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Lani Yamamoto,
Shadow (outline)

A shadow is a lack. A space where light isn’t. Like a doubt.

Or a ghost. Where an object blocks light from
falling onto itself, the shadow is said to be attached.
Where an object blocks light from falling onto
another surface, it is cast. If the light is the sun and
the object is the earth, its attached shadow is

the night. If the object is the moon, at a certain
coincidence of angle and phase, the shadow it
casts eclipses the sun.

The human eye can detect light from stars billions of miles

away. And it is starlight, our star the sun’s light,
reflected off surfaces that gives shape to the world.
Cells in the eye have evolved to respond to
either light level or color. They work separately
but together to a point, until in low light, color
disappears. The primary function of sight is to
recover features of physical objects from light.

To find things. This is a process of disambiguation.
Demystification. Shadows, neither light nor color,
are often filtered out as visual noise.

As negative forms, shadows are hard to read. Transparent

surface. Featureless darkness. There's not much
to go on. Upside-down, shadows are mistaken for
objects. At a distance, confused with material
(black paint, dark cloth, a smudge). Up close, our
shadows are inseparable from our bodies.
Studies have shown that we react to visual stimuli
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near a shadow of our hand as if it were our hand.
Or an extension of it. Like a phantom limb.

Or a tool to interact with the world beyond our
physical limits. A shadow bridges the gap between
subject and object. Between personal and extra-
personal space. Betweeness negotiating betweeness.

It is easier to see a shadow, as a shadow, when it is
moving. In sync with its object. The brain will assume
objects are rigid and fixed in size, until they
appear otherwise. Then it changes its assumptions
to makes sense of things. Playing with familiar
variables—the position of the viewer, light source,
object, and background—it searches for explana-
tions. For example, it will assume the light source is
stationary and imagine a line connecting both
object and shadow back to it. If the light source is
not visible the brain will further assume it to
be overhead. Like the sun. A stable light source
confirms shadowness by its predictable behavior
in relation to the object. It also allows moving
shadows to map the relative motion of objects and
surfaces within a space, and in the process, the
space itself.

Our understanding of moving shadows is less certain
when our brains can’t make the assumptions work.
When evidence is beyond what we know,
expect, or imagine. At scale, for example. When
we don’t have an overview. When objects are
celestial, and variables harder to fix. Twice on a
clear day, after sunrise and before sunset we
might see, if not all at once, a dark bluish band
spanning 180 degrees low across the horizon.
Opposite where the sun should be. West in
the morning. East in the evening. The band’s
rounded edge will sometimes blend upwards into
a backscattering of pink. The band itself always
receding at dawn and rising at dusk. This is a
glimpse of earth’s curved shadow, cast from the
earth, through its own atmosphere, into space.
Earth shadow might at first be mistaken for the
night, and the pink anti-twilight for twilight.

It's hard to know without seeing the sun. Or the
earth’s position in space from where we are

on it. But while night is also an earth shadow, it is
attached to earth, not cast from it. And night
falls. And day rises. As the earth turns us away
from then toward the sun.
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In a total solar eclipse, the moon casts a shadow onto
earth. If the sun, moon, and earth are in alignment,
and if the moon is in new moon phase, from
earth, within the narrow path of totality, it will
appear, for a short time, that the moon has covered
the sun. The new moon is full but invisible. Its
unlit, shadowed side facing us, in daylight too bright
to see it. It is not until it begins to slide across
the white disc of the sun that we will see the moon.
Unrecognisable at first as a small dark nick on
the side of the sun, and increasingly unknowable as
a black disc the exact size of the sun, and finally
as an empty void where the sun used to be. Before
the last of the sunlight vanishes, it will break up
into shining beads around the perimeter and then
gather on one side, like a diamond ring, before
totality reveals the sun’s corona—the wispy halo of
superheated plasma only visible in the moon'’s
shadow. The locations and timings of the eclipse will
have long been worked out. If conditions are
right, we will see each new stage appear when pre-
dicted, and then reverse back through like a film
rewinding, until normality is restored and only the
memory of the eclipse remains.

Throughout the eclipse, we can locate the sun’s position,
assume it to be stationary, and track the motion
of the moon in relation to it, even in its unfamiliar
forms. But from our perspective on the ground,
it is impossible to sync the moon’s movement with
the behavior of its shadow. Shifting weather
and atmospheric variables, and our relative size
and location, make the shadow unpredictable.
Unsettling. With a life of its own. As it approaches
and the light dims, the temperature might drop
too quickly. The wind suddenly calm or change
direction. Local shadows still visible may sharpen,
and colors turn surreal then drain to a lifeless
gray. Just before totality the darkness might break
up into thin parallel bands on the ground, or even
on our bodies, making these surfaces appear to
ripple. When the darkest part of the moon shadow
rushes in at an average 2500 miles per hour,
we might hear it roar or just an eerie silence as the
darkness closes, not in, gently like the night, but
down upon us, in an instant. Now fully surrounded
by the moon’s shadow we might begin to get
a sense of its enormity. Of the totality which only
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starts with the eclipse above. As bright stars and
planets materialize, we might suddenly become
aware of just where we are. Not standing in a shad-
owed area. But inside a volume. The moon'’s three-
dimensional, continuous shadow, occupying the
total volume behind the moon, through space, all
the way down to earth. We might lose our footing.
Just for a moment. Then notice that beyond the
black shadow, where the sky is still light, there

is a 360-degree twilight on the horizon. The colors
won’t look right. An odd mix, changing quickly,
possibly even sideways. Bright green, dark red,
electric yellow, lavender. And right up against the
darkest edge of the shadow, a transparent, then
opaque, stroke of unnameable blue.

Lani Yamamoto (1965) is a writer
based in Reykjavik.
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Alexandra Noel

A bird nests and collects blue and red refuse and intelligence,
in the knotty interior of a dormant white machine,
in an open window two stories above between
a bedroom and elsewhere. Twice a day she can be
heard singing songs of mimicry: an amber-eyed
cackle, a white-haired snarl, a black box’s beep on
repeat. “Wake up,” the bird once heard and
thought worth her echo but the silent machine in
which she resides makes no sound in return.

Its body cold and its feathered tenant engorged
with plastic beads, male and millet seed, with
a prayer for heat left unanswered.

With home and belly bloating, the nervous bird nudges
the sides of the machine and hears a squeak over
reeds outside and below and feels the fire in the
sky is too high to reach her, which tells her it's
of the time to keep collecting scraps to match her
wired muck-mired labyrinthine center, to fix what
could be broken, or if not broken to awaken.

“Blue to red and red to blue,” is all the bird knew for
sure. Spurts of her spit connect collected bits of
flaming hair to navy yarn, cobalt tubes to maroon
confetti, then she sups on tomato spaghetti
through a sapphire straw and departs and wishes
well for a miraculous spark between the two,
to animate her cradle.
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With her beak as arrow, she pecks down at the ground
and bugs disperse, their antennae pointing up
hoping, like her, for a miracle. How does her ma-
chine work? She finds a manual and tears it
up and sticks the black and white slivers into her
tail then suddenly a squall of hot air blows her
about and she spirals down to the ground. The
machine is on! Blue air rises and red air descends
as it hums a song through its vertical slats. By
surprise, she is frozen in place, with her feathers
and pink claws stuck in chilly puddles of a lime,
cherry and blueberry popsicle. “Why don't eggs tell
jokes?” reads a message on the popsicle’s stick.
Now red and white and blue all over, her dowdy
feathers, broken strips of letters and the saintly
stick stick together in an excited exodus back to
her livened home, leaving a colorful straight
and narrow line drawn on the ground below.

The bird becomes too heavy with claggy sugar and eggs,
too large, too warm and uneasy to leave the
whirring machine, and she begins to vibrate then
flagellates on her pile of wires, whipping her
head back to pick out the shredded manual and
all her feathers. Now bald, she lays three smooth
eggs and lays on all, two of which fail to warm
and expire. Before their yellow centers become
green, she preens her claws and guzzles them
down. "Why don’t eggs tell jokes?"” she dreams,
staring at the question on the stick in question.
The remaining egg is closely watched by her,
not unlike a hawk. Right then she feels a peck at
her bottom. She lifts a claw and sees a naked
baby boy bird, in the image of her, peeking his
sealed-shut eyes and red hide through a crack
in the egg.

Once baby bird has fully emerged and mother is beak
to beak with him, she regurgitates all of what'’s left
in her insides: his unrealized siblings, stashed
squished midges and seed, until he grows tall and
she wide with more plastic beads and an egg
of another kind, while paying mind to their home's
delicate innards that need mending and bending
of more lines of blue and red to keep them both alive.
The baby bird’s eyelid slits open just in time for
the machine’s vents, with which their air, bodies and
light flow through, suddenly close and shut down
for the night or forever.
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Wide-eyed and widened, the mother bird shivers under her
shivering babe that has grown larger than her.
"Why don't eggs tell jokes?” she asks her holy stick
in the corner. "Because...” she can now faintly
read the other half under taffy-ed sugar, "Because
they crack each other up.” She, shivering more
and in her gut knowing it to be too late for her, for
the irregular egg that grows sideways and perma-
nent in her gut will not lay, nudges her son towards
the machine’s dead engine, and through a crack
in its fan, he spirals down and out into another
room that is colder still. She prays that in place of
feathers, he grows tough skin against other
beings that will never.

The bitterly cold bitter baby bird looks up and cries for
his mother while his wings shrink and he grows
teeth and sharper claws and grows taller still until
he is still and at eye-level with a white rectangle
hanging on the wall. There are hot and cold vents
on one side and cold and hot vents on the other
and narrow vent of warm in the middle. Reminded
of home and shaking still, he meddles with the
vents for hours. Confronted by a dead end of gaps
that are flat and temperatures that are colors,
he roars for his mother bird in the mother board
to crack open the thing that appears to be but
is not the same as the machine from which he fell.

Alexandra Noel (1989) is an artist
based in Los Angeles.
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David Pagel

I love looking at Yui Yaegashi’s Garden (2020) because it
gives me more than enough room to get lost
in a world that | can’t enter physically or compre-
hend intellectually, while, at the same time, never
letting me forget that there's a world of stuff
going on all around me, even when I'm so deeply
immersed in the pleasures the painting delivers
that it would make perfect sense to think | had left
that world behind.

It all starts with the large rectangle of dove gray, applied
with what appears to be a palette knife and all
but covering the weave of the canvas, except at
the bottom and right edges, where the weave
is visible, along with a darker layer of underpaint-
ing (perhaps black, or a very deep green) and
a narrow band of the plain white primer Yaegashi
used to treat the raw canvas. The softness of
the dove gray—which leans neither toward green
nor blue, chalky nor icy, aggressive nor retiring—
makes my eyes feel as if they are not sliding across
a plane, scanning for discernable details, but
being immersed in a space that is three dimension-
al, as full and physical and sensuous as it is roomy
and open and expansive.

There's something magical about that, especially because
of the literal dimensions of Garden, 16 by 27.5
centimeters, and the way Yaegashi has compressed
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that space further, containing it by the green-gray
band that forms the upper and left edges of the
composition. The painting immerses me not in the
center of the canvas, but slightly lower and slightly
to the right of that, nudged out of what would

be the bull’s eye, if | were looking at a target. That
off-centeredness charges my experience of drifting
serenity, giving it an edge and preventing it from
settling into anything like business as usual, some-
thing easy and escapist, like a safe space or retreat,
where | might flee the unsettling tumult of reality.

While one part of my consciousness sets off into the beauti-

ful blankness of the largest area of Yaegashi's
composition—and, in doing so, treats the painting
as if it were a world unto itself —another part of
my consciousness studies the structure of the setup:
treating the eight, right-angled shapes that form
the entirety of the painting not as whole (as an entity
that is complete unto itself), but as a modular
component of a larger composition—a fragment
of a visual field that extends beyond the physical
perimeters of the actual painting and forms, in my
mind, a pattern.

When that happens, | imagine that | am looking at the upper

left corner of a painting approximately four times
the size of Yaegashi’s, whose central rectangle

of dove gray is framed, on all four sides, by a green-
gray band, which is itself embellished with the
three-color squares, each regularly placed around
the perimeter. | compare what is right before

my eyes— Yaegashi’s canvas—with a mental image
that is symmetrical and complete: a much larger
rectangle of dove gray, fully framed by a rectangle
of green-gray.

That is a fantasy, an image of geometric perfection, an ideal

that does not exist. To see the painting this way

is to see it as incomplete—as a small part of a larger
whole that exists elsewhere, in the mind'’s eye.

But what Yaegashi has painted is complete. We may
fail to see that because we're hardwired or pre-
programmed to see squares, grids, and standard
geometric configurations. Rather than seeing
Yaegashi’s painting for what it is, clearly and fully,
our minds transform the fullness of our surround-
ings into something less than it actually is, precisely
because reality doesn’t measure up to our ideal-
ized version of it.



David Pagel

Yaegashi knows that. And she messes with it, productively
and wonderfully, playfully and powerfully.

She smuggles the idea of infinity into the structural setup
of Garden—into the pattern its composition
forms when we imagine it continues beyond the
canvas's actual edges. Like all patterns, the compo-
sition of Garden consists of similarly configured
shapes— two squares, five rectangles, and an
L-shaped polygon—and correspondingly arranged
colors—dove gray, green-gray, bright white,
dark green, and darker green—all of which repeat
regularly. That regularity is potentially endless—
like infinity. The painting’'s conceptual evocation of
infinity echoes or parallels or recasts the physical
experience of infinity that happens whenever one
gets lost in the scale-defying expansiveness of
Garden’s dove gray expanse.

The two relationships to infinity established by the painting
do not follow, chronologically, alternating between
one and the other. Instead, it is as if | were in
two places simultaneously: floating freely and drift-
ing weightlessly and suspended dreamily in the
space the dove gray expanse opens up, and rooted
right where | stand, feet firmly planted in the here-
and-now of the shared social space of the visible
world as | analyze the mechanics of the experience
I am having.

So, Garden divides me in two, and then brings those two
halves together. It does that in an unexpected and
particularly sophisticated manner, in a way that
stands out from the ways resolutions are ordinarily
arrived at today, by means of compromise and
giving in, with each participant ceding some goals
so that some sort of overall agreement can
be reached. Rather than forcing together the two
relationships to infinity Garden engenders,
Yaegashi leaves each free to do its own thing, in
its own time, in its own way. She lets us—and
gets us to—glimpse infinity howsoever we might.
Never striving to resolve conflicts by choosing
one side over the other, Yaegashi makes room for
variation and contingency, for following differ-
ent paths. In doing that, Garden cultivates diverse
ways of looking and understanding, of thinking
and envisioning, of feeling and knowing, of seeing
and imagining.
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The possibilities are endless—and none eliminates any
other. With Garden in it, the world is more
interesting—more captivating and fascinating,
intimate and expansive, richer and more
beautiful than it would be without Yaegashi's
little painting.

David Pagel (1961) is a professor of
art theory and history at Claremont
Graduate University.
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Jeffrey Rosen,
Dust Breeding on the Painting

Yui Yaegashi's Untitled painting, dated 2011, hangs on
the wall of the kitchen in our house; the house situ-
ated in a quiet, alley-narrow backstreet in the
neighborhood of lkebukuro in Tokyo. Less obvious
than the green-screen table that bisects the
kitchen and less conspicuous than several straining
shelves of whiskey, existing as part of an evolving,
salon style collection of modestly scaled works,
paintings and works on paper, Yui's painting asserts
a quiet charm. A token of our first studio visit
together—the only studio visit that we enjoyed
outside of her subsequent home-studios—,
the painting is unique, within her oeuvre, in its casu-
alness. Sandwiched between our daughter Yoko's
wall calendar, an Ulala Imai painting of a banana on
a plate and a framed drawing by the sculptor
Miho Dohi, all resting underneath a Gerhard Richter
postcard, also Yoko's, the painting hangs on
one—maybe two—clear plastic pushpins. At
22 x 27.3 cm, the work is large for Yui; its cerulean
blue brushstrokes both wider and more thinly
painted than is typical, its transparencies less subtle,
edges fuzzy. An orange rectangle adjacent and
diagonal to yellow rectangles largely obfuscated by
blue brushstrokes of varying degrees of length,
some vertical, others horizontal, the almost haphaz-
ard composition only suggests the more rigorously
ordered, if still somewhat improvised canvases
that have followed.



A-175

Untitled, 2011

What space does this painting now occupy several years

removed from the studio? Do the works of

Yui live differently in the world than that of other
painters? Their small scale suggests intimacy and,

in a practical sense, domesticity, quite naturally
occupying the space of a home—even when defined
by the limitations associated with a living space

in Tokyo. As much as the paintings, each, on their
own, hold a relatively immense amount of wall-space
within a gallery, the works are equally self-con-
tained and have a tendency to zoom-in on themselves,
becoming so internal and compact as to blend

in with certain surroundings, resting quietly and com-
plimentarily while simultaneously sitting in waiting
for a presumed future in which they, once again, are
tasked to define their own space.

In the kitchen, sits another postcard; this picturing a detail

of the same untitled work. In an inversion of
painting on white wall, the detail image pictured
on the card serves as a ground for a list, text

in white, naming off a group of artists: Motoyuki
Daifu, COBRA, Yui Yaegashi, Maki Katayama,

Miki Mochizuka, and Ken Kagami. This list, as the
back of the postcard informs, is comprised of

all members taking part in an imaginary exhibition
Abstraction Family presented in the gallery space
YOKO & ROSEN in the year 2051. Abstraction
Family was indeed conceived by a then 5-year-old
Yoko, and was presented in the form of a post-
card within the context of the exhibition Cool
Invitations 8; itself presented within the Sugamo
based artist-run-gallery, XYZ Collective; inside

of which is housed the kitchen-sink project space The
Steak House Doskoi, itself curated by the artist
COBRA whose partner is Yui. What this matryoshka
doll situation suggests is the intrinsic importance
of the relationship between painting and painter,
gallerist and friend and family member and space
and any other number of stubborn things that
persist in the world outside of any isolated aesthetic
experience. The way that Yui’s paintings exist in
and in relation to the world embodies an aesthetic
posited by Contemporary Art Daily and Library
founder Forrest Arakawa-Nash, one which not only
acknowledges but prioritizes the various networks
inextricably tied to a discrete work of art. Yui radi-
calizes this framework, creating paintings which may
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extend beyond themselves, including everything
—even the proverbial kitchen sink—as part of
the generosity of the experience they offer.
Production of this catalogue required the collection of
digital photo documentation of a large number of
Yui’s paintings; some older works needed to be
photographed for the first time—including Untitled.
The painting, having been removed from our
kitchen, is—at the time of writing—sitting carefully
wrapped on a bench in our gallery. Post photogra-
phy, we received an unexpected request from
Olivier Mignon, this book’s publisher; gently, yet
directly, Olivier pointed out that in the newly
produced image, there was evident quite a bit of
dust on the surface of the painting. Though it
made sense, was obvious, even, that we should
have the painting re-photographed, | also can't shake
the feeling that there is something appropriate
about the image as-is. Not reflective of neglect but,
rather, of the life of the painting; a moment other-
wise unavailable to anyone not familiar enough
with our family to have witnessed the work in our
kitchen at our home unscripted. At the time of
writing, | imagine that this accidental candid pho-
tograph will be included in the catalogue, illustrating
this text; perhaps it's enough to put this in writing
—maybe it's too much.

Jeffrey Rosen (1977) is the co-director
of gallery MISAKO & ROSEN, Tokyo.
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Edgard F. Grima,
Abstract intimacy

What you can see is the title of Yui Yaegashi's fourth work

Radical

to join my collection. A timid echo of Frank Stella’s
peremptory What you see is what you see, it
seems to challenge our ability to do our job as view-
ers or, conversely, to question the painter’s ability
to represent the world. What you can’t see or What
you can guess could just as easily have defined

the unique work of the Japanese artist. A work she
pursues methodically, with serene yet obsessive
constancy, playing with the limits of the visible and
the invisible.

in form, this quasi-monochrome drew me in with
its audacity and the courage of its approach.

The final layer of blue paint covers almost the entire
canvas, acting as an opaque screen, almost erotic
in the restraint it imposes on the forms that lie
beneath it. It conceals a layered mesh of parallel,
intersecting lines: an inner world. Beneath this

skin of pigment, geometric veins emerge, sometimes
apparent, sometimes imperceptible. It contains

an inner life, abstract ghosts, a mental universe.
The color field spills over to the sides, extending
our imagination. Here, Yui pushes to the extreme
the relationship she induces with the viewer in

all her work: an intimacy.

In the modest format of a Byzantine icon, the work deli-

cately invites contemplation. It seems to whisper
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to us “come closer, keep silent and look”. Once
alone in front of it, a special bond is created.

A téte-a-téte. Attentive to the slightest outcrop-
ping, our gaze then becomes scrutinizing,

our attention is multiplied tenfold, and suddenly,
an epiphany occurs: a transparency reveals a
pentimento, a yellow stroke appears on a few mil-
limeters, an infinite possibility of interweaving
emerges, a sudden depth appears to our eyes then
disappears... it moves us, and we don't know why.

Yui's abstraction is sensual, lively and mysterious. Far from

a distanced concrete art or a spectacular kinetic
art, one cannot speak of minimalism either. The
painter’s hand is fundamental, and what is seen is
a tiny part of what is there. The artist knows

that what is beautiful is what emerges, not what is
shown. Her gesture is refined, delicate, elegant
but never precious. It is a slow, static, sincere paint-
ing, never showy. Each piece is a consciously
constructed system that comes to life by seeking
its own balance, its own internal vibration.
Throughout her solo exhibitions, the hanging,
more or less the same each time, creates a musical
relationship with the space by regularly aligning
canvases in almost identical formats. The strength
of the work seems to implicitly impose its sceno-
graphy, its visual rhythm.

The extraordinary coherence of Yui's work commands

respect. She found her creative process very early
on and has since built up a body of work that

is immediately recognizable—a challenge for con-
temporary abstract painters. Applying, super-
imposing, covering... the artist's gestures question
the foundations of the act of painting and of
looking. Her quest seems insatiable, and despite
the invariability of format and process, repetition
seems absent from this work. As we know, the
Japanese artist draws her inspiration from her col-
lection of interwoven fabrics. Fascinated by the
entanglement of fibers, which she says can be seen
in several dimensions, she draws compositions from
them and attempts to translate them into painting.
She imposes on herself a series of numbered steps,
rules that reveal a mathematical system.

The artist decides on the process, but never on the
result. In this sense, her protocol-based approach
can be described as conceptual. But along the way,
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she allows herself to betray the orthodoxy of the
method, and it is precisely this wandering that
makes her abstraction so sensitive. A desire for
rigor that cannot escape the artist’s affirmed,
imperfect humanity and freehand gesture.

A conceptual painting, then, but paradoxically an affective
one, in which the minimal grid is sifted through
the sieve of craftsmanship. Each work tells the
story of its meticulous genesis, with the finishing
touches leaving room for accident. This is what
makes Yui's painting so touching, so fragile. She
does not seek perfection. On the contrary, the
rigor of the conception is only a decoy. The execu-
tion, on the other hand, readily reveals the brush'’s
sense of direction, cracks and spills. In short, it
is the unforeseen that moves us in this painting,
however mistakenly it may be seen as the mere
exposure of a process.

Edgard F. Grima (1974) is a screenwriter,
director, and art collector based in Paris.
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Mari Tsukamoto,
A special kind of ordinary—
Yui Yaegashi's painting

| clearly remember when Yui Yaegashi's painting arrived at
my house. When | unpacked the parcel, | could smell
the faint scent of oil paint. To write this text, | had
asked to see the actual work, which was then sent
to me. The reason | chose this painting— Untitled
(2024) —is because of my personal affinity for the
color purple. The horizontal plane of the painting
is composed of rectangles of different colors.
Underneath the grayish cream rectangle that occu-
pies the majority of the composition lies a layer of
purple and two layers of different light blue colors.
The purple is oilier than the others, and it flickers
when viewed at an angle. It must have been about a
week; a very short time, but | lived with this painting.
It was on a bookshelf, on the table of the dining
room, on a cupboard in my bedroom. Wherever it
was placed in my cramped home, the painting
had a sense of presence that belied its small size.
It governed the place and set up the space.

The first time | saw Yaegashi's work was in 2017. | encountered
her paintings when | visited a solo exhibition held in a
Taisho-era merchant house in Susaki, Kochi Prefecture.
All of Yaegashi's works in the show were small, ab-
stract paintings composed entirely of rectangles and
lines. No matter where they were placed, whether
in a tokonoma alcove, propped up against a fusuma
sliding door, or placed alongside furniture, her
paintings blended in with the surrounding space and
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created a unique atmosphere. Seeing the works
scattered around the Japanese house in harmony
with the soft shadows created by the shoji screens,

| thought at the time that the paintings were playing
"hide-and-seek.” Obviously, the works were not
physically concealed. Yet, when placed in this Japanese-
style room, which was not originally intended for
exhibition, they seemed to be hiding from, or waiting
to be found by, the “it"” that was the viewer.

Seven years have passed since her solo exhibition at Susaki,

but the core of Yaegashi's painting has not changed.
The density, modesty, and calmness of her canvases
are unchanged. They remain abstract paintings with
simple brushstrokes, without figurative motifs

such as figures or landscapes. When | asked Yaegashi
about this, she told me that she developed this
approach to painting about fifteen years ago. One day,
the pattern of a shirt she was wearing seemed right
to her, so she painted it. What was initially an inspired
experiment has been carried out through to the
present day. So, should we consider that Yaegashi’s
style was achieved the moment she painted her

shirt pattern? No, certainly not. While her style has
certainly reached a key point, it is far from com-
pleted, since her experiment consists in the explora-
tion of the infinite variations in the combinations

of all existing colors and in the textures created by
the overlapping of these colors.

Yaegashi's work has traditionally been referred to in terms of

"system” and "process.” While they are a good de-
scription of her practice, as if she were going through
a daily routine, we can't say the same for the formal
aspects of her production. When she starts to paint,
Yaegashi makes a rough plan of what brushes and
colors she will use, but she is flexible and makes
adjustments as the work progresses. Especially in recent
years, she has been testing her judgment in response
to the changes on the canvas in front of her, and
enjoying the transition to unexpected developments.
Yaegashi also often refers to materials such as
textile prints and color charts, but her interest lies
far from their reproductive depiction. For her, paint-
ing is not a simulation of reality. It is a question of
internalizing the insights gained from these materials
and incorporating the colors and shapes imagined
into her canvases in a natural way, as if it were an
extension of her everyday life.

Now let us focus on the “slowness” in Yaegashi's production.

Despite its small size, her works can take several



Mari Tsukamoto

months, and sometimes several years, to complete.
However, she does not always work on the same
painting continuously during the production period.
The reason it takes so long is that each layer requires
at least one month for drying. To allow time for the
paint to dry, Yaegashi works on several paintings
at the same time, finishing them alternately. We should
add that this approach is in line with the nature of
oil paint as a medium. Oil paint is a mixture of pigments
and a vehicle (dry oil), and while the transparency
of the paint can be freely manipulated by layering,
it takes time to dry because it is solidified by the oil's
oxidative polymerization, which forms a film. In short,
oil paint is a "slow” medium. But the slowness inher-
ent in the material seems to have a positive effect
on Yaegashi’s overall production. The waiting time is
also a time for contemplation. By keeping a distance
from the work in progress, she avoids a myopic
perspective and has time for experimentation. This
alternation of practice and dryness/contemplation is
what gives Yaegashi's paintings their unique density.

This density is also reflected in the surface of the paintings.
The texture, which varies delicately from one detail
to another, can be smooth, rough, or shiny like
ceramics. It reveals not only the thickness of the paint-
ing over time, but also the accumulation of the
artist’s actions. In addition, the depth and dimension
created by applying layers of oil paint with an aware-
ness of its inherent transparency is a quality that only
a painting, with its three-dimensional texture, can
create; it cannot be reproduced by digital technology,
in which the monitor itself emits light to show the
image. One might say that the smallness of the picture
plane comes to life here. The smallness of a work
often works to draw the viewer in closer. What appears
to be only a colored surface when the viewer is ten
steps away from the painting reveals a different appear-
ance just one step closer. Only then does the viewer
become aware of the texture of the painting’s surface,
the smudges and smears of paint, and the actual visual
effect of the underlying colors on the upper layers.
The size of the work, which encourages observation
of the details, does not hinder our grasp of the
whole. The viewer can simultaneously enjoy the fluc-
tuation of the paintbrush from a microscopic point
of view and the rhythm of the integrated whole.

The size of the work is, of course, a conscious choice. If we
think of Yaegashi's work only in terms of process,
its production may seem even banal. The “modesty”
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of the work is corroborated by the canvas'’s small
size. Yaegashi's work is developed on an extremely
human scale. While digital technology and Internet
have expanded the range of artistic expression,
giving artists unlimited options in what they can do
and how they can create images, she still chooses
to hold a paintbrush in front of a small canvas. This
entails a repetition of a simple process, but her
production is by no means stuck in a rut. It appears
to be a quiet antithesis to the overabundance of
information and choices that flood modern society.

It is also important to note that Yaegashi's abstract paintings

are rooted in her own personality. This is reflected
most clearly in the color combinations that make up
her paintings. For example, many of her works have
cold tones with gray as the base color, revealing

the artist’s taste. Furthermore, the neutral gray that
covers the lower layer is noteworthy in that it com-
plements the other colors, harmonizing the painting
with moderation and evening out the front-back
relationship between the colors. Rather than evoking
three-dimensional illusions, this layer of materialistic
color keeps the viewer away from impure narratives
to focus on the visual dialogue between surface and
colors. The artist is sincerely committed to a medium
that allows her to reflect her own will in the finest
detail, with all the secret discoveries and joys that come
with exploring these infinite possibilities. What is

not special, what is “ordinary”, is what makes her paint-
ings so special.

The painting with which | spent about a week at home was

later exhibited in Yaegashi’s solo show at a gallery,
where it was placed alongside other works on the white
walls of a white cube. The paintings that | saw in
person at the exhibition looked very different from
the ones at home. This was not merely due to envi-
ronmental factors such as different lighting and wall
colors. To me, the painting, while maintaining its
presence as a standalone work, seemed to have a
distinct character as an element of the whole, reso-
nating with the neighboring works. It was a fresh
experience, as if a melody | had heard as a solo was
replayed by the ensemble. What Yaegashi's paint-
ings gave me was the true pleasure of looking at
paintings, the vivid joy that wells up when we perceive
what cannot be seen.

Mari Tsukamoto (1989) is curator
at The Museum of Art, Kochi.
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