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soil, and on the world’s atmosphere and oceans, do these words
not feel oddly unbalanced? Do they not seem to have only the
faintest connection to the real world? What could it possibly
mean to take responsibility to protect our way of life? When
life is whittled down to such a degree, what way of life is there
left to protect?

Translation by David Leheny
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1.

[through a megaphone]

Nononono nononono Noda.

No no no no no no no no no no no no Noda.
Nodanodanodanodanonodanodanono.

No nono no no nononono Noda.

2.
How many times can you say it, in the course of a day,
of a song, of a summer?

SAIKADO HANTAI
Tens, hundreds of thousands, maybe
(though the counts always vary)

Call and response:
SAIKADO HANTAI SAIKADO HANTAI
GENPATSU IRANAI GENPATSU IRANAI

To the beat:
SaiKAdo HanTAI GenPAtsu iraNAI

Theme and variations:
koDOmo wo maMORE, OI wo toMERO
GENpatsu yaMERO, noDA yameRO [rest]

All the way downtown from Umeda,
marching, dancing, pushing strollers
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for the Natsu Datsu Genpatsu “sound demo”

Following the giant PA speakers strapped onto the back of
the little white truck, covered with rainbow umbrellas

A young guy inside, dressed in summertime

yukata, behind the mic,

blasting a recording of Auld Lang Syne

cracking jokes as we pass by the KEPCO building
“Thanks for your business. We will be closing now.”

Then a young woman, dancing behind the truck, yelling
energetically over a trance beat, “GENPATSU IRANAI!”
At a stoplight the truck stops, the music stops, and she
raises herself slowly from a crouch, her arm shot out

to the crowd, fingers splayed, her voice falling as she
begins to stand, falling from the top of her range to

the lowest, deepest, and most distorted tone she can

drops back in, the light changes, and we dance on.

3.

That Noda was overheard

“it’s all just a lot of loud noise”
And on the other hand

That Japanese people hesitate to protest
To disturb others

To disrupt the course of society
That it is a cultural thing but then
That they turn up anyway

In their numbers

To be counted

Tens and hundreds

By the newspapers

Tens and hundreds of thousands
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By the protesters

That it’s not the first time

Of course

That the human chain around the Diet building
is a repetition

That extends and echoes from a half-century ago
That this is supposed to be a different Japan

Of course

That this Japan is delineated by the same

cracks and faultlines anyway

That the quake was “beyond expectations”

That it was expected

4.

They pause at an intersection, or more correctly, they are
halted. Just a single fragile arm in blue cloth, extended

across their path, but they stop. Still drumming, whistling,
waving signs, pounding fingers on portable keyboards and
chanting, in place, like joggers waiting for the light to change.
Minutes go by. The police take pictures of the protesters,

the protesters take pictures of each other. They deliberate—
should, should not be allowed to go on—while the clamor
grows, and others pile up behind, waiting to walk up the hill
and join the crowd in front of the Diet. Disturbance. Can’t
go forward, protest is too loud for the protest. Saxophone
blows furiously, pots and pans bang sharply, yelling in each
other’s ears. They look around, and at the police, behind,
forward, and at each other. A hand held low from a drummer,
they begin to grow quiet. Tapping, whispering the words
now: saitkadohantai genpatsuiranai saikadohantai genpatsuiranai.
A parody, a mockery of their own noise, quieter and quieter,
as quietly as possible: saikadohantaigenpatsuiranai, tiptoeing

in place, still in the way. The policeman nervously consults
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with his colleagues, arm still outstretched. Disturbance.
Then, okay, then. He lets it fall and stands aside.

S.

After how many times does he say it?

“Koe naki koe” (unheard voices)

Demo mada kikoenai (but you still can’t hear)

6.

“We shall overcome.” The soul-sound of the anthem, resonant
with so many echoes of history, played by the oddly nostalgic
chindon band, a rag tag group with clarinets, trumpets,
accordions, old fashioned drums strapped to their chests,
jauntily smiling past police trucks and indifferent traffic. The
strange resonances of different voices, young hippie “freeters”
(what do THEY know?), old folkies (what good did THEY do?),
mothers and children (what are THEY doing here?). The notes
are transformed in moving, walking, lurching almost, dopplering
off of the glass windows and concrete alleys of desolate mid-day
Hibiya. “Some day...” (in the 2030s...?) We shall all be free, we
are not afraid, we are not alone today, we will be all right.
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Touched: Life in the Reactors’ Shadow

In contemporary popular culture, consumers find irradiated
wastelands fascinating. The madly popular online game
S.T.A.L.LK.E.R. takes players into a virtual Chernobyl Zone to
battle invisible plumes of contaminants, zombies and druids. In
the popular sci-fi film, Gamma, a disfigured man describes how
the clean-up went all wrong. In sci-fi fantasies, irradiated zones
are almost always de-populated. That is part of the attraction, the
seduction of surviving alone in a place no longer fit for the living.

The sad fact overlooked in these fantasies is that there
are irradiated zones which are fully inhabited. And unlike the
sci-fi renditions, for the people who live in them, the reality of
contamination is terrifyingly banal: long waits in medical clinics,
worries over the price of prescriptions, reams of paperwork
and affidavits related to compensation and disability claims,
unemployment, poverty, illness.

In the village of Muslumovo, on the small Techa River in
the southern Urals, I visited Nazia, Maurat and their two sons in
August 2009. When L arrived, they had a meal prepared and invited
me to eat. I did not dare. For decades the Techa River has been a
repository of the highly polluting Maiak Plutonium Plant near the
closed nuclear city of Ozersk. In the late forties, short on storage
space for highly radioactive effluent, plant managers dumped the
waste into the Techa River. They continued this practice, secretly,
until 1951 when researchers took measurements in downstream
villages and found that pastures, crops, household implements
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