Evacuation Zone: Fukushima Daiichi  

                      Michele Flom

In Okuma, where I grew,  
does the wind blow now
that no one’s there to see
how it dances the tall grass?

Does the wind blow in Okuma,
now that no one’s there to hear
its low complaint over the 
windowsill of crumbling wall? 

I dream two kitchen walls still stand, 
where Mother steamed ten thousand 
pots of white rice, where she kneeled
at the black lacquered table to steep
ten thousand cups of sencha tea. 

A crow coughs from his watch
in the dead willow outside 
[bookmark: _GoBack]the kitchen window. A last pane
of glass rattles in the frame.

