
My hometown is Higashi-Matsushima in Miyagi Prefecture. 
It is the area devastated by the Great East Japan Earthquake and Tsunami, which resulted to 
destroy the community, buildings and the ‘village’. 
Lost communities will never come back. 
I would love for you to perform this show in Tohoku (north) area too.  
Thank you for the great performance. 
It made me cry. 



Trees full of berries, and they rot without being picked up. 
I remembered, a long time ago, I picked up berries on the corner of the farm and ate so much 
that I got a stomachache. 
The mountain in my area used to be all white with pear flowers in the season, but now it is just 
green in spring and autumn, paths in the mountain gets narrower and narrower as the weeds 
invade. 
It made me recall various sceneries. 



Shiraho village on Ishigaki Island, Okinawa Prefecture. 
Their traditional music and performing arts are still passed down in the village, and young people 
who left the village come back for the festivals and new year and preserve their traditions. 
Having the common music protects the little village. 
In the village the culture to raise the children with the whole community still remains. 
I hope these cultures will remain in many villages. 



I still remember the scenery of rice fields and houses from my childhood, where I used to play with 
other kids in the neighbourhood. 
The lady of the shop was always making cakes at the back of the shop and she would give me the 
cut edge of the cake for me to eat. 
It is a memory I would never forget. 
Of course, all these people do not live in the area anymore. 
They have either moved out, or passed away. 



There is no village without a road, 
There is no road without a village 
People, wind, time, they all just pass by this village. 
Village opens and closes, 
The road goes in and out. 
 



- When the mountain feels so close 
- The scenery with birds tweeting 
- When I was a child, the neighbours would talk to me. We had a chat and laughed together. 
- Kids in the area would play together regardless of age on streets and vacant areas, and we go 

home when it gets dark 
- I used to bring a bottle to a liquor shop nearby to buy 1-2 “gou” (1 gou = 180ml) of sake 

The music and Tom’s words became one and created a wonderful world. 



My hometown is not one of “dying” villages, but I remembered about the bustling streets, how 
fun the festival was, and that I used to play at the square. 
The connection between people was much more dense back then. 
It feels like the temperature between people nowadays is a little cooler. 
  



It has been long since I saw a live performance and it felt like it was seeping into my body. 
The music was so wonderful and comfortable, that I wanted to listen to it forever. 
The village life for me is the group cleaning which takes place a few times a year, as well as the 
rice planting, which was not necessarily comfortable for me. 
I felt the joke of middle age men are the same everywhere. 



I suppose, after all, the key to happiness is to ‘go back to where you were’. 
Personally I remembered about when I got fed up with the ‘concrete jungle’ like in Tokyo and 
came back to Tottori, I could regain the ease of mind. 



I remember, when I was a child, I used to follow my father and grandfather to help the work at the 
rice field and farm. 
How they cut up the fish. 
The meals the neighbours prepared on the festival day. 

With the folk music as the background, it poetically depicted the scenes of paths. 
It was full of words and expression to make me thing a lot. 
What the following generations choose, it is up to each of them. 



I lived in the housing estate until I was 10. 
In summer, we practiced a lot for the Bon-odori (festival dance) competition, which I still 
remember well. 
For children, it was a special thing that everyone got together in the evening. 



Behind my house, there was an abandoned house. 
Recently someone moved in from outside the prefecture and opened a shop. 
Our area has more and more elders, empty houses and abandoned farmland, but this incident 
gave us a light of hope. 
Thank you very much for your performance. 



I have moved a lot in my life. 
After a few decades, I visited a forest in the area I used to live. 
It felt so small. 
It may be because I’ve grown up, but in the area where many trees used to grow densely, trees 
were cut down and became parking lots, which made the place no more sacred. 
It was sad that it became ‘normal’. 
The number of tourists and visitors may increase, but it seems to me the festivals of the original 
communities and shrines have lost its original meaning, i.e. to prey, and became simply a 
performance or a facility. 
As a Japanese who knows the past, I feel rather uncomfortable.  



I was born in Shikano. 
Helping to wash vegetables with the spring water of Tatemachi. 
Burying my precious crystal which I found in the mountain at the bottom of the nursery board 
behind Shikano Primary School. 
Walking around in the neighbourhood picking up nuts without asking from trees in other people’s 
houses and temples. 
Wild berries of Shiroyama. 
Triangle stone on top of Shiroyama. 
My childhood memories in the village in Shikano is happy days full of water, green and lights (I 
forgot about bad things happened.) 
Now I have gone the road out from the village and live in a little city in Tottori. 
I have heard the past Shikano Primary School building will be demolished this year, which makes 
my heart a little empty. 

Thank you for the wonderful poems and music. 
The drink you were drinking during the show, was it speyside malt? 



When I was a child, about 60 years ago, I went for a swim to Saji river in Saji Village (now, Saji 
Town in Tottori City) which was my mother’s hometown. 
I still remember vividly how cold the water was. 
Now, it is not a river that you can swim. 
It used to be normal to swim in the river, but now it is too dangerous. 



Listening to the poems and the music was a pleasure. 
Was it a unique instrument from your country? 

Depopulation does not just create desolate lands, but it can make a town full of green. 
It gave me hope. 



Village I remember is a warm place where the distance between people in the community is very 
close. 
I wondered if there are people moving in to the village, not just those leaving. 
Village is a warm place, but in the future, it might become a cold place.


