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My project is about traveling.
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A lot of people asked me why I had to relate my project to traveling. Actually, I am
also eager to find out why — why do so many people have to travel and make traveling
the most frequent activity in this century? And why do we have to spend so much
energy to make traveling this convenient and fast? As such, I would like to invite you

as well, to go traveling with me.
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My project relates every process in the traveling, including companions, itinerary,

invitation, execution, and souvenirs.
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It is better for me not to find out where the original version of souvenir is. To me, it is
a vague old-time impression, real but obscure, genuine yet bazaar. Of course the
souvenir is a picture, or you can say a publishing material with picture on it. [ would
see this original version of souvenir as a postcard with scenery on the beach. Inside of
it there are a few people standing by the beach with different gestures, for unknown
reasons to get together. Was it not any reason for them to be there? Or, was it just the

way it was, to meet on a winter’s beach with weird outfits and atmosphere?
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I hope this will become a real trip. I have to talk a group, preferably a group from the
theater, into traveling with me. The theater actors are more dramatic and know how to

make a situation real and unreal. But, they have to go with me to the beach.
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It is going to be a trip! We dress ourselves up and bring along our stuff needed for the
trip. We get on the transporting vehicle and head to the beach. That beach, in winter,
may not be suitable for people to visit. We, some from locality and some are not, are

invited to see the beach’s glamour and start our journey. We want to take a picture of
the beach!
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I do not want to take the picture by precisely imitating the one that I just mentioned as
an old souvenir, which was also taken on the beach. However, it is going to be a
postcard with scenery on the beach, still, created by every participant based on my
description. Again, it is a vague old-time impression, real but obscure, genuine yet

bazaar. It is one of those trips.
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In winter, these people all wear long-sleeved outfits. There are eight people altogether.
One of them is smoking with one of his hands on the waist and his coat on the
shoulder, a cocky gesture that conveys a message of nonchalance. Two men are
squatting down beside him, one in the front and the other in the rear. Oddly enough
the one in the front is somehow playing with an animal, a monkey. A little farther is a
couple that is holding a child. The wife is wearing very short hair like a man. Both of
them are wearing sandals. The husband is watching his child in his arms, making

himself the only one in the picture with a side view. There is another man standing in



the farthest, watching us conscientiously while falling into meditation, with the wind

twirling up his coat in the air. This is a winter’s beach!



