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Like a little child chasing a butterfly, here and there, I try to capture a
shifting atmosphere with my eyes and hands. Their shapes sometimes look
like my mother’s and my grandmother’s, who have shown me how to live
one’s life lovingly. But I am still learning to do so, as it is a difficult task.

In his essay, The Translator’s Task, the philosopher, Walter Benjamin redefined
‘translation’ from what makes “itself remember the meaning of the
original” to what “must lovingly, and in detail, fashion in its own language a
counterpart to the original’s mode of intention”.

I imagine that it will be the same risk and chance for a poet to translate love,
as for an artist, but it would be the ultimate task.

My exhibition title is the first line of a 70’s Japanese song, Z8IFk L (Love
is Pink), written by Haruomi Hosono. When one is in love, the world
appears so different that one forgets everything and accepts everything,

Such poetic experience/reflection is perhaps 'untranslatable', but that is
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what my artwork is longing for.

Utako Shindo, 2016
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‘T am a white Australian male with bicultural
heritage’. So one student said in response to my
rather insensitive question of his identity. This
statement seems to articulate his identity as much
as dis-articulate it. Apart from his self-proclaimed
identity as being ‘white’, Australian’, and ‘male’,
the term ‘bicultural heritage’ evokes many different
meanings. Does he, for instance, embody two
different European heritages, or Aboriginal and
Anglo-Celtic ancestries, or else Anglo-Celtic and
Asian descents? For anything other than the first
case, the ambiguity of the term ‘whiteness’ starts to
loom large. What does it mean for him to identify as
being ‘white’ if he was of biracial origin? There is

much left unstated in this single articulation.

Further still, what is not said may sometimes speak
more about the person than what is said. More often
than not, many gender and sexual minorities elect
not to, or, to be precise, leave their gay, bisexual,
transgender or other identities unstated due to a
lack of social understanding and recognition. In this
process of (dis)-articulation, however, we recognise
that there are many queer aspects of our natures

which remain unintelligible and untranslated.

Many, although certainly not all, academics and
artists in Australia and elsewhere have painstakingly
invested effort in shedding light upon things
untranslatable. Through their writing and art
making, they have not only critically exposed the

limits of our epistemology, but also suggested
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constructive methods of pushing this boundary.
Utako Shindo’s recent artwork contributes to this

endless, brave mission of revising our cultures anew.

Despite Shindo’s concern for self-identity and
longing, her artwork is neither narcissistic, nor self-
absorbed. Through an effective assemblage of
visual, audio, and tactile material, Shindo’s work
invites the audience to be part of collective art
making. Although the outcome of this collaboration
is perhaps unknown, it certainly leads to an
opening of hitherto unexplored alternative ways

of being. At the same time, in order for us to be
part of Shindo’s artwork we need patience. Her
work relentlessly illuminates a space of abstraction,
ambiguity, shadow, and gap. The space in which we
find ourselves through her work is, then, remarkably
different from our current fast-paced, ‘empirical’
data-oriented digital world. When it comes to

Shindo’s work, nothing is facile or ready-made.

‘Computer says no’. Thus one British comedy

show makes us laugh at ourselves, parodying

our impatience. It is increasingly difficult for our
generation to question ‘why?’ or ‘how so?’, when
everybody keeps themselves busy processing
information in abundance. The witty insight can
also be read as a fear of ‘computer says no more’.
The sheer thought of no longer having computer
or mobile phone frightens us - not necessarily
because we lose connection with others, but because

we begin to realise that we do not have much
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connection with anyone in the first place, triggering

a crisis of self-identity and belonging:

The perpetual pursuit of filling the void by adding
‘friends’ onto our social network sites — making the
self much ‘fuller’ — attests to this fear. The recent
commercial and academic fad for genealogical
self-searching in immense data banks is perhaps

yet another endeavour to make ourselves appear
legitimate. Computers and the Internet once
promised to connect us by getting rid of spatial
boundaries. Many people now realise that this is not
the case at all, but continue to cling to their hope for
connection by crossing temporal and generational

boundaries instead.

Shindo’s recent works tell us not to rush things.
When we feel incomplete and ambiguous, there’s
no need to fear — instead, dwell on it. By bringing
our attention to, and patiently dealing with part
of ourselves that is untranslatable and yet-to-be
articulated, we might be able to be more articulate

about ourselves.



