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Poetry and Painting Exhibition that Lets You Hear the Poems of Hometown
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“Facing the mountains of my hometown, there is nothing to say
How grateful I am for those mountains” — Takuboku

“Facing the mountain at sunset, there is nothing to say

There is nothing I long for more than that mountain” — Hiroo
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As spring approaches, rice cultivation begins

The ox quietly and steadily pulls the plow

The hard, dry soil bursts upward in clumps

There is the smell of fresh earth, and sometimes small birds come to peck at insects in the soil

In the peaceful mountain village, spring deepens
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When the plowing began the rice fields suddenly became lively

With a strike of a long whip the ox would burst into motion and run fiercely

This vigorous scene of field preparation was once a cherished seasonal tradition
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With the coming of spring rice growing begins

The cow works silently and steadily pulling the plow

Dry hardened soil rises and breaks with a deep rumbling sound



The smell of new earth drifts as small birds gather and peck at hidden insects

In this quiet mountain village spring deepens day by day
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As spring arrives water fills the fields once turned by the karasuki plow
Heavy iron tines break and soften the soil bit by bit

The cow walks calmly following the guide of the reins
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After the fields were prepared, rice planting began in many places
It was usually the women who planted the seedlings

The men carried the seedlings and marked the planting |ines
Sometimes the women sang rice-planting songs

Their white headcloths and blue kasuri garments stood out beautiful |y against the green young rice plants

1-TEELEERRY ELGZAIEDAK Sediment Collecting and Corn Stalk
BEGENBESLMICPoT

ZDEVHDEBAFORIEKEN ST

RAKOFIEFHLTLY SR> TIEMHEEFET
BIARFEERODTLAEVD S IXNEART

When wastewater from the kitchen collected we spread it on the field
Maybe because of that the corn stalks grew tall

The sap from the stalk was sweet and we sucked it then spat it out

Mother cooked the kernels for us and we ate until we were full
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When the autumn harvest begins, everything suddenly becomes busy

Everywhere, there are people — here, there, all around



Some cut the rice, others tie it into bundles
Some hang it to dry, others carry it away
The autumn sun sets early

And people continue working quietly, without rest
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In the dry air of autumn, a deep droning sound could be heard from place to place
When Father pressed the threshing machine with all his strength

the grains began to fly from the rice heads

Before long, they grew into a mountain of grain

Mother turned the new winnowing machine swiftly by hand, separating the kernels
Knowing that it would soon become rice,

I silently carried the harvested stalks
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Wheat-treading took place on cold days
I felt sorry for the young wheat that had finally sprouted
But Father said, “This makes the plants stronger and thicker”
Before I knew it, the wheat had grown tall again

Spring in the mountain village arrives before long
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The bamboo pole well at the Yamaguchi family was unusual
On my way home from school I always walked while looking at it

The lady easily pulled up the bucket



I whispered to myself it must be because she put a stone on it

And I thought how nice it was

1-12EBHEYE%E Making Straw Sandals
ROBPRICEDEBSAIEREZEST-
BIAOERFIEL TEALCIOL S LRI o1
FRTIELERZ 12

BEVWEADEBRTTY

BEAOEETLOLENCRELTE
BELRADSMEZFEo-ARLIEEMN a0 12
KAFBESAMBIMNTL:
HMNMEATELCEDICEDER ST

On rainy days or at night, Mother made straw sandals
Her sandals were firm, well-shaped, almost |ike an egg in form
At school, they were my indoor shoes

Even in the cold hallways of winter

her sandals always kept my feet warm

Sometimes [ helped by pounding the straw,

but I could never continue for long

Almost all of it was done by Mother

and I wondered how her slender body could work for so long
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The New Year was drawing near

When I awoke in the morning the rhythmic pounding had already begun
Father and my older brother took turns pounding all day
Mother was skillful at turning and folding the steaming mochi
She placed the first offering with care upon the family altar
Then shaped an especially large piece and gave it to me

Fresh pounded yomogi mochi tasted unbelievably good
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In spring we spread fertilizer on the wheat field

Because it was far we carried it in a relay of three or four people
Mother quietly and steadily scooped the fertilizer

The smell of fertilizer was everywhere

Yet people carrying it and people passing by the path

All looked calm and unfazed
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The ferry men were skilled at handling the boat
When reaching the shore they hooked the rope with a long pole and pulled the boat in

The deep pool near the tall rocks was dark blue and frightening
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To send off the soldiers

we children walked with the adults

to the foot of the mountains beyond Nagahara
We waved our flags until our arms ached
until the soldiers could no longer be seen

and at last they vanished beyond the ridge of the Oosako mountains
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The first bus that came to Konoue was a charcoal powered one
The conductor stirred the firebox with a long iron rod

The driver tapped the tires with a small hammer

To me the driver looked very cool
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One summer day a master of chongake took me along
Standing on a small boat he lowered a long pole to the riverbed
Letting the ayu grow familiar with the rhythm and presence
then hooking one large fish after another
The Takikata pool was long wide and astonishingly deep
a true treasure house of shimmering ayu
But now it lies beneath the waters of a vast dam

and no one will ever see such scenes again
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Fetching water was my job

Carrying it with a bucket was hard
When the kitchen jar finally filled up
Mother smiled and said you worked hard

This well has turned into a road and is gone now
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The current of the Kitayama River was swift everywhere

yet the grown ups waded in up to their waists

lost in the quiet rhythm of chongake fishing

a viewing box held between their teeth

their hands guiding the rod with motions strange and somehow fascinating
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Ayu from the Kitayama River (life-size)

2-7 %EED31#  Snagging Downstream Ayu
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In early October the waters of Kirito on the Kitayama River filled with fishermen hooking the falling
ayu as they drifted downstream

Yesterday’ s rain brought just the right flow and the fish moved in shining schools along the river’ s
current

It was one of the cherished autumn scenes of the Nanairo Gorge
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KEDTRIEERIZ-o1=

BLVEDHEERDT7 151

KANEBIERDNORANEE TS S #T 1=

Below the great waterfall the current roared swift and fierce

Within the white foam countless ayu glimmered and darted

One after another the adults hooked fish with effortless rhythm

-9 KMY AR (RERDHERXDZR) Water Collection
RE (GH5) OEHELAEIDKIE

T EHRDANLMDETRNTETLMV:

AR LWLWE 0 AMNKEDZIZLN D TULV:
BRKESGLKFL LM =H
ZIZHBHEZFIoRYTIAHEMEEST:

The water at my grandmother’ s place in Nagara

came from deep in the valley through a bamboo pipe
Sometimes my grandfather went to fetch it

In summer the water was cold and refreshing

But in winter icicles formed everywhere and even the pond froze
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I remember setting bird snares at the foot of Shiroyama
My friend Ueno often said lets go set snares

And invited me along



Once a bulbul was caught and 1 was so happy I jumped

That moment I still have never forgotten
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When the ceremony ended and the sake feast was finished
The long awaited mochi toss finally began

The rice cakes were carried to the top of the cliff
And the moment a shout of here we go echoed out

The mochi scattered in every direction

In an instant the shrine grounds turned into chaos
Adults fought fiercely grabbing for the biggest cakes
Some even bleeding from nose and mouth in the struggle
I managed to gather three maybe four

My freshly changed clothes were covered in mud

Yet mother never scolded me
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April Third was the festival of Shiroyama

The villagers climbed the mountain

carrying sake and plates of food

All around us the grownups drank

and sang and danced with waving gestures

From the summit we could see Kounoue and Nagahara

Shiroyama was truly a magnificent place
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November thirtieth was the day of the Konoyama Shrine festival
That year my family was chosen as the toya household

The neighbor girl and I were dressed in red robes and white robes
And together we walked with the adults toward the shrine

At the front my father struck a small drum with a lively pon pon rhythm
I felt shy yet a quiet pride warmed my chest

From another road another pair appeared dressed just |ike us

And the spirit of the festival rose higher and higher
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The highlight of the festival was the Dance of Peace

The older boys played flutes and beat the drums

While the older girls became miko and danced with grace
Their vivid red lipstick and the haunting sound of the flute

Are memories I can never forget

2-15# Y Bon Dance in Summer
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August Fourteenth Was the Bon Dance to Welcome the Spirits
The temple yard was crowded with everyone from the village
People leading the chants people dancing people watching

The sound of the drums echoed until late into the night

2-16 #ZfY Bon Dance in Summer
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When the Bon season arrived everyone gathered to dance
For several nights we danced until late

The caller’ s voice and the drumbeats

Echoed softly through the quiet mountain village at night
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Around three oclock the full water gate was released

The final chiriko fell and the quiet river became a torrent

The raft masters sent the rafts forward one after another with bold skill

Excited I watched wide eyed unable to look away
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The deep pool at the crossing was so dark and bottomless it frightened us

yet drifting through its waters was thrilling

We flowed again and again carried by the river’ s current

Youthful boys leapt proudly from the high rocks above

They looked brave but we were too afraid to fol low

The mountains were blue the water clear and Nanairo Gorge was glorious
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At around three o’ clock, the gate was opened and [ ran to the bridge
The raft masters removed thick boards one by one

After a short pause, the final “chiriko” was cut

The water rushed forward |ike a roaring flood

The thrill of that moment still stays with me

The quiet river suddenly turned wild and powerful

Rafts floated downstream one after another

The raft masters handled them with remarkable skill

I watched until the last raft disappeared from sight

A MENDERL Logging Raft Run on the Konoue River
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At around three o’clock, the gate was opened, and I hurried to the bridge
The raft masters removed the thick boards one after another using a long tool
After a brief pause, they finally cut the chiriko—the last stopper

The water surged forward like a raging torrent

The quiet river turned into a powerful flood in an instant

The rafts floated downstream one set at a time

The raft masters handled them with remarkable skill

I watched until the last raft disappeared from sight

And still, the thrill of that moment—when the chiriko was cut—remains with me

3-b KE#%5BI< A The Timber Sledge Hauler
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When the sledge trail turned downhill it became a path of danger
The woodsman leaned his body backward fighting the weight and speed
With all his strength he struggled to hold the |ine

The greased runners slid fast swift and silent

Every descent was a wager with |ife itself
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On my way home from school I |ooked forward to seeing the trolley

The man pulled the brake with all his strength

It screeched and it was a little scary

When the lumber was dropped from the trolley it rolled and tumbled loudly

Even so the men skillfully arranged the lumber with their long hooks

3-1kDEi{BEE Rice Hulling Place
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In Bonodani there was a rice hulling place

When the old woman went into the shed

Soon the waterwheel began to turn

It kept making the sound geeton geeton endlessly

I stopped fishing for eels and watched for a while

3-8 % EYEY Firewood Gathering
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When winter came we prepared firewood

We went to pick up cedar branches where the mountain trees had been cut
Hashidani deep inside was far away

Reluctantly I followed Mother and my sister

The long branches were hard to carry
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All through winter every home made firewood

We prepared wood for the entire year in the biting cold

When my older brothers returned for winter break they began chopping wood at once
Sometimes [ helped by sawing logs though I could never stay with it long

Before long the firewood pile stood tall packed tight against the wall
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In front of our house a man from Okuchi came to do metal mending
When he pushed and pul led the long box bellows

Sparks flew each time

When the hot iron rod melted the solder it shone silver

I was fascinated and watched for a long time
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Mother always ground roasted soybeans and wheat with the heavy stone mill
Sometimes [ held the remaining part of the turning handle to help

but I could never continue for very long

Even so, Mother kept turning it silently,

working on and on by herself

3-12 EMBEZ Wheat Harvesting
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On hot and humid June days, when the rain paused, it was time for the wheat harvest
My whole body itched from wheat dust and sweat

When the harvesting was finished

I ran straight to the Miyasama River

Some people were already swimming there
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At this time, Father and Mother worked together in harmony
turning the polishing mortar

I wondered how heavy it was

for 1 could not move it at all with my hands
After that, Mother again used the winnower

to separate the husks from the rice

At last, it was becoming rice
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Along the mountain paths wooden tracks lay here and there
A lone hauler dragged timber from deep within the woods

On level ground his strength gathered and surged forward
His body low his face red as he strained against the weight
At times he shifted the steering log gently left and right

and the timber creaked softly as it moved on slowly
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Around the end of autumn pigeons often came to Ichiriko
| set a trap at the edge of the rice field

The bait was soybeans



But the pigeons were quick and the box always fell empty

I grew tired of it and soon stopped
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My first summer vacation ended in no time

When I turned back at the corner of the Shintaku stone wall
Mother kept waving her hand for a long time

The backpack wore on my shoulder but did not feel heavy
I rested once at the Oosako pass

And then walked silently all the way to the dormitory

4-2 REDQEFDY B (f-E/INERET)
The area near the cableway station (in front of Konoue Elementary School)
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Konoue Landscape (Recreated from a Photograph)
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Konoue Scenery in the Days of the Aerial Ropeway
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The aerial ropeway that came from Kamikitayama

descended from the ridge and crossed the rice fields of Ichiriko,
making its way toward the station in front of the school

After unloading and loading at the station

it climbed again toward the mountains of Otani

In the village, preparations for the fields had begun

and people and oxen moved busily about

Mount Higurashi once again looked down calmly

over the mountain village

4-5 BB LVE  Summer Memories
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In summer Miyasama Pool was alive with children swimming from dawn to dusk

The splashing rhythm of dog paddling echoed lightly against the rocks and comforted us
When we grew cold we warmed our bodies on the smooth sunlit stones and swam again
Our lips turned the color of purple dusk

Aunties came to the riverbank watching and laughing as we swam

I will never forget the wooden bridge

Maple leaves reached toward the water and dragonflies darted softly through the air

And the great wild cherry tree still remains dear in my memory
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The stone path below the temple was our playground

Gliding over the dry winter grass was endlessly exciting
Waxing the wooden sled made it fly forward and it scared us
My trousers always tore at the back

And every night my mother quietly patched them

4-1 BB EEOMZRE Local Theater After the War
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On January second and third the school hall overflowed with people
The youth group performed local plays and the place was lively every day
Crowds filled the room spilling into the hallway

Some even clung to the window pillars

When Kunisada Chuji appeared on stage

Someone suddenly shouted MacArthur President



Such days once belonged to my hometown
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When autumn ended

rice straw was piled high across the fields
Straw-throwing battles atop the bundles were full of joy
Inside the square walls of bundled straw

the warmth and earthy scent remain in memory still
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When autumn ended the fields of Ichiriko

became our village baseball ground

The cotton ball wrapped in thread flew surprisingly far

The bat carved from a wooden stick swung smooth and strong
We had no gloves yet everyone caught well with bare hands
When I hit the ball I ran the triangular bases at full speed

We played with all our heart until the sun went down
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Mountain paths were |ined with wooden sledge trails

Along these long tracks a lone woodsman hauled timber from deep in the forest

When the road leveled his strength gathered as he leaned low to the earth his face burning red
He pulled onward with slow steady effort guided by breath and will

And when he shifted the steering log side to side the runners answered with a thin long cry as the timber

moved forward
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The road in front of the post office

was our playground

We were absorbed in menko battles

and nail-standing games

We always kept our cards tucked safely
in our pockets until they wore thin

In the cold our fingers struck the ground
and the pain made us jump

Still we played until the sun went down
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[ was good at eel fishing among the rocks at Bonotani
Gently I slipped the hook with worms into a dark hole
Suddenly something pulled hard again and again

I searched for new fishing spots until I forgot the coming dusk
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In winter the rice fields became our playground

Flying kites was pure delight

Each of us made a kite in our own way

The dry winter wind was biting cold



Yet we gave ourselves fully to the sky and the kite we flew
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In the yard in front of our house a man was repairing a western umbrella
I did not know where he was from but sometimes he spoke to me

I always used a paper umbrella on rainy days so a western umbrella felt unusual
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By the roadside in front of our house the sharpener was sharpening blades
[ went close and tried to watch

Then he shouted dont come close

Surprised I watched from the upper yard
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In the front yard the mill mortar was being repaired
Thin boards were nailed onto the hardened soil

The mortar was moved from place to place

Even though it looked heavy the man moved it by himself
All day long I heard kon kon kon kon



