
 



 

This is a collection of photographs taken during 

an autumn visit to the Horoka Tomamu 

Montane Forest, a small nature reserve located 

in the northernmost Japanese island of 

Hokkaido. Hokkaido is a densely forested island, 

sparsely populated outside the cities and towns 

ς spanned by vast ranges of fold mountains, 

active volcanic areas and agricultural villages in 

the fertile plains. The forests of Hokkaido are 

rarely explored far from the beaten path: the 

undergrowth is thick and tall, dominated by 

dwarf bamboo which grows so densely one can 

barely push through. As a photographer, my 

time here was an ideal opportunity to document 

this lost place ς an oasis of quiet, far flung and 

remote, isolated from the busy life of urban 

Japan. This forest survives with hardly any 

human intervention ς the paths are kept clear of 

dwarf bamboo every summer, and apart from 

that the place is left to itself. This collection is an 

exploration of this lonely place ς a look inside 

ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ IƻƪƪŀƛŘƻΩǎ ŦƻǊŜǎǘǎΦ 

 



Horoka Tomamu is a forest with many faces. A forest overflowing with growth, life and 

brilliance. All the plants and trees are tangled together in a defiant show of nature. I loved this 

place and I hope that shows in my photographs.  

In a wider Japanese context this place might not be ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ΨǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΩΦ aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŀƴŘ ƛǎ 

covered in forest, continuing almost unbroken across entire mountain ranges. This tiny snippet 

of a much wider environment is fascinating ς to experience its immensity and remoteness is a 

very powerful feeling; this one small mountain feels like (and indeed is) part of something 

much bigger. 

  



             
One of the first things anyone 

will notice about this place is 

how hard it is to navigate off 

the path ς the undergrowth is 

dominated by dwarf bamboo 

so thick that most other plants 

are choked out. This dense 

layer is almost human height, 

taller in places, and turns an 

otherwise short walk into a 

jungle expedition.  The leaves 

and stems are incredibly tough 

and make the plant so resilient, 

but they have a simple beauty 

to them and the fallen foliage 

creates masses of leaf litter 

that is home for a significant 

amount of wildlife. Every 

ecological niche in this place 

seems to be filled. Even the 

dwarf bamboo has a 

specialised predator, as 

evidenced by the picture 

opposite: this is probably the 

work of a leaf-cutter bee. 

 



 



The forest is visible in its full autumn colour for only a week or two in October every year, during the period ƻŦ ΨYƻȅƻΩ ς the turning of the 

leaves of the deciduous trees. A few weeks after this show everything gets buried in snow for several months. It is the last great display of life 

before the winter comes. I was very lucky to see the colours during my visit, and by the end of my week there they were starting to fade away. 

The Maple Gate (see photo below) is a very large downy Japanese-maple (Acer japonicum) perched atop the ridge of the mountain, in between 

the two summits. The path passes between the multiple trunks of the tree and functions, albeit in a symbolic way, as a gate between the two 

peaks. 
 

What caught my eye was 

the contrast between the 

trunk of the tree and the 

foliage, the entire object 

possessing a sculptural 

quality, as if it were 

ΨŎǊŜŀǘŜŘΩ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ŦƻǊ 

perfect aesthetics. The 

way it grows is very 

elegant; the branches 

very slender and neat yet 

possessing an expressive 

quality in the 

unpredictable kinks and 

curves in the stems. The 

red leaves created a 

mesmerizing effect 

against the blue autumn 

sky ς the whole thing was 

wonderful to photograph, 

so I have included quite a 

few pictures here. 

 



  



  



 

  





  



  


