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Translator’s note

This translation retains the original order of Japanese names within the novel: surname first, given name second.

It can be very personal and intimate to use someone’s given name rather than their surname in Japanese, and the choice to do so often reflects the stance of the speaker (or narrator) and their relationship with the addressee. For this reason we’ve also preserved the uses of surnames and given names from the original.

Long vowels, meanwhile, have been left unmarked (i.e., “Tokita Kosaku” rather than “Tokita Kōsaku”), and slight liberty has been taken with the spelling of one character’s surname to avoid an unfortunate lexical clash in English (“Nosei Tatsuo” rather than the more accurate “Nose Tatsuo”).


Part 1


Chapter 1

Tokita came into the Directors’ Office. He weighed at least 100 kilos. The room was hot and stuffy.

Tokita Kosaku and Chiba Atsuko were the only two directors stationed full-time at the Foundation’s Psychiatry Faculty. There were five desks in the Directors’ Office, and the two they used were on the far side by the windows. The Office could just as well have been part of the staff room next door, seeing as the glass door between the two was always left open.

Atsuko had bought a sandwich and some coffee from the kiosk inside the building, but both remained untouched on her desk. She had no appetite. It was the same lunch she’d had for days on end now. The Faculty also had a canteen for staff and patients, but the food there was nothing short of horrifying.

You might say her meagre appetite at least meant she had no trouble keeping trim enough to have TV channels constantly calling her up to come on screen. But Atsuko had no interest in her looks, nor in any appearances on TV. Not unless it had any use in treatment.

“The staff are all panicked about catching schizophrenia,” Tokita said, heaving his giant body down beside her. One of the Faculty’s employees had started having delusions of reference. “Everyone’s scared about touching the Scanners and Reflectors now.”

“Great,” Atsuko sighed. It had happened to her before as well, countless times. This fear of ending up schizophrenic was nothing new to psychiatrists. She even heard one doctor say it was like herpes, how it could get in through mucous membranes. That fear only became more real once psychotherapy equipment like Scanners and Reflectors came into wider use. Those devices made it possible to scan and observe a patient’s internal psychic landscape. “What’s even worse is when therapists resist identifying with the patient and end up ‘imputing’ all over the place. It’s a shame, they should look in the mirror. When a therapist experiences something like that it’s a good chance for self-treatment.”

‘Imputing’ was when a clinician had personal difficulty connecting with a patient and then externalised it as a psychological condition in the patient. It was how schizophrenia diagnoses were formed until only a couple of decades ago.

Tokita opened up his lunchbox. He stuck out his lower lip, dissatisfied. “Come on, this fusty chicken and burdock thing again?” Tokita lived with his mother in a Faculty apartment block. The lunch was her doing. “The last thing I wanted.”

But Atsuko’s appetite came gushing back once she saw what he had. It was an old-school noriben, by the book. Thin layers of rice, each one separated by a sheet of seaweed soaked in soy sauce. Nubs of chicken marinated in a light citrus yuanyaki sauce, with a side of shredded and braised kinpira burdock root. The box was even made from woven bamboo. A perfectly nostalgic, old-timey pack-up, filled with a mother’s love and Atsuko’s longed-for flavour of home.

Atsuko never used to be such a meek eater, and she now realised she was positively starving.

She reached out and snatched the large box with both hands.

“I’ll eat it for you then,” she declared.

But Tokita wasn’t slow off the mark, either. He held the box to stop it from travelling any further.

“No thanks.”

“You said you didn’t want it!”

Atsuko knew she had a strong grip. She tried to pluck the box out of Tokita’s grasp.

But this pack-up was the only thing in the building that could satisfy his hunger. Tokita was serious too. He wasn’t about to just give in.

“I said no!”

“What’s this?” The Faculty’s principal, Shima Torataro, was standing with a frown in front of the two researchers. He spoke somewhat mournfully. “Two top Nobel Prize candidates scrapping over a lunchbox?”

Shima had a habit of leaving his desk to wander about the staff room and talk at whoever was there. He even made some staff members jump with his sudden appearances. People said he was bad for the heart.

But Shima’s sarcastic remark moved neither Tokita nor Atsuko to let go of the lunchbox. The pair continued grappling in silence. He watched with concern for a while, then nodded gently to himself a few times, remembering to allow geniuses a little immaturity.

“Dr Chiba,” he almost whispered to Atsuko. “Come by my office later.” He turned around, showing his hands threaded behind his hunched back, and began to meander back through the staff room as usual.

“Well, anyway,” Tokita continued, “we can’t have clinicians getting the same delusions as their patients.” He was now decanting half of his lunch into the box lid in compromise. “The patient took a transcendental approach to selfhood, and Tsumura misread it as empirical. We see it in family members all the time, right? Getting caught up in a patient’s own delusions like that.”

Only with a clinician it was an even greater hazard. The patient would just think it was a trick. Same as how they think sympathetic family members are trying to deceive them.

This Tsumura kid needs analysis, thought Atsuko.

Atsuko only came to the Directors’ Office to eat. She had her own lab next to the consultation rooms, but it felt like a cockpit with all the psychotherapy equipment crammed in there. Her assistants were constantly coming in and out, too, so it was hard to take a break there. No doubt Tokita’s own lab was the same.

On her way back, Atsuko heard some noise coming from the joint consultation room. The hallway door had been left open. She could tell there were four or five people in there crowded around Tsumura.

This must have been what Tokita meant about the staff panicking, she thought. They were indeed baiting panic, it was the only way to describe it. Tsumura had his right hand held up at an angle like he was doing a Nazi salute, and some of the quarrelling staff also waved their arms around in the air.

Atsuko knew there was no need for all this fuss. Something felt fake about it.

A young assistant called Kakimoto Nobue was in the study. Nobue was wearing a Collector helmet, gazing into the screen on the display and monitoring a dream from a patient sleeping in the adjacent consultation room. She didn’t even notice Atsuko enter the room. Her eyes were blank.

Atsuko quickly paused the display and pressed the back-skip button several times. Suddenly shutting off the device would risk leaving her assistant behind in the patient’s subconscious.

The device started retracing the patient’s dream on screen.

“Oh!” Kakimoto came to her senses and pulled off the Collector helmet. She stood up once she noticed Atsuko was there. “You’re back.”

“That was close. You know that, right?”

“Sorry.” Kakimoto didn’t seem to realise how absorbed she’d been in the patient’s dream. “I thought I was watching objectively.”

“No, you were contra-breached. It’s a big risk using that Collector to access dreams for such a long time, I told you.”

Nobue looked up at Atsuko, crestfallen.

Atsuko laughed. “You were copying me, weren’t you? Trying to get into that half-conscious state.”

Kakimoto returned to her seat next to the Reflector and looked back morosely at the screen.

“How come you can do it and I can’t? Do I need more training?”

Truth be told, Kakimoto Nobue just didn’t have the nerve for it.

Someone emotionally strong enough to be a therapist might still not be suited to tapping into a patient’s dreams and empathising with their unconscious. Some therapists even got trapped there and never found their way back to reality.

“Maybe. Just be more careful, okay? Tsumura started to entertain his patient’s own delusions of reference just from looking at that Reflector. I’m sure you heard about it.”

“Yeah.”

The patient next door was a man aged around sixty. He was dreaming about a nightlife district that could have been the city centre several decades ago. Who knew where it really was. The streets in his dream were in ruins, drab and squalid.

Empathising with the patient through the Collector might show it to be an extremely comforting and pleasant place, tied in fact to the erotic desires of his adolescence in all their innocent purity. Or perhaps this scene dated back to when he still had a good relationship with society, and the dream represented his efforts to recapture that connection to the world.

Atsuko was about to ask Kakimoto to call in Tsumura when Osanai Morio, a younger clinician, walked into the room. Osanai was a good-looking, unmarried doctor, making him a frequent topic of Faculty gossip. He also had a bad reputation for putting politics before research. This didn’t appear to win him any favours with Kakimoto.

“Dr Chiba,” he began. “I doubt Tsumura’s to blame for what happened. Maybe the problem is with the Reflector itself.”

“Of course it is. It wouldn’t have happened if Tsumura hadn’t been using the Reflector in the first place.”

Osanai smiled and nodded. “You mean some therapists are still able to use the Reflector without being affected by a patient’s delusions,” he said, to prove he had already predicted her counterargument.

“Why bother her if you already knew that?” Kakimoto spat out. She as good as worshipped Atsuko.

But her idol had no time for low-level debate. Atsuko purposely paced herself.

“Don’t forget the underlying principle of our Faculty’s research.”

“To develop PT equipment. I understand that very well. What I’m talking about is the actual efficacy of observing a schizophrenia patient’s unconscious mind as an image.” Osanai spoke slowly, mimicking Atsuko and completely disregarding Kakimoto. “A schizophrenic doesn’t disguise their unconscious like a patient with some kind of neurosis would, for instance. They’re already directly asserting and performing it for you, unadulterated. I don’t see much point in trying to peer into it any more than that.”

“But it is still the unconscious of a schizophrenic. You need to examine how signifier and signified are abnormally linked for the patient. Since, as you say, they just talk about their unconscious unmediated, you can’t know the meaning behind the words they use unless you look in there yourself.”

Atsuko felt ridiculous. Osanai didn’t appear to listen to her at all once he finished saying what he had to say. He was grinning and gazing out of the window. There was a sizeable lawn outside, and a grove which hid the walls surrounding the Faculty site. Beyond that he could see the thickets of skyscrapers in the city centre.

“Well, that’s your theory.” A theory Osanai made clear he didn’t accept.

“Hold on a moment.” Atsuko contained her fury. Controlling anger required self-discipline, even for an exceptional psychotherapist. “It’s not just any theory. It’s a foundational theory. An empirically proven and recognised theory. I’m not sure why I have to lecture you about something like this now, Osanai. That’s enough. Bring Tsumura to me. I will treat him.”

Osanai dropped his grin. He seemed to have remembered that Atsuko’s sharp retorts were unmatched.

“Please, it’s not serious enough to trouble you with, Dr Chiba. Hashimoto and I will treat him. We’re his friends.”

He hurried out of the room. It was Osanai who started the rumours about catching schizophrenia, Atsuko was sure of it. Still, it wasn’t clear to her why he had come now to warn her about the Reflector, especially when he knew the dangers were avoidable.

“Treatment won’t be enough for Tsumura,” Atsuko murmured. “He needs proper analysis.”

“That guy,” said Kakimoto. “Seems like he really didn’t want Tsumura getting treated and analysed by you.”


Chapter 2

Shima Torataro got up from his desk in the Principal’s Office. He showed Chiba Atsuko to one of the lounge chairs and sank himself into the corner of a sofa on her righthand side. He was relaxed enough to almost be lying down. This positioned his face just below Atsuko’s own, and he merely had to glance upward to be able to appreciate her fine features from up close.

Shima made no attempt to hide his admiration for her.

“Osanai went to see you,” he said.

From this Atsuko realised that Osanai must have been here beforehand. “Meaning he came to you, too?”

Principal Shima smiled. “In quite a huff, at that. He said it was unacceptable that every researcher in the Faculty had to follow your theories and help you win the Nobel Prize.”

“He came to me to talk about Tsumura, aired some doubts about the PT equipment. Didn’t last long.”

Shima Torataro frowned. “He can protest all he likes, but there’s no denying that it has helped patients recover. Half of ours have reached remission. No facility anywhere in the world could have dreamed of having half of its in-patient schizophrenia cases in recovery until now. Surely this proves your theories correct, Dr Chiba.”

“It’s mostly to Dr Tokita’s credit. He developed the PT equipment. I’ve simply put it to use. By the way, Principal, our current remission rate for in-patient schizophrenia cases is at around two thirds.”

“Yes, right you are. Which is all well and good, of course.” Principal Shima became sullen. “But why do so many patients in remission have to identify with the people in charge of wherever they’re hospitalised? Some of them do such bizarre, vacant imitations of me. It’s really very unpleasant to see, Dr Chiba.”

Atsuko laughed. “Those patients are in what we call the ‘soft clay stage’. It’s a vulnerable time. It’s when they seek transcendental independence. Most doctors and nurses find themselves being imitated by patients then.”

Shima Torataro was daydreaming about Atsuko’s smile. He snapped out of it and returned to the matter on his mind. “Did Osanai give you much grief?”

“Not at all,” she lied coolly.

“He was using some very complicated language to talk about how using the PT equipment affects clinicians. I told him he might try telling you about it. When I asked if he was brave enough to do that, he said he’d do it and stormed straight out. I worried I might have done you a disservice there. But I couldn’t help it, I’m an old sort of psychiatrist. I can’t keep up with all the new theory lately. That’s all I had to tell him.”

“Really, it’s fine.”

Chiba Atsuko looked around the Principal’s Office. It was fine enough, but slightly lacking for what was a globally-renowned institution. The office was spacious and designed with an antiquated sobriety. Three of the walls were lined with bookshelves that held rows of classic psychiatry texts. There was even Kraepelin in the original, but not a single volume of recent writing to be seen. Atsuko worried what impression the office might leave on its guests. The library could stand an update, at least.

“Osanai seems to be up to something,” said Atsuko, wary of how Shima Torataro’s big heart could compromise his position. “Please be careful. I doubt he could do anything by himself, but someone’s probably there pulling strings to try and set us up for failure.”

“Is this about the vice chair?” Shima asked as he shifted slightly, perhaps caught off-guard by Atsuko pointing out such a private tiff. Shima also chaired the Foundation’s board of directors. “Yes, yes. I hear some people have been speculating about Dr Inui eyeing up my seat.”

It wasn’t speculation. Even Shima would have heard about Inui meeting and plotting with the other non-execs. But Shima himself appeared to let it be. Tokita Kosaku was wholly absorbed in his research. Atsuko was the only one who seemed to be concerned. The Faculty was a competitive place. It was only thanks to Shima that researchers like Atsuko and Tokita could concentrate on their work. And there was her fondness for him as a person too, more than anything else.

“Oh, no, I wouldn’t call you in to discuss something so petty.” Principal Shima had misread the look on Atsuko’s face. He quickly straightened himself up.

Atsuko didn’t think it was petty at all. She looked up at him, slightly surprised. Their eyes met and Shima murmured hesitatingly. He seemed to be trying to broach a difficult topic.

In the end he stood up and returned to his desk. Atsuko smiled. Only when he truly needed someone’s consent did Shima take his timid self to speak from behind his imposing Principal’s desk.

“I know that you’re currently at a pivotal point in your research. I’m fully aware that what I’m about to ask is an unreasonable request.” He ran his bony fingertips along the desk. “Actually, I was hoping Paprika might spring into action.”

Atsuko let out a dispirited sigh. She was determined to help with whatever Principal Shima brought up, but this request, which he had broached almost jokingly, was simply not doable.

“Paprika no longer accepts any work.”

“Yes. I know, I know. It’s been five, six years. But I’m asking to send her in just this once, as a favour. The patient is also very high-profile. We can’t send him to any old ward.”

“Even big public figures openly go into psychoanalysis these days.”

“He’s in a delicate position. A lot of people are waiting for him to slip up. I suppose that could be one trigger behind his anxiety. His name is Nosei Tatsuo. He was a close friend of mine through my high school and university days. We’re still close to this day. He’s the same age as me, fifty-four. He works as an executive at a car manufacturer. He’s trying to push the roll-out of a zero-emission vehicle that was developed in-house, and there’s been a lot of opposition from both inside and outside the company. He said he’s being kept under close watch by the trade ministry, not to mention by other manufacturers too. If rumours spread about him having neurosis here now, there would be doubts about the performance of this vehicle, which he didn’t even have a hand in designing himself. It would be a big blow to the company. Of course, Nosei is a businessman who has been around the block many times. He’s more than used to being put in this position. That makes me think the fundamental cause of his anxiety could be something else.”

“Right, yes.” A close friend, the same age as Principal Shima, promoting a zero-emission vehicle. Pieces of information bound to give Atsuko a favourable opinion of Nosei as a person. “Opposition from those around him, probably some bullying. Those are factors that would cause just a classic nervous breakdown. Wouldn’t lead to an anxiety disorder in the first place.”

“Exactly. That was my diagnosis too.” Shima Torataro was too open-hearted to hide his high spirits now that he knew he had piqued Atsuko’s interest. “Making psychoanalytic treatment the most appropriate next step, I thought, however inept it might be coming from me. But it seems that would take far too long, no matter who did it. Which is why I’m asking for him to be treated by a dream detective. By Paprika, that is.”

“It’s not an easy fix even for a dream detective. It needs a decent amount of time.” Atsuko was in a tight spot. She now felt utterly unable to refuse. Yet taking on Principal Shima’s plea for help could mean significantly interrupting her research. The exact duration left was unclear, due to the nature of empirical science, but the study was set for completion very soon. “Anyway, Paprika hasn’t worked as a dream detective for six years now. She’s also not as young as she used to be. Just because using PT equipment is no longer verboten doesn’t make it any less of a risky treatment option. There are no guarantees. Who knows if she could do it?”

Of course, Shima Torataro would already know this. For that reason he said nothing more, fixed his pleading, misty gaze on Atsuko, and waited for her internal conflicts to resolve.

“Would you hear a few requests from me, too?”

Shima swelled with delight at Atsuko’s words. “Of course, anything. If you’re willing to help with Nosei’s treatment, then please tell me, whatever it is.” It was typically pure of Shima Torataro to go without setting up an escape route, not even adding an “if it’s within my power.”

“Nosei Tatsuo. That’s your friend’s name, right? I want you to recognise that you are currently in a position just as complicated as he is, Principal.”

Shima was shaken by this. He stared hard at Chiba Atsuko and wondered what she might have to say.

“First, meet and speak individually with each member of the board. Even just the once is fine. You’ve been overlooking them because you’re so busy. Second, call a board meeting soon. You can decide what to discuss later. Just set a date for now.”

Shima gave a startled nod. “That’s fine,” he said, still slightly taken aback. “If that’s what you wish.”

Atsuko sighed in dismay. He wasn’t taking the matter seriously. “Where should we send Paprika?”

Shima jotted on a memo pad using the nib of his thickest Meisterstück pen. “It’s an old-fashioned bar in Roppongi called Radio Club. We both like going there for a drink. It’s always quiet, you only ever see men there. Please meet him there tonight. I’ll phone him up straight away.”

“Does it matter if it’s late?” Atsuko had heaps of things to sort and clear up before she could dive into any dream detective work.

“Nosei will likely prefer later, too.”

“Let’s go for eleven o’clock tonight, then.”

“Eleven o’clock.” Shima wrote out two notes and handed one to Atsuko. He took out a file from his desk drawer. “These are Nosei Tatsuo’s records. There’s also a medical report by me.”

Shima picked up the phone receiver to call Nosei’s office. “Dr Chiba, you know,” he said to Atsuko before she left the room. “I do envy Nosei, despite everything. I wish I could see Paprika too.”

Eight years ago, shortly after becoming chair of the Foundation’s board and principal of the Faculty, Shima Torataro himself had been treated for neurosis by Paprika.


Chapter 3

Roppongi was quieter than it used to be now there were late-night licences and fewer people turfed out onto the street at closing time. That was thanks to a change in the city laws, an attempt to lessen the hordes around Ginza. The younger crowds had also thinned out because it had suddenly become far more expensive to eat and drink out at night.

Radio Club was on the basement floor of a 34-storey building in the middle of a flock of high-rises. Though it occupied a spot with some of the highest premiums in town, Radio Club was always empty. It wasn’t even run on a membership model. The customers didn’t change, though, which did make it a sort of unofficial member’s club.

Nosei Tatsuo was already sat at the far end of the bar before eleven o’clock. He was seated in one of the booths separated by high backrests that lined one side of the space, opposite the counter seating. Nosei’s booth was far enough away from the bar counter itself to feel like his own private space. He was the only customer there. Jinnai, the owner-bartender, was polishing glasses behind the counter. He occasionally glanced over to Nosei, giving a smile and a nod when their eyes met. Kuga, a large man and the only waiter there, stood motionless beside the door. He was deep in thought about something. This middle-aged duo had a professionalism that might well have been what naturally determined the bar’s clientele. An old recording of “P.S. I Love You” was playing on the speakers.

Jinnai had found a good deal on a top-class 27-year-old whisky called Usquaebach. Nosei had a dram of that on the rocks as he waited for Paprika. He’d heard from Shima Torataro that “Paprika” was an alias used by this therapist as a lingering habit from back when the use of PT equipment was still banned. He had also heard more than enough about how much of a charming and fascinating woman she was.

He felt no unease at the idea of being treated with PT equipment. Nosei Tatsuo didn’t have much faith in the latest technologies of modern science, but he did trust Shima Torataro as a psychiatrist. Anyway, he had no choice but to rely on him, and there was no higher authority in Japanese psychiatry than the Psychiatry Faculty’s principal.

Nosei knew he shouldn’t drink too much. The Usquaebach tasted good enough to order another, but he restrained himself. He was anticipating his imminent encounter with someone brilliant and beautiful. There was also comfort in knowing that it would be outside of his profession, and during their meeting he could leave everything up to her. He felt the start of a pleasant inebriation. Would they begin treatment straight away, even tonight? Either way, he would probably best be sober. Yet Shima himself had picked this bar as the place to meet Paprika. Surely he was fine to drink a little. Loosening up slightly might not’ve been such a bad idea. Nosei found himself thankful for this choice of venue. Nobody from his company or in the same industry would ever come here, as Shima Torataro likely knew.

Nosei got the sense that he wouldn’t have an anxiety attack while he was in this bar, at least. But he couldn’t let his guard down. He never knew when it would happen, which made him all the more anxious. Ironically this was the only trigger that was absolutely clear to him. The feeling of constant fear about if and when a fit of unknown cause could occur was just as terrible as how it felt when an actual episode did emerge, that unbearable feeling, intolerable even to an adult man.

Nosei had his first attack three months ago in the early afternoon. He was in a taxi on the way back to his office. At first he was dizzy, the nape of his neck and the back of his head became heavy and he felt faint. Feeling slightly dizzy was something he had experienced before. Thinking it might be his stiff posture this time as well, he tried relaxing by massaging his shoulders, but intracranial bleeding, subarachnoid haemorrhage, and all these other ominous phrases kept coming up. He knew a lot of people of a similar age who were dying of things like that lately. He also heard about “selective inattention”, how so many people refuse to recognise that they’re ageing and don’t see the warning signs before they have a stroke and die. He felt awful. It was a truly terrible feeling. He imagined what would happen if he collapsed and died now, and he broke out into a cold sweat with unease. He felt his heart rate quicken suddenly. The sound of his pulse got louder. Scared, he breathed faster and his throat dried up. He willed himself not to ask the taxi driver for help. In fact, he held himself still and kept his mouth shut to make sure the driver wouldn’t notice. Afterwards he reckoned he handled it well, but once the fit had subsided he began worrying about when the next one would happen. He could say he was lucky that this first time was in a taxi. What if he was in the office for the next? Imagining that planted another seed of worry. He had to put some sort of countermeasure in place. Nosei fretted helplessly, and as he feared, his second attack happened while he was at work.

Thankfully it happened while he was in the private office that, as an important development executive, he had. On top of the anxiety and distress, Nosei felt conflicted, both wanting to ask somebody for help and not wanting anybody to see him. Nobody phoned or came into his office the whole time, but if they had, Nosei would have without doubt asked them for help, no matter who they were. That was how seriously he feared that he was about to die.

Nosei Tatsuo was aware that patients with mental issues weren’t supposed to read about their own disorders, yet he still bought several psychiatry books and read them in secret while his wife and son were asleep. All he learned as a result was that his symptoms matched those of a condition possibly called “anxiety neurosis”, but he found nothing about their cause nor about the possibility of self-treatment or even spontaneous remission.

Nosei Tatsuo learned about anti-anxiety medication and how it worked in many cases of anxiety disorders. He recognised that he needed to see a doctor in order to get medication. He kept hesitating for fear that his company would find out that he was seeing a psychiatrist, though, and for some reason at first it didn’t occur to him to contact Shima Torataro. However, once Nosei learned that anxiety neurosis involved a level of self-disturbance that meant the disorder could temporarily progress into a form of psychosis, into schizophrenia even, he made the firm decision to consult a doctor. He thought seriously about who would keep his secret and what clinic he could visit without anybody knowing. That was when he eventually remembered his old friend. They still met at least once or twice a year, and he could think of nobody better to approach for advice on such a delicate matter.

“Frankly, the mystery that needs explaining is how most people are living their lives without anxiety,” Shima Torataro responded with a smile.

Nosei Tatsuo felt a bubbling relief and the keen delight of friendship. He was also left with a slight apprehension that Shima overestimated the strength of Nosei’s intellect, not even doubting that his ego would be strong enough to turn the anxiety into improved subjective experience, which he stressed was the way to naturally resolve the condition. Nosei had read in his books about emotional issues associated with maturity in middle age, namely switching perspective from being the child into being a father, the change in duty and position upon entering a managerial role for the first time, and trouble in adapting to new technology, none of which could have been the cause of his anxiety attacks. All those issues had already been resolved for Nosei decades ago. He did still face conflicts with other people, but Nosei had been driven into countless tricky situations in the past. From his experience the issues he was currently facing there shouldn’t be hard to overcome.

Shima Torataro gave him some medication which he began taking covertly by disguising it in with his vitamin tablets. This kept the anxiety away for a while, but two days after the pills ran out, a third severe attack beset Nosei on his way home in the middle of the night. Unable to bear it this time, he instructed the taxi driver to head to an emergency ward nearby, but when the fit subsided before they arrived, he changed the destination to Shima Torataro’s home address. After that Shima understood the severity of Nosei’s condition and promised to come up with a strategy for treatment right away. A week passed, and Shima set up tonight’s meeting with his “brilliant dream detective”, a therapist whimsically named Paprika.

It was five, six minutes past eleven. “Satin Doll” was now playing on the speakers.

The bar’s heavy oak door opened and in came a young woman, clearly out of place in her red shirt and jeans. Kuga greeted her quizzically. She told him something, and he flinched as he realised that she was there to meet Nosei. This was also a surprise to Nosei himself. Even Jinnai widened his eyes slightly.

Kuga brought her to Nosei Tatsuo. Still standing, she bowed her head into almost a right angle.

“I’m Paprika.”

Nosei Tatsuo was stunned. He hurriedly stood up. “I, uh …”

“You’re Nosei.”

“Yes. That’s right, yes.” Nosei hadn’t expected someone who seemed so unreliable. He gestured to the opposite sofa seat. “Please.”

This was the girl he would know as Paprika. She was pretty, with cute features and freckles around her eyes. Her skin looked tanned in the low lighting. She seemed restless, aware of how much she stood out. Her eyes darted around the bar.

Nosei wondered whether she might be older or younger than his son. “So, Miss.”

“Call me Paprika.” She said this flippantly, on purpose, to help Nosei say the name himself.

“Paprika, then.” It came out of his mouth quite naturally. “Your order first.”

“I’ll have what you had.”

Nosei nodded to Kuga, who was standing by the table. Kuga bowed his head slightly and left, but not before showing Nosei his extreme reluctance at having this little girl drink top-range whisky.

Nosei saw that Paprika had nothing with her. He wondered whether Shima had given her his medical records, for instance, or if he would have to explain himself and his symptoms all over again.

Paprika seemed to pick up that Nosei felt a little let down. She suddenly dropped her nerves and smiled. “I heard you’re developing zero-emission cars. Tell me about that.”

Paprika spoke casually but it was by no means impolite. Nosei figured she must be exceptionally clever. He also believed her seemingly unreliable manner to be intentional, a way of helping him speak more freely.

“Well, low-emission LNG vehicles do already exist.” Nosei relaxed into a teacherly tone, presumably as Paprika had hoped. “The thing is, they still emit gases like nitrogen oxide and carbon monoxide. What we’re currently developing are zero-emission vehicles that completely cut those pollutants. I say developing, but actually we’re already there.”

“You’re already dealing with commercialisation now, then, more than implementing theory. I suppose some people might have a problem with that.”

“Exactly. Others in the industry are against it, and we’re also getting hassle from some jealous corners within the company itself.” Nosei smiled. “But we expected as much,” he added, wary of his condition being chalked up to the situation.

“Sounds tough,” Paprika said lightly, perhaps having sensed Nosei’s caution, to indicate she wouldn’t touch any more upon conflicts at work. She took a sip of the iced drink Kuga had brought over.

“Oh,” she murmured. “Usquaebach.”

Kuga flinched again before giving a solemn bow. “Glad it’s to your taste.”


Chapter 4

From her hairstyle and the way she dressed, Paprika only seemed immature and somewhat unhinged. It was her words and the glint in her eyes as she spoke that gradually revealed her intellect.

“I wonder if I might have another drink,” Nosei ventured.

“Go ahead,” Paprika replied, before belatedly recalling her professional role. “Wait, how many have you had? This is your second. The next one is your second. Right. Okay, yes. That’s fine. Please, go ahead.”

There was a humour in her slightly flustered manner. This helped Nosei relax further. “Actually, maybe I won’t. You’re here to examine me. Probably best not to drink at all.”

Paprika smiled politely and studied Nosei. “You’re a gentleman. Then I won’t have any more either. Not that I wouldn’t want to, though. It’s delicious.”

“We’ll have some more another time,” Nosei said, before lowering his voice. “Where will the treatment happen? Shima didn’t tell me anything.”

Paprika looked around the bar once more. Despite the usual lack of customers, she still felt uncomfortable using psychotherapist language there. She emptied her glass and nodded to Nosei. “Let’s go.”

The song playing on the speakers was back to “P.S. I Love You” when they both stood up. Paprika left the bar while Nosei went to the counter to pay.

Jinnai gave him a concerned look. “Is something wrong?” he asked.

He must have overheard their conversation. This threw Nosei off. “Why do you ask?”

“Wasn’t that a nurse you were with just now?”

Nosei came out onto the street. Paprika had hailed a taxi and was sitting inside. Empty cars were more common in the city now. She must have already told their destination to the driver, who promptly headed towards Akasaka. The upper floors of the skyscrapers on either side of the street were mostly apartments, but by now they served either a means for the wealthy to invest their assets or as company housing for senior executives of major corporations.

“We’re going to scan your dreams at my apartment. I have the equipment needed there.”

Paprika’s breath had a sweet ripeness, that of a mature woman. This startled Nosei. He really had no idea how old she was.

“Will my treatment take long?” This was what he most wanted to know.

“Heidegger said that being anxious is a natural part of being human. If you learn to properly tame and live with your anxiety, even learn how to put it to good use, then you’ll no longer need treatment. That way you’re better able to shine light on the struggles underpinning it.”

“If only I could afford to be leisurely about it.”

“I get it. There’s your social life. And your home life too. But you have to be calm. Don’t rush it. In principle your problem will get better. We just need to find the trigger. Anyway, in your case it’s like you’ve fallen into a pocket. Pockets have bottoms. Cases like yours very rarely get worse and descend into psychosis.”

Nosei was relieved. He could probably skip getting schizophrenia.

The taxi stopped in Shinanomachi outside an apartment building over a dozen storeys high. Shima Torataro lived here along with other executives from the Foundation’s Psychiatry Faculty. The Foundation owned several storeys of the tower. This meant that Paprika was also in the top ranks of the Faculty. These weren’t apartments that could be financed personally. As Nosei followed Paprika through the spacious lobby to the elevator, however, he made no attempt to ask her about her position. Shima Torataro had strictly forbidden it, as well as he had asking for her full name.

Still, he learnt her surname right away. A gold plate with “604 Chiba” written horizontally in a fine sans-serif font hung on the front door of Paprika’s home in the eastern corner of the sixteenth floor.

Nosei walked into a luxuriously furnished living room with eight sliding glass doors that looked out onto a balcony and a full view of Shinjuku at night. Surely only an important director would be given such a huge apartment.

“Seems you’re some kind of VIP,” Nosei marvelled, to no response from Paprika.

This nonetheless appeared to be the only room where she spent her downtime when she wasn’t sleeping or eating, and she immediately led Nosei to a dark consultation room in the rear. There was a crude metal-frame bed for patients, as well as what must have been Paprika’s own bed and clothes cabinets. An array of PT equipment was set up against the wall beside the patient bed along with a few monitors that were showing static graphs. This room had no windows.

“Not claustrophobic, are you?”

“No. I’m a little scared of heights, though.”

“Noted. Will you be able to go to sleep?”

“I can usually fall asleep whenever and wherever, I’m always exhausted.” Nosei was slightly stumped by the peculiarity of the situation. “But it might be harder if I’m being watched by a sweet girl like you.”

“I suppose there’s no point telling you to relax. Well, get to sleep for me.”

Nosei first removed his coat and handed it to Paprika. They were both around the same height. Paprika put the coat on a hanger and hung it in the clothes cabinet. He handed her his tie and then his shirt. Paprika put away Nosei’s clothing with the efficiency and administrative touch of a nurse. Thankfully Nosei had no qualms about removing his trousers. He laid down on the bed in his underwear.

“Very stylish, aren’t you? Wearing nothing but top quality.” Paprika smiled at last. “Is that how you always sleep?”

“I don’t like pyjamas. I sweat too much,” he replied. “I’m always nearly nude.”

“If it’s easier to sleep just in briefs, then take off your vest and long johns too, if you like.”

“No, no. I’ll manage.” Nosei smiled and plunged his feet to the end of the bed under the cool, bright white sheets. The room was a crisp temperature, the pillow was firm and smelled of starch.

Nosei sensed something familiar as he watched Paprika moving between brightly lit screens to set things up. Had he been here before? He could hear some music playing, probably from a cable radio station. It was a piece by Rameau, the one about the “sleep of an angel”.

Paprika covered Nosei’s scalp with a soft, transparent hat that resembled a shower cap. The surface had been printed with an electrical circuit that looked like the map of a city, and there was a long cable attached to its rear side. Nosei was glad it wasn’t the hard helmet he had been imagining.

“This is the Gorgon, is it?”

“You’ve done your homework. It no longer has all those cables sticking out, though. Just the one. Soon we won’t even need the cap.”

“Is it a sensor?”

“Think of it as a combined device that connects some highly sensitive encephalographic sensors with the main interface. Apparently they used to have to stick an electrode into the base of the skull just to detect brain waves in the cerebral cortex. Now you just have to wear that thing.”

“None of this stuff is available commercially yet, is it?”

“All this equipment is still in development. That’s why it’s so chaotic in here.”

Who was the developer? If it wasn’t Paprika herself, then somebody else had come to the room and put the equipment together. Since experimental PT devices were involved, it must have been that scientist at the Psychiatry Faculty who was said to be in line for the Nobel Prize. But Nosei couldn’t picture a character like that doing anything in a domestic space like this.

“So it’s cutting-edge technology, huh?” Nosei tried using sarcasm to fight back his anxiety.

“Yes, it is.” Paprika’s certainty put Nosei finally at ease. He sunk his head into the pillow.

“If this is all the Gorgon is, then I shouldn’t have too much trouble sleeping.”

“Right. Now, you’ve already had something to drink. If possible I want you to fall asleep without having to use hypnosis or sleeping meds.” Paprika sat down beside Nosei. “Do you dream a lot?”

“I have a lot of strange dreams.”

“The more you dream, the better. It means far better cognition. Interesting people have interesting dreams. Boring people only have boring dreams. I look forward to finding out what your dreams are like.”

“I heard you appear in people’s dreams too.”

“Not tonight, since it’s our first time. I’m not used to your dreams yet. I’m also sure it would feel strange to see me in there after we’ve only just met.”

“I’m looking forward to all this.”

“You say that because your case isn’t too bad. Some people really hate dream detectives. Alright, then. I’m probably best off not being here. You fall asleep more easily by yourself, right?”

“Right, but I also wouldn’t mind talking with you more.” Nosei actually wanted Paprika to humour him a little, young enough as she was to be his daughter.

Paprika smiled and stood up. “No, I’m afraid you’ll have to sleep for me. I’m also hungry. I’ll be in the kitchen.” Likely an excuse to get him to sleep. She left the room.

Nosei Tatsuo thought Paprika was an exceptional therapist. Simply talking with her put him at ease. She acted with the familiarity of a close family member even though it was the first time they had met. He felt able to talk about anything to her. The way she spoke was girlish, but unlike many girls lately she never said anything that made him uncomfortable. Paprika was young and attractive, but she had a maternal quality that kept any arousal at bay and wrapped him up in a sense of relief. Nosei gave a deep, satisfied sigh. He wasn’t likely to have an anxiety attack here, at least.

He would come home at four or five in the morning several times a month. His wife had always been too busy with their son’s schooling to have ever cared about it. He knew she probably wouldn’t worry even if he came back at seven in the morning. And she knew even better than Nosei did that he would be the last person to ever cheat.

Nosei thought about how Paprika said his case wasn’t too bad. She must have meant from a therapist’s perspective. But Nosei couldn’t rest assured just because his symptoms weren’t affecting him socially. Now was the most crucial time. He absolutely could not let his enemies know he was unwell. His condition had to be cured before they found out.

In the past, thinking about professional enemies would have kept Nosei awake, but he was used to these battles by now. Working out tactics was almost fun, and more often than not it actually tired his brain just enough to help him drift off. He could fall asleep, sure. His consciousness began to fragment, and from between the cracks the absurd began to emerge.


Chapter 5

Nosei Tatsuo woke up naturally. Or so he believed – perhaps in fact Paprika had used some mechanism to do it. Paprika was facing the console. Nosei could look her in the face without getting up by tipping his head to his right. She was wearing a helmet, presumably a Collector. Her face glowed in the light from the monitor screens.

“What time is it?”

Paprika took off the Collector and smiled at Nosei. “Not even two o’clock yet. You just finished your first REM cycle. Do you always wake up once like this?”

“No. Did you do something to wake me up?”

“No, I wouldn’t. That means the dream woke you up. You remember it, don’t you?”

“I do.” Nosei sat himself up. “How can you tell?”

“People usually remember their dreams when they wake up during REM. Let’s just analyse this dream for tonight, then.” Paprika placed Nosei’s clothes at the foot of the bed. “Although early-morning dreams will be more interesting.”

“Will analysing it really tell you anything? That dream was so short.” Nosei slowly got dressed.

“Of course it will. Dreams during this time tend to be short but packed with information. Like a short art-house film. Early-morning dreams are more like feature-length action movies.”

Nosei laughed. “Fascinating. You’ve got data on that?” He finished getting dressed.

Paprika patted the far end of the bed. “Come over here. Let’s watch that art-house short together.”

Nosei moved over to see the monitors. All there was on the screen was a shapeless, murky image.

“Can you only see dreams in black and white with this?”

“Not really much need to see them in colour,” Paprika said. She pressed a button and an image appeared on the screen.

A classroom appeared. As the dreamer, Nosei was looking towards a small raised platform reserved for the teacher. At the front of the class was a slim man who was probably in his sixties. His voice was unclear and it was hard to tell what he was saying.

“Where is this classroom?” Paprika asked.

“It’s from my middle school,” Nosei replied. It felt extremely strange to rewatch a dream he had just had. With Paprika sat beside him, too, he also felt a horror similar to having been caught masturbating. “But for some reason, I didn’t think I was at school when I was dreaming. I thought I was at the office.”

“I wonder why. Who’s this person speaking?” Paprika froze the image.

“Right, it’s probably because of him. He’s Sukenobu, one of the managing directors at my company.”

“You two don’t get along?”

“We’re rivals, I suppose. He doesn’t want me rising up the ranks at work. He doesn’t like the zero-emission vehicle doing well either. Too soon for them, he says. He teamed up with some government officials to block its development.”

“Why would he do that?”

“He’s next in line for president of the company. It’s still a while off, but that’s all the more reason he’s worried about me. I’m ten years younger than him, you see.”

“Why is he worried about that?”

“I suppose he’s worried about dying first, getting too old and being made to retire, something like that.”

The screen began playing again. Sukenobu continued talking while writing on the blackboard. He seemed to be talking about Basho’s “Oku no Hosomichi”. The poem’s famous starting phrase, “hakutai no kakyaku”, was written on the blackboard.

“Looks like a literature class,” Paprika said.

“Classics. I hated it. The teacher always bullied me.”

“Is Sukenobu similar to your teacher in any way?” The screen paused.

“Nope. I had so many different teachers for that class. Male, female, young, old. Nothing in common. Except that they all bullied me, I suppose.”

The screen began playing. Sukenobu asked Nosei a question from the raised platform. Nosei stood up and appeared to give an answer. The screen paused.

“This never happened in real life, but in the dream I read the opening phrase as ‘hyakudai no kakyaku’. Why did I get it wrong? I even read the actual poem lately. I should’ve known the first word was meant to be ‘hakutai’.”

The screen showed Sukenobu head-on, reprimanding Nosei.

“Who knows. The next scene is where the problem is,” Paprika said.

“Yeah.” Nosei knew what was coming.

Nosei’s classmates were laughing at him. It grew from a low murmur to an uproar. He looked around the room and saw that all of his classmates had animal faces. Bears, tigers, pigs, wolves and hyenas, sniggering at Nosei.

Paprika paused the playback. “Why are they all animals?”

“I don’t know,” Nosei replied.

“Do you recognise any of their faces?”

“I don’t know any of the animals. Maybe that bear looks like one of the execs at a rival company of ours.”

“What’s their name?” Paprika took notes on everything Nosei said.

“Segawa. I don’t have any problem with him, though.”

“People who don’t trouble us while we’re awake often appear in our dreams. I mean, if someone you did have a problem with turned up, it would probably wake you up.”

“Yeah. Sukenobu doesn’t actually cause me much grief, either. Not to sound full of myself.”

“No, you’re confident. And frankly you are a big shot.”

“Do big shots get anxiety disorders?”

“Well, you never know about that.” Paprika resumed playback. The next scene of the arthouse short.

It was a funeral. There was a flower display and a photo of a middle-aged man in the middle. The screen displayed a head-on image of a woman dressed in mourning who was pleading with Nosei about something. She was young and pretty, and looked not entirely unlike Paprika.

Paprika stopped the playback. “Who is she?”

“She’s married to Nanba, one of our employees. I’ve never actually seen her before, though.”

“Does she look like anyone you do know?”

“Seems like a stranger to me. I suppose she looks like you, if I had to say.”

“What about the man in the photo?”

“That’s Nanba.”

“Meaning Nanba is dead.”

“He’s alive and well in real life. I even met him at lunch today.”

“Are you competing with him at work?”

“Absolutely not. He’s one of the main developers on the zero-emission vehicle team.”

“You’re his manager.”

“I am, but it doesn’t feel like he’s junior. It’s more like we’re colleagues. We’re in the trenches together. We can bounce ideas off each other.”

Paprika resumed playback again, but the screen stopped after a brief shot of the funeral attendees.

“Yeah, this is where I woke up. I looked at everyone and finally truly realised that Nanba was dead. It was just a dream but it felt like a real blow to me. That’s what woke me up.”

Paprika watched through the short dream once more before standing up.

“Let’s have some coffee in the other room,” she suggested, slightly wearied.

Nosei had no objections. They returned to the lounge. Even after two in the morning the view over Shinjuku at night was no less spectacular.

“There were a lot of day residues,” Paprika said as she laid a coffee set out on the glass table.

“Residues?”

“It’s a term Freud used. Dregs from the daytime that stick with you.”

“You mean the stuff about work, Sukenobu and Nanba.”

Paprika poured Blue Mountain coffee into Nosei’s cup with the touch of a chemist transferring some solution from one flask to another. “What you said was that your teacher always ‘bullied’ you.”

“Did I say that?”

“You used the word twice. Usually we wouldn’t put it like that with teachers.”

“I suppose not. It would be more like, ‘told me off’. I must have said it thinking about how Sukenobu acts towards me at work.”

“Are you being bullied at work by this Sukenobu?”

Nosei groaned as he picked up his coffee cup. “To be honest, I don’t really feel bullied by him. It’s more like we’re fighting.” He felt the amber liquid warm his chest. “This is good coffee.”

Paprika held her cup as she thought deeply about something and stared wordlessly out at the city.

“Can I give you my amateur opinion?” Nosei began.

“Go ahead.”

“When I knowingly said the wrong thing to the teacher, it was similar to what I often do with Sukenobu at work. I use that tactic to appear off-guard. So, it might’ve been ‘day residue’, but also it represents how I feel superior to Sukenobu.”

“Oh, really?” Paprika smiled and nodded somewhat tepidly. “Well, there you go. Please, keep sharing any ideas you have.”

“I’ve no idea why Nanba was dead. Nor why his wife showed up when I’ve never even met her before.”

“Jung said that when an unknown woman appears in a man’s dream, she is his anima.”

“What’s that?”

“The inherited female essence within a man. And a man who appears in a woman’s dream is her animus.”

“But she looked like you.”

Paprika’s cheeks flushed slightly. “Your anima just latched onto your first impression of me. We only just met,” she said sternly. “You couldn’t even call it day residue.”

Nosei and Paprika exchanged glances.

“In that case, if my anima is in fact me, or the idealised woman inside me,” Nosei began, “then the dream I had just now was about a feminine concern I have, namely fearing that Nanba might die.”

“What’s it like for Nanba at work?”

“People don’t like him. He’s isolated. He’s a typically headstrong technician, or maybe there’s something of an uncompromising artist about him. He doesn’t listen to what others say, anyway. He can’t grasp strategy and winds up in conflicts all the time, even with me.”

“Which makes you want to protect him.”

“Actually, it’s almost become too much lately. He’s an important guy, but still.” Nosei noticed how tired Paprika seemed. “It’s pretty late. Is this alright?”

“Sorry, I appreciate it. I actually need to be up early and still have things to do.”

“Let’s leave it here for now, then.” Nosei stood up straight away. “Looking forward to our next session.”

“I’ll be in touch.”

“So, Paprika,” Nosei said as he made to leave. “Suppose we might have cracked my dream tonight at least. I think it’s telling me to protect Nanba, right? He has a lot of enemies.”

Paprika gave a wide-eyed smile. “Jung might have interpreted it like that. I think your anxiety comes from when you were in middle school, though.”


Chapter 6

It was already past one in the afternoon by the time Chiba Atsuko got to her lab at the Faculty.

She had been thinking about how to answer questions in a press memo until the early morning. The Faculty had a press meeting from two o’clock. These memos were lists of questions routinely sent in beforehand by various news outlets. Atsuko also regularly had to prepare answers in advance for Tokita Kosaku, who had no knack for conversation. They were always hit with questions that weren’t in the memo, so she had to prep possible questions and responses to those, too.

She told Kakimoto Nobue to deliver one copy of her notes to Principal Shima Torataro and another to Tokita Kosaku. She then made some coffee. Atsuko hated press meetings. Each time, keen newbie reporters from science and culture sections would do their homework and show up with banal stock questions that had already been asked countless times before at past meetings. Then they wanted her to answer their dull questions with slick, easy-to-understand answers. This time in particular, people had heard that she and Tokita Kosaku were strong candidates for the Nobel Prize in Physiology or Medicine. No doubt there would be plenty of reporters from society sections who would have no trouble asking blunt, insensitive questions. Tokita Kosaku was too naive to handle reporters like that well, and it was always Atsuko’s job to protect him.

Principal Shima would repeat how crucial it was that
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