JEREMY BAKKER
1979 Born Canberra, Australia

Solo Exhibitions:

2012 These Fleeting Few, Youkobo Art Space, Tokyo, Japan

Minor Infinities, CONICAL, Melbourne, Australia
2010 i is another, Light Projects, Melbourne, Australia
2009 Resonate, West Space, Melbourne, Australia

Alone Together, School of Art Gallery, RMIT University, Melbourne
2008 Cluster, Bus Gallery, Melbourne, Australia
Collaborative Project:

2012 The Space Between Our Hands, with Ross Coulter, for the Echigo-
Tsumari Snow Art Festival, Australia House Residency
Niigata Prefecture, Japan

Recent Group Exhibitions:

2012 Ode to Form, West Space, Melbourne, Australia

2011 Immanent Landscape, Kurumaya Museum, Oyama, Japan
2010 Immanent Landscape, West Space, Melbourne, Australia
Website: www.jeremybakker.com

Youkobo Art Space manages an Artist-In-Residence (AIR) program and a non-
profit gallery for domestic and foreign artists, and also commit to supporting other
AIR programs, to international exchanges and community activities through art,
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in Japanese), Youkobo aims to give many people opportunities for art and cultural
experiences, by supporting artists’ autonomous activities. An official member of
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BN > FICHE B HOK E IR MBEDZELUSIHA T o BASEIC L F o T o HE BRI, 1. The silence of many
leaves, the legs of cicada shells, paint

E BHORITROB ATV

I walk down to Zempukuji koen, the local park around a pond, late in the afternoon. Soft light spills over a cluster of
trees on the far side of the pond. I find a bench that I think is least likely to attract the attention of mosquitos and sit
down.
5. Spill

| can see dogs circling and sniffing each other as their owners disentangle leads and chat. | can hear the gritty crunch p‘mrg‘ on paper
plintl

of running shoes on the gravel path as joggers pass by. An elderly man stands near the pond's edge, with knees bent Z@%‘ﬁ 2 Blink

and hands clasped together he swings an imaginary gold club at an imaginary golf ball. I watch with him as the eyelash, ‘second hand’
removed from a clock

invisible ball arches high, up and over the pond. BEE
BRBET DR

Behind all of this human activity is the sound of countless cicadas calling out from surrounding trees. It is a pulsing, 4. Hind you / you find me
butterfly net

buzzing, electric flood of sound that can be heard everywhere in this neighbourhood at this time of year. To walk REREE

beneath the trees is to pass through zones of intensity—in some places the sound is relatively subdued, elsewhere it

surges down like the aggressive scream of a pachinko parlour.

One-yen sized holes dot the ground like small and inky-black voids. These are where cicadas tunnelled a way out

of the soil to start their brief lives above ground. I think of the kids I've seen in this park, weaving between trees with
butterfly nets and patient parents looking on. | think of the cicada shells they are searching for, and the way these 3. Breathing space

paper, paper cuttings
shells cling tenaciously to the underside of leaves. | imagine a leaf falling to the ground, dragging a cicada shell A
with it. | think of the way that weather and time will wear them both down; how their elements will scatter and be
reclaimed by the soil. I think of this natural cycle that is always turning around us and within us. Translation by Utako Shindo

Photography by Jeremy Bakker and Kazuhiro Masuda

A man on the bench beside me yawns loudly into the night air and slaps at a mosquito on his leg. It's time to go. Cover image: detail of Spill




