
 



I felt going on the ‘road’ is like going on the life. 
With various memories and experiences, people change, start to accept, not to accept… 
Perhaps depopulation in the village affects and changes how people feel. 



- A nice thing about a village in the countryside is, just by walking around the village, you 
would have unexpected communication with different people. 

- It was interesting that the show focused not only the village but also the road. 



I strongly remember where my grandparents live. (Nawa-cho town) 
We used to wash clothes and muddy vegetables in the stream in front of the house. 
Children would play in the water, and take a bath to wash off the sweat, heated with 
wood fire. 
I can still remember the smell, wind and colours. 



The increase of abandoned farm lands. 
Are the rice fields in the mountain area valueless? 
Do we maintain the connection with the rice fields seriously? 
Aren’t we rather tepid? 



The scenery of the nature throughout four seasons remains the same, but Shikano has 
changed drastically; 
Until 30-40 years ago, Shikano was full of children’s voices. 
Now, all houses have elders, but you really have to try hard to find a child. 
We could hear children in Shiroyama mountain, temple yards, in snow, and in the season 
of cicadas. 
It was just 40 years ago. 



When I was a child, my parents brought me to a village where my relatives lived. 
I did not get off from the car, and parents asked why. 
I said firmly, “I don’t like here. It is countryside.” 
Behind my parents shoulder, I could see the lady of the house. 
She was wearing farm work clothes. 



Memories of the festival. 
Many people gathered at the school ground, ate roasted rice snack, and danced 
together. 



When I was a child, I use to play in other people’s farms and gardens without asking. 
There were many children playing outside. 
Dogs were all loose. 



Children used to swim in the river in the village because there was no swimming pool. 
There was no cinema either, so people would hang a big white cloth to project the film. 
Both adults and children enjoyed. 



In the stream, there were little fish and crabs. 
I used to pick up nuts and berries and eat. 
The smell after the sudden rain hit the hot asphalt.  
Japan may be a beautiful country, but I feel we have less and less opportunities to live 
with the nature and feel the nature. 
I feel sad about it. 
People leave villages. I feel it is not a good thing and quite sad. 



The hometown of my father does not exist anymore because it was designated as the 
disposal zone of the nuclear reactor. 
I used to play with my cousin in this village when I was a child. 
The village is called Rokkasho village. 



This show is about the universal issue, and I thought the world is one. 
Bon dance, the community sport festival, life of Showa era, the warmth, the voice of 
children. 
‘it used to be nice in the past’, ‘something was better before’… 
I find myself to keep saying these. 



 



When it has become ‘normal’ to go out in town and there is no one who knows you, I felt 
I understood for the first time what the ‘village’ is, where I grew up and it is normal there 
is no one who you don’t know. 
With the diversity of the expression of the end of the village, I felt everyone must have 
one ending that really felt real. 



The memories of village life for me is the summer holidays that I used to spend at my 
parents hometown.  
Thatched roof, little river in front of the house, fireflies, Koi fish in the garden pond, eating 
the watermelon you cooled down in the pond… 
The fond and happy memories. 
Now I am aged, and I feel like living such old style life in a village. 



I did a residency in the farming area in Kyushu. 
I stayed at a big mansion, currently no one lives, which used to be the house of the 
landowner, with a dancer, musician and a photographer to create a performance. 
The sound of rain, the green of the rice fields felt extra vivid there. 
In the morning, the locals brought some vegetables and we had fresh breakfast together. 
Those 2 weeks refreshened both my body and mind. 
It was 20 years ago. 



This was my first time to see a performance by artists from abroad, so it was a fresh 
experience for me. 
The words in the poem made me refrain sceneries and inspired my imagination.  
The beautiful music which is sometimes uplifting and light, sometimes powerful and 
consistent. 
They made me get immersed to the world of the stories, and it was so comfortable that I 
just wanted to stay there. 
I forgot about the closed community called a village, and the road to connect them, in my 
everyday busy life. 



On the way back from the primary school, we used to play explorers, imitating ‘Indiana 
Jones’. 
I am not sure if I can call it a ‘village’ but I was brought up in a bed town in the outskirt of 
Tokyo. 
I do not really see a community that I can call a ‘village’. 
Perhaps they have disappeared already. 
My memory above is the fun days I spent with my friends from school, which is another 
community. 



I used to live deep in the mountains surrounded by mountains. 
I found a pure white magnolia flower on the mountainside. 
I was such a tomboy. 
I wanted the flower so badly and went up and up the mountain. 
However the magnolia tree was too tall for me, a primary school child, and all I could do 
was to look up the trees from the bottom and leave without even a branch. 
Next day, my face got red and swallowed because of touching Haze, the wax trees. 



The words were beautiful. 
It was rather sad, but I was amazed by the expressions of the poet. 
It made me really think about the hometown and village. 
It reminded me of the testimonial literature by Alexievich. 
 



I lived in a village in the mountain until I was seven. 
I walked to the primary school for 1 hour 45 minutes one way. 
The road to the school was my playground, and one of the sceneries which remains in my 
memory. 



If I were to compare where I live to an instrument, it is a small drum. 
I heard of nyckelharpa  for the first time. 
The impression of the show is more abstract and uplifting than depopulation. 
I think music softened the imagination of the audience. 
I wonder if it is on purpose that everyone was wearing reddish purple. 



When I was a child, I climbed a gravestone to pick up akebia fruits. 
I felt sorry so I left one for the grave. 

The village I live too have more people to leave or pass away than are born. 
The houses with no people get rough, its roof falls down, the forest approaching…and a 
new road (expressway) appears there…I remembered these things while seeing the show. 
I felt there was something in common. 



My village in the countryside is just about to die out too. 
It made me think of what to lose deeply. 



In 1960, my older sister used to cook lunch for 100 children at the primary school in the 
village. 
She would get eggs from Manzo’s house to make mayonnaise. 
Teachers would go buy fish. 
The rest are brought by everyone. 
When my sister was ill, my mother covered her job. 



Recently I visited Okinoshima island area by yacht. 
The island is called Chiburijima and about 600 people live there. 
On the way back the engine battery ran out and we left just with the power of the wind. 
I thought of people who came from the continent to Japan by raft thousands years ago, 
and I was going across the same sea. 
They arrived to Japan, and made villages. 
 



The north end of Hokkaido. 
In winter, the life is rough, covered with thick snow. 
I remember the beautiful flowers blossoming in May, as well as the wisdom to survive the 
cold and the connections of people. 
After I saw the show, I felt the importance of communities and connections with people 
that I remember, in order to live. 



I often feel frustrated and saddened because I feel that the well-being environment which 
we have created for the sake of safety and public security has made the human 
relationship shallow and wipe out nature and cultures. 
In my area too, most trees in the shrine were cut down for a better outlook and reduce 
danger at night. 
The show made me think if there is anything I can do now. 



My grandparents and uncle family used to live deep in the mountain in Misasa. 
They were very kind to me. 
The gentle music in the show reminded them, which made me emotional. 
I will cherish what they gave to me and keep going. 



I lived in a village in a mountain for a year. 
First the locals were on alert against a “stranger from outside”, but at the same time 
weirdly curious that I felt there is no privacy and sometimes even in danger. 
A few years later I visited the village again, but both the village and the people had 
changed. 
I felt places where people do not move around become closed. 
Villages keep changing, and a change is not a bad thing. 



Nagano, where my parents house is, has changed a little by little, but one time I heard it 
has become the candidate of a solar power site, which means the land will be covered 
with panels. 
Gradual changes brings a little sadness, but such big change caused from outside brings 
anger. 
I wonder what is the reason for this difference. 
Thank you for a wonderful performance. 



I live in a village with about 2,000 residents. 
There is one area which has inherited Kagura (Japanese traditional folklore dance), but 
the area has only about 30 people living now and their Kagura is almost dying. 
Next month I will go to see a Kagura in another area of the village, which also has about 
20 people living. 
I feel it is like listening to people who try to preserve even though they know it will 
disappear in near future. 
Tom’s comments in the talk was great. 

 



In a village, the year goes with the seasons. 
There are various events, festivals and rituals. 
People live with those events and enjoy the seasonal changes. 
However, when the life of farmers who are the base of the village and their business 
collapse, the village loses its energy and people little by little. 



In my hometown everyone is aging and the community got weakened. 
There are some younger people moving in, but the town will never go back to how it 
used to be. 



- The reason for a village or a town to die is not just depopulation, but also natural 
disasters caused by the abnormal weather due to the climate change, and human 
disasters such as wars. The show made me think of all those causes. 

- I thought of the importance of preserving the nature. (Such as Jingu Gaien case) 



When I wake up, I hear birds, cicadas, rain… and see sharp sunshine, gloomy clouds… 
Everyday is different and I enjoy the change of the start of the day. 
Looking far to the Daisen mountain and I feel calm and happy. (Sounds exactly like a 
dying village) 
I am not sure what will happen in the future, but it gave me hope to go on the road. 



Poems, music, “communication” between the performers…all were brilliant… 
I really liked the scene when the man who became rich came back to the village, the 
conversation between the “father who wants to give everything” and “mother who wants 
nothing”. 
I loved how the violin responds to the scene. 
I felt the depth of the thoughts of my parents and generations before. 



I was born in Shizuoka Prefecture. 
Next to the city where I live, there is a kind of village called ‘Ikumi’. 
It is deep in the mountain, far from the city centre. 
Due to the depopulation, the primary school shut down, and few young people remain 
because of the inconvenience of living. 
However all people in the village have warm connections like one big family. 
My father loved the place and moved his workplace there. 
The close relationship of people and such situation may be thanks to the small size of the 
village, and I was impressed that can influence people like this. 



I have never lived in a village so I cannot talk about my memory, but I think the time I 
started to feel conscious about my hometown was when I moved far away from my 
hometown.


