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In mid 1950’s when my brother and | were still pre-primary school kids, our parents often took us to an
exhibition venue where we had to go up the squeaking wooden stairs to enter. | always liked spending
my time drawing, so frequenting an art exhibition was nothing extraordinary for me. The venue was a
public gallery run by the Kyoto Prefecture then situated on Shijo-dori in the center of Kyoto. A feeling of
almost terror while going up and down the staircases of the building comes back to me like a vivid
imagery even today, but less so the actual exhibits. Another lasting memory is our habitual stop at a
coffee shop inside an ice skating rink called Arena opposite the Kyoto City Museum of Art across the large
Torii gate that still stands today, where we always ordered soda water after our visit to the museum.
Young kids like us were easily lured to go to the exhibition only by keeping us on hold for the soda water
waiting for us afterwards. Whatever motivation it was for us, we always felt something different in front
of pieces of art work in the museum and | guess that was our parents’ manner of education to cultivate
in us aesthetic sensitivity.

The memory of our grandfather when we were kids remained limited because his workshop was
situated in Sagano area in Kyoto, far away from our house and the only time we saw him was when we
spent a couple of days staying in his place during the summer vacation. Then, as soon as | entered high
school, my father all of a sudden asked me if | wanted to take pottery training under my grandfather. | did
not understand the importance of his proposal then, so | refused, though if | have known that two years
later my grandfather died of cancer. My father at that time certainly wanted me to pave the way for
future. Several years later my father passed away, followed by my brother and mother, all happening in
the course of 10 years or so. The feeling and memory that | experienced in those days when they were
still actively producing vividly revive in my mind when | stand in front of all the works left behind in my
inheritance. Incidentally | know of Yagi Sumio, my uncle, only through my father’s story told or written
about him.

A group of works from the Yagi family archive have recently gone through reassessment and the
selection, together with the works from the collection of Nakacho Konishi and Mr Yanagisawa, has
been developed into an exhibition entitled The Yagi Family: Rebels Against Convention. | am utterly
delighted to have this occasion to unravel separate creative journeys respectively pursued by six Yagi
family members. My heartfelt thanks go to Daicho Tomohiro, curator of the National Museum of Modern
Art, Kyoto, who helped to organise the exhibition, Hanazato Mari, curator of Ibaraki Ceramic Art Museum,
Takada Rumi and Shimazaki Keiko, curators of Musée Tomo, who all helped me to classify the Yagi family
archive.

Yagi Akira
May 2022

Translation: junko Ando



