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Foreword

In 2020, the world we live in was transformed by an invisible threat. A new boundary in the form of uncertainty about the future
descended upon us all, leaving humanity striving to overcome this uncertainty with wisdom, solidarity, and imagination.

At the Shiseido Gallery we believe the meaning of beauty lies in offering perspectives on questions with no right answers, and to that
end we are proud to showcase the activities of contemporary artists in their capacity as the lifeblood of each era. By presenting
diverse ways of seeing the world, we continue to challenge society to offer visions of a better future.

This exhibition featured four female artists and one artist unit whose respective work revolves around photographic expression:
Anneke Hymmen & Kumi Hiroi, who take advertising motifs and reconstruct them from different perspectives; Tokuko Ushioda, who
photographs books and endeavors to extrapolate the backgrounds, relationships and so on of those books from their distinctive auras;
Mari Katayama, who has developed a diverse practice starting from self-portraits with hand-sewn objects; Maiko Haruki, who
questions the act of “seeing” through her installations; and Mayumi Hosokura, who re-presents boundaries once taken for granted.
The common theme for the exhibition was “boundaries.” Yet what are the “boundaries” perceived by these artists? The world seen by
artists with different styles and careers, at different life stages, may be different to the world we see, or conversely, quite similar.

The key phrase “and your perspectives” in the title encompassed the hope that the exhibition would encourage spectators to explore
their own awareness and thoughts to a deeper level.

Since its founding in 1919, the Shiseido Gallery has aspired to offer artistic expression that opens up perspectives in each era. The
Gallery has also been distinguished down the decades by its ongoing support for female artists. Shiseido sees art as a major point of
contact with the world in order to make a better world. The Shiseido Gallery continues to be a vital part of Shiseido’s corporate
activities, alongside diversity, inclusion, and sustainability. “Anneke Hymmen & Kumi Hiroi, Tokuko Ushioda, Mari Katayama, Maiko
Haruki, Mayumi Hosokura, and Your Perspectives” also coincided with International Women’s Day on March 8, and as such provided

an opportunity to ponder the issue of diversity from multiple angles.

We thank once again all those who contributed to the realization of the exhibition and its documentation.

September 2021

Art & Heritage Department, Social Value Creation Division,
Shiseido Co., Ltd.












Anneke Hymmen & Kumi Hiroi, Remodeling: Shiseido Gallery edition, 2020, 52.5x35 cm, C print ©Anneke Hymmen & Kumi Hiroi
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The Right Half
Akiko Otake

Transrated by Polly Barton

Coming across her photograph was a total coincidence. Paying a visit to my parents’ house for the first time in ages, | was clearing the desk in my old room, which
now functioned more or less as a storage cupboard. As | opened up a drawer of the desk, | noticed something flutter down, and then there was her face staring up
at me from the floor — the last face I’ d expected to see there. A face | had last seen 30 years ago, which | scarcely brought to mind any more.

Her name was Cynthia, or Cindy for short. It was her voice that had first drawn me to her. It had to it a richness that echoed in the belly, a mysterious quality like
travelling down to the bottom of the ocean. And then, after we got to know one another, there was the magnetism of her skin. Yes, her skin had a forceful energy to
it, as if there were invisible suction pads all over her body. Embracing her, | experienced the exultation of transforming into a different kind of creature entirely. Back
then, it was the very height of Japan’s bubble era, and the media was kept on its toes by news of Japanese firms buying up the Rockefeller Center in New York, or
Van Gogh’s Sunflowers painting at auction. Cindy taught English at a language school in the day, and worked at a karaoke bar at night, where non-Japanese
people from the area would congregate. At that time, Tokyo was a place where people from English-speaking nations could make a killing in a short time.

When the expiry date on Cindy’s visa was drawing near and the time for her to return home approaching, | thought about going with her to London. It was my final
year of university, but | felt that getting a job straight after graduating was boring, and so | said to myself that the important thing was first to glimpse life outside of
Japan. | realize now that my ability to entertain naive impulses with such ease was testament to Japan’s state of prosperity.

| was sure that Cindy would welcome the idea of me accompanying her—so convinced was |, in fact, that it never once occurred to me to think otherwise. Yet when
| confidently informed her of my plans, her behaviour immediately altered. Her attitude grew cooler, she began to tell me more frequently that she was busy, and
one day, she vanished from me entirely.

At the time, | had no idea what was going on. Like a plastic suction pad that had suddenly come unstuck, | felt totally at a loss. | wondered if I’d done something to
offend her, but | couldn’t think of one single thing it might have been. | was in such shock that it took me a good while to admit to myself that it had just been a
fleeting relationship, of the kind that were ten-a-penny around me.

The photograph was a promotional shot from her modelling agency. | could keep it, she’ d said as she gave it to me, because she’d had a bunch of them printed. In
it, her right eyebrow was raised. This was an expression that she often made. She would jut out her right shoulder at a slant and look at me over it, her chin slightly
cocked. ‘You should go further, you mustn’t hold yourself back like that’—| remember her saying those words to me on several occasions. | had no awareness of
holding myself back, as such—1I just didn’t know how to let myself out. Yet when she would say such things to me with that bold directness of hers, which
suggested she could at any moment yank up her anchor and set sail on the seas of life, | felt something deep within me rising up, as if in response. If | didn’ t have
any of the kinds of abilities that could be awakened by a provocation like that, unfaltering as the straightest arrow, her words did at least generate in me a kind of
thrrill.

Now, staring at the photograph, | felt something niggling at me. | tried turning it so it was straight, tilting it at an angle, and then, eventually, put my palm over her
face, concealing the right side. After repeatedly lifting up my palm up, then replacing it, | realized what the issue was. The left and the right-hand sides of her face
gave a quite different impression. There, concealed in the left half, was a different person to the one who appeared in the right.

It came to me that back when we were together, there had been a moment when I’ d had a similar feeling. I’ d gone to meet her after work, and after having a quick
dinner together, we’d popped into a bar, where for some reason | sat to the left of her. At that time, whether we were on the train, alongside one another at a bar
counter, sitting on the sofa watching videos, or lying together in bed, | was always positioned to her right. | was hard of hearing in my right ear, and so whomever |
was with, | was accustomed to positioning myself so that my better ear was closer to the person | was speaking to. In the bar, sitting on the other side of her to
usual, | noticed that her profile looked different. Was this really how she looked? Had she not swapped places with another woman | didn’t know? The burst of
anxiety that surfaced in at that moment took me by surprise. Cindy wore a tired expression that day, and didn’t speak much, just took two or three sips of her
scotch and then fell into silence. With our conversation at a standstill, we’ d left the bar after one drink, but now, gazing down at the left side of her face in the
photograph, the strange sensation I’d felt on that occasion returned to me.

It struck me that, concealed in the left side of her face was the essence of a Cindy whose existence I’d been totally unaware of back then. There was no doubting
that she was a friendly, sociable, cheerful person, but that didn’t mean she was a pushover. Her way of seeing things was as a mature as her rich voice, and when
she’d made up her mind about something, she showed no mercy. The left half of her face took on an expression best described as a kind of rational
cool-headedness. Back then, | had my head in the clouds, and the extent of my naivety was somewhat tedious. In fact, | was much like Japan itself in those days:
sweet, but with no real bite, like the flimsy-thin wafers you’d find perched on top of the ice-cream served after dinner. It was really no wonder that she got bored of
me. Now, the photograph from thirty years past whispered in my ear: | had been looking only at the right side of her face, and worshipping only that half. The

photograph itself remained as it had always been—it was me who had changed.
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Anneke Hymmen & Kumi Hiroi, Remodeling: Shiseido Gallery edition, 2020, 52.5x35 cm, C print ©Anneke Hymmen & Kumi Hiroi
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Behind the Eyelids
Akiko Otake

Transrated by Polly Barton

That day, after returning from the beach, | ate a quick breakfast and then entered my studio right away. | set the primed canvas onto the easel, and dipped a fine
brush into brown paint that I’d thinned down considerably. Beginning with the forehead, | moved the brush in one fluid line, tracing the hollow of the eye socket, the
pointed tip of the nose, the mouth, then lifting from the chin up to the ear before drawing in the curve of the neck. With the addition of one more line running in
parallel, the outline of the head was established.

Almost immediately after getting up that morning I’ d set out for the beach, which lay about twenty minutes’ walk away from my house. As always, my camera hung
from my neck. Standing on the strip of sand from which the morning tide had began to recede, | raised the finder to my eye and began moving the camera back and
forth, side to side, in search of something that piqued my interest. The task | set myself is to look carefully, to remember, and then to paint what | see. | use a
telephoto lens in order to better remember whatever | look at. | find it hard to get my imagination working by taking things in hand, or moving close enough towards
them that | can physically sense their distance. Rather, | like to quash the usual sense of distance, the standard relationship we have with objects when looking at
them, and to generate instead an image that appears somewhere severed from an everyday context. For that purpose, | find a 100mm telephoto lens works well. As
soon as my eye meets the finder, the distance vanishes, and I’m drawn inside a different way of seeing. Do you actually press the shutter? I’m often asked, and my
answer is no. Commit the scene to a photograph and it becomes a memory of the eyes, filtered through the camera. What | want to paint is rather the world that
materializes on the other side of the lens, set apart from my physical being.

In the frame that morning was a woman facing out to sea, shown from the chest up. Her long hair, pushed up from her forehead, hung down her back; her chin was
slightly raised, and her eyes were closed. Keeping the lens trained on her face, | used my eyes to trace the contours of her forehead, her nose, her mouth, her chin.
Her neck was impressively long, and seemed to burst forward diagonally from her shoulders. There was something about her sculptural form, its proportions slightly
exaggerated, which | found myself drawn to.

In the studio, | worked for five hours in a state of absorption, breaking only for lunch, and then my hand came suddenly to a halt, as if I'd run out of gas. The canvas
before me was layered with light browns, ochres, and beiges. As I'd repeatedly gone over the outlines, the figure | was depicting had blended with its background —
to such an extent, in fact, that one couldn’ t tell any more that the canvas depicted a person. | didn’t want to explain the woman, but rather to bring into focus her
true essence. So what was that true essence, then? The only reply | could have given to such a question would was that it was something that transcended form.
'Trying to capture a person's true way of being which transcended form’—putting it into those words, it made little sense, but it was exactly that paradox that |
wanted to enact in my artwork.

I’d been invited for dinner that evening at the house of a friend who lived in the next town along. An acquaintance of theirs from Japan was coming to stay, and the
friend had announced the intention to make sushi. The idea of sushi appealed, but part of me was resistant. | wanted to remain immersed in the woman’s image for
longer. It seemed that if | pulled myself away, then what | had achieved today would slip away from my eyes. Yet | decided to go to my friend’s regardless. I'd
cancelled our last meeting after something sudden had come up, and | felt reluctant to do so again.

As it turned out, | may as well have cancelled. On the drive to my friend’s house | had a car accident, and never made it there. According to the police’ s explanation
afterwards, I’ d turned too soon coming right off the bridge, and smashed into the railing. When | regained consciousness, | had no memory of the incident at all.
Staring up at the unfamiliar ceiling floating above me, | wondered where on earth | was.

My body was exhaustively examined using all kinds of devices, from the top of my head down to my toes, but the doctors could find nothing out of the ordinary.
They had no explanation of why | might have caused an accident of that kind. The parts of myself I’ d hit upon collision were a little sore, but that was the extent of
my injuries, and | was amazed to discover that | had no visible wounds. On the fourth day | was told there was no need for me to stay any longer, and discharged.
Reaching home, | headed straight into my studio, and came to a stop in front of my easel. The sight of the painting I’d begun that day leapt out at me. There was no
doubting it. It was the same person—the first nurse who’ d come to see me after I’d regained consciousness. As my eyes had fallen on the long neck protruding
from the triangular collar of her uniform, I’d been taken by the feeling that I’d met her somewhere before. The second time she came to my bedside, that sense
became a conviction, and so | asked her. “Were you on ------ beach early Friday morning?” She cocked that long neck of hers, and then answered, ‘No, that
couldn’ t have been me. | was on the night-shift, and fell asleep immediately after. | woke up after 2pm.” Maybe her memory was mistaken, | thought. But no, that
wasn’ t it. Recalling the way her closed eyes looked that morning on the beach, | suddenly understood. They were the eyes of a person who had climbed out of bed
in the middle of sleep— a person watching whatever images flicked across the underside of her eyelids. | had been taken along on those eyes’ voyage, and finally,
now, | had returned. As this idea moved into the realm of certainty, | felt the strength brimming up in me. | threw off my coat, picked up my brush, and carefully

lowered it onto the canvas.
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Maiko Haruki, I never know that { know 01, 2020, 30.5x25.4 cm, C print ©Maiko Haruki Courtesy of TARO NASU Maiko Haruki, I never know that { know 04, 2020, 30.5x25.4 cm, C print ©Maiko Haruki Courtesy of TARO NASU
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Mari Katayama, shadow puppet #002, 2016, 30.5x22.9 cm, C print ©Mari Katayama. Courtesy of Akio Nagasawa Gallery




Mari Katayama, Renaiss Hall #004, 2016, 22.1x29.5 cm, C print ©Mari Katayama. Courtesy of Akio Nagasawa Gallery Mari Katayama, Renaiss Hall #003, 2016, 22.1x29.5 cm, C print ©Mari Katayama. Courtesy of Akio Nagasawa Gallery
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Mayumi Hosokura, NEW SKIN #37-1, 2019, 40x40 cm, Archival inkjet print ©Mayumi Hosokura Mayumi Hosokura, NEW SKIN #59-9, 2019, 40x40 cm, Archival inkjet print ©Mayumi Hosokura
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Tokuko Ushioda, BIBLIOTHECA, 2020, 40.64x50.8 cm, Gelatin silver print ©Tokuko Ushioda, Courtesy of PGI Tokuko Ushioda, BIBLIOTHECA, 2008, 40.64x50.8 cm, Gelatin silver print ©Tokuko Ushioda, Courtesy of PGl



