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Memories of My Father : A Journey to Siberia
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Kazuo Sumida was born in Kochi Prefecture, Japan in 1952.

Although photography was not his formal career, Kazuo pursued the art throughout
his life. He graduated from Osaka Photography Graduate school in 1983. He also
studied at the International Center of Photography (NYC) through the Japanese
Agency for Cultural Affairs Fellowship program.

Kazuo's work has appeared in The New Yorker, Black+White Photography Magazine
and blog.PhotoWhoa.com. His photos have been displayed around the globe: Sony
Imaging Gallery Ginza (Japan), Tokyo Ginza Kodak Photo Salon (Japan), Tokuyama City
Museum of Art (Japan), Paris Photo (France), Laurence Miller Gallery (USA), AIPAD
Photography Show (USA), EXPO Chicago (USA) and ARKA gallery (Russia), and photos
from "Tosa Late Night Diary: Memories of My Uncle" are in the permanent
photography collection at the Art Institute of Chicago and the Smithsonian’ s National
Museum of Asian Art.

Kazuo was the winner of IPA international photography award (2004) and a finalist of
the UJADE Art Award (2010). He has published five photo books featuring his work.

In 2014, he was a visiting lecturer at Vladivostok State University of Economics and
Service in Russia. From 2014 to 2016, he taught photography as a full-time faculty at
De La Salle University in the Philippines.

Kazuo lives in Japan and frequently visits NYC.



AWARDS and PUBLICATIONS

2020 Yonden Arts Cultural Award

2016 Black+White Photography - April 2016

2013 PhotoWhoa Blog

2013 New Yorker Magazine - February 11 & 18, 2013
2013 Kochi Shinbun Arts Section: From Arles to New York

2012
2010 Finalist of the UJADE Art Award 2010
2009 Photography Series Shinbun Newspaper: "Tosa Photo Gallery"

2007

2004 Winner of IPA International Photography Award - book category: "Journey to Siberia"
2003 Kochi Shinbun Newspaper Arts Section 39th series: "A Journey of Recollection to Russia"
2002 11th Tadahiko Hayashi Photography Award: "A Story of the New York Subway"

1989 Kochi Shinbun Newspaper Arts Section 33rd series: “Manchuria”
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My Journey to Siberia

My father passed away in 1984, at the age of sixty-seven. In his room there was a chest of drawers, with clothes neatly folded in his punctilious
fashion. Among them was a lengthly manuscript, neatly handwritten in ballpoint, and a tape recording of the contents in his own voice.

The story he told was his own, starting with his conscription at the age of twenty. He was assigned to the 4th Regiment of the Imperial Guard
Infantry , and volunteered for service in Manchuria. Joining the border defenses in Hutou, across from the Soviet Union, he rose step by step
through the ranks. The steady voice on the tape goes on to recount Japan's defeat and the end of the war in 1945. In the same tone, we hear
about the ten years he spent in Siberia before coming home. And as the years went by, listening to the tape | wondered more and more what it
was my father actually wanted to say.

At that time, | loathed Russia, and the Russians — or at least the stereotyped version of these people | was carrying around inside me. This had a lot
to do with my mother, who'd lived with my father in Manchuria. She fled as a refugee when the war ended, and from when | was a child she told
me horrific eyewitness accounts of the violence and cruelty of the Russian troops. By the time I'd reached the age of reason, this fear and loathing
of Russia was rooted deep in me. Even so, years later | made up my mind to visit Russia as a photographer, and follow my father's journey as a
prisoner of war.

| set out in 1996, and traveled through Moscow, Tambov Province, the Udmurt Republic, the Republic of Tatarstan, Dalnerechensk (Iman),
Vladivistok and Nakhodka. On the way, | retraced the eighty-kilometer forced march my father had endured between Kizner (in the Udmurt
Republic, eight hundred kilometers east of Moscow) and the prison camp of Yelabuga, in Tatarstan.

| dropped into a village along the route, where the people lived simple, self-sufficient lives on the vegetables and potatoes they grew in their fields.
They gave a tremendous welcome to this rare visitor “from the faraway land of the rising sun” . Some of them even shed tears. And in the village
of Bemyzh, along the same forced-march route, the headman invited me to spend an evening with the students of the local school, who were
doing some kind of overnight event. | sat down in a sodden lump in their canteen, and felt the warmth from the borscht they gave me coursing
right through me.

After the meal, | talked with the kids through an interpreter. | told them what | was doing there and what | wanted my journey to mean. I'll always
remember how these young kids gave my story their pure, undivided attention, as clear as their gazing eyes. And so my journey to Siberia took on
a meaning of its own. Somehow, the spirit of the vast Russian motherland got into me, exposing the true tininess and futility of the prejudices we
can all carry around. | crossed the great plain of Siberia, and as | did so it was gradually neutering and dissolving the fear and prejudice in me.

The photographs tell the story.
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