
Fukushima’s Child 

Ghosts of ancient poets 
  walk these shores. 
 
Irradiated cherry blossoms 
  now fall 
  and swirl to sea. 
 
They are like candles  
  on too many little bamboo rafts 
  glittering through tears 
    as they fade in the night’s distance, 
      lost markers of our yearning. 
 
All shores are connected, 
  and all breaths. 
Your sighs reach my heart; 
  in time, I drink your tears. 
 
Soon enough 
  it will be quiet here. 
A snail, following his timeless course 
  progresses o’er the rubble. 
 
It is none of his concern 
  this crumbled monument to human folly, 
    one of so many, 
      built again and again 
        from time immemorial. 
 
What lasts for long? 
This mallard’s tenderness for his mate 
  (see them paddling in the pond there)? 
 
The scarlet of a maple leaf, 
  admired more than a millennium ago, 
  still glows in my mind’s eye. 
 
The glow of fission’s children 
  warms no poet’s heart, 
  alive or dead. 
But the warmth of your eyes, 
 has an eternity to it. 
 
What will it take 
  for us to finally understand 
  what’s really important? 
 



Modernity’s  rush requires so much power, 
  wrested from nature’s secret journal. 
We are so clever, but can we be wise? 
 
A single drop of silent stillness 
  can be more precious 
  than all our wild oceans of discontent. 
 
Fukushima’s infant child 
  grows up elsewhere. 
I wonder about her. 
What stories will her grandchildren hear? 
Will the ancient poets’ voices speak to them too? 
 
Will her birthplace then be a monument  
  to lost hope or newfound wisdom? 
Will they find accommodations 
  in the city’s inhuman coffin hostelries 
 or nest with the ducks amidst the rushes? 
 
Where is the human home in nature to be found? 
 
We will write the story of her family, 
  because it is the story of all of us now. 
 
Shall we cling bereft 
  to the shards of dashed illusions, 
  dressed in funereal blacks and greys, 
  as nature’s mandate crushes our careful plans? 
 
Or ornament ourselves like the birds 
  and celebrate our awakening 
  with a rediscovered repertoire of fantastic dances? 
 
I’d hope to dance with you, 
  carrying Fukushima’s child on your shoulders. 
Look at how she laughs and claps her hands! 
 
This music came with her from birth; 
  this dance is as natural as  the way trees grow, 
  as the mountain stream  
    floats cherry blossoms 
       to the ocean. 
 
It is as natural as my love for you 
  and for this child, 
  though I may never know her name. 
I’d give everything for her to grow 
into a world in which 



   I myself would want to live. 
 
Desire is not complicated, 
  but we complicate the means to reach it. 
  In grasping so,  
  we may extend ourselves too far,  
  touching the void beyond retreat. 
 
Sometimes we simply need  
  to step back from the precipice, 
  holding hands, 
  and notice 
    the flowers 
      at our feet. 
 
From them let us weave a garland 
  for the brow 
    of Fukushima’s child. 
 
Her smile powers the future. 
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