fur feels nice
and cool to the fingers.

1994

TIIN, YT T A

Acrylic on canvas

116.0x89.0

AR F ARy ARG 24
Mercedes-Benz Japan G. K.
KA AV T A RYYHRT = A
=7 Y4 TDT =T A AP AV VITFTYA
I CHilfES e,



I-iv-6

[T, PR LICFTHEOT &
DB LIAEIABOHIEDIZ
Ok, fIcHZ WA L3 RIS, T2
rlfEzofoavicrnCaLe
THOT2. 2ORIBZLTENS(FELD
Vo ZELDHEHELHEDN IR E A
Fr#dddole, IRLTHEBEALTIE
L,

“So, in return I will pat your back with

my hand.” This cat whose hair had fallen
out in patches, without showing interest

in anything, was simply attracted to the
child’s scent, and rubs his nose against him.
This nose is very small and soft. The child’s
brow was beautiful and indeed had the
width of widespread fingers. Certainly not
underdeveloped.

1994

TIINM AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

180.0x210.0

VER

Collection of the Artist

I-iv-7

FREICEBHCEED D, o T 52 6k
MLTLEoTWwAESTLI, 2 bH
BMORAKLD S BOSN O TR
1SS N, bizLizboHD &R
RoleDTT MR ELEHF (LA
BoHZE{FELbER KBERHD
WD D DI R AR DI TIET
KB E ST 2/NED6HEDSTeDTT,
Spring had shut itself up in the courtyard, as
if it had parted ways with the other scenery.
So instead of the box-shaped planter, the
birdcage hanging on the handrail outside
the window became our visual signal. The
children, whose beaks are still blue and yet
who speak as if fully grown, learned this
from the small birds who bathe not in the
nearby birdbath, but in the clean drinking
water.

1995

TIIN AVT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

91.0x72.5

[iPN:7

Private collection

I-iv-8
KDILWDHERCTELATLZ0
. HRITEPITERCD L, 2555
TROFBFIOBC 2 DM 2 Lo
T EMeEBALE . bl
B, CTERRIRRT, TERET R
EWRBICDTY. oL ZHO XD
ACH Y FICBM S RR—= DA S
felch, 2oMc T2 ME L. B2 L
THHIILRZEL VDG,

You’re not the only one suffering from

not knowing about the future. With that,
the girl pressed her chest upon my brow,
demanding food. I mean, I would like,

to eat as much as possible, and maintain
my health as much as possible. Because

any time the light of the sun overlaps the
shadows of objects and reflects different
round patterns, I would want to have the
energy with which to reach out and try to
move it.

1995

TIIW, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

181.8x227.3

VEZK

Collection of the Artist

I-iv-9

X

For VA TLE- AT D I—L—
Ky FItHER ol By ME->TW0 5
I——RKICEDL I, 20 kiciR
HLTROMIREBALY IRRACH LD
BIEPE IS HRIRRZAWEE Y4
AFX—BRALZIDREMB ESLTEA
BARyrINVI R IV 2RO TAT—
YTRMOWEE F oy T
DEOPFFTHRTEHEKMGLIZDL
T AW COELLRLELICT2 DY
2B 0D, 22K D D IS
FELHTWVE, 2HIR->THEERHST
FoTHbOO Caid D, 2hT?
4

BORFRFLHMoT, a—L—LZ DIED
Ry b CTRNIE T, KT b hie
a—t—¥RDLBS. TYADE
HITTIVROMIhHES DT T
WIWvZe AN, a—t—24ILO0T
WE MBI ATV BBET Y AD R
T oONIEAR, IRh VLS,
NBALCHARI L, R B~
L2 D7Es 5, ThiEEhRT
VX Ho@ it oo h
ToTwdFhoi, BN T—IEoi
MW el Tl BT IS 2 o0
T, Z22ICLoELTWD, 290 AIE,
Left

I glanced at my cup of cold coffee. While

I dumped the remaining coffee from the
pot onto the fire and dropped the grounds
on top of that, a great number of things
happened one after another, in this short
time. In the past when I couldn’t sleep I
used to drink whiskey, but now it has to

be warm milk. I heat the milk, spoon off
the film, and pour it into a cup. Though I
am impatient for it to cool, I also shouldn’t
ruin this rare pleasure by burning my
tongue. The sky turns gray and birds begin
to sing. In this way I wait and wait and have
continued to wait. And then?

Right

The lid lifts, and coffee and its grounds flow
out of the pot. While watching the coffee
on the fire, I open a can of apricots and
transfer the contents to a tin plate. I pour
milk in a cup, and cool it by adding a little
coffee. While indulging in reminiscences, I
brought the apricots to my mouth one by
one. What a great many things people think
about when unable to sleep, one right after
another. Being this tired, you would think
that my mind would put a hold on things.
A mosquito buzzed by my ear. I kneel
down on the ground, hold still. Speaking of
which,

1997

TIYN, AYT 7 A (2 AH)

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

% | each

180.0x130.0

PN

Private collection

I-iv-10

7

[Ealcdbrohvbh, 8D
DITELEFILILLANG, LIESL
BEer>TwLlTeiedhEd, Svichl
A6 ELDEIMHAT, bHHEBH
MARIEZEZED, S5 RDBEEL A
BESECESD TR 2T
ATV ot BARKIEIS, EDRN
MBI I FEICLFELH»OA
MOT WL GRD WD REW, Tk
LB ED o, e RAEK T
THRBRAZ DA 5. BER D
LT EBOT IO L RTH S
ABESTLEHTHMBLCHRE LD
6. NRTEARFARZ RV, 122
LT2MIEL. R3a_GECOMEPHA
TH DB L]

4

[H Rt 6MIA2TLEY. FIES
AVIRANBZS DB CICAT 20k 51
FLBoTVIURE D0 Ic i &3 A
WKMo TREBEHTRLTLEY, 2
OREBCEICE A O FENEL T
2, BEICII AKX ZDH T BOE N (o &
HILFETTL A HELELLIALD
OB T BN RS, 20
LI RVELT B TEENIE D, BE
—BRTIBEE»SHErOFEBHC 2
Joo MFFICHE U O STcD DMK T 2
WA DPEDNTLE1EA 5, T D
BB 2T 6, TRTIGBFTE 21
TR HAOAHTE TEALLbS S
oo T, COHWBICHEDEATS ON
3E-T2b]

Left

“You wouldn’t understand. You’re only

a child.” The child, fidgeting, wriggled

his face for a while, but then suddenly
disappeared from sight; his bottom flashed
across the water surface for a moment, and
then the next instant, there was a whitish
shadow in the water and he sank towards
the bottom. In the clear water surface, like a
drop of rain had fallen, layers of concentric
circles spread out. I just realized this now,
but there was not a single strange thing
about it. Even in the middle of the night
you can probably see. Day and night were
indistinguishably connected, because even
as my tears clouded the glass, my glasses
had no eyelids. “Can’t see a thing through
my tears. So I'll just reach my hand out and
try to grasp the things that are close by.”
Right

“I imagine you can hear it. Lady.” The
woman was stone quiet as if about to lose
herself in her thoughts, but at last she faces
the wall, letting out a big yawn. During this
blink of the mouth, her own hand serves as
the lid. On the wall is the clear outline of
the window bathed in moonlight. Swaying
gently, the bare groupings of branches from
leafless trees drop their shadows above it. A
telephone rings in the distance, and a voice
can be heard in the room on the other side
of the wall. My heart must be torn between
two conflicting concerns at the same time
and place. If only I could see my own face,

I should be able to understand everything. “I
even forgot my own name. But I do know
who lives in this room.”

1997

TV, T 7 A2 D)

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each

80.0x130.0

T S A A

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art

I-iv-11

7

P OKEPESTEILETIS D,
CoHOBFSREAELe A0, EOL
Ted? IEOHLEEZEF T MELVERS
FEEOMIFIMEZ L LBLLT T, —
A LATECHE2 X5 ICLTh i
EIOMOWLATEX L, &9 HRDE T
Fie, BN OB ST L & B0, B
LEENCED T DL 2 2BV,
i

FBROBLURE DT 6, LR O I
HEFOI I AT TH RS, &
CATHBITECSTeD T LIS 1
ot TrIRICAhOhES L
L THEDELLHIGE K. 35
HLRS LTV LET). KLk, &
S5 TCo MiEHAEZRD ISV &, FILR
BHREE E 5 (RoTFTHR LT,
Left

Are you trying to tell me that a fire came
chasing you from behind — this blueness of
your face is not normal, what happened?
You simply answer, “If there’s something
that dear to you, you shouldn’t try to

chase and catch it; it’s better to be able to
remember it regretfully the rest of your
life.” Oh. Like the time I learned from an
old lady how to pickle cucumbers, I heard
the sound of a ripe cucumber drop, all on
its own.

Right

Blasted by the hot air on the roof, my
grandfather’s face looks faded like a skull.
And what was it he said again? When he
was about to get a burning branding iron
put in his eye. “O fire, my beautiful friend.
A bit more gently, please.” No problem.
Don’t you worry. My sister went to get the
parasol, and my grandfather was cooling his
fingers with his round, pointed tongue.
2002

TV, HV T 7 A (2 A

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

% | each
180.0x130.0
e VR AVE S 1

The National Museum of Modern Art,
Tokyo

I-iv-12

¥
oMy DPED L SIFT ZRETT
R AR Y, STclcER KT
T MHORE DI EMOERD N 2
HHOPDIRIED IR 2D, b
Vo /RRELE NV Y & CRENOL /RE I R <
boTwie tich kodeh o fFEH P
DIETRAFKOBELIEARZ T A
TREAIHAOESL LR P THAD
KAREDIIICHSHT LS,

&

HAZOHES LR B ARIC/NSCED
Nz lidxze, KB»Eesei. &
DECRT T ORGSR EE S B
WD XS k2 LTw2. YIhHO
Rz D#fE 2 L T0 270 TIRM (S



AT BB Z L7 WwH A0 I
P S EMTE IR oL P L LD
RN b, ERES LOICZ2A LA
b ikt Th 5.

Left

The little village on the far mountainside
was already out of sight, and spring was
coming around again. The grape trees were
like large ailing snakes creeping under the
coping stones of the wall. A brown light
moved about in the tepid air. The void
created by the selfsame every day is likely to
chop down even the young trees that were
left behind. In this everyday life, a thicket
of trees protrudes like a boulder.

Right

The village I lived in has never been thought
of as so small. The sun showed itself. The
tall poplar forest looks like a beach being
blown about by the wind. I grow dizzy just
watching that seamless succession. If I can
manage to get drunk on the succession of
unchanging days, I can also grow to feel like
I have taken down an elephant or snake.

He differentiated things this way, like a
fluttering butterfly.

2002

TZ YN, ST 7 A2 D)

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each
180.0x130.0
HOGURRBUAR SN

Museum of Contemporary Art Tokyo
I-iv-13

%

[FOKRALNMITZL, Z2HICFERST
WIL» LR, Z0EICElh) DT
R0, BEMRD G (R 73 H D 5)
oW CMERTH20
22 BB BRI EP S EORE
BBI20LET EHoLz VI~
SHLOTHEHINTLET, 2HLER
MELERSICE-T HXDEEWV L
EhrobizLichbbFoNTwa, 257
BEHI>DTH5,

4

[MATTRTRLTWVE D] 5T, I
LROTL3H AL L. FICHEST
WAENTYABEEESNTIOARS
W(f L ZBEMZ-T) HFDBTLEHO
o ¥ 72 b D2 5k N D DI B D
B IS EY 2O E o R
WS & 7cfbke —HOEMLETHIVD
DHLE. EETOV(HATHYIERDD
B ABREMZRZERILET X iz z
Sl & L.

Left

“Really quite small, and flat, too.” However,
I still can’t get beyond that. When a

duck can’t get away from the water (or a
honeybee from its hive), what is it looking
at? The answer, like imagining an oak tree
while being in the tropics, is maintained

by something we refer to as the comfort of
faith. Because of this uncertain tolerance,
we, too, are protected from our daily
suspicions and despair, or so he says.

Right

Is this any time to get excited over “how
smooth it is”? If the balancing bar in your
hand were to be pinned down (even if you
were a tightrope walker), you know you’d

fall. What is necessary in order to escape

the extremities is, first of all, a bad temper.
Same goes for the indecisiveness of a hawk
hunting its prey. Maybe this is what they
call a double effect. The only things you
can count on in this life are these accurate
variables, she admonished.

2004

TI I, AT 7 A2 )

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each

180.0x130.0

VEK ik

Collection of the Artist

I-iv-14

¥

FPEECHBEZS, R CREES S,
So T #HEHLIc o feiiic& D2
H—kEHORZ, TN T Z 2T
B32XounHE. Ehdviwn!l AEL
HRMEAT. oL EicE27E55
(ZE2B), O ETHEH (DT &
B, WELAEBO> O THNIX(RD
e g ML K2 HEL, 4
FTCUWRICH» T I 2o

4
ERT LIS &> T D EDHOF &
BLEBACHEI N i hWRICS
DH—ZvELATA BH . BB %
LIconFB Ly 0, M UREDGAE
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Left

If it’s within a stone’s throw, I can look over
every nook and cranny of it. There is no
one who would, accordingly, not notice the
bare corpse — and deny one’s thirsty mouth
while facing water! Sadness will, instead

of disappearing, remain on the skin (and
50), there’s no point into continuing to cry
forever. That is if you wish for a beautiful
death (if you wish not to be eaten). Go get
yourself a sponge and some water, and set
out right away to do laundry.

Right

Because of the stone he flung far away, the
muscles and bone of the boy’s shoulder
were crushed to pieces. As a result of the
distance, this man — nobody’s home —
himself never even learns what he had done.
Though he had murdered one who was
born to the same mother as he. As you can
see his skin remains silky smooth. However
(because of this) he will probably no longer
feel cheer in his heart. All he can feel is

the pain in his right ankle. He sheds giant
teardrops from this pain, nobody’s home.
You from a foreign land, if you intend to
fight this man, you must not hesitate to
shave off your nose and years, and feed it to
the dogs.

2005

TV, AT 7 A2 4D

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

& | Left

72.5x91.0

peu Right

160.0x220.0
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Collection of the Artist
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Left

Hard to say since when, but it turns out
that this direction has become to me the
one in which I live my life (water that
disappears when we approach it!). I was
weakened and couldn’t get all the way out
to the ocean. By some circumstance of the
light rays or the barely visible horizon, the
blinding light reflected on the desert burns
our eyes. Water which, with just one little
drop, lures out green sparks, a sprout of
grass, from far beneath the sand. T drink
down all that was left.

Right
After walking north for five hours the
scenery changed. At any rate if we go as far
as we can (with long strides! we walked)

and still find nothing, we must get home by
sundown. The cloud which disappears in
midday and is reborn at night, that shadow
of this cumulous cloud that remains at the
end of the day. Each and every one of them
create anew the thickness of the woods
equipped with the movement and depth of
water. Without a single hurry as far as the
eye can see.

2005

TV, AT 7 A2 A
Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each

180.0x130.0

BLUM Los Angeles, Tokyo, New York
Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York
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“Fire travels upwards, and water flows
downward.” “However, but,” the sight

of the two sumo wrestlers grappling

firmly against each other, grabbing with
strong arms, is like rafters in a gable roof
interlocked high in the sky by the carpenter
to fend off the forces of the wind. If they
were horses they would be animals, but
because they are not horses, they are not
animals either. If force is applied through
movement, even water will vaporize, and
head upwards.

“After a while, what is on the bottom will
flip to the top.” “Nonetheless,” the backs
of the two people, pulled tightly together
to the point of creaking by each other’s
strength, are like an instrument, which
pants, only able to manage a certain sound.
The sweat runs down like a waterfall, and
several red, swollen welts pop up upon the
side. If it is afternoon, it is not evening.
Because it is the afternoon, the shutters may
be closed.

2005

TIIN AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

148.0x91.0

Ve R ik

Collection of the Artist
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Left

The fish are unaware of the sight of their
own growing selves, which is exactly how
we want it. Because the inviting waters

are water (there is a brightness in the
geography). There is no difference — under
the ocean or in the snow (the soul begins

to dance and rush ahead); they are likely to
never wake again.

Right

They call it freshwater marine products,

or fish, but really we just catch and live off
of the smelt and rainbow trout that people
have stocked in the water. Look through
the water surface to the backside of the
water (with three thousand freeloaders at
our backs). It’s not very different from a life
of drinking water and eating ice (the water
freezes and expands), and so we take taxes
from the fish.

2008

TIIN, AT 7 A2 R

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

% | each

91.0x72.7
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Collection of the Artist
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Left

Will the dead be able to arrive (is the light
of the heavens the sign of an exit)? A soul
with no flesh, and no need for wings, can’t
go on flying this high forever. Once there
was a single tall, tall, tree on the causeway
of the river (and if you climbed it like a
monkey, hopped its branches like a bird), I
was told that you could go to the birthplace
of the future (study guidelines!) The tree
rots, and bends its knees down to the grass,
saying, “This is a violet.” I do know that
name.

Center

Air is not transparent to the light (an
obstruction of invasion). So in the air,

stars! That is, the windows open, and in the
evening a dazzling light (not words) arrive
upon the earth.

Right

The country of the sky (similar to the earth)
is abloom with trees and flowers, and there
are animals and birds (ducks and rabbits
too, of course), and they are all more
beautiful than on the earth! They indeed
exist! Just look at the blueness of the sky.
That which exists in the distance all looks
blue, it seems that way.

2008

TI YNV, ST 7 A (3D

Acrylic on canvas (set of 3)

75 | Left

228.0x140.9

f1 9% | Center

141.1x87.4

4i | Right

142.0x141.0
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The National Museum of Art, Osaka
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Left

A distraction, a diversion. The stomach

and conscience belonging to people. (If
you put it backwards, a laughing matter).
“All nonsense!” Make the dog bite its fleas,
revere the oyster shell, and fly chicken
skewers in the air. Can you see the tzaraath?
What this tongue thinks is good is (all)
carcass! Fish carcass, bird, cow, pig carcass.
‘What has distance from the crime (and the
soul is distant), and what is close to the
earth, is what tastes good.

Right

Spinach and milk. There are no highs and
lows when it comes to knowledge and
gluttony. (What gets spilled over is wine!)
“Just what is it that you want to say?”

A river that flows backwards, an ocean

that burns up. Owls and their Latin, like
learning synecdoche from a parrot. And so
you don’t lend your ear to another person’s
tongue. Eat spinach and drink milk! Milk
helps to digest a great number of oysters.

And so (away from the ocean) there is a
shell mound in the field.

2008

TIII, AT 7 A2 )

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each

180.0x130.0

[EPN: 3

Private collection
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Left

Your thinking (good and evil) is written

on a scrap of paper. Let’s say we throw

this paper into the fire. If the paper burns,
we will know that those thoughts were

mistaken. The paper is tossed into the

fireplace and rests a while in the fire, but
eventually floats gently, lightly away,
without being neither burned nor charred.
A single tree that knows good and evil, that
God created (where flowers nor leaves barely
stand out) in the pleasure garden. The scrap
of paper is also (like the forbidden fruit)
made from that tree.

Center

Angels are called birds because they have
wings. The shape of their faces are pure

like a ball, and their voices are like that of
women. If you bare your heart to them you
only receive a response in letters, and all
you hear is the sound of wings flapping.
Right

In the field, countless seeds (invisible in this
world) that neither grow nor are picked are
sleeping. Words are seeds. The water you
see is not made by water vapor, like a river
that out of nowhere overflows and runs dry.
From the bottom of the earth, it is recalled
like a fountain.

2009
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 3)

72 | Left

228.0x141.0

1 9% | Center

141.0x87.0

£ Right

141.0x141.0

T SR A0 i

Aichi Prefectural Museum of Art
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Left

Broom of empty space/ Aufheben

Right

I suspect you will dry out this water, or
otherwise drink it down. But the water

will absolutely not perish. The water
simply changed form and moved on. The
water does not dry up, but relieves thirst.
Similarly, T try to chop off a finger, or

my hands and feet, but I cannot. Freely
changing appearances is not water, is not
my (red water, blood). In the water there is
something that exists in spite of the form
of the water; the spirit of the water dwells
there (not to be too quick to jump into

the waves expelled from water. The waves
spread all over and increase and decrease
like music, but the spirit of the water
neither fluctuates nor divides). I am in the

water, I swim, nap, and awaken.

2016

TV, HVT 7 A2 A

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

/2 | Lefe

210.0x260.0

£ Right

25.0x18.0
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The field is green, the little birds sing, the
dew shines, the smoke rises, and everything
that can be seen here and there was
“someone.” Everything that touches the
heart, that appears in light and transforms,
is surely the deed of “someone.” If plants
did not have emotions, the senses that fill
the earth would become scant and sparse.
The heart in the shape of an insect that

flies around the flowers must also be lonely.
There is not one thing that touches the

eyes or the ears of beasts that run through
the forest. But when the beast suddenly
becomes thirsty in front of a puddle, that
very thirst is “someone.” The branches of
the hazel move, the sun sets west. Salty
wind, sea wind, wander around in search of
what.

Right

Like ripples occur in the vast ocean and
leaves grow on trees we were born in the
world. Each ripple grasps light in a different
slope, flickers, and tree leaves sway even
when branches do not move (pricking up
ears and eyes). It occurs as a completely
different incident for the eyes, ears, and
hands. Thus when consciousness grasps the
world, the body retreats to the background
like the ebb tide. I say (therefore without
relying on ears and eyes) wake up.

2016
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

7¢ | Left

210.2x259.7

1 Right
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Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York
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Green walnut, sour quince, blow them
away. There is no more moisture in my
mouth, and my tongue melted like a candle
in the fire of language that blew upon it.
Afterwards I took sixty-five naps, and so I
licked the inside of my skull, and was able
to know the sweetness of the dew trickling
down in the interior of my consciousness.
A gust of wind tore apart the fog, a ray of
light streaked in, the dewdrops sparkled off
the blades of grass, and what fulfilled the
various shapes of all the leaves and stalks
and flowers was a single, complete nectar.
2017-2019

TIIN, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

160.0x260.0
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Koji Nakao
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A quiet place. I hear music that doesn’t
exist. Bustling only to my ears. The
commotion on the wharf sounds calm in
the distance. Being anxious, I lost my way
in here. Blinding light. The complicated
scent of tide pools, Southeastern wind of
Inasa. Headed to that island? And the name
of the boat? Aiolos, I am coming along.
Right

A small bird flew from the north rather low

over the ocean. Perched at the bow of the
boat, she is exhausted.First journey?” The
bird flew faster than the words being said.
The waves calmed and the sun returned
before the words dissipated. I no longer
dream, but birds still fly over my eyelids.
Against the blue sky, white clouds form and
flutter, as the ringing voice falls slowly like
snow. “Who is singing that song?” I notice a
lion on the beach. “How old are you?” The
lion smirks. See, look, I am pleased. We've
always exchanged greetings, but this is our
first conversation.

2019
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

7¢ | Left

210.0x130.0

el Right

210.0x260.0
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Collection of the Artist
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bLb LG~ ol (28D 42)
Return to the Original Location (Empty
Bag)
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Acrylic on canvas
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Collection of the Artist
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Left

Firmness and Weight of the Same Name
(Duffel Bag)

Right

Upon An Unguent Quest

2005
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Acrylic on canvas
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el Right

17.0x22.8
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Private Collection
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A sneeze (keep my heart in the mouth)
2010
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Acrylic on canvas

14.5x20.5
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Collection of the Artist
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Descartes / Luther

Descartes / Hanoi

Descartes / Lapis Lazuli
Descartes / Doorway
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Hand painted ceramic tile (set of 144)
360.0x360.0x1.1
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Hand painted ceramic tile
360.0x360.0x1.1
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Collection of the Artist
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geos/orge
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Hand painted ceramic tile
59.0x59.0
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Collection of the Artist
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emus/hums
2019

¥y rain
Hand painted ceramic tile
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WIZInHDNIcH 01

The Shape of a Pattern 01

1979

fih FIAL, B

Cotton, Japanese paper, sumi ink
83.5x66.0

T A A

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
I-vii-2

WIIRHDNIH 03

The Shape of a Pattern 03

1979

fin, FIAL, B

Cotton, Japanese paper, sumi ink
87.5x68.0

180 FH Tl SE A B

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
I-vii-3

Wiz sorizb 04

The Shape of a Pattern 04

1979

fin. FIAK, = — MK B

Cotton, Japanese paper, coated paper, sumi
ink

91.0x72.5

T LA A

Toyota Municipal Museum of Art
I-vii-4

JINC k% .8

Carrying Water to the River

1986

fiAr L A4

Cotton cloth, silk

218.0x170.0

1L S A

Toyama Prefectural Museum of Art and



Design

I-vii-5

KRR ZEHETH

Growing a Tree out of Wood Ash
1986

finAr L AH

Cotton cloth, silk

209.0x159.0

THE T S

Chiba City Museum of Art

I-vii-6

FEECTEHICTS

Polishing an Ax to Make a Needle
1986

fiAr L A

Cotton cloth, silk

213.0x170.0

e R Al

Takamatsu Art Museum

I-vii-7

FRBCPIE( LD

Early Now, But Will Be Late

1986

fiAr L A

Cotton cloth, silk

224.0x176.0

8 M N R JRZEAN AR R &1
fiE

Ohara Museum of Art, Ohara Art
Foundation, Kurashiki

I-vii-8

Pk Tburda) (19834510 48) £ 8 ) FHE
L

I, OB LI TRER LIc Fe—
A7

Sewing Pattern from the October1983 Issue
of the Fashion Magazine burda

and

a Drawing Composed of Selected Lines
from the Pattern

Fa—Afv7:

1979

A > 7, Fifk | Ink on Japanese paper
HUHK | Sewing Pattern : 56.0x86.0
Fae—A427 | Drawing : 84.3x59.0
(33
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Sea water is salty, and river water is light.
Those with scales dive in the water, and
those with wing fly in the sky.

1999

tI73Ivr

Ceramic

47.0x43.0x25.0

MTMzavryay

MTM collection

I-viii-2

TUIVERARLLLS5T AYHYAL
DHEEH LI

Mourn the people as TEUMIN Cutting off

the crime like BATSUSAI

2000

tI73Ivr

Ceramic

35.5x81.0x41.0

HOGCE N AR AN

The National Museum of Modern Art,
Tokyo

I-viii-3

vIDH53ESF FZhIDI5LDT
Donkeys and mules of ROLA Calves and
bulls of DOKUTOKU

2000

tI3Iv

Ceramic

37.0%x50.5%x26.5

R R IO 3 ST 35 1 56
Collection of the Artist (deposited at The
National Museum of Modern Art, Tokyo)
I-viii-4

ruvallTeDY rryrlHLEr
7o R T

Hands up high like KEUSHU  Feet
stamping like TONSOKU

2000

tI3Iv

Ceramic

34.5x42.5%32.5

(PN

Private Collection

I-viii-5

NIRYELEREICD 6D KrIsL
Lo~ZTeh

Runs away like HANBAU

Gets captured as HOKUWAKU

2000

VER=3

Plaster

26.5x77.0x51.5

VER ik

Collection of the Artist

I-viii-6

TUFAIFY

Endymion

2003

piin

Clay

21.8x23.3x30.4

B — BB

Syoichiro Wada

I-viii-7

JRZSW B A MO EERICT I
EIBFTHOP S NTE, FEHAT, &
LALIRZEH»TILITER L. DD
Vi Bed0EME L v T
BN S T T D b2 JH
BEEIIEN EBY, 2052 iR
0,

Even if they repeatedly pound a blazing rag
on my back in rapid-fire succession, my
hands are frozen, and I can barely move

my fingers. Or it could be that because I
hadn’t done anything in so long, my body
had been absorbed into an object. My skin
swells up purple, and does not go away
from there.

JF 11994

PR E 12024

I3y

Ceramic

38.0x110.0x62.2

(PN

Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya

Contemporary, Tokyo

I-ix

I-ix-1

T2 3 T

Original picture for Kaku

1983

IR, k¥ Ay, zvay ik E»
Colored pencil, watercolor, ink, crayon,
paper, etc.

£ | each

30.5%x45.0 (21 4 | 21 works)

PRk

Collection of the Artist

I-ix-2

IS0 77 ) TR (P340 - k)
Original picture for Bungaku Manga
(Literary Manga) (serialized in BT: Monthly
Art Magazine Bijutsu Techo)

1986-1987

Ay g, svar ik

Ink, colored pencil, crayon, paper
24.0x21.0, 21.0x24.0, 20.8x30.0 (2 /512
works)

PE Rk

Collection of the Artist

I-ix-3

IR CO, ZNTETALIH (1)
NEFE—RERE-R)7vaynya
Shuntaro Tanikawa (text), Kenjiro Okazaki
(picture), Popape Popipappu, Crayonhouse
2004

21.6x21.6

PER ik

Collection of the Artist

I-ix-4

E{ELABCO, BT ETALHD ()
Thans{AT/NERE

Park Kyongmi (text), Kenjiro Okazaki
(picture), Little Lellolello, Shogakukan Inc.
2004

24.5x18.5

PER ik

Collection of the Artist

I-ix-5
FNREEHLACCRTRILLL] AT
AT 7

Kenjiro Okazaki (text and picture), Who
Knew Cat Nowhere, Oraibi Paahu

2024

17.5x21.2

PEZR ik

Collection of the Artist

Ix

I-x-1

IBLBHDORE] <7 v b
Snow and Fog Park Maquette
2023

MDF. K. £4i, 7279V

MDF, wood, blanket, acrylic
9.5x140.0x156.0
MEHHEEER2 BN

Kaga City Board of Education

I-x-2

{Mount Ida——A —F— D[l (A4 AV
AR REEMMAEZ LT ) 199497 —F
B4

Mount Ida—The Mountain of Ida (The
boy Paris is still shepherding)

2025

zE

Wood (ash)

4% | each

54.6x289.7x87.4

YKk

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

I-x-3

PUAR T — b« AT 274 ¥ 2 B FRI 4
Printed Materials of Yotsuya Art Studium
2004-2014

. A

Paper, fabric

4% | each

88.0x62.6 (24 £ | 24 works)

VE Rk

Collection of the Artist

I-x-4

RIS a7 A &Y (RIET =27 =)
Eioe 2 TE S R

Nakatsukuni Lykeion (Haizuka Earthworks)
Filming and Editing : Chiaki Haibara
2025

v A

Video

14 min 57 sec

VEZ ek

Collection of the Artist

I-x-5

33Ty (1)

AR D T4 M2 X4 | Ludwig

Wittgenstein, A Memoir / Trailer (1988)

-Bulbous Plants (1991-)
-Caput Mortuum (1993)
- L LR AE —— 25 B L 2 o JLA

Standard Discrimination Standards (1993)

s B 72 AT £ | Museum of Children’s

Imagination (1981)

3t Es &, 'LwONA I “ifs” and

“buts” were colors and shapes, there’d be no
need for museums

(TtRdolddBrs coi@drrhol;

i) T % for the exhibition An Art
Exhibition for Children Whose place is this?.
FORAFRBLAREAT T Museum of Contemporary
Art Tokyo. 2015)

Photo: Keizo Kioku / Shu Nakagawa

‘AN AL A | Little Lellolello (2004)
AF X — UZ FUE > K | Poppape Poppi

Pappu (2004)

<75 h v FHLEER | The Brancacci

Chapel (2001) © Yasuyuki Nakamura

A - HE - HRKRAEATAERT T

M IR, R R

Planning and production: Oraibi Paahu
Editing: Shu Nakagawa, Haruka Inagaki

Various projects 1



2025

Sk

Video

19 min 01 sec

PER ik

Collection of the Artist
I-x-6
SFEEHTmI=2M(2)

[ D ¥V A | Toki no Zaurus (1987)

- FOE AR ST [E B W B | Tokyo Metropolitan
Kokusai High School (1988)

DR X (1996-97)

CAWAZDHR, (5L, (FTIce
W7 . (2008)

YT | The Mirage City — Another Utopia —
(1997)

- 1§ s 7 v | Khora Hotel (2005) Photo:
BankART1929

+To(2003)

Photo: Kazuo Fukunaga / T. Sakashita
cHIANX 2 DHE[MER] | Karasuyama
House [M Residence] (2008) © Takeshi

YAMAGISHI

*Blockhouse Sunagawa(2010)

+Oraibi Paahu(2011)

Photo: Shu Nakagawa / Toshihiro Kajiwara
<43 xR [UK] | Shibasaki House
[U Residence] (2011)

s IVF A= F an [ Mirsys Majol /
Planetary Commune Mirsys Majol
/ Planetary Commune(2019)

Photo: Shu Nakagawa

AT - IR - HREAEATL AT T

e : IR, RS 5

Planning and production: Oraibi Paahu
Editing: Shu Nakagawa, Haruka Inagaki

Various projects 2
2025
Sk
Video
18 min 41 sec
PER ik
Collection of the Artist
I-x-7
EEE AP EA N E))

<7 My Z Y4 b | Aropic Site (1996)

+ 7 ¥F/ I—Ji& | Antinomy (2003)

‘ET IN ARCADIA EGO  #£33E5
W R EMEE NS RS n | ET
IN ARCADIA EGO The Hidden Place
Called “Sculpture” (RHEF & A2 S0 f-
B#E#E  Musashino Art University Museum
& Library, 2013) Photo: Shu Nakagawa /
Ken Kato

- il i iz, 8 o Rl Fh R 0 ) —— B
(concrete) B ¥ 5 . HlI4 251 o Rl
The Insight of Kenjiro Okazaki Abstract Art
as Impact— How Abstract Art can become
Concrete Tools (# Ml # Toyota
Municipal Museum of Art, 2017)

Photo: Kenji Aoki

S — 53 $& 1 H Ok | Sakata Kazuo:
Recoup Lost Ground (HIHAT —v 2> ¥+ 7
Y— TOKYO STATION GALLERY. 2019)
© Hayato Wakabayashi

PUBRT — b+ AT 254 VL4 | Yotsuya Are
Studium (2004-2014)

~HFED AV > ¥y 2 | Critical Olympics
(2007)

« 22 Y 7R — | Tanz Theater (2005)

*Experiment show (2007)

*D. D. D. Bot (Dancing with Desk

Drumming Robot) (2007)

+2—wJ 5 | Europera 5(2007)
-1 love my robots (2007)
+T. T. T. Bot (Turning Table Tripod

Robot) (2015-)

A - HVE - HRE2AEA ST ERT T

M« I, R s

Planning and production: Oraibi Paahu
Editing: Shu Nakagawa, Haruka Inagaki
Various projects 3

2025

74

Video

27 min 25 sec

Ve R ik

Collection of the Artist

I-x-8
333F Ty (4)
*Mount Ida A —=F =l (DHAY

Al F7EEE G2 LTWV3) | Mount Ida —
The Mountain of Ida (The boy Paris is still
shepherding (77 —viiJil7—b7wy= 2
Faret Tachikawa Art Project, 1994)

photo: Risaku Suzuki

+FH L %D | Snow and Fog in the Park

(2023)

A - HE - HRE2AA A ERT T
sk I, FRHERE R

{Mount I[da——A4 =7 = LI (D4R
VAR R 2 LT LR )KAYT T
Ll © B Z B (TSCA)

Planning and production: Oraibi Paahu
Editing: Shu Nakagawa, Haruka Inagaki
Diagram production: Konosuke Kurita
(TSCA)

Various projects 4

2025

E7A

Video

3 min 21 sec

Ve R ik

Collection of the Artist

Ixi

I-xi-1

Ry F iz

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

(EEAE N ]

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

HE A

Fumiaki Ariga

I-xi-2

R I

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

(5PN

Private Collection

I-xi-3

Ry FHa

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper

29.0x40.5

PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-4

Ry F e

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

R AR N 1S

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-5

Ry F i

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

R AR I IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-6

R f

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

R AR SN IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPN:3

Private Collection

Ixi-7

R Ffa

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

[ERAE NG

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

5PN

Private Collection

I-xi-8

KT iz

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

JERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPN:3

Private Collection

I-xi-9

KT

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

(ERGAE N

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPN:3

Private Collection

I-xi-10

R Fia

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERGAE N

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPN:S

Private Collection

Ixi-11

R Ffa

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

(AR NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN

Private Collection

I-xi-12

Ry F iz

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

g4, AR

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN/

Private Collection

I-xi-13

Ry F

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

(EE AN S

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN/

Private Collection

I-xi-14

R Fha

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

(EEAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN/

Private Collection

I-xi-15

Ry Ffa

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

R E NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

IR

Motohiro Tomii

I-xi-16

Ry F i

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

(PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-17

Ry F i

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERAE N IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

(PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-18

R F iz

Punch (Punctured Picture)



2014

R AR N IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

Rk

Fuminao Suenaga

I-xi-19

R F e

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

R AN IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

AT T

Reiko Matsumoto

I-xi-20

Ry F

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

[ERE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN

Private Collection

I-xi-21

KT i

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

[ERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN

Private Collection

I-xi-22

KT fx

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

JERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

PN

Private Collection

I-xi-23

KT f

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

[ AE N IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

(PN

Private Collection

I-xi-24

R

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

(ARG N

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

FRACREA

Masato Akimoto

I-xi-25

R

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

JEKitE N IS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[ ZEIN

Masato Akimoto

I-xi-26

Ry FHa

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

(5PN

Private Collection

1xi-27

KT

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

(PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-28

Ry Fi

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

ERAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

iPN: 7

Private Collection

I-xi-29

R Fi

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

RLRAE NS

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

TR T

Machiko Chiba

I-xi-30

Ky F iz

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

QERAE N i3

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPNL

Private Collection

I-xi-31

R F i

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

RERAE N S

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPNE

Private Collection

I-xi-32

KT

Punch (Punctured Picture)
2014

I, M

Colored pencil on paper
29.0x40.5

[EPNE:3

Private Collection

1-xi-33

Ry F i

Punch (Punctured Picture)

2014

AR N i3

Colored pencil on paper

29.0x40.5

PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-34

Ry T

Punch (Punctured Picture)

2014

AR N 1S

Colored pencil on paper

29.0x40.5

PN 3

Private Collection

I-xi-35

T. T. T. Bot (Table Turning Tripod
Robot)

LS & o FBHYE | Developed in
collaboration with Katsuyoshi Tsujita
2015—
AVEa—R, T—R—, TVIZVLE
4. AV VA, FRPIE»
Computer, motor, aluminum alloy, stainless

steel, FRP, etc.

66.7x45.0x45.0

(33

Collection of the Artist

I-xi-36

Physiognomy

2016

T2 UV, (16 i)

Acryli on paper (set of 16)

£ | each

56.0x40.0

RIFT—bavrvay/ 27 FBGEE
iy 2 <

Taguchi Art Collection / Taguchi Art
Foundation

1-xi-37

who’s who

2017

7279w, (19 £HD

Acrylic on paper (set of 19)
57.2x41.7 (54515 works), 41.7x57.2 (14 s
|14 works)

PRk

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

I-xi-38

Man / It Our

Rain / Um To

Atom / Ruin

Air / Tom Nu

Arm / In Out

2018

779 A G D

Acrylic on paper (set of 5)

% | each

81.4x57.9

Kékavryav

Obayashi Collection

1-xi-39

Cereal leaf beetle 424t

Cereal leaf beetle oat

Cytokinesis / Psychokinesis
Psychokinesis / Cytokinesis

De fructus autem sicientiae - boni
De fructus autem sicientiae - malum
Ndpach

Pdneha

Hnpaed

Black Sea deluge hypothesis I
Black Sea deluge hypothesis 1T
Black Sea deluge hypothesis I
Manthan Kurma

Manthan amrta

Manthan Halahala
Tornade/Tritylodontidae (=2 D &

RObHrHEEEOEEDL D)
Android /Tritylodontidae(Z2> D
S0brHEEOEED D)
Odorant/Tritylodontidae (=2 D
RObHHHEE OEEL D)

Tonality,/ Tritylodontidae /

Tritylodontidae (=20 2 K80 dH 2%

[3eL X2 N))

2019

T2 v, (19 D

Acrylic on paper (set of 19)

58.1x42.5 (7417 works), 42.5x58.1(12 4%
12 works)

KANAZAWAz2V Y 2

KANAZAWA COLLECTION

I-xi-40

B A EE - kusa

HiHE /U —ARTEE - kawa

%&2®/ " —ATEH - hama

B &2/ T H— AT - kiji

Fhe /= A —ARLERE - tama

Fkb/ =/ —AER - kura

2019

77 YV, K (64D

Acrylic on paper (set of 6)

4% | each

41.3x56.5

(iPN[:3

Private Collection

interlude

SO 5 2 2 2053

Ones Passed Over Head

2021-2022

L EREE, #4010

Colored pencil on paper

18.2x28.4 (2 A | 2works), 30.5x42.0 (38 /&
38works)

[

Collection of the Artist

After 2022

II-i-1

R SABESTARO ENSREMLT
W IEIE EDBZ ST 3o
LHZRZTFEHRIBET BT
BIEDP LD, DA LTHRIRD



LTI EED FAS B FEDFIRD S D4
b NEENTEHSTS. HERIEN.
TRILDLER ST LE T, X ATH
TEEHA EITRIEZDREEZ DT
FLIOMA LB L. THBRED &
Ll s\ EEZL NI, Lo Rid >
Joo ABFEE LR LD LA Z IR TH
L. A LB ZERTEDNTDH 5,

A monk climbed up a tree and watched
from the trunk of the tree. He would doze
off, almost fall off and then wake up again.
People who were watching him would laugh
and say, “What an idiot, dozing off on such
a branch”. We may be on the verge of death
right now, too. We forget that and laugh.
We're just fools.

“I get sleepy during the Nembutsu and
cannot do my prayers well, how can I
prevent this disturbance?” When I asked
him, he wisely answered “When you
become aware, start Nembutsu again.”

This was truly noble. If you believe that
rebirth in the Pure Land is certain, it will
be certain, and if you believe it uncertain, it
will be uncertain.

2023

TIIN, YT T A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

YEZR ik

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

II-i-2

A e, ML HFRPR LA
WL, U EBUERZ L DEHD
BLLEDLN b 58S 5 e T
WET, A5 MERB LBV, Kb
W2 L & LT, HRTI 0, &K
BT, 2LTEOH LI o,
R ote. bAS I WA, IR
SLLElZRIR LTV & Lic, 2 & )Ab
DL EC LWL RO ZE T EBHZ
iroToie, MFHIb B —FHAS R
{IBU2 220 dHoTHVT L5,
W TEDRTEH»ICH» T E L.
Her first thought was that perhaps the
Virgin made miracle. But when she look
again, the house wherein had faded her
childhood dreams and her maiden illusions.
There was nothing to do but go, so, began
to prepare breakfast. Strange, she was calm,
she even had a desire to laugh!

There was no miracle—the sun was rising
and promised a magnificent morning,

the breeze was delightfully cool, the stars
were paling in the east, and the cocks were
crowing as if to see who could crow best
and loudest. She went out with as little
noise as possible.

2023

TIIN, YT T A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

YE Rk

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

II-i-3

BRI RO ICON T, o NED RN
EOLTOROBLREE->T &R
Too AR RS2 S, BET 5 A
DHZEMMFICTEEI5REDTLT.
BOFE D47 TBH, HEATH

NTELie A TR T L7,
HWSRISHES LN S 1385 DRI
AT 2 SIS T Ll —Marh,
F M 2 RS2 T TR W e vk o
AT Rh i LE 260 % L7 ki
EAEAMICEESADIAZ, HIZHE IS
SolrEiBEds, THEMEE?)
As the weeks went by, my curiosity to

his aims in life, gradually deepened and
increased. His person and appearance were
such as to strike the attention of the casual
observer. His hands were invariably blotted
with ink and stained with chemicals, but

he possessed an extraordinary delicacy of
touch.

The Moon shone in the heavens. The
Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree and set
her breast against the thorn. All night

long she sang, the thorn went deeper and
deeper. The crystal Moon leaned down and
listened. “She has form,” the Moon said to
himself, “but has she got fecling?

2023

TIIN AV T 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

Collection of Yoosun Hwang & Dongsun
Kim

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

1I-i-4

VxR T, AFF L EINI HDHH
A2y DF LT odroleaar e
Houg Ll fiblgofcaary ki
WD 2 LEATRARICED, IE0EE
FUIC AER LA LI ARICED 5
210, 2ol EIcEbE L,

T —2N, O TEEZI ALK N
LA TL, TE2BHI LI v
V=S5 aHEMEAEREVE LT
Bhr 2 sk T Al 23 2 [ & 4
20RO TTEDY WA, HAk»iE
ZoT HeifkoF o BECE LT,
Jagatara was born from a banana. One day
she found a coconut caught in a boar’s
tusks. She took it home and buried it. A
tree soon grew and flowered there. Jagatara
climbed it to pick the flowers, cut her
finger, and her blood fell on the flowers.
Jataka. The Bodhisattva was once a
powerful fish swimming in muddy water.
There was a drought. Opening his ruby
eyes, the fish said. This is not the first time
that the Buddha has sent rain to a world

in need of help. There was a flood and the
fragrance of sweet flowers.

2023

TIIN, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

Collection of Hyesun Lee

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

II-i-5

FIRO WD IR DY Kz HEE
SO I E NS SAT (¥ NOE J9): A
T3 BWEOMY R REDFE IS S
ZoAIOZFBEIE X2 ENEPES
CHDENIBE T BNTD LRE
BITDIHEENE I TEDTT.
HILirlirHEPEMOIO %
OB CTOTH 2~z hp
Bo, 2R LICHEPZ LR
NEH ORI TME 2B A5 & T

YoTHST. COoFRBCOHRLFLT
Mosiicwzzoidni{ctdizl,

Fireflies over the prairie flicker like a

bonfire on the farm. Evening rain resembles

a storm of leaves blown through trees.

Birdsong evokes the voices of fathers and

mothers. Approaching the rocky cleft, you

feel human villages fall away. You build a

fire to speak with elders.

The firewood glitters, flecked with

platinum, gold dust. Burning, the specks

dance, a wonder to behold. When wood

grows scarce on the mountain, people steal

from temples. Smashing Buddhist statues to

fuel the fire. If your body is not your own,

you stand outside the gate, no need for

tears.

2023

TIIN AT T A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

VEZR i

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

1I-i-6

FTARHE BB HY LT R
Vi LEDROBECER T SICE I
T lic, T2LERLD—FICHKFA
P EFELDT, ZORB LA ERL
PR e & B, S 0 BB B LI 2 b

KBLEEFTLE2DTLEI

P DB H 2 ->THE, b0

BuicRyoa HASESSMHATL
FolehrDES>TLI. . AR D
D.HCEPED s L5 ICmdo
TCHADOMEZE LI, 20 DA S,

BB aORSLIZESTHE LT,

Another strange thing. The wood had been

smitten with that deep stillness which comes

when a storm-cloud darkens a forest. Now

all the birds burst forth into song, and the

joy, the rapture, the ecstasy of it was beyond

belief. Had the song of the birds told her it

was coming?

Her head was bent a little toward the

ground, and her air was that of one who

is lost to thought, steeped in dreams, and

not conscious of herself or the world. Ah,

I noticed a strange white shadow sliding

across the grass. Its whiteness was unlike

any color I knew.

2023

TIINW, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

(33

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

I1-i-7

FRICH BN U2 E 22 L, ik
FlcfEssoh, BoMsfEhTtwid,
—BREP LS oIS 2HIE/KD,
R KON THAHD & D % Fh
Wi — A I & R ZERIc LIS (5
I, HBFICRBICHENEA~EL, T
Koms»roREKEEIS LED IS
B oEH MBS EHZT VS, 5T
EroEmodihths,

REBWE L, LIES A2 ED ¥,
HEPFE L2 LSRN RS EN R
Mot ErEtybic. o ity s
HaEin.

Waves lap the shore grow higher, rocking
the boat, swaying the fan target. Seizing a
momentary lull in the wind, he draws and
looses the arrow. Its shrill whistle echoes
across the sea. The fan dances briefly, as if
blown by a spring breeze, it tumbles into
the sea. The waterfall splashes down from
a height of 1000 feet with a severity that
pierces the heart. Sacred place of faith, for
the high and low.

Recalling this, I let the boat drift waiting
for it floating up, but no-one floated. As I
read the sutra. someday dusk came over the
sea.

2023

TIINV AV T 7 A
Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

(PN

Private Collection

Courtesy of Art Intelligence Global

II-i-8

The place where Bee built its nest was
somewhere that wouldn’t interfere with
humans and wouldn’t be noticed by
children. Bee toiled from dawn to dusk,
indifferent to the world’s happenings.

One day, tragedy struck: Bee’s nest was
destroyed. Heartbroken, Bee wished to leave
the nest.

Bee envied a blooming rose’s serenity.
“You’re lucky,” Bee said. “We’re hated
without cause.” Rose replied, “Your look
explains why.” Ashamed, Bee gazed into a
puddle. “Bizarre face—so this is a bee.” The
sun smiled. Next day, the rose was gone,
cut. Bee thought, “Fate treats all the same.”
2024
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0

(PN

Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and galerie frank
elbaz, Paris

II-i-9

“To the air which we below call clear and
transparent—the pure heaven—’what a
difference the east wind does make to some
people!’—TIt is the sun, with its coppery
glow, sent forth no rays while our carth lay
wrapped in an orange-colored mist.

The rainbow spread from the dark through
the blue air. She heard the song of the birds
but dreamt nothing about going out to the
wide world. It never entered her mind. The
scent of apple orchards was charming, she
seemed to taste its sweetness.”

2024
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

II-i-10

“What secrets lie within

”

Moon pearls
crowned garden walls. “Look how shadows
dance!” Hark,Wind whispered phantom
tales.”Stars sang memories deep. “Time
weaves silver dreams!”. she shouted

joyfully,’He lives!” And from the mountains



the echo came back upon her, ‘he lives!”
“Is the spring coming?” Dawn mist cloaked
emerald hills. “Do you have a garden?”
Roses climbed ancient walls. “What makes
the grass grow?” Rain whispered to the
earth. “Where do old tales rest?” Time slept
in shadows where moorland flowers bloom
and fade.
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

II-i-11

At that moment, a golden-gleaming green
lizard runs along the edge of the iron cage.
The roses the boy was gathering gleamed
like rubies. “Oh, Mama, this little heart of
tears, love, and death that you just gave me
is truly a terrible flower.

Finally, the child brought a rose and then
said the beautiful child had given it to him.
“Can you smell the scent of storm, tears,
and happiness?” As the sun dipped below
the horizon, while painted the sky in hues
of orange and red.
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

II-i-12

I follow the dog along the path, neither
looking at the scenery nor thinking, just
walking, lost in daydreams. Sometimes I
look up at the clouds. From beneath the
bushes, water flowed out in a ribbon-like
stream, sparkling in the sunlight. I feel
drawn.

The narrow path slopes gently downward
and winds sharply at times. Suddenly, a
wildflower catches my eye. I pick it and
hold it to my nose to smell. The phrase
“mingled within the forest” fits perfectly
here. T walk along, twirling it between
fingers.
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

II-i-13

Beautiful papers remained untouched.’Oh,
how my heart leaped up with joy!’Curtains
tore open three sides. So every-day talent

will pay. Here was a well-known face at
last—a round,Her scissors slashed night
air. Spider webs caught moonlight. Stars
exploded through bamboo.

““But it was not this very velvet!’'Her scissors
sliced thick air.Shell-carved eyes pierced
darkness.” ‘It looked so, and yet it did not,’
Beautiful papers folded into dreams.“T’ve
been in Upsala,” said the Moon: “I looked
down upon the great plain.”
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

1I-i-14

We ran into each other unexpectedly at

the intersection of hedge-lined paths.
Magnolias held up their cups. One day I
wore a handsome cotton-silk jacket. His
mother said, “It’s too good for you!” Our
First High School formalities shifted to
something more casual comfortable.
Daphne released its fragrance while titmice
called through shimmering heat. Iida
handed me fabric, saying, “Wear this in
Ginza and women will fall for you.” Being
provincial by nature, I tucked it away.
Komae-san brought an elegant gauze coat.
Both kept egging me on.
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

1I-i-15

“You don’t see far, and you don’t see
clearly,” said the Moon, “In the little petty
whirl here below.” Lute strings trembled
moonlight. Gossamer threads caught
starlight. Moments dissolved beneath crystal
waters. “She wept for the world’s depravity,
unheard by the ears of men.”
Constellations pierced bamboo grove. Coral
pendant caught lamplight. “There,” she
exclaimed, ‘there!’ and she knelt and kissed
the purple carpet. Evening frost kissed pale
skin. Temple candles flickered worlds. Ivory
doves scattered dreams. I think she was
actually weeping. Dawn shattered like sea
glass.

2024

TIIN AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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Collection of the Artist

1I-i-16

Amethystine colors danced in the flames

as petals transformed into genuine wings.
“When darkness falls, they frolic about
charmingly.” Sleep and Death waited within
those mystic cups. “Would you honor me
with a dance?” “Indeed, dancing with you
would be quite marvelous.” “How fragrant!”
“Last night they were beautiful, but

now every petal has wilted.” “Flowers
cannot dance.” “But indeed they can.”
Butterflies—red, yellow, white—were once
flowers detached from stems. “The breeze
speaks their language, just as we have ours.”
“In summer, we shall grow again, more
beautiful.”
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Acrylic on canvas

208.0x117.0
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1I-i-17

7 | Left

The air is moist, and the lights gleam with
dampness. Hazy “My heart says nothing.”
The candle burned on the table. After five
minutes,

The clouds of confusion dissipated. Beyond
the high wall with its anti-climbing spikes,
nothing obstructed the view except the
horizon itself. “I'm coming now, please,
4i | Right

Wait for me.” Afternoon nap. The
sunflowers bloom resolutely amid light and
heat, with the brilliance of freshly polished
copper basins. O apricot tree, burn,
Bright. May the tatami mats be as cold

as ice. “What does your heart say?” April
progressed into May. It was a brilliant,
serene,
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)
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II-ii

II-ii-1

40 days after the Resurrection /<Y
TeFIUA

2020

TIIN, AYT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

25.2x17.1

VE R, (RO ST S A7 4 95 7C)
Collection of the Artist (deposited at The
National Museum of Modern Art, Tokyo)
II-ii-2

Arab Horseman attacked by a Lion/
LHdAZ LS LTHE

2020

TIIN, YT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

18.1x24.8

VE Z2 it GRS ST LA S 40 5 %5 3C)
Collection of the Artist (deposited at The
National Museum of Modern Art, Tokyo)
II-ii-3

THEO L% EEh Leave Behind
Shore (to thee so dear)

2020

TIIN AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

18.0x23.1

VE R CRORIE ST A 4 545 0)
Collection of the Artist (deposited at The
National Museum of Modern Art, Tokyo)
II-ii-4

The souls of men still shine with
heavenly fire /UL ¥ & & 5 JE D FEH)
(P55

2020

TIIN, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

18.0x23.0
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Collection of the Artist (deposited at The
National Museum of Modern Art, Tokyo)

1I-ii-6

Pittura Sanza Disegno/ 8 D 720> 0
B RET/Altarpiece

2020

TIIN AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

25.2x18.4
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Collection of the Artist (deposited at The
National Museum of Modern Art, Tokyo)
II-ii-9

F DL 2/ Spread your hands
to the side. And elbows to the side of
your body

2020

TIIN, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

17x19.8x3
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Private Collection

II-ii-10

The rolling hills and The clouds/ £
ERLEDLLDE

2020
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Acrylic on canvas

20.8x16.4
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Private Collection

II-ii-11

22157 %25 v/ The Long Ears Of
A Rabbit

2020

TIINV AV T 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

16.6x20.5
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Collection of the Artist

II-ii-12

Weak Stem /H3 Tl % i ¥/
Creepingalong a Surface of the
Armor

2021

TIIN, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

18.5x25.3
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Collection of the Artist

II-ii-13

fR It/ Dearest Sister, Pause But
a Moment. Just One Word - Before
You Go

2021
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Acrylic on canvas

25.1x15.3
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Collection of the Artist

1I-ii-14

Jé | Left

Wb o ks, With a Cherry and
Berries on Leaf Platters,/ Ik k5725 ®
FEUICAD

4i | Right

Eat Toasted Toadstools/K®D &



IRCEHE, KAH U TRI$2/
KnickerBockers

2022
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

72 | Left

25.2x18.4

47 | Right

20.5x16.5
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

II-ii-15

7 | Left

Isidore of Miletus / Taught
Stereometry and Physics

4i | Right

Jivaka Komarabhacca /X /7§ D &
WA R A R

2022
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

4% | each

25.2x18.4
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-16

7¢ | Left

Bulto Santo/fad» & it o FL s

4i | Right

Bulto Santo/# & BED $RA Dk
2022

TV, AT 7 A2 L)

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

4% | each

25.2x18.4

AT

Nanako Takeuchi

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-17

7 | Left

Events des Colonnes d’Eau,Mélangées d’Air
et de Vapeur / Voyageait dans un Fourreau
d’Eclairs

4i | Right

Il Regardait de ses Enormes Yeux
Fixes & Teintes Glauques / Le Voyage
sous des Icebergs

2022

TIYN, AT 7 A2 5

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

4% | each

25.2x18.4

[EPNE

Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-18

7 | Left

Xpvobualro dépac/TI1HL
PEERT0ERA. RO 0F 2L
L7z

#i | Right

Planta Tartarica Barometz, /i [fii | Ffi
ATHED~NY KezzllAz LG,
2022
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each

20.6x16.6
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-19

Jé | Left

A 7E (Ipomoea alba) No idea why I
was going there /& 2 W (322 H O BT
1i | Right

HF 72D P (le bleu du ciel)/Seen
with an ideal, Out the window./ & 7z
COHISTE B A

2022
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

/| Lefe

20.4x16.5

el Right

25.1x18.2
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UESHIMA MUSEUM COLLECTION
Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

1I-ii-20

Jé | Left

The Feast of Saint Nicholas / Je hebt het
goed gedaan dit jaar. Ik kreeg cadeautjes,
waaronder een pop

4i | Right

The Merry Family / Soo de ouden
songen, so pijpen de jongen

2022

TIII, AT 7 A2 HH)

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

7¢ | Left

20.5x16.4

i Right

20.5x16.5
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Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-21

7 | Left

Suspended Bodegén /ff_E Ak 4,/
Breaking the Six-Year Fast

4i | Right

Rest on the Flight into Egypt/#f T
BBt/ Throw Out His Body to Feed
the Tiger

2022

TV, AT 7 A2 4D

Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

£ | each

25.3x18.4
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-22

Jé | Left

Morpheus / T have gret wonder, be this
lyght,How that I live, for day ne nyght, I
may nat slepe wel nigh noght

4i | Right

Phantasos /And yit she sit so in myn

herte, That, by my trouthe, I nolde noghte,
For al this worlde, out of my thoght
2022
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Acrylic on canvas (set of 2)

72 | Left

20.5x16.5

el Right

16.5x19.5
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-23

Angel Arcabucero/ Ko K #sk,/
The Advancing Flame Creates the
Gap in Time=Luminosity

2022

TIIN, AYT TR

Acrylic on canvas

18.4x25.2
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-24

Soft breezes blowing in Campagne / A
Summer Place
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TIIN AT T A

Acrylic on canvas

25.2x18.4
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-ii-25

Om Ah Hum Vajra Guru Padma
Siddhi Hum “Reach the Stage
Where There Is No Turning Back.”
HEF
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Acrylic on canvas

25.2x18.3
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

11-ii-26

Sar-i Sang Mines,” % J5 ¥ B
(Eastern Pure Lapis Lazuli) /om
huru huru candali matangi svaha
2022
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Acrylic on canvas

25.2x18.4
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

1I-ii-27

O H . JHE %5/ Refresh Until
Flashbacks Awaken
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Acrylic on canvas

18.3x25.0
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Collection of the Artist

I1-ii-28

My Verses Are Light Green, But
They Are Also Flaming Red /#52
1D &S0
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Acrylic on canvas

18.3x25.0
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Collection of the Artist

II-ii-29

Une Larme pour une Goutte d’ Eau
VE S amelor: ¥ S
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Acrylic on canvas

16.5%x20.4
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Collection of the Artist

I1-ii-30
BINME /2my e &< 23Davy
Crocket. 721 & 1 i #.5{ Jiminy
Cricket
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Acrylic on canvas

16.3x20.5

lEd

Collection of the Artist

II-ii-31

The day of the Sun/Conruie cm
orputr/fHoH

2020

TIIN AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

18.8x25.7
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Collection of the Artist

II-ii-32

To the Lethean peace of the skies/”
HERICS I HIRR

2020

TIIN N T 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

18.1x25.0
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Collection of the Artist

II-ii-33

WEORRIY. D% Y /Noli me
tangere

2020

TIIN, YT T A

Acrylic on canvas

17.2x25.0

VE Rk

Collection of the Artist

I1-iii

II-iii-1
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HhL. SEERAREST, HATE R0
5, Ko MRS 2 nEo LS
KBS AR EID 2R, KWK
PHLZ LT,

Left

“You weird, wooden eye - why do you stare
so much!” In disgust, he next made a nose.
As soon as the nose was made, it began to
grow and grow, cut after cut. Fed up, he
made a mouth. As soon as the mouth was
made, it began to laugh. “Don’t laugh!”
When he got angry like rolling thunder,

the mouth stopped laughing and put out its
long tongue.

4i | Right

Pinocchio /100 DK & —# D I v
2022

TIIN, AT T A

Acrylic on canvas

72 | Left

91.0x72.7

47 | Right

25.2x18.3
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Itaru Matsumoto

Courtesy of the artist and BLUM Los
Angeles, Tokyo, New York

II-iii-2
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Everything that is not thought is just pure
nothingness, because only thought can
think and all the words we use to talk about
things can only express thought. Therefore,
to say that there is something other than
thought is just an assertion that has no
meaning.

The only external object we can refer to

is our own body. So it’s as if we’re always
carrying our own body around as a standard
for measuring everything in space.

What it presents to itself is a white speck
on a chalkboard or a black speck on a white
paper with a pen, not the impression it gives
to the senses or the object itself.

A strange contradiction for a believer in
time, but geology shows that life is but a
brief anecdote between two eternal deaths.
Even here, conscious thought only lasts for
a brief moment and will continue to do so.

Thought is a glimmer in the long night.

2023

TIIN AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

224.0x363.5
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Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

II-iii-3
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Circles drawn complete, returning to their
starting point, curves end their progression.
Birds bathed in the sunset fold their wings, and
humans lose their words. The sun, having lit
the earth, disappears, yet the sun itself remains
unchanged in place.

One plate shows cherries, another figs, and yet
another grapes. When light strikes the fig
plate, something twinkles like stars.

The world must exist! The trees whisper

in a language all understand. Nights

spent plagued by doubt. Mornings where
questions are answered.

Even with his senses lost, the world exists
around him: the vase, the red glass water
pitcher (the morning light reflecting in smooth
curves on the white window frame), and the
world that lies beyond them.

2023

TIIN, AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

182.0x261.0

iPN]- 7

Private Collection

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

II-iii-4
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In the zenith floated clouds like gigantic crests.
Golden dust mingled with vibrations of light,
and all beasts, creatures of the earth, and birds

were there. The air quivered

and voices could be heard.

I cannot distinguish between vegetables

and animals. The polypody has arms on

its branches. Between leaves a caterpillar,
butterfly poised to fly.

A gray grasshopper flew by. On that shrub
are many insects like rose petals. Fragments
of cicada shells form a layer of snow over
the soil.

Saint Anthony, who has a long beard and
long hair and who wears a tunic of goatskin,
is seated on the ground, crosslegged, utters
a deep sigh and gazes upon the horizon.
2023
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Acrylic on canvas

182.0x261.0
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Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery

II-iii-5

My stomach is growling. We’re lucky.

They say you always realize the terrible
things after they’ve passed, like puddles
after a typhoon. Our misfortune has been
completely cleared away. The heavens
somersaulted! T heard there’s a short book
that never ends, and although T haven’t read
it, I asked for a copy.

Stories of bird horns, flying fish, seashells,
and clay dragons started forming a chain in
my mind like beads. But they kept swirling,
and I couldn’t get them out of my mouth.
Half-dreaming, a green sandy plain spread
out before me, and above my head was

a deep, clear sky with a perfectly round,
golden-colored full moon floating in the
middle. It’s not like there’s nothing in the
sky.

Music comes from everywhere. The insects
‘ensemble is a strange, buzzing sound
between the rooms, among the grass, on
top of the trees. Even the snakes join in,
hissing and chirping harmoniously with the
insects... Then, a sudden evening shower
pours down, and now the whole garden is

a puddle, with everyone swimming, diving,
flapping their wings, and giggling.
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Acrylic on canvas

224.0x363.5
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Private Collection

Courtesy of the artist and galerie frank
elbaz, Paris
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The unequal distribution of land and water
is evident at first glance. Though it may
appear that this distribution is dominated
by blind chance, a closer look reveals that
an orderly rationale underlies the existing
relationship between the solid and fluid
surfaces of the Earth.

Waves flew in all directions as the whale
churned through the water, its course
marked by a rod-wide trail of white foam
left by the thrashing of its tail against the
surface. It passed beneath our ship once
more before heading downwind and out of
sight.

Around 8am, before the wind direction

had changed, I noticed water was quickly
flooding into the boat at an alarming rate.
Within minutes, the water level rose rapidly
and the boat was no longer safe.

The ship seemed to sail through milk,

due to the immense number of tiny white
creatures on the surface, concealing the
water’s hue. The Red Sea’s distinctive red
color, from which the name comes, results
from a microscopic alga floating. The allure
of that red color conceals the exuberant life
activity.
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Acrylic on canvas

224.0x363.5
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Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of Pace Gallery
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Acrylic on canvas
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II-iii-8

After a storm, the shoreline’s appearance
changes completely. If she were a jewel, I
could weave her into my hair. The Milky
Way might be a flow of milk where stars
float like tiny oil droplets. Souls are believed
to dwell in different materials beforehand.
Stones are representative vessels, especially
those resembling gods. She gives me
abundant moonlight. Various objects wash
up from distant places. Wagtail claimed
river stones are round because of their tail
movements.

Frog insisted stones are round because they
rolled them from far away. Some objects
considered “tama” are animal fangs or
horns. Stone declared its roundness ancient.
I wish mother were still.

Each tiny star corresponds to a grain of
sand at the bottom of a cosmic river.
Grandmother gathers fireflies from her
palms pressed together like peach fruits.
Japanese poems relate shores to jewels
through unique soul-finding experiences.
When these special events were sung, jewels
appeared.
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II-iii-9

Bur in truth, the first creatures were driven
from the sea. They fled. That’s why so
many of us get seasick. A mudskipper
crawled onto the beach, raising its head.
“Look,” he said, beholding the vast expanse.
“Thousands of miles of flat nothing.”

Fish swim through water endlessly; no end
to the water they swim. Birds fly through
sky ceaselessly; no end to the sky they fly.
There is no reason. We skipped the light
fandango, though in truth we were at sea.
She said, “I'm home” leaving for the coast.
Darkness covered the empty earth; The
Spirit hovered over waters. Let there be
waters teeming with life, birds multiplying
on earth. All that moves in sea and sky,
each according to its kind, merely drifted
through the world. Evening fell, then dawn
broke.
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II-iii-10

The fish moved as one synchronized
entity, swaying collectively left and right
through azure waters. When a single fish
veered sideways, fearing isolation, all others
followed instinctively, making individual
escape from this mesmerizing aquatic ballet
seem utterly beyond possibility’s reach.
When I questioned the head, “What
creature are you?” surprisingly, the tail

answered, “I am a salamander,” bewildering

me completely.

Within the soul’s depths dwells an
unfathomable truth whose profound
mystery surpasses even the abyssal realms of
ancient whale songs.

Two water striders danced across the pond’s
mirrored surface, the smaller perched
delicately upon its larger companion.
Startled by sudden ripples, they fled in
erratic zigzags as a vigilant frog emerged,
breaking the stillness with its triangular
snout before submerging.
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Like Dante guided by Virgil, I explored
magnificent architecture and lush gardens
where exotic birds roamed freely among
vibrant blossoms. The splendor of these
ethereal sights surpassed description, leaving
their true beauty to flourish within the
reader’s own vivid imagination.

The golden-haired beauty blinked her
sapphire eyes, her lips forming a delicate
smile as my body turned to frozen stone.
He transformed repeatedly through
mystical forms, ultimately embodying the
wild creature from Scheherazade’s most
enchanting and exotic midnight dance tale.
Silver-scaled creatures leapt dolphin-like
through shimmering waters, revealing
themselves as beautiful women with
gleaming mail covering their lower bodies.
Upon seeing us, they raised their hands

in unison, releasing joyous cries before
gracefully bounding onto shore stones
where they frolicked.
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Your bright eyes reveal my thought. A tear
falls and is forgiven. A fragrant rose blooms
on your lips. Wit, youth, love shine, fate

pressed me, I gazed, undone. The noble

fire died, its flame expanded my soul, drove
glory.

What wouldn’t I have given to know love!
Imagine the unspeakable pleasure of being
near the dear object of desire!

Have not the gentle rules of peace and
heaven driven this passion from your soft
soul? Alas! I believed you free.

One day, the rose tree flowered. It was
spring, and there among the flowers was a
white bird, and it sang, like an angel out of
heaven. Away it flew to a cobbler’s shop and
there it sang.
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II-iii-13

Modern pathways now weave through once-
isolated Highland domains, connecting
travelers to rugged shores where authentic
clans endure. Each route offers reliable
passage across rain-swept moors and wave-
sculpted coastlines that have silently
witnessed centuries of resilient Highland
life with stoic dignity.

This landscape transcends mere severity and
desolation, offering more than sleepy forests
or verdant pastures fading into distant
horizons beyond.

“Shelter here until skies clear,” whispered
the ivy leaf. “Meadow flowers have
withered, await sunshine before flying
village-ward again safely.”

Beneath jagged peaks, miners extracted coal
from earth’s shadowed depths. Trolleys
descended with rhythmic percussion,
bearing ebony treasures that glistened like
polished obsidian, each fragment seemingly
rejoicing in its liberation from darkness
into daylight’s revealing and transformative
golden embrace above.
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Consciousness returned slowly, my strength
fading as blood trickled away. This
cherished flower brought comfort merely
through its presence. Yet the arrow piercing
my flesh drew no visible crimson drops,
while my heart bled silently from wounds
no eye sees.

Firelight illuminates half my wife’s face
grotesquely. From shadows, a cup cradles
roses suffering in smoke’s relentless worm-
like embrace silently.

A magnificent rose blooms atop its cross-
shaped stem, crimson petals unfurling
against verdant green, enticing two
honeybees toward sweet nectar.

Through May’s dreamy haze, I wandered
amidst joyous spring, where every hedge
and bush adorned itself with fresh verdure.

She of precious worth, deserving love’s

fullest measure, earned the name Rose—a
truth I believed completely five years before
today’s disillusionment.
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They say the earth got too hot underneath,
so the sea slipped off like blankets, leaving
the land sticking out like shoulders. Let’s
go look for shells. That little cave looks
promising.

The cave was disappointing. There were no
shells. The wrecked ship’s anchor turned
out to be just the broken end of a pickaxe
handle. The cave made us thirsty since it’s
not by the seaside. Someone suggested we
go home for lemonade.

In plain English, a Sand-fairy is a fairy of
sand. Can’t you tell a Sand-fairy when you
see one? Of course, I can tell you are one
by looking at you. If you are reasonably
polite, I may converse with you. Now, say
something.
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Heads poking out, a shape with lion body
and man’s head. A gaze blank and pitiless

as the sun. Embankment crowded, a vast
image troubles my sight. Everyone shouting,
voices affectionate, half-crying. We’re all
gonna die. Darkness drops again. I heard
ducks floating.

Black rocks absorbed light. Was I all along
born on the far shore? Cave pitch dark.
Colors fade. Stretch out a hand. World
already ended.

Spread legs. Never to perish again. Only

a presence - the subtle movement of air

as someone searched. Solely ephemeral
presence lingers. I remember who I am.
Earthquake shook. Sun black as sackcloth.
Moon like blood. Stars fell to earth, fig

tree dropping unripe fruit. Sky split apart,
mountains and islands moved. Kings, slaves
shouted, “Hide us from the throne, from
the Lamb’s wrath.” Their day has come. I'm
gonna faint!
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II-iii-17

The hunger of the mind is easier to satisfy
than that of the body. As you wander the
streets, you are surrounded by buildings—
modest yet appealing from the outside,
and adequately furnished within. You may
encounter polite, well-dressed individuals
who tactfully avert their gaze.

The sound of rain blended with their
splashing, and a long-drawn sigh seemed
to float above the overturned skiff—the
endless, labouring sigh of earth.
Embracing her knees with hands, resting
chin upon them, on the pale patch of her
face they seemed immense, because of blue
marks below them.

The rain fell in thin, cold threads, each
drop tracing its path down my skin. Her
breath, warm and alive, brushed my cheek.
The wind rose wild, untamed, howling as if
a creature in pain, while waves surged and
broke against the skiff, restless at sea.
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II-iii-18

My appearance and hairstyle are always
comme il faut, proper and presentable.
Yellow caterpillars seep into the soil,
evening primroses wilt and turn white.
When I woke up, it seemed this lake had
suddenly dried up or been absorbed into the
ground. Rain falls softly, scattering on the
sandy beach garden.

Why? It’s because I work, because I feel
things deeply. Rain falls softly on the green
pine needles. Wouldn’t it be good to visit a
hot spring somewhere?

Under the causeway, a wounded dog stares
intently. If one drinks like this, the deity
called Ibukido who dwells in the breathing
door will release breath to the Underworld.
Paulownia, fir, fig, artificial bonsai plum
trees—all like violated young girls, lying
down crying without a sound. The idea
that a path to the distant island of death
across the sea passes through the seabed
transforms into the concept of a country
existing beneath the ocean. Too quiet,
except for Seno who, in the agony of ritual
disembowelment, throws off his shoulder
garment.
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The aged fish cast a vast, faint shadow

on the pond’s bottom, its silhouette

wavering like a mirage in the sunlight. The

water’s slight murkiness and the shadow’s
immensity rendered it imperceptible to the
smaller fish, who swam on, oblivious to the
ancient presence above.

Daily, the old fish approached the shore,
gazing skyward. It sampled the bitter earth,
musing, “With time, I'll adjust. ” It longed
to scale the bank, envisioning the wonders
beyond: distant mountains, rivers, and
luminous nighttime cities. The mysterious
terrestrial world beckoned, teeming with
countless unseen marvels.
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I1-iii-20

Fish never rise to the water’s surface during
daylight, for the day is too frightening.

At night, however, they venture to the
boundary between water and air, where they
can sense the moon, stars, wind, air, and the
soft, ethereal whispers of plants.

Nothing disturbs this underwater realm
save for the fish. Reeds sway in the breeze,
creating soft, flute-like sounds underwater.
As night deepens, dew falls, making faint
noises on the silent surface. Apart from
these gentle disturbances, only the voices of
insects can be heard.
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II-iii-21

J | Left

Clouds, like torn fragments, hang
motionless above the forest. “Is thought
merely a design?” The tree branches

rustle with commotion, as if suddenly
remembering something.

His eyes fixed on nothing, though directed
toward the pagoda trees. A single tone
spreading through air heavy with rain.
“Thus far you may come, but no further,”
declared roots.

4i | Right

The flourishing trees halted devastation
from coastal sand and dust. It was tranquil.
“What truly should be planted are trees.”
“Even if commanded, this mountain will
surely move,” he whispered.

Though his ears were vacant, he listened for
a cicada somewhere in the garden. Silence. “I
seem to have lost my way for a moment.
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II-iii-22

7 | Left

Amid the sea’s savage darkness, the little
bird glimpsed a single piercing ray of

light. What could it be? Awakened, it flew
through the storm.

Fish, enduring these raging waters, seem
stronger, wiser than humans. Beyond
twenty feet, wave-roars silence human
speech. Reefs transform: slippery, spiked,
twisted, sharp—their endless forms leave
me utterly lost.

4i | Right

The roar of waves and wind deafens me.

In reef shadows, I hear phantom whispers,
mysterious sea flutes. Mesmerized by the
rainbow sheen of fresh fish, divine rapture
overtakes me.

Sinking through swirling waves,
consciousness dissolves. A voice echoes
through silver air, “Wild storm! Yet garden,
sea, sky—all ablaze.” Pale fingers now grasp,
cradle.
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II-iii-23

The faithful brown eyes closed in eternal
sleep as the wind created an eerie howl.
Through tall reeds, something leapt into
deep water. “My brother, Follow the path
to that volcanic pit,” I whispered.

Animals absorb earth’s scent into their flesh;
cubed meat wafts soil’s aroma. A large dun-
colored beast moved at considerable speed
across the green hillside. The stiffened limbs
of our prey ceased their natural service.

“It was bluish clay,” he muttered, tracking
another creature. We glimpsed porcupines,
an anteater, and a wild pig with curved
tusks. After hunting for over an hour
without securing a shot, darkness fell
swiftly.
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The Kingfisher flew vigorously, her wings
strong. She had rested in the quiet ark,
consuming provisions. Upward she soared,
beyond clouds, into blue ether above.
Suddenly, her gray plumage transformed to
brilliant blue, colored by the clear heights
she reached.

Blood rushes to her head. Wrinkles form
around her beak. Nearly exploding with
anger, she snaps her tail-feathers and turns.
Beak cutting wind, wings flat, it strides
swiftly forward. Passersby dare not stop it,
frightened by its unnatural quick gait.
Come here, darling, please approach.
Emerging from shadows, somersaulting,
briefly gleaming in sunlight before returning

to shade. “?Viens mon gros loulo”” echoes

repeatedly. This is how doves cry—an
ancestral call, as if something remains
lodged in their delicate feathered throats.
2025

TIIV AT 7 A

Acrylic on canvas

182.0x261.0

lEd

Collection of the Artist

II-iii-25

Evening fingers lingered near mountain
peaks. The boy’s earlobe sensed autumn’s
approach clearly. When they sang, no one
noticed at first. Quietly falling forward,
voices overlapped like gentle waves. A sharp
“Stop it!” pierced the air. One started the
chorus, making everyone turn immediately.
Calls echoed from delicate moments. Others
followed till evening. I felt time’s approach,
while others noticed. Suddenly, everyone
froze as silence pierced reality.

“Ah, what big ears you have” May arrived
abruptly, as hands plunged into dinner’s
center. I felt remarks deeply when they
noticed such things.

Cicadas sang “min-min” while my blood
rushed to my head. That long “jeecee”
pierced through July 13th completely.
Nothing upset me more than people
mentioning ears. Summer arrived late

this chilly year, murmurs filling depths. A
burning blow struck, instantly confusing all
my senses.
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The flame flickered precariously, appearing
on the verge of extinction. She believed that
as the light remained visible, her beloved
still lived; should it extinguish, he would
no longer exist in this world. Observe how
the flame rises, gradually diminishing, and
finally extinguishing itself.

“We are together. We are together,” sang
voices, now audible from a higher place
than before. And why does it

extinguish? Not because it lacks air, for the
jar remains as full now as before; rather, it
requires pure, fresh air.

Then with sacred ointment the father
anointed the young man’s face to protect
him from intense flames, and encircled his
hair with the sun’s rays. Like a fledgling
bird that flaps its wings whether it can fly
or not, persistence develops skill despite
inability.
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On Ohrid Lake’s rocky shore, an ancient
sage meditated, his bird-like face carved

by time and fasting. Swallows skimmed



waters. The novice’s azure beads glinted.
“Master,” he murmured, “your strength
wanes like autumn light.” Behind them
stood a monastery, half-hidden among olive
trees, its burned walls whispering tales of

sacrilege.

At night, Master, I see them: Hellenic
maidens weaving flower crowns with

blue wildflowers, their hair flowing

with their hearts” rhythm.” The youth’s
voice trembled. Through azure darkness,
mysterious figures like shadows -
Macedonian shepherds driving boars
through olive groves, Dryads herding pearl-
white goats, laughter echoing across deep

blue Aegean waters.

Lilies and roses, planted by long-departed
Orthodox monks, wove through the garden
where ferns advanced like silent armies.
“The ancient Thracian gods still walk here,”
the old man murmured, eyes gleaming.
Beyond the flower-strewn ruins, cypress
groves stretched toward horizon, harboring
secrets of Cyclopes and Thessalian nymphs

dancing in moonlight.

“I seek the moment when immortal spirits
sing,” the sage revealed, clutching his
cypress staff. “When the sun passes between
Ram and Lion, their song trembles through
creation. Tomorrow at dawn, I shall hear
it.” His eyes blazed with ancient wisdom,
reflecting centuries of searching through

Byzantine and Delphic lore.

The youth gathered roses bright as rubies
and lilies white as pearls, weaving them
through rushes as the last grains of sand fell.
“You’ll find me young again,” the master
had promised. When dawn painted the
walls with clear light, he sat motionless,
embracing the dewy flowers, his quest
ended.
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They never seemed to move slowly.
/IR, JeRI L /Call me the
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HE—#KHEA /The Goat-Footed
One, Two-Horned, Lover of Noise,
Who Through Wooded Meadows
Wanders Together with Dance-
Loving Nymphs.
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I Was Once a Horse, My Body, Now
Decaying Timber. Bees Build Hives
on What Remains. /7 BEARA 184 5
i), 1ERE K, X k&, /Forgive Me.
Can My Tears Repay? As Honey’s
Sweetness Returned, the Bear Smiled
One Last Time.

2025

B, UVt = —7 47

Resin, UV-resistant coating
70.0x154.5x101.5

VE %k

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

1I-iv-24

Leading Ahead in the Dark, and
Coming Out in the Day - More than
Sunlight in Their Bodies /% Z R
BRARHE W H 52 8B

2025

B, UVt = —7 47

Resin, UV-resistant coating
77.7x190.0x152.7

YEZR

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

1I-iv-25

With every veil of mist drifting
through Saho’s peaks/ W B IR 7L 5
I,/ Finally proclaimed a resounding
farewell

2025

BG. UVt —74 27

Resin, UV-resistant coating
58.0x250.0x195.5

Ve R i

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

11-iv-26

Hear the Breakers” Deepening
Roar,/ il 4= il £ 2 (5
Trampling, Trampling, Trampling,
to Overwhelm the Shore!

2025

B, UV a2 —7 47

Resin, UV-resistant coating
100.0x116.4x105.9

VER i

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

1I-iv-27

A Sensation Which Will Admit of
No Analysis, for Which Futurity
Itself Offers Me No Key,/Hi s o ifff 1%
ECILRETE MO DH Bk L
ENQUIR-F2

2025

B, UVt = —7 427

Resin, UV-resistant coating
150.0x190.1x200.8

VER

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

1I-iv-28

O GREAT IN OUR DULL WORLD
OF CLAY./ Bk Jal & & By i g

THE MAID OF BUDA AND THE
CARVEN WOOD,/ fkAZ 87k fa
2025

R, UVt 2 —7 17

Resin, UV-resistant coating
180.0x233.0x396.6

VER jisk

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya
Contemporary, Tokyo

1I-iv-29

Heaven’s Path Dim—Threads Rise to
Light, Lines Seck the Deep /G KiE 2
IR, SRR, DF

2025

Bl UViittk=—7 4>

Resin, UV-resistant coating
155.0x173.8x138.1

VEZEK

Collection of the Artist

Courtesy of the artist and Takuro Someya

Contemporary, Tokyo



