Drifting on the Venusian Sea (Text for Midnight Drifter at soda)
Momoko Tanizaki

Right after the pandemic hit, I was suffering from insomnia and reflected that sleeplessness in my artworks.

“Nuit Blanche” literally translates to “white night,” but it doesn't carry the meaning of a literal white night. It carries the
nuance of 'a sleepless night.'
Thinking about the “night” aspect of this exhibition, part of Nuit Blanche, I realized that lately I've been struggling less with

insomnia and more with an inescapable night.

Overthinking, paranoia, hypersensitivity.

When trapped by such things, going back and forth between “tangible reality” and “mystical things.” Trying to escape that
way is something I’ ve only just begun.

It's like astral projection—uvisiting and drifting through the comfortable nature of my own imagination.

I moved to the coastal town of Manazuru late last year, so I often take walks by the seaside at night. Therefore, even in my
imagination, I can go to that sea, and the humidity, temperature, and sounds are vividly evoked, more clearly than I

expected.In this way, I naturally drift off to sleep.

On a different note, when I was a child, I used to go to a vintage clothing store in my neighborhood and hang out there. At
that time, a mild spirituality was trendy in my local Harajuku.
There was a spiritual stone shop offering “Power Stone Bag Fill-Up (¥500)” where I filled a bag with various stones—

Hematite? Sodalite? Citrine?—and then arranged them like the cosmos on a bench on Cat Street.

One of the regulars at that vintage shop, Kohara (pseudonym), taught me the names of all the stones and also told me her
many spiritual episodes.

According to Kohara, she goes to Venus regularly.

I didn't understand what she meant back then, but I clearly remember not thinking it was a lie because my beloved dog was

unusually attached to her.

Why this memory surfaced is because I find it quite fitting that Kohara's experience with Venus is close to my escaping into

the night sea.

Furthermore, this experience reminds me how, throughout history, when people couldn't physically enter places of faith due to
their circumstances, they repeatedly created “invisible places of faith” within their hearts.
I feel that “escaping into the night sea” and “going to Venus” in one's imagination are an extension of such acts—behavior

that supports the spirit by transcending those constraints.

According to Kohara, “Venus is an amazingly beautiful place.” I think I’ 11 drift through the Sea of Venus the next time I

need to escape a sleepless night.
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