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1. The sounds around us were the swish of brooms upon tatami matting and the clatter of
demotic Japanese. On all the window ledges, prim flowers bloomed in pots. Every
morning, the washing came out on the balconies at seven. Early one morning, | saw a man
washing the leaves of his tree. Quilts and mattresses went out to air at eight. The
sunlight lay thick enough on these unpaved alleys to lay the dust and somebody always
seemed to be practicing Chopin in one or another of the flimsy houses, so lightly glued
together from plywood it seemed they were sustained only by willpower. (‘A Souvenir of
Japan’, Fireworks 8-9)

2. When | went outside to see if he was coming home, some children dressed ready for bed in
cotton nightgowns were playing with sparklers in the vacant lot on the corner. When the
sparks fell down in beards of stars, the smiling children cooed softly. Their pleasure was
very pure because it was so restrained. (‘A Souvenir of Japan’, Fireworks 1)

3. This country has elevated hypocrisy to the level of the highest style. To look at a samurai,
you would not know him for a murderer, or a geisha for a whore. The magnificence of such
objects hardly pertains to the human. They live only in a world of icons and there they
participate in rituals which transmute life itself to a series of grand gestures, as moving as
they are absurd. ...it was the appearance which was the reality, because they all behaved
so well, kept everything so clean and lived with such rigorous civility. What a terrible
discipline it takes to live harmoniously. (‘A Souvenir of Japan’, Fireworks 11-12)
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You never know what will happen in Tokyo. Anything can happen.

| had been attracted to the city first because | suspected it contained enormous histrionic
resources. | was always rummaging in the dressing-up box of the heart for suitable
appearances to adopt in the city. That was the way | maintained my defenses for, at that
time, | always used to suffer a great deal if | let myself get too close to reality since the
definitive world of the everyday with its hard edges and harsh light did not have enough
resonance to echo the demands | made upon experience. It was as if | never experienced
experience as experience. Living never lived up to the expectations | had of it—the Bovary
syndrome. (‘Flesh and the Mirror’, Fireworks 69)

...as if in celebration of the thing they feared, they seemed to have made the entire city into
a cold hall of mirrors which continually proliferated whole galleries of constantly changing
appearances, all marvellous but none tangible. (‘A Souvenir of Japan’, Fireworks 10)

After the light was out, as we lay together, | could still see the single shape of our embrace
in the mirror above me, a marvellously unexpected conjunction cast at random by the
enigmatic kaleidoscope of the city. ... The mirror annihilated time, place and person; at the
consecration of this house, the mirror had been dedicated to the reflection of chance
embraces. Therefore it treated flesh in an exemplary fashion, with charity and indifference.

The mirror distilled the essence of all the encounters of strangers whose perceptions of
one another existed only in the medium of the chance embrace, the accidental. (‘Flesh and
the Mirror’, Fireworks 70-1)
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