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(Heisenberg uncertainty principle)

The letter was addressed to the well-known
Shinchosha publishing house, in the Shinjuku dis-
trict in Tokyo, to the attention of Mr. Murakami
Haruki.

I had deliberately written it with a ballpoint pen,
to make it less anonymous. Who still writes letters
with a ballpoint pen? It certainly wouldn’t go un-
noticed. I informed him that I would be passing
through Tokyo in three months’ time on a business
trip, that I was a quantum physicist and that I would
be holding a couple of seminars in the capital and
in Kyoto on topics relating to quantum mechanics.
I also wrote that I had already been to Japan three
times, in various cities for short periods, and that
cvery time I had returned home with mixed feel-
ings about the country. When I was there, I felt a
sense of oppression and I wanted to leave as soon
as possible. It certainly wasn’t somewhere I could
ever live. Back in Italy, however, I was sometimes
nostalgic about Japan and swore I would return as
soon as I could. It always happened after reading his
books, which often left me with a sense of loneli-
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ness and melancholy that would engulf me for ages.
I knew that the incomprehensible attraction would
vanish immediately, as soon as I returned, and that
I wouldn’t find any trace of the ambiences conjured
up in his books, the disturbing town of cats, hotel
basements where you could bump into sheep man,
the world of the little people and nights with two
moons. Yet, every time I returned, I always expect-
ed to find those ambiences. Perhaps it all started
from the sense of alienation that a tourist feels when
traveling alone in a country where everything is ob-
scure, because it’s written in incomprehensible ide-
ograms, and where the streets in cities often have no
names. The sensation of disorientation is compara-
ble to what Aomame felt in / 084 when she realized
that she had gone into another dimension, the one
with two moons, or to other characters in his books
when they face the test of solitude in the dark in a
well, isolated from the world for a long time, losing
track of time and gradually perceiving the presence
of parallel realities. Those were the things I wanted
to talk to him about, perhaps at the Dolphin Hotel
in Sapporo over a glass of beer. I wrote exactly that,
citing the hotel where the story of one of his most
famous and perhaps most symbolic books takes
place, A Wild Sheep Chase, hoping to create a sense
of complicity that might interest him. I didn’t want
my letter to be seen as the trivial correspondence of
any old fan and I also counted on the fact that my
job as a physicist might intrigue him.

At the bottom, I also added the main reason why
I wanted to meet him. As a quantum physicist, my
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job involved studying the possibility that an event
could take different paths, all equally likely a mo-
ment before it happened or maybe coexisting simul-
taneously in parallel realities, and that it was pos-
sible to go from one to the next thanks to a simple
quantum leap, caused by an exchange of energy,
just as Aomame did in / Q84 when she unintention-
ally managed to penetrate another dimension using
an emergency highway ladder. My seminars would
address these issues and in them my intention was
to use the example of the surreal world conjured up
in his stories. Perhaps these topics would capture
his attention!

I wasn’t sure what I would say to him if I did meet
him. I would have liked to talk to him in a casual set-
ting, totally by chance, without even knowing who he
was. In that case, I would have said different things
compared to those in an arranged conversation.
Maybe I might have accidentally bump into him
while he was loading a pile of books into the car,
knocking them to the floor and I might have said:
“I"m so sorry. Let me help you pick them up”. “Oh,
don’t worry” and as I picked one up I might have
exclaimed “Ah, you’re an avid reader of Murakami
books, too, I see you have several. I’ve read all his
books” and he might have smiled charmingly and
said “Yes, I’ve read some, but I wouldn’t say he’s
my favorite writer”.

In short, I sent the letter and waited patiently,
hoping to receive an invitation to meet him before
my departure for Tokyo. Unfortunately, two months
later, my letter came back with a postmark stating
that the address was unknown.



