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          December 2007. I was upset, confused, and lost. I kept crying on a 

hidden staircase in the Social Science building like a child who lost her mom 

at a department store. I did not know why I was so devastated or what made 

me so sad at the beginning, but after a few hours of sobbing, the reason 

became clear. I wanted to paint.  

           Before I became a painting/drawing major at the School of 

Art+Design, I spent two and half years in the Design Technology department 

studying set design. The day I cried on the staircase for hours was the last day 

I spent as a Design Technology student. We had a final review meeting for our 

La Bohème set models on which we had been working for weeks. It was a 

comparatively big project that required a lot of hours of designing, drafting, 

building, and painting. At the same time, I was taking Painting I in the Visual 

Arts building. It was my very first time painting in oil, and I was having a 

great time. The final painting project for this class was due the day before the 

set model was due. I was in a dilemma. I had to decide whether to spend more 

time on painting, or on the set model. I ended up not finishing either of them. 

The painting remained unfinished and the model was barely finished but 

looked so awful that it was apparent that I rushed to make it for the deadline. 

By the time my tears were all dried out, I was determined to switch my major 

from set design to painting. 

            In 2008 I started the year as a visual art student. Everything seemed 

extremely different, fresh and new. Having grown up in a small town in Japan, 

my childhood was marked by occasional visits to theaters with my mother and 

aunt. The rest of the time I would spend dreaming of going back. In high 

school, I devoted every single day of my life going to theaters, acting, singing, 

dancing and such. In short, my whole life had always been about theater, yet 

my new passion for painting grew drastically from the moment I became an 

art student. It was everything that I didn’t know and had always wanted to 

know before. One of the most remarkable encounters has been with the French 



painters Pierre Bonnard and Edouard Vuillard. My heart overflowed with 

excitement when I saw their paintings in person, just as it did when I saw 

CATS, my first musical, more than ten years before. 

              Even though I could endlessly name painters as my influences, which 

include Henri Matisse, Milton Avery, Biala, and Fairfield Porter besides 

Bonnard and Vuillard, the more and more I paint, the more and more difficult 

it becomes to explain about my works. What comes more easily is to talk 

about where my work might progress, or what got me involved with painting 

in the first place. It is complicated and confusing to even try to figure out what 

I am doing at the moment. I think this quotation from a Japanese poet helps 

illustrate my point. “You are not there when you realize you were there. You 

can only look back because you already passed there”. Questions such as 

“why do you paint?” or “What is your work about?” seem irrelevant in that 

most of the time we don’t know that we are doing, and what we know for sure 

is only the past. I have written some artist statements in the past; however, 

none of them feels adequately genuine. Quite frankly, I do not have a clear 

idea of what my work is about, nor am I sure what this artist’s statement 

means. The more I try to put something into words, the more untruthful it feels 

to me.  

 

          My paintings consist of two elements: memory and imagination.  
 
          I have always associated paintings with memories. Each piece is a history of a 
moment and a record of an emotion. My paintings are often scenes from my everyday 
life as they exist in my memories. Painting does not have to be perfect and, as life is 
not, I like my paintings to be human-like rather than perfect.  
 
          The process of painting is a process of imagination. I let myself imagine by the 
act of painting. Imaginations, like paintings, are neither tangible nor reachable. I try 
to turn the canvas into an entrance to the imaginary world of my mind. 
  
          Painting is an essential self-expression and statement that enables me to 
connect to the past and the future. Memories represent the past and imaginings 
represent the future. Although I always exist in the present, I travel to the past and the 
future in my paintings through my memories and imagination.  
 



           It is doubtful that my paintings consist of memories and imaginings. 

They do consist of canvas and stretcher bars for sure. I am not confident that 

each of my pieces is a history of a moment and a record of an emotion. Does 

the canvas turn into an entrance to my mind? I definitely do not travel to the 

past and the future… After a while, my artist’s statement starts to look like a 

pretentious advertisement that fancies my work as great art. In writing those 

statements, I am playing the role of an artist who knows what she is doing. 

The only fact that I am aware of is that my works somehow remain theatrical. 

I place the scenery and people in space. I give them directions. The end result 

is a combination of my intention and how the paintings respond to my 

directions. We never know what comes out of it until it’s over.  

 

All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players; 

They have their exits and their entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. 

 

            If the quote form Shakespeare’s As You Like It is a cliché, so are 

painting and theater. I paint because it was one of the roles I wanted to play at 

some point. I wanted to escape from the “theater girl” role. I gave up on the 

role that long ago I always dreamed of playing; someday becoming an actress. 

Then I became “a girl who still wanted to do something in theater,” but I also 

gave up on that and decided to be “a girl who wants to be a painter.”  One of 

the attractions of becoming an actress was that it gave me opportunities to play 

a number of different roles. I am currently playing a role of an art student who 

wants to make good paintings and become an artist. Without that mask, who I 

really am is a person who is trying to escape from the previous failure: A 

person who is afraid of not having any role to play.  

            In making an effort to somehow describe the nature of my artwork, it 

is inevitable to use the word “escape.” In creating rather playful and enjoyable 



scenes in paintings, I am attempting to escape from being a person who failed 

or gave up, and trying to make myself believe that I might be someone who 

would succeed in something else besides theater. I am trying to impress 

myself by doing well in something so different from theater. It is such a 

peculiar challenge that I have: replacing theater with painting within the 

hierarchy in my mind. 

             In contrast to the effort to replace theater, my works ironically remain 

theatrical. I even painted the La Bohème set model I struggled with: the one 

that made me quit set design. Painting it was as if I was confronting the fact 

that I was just painting the stage, instead of actually being on stage. I have 

titled my senior exhibition (and eventually this senior thesis) Painted 

Proscenium. The proscenium arch (usually called simply “the proscenium”) is 

a large frame or arch that is located at the front of the stage. In Latin, it means 

“in front of scenery.” Proscenium is an entrance to the stage, where the 

performance is going on: the place where I can find great joy and excitement. 

By naming the exhibition Painted Proscenium, my intention is that the 

exhibition be an entrance to my paintings. 

             As Shakespeare says, “One man in his time plays many parts,” I might 

be playing a completely different role in the near future. However different 

this new role may be, one thing that would be consistent is that I am the one 

who is playing it. My personality stays the same, which is to say that I was, I 

am, and I will always be devoting myself into something. I am very neurotic 

in that it makes me nervous if I am not keeping myself busy. If I ever become 

accomplished in painting, I suppose it will be the consequence of my 

personality of working hard. Whenever I’m asked, “What made you start 

painting?” I half jokingly answer: “Oh, it was an accident.” My professor once 

told me a quotation from Louis Pasteur: “Accidents favor the prepared mind.” 

Francis Bacon also said; “There are intentions and surprises. You start with 

intention, but you also have to be able to recognize the surprises in your 

process to make a painting.” What I would like to continue in the future is to 



be prepared and aware so that I can recognize the surprises and accidents, 

which could provide me with opportunities to keep playing this role, play new 

roles, or possibly go back to roles that I already gave up on.       
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