


Tomoko Mukaiyama KUMANO NL Tour 2022

The Kumano region is known for its overwhelming nature,
the many pilgrim routes and the countless sacred places
and temples from pre-modern Japan. It is a place where
heaven and earth, past, present and future meet.

In the performance, this Kumano is designed as an
interim/space of great beauty. The things that always
travel with us, that are dear to us, appear here, pass and
disappear. Tomoko finds itself in this interim period and (re)
writes and shares its history through film images, photos, a
narration and music by Shalygin, Vivier, Ravel and Tomoko,
among others.

Music Js. Bach PPrOgramme
ORGAN SONATA NO4 arr.  Stradal

( 1 7 3 0 )
Maxim Shalygin
PRELUDE NO.1, NO.4
( 2 0 0 5 )
Claude Vivier
S H I R A VA
( 1 9 7 7 )
Maurice Ravel
e X c e r p t
PIANO CONCERTO IN G MAJOR
( 1 9 3 1 )
Tomoko Mukaiyama
AFTER RAMEAU NOA1, YELLOW
( 2 0 2 1 )

Pianist Artist Director

Tomoko Mukaiyama is a Dutch-Japanese pianist, performer and visual artist, based in Amsterdam. She has been involved
with and collaborated with many prestigious orchestras and ensembles around the world, including Ensemble Modern, New
York Philharmonic and the Royal Concertgebouw Orchestra. Her work has been exhibited at the Sydney Biennale, Yokohama
Biennale and Hermes Gallery. Tomoko often uses autobiographical elements in her work, and through various media
she transforms and sublimates her own story into universal themes and communicates with her audience on an intimate
level. She moves between performing in more prestigious venues and creating musical experiences for the intimacy of just
one visitor.



Interlude
One day,
a white Dbutterfly

When|was a child, | used to live in a house at the
Ohama-sea.

It was an old house with a water well and with a
magnificent Kaki tree in the garden.

The veranda facing the garden was my
favourite place for daydreaming.

sitting on the

fluttered around me and landed on

I'took her in my hand, and without being aware |
frantically ripped off a wing.

I felt frightened and then sad for what | just did.

I laid her in a small box covered with a soft
cotton pad.

Yet, the next morning the butterfly did not move
anymore. | do not remember what age | was that

day.

The veranda was my place for fantasizing and
many things have happened there.

One day my mother was killed in a car accident.

I fantasized about people
limagined the sadness about the death of my

mother and practiced how to cry and to shed

tears.

I practiced cring with shedding tears.

Here, this is my mother, Haruko Mukaiyama. She

turned 83 this year. And my father,
SeiUeno. He lives in Osaka for a long time, alone.
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mte I‘I Ude I was seven years old. # 2

On Sundays, my grandfather and his colleagues
used to take me on a short pilgrimage to a
shrine with a waterfall. Grandfather’s family
business, which had lasted for several
generations, was not doing well. Grandfather
seemed to think that if he would keep visiting
the shrine, climbing the harsh mountain path,
he would be blessed and find peace of mind.

A woman named Aya was the leader of the
group. She decided the time schedule and
planned the route we would take. Every week
before we wentinto the mountains, Aya told this
tous.

If someone slipped on the path was seen as a sign of bad behaviour in the past week.

Being a child the mountain paths, crossing fast
moving streams, were steep for me.

Week after week, I slipped on the mossy stones
inthe stream.



It wasn’t until | became an adult that | learned
that our mountain walks were part of the
network of pilgrimage trails, called Kumano
Kodo. In earlier days retired emperors with
their entourage, escaping from the turbulence
of life, for amonth or so walked from Kyoto

to Kumano while they took partin rituals of
worship and purification.

They maintained the mountain trails, built
temporary lodgings, secured food and Sake,
moving all the goods with packhorses. A
gorgeous procession around 40 to 50 people is
said to have entertained themselves along the
way, reciting Waka poems, dancing Shirabyoshi
and Kagura and enjoyed Sumo wrestling.
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IntGPIUde It was a hot summer evening.

Two kids appeared in front of me as | was
strolling around. They looked like sisters and
were alittle younger than me, say 4 or 5 years
old.

The two wore a peculiar hat, which made them
look much taller.

Suddenly one kid said, “Hey, why don’t we run
across the street? If you land on your right foot
first, you win, and if you land on your left foot
first, we win.”

Right foot? Left

Unable to comprehend the rules of this game,

| listened absentmindedly, but nevertheless, we
started running eagerly. The other side of the
road was not as far as | thought, and my right
footreached it first. | looked around, but the
kids with the strange hats were gone.
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