
開館時間‖10:00–18:00（入館は17:30まで）

観覧料‖一般 950円（760円） 大学生650円（520円）

高校生以下または18歳未満・丸亀市内に在住の

65歳以上・各種障害者手帳をお持ちの方は無料

（ ）内は前売及び20名以上の団体料金

同時開催の常設展「猪熊弦一郎展  ふしぎな形」観覧料含む
8月19日［土］、20日［日］は1階ゲートプラザにて

 「まるがめ婆娑羅まつり」開催のため観覧無料
（当日は展示室内に音が響く場合があります）

主催‖丸亀市猪熊弦一郎現代美術館、公益財団法人ミモカ美術振興財団
助成‖芸術文化振興基金、公益財団法人 花王芸術・科学財団

協力‖株式会社カラーサイエンスラボ

前売券販売場所［丸亀］

あーとらんどギャラリー｜0877.24.0927

オークラホテル丸亀｜23.2222

おみやげSHOPミュー｜22.2400

きままや｜22.9361

写真を通して自身と社会が交差する接点に生じる「イメージ」の探求を続ける志賀理江子。
1980年に愛知県に生まれ、2008年から宮城県に拠点を移し制作活動を行っています。

本展では、2009年にバンコクの恋人たちを撮影したシリーズ「ブラインドデート」を始まりとして、
「弔い」「人間の始まり」「大きな資本」「死」などをめぐる考察と物語が綴られていきます。
出品作品は、写真プリントの他に約20台のスライドプロジェクターによってインスタレーションを構成。

会場に置かれたプロジェクターの点滅は、生、暗闇と光、この世界に相反しながら同時に存在するものごとの隠喩でもあります。

私たちの肉眼で見えぬものは何か。その領域をこそ写し出す写真というメディアに懸ける志賀は、

出来うる限りの正直さで社会をまなざしながら、人間の生から離れない写真の空間を立ち上げます。

Through the use of photography, Lieko Shiga has been continuously seeking the images that surface at the point where she 
intersects with society. Shiga was born in Aichi prefecture in 1980 and is based in Miyagi prefecture since 2008. 
This exhibition starts with “Blind Date,” the series in which she photographed couples in Bangkok and 
subsequently explored the thoughts and narratives that surround grief, the start of humanity, capitalism and death. 
The works include photographic prints and an installation comprised of 20 slide projectors. 
The flickering of the projectors acts as a metaphor of our lives, which coexist and contradict like light and shadow. 
What are we unable to see with our own eyes? Shiga earnestly attempts to capture this realm with photography. 
Viewing society with utmost honesty, she creates photographs that exist in close proximity to the lives of human beings. 

Hours  
10:00 –18:00（Admission until 30 minutes prior to closing time.） 

Admission
Adults ¥950, Students （college, university） ¥650, Children （0 year to highschool） free
Ticket valid for admission to the permanent collection.

Free admission on August 19 and 20, 
during which the Gate Plaza on the ground floor 
will be open to the public for the Marugame Basara Festival. 
Please note that sound from the festival may affect 
the exhibition space on these days.

Organized by 
Marugame Genichiro-Inokuma Museum of Contemporary Art 
The MIMOCA Foundation
Subsidized by
Japan Arts Fund, The Kao Foundation for Arts and Sciences
Supported by 
COLOR SCIENCE LABO CO.,LTD.

design: Daishiro Mori

芸術文化振興基金
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It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 
Despite nearly bursting into laughter, they held on long enough to look at me with serious faces. At one moment the boy shouted, “Hey, I cannot 
see! It's dangerous!" The motorbike swayed but he managed to regain balance. After a few minutes, they asked if they'd done enough. I let them go 
and they waved before disappearing into the city.

The experience reminded me of how we exist. For some unknown reason, we always sense a slight amount of pain. In today’s society, the eye is 
unreasonably connected with desire and can become a curse for the other. The sun and the light provide us with sight. Most deep sea organisms are 
said to have the ability to illuminate their bodies. Maybe there is no such thing as complete darkness in this world. Light and darkness must have 
resided together since the beginning. If not, how can I explain the complex way in which life burns inside me? I remembered the sensitive question 
that had stayed with me since childhood and never been answered; I wanted to know how the world looked to those who could not rely on sight, 
those who had been blind since birth. I needed them to teach me. How much does the eye control me? What are the differences between you and I?

Kate called me back immediately. “Lieko, two people, Thayvaphong and Patikan, will come to see you. They have both been completely blind since 
birth.” A few days later, they walked hand in hand to our hotel, which was also our temporary lab. When I introduced myself as a photographer, the 
lady said that she also photographs herself. The man was a quiet type, but he responded and laughed whenever she talked, nodding here and there. 
She then said:

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.
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It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 
Despite nearly bursting into laughter, they held on long enough to look at me with serious faces. At one moment the boy shouted, “Hey, I cannot 
see! It's dangerous!" The motorbike swayed but he managed to regain balance. After a few minutes, they asked if they'd done enough. I let them go 
and they waved before disappearing into the city.

The experience reminded me of how we exist. For some unknown reason, we always sense a slight amount of pain. In today’s society, the eye is 
unreasonably connected with desire and can become a curse for the other. The sun and the light provide us with sight. Most deep sea organisms are 
said to have the ability to illuminate their bodies. Maybe there is no such thing as complete darkness in this world. Light and darkness must have 
resided together since the beginning. If not, how can I explain the complex way in which life burns inside me? I remembered the sensitive question 
that had stayed with me since childhood and never been answered; I wanted to know how the world looked to those who could not rely on sight, 
those who had been blind since birth. I needed them to teach me. How much does the eye control me? What are the differences between you and I?

Kate called me back immediately. “Lieko, two people, Thayvaphong and Patikan, will come to see you. They have both been completely blind since 
birth.” A few days later, they walked hand in hand to our hotel, which was also our temporary lab. When I introduced myself as a photographer, the 
lady said that she also photographs herself. The man was a quiet type, but he responded and laughed whenever she talked, nodding here and there. 
She then said:

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.

It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 
Despite nearly bursting into laughter, they held on long enough to look at me with serious faces. At one moment the boy shouted, “Hey, I cannot 
see! It's dangerous!" The motorbike swayed but he managed to regain balance. After a few minutes, they asked if they'd done enough. I let them go 
and they waved before disappearing into the city.

The experience reminded me of how we exist. For some unknown reason, we always sense a slight amount of pain. In today’s society, the eye is 
unreasonably connected with desire and can become a curse for the other. The sun and the light provide us with sight. Most deep sea organisms are 
said to have the ability to illuminate their bodies. Maybe there is no such thing as complete darkness in this world. Light and darkness must have 
resided together since the beginning. If not, how can I explain the complex way in which life burns inside me? I remembered the sensitive question 
that had stayed with me since childhood and never been answered; I wanted to know how the world looked to those who could not rely on sight, 
those who had been blind since birth. I needed them to teach me. How much does the eye control me? What are the differences between you and I?

Kate called me back immediately. “Lieko, two people, Thayvaphong and Patikan, will come to see you. They have both been completely blind since 
birth.” A few days later, they walked hand in hand to our hotel, which was also our temporary lab. When I introduced myself as a photographer, the 
lady said that she also photographs herself. The man was a quiet type, but he responded and laughed whenever she talked, nodding here and there. 
She then said:

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.

It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.
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開館時間‖10:00–18:00（入館は17:30まで）

観覧料‖一般 950円（760円） 大学生650円（520円）

高校生以下または18歳未満・丸亀市内に在住の

65歳以上・各種障害者手帳をお持ちの方は無料

（ ）内は前売及び20名以上の団体料金

同時開催の常設展「猪熊弦一郎展  ふしぎな形」観覧料含む
8月19日［土］、20日［日］は1階ゲートプラザにて

 「まるがめ婆娑羅まつり」開催のため観覧無料
（当日は展示室内に音が響く場合があります）

主催‖丸亀市猪熊弦一郎現代美術館、公益財団法人ミモカ美術振興財団
助成‖芸術文化振興基金、公益財団法人 花王芸術・科学財団

協力‖株式会社カラーサイエンスラボ

前売券販売場所［丸亀］

あーとらんどギャラリー｜0877.24.0927

オークラホテル丸亀｜23.2222

おみやげSHOPミュー｜22.2400

きままや｜22.9361

写真を通して自身と社会が交差する接点に生じる「イメージ」の探求を続ける志賀理江子。
1980年に愛知県に生まれ、2008年から宮城県に拠点を移し制作活動を行っています。

本展では、2009年にバンコクの恋人たちを撮影したシリーズ「ブラインドデート」を始まりとして、
「弔い」「人間の始まり」「大きな資本」「死」などをめぐる考察と物語が綴られていきます。
出品作品は、写真プリントの他に約20台のスライドプロジェクターによってインスタレーションを構成。

会場に置かれたプロジェクターの点滅は、生、暗闇と光、この世界に相反しながら同時に存在するものごとの隠喩でもあります。

私たちの肉眼で見えぬものは何か。その領域をこそ写し出す写真というメディアに懸ける志賀は、

出来うる限りの正直さで社会をまなざしながら、人間の生から離れない写真の空間を立ち上げます。

Through the use of photography, Lieko Shiga has been continuously seeking the images that surface at the point where she 
intersects with society. Shiga was born in Aichi prefecture in 1980 and is based in Miyagi prefecture since 2008. 
This exhibition starts with “Blind Date,” the series in which she photographed couples in Bangkok and 
subsequently explored the thoughts and narratives that surround grief, the start of humanity, capitalism and death. 
The works include photographic prints and an installation comprised of 20 slide projectors. 
The flickering of the projectors acts as a metaphor of our lives, which coexist and contradict like light and shadow. 
What are we unable to see with our own eyes? Shiga earnestly attempts to capture this realm with photography. 
Viewing society with utmost honesty, she creates photographs that exist in close proximity to the lives of human beings. 

Hours  
10:00 –18:00（Admission until 30 minutes prior to closing time.） 

Admission
Adults ¥950, Students （college, university） ¥650, Children （0 year to highschool） free
Ticket valid for admission to the permanent collection.

Free admission on August 19 and 20, 
during which the Gate Plaza on the ground floor 
will be open to the public for the Marugame Basara Festival. 
Please note that sound from the festival may affect 
the exhibition space on these days.

Organized by 
Marugame Genichiro-Inokuma Museum of Contemporary Art 
The MIMOCA Foundation
Subsidized by
Japan Arts Fund, The Kao Foundation for Arts and Sciences
Supported by 
COLOR SCIENCE LABO CO.,LTD.

design: Daishiro Mori

芸術文化振興基金
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It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 
Despite nearly bursting into laughter, they held on long enough to look at me with serious faces. At one moment the boy shouted, “Hey, I cannot 
see! It's dangerous!" The motorbike swayed but he managed to regain balance. After a few minutes, they asked if they'd done enough. I let them go 
and they waved before disappearing into the city.

The experience reminded me of how we exist. For some unknown reason, we always sense a slight amount of pain. In today’s society, the eye is 
unreasonably connected with desire and can become a curse for the other. The sun and the light provide us with sight. Most deep sea organisms are 
said to have the ability to illuminate their bodies. Maybe there is no such thing as complete darkness in this world. Light and darkness must have 
resided together since the beginning. If not, how can I explain the complex way in which life burns inside me? I remembered the sensitive question 
that had stayed with me since childhood and never been answered; I wanted to know how the world looked to those who could not rely on sight, 
those who had been blind since birth. I needed them to teach me. How much does the eye control me? What are the differences between you and I?

Kate called me back immediately. “Lieko, two people, Thayvaphong and Patikan, will come to see you. They have both been completely blind since 
birth.” A few days later, they walked hand in hand to our hotel, which was also our temporary lab. When I introduced myself as a photographer, the 
lady said that she also photographs herself. The man was a quiet type, but he responded and laughed whenever she talked, nodding here and there. 
She then said:

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.

It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 
Despite nearly bursting into laughter, they held on long enough to look at me with serious faces. At one moment the boy shouted, “Hey, I cannot 
see! It's dangerous!" The motorbike swayed but he managed to regain balance. After a few minutes, they asked if they'd done enough. I let them go 
and they waved before disappearing into the city.

The experience reminded me of how we exist. For some unknown reason, we always sense a slight amount of pain. In today’s society, the eye is 
unreasonably connected with desire and can become a curse for the other. The sun and the light provide us with sight. Most deep sea organisms are 
said to have the ability to illuminate their bodies. Maybe there is no such thing as complete darkness in this world. Light and darkness must have 
resided together since the beginning. If not, how can I explain the complex way in which life burns inside me? I remembered the sensitive question 
that had stayed with me since childhood and never been answered; I wanted to know how the world looked to those who could not rely on sight, 
those who had been blind since birth. I needed them to teach me. How much does the eye control me? What are the differences between you and I?

Kate called me back immediately. “Lieko, two people, Thayvaphong and Patikan, will come to see you. They have both been completely blind since 
birth.” A few days later, they walked hand in hand to our hotel, which was also our temporary lab. When I introduced myself as a photographer, the 
lady said that she also photographs herself. The man was a quiet type, but he responded and laughed whenever she talked, nodding here and there. 
She then said:

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.

It was the summer of 2009 and I was conducting research in Bangkok prior to joining a residency program and exhibition in the city. Visiting 
Thailand for the first time, I needed to create and present a new body of work. I had two weeks to conduct my research. Trying to figure out what to 
do, I decided to take a bike taxi and explore the city. Along the way, I noticed that I would often encounter the gaze of people who, like myself, were 
sitting idly on the back seat of a bike taxi. Maybe I caught their attention because I looked like a typical tourist. The streets were filled with 
motorbikes running at slightly different speeds. Just like the Doppler effect, the motorbikes would come close and then drift away. In Japan, where I 
live, it's rare to catch the eye of a passerby; yet in this city I exchanged glances with hundreds and thousands of people. I gradually started to think 
about capturing those glances on camera. My camera seemed to be the ideal tool for getting closer to that strange feeling of receiving glances 
without physically connecting with them. I returned to Bangkok several months later and started shooting. A Thai girl named Kate, who was a 
friend of a friend and wasn't exactly close to me, and her Indian boyfriend supported me as guides. They both knew the streets of Bangkok, had lots 
of friends and were reliable and confident about their knowledge of the city. We chased after couples on motorbikes and would shout: Excuse me! 
Many of them were curious about my request and would pull over to listen to what I had to say. Maybe it was because Kate was such a good 
translator, but nobody refused to be photographed. They all agreed without even asking my name. We would line up with their motorbike and then 
signal for them to start moving alongside our car. I asked the passenger on the back seat to look directly at my camera as they moved forward. I also 
asked him/her not to smile. Smiles often conceal the real face. We started in the afternoon of the day I arrived in Bangkok and photographed more 
than 10 couples. Kate had a good sense of where we'd find couples who would be willing to be photographed. We continued for a week and managed 
to photograph around 100 couples. Continuing to exchange glances with unknown strangers had an effect on me and I felt as though I was 
rediscovering the sense of wildness that resided in the depths of my heart. It was a rich experience, as if I was touching something very sensual. 
Some of the couples were very friendly and supportive, so I would ask them to have a cup of tea so that I could hear their stories. I asked many 
questions. I wanted to know about them even though we had just met and they were total strangers. How did you meet? How do you spend time 
together? What do you think of one another? When was your first kiss? Sex? Are you students? What do you do for work? Family? How did you 
grow up? I asked one question after another, and also told them about myself. The questions became bolder. What do you think happens when we 
die? Do you have any fears? The conversations occasionally led to quite unexpected questions. I was probably influenced by what Kate had told me as 
we searched for couples on motorbikes. As we drove past a temple she told me that some people perform a ritual in order to die and be reborn again. 
While looking for another couple, a thought – possibly a fantasy – suddenly took hold of me. I wondered if there had been an incident, some kind of 
love suicide, in which the passenger on the motorbike had blindfolded the driver as they travelled at full speed. I mentioned this to Kate and so we 
headed to the police station and the library to sift through news articles and information about fatal traffic accidents. We couldn't find any records of 
such a tragedy, nor could anyone recall such an incident. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fantasy scene. I couldn't give up, so I decided to 
experience it photographically. I asked a couple, who we found on the street, to perform the scene for me. They initially showed suspicion, but after 
understanding my intentions the girl agreed to cover her boyfriend’s eyes with her fingers slightly open so that he could see the road in front of him. 

I was told that I cannot see. 
Does the reason for this relate to a previous life that I can no longer recall? 
I wanted to know the truth, so I attended university and learned about many regions around the world. 
Many, many things were said about life and death, but I felt uncomfortable about all of them. 
They didn’t quite match how I am.
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て
い
る
か
、あ
な
た
と
私
は
ど
の
よ
う
に
違
う
の
か
。

リ
エ
コ
、Thayvaphong

とP
atikan

と
い
う
名
前
の
、生
ま
れ
た
と
き
か
ら
全
盲
の
ふ
た
り
が
来
て
く
れ
る
こ
と
に
な
っ
た
、と
ケ
イ
ト
は
す
ぐ
に
連
絡
を
く
れ
た
。

後
日
、彼
ら
は
手
を
つ
な
ぎ
、歩
い
て
作
業
場
所
に
も
な
っ
て
い
た
ホ
テ
ル
に
来
て
く
れ
た
。
私
は
写
真
家
で
す
、と
自
己
紹
介
を
し
た
ら
、彼
女
は
、私
も
写
真
を
撮
る

わ
、と
言
っ
た
。
彼
は
静
か
な
人
だ
っ
た
が
、彼
女
の
話
に
笑
っ
た
り
、ぽ
つ
り
ぽ
つ
り
と
相
槌
を
う
っ
た
。
彼
女
は
、こ
う
言
っ
た
。

目
が
見
え
ぬ
、ら
し
い
の
で
す
。

そ
れ
は
私
の
知
ら
な
い
前
世
に
関
係
す
る
で
し
ょ
う
か
。

本
当
の
こ
と
を
知
り
た
く
て
、大
学
に
行
き
、世
界
中
の
様
々
な
宗
教
に
つ
い
て
学
び
ま
し
た
。

そ
れ
ら
は
生
死
に
つ
い
て
実
に
様
々
な
こ
と
を
述
べ
て
い
ま
す
。
で
も
、そ
の
全
て
に
違
和
感
を
感
じ
ま
し
た
。

私
に
は
当
て
は
ま
ら
な
い
気
が
す
る
の
で
す
。
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オープニング・パーティー

志賀理江子を囲んでオープニング・パーティーを開催します。

6月10日［土］ 16:00–17:00

場所‖3階カフェレストMIMOCA

参加料‖無料（追加のドリンクは有料）
事前申込不要

オープニング・パーティー準備の為、カフェレストMIMOCAは

14:30–16:00の間一旦閉店します。

アーティスト・トーク

志賀理江子が制作について、作品について、

「ブラインドデート」までの道のりを話します。
6月11日［日］ 14:00－
場所‖2階 造形スタジオ
参加料‖無料
事前申込不要

ブラインドデート・ライブラリー

志賀理江子の制作スタジオ「スタジオ・パーラー」の本棚より、
世界中から集められた本の数 を々美術図書室に配架します。

場所‖2階 美術図書室
入場料‖無料

リレートーク（全4回）

場所‖2階造形スタジオ
入場料‖無料
事前申込不要

 －

6月10日［土］ 14:00–

いがらしみきお（漫画家）×志賀理江子

『 I【アイ】』について
 －

7月1日［土］ 14:00–

竹内万里子（写真批評家）×志賀理江子

『ルワンダ ジェノサイドから生まれて』について
 －

8月6日［日］ 14:00–

土田朋水（編集者）×志賀理江子

「ビッグイシュー 日本版」について
 －

9月3日［日］ 14:00–

飴屋法水（演出家・美術家・動物商）×志賀理江子

『キミは珍獣（ケダモノ）と暮らせるか？』について
 

ワークショップ

「石拾い」
7月2日［日］ 13:00–16:00

場所‖2階 造形スタジオ及び土器川周辺
講師‖志賀理江子
参加料‖無料  定員‖20名  対象‖小学生から大人
申込締切‖6月21日［水］

詳細はウェブサイトをご確認ください。

キュレーターズ・トーク

本展担当キュレーター（国枝かつら）が展覧会をご案内します。

日時‖会期中の日曜日 14:00–

参加料‖無料（ただし展覧会チケットが必要です）
事前申込不要（1階受付前にお集まりください）

他の関連プログラム開催日は実施いたしません。

鉄道［JR］  
丸亀駅下車、南口より徒歩1分
東京駅（新幹線で約3時間20分） ► 岡山駅（松山または高知方面行特急で約40分） ► 丸亀駅

新大阪駅（新幹線で約45分） ► 岡山駅（松山または高知方面行特急で約40分） ► 丸亀駅

博多駅（新幹線で約1時間40分） ► 岡山駅（松山または高知方面行特急で約40分） ► 丸亀駅

高松駅（予讃線快速で約30分） ► 丸亀駅 

飛行機

羽田空港 ► 高松空港 約1時間25分
成田空港 ► 高松空港 約1時間40分
高松空港 ► ［タクシー約40分｜乗合タクシー約50分｜リムジンバス約75分］ ► 丸亀

［乗合タクシー 高松空港シャトル便］
1名片道1,700円｜搭乗前日正午までの予約制｜東讃交通 0877.22.1112

［丸亀・坂出・空港リムジンバス］
1名片道1,200円｜琴参バス株式会社 0877.22.9191｜http://www.kotosan.co.jp

高速バス

東京・横浜・名古屋・大阪・神戸・福岡より直通運行

車

本州方面から

［瀬戸大橋経由］瀬戸中央自動車道 坂出北 ICより約15分
［神戸淡路鳴門道経由］高松自動車道 坂出ICより約15分
四国内の高速道路から

高松自動車道 坂出IC・善通寺 ICより約15分
JR丸亀駅前地下駐車場・2時間無料（当館受付で駐車券をご提示ください）

By JR Train
1 min. walk from Marugame Sta.
► 3.5 hours from Tokyo to Okayama by Shinkansen
► 45min. from Shin-Osaka to Okayama by Shinkansen
► 100 min. from Hakata to Okayama by Shinkansen 

 and 40 min. by Limited Express from Okayama to Marugame.
► 30 min. from Takamatsu to Marugame by Rapid Express.

By Airplane
► 85 min. from Tokyo (Haneda) International Airport.
► 100 min. from Narita International Airport to Takamatsu Airport.
Then, 40 min. by taxi / 75 min. by limousine bus from Takamatsu Airport to Marugame.

By Car
► 15 min. from Sakaide-Kita interchange on the Seto Chuo Expressway.
► 15 min. from Sakaide interchange / Zentsuji interchange on the Takamatsu Expressway.
► Two hours free parking at the JR Marugame Sta. underground facility. 

丸亀市猪熊弦一郎現代美術館／公益財団法人ミモカ美術振興財団
Marugame Genichiro-Inokuma Museum of Contemporary Art, The MIMOCA Foundation
―
〒763-0022 香川県丸亀市浜町80-1（JR丸亀駅前）

80-1 Hama-machi, Marugame-shi, Kagawa 763-0022 JAPAN
TEL‖0877. 24.7755  URL‖http://mimoca.org
―

同時開催展

常設展

「猪熊弦一郎展  ふしぎな形」
 －

次回開催企画展

「猪熊弦一郎展  戦時下の画業」
2017年9月16日［土］－11月30日［木］
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丸亀港 至 坂出北IC

　 坂出・高松方面

　  坂出・高松方面

至 国道11号線
坂出IC

至 国道11号線
善通寺 IC

うちわの港
ミュージアム

県道33号線

丸亀城

地下 P

JR丸亀駅 JR予讃線

土
器
川


