that she'd have to take the blouse to the cleas
one wear was another thing that irritated hean

They didn't drink like fishes as they haq
days when they'd knocked back margaritag ang
and instead everyone went home at an interm,
of drunkenness, poised between drinking
not drinking at all, and she forgot about the
Setchan had given her, so that it was not until z I
that she actually read it.

from: MIEKO KANAI, MILD VERTIGO (1997; TRANS. POLLY BA

WARPING AND ETHICS

So moderate and comfortable in its design is the S
Art Museum — the creation of the same architect
sible for the Fukiage Imperial Palace — that it more
resembles a hotel built with the intimate feel of a
home such as those found before the Second Worl
in the resort towns of Hakone or Karuizawa than :
any art museum, and if, hypothetically speaking,
woman of thirty-one or thirty-two who worked
advertising department of a company responsible f
distribution of Western films, or a twenty-six-yes
woman who worked a desk job at a trading conglon
(who had not entered the company on the career t
and was engaged to be married to a colleague curre

working for the Cote d'Ivoire or Amman branch o
m‘:—?f:pany ended up having an affair with some

on't have the space here to imagine and ¢

sider how ghe might have met, then, that being the ¢
museum j ¢

A weekly magazine, aged somewh
seven and forty-five, or the director
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ducer) of a culture programme on TV who hadn't
lved in the recent staged documentary scandal
evertheless unable to think about the issue as
iy unrelated to him, as a location where they

could cnju'\: a cultgra_l cqufmmo together. |
With its verdigris roof and pale brown tiles, its
mmmstcry—likc cloisters and -sunple wooden construc-
ion, the building casts tasteful contemporary Japanese
hourgeois conservatism in an appealing light, and truly
does have something about it that spurs the imagination,
causing one to dream up those kinds of hackneyed sce-
qarios, whereby the copyeditor, or the director, finding
out that the title of the Nobuyoshi Araki and Kineo
Kuwabara exhibition was LOVE YOU TOKYO!, and that
it was at the Setagaya Art Museum — which was just such
a nice spot — decided to invite his lover along. The woman
working in the advertising department of the company
distributing Western films had, while studying abroad
in Paris, visited the Japon des avant-gardes exhibition at
the Centre Pompidou with an American journalist, and
hence knew of Kuwabara’s photography — the American
Journalist, whom she'd met at the cinémathéque, had been
2 Japanophile, and had said to her that Kuwabara’s pho-
‘ographs had a way of capturing the world that was far
more dynamic than that of Ozu, and which reminded
h’fn of Mikio Naruse, that the two showcased the beauty
ol the Japanese people in an analogous way, but she had
E;J:eeﬂ asingle one of Naruse's films — and she had a!so,
mmn;rse, heard of Araki. The qﬁice lady at the trading
pholi(), l:y had never heard of Kineo K.uwabalfa. btllt the
famt;uli ?P}?e'r who went by the momke:r AR‘%Kh wa)s
o I: e'd seen h'un once on a late-night TV s 0\; :
Phrage nCW lhal his photographs were, (0 borrova the
S of a girl in the same year as her at college, dirty

s )
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he€l
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one entire
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photos’, but according to the directo
daughter had just entered Kindergarten they wep
dirty photos’, but enough of a big deg| that (hey
someday have to feature his phmngmphs, ¥
his nudes, on the Sunday Art Museun, Programs
screened on the national T'V channel where he 4
and invite Kotaro lizawa or some other big-name

ic along as a guest, and even if you ascribed the wa
Kotaro lizawa had talked about Araki's photogra
terms of the Melancholic, that paradigmatic conce

the nineteenth-century psyche, to lizawa being a
tography critic and therefore uneducated, you cot
overlook the fact that people like Gen'ichiro Taka
Taeko Tomioka and Yiko Tanaka admitted that, ur
the stereotypically beautiful nudes by Kishin Shinoyz
which everybody felt that they'd seen somewhere bef
but which lacked any kind of contemporary sense of
€vance or provocation, Araki’'s nudes revealed a cert:
truth about the times in which we are living, or at le
that was what the director had explained when they we
sitting in the Shiseido Parlour in Laforet Harajuku, a
the fact that he clearly inhabited a totally different wor
from her fiancé who worked in a trading firm (an airm:
letter had arrived from him yesterday saying that the h
midity in the Céte d'Ivoire made it feel ‘like a steam bath
made him attractive (o her, but when he spoke, the to
lefi-hand corner of his mouth would jerk upwards, an

::.i&w would jut out (o the lefi at thibsatibaeswhil

another reason wh . h him
698 hoked y she didn't want to go wit

As suggested by its wh A Ttitle, LOVE
YOU TOKYOL it Asi' sordid ey e 8 Uitk LV
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P™ . ctandard, but rather in the katakana script
i kanjb - s ;n words, as in the Japanese title to the ex-
4 mrth?ch presents the work of two photographers
din the city (in the same Taito Ward, in fact,
erent parts of it) a generation apart, like father
4 child, taken over the half-century between 1930 and
T:;% and arranged to give visitors a sense of navigating
;hci'r way through a tangled maze of narrow alleyways.
The two young, unmarried women didn't know the

st n—-“r'

horn a1+
( h (-,ugh d 1 ﬂ

| it song ‘Love You Tokyo' that had been sung by Akira

Kurosawa and Los Primos, but the copyeditor and the
TV-channel director knew it, and in fact, when men of the
former’s age would sing their karaoke renditions of songs
such as ‘Karajishi Botan' and Yuzo Kayama’s ‘Ttsumade
mo, brimming with emotion, the copyeditor, who was
born in 1947, would frequently counter with ‘Love You
Tokyo, or else Linda Yamamoto's ‘Komacchauna’, and
enjoyed pulling the wool over the eyes of the young
women who happened to be around by pretending that

hadn'tbeen born in Tokyo (neither, in fact, had the direc-
tor), and as for the two women, the advertising lady was
4second-generation Tokyoite, her father and his siblings
lhe‘ﬁ"s‘ to have been born in the capital, while the wom-
“0in the trading conglomerate’s great-great-grandfather
I}:Jaj e » member of the southern Satsuma clan, born a
- d-rfmk’“g samurai and serving with the clan’s forces,
be@;;)nce her grandfather’s generation, her family had
o, Ureaucrats for the Ministry of Economy, Trade and
U§lry,' living in Tokyo's Suginami Ward.

"f*m;::: "‘?‘ verdigris roof and its tiles in the something-
Or legg r blyl'e, the Setagaya Art Museum ha‘ts a more

Identical design concept to the Imperial Palace,
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and when you think about that in reference
Europe, where art museums such as Florep ool
Louvre after the French Revolution an( the He
after the Russian Revolution were g part of the a;;..
Enlightenment philosophy, in the sense that they
as spaces where the collections of the imperia] ¢
families and the aristocracy were made availabje
public, then it's as if the Setagaya Art Museum
the antithesis of that, it's assimilated with the res
tial spaces of the Emperor, do you see what I me;
present-day Heisei-era Japan the public space of
museum follows the example of the Imperial Palace
director said, simply parroting the lines that an art ¢
he'd been at university with (whose uncle was an h
rian specializing in the Annales school) had written
magazine article, at which the woman with the desk
nodded as if struck by this observation, and said, it
of feels like how the old Nara Hotel or the Hakone Fu
Hotel would look if they were renovated.
Is this exhibition, in fact, an appropriate match for
ironic title LOVE YOU TOKYO! and the journalistic i
that it carries? Considering the words alone, it seel
immediately obvious that the title’s intended impli€
tion is that the warping of the photographers’ feelin
towards the super-metropolis of Tokyo imbues the
with a criticality that allows them to function as love
and as we have in all likelihood understood Nobuyos
Araki's photographic oeuvre as manifesting a criticalit
that stems from such warped feelings as directed towards
numerous contemporary ‘issues’ such as photographys
the city, culture, sexual mores and death, the fact of the
exhibition being given this tite, LOVE YOU TOKYO.
with the somewhat outdated flippant note it strikes, didn't
make us feel remotely uneasy, and it _h.mm_mm )
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) Ry i ‘ y ~rm - ; WY,
Tag, Ng ’J[’LP“’:L!?* nW“?m - amorphous city of TOKYO, and as a linguistic
\Q- ‘.\-tr( rh&l-lg__ wi{hl‘?f Jtion aligned with Nobuyoshi Araki signing his
l ]a'e\’_a\., mau'.:‘['f't- Simph/‘:‘l:%f\]\'l' (o wit, a warped kind of critical coinage.
S ™ Uy \ b M'}rZo ot slightly sick of the fact that, standing in front
Fop d l]&‘i‘u }&& \::i\ RAKI's photos, we end up bringing to mind terms of
)5 | .I:I' | l] . ‘ ¥
.l'dpa Yoy 4 \ infantile psychology l,lke WAIPES P
ay 0 the ) % rhatsaid, after taking a turn around the artificial alley-
nple o P, i
Ple o, U wayseepected 1D the gallery space that lead us through an
ITot Clp, | - century, visitors to the exhibition find that, at
Ilng]h I entlfe half ry 4 . ? p
With Ulg, " cach of the turning points in those artificial alleys, it's the
A Whog, um,:'._'i Kuwabara photographs that all eyes are drawn to, each of
ANNaeg S('h{mh” ' hich, in exposing the limits of an Arakiesque criticali-

Ich t he Womg ‘-H

| Nara Hotelorfi
\ Were renoat
{act, an apprope>

10K () and P
¥
{ering the uqm

"' tyas they appeal by virtue of being real photographs, far

hi * transcend any of Araki’s actual photos. Why might such
LIS observagoy

a thing be happening? You could of course put it down
simply to the difference in talent between the two and
be done with it — and it should be hastily noted that the
phrase ‘difference in talent’ is being used here to indicate
notadiscrepancy in the presence or absence of talent, but
rather to refer to an essential difference in the nature of
the talent — but even by doing so, it's impossible to gloss

* overthe cruelty of the way that the Arakiesque criticality
- In Nobuyoshi Araki's photographs is surpassed so over-

whelmingly by the abundant joy found in the desirous

/ Bazeof Kineo Kuwabara's photographs.

SOOf course, the very nature of photography means
mething different to Kuwabara than it does to Araki,

I W 8 .
‘. Who is of Kuwabara's son's generation, and it also stands

lO T '
€ason that the material significance of Kuwabara’'s

1 Photos of the dancing girls in Asakusa is different to that

Of 1]
o t;ah s photographs of sex workers, and when we go
Mpare the complex-yet-simple surprise, sadness,
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humour and compassion-filled affectig
photograph Kuwabara took of the fq
boys lost in thought in the back seqf
1970s with one of Araki's photographs of children:
with a lens that deliberately produces a graj Ny finis
displaying a criticality towards contemporary
that derives from the sheer fact of theijr being p)
graphs and therefore being so easily comprehensil
to verge on a form of defencelessness, we probably
to consider the era in which these two photographs
taken and perhaps reflect that the criticality of the g
tographer resides precisely in capturing his own e 2,
looking at the picture of Araki taken by Eiichiré Sal
that appears in the thick exhibition catalogue for L
YOU TOKYO!, on what would be the back cover if y
were to pick up the book and read from right to left, ane
his expression, which, leaving aside the round sunglast
and white moustache, is a mixture of diligence, kindne
and shyness, the viewer starts to doubt their own ¢
to wonder if this is really the same Araki as the one w
appears among the ‘dirty photos’ (to borrow the phras
used by the novelist Anna Ogino) that ARAKI took
the self-timer function, where he himself wears the sam
eerie, frozen expression of nervousness and distrus
towards the photographer as his own subjects do, an

1o wonder also if the criticality found in Araki's photo”
graphs is actually more concerned with the identities ¢
people living out their lives within the contempo

:”' d"'" 'i highlighting the lies that at first glance appe

» and although we knew it all along, we end
UP reconfirming for ourselves thag despite Araki's pos-
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neonta!™ hejoy and fear of the moment when the finger
5l are not about any critical consistency
- sournal but rather the ethics of the person
-. , the camerd, who. with the rapid movement of a
.,_,m.k-r' +ust make an instantaneous decision with that de-
' indeed. this dynamic ethics of photography
s possible the momentary interlocking of the
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{ is of al
e living through the world’s

The determination, the
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istic nature,
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. finger on the shutter and the desirous gaze, an interlock-

ing to which Kuwabara’s photography — right up until
vic most recent work, Afternoon Smiles (1992) — owes its
ability to move the viewer. The finer details of the fragile
beauty and its sensuous glimmer that reside within the

" ethicality of such a photographer can very often be lost
" from the originals in the process of mass-producing

them, similar to watching a film on videotape.

. The field of photography, which evolved into a me-

d:gm through the emergence of the distinction between

i'\”“’:;ifz;f?q.e,x;f)erts, that was in turn made possible

K “‘hichtrh:-:: dfcvelopment‘ and. printing technology
went on to give rise to professional and

fine-art pf
: 0Logr, are hac s ace : {1
graphers, has thus accomplished in a flash the

irans '

!u““]:l::::}erf::dc.nxmmcmt?ral.ive albums for bourgeois

CONsumerig sum:?l,n.lml of printed me‘clia within popular

De0USly fare \«.fhu}\; d:jtil yel pcrhlups finds itself simulta-

publi extibitir .“‘“ 1in the mnclccnlh-ccnturyﬂst_\-'le
_ space, 1o attest endlessly to the quality

Tj“'bd.l'll T v e
ISiry - of its prints as Pl‘inls.
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Hmmmmmm, the woman

gl.omerate said to the director. | dunng, bis
kind of flat? Or tacky, or Something? [
naked women, they're not really even very smu
see loads of photos like this in the weekly maga K
on TV too, right? The director was at a loss fop
reply, mentioning pubic hair and Gen'ichirg
name and the contemporary criticality of Araki
and the single young woman working in the ad
ing department of the company distributing W
films understood Kineo Kuwabara’s photos far |
now than when she'd seen them in Paris and felt m
by them, felt now, this guy is a true photographer,
Araki, whod lived in and amid a Tokyo experier
the schizophrenic flattening that accompanies mog
ization and has captured the symptoms of that di 0
is a diligent journalist, he’s capturing in imagist-ic f
the schizophrenic contemporary age where a girl f
the sex industry and your wife's face as she dies ap :
the same to you, it’s that pernicious brand of moderr |
known as realism, she said in the French restaurant
jutted out from the left wing of the Setagaya Art Mu
with its pared-back interior design that reflected the (2
of the Imperial Family, and the copyeditor thc:u.gh_ |
he remembered the photograph that showed a Shinju
skyscraper at a diagonal angle, that the main (hem-
Araki’s photography was quite possibly that of papert
over the castration complex with sheer bravado.

Working al the

Just a k

Araki's photographs do not threaten our images
Tokyo, or of sex, and especially not of death. Beca
they are earnestly presented to us in the belief that (h

will challenge and complicate such images, his photo”
graphs deliver a comfortable shock, before stopping




i to become flat. Through the value

of contemp : . |
cind of value as the unique feature of

srary criticism that construes the
every |

.mporary age,
‘nﬂlll ! ) i
hen Araki, whose photographs are sure-

Nobuyoshi Araki flattens himself
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inie "
1C C

v taken @S iron
I]]1|-||.;| . Boorstins

a ’_'_, which holds that the photographs that a tourist
A merice,

akes on their iravels are flattened into the ‘experience’ of
:'iw backpacking tour, is unable to transcend the ambigu-
. of the image, which is after all not so simple to achieve
what these photographs tell us is that neither TOKYO
. . por Tokvo can be fully accommodated within the photo-
g that g, graphic image, and neither can middle-aged women, girls
U the g o inthesex industry, faces at the moment of death, or sex —
" itis Kineo Kuwabara’s photographs that place a bet with
the ethics of the finger and the gaze on that apparatus
[CMPOMN . known as the camera, turn to face the present time of the
aur wiies it viewer, and speak for the power in the presence of those
people living through this moment in time, this moment
n space, which can only exist in this photograph. We will
ot lfecomt’ flattened, even if we are captured on film.
; :n}‘_\-j‘_”t-\':"":_ hiblj:j title given to prabara's most recent pho-to ex-
n, Afternoon Smiles (1992), refers to the smiles of
et :::Z"I’Emg in l]}rejethics of the finger and t.he gaze, a
.‘-.i'»"‘q“;:_i; | ;.l.hat of Tokyo or TOKYQ - thz}t is not ﬂ.at—
ﬂ ") fows mjcrtll'iﬁ accommod.ated v:n.thm the t_r:ame, which
1408 ) Confinues :"‘ the dynamism of time and life, and truly
W el /' Canfing I‘he)-txp?n(-]' By s!marfng Kuwabaras smiles, we
o conviction to live in this world.

Jepictions of the age, as described by
The Image: A Guide to Pseudo-FEvents in
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