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It isremarkable that a science which began with the consideration of games of chance should have
become the most important object of human knowledge.... The most important questions of life are, for
the most part, redlly only problems of probability.

—LAPLACE, Théorie Analytique des Probabilités Once aman learnstosee , hefindshimsdf donein
the world with nothing but folly.

—CASTANEDA, A Separate Reality
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We are born by accident into a purely random universe. Our lives are determined by entirely fortuitous
combinations of genes. Whatever happens happens by chance. The concepts of cause and effect are
fdlacies. There are onlyseeming causes|eading toapparent effects. Since nothing truly followsfrom
anything e se, we swim each day through seas of chaos, and nothing is predictable, not even the events of
the very next ingtant.



Do you believe that?
If you do, | pity you, because yours must be ablesk and terrifying and comfortlesslife.

| think I once believed something very much like that, when | was about seventeen and the world
seemed hogtile and incomprehensible. | think | once believed that the universeisagigantic dice game,
without purpose or pattern, into which we foolish mortas interpose the comforting notion of causdity for
the sake of supporting our precarious, fragile sanity. | think | once felt that in thisrandom, capricious
cosmos we're lucky to survive from hour to hour, let one from year to year, because at any moment,
without warning or reason, the sun might go nova or theworld turn into agreat blob of petroleum jely.
Faith and good works are insufficient, indeed irrdlevant; anything might befdl anyone at any time;
therefore live for the moment and take no heed of tomorrow, for it takes no heed of you.

A mighty cynical-sounding philosophy, and mighty adolescent-sounding, too. Adolescent cynicismis
mainly adefense againg fear. As| grew older | suppose | found the world lessfrightening, and | became
lesscynical. | regained some of the innocence of childhood and accepted, as any child accepts, the
concept of causality. Push the baby and the baby falls down. Cause and effect. L et the begoniago a
week without water and the begonia starts to shrivel. Cause and effect. Kick the footbal hard and it sails
through the air. Cause and effect, cause and effect. The universe, | conceded, may be without purpose,
but certainly not without pattern. Thus| took my first steps on the road that led me to my career and
thence into politics and from there to the teachings of the al-seeing Martin Carvgd, that dark and
tortured man who now rests in the peace he dreaded. It was Carvagal who brought meto the placein
gpace and time | occupy on thisday.
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My nameisLew Nichols. | havelight sandy hair, dark eyes, no sgnificant identifying scars, and | sand
exactly two meterstall. | was married—two-group—to Sundara Shastri. We had no children and now
we are separated, no decree. My current age is not quite thirty-five years. | wasbornin New Y ork City
on 1 January 1966 at 0216 hours. Earlier that evening two s multaneous events of historic magnitude
wererecorded in New Y ork: the inauguration of the glamorous and famous Mayor John Lindsay and the
onset of the great, catastrophic first New Y ork subway strike. Do you believe in smultaneity? | do.
There's no stochasticity without Smultaneity, and no sanity ether. If wetry to seethe universe asan
aggregation of unrelated happenings, asparkling pointillist canvas of noncausdlity, werelost.

My mother was dueto deliver in mid-January, but | arrived two weeks ahead of time, most
inconveniently for my parents, who had to get to the hospital in the smal hoursof New Year'sEveina
city suddenly deprived of public transport. If their predictive techniques had been keener, they might have
thought of renting a car that evening. If Mayor Lindsay had been using better predictive techniques, |
suppose the poor bastard would have resigned at his own swearing-in and saved himsdf years of
headaches.
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Causdity isadecent, honorable principle, but it doesn't have dl the answers. If we want to make sense
of things, we have to move on beyond it. We have to recognize that many important phenomenarefuseto
be packed into neat casua packages but can be interpreted only by stochastic methods.

A system in which events occur according to alaw of probability but aren't individually determined in
accordance with the principle of causdity isastochastic system. Thedaily risng of thesunisnt a
gtochadtic event; it'sinflexibly and invariably determined by the relative positions of the earth and the sun



in the heavens, and once we understand the causal mechanism theré's no risk in predicting that the sun
will risetomorrow and the next day and the next. We can even predict the exact time of sunrise, and we
don'tguess it, weknow it in advance. Thetendency of water to flow downhill isn't astochastic event
ether; it'safunction of gravitationa attraction, which we hold to be a constant. But there are many areas
where causdlity fails us and stochasticity must cometo our rescue.

For instance we're unable to predict the movements of any one moleculein aliter of oxygen, but with
some understanding of kinetic theory we can confidently anticipate the behavior of the wholeliter. We
have no way of foretelling when a particular uranium atom will undergo radioactive decay, but we can
caculate quite accurately how many atomsin ablock of U-235 will disintegrate in the next ten thousand
years. We don't know what the next spin of the roulette whed will bring, but the house has agood idea
of what itstakeislikely to be over the course of along evening. All sorts of processes, however
unpredictable they may seem on aminute-to-minute or case-by-case basis, are predictable by stochastic
techniques.

Sochastic. According to the Oxford English Dictionary thisword was coined in 1662 and isnowrare or
obs. Don't believeit. It'sthe OED that'sobs., notstochastic, which getslessobs. every day. Theword is
from the Greek, origindly meaning “target” or “point of am,” from which the Greeks derived aword
meaning “to am a amark,” and, by metaphorica extenson, “to reflect, to think.” It cameinto English
first asafancy way of saying “pertaining to guesswork,” asin Whitefoot's remark about Sir Thomas
Brownein 1712: “Tho’ hewere no prophet ... yet in that faculty which comes nearest it, he excelled, i.e,
the stochastick, wherein he was seldom mistaken, asto future events.”

In theimmortal words of Ralph Cudworth (1617-1688), “ Thereis need and use of this stochastical
judging and opinion concerning truth and falsehood in human life.” Thosewhoseway of lifeistruly
governed by the stochastic philosophy are prudent and judicious, and tend never to generdizefroma
skimpy sample. As Jacques Bernoulli demondgtrated early in the eighteenth century, an isolated event isno
harbinger of anything, but the greater your sampling the more likely you are to guessthe true didtribution
of phenomenawithin your sample.

So much for probability theory. | pass swiftly and uneasily over Poisson digtributions, the Centra Limit
Theorem, the Kolmogorov axioms, Ehrenhaft games, Markov chains, the Pascdl triangle, and dl therest.
| mean to spare you such mathematica convolutions. ("Letp be the probability of the happening of an
eventinasngletrid, and lets be the number of timesthe event is observed to happeninn trids...") My
point isonly that the pure stochastician teaches himsdlf to observe what we at the Center for Stochastic
Processes have cometo cdl the Bernoulli Interval, a pause during which we ask ourselves, Do | really
have enough data to draw a valid conclusion?

I'm executive secretary of the Center, which was incorporated four months ago, in August, 2000.
Carvgd's money pays our expenses. For now we occupy afive-room housein arura section of
northern New Jersey, and | don't care to be more specific about the location. Our aim isto find ways of
reducing the Bernoulli Interva to zero: that is, to make guesses of ever-increasing accuracy on the basis
of an ever-decreasing Statistical sample, or, to put it another way, to move from probabilistic to absolute
prediction, or, rephrasing it yet again, to replace guesswork with clairvoyance.

So we work toward post-stochastic abilities. What Carvga taught meisthat stochasticity isn't the end
of theline: it'smerely aphase, soon to pass, in our gtriving toward full revelation of the future, in our
struggle to free oursalves from the tyranny of randomness. In the absolute universe al events can be
regarded as absolutely determinigtic, and if we can't perceive the greater structures, it's because our
visgonisfaulty. If we had ared grasp of causdity down to the molecular level, we wouldn't need to rely
on mathematica approximations, on statistics and probabilities, in making predictions. If our perceptions



of cause and effect were only good enough, wed be able to attain absolute knowledge of what isto
come. Wewould make ourselves dl-seeing. So Carvgd said. | believe hewasright. Y ou probably
don't. Y ou tend to be skeptical about such things, don't you? That'sall right. Y ou'll change your mind. |
know you will.
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Carvgd isdead now; he died exactly when and as he knew hewould. | am till here, and | think | know
how | will die, too, but I'm not altogether sure of it, and in any case it doesn't seem to matter to methe
way it did to him. He never had the strength that was necessary to sustain hisvisons. Hewasjust a
burned-out little man with tired eyes and adrained smile, who had a gift that wastoo big for his soul, and
it wasthe gift that killed him as much as anything. If | truly have inherited that gift, | hope | make a better
jobof living with it than he did.

Carvga isdead, but I'm dive and will be for sometimeto come. All about me flutter the indistinct
towers of the New Y ork of twenty years hence, glittering in the pae light of mornings not yet born. | look
at the dull porcelain bowl of the winter sky and see images of my own face, grown much older. Sol am
not about to vanish. | have aconsiderable future. | know that the future is a place asfixed and intransient
and ble asthe past. Because | know this|'ve abandoned the wife | loved, given up the profession
that was making merich, and acquired the enmity of Paul Quinn, potentialy the most dangerousmanin
the world, Quinn who will be elected President of the United States four years from now. I'm not afraid
of Quinn personally. He won't be able to harm me. He may harm democracy and free speech, but he
won't harm me. | fed guilty because | will have helped put Quinn in the White House, but at least I'll
share that guilt with you and you and you, with your blind mindless votes that youll live to wish you could
cal back. Never mind. We can survive Quinn. I'll show the way. It will be my form of atonement. | can
saveyou al from chaos, even now, even with Quinn astride the horizon and growing more huge every

day.
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| wasinto probabilitiesfor seven years, professonaly, before | ever heard of Martin Carvgid. My
business from the spring of 1992 onward was projections. | can look at the acorn and see the stack of
firewood: it'sagift | have. For afee, | would tell you whether | think particle chipswill continueto bea
growth industry, whether it's a good idea to open atattooing parlor in Topeka, whether the fad for bare
scapsisgoing to last long enough to make it worthwhile for you to expand your San Jose depilatory
factory. And the odds are I'd beright.

My father liked to say, “ A man doesn't choose hislife. Hislife chooses him.”

Maybe. | never expected to go into the prophecy trade. | never redlly expected to go into anything. My
father feared I'd be awastrel. Certainly it looked that way the day | collected my college diploma. (NY U
‘86.) | sailed through my three years of college not knowing at al what | wanted to do with my life, other
than that it ought to be something communicative, creative, lucrative, and reasonably useful to society. |
didn't want to be anovdigt, ateacher, an actor, alawyer, a stockbroker, ageneral, or apriest. Industry
and finance didn't attract me, medicine was beyond my capabilities, politics seemed vulgar and blatant. |
knew my skills, which are primarily verba and conceptud, and | knew my needs, which are primarily
security-oriented and privacy-oriented. | was and am bright, outgoing, alert, energetic, willing to work
hard, and candidly opportunistic, though not, | hope, opportunistically candid. But | was missing afocus,
acenter, adefining point, when college turned me loose.

A man'slife chooses him. | had dways had an odd knack for uncanny hunches; by easy stages| turned



that into my livelihood. Asasummer fill-in job | did some part-time polltaking; one day in the officel
happened to make a few astute comments about the pattern the raw data were showing, and my boss
invited me to prepare a projective sampling template for the next step of the poll. That's a program that
tellsyou what sort of questions you ought to ask in order to get the answers you need. The work was
simulating and my excellence at it had ego rewards. When one of my employer's big clients asked meto
quit and do free-lance consulting work, | took the chance. From there to my own full-time consulting firm
was only ametter of months.

When | wasin the projection business many uninformed folk thought | was apollster. No. Pollsters
worked forme, awhole platoon of hired gadlups. They wereto me asmillersare to abaker: they sorted
the wheat from the chaff, | produced the seven-layer cakes. My work was a giant step beyond
polltaking. Using data samples collected by the usua quasi-scientific methods, | derived far-ranging
predictions, | madeintuitive legps, in short | guessed, and guessed well. Therewasmoney iniit, but dso |
fet akind of ecstasy. When | confronted amound of raw samplesfrom which | had to pull amajor
projection, | felt like adiver plunging off ahigh dliff into asparkling blue sea, seeking aglittering gold
doubloon hidden in the white sand far below the waves: my heart pounded, my mind whirled, my body
and my spirit underwent a quantum kick into a higher, more intense energy state. Ecdtasy.

Wheat | did was sophisticated and highly technical, but it was a species of witcheraft, too. | wallowed in
harmonic means, positive skews, moda values, and parameters of disperson. My office was amaze of
display screensand graphs. | kept a battery of jumbo computers running around the clock, and what
looked like awristwatch on my wrong arm was actually a data termina that rarely had timeto cool. But
the heavy math and the high-powered Hollywood technology were smply aspects of the preliminary
phases of my work, the intake stage. When actua projections had to be made, IBM couldn't help me. |
had to do my trick with nothing but my unaided mind. | would stand in a dreadful solitude on the edge of
that cliff, and though sonar may have told me the configuration of the ocean bottom, though GE'sfinest
trangponders had registered the vel ocity of current flow and the water's temperature and turbidity index, |
was atogether on my own in the cruciad moment of redlization. | would scan the water with narrowed
eyes, flexing my knees, swinging my arms filling my lungswith ar, wating until 1 saw, until I trulysaw, and
when | felt that beautiful confident dizziness back of my eyebrows| would jump &t last, | would launch
myself headlong into the surging seain search of that doubloon, | would shoot naked and unprotected
and unerring toward my godl.
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From September of 1997 until March of 2000, nine months ago, | was obsessed with the idea of making
Paul Quinn President of the United States.

Obsessed. That's a strong word. It smacks of Sacher-Masoch, Krafft-Ebing, ritual handwashing, rubber
undergarments. Y et | think it precisdly describes my involvement with Quinn and his ambitions.

Haig Mardikian introduced meto Quinn in the summer of *95. Haig and | went to private school
together—the Dalton, circa 1980-82, where we played alot of basketbal—and we've kept in touch
ever snce. Hesadick lynx-eyed lawyer about three meterstal who wants to be, among many other
things, the first United States Attorney Generd of Armenian ancestry, and probably will be.

(Probably?How can | doubt it?) On asweltering August afternoon he phoned to say, “ Sarkisanis
having abig splash tonight. Y ou're invited. | guarantee that something good will come out of it for you.”
Sakisanisared estate operator who, so it seems, owns both sides of the Hudson River for six or seven
hundred kilometers.



“Wholll bethere?’ | asked. “ Asde from Ephrikian, Missakian, Hagopian, Manoogian, Garabedian, and
Boghosan.”

“Berberian and Khatisan,” he said. “ Also—" And Mardikian ran off abrilliant, adazzling, list of
ceebritiesfrom the world of finance, palitics, industry, science, and the arts, ending with “—and Paul
Quinn.” Meaningful emphasison that find name.

“Should | know him, Hag?’

“Y ou should, but right now you probably don't. At present he's the assemblyman from Riverdae. A man
who'l be going placesin public life”

| didn't particularly care to pass my Saturday night hearing some ambitious young Irish pol explain his
plan for revamping the galaxy, but on the other hand | had done afew projective jobs for politicians
before and there was money in it, and Mardikian probably knew what was good for me. And the guest
list wasirresstible. Besides, my wife was spending August as aguest of atemporarily shorthanded
sx-group in Oregon and | suppose | entertained some hopeful fantasy of going home that evening with a
aultry dark-haired Armenian lady.

“What time?’ | asked.
“Ning” Mardikian said.

So to Sarkisan's place: atriplex penthouse atop a ninety-story circular alabaster-and-onyx condo tower
on aLower West Side offshore platform. Blank-faced guards who might just aswell have been
congtructs of meta and plastic checked my identity, scanned me for wegpons, and admitted me. Theair
within was ablue haze. The sour, spicy odor of powdered bone dominated everything: we were smoking
doped calcium that year. Crystaline ova windows like giant portholes ringed the entire gpartment. In the
eastward-facing rooms the view was blocked by the two monolithic dabs of the World Trade Center,
but elsawhere Sarkisian did provide a decent 270-degree panorama of New Y ork Harbor, New Jersey,
the West Side Expressway, and maybe some of Pennsylvania. Only in one of the giant wedge-shaped
rooms were the portholes opagued, and when | went into an adjoining wedge and peered at asharp
angle| found out why: that Side of the tower faced the <till undemolished stump of the Statue of Liberty,
and Sarkisan apparently didn't want the depressing sight to bring his guests down. (This was the summer
of ‘95, remember, which was one of the more violent years of the decade, and the bombing still had

everyonejittery.)

The guests! They were as promised, a spectacular swarm of contraltos and astronauts and quarterbacks
and chairpersons of the board. Costumes ran to formal-flamboyant, with the expectable display of
breasts and genitdia but dso thefirgt hints, from the avant-garde, of thefin-de-siecle love of concedment
that now has taken over, high throats and tight bandeaus. Half a dozen of the men and severd of the
women affected clerica garb and there must have been fifteen pseudo generas bedecked with enough
medalsto shame an African dictator. | was dressed rather smply, | thought, in a plegtless radiation-green
singlet and athree-strand bubble necklace. Though the rooms were crowded, the flow of the party was
far from formless, for | saw eight or ten big swarthy outgoing men in subdued clothing, key members of
Haig Mardikian's ubiquitous Armenian mafia, distributed equidistantly through the main room like
cribbage pegs, like godposts, like pylons, each occupying a preassigned fixed position and efficiently
offering smokes and drinks, making introductions, directing people toward other people whose
acquaintance it might be desirable for them to make. | was drawn easily into this subtle gridwork, had my
hand mangled by Ara Garabedian or Jason Komurjian or perhaps George Missakian, and found myself
inserted into orbit on a collis on course with a sunny-faced golden-haired woman named Autumn, who



wasn't Armenian and with whom | did in fact go home many hours later.

Long before Autumn and | came to that, though, | had been smoothly nudged through along
musical-chairsrotation of conversationd partners, during the course of which |

—found mysdlf talking to afemal e person who was black, witty, stunning-looking, and half ameter taller
than | am, and whom | correctly guessed to be llene Mulamba, the head of Network Four, a meseting
which led to my getting afancy consulting contract for design of their split-signal ethnic-zone telecasts—

—qgently deflected the playful advances of City Councilman Ronad Holbrecht, the self-styled V oice of
the Gay Community and the first man outside Cdiforniato win an eection with Homophile Party
endorsement—

—wandered into a conversation between two tall white-haired men who looked like bankers and
discovered them to be bioenergetics specidists from Bellevue and Columbia-Presbyterian, swapping
gossip about their current sonopuncture work, which involved ultrasonic treatment of advanced bone
maignancies—

—ligtened to an executive from CBS Labstelling a goggle-eyed young man about their newly developed
charisma-enhancement biofeedback-loop gadget—

—Ilearned that the goggle-eyed young man was Lamont Friedman of the sinister and multifarious
investment banking house of Asgard Equities—

—exchanged trifling chitchat with Nole Maclver of the Ganymede Expedition, Claude Parks of the
Dope Patrol (who had brought his molecular sax, and didn't need much encouragement to play it), three
pro basketbal stars and some luminous right-fielder, an organizer for the new civil-service progtitutes
union, amunicipal brothel inspector, an assortment of lesstrendy city officids, and the Brooklyn
Museum's curator of trandent arts, Mei-ling Pulvermacher—

—had my first encounter with a Transit Creed proctor, the petite but forceful Ms. Catalina Y arber, just
arrived from San Francisco, whose attempt to convert me on the spot | declined with oblique excuses—

—and met Paul Quinn.

Quinn, yes. Sometimes | wake quivering and perspiring from adreamed replay of that party inwhich |
see mysdlf swept by an irresstible current through a seaof yammering celebrities toward the golden,
smiling figure of Paul Quinn, who waitsfor melike Charybdis, eyes agleam, jaws agape. Quinn was
thirty-four then, five years my senior, a short powerful-looking man, blond, broad shoulders, wide-set
blue eyes, awarm smile, conservative clothes, arough masculine handshake, grabbing you by theinsde
of your bicepsaswell asby your hand, making eye contact with an dmost audible snap, establishing
instant rapport. All that was standard political technique, and | had seen it often enough before, but never
with this degree of intensity and power. Quinn legped across the person-person gap so quickly and so
confidently that | began to suspect he must be wearing one of those CBS charisma-enhancement loopsin
his earlobe. Mardikian told him my name and right away he wasinto me with, “Y ou're one of the people
| was most eager to meet heretonight,” and, “ Cal me Paul,” and, “Let'sgo whereit'salittle quieter,
Lew,” and | knew | was being expertly conned and yet | was nailed despite myself.

Heled meto alittle sdlon afew rooms northwest of the main room. Pre-Columbian clay figurines,
African masks, pulsar screens, splash stands—a nice mixture of old and new decorative notions. The
wallpaper wasNew York Times, vintage 1980 or s0. “ Some party,” Quinn said, grinning. He ran quickly



down the guest list, sharing with me a small-boy awe at being among such celebrities.
Then he narrowed the focus and moved in on me.

He had been well briefed. He knew al about me, where | had gone to school, what my degree wasin,
what sort of work | did, where my office was. He asked if | had brought my wife—"Sundara, isn't that
her name? Asian background?’

“Her family'sfrom India”
“She's said to be quite beautiful .”
“She'sin Oregon thismonth.”

“I hope I'll get achance to meet her. Perhaps next time I'm out Richmond way I'll give you acall, yes?
How do you like living on Staten I1dand, anyway?’

| had seen this before, too, the full Treatment, the politician's computerized mind a work, asthough a
nugget of microcircuitry were going click-click-click in there whenever facts were needed, and for a
moment | suspected he might be some sort of robot. But Quinn was too good to be unreal. On one level
he was smply feeding back everything he had been told about me, and making an impressive
performance of it, but on another level he was communi cating his amusement at the outrageous
excessveness of hisown con job, asthough inwardly winking and telling me,I've got to pile it on, Lew,
that's the way I'm supposed to play this dumb game. Also he seemed to be picking up and reflecting
thefact that I, too, was both amused and awed by his skill. He was good. He was frighteningly good. My
mind went into automatic project and handed me a series of Times headlinesthat went something likethis:

BRONX ASSEMBLYMAN QUINN ATTACKS SLUM-CLEARANCE DELAY S
MAYOR QUINN CALLSFOR CITY CHARTER REFORM
SENATOR QUINN SAYSHE'LL SEEK WHITE HOUSE
QUINN LEADSNEW DEMOCRATSTO NATIONWIDE LANDSLIDE
PRESIDENT QUINN'SFIRST TERM: AN APPRAISAL

Hewent on talking, dl the while smiling, maintaining eye contact, holding meimpaed. He quizzed me
about my profession, he pumped mefor my political beliefs, heiterated hisown. “ They say you've got the
best rdligbility index of any projector in the Northeast.... I'll bet not even you anticipated the Gottfried
nation, though.... Y ou don't have to be much of aprophet to fed sorry for poor dopey
DiLaurenzio, trying to run City Hall at atimelikethis.... Thiscity can't be governed, it hasto be
juggled.... Areyou asrepdled by that phony Neighborhood Authority Act as| am? ... What do you
think of Con Ed's Twenty-third Street fusion project? ... Y ou ought to see the flow charts they found in
Goittfried's office safe....” Deftly he plumbed for common groundsin political philosophy, though he had
to be aware| shared most of hisbeliefs, for if he knew so much about me hewould know | wasa
registered New Democrat, that | had done the projections for the Twenty-first Century Manifesto and its
companion, the book Toward a True Humanity, that | felt as he did about priorities and reforms and the
whole inane Puritan idea of trying to legidate morality. The longer we spoke the more strongly | was
drawn to him.

| began making quiet unsettling compari sons between Quinn and some great politicians of the
past—FDR, Rockefdler, Johnson, the original Kennedy. They had al had that warm beautiful
doublethink knack of being ableto play out therituas of political conquest and smultaneoudly to indicate
to their more intdligent victims that nobody's being fooled, we dl know it'sjust aritud, but don't you
think I'm good at it? Even then, even that first night in 1995, when he was just akid assemblyman



unknown outside his own borough, | saw him heading into politica history dongside Roosevelt and JFK.
Later | began making more grandiose comparisons, between Quinn and the likes of Napoleon,
Alexander the Grest, even Jesus, and if such talk makes you snicker, please remember that | am amaster
of the stochastic artsand my vision is clearer than yours.

Quinn said nothing to me then about running for higher office. Aswe returned to the party he smply
remarked, “It'stoo early for meto be setting up astaff. But when | do, I'll want you. Haig will bein

touch.”
“What did you think of him?’ Mardikian asked me five minutes later.
“Hell be mayor of New Y ork City in 1998.”
“And then?’

“Y ou want to know more, man, you get in touch with my office and make an appointment. Fifty an hour
and I'll give you thewhole crystd-baling.”

Hejabbed my arm lightly and strode away laughing.

Ten minutes after that | was sharing a pipe with the golden-haired lady named Autumn. Autumn
Hawkes, she was, the much-hailed new Met soprano. Quickly we negotiated an agreement, eyesonly,
the silent language of the body, concerning the rest of the night. She told me she had come to the party
with Victor Schott—gaunt gigantic youngish Prussan type in somber medal -studded military outfit—who
was due to conduct her inLulu that winter, but Schott had apparently arranged a deal to go home with
Councilman Holbrecht, leaving Autumn to shift for hersalf. Autumn shifted. | was undeceived about her
redl preference, though, for | saw her looking hungrily at Paul Quinn far across the room, and her eyes

glowed. Quinn was here on business: no woman could bag him. (No man either!) “1 wonder if he sings,”
Autumn said wigtfully.

“Youd liketo try some duetswith him?’

“Isoldeto his Tristan. Turandot to his Calaf. Aidato his Radames.”

“Salometo his Jokanaan?’ | suggested.

“Don' tease.”

“Y ou admire his politica ideas?’

“I could, if I knew what they were.”

| said, “He'sliberd and sane.”

“Then | admire hispoliticd idess. | dso think he's overpoweringly masculine and superbly beautiful.”
“Poaliticians on the make are said to be inadequate lovers.”

She shrugged. “Hearsay evidence never impressesme. | can look a a man—one glance will do—and
know ingtantly whether he's adequate.”



“Thank you,” | said.

“Save the compliments. Sometimes I'm wrong, of course,” she said, poisonoudy swest. “Not dways,
but sometimes”

“Sometimes | am, too.”

“ About women?’

“About anything. | have second sight, you know. The future is an open book to me.”
“Y ou sound serious,” she said.

“I am. It'stheway | earn my living. Projections.”

“What do you seein my future?’ she asked, haf coy, half in earnest.

“Immediate or long range?’

“Either.”

“Immediate,” | said, “anight of wild revelry and apeaceful morning stroll in alight drizzle. Long range,
triumph upon triumph, fame, avillain Mgorca, two divorces, happinesslaein life”

“Areyou aGypsy fortunetdler, then?’
| shook my heed. “Merdly astochastic technician, milady.”
She glanced toward Quinn. “What do you see ahead for him?’

“Him?He'sgoing to be President. At the very least.”
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In the morning, when we strolled hand in hand through the misty wooded groves of Security Channd Six,
it wasdrizzling. A cheap triumph: | tunein westher reportslike anyone ese. Autumn went off to rehearse,
summer ended, Sundara came home exhausted and happy from Oregon, new clients picked my mind for
lavish fees, and lifewent on.

There was no immediate follow-up to my meeting with Paul Quinn, but | hadn't expected one. New
York City's paliticd lifewasinwild flux just then. Only afew weeks before Sarkisan's party a
disgruntled jobseeker had approached Mayor Gottfried at a Libera Party banquet and, removing the
half-eaten grapefruit from the astounded mayor's plate, had clapped agram of Ascenseur, the new
French political explosive, inits place. Exeunt His Honor, the assassin, four county chairmen, and a
waiter, in one glorious boom. Which created a power vacuum in the city, for everyone had assumed the
formidable mayor would be eected to another four or five terms, this being only his second, and
suddenly the invincible Gottfried wasn't there, as though God had died one Sunday morning just asthe
cardind was gtarting to serve the bread and wine. The new mayor, former City Council President
DiLaurenzio, was anonentity: Gottfried, like any true dictator, liked to surround himsalf with bland
obliging ciphers. It wastaken for granted that DiL aurenzio was an interim figure who could be pushed
asdeinthe ‘97 mayoralty eection by any reasonably strong candidate. And Quinn waswaiting in the



wings

| heard nothing from or about him dl fall. The Legidature wasin sesson and Quinn was at hisdesk in
Albany, whichislike being on Mars so far as anybody in New Y ork City cares. In the city the usual
weird circuswas going full blast, only more so than usua now that the potent Freudian force that was
Mayor Gottfried, the Urban Allfather, dark of brow and long of nose, guardian of the weak and castrator
of the unruly, had been removed from the scene. The 125th Street Militia, anew black salf-determination
force that had been boasting for monthsthat it was buying tanks from Syria, not only unveiled three
armored monsters at a noisy press conference but proceeded to send them across Columbus Avenue on
asearch-and-destroy mission into Higpano Manhattan, leaving four blocksin flames and dozens dead. In
October, while the blacks were celebrating Marcus Garvey Day, the Puerto Ricansretaliated with a
commando raid on Harlem, persondly led by two of their three Isradli colonels. (Thebarrio boys had
hired the Isradlisto train their troopsin ‘ 94, following the ratification of the anti-black “mutual defense’
aliance put together by the Puerto Ricans and what was | &ft of the city's Jewish population.) The
commandoas, in alightning strike up Lenox Avenue, not only blew up the tank garage and dl three tanks,
but took out five liquor stores and the main numbers computer center, while adiversonary force dipped
westward to firebomb the Apollo Thester.

A few weeks later at the site of the West Twenty-third Street Fusion Plant there was a shootout
between the profusion group, Keep Our Cities Bright, and the anti-fusionists, Concerned Citizens
Againgt Uncontrollable Technology. Four Con Edison security men were lynched and there were
thirty-two fatalities among the demonstrators, twenty-one KOCB and deven CCAUT, including alot of
politicaly involved young mothers on both sides and even afew babesin arms; this caused much horror
and outcry (evenin New Y ork you can stir strong emotions by gunning babies during a demonstration),
and Mayor DiLaurenzio found it expedient to gppoint a study group to re-examine the whole question of
building fusion plants within city limits. Since this amounted to avictory for CCAUT, aKOCB
strike-force blockaded City Hall and began planting protest minesin the shrubbery, but they were driven
off by apolice tac squad strafing ‘ copter a a cost of nine more lives. TheTimes put the story on page 27.

Mayor DiLaurenzio, spesking from his Auxiliary City Hall somewherein the East Bronx—he had set up
seven officesin outlying boroughs, al in Italian neighborhoods, the exact locations being carefully guarded
secrets—issued new lawnorder pleas. However, nobody in the city paid much attention to the mayor,
partly because he was such anebbish and partly as an overcompensating reaction to the removal of the
brooding, snister, overwheming presence of Gottfried the Gauleter. DiLaurenzio had staffed his
adminigtration, from police commissioner down to dogcatcher and clean-air adminigtrator, with Itadian
cronies, which | suppose was reasonable enough, since the Itaians were the only onesin town who
showed any respect for him, and that merely because they were dl his cousins or nephews. But that
meant that the mayor's sole palitica support was drawn from an ethnic minority that grew more minor
every day. (Even Little Italy was reduced to four blocks of Mulberry Street, with Chinese swarming on
every side street and the new generation of paisanos holed up securdly in Patchogue and New Rochdlle))
Aneditorid intheWall Street Journal suggested suspending the upcoming mayoraty dection and
placing New Y ork City under amilitary adminigtration, with acordon sanitaire to keep infectious New
Y orkism from contaminating the rest of the country.

“I think a UN peacekeeping force would be a better idea,” Sundarasaid. Thiswas early December, the
night of the season'sfirg blizzard. “ Thisisn't acity, it'sastaging ground for al the accumulated racia and
ethnic hodtilities of thelast three thousand years.”

“That'snot s0,” | told her. “Old grudges don't mean crap here. Hindus deep with Paksin New Y ork,
Turks and Armenians go into partnership and open restaurants. In this city we inventnew ethnic hodtilities.
New Y ork isnothing if it isn't avant-garde. Y ou'd understand that if you'd lived here dl your lifetheway |



have”
“| fed asthough | have.”
“Six years doesn't make you anative.”

“Six yearsin the middle of congtant guerrillawarfare fedslonger than thirty years anywhere dse,” she
sad.

Oh-oh. Her voice was playful, but her dark eyes held a malicious sparkle. She was daring meto parry,
to contradict, to chdlenge. | fet the air about me glowing feverishly. Suddenly we were drifting into the
I-hate-New-Y ork conversation, always productive of rifts between us, and soon we would be quarreling
in earnest. A native can hate New Y ork with love; an outsider, and my Sundarawould dwaysbe an
outsder here, draws tense and heavy energy out of repudiating this lunatic place she has chosentolivein,
and grows bloated and murderous with unearned fury.

Heading off trouble, | said, “Well, let'smoveto Arizona.”

“Hey, that'smy line!”

“I'm sorry. | must have missed my cue.”

Thetenson wasgone. “ Thisis an awful city, Lew.”

“Try Tucson, then. The winters are much better. Y ou want to smoke, love?’
“Y es, but not that bone thing again.”

“Plan old prehistoric dope?’

“Please,” shesad. | got the stash. The air between uswas limpid and loving. We had been together four
years, and, though some dissonances had appeared, we were till each other's best friend. As| rolled the
smokes she stroked the muscles of my neck, cunningly hitting the pressure points and | etting the twentieth
century dide out of my ligaments and vertebrae. Her parents were from Bombay but she had been born
in Los Angeles, yet her supple fingers played Radhato my Krishnaas though she were apadmini of the
Hindu dawn, alotuswoman fully versed in the erotic shastras and the sutras of the flesh, which in truth
she was, though self-taught and no graduate of the secret academies of Benares.

Theterrors and traumas of New Y ork City seemed indecently remote as we stood by our long
crystalinewindow, closeto each other, staring into the wintry moonbright night and seeing only our own
reflections, tal fairhaired man and dender dark woman, sSide by side, side by side, dlies against the
darkness.

Actualy neither of usfound lifein the city redly burdensome. As members of the affluent minority we
were insulated from much of the crazy stuff, sheltered at home in our maxsecure hilltop condo, protected
by screens and filter mazes when we took the commuter pods across into Manhattan, guarded in our
offices by more of the same. Whenever we yearned for an on-foot eyes-to-eyes nit-to-grit confront with
urban redlity we could have it, and when not there were watchful servocircuits to keep us from harm.

We passed the smoke back and forth, languidly letting fingers caress fingers at each interchange. She
seemed perfect to me just then, my wife, my love, my other self, witty and graceful, mysterious and



exatic, high forehead, blue-black hair, full-moon face—but a moon eclipsed, amoon empurpled by
shadow; the perfect lotus woman of the sutras, skin fine and tender, eyesbrilliant and beautiful asa
fawn's, well defined and red at the corners, breasts hard and full and uplifted, neck elegant, nose straight
and gracious. Yoni like an open lotus bud, voice aslow and melodious as the kokila bird's, my prize, my
love, my companion, my dien bride. Within twelve hours | would set mysdlf on the path toward losing
her, which perhapsiswhy | studied her with such intengity this snowy evening, and yet | knew nothing of
what would happen, nothing, | knew nothing. Only | must have known.

Ddlirioudy stoned, we sprawled snugly on the rough-skinned nubby yellow and red couch in front of our
big window. The moon wasfull, achilly white beacon splashing the city with ice-pure light. Snowflakes
glittered beautifully on swirling updrafts outsde. Our view was of the shining towers of downtown
Brooklyn just acrossthe harbor. Far-off exotic Brooklyn, darkest Brooklyn, Brooklyn red in fang and
claw. What was going on over there tonight in thejungle of low grubby streets behind the glistening
waterfront fagade of high rises? What maimings, what garrotings, what gunplay, what profits and what
losses? While we nestled our weedy heads in warm happy privacy, the less privileged were experiencing
the true New Y ork in that melancholy borough. Bands of marauding seven-year-olds were braving the
fierce snow to harass weary homegoing widows on Hatbush Avenue, and boys armed with needle
torcheswere gleefully cutting the bars on the lion cagesin Progpect Park Zoo, and rival gangs of barely
pubescent progtitutes, bare-thighed in gaudy therma undershirts and aluminum coronets, were holding
their vicious nightly territorid face-offsat Grand Army Plaza. Herésto you, good old New Y ork. Here's
to you, Mayor DiL aurenzio, benign and sanguine unexpected leader. And here'sto you, Sundara, my
love. This, too, isthe true New Y ork, the handsome young rich ones safe in their warm towers, the
creators and devisers and shapers, the favorites of the gods. If we were not hereit would not be New
Y ork but only alarge and malevolent encampment of suffering maladjusted poor, casudties of the urban
holocaust; crime and grime by themsalves do not aNew Y ork make. There must also be glamour, and,
for better, for worse, Sundaraand | were part of that.

Zeusflung noisy handfuls of hail a our impervious window. We laughed. My hands dipped down over
Sundara's smooth small hard-nippled flawless breasts, and with my toe | flicked the stud of our recorder,
and from the speakers came her degp musica voice. A taped reading from theKama Sutra. “ Chapter
Seven. The various waysto hit awoman and the accompanying sounds. Sexual intercourse can be
compared to alover's quarrel, because of the little annoyances so easily caused by love and the tendency
on the part of two passionate individuas to change swiftly from love to anger. In the intensity of passon
one often hitsthe lover on the body, and the parts of the body where these blows of love should be dedlt
are the shoul ders—the head—the space between the breasts, the back—thejaghana —the sides. There
are dso four ways of hitting the loved one: with the back of the hand—uwith the fingers dightly
contracted—uwith the fis—uwith the pam of the hand. These blows are painful and the person hit often
emitsacry of pain. There are eight sounds of pleasurable anguish which correspond to the different kinds
of blows. These are sounds: hinn—phoutt—phatt—soutt—pl att—"

And as| touched her skin, as her skin touched mine, she smiled and whispered in unison with her own
taped voice, her tone a bare sixth deeper now,"Hinn ... phouitt ... soutt ... platt ..."
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| wasa my office by half past eight the next morning and Haig Mardikian phoned exactly & nine.
“Doyou redly get fifty an hour?” he asked.

“I'tryto.”



“I've got an interesting job for you, but the party in question can't go fifty.”
“Who'sthe party? What's the job?’

“Paul Quinn. Needs adata-sampling director and campaign strategist.”
“Quinn's running for mayor?’

“Hefiguresit'l be easy to knock off DiLaurenzio in the primary, and the Republicans don't have
anybody, so the moment isright to make hismove.”

“Itsureis” | sad. “Thejobisfull time?’

“Very part time most of the year, then full timefrom thefdl of * 96 through to Election Day *97. Can you
clear your long-range schedule for us?’

“Thisisn't just consulting work, Haig. It means going into politics.”

“ g7
“What do | need it for?’

“Nobody needs anything except alittle food and water now and then. Theret is preferences.”

“I hate the palitica thing, Haig, especidly local poalitics. I've seen enough of it just doing free-lance
projections. Y ou have to eat so much crap. Y ou have to compromise yoursalf in so many ugly ways.
Y ou haveto be willing to expose yoursdlf to so much—"

“WEeé're not asking you to be the candidate, boy. Only to help plan the campaign.”

“Only. Youwant ayear out of my life, and—"

“What makes you think Quinn will settlejust for ayear?’

“Y ou makethisterribly enticing.”

Hag said after abit, “ There are powerful possibilitiesinit.”

“Maybe”

“Not maybe. Thereare.”

“I know what you mean. Still, power's not everything.”

“Areyou available, Lew?’

| let him dangle amoment. Or helet me dangle. Findly | said, “For you the priceisforty.”

“Quinn can go twenty-five now, thirty-five once the contributions sart rolling in.”

“And then aretroactive thirty-five for me?’



“Twenty-five now, thirty-five when we can afford it,” Mardikian said. “No retroactive.”
“Why should | take apay cut? Less money for dirtier work?’

“For Quinn. For this goddamned city, Lew. He's the only man who can—"

“Sure. But aml the only man who can hdp him do it?’

“Y ou're the best we can get. No, that soundswrong. Y ou're the best, Lew. Period. No con job.”
“What's the gaff going to be like?’

“All control centered in five key figures. Y ou'd be one. I'd be another.”

“Ascampaign manager?’

“Right. Missakian is coordinator of communications and mediardations. Ephrikian isborough liaison.”
“What doesthat mean?’

“Patronage man. And the finance coordinator isaguy named Bob Lombroso, currently very big on Wall
Street, who—"

“Lombroso? Isthat Italian? No. Wait. What a stroke of genius! Y ou managed to find aWall Street
Puerto to be your moneyman.”

“HesaJdew,” sad Mardikian with alittle dry laugh. “Lombroso isan old Jewish name, hetellsme. We
have aterrific team—L ombroso, Ephrikian, Missakian, Mardikian, and Nichols. Y ou're our token
WASP.”

“How do you know I'm coming in with you, Hag?’
“I never doubted that you would.”
“How do youknow ?’

“Y ou think you're the only one who can see the future?’

9

So early in “96 we set up our headquarters on the ninth floor of an old weatherbeaten Park Avenue
tower with aredly spectacular view of the swollen mid-section of the Pan Am Building, and we set about
the job of making Paul Quinn mayor of thisabsurd city. It didn't look hard. All we had to do was
assemble the proper number of qualifying petitions—a cinch, you can get New Y orkersto signanything
—and give our man enough citywide exposure to make him known throughout the five boroughs before
the primary. The candidate was atractive, intelligent, dedicated, ambitious, salf-evidently capable;
therefore we had no image-making to do, no plastic-man cosmetic jobs.

The city had been dismissed as moribund so often, and so often had shown new twitches of
unmistakable vitality, that the cliché concept of New Y ork as adying metropolis had finally gone out of



fashion. Only fools or demagogues rai sed the point now. New Y ork was supposed to have perished a
generation ago, when the civil-service unions got hold of the town and began squeezing it mercilesdy. But
the long-legged go-getter Lindsay resurrected it into Fun City, only to have the fun turn into nightmare as
skeletons armed with grenades began emerging from every closet. That waswhen New Y ork found out
what areal dying city waslike; the previous period of decline started looking like agolden age. The white
middle class split in apanicky exodus, taxesroseto repressve levelsto keep essentia servicesgoingina
city where hdf the people were too poor to pay the costs of upkeep; major businesses responded by
whisking their headquarters off to leafy suburbs, further eroding the tax base. Byzantine ethnic rivalries
exploded in every neighborhood. Muggers lurked behind every lamppost. How could such a plaguey city
survive? The climate was hateful, the citizenry maign, the air foul, the architecture adisgrace, and a
cluster of self-accelerating processes had whittled the economic base darmingly.

But the city did survive, and even flourished. There was that harbor, there wastheriver, there wasthe
happy geographical placement that made New Y ork an indispensable neural nexusfor the whole eastern
coast, aganglionic switchboard that couldn't be discarded. More: the city had attained, initsbizarre
sweaty dengity, akind of critical mass, alevel of cultura activity that made it abreeder reactor for the
soul, sdf-enriching, salf-powering, for there was so much happening even in amoribund New Y ork that
the city smply could not dig, it needs must go on throbbing and spewing forth the fevers of life, endlesdy
rekindling and renewing itsalf. An irrepressible lunatic energy ticked on and on & the city's heart and
awayswould.

Not dying, then. But there were problems.

Y ou could cope with the polluted air with masks and filters. Y ou could dedl with the crime theway you
did with blizzards or summer hest, negatively by avoidance, postively by technologica counterattack.
Either you carried no vauables, moved with agility in the streets, and stayed indoors behind many locks
asmuch as possible, or you equipped yourself with space-positive darm systems, with anti-personnel
batons, with security cones radiating from circuitry in the lining of your clothing, and went out to brave the
yahoos. Coping. But the white middle class was gone, probably forever, and that caused difficulties that
the electronics boys couldn't fix. The city by 1990 was largely black and Puerto Rican, dotted with two
sorts of enclaves, one kind dwindling (the pockets of aging Jews and Italians and Irish) and one steadily
expanding in Size and power (the dazzling idands of the affluent, the managerid and credtive classes). A
city populated only by rich and by poor experiences certain nasty spiritud didocations, and it will bea
while before the emerging non-white bourgeoisieisared force for socid stability. Much of New Y ork
glitters as only Athens, Constantinople, Rome, Babylon, and Persepolis glittered in the past; therest isa
jungle, aliterd jungle, fetid and squalid, whereforceistheonly law. It isnot so much adying city asan
ungovernable one, seven million souls moving in seven million orbits under spectacular centrifugal
pressures that thresten at any moment to make hyperbolas of usdll.

Welcometo City Hall, Mayor Quinn.

Who can govern the ungovernable? Someone dwaysiswilling to try, God help him. Out of our
hundred-odd mayors some have been honest and many have been crooks, and about seven al told were
competent and effective administrators. Two of those were crooks, but never mind their morals, for they
knew how to make the city work aswell as anybody. Some were stars, some were disasters, and they
al, inthe aggregate, helped to nudge the city toward its ultimate entropic debacle. And now Quinn. He
promised greatness, combining, so it seemed, the force and vigor of a Gottfried, the glamour of a
Lindsay, the humanity and compassion of aLaGuardia

So we put him into the New Democratic primary against the feckless, helpless DiLaurenzio. Bob
Lombroso milked the banking houses for millions, George Missakian put together a string of



sraightforward TV spots featuring many of the celebrities who had been at that party, Ara Ephrikian
bartered commissionerships for support on the clubhouse level, and | dropped in at headquarters now
and then with smple-minded projective reports that said nothing more profound than

play it safe
keep on truckin'
we've got it made.

Everybody expected Quinn to sweep thefield, and in fact he took the primary with an absolute mgjority
inaligt of seven. The Republicansfound abanker named Burgess to accept their nomination. He was
unknown, apolitica novice, and | don't know if they werefeding suicidal or smply being redigtic. A poll
taken amonth before the e ection gave Quinn 83 percent of the vote. That missing 17 percent bothered
him. Hewanted it al, and he vowed to take his campaign to the people. No candidate in twenty years
had done the motorcade-and-handshake routine here, but he insisted on overruling afretful
nation-minded Mardikian. “What are my chances of being gunned down if | go for agtrall in
Times Square?’ Quinn demanded of me.

| didn't pick up death vibesfor him and | told him so.
| dso sad, “But | wish you wouldn't doit, Paul. I'm not infallible and you're not immortal.”

“If itisn't safein New Y ork for a candidate to meet the voters,” Quinn replied, “we might aswell just
usethe place for aZ-bomb testing sight.”

“A mayor was murdered here only two years ago.”

“Everybody hated Gottfried. He was an Iron Crossfascist if anybody ever was. Why should someone
fed like that about me, Lew?1'm going out.”

Quinn went forth and pressed the flesh. Maybe it helped. He won the biggest eection victory in New

Y ork history, an 88 percent plurdity. On thefirgt of January, 1998, an unseasonably mild, almost
Horidian day, Haig Mardikian and Bob Lombroso and the rest of usin theinner circle clustered close on
the steps of City Hall to watch our man take the oath of office. VVague disquiet churned insde me. What
did I fear?1 couldn't tell. A bomb, maybe. Y es, ashiny round black comic-strip bomb with asizzling fuse
whigtling through the air to blow us all to mesons and quarks. No bomb was thrown. Why such abird of
ill omen Nichols? Rejoice! | remained edgy. Backs were dapped, cheeks were kissed. Paul Quinn was
mayor of New Y ork, and happy 1998 to all.
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“If Quinnwins” Sundarasaid one night late in the summer of ‘97, “will he offer you ajobinhis
adminidration?’

“Probably.”
“Will you tekeit?’

“Not achance,” | told her. “Running acampaign isfun. Day-by-day municipa governmentisjust a
grubby bore. I'm going back to my regular clients as soon usthe eection's over.”



Three days after the election Quinn sent for me and offered me the post of specid administrative
assistant and | accepted without hesitation, without one thought for my clients or my employees or my
shiny office full of data-processing equipment.

Was| lying to Sundara on that summer night, then? No, the one | had been fooling was mysdf. My
projection was faulty because my sdlf-understanding had been imperfect. What | learned between August
and November isthat proximity to power becomes addictive. For more than ayear | had been drawing
vitaity from Paul Quinn. When you spend so much time so close to so much power, you get hooked on
the energy flow, you become ajuice-junkie. Y ou don't willingly wak away from the dynamo that's been
nourishing you. When, as mayor-éect, Quinn hired me, he said he needed me, and | could buy that, but
more truthfully | needed him. Quinn was poised for ahuge surging leap, a brilliant cometlike passage
through the dark night of American palitics, and | yearned to be part of histrain, to catch some of hisfire
and be warmed by it. It wasthat Smple and that humiliating. | was freeto pretend that by serving Quinn |
was serving mankind, that | was participating in agrand exciting crusade to save the greatest of our cities,
that | was helping to pull modern urban civilization back from the abyss and give it purpose and viability.
It might even be true. But what drew me to Quinn was the attraction of power, power in the abstract,
power for its own sake, the power to mold and shape and transform. Saving New Y ork was incidentd,;
riding thelines of forcewaswhat | craved.

Our whole campaign team went right into the new city adminigtration. Quinn named Haig Mardikian his
deputy mayor and Bob Lombroso hisfinance administrator. George Missakian became media
coordinator and Ara Ephrikian was named head of the City Planning Commission. Then thefive of us sat
down with Quinn and handed out the rest of the jobs. Ephrikian proposed most of the names, Missakian
and Lombroso and Mardikian evauated qualifications, | made intuitive assessments, and Quinn passed
fina judgment. In thisway we found the usua assortment of blacks, Puerto Ricans, Chinese, Itdians,
Irish, Jews, etc., to run the Human Resources Agency, the Housing and Redevelopment Board, the
Environmenta Protection Adminigtration, the Cultural Resources Adminigtration, and the other big
numbers. Then we discreetly planted many of our friends, including an inordinate number of Armenians
and Sephardic Jews and other exatics, high in the lower echelons. We kept the best people from the

DiL aurenzio administration—there weren't very many—and resuscitated afew of Gottfried's hard-nosed
but enlightened commissioners. It was aheady fedling to be picking agovernment for New Y ork City, to
drive out the hacks and timeservers and replace them with creetive, adventurous men and women who
happened, onlyhappened, aso to provide the ethnic and geographic mix that the cabinet of the mayor of
New Y ork must have.

My own job was amorphous, evanescent: | was private adviser, hunch maker, troubleshooter, the misty
presence behind the throne. | was supposed to use my intuitive faculties to kegp Quinn acouple of steps
ahead of cataclysm, thisin acity where the wolves descend on the mayor if the weather bureau lets an
unexpected snowstorm dip into town. | took a pay cut amounting to about haf the money | would have
made as a private consultant. But my municipa saary was till more than | really needed. And therewas
another reward: the knowledge that as Paul Quinn climbed | would climb with him.,

Right into the White House.

| had fdt theimminence of Quinn's presidency that first night in * 95, Sarkisan's party, and Haig
Mardikian felt it long before that. The Itdians have aword, papabile, to describe a cardina who might
plausibly become Pope. Quinn was presidentidly papabile. He was young, personable, energetic,
independent, aclassic Kennedy figure, and for forty years Kennedy types had had a mystic hold on the
electorate. He was unknown outside of New Y ork, sure, but that scarcely mattered: with al urban crises
running at an intensity 250 percent above the level s of ageneration ago, anybody who shows he's



capable of governing amgor city automatically becomes a potentia President, and if New Y ork did not
break Quinn theway it broke Lindsay in thel960s he would have a national reputation in ayear or two.
And then—

And then—

By early autumn of ‘97, with the mayordty aready as good aswon, | found mysalf becoming
concerned, in what | soon recognized to be an obsessive way, with Quinn's chancesfor apresidentia
nomination. Ifelt him as President, if not in 2000 then four years|later. But merely making the prediction
wasn't enough. | played with Quinn's presidency the way alittle boy playswith himself, exciting mysdlf
with theidea, manipulating pleasure for mysdf out of it, getting off onit.

Privately, secretly—for | felt abashed a such premature scheming; | didn't want cold-eyed proslike
Mardikian and Lombroso to know | was aready enmeshed in misty masturbatory fantasies of our hero's
distant glowing future, though | suppose they must have been thinking similar thoughts themselves by
then—I drew up endlessligts of politicians worth cultivating in placeslike Cdiforniaand Foridaand
Texas, charted the dynamics of the nationa eectora blocs, concocted intricate schemas representing the
power vortices of anationa nominating convention, set up an infinity of smulated scenariosfor the
dectionitsaf. All thiswas, as| say, obsessivein nature, meaning that | returned again and again, eagerly,
impatiently, unavoidably, in any free moment, to my projections and analyses.

Everyone has some controlling obsession, some fixation that becomes an armature for the construct that
ishislife: thuswe make oursavesinto samp collectors, gardeners, skycyclists, marathon hikers, sniffers,
fornicators. We dl have the same kind of void within, and each of usfillsthat void in essentidly the same
way, no matter what kind of stuffing for the emptiness we choose. | mean we pick the cure we like best
but we al have the same disease.

So | dreamed dreams of President Quinn. | thought he deserved the job, for one thing. Not only was he
acompelling leader but he was humane, sincere, and respongve to the needs of the people. (That is, his
political philosophy sounded much like mine)) But aso | wasfinding in mysdlf aneed to involve mysdif in
the advancement of other peopl€e's careers—to ascend vicarioudy, quietly placing my stochastic skills at
the service of others. There was some subterranean kick in it for me, growing out of acomplex hunger
for power coupled with awish for self-effacement, afeding that | was most invulnerable when least
visible. | couldn't become President mysdif; | wasn't willing to put mysdlf through the turbulence, the
exertion, the exposure, and that fierce gratuitous loathing that the public so readily bestows on those who
seek itslove. But by rolling to make Paul Quinn President | could dip into the White House anyway, by
the back door, without laying myself bare, without taking the real risks. Therésthe root of the obsession
most nakedly reveded. | meant to use Paul Quinn and let him think he was using me. | had identified
mysdf,au fond, with him: hewas, for me, my dter ego, my walking mask, my catspaw, my puppet, my
front man. | wanted to rule. | wanted power. | wanted to be President, King, Emperor, Pope, Daai
Lama. Through Quinn | would get therein the only way | could. | would hold the reins of the man who
held thereins. And thus | would be my own father and everybody else's big daddy too.
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There was one frosty day late in March * 99 that started like most of the other days since | had goneto
work for Paul Quinn, but went off on an unexpected track before afternoon arrived. | was up at quarter
past seven, as usual. Sundaraand | showered together, the pretext being conservation of water and
energy, but actualy we both had thislittle soap fetish and loved lathering each other until we were
dippery as seals. Quick breskfast, out of the house by eight, commuter pod to Manhattan. My first stop
was my uptown office, my old Lew Nichols Associates office, which | was maintaining with askeleton



gaff during my time on the city payrall. There | handled routine projective andysis of minor administrative
hasd es—the Sting of anew school, the closing of an old hospitd, zoning changesto dlow anew
wipe-out center for brain-injured sniffersin aresdentia didrict, dl triviabut potentidly explosvetriviain
acity where every citizen's nerves are taut beyond hope of dackening and smal disappointments quickly
gart looking like insupportable rebuffs. Then, about noon, | headed downtown to the Municipa Building
for conference and lunch with Bob Lombroso.

“Mr. Lombroso hasavisitor in hisoffice,” the receptionist told me, “but held like you to go oninsde
anyway.”

Lombroso's office was afitting stage for him. Heisatall well-set-up man in hislate thirties, somewhat
theatrical in gppearance, acommanding figure with dark curling hair silvering at the temples, acoarse
black close-cropped beard, aflashing smile, and the energetic, intense manner of a successful rug
merchant. His office, redecorated from standard Early Bureaucrat at his own expense, was an ornate
Levantine den, fragrant and warm, with dark shining leather-panded wals, dense carpets, heavy brown
velvet draperies, dim bronze Spanish lamps perforated in athousand places, agleaming desk made of
severa somber woodsinlaid with plagues of tooled morocco, great white urnlike Chinese floor vases,
and, in abaroque glass-fronted credenza, his cherished collection of medieva Judaica—slver
headpieces, breastplates, and pointersfor the scrolls of the Law, embroidered Torah curtains out of the
synagogues of Tunisiaor Iran, filigreed Sabbath lamps, candlesticks, spice boxes, canddabra. In this
musky cloistered sanctuary Lombroso reigned over the municipd revenueslike a prince of Zion: woe
betide the foolish Gentile who disdained his counsd.

Hisvistor was afaded-looking little man, fifty-five or sixty yearsold, adight, insgnificant person with a
narrow ova head sparsdly thatched with short gray hair. He was dressed so plainly, in ashabby old
brown suit out of the Eisenhower era, that he made Lombroso's nippy-dip sartorialism seem like the most
extreme peacock extravagance and even made mefed like adandy in my five-year-old copper-threaded
maroon cape. He sat quietly, douched, hands interlocked. He looked anonymous and closeto invisible,
one of nature's natural-born Smiths, and there was aleaden undertone to his skin, awintry dacknessto
the flesh of his cheeks, that spoke of an exhaustion that was as much spiritual as physicd. Time had
emptied this man of any strength he might once have had.

“I want you to meet Martin Carvgjal, Lew,” Lombroso said.

Carvgjd rose and clasped my hand. Hiswas cold. “A pleasure &t |ast to encounter you, Mr. Nichols,”
he said in amild, numb voice that came to me from the far side of the universe.

The odd courtly phrasing of his greeting was strange. | wondered what he was doing here. He looked so
juiceless, so much like an applicant for some very minor bureaucratic job, or, more plausibly, like some
down-at-the-hedl uncle of Lombroso's here to pick up his monthly stipend: but only the powerful were
admitted to Finance Administrator Lombroso'slair.

But Carvgia was not therelict | took him to be. Already, in the moment of our handshake, he appeared
to have an improbable access of strength; he stood tdler, the lines of hisface grew taut, acertain
Mediterranean flush brightened his complexion. Only hiseyes, blesk and lifeless, fill betrayed some vitd
absence within.

Sententioudy Lombroso said, “Mr. Carvgjd was one of our most generous contributors to the mayor's
campaign,” giving me asuave Phoenician glance that told me, Treat him kindly, Lew, we want more of
hisgold.



That this drab, seedy stranger should be awealthy campaign benefactor, a person to be flattered and
curried and admitted to the sanctum of abusy officid, shook me profoundly, for rarely had | misread
someone so thoroughly. But | managed abland grin and said, “What businessareyou in, Mr. Carvgad?’

“Invesments”

“One of the shrewdest and most successful private speculators I've ever known,” Lombroso offered.
Carvgd nodded complacently.

“Y ou earn your living entirely from the stock market?’ | asked.

“Entirdy.”

“| didn't think anyone actualy was able to do that.”

“Oh, yes, yes, it can be done,” Carvga said. Histone was thin and husky, amurmur out of the tomb.
“All it takesis adecent understanding of trends and alittle courage. Haven't you ever been in the market,
Mr. Nichols?’

“A little. Just dabbling.”
“Did you dowdl|?’

“Wél enough. | have a decent understanding of trends mysdlf. But | don't feel comfortable when the
redly wild fluctuations sart. Up twenty, down thirty—no, thanks. | like surethings, | suppose.”

“Sodol,” Carvgd replied, giving his satement alittle propulsive twigt, a hint of meaning beyond
meaning, that |eft me baffled and uncomfortable.

Just then asweet bl tinkled in Lombroso'sinner office, which opened out of ashort corridor to the left
of hisdesk. | knew it meant the mayor was caling; the receptionist invariably relayed Quinn's callsto the
back room when Lombroso had strangers out front. Lombroso excused himself and, with quick heavy
sridesthat shook the carpeted floor, went to take the cdl. Finding mysdlf donewith Carvgd was
suddenly overwhemingly disturbing; my skin tingled and there was pressure at my throat, as though some
potent psychic emanation swept irresigtibly from him to me the moment the neutral damping presence of
Lombroso was removed. | was unableto stay. Excusng myself also, | hagtily followed Lombroso to the
other room, a narrow elbow-jointed cavern full of books from floor to ceiling, heavy ornate tomesthat
might have been Talmuds and might have been bound volumes of Moody's stock and bond manuas, and
probably were amixture of both. Lombroso, surprised and annoyed at my intrusion, angrily jabbed a
finger toward his telephone screen, on which | could see the image of Mayor Quinn'shead and
shoulders. But instead of leaving | offered a pantomime of gpology, awild barrage of bobs and waves
and shrugs and idiotic grimaces, that led Lombroso to ask the mayor to hold the line amoment. The
screen went blank.

Lombroso glowered at me. “Well?” he demanded. “What's wrong?’
“Nothing. | don't know. I'm sorry. | couldn't stay in there. Whois he, Bob?’

“Just as| told you. Big money. Strong Quinn backer. We have to make nice for him. Look, I'm on the
phone. The mayor has to know—"



“I don't want to be done in there with him. He's like one of the walking dead. He gives methe creepies.”
“What?’

“I'm serious. It's like some kind of cold degthly force coming from him, Bob. He makes meitch. He
gives off scary vibes”

“Oh, Jesus, Lew.”

“I can't help it. Y ou know how | pick up things.”

“Hé'saharmlesslittle geezer who made alot of money in the market and likes our man. That'sall. ”
“Why is he here?’

“To meet you,” Lombroso said.

“Just that? Just to meet me?’

“Hewanted very much to talk to you. Said it wasimportant for him to get together with you.”
“What does he want with me?’

“| sad that'sal | know, Lew.”

“Ismy timefor sale to anybody who's ever given five bucks to Quinn's campaign fund?’

Lombroso sighed. “If | told you how much Carvgd gave, you wouldn't believeit, and in any case, yes, |
think you might be able to spare sometimefor him.”
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“Look, Lew, if you want more answversyou'll have to get them from Carvgjal. Go on back to him now.
Be aswesetheart and let metalk to the mayor. Go on. Carvgjd won't hurt you. He'sjust alittle puny
thing.” Lombroso swung away from me and reactivated the phone. The mayor regppeared on the
telephone screen. Lombroso said, “I'm sorry, Paul. Lew had a bit of a nervous breakdown, but | think
he's going to pull through. Now—"

| returned to Carvgja. He was Sitting motionless, head bowed, arms limp, asif anicy blast had passed
through the room while | was gone, leaving him parched and withered. Slowly, with obvious effort, he
recongtituted himsdlf, Stting up, filling hislungs, pretending to an animation that his eyes, hisempty and
frightening eyes, wholly betrayed. One of the walking dead, yes.

“Will you bejoining usfor lunch?’ | asked him.

“No. No, | wouldn't impose. | wanted only afew wordswith you, Mr. Nichols.”

“I'm at your service”

“Areyou? How splendid.” He smiled an ashen smile. “I've heard agood dedl about you, you know.



Even before you went into politics. In away, weve both been in the same line of work.”

“Y ou mean the market?’ | said, puzzled.

Hissmile grew brighter and moretroubling. “ Predictions,” he said. * For me, the stock market. For you,
consultant to business and palitics. We've both lived by our wits and by our, ah, decent understanding of
trends.”

| was atogether unable to read him. He was opague, amystery, an enigma.

He said, “ So now you stand at the mayor's elbow, telling him the shape of the road ahead. | admire
people who have such clear vison. Tell me, what sort of career do you project for Mayor Quinn?’

“A splendid one,” | said.

“A successful mayor, then.”

“Hell be one of thefinest thiscity'sever had.”

Lombroso came back into the room. Carvgd said, “ And afterward?’

| looked uncertainly at Lombroso, but his eyes were hooded. | was on my own.
“After histerm asmayor?’ | asked.

“yes”

“Hés4ill ayoung man, Mr. Carvgid. He might win three or four terms as mayor. | can't give you any
sort of meaningful projection about events a dozen years from now.”

“Tweveyearsin City Hal? Do you think hell be content to stay there aslong asthat?’

Carvga was playing with me. | felt | had been drawn unawares into some sort of duel. | gave him along
look and perceived something terrifying and indeterminable, something powerful and incomprehensble,
that made me grasp the first available defensive move, | said, “What doyou think, Mr. Carvga?’

For thefirgt time aflicker of life showed in his eyes. He was enjoying the game.

“That Mayor Quinn is headed for higher office,” he said softly.

“Governor?’

“Higher.”

| made no immediate answer, and then | was unable to answer, for an immense silence had seeped out
of the leather-paneled wallsto engulf us, and | feared being the oneto punctureit. If only the phone
would ring again, | thought, but al was gill, as becadmed asthe air on afreezing night, until Lombroso
rescued us by saying, “Wethink he hasalot of potentia, too.”

“We have big plansfor him,” | blurted.



“I know,” said Carvgjd. “ That'swhy I'm here. | want to offer my support.”
Lombroso said, “Y our financia aid has been tremendoudy helpful to usdl aong, and—’
“What | havein mind isn't only financid.”

Now Lombroso looked to mefor help. But | waslost. | said, “I don't think we're following you, Mr.
Cavgd.”

“If | could have amoment done with you, then.”

| glanced at Lombroso. If he was annoyed at being tossed out of his own office, he didn't show it. With
characteristic grace he bowed and stepped into the back room. Once more | was done with Carvgal,
and once more | feltill at ease, thrown awry by the peculiar threads of invulnerable stedl that seemed to
lace his shriveled and enfeebled soul. In anew tone, insinuating, confidentid, Carvgjd said, “Asl
remarked, you and | are in the sameline of work. But | think our methods are rather different, Mr.
Nichals. Y our techniqueisintuitive and probabilistic, and mine—Well, mineisdifferent. | believe perhaps
some of my insghts might supplement yours, iswhat I'm trying to say.”

“Predictiveingghts?’

“Exactly. | don't wish to intrude on your area of responsibility. But | might be able to make a suggestion
or two that | think would be of vaue.”

| winced. Suddenly the enigmalay unraveled and what was reved ed within was anticlimactically
commonplace. Carvga was nothing but arich politica amateur who, figuring that his money qudified him
asauniversa expert, hungered to meddlein the doings of the pros. A hobbyist. An armchair politico.
Jesus! Well, make nice for him, Lombroso had said. | would make nice. Groping for tact, | told him
diffly, “Of course. Mr. Quinn and his gaff are dways glad to hear helpful suggestions.”

Carvgd's eyes searched for mine, but | avoided them. “Thank you,” he whispered. “I've put down a
few thingsto begin with.” He offered me afolded dip of white paper. His hand trembled alittle. | took
the dip without looking at it. Suddenly al strength seemed to go from him, asif he had cometo the last of
hisresources. Hisface turned gray, hisjointsvisibly loosened. “Thank you,” he murmured again. “ Thank
you very much. | think welll be seeing each other soon.” And he was gone. Bowing himsdlf out the door
like a Japanese ambassador.

Y ou meet dl kindsin this business. Shaking my heed, | opened hisdip of paper. Threethingswere
written on it in aspidery handwriting:

1.Keep an eye on Gilmartin.

2.Mandatory national oil gellation—come out for it soon.

3.Socorro for Leydecker before summer. Get to him early.

| read them twice, got nothing from them, waited for the familiar clarifying legp of intuition, didn't get that
ether. Something about this Carvgd seemed to short my faculties completely. That ghostly amile, those
burned-out eyes, these cryptic notations—every aspect of him left me baffled and disturbed. “He's
gone,” | called to Lombroso, who emerged a once from hisinner room.

“Wdl?

“I don't know. | absolutely don't know. He gave methis,” | said, and passed the dip to him.



“Gilmartin. Gdllation. Leydecker.” Lombroso frowned. “ All right, wizard. What doesit mean?’

Gilmartin had to be State Controller Anthony Gilmartin, who had clashed with Quinn acouple of times
aready over city fisca policy but who hadn't been in the newsin months. “Carvgd thinkstherell be
more trouble with Albany about money,” | hazarded. *'Y ou'd know more about that than | do, though. Is
Gilmartin grumbling about city spending again?’

“Not aword.”

“Arewe preparing abatch of new taxes hewon't like?”

“We would have told you by now if wewere, Lew.”

“So there are no potentia conflicts shaping up between Quinn and the controller's office?’
“| don't seeany inthevighblefuture,” Lombroso said. “Do you?’

“Nothing. Asfor mandatory oil gdlation—"

“Weare talking about pushing through atough loca law,” he said. “No tankers entering New Y ork
Harbor carrying ungelled oil. Quinn isn't sureit'sas good an ideaasit sounds, and we were getting
around to asking you for a projection. But national oil gdllation? Quinn hasn't been speaking out much on
meatters of nationa policy.”

“Not yet.”
“Not yet, no. Maybe it'stime. Maybe Carvgd is on to something there. And the third one—"

“Leydecker,” | said. Leydecker, surely, was Governor Richard Leydecker of California, one of the most
powerful men in the New Democratic Party and the early front runner for the presidentia nominationin
2000. “ Socorrois Spanish for *help,” isn't it, Bob? Help Leydecker, who doesn't need any help? Why?
How can Paul Quinn help Leydecker, anyway? By endorsing him for President? Aside from winning
Leydecker'sgood will, | don't see how that's going to do Quinn any good, and it isn't likely to give
Leydecker anything he doesn't dready havein his pocket, so—"

“Socorrois lieutenant-governor of Cdifornia,” Lombroso said gently. “Carlos Socorro. It'saman's
name, Lew.”

“Carlos. Socorro.” | closed my eyes. “Of course.” My cheeksblazed. All my list-making, al my frantic
compiling of power centersin the New Democratic Party, al my sweaty doodling of the past year and a
half, and yet | had till managed to forget Leydecker's heir apparent. Notsocorro but Socorro, idiot! |
sad, “What” he hinting at, then? That Leydecker will resign to seek the nomination, making Socorro
governor? Okay, that computes. But get to him early? Get to whom?’ | faltered. “ Socorro? Leydecker?
It comes out all muddy Baob. I'm not getting areading that makes any sense.”

“What's your reading of Carvgd?’
“A crank,” | said. “A rich crank. A weird little mar with abad case of politicson thebrain.” | put the

notein my walet. My head was throbbing. “Forget it. | humored him because you said | should humor
him. | was avery good boy today, wasn't |, Bob? But I'm not required to take any of this stuff serioudly,



and | refuseto try. Now let's go to lunch and smoke some good bone and have some very shiny martinis
and talk shop.” Lombroso smiled his mogt radiant smile and patted my back consolingly and led me out
of theoffice. | banished Carvgjd from my mind. But | felt achill, asthough | had entered anew season
and the season wasn't pring, and the chill lingered long after lunch was over.
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In the next few weeks we got down in earnest to the job of planning Paul Quinn's ascent—and our
own—to the White House. | no longer had to be coy about my desire, bordering on need, to make him
President; by now everyonein the inner circle openly admitted to the same fervor | had found so
embarrassng when | first fet it ayear and ahdf earlier. Wewere dl out of the closet now.

The process of creating Presidents hasn't changed much since the middle of the nineteenth century,
though the techniques are abit different in these days of data nets, stochastic forecasts, and
media-intensve ego saturation. The starting point, of course, isa strong candidate, preferably onewith a
power base in adensdly populated state. Y our man has to be plausibly presidential; he must look and
sound like aPresident. If that isn't his naturd style, helll have to be trained to create a sense of plausibility
around himsdf. The best candidates haveit naturaly. McKinley, Lyndon Johnson, FDR, and Wilson al
had that dramatic presidentia look. So did Harding. No man ever |looked more like a President than
Harding; it was hisonly qudification for the job, but it was enough to get him there. Dewey, Al Smith,
McGovern, and Humphrey didn't haveit, and they lost. Stevenson and Willkie did, but they were up
against men who had more of it. John F. Kennedy didn't conform to the 1960 idedl of what a President
should look like—sage, paterna—but he had other things going for him, and by winning he altered the
mode to some degree, benefiting, among others, Paul Quinn, who was presidentiadly plausible because
he was Kennedyesque. Sounding like a President isimportant, too. The would-be candidate has to come
across asfirm and serious and vigorous, yet charitable and flexible, with atone communicating Lincoln's
warmth and wisdom, Truman's spunk, FDR's serenity, JFK'swit. Quinn could hold hisown in that

department.

The man who wants to be President must assembl e ateam—someone to raise money (Lombroso),
someone to charm the media (Missakian), someone to analyze trends and suggest the most profitable
policies (me), someoneto put together anationwide dliance of politica chieftains (Ephrikian), someone
to direct and coordinate, strategy (Mardikian). The team then goes forth with the product, makesthe
proper connectionsin theworlds of palitics, journalism, and finance, and establishesin the public's mind
the concept that thisisthe Right Man for the Job. By the time of the nominating convention enough
delegates have to be rounded up, viaopen or covert pledges, to put the candidate over on the first ballot
or a worgt thethird; if you can't get him the nomination by then, aliances crumble and dark horses stk
the night. Once he's nominated, you pick arunning mate who is as much unlike the candidate in
philosophy, looks, and geographical background as anyone can bewho is still on speaking termswith
him, and off you go to pound the esteered opponent into the dust.

Early in April ‘99 we held our firgt forma strategy meeting in Deputy Mayor Mardikian's officein the
west wing of City Hall—Haig Mardikian, Bob Lombroso, George Missakian, Ara Ephrikian, and me.
Quinn wasn't there; Quinn wasin Washington haggling with the Department of Heelth, Education and
Weéfare for an increased appropriation for the city under the Emotiona Stability Act. Therewasan
electric crackle in the room that had nothing to do with the purifying system's output of ozone. It wasthe
crackle of power, real and potentia. We had gathered to begin the business of shaping history.

The table wasround, but | felt myself occupying aplace at the center of the group. The four of them,
aready far better versed in the ways of might and influence than |, were looking to me for direction, for
the future was amist and they could only guess at the riddles of days undawned and they believed | saw,



Iknew. | was not about to explain the difference betweenseeing and merely being good at guessing. |
savored that sense of dominance. Power isaddictive, oh, yes, at whatever level we may attainit. Therel
sat among the millionaires, two lawyers and a stockbroker and a data-net tycoon, three swarthy
Armenians and a swarthy Spanish Jew, each of them as hungry as| to fed the resonant triumph of a
successful presidentia bid, each asgreedy as| for ashare of vicarious glory, each aready carving
empiresfor himsdf within the government-to-come, and they waited for meto tell them how to go about
what wasin litera fact the conquest of the United States of America.

Mardikian said, “Let's begin with areading, Lew. How do you rate Quinn's actual chancesfor getting
the nomination next year?”’

| made the appropriate seerlike pause, | looked as though | were grasping for the stochastic totems, |
gazed into the vasty reaches of space, staring at dancing dust motes for auguries, | cloaked mysdlf in vatic

pomposity, | did the whole wicked impressive act, and after amoment | replied solemnly, “For the
nomination, maybe one chancein eight. For ection, one chancein fifty.”

“Not so good.”
“No.”
“Not good at al,” said Lombroso.

Mardikian, dismayed, tugging & thetip of hisfleshy imperid nose, said, “Are you tdling uswe ought to
skip it altogether? Isthat your evauation?’

“For next year, yes. Forget the presidency thing.”

“Wejugt quit?” Ephrikian said. “Wejus stick herein City Hal and drop the whole ded ?’

“Wait,” Mardikian murmured to him. He faced me again. “What about running in ‘04, Lew?’

“Better. Much better.”

Ephrikian, aburly black-bearded man with afashionably shaven scap, looked impatient and bothered.

He scowled and said, “ The mediaistaking big right now about what Quinn has accomplished in hisfirst
year asmayor. | think thisisthe moment to grab for the next rung, Lew.”

“l agree” | said amiably.

“But you tdl ushelll be beaten in 2000.”

“1 say anybody the New Democrats put up will be beaten,” | replied. “ Anyone. Quinn, Leydecker,
Kests, Kane, Powndll, anybody. Thisisthe moment for Quinn to grab, dl right, but the right next rung

isn't necessarily the top one.”

Missakian, squat, precise, thin-lipped, the communications expert, the man of clear vison, said, “Can
you be more specific, Lew?’

“Yes” | sad, and swung intoit.

| set forth my not very chancy prediction that whoever went up against President Mortonson in



2000—L eydecker, most likely—would get beaten. Incumbent Presidentsin this country don't lose
elections unlesstheir firgt term has been adisaster of Hooverian proportions, and Mortonson had done a
nice clean dull unexceptionable duggish job, the kind alot of Americanslike. Leydecker would mount a
respectable challenge, but there were redly no issues, and he would be defeated and might be defeated
badly, even though he was of obvious presidentia caliber. Best to stay out of Leydecker's path, then, |
argued. Give him afreerun. Any attempt by Quinn to wrest the nomination from him next year would
probably fail, anyway, and would certainly make Leydecker Quinn's enemy, which wasn't desirable. L et
Leydecker have the accolade, let him go on to destroy himself in the eection trying to beet theinvincible
Mortonson. We would wait to put Quinn up—still young, untarnished by defest—in 2004, when the
Condtitution prohibited Mortonson from running again.

“So Quinn comes out big for Leydecker in 2000 and then goesto sit on hishands?’ Ephrikian asked.

“Morethanthat,” | said. | looked toward Bob Lombroso. Heand | had aready discussed strategy and
cometo an agreement, and now, hunching his powerful shoulders forward, sveeping the Armenian side
of the table with an e egant heavy-lidded glance, Lombroso began to outline our plan.

Quinn would make an open bid for nationa prominence during the next few months, peaking in the early
summer of ‘99 with a cross-country tour and major speechesin Memphis, Chicago, Denver, and San
Francisco. With some solid attention-getting accomplishmentsin New Y ork City behind him (enclave
redlignment, curriculum streamlining, deGottfriedizing of the policeforce, etc.), he would begin spesking
out on larger issues like regiona fusion-power interchange policy and reenactment of the repealed
Privacy Laws of 1982 and—why not?—mandatory oil gdlation. By autumn he would begin adirect
attack on the Republicans, not so much Mortonson himself as selected cabinet members (especialy
Secretary of Energy Hospers, Secretary of Information Theiss, and Secretary of the Environment
Perlman). Thus he would inch into contention, becoming anationd figure, arising young leader, aman to
reckon with. People would start talking about his presidentia possibilities, though the pollswould rank
him well behind Leydecker as afavorite for the nomination—wed see to that—and he would never
actually declare himsdlf in the running. He'd let the media assume he preferred Leydecker to any of the
other declared candidates, though he would be careful not to make any outright endorsement of
Leydecker. At the New Democratic convention in San Francisco in 2000, once Leydecker had been
nominated and had made the traditiona free-choice speech declining to name his running mate, Quinn
would launch agame and dramatic but ultimately unsuccessful bid for thevice -presidentia nomination.
Why vice-presdentid? Because the floor fight would give him mgor media exposure without opening
him, asapresdentia bid would, to accusations of premature ambition, and without angering the powerful
Leydecker. Why unsuccessful ? Because L eydecker was going to lose the e ection to Mortonson
anyway, and there was nothing for Quinn to gain in going down to defeat with him as hisrunning mate.
Better to be turned aside at the convention—thereby establishing the image of abrilliant newcomer of
great promise thwarted by political hacks—than to be repudiated at the palls. “Our model,” Lombroso
concluded, “is John F. Kennedy, edged out for vice-president just thisway in 1956, head of theticket in
1960. Lew has run simulations showing the overlap of dynamics, one on one, and we can show you the
profiles”

“Great,” Ephrikian said. “When'sthe nation due—20037
“Let'skeep it serious,” said Lombroso gently.

“Okay,” said Ephrikian. “I'll give you serious, then. What if Leydecker decideshed liketo runagainin
20047’

“Hell be sixty-one years old then,” Lombroso replied, “and helll have a previous defegt on his record.



Quinnwill beforty-three and unbeaten. One man will be on the way down, the other obvioudy on the
way up, and the party will be hungry for awinner after eight years out of power.”

Therewasalong silence.
“I likeit,” Missakian announced findly.
| said, “What about you, Haig?’

Mardikian had not spoken for awhile. Now he nodded. “ Quinn's not ready to take over the country in
2000. Hewill bein 2004.”

“And the country will be ready for Quinn,” said Missakian.
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Onething about palitics, the man said, isthat it makes strange bedfellows. But for politics, Sundaraand |
surely would never have wandered into an ad hoc four-group that spring with Catdina Y arber, the
Trangt Creed proctor, and Lamont Friedman, the highly ionized young financid genius. But for Catdina
Y arber, Sundara might not have opted for Transt. But for Sundara's conversion, shewould very likely
il be my wife. And s0, and S0, the threads of causation, everything leading back to the same point in
time.

What happened isthat as amember of Paul Quinn's entourage | received two freetickets to the
$500-a-plate Nicholas Roswell Day dinner that the New Y ork State New Democratic Party holds every
year inthemiddle of April. Thisisnot only amemorid tribute to the nated governor but also,
indeed primarily, afund-raisang affair and a showcase for the party's current superstar. The main spesker
thistime, of course, was Quinn.

“It's about time | went to one of your politica dinners” Sundarasaid.
“They're pure formadehyde.”

“Nevertheless”

“Youll hateit, love”

“Areyou going?’ she asked.

“I haveto.”

“Then | think I'll usethe other ticket. If | fall adeep, nudge me when the mayor gets up to talk. Heturns
meon.”

So onamild rainy night sheand | podded out to the Harbor Hilton, that great pyramid al agleam oniits
pliable pontoon platform half akilometer off Manhattan'stip, and foregathered with the cream of the
eastern libera establishment in the sparkling Summit Room, from which | had aview of—among other
things—Sarkisian's condo tower on the other side of the bay, where nearly four years earlier | had first
met Paul Quinn. A good many aumni of that gaudy party would be at tonight's dinner. Sundaraand |
drew seats at the same table as two of them, Friedman and Ms. Y arber.



During the preliminary session of bone-doping and cocktails Sundara drew more atention than any of
the senators, governors, and mayors present, Quinn included. Thiswas partly a matter of curiosity, snce
everybody in New Y ork politics had heard about my exotic wife but few had met her, and partly
because she was surely the most beautiful woman in the room. Sundarawas neither surprised nor
annoyed. She has been beautiful al her life, after all, and has had time to grow accustomed to the effects
her looks evoke. Nor had she dressed like one who minds being stared at. She had chosen a sheer
harem suit, dark and loose and flowing, that covered her body from toes to throat; beneath it she was
bare and when she passed before a source of light she was devastating. She glowed like aradiant moth
inthe middle of the gigantic balroom, supple and egant somber and mysterious, highlights sparkling in
her ebon hair, hints of breast and flank tantalizing the onlookers. Oh, she was having aglorioustime!
Quinn came over to greet us, and he and Sundara transformed a chaste kiss-and-hug into an elaborate
pas de deux of sexua charismathat made some of our elder statesmen gasp and redden and |oosen their
collars. Even Quinn'swife, Laraine, famousfor her Gioconda amile, looked shaken a bit, though she has
the most secure marriage of any politician | know. (Or was she merely amused by Quinn's ardor? That
opague smirk!)

Sundarawas gtill emanating pureKama Sutra when we took our seats. Lamont Friedman, Sitting
hafway around the circular table from her, jerked and quivered when her eyes met his, and stared at her
with ferocious intensity while musclestwitched wildly in hislong narrow neck. Meanwhile, in amore
restrained but no less intense way, Friedman's companion of the evening, Ms. Y arber, was dso giving
Sundarathe stare.

Friedman. He was about twenty-nine, weirdly thin, maybe 2.3 meterstall, with abulging Adam's apple
and crazy exophthalmic eyes, adense mass of kinky brown hair engulfed his head like some woolly
creature from another planet that was attacking him. He had come out of Harvard with areputation for
monetary sorcery and, after going to Wall Street when he was nineteen, had become the head magus of a
band of spaced-out financiers caling themsaves Asgard Equities, which through a series of lightning
coups—option-pumping, feigned tenders, double straddles, and alot of other techniques| but dimly
comprehend—had within five years gained control of abillion-dollar corporate empire with extensive
holdings on every continent but Antarctica. (And it would not amaze meto learn that Asgard held the
customs-collection franchise for McMurdo Sound.)

Ms. Y arber was asmal blond person, thirty or so, lean and atrifle hard-faced, energetic, quick-eyed,
thin-lipped. Her hair, boyishly short, fell in sparse bangs over her high inquisitive forehead. She wore not
much face makeup, only afaint line of blue around her mouth, and her clotheswere austere—a
straw-colored jerkin and astraight, smple brown knee-length skirt. The effect was restrained and even
ascetic, but, | had noticed as we sat down, she had neatly balanced her prevailingly asexua image with
one stunning erotic touch: her skirt was entirely open from hip to hem for a span of perhaps twenty
centimeters down the left Side, exposing as she moved adeek muscular leg, asmooth tawny thigh, a
glimpse of buttock. At mid-thigh, fastened by an encircling chain, she worethe little abstract medalion of
the Trangit Creed.

And so to dinner. The usuad banquet fare: fruit sdlad, consommeé, protosoy filet, steam-table peas and
carrots, flagons of CdiforniaBurgundy, lumpy baked Alaska, everything served with maximum clatter
and minimum grace by stony-faced members of downtrodden minority groups. Neither the food nor the
decor had any taste, but no one minded that; we were al so doped that the menu was ambrosiaand the
hotel was Vdhalla. Aswe chattered and ate, an assortment of small-time politica pros circulated from
table to table, dapping backs and gladding hands, and aso we endured a procession of salf-important
political wives, mainly sixtyish, dumpy, and grotesquely garbed in the latest nippy-dip styles, wandering
about digging their proximity to the mighty and famous. The noiselevel was 20 db up from Niagara.
Geysers of ferocious laughter came splashing from thistable or that as some slver-maned jurist or



revered legidator told his or her favorite scabrous Republican/ gay / black / Puerto / Jew / Irish / Itdian /
doctor / lawyer / rabbi / priest / femde politician / Mafioso joke in the finest 1965 style. | fdt, as| had
adwaysfdt a these functions, like avisitor from Mongolia hurled without phrasebook into some unknown
American tribd ritud. It might have been unendurableif tubes of high-quaity bone had not kept coming
around; the New Democratic Party may stint on the wine but it knows how to buy dope.

By the time the speechmaking began, about haf past nine, aritua within the ritua was unfolding: Lamont
Friedman was flashing dmost desperate Sgnals of desire a Sundara, and Catalina Y arber, though she
was obvioudy aso drawn to Sundara, had in a cool unemotional nonverba way offered hersdf to me.

Asthe master of ceremonies—L ombroso, managing brilliantly to be elegant and coarse at the same
time—went into the core of hisroutine, aternating derisive pokes at the most distinguished members of
the party present in the room with obligatory threnodiesto the traditiona martyrs Roosevelt, Kennedy,
Kennedy, King, Roswell, and Goittfried, Sundaraleaned toward me and whispered. “Have you been
watching Friedman?’

“He hasabad case of horn, I'd say.”

“I thought geniuses were supposed to be more subtle.”

“Perhaps he thinks the least subtle approach isthe most subtle approach,” | suggested.

“Wadll, | think he's being adolescent.”

“Too bad for him, then.”

“Oh, no,” Sundarasaid. “1 find him attractive. Weird but not repelent, you know? Almost fascinating.”

“Then the direct approach isworking for him. See? Heis agenius”

Sundaralaughed. “ Y arber's after you. Is she agenius, too?’

“I think it'sreally you she wants, love. It's caled theindirect approach.”

“What do you want to do?’

| shrugged. “It'sup to you.”

“I'mfor it. How do you fed about Y arber?’

“Much energy there, ismy guess”

“Minetoo. Four-group tonight, then?”

“Why not,” | said, just as Lombroso sent the audience into deafening merriment with an elaborately
polyethnic-perverse climax to hisintroduction to Paul Quinn.

We gave the mayor astanding ovation, neetly choreographed by Haig Mardikian from the dais.
Resuming my seet, | sent Catdina Y arber abody-language telegram that brought dots of color to her
pae cheeks. She grinned. Small sharp even teeth, set close together. Message received. Done and done.
Sundaraand | would have an adventure with these two tonight, then. We were more monogamous than



most couples, hence our two-group basic license: not for us the brawling multiheaded households, the
sguabbles over private property, the communal broods of kiddies. But monogamy isonething and
chadtity isanother, and if the former till exists, however metamorphosed by the evolutions of the era, the
latter is one with the dodo and the trilobite. | welcomed the prospect of a passage at arms with the
vigorouslittle Ms. Yarber. Yet | found myself envying Friedman, as| dways envied Sundara's partner of
the night: for he would have the unique Sundara, who wasto me still the most desirable woman in the
world, and | must settle for someone | desired but desired lessthan she. A measure of love, | suppose, is
what that was, love within the context of exofiddity. Lucky Friedman! One can cometo awoman like
Sundarafor thefirgt timeonly once.

Quinn spoke. Heisno comic, and he made only afew perfunctory jokes, to which hislistenerstactfully
overreacted; then it was down to serious business, the future of New Y ork City, the future of the United
States, the future of humanity in the coming century. The year 2000, he told us, holds immense symbolic
vaue itisliterdly the coming of the millennium. Asthe digit shifts, let uswipe clean the date and begin
afresh, remembering but not re-enacting the errors of the past. We have, he said, been through the ordeal
by firein the twentieth century, enduring vast didocations and transformations and injuries, we have
severa times come closeto the destruction of dl life on earth; we have confronted ourselves with the
likdihood of universal famine and universd poverty; we have plunged ourselvesfoolishly and avoidably
into decades of political instability; we have been the victims of our own greed, fear, hatred, and
ignorance; but now, with the energy of the solar reaction itsdlf in our control, with population growth
stable, with aworkable balance reached between economic expansion and protection of the
environment, the time has come to build the ultimate society, aworld in which reason prevailsand right is
triumphant, aworld in which the full flowing of human potential can beredized.

And so on, asplendid vision of the era ahead. Noble rhetoric, especialy from amayor of New Y ork,
traditionally more concerned with the problems of the school system and the agitation of the civil-service
unions than with the destiny of mankind. It would have been easy to dismiss the speech as mere pretty
bombast; but no, impossible, it held significance beyond its theme, for what we were hearing was the first
trumpet cal of awould-be world leader. There he stood, looking half ameter taller than he was, face
flushed, eyes bright, arms folded in that characteristic pose of forcein repose, hitting us with those clarion
phrases.

“—asthe digit shifts, let uswipe clean the date—"
“—we have been through the ordedl by fire—"
“—the time has come to build the ultimate society—"

The Ultimate Society. | heard the click and the whirr, and the sound was not so much the shifting of the
digit asthe extruson of anew political dogan, and | didn't need great stochadtic giftsto guessthat we
would al hear much, much more about the Ultimate Society before Paul Quinn was donewith us.

Damn, but hewas compelling! | was eager to be off and into the night's exploits, and till | sat
motionless, rapt, and so did thiswhole audience of boozy pols and stoned cel ebrities, and even the
waliters hdted their eternd clashing of trays as Quinn's magnificent voice rolled through the hall. Since that
first night at Sarkisian's| had watched him grow steadily stronger, more solid, asthough hisriseto
prominence had confirmed in him his own sdf-gppraisa and burned awvay whatever shred of diffidence
wasin him. Now, glittering in the spotlights, he seemed avehicle for cosmic energies; there played
through him and out from him an irresistible power that shook me profoundly. A new Roosevelt? A new
Kennedy? 1 trembled. A new Charlemagne, a new Mohammed, maybe a new Genghis Khan.



Hefinished with aflourish and we were up and screaming, no need of Mardikian's choreography now,
and the mediafolk were running to clam their cassettes and the hard-eyed clubhouse boys were dapping
palms and talking about the White House and women were weeping and Quinn, sweating, ams
outspread, accepted our homage with quiet satisfaction, and | sensed the first rumblings of the juggernaut
through these United States.

It was an hour more before Sundara and Friedman and Catalinaand | got out of the hotel. To the pod,
quickly home. Odd sdlf-conscious silences; dl four of us easger to get to it, but the socid conventions
temporarily prevail, and we pretend to coolness, and, besides, Quinn has overwhelmed us. We are so full
of him, hisresonant phrases, hisvitd presence, that we are dl four of us made ciphers, numb, sefless,
stunned. No one can initiate the first move. We chatter. Brandy, bone; atour of the apartment; Sundara
and | show off our paintings, our sculptures, our primitive artifacts, our view of the Brooklyn skyline; we
become lessill a ease with one another, but still thereis no sexua tension; that mood of erotic
anticipation that had been building so excitingly three hours earlier has been wholly dissipated by the
impact of Quinn's speech. Was Hitler an orgasmic experience? Was Caesar? We sprawl on the thick
white carpet. More brandy. More bone. Quinn, Quinn, Quinn: instead of sexing wetalk politics.
Friedman, finaly, most unspontaneoudy, dides hishand dong Sundaras ankle and up over her caf. Itis
aggnd. Wewill forcetheintendty. “Hehas to run next year,” says CatdinaY arber, ostentatiousy
maneuvering hersalf so that the dit in her skirt flops open, displaying flat belly, golden curls. “ Leydecker's
got the nomination wrapped up,” Friedman opines, growing bolder, caressng Sundaras breasts. | touch
the dimmer switch, kicking in the dtered-light rheostat, and the room takes on a shining psychededlic
texture. About, about, in redl and rout, the witchfires dance. Y arber offers afresh tube of bone. “From
Sikkim,” she declares. “ The best stuff going.” To Friedman she says, “| know Leydecker's ahead, but
Quinn can push him asideif hetries. We can't wait four more yearsfor him.” | draw deep on the tube
and the Sikkimese dope sets up a breeder reaction in my brain. “Next year istoo soon,” | tell them.
“Quinn looked incredible tonight, but we don't have enough time to hit the whole country with him
between here and ayear from November. Mortonson's a cinch for reglection anyway. Let Leydecker
use himsdf up next year and we move Quinn into positionin ‘04.” | would have gone on to outline the
whole feigned-vice-presidentia-bid strategy but Sundara and Friedman had vanished into the shadows,
and Catainawas no longer interested in politics.

Our clothesfell away. Her body wastrim, athletic, boyishly smooth and muscular, breasts heavier than |
had expected, hips narrower. She kept her Trangt Creed emblem chained to her thigh. Her eyes
gleamed but her skinwas cool and dry and her nipples weren't erect; whatever she might befeding, it
didn't currently include sirong physica desirefor Lew Nichols. What | felt for her was curiosity and a
certain remote willingness to fornicate; no doubt she felt no more for me. We entangled our bodies,
stroked each other's skins, made our mouths meet and our tonguestickle. It was such an impersond
thing thet | was afraid I'd never get it up, but the familiar reflexestook hold, the old reliable hydraulic
mechanisms began shunting blood toward my loins, and | felt the proper throb, the proper stiffening.
“Come,” shesaid, “be bornto menow.” A strange phrase. Transit Stuff, | learned later. | hovered above
her and her dim strong thighs gripped me and | went into her.

Our bodies moved, up and down, back and forth. Werolled into this position and that one, joylesdy
running through the standard repertoire. Her skills were formidable, but there was a contagious chillness
about her manner of doing it that rendered me a mere screwing machine, arestless piston endlessly
ramming acylinder, so that | copulated without pleasure and amost without sensation. What could she
be getting out of it? Not much, | supposed. It's because she'sredlly after Sundara, | thought, and is
putting up with me merely to get achance ather. | wasright but | waswrong, for, | would learn
eventudly, Ms. Y arber's steely pass onless technique was not so much areflection of alack of interestin
measit wasaresult of Trangt teaching. Sexudlity, say the good proctors, traps onein the here and now
and ddlaystrangtions, and trangtionisdl: the steedy Stateis death. Therefore engagein coition if you



must, or if there is some greater god to be gained by it, but be not dissolved by ecstasy lest you mire
yoursdf wrongfully in theintrangtive condition.

Even so. Weindulged in our icy balet for what seemed like weeks, and then she came, or alowed
hersdlf to come, inaquiet quick quiver, and with sllent relief | nudged mysdlf across the boundary into
completion, and we rolled apart, hardly breathing hard.

“I'd like more brandy,” she said after ahit.

| reached for the cognac. From far away came the groans and gasps of more orthodox pleasure:
Sundaraand Friedman going &t it.

Catalinasaid, “Y ou're very competent.”

“Thank you,” | replied uncertainly. No one had ever said quite that to me before. | wondered how to
respond and decided to make no attempt at reciprocity. Cognac for two. She sat up, crossed her legs,
smoothed her hair, sipped her drink. She looked unswesty, unruffled, unfucked, in fact. Y et, strangely,
she glowed with sexua energy; she seemed genuingly pleased with what we had done and genuindy
pleased, aswdll, with me. “I mean that,” she said. “ Y ou're superb. Y ou do it with power and
detachment.”

“Detachment?”

“Non-attachment, | should say. We vauethat. In Trangt, non-attachment iswhat we seek. All Transt
processeswork toward creating flux, toward constant evolutionary change, and if we alow ourselvesto
become attached to any aspect of the here and now, to become attached to erotic pleasure, for example,
to become attached to getting rich, to become attached to any ego aspect that ties usto intransient

Sates—
“Catdina—"

vy es?

“I'm very looped. | can't handle theology now.”

She grinned. “ To become attached to non-attachment,” she said, “is one of the worst follies of al. I'll
have mercy. No more Trangt talk.”

“I'm grateful.”
“Some other time, perhaps? Y ou and Sundara both. I'd love to explain our teachings, if—"
“Of course,” | said. “Not now.”

We drank, we smoked, eventua ly we found ourselves fornicating again—it was my defense against her
yearning to convert me—and thistime she must have had her tenetslessfirmly to thefore of her
consciousness, for our interchange was less of a copulation, more amaking of love. Toward dawn
Sundara and Friedman appeared, she looking deek and glorious, he bony and drained and even a bit
dazed. She kissed me across a gulf of twelve meters, apucker of air: Hello, love, hello, | love you most
of dl. I went to her and she pressed tight against me and | nibbled her earlobe and said, “Have fun?’ She
nodded dreamily. Friedman must have his skills, too, not al of them financid. “Did hetak Trangt to



you?’ | wanted to know. Sundarashook her head. Friedman wasn't into Trangit yet, she murmured,
though Catalina had been working on him.

“She'sworking on me, too,” | said.

Friedman was dumped on the couch, glassy-eyed, staring dully at the sunrise over Brooklyn. Sundara,
steeped in classical Hindu erotology, was aheavy trip for any man.

—when a woman clasps her lover as closely as a serpent twines around a tree, and pulls his head
towards her waiting lips, if she then kisses him making a light hissing sound “ soutt soutt” and
looks at himlong and tenderly—her pupils dilated with desire—this posture is known as the Clasp
of the Serpent—

“Anyonefor breskfast?’ | asked.

Catadinasmiled obliquely. Sundaramerely inclined her head. Friedman looked unenthusiadtic. “Later,” he
said, voice barely rising above awhisper. A burned-out husk of aman.

—when a woman places one foot on the foot of her lover, and the other around his thigh, when
she puts one arm around his neck and the other around hisloins, and softly croons her desire, asif
she wished to climb the firm stem of his body and capture a kiss—it is known as the Tree
Climber—

| left them sprawled in their various parts of the living room and went off to shower. | had had no deep
but my mind was dert and active. A strange night, abusy night: | felt more divethanin weeks, and |
sensed astochadtic tickle, atremor of clairvoyance, that warned me | was moving to the threshold of
some new transformation. | took the shower full force, punching for maximum vibratory enhancement,
waves of ultrasound keying into my throbbing outreaching nervous system, and emerged looking for new
worldsto conquer.

No onewasin theliving room but Friedman, till naked, till glazed of eye, fill supine on the couch.
“Where'd they go?’ | asked.

Languidly he waved afinger toward the master bedroom. So Catalinahad scored her goal after all.
Was | expected to extend similar hospitdity to Friedman now? My bisexudity quotient islow and he
ingpired not ashred of gaiety in mejust then. But no, Sundarahad dismantled hislibido; he flashed no
sgns except exhaugtion. “Y oure alucky man,” he murmured after awhile. “What amarvel ous woman....
What ... a... marvelous...” | thought he had dozed. “... woman. Is shefor sale?”’

"Sale?"

He sounded almost serious.

“Y our Oriental davegirl iswho I'm talking about.”

“My wife?’

“Y ou bought her in the market in Baghdad. Five hundred dinarsfor her, Nichols.”



“No dedl.”

“A thousand.”

“Not for two empires,” | said.
Helaughed. “Whered you find her?’
“Cdifornia”

“Arethere any morelike that out there?’

“She'sunique,” | told him. “Soam |, so areyou, so is Catalina. People don't come in standard models,
Friedman. Areyou interested in bregkfast yet?’

He yawned. “1f we want to be reborn on the proper level we must learn to purify ourselves of the needs
of the meat. That's Trangit. I'll mortify my meet by renouncing breekfast asa start.” His eyes closed and
he went away.

| had breskfast alone and watched morning come rushing out of the Atlantic at us. | took the morning
Times out of its door dot and was pleased to see that Quinn's speech had made the front page, below
the fold but with atwo-column photo. MAYOR CALLS FOR FULL HUMAN POTENTIAL. That
was the headline, abit below theTimes * usua standard of incisiveness. The story used his Ultimate
Society tag asitslead and quoted haf adozen glittering phrasesin the first twenty lines. The story then
jumped to page 21, and the complete text was in abox accompanying the jump. | found myself reading
it, and as| read | found myself wondering why | had been so stirred, for the printed speech seemed to
lack any red content; it was purely averbal object, a collection of catchy lines, offering no program,
making no concrete suggestions. And to melast night it had sounded like a blueprint for Utopia. |
shivered. Quinn had provided nothing more than an armature; | mysdf had hung the trimmingson, al my
vague fantasies of socid reform and millennid transformation. Quinn's performance had been pure
charismain action, an elementa force working us over from the dais. So it iswith al the great leaders: the
commodity they haveto sdll is persondity. Mere ideas can be | ft to lesser men.

The phone began ringing alittle after eight. Mardikian wanted to distribute athousand videotapes of the
gpeech to New Democratic organizations al over the country; what did | think? Lombroso reported
pledges of haf amillion to the as yet nonexistent Quinn-for-President campaign kitty in the aftermath of
the speech. Missakian ... Ephrikian ... Sarkisian...

When | findly had aquiet moment, | came out and found Catalina Y arber, wearing her blouse and her
thigh chain, prodding Lamont Friedman into wakefulness. She gave me afoxy grin. “Well be seeing more
of each other, | know,” she said throatily.

They left. Sundaradept on. There were no more phone cdls. Quinn's speech was making waves
everywhere. Eventually she emerged, naked, ddlicious, deepy, but perfect in her beauty, not even
puffy-eyed.

“I think I want to know more about Transit,” she said.
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Three dayslater | came home and was startled to find Sundara and Catalina, both nude, knedling side by



side on the living-room carpet. How beautiful they looked, the pale body beside the chocolate one, the
short yellow hair and the long black cascade, the dark nipples and the pink. It was not the preludeto a
pashas orgy, though. Theair wasrich with incense and they were running through litanies. “ Everything
passes,” Y arber intoned, and Sundararepeated, “ Everything passes.” A golden chain condtricted the
dusky satin of my wifesleft thigh and the Trangt Creed medd lion was mounted on it.

She and Catdlina displayed a courteous don't-mind-us attitude toward me and went on with what they
were doing, which evidently was an extended catechism. | thought they would rise & some point and
disappear into the bedroom, but no, the nudity was purely ritua, and when they were done with the
teachings they donned their clothes and brewed tea and gossiped like old friends. That night, when |
reached for Sundara, she said gently that she couldn't make love just now. Notwouldn't, notdidn't want
to, butcouldn't. Asif she had entered into a state of purity that must not at the moment be defiled by lust.

So it began, Sundaras passage into Trangt. At first there was only the morning meditation, ten minutesin
slence; then there were the evening readings, out of mysterious paperbound books poorly printed on
cheap paper; in the second week she announced there would be amesting in the city every Tuesday
night, and could I manage without her? Tuesdays became nights of sexua abstinence for us dso; shewas
apologetic but firm about that. She seemed distant, preoccupied, engrossed with her conversion. Even
her work, the art gallery she ran so shrewdly, seemed unimportant to her. | suspected she was seeing
Catalina often in the city during the day, and | wasright, though in my naive Western materidist way |
imagined they were merely having alove affair, meeting in hotel roomsfor interludes of dippery
grapplings and tonguings, when in fact it was Sundara's soul far more than her body that had been
seduced. Old friends had warned me long ago: marry aHindu and you'l be twirling prayer whedswith
her from dusk to dawn, you'l turn into a vegetarian, shell have you singing hymnsto Krishna | laughed at
them. Sundarawas American, Western, earthy. But now | saw her Sanskrit genestaking their revenge.

Trangt, of course, wasn't Hindu—more amixture of Buddhism and fascism, actudly, a stew of Zen and
Tantraand Platonism and Gestalt thergpy and Poundian economics and what-all else, and neither
Krishnanor Allah nor Jehovah nor any other divinity figured initsbeliefs. It had come out of Cdifornia,
naturaly, Six or seven years ago, acharacteristic product of the Wild ‘ 90s that had succeeded the Goofy
‘80sthat had followed the Horrid * 70s, and, diligently prosdlytized by an ever-expanding horde of
dedicated proctors, it had spread rapidly through such less enlightened places as the eastern United
States. Until Sundaras conversion | had paid little attention to it; it was not so much repugnant as
irrdlevant to me. But asit began to absorb more and more of my wifeésenergies, | Sarted to takea
closer look.

Catalina Y arber had been able to express most of the basic tenetsin five minutes, the night sheand |
bedded. Thisworld is unimportant, the Trangit folk assert, and our passage through it is brief, aquick
trifling trip. We go through, we are reborn into it, we go through again, we keep on going through until at
last we are freed from the whed of karmaand pass onward to the blissful annihilation that is nirvana,
when we become one with the cosmos. What holds usto the whed! is ego attachment: we become
hooked on things and needs and pleasures, on sdlf-gratification, and so long as we retain asdlf that
requires gratification wewill be born again and again into this dreary meaningless little mud-ball. If we
want to moveto a higher plane and ultimately to reach the Highest, we must refine our soulsin the
crucible of renunciation.

All that isfairly orthodox Eastern theology. The specid kicker of Trangt isits emphasison voldtility and
mutability. Trangtionisal; changeisessentid; sasskills; rigid consstency isthe road to undesirable
rebirths. Trangt processes work toward constant evolution, toward perpetua quicksilver flow of the
spirit, and encourage unpredictable, even eccentric, behavior. That's the gpped: the sanctification of
craziness. The universe, the proctors say, isin perpetud flux; we never can step twiceinto the sameriver;



we must flow and yield; we must be supple, protean, kaleidoscopic, mercuria; we must accept the
knowledge that permanenceisan ugly delusion and everything, oursavesincluded, isin agtate of giddy
unending trangtion. But athough the universeisfluid and wayward, we are not therefore condemned to
blow haphazardly inits breezes. No, they tell us because nothing is determinigtic,because nothing is
unbendingly foreordained, everything iswithin our individua control. We are the existentid shapers of our
destinies, and we are free to grasp the Truth and act on it. What is the Truth? That we must freely choose
not to be ourselves, that we must discard our rigidly conceived sdf-images, for only through the
unimpeded flow of the Trangit processes can we abolish the ego attachments that tie usto intrangent
low-plane Sates.

These teachings were threatening to me. | am not comfortable with chaos. | believein order and
predictability. My gift of second sght, my innate ochagticity, isfounded on the notion that patterns exist,
that probabilitiesareredl. | prefer to believe that whileit isnot certain thet teaover aflamewill boil or
that arock thrown in theair will fal, these eventsare highly likely. The Trangit people, it seemed to me,
were striving toward abolition of that likelihood: to produce iced teaon astove wastheir am.

Coming home was an adventure now.

One day the furniture was rearranged. Everything. All our carefully calculated effects were destroyed.
Three dayslater | found the furniture in yet another pattern, even more clumsy. | made no comment either
time and after about aweek Sundara put things back the way they had been at first.

Sundaradyed her hair red. The effect was ghastly.
She kept awhite cross-eyed cat for six days.

She begged me to accompany her to a Tuesday night process session, but when | agreed she canceled
my gppointment an hour before we were due to set out, and went alone, explaining nothing.

She wasin the hands of the gpostles of chaos. Love breeds patience; therefore | was patient with her.
Whatever way she chose to wage her war on stasis, | was patient. Thisisonly aphase, | told myself.
Only aphase.

15

On the 9th day of May, 1999, between the hours of four and five in the morning, | dreamed that State
Controller Gilmartin was being executed by afiring squad.

| can be so precise about the date and the time because it was adream so vivid, so much like the eleven
o'clock news unredling on the screen of my mind, that it awakened me, and | mumbled amemo about it
into my bedside recorder. | learned long ago to make notes on dreams of such intensity, because they
often turn out to be premonitions. In dreams comes truth. Joseph's Pharaoh dreamed he stood by ariver
out of which came seven plump cattle and seven scrawny ones—fourteen omens. Capurniasaw the
statue of her hushand Caesar spouting blood the night before the ides of March. Abe Lincoln dreamed of
hearing the subdued sobs of invisible mourners and behed himself going downgtairsto find acatafaquein
the East Room of the White House, an honor guard of soldiers, abody in funeral vestmentson the bier, a
throng of weeping citizens. Who is deaed in the White House? the dreaming President asks, and they tell
him that the dead man isthe President, dain by an assassin. Long before Carvgd entered my life | knew
that the future's moorings are weak, that floes of time break loose and drift back acrossthe great seato
our degping minds. So | paid heed to my Gilmartin dream.



| saw him, plump, pale, swesting, atall round-faced man with cold blue eyes, hauled into a bare dusty
courtyard, a place of fierce sunlight and harsh sharp shadows, by asquad of scowling soldiersin black
uniforms. | saw him struggling at his bonds, snuffling, twisting, beseeching, protesting hisinnocence. The
soldiers stlanding shoulder to shoulder, lifting thelr rifles, an infinitely long moment of silent aiming.
Gilmartin moaning, praying, whining, at the very end finding ascrap of dignity, pulling himself erect,
squaring his shoulders, facing hiskillers defiantly. The order tofire, the crack of guns, the body jerking
and writhing hideoudy, dumping againgt the ropes...

Now what to make of this? The promise of trouble for Gilmartin, who had made financia troubles for
the Quinn adminigtration and whom | didn't like, or merdly the hope of it? An nation brewing,
perhaps? Assassi nations had been abig thing in the early * 90s, bigger even than in the bloody Kennedy
years, but | thought the fad had gone out of fashion again. Who would nate adrab hack like
Gilmartin, anyway? Maybe what | was picking up was a premonition that Gilmartin would die of natural
causes. Gilmartin boasted of his good health, though. An accident, then? Or maybe just metaphorical
death—alawsuit, a politica squabble, ascanda, an impeachment?

| didn't know how to interpret my dream or what to do about it, and ultimately | decided not to do
anything. And so we missed the boat on the Gilmartin scandd, which indeed was what | was
perceaiving—no firing squad, no assassination for the contraller, but shame, resignation, jail. Quinn could
have made tremendous palitical capitd out of it if it had been city investigators who exposed Gilmartin's
manipulations, if the mayor had risen in righteous wrath to say that the city was being short-changed and
an audit was needed. But | failed to see the larger pattern, and it was a state accountant, not one of our
people, who eventualy blew the story open—how Gilmartin had been systematicdly diverting millions of
dollars of state fundsintended for New Y ork City into the treasuries of afew small upstate towns, and
thence into his own pockets and those of acouple of rurd officials. Too late | redlized that | had hadtwo
chances at knocking Gilmartin down, and | had fumbled both of them. A month before my dream
Carvga had given me that mysterious note. Keep an eye on Gilmartin, he had suggested. Gilmartin, oil
gellation, Leydecker. Wdll?

“Talk to me about Carvgal,” | said to Lombroso.

“What do you want to know?’

“How wdl has he actudly donein the market?’

“Sowdl it'suncanny. He's cleared nine or ten million that | know of, just since * 93. Maybe alot more.
I'm sure he works through several brokerage firms. Numbered accounts, dummy nominees, al sorts of
tricks to hide how much he's redlly been taking out of the Street.”

“Heearnsdl of it from trading?’

“All of it. He getsin, ridesastock straight up, gets out. There were people in my office who made
fortunesjug by following hispicks”

“Isit possible,” | asked, “for anybody to outguess the market that consstently over so many years?’

Lombroso shrugged. “| suppose afew people have doneit. We have our legends of greet traders dl the
way back to Bet-a-Million Gates. Nobody | know has been as consistent as Carvgja.”

“Does he have indde information?”’



“He can't have. Not on so many different companies. It hasto be pureintuition. He just buysand sdlls,
buys and sdlls, and regps his profits. Came in cold one day, opened an account, no bank references, no
Wall Street connections. Always cash transactions, never margin. Spooky.”

“Yes” | sad.

“Quiet little man. Sat watching the tape, put in his orders. No fuss, no chatter, no excitement.”

“Ishe ever wrong?’

“Hé'staken somelosses, yes. Smal ones. Small losses, big winnings.”

“I wonder why.”

“Why what?’ Lombroso asked.

“Why any lossesat al?’

“Even Carvga hasto befdlible”

“Redly?’ | said. “Maybe he takesthe losses for strategic effect. Calculated setbacks, to encourage
people to believe he's human. Or to keep others from automatically backing his picks and distorting the
fluctuations.”

“Don't you think he's human, Lew?’

“I think he's human, yes.”

“But—?

“But with avery specid gift.”

“For picking stocksthat are going to go up. Very specia.”

“Morethan that.”

“More how?’

“I'm not ready to say.”

“Why areyou afraid of him, Lew?’ Lombroso said.

“Did | say | was? When?’

“The day he came here, you told me he made you fed creepy, that he gives off scary vibes.
Remember?’

“I suppose | did.”

“Y ou think he's practicing witchcraft? 'Y ou think he's some kind of magician?’



“I know probability theory, Bob. If therésonething | do know, it's probability theory. Carvgd's done a
couple of thingsthat go beyond norma probability curves. Oneis his sockmarket performance. Another
isthisGilmartin thing.”

“Perhaps Carvgid gets his newspapers ddivered amonth in advance,” Lombroso said.
Helaughed. | didn't.

| said, “1 have no hypothesesat dl. | only know that Carvgja and | operate in the same kind of business,
and that hel's so much better at it than | am theré's no comparison. What | tell you now isthat I'm baffled
and alittlefrightened.”

Lombroso, calm to the point of seeming patronizing, drifted easily across his mgestic office and stared a
moment into his showcase of medieval treasures. At length he said, speaking with his back turned,

“Y ou're being excessively melodramatic, Lew. Theworld isfull of people who frequently make lucky
guesses. You're one yourself. He's luckier than most, sure, but that doesn't mean he can see the future.”

“All right, Bob.”

“Doesit? When you come to me and say the probability of an unfavorable public responseto this or that
piece of legidation isthus-and-such, are you seeing into the future, or just taking aguess? | never heard
you clam clairvoyance, Lew. And Carvga—"

“All right!"

“Easy, man.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Can| get you adrink?’

“I'd like to change the subject,” | said.

“What would you like to talk about next?’

“Qil gellation policy.”

He nodded blandly. “ The City Council,” he said, “has had abill in committee al spring that callsfor
gellation of dl oil aboard tankers coming into New Y ork Harbor. Environmentaists arefor it, naturdly,
and, naturally, the oil companies are againgt it. Consumer groups aren't too happy about it because the
bill isbound to push up refining costs, which meansretail priceincreases. And—"

“Don't tankers carry gdlling equipment aready?’

“They do, yes. Been afederd regulation since, oh, ‘83 or s0. The year they first began the heavy
offshore pumping in the Atlantic. Whenever atanker has an accident that causes structural rupture and
there's achance of an oil spill, anozzle system sprays dl the crude in the damaged section with gelling
agentsthat turn the ail into asolid glob, right? Which keepsthe oil insde the tank, and even if the ship
breaks up dtogether the gelled ail floatsin big chunks that can easily be scooped up. Then they smply
have to heet the gel to—what isit, 130 degrees Fahrenheit?>—and it turns back into oil. But it takes three
or four hoursjust to spray the stuff into one of those huge tanks, and another seven or eight for the ail to



gd, so we have aperiod of maybe twelve hours following the onset of gellation in which the ol istill
fluid, and alot of oil can escape in twelve hours. So City Councilman Ladrone hasthis plan requiring ail
to be gelled asaroutine step in transporting it by seato refineries, not just as an emergency responsein
case atanker cracks open. But the political problems are—"

“Doit,” | sad.
“1 have a stack of pro and con position papersthat 1'd like you to see before—"

“Forget them. Do it, Bob. Get that bill out of committee and into law thisweek. Effective, say, Junefirgt.
Let the oil companies scream dl they want. Have the bill enacted and have Quinn sign it with avery
visbleflourish.”

“Thebig problem,” Lombroso said, “isthat if New Y ork enactsalaw like that and the other Eastern
Seaboard cities don't, then New Y ork will smply ceaseto serve asaport of entry for crude oil heading
toward metropolitan-arearefineries, and the revenue that we lose will be—"

“Don't worry about it. Pioneers have to take afew risks. Get the bill rammed through, and when Quinn
sgnsit have him cal upon President Mortonson to put asmilar bill before Congress. Let Quinn siress
that New Y ork City isgoing to protect its beaches and harbors no matter what, but that he hopes the
rest of the country won't betoo far behind. Got it?’

“Aren't you pushing ahead too fast with this, Lew? It'snot like you just to issueex cathedra ingructions
like thiswhen you haven't even studied the—"

“Maybe | can seethefuture, too,” | said.
| laughed. He didn'.

Bothered as he was by my insistence on haste, Lombroso did the needful. We conferred with

Mardikian, Mardikian spoke with Quinn, Quinn passed the word to the City Council, and the bill became
law. The day Quinn was dueto sign it, adelegation of oil-company lawyers showed up at his officeto
threaten, in their politely oily way, aharrowing court fight if he didn't veto the measure. Quinn sent for me
and we had atwo-minute discussion. “Do | redly want thislaw?’ he asked, and | said, “Y ou redly do,”
and he sent the ail lawyers away. At the signing he delivered an impromptu and impassoned ten-minute
speech in favor of nationa mandatory gellation. It was adow day for the networks, and the heart of
Quinn's speech, alively two-and-a-haf-minute segment about the rape of the environment and man's
determination not to acquiesce passvely, madeit into the night's news programs from coast to coast.

The timing was perfect. Two days later the Japanese supertanker Exxon Maru was rammed off
Cdiforniaand broke gpart in aredly spectacular way; the gdlling system mafunctioned and millions of
barrds of crude oil fouled the shordline from Mendocino to Big Sur. That evening aVenezud an tanker
heading for Port Arthur, Texas, experienced some mysterious calamity in the Gulf of Mexico that spilled
aload of ungelled oil on the shores of the whooping crane wildlife refuge near Corpus Chrigti. The next
day there was abad spill somewhere off Alaska, and, just asthough these three awful spillswerethefirst
the world had ever known, suddenly everybody in Congress was deploring pollution and talking about
mandatory gellation—with Paul Quinn's brand-new New Y ork City legidation frequently being
mentioned as the prototype for the proposed federa law.

Gilmatin.



Gdlation.
Onetip remained: Socorro for Leydecker before summer. Get to him early.

Cryptic and opague, like most oracular pronouncements. | was entirely stopped by it. No stochastic
technique a my command yielded a useful projection. | doodled adozen scenarios and they dl came out
bewildering and meaningless. What kind of professona prophet was | when | was handed three solid
cluesto future eventsand | could turn atrick on but one out of the three?

| began to think | ought to pay acall on Carvgal.

Before | could do anything, though, stunning newsrolled out of the West. Richard Leydecker, governor
of Cdifornig, titular leader of the New Democratic Party, front-running candidate for the next presdentia
nomination, dropped dead on a Palm Springs golf course on Memoria Day at the age of fifty-seven, and
his office and power descended to Lieutenant-Governor Carlos Socorro, who thereby became amighty
politica forcein theland by virtue of his control of the country's wealthiest and most influential state.

Socorro, who now would command the huge Cdifornia delegation at next year's nationad New
Democratic convention, began making king-making noises at hisvery first press conferences, two days
after Leydecker's death. He managed to suggest, apropos of practically nothing, that he regarded
Senator Eli Kane of Illinois asthe most promising choice for next year's New Democratic
nomination—thereby setting ingtantly into motion a Kane-for-President boom that would become
overwhdming in the next few weeks.

| had been thinking about Kane mysalf. When the news of Leydecker's death camein, my immediate
caculation was that Quinn should now make a play for the top nomination instead of the
vice-presdency—why not grab the extra publicity now that we no longer needed to fear amurderous
struggle with the omnipotent Leydecker?>—but that we gtill should contrive things so that Quinn lost out
on the convention floor to some older and less glamorous man, who then would go on to be trounced by
President Mortonson in November. Quinn thuswould inherit the fragments of the party to rebuild for
2004. Somebody like Kane, adistinguished-looking but hollow party-line politician, would be an idedl
man for the role of the villain who deprives the dashing young mayor of the nomination.

For Quinn to move into serious contention against Kane, though, we would need Socorro's support.
Quinn was still an obscure figure to much of the country, and Kane was famous and beloved in the vast
mid-American heartland. Backing from Cdifornia, giving Quinn the delegates from the two biggest states
if not much ese, would enable him to make adecent losing fight againgt Kane. | figured that we would let
atagteful interval go by, perhaps aweek, and then start making overtures to Governor Socorro. But
Socorro'singtant endorsement of Kane changed everything overnight and undercut Quinn completely.
Suddenly there was Senator Kane touring Cdiforniaat the side of the new governor and emitting orotund
bleats of praisefor Socorro's adminidtrative skills.

Thefix wasin and Quinn was out. A Kane-Socorro ticket was obvioudy in the making, and they would
steamroller into next year's convention with afirgt-balot nomination locked up. Quinn would merdly look
quixotic and ingenuous, or, worse, disingenuous, if he tried to mount afloor fight. We had failed to get to
Socorro in time, despite Carvaja'stip, and Quinn had lost achance to acquire a potent aly. No fata
damage had been done to Quinn's 2004 presidentia chances, but our tardiness had been costly dl the
sane.

Oh, the chagrin, the same, the obloquy! Oh, the bitter onus, Nichols! Here, saysthe strange little man,
hereisapiece of paper with three pieces of the future written on it. Take such action asyour own



prophetic skillstell you isdesrable. Fine, you say, thanksamillion, and your skillstell you nothing, and
nothing iswhat you do. And the future dides down around your ears to become the present, and you see
quite clearly the things you should have done, and you look foolish in your own eyes.

| fdt humble. | falt worthless.
| felt that | had failed some sort of test.

| needed guidance. | went to Carvgal.
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Thisisaplace where amillionaire gifted with second sight lives? A smdl grimy flat in a squat dilgpidated
ninety-year-old gpartment house just off Flatbush Avenue in degpest Godforsaken Brooklyn? Going
there was an experiment in foolhardiness. | knew—anybody in the municipa administration quickly gets
to know—which areas of the city had been written off as out of bounds, beyond hope of redemption,
outsdetherule of law. Thiswas one of them. Beneath the veil of time and decay | could see the bones of
old residentiad respectability here; it had been adigtrict of lower-middle-class Jews once, a neighborhood
of kosher butchers and unsuccessful lawyers, and then lower-middle-class black, and then dum black,
probably with Puerto enclaves, and now it wasjust ajungle, a corroding wasteland of crumbling little
red-brick semidetached two-family houses and soot-filmed six-story gpartment buildings, inhabited by
drifters, sniffers, muggers, muggers of muggers, fera cat packs, short-pants gangs, € ephant rats, and
Martin Carvgad." There?" | blurted when, having suggested a meeting to Carvga, he suggested we hold
it at hishome. | suppose it wastactless to be so astonished at where he lived. He replied mildly that no
harm would cometo me. “1 think I'll arrange for a police escort anyway,” | said, and he laughed and said
that was the surest way to invite trouble, and he told me again, firmly, to have no fear, that | would bein
no peril if | camedone.

Theinner voice whose promptings | dways obey told meto have faith, so | went to Carvgjd without a
police escort, though not without fear.

No cab would go into that part of Brooklyn and pod service, of course, does not reach places like that.

| borrowed an unmarked car from the municipa pool and droveit mysdf, not having thegdl torisk a
chauffeur'slife out there. Like most New Y orkers, | drive infrequently and poorly, and the ride had perils
of itsown. But intime | came, undented if not undaunted, to Carvgd's street. Filth | had expected, yes,
and rotting mounds of garbage in the street, and the rubble-strewn sites of demolished buildings looking
like the gaps | eft by knocked-out teeth; but not the dry blackened corpses of beasts in the streets—dogs,
goats, pigs?—and not the woody-stemmed weeds cracking through the pavement asif thiswere some
ghost town, and not the reek of human dung and urine, and not the ankle-deep swirls of sand. A blast of
oven heat hit mewhen | emerged, timidly and with misgivings, from the coolness of my car. Though this
wasonly early June, aterrible late-August heat baked these miserableruins. ThisisNew York City? This
might have been an outpost in the Mexican desert a century ago.

| left the car set on full darm. Mysdlf, | was carrying atop-strength anti-personnel baton and wearing a
hip-hugging security cone warranted to knock any maefactor adozen meters. Still | felt hideoudy
exposed as| crossed the dreary pavement, knowing | had no defense against a casud sniper pot-shotting
from above. But though afew salow-faced inhabitants of this horrendous village eyed me sourly from the
darkness behind their cracked and jagged windows, though afew lean-hipped street cowboys gave me
long bleak glances, no one approached me, no one spoke to me, there were no fourth-floor fusiliades.
Entering the sagging building where Carvgd lived, | felt dmost relaxed: maybe the neighborhood had
been much maligned, maybe its dark reputation was a product of middlie-class paranoia. Later | learned |



would never have lasted sixty seconds outside my automobileif Carvgd hadn't given ordersinsuring my
safety. In this parched jungle he had immense authority; to hisfierce neighbors he was a sort of warlock,
asacred totem, aholy fool, respected and feared and obeyed. His gift of vision, no doubt, used
judicioudy and with overwhe ming impact, had made him invulnerable here—in the jungle no onetrifles
with a shaman—and today he had spread his mantle over me.

His gpartment was on thefifth floor. There was no eevator. Each flight of stairswas agrim adventure. |
heard the scurrying of giant rats, | choked and retched at foul unfamiliar odors, | imagined seven-year-old
murderers lurking in every pool of shadow. Without incident | reached his door. He opened before|
could find the bell. Even in this heat he wore awhite shirt with buttoned collar, agray tweed jacket, a
brown necktie. He looked like a schoolmaster waiting to hear me recite my Latin conjugations and
declensions. “You see?’ he said. “ Safe and sound. | knew. No harm.”

Carvgd lived in three rooms: a bedroom, aliving room, akitchen. The ceilings were low, the plaster
was cracking, the faded green walls looked asif they had last been painted in the days of Tricky Dick
Nixon. The furniture was even older, with a Truman-eralook to it, floppy and overstuffed, floral
dipcovers and sturdy rhinocerouslegs. The ar was unconditioned and gtifling; theillumination was
incandescent and dim; the TV was an archaic table modd ; the kitchen sink had running water, not
ultrasonics. When | was growing up in the mid-1970s, one of my closest friends was a boy whose father
had died in Vietnam. He lived with his grandparents, and their place looked exactly like this one.
Carvgd's apartment eerily recaptured the texture of mid-century America; it waslikeamovie s¢t, or a
period room &t the Smithsonian.

With remote, absentminded hospitaity he settled me on the battered living-room sofa and gpologized for
having neither drink nor drug to offer me. He was not an indulger, he explained, and very littlewas sold in
this neighborhood. “It doesn't matter,” | said grandly. “A glass of water will befine.”

Thewater wastepid and faintly rusty. That'sfine, too, | told mysdf. | sat unnaturally upright, spinerigid,
legstense. Carvgd, perching on the cushion of the armchair to my right, observed, “Y ou look
uncomfortable, Mr. Nichols”

“I'll unwind in aminute or two. Thetrip out here—"

“Of course.”

“But no one bothered mein the street. | have to confess | was expecting trouble, but—"

“I told you no harm would come.”

“Sill—

“But | told you,” he said mildly. “Didn't you believe me?'Y ou should have believed me, Mr. Nichols.
Y ou know that.”

“I supposeyou'reright,” | said, thinking,Gilmartin, gellation, Leydecker. Carvgd offered me more
water. | smiled mechanically and shook my head. There was agticky silence. After amoment | said,
“Thisisagtrange part of town for a person like you to choose.”

“Srange? Why?’

“A man of your means could live anywherein the city.”



“1 know.”
“Why here, then?’

“I'veadwayslived here” he said softly. “ Thisisthe only homeI've ever known. These furnishings
bel onged to my mother, and sometoher mother. | hear the echoes of familiar voicesin these rooms, Mr.
Nichals. | fed theliving presence of the past. Isthat so odd, to go on living where one has aways lived?’

“But the neighborhood—"

“Has deteriorated, yes. Sixty years bring great changes. But the changes haven't been perceptible to me
in any important way. A gentle decline, year by year, then perhaps a steeper decline, but | make
alowances, | make adjustments, | grow accustomed to what is new and makeit part of what has dways
been. And everything is so familiar to me, Mr. Nichols—the names written in the wet cement when the
pavement was new long ago, the greeat ailanthus tree in the schoolyard, the weatherbeaten gargoyles over
the doorway of the building across the street. Do you understand what I'm saying? Why should | leave
these things for adeek Staten Idand condo?”’

“The danger, for one.”

“There'sno danger. Not for me. These people regard me asthe little man who's ways been here, the
symbol of stahility, the one congtant in auniverse of entropic flow. | have aritudigtic value for them. I'm
some sort of good-luck token, perhaps. At any rate no one who lives here has ever molested me. No
one ever will.”

“Can you be sure of that?’

“Yes” hesad, with monolithic assurance, looking straight into my eyes, and | fdlt that chill again, that
sense of standing on the rim of an abyss beyond my fathoming. There was another long silence. There
was force flowing from him—a power atogether at odds with his drab appearance, his mild manner, his
numb, burned-out expression—and that force immobilized me. | might have been Stting frozen for an
hour. At length he said, *Y ou wanted to ask me some questions, Mr. Nichols.”

| nodded. Taking adeep breeth, | plunged in. “Y ou knew Leydecker was going to die this spring, didn't
you? | mean, you didn't just guessheld die. Y ou knew.”

“Yes” That samefinal, uncontestableyes.
“Y ou knew that Gilmartin would get into trouble. Y ou knew that oil tankerswould spill ungelled oil.”
1] Y%. Ya’l

“Y ou know what the stock market is going to do tomorrow and the day after tomorrow, and you've
made millions of dollars by using that knowledge.”

“That'saso true.”

“Thereforeit'sfair to say that you see future events with extraordinary clarity, with supernatura clarity,
Mr. Carvgad.”



“Asdoyou.”

“Wrong,” | said. “I don't seefuture eventsat dl. I've got no vision whatsoever of thingsto come. I'm
merely very very good at guessing, a weighing probabilities and coming up with the most likely pattern,
but | don't redlysee, | can't ever be certain that I'm right, just reasonably confident. Because al I'm doing
isguessng. Yousee. Y ou told me dmost as much when we met in Bob Lombroso's office: | guess, you
see. Thefutureislike amovie playing indde your mind. Am | right?’

“Y ou know you are, Mr. Nichols.”

“Yes. | know | am. There can't be any doubt of it. I'm aware of what can be accomplished by stochastic
methods, and the things you do go beyond the possibilities of guesswork. Maybe | could have predicted
the likelihood of a couple of oil-tanker breakups, but not that Leydecker would drop dead or that
Gilmartin would be exposed as acrook. | might have guessed thatsome key palitica figurewould diethis
spring, but never which one. | might have guessed that some state politician would get busted, but not by
name. Y our predictions were exact and specific. That's not probabilistic forecasting. That's more like
sorcery, Mr. Carvgal. By definition, the future is unknowable. But you seem to know agreat deal about
thefuture”

“ About the immediate future, yes. Yes, | do, Mr. Nichals.”

“Only theimmediate future?’

Helaughed. “Do you think my mind penetrates al of space and time?’

“At thispoint | have no ideawhat your mind penetrates. | wish | knew. | wish | had some notion of how
it worksand what itslimitsare.”

“It works as you described it,” Carvgd replied. “When | want to, I see. A vison of thingsto come plays
within melikeafilm.” Hisvoice was utterly matter-of-fact. He sounded almost bored. “Isthat the only
thing you came hereto find out?’

“Don't you know? Surely you've seen the film of this conversation aready.”

“Of course | have.”

“But you've forgotten some of the details?’

“I rarely forget anything,” Carvgd said, sghing.

“Then you must know what else I'm going to ask.”

“Yes” headmitted.

“Even so, you won't answer it unless| ask it.”

“Y$”

“Suppose| don't,” | said. “Suppose | just leave right now, without doing what 1I'm supposed to have
done.”



“That won't be possible,” said Carvgd evenly. “1 remember the course this conversation must take, and
you don't leave before asking your next question. There's only one way for thingsto happen. Y ou have
no choice but to say and do the things | saw you say and do.”

“Areyou agod, decreeing the events of my life?’

He smiled wanly and shook his head. “Very much morta, Mr. Nichols. Decreeing nothing. | tell you,
though, the futuré'simmutable. What you think of asthe future. We're both actorsin a script that can't be
rewritten. Come, now. Let's play out our script. Ask me—"

“No. I'm going to break the pattern and walk out of here.”

“—about Paul Quinn'sfuture,” he said.

| was aready at the door. But when he spoke Quinn's name | halted, dack-jawed, stunned, and |
turned. That was, of course, the question | had been going to ask, the question | had come here to ask,
the question | had determined not to ask when | began to play my little game with immutable destiny.
How poorly | had played! How swesetly Carvga had maneuvered me! Because | was helpless,
defeated, immobilized. Y ou may think | was il freeto walk out, but no, but no, not once he had

invoked Quinn's name, not now that he had tantalized me with the promise of desired knowledge, not
now that Carvga had demonstrated once more, crushingly, conclusively, the precision of hisoracular

gift.

“Yousay it,” | muttered. “Y ou ask the question.”

Hesdghed. “If youwish.”

“lingg”

“Y ou mean to ask if Paul Quinn isgoing to become President.”

“That'sit,” | said hollowly.

“Theanswer isthat | think hewill.”

“Y outhink? That'sthe best you can tell me. Y outhink hewill?’

“I don't know.”

“Y ou know everything!”

“No,” Carvgd sad. “Not everything. There are limits, and your question lies beyond them. The only
answer | can give you isamere guess, based on the same sort of factors anyone interested in politics
would consder. Considering those factors, | think Quinnislikely to become President.”

“But you don't know for sure. Y ou can'tsee him becoming President.”

“Exactly.”

“It's beyond your range? Not in the immediate future?’



“Beyond my range, yes.”

“Therefore you're telling me that Quinn won't be eected in 2000, but you think he's agood bet for
2004, dthough you aren't capable of seeing as far as 2004.”

“Did you ever believe Quinn would be elected in 20007” Carvgal asked.

“Never. Mortonson's unbeatable. That is, unless Mortonson happens to drop dead the way L eydecker
did, in which caseit's anybody's el ection, and Quinn—" | paused. “What do you seein storefor
Mortonson? Is he going to live aslong as the eection of 20007

“I don't know,” said Carvgd quietly.

“Y ou don't know that either? The election’s seventeen months away. Y our range of clairvoyanceisless
than seventeen months, isthat it?’

“At present, yes.”
“Hasit ever been greater than that?’
“Oh, yes,” hesaid. “Much greater. I've seen thirty or forty years ahead, at times. But not now.”

| felt Carvgid was playing with me again. Exasperated, | said, “Isthere any chance your long-range
vison will return? And give you, say, avison of the 2004 eection? Or even of the eection of 20007’

“Not redly?’

Sweat was pouring down my body. “Help me. It's extremely important for me to know whether Quinn's
going to makeit into the White House.”

“WM,

“Why, because |—" | stopped, astonished to redlize | had no red answer beyond mere curiosity. | was
committed to working for Quinn's eection; presumably that commitment wasn't conditiona on knowing |
was working for awinner. Y et in the moments when | thought Carvagjd was ableto tell me. | had been
desperate to know. Clumsily | said, “Because I'm, well, very much involved in his career, and I'd fed
better knowing the direction it'slikely to teke, especidly if | knew al our effort on hisbehalf wasn't going
to goto wagte. I—ah—" | halted, feding inane.

Carvgad sad, “I've given you the best answer | can. My guessisthat your man will become President.”
“Next year or in 20047

“Unless something happens to Mortonson, it looks to me as though Quinn has no chance until 2004.”
“But you don't know whether something's going to happen to Mortonson?’ | persisted.

“I'vetold you: | don't have any way of knowing that. Please believe that | can'tsee asfar asthe next
election. And, asyou yourself pointed out afew minutes ago, probabilistic techniques are worthlessin

predicting the date of death of any one person. Probabilitiesaredl I'm going oninthis. My guessisn't
even as good as yours. In stochastic matters, Mr. Nichols, you're the expert, not I.”



“What you're saying isthat your support of Quinn isn't based on absolute knowledge, only ahunch.”
“What support of Quinn?’

His question, so innocent in tone, took me aback. “Y ou thought he'd make a good mayor. Y ou want him
to become President,” | said.

“I did?| do?’

“Y ou gave huge sumsto his campaign treasury when he was running for mayor. What isthat if it isn't
support? In March you showed up at the office of one of his chief strategists and offered to do everything
you could to help Quinn attain higher office. That isn't support?’

“It's of no concernto me at al whether Paul Quinn ever wins another eection,” Carvga said.
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“His career means nothing to me. It never has.”

“Then why are you willing to contribute so heavily to hiseection kitty? Why are you willing to offer
handly tips about the future to his campaign managers? Why are you willing—"

"Willing?"

“Willing, yes. Did | usethe wrong word?’

“Will has nothing to do with it, Mr. Nichols”
“Themore| talk with you, the less| understand.”

“Will implies choice, freedom, volition. There are no such conceptsin my life. | give to Quinn because|
know | must, not because | prefer him to other politicians. | cameto Lombroso's officein March
because | saw mysdlf, months ago, going there, and knew that | had to go that day, no matter what 1'd
rather be doing. I livein this crumbling neighborhood because I've never been granted aview of mysdlf
living anywhere else, and 0 | know thisiswherel belong. | tell you what I've been telling you today
because this conversation is dready asfamiliar to me asamovie I've seenfifty times, and so | know |
must tell you things I've never told to another human being. | never ask why. My lifeiswithout surprises,
Mr. Nichals, and it iswithout decisions, and it iswithout valition. | do what | know | must do, and |
know | must do it because I'veseen mysdf doingit.”

His placid words terrified me more than any of thered or imagined horrors of the dark staircase outside.
Never before had | looked into auniverse from which free will, chance, the unexpected, the random, had
al been banished. | saw Carvgjd as aman dragged helpless but uncomplaining through the present by his
inflexible vison of the immutable future. It frightened me, but after amoment the dizzying terror was gone,
never to return; for after thefirst gppalling perception of Carvgd astragic victim came another, more
exdting, of Carvga as one whose gift was the ultimate refinement of my own, one who has moved
beyond the vagaries of chanceinto arealm of utter predictability. | was drawn irresstibly to him by that
ingght. | felt our souls interpenetrate and knew | would never be free of him again. It was as though that
cold force emanating from him, that chilly radiance born of his strangeness that had made him so repellent
to me, had now reversed its sign and pulled me toward him.



| said, “You dways act out the scenesyousee? ”

“Always”

“Y ou never try to change the script?’

“Never.”

“Because you're afraid of what might happen if you do?’

He shook hishead. “How could | possibly be afraid of anything? What we fear isthe unknown, isn't it?
No: | obediently read the lines of the script because | know there's no dternative. What looksto you like
the futureisto me more like the past, something aready experienced, something it would befutileto
attempt to dter. | give money to Quinn, you see, becausel have already done so and have perceived
that giving. How could | see mysdf having given, if | fall in fact to give when the moment of my vison
intersects the moment of my * present?’

“Do you ever worry about forgetting the script and doing the wrong thing when the moment comes?’

Carvgd chuckled. “If you could ever for an instantsee as | see, you'd know how empty that questionis.
Therésno way to do ‘thewrong thing.” Thereésonly *theright thing,” that which happens, theat whichis
redl. | perceive what will happen; eventudly it takes place; | am an actor in adramathat alowsfor no
improvisations, asareyou, asareweall.”

“And you've never even once attempted to rewrite the script? In some smdll detail? Not even once?’

“Oh, yes, more than once, Mr. Nichals, and not only smdl details. When | was younger, much younger,
before | understood. | would have avision of some caamity, say achild running in front of atruck or a
house on fire, and | would decide to play God, to prevent the calamity from occurring.”

“And?’

“No way. However | planned things, when the moment came the event invariably happened as| had
seen it happen. Always. Circumstances prevented me from preventing anything. Many times|
experimented with changing the predestined course of events, and | never succeeded, and eventualy |
stopped trying. Since then I've smply played my part, reciting my linesas| know they must be recited.”

“And you accept thisfully?’ | asked. | paced the room, restless, agitated, overheated. “To you the book
of timeiswritten and sealed and undterable? Kismet and no arguments?’

“Kismet and no arguments,” he said.
“lsn't that a pretty forlorn philosophy?’

He seemed faintly amused. “It's not a philosophy, Mr. Nichols. It's an accommodation to the nature of
reality. Look, do you ‘accept’ the present?’

“Whet?’

“As things happen to you, do you recognize them as vaid events? Or do you see them as conditiondl



and mutable, do you have the feding that you could change them in the moment they're happening?’
“Of course not. How could anybody change—"

“Precisaly. One can try to redirect the course of one's future, one can even edit and reconstruct one's
memories of the past, but nothing can be done about the moment itself asit flowsinto being and assumes
exisence”
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“To othersthe future looks dterable because it's inaccessible. One hastheillusion of being ableto cregte
one'sown future, to carve it out of the matrix of time yet unborn. But what | percelvewhen lsee, ” he
sad, “isthe‘future only intermsof my temporary position in thetimeflow. Intruth it'saso the ‘ present,
the unaterable immediate present, of mysdf a adifferent position in thetime flow. Or perhaps a the
same pogition in adifferent timeflow. Oh, | have many clever theories, Mr. Nichols. But they al cometo
the same conclusion: that what | witnessisn't ahypothetical and conditiona future, subject to modification
through rearrangement of antecedent factors, but rather areal and unaterable event, asfixed asthe
present or the past. | can no more change it than you can change amotion picture asyou Sit watching it in
athester. | cameto understand this along time ago. And to accept. And to accept.”

“How long have you had the power tosee? ”

Shrugging, Carvaid said, “All my life, | suppose. When | wasachild | couldn't comprehend it; it was
like afever that came over me, avivid dream, addirium. | didn't know | was experiencing—shal we
say, flashforwards? But then | found mysdlf living through episodes| had previoudy ‘ dreamed.” Thatdgja
vu sensation, Mr. Nichals, that I'm sure you've experienced now and then—it was my daily companion.
Thereweretimeswhen | felt like a puppet jerking about on strings while someone spoke my lines out of
the sky. Gradudly | discovered that no one €l se experienced thedéja vu feding as often or asintensdy
as|. | think I must have been twenty before | fully understood what | was, and close to thirty before
redlly cameto termswith it. Of course | never revedled mysdlf to anyone e se, not until today, in fact.”

“Because there was no one you trusted?’

“Becauseit wasn't inthe script,” he said with maddening smugness.
“Y ou never married?’

“No.”

“How could | want to? How could | want what | had obvioudy not wanted? | neversaw awifefor
mysdf.”

“And therefore you must never have been meant to have one.”

“Never have been meant?’ His eyesflashed strangdly. “I don't like that phrase, Mr. Nichols. It implies
that there's some conscious design in the universe, an author for the great script. | don't think thereis.
There's no need to introduce such acomplication. The script writesitself, moment by moment, and the
script showed that | lived alone. One doesn't need to say | wasmeant to be sngle. Sufficient to say thet |
saw mysdf to be single, and so Iwould be single, and so Iwas single, and so lam single”

“The language lacks the proper tensesfor acaselikeyours,” | said.



“But you follow my meaning?’

“I think so. Would it beright to say that ‘future’ and * present’ are merdly different namesfor the same
events seen from different points of view?’

“Not abad approximation,” said Carvagjal. “| prefer to think of al events as smultaneous, and what isin
motion is our perception of them, that moving point of consciousness, not the events themselves.”

“And sometimesit's given to someone to percelve events from severd viewpoints a the sametime, is
thet it?”

“I have many theories,” he said vaguely. “Perhaps one of them is correct. What mattersisthe vison
itself, not the explanation. And | havethevison.”

“Y ou could have used it to make millions,” | said, gesturing at the shabby apartment.
“| did.”

“No, | mean aredly gigantic fortune. Rockefdler plus Getty plus Croesus, afinancia empireonascae
the world's never seen. Power. Ultimate luxury. Pleasure. Women. Control of whole continents.”

“It wasn'tinthe script,” Carvga said.
“And you accepted the script.”
“The script admits of nothing other than acceptance. | thought you understood that point.”

“ S0 you made money, alot of money but nothing like what you could have made, and it was dl
meaninglessto you? Y ou just let it pile up around you like faling autumn leaves?’

“I had no need of it. My needs are smple and my tastes are plain. | accumulated it because | saw mysdf
playing the market and growing rich. What 1 see myself do, | do.”

“Following the script. No questions asked about why.”

“Millions of dollars. What have you donewithit dl?’

“I used it as1saw mysdf using it. | gave some of it away, to charities, to universities, to politicians.”

“ According to your own preferences or to the design yousaw unfolding?’

“I have no preferences,” he said camly.

“And therest of the money?”’

“I kept it. In banks. What would | have done with it? It's never had any importance to me. Asyou say,
meaningless. A million dollars, five million, ten million—just words” An odd wistful note crept into his

voice. “What does have meaning? What doesmeaning mean? We merdly play out the script, Mr.
Nichols. Would you like another glass of water?’



“Pease” | sad, and themillionairefilled my glass.

My mind waswhirling. I had come for answers, and | had had them, dozens of them, yet each had
raised acluster of new questions. Which he was willing to answer, evidently, for no reason other than that
hehad aready answered them in hisvisons of thisday. Taking to Carvgd, | found myself dipping
between past and future tenses, lost in agrammatica maze of jumbled time and disordered sequences.
And hewas dtogether placid, sitting amost motionless, hisvoice flat and sometimes nearly inaudible, his
face without expression other than that peculiarlydestroyed look. Destroyed, yes. He might have been a
zombie, or perhapsarobot. Living arigid preordained fully programmed life, never questioning the
motivesfor any of hisactions, smply going on and on, a puppet dangling from his own inevitable future,
drifting in adeterministic existential passivity that | found bewildering and alien. For amoment | found
mysdf pitying them. Then | wondered whether my compassion might not be misplaced. | felt the
temptation of that existentid passivity, and it was apowerful tug. How comforting it might be, | thought,
toliveinaworld free of dl uncertainty!

He said suddenly, “I think you should go now. I'm not accustomed to long conversations and I'm afraid
thishastired me.”

“I'm sorry. | didn't mean to stay so long.”

“No need to apologize. All that happened today was as | saw it would be. So al iswell.”
“I'm grateful that you were willing to talk so openly about yoursdlf,” | said.

“Willing?" hesad, laughing. “ Willingagain?’

“That word isn't in your working vocabulary?’

“No. And | hopeto wipeit from yours.” He moved toward the door in agesture of dismissal. “Well tak
again soon.”

“I'd like that.”

“I regret | couldn't help you as much as you wished. Y our question about what Paul Quinn will
become—I'm sorry. The answer liesbeyond my limitsand | have no information to give. | can perceive
only what Iwill perceive, do you see? Do you understand? | perceive only my own future perceptions, as
though | look at the future through a periscope, and my periscope shows me nothing about next year's
election. Many of the events leading up to the election, yes. The outcomeitself, no. I'm sorry.”

Hetook my hand amoment. | felt a current flowing between us, adistinct and amost tangible river of
connection. | sensed great strain in him, not merely the strain of the conversation but something deeper, a
struggle to maintain and extend that contact between us, to reach me on some profound level of being.
The sensation disturbed and unsettled me. It lasted only an instant; then it snapped, and | fell back into
aoneness with a perceptible impact of separation, and he smiled, gave me acourtly little nod of the head,
wished me a safejourney home, showed meinto the dark dank hallway.

Only as| was getting into my car afew minutes later did al the piecesdip into placeand | cometo
comprehend what Carvaja had been telling me as we stood by the door. Only then did | understand the
nature of the ultimate limit that governed hisvision, that had turned him into the passive puppet he was,
that had stripped al meaning from his actions. Carvgd hadseen the moment of his own death. That was
why he was unable to tell me who the next President was, yes, but the effect of that knowledge ran



deeper than that. It explained why he drifted through life in the peculiarly unquestioning, uncaring way.
For decades Carvgd must have lived with the avareness of how and where and when he would die, the
absolute and indubitable knowledge of it, and that terrible knowledge had pardyzed hiswill in afashion
hard for ordinary peopleto grasp. That was my intuitive interpretation of his condition; and | trust my
intuitions. Now the time of his end was less than seventeen months away; and he was drifting amlesdy
toward it, accepting, playing out the script, not caring, not caring at dl.
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My head was whirling as | drove home, and it went on whirling for days. | felt stoned, drunk, intoxicated
with asense of infinite possbilities, of limitless openings. It was asthough | was about to tap into some
incredible source of energy toward which | had been moving, unknowingly, al my life.

That source of energy was Carvga's visonary power.

| had gone to him suspecting he was what he was, and he had confirmed it; but he had done more than
that. He had poured his story out to me so readily, once we were past the game-playing and the testing,
that he seemed amost to be trying to lure me into some sort of relationship based on that gift of
presentiment that we so unequaly shared. After dl, thiswas aman who for decades had lived
secretively, furtively, arecluse quietly piling up hismillions, cdibate, friendless; and he had made a point
of seeking me out at Lombroso's office, he had baited atrap for me with histhree enigmatic tantalizing
hints, he had snared me and drawn meto his hovel, he had fredly answered my questions, he had
expressed the hope that we would meet again.

What did Carvgjd want from me? What role did he have in mind for me? Friend? Appreciative one-man
audience? Partner? Disciple?

Heir?

All of those suggested themselvesto me. | was dizzied by awild rush of options. But therewas aso the
possibility that | was atogether deluded, that Carvgia had no rolein mind for me at al. Roles are created
by playwrights, and Carvgjd was an actor, not a playwright. He smply picked up his cues and followed
the script. And maybeto Carvaga | was merely anew character who had wandered onto the stage to
engage him in conversation, who had appeared for reasons unknown to him and irrelevant to him, for
reasonsthat mattered, if a al, only to the invisible and perhaps nonexistent author of the grand drama of
the universe.

That was an aspect of Carvgd that bothered me profoundly, in away that drunks have aways bothered
me. The boozer—or doper, or sniffer, or what have you—isin the most literal sense a person who is out
of hisright mind. Which meansyou can't take hiswords or his actions serioudy. Let him say heloves
you, let him say he hatesyou, let him tell you how much he admires your work or respects your integrity
or sharesyour beliefs, and you can't ever know how sincere heis, because the booze or dope may be
putting the words in his mouth. Let him propose aded and you don't know how much hell remember
when his head is straight again. So your transaction with him while he's under the influence is essentidly
hollow and unredl. I'm an orderly and rational person and when | deal with someone | want to fed I'm
having ared interaction with him. Not so, when | think I'm genuindly interacting and the other oneisjust
saying whatever comesinto his chemically atered heed.

With Carvgd | felt many of the uncertainties. Nothing he said was necessarily kosher. Nothing
necessarily made sense. He didn't act out of what | thought of as rationa motives, such as self-interest or
the generd wdfare; everything, even hisown surviva, seemed irrdlevant to him. Thus hisactions



Sdestepped stochasticity and common senseitself: he was unpredictable because he didn't follow
discernible patterns, only the script, the sacred and undterable script, and the script was revealed to him
in bursts of non-logica non-sequentid insight. “What 1see mysdlf do, | do.” he had said. Never asking
why. Fine. Hesees himsdlf giving dl hismoney to the poor, so he givesdl hismoney to the poor. Hesees
himself crossing the George Washington Bridge on apogo stick, so he goesjumping away. Hesees
himself putting H2SO4in his guest'swater glass, so he pops the old sulphuric in without hesitating. He
answers questions with the preordained answers, whether what is preordained makes sense or not. And
S0 on. Having surrendered totally to the dictates of the revedled future, he has no need to examine
motives or consegquences. Worse than adrunk, in fact. At least aboozer still has some shred of rationa
consciousness operating, however fuzzily, at the core.

A paradox, then. From Carvgd's point of view his every action was guided by rigid deterministic
criterig; but from the point of view of those around him, his behavior was asirresponsibly random as that
of any lunatic. (Or of any redlly dedicated Transt Creed flow-and-yielder.) In hisown eyes he was
obeying the supreme inflexibility of the stream of events; from the outside it looked as though he was
blowing in every breeze. By doing as hesaw he a so raised uncomfortable chicken-and-egg questions
about the underlying motives for his actions. Werethere any at al? Or were hisvisons sdf-generating
prophecies, entirdy divorced from causdlity, devoid atogether from reason and logic? Hesees himsdf
crossing the bridge on a pogo stick next Fourth of July; therefore, when the Fourth of July comes he does
it, for no other reason than that he hasseen it. What purposein fact was served by his crossing the
bridge, other than the neat closing of the visionary circuit? The pogo-stick business was sdlf-generating
and pointless. How could one carry on dealings with such aman? He was awild card in the flow of time.

Perhaps | was being too harsh, though. Maybe there were patterns| failed to see. It was possible that
Cavgd'sinterest in mewasred, that he had some genuine usefor mein hislondy life. To be my guide,
to be afather-surrogate to me, to pour into me, in the remaining months of histime, such knowledge as
he was able to impart.

Inany event | had redl usefor him. | was going to have him help me make Paul Quinn President.

Knowing that Carvgja couldn'tsee asfar as next year's el ection was a drawback, but not necessarily a
major one. Events as big asthe presidentia succession have deep roots; decisions taken now would
govern the politica twists and turns of the years ahead. Carvgjd might aready bein possession of
aufficient data about the coming year to enable Quinn to construct dliances that would sweep him to the
2004 nomination. Such was my obsession that | intended to manipulate Carvgjd for Quinn's benefit. By
cunning question and answer | might be ableto pry vital information out of the little man.
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It was atroublesome week. On the palitical front the newswas al bad. New Democrats everywhere
werefdling al over themselvesto pledge their support to Senator Kane, and Kane, instead of keeping
his vice-presidentia options open in the traditiona manner of front-running politicians, felt so secure that
he cheerfully told a press conference that he would like to see Socorro share the ticket with him. Quinn,
who had begun to gain anationd following after the oil-gellation thing, abruptly ceased to matter to party
leaders west of the Hudson River. Invitations to speak stopped coming in, the requests for autographed
photos dried to atrickle—trifling Sgns, but significant ones. Quinn knew what was going on, and he
wasn't happy about it.

“How did it happen so fast, this Kane-Socorro tie-up?’ he demanded. “One day | was the great white
hope of the party, the next al the clubhouse doors were damming in my face.” He gave usthe famous
intense Quinn stare, eyes clicking from one man to another, searching out the one who somehow had



faled him. His presence was as overwhelming as ever; the presence of his disgppointment was almost
intolerably painful.

Mardikian had no answersfor him. Neither did Lombroso. What could | say? That | had had the clues
and had fumbled them?1 took refuge behind ashrug and a*“that's palitics’ dibi. | was being paid to come
up with reasonable hunches, not to function as an dl-out psychic. “Wait,” | promised him. “New patterns
are shaping up. Give meamonth and I'll have al of next year mapped out for you.”

“I'll settlefor the next Sx weeks,” Quinn said grumpily.

His annoyance subsided after acouple of tense days. He was too busy with local problems, of which
there were suddenly a great many—the traditional hot-weather socia unrest that hits New Y ork every
summer like acloud of mosguitoes—to fret very long about a nomination he hadn't actualy wanted to
win.

It was aweek of domestic problems, too. Sundaras ever-deepening involvement with the Transit Creed
was beginning to get to me. Her behavior now was aswild, as unpredictable, as motivelessas Carvgd's,
but they were coming to their crazy randomness from opposite directions, Carvgd's behavior governed
by blind obedience to an inexplicable revelation, Sundaras by the desire to bresk free of al pattern and
dructure.

Whim reigned. The day | went to see Carvgd, she quietly went over to the Municipa Building to apply
for aprogtitute'slicense. It took her the better part of the afternoon, what with the medica exam, the
union interview, the photography and fingerprinting, and al the rest of the bureaucratic intricacies. When |
came home, my head full of Carvgd, she triumphantly flourished the little laminated card that made it
legd for her to sl her body anywhere in the five boroughs.

“My God,” | said.

“|s something wrong?’

“You just stood therein line like any twenty-dollar hooker out of Vegas?’

“Should | have used poaliticd influenceto get my card?’

“What if some reporter had seen you down there, though?”
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“Thewifeof Lew Nichals, specid adminigrative assstant to Mayor Quinn, joining the whores union?’
“Do you think I'm the only married woman in that union?’

“I don't mean that. I'm thinking in terms of potential scandal, Sundara.”

“Prodtitution isalegd activity, and regulated progtitution is generaly recognized as having socia benefits
which—"

“It'slega in New York City,” | said. “Not in Kankakee. Not in Tallahassee. Not in Sioux City. One of
these days Quinn's going to be looking for votesin those places and others like them, maybe, and some
wise guy will dig up the information that one of Quinn's closest advisersis married to awoman who sdlls



her body in apublic brothel, and—"

“Am | supposed to govern my life by Quinn's need to conform to the morality of small-town voters?
she asked, dark eyes blazing, color glowing under the darkness of her cheeks.

“Do youwant to be awhore, Sundara?’
“Prostituteis the term that the union leadership prefersto use.”

“Prostituteisn't any prettier than whore. Aren't you satisfied with the arrangements we've been making?
Why do you want to sdll yoursdlf?’

“What | want to be,” shesaid icily, “isafree human being, released from dl congtricting ego
attachments.”

“And you'l get there through progtitution?’

“Prodtitutes learn to dismantle their egos. Prostitutes exist only to serve the needs of others. A week or
two in acity brothel will teach me how to subordinate the demands of my ego to the needs of those who
cometo me.”

“Y ou could become anurse. Y ou could become amasseuse. Y ou could—"

“I chosewhat | chose.”

“And that'swhat you're going to do? Spend the next week or two in acity brothel ?’
“Probably.”

“Did Catdina Y arber suggest this?’

“I thought of it mysdlf,” said Sundara solemnly. Her eyesflashed fire. We were at the edge of the worst
quarre of our life together, a straight I-forbid-this/don't-you-give-me-orders clash. | trembled. | pictured
Sundara, deek and elegant, Sundarawhom al men and many women desired, punching thetimeclock in
one of those grim sterile municipal cubicles, Sundarastanding a asink swabbing her loinswith antiseptic
lotions, Sundara on her narrow cot with her knees pulled up to her breasts, servicing some stubble-faced
swest-stinking clod while an endless line waited, ticketsin hand, at her door. No. | couldn't swallow it.
Four-group, Six-group, ten-group, whatever kind of communa sex sheliked, yes, but not n-group, not
infinity-group, not offering her precious tender body to every hideous misfit in New Y ork City who had
the price of admission. For aninstant | really was tempted to rise up in old-fashioned husbandly wrath
and tell her to drop dl thisfoolishness, or else. But of coursethat wasimpossible. So | said nothing, while
chasms opened between us. We were on separate idands in astormy sea, borne away from each other
by mighty surging currents, and | was unable even to shout across the widening gtrait, unable even to
reach toward her with futile hands. Where had it gone, the oneness that had been oursfor afew years?
Why wasthe gtrait growing wider?

“Go to your whorehouse, then,” | muttered, and | eft the gpartment in ablind wild unstochastic frenzy of
anger and fear.

Instead of registering at a brothel, though, Sundara podded to JFK airport and boarded a rocket bound
for India. She bathed in the Ganges a one of the Benares ghats, spent an hour unsuccessfully searching



for her family's ancestral neighborhood in Bombay, had a curry dinner at Green's Hotel, and caught the
next rocket home. Her pilgrimage covered forty hoursin toto and cost her exactly forty dollars an hour, a
symmetry that failed to lighten my mood. | had the good sense not to make anissue of it. In any casel
was helpless, Sundarawas afree being and growing more free every day, and it was her privilegeto
consume her own money on anything she chose, even crazy overnight excursonsto India. | was careful
not to ask her, in the days following her return, whether she planned actudly to use her new progtitute's
license. Perhaps she dready had. | preferred not to know.

19

A week after my vidit to Carvgd he phoned to ask if | cared to have lunch with him the next day. So |
met him, at his suggestion, at the Merchants and Shippers Club down in the financial district.

The venue surprised me. Merchants and Shippersis one of those venerable Wall Street watering holes
populated exclusively by high-echelon brokers and bankers on amembers-only basis, and when | say
exclusively | mean that even Bob Lombroso, who is atenth-generation American and very much a power
on the Street, istacitly barred from membership by his Judaism and chooses not to make a fuss about it.
Asindl such places, wedth doneisn't enough to get you in: you must be clubbable, acongenia and
decorous man of the right ancestry who went to the right schools and belongsto theright firm. So far as|
could see, Carvga had nothing going for him along those lines. Hisrichesse wasnouveau and he was by
nature an outsider, with none of the required prep-school background and high corporate affiliations.
How had he managed to wangle a membership?

“I inherited it,” hetold me smugly aswe settled into cozy, resilient well-upholstered chairsbeside a
window sixty floors above the turbulent street. “ One of my forefathers was afounding member, in 1823.
The charter provides that the € even founding memberships descend automatically to the eldest sons of
eldest sons, world without end. Some very disreputabl e sorts have marred the sanctity of the organization
because of that clause.” He flashed a sudden and surprisingly wicked grin. “1 come here about once
every fiveyears. Youll notice I've worn my best suit.”

Indeed he had—a pleated gold and green herringbone doubl et that was perhaps a decade past its prime
but till had far more glitter and dash than the rest of hisdim and fusty wardrobe. Carvgd, in fact,
seemed congderably transformed today, more animated, more vigorous, even playful, distinctly younger
than the blesk and ashen man | had come to know.

| said, “1 didn't realize you had ancestors.”

“There were Carvgasin the New World long before theMayflower set out for Plymouth. We were
very important in Foridain the early eighteenth century. When the English annexed Floridain 1763, one
branch of the family moved to New Y ork, and | think there was atime when we owned haf the
waterfront and most of the Upper West Side. But we were wiped out in the Panic of 1837 and I'm the
first member of thefamily in acentury and ahaf who's risen above gented poverty. But evenin theworst
timeswe kept up our hereditary membership in the club.” He gestured at the splendid redwood-paneled
walls, the gleaming chrome-trimmed windows, the discreet recessed lighting. All about us st titans of
industry and finance, making and unmaking empires between drinks. Carvgd said, “I'll never forget the
first time my father brought me here for cocktails. | was about eighteen, so that would be, say, 1957. The
club hadn't moved into this building yet—it was ill over on Broad Street in a cobwebbed
nineteenth-century place—and we camein, my father and |, in our twenty-dollar suits and our wool
neckties, and everyone looked like a senator to me, even the waiters, but no one sneered at us, no one
patronized us. | had my first martini and my firgt filet mignon, and it waslike an excurson to Vahadla, you
know, or to Versallles, to Xanadu. A vist to astrange dazzling world where everyone was rich and



powerful and magnificent. And as| sat at the huge old oak table across from my father avison cameto
me, | began tosee, | saw mysdf asan old man, the man | am today, dried out, with afringe of gray hair
here and there, the elderly sdf that | had aready come to know and recognize, and that older mewas
gtting in aroom that wastruly opulent, aroom of deek linesand brilliantly imaginative furnishings, in fact
this very room where we are now, and | was sharing atable with amuch younger man, atdl, strongly
built, dark-haired man, who leaned forward, staring & me in atense and uncertain way, listening to my
every word asif he weretrying to memorizeit. Then the vision passed and | waswith my father again,
and hewas asking meif | wasal right, and | tried to pretend it was the martini hitting me dl at once that
had made my eyes glaze over and my face go dack, for | wasn't much of adrinker eventhen. And |
wondered if what | hadseen was akind of resonant counterimage of my father and me at the club, that is,
| hadseen my older self bringing my own son to the Merchants and Shippers Club of the distant future.
For several years | speculated about who my wife would be and what my son would belike, and then |
came to know that there would be no wife and no son. And the years went by and here we are, and
there you Sit opposite me, leaning forward, staring a mein atense and uncertain way—"

A shiver rippled ong my backbone. “Y ousaw me here with you, more than forty years ago?’

He nodded nonchdantly and in the same gesture swung around to summon awaiter, stabbing the air
with hisforefinger asimperioudy asthough he were J. P. Morgan. The waiter hurried to Carvga'ssde
and greeted him obsequioudy by name. Carvga ordered a martini for me—because he hadseen it long
ago?—and dry sherry for himsdf.

“They treat you courteoudy here,” | remarked.

“It'sapoint of honor for them to treat every member asif he'sthe Czar'scousin,” Carvgd said. “What
they say about mein privateis probably lessflattering. My membership isgoing to diewith me, and |
imagine the club will be relieved that no more shabby little Carvgaswill deface the premises.”

Thedrinks arrived dmost a once. Solemnly we dipped glasses a each other in a perfunctory vestigia
toadt.

“Tothefuture,” Carvgd said, “the radiant, beckoning future,” and broke into hoarse laughter.
“You'reinlively spiritstoday.”

“Yes, | fed bouncier than | havein years. A second springtime for the old man, eh? Waiter! Waiter! ”
Again thewaiter hustled over. To my astonishment Carvgjd now ordered cigars, selecting two of the
most costly from the tray the cigar girl brought. Once more thewicked grin. To me he said, “Areyou
supposed to save these things for after the med ? | think | want mine right away.”

“Go ahead. Who'll stop you?’

Helit up, and | joined him. His ebullience was disconcerting and amogt frightening. At our other two
meetings Carvaa had appeared to be drawing on reservoirs of strength long since overdrawn, but today
he seemed speedly, frantic, full of awild energy obtained from some hideous source: | speculated about
mysterious drugs, transfusions of bull's blood, illicit transplants of organsripped from unwilling young
vidims

He said suddenly, “Tell me, Lew, have you ever had moments of second sght?’



“I think s0. Nothing as vivid as what you must experience, of course. But | think many of my hunches
are based on flickers of red vison—sublimina flickersthat come and go so fast | don't acknowledge
them.”

“Very likey.”

“And dreams,” | said. “Oftenin dreams| have premonitions and presentiments that turn out to be
correct. Asthough the future isfloating toward me, knocking at the gates of my dumbering
CONSCiousNess.”

“The degping mind is much more receptive to things of that sort, yes.”

“But what | perceive in dreams comesto mein symbolic form, ametaphor rather than amovie. Just
before Gilmartin was caught | dreamed he was being hauled before afiring squad, for example. As
though the right information was reaching me, but not in literal one-to-one terms.”

“No,” Carvga said. “The message came accurately and literdly, but your mind scrambled and coded it,
because you were adegp and unable to operate your receptors properly. Only the waking rational mind
can process and integrate such messages reliably. But most people who are awake reject the messages
atogether, and when they are adeep their minds do mischief to what comesin.”

“Y ou think many people get messages from the future?’

“I think everyone does,” Carvajd said vehemently. “The futureisn't theinaccessible, intangiblereamit's
thought to be. But so few admit its existence except as an abstract concept. So few let its messages
reach them!” A welird intengty had comeinto hisexpression. He lowered hisvoice and said, “ The future
isn't averbal congtruct, It's a place with an existence of its own. Right now, aswe st here, we are dso
there, there plus one, there plus two, there plus n —aninfinity oftheres, al of them at once, both
previousto and later than our current position dong our timeline. Those other positions are neither more
nor less‘real’ than this one. They're merely in aplace that happens not to be the place where the seat of
our perceptionsis currently located.”

“But occasondly our perceptions—"

“Crossover,” Carvga said. “Wander into other segments of thetime line. Pick up events or moods or
scraps of conversation that don't belong to ‘ now.”

“Do our perceptionswander,” | asked, “or isit the events themselves that are insecurely anchored in
their own ‘now'?’

He shrugged. “ Does that matter? There's no way of knowing.”

Y ou don't care how it works?'Y our whole life has been shaped by thisand you smply don't—"

“I toldyou,” Carvgd said, “that | have many theories. So many, indeed, that they tend to cancel one
another out. Lew, Lew, do you think | don't care? I've spent dl my life trying to understand my gift, my
power, and | can answer any of your questions with a dozen answers, each as plausible asthe next. The

two-times-linestheory, for example. Have | told you about that?’

1] No-”



“Wll, then.” Coolly he produced a pen and drew two firm lines paralldl to each other acrossthe
tablecloth. He labeled the ends of oneline X and Y, the other X* and Y'. “Thislinethat runsfrom X to Y
isthe course of history aswe know it. It begins with the creation of the universe at X and endswith
thermodynamic equilibriumat Y, dl right? And these are some significant datesaong its path.” With fussy
little strokes he sketched in crossbars, beginning at the side of the table closer to himsalf and proceeding
toward me. “Thisisthe eraof Neanderthal man. Thisisthetime of Jesus. Thisis 1939, the start of World
War Two. Also the start of Martin Carvga, by the way. When were you born? Around 19707’

“1966.”

“1966. All right. Thisisyou, 1966. And thisisthe present year, 1999. Let's say you're going to live to
be ninety. Thisisthe year of your death, then, 2056. So much for line X-Y. Now this other line,
X'-Y'—that's also0 the course of history in this universe, the very same course of history denoted by the
other line Only it runs the other way. ”

uWha?!

“Why not? Suppose there are many universes, each independent of al the others, each containing its
unique s&t of sunsand planets on which events occur unique to that universe. An infinity of universes,
Lew. Isthere any logica reason why time hasto flow in the samedirectionin al of them?’

“Entropy,” | mumbled. “The laws of thermodynamics. Timesarrow. Cause and effect.”

“I won't quarrel with any of thoseideas. So far as| know they're al vaid within aclosed system,” said
Carvgal. “But one closed system has no entropic responsibilities relative to another closed system, does
it? Time can tick from A to Z in one universe and from Z to A in another, but only an observer outsde
both universesis going to know that, so long as within each universe the daily flow runsfrom causeto
effect and not the other way. Will you admit the logic of that?’

| shut my eyesamoment. “All right. We have an infinity of universes al separate from one another, and
the direction of time-flow in any of them may seem topsy-turvy rative to al the others. So?’

“Inaninfinity of anything, dl possble casesexist, yes?’
“Yes. By définition.”

“Thenyoull dso agree,” Carvga sad, “that out of that infinity of unconnected universesthere may be
onethat'sidentica to oursin dl particulars, except only the direction of itsflow of time reative to the flow
of time here”

“I'm not sure | grasp—’

“Look,” he said impatiently, pointing to the line that ran across the tablecloth from X’ to Y'. “Herée's
another universe, Side by side with our own. Everything that happensin it is something that aso happens
inours, down to the most minute detail. But in thisonethe creationisat Y’ instead of X and the hest
degth of the universeisat X’ instead of Y. Down here"'—he sketched a crossbar across the second line
near my end of the table—"isthe era of Neanderthal man. Here's the Crucifixion. Here's 1939, 1966,
1999, 2056. The same events, the same key dates, but running back to front. That is, they look back to
front if you happen to live in this universe and can manage to get a peek into the other one. Over there,
naturally, everything seemsto be running in theright direction.” Carvgjd extended the 1939 and 1999
crossbarson the X-Y line until they intersected the X'-Y’ line, and did the same for the 1999 and 1939



crossbars on the second line. Then he bracketed both sets of crossbars by connecting their ends, to form
apatern likethis.

A waiter passing by glanced at what Carvgja was doing to the tablecl oth and, coughing dightly, moved
on, saying nothing, keeping hisfacerigid. Carvga didn't seem to notice. He continued, “ L et's suppose,
now, that apersonisborninthe X to Y universewho is able, God knowswhy, to see occasiondly into
the X'-Y" universe. Me. Here | am, going from 1939 to 1999 in X-Y, peeking across now and then into
X'-Y’ and observing the events of their years 1939 to 1999, which are the same as ours except that
they're flowing by in the reverse order, so a the time of my birth here everything in my entire X-Y lifetime
has already happened in X'-Y'. When my consciousness connects with the consciousness of my other
sf over there, | catch him reminiscing about his past, which coincidentaly ismy future.”

uve,.y na.”

“Yes. The ordinary person confined to asingle universe can roam hismemory at will, wandering around
fredy in hisown past. But | have accessto the memory of someone who's living in the opposite direction,
which dlowsmeto ‘remember’ the future aswell asthe past. That is, if the two-time-linestheory is
correct.”

“Andisit?’

“How would | know?’ Carvga asked. “It's only aplausible operational hypothesisto explain what
happenswhen | see. But how could | confirm it?’

| said, after atime, “ The things yousee —do they cometo you in reverse chronologica order? The
future unralling in a continuous scrall, that sort of thing?’

“No. Never. No more than your memories form asingle continuous scroll. | get fitful glimpses, fragments
of scenes, sometimes extended passages that have an apparent duration of ten or fifteen minutes or more,
but ways arandom jumble, never any linear sequence, never anything at al consecutive. | learned to
find the larger pattern myself, to remember sequences and hook them together in alikely order. It was
like learning to read Babylonian poetry by deciphering cuneiform inscriptions on broken, scrambled
bricks. Gradually | worked out cluesto guide mein my recongtructions of the future: thisis how my face
will look when I'm forty, when I'm fifty, when I'm sixty, these are clothes | wore from 1965 to 1973, this
isthe period when | had amustache, when my hair was dark, oh, awhole host of little references and
associations and footnotes, which eventudly became so familiar to methat | couldsee any scene, even the
most brief, and place it within amatter of weeks or even days. Not easy at first, but second nature by this
time”

“Areyouseeing right now?’

“No,” hesaid. “It takes effort to induce the state. It'srather like atrance.” A wintry look swept hisface.
“At itsmost powerful it'sakind of double vision, one world overlying the other, so that | can't be entirely
surewhich world I'm inhabiting and which isthe world 1 see. Even after dl theseyears| havent fully
adjusted to that disorientation, that confusion.” He may have shuddered then. “Usudly it'snot so intense.
For which I'm grateful.”

“Could you show mewhat it'slike?’

“Here? Now?’



“If youwould.”

He studied me along moment. He moistened hislips, compressed them, frowned, considered. Then
abruptly his expression changed, his eyes becoming glazed and fixed as though he were watching a
motion picture from the last row of a huge thegter, or perhaps asif he were entering deep meditation. His
pupils dilated and the gperture, once widened, remained constant regardless of the fluctuations of light as
people walked past our table. His face showed evidence of great strain. His breathing was dow, hoarse,
and regular. He sat perfectly till; he seemed dtogether absent. A minute, maybe, elapsed; for meit was
unendurably long. Then hisfixity shattered likeafalingicicle. He rdlaxed, shoulders dumping forward;
color cameto hischeeksin aquick pumping burst; his eyes watered and grew dull; he reached with a
shaky hand for his water glass and gulped its contents. He said nothing. | dared not speak.

At length Carvgd sad, “How long was| gone?’

“Only afew moments. It seemed amuch longer timethan it actualy was.”

“It was half an hour for me. At least.”

“What did yousee? ”

He shrugged. “Nothing | haven'tseen before. The same scenes recur, you know, five, ten, two dozen
times. Asthey do in memory. But memory dtersthings. The scenes| see never change.”

“Do you want to talk about it?’

“It wasnothing,” he said offhandedly. “ Something that's going to happen next spring. Y ou were there.
That's not surprising, isit? Were going to spend alot of time together, you and I, in the monthsto come.”

“What was | doing?’

“Watching.”

“Watchingwhat?’

“Watchingme,” Carvga said. He amiled, and it was askeletdl smile, aterrible bleak smile, asmilelike
al the smiles he had amiled that first day in Lombroso's office. All the unexpected buoyancy of twenty
minutes ago had gone out of him. | wished | hadn't asked for the demondtration; | felt asthough I'd talked
adying man into dancing ajig. But after abrief interval of embarrassing silence he gppeared to recover.
Hetook aswaggering pull a hiscigar, hefinished his sherry, he sat straight again. “ That's better,” he said.
“It can be exhausting sometimes. Suppose we ask for the menu now, eh?’

“Areyouredly dl right?”’

“Perfectly.”

“I'm sorry | asked you to—"

“Don't worry about it,” he said. “1t wasn't as bad asit must have looked to you.”

“Wasit frightening, thething yousaw? ”



“Frightening? No, no, not frightening. | told you, it was nothing | haven'tseen before. I'll tell you about it
one of these days.” He summoned thewaiter. “I think it'stimeto have lunch,” he said.

My menu bore no prices, asign of class. Thelist of offeringswasincredible: baked salmon steak, Maine
|obster, roast Sirloin, filet of sole, awhole roster of unobtainables, none of your dreary latter-day soybean
clevernesses and seaweed confections. Any first-class New Y ork restaurant might be serving one kind of
fresh fish and one sort of mest, but to find nine or ten rarities on the same menu was overwhelming
testimony to the power and wedlth of the Merchants and Shippers Club's membership and the high
connections of its chef. It would hardly have been more amazing to find the menu listing filet of unicorn
and broiled sphinx chop. Having no ideawhat anything cogt, | ordered blithely, cherrystone clamsand
thesrloin. Carvgd opted for shrimp cocktail and the salmon. He declined wine but urged meto get a
half bottle for mysdf. Thewinelist likewise was priceless; | picked a‘91 Latour, probably twenty-five
bucks. No sense being stingy on Carvgd's behdf. | was his guest and he could afford it.

Carvga was watching me closdly. He was more of apuzzle than ever. Certainly he wanted something
from me; certainly he had some use for me. He seemed amost to be courting me, in hisremote,
inarticulate, secretive way. But hewas giving no hints. | felt like aman playing poker blindfolded against
an opponent who could see my hand.

The demondtration of seeing that | had extracted from him had been so disturbing a punctuation of our
conversation that | hesitated to return to the subject, and for atime we talked aimlessy and amiably
about wine, food, the stock market, the national economy, politics, and smilar neutra themes.
Unavoidably we came around to the topic of Paul Quinn, and the air seemed to grow perceptibly
heavier.

He said, “Quinn'sdoing agood job, isn't he?’

“I think s0.”

“Hemust be the city's most popular mayor in decades. He does have charm, eh? And tremendous
energy. Too much, sometimes, yes? He often seemsimpatient, unwilling to go through the usud political
channelsto get thingsdone.”

“I suppose,” | said. “He'simpetuous, sure. A fault of youth. Heisn't even forty years old, remember.”

“He should go eadier. There are times when hisimpatience makes him high-handed. Mayor Gottfried
was high-handed, and you recall what happened to him.”

“Gottfried was an out-and-out dictator. He tried to turn New Y ork City into a police state and—" |
halted, dismayed. “Wait asecond. Are you hinting that Quinn'sin rea danger of assassnation?’

“Not redly. No more than any other mgor politicd figure.”
“Have youseen anything tha—"
“No. Nothing.”

“I haveto know. If you'rein possession of any sort of data concerning an attempt on the mayor'slife,
don't play gameswith it. | want to hear about it.”

Carvgd looked amused. “Y ou misunderstand. Quinn'sin no personal danger that I'm aware of, and |



chose my words badly if | implied that heis. What | meant isthat Gottfried's tactics were gaining enemies
for him. If he hadn't been murdered he might, just might, have begun running into problems getting
re-elected. Quinn's making enemies lately, too. As he bypasses the City Council more and more, he's
upsetting certain blocs of voters.”

“The blacks, yes, but—"

“Not only the blacks. The Jewsin particular are getting unhappy about him.”

“1 wasn't aware of that. The polls don't—"

“Not yet, no. But it'll begin to surface in afew months. His stand on that religious-ingtruction businessin
the schools, for example, has gpparently already hurt him in the Jewish neighborhoods. And his
comments about |sradl at the dedication of the new Bank of Kuwait Tower on Lexington Avenue—"

“That dedication doesn't take place for another three weeks,” | pointed out.

Carvgd laughed. “It doesn't? Oh, I've mixed up again, haven't I! | did see his speech ontelevision, |
thought, but perhaps—"

“Youdidn't seeit. Yousaw it.”

“No doubt. No doubt.”

“What is he going to say about |sradl.?”’

“Just afew light quips. But the Jewish people here are extremely senditive to such remarks, and the
reaction wasn't—isn't going to be—good. New Y ork's Jews, you know, traditionally mistrust Irish
politicians. Especidly Irish mayors, but they weren't even dl that fond of the Kennedys before the
assassnations.”

“Quinn'sno more of an Irishman than you are a Spaniard,” | said.

“To aJew anybody named Quinnis an Irishman, and his descendants unto the fiftieth generation will be
[rishmen, and I'm a Spaniard. They don't like Quinn's aggressiveness. Soon they'll start to think he
doesn't have the right ideas about Israel. And they'll be grumbling out loud.”

“When?’

“By autumn. TheTimes will do afront-page feature on the alienation of the Jewish eectorate.”

“No,” I sad. “I'll send Lombroso to do the Kuwait dedication in Quinn's place. That'll shut Quinn up
and also remind everybody that we've got a Jew right at the highest level of the municipa administration.”

“Oh, no, you can't do that,” said Carvgd.
“Why not?’
“Because Quinn isgoing to speak. | saw him there”

“What if | arrange to have Quinn go to Alaskathat week?’



“Please, Lew. Believe me, it'simpossible for Quinn to be anywhere but at the Kuwait Bank Building on
the day of the dedication. Impossible.”

“And impossible, too, | guess, for him to avoid making wisecracks about |sradl, even if he's warned not
todoit?

“Y&"

“I don't bdievethis. | think if | go to him tomorrow and say, Hey, Paul, my reading isthe Jewish voters
are getting restless, so maybe skip the Kuwait thing, helll skip it. Or else tone down hisremarks.”

“Hell go,” sad Carvgd quietly.
“No matter what | say or do?’
“No matter what you say or do, Lew.”

| shook my head. “ The future isn't asinflexible as you think. Wedo have some say about events yet to
come. I'll talk to Quinn about the Kuwait ceremony.”

“Pleasedont.”
“Why not?’ | asked roughly. “Because you have some need to make the future turn out the right way?’

He seemed wounded by that. Gently he said, “Because | know the future alwaysdoes turn out the right
way. Do you insgst on testing that?”

“Quinn'sinterestsare my interests. If you'veseen him do something damaging to those interests, how can
| St «till and et him go ahead and do it?’

“Therésno choice”
“I don't know that yet.”

Carvga sighed. “If you raise the matter of the Kuwait ceremony with the mayor,” he said ponderoudly,
“you will have had your last accessto thethingslsee. ”

“|sthat athreat?’
“A satement of fact.”

“A statement that tends to make your prophecy self-fulfilling. Y ou know | want your help, so you sedl
my lipswith your threat, so of course the ceremony comes off the way yousaw it. But what's the good of
your telling methingsif I'm not alowed to act on them?Why don't you risk giving mefreerein? Areyou
S0 unsure of the strength of your visionsthat you have to take thisway of guaranteeing that they'll come
out right?’

“Very well,” Carvgd said mildly, without maice. “Y ou have freerein. Do asyou please. WE|l see what
hmm]s‘”



“Andif | speak to Quinn, will that mean abreak between you and me?’

“WEell see what happens,” he said.

He had me. Once again he had outplayed me; for how did | darerisk losing accessto hisvison, and
how could | predict what his reaction to my treachery would be? 1 would haveto let Quinn dienate the
Jaws next month, and hope to repair the damage later, unless | could find some way around Carvgjd's
ingstence on silence. Maybe | ought to discuss thiswith Lombroso.

| said, “How badly disenchanted are the Jaws going to be with him?’

“Enough to cost him alot of votes. He's planning to run for re-electionin 01, isn't he?’

“If heisn't dected President next year.”

“Hewon't be” Carvagal said. “We both know that. He won't even run. But helll need to be re-elected
mayor in 2001 if he wantsto try for the White House three years later.”

“Definitdy.”
“Then he ought not to dienate the New Y ork City Jewish vote. That'sdl | cantedl you.”

| made amenta note to advise Quinn to start repairing histies with the city's Jaws—visit some kosher
delicatessens, drop in at afew synagogues on Friday night.

“Areyou angry with mefor what | said alittle while back?’ | asked.

“I never get angry,” Carvgjd sad.

“Hurt, then. Y ou looked hurt when | said you need to make the future turn out the right way.”

“I suppose | was. Because it shows how little you've understood me, Lew. Asif you redly do think I'm
under some neurotic compulsion to fulfill my own visons. Asif you think 1'd use psychologica blackmail
to keep you from upsetting the patterns. No, Lew. The patternscan't be upset, and until you accept that,
there can't be any red kinship of thought between us, no sharing of vision. What you said saddened me
because it revealed to me how far away from meyou redly are. But no, no, I'm not angry with you. Isit
agood steak?’

“Magnificent,” | told him, and he smiled.

Wefinished themed invirtud slence and left without waiting for the check. The club would bill him, |
supposed. Thetab must have run well over ahundred fifty dollars.

Outside, aswe parted, Carvga said, “ Someday, when yousee things yoursdlf, you'll understand why
Quinn hasto say what | know he's going to say at the Kuwait Bank dedication.”

“When | see things mysdf?’
“Youwill.”

“I don't havethe gift.”



“Everyone hasthe gift,” hesad. “Very few know how to useit.” He gave my forearm aquick squeeze
and disappeared into the crowd on Wall Street.

20

| didn't put through an immediate call to Quinn, but | came closeto it. As soon as Carvgd was out of
sght | found mysdf wondering why | should hesitate. Carvgd'singghtsinto thingsto come were
demongtrably accurate; he had given meinformation important to Quinn's career; my responsibility to
Quinn overrode al other considerations. Besides, Carvgd's concept of an inflexible, unchangeable future
still seemed an absurdity to me. Anything that hadn't happened yet had to be subject to change; | could
changeit and | would, for Quinn's sake.

But | didn't put through the call.

Carvgd had asked me—ordered me, threatened me, warned me—not to intervene in thisthing. If
Quinn failed to keep his date with the Kuwaitis, Carvgia would know why, and that might be the end of
my fragile, tantalizing relationship with the strangely potent little man. Butcould Quinn skip the Kuwait
dedication, eveniif | intervened? According to Carvgd, that wasimpossible. On the other hand, perhaps
Carvga was playing games within games, and what he redlly foresaw was afuture in which Quinn didn't
attend the Kuwait function. In that case the script might call for me to be the agent of change, the one
who prevented Quinn from keeping his date, and then Carvgjd would be counting on meto be just
contrary enough to help thingswork out the right way. That didn't sound very plausible, but | had to take
the possibility into account. | waslost in amaze of blind aleys. My sense of stochadticity would not hold.
| no longer knew what | believed about the future or even the present, and the past itself was starting to
look uncertain. | think that luncheon with Carvgjd began the process of stripping me of what | once
regarded as sanity.

| pondered for a couple of days. Then | went to Bob Lombroso's cel ebrated office and dumped the
whole businesson him.

“| have aproblem of paliticd tactics,” | said.

“Why cometo meingtead of Haig Mardikian? He's the strategist.”

“Because my problem involves concealing confidentia information about Quinn. | know something that
Quinn might want to know, and I'm not ableto tell him. Mardikian's such agung-ho Quinn man that he's
likely to get the story out of me under a pledge of secrecy and then head straight to Quinn with it.”

“I'm agung-ho Quinn man, too,” Lombroso said. “ You'reagung-ho Quinn man.”

“Yes” | said. “But you're not so gung-ho that you'd breach afriend's confidence for Quinn's sake.”
“Whereas you think Haig would?’

“Hemight.”

“Haig would be upset if he knew you felt like that about him.”

“I know you aren't going to report any of thisto him,” | said. “Iknow you aren't.”



Lombroso made no reply, merely stood there against the magnificent backdrop of his collection of
medievd treasures, digging hisfingers deep into his dense black beard and studying me with those
piercing eyes. Therewas along worrisomeslence. Yet | felt | had been right in coming to him rather than
to Mardikian. Of the entire Quinn team Lombroso was the most reasonable, the most reliable, a
plendidly sane, well-balanced man, centered and incorruptible, wholly independent of mind. If my
judgment of him werewrong, | would be finished.

| said eventualy, “Isit aded?Y ou won't repeat anything | tell you today?”’
“Depends.”

“Onwha?’

“On whether | agree with you that it's best to conceal the thing you want concedled.”
“I tell you, and then you decide?’

“yes”

“I can't do that, Bob.”

“That meansyou don't trust me either, right?’

| consdered for amoment. Intuition said go ahead, tell him everything. Caution said therewas at least a
chance he might override me and take the story to Quinn.

“All right,” | said “I'll tell you the story. | hope that whatever | say remains between you and me.”

“Go ahead,” Lombroso said.

| took adeep breath. “I had lunch with Carvgja afew days ago. He told me that Quinn is going to make
some wisecracks about 1srael when he spesks at the Bank of Kuwait dedication early next month, and
that the wisecracks are going to offend alot of Jewish voters here, aggravating loca Jewish disaffection

with Quinn that | didn't know exigts, but which Carvgjd saysisdready severe and likely to get much
worse.”

Lombroso stared. “Areyou out of your mind, Lew?’
“I might be. Why?’
“You redly do believethat Carvga can seethefuture?’

“He playsthe stock market as though he can read next month's newspapers, Bob. He tipped us about
Leydecker dying and Socorro taking over. He told us about Gilmartin. He—"

“Qil gdlation, too, yes: So he guesseswell. | think we've aready had this conversation at least once,
Lew.”

“He doesn't guess. | guess. Hesees. ”

Lombroso contemplated me. Hewastrying to look patient and tolerant, but he seemed troubled. Heis



above al ese aman of reason; and | was talking madness to him. “Y ou think he can predict the content
of an off-the-cuff gpeech that isn't due to be ddlivered for three weeks?’

“I do.”

“How issuch athing possible?’

| thought of Carvgjd's tablecloth diagram, of the two streams of time flowing in opposite directions. |
couldn't try to sell that to Lombroso. | said, “I don't know. | don't know at dl. | takeit onfaith. He's
shown me enough evidence so that I'm convinced he can do it, Bob.”

Lombroso looked unconvinced.

“Thisisthefirst I've heard that Quinn isin trouble with the Jewish voters” he said. “Wheresthe
evidence for that? What do your polls show?’

“Nothing. Not yet.”
“Notyet? When doesit gart to turn up?’

“In afew months, Bob. Carvga saystheTimes will run afeaturethisfal on theway Quinnislosng
Jewish support.”

“Don't you think I'd know it pretty quickly if Quinn were getting in trouble with the Jews, Lew? But from
everything | hear, heé's the most popular mayor with them since Beame, maybe since LaGuardia.”

“Youreamillionaire. So areyour friends,” | told him. Y ou can't get arepresentative sampling of
popular opinion hanging out with millionaires. Y ou aren't even arepresentative Jew, Bob. You said so
yoursdlf: you're a Sephardic, you're Latin, and Sephardim are an elite, aminority, an aristocratic little
cagtethat has very littlein common with Mrs. Goldstein and Mr. Rosenblum. Quinn might be losing the
support of ahundred Rosenblums aday and the news wouldn't reach your crowd of Spinozas and
Cardozos until they read about it in theTimes. Am | right?’

Shrugging, Lombroso said, “I'll admit there's some truth in that. But we're getting off the track, aren't
we? What's your actua problem, Lew?’

“I want to warn Quinn not to make that Kuwait speech, or eseto lay off the wisecracks. Carvgja won't
let me say awordto him.”

“Wontlet you?’

“He says the speech is destined to occur as he percaived it, and heinsgsts | Smply let it take place. If |
do anything to prevent Quinn from doing what the script callsfor for that day, Carvga threastensto sever
relaionswithme”

Lombroso, looking perturbed and mournful, walked in dow circlesaround his office. “1 don't know
whichiscrazier,” he said findly. “Bdieving that Carvga can seethe future, or fearing that hell get even
with you if you transmit his hunch to Quinn.”

“It'snot ahunch. It'satruevison.”



“Soyou say.”

“Bob, more than anything else | want to see Paul Quinn go on to higher officein this country. I've got no
right to hold back data from him, especialy when I've found a unique source like Carvgja.”

“Carvga may bejus—"

“I have completefaithin him!” | said, with apassion that surprised me, for until that moment | till hed
had lingering uncertainties about Carvga's power, and now | was fully committed to itsvalidity. “ That's
why | can't risk abreak with him.”

“So tell Quinn about the Kuwait speech, then. If Quinn doesn't deliver it, how will Carvgd know you're
responsble?’

“Hell know.”

“We can announce that Quinnisill. We can even check him into Bellevuefor the day and givehima
complete medical exam. We—"

“Hell know.”

“We can hint to Quinn that he ought to go soft on any remarks that might be construed as anti-Isradli,
then.”

“Carvgd will know | didit,” | said.
“Heredlly hasyou by the throat, doesn't he?’

“What shdl | do, Bob? Carvga's going to be fantasticaly useful to us, whatever you may think at the
moment. | don't want to take the chance of spoiling thingswith him.”

“Then don't. Let the Kuwaiti speech happen as scheduled, if you're so worried about offending Carvgd.
A few wisecracks aren't going to do permanent damage, are they?”’

“They won't help any.”

“They won't hurt that much. We've got two years before Quinn hasto go before the voters again. He
can makefive pilgrimagesto Td Aviv inthat time, if he hasto.” Lombroso came close and put his hand
on my shoulder. Thisnear, theforce of his strong, vibrant persondity was overwheming. With great
warmth and intensity he said, “Areyou dl right these days, Lew?’

“What do you mean?’

“Youworry me. All thislunacy about seeing the future. And so much dither over one lousy speech.
Maybe you need somerest. | know you've been under agreat strain lately, and—"

“Stran?’
“Sundara,” he said. “We don't need to pretend | don't know what's going on.”

“I'm not happy about Sundara, no. But if you think my wife's pseudo-religious activities have affected my



judgment, my menta balance, my ability to function asamember of the mayor's staff—"

“I'm only suggesting that you're very tired. Tired men find many thingsto worry about, not al of them
real, and worrying makes them even moretired. Break the pattern, Lew. Skip off to Canadafor a couple
of weeks, say. A little hunting and fishing and you'll be anew man. | have afriend who has an estate near
Banff, anice thousand-hectare spread up in the mountains, and—"

“Thanks, but I'm in better shape than you seem to think,” | said. “I'm sorry | wasted your timethis
morning.”

“Not at dl awaste. It'simportant for usto share our difficulties, Lew. For al | know, Carvagja does see
thefuture. But it'sahard notion for arationa man like meto swalow.”

“Assumeit'strue. What do you advise?’

“Assuming it'strue, | think you'd be wise not to do anything that could turn Carvgd off. Assuming it's
true. Assuming it'strue, it'sin our best intereststo milk him for further information, and therefore you
ought not chance a break over something as minor as the consequences of this one speech.”

| nodded. “I think so, too. Y ou won't drop any hintsto Quinn, then, about what he ought to say or not
to say at that bank dedication?’

“Of coursenot.”
He began to usher me toward the door. | was shaky and swesating and, | imagine, wild-eyed.

| couldn't shut up, either. “And you won't tell people I'm cracking up, Bob? Because I'm not. | may be
on the verge of atremendous breakthrough in consciousness, but I'm not going crazy. | really am not
going crazy,” | said, so vehemently that it sounded unconvincing evento me.

“| do think you could use ashort vacation. But no, | won't spread any rumors of your impending
commitment to the funny farm.”

“Thanks, Bob.”
“Thank you for coming to me’
“Therewasnooneds”

“It'l work out,” he said soothingly. “ Don't worry about Quinn. I'll start checking to seeif heredlly is
getting in trouble with Mrs. Goldstein and Mr. Rosenblum. Y ou might try some polltaking through your
own department.” He clasped my hand. “ Get somerest, Lew. Get yoursalf somerest.”
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And s0 | engineered the fulfilling of the prophecy, though it had been in my power to thwart it. Or had it
been?1 had declined to put Carvgd'sice-etched unbending determinism to the test. | had accomplished
what they used to call a cop-out when | was aboy. Quinn would spesk at the dedication. Quinn would
make his dumb jokes about Israel. Mrs. Goldstein would mutter; Mr. Rosenblum would curse. The
mayor would acquire needless enemies, theTimes would have ajuicy story; we would set about the
process of repairing the political damage; Carvga would once more be vindicated. It would have been



S0 easy to interfere, you say. Why not test the system? Call Carvgd's bluff. Verify his assertion thet the
future, once glimpsed, isgraven asif on tablets of stone. Well, | hadn't doneit. | had had my chance, and
| had been afraid to take it, as though in some secret way | knew the starsin their courses would come
crashing into confusion if | meddled with the course of events. So | had surrendered to the aleged
inevitability of it dl with hardly astruggle. But had | redly givenin so easily? Had | ever beentruly freeto
act? Was my surrender not also, perhaps, part of the unchangeable eternal script?
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Everyone has the gift, Carvga said to me.Very few know how to use it. And he had talked of atime
when | would be able tosee things mysdf. Not if, but when.

Was he planning to awaken the gift in me?

Theideaterrified and thrilled me. To look into the future, to be free of the buffeting of the random and
the unexpected, to move beyond the vaporous imprecisions of the stochastic method into absolute
certainty—oh, yes, yes, yes, how wondrous, but how frightening! To swing open that dark door, to peer
down thetrack of time at the wonders and mysterieslying in wait—

A miner was leaving his home for hiswork,

When he heard his little child scream.

He went to the side of thelittle girl's bed,
She said, Daddy, I've had such a dream.

Frightening because | knew | mightsee something | didn't want to see, and it might drain and shatter me
as Carvga apparently had been drained and shattered by knowledge of his death. Wondrous because to
see meant escape from the chaos of the unknown, it meant attainment at last of that fully structured, fully
determined life toward which | had yearned since abandoning my adolescent nihilism for the philosophy
of causdity.

Please, Daddy, don't go to the mines today.

For dreams have so often come true.
My daddy, my daddy, please don't go away.
For I never could live without you.

But if Carvga did indeed know some way of bringing thevisonto lifein me, | vowed | would handleit
differently, not letting it make ashriveled recluse out of me, not bowing passively to the decrees of some
invisible playwright, not accepting puppethood as Carvaia had done. No, | would use the gift in an active
way, | would employ it to shape and direct the flow of history, | would take advantage of my specid
knowledge to guide and direct and ater, insofar as| was able, the pattern of human events.

Oh, | dreamed that the mines were all flaming with fire. And the men all fought for their lives.
Just then the scene changed and the mouth of the mine was covered with sweethearts and wives.

According to Carvgd such shaping and directing wasimpossible. Impossible for him, perhaps; but
would I be bound by hislimitations? Even if the futureisfixed and unchangeable, knowledge of it could
gtill be put to use to cushion blows, to redirect energies, to create new patterns out of the wreckage of
theold. | would try. Teach metosee, Carvgd, and let metry!

Oh, Daddy, don't work in the mines today.

For dreams have so often come true.

My daddy, my daddy, please don't go away.

For I never could live without you.
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Sundaravanished at the end of June, leaving no message, and was gonefor five days. | didn't notify the
police. When she returned, saying nothing by way of explanation, | didn't ask where she had been.
Bombay again, Tierradd Fuego, Capetown, Bangkok, they were dl the sameto me. | was becoming a
good Trangt hushand. Perhaps she had spent all five days spread-eagled on the dtar at someloca
Trangt housg, if they have dtars, or perhaps sheld been putting in time at a Bronx bordello. Didn't know,
didn't want to care. We were badly out of touch with each other now, skating side by side over thinice
and never once glancing toward each other, never once exchanging aword, just gliding on silently toward
an unknown and perilous destination. Transit processes occupied her energies night and day, day and
night. What do you get out of it? | wanted to ask her. What doesitmean to you? But | didn't. One sticky
July evening she came home late from doing God knows whét in the city, wearing a sheer turquoise sari
that clung to her moist skin with alasciviousness that would get her aten-year sentence for public lewdity
in puritan New Delhi, and came up to me and rested her arms on my shoulders and sighed and leaned
closeto me, so that | felt the warmth of her body and it made me tremble, and her eyes met mine, and
therewasin her dark shining eyesalook of pain and loss and regret, aterrible look of aching grief. And
asthough | were ableto read her thoughts, | could clearly hear her telling me, “ Say theword, Lew, only
say theword, and I'll quit them, and everything will be asit used to befor us.” | know that waswhat her
eyesweretelling me. But | didn't say theword. Why did | remain sillent? Because | suspected Sundara
was merdly playing out another meaningless Trangit exercise on me, playing agame of
Did-you-think-I1-meant-it? Or because somewhere within me| redly didn't want her to swerve from the
course she had chosen?

24
Quinn sent for me. It was the day before the ceremony at the Bank of Kuwait Building.

Hewas standing in the middle of his office when | entered. The room was drab, drearily functiond,
nothing at al like Lombroso's awesome sanctum—dark awkward municipa furniture, portraits of former
mayors—but today it had an eerie shimmer of brightness. Sunlight streaming through the window behind
Quinn cloaked him in adazzling golden nimbus, and he seemed to radiate strength and authority and
purpose, emitting aflood of light more intense than that he was receiving. A year and ahaf as New
Y ork's mayor had |eft an imprint on him: the network of fine lines around his eyes was deeper than it had
been on inaugura day, the blond hair had lost some of its sheen, his massive shoulders seemed to hunch a
little, asif he were sagging under an impossible weight. During much of this edgy, humid summer he had
appeared weary and irritable and there had been times when he seemed much older than his thirty-nine
years. But dl that was gone from him now. The old Quinn vigor had returned. His presencefilled the
room.

He said, “ Remember about amonth ago you told me new patterns were shaping up and you'd be able to
give me aforecast soon for the year ahead?”’

“Sure. But |—"

“Wait. New factors have been shaping up, but you don't have accessto al of them yet. | want to give
them to you so you can work them into your synthesis, Lew.”

“What sort of factors?”
“My plansfor running for President.”

After along gawky pause | managed to say, “Y ou mean running next year?’



“I don't stland asnowbdl's chance for next year,” Quinn replied evenly. “Wouldn't you agree?’
“Yes, but—"

“No buts. Theticket for 2000 is Kane and Socorro. | don't need your skill at projection to redlize that.
They have enough delegatesin their pockets now for afirst-balot nomination. Then they'll go up against
Mortonson ayear from November and get clobbered. | figure Mortonson's going to rack up the biggest
landdide since Nixonin * 72, no matter who runs against him.”

“| think so, too.”

Quinn said, “ Therefore I'm talking about * 04. Mortonson won't be able to run for another term and the
Republicans have nobody e se of his stature. Whoever grabs the New Democratic nomination that year is
going to be President, right?’

“Right, Paul.”

“Kane won't get asecond chance. Landdide losers never do. Who e seisthere? Keats? He'll be past
sixty. Pownd|? No staying power. Hell be forgotten. Randolph? | can't see him as anything better than
somebody's vice-presidential pick.”

“Socorro will ill bearound,” | pointed out.

“Socorro, yes. If he plays his cards right during next year's campaign, helll come out looking good no
meatter how badly the ticket is beaten. Theway Muskiedid losing in ‘68, and Shriver losingin‘72.
Socorro's been very much on my mind al this summer, Lew. I've been watching him move up likea
rocket ever since Leydecker died. That's why I've decided to stop being coy and start my push for the
nomination this early. I've got to head off Socorro. Because if he gets the nomination in 04, hesgoing to
win, and if hewinshell be atwo-term President, and that puts me on the sddlines until the year 2012.”
He gave me adose of the classic Quinn eye contact, transfixing me until | wanted to squirm. “I'll be
fifty-oneyearsold in 2012, Lew. | don't want to have to wait that long. A potential candidate can get
awfully withered if he dangles on the vine adozen years waiting histurn. What do you think?’

“I think your projection checksout dl theway,” | said.

Quinn nodded. “ Okay. Thisisthetimetable that Haig and | have been working out the past couple of
days. We spend therest of ‘99 and thefirst half of next year smply laying the substructure. | make some
speeches around the country, | get to know the big party leaders better, | become friendly with alot of
precinct-house smdl fry who aregoing to be big party leaders by the time 2004 comes around. Next
year, after Kane and Socorro are nominated, | campaign nationwide for them, with specia emphasison
the Northeast. | do my damnedest to deliver New Y ork State for them. What the hell, | figure they'll take
gx or seven of the big indudtrid states anyway, and they might aswell have mine, if I'm going to come on
like adynamic party leader; Mortonson will still wipe them out in the South and the farm belt. In 2001 |
lay low and concentrate on getting re-elected mayor, but once that's behind me | resume nationa
gpeechmaking and after the 2002 Congressiond elections | announce my candidacy. That givesmeall of
‘03 and half of ‘04 to sew up the delegates, and by the time the primaries come around I'll be sure of the
nomination. Well?’

“I likeit, Paul. I likeit alot.”



“Good. You're going to be my key man. | want you to concentrate full time on isolating and projecting
nationa politica patterns, so you can draw up game planswithin the larger structure I've just outlined.
Leavethelittleloca stuff alone, the New Y ork City crap. Mardikian can handle my re-election campaign
without much help. Y ou look for the big picture, you tell me what the people out in Ohio and Hawaii and
Nebraskathink they want, you tell me what they're likely to want four years from now. Y ou're going to
be the man who'll make me President, Lew.”

“Damned right | will,” | sad.

“Y ou're going to be the eyesthat seeinto the future for me.”
“Y ou know it, man.”

We dapped pams. “Onward to 2004!” he yelled.
“Washington, herewe come!” | bellowed.

It wasadlly moment, but it was touching, too. History on the hoof, marching toward the White House,
me in the vanguard carrying the flag and playing the drums. | was so swept by emotion that | dmost
started to tell Quinn to pass up the Bank of Kuwait ceremony. But then | thought | saw Carvgd's
sad-eyed face hovering in the dust motes of that beam of light pouring through the mayor'swindow, and |
caught myself. So | said nothing, and Quinn went and made his speech, and of course hejammed hisfoot
deep into his epiglottis with a couple of & ephantine quips about the Near Eastern politica situation. ("'l
hear that |ast week King Abdullah and Premier Eleazar were playing poker down at the casnoin Eilat,
and the king bet three camels and an il well and the premier raised him five hogs and a submarine, so the
king ...” Oh, no, it'stoo dumb to repesat.) Naturally Quinn's performance made every network that night,
and the next day City Hall wasinundated by angry telegrams. Mardikian phoned me to say the place was
being picketed by B'nai Brith, the United Jewish Appedl, the Jewish Defense League, and the whole
House of David gtarting team. | went over there, dinking goyishly through the mob of outraged Hebrews
and wanting to apologize to the entire cosmos for having by my silence permitted al thisto happen.
Lombroso was there with the mayor. We exchanged glances. | felt triumphant—had Carvaja not
predicted the incident perfectly?—and sheepish, and frightened, too. Lombroso gave me aquick wink,
which could have meant any one of adozen things, but which | took to be atoken of reassurance and
forgiveness.

Quinn didn't look perturbed. He tapped the huge box of telegrams smartly with histoe and said in awry
voice, “And thus we commence our pursuit of the American voter. We aren't off to much of agtart, are
we, lad?’

“Don'tworry,” | told him, Boy Scout fervor cregping into my voice. “ Thisisthe last time anything of this
sort isgoing to happen.”
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| phoned Carvga. “1 haveto talk to you,” | said.

We met aong the Hudson Promenade near Tenth Street. The wegether was ominous, dark and moist and
warm, the sky athreatening greenish yelow, with black-edged thunderheads piled high over New Jersey
and a sense of impending apocaypse pervading everything. Shafts of fierce off-color sunlight, more
gray-blue than gold, burned through afiltering layer of murky clouds clustered like acrumpled blanket in
mid-sky. Preposterous weather, operatic weather, anoisy overstated backdrop for our conversation.



Carvgd's eyes had an unnatura gleam. He looked taler, younger, jazzing dong the promenade on the
bals of hisfeet. Why did he seem to gain strength between each of our meetings?

“Well?" he demanded.

“I want to be able tosee. ”

“ See,then. I'm not stopping you, am |7’

“Beserious” | begged.

“I dwaysam. How can | help you?’

“Teachmetodoit.”

“Did | ever tdl you it could be taught?’

“Y ou said everyone has the gift but very few know how to useit. All right. Show me how to useit.”
“Using it can perhaps be learned,” Carvga said, “but it can't be taught.”

“Please”

“Why s0 esger?’

“Quinn needsme,” | told him abjectly. “1 want to help him. To become President.”
g7

“I want to help him. | need tosee. ”

“But you can project trends so well, Lew!”

“Not enough. Not enough.”

Thunder boomed over Hoboken. A cold damp wind out of the west stirred the clotted clouds. Nature's
scene-setting was becoming grotesgquely, comically excessive.

Carvgd sad, “ Suppose | told you to give me complete control over your life. Suppose | asked you to
let me make every decison for you, to shape dl your actionsto my orders, to put your existence entirely
into my hands, and | said that if you did that, there'd be a chance that you'd learn how tosee. A chance.
What would your reply be?’

“I'dsay that it'sadeal.”

“Seeingmay not be as wonderful asyou think it is, you know. Right now you look upon it asthe magic
key to everything. What if it turns out to be nothing but a burden and an obstacle? What if it'sacurse?’

“| don't think it will be.”



“How can you know?’

“A power like that can be atremendous positive force. | can't seeit as anything but beneficia for me. |
can seeits potentia negative side, sure, but still—acurse? No.”

“What if itis?’

| shrugged. “I'll take that risk. Hasit been acurse for you?’

Carvga paused and looked up at me, eyes searching mine. Thiswas the gppropriate moment for
lightning to crackle across the heavens, for drum rolls of terrible thunder to sound up and down the
Hudson, for tempestuous rain to dash across the promenade. None of that happened. Abruptly, the
clouds directly overhead parted and sweet soft yellow sunlight envel oped the dark storm-frowns. So
much for nature as a setter of scene.

“Yes” Carvgd said quietly. “A curse. If anything, yes, acurse, acurse.”

“I don't bedieveyou.”

“What does that matter to me?’

“Evenif it'sbeen acursefor you, | don't think it would for me.”

“Very courageous, Lew. Or very foolish.”

“Both. Nevertheless, | want to be able tosee. ”

“Areyou willing to become my disciple?’

Strange, jarring word. “What would that involve?’

“I've dready told you. Y ou give yoursdlf to me on a no-questions-asked, no-results-guaranteed basis.”

“How will that help metosee? ”

“No questions asked,” he said. “ Just give yourself to me, Lew.”

“Done”

The lightning came. The skies opened and a crazy drenching downpour battered us with implausible fury.
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A day and ahdf later. “Theworst of it,” Carvgd said, “isseeing your own degth. That's the moment
when the life goes out of you, not when you actudly die, but when you have tosee it.”

“Isthat the curse you were talking about?’
“Yes. That'sthe curse. That'swhat killed me, Lew, long before my proper time. | was amost thirty

yearsold, thefirgt timelsaw it. I'veseen it many times since. | know the date, the hour, the place, the
circumstances. I've lived through it again and again, the beginning, the middle, the end, the darkness, the



slence. And once | saw it, life became nothing more than a meaningless puppet show for me.”
“What was the worst part?” | asked. “Knowing when, knowing how?’

“Knowing that,” he said.

“That youwould dieat al?’

“yes”

“I don't understand. | mean, it must be disturbing, yes, to watch yoursdlf die, to see your own finish asif
on anewsred, but there can't be any fundamental eement of surprisein it, can there? | mean, deathis
inevitable and we dl know it from the time werelittle children.”

“Dowe?’

“Of coursewe do.”

“Do you think you'l die, Lew?’

| blinked acouple of times. “Naturdly.”

“Areyou absolutely convinced of that?’

“I don't get you. Areyou implying | have delusions of immortality?”

Carvgd smiled serendy. “Everybody does, Lew. When you're aboy your pet goldfish dies, or your
dog, and you say, Wéll, goldfish don't live long, dogs don't live long, and that's how you dough off your
first experience of death. It doesn't apply to you. The boy next door fals off hisbicycle and fractures his
skull. Well, you say, accidents happen, but they don'tprove anything; some people are more careless
than others, and I'm one of the careful ones. Y our grandmother dies. She was old and sick for years, you
say, shelet hersdlf get too heavy, she grew up in ageneration when preventive medicine was lill
primitive, she didn't know how to take care of her body. It won't happen to me, you say. It won't happen
tome”

“My parents are dead. My sister died. | had aturtle that died. Death isn't something remote and unred in
my life. No, Carvgdl, | believein desth. | accept the fact of death. | know I'm going to die.”

“Youdon't. Not redly.”
“How can you say that?’

“I know how people are. | know how | used to be, before | saw mysdif die, and what | became
afterward. Not many have had that experience, have been changed as I've been changed. Perhaps no
onedse, ever. Lisento me, Lew. Nobody genuindy and fully believes he's going to die, whatever he
may think he thinks. Y ou may accept it up here on top, but you don't accept it on the cdllular level, down
ontheleve of metabolism and mitosis. Y our heart hasn't missed a best in thirty-odd years and it knowsiit
never will. Y our body goes merrily along like athree-shift factory manufacturing corpuscles, lymph,
semen, sdiva, round the clock, and so far as your body knows it dwayswill. And your brain, it perceives
itsdlf asthe center of agreat dramawhose star is Lew Nichals, the whole universe just agiant collection
of props, everything that happens happening aroundyou, in relation toyou, withyou as the pivot and



fulcrum, and if you go to somebody's wedding the name of that sceneisn'tDick and Judy Get Married,
no, it'sLew Goes to Somebody's Wedding, and if apolitician gets dected it isntPaul Quinn Becomes
President, it'sLew Experiences Paul Quinn Becoming President, and if a star explodes the headline
isntBetel geuse Goes Nova butLew's Universe Loses a Sar, and so on, the same for everyone,
everyone the hero of the great drama of existence, Dick and Judy each in starring rolesin their own
heads, Paul Quinn, maybe even Betelgeuse, and each of you knows that if you were to diethe whole
universe would have to wink out like a switched-off light, and that isn't possible, so therefore you arentt
goingto die. You know you're the one exception. Holding the whole business together by your continued
exigence. All those others, Lew, you redizethey're going to die; sure, they're the bit parts, the spear
carriers, the script callsfor them al to vanish dong the way, but not you, oh, no, not you! Isn't that how it
truly is, Lew, down in the basement of your soul, down in those mysterious levels you visit only now and
then?’

| had to grin. “Maybeit s, after dl. But—"

“Itis. It'sthe sameway for everyone. It wasfor me. Well, peopledo die, Lew. Some die at twenty and
some die at ahundred and twenty, and it'salways a surprise. They stand there seeing the big blackness
opening up for them, and asthey go into the hole they say, My God, | waswrong after dl, it'sredly
going to happen to me, eventome! What a shock that is, what aterrific blow to the ego, to discover that
you aren't the unique exception you thought you were. But it's comforting, right up until that moment
arrives, to cling to theideathat maybe you'll sneak through, maybe you'll somehow be exempt.
Everybody hasthat scrap of comfort to live by, Lew. Everyone except me.”

“Youfoundseeing it as bad as that?’

“It demolished me. It stripped me of that one bigillusion, Lew, that secret hope of immortdlity, that
keeps us going. Of course, | had to keep going, thirty years or so more, because | couldsee that it
wouldn't happen until 1 was an old man. But the knowledge put awal around my life, aboundary, an
unbreskable seal. | wasn't much more than aboy and | had aready had the real summing up, the period
at theend of the sentence. | couldn't count on enjoying al of eternity, the way othersthink they do. | had
only my thirty-odd years|eft to go. Knowing that about yoursdf congrictsyour life, Lew. It limitsyour
options”

“It isn't easy for me to understand why it should have thet effect.”
“Eventudly you'l undergand.”
“Maybe it won't be that way for me, when | come to know.”

“Ah!” Carvgd cried. “Wedl think well be the exception!”
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Hetold me, the next time we met, how his death would come to pass. He had less than ayear tolive, he
said. It was going to happen in the spring of 2000, somewhere between the tenth of April and the
twenty-fifth of May; athough he claimed to know the exact date even down to the time of day, hewas
unwilling to be any more specific about it than that.
“Why withhold it from me?’ | asked.

“Because | don't care to be burdened with your private tensions and anticipations,” Carvga told me



bluntly. “I don't want you showing up that day knowing itis the day, and arriving full of irrdlevant
emotiond confuson.”

“Am | going to be there?’ | asked, astounded.

“Certainly.”

“Will you tel mewhereit'l happen?

“At my gpartment,” hesaid. “You and | will be discussng something having to do with aproblem
troubling you then. The doorbell will ring. I'll answer it and aman will force hisway into the house, an

armed man with red hair, who—"

“Wait aminute. Y ou once told me that no one had ever bothered you in that neighborhood and no one
ever would.”

“No onewho livesthere, ” said Carvgal. “Thisman will be astranger. He has been given my address
by mistake—he has the wrong apartment—and expects to be picking up aconsgnment of drugs,
something that sniffersuse. When | tell him | don't have any drugs, helll refuse to believe me; helll think it's
some kind of doublecrossand will start to get violent, waving the gun around, threstening me.”

“And what am | doing whiledl thisisgoing on?’

“Watchingit.”

“Watching? Just standing there with my armsfolded like a spectator?’

“Just watching,” Carvgjal said. “Like aspectator.” There was a sharp edgeto histone. Asif hewere
giving mean order: You will do nothing throughout this scene. You will remain entirely out of it, off
to one side, a mere onlooker.

“I could hit himwith alamp. | could try to grab thegun.”

“Youwont.”

“All right,” | said. “What happens?’

“Somebody knocks at the door. It's one of my neighbors, who's heard the commotion and isworried
about me. The gunman panics. Thinksit'sthe police, or maybe ariva gang. Hefiresthreetimes; then he
breaks awindow and disappears down the fire escape. The bullets strike me in the chest, the arm, and
the side of my head. | linger for aminute or so. No last words. Y ou're not harmed at al.”

“And then?’

Carvgadl laughed. “ And then? And then? How would | know? I'vetold you: | see asthough through a
periscope. The periscope reaches only asfar asthat moment, and no farther. Perception endsfor me
there”

How cam he was abot it!

| said, “Isthisthething yousaw the day you and | had lunch at the Merchants and Shippers Club?’



“yes”
“Y ou sat there watching yourself get gunned down, and then casually asked to look at the menu?’
“The scene was nothing new to me.”

“How often have youseen it?’ | asked.

“Noidea. Twenty times, fifty, maybe ahundred. Like arecurring dream.”

“A recurring nightmare.”

“Onegetsused toiit. It ceasesto carry much emotiona charge after the first dozen viewings or so.”
“It'snothing but amovie to you? An old Cagney flick on the late-night television?’

“Something likethat,” said Carvgd. “ The sceneitself becomestrivid, abore, stde, predictable. It'sthe
implicationsthat linger, that never losetheir power over me, while the details themsalves have become
unimportant.”

“You just accept it. Y ou won't try to dam the door in the man's face when the moment comes. Y ou
won't let me hide behind the door and club him down. Y ou won't ask the police to put you under specia
guard that day.”

“Naturdly not. What good would any of that do?’
“Asan experiment—"

He pursed hislips. Helooked annoyed at my stubborn return to atheme that was absurd to him. “What
Isee iswhat will happen. Thetime for experiments wasfifty years ago, and the experimentsfailed. No,
wewon't interfere, Lew. Well play our parts obediently, you and 1. Y ou know we will.”
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Under the new regime | conferred with Carvgjd daily, sometimes severa timesaday, usudly by
telephone, trangmitting to him the latest insde palitica information—strategies, data projections, anything
that might seem even peripherally pertinent to the business of getting Paul Quinn into the White House.
Thereasonfor filing al this stuff in Carvgd's mind was the periscope effect: he couldn'tsee anything thet
his consciousness would not ultimately somehow perceive, and what he couldn'tsee he couldn't pass
aong to me. What | was doing, then, was phoning messages to mysdlf out of the future—messages
relayed by way of Carvga. Thethings| told him today were of course worthlessfor this purpose, since
present-me dready knew them; but what | would tell him a month from now might prove to be of vaue
to metoday, and, since the information had to get into the system a some point, | began the input flow
here, feeding Carvagja now the data he hadseen months or even years ago. Over the remaining year of
Carvgd'slife he would become a unique repository of future political events. (In fact he dready was that
repository, but now | had to follow through by making certain he recelved the information that we both
knew he was going to receive. There are paradoxesinherent in al thisbut | prefer not to examine them
too closdly.)

And Carvgd, day by day, flowed data back to me—mainly things having to do with the long-range



shaping of Quinn'sdegtinies. These | passed dong to Haig Mardikian, usudly, though somefell into the
domain of George Missakian—media relations—and some, having to do with financid meatters, went to
Lombroso, and afew | took directly to Quinn himself. My Carvgja-derived memosin atypical week
induded itemslikethis

Invite Commun. Devel. Commissioner Spreckels to lunch. Suggest possibil. of judgeship.

Attend wedding, son of Sen. Wilkom of Mass.
Tell Con Ed, confidential, no hope of okay for proposed Flatbush fusion plant.

Gov.'s brother—name him to Triboro Authority. Defuse nepotism issue in advance with jokes at
press conf.

Call in Assembly Spokr. Feinberg for gentle arm-twisting in re NY-Mass-Conn pod-hookup bill.
Position papers: libraries, drugs, interstate population transfer.

Tour Garment District Historic Ste with new Israeli consul-general. Include in party: Leibman,
Berkowitz, Ms. Weisbard, Rabbi Dubin, also Msgr. O'Neill.

Sometimes | understood why my future salf was recommending a given course of action to Quinn, and at
other times | was atogether baffled. (Why, say, tell him to veto an innocuous City Council proposa
reopening a no-parking zone south of Canal Street? How would that help him become President?)
Carvga offered no aid. He was merely passing aong tips he was getting from the me of eight or nine
months from now. Since held be dead before any of these things could manifest their ultimate
implications, he had no ideawhat effect they might produce, and could hardly have cared less. He gave
everything to me on abland take-it-or-leave-it basis. Mine not to reason why. Follow the script, Lew,
follow the script.

| followed the script.

My vicarious politica ambitions were beginning to take on the character of adivine misson: using
Carvgd's gift and Quinn's charisma, | would be able to reshape the world into a Better Place of
unspecified ideal character. | felt the throbbing conduits of power in my grasp. Whereas before | had
seen Quinn's presidency asagod worth pursuing for its own sake, now | became practicaly Utopianin
my plansfor aworld guided by the ability tosee. No longer did | think in terms of manipulation, of
redeployment of motivations, of political machination, except in service of the higher end toward which |
imagined mysalf working.

Day after day | streamed my memos toward Quinn and his minions. Mardikian and the mayor assumed
the stuff | was handing in was the result of my own projections, the product of my polltakers, my
computers, and my sweet canny cerebrum. Since my record of stochastic insght over the years had been
consstently excellent, they did as| told them. Unquestioningly. Quinn occasiondly laughed and said,
“Boy, thisone doesn't make much senseto me,” but | told him, “It will, it will,” and he went dong with it.
Lombroso, though, must have redlized | was getting alot of these thingsfrom Carvga. But he never said
aword about that to me—nor, | believe, to Quinn or Mardikian.

From Carvga | aso got instructions of amore persona kind.

“It'stimeto get your hair cut,” hetold me early in September.



“Short, you mean?’

“Off.”

“Areyou teling meto shave my scap?’

“That'swhat I'm telling you.”

“No,” | said. “If therésonedlly fad | detest—"

“Irrdlevant. Asof this month you began wearing your hair like that. Do it tomorrow, Lew.”
“1 wouldn't ever have gotten aPruss,” | objected. “It's dtogether out of keeping with my—"
“Youdid,” Carvga sad amply. “How can you quarrd with that?’

But what was the use of arguing? He hadseen me bald; hence | must go and get a Pruss. No questions
asked, the man had told me when | came aboard: just follow the script, boy.

| yielded mysdlf up unto the barber. | came out looking like an oversized Erich von Stroheim, minus
monocle and iff collar.

“How marvelousit looks!” Sundaracried. “How gorgeous!”

Sheran her hands tenderly over my stubbly scap. It wasthefirst timein two or three months that there
had been any kind of current flowing between us. She loved the haircut, absolutely adored it. Of course:
getting cropped like that was a crazy Trangt sort of thing for meto do. To her it wasasign that | might
yet shape up.

There were other orders.

“Spend aweekend in Caracas,” Carvgd said. “ Charter afishing boat. Y ou'll catch aswordfish.”

“WI,1y?1

“Doit,” hesad implacably.

“| don't see the relevance of my going to—"

“Pease, Lew. You're being difficult.”

“Will you explainthis, at leest?’

“There's no explanation. Y ou have to go to Caracas.”

It was absurd. But | went to Caracas. | drank too many margaritas with some lawyers from New Y ork
who didn't know | was Quinn's right hand and put him down rather noisily, going on and on about the
good old days when Gottfried kept the rabblein line. Fascinating. | hired a boat and did indeed catch a
swordfish, nearly breaking both wristsin the process, and had the damned beast mounted at staggering

cost. It began to occur to me that Carvga and Sundaramight bein league to drive me crazy, or maybe
to drive meinto the arms of the nearest Trangit proctor. (Same thing?) But that wasimpossible. More



likely Carvga was merely giving me acrash coursein following the script. Accept whatever dictate
comesto you out of tomorrow: never ask questions.

| accepted the dictates.

| grew abeard. | bought nippy-dip new clothes. | picked up a sullen cow-breasted sixteen-year-old in
Times Square, filled her with rum swizzlesin the highest eyrie of the Hyatt Regency, rented aroom there
for two hours and grimly fornicated her. | spent three days up at the ColumbiaMedica Center asa
volunteer subject for sonopuncture research, and left there with every bone buzzing. | went down to my
neighborhood Numbers office and put a thousand bucks on 666, and got wiped out, because that day's
winner was 667. | complained bitterly about that to Carvaia. “1 don't mind doing craziness, but thisis
expendve craziness. Couldn't you at least have given methe right number?’” He smiled obliquely and said
hehad given methe right number. | assume | wassupposed to lose. All part of my training, it seemed.
Exigtentia masochism: the Zen approach to gambling. All right. Never ask questions. A week later he
had me put athou on 333, and | hit for anot-so-small fortune. So there were afew compensations.

Follow the script, kid. Ask no questions.

| wore my funny clothes. | got my scalp scraped regularly. | endured the itching of my beard, and after a
while| stopped naticing it. | sent the mayor off lunching and dinnering with aweird assortment of
eventudly influentia politicians. God help me, | followed the script.

Early in October Carvgjd said, “Now you file for adivorce.”
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Divorce, Carvgad said, on abrisk crisp blue-skied Wednesday in October, aday of withered yellow
early-falling maple leaves dancing in the sharp westerly wind, now you file for adivorce, now you arrange
the termination of your marriage. Wednesday, the sixth of October, 1999, just eighty-six days|eft to the
end of the century, unless, of course, you were the kind of purist who inssted, with logic if not emotiona
justice on your side, that the new century would not properly begin until thefirst of January, 2001. At any
rate, eighty-six daysleft until the changing of the digit.As the digit shifts, Quinn had said in hismost
famous speech, let us wipe clean the slate and begin afresh, remembering but not re-enacting the
errorsof the past. Had marrying Sundara been one of the errors of the past? Now you filefor a
divorce, Carvga told me, and he was not so much stating an imperative command as he was reporting
impersonally to me on the necessary state of things to come. Thus does the unyielding, inescapable future
ineluctably devour the present. For Orville and Wilbur Wright came Kitty Hawk time; for John F.
Kennedy came Lee Harvey Oswald time; for Lew and Sundara Nichols now was coming divorce time,
looming like an iceberg out of the months ahead, and why, why, for what end, to what purpose,por qué,
pourquoi, warum? | gtill loved her.

Y et the marriage had plainly been ailing adl through the summer, and euthanasawas aplausible
prescription now. Whatever we had had was gone, dtogether fdlen into ruin; shewaslost in the rhythms
and rituas of Trangt, wholly given over to her sacred absurdities, and | was deep into dreams of
visonary powers, and though we shared an gpartment and a bed we shared nothing else. What powered
our relaionship wasthe thinnest of fuels, the pale petrol of nostagia, that and such little momentum as
remembered passion can supply.

| think we made love threetimesthat find summer.Made love! Preposterous euphemism for fucking,
amost as bad asthe most grotesque of al,slept together. Whatever Sundaraand | made, in those three
pressings of flesh to flesh, love couldn't have been the commodity; we made swest, we made rumpled



sheets, we made heavy breathing, we even made orgasms, but love? Love? The love wasthere,
encapsulated within me and perhaps even within her, too, made long before, laid down in acachelike
wineof thepremier cru, like precious capital stored away and when our bodies grappled in the dark on
those three clammy summer nights we were at that moment not making love but drawing on an exigting
and awindling deposit. Living off assets.

Three timesin three months. Not too many months ago we had managed a better taly than that in any
given five-day span, but that was before the mysterious glassy barrier had unexpectedly descended
between us. The fault was probably mine: | never reached for her now, and she, perhaps acting under
some Transt commandment, was content never to reach for me. Her supple sultry body had lost none of
its beauty in my eyes, nor was | festeringly jealous over some other lover, for not even the episode of the
brothd license had had any effect on my desirefor her, none, noneat al. What she might do with others,
even that, had always become as nothing the moment shewasin my arms. But these daysit seemed to
me that sex between Sundara and me was irrelevant, ingppropriate, an obsolete interchangein a
demonetized currency. We had nothing to offer each other now except our bodies, and with al other
levels of contact between us eroded away the body-to-body one had become worse than meaningless.

The last time we—made love, dept together, performed the act, fucked—was six days before Carvga
passed his sentence of desth on the marriage. | didn't know then that it would be the last time, though |
suppose | should have, if | had been half the prophet that people were paying meto be. But how could |
have detected the apocalyptic overtones, the sense of a curtain descending? There weren't even ominous
thunderheadsin the sky. Thursday, the thirtieth of September, it was, amild night on the cusp between
summer and autumn. We were out with old friends that Thursday night, the Cadecott three-group, Tim
and Beth and Corinne. Dinner at the Bubble, sky show afterwards. Tim and | had belonged to the same
tennis club long ago and we had once won a mixed-doubles tournament, which was enough of abond to
have kept usin touch ever snce; he was long-legged, easygoing, vastly wedlthy, and entirely apoliticd,
which made his company ajoy in these days of my City Hall responghbilities. No speculations about the
whims of the electorate, no covert suggestionsintended to be funneled back to Quinn, no hard-nosed
analyses of current trends, just fun and games. We drank too much, we boned too much, we carried on a
playful five-way flirtation that looked for atime to have me heading toward bed with any two of the
Cadwdl trio—mogt likely Tim and golden-haired Corinne—while Sundara settled in with the other. But
asthe evening unfolded | detected strong signals coming my way from Sundara. Surprise! Was she so
boned she had forgotten | was only her husband? Was sheindulging in a Trangit unpredictability process?
Or had it been so long since our last screw that | seemed atempting novelty to her? | don't know. | never
will. But the warmth of her sudden glance set off alight-pumping resonance between usthat quickly
became incandescent, and we excused ourselves from the Cal decotts with delicacy and gaiety—they are
such natura aristocrats of sensibility that there were no hard fedings, no intimations of rgection, and we
parted gracefully, talking of a gettogether soon—and Sundaraand | hurried home. Still resonating, il
incandescent.

Nothing happened to snap the mood. Our clothes fell away, our bodies moved close together. Not
tonight the e aborateKama Sutra rituas of foreplay; shewasin heat, so was|, and like animaswe
interpenetrated. She gave an odd little quivering sigh as | went into her, ahusky sound that seemed to hit
severd notes at once, like asound from one of those medieva Indian insruments that were tuned only to
minor keys and produced sad twanging moda tone clusters. Perhaps she knew then that thiswas the final
joining of our flesh. I moved againgt her with the assurance that | could do no wrong: if ever | followed
the script it was then, no premeditation, no calculation, no separation of saf from deed—mysdlf as
moving point on the face of the continuum, figure and ground merged and indistinguishable, perfectly in
tune with the vibrations of theingtant. | lay above her, clagping her in my arms, the classic Western
position but one which we—with our shared repertoire of Orientd variations—rarely adopted. My back
and hipsfdlt strong as tempered Damascene sted, resilient as the most polymerized of plastics, and |



swung inward and upward, inward and upward, inward and upward, moving with easy confident strokes,
lifting her asthough on jeweled ratchetsto ever-higher levels of sensation and not incidentaly bringing
myself up there, too. For me it was aflawless screw, born of fatigue and despair and intoxication and
confusion, an |I-don't-have-anything-left-to-lose kind of copulation. There was no reason why it couldn't
have gone on right through until morning. Sundara clung tight to me, matching my thrusts perfectly. Her
knees were drawn almost to her breasts, and as | ran my hands down the satin of her skin | encountered,
again and again, the cool metal of the Transit emblem strapped to her thigh—she never took it off,never
—and even that didn't shatter the perfection. But of courseit wasn't an act of love: it was amere athletic
event, two matchless discoboli moving in tandem through the prescribed and preordained rituals of their
specidty, and what did love have to do with that? There was love in mefor her, yes, a desperate hungry
tremble-and-scratch-and-bite kind of love, but there was no longer away to express any of that, in or
out of bed.

So we collected our Olympic gold medals, the high dive and the trampoline dance, the 300-kilo press
and the fancy figure skating, the pole vault and the 400-meter hurdles, and by imperceptible nudgings and
murmurings we clued each other closer to the ultimate moment, and then we were there, and for an
unending interval we were dissolved into the fount of creation, and then the unending interval ended and
wefell away from each other, sweaty and sticky and exhausted.

“Would you mind getting me a glass of water?’ Sundara asked after afew minutes.

Which was how it ended.

Now you filefor adivorce, said Carvgd six dayslater.
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Give yoursdf to me, that was the deal, no questions asked, nothing guaranteed. No questions asked. But
thistime| had to ask. Carvgia was pushing me toward a step that | couldn't take without some sort of
explanation.

“Y ou promised not to ask,” he said sulkily.

“Nevertheless. Give me aclue or the ded's off.”

“Do you mean that?’

“I do.”

Hetried to stare me down. But those blank eyes of his, sometimes so fiercely unanswerable, didn't
intimidate me now. My hunch function said | should go ahead, press him, demand to know the structure
of eventsinto which | was entering. Carvga resisted. He squirmed and sweated and told methat | was
setting my training back by weeks or even months with this unseemly outburst of insecurity. Havefaith, he
urged, follow the script, do asyou'retold, and al will be well.

“No,” | said. “I love her, and even today divorceisno joke. | can't do it onawhim.”

“Your traning—"

“To hdl with that. Why should | leave my wife, other than the smple fact that we haven't been getting
aong very wdl lately? Bresking up with Sundaraisn't like changing my haircut, you know.”



“Of courseitis”

“What?’

“All eventsare equa inthelong run,” he said.

| snorted. “Don't talk garbage. Different acts have different consequences, Carvgd. Whether | wear my
hair short or long can't have much effect on surrounding events. But marriages sometimes produce
children, and children are unique genetic congtdlations, and the children that Sundaraand | might
produce, if we chose to produce any, would be different from children that she or | might have with other
mates, and the differences—Chrigt, if we break up I might marry someone ese and becomethe
great-great-grandfather of the next Napoleon, and if | stay with her | might—Waell, how can you say that
inthelong run dl eventsareequa?’

“Y ou grasp things very dowly,” said Carvgd sadly.

£‘Wha?1

“| wasn't speaking of consequences. Merdly of events. All eventsare equain their probability, Lew, by
which | mean that theréstota probability of any event happening that is going to happen—"

“Tautology!”

“Yes. But we dedl intautologies, you and 1. | tell you, | see you divorcing Sundara, just as|saw you
getting that haircut, and so those events are of equa probability.”

| closed my eyes. | sat ill along time.

Eventudly | sad, “Tel mewhy | divorce her. Isn't there any hope of repairing the reationship? We aren't
fighting. We don't have serious disagreements about money. We think dike on most things. Weve lost
touch with each other, yes, but that'sdl, just adrifting toward different spheres. Don't you think we could
get back together if we both made a sincere effort?’
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“Thenwhy don't | try it instead of—"

“You'd haveto gointo Trangit,” hesaid.

| shrugged. “1 think | could managethat if | had to. If the only dternative was losing Sundara.”

“You couldn't. It'saien to you, Lew. It opposes everything you believe and everything you're working
toward.”

“But to keep Sundara—"
“Youvelost her.”

“Only inthefuture. Shesill my wife”



“What'slost in the futureislost now.”
“I refuseto—"

“You haveto!” hecried. “It'sal one, Lew, it'sdl one! You've comethisfar with me and you don't see
that?’

| saw it. | knew every argument he was likely to muster, and | believed them dl, and my belief wasn't
something laid on from outside, like walnut paneling, but rather something intringc, something that had
grown and spread within me over these past months. And till | ressted. Still | looked for loopholes. |
was il clutching for any straw that eddied around me in the maelstrom, even as| was being sucked
under.

| said, “Finishtelling me. Why isit necessary and inevitable that | leave Sundara?’

“Because her destiny lieswith Transt and yourslies asfar from Trangt asyou can stay. They work
toward uncertainty, you toward certainty. They try to undermine, you want to build. It's afundamental
philosophica gulf that's going to keep on getting wider and can't ever be bridged. So the two of you have
to part.”

“How soon?’

“Youll beliving done before the end of the year,” hetold me. “I'veseen you severd timesin your new
place”

“No woman living with me?’

“No.”

“I'm not good at cdibacy. | haven't had much practice.”
“Y ou'll have women, Lew. But you'l livedone.”
“Sundara gets the condo?’

“yes”

“And the paintings, the sculptures, the—"

“I don't know,” Carvga said, looking bored. “I really haven't paid any attention to detailslike that. You
know they don't matter to me.”

“l know.”

Helet mego. | walked about three miles uptown, seeing nothing around me, hearing nothing, thinking
nothing. | was one with the void; | was amember of the vast emptiness. At the corner of Something
Street and God-Knows-What Avenue | found a phone booth and dropped atoken in the dot and dialed
Haig Mardikian's office, and vipped my way through the shield of receptionists until Mardikian himself
wason theline. “I'm getting divorced,” | told him, and listened for amoment to the silent roaring of his
amazement booming acrossthewire like the surf a Fire Idand in aMarch storm. “I don't care about the
financid angles,” | said after abit. “1 just want aclean break. Give me the name of alawyer you trugt,



Haig. Somebody wholl do it fast without hurting her.”
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Inwaking dreams| imagine atimewhen | am truly able tosee. My vison piercesthe murky invishble
spherethat surroundsus dl, and | penetrate into the realm of light. | have been adeep, | have been
imprisoned, | have been blind, and now, now that the transformation has come upon me, itislikean
awakening. My chains are gone; my eyes are open. About me move dow uncertain shadow-shrouded
figures, blind and stumbling, their faces gray with bewilderment and uncertainty. Thesefigures are you.
And among you and about you | dance, my eyes|luminous, my body ablaze with the joy of new
perception. It has been like living beneath the sea, bent under aterrible pressure and held away from the
tantalizing brightness by that membrane, flexible yet impenetrable, that isthe interface between seaand
sky; and now | have broken through it, into a place where everything glows and gleams, everything is
hal oed with radiance, shimmering in gold and violet and scarlet. Yes. Yes At last | see.

What do | see?

| see the sweet and tranquil earth upon which our dramas are played. | see the swesaty struggles of the
blind and desf, buffeted asthey strive by anincomprehensble fate. | see the years unrolling like the long
uncoiling fronds of spring ferns, bright green a thetips, stretching away from meinto infinity. In brilliant
flashes of intermittent illumination | see decades sprouting into centuries and centuries becoming eons and
epochs. | see the dow processions of the seasons, the systole and diastole of winter and summer, autumn
and spring, the whole delicately interlocked rhythm of warmth and cold, of drought and rain, of sunlight
and mist and darkness.

Thereare no limitsto my vision. Here are the labyrinths of tomorrow's cities, rising and faling and rising
again, New Y ork in lunatic growth, tower piled on tower, the old foundations becoming the rubble on
which the new foundations rest, layer upon layer down below like the jumbled strata of Schliemann's
Troy. Through twisted streets scuttle strangersin unfamiliar clothing, spesking ajargon beyond my
understanding. Machines walk about on jointed legs. Mechanical birds, twittering like creaky gates,
flutter overhead. All isin flux. Look, the ocean recedes, and dippery brown beasts lie stranded and
gasping on the naked seafloor! Look, the seareturns, lgpping at the ancient highways that span the city's
margin! Look, the sky isgreen! Look, therainisblack! Look, hereischange, hereistransformation,
herearethewhimsof time! 1seeitdl!

These are the eternal motions of the galaxies, dim and fathomless. These are the precessing equinoxes,
these are the shifting sands. The sun is very warm. Words have become needle sharp. | catch quick
glimpses of great entities sprouting and rising and decaying and dying. These are the boundaries of the
empire of the toads. Thiswall marks the place where the republic of the long-legged insects begins. Man
himsdlf changes. Hisbody is transformed many times, he becomes gross and then pure and then more
grossthan ever, he evolves strange organs that tremble like tuning forks from the nodes of hislesthery
skin, he has no eyes and is seamlessfrom lipsto scalp, he has many eyes, heis covered with eyes, heis
no longer mae and femae but functionsin the form of some intermediate sex, heistiny, heisvag, heis
liquid, heismetallic, helegps across the starry spaces, he huddlesin moist caverns, he floods the planet
with legions of hisown kind, he diminishes by choiceto afew dozen, he shakeshisfist at ared swollen
sky, he angsfrightening songsin anasa drone, he giveslove to monsters, he abolishes degth, he basks
like amighty whalein the sea, he becomes ahorde of buzzing insectliketoilers, he pitcheshistent in
blazing diamond-bright desert sands, he laughs with the sound of drums, he lies down with dragons, he
writes poems of grass, he builds vessels of air, he becomes a god, he becomes ademon, heis everything,
heisnathing.



The continents move ponderoudy about, like hippopotamuses doing astately polka. The moon dips low
in the sky, peering out of its own forehead like an aching white blister, and shatters with awonderful
glassyping ! that reverberatesfor years. The sunitsdlf driftsfrom its moorings, for everything inthe
universeisin constant motion and the journeys are infinitely various. | see it dideinto the gulf of night, and
| walit for it to return, but it does not return, and adeeve of ice glides over the black skin of the planet,
and thosewho live at that time become things of the night, cold-loving, sdlf-sustaining. And acrosstheice
come hard-breathing beasts from whaose nostrils fog issues; and from the ice come flowers of blue and
ydlow crystd; and in the sky shinesanew light, | know not from where.

What do | see, what do | see?

These are the leaders of mankind, the new kings and emperors, holding their batons of office aoft and
summoning fire from the mountaintops. These are the gods yet unimagined. These are the shamansand
warlocks. These are the singers, these the poets, these the makers of images. These are the new rites.
These arethefruits of war. Look: lovers, killers, dreamers, seersl Look: generals, priests, explorers,
lawgivers! There are unknown continentsto find. There are untasted applesto eat. Look! Madmen!
Courtesans! Heroes! Victimg! | see the schemes. | see the mistakes. | see the miraculous achievements,
and they bring tears of pride to my eyes. Hereisthe daughter of your daughter's daughter. Hereisthe
son of your sons beyond reckoning. These are nations still unknown; these are nations newly reborn.
What isthislanguage, dl clicks and hisses? What isthismusic, dl stabs and snarls? Rome will fal again.
Babylon will come a second time, and lie astride the world like agreat gray octopus. How wondrous are
thetimesto come! All that you can ever imagine will befall, and more, much more, and I seeitdl.

Arethesethethings | see?
Aredl doors open to me? Are dl wals made into windows?

Do | look upon the murdered prince and the newborn savior, on thefires of the destroyed empire
burning on the horizon, on the tomb of the lord of lords, on the hard-eyed voyagers setting forth across
the golden seathat spansthe belly of the transformed world? Do | survey the million million tomorrows of
the race, and drink it al down, and make the future's flesh my own? The heavensfaling? The stars
colliding? What are these unfamiliar constellations that shape and reshape themsdves as | watch? Who
are these masked faces? What does this stoneidal, tal as three mountains, represent? When will the cliffs
that wall the seabe ground to red powder? When will the polar ice descend like inexorable night upon
thefields of red flowers? Who owns these fragments? Oh, what do | see, what do | see?

All of time, al of space.

No. Of courseit won't belikethat. All I'll see iswhat | can send myself out of my own few scruffy
tomorrows. Brief dull messages, like the vague transmissions of the tin-can telephoneswe built asboys:
no epic splendors, no baroque apocalypses. Y et even those blurred and muffled sounds are more than |
could have hoped to have when | was adeep like you, when | was one of those blind and stumbling
figuresmoving in clumsy duggish lurchesthrough the kingdom of shedowsthat isthisworld.
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Mardikian found me alawyer. He was Jason Komurjian—another Armenian, of course, one of the
partnersin Mardikian's own firm, the divorce specidigt, agreat fullback of aman with oddly sad little
eyes set close together within amassive swarthy dab of aface. He was a college classmate of Haig's,
and therefore must have been about my own age, but he seemed older, much older, ageless, apatriarch
who had taken upon himsdf the traumas of thousands of contumacious spouses. His features were



youthful, hisaurawas ancient.

We conferred in his office on the ninety-fifth floor of the Martin Luther King Building, adark
incense-ridden office dmost rivaling Bob Lombroso's for pomp and circumstance, aplace asrich and
heavy in ornamentation asthe imperia chape of aByzantine cathedra. “Divorce,” Komurjian sad
dreamily, “you wish to obtain adivorce, yes, to terminate, yes, afina parting,” rotating the concept in the
vast vaulted arenas of his consciousness as though it were some fine point of theology, asthough we
were talking about the consubstantiality of the Father and Son or the doctrine of the gpostolic succession.
“Yes, it should be possible to obtain that for you. Y ou live separately now?’

“Not yet.”

Helooked displeased. His heavy lips sagged, his beefy face took on a deeper hue. “This must be done,”
he said. “ Continued cohabitation endangersthe plausibility of any suit for termination of matrimony. Even
today, even today. Establish separate lodgings. Establish separate financia conduits. Demonstrate your
purposes, my friend. Eh?’ Hereached for an ornate jeweled crucifix on his desk, athing of rubies and
emerdds, and played with it, running thick fingers over its deek well-worn surface, and for atime he was
lost in hisown ruminations. | imagined the tones of an unseen organ, | saw a procession of bedecked and
bearded priests strolling through the choirs of hismind. | could almost hear him muittering to himsdlf in
Latin, not church Latin but alawyer Latin, alitany of platitudes.Magna est vis consuetudinis, falsusin
uno, falsus in omnibus, eadem sed aliter, resipsa loquiter. Huius huius huius, hunc haec hoc. He
looked up, spearing me with an unexpectedly intent stare. “ Grounds?”

“No, not that kind of divorce. We just want to break it up, to go our individua ways, asmple
termination.”

“Of course you've discussed thiswith Mrs. Nichols and come to a preliminary understanding.”

| reddened. “Ah—not yet,” | said, uneasy.

Komurjian plainly disapproved. “Y ou must introduce the subject a some point, you redize. Presumably
her reaction will be tranquil. Then her lawyer and | will meet and the thing will be done.” He reached for
amemo bdt. “Asfor divison of property—"

“She can have whatever she wants.”

“Whatever?” He sounded amazed.

“| don't want ahasde with her over anything.”

Komurjian spread his hands before me on the desk. He wore more rings even than Lombroso. These
Levantines, theseluxurious Levantines! “What if she demands everything?’ he asked. “All the assetsin
common? Y ou yield without contest?”

“Shewon't do that.”

“Isshenot of adlegianceto the Trangit Creed?’

Startled, | said, “How do you know that?’

“Haig and | have discussed the case, you must redlize.”



“l see”

“And Trangt people are unpredictable.”

| managed achoked laugh. “Yes. Very.”

“Shemight whimsicaly ask for dl theassats” Komurjian said.

“Or whimscaly ask for none.”

“Or none, true. One never knows. Are you ingtructing me to accept whatever position she takes?’

“Let'swait and see,” | said. “ She'sbasically areasonable person, | think. It's my fedling that she won't
make any unusua demand about division of property.”

“And settlement of income?’ the lawyer asked. “ She will want no continuing payments fromyou?’ Y ou
have a standard two-group contract, yes?’

“Yes Terminaion endsal financid respongbility.”

Komurjian began to hum, very quietly, amost beneath my threshold of hearing. Almost. How routine all
this must seem to him, this severing of sacramental unions “Then there should be no problems, yes? But
you must announce your intentions to your wife, Mr. Nichols, before we go further.”

Which | did. Sundarawas now so busy with her manifold Trangt activities—her process sessions, her
volatility circles, her ego-decay exercises, her missonary duties, and dl the rest—that close to aweek
passed before | was able to have aquiet word with her at home. By then | had rehearsed the whole thing
in my head athousand times, so that the lineswere worn like tracks; if ever there was an instance of
following the script, thiswould beit. But would she give metheright cues?

Almost apologetically, asthough it were an intruson on her privacy for meto request the privilege of a
conversation with her, | said early one evening that | wanted to talk to her about something important,
and then | told her, as| had so often heard mysdlf telling her, that | was going to get adivorce. Sayingit,

| understood something of what it must be like, for Carvagjal tosee, because | had lived this scene so often
inimagination thet it dready felt like an event of the past to me.

Sundararegarded me thoughtfully, saying nothing, displaying neither surprise nor annoyance nor hostility
nor enthusiasm nor dismay nor despair.

Her sllence baffled me.

| said, eventualy, “I've hired Jason Komurjian as my lawyer. One of Mardikian's partners. Hell st down
with your lawyer, when you've got one, and they'll work everything out. | want thisto be acivilized
parting of the ways, Sundara.”

She smiled. Mona Lisaof Bombay.

“Y ou don't have anything to say?’ | asked.

“Not reglly.”



“Isdivorce such atrifleto you?’
“Divorce and marriage are aspects of the sameillusion, my love.”

“Thisworld seems more rea to methan it doesto you, | think. That's one reason why it doesn't appear
to be agood ideafor usto go on living together.”

Shesad, “Will there be amessy fight about dividing the things we own?’

“I told you | want thisto be acivilized parting of the ways.”

“Good. Sodol.”

The ease with which she was accepting al this dumb-founded me. We had been so badly out of touch
with each other recently that we had never even discussed the growing failures of communication
between us; but there are many marriages that go on like that for centuries, placidly drifting, no one caring
to rock the boat. Now | was preparing to sink the boat, and she had no comment. Eight years of living
together; suddenly | call in thelawyers, Sundara has no comment. Her imperturbability was a measure of
the change Transit had worked in her, | decided.

“Dodl Trangt people accept great upheavasin ther lives so casudly?’ | asked.

“Isthisagreat upheava ?”’

“It seemslike oneto me.”

“To meit seemsonly theratifying of adecison madealongtimeago.”

“It'sbeen abad time,” | admitted. “But even at the worst of it | dways kept telling mysdlf it'sjust a
phase, it's a passing thing, every marriage goesthrough it, well get back together eventudly.”

As| spoke, | found mysdlf convincing mysdlf thet al that was il true, that Sundaraand | could il
work out a continuing relationship like the basically reasonable human beingswe were. And yet herel
was asking her to hirealawyer. | remembered Carvgd telling me, You've lost her, withinexorable
findity in hisvoice. But he had been speaking of the future, not the past.

She said, “Now you think it's hopeless, isthat it? What made you change your mind?’

“Wdl?

“Didyou change your mind?’

| said nothing.

“| don't think you redlly want adivorce, Lew.”

“I do,” | said hoarsdly.

1] & you w.”



“I'm not asking you to read my mind, Sundara. Just to go dong with the lega rigmarole we haveto
follow in order to be freeto live our separate lives.”

“Y ou don't want adivorce, but yet you do. How strange, Lew. An attitude like that is a perfect Transit
gtuation, you know, what we cal akeying point, a Situation where you hold opposing positions
smultaneoudy and try to reconcile them. There are three possible outcomes of that. Areyou interested in
hearing this? One possibility is schizophrenia. One is self-deception, as when you pretend to embrace
both aternatives but redlly don't. And the third isthe condition of illumination known in Trangt as—’

“Please, Sundara.”

“| thought you were interested.”

“I guessI'm not.”

She sudied mefor along moment. Then she smiled. “ This divorce businessis connected somehow with
your gift of precognition, isn't it? Y ou don't relly want a divorce now, even though we aren't getting
aong very wdl, but you nevertheess think youought to start arranging a divorce, because you've had a

hunch that sometime in the near future you're going to have one, and—Isn't that right, Lew? Come on: tell
methe truth. | won't be angry.”

“You aren't far off themark,” | said.

“I thought not. Well, what shal we do?’

“Work out terms of aseparation,” | replied grimly. “Hire alawyer, Sundara.”
“Andif | don't?’

“Y ou mean you'l contest it?’

“I never said that. | smply don't want to dedl through alawyer. Let'shandleit oursalves, Lew. Like
civilized human beings”

“I'll have to check with Komurjian about that. That way may be civilized, but it may not be smart.”
“Doyouthink I'll cheet you?’
“I don't think anything any more.”

She walked up to me. Her eyes glowed; her body radiated athrobbing sensudity. | was helpless before
her. She could have had anything from me. Leaning forward, Sundarakissed thetip of my noseand said
huskily, stagily, “If you want adivorce, darling, you can have your divorce. Whatever you want. | won't
gtand in theway. | want you to be happy. | love you, you know.” She smiled wickedly. Oh, that Transt
mischief! “Whatever you want,” she said.
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| rented an apartment for myself in Manhattan, a three-room furnished job in an old, once-luxurious high
rise on East Sixty-third near Second Avenue, which is an old, once-luxurious neighborhood not yet
serioudy into disrepair. The building's pedigree was evidenced by an assortment of security devices



dating from the 1960s or thereabouts through the early 1990s, everything from police locks and hidden
peepholes up to early-modd filter mazes and velocity screens. The furniture was smple and timeessin
style, venerable and utilitarian, couches and chairs and bed and tables and bookcases and stuff of that
sort, so anonymous asto beinvigble. | fdtinvigble, too, after | was completely moved in and the movers
and the building superintendent had gone away, leaving me standing donein my new living room likean
ambassador newly arrived from nowhere to take up residence in limbo. What was this place, and how
had it happened that | was living here? Whaose chairs are these? Whaose fingerprints on the bare blue
wadls?

Sundara had let me take some of the paintings and sculptures, and | set them up here and there; they had
seemed magnificently integra to the lavish textures of our Staten Idand condo, but here they 1ooked
awkward and unnatura, penguinsin the veldt. There were no spotlights here, no cunning arrangements of
solenoids and rheostats, no carpeted pedestals: just low cellings, dirty walls, windows without opaguers.
Yet | fdt no sdf-pity, finding mysdf here, only confusion, emptiness, didocation. | spent thefirst day
unpacking, organizing, setting up the lares and penates, working dowly and inefficiently, pausing often to
think about nothing in particular. | didn't go out, not even for groceries; instead | phoned ahundred-dollar
order to Gristede's market on the corner by way of initial stocking of the larder. Dinner was a solitary
tasteless business of miscellaneous synthetic glop, absentmindedly prepared and hastily shoveled down. |
dept done, and, to my surprise, | dept very well. Inthe morning | phoned Carvga and told him what
had been happening.

He grunted his approval and said, “Y ou have aview of Second Avenue from your bedroom window?’

“Yes. And Sixty-third Street from the living room. Why?”

“Light bluewdls?’
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“A dark couch?’

“Y es. Why do you want to know &l this?’

“I'mjust checking,” he said. “To make certain you found theright place.”

“Y ou mean, that | found the one you've beenseeing? ”

“Tha'sright.”

“Wasthere any doubt?’ | asked. “Have you stopped trusting the things yousee? ”

“Not for amoment. But do you?’

“I trust you, | trust you. What color is my bathroom sink?’

“I don't know,” Carvga said. “1've never bothered to notice. But your refrigerator is light brown.”
“Okay, dready. I'm impressed.”

“I hope so. Are you ready to take notes?’



| found a scratchpad. “Go ahead,” | said.

“Thursday, October twenty-first. Quinn will fly to Louisananext week for ameeting with Governor
Thibodaux. Afterward Quinn issues a statement declaring his support for the Plaguemines Project. When
he gets back to New Y ork he firesHousing Commissioner Ricciardi and givesthe job to Charles
Lewisohn. Ricciardi is named to the Racing Authority. And then—"

| took it &l down, shaking my head as usud, hearing Quinn mutter, What's Thibodaux to me? Why
should | give a crap about the Plaquemines Dam? | thought dams wer e obsol ete anyway. And
Ricciardi's been doing a reasonably good job, considering his limited intelligence; won't it offend
the ltaliansif | kick him upstairs like that? Et cetera, et cetera. More and more frequently these days
I had been coming to Quinn with bizarre stratagems, inexplicable and implausible, for now the pipeine
from Carvgd wasflowing fredy out of theimmediate future, carrying advice for meto relay to Quinnon
how best to maneuver and manipulate; Quinn went dong with everything | suggested, but sometimes |
was hard put to make him do the things | asked him to do. One of these days held turn down anidea
outright and would not be budged; what would happen then to Carvgd's undterable future?

| was a City Hall the customary time the next day—it felt alittle odd taking a cab downtown via Second
Avenueinstead of podding over from Staten I and—and by half past nine | had my latest batch of
memos ready for the mayor. | sent themin. A little after ten my intercom bleeped and a voice said that
Deputy Mayor Mardikian wanted to see me.

Therewas going to betrouble. | fdt it intuitively as| went downthehdl, and | saw it dl over
Mardikian'sface as| entered his office. He looked uncomfortable—edgy, off center, tense. Hiseyes
were too bright and he was chewing at the corner of hislip. My newest memorandawere spread out in a
diamond-shaped pattern on his desk. Where was the smooth, dick, lacquer-finish Mardikian? Gone.
Gone. And thisrattled, jangled man before mewasin hisplace.

He sad, hardly looking up a me, “Lew what the hell isthis garbage about Ricciardi?’

“It's advisable to remove him from his current job.”

“I know it'sadvisable. Y ou just advised us.Why isit advisable?’

“Long-range dynamicsdictateit,” | said, trying to bluff. “I can't give you any convincing and concrete
reason, but my feding isthat it's unwise to keep aman in that job who's so closdly identified with the
Itdlian-American community here, especidly thered edtate interests within that community. Lewisohn'sa
good neutral non-abrasive figure who might be safer in that dot next year as we approach the mayoraty
election, and—"

“Quitit, Lew.”

“What?'

“Knock it off. You arent telling me athing. Y ou'rejust giving me alot of noise. Quinn thinks Ricciardi's
been doing decent work and he's upset about your memo, and when | ask you for supportive datayou
just shrug and say it'sahunch. Now aso—"

“My hunches have dways—"

“Wait,” Mardikian said. “This Louisanathing. Christ! Thibodauix isthe antithesis of everything Quinn has



been trying to stand for. Why inhdll should the mayor haul hisass al the way down to Baton Rouge to
embrace an antediluvian bigot and espouse a useless and controversd and ecologicaly risky
dam-building project? Quinn's got everything to lose and nothing visible to gain from that, unlessyou
think itll help him get the redneck vote in 2004 and you think the redneck vote is going to be vitd to his
chances, which God hdp usdl if itis. Wel?’

“| cantexplainit, Haig.”

“You can't explainit? Y ou can't explain it?'Y ou give the mayor ahighly explicit ingruction like this, or
likethe Ricciardi thing, something that obvioudy has to have been the product of awholelot of
complicated thinking, and you don't know why? If you don't know why, how are we supposed to?
Wheréestherationa basisfor our actions? Y ou want the mayor to be wandering around like a
deepwalker, like some sort of zombie, just doing as you say and not knowing why? Come on, kid! A
hunch isahunch, but we've hired you to make rationa comprehens ble projections, not to bea
soothsayer.”

Quietly | said, after along wobbly pause, “Haig, 1've been going through alot of bad stuff lately, and |
don't have much reserve of energy. | don't want to have aheavy hasde with you now. I'm just asking you
to takeit on faith that thereéslogic in the things | propose.”

“I cant”

“Please?’

“Look, | redizethat having your marriage fal apart has redly ripped you up, Lew, but that's exactly why
| have to chalenge what you've handed in today. For months now you've been giving usthese weird trips
to do, and sometimes you justify them convincingly and sometimes you don't, sometimes you give usthe
most shamelesdy cockeyed reasons for some course of action, and without exception Quinn has
ultimately gone aong with al your advice, frequently againgt his own better judgment. And | haveto
admit that so far everything has worked out surprisingly well. But now, but now—" He looked up, and
hiseyes drilled into mine. “Frankly, Lew, we're starting to have some doubts about your stability. We
don't know if we ought to trust your suggestions as blindly aswe havein the past.”

“Jesud” | cried. “You think that breaking up with Sundara has destroyed my sanity?’

“I think it'staken alot out of you,” Mardikian said, speaking more gently. “Y ou yoursdlf used the phrase

about not having much reserve of energy. Frankly, Lew, we think you're under astrain, we think you're
fatigued, weary, groggy, that you've overtaxed yourself serioudy, that you can use arest. And we—"

“Who'swe? ”

“Quinn. Lombroso. Me.”

“What has Lombroso been saying about me?’

“Mainly that he's been trying to get you to take avacation snce last August.”
“What ds?’

Mardikian looked puzzled. “What do you mean, what else? What do you think he'd say? Christ, Lew,
you're sounding awfully paranoid al of asudden. Bob's your friend, remember? He's on your sde. We're



al on your sde. Hetold you to go up to so-and-so's hunting lodge, but you wouldn't. He's worried about
you. Weadl are. Now wed liketo put it alittle more strongly. We fed youneed arest, Lew, and we
want you to take one. City Hall won't fall apart if you aren't around for afew weeks.”

“Okay. I'll go on vacation. | could use one, sure. But onefavor, firgt.”

“Goon.”

“The Thibodaux thing and the Ricciardi thing. | want you to put them through and have Quinn do them.”
“If you'l give me some plausiblejudtification.”

“I can't, Halg.” Suddenly | was swegting al over. “Nothing that would sound convincing. But it's
important that the mayor go aong with those recommendations.”

“WI,.]y?l
“Itis. Very important.”
“Toyou or to Quinn?’

It was ashrewd shot, and it hit me hard. To me, | thought,to me, to Carvajal, to the whole pattern of
faith and belief 1've been constructing. Had the moment of truth come at last? Had | handed Quinn
ingtructionsthat he would refuse to follow? And what then? The paradoxes sprouting from such a
negative decison dizzied me. | felt sick.

“Important to everybody,” | said. “Please. Asafavor. | haven't given him any bad advice up to now,
havel?’

“Hé's hodtile to this. He needs to know something of the projective structure behind these suggestions.”

Almogt panicky, | said, “Don't push metoo hard, Haig. I'm right at the brink. But I'm not crazy.
Exhausted, maybe, yes, but not crazy, and the stuff | handed in this morning makes sense, itwill make
sensg, it'll be perfectly apparent in three months, five, six, whenever. Look at me. Look meright inthe
eye. I'll take that vacation. | appreciate the fact that you're all worried about me. But | want this one
favor from you, Haig. Will you go in there and tell Quinn to follow those memos? For my sake. For the
sake of all the years we've known each other. | tell you, those memos are kosher.” | halted. | was
babbling, | knew, and the more | said, thelesslikely it wasthat Haig would risk taking me serioudy. Did
he dready see me as adangeroudy unstable lunatic? Were the men in the white coats waiting in the
corridor? What chance was there, actudly, that anybody would pay heed to this morning's memos? | felt
pillarstumbling, the ky faling.

Then Mardikian said, astonishingly, smiling warmly, “All right, Lew. It's nutty, but I'll do it. Just thisonce.
Y ou get yourself off to Hawaii or somewhere and sit on the beach for acouple of weeks. And I'll goin
there and talk Quinninto firing Ricciardi and vigiting Louisanaand dl therest. | think it'scrazy advice,
but I'll gamble on your track record.” He left his desk and came around to me, towering above me, and,
abruptly, clumsily, he pulled me to him and gave me ahug. “Y ou worry me, kid,” he muttered.
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| took a vacation. Not the beaches of Hawaii—too crowded, too hectic, too far away—and not the



hunting lodge in Canada, for the snows of late autumn would aready be descending there; | went off to
golden Cdifornia, Carlos Socorro's Cdifornia, to magnificent Big Sur, where another friend of
Lombroso's conveniently managed to own an isolated redwood cottage on an acre of clifftop
overlooking the ocean. For ten restlessdays | lived in rustic solitude, with the densely wooded dopes of
the Santa Lucia Mountains, dark and mysterious and ferny, to my back, and the broad breast of the
Pecific before me, five hundred feet below. It was, they had assured me, the finest time of the year in Big
Sur, the idyllic season that separates the summer's fogs from the winter's rains, and indeed it was so, with
warm sunlit days and cool starry nights and an astonishing purple and gold sunset every evening. | hiked
inthe sllent redwood groves, | swam in chilly, swift mountain streams, | scrambled down rocks thick with
cascading glossy-leaved succulents to the beach and the turbulent surf. | watched cormorants and gulls at
their dinners, and, one morning, acomical sea otter, svimming belly-up fifty meters off shore ashe
munched on a crab. | read no newspapers. | made no telephone calls. | wrote no memoranda.

But peace eluded me. | thought too much about Sundara, wondering in a blank, baffled way how | had
cometo lose her; | fretted about dreary political mattersthat any sane man would have banished from his
mind in such stunning surroundings; | invented complex entropic catastrophes that might occur if Quinn
faledtogoto Louidana Livingin paradise, | contrived to be twitchy and tenseand ill at ease.

Yet dowly | alowed mysdf to fed refreshed. Sowly the magic of the lush coastline, miraculoudy
preserved throughout a century in which amost everything el se had been spoiled, worked itself on my
stae and tangled soul.

Possibly | saw for thefirst timewhilel wasin Big Sur.

I'm not sure. Months of proximity to Carvgja hadn't yet produced any definite results. The future sent
me no messages that | could read. | knew now thetricks Carvgja used to induce the gtate, | knew the
symptoms of an oncoming vision, | felt certain that before much longer 1'd beseeing, but | had had no
certain visionary experience, and the harder | tried to attain one, of course, the more distant my goa
appeared. But there was one odd moment late in my stay in Big Sur. | had been to the beach, and now,
toward the end of the afternoon, | was climbing swiftly up the steep trail to the cottage, getting tired fast,
breathing hard, enjoying the heady dizziness that was coming over me as| ddiberately pushed heart and
lungsto their limits. Reaching a sharp switchback, | paused for amoment, turning to look back and
down, and the glare of the dipping sun reverberating off the surface of the sea hit me and dazzled me, so
that | swayed and shivered and had to clutch at abush to keep from faling. And in that moment it
seemed to me—it seemed, it was only anillusory sensation, abrief sublimind flicker—that | was staring
through the golden fire of the sunlight into atime not yet arrived, that | beheld avast rectangular green
banner rippling above amighty concrete plaza, and the face of Paul Quinn looked at me out of the center
of the banner, apowerful face, acommanding face, and the plazawas full of people, thousands of them
jammed together, hundreds of thousands, waving their arms, shouting wildly, saluting the banner, amob,
an immense collective entity lost in hysteria, in Quinn-worship. It could just as easily have been 1934,
Nuremberg, a different face on the banner, weird hyperthyroid eyes and stiff black mustache, and what
they were shouting could just as easily have beenSeg! Heil! Seg! Hell! | gasped and fell to my knees,
stricken by dizziness, fear, amazement, awe, | know not what, and | moaned and put my handsto my
face, and then the vision was gone, then the afternoon breeze swept banner and mob from my throbbing
brain, and nothing lay before me but the endless Pacific.

Did I see? Had the vell of time parted for me? Was Quinn the comingfuhrer, was he tomorrow'sduce?
Or had my weary mind conspired with my weary body to spawn aquick paranoid flash, crazy imaginings
and nothing more? | didn't know. | ill don't. I have my theory, and my theory isthat 1 saw, but never
have | seen that banner again, never have | heard the terrible resonating shouts of that ecstatic mob, and
until the day of the banner isactudly upon us| will not know the truth.



Eventually, deciding that | had sequestered mysdlf in the woodslong enough to re-establish my standing
at City Hall asastable and trustworthy adviser, | drove up to Monterey, hopped the coastal pod to San
Francisco, and flew hometo New Y ork, to my dusty, untended flat on Sixty-third Street. Not much had
changed. The days were shorter, now that November had come, and autumn's haze had yielded to the
firgt sharp blasts of the onrushing winter, dicing crosswise through the city from river to river. The mayor,
mirabile dictu, had been to Louisianaand, to the displeasure of theNew York Times* editorid writers,
had advocated construction of the dubious Plaquemines Dam, had been photographed embracing
Governor Thibodaux: Quinn looked sourly determined, smiling the way aman might smile who had been
hired to hug a cactus.

Next | went out to Brooklyn to visit Carvgd.

It was amonth since | had seen Carvajd, but he looked very much more than a month ol der—sallow,
shrunken, eyes dim and watery, atremor in his hands. He hadn't seemed so wasted and worn since our
first meeting, in Bob Lombroso's office, back in March; dl the strength he had gained in the spring and
summer now was gone from him, dl the sudden vitaity which perhaps he had drawn from hisrelationship
with me. Not perhaps. surdly. For, minute by minute, as we sat and talked, color returned to him, the
gleam of energy regppeared in hisfestures.

| told him what had happened on the hillsde in Big Sur. He may have smiled. “Possbly abeginning,” he
sad softly. “Eventudly it hasto start. Why not there?”

“If I didsee, though, what did the vison mean? Quinn with banners? Quinn exciting amob?’
“How would | know?’ Carvga asked.
“Y ou haven't everseen anything likethat?’

“Quinn'struetimeisafter mine,” he reminded me. His eyes reproached me mildly. Y es: thisman had less
than six monthsto live, and knew it, down to the hour, to the moment. He said, “Possibly you can
remember how old Quinn seemed to be, in your vision. The color of the hair, thelinesin theface...”

| tried to remember. Quinn was only thirty-nine now. How old was the man whose face had filled that
great banner? | had recognized him instantly as Quinn, so the changes couldn't have been great. Jowlier
than the present Quinn? The blond hair graying at the temples? The lines of that iron grin more deeply
incised? | didn't know. | hadn't noticed. Only afantasy, perhaps. Halucination born of fatigue. |
gpologized to Carvadl; | promised to do better the next time, if | wereto be granted anext time. He
assured me there would be. | wouldsee, he said firmly, growing more animated. He was more vigorous
the longer we were together. | wouldsee, no doubt of that.

Hesad, “Timefor busness. New ingructions for Quinn.”

There was only one thing to convey thistime: the mayor was supposed to start shopping around for a
new police commissioner, because Commissioner Sudakis was shortly going to resgn. That startled me.
Sudakis had been one of Quinn's best appointments—effective and popular, the closest thing to ahero
the New Y ork Police Department had had in a couple of generations, asolid, rdligble, incorruptible,
personaly courageous man. In hisfirst year and ahalf as head of the department he had cometo seem a
fixture; it was asif he had dways been in charge, wayswould be. He had done a beautiful job
transforming the Gestapo that the police had become under the late Mayor Gottfried into a peacemaking
force once again, and the job was not yet done: only a couple of months ago | had heard Sudakistell the



mayor he would need another year and a half to finish the cleanup. Sudakis about to quit? It didn't ring
true.

“Quinnwont beieveit,” | said. “Hell laughin my face”

Carvga shrugged. “ Sudakis will no longer be police commissioner after thefirst of the year. The mayor
ought to have a capabl e replacement ready.”

“Maybe so0. But it'sal so damned implausible. Sudakis ststhere like the Rock of Gibratar. | can't goin
and tdll the mayor he's about to quit, evenif heis. There was so much static over the Thibodaux and

Ricciardi businessesthat Mardikian inssted | take arest cure. If | go in there with something aswild as
this, they might have me put away.”

Carvga stared a meimperturbably, implacably.

| said, “ At least give me some supporting data.\Why does Sudakis plan to quit?’
“I don't know.”

“Would | get any cluesif | gpproached Sudakis mysdf?’

“I don't know.”

“Y ou don't know. Y ou don't know. And you don't care, do you? All you know isthat he's planning to
leave. Theredt istrivia toyou.”

“I don't even know that, Lew. Only that hewill leave. Sudakis may not know it himself yet.”

“Oh, fine. Fine! | tell the mayor, the mayor sends for Sudakis, Sudakis denies everything, because as of
now it isn't s0.”

“Redlity isaways consarved,” said Carvgd. “ Sudakiswill resign. 1t will happen very suddenly.”

“Mugt | bethe onetotell Quinn that? What if | don't say anything? If redlity istruly conserved, Sudakis
will leave no matter what | do. Isn't that so? Isn't it?”

“Do you want the mayor to be caught unprepared when it happens?’
“Better that than to have the mayor think I'm crazy.”

“Areyou afraid to warn Quinn about the resgnation?’

“yes”

“What do you think would happen to you?’

“I'll be put in an embarrassing position,” | said. “I'll be asked to judtify something that makes no senseto
me. I'll haveto fall back on saying it'sahunch, only ahunch, and if Sudakis deniesheé'sgoing to quit I'll
lose influence with Quinn. I might even lose my job. Isthat what you want?’

“I have no desreswhatever,” said Carvga distantly.



“Beddes, which, Quinn won't let Sudakis quit.”
“Areyou sure?’

“Positive. He needs him too much. He won't accept his resignation. No matter what Sudakis says, helll
stay on the job, and what doesthat do to the conservation of reality?’

“Sudakiswon't say,” Carvga sad indifferently.
| went away and thought abot it.

My objections to recommending that Quinn start looking for a successor to Sudakis struck me as
logica, reasonable, plausible, and unarguable. | was unwilling to crawl into so exposed a position so soon
after my return, when | was till vulnerable to Mardikian's skepticism about my stability. On the other
hand, if some unforeseen turn of eventswould force Sudakisto quit, I'd have been derdlict in my dutiesif
| had failed to give the mayor the warning. In acity forever on the edge of chaos, even afew days
confusion about lines of authority in the Police Department could bring matters close to anarchy inthe
streets, and one thing Quinn really didn't need as a potential presidential candidate was aresurgence,
however brief, of the lawlessness that had roiled the city so often before the repressive Gottfried
adminigration and in the time of the feeble Mayor DiLaurenzio. And on the third hand, | had never
before refused to be the vehicle of one of Carvad's directives, and it troubled me to defy him now.
Imperceptibly Carvgd's notions of redity conservation had become part of me; imperceptibly | had
accepted his philosophy to an extent that |eft me fearful of tampering with the inevitable uncoiling of the
inevitable. Feding a bit like someone who was climbing aboard an ice floe heading downstream in the
NiagaraRiver, | found mysdlf resolving to bring the Sudakis story to Quinn, misgivings or no.

But | let aweek dide by, hoping the stuation would somehow resolve itself without my interference, and
then | let most of another week go past; and so | might have alowed the rest of the year to dip away, but
| knew | was deluding myself. So | drew up amemo and sent it in to Mardikian.

“I'm not going to show thisto Quinn,” he told me two hours later.

“You haveto,” | said without much conviction.

“Y ou know what'll happen if | do? Hell have your ass, Lew. | had to do haf aday of fancy dancing
over Ricciardi and the Louisianatrip, and the things Quinn said about you then weren't very

complimentary. He's afraid you're cracking up.”

“All of you think that. Well, I'm not. | had anice sweet vacation in Cdiforniaand I've never felt better in
my life. And come next January thistown is going to need anew police commissioner.”

“No, Lew.”
“No?’

Mardikian grunted heavily. He wastolerating me, humoring me; but he was sick of me and my
predictions, | knew. He said, “After | got your memo | called in Sudakis and told him there's arumor
going around that he'sthinking of quitting. | didn't attributeit. | let him think | got it from one of the boys
inthe press corps. Y ou should have seen hisface, Lew. Y ou'd have thought I'd called his mother a Turk.
He swore by seventy saints and fifty angelsthat the only way held leave hisjob wasif the mayor fired



him. I can usudly tell when aman's putting me on, and Sudakis was as sincere as anybody |'ve ever

“All the same, Haig, he's going to quit in amonth or two.”
“How can that be?’

“Unexpected circumstances do arise.”

“Such as?’

“Anything. Reasons of hedlth. A sudden scandd in the department. A megabuck job offer from San
Francisco. | don't know what the exact reason will be. I'm just telling you—"

“Lew, how can you possibly know what Sudakisis going to do in January when not even Sudakis
does?’

“I' know,” | ingsted.

“How canyou?’

“Itsahunch.”

“A hunch. A hunch. Y ou keep saying that. It's one hunch too many, Lew. Y our skill hasto do with
interpretation of trends, not with individua predictive instances, right, but more and more you've been
coming inwith these isolated shots, these crystal-ball sunts, these—"

“Haig, have any of them been wrong?’

“I'm not sure.”

“None. Not aone. A lot of them haven't proved out yet, one way or the other, but there isn't onethat's
been contradicted by later developments, no recommended course of action that has definitely been

shown to be unwise, no—"

“All the same, Lew, | told you thelast time, we don't believe in soothsayers around here. Stick to broad
projections of vigble trends, will you?’

“I'm only looking out for Quinn'swelfare.”
“Sure. But | think you ought to start looking out more for your own.”
“What doesthat mean?’ | asked.

“That unlessyour work here takes on, well, aless unconventiond tone, the mayor may have to terminate
your services”

“Crap. He needs me, Haig.”

“He's gtarting not to think so. He's sarting to think you may even be aliability.”



“He doesn't redlize how much I've donefor him, then. He's athousand kilometers closer to the White
House than he would ever have been without me. Listen, Haig, whether or not you and Quinn think I'm
crazy, thiscity isgoing to wake up without a police commissioner one day in January, and the mayor
ought to begin a personnd search this afternoon, and | want you to let him know that.”

“I won't. For your own protection,” Mardikian said.
“Don't be obstinate.”
“Obdtinate?Obstinate? I'm trying to save your neck.”

“What would it hurt if Quinn did quietly start looking for anew commissioner? If Sudakis doesn't quit,
Quinn could drop the whole thing and nobody'd need to know. Do | haveto beright al thetime?1
happen to be right about Sudakis, but even if I'm not, what of it? It'sapotentidly useful bit of information
I'm offering, something important if true, and—"

Mardikian said, “Nobody says you have to be a hundred percent right, and of course theré'd be no
harm in opening aquiet contingency search for anew police commissioner. The harm I'm trying to avoid
isto you. Quinn as much astold methat if you show up with one more way-ouit bit of black-magic
prophecy held transfer you to the Department of Sanitation or worse, and he will, Lew, he will. Maybe
you've had atremendous run of luck, pulling stuff like thisout of the air, but—"

“Itisnt luck, Haig,” | told him quietly.

“What?’

“I'm not using stochastic processes at all. I'm not operating by guesswork. 1see, iswhat I'm saying. I'm
ableto look into the future and hear conversations, read headlines, observe events, | can dredge dl sorts
of dataout of timeto come.” It wasonly asmal lie, displacing Carvgd's powersto mysdif.
Operationally the results were the same, whichever one of uswas doing theseeing. “That'swhy | can't
aways give supporting datato explain my memas,” | said. “I look into January, | see Sudakisresigning,
andthat'sdl, | don't know why, | don't yet perceive the surrounding structure of cause and effect, only

the event itsdf. It's different from projection of trends, it's something else entirely, wilder, alot less
plausible, but more reliable, ahundred percent reliable, one hundred percent! Because | cansee what's

going to happen.”
Mardikian was Slent avery long time,
Hesaid, findly, in ahoarse, cottony voice, “Lew, are you serious?’
“Extremdy.”

“If I go and get Quinn, will you tell him exactly what you just told me? Exactly?’
“yes”

“Wait here” he said.
| waited. | tried not to think about anything. Keeping mind ablank, let the sochagticity flow: had |

blundered, had | overplayed my hand? | didn't believe so. | believed the time had come for meto reved
something of what | wasredly up to. For the sake of plausibility | hadn't bothered to mention Carvad's



rolein the process, but otherwise | had held nothing back, and | felt agreat release fromtension, | felt a
warm flood of rdlief surging in me, now that | had come out at last from behind my cover.

After what may have been fifteen minutes Mardikian returned. The mayor waswith him. They took a
few stepsinto the office and hated side by side near the door, an oddly mismatched pair, Mardikian
dark and absurdly tall, Quinn fairhaired, short, thick-bodied. They looked terribly solemn.

Mardikian said, “Tel the mayor what you told me, Lew.”

Blithely | repeated my confession of second sight, using, asfar as was possible, the same phrases. Quinn
listened expressionlesdy. When | finished, he said, “How long have you been working for me, Lew?’

“Since the beginning of ‘96.”
“Four years, dmost. And how long isit since you've had adirect pipeineinto the future?’

“Not long. Only sincelast spring. Y ou remember, when | urged you to get that oil-gellation bill through
the City Council, just before those tankers broke up off Texas and California? It was about then. | wasn't
just guessing. And then, the other things, the ones that sometimes seemed so weird—"

“Like having acrystd bal,” Quinn said wonderingly.

“Yes. Yes. You remember, Paul, the day you told me you had decided to make arun for the White
Housein ‘04, what you said to me? Y ou told me, Y ou're going to be the eyesthat seeinto the future for
me. Y ou didn't know how right you were!”

Quinn laughed. It wasn't acheerful laugh.

Hesaid, “1 thought if you just went off to rest for a couple of weeks, Lew, it would help you get yourself
together. But now | see the problem runs much deeper than that.”

“What?’

“Y ou've been agood friend and a vauable adviser for four years. | won't underestimate the value of the
help you've provided. Maybe you were getting your ideas from closeintuitive analyss of trends, or
maybe from computers, or maybe a genie was whispering thingsin your ear, but wherever you got it, you
were giving me useful advice. But | can't risk keeping you on the staff after what 1've heard. If word gets
around that Paul Quinn's key decisions are made for him by aguru, by a seer, by some kind of
clairvoyant Rasputin, that I'm really nothing but a puppet twitching in the dark, I'm done for, I'm dead.
WEIl put you on full-time leave, effective today, with your salary continuing through to the end of the
fiscd year, dl right? That'll give you better than seven monthsto rebuild your old private consulting
business before you're dropped from the municipa payroll. With your divorce and everything, you're
probably in atight financia position, and | don't want to make it any worse. And let's make adedl, you
and me: | won't make any public statements about the reasons for your resignation, and you won't make
any open clams about the aleged origin of the advice you were giving me. Fair enough?’

“Yourefiring me?’ | muttered.
“I'm sorry, Lew.”

“I can make you President, Paul!”



“I'll haveto get there on my own, | guess.”
“Youthink I'm crazy, don't you?’ | said.
“That'saharsh word.”

“But you do, right?Y ou think you've been getting advice from adangerous lunatic, and it doesn't matter
that the lunatic's advice was always right, you have to get rid of him now, because it would look bad, yes,
it would look very bad if people started thinking you had awitch doctor on your staff, and so—"

“Please, Lew,” Quinn said. “Don't make thisany harder for me.” He crossed the room and caught my
limp, cold hand in hisfierce grip. Hisface was close to mine. Here it came: the famed Quinn Trestment,
once more, onelast time. Urgently he said, “Believe me, I'm going to missyou around here. Asafriend,
asan adviser. | may be making abig mistake. And it's painful to haveto do this. But youreright: | can't
taketherisk, Lew. | can't taketherisk.”

35

| cleaned out my desk after lunch and went home, went to what passed for home for me, and wandered
around the shabby half-empty roomsthe rest of the afternoon, trying to comprehend what had happened
to me. Fired? Yes, fired. | had taken off my mask, and they hadn't liked what was undernesth. | had
stopped pretending to science and had admitted sorcery, | had told Mardikian the true truth, and now no
morewould | goto City Hall and sit among the mighty, and no longer would | shape and guide the
destinies of the charismatic Paul Quinn, and when he took the oath of office in Washington come January
five years hence | would watch the scene on television from afar, the forgotten man, the shunned man, the
leper of the adminigtration. | felt too forlorn even to cry. Wifeess, jobless, purposaess, | roamed my
dreary flat for hours, and, wearying of that, siood idly by awindow for an hour or more, watching the
sky turn leaden, watching the unexpected flakes of the season'sfirst snowfal begin to descend, watching
cold night spread over Manhattan.

Then anger displaced despair and, furious, | phoned Carvagal.

“Quinn knows,” | said. “ About the Sudakis resignation. | gave the memo to Mardikian and he conferred
with the mayor.”

“YS?’

“And they fired me. They think I'm crazy. Mardikian checked with Sudakis, who said he didn't have any
intention of quitting, and Mardikian said he and the mayor were worried about my wild crystal-ball
predictions, they wanted me to go back to straight projective stuff, so | told them aboutseeing. | didn't
mention you. | said | was ableto doit, and that was where | was getting stuff like the Thibodaux trip and
the Sudakis resignation, and Mardikian made me repesat everything to Quinn, and Quinn said it wastoo
dangerousfor him to keep alunétic like me on his staff. He put it more gently than that, though. I'm on
leave until Junethirtieth, and then | get cut from the city payroll.”

“l see,” said Carvga. He didn't sound upset and he didn't sound sympathetic.
“Y ou knew thiswould happen.”

“DidI?



“You must have. Don't play gameswith me, Carvgd. Did you know I'd get thrown out if | told the
mayor that Sudakiswas going to quit in January?’

Carvga sad nothing.

“Did you know or didn't you?’

| was shouting.

“1 knew,” hesaid.

“Y ou knew. Of course you knew. Y ou know everything. But you didn't tell me.”
“You didn't ask,” hereplied innocently.

“It didn't occur to meto ask. God knowswhy, but it didn't. Couldn't you have warned me? Couldn't
you have said, Keep atight lip, you'rein worse trouble than you suspect, you're going to get tossed out
on your assif you aren't careful ?’

“How can you ask such aquestion thislate in the game, Lew?’
“Y ou werewilling to sit back calmly and let my career be destroyed?”’

“Think carefully,” Carvga said. “I knew you'd be dismissed, yes. Just as| know Sudakiswill resign.
But what could | do about it? To me your dismissal has dready happened, remember. It isn't subject to
prevention.”

“Oh, Jesus! Consarvation of redity again?’

“Of course. Redlly, Lew, do you think 1'd warn you againgt anything that might seem to bein your power
to change? How futile that would bel How foolish! We don't change things, do we?’

“No, wedon't,” | said hitterly. “We stand off to one side and politely let them happen. If necessary we
help them happen. Eveniif it involvesthe destruction of acareer, even if it involvesthe ruination of an
attempt to stabilize the politica fortunes of this miserable misgoverned country by guiding into the
presidency aman who—Oh, Jesus, Carvgd, you led meright into this, didn't you? Y ou set me up for
the whole thing. And you don't give adamn. Isn't that s0? Y ou smply don't give adamn!”
“Thereareworsethingsthan losing ajob, Lew.”

“But everything | was building, everything | wastrying to shape—How in God'snameam | going to help
Quinn now?What am | going to do? Y ou've broken me!”

“What has happened iswhat had to happen,” he said.
“Damn you and your pious acceptance!”
“I thought you had come to share that acceptance.”

“I don't share anything,” | told him. “1 was out of my mind ever to get involved with you, Carvgd.



Because of you I've lost Sundara, I've lost my place at Quinn'sside, I've lost my health and my reason,
I've lost everything that mattered to me, and for what?For what? For one stinking squint into the future
that may have been nothing but aquick fatigue high? For ahead full of morbid fataistic philosophy and
half-baked theories about the flow of time? Christ! | wish I'd never heard of you! Y ou know what you
are, Carvgd?Youreakind of vampire, some sort of bloodsucker, pulling energy and vitality out of me,
using me to support your strength as you drift along toward the end of your own usdless, sexile,

motiveess, pointlesslife”
Carvgd didn't seem at adl moved. “I'm sorry to hear you so disturbed, Lew,” he said mildly.

“What else are you concedling from me? Come on, give me al the bad news. Do | dip ontheice at
Christmas and bresk my back? Do | use up my savings and get shot holding up abank? Am | going to
become a sniffer addict next? Come on, tell me what's heading toward me now!”

“Please, Lew.”
“Tel me”
“Y ou ought to try to calm down.”

“Tdl megl”

“I'm holding nothing back. Y ou won't have an eventful winter. It's going to be atime of trangtion for you,
of meditation and inner change, without any dramétic externd events. And then—and then—I can't tell
you any more, Lew. Y ou know | can'tsee beyond this coming spring.”

Those last few words hit me like akneein the belly. Of course. Of course! Carvga wasgoingto die. A
man who would do nothing to prevent his own death wasn't going to interfere while someone e se, even
hisonly friend, marched serenely on toward catastrophe. He might even nudge that friend down the
dippery dopeif hefelt anudge was appropriate. It was naive of me to have thought Carvgd would ever
have done anything to protect me from harm once he hadseen the harm coming. The man was bad news.
And the man had set me up for disaster.

| said, “Any ded that may have existed between usis off. I'm afraid of you. | don't want anything more
to do with you, Carvgd. Y ou won't hear from meagain.”

Hewas dlent. Perhaps he waslaughing quietly. Almost certainly he was laughing quietly.
His silence sapped the mel odramatic force from my little parting speech.

“Goodbye,” | sad, feding slly, and hung up with a crash.
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Now winter closed upon the city. Some years no snow comes until January or even February; but we
had awhite Thanksgiving, and in the early weeks of December there was blizzard after blizzard, until it
seemed that al lifein New Y ork would be crushed in the grip of anew ice age. The city has
sophisticated snow-remova equipment, heating cables buried in the streets, sanitation truckswith
melt-tanks, an armada of scoops and catchments and scrapers and skimmers, but no gadgetry could
cope with a season that dropped ten centimeters of snow on Wednesday, a dozen more on Friday,
fifteen on Monday, half ameter on Saturday. Occasiondly we had athaw between storms, alowing the



top of the accumulated pack to soften and dush to drip into the gutters, but then came the cold again, the
killing cold, and what had melted turned quickly to knife-edged ice. All activities hdted in the frozen city.
A weird silence prevailed. | stayed indoors, so did anyone else who had no powerful reason for going
out. The year 1999, the whole twentieth century, seemed to be taking leavein frigid sedth.

Inthisbleak timel had virtualy no contact with anyone except Bob Lombroso. The financier phoned
five or Sx days after my dismissal to express hisregrets. “ But why,” he wanted to know, “did you ever
decide to tdl Mardikian thereal story?’

“I felt I had no choice. He and Quinn had stopped taking me serioudy.”

“And they'd take you more serioudy if you claimed to be able to see the future?’

“I gambled. | logt.”

“For aman who's dways had such a superb sixth sense of intuition, Lew, you handled that Stuationina
grikingly dumb way.”

“I' know. | know. | suppose | thought Mardikian had amore resilient imagination. Maybe |
overestimated Quinn, too.”

“Haig didn't get where heistoday by having areslient imagination,” Lombroso said. “ Asfor the mayor,
he's playing for big stakes and he doesn't fed like taking any unnecessary risks.”

“I'm anecessary risk, Bob. | can help him.”
“If you have any notion of persuading him to take you back, forget it. Quinn'sterrified of you.”
“Terrified?’

“Wel, maybe that's too strong aword. But you make him profoundly uncomfortable. He half suspects
that you might actudly be ableto do the thingsyou claim. | think that'swhat scareshim.”

“That he may have fired an authentic seer?’

“No, that authentic seersexi¢t at dl. He said—and thisis absolutely confidentid, Lew, itll do me harm if
he finds out you've heard this—he said that the idea that people might redlly be capable of seeing the
future oppresses him like ahand around histhroat. That it makes him fed paranoid, that it limitshis
options, that it makes the horizon close in around him. Those are his phrases. He hates the entire concept
of determinism; he believes he's aman who's always been the shaper of hisown destinies, and hefeelsa
kind of exigtentid terror when faced with somebody who maintainsthat the futureisafixed record, a
book that can be opened and read. Because that turns him into a sort of puppet following a preordained
pattern. It takes alot to push Paul Quinn into paranoia, but | think you've succeeded. And what bothers
him particularly isthat he hired you, he made you amember of hisinner team, he kept you close by him
for four years, without redlizing what athreat you wereto him.”

“I've never been athreat to him, Bob.”
“He seesit differently.”

“He'swrong. For one thing, the futurehasn't been an open book to me all the years I've been with him. |



worked by means of stochastic processes until quite recently, until 1 got entangled with Carvgal. You
know that.”

“But Quinn doesn't.”

“What of it? It'sabsurd for him to fed threatened by me. Look, my fedlings about Quinn have dways
been amingling of awe and admiration and respect and, well, love. Love. Even now. | ill think he'sa
great human being and agresat political leader, and | want to see him become President, and though |
wish he hadn't panicked over me | don't resent it at all. | can see how from hisviewpoint it might have
seemed necessary to get rid of me. But I till want todo dl | can for him.”

“Hewon't take you back, Lew.”
“Okay. | accept that. But | can gtill work for him without his knowing it.”
“How?

“Throughyou,” | said. “I can pass suggestions adong to you and you can convey them to Quinn as
though you've thought of them yourself.”

“If I cometo him with the sort of things you've been bringing him,” Lombroso said, “hell get rid of me as
fast ashe got rid of you. Maybe faster.”

“They won't be the same sort, Bob. For onething, | know now what's too risky to tell him. For another,
| don't have my source any more. I've broken with Carvgja. Y ou know, he never warned me | was
going to get fired? Sudakis future he tells me about, but not my own. | think hewanted meto get fired.
Carvga's been nothing but grief to me, and I'm not going back for more of the same. But | till have my
own intuitive processes to offer, my stochastic knack. | can analyze trends and generdize strategies, and
| canrelay my ingghtsto you, can't 1? Can't 1? Well fix it so Quinn and Mardikian never find out that you
and | arein contact. Y ou can't just let me go to waste, Bob. Not while theré's still ajob to do for Quinn.
wdl?

“We cantry,” sad Lombroso warily. “1 suppose we can giveit atry, yes. All right. I'll be your
mouthpiece, Lew. Provided you dlow me the option of deciding what | want to pass along to Quinn and
what | don't. It's my neck on the block now, remember, not yours.”

“Sure” | told him.

If I couldn't serve Quinn myself, | could do it by proxy. For thefirst time since my dismissd | felt dive
and hopeful. 1t didn't even snow that night.
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But the proxy arrangement didn't work out. Wetried, and wefailed. | diligently sat down with the
newspapers and caught up with current devel opments—one week out of touch and | had lost track of
half adozen emerging patterns—and then | made the perilous frosty journey acrosstown to the Lew
Nichols Associates office, fill agoing concern though ticking but feebly, and ran off some projections on
my machinery. | transmitted the results to Bob Lombroso by courier, not wanting to chance the
telephone. What | gave him was no big dedl, a.couple of piffling suggestions about city labor policy.
During the next few days| generated afew more equally tame ideas. Then Lombroso called and said,

“Y ou might aswell stop. Mardikian shot usdown.”



“What happened?’

“I've been feeding your stuff in, you know, abit at atime. Then last night | had dinner with Haig and
when we reached the dessert he suddenly asked meif you and | were keeping in touch.”

“And you told him the truth?’

“I tried not to tell him anything,” Lombroso said. “1 was cagey, but | guess not cagey enough. Haig's
pretty sharp, you know. He saw right through me. He said, Y ou're getting this stuff from Lew, aren't you?
And | shrugged and he laughed and said, | know you are. It'sgot histouch dl over it. | didn't admit
anything. Haig just assumed—and his assumptions were correct. Very amiably hetold meto cut it out,
that 1'd be jeopardizing my own position with Quinn if the mayor started to suspect what was going on.”

“Then Quinn doesn't know yet?’

“Apparently not. And Mardikian isn't planning to tip him off. But | can't take any chances. If Quinn gets
wiseto me, I'm through. He goesinto absolute paranoiawhenever anyone mentionsthe name of Lew
Nicholsaround him.”

“It'sthat bad, isit?’

“It'sthat bad.”

“S0 I've become the enemy now,” | said.

“I'm afraid you have. I'm sorry, Lew.”

“Soaml,” | sad, sghing.

“| won't be cdlling you. If you need to get in touch with me, do it by way of my Wadl Street office.”
“Okay. | don't want to get you in trouble, Bob.”

“I'm sorry,” hesaid again.

“Okay.”

“If I could do anything for you—"

“Okay. Okay. Okay.”
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Therewas afoul storm two days before Christmas, a mean reptilian blizzard, fierce brutd windsand
sub-Arctic temperatures and a heavy fdl of dry, hard, rough snow. It was the sort of storm that would
depress aMinnesotan and make an Eskimo cry. All day long my windows shivered in their venerable
frames as cascades of wind-driven snow pounded them like clusters of pebbles, and | shivered with
them, thinking that we till had dl the misery of January and February to come, and snow not implausible
in March either. | went to bed early and woke up early into a dazzling sunny morning. Cold sunny days
are common after snowstorms as clear dry air movesin, but there was something odd about the quality



of the light, which was not the harsh brittle lemon hue of awinter day but rather the sweet mellow gold of
spring; and, turning theradio on, | heard the announcer talking about the dramatic shift in the weather.
Apparently some vagrant air mass out of the Carolinas had moved north during the night and the
temperature had risen to improbable late-April warmth.

And April remained with us. Day after day the unseasonable hegt caressed the winter-weary city. Of
course everything was amess &t firgt as the great hummocks of recent snow softened and melted and ran
infuriousrivers dong the gutters; but by the middle of the holiday week the worst of the dush was gone,
and Manhattan, dry and trim, took on an unfamiliar well-scrubbed look. Lilacs and forsythias rashly
began to break their buds, months too soon. A wave of giddiness swept New Y ork: topcoats and snow
robes disappeared, the sireets were crowded with smiling buoyant peoplein light tunics and jerkins,
throngs of nude and semi-nude sunbathers, pale but eager, sprawled on the sunny embankments of
Centrd Park, every fountain in midtown had its full complement of musicians and jugglers and dancers.
The carnival atmosphere intensified asthe old year ticked away and the startling wesether lingered, for this
was 1999 and what was ebbing was not only ayear but an entire millennium. (Those who inssted that
the twenty-first century and the third millennium would not properly begin until January 1, 2001, were
regarded as spoil sports and pedants.) The coming of April in December unhinged everyone. The
unnatura mildness of the weather following so soon on the unnaturd cold, the mysterious brightness of
the sun hanging low on the southern horizon, the weird soft springlike texture of the air, gave abizarre
gpocayptic flavor to these days, so that anything seemed possible and it would not have been asurprise
to behold strange cometsin the night sky, or violent shiftsin the congtdlations. | imagineit was something
likethat in Romejust before the arrival of the Goths, or in Paris on the verge of the Terror. It was a
joyous but obscurdly disturbing and frightening week; we relished the miraculous warmth, but we took it
also as an omen, a portent, of some somber confrontation yet to come. Asthefinal day of December
approached there was an odd, perceptible heightening of tension. The giddy mood was still with us, but
there was asharp edgeto it. What we felt was the desperate gaiety of tightrope walkers dancing over a
fathomless abyss. There were those who said, taking acrud pleasurein the grim prediction, that New
Y ear's Eve would be blighted by sudden vast snow, by tidal waves or tornadoes, despite the weather
bureau's forecast of continued balminess. But the day was bright and swest, like the seven days
preceding it. By noon, we learned, it was aready the warmest December 31 since such records had
been kept in New Y ork City, and the mercury continued to climb al afternoon, so that we passed from
pseudo-April into aperplexing imitation of June.

During thiswholetime | had kept to mysdlf, shrouded in murky confusions and, | suppose, saf-pity. |
caled no one—not Lombroso nor Sundara nor Mardikian nor Carvgja nor any of the other shredsand
fragments of my former existence. | did go out for afew hours each day to roam the streets—who could
resst that sun?—but | spoke to nobody and | discouraged people from speaking to me, and by evening |
was home, aone, to read abit, drink some brandy, listen to music without really listening, go early to
bed. My isolation seemed to deprive me of dl stochadtic grace: | lived entirely in the pat, likean animal,
with no notion of what might happen next, no hunches, none of the old sense of patterns gathering and
meshing.

On New Year'sEvel felt aneed to be outdoors. To barricade mysdlf in solitude on such anight was
intolerable, the eve of, among other things, my thirty-fourth birthday. | thought of phoning friends, but no,
the socid energies had deserted me: | would dink solitary and unknown through the byway's of
Manhattan, like the Caliph Haroun a-Raschid touring Baghdad. But | dressed in my nippy-dip peacock
best, summer clothes of scarlet and gold with glistening underthreads, and | trimmed my beard and
scraped my scalp, and | went out jauntily to see the century into itstomb.

Darkness had come by late afternoon—this was il the depth of winter, no matter what the
thermometer told us—and thelights of the city glittered. Though it was only seven o'clock, the partying



evidently was beginning early; | heard Singing, distant laughter, the sounds of chanting, the far-off crash of
breaking glass. | had ameager dinner in asmall automated restaurant on Third Avenue and waked
amlesdy westward and southward.

Ordinarily onedidn't strall like thisin Manhattan after dark. But tonight the streets were as busy asthey
were by day, pedestrians everywhere, laughing, peering into shopwindows, waving to strangers, jostling
one another playfully, and | felt safe. Wasthistruly New Y ork, the city of closed facesand wary eyes,
the city of knivesthat gleamed on dark sullen streets? Y es, yes, yes, New Y ork, but aNew Y ork
transformed, amillennia New Y ork, New Y ork on the night of the climactic Saturndia.

Saturnaia, yes, that waswhat it was, alunatic revel, afrenzy of ecstatic spirits. Every druginthe
psychedelic pharmacopoeiawas being peddied on Streetcorners, and sales seemed brisk. No one
walked agraight line. Srenswailed everywhere asthe gaiety mounted in pitch. | took no drugs myself
except the ancient one, alcohol, which | took most copioudy, stopping in tavern after tavern, abeer here,
ashot of awful brandy there, some tequila, some rum, amartini, even dark rich sherry. | was dizzy but
not demolished: somehow | stayed upright and more or less coherent, and my mind functioned with what
seemed likeits customary lucidity, observing, recording.

There were definite increments of wildness from hour to hour. In the bars nudity was still uncommon by
nine, but by half past there was bare swegty flesh everywhere, jiggling breasts, waggling buttocks, clap
hands and kick, everyonejoininacircle. It was haf past nine before | saw anyone screwing in the
streets, but outdoor fornication was widespread by ten. An undercurrent of violence had been present all
evening—smashing of windows, shooting out of streetlamps—but it picked up strength rapidly after ten:
there werefigtfights, some genid, some murderous, and at the corner of Fifty-seventh and Fifth therewas
amob battle going on, a hundred men and women clubbing at each other in what looked like arandom
way, and motorists were having noisy disputes everywhere, and it seemed to me that some driverswere
deliberately ramming their carsinto others for the sheer destructive fun of it. Were there murders? Most
certainly. Rapes? By the thousand. Mutilations and other monstrosities? | have no doubt.

And where were the police? | saw them, now and then, some trying desperately to hold back the tide of
disorder, othersgiving in and joining it, policemen with flushed faces and glazed eyes happily wading into
fights and escalating them to savage warfare, policemen buying drugs from the corner peddiers,
policemen gtripped to the waist groping naked girlsin bars, policemen raucoudy smashing windshields
with their nightsticks. The generd craziness was contagious. After aweek of gpocayptic build-up, a
week of grotesgue tension, no one could hold too tightly to his sanity.

Midnight found mein Times Square. The old custom, long since abandoned by acity in decay:
thousands, hundreds of thousands, crammed shoulder to shoulder between Forty-sixth and Forty-second
Streets, Singing, shouting, kissing, swaying. Suddenly the hour struck. Startling searchlights speared the
sky. The summits of office towers turned radiant with brilliant floodlights. The year 2000! The year 2000!
And my birthday had come! Happy birthday! Happy, happy, happy me!

| was drunk. | was out of my mind. The universa hysteriaraged in me. | found my hands grasping
someone's breasts, and squeezed, and jammed my mouth againgt amouth, and felt a hot moist body
pressed tight to mine. The crowd surged and we were swept apart, and | moved on the human tide,
hugging, laughing, fighting to catch my bregth, legping, falling, sumbling, nearly going down benesth a
thousand pairs of feet.

“Therésafirel” someoneyelled, and indeed flames were dancing high on abuilding to the west dlong
Forty-fourth Street. Such alovely orange hue—we began to cheer and applaud. We are dl Nero tonight,
| thought, and was swept onward, southward. | could no longer see the flames but the smell of smoke



was spreading through the area. Bellstolled. More sirens. Chaos, chaos, chaos.

And then | felt asensation as of afist pounding the back of my head, and dropped to my kneesin an
open space, dazed, and covered my face with my handsto ward off the next blow, but there was no next
blow, only aflood of visons. Visons. A baffling torrent of images roared through my mind. | saw mysdlf
old and frayed, coughing in ahospita bed with ashining spidery lattice of medical machinery al about
me; | saw mysdf swimming in aclear mountain pool; | saw mysdf battered and heaved by surf on some
angry tropical shore. | peered into the mysteriousinterior of some vast incomprehensble crystaline
mechanism. | stood at the edge of afield of lava, watching molten matter bubble and pop as on the
earth'sfirst morning. Colors assailed me. VVoices whispered to me, spesking in fragments, in pulverized
bits of words and tag ends of phrases. Thisisatrip, | told myself, atrip, atrip, avery bad trip, but even
the worst trip ends eventudly, and | crouched, trembling, trying not to resst, letting the nightmare sveep
through me and play itsdlf out. It may have gone on for hours; it may have lasted only aminute. In one
moment of clarity | said to mysdlf, Thisisseeing, thisishow it begins, like afever, like amadness. |
remember tdlling mysdif that.

| remember vomiting, too, casting forth the evening's mixture of liquorsin quick heavy tremors, and
huddling afterward near my own stinking pool, weak, shaking, unable to rise. And then came thunder,
like the anger of Zeus, mgestic and unanswerable. Therewas agreet stillness after that one terrifying
thunderclap. All over the city the Saturndiawas halting as New Y orkers stopped, stiffened, turned their
eyesinwonder and awe to the skies. What now? Thunder on awinter night? Would the earth open and
swalow usdl?Would the searise and make an Atlantic of our playground? There came a second clap
of thunder minutes after the firgt, but no lightning, and then, after another pause, athird, and then came
rain, gentle at firgt, torrential in afew moments, awarm spring rain to welcome us to the year 2000. |
rose uncertainly to my feet and, having remained chastely clothed dl evening, stripped now, naked on
Broadway at Forty-first Street, feet flat on the pavement, head upturned, | etting the downpour wash the
swest and tears and weariness from me, letting it duice my mouth to rinse me of the foul taste of vomit. It
was awondrous moment. But quickly | felt chilled. April was over; December was returning. My sex
ghriveled and my shoulders sagged. Shivering, | fumbled for my sodden clothes, and, sober now,
drenched, miserable, timid, imagining brigands and cutpurseslurking in every dley, | began thelong dow
shuffle across town. The temperature seemed to plummet five degrees for every ten blocks| traversed;
by thetime | reached the East Side | felt | wasfreezing, and as| crossed Fifty-seventh Street | noticed
the rain had turned to snow, and the snow was sticking, making afine powdery dusting that covered
streets and automobiles and the dumped bodies of the unconscious and the dead. It was snowing with
full wintry malevolence when | reached my apartment. Thetime wasfivein the morning, January 1, A.D.
2000. | dropped my clothing on the floor and fell naked into bed, quivering, sore, and | pressed my
kneesto my chest and huddled there, half expecting to die before dawn. Fourteen hours passed before |
awoke.
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What amorning after! For me, for you, for dl of New Y ork! Not until night was beginning to fal, that
first of January, wasthe full impact of the previous night's wild events gpparent, how many hundreds of
citizens had perished in violence or in foolish misadventure or of mere exposure, how many shops had
been looted, how many public monuments vandaized, how many walletslifted, how many unwilling
bodies violated. Had any city known anight like that since the sack of Byzantium? The populace hed
gone berserk, and no one had tried to restrain the fury, no one, not even the police. The first scattered
reports had it that most of the officers of the law had joined the fun, and, as detailed investigations
proceeded throughout the day, it turned out that that had in fact been the case: in the contagion of the
moment the men in blue had often led rather than contained the chaos. On the late news came word that
Police Commissioner Sudakis, taking persond respongbility for the debacle, had resigned. | saw him on



the screen, face rigid, eyes reddened, hisfury barely under control; he spoke raggedly of the shame he
fdt, the disgrace; he talked of the breskdown of morality, even of the decline of urban civilization; he
looked like a man who had had no deep for aweek, apitiful shattered embarrassment of aman,
mumbling and coughing, and | prayed silently for the television people to have done with him and go
elsawhere. Sudakis resignation was my own vindication, but | could take little pleasureinit. At last the
scene shifted; we saw the rubble of afive-block areain Brooklyn that had been alowed to burn by
absentminded firemen. Y es, yes, Sudakis hasresigned. Of course. Redlity is conserved; Carvgd's
infalibility is once more confirmed. Who could have anticipated such aturn of events? Not |, not Mayor
Quinn, not even Sudakis, but Carvagja had.

| waited afew days, while the city dowly returned to norma; then | phoned Lombroso at hisWall Street
office. He wasn't there, of course. | told the answering machine to program areturn cal at his earliest
convenience. All high city officiaswere with the mayor at Gracie Mansion virtudly on around-the-clock
bass. Firesin every borough had left thousands homeless; the hospitals were stacked three tiers deep
with victims of violence and accident; damage clams againg the city, mainly for failure to provide proper
police protection, were dready in the billions and mounting hourly. Then, too, there was the damage to
the city's public imageto ded with. Since entering office Quinn had painstakingly tried to restore the
reputation New Y ork had had in the middle of the twentieth century asthe nation's most exciting, vitd,
gimulating city, thetrue capita of the planet and the center of dl that wasinteresting, acity that was
thrilling yet safefor visitors. All that had been ruined in one orgiastic night more in kegping with the
nation'sfamiliar view of New Y ork asabruta, insane, ferocious, filthy zoo. So | heard nothing from
Lombroso until the middle of January, when thingswerefairly quiet again, and by thetime he called | had
given up hearing fromhimat all.

Hetold mewhat was going on at City Hall: the mayor, worried about the effects of theriot on his
presidentia hopes, was preparing a sheaf of drastic, amost Gottfriedesgue, measuresto maintain public
order. The police shakeup would be accelerated, drug traffic would be restricted almost as severdly asit
had been before the liberdizations of the 1980s, an early-warning system would be put into effect to
head off civic disturbances involving more than two dozen persons, et cetera, et cetera. It sounded
wrongheaded to me, arash, panicky response to a unique event, but my advice was no longer welcome
and | kept my thoughts to myself.

“What about Sudakis?’ | asked.
“He's definitey out. Quinn refused his resignation and spent three full daystrying to persuade him to stay,
but Sudakis regards himself as permanently discredited here by the stuff his men did that night. He's taken

some smdl-town job in western Pennsylvaniaand he's aready gone.”

“| don't mean that. | mean, hasthe accuracy of my prediction about Sudakis had any effect on Quinn's
attitude toward me?’

“Yes” Lombroso sad. “Definitdy.”

“Ishereconsgdering?’

“Hethinksyou're a sorcerer. He thinks you may have sold your soul to the devil. Literdly. Literaly.
Undernesath dl the sophigtication, he's still an Irish Catholic, don't forget. In times of stressit surfacesin
him. Around City Hall you've becomethe Antichrist, Lew.”

“Has he gone so crazy that he can't see it might be useful to have somebody around who can tip him to
thingslike the Sudakis resignation?’



“No hope, Lew. Forget about working for Quinn. Put it absolutely out of your mind. Don't think about
him, don't write lettersto him, don't try to cal him, don't have anything to do with him. Y ou might look
into theideaof leaving thecity, in fact.”

“Jesus. Why?”

“For your own good.”

“What's that supposed to mean? Bob, are you trying to tell meI'm indanger from Quinn?’
“I'm not trying to tell you anything,” he said, sounding nervous.

“Whatever you are doing, I'm not having any. | won't believe Quinn's as afraid of me asyou think, and |
completely refuse to believe he might take some sort of action againgt me. It isn't credible. | know the
man. | was practicaly hisalter ego for four years. [—’

“Ligten, Lew,” Lombroso sad, “I've got to get off theline. Y ou can't imagine how much work is
gtacking up here.”

“All right. Thanksfor returning my call.”
“And—Lew—"
HYS?l

“It might be agood ideafor you not to call me. Not even at the Wall Street number. Except in case of
some dire emergency, of course. My own position with Quinn has been alittle delicate ever sncewe
tried to work that proxy deal, and now—and now—well, you understand, don't you? I'm sure you
understand.”
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| understood. | have spared Lombroso the perils of further telephone calls from me. Eleven months,
nearly, have passed since the day of that conversation, and in that time | haven't sookento him at al, not
aword to the man who was my closest friend during my yearsin the Quinn administration. Nor have |
had any contact, direct or otherwise, with Quinn himsdif.
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In February the visions began. There had been one harbinger on the cliff at Big Sur and another in Times
Square on New Y ear's Eve, but now they became aroutine part of my daily life.None can pierce the
vast black veil uncertain, the poet said, Because there is no light behind the curtain. Oh, but the
light, thelight, the light, thelight isthere! And it lit my winter days. At first the visons came over meno
more often than once every twenty-four hours, and they came unasked, like epileptic fits, usudly inthe
late afternoon or just before midnight, Sgnding themselves with aglow at the back of my skull, awarmth,
atickling that would not go away. But soon | understood the techniques for invoking them, and | could
summon them at will. Even then | was able tosee a most once aday, with a prolonged period of
recuperation required afterward. Within afew weeks, though, | became capable of entering theseeing
state more readily—two or even three times aday—asiif the power were amuscle that thrived with use.
Eventually theinterva of recuperation became minimal. Now | can turn the gift on every fifteen minutesif



| fed likeit. Once, experimentaly, toward the early part of March, | tried it—on-off, on-off—constantly
for saverd hours, tiring mysdf but not diminishing theintensity of what | saw.

If I don't evokethe visons at least once aday they come to me anyway, breaking through of their own
accord, pouring unbidden into my mind.
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seeasmal red-shingled house on acountry lane. Thetreesarein full leaf, dark green; it must be late
summer. | sand by the front gate. My hair is <till short and stubbly but growing in; this scene must lie not
very far inthe future, probably thisvery year. Two young men are with me, one dark-haired and dight,
the other aburly red-haired one. | have no ideawho they are, but the salf | see isrelaxed and easy with
them, asif they are intimate companions. So they are closefriendsthat | am yet to meet. | see mysdf
taking akey from my pocket. “Let me show you the place,” | say. “| think it's about what we need asthe
headquarters for the Center.”

Snow isfdling. The automobilesin the streets are bullet-shaped, snub nosed, very small, very sirangeto
me. Overhead akind of helicopter soars. Three paddi€like projections dangle from it, and there are
loudspeakers, apparently, at the tip of each paddle. From the three speakersin unison comes awistful
bleating sound, high-pitched and gentle, emitted for aperiod of perhaps two seconds spaced by
five-second spans of silence. Therhythmis perfectly steady, each mild bleep arriving on schedule and
cutting effortlesdy through the dense swirls of descending flakes. The helicopter fliesdowly up Fifth
Avenue at an dtitude of lessthan 500 meters, and as it makesits bleating way northward the snow melts
below its path, clearing a zone exactly as wide asthe avenue.

Sundaraand | mest for cocktails at aglittering lounge hanging like the gardens of Nebuchadnezzar from
the summit of some gigantic tower looming over Los Angeles. | assumeit'sLos Angeles because | can
make out the feathery shapes of palm treeslining the streets far benesth the window, and the architecture
of the surrounding buildingsis distinctly Southern Californian, and through the twilight haze thereisahint
of avast ocean not far to the west and mountainsto the north. | have no ideawhat I'm doing in California
nor how | cometo be seeing Sundara then; it's plausible that she hasreturned to her native city to live
and |, visiting on business, have promoted a reunion. We have both changed. Her hair is streaked now
with white, and her face seems|eaner, less voluptuous; her eyes sparkle as before, but the gleam in them
isthe glint of hard-won knowledge, and not just playfulness. | am long-haired, graying, dressed with
chaste ferocity in an unadorned black tunic; | look about forty-five, and | strike myself as crisp, taut,
impressive, acommanding executive type, S0 self-possessed that | ave mysdlf. Are there sgns about my
eyes of that tragic exhaustion, that burned-out devagtation that had marked Carvgd after so many years
ofseeing? | don't think so; but perhaps my second sight is not yet intense enough to register such
subjective details. Sundarawears no wedding ring, nor are there any of theinggniaof Trangt vishble
about her. My watching self longs to ask athousand questions. | want to know whether there has been a
reconciliation, whether we see each other often, whether we are lovers, whether perhaps we are even
living together again. But | have no voice, | am unable to speak through the lips of my future sdif, itis
atogether impossible for meto direct or modify hisactions; | can merdly observe. He and Sundara order
drinks; they clink glasses; they smile; they exchangetrivia chatter about the sunset, the westher, the
decor of the cocktail lounge. Then the scene dipsaway and | have learned nothing.

Soldiers move through the canyons of New Y ork, five abreast, looking werily to al sides. | watch them
from an upper-story window. They wear bizarre uniforms, green with red piping, gaudy yellow and red
berets, ruffles at their shoulders. They are armed with weapons that look alittle like crossbows—sturdy
metal tubes about ameter in length, widening to afan at the outer end and bristling with lateral whiskers
of bright wire coil—which they carry with the wide ends baanced acrosstheir |eft forearms. The sef who



watchesthem isaman of at least Sixty, white-haired, gaunt, with deep vertical lines scored in his cheeks,
heisrecognizably mysdf, and yet heisamost wholly strange to me. In the street afigure eruptsfrom a
building and rushes wildly toward the soldiers, shouting dogans, waving hisarms. One very young soldier
jerkshisright arm up and a cone of green light emerges quietly from hiswegpon; the onrushing figure
halts, incandescent, and disappears. Disappears.

The df Isee is il youthful, but older than | am now. Say, forty: then thiswould be about the year
2006. He lies on arumpled bed next to an attractive young woman with long black hair; they are both
naked, sweaty, disheveled; obvioudy they have been making love. He asks, “ Did you hear the
President's speech last night?’

“Why should | waste my time listening to that murderous fascist bastard?’ shereplies.

A party isgoing on. Shrill unfamiliar music, strange golden wine poured fredly from double-spouted
bottles. Theair is dense with blue fumes. | hold court at one corner of the crowded room, talking urgently
with aplump freckle-faced young woman and one of the young men who had been with me at that
red-shingled house. But my voiceis covered by the raucous music and | perceive only shreds and scraps
of what | am saying; | pick up words likemiscal culation andoverload anddemonstration and
alternative distribution, but they are embedded in gibberish and it isdl ultimately uninteligible. The
clothing styles are odd, looseirregular garments decked with patches and strips of mismatched fabrics. In
the middle of the room about twenty of the guests are dancing with weird intensty, milling in aragged
circle, dashing the air fiercely with elbows and knees. They are nude; they have coated their bodies
entirdy with aglossy purple dye; they are dtogether hairless, both men and women totally depilated from
head to foot, so that but for their jiggling genitals and bobbing breasts they might easily passfor plastic
mannequins jolted into atwitching, spasmodic counterfeit of life.

A humid summer night. A dull booming sound, another, another. Fireworks explode against the
blackness of the sky over the Hudson's Jersey shore. Skyrockets litter the heavens with Chinesefire, red,
ydlow, green, blue, dazzling streaks and starbursts, cycle upon cycle of flaming beauty accompanied by
terrifying hisses and pops and roars and bangs, climax after climax, and then, just as one assumesthe
splendor now will die away into slence and darkness, there comes an amazing find pyrotechnica frenzy,
culminating in agrand double set piece: an American flag spectacularly quivering above uswith every star
discernible, and, exploding out of the center of Old Glory'sfield, theimage of aman'sface, limnedin
dartling redigtic flesh tones. Theface isthe face of Paul Quinn.

| am aboard a grest airplane, a plane whose wings seem to stretch from Chinato Peru, and through the
porthole beside me | see avast gray-blue sea on whose bosom the reflected sun shinesin afurious
glaring brightness. | am strgpped down, awaiting landing, and now | can make out our destination: an
enormous hexagond platform rising steeply from the seg, an artificid idand as symmetricd initsanglesas
asnowflake, aconcreteidand encrusted with squat red-brick buildings and split down its middle by the
long white arrow of an airstrip, anidand that is entirely donein thisimmense seawith thousands of
kilometers of emptiness bordering each of itsSx Sdes.

Manhattan. Autumn, chilly, the sky dark, the windows overhead glowing. Before me a colossal tower
risng just east of the venerable Fifth Avenuelibrary. “ The tdlest in the world,” someone says behind me,
onetourigt to another, twanging Western accent. Indeed it must be. The tower fillsthe sky. “It'sdl
government offices,” the Westerner goes on. “ Can you catch it? Two hundred floors high, and al
government offices. With apaace for Quinn right at the top, so they say. For whenever he comesto
town. A goddamned palace, likefor aking.”

What | particularly fear asthese visons crowd upon meismy first confrontation with the scene of my



own death. Will | be destroyed by it, | wonder, as Carvaja was destroyed—all drive and purpose
sucked from me by one glimpse of my last moments? | wait, wondering when it will come, dreading it
and eager for it, wanting to absorb the terrifying knowledge and be done with it, and when it does come
it'san anticlimax, acomic letdown. What | see is afaded, weary old man in ahospital bed, gaunt and
worn, perhaps seventy-five years old, maybe eighty, even ninety. Heis surrounded by a bright cocoon of
life-support apparatus, needled arms arch and weave about him like the tails of scorpions, filling him with
enzymes, hormones, decongestants, stimulants, whatever. 1've seen him before, briefly, that drunken night
in Times Square when | crouched dazzled and astounded, tripping out on atorrent of voices and images,
but now the vision continues alittle further than that other time, so that | perceive thisfuture me not
merely asasick old man, but asadying old man on hisway out, diding away, diding avay, thewhole
vast wonderful lattice of medica equipment unable any longer to sustain the feeble begt of life. | can fed
the pulse ebbing in him. Quietly, quietly, heis going. Into the darkness. Into the peace. Heis very ill.
Not yet dead, else my perceptions of him would cease. But amost. Almost. And now. No more data.
Peace and silence. A good degth, yes.

Isthat dl? Ishetruly deed, out therefifty or Sixty yearsfrom now, or hasthe vison merely been
interrupted? | can't be sure. If only | couldsee beyond that moment of quietus, just aglimpse past the
curtain, to watch the routines of deeth, the expressonless orderlies placidly disconnecting the life-support
system, the sheet pulled up over the face, the cadaver wheeled off to the morgue. But thereisno way to
pursue theimage. The picture show endswith the last flicker of light. Yet | am certain thet thisisit. | am
relieved and amost a bit disappointed. So little? Just to fade away at a great old age? Nothing to dread
inthat. I think of Carvgjd, crazy-eyed from having seen himself dietoo often. But I'm not Carvajd. How
can such knowledge harm me? | admit the inevitability of my death; the details are mere footnotes. The
scenerecurs, afew weeks later, and then again, and again. Always the same. The hospital, the spidery
maze of life-support stuff, the diding, the darkness, the peace. So thereis nothing to fear fromseeing. 1've
seen thewordt, and it hasn't harmed me.

But then dl is cast into doubt and my newfound confidence is shattered. | see mysdlf againin that greet
plane, and we are swooping toward the hexagond artificid idand. A cabin attendant rushesup the aide,
distraught, darmed, and behind her comes abellying oily burst of black smoke. Fire on board! The
planeswings dip wildly. There are screams. Unintdligible cries over the public-address system. Muffled,
incoherent ingtructions. Pressure nails my body to my seet; we are plunging toward the ocean. Down,
down, and we hit, an incredible cracking impact, the ship isripped apart; till strgpped in, | plummet face
first into the cold dark depths. The seaswalowsmeand | know no more.

The soldiers move in sinister columns through the streets. They pause outside the building where |l live;
they confer; then a detachment burstsinto the house. | hear them on the stairs. No use trying to hide.
They throw open the door, shouting my name. | greet them, handsraised. | smileand tell them I'll go
peacefully. But then—who knows why?—one of them, avery young one, in fact, only aboy, swings
suddenly around, aiming his crossbowlike weapon at me. | have time only to gasp. Then the green
radiance comes, and darkness afterward.

“Thisistheone!” someoneydls, raisng aclub high above my head and bringing it down with terrible
force.

Sundaraand | watch nightfal engulf the Pecific. Thelights of Santa Monicasparkle before us.
Tentatively, timidly, | cover her hand with mine. And in that moment | fed astabbing painin my chest. |
crumple, | topple, | kick frantically, knocking the table over, | pound my fists againgt the thick carpet, |
struggleto hold onto life. Thereisthe taste of blood in my mouth. | fight to live, and | lose.

| stand on a parapet eighty stories above Broadway. With a quick, easy motion | push myself outward



into the cool spring air. | float, | make graceful swimming gestures with my arms; | dive serendly toward
the pavement.

“Look out!” awoman close beside me cries. “He's got abomb!”

The surf isrough today. Gray waves rise and crash, rise and crash. Yet | wade out, | force my way
through the breakers, | swim with lunatic dedication toward the horizon, cleaving the bleak sea as though
out to set an endurance record, swimming on and on despite the throbbing in my temples and the
pounding at the base of my throat, and the sea grows more tempestuous, its surface heaving and swelling
even out here, so far from shore. Thewater hitsmein the face and | go under, choking, and battle my
way to the surface, and | am hit again, again, again ...

“Thisistheone” someoneyels.

I see mysdf againin that great plane, and we are swooping toward the hexagonad artificid idand.
“Look out!” awoman close besde mecries.

The soldiers move in sinister columns through the streets. They pause outside the building where |l live.

The surf isrough today. Gray wavesrise and crash, rise and crash. Y et | wade out, | force my way
through the breakers, | swim with lunatic dedication toward the horizon.

“Thisistheone!” someoneyells.
Sundaraand | watch nightfal engulf the Pacific. Thelights of SantaMonicasparkle before us.

| stand on a parapet eighty stories above Broadway. With a quick, easy motion | push myself outward
into the cool spring air.

“Thisistheonel” someoneydls.

And s0. Desth, again and again, coming to me in many forms. The scenes recurring, unvarying,
contradicting and nullifying one another. Which isthe true vison? What of that old man fading peacefully
in his hospital bed?What am | to believe? | am dizzied with an overload of data; | sumble about in a
schizophrenic fever,seeing more than | can comprehend, integrating nothing, and congtantly my pulsating
brain drenches me with scenes and images. | am coming apart. | huddle on the floor next to my bed,
trembling, waiting for new confusonsto seize me. How shdl | perish next? Thetorturer'srack? A plague
of botulism!? A knifein adark aleyway? What does dl this mean? What's happening to me? | need help.
Desperate, terrified, | rush to see Carvagjd.
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It was months since | had last seen him, half ayear, from late November to late April, and he had
evidently been through some changes. Helooked smdller, dmost doll-like, aminiature of hisold sdif, al
surplus pared away, the skin drawn back tightly over his cheekbones, his color a peculiar off-yellow, as
though he were turning into an ederly Japanese, one of those desiccated little ancientsin blue suits and
bowties that can sometimes be seen sitting calmly beside the tickersin downtown brokerage houses.
Therewas an unfamiliar Oriental camness about Carvgd, too, an eerie Buddha-tranquillity that seemed
to say he had reached a place beyond al storms, a peace that was, happily, contagious. moments after |
arived, full of panic and bewilderment, | felt the charge of tenson leaving me. Gracioudy he seated mein



hisdismd living room, gracioudy he brought methe traditiona glass of water.

He waited for me to spesk.

How to begin? What to say? | decided to vault completely over our last conversation, putting it away,

making no reference to my anger, to my accusations, to my repudiation of him. “I've beenseeing, ” |
blurted.

“Yes?' Quizzica, unsurprised, faintly bored.
“Didurbing things”
“Oh?’

Carvgd studied meincurioudy, waiting, waiting. How placid he was, how self-contained! Like
something carved from ivory, beautiful, glossy, immobile.

“Weird scenes. Melodramatic, chaotic, contradictory, bizarre. | don't know what's clairvoyance and
what's schizophrenia”

“Contradictory?’ he asked.
“Sometimes. | can't trust what | see. ”

“What sort of things?’

“Quinn, for one. He recurs admost daily. Images of Quinn asatyrant, adictator, some sort of mongter,
mani pul ating the entire nation, not so much aPresident asa generdissmo. Hisfaceisdl over the future.
Quinn this, Quinn that, everyone talking about him, everyone afraid of him. It can't bered.”

“Whatever yousee isred.”
“No. That's not the real Quinn. That's a paranoid fantasy. | know Paul Quinn.”
“Doyou?’ Carvgd asked, hisvoice reaching mefrom adistance of fifty thousand light-years.

“Look, | was dedicated to that man. In ared sense | loved that man. And loved what he stood for. Why

do | get thesevisons of him asadictator?Why have | become afraid of him? Heisn't likethat. | know
heisnt.”

“Whatever yousee isred,” Carvgd repeated.
“Then theré's a Quinn dictatorship coming in this country?’
Carvgad shrugged. “Perhaps. Very likely. How would | know?’

“How would |?How can | bdieve what | see? ”

Carvga smiled and held up one hand, pam toward me. “Bélieve,” he urged in the weary, mocking tone

of some old Mexican priest advising atroubled boy to have faith in the goodness of the angels and the
charity of the Virgin. “Have no doubts. Believe”



“I can't. There aretoo many contradictions.” | shook my head fiercdly. “It isn't just the Quinn visons.
I've beenseeing my own desth, too.”

“Y es, one must expect that.”

“Many times. In many different ways. A plane crash. A suicide. A heart attack. A drowning. And more.”
“Youfindit grange, en?’

“Strange? | find it absurd. Which oneistheredity?”’

“They dl are”

“That's crazy!”

“Thereare many levelsof redity, Lew.”

“They can't dl bereal. That violates everything you've told me about one fixed and undterable future.”
“Theres one future thatmust occur,” Carvgd sad. “ There are many that do not. In the early stages of
theseeing experience the mind is unfocused, and redlity becomes contaminated with halucination, and the
spirit is bombarded with extraneous data.”

13 Bljt—”

“Perhapsthere are many timelines,” Carvgd said. “ Onetrue one, and many potential ones, abortive
lines, linesthat have their existence only in the gray borderlands of probability. Sometimesinformation
from those time lines crowds in on one if onés mind is open enough, if it isvulnerable enough. I've
experienced that.”

“You never said aword about it.”

“I didn't want to confuse you, Lew.”

“But what do | do? What good isany of theinformation I'm receiving? How do | distinguish thered
visgonsfrom theimaginary ones?’

“Bepatient. Thingswill darify.”

“How soon?’

“When yousee yoursdf die,” he said, “have you ever seen the same scene more than once?’
“yes”

“Which one?’

“I've had one @t least twice.”

“But one more than any of the others?’



“Yes” | sad. “Thefirg one. Mysdlf asan old man in ahospitd, with alot of intricate medica equipment
surrounding my bed. That one comes frequently.”

“With specid intengity?’
| nodded.

“Trugtit,” Carvgd said. “The others are phantoms. They'll stop bothering you before long. The
imaginary ones have afeverish, insubstantia fed to them. They waver and blur a the edges. If you look
at them closdly, your gaze pierces them and you behold the blankness beyond. Soon they vanish. It's
been thirty years, Lew, since such things have troubled me.”

“And the Quinn visons? Are they phantoms out of some other timeline, too? Havel helped to set a
monster loose in this country or am | just suffering from bad dreams?’

“Therésnoway | can answer that for you. Y ou'll smply have to wait and see, and learn to refine your
vison, and look again, and weigh the evidence.”

“Y ou can't give me any suggestions more precise than that?’
“No,” hesaid. “Itisn't possbleto—"

The doorbell rang.

“Excuseme” Carvgd sad.

Heleft the room. | closed my eyes and let the surf of some unknown tropical seawash across my mind,
awarm sdty bath erasng al memory and al pain, making the rough places smooth. | perceived past,
present, and future now as equally unred: wisps of fog, shafts of blurred pastel light, far-off laughter, furry
voices speaking in fragmentary sentences. Somewhere aplay was being produced, but | was no longer
on stage, nor was | in the audience. Timelay suspended. Perhaps, eventually, | began tosee. | think
Quinn's blunt earnest features hovered before me, bathed in garish green and blue spatlights, and | might
haveseen the old man in the hospital and the armed men moving through the streets; and there were
glimpses of worlds beyond worlds, of the empires till unborn, of the dance of the continents, of the
duggish creaturesthat crawl over the greet planet-girdling shell of ice at the end of time. Then | heard
voices from the hdlway, aman shouting, Carvgd patiently explaining, denying. Something about drugs, a
doublecross, angry accusations. What? What? | struggled up out of the fog that bound me. There was
Carvgd, by the door, confronted by a short freckle-faced man with wild blue eyes and unkempt
flame-red hair. The stranger was clutching agun, an old clumsy one, a blue-black cannon of agun,
swirling it excitedly from side to Sde. The shipment, he kept yelling, where's the shipment, what are you
trying to pull? And Carvga shrugged and smiled and shook his head and said over and over, mildly, This
isamistake, it'ssmply an error. Carvagja looked radiant. 1t was asthough dl hislife had been bent and
shaped toward this moment of grace, this epiphany, this confused and comic doorway didogue.

| stepped forward, ready to play my part. | devised linesfor mysdlf. | would say, Easy, fellow, stop
waving that gun around. You've come to the wrong place. We've got no drugs here. | saw mysdf
moving confidently toward the intruder, till talking.Why don't you cool down, put the gun away,
phone the boss and get things straightened out? Because otherwise you'll find yourself in heavy
trouble, and —Still talking, looming over thelittle freckle-faced gunman, camly reaching for the gun,
twisting it out of his hand, pressng him againgt the wall—



Wrong script. Thereal script called for meto do nothing. | knew that. | did nothing.

The gunman looked at me, at Carvgd, a me again. He hadn't been expecting me to emerge from the
living room and he wasn't sure how to react. Then came aknock at the outsde door. A man's voice from
the corridor asking Carvagd if everything was okay in there. The gunman's eyesflashed in fear and
bewilderment. He jerked away from Carvga, pulling in on himself. There was a shot—a most
peripheraly, incidentaly. Carvga began to fal but supported himsdf againgt thewall. The gunman
sprinted past me, toward the living room. Paused there, trembling, in ahalf crouch. Hefired again. A
third shot. Then swung suddenly toward the window. The sound of breaking glass. | had been standing
frozen, but now at last | started to move. Too late; the intruder was out the window, down thefire

escape, disappearing into the Strest.

| turned toward Carvgd. He had falen and lay near the entrance to the living room, motionless, silent,
eyes open, il breathing. His shirt was bloody down the front; asecond patch of blood was spreading
along hisleft arm; there was athird wound, oddly precise and smdll, a the Sde of his head, just above
the cheekbone. | ran to him and held him and saw his eyes glaze, and it seemed to me he laughed right at
the end, asmall soft chuckle, but that may be scriptwriting of my own, alittle neat stage direction. So.
So. Done @ last. How cam he had been, how accepting, how glad to be over with it. The scene so long
rehearsed, now findly played.
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Carvga died on April 22, 2000. | writethisin early December, with the true beginning of the twenty-first
century and the start of the new millennium just afew weeks away. The coming of the millennium will find
me at this unprepossessing house in this unspecified town in northern New Jersey, directing the activities,
till barely under way, of the Center for Stochastic Processes. We have been here since August, when
Carvgd'swill cleared probate with me as sole heir to hismillions.

Here at the Center, of course, we don't dabble much in stochastic processes. The place is deceptively
named; we are not stochastic here but rather post-stochastic, going on beyond the manipulation of
probabilitiesinto the certainties of second sight. But | thought it wise not to be too candid about that.
What we're doing is a species of witcheraft, more or less, and one of the grest lessons of the
all-but-concluded twentieth century isthat if you want to practice witchcraft, you'd better do it under
some other name. Stochastic has a pleasant pseudo-scientific resonanceto it that providesthe right
texture for adisguise, evoking asit does an image of platoons of pae young researchersfeeding datainto
vast computers.

Therearefour of usso far. Therell be more. We build gradualy here. | find new followers as| need
them. | know the name of the next one aready, and | know how I'll persuade him to join us, and at the
right moment helll cometo us, just asthesefirg three came. Six months ago they were strangersto me;
today they are my brothers.

What we build hereis asociety, asodaity, acommunity, a priesthood, if you will, aband of seers. We
are extending and refining the capabilities of our vison, eiminating ambiguities, sharpening perception.
Carvgd wasright: everyone hasthe gift. It can be awakened in anyone. In you. In you. And so well
reach out, each of us offering a hand to another. Quietly spreading the post-stochastic gospe, quietly
multiplying the numbers of thosewhosee. It'll be dow. Ther€ll be danger, therell be persecution. Hard
times are coming, and not only for us. We still must pass through the era.of Quinn, an erathat ssemsas
familiar to measany in higtory, though it hasn't yet begun: the eection that will anoint himistill four years
inthe future. But I see padt it, to the upheavasthat follow, the turmoail, the pain. Never mind that. Well



outlast the Quinn regime, as we outlasted Assurbanipal, Attila, Genghis Khan, Napoleon. Already the
clouds of vison part and wesee beyond the coming darknessto the time of hedling.

What we build hereisacommunity dedicated to the abolition of uncertainty, the absolute eimination of
doubt. Ultimately we will lead mankind into auniverse in which nothing israndom, nothing is unknown, al
is predictable on every level from the microcosmic to the macrocosmic, from the twitching of an electron
to thejourneys of the galactic nebulae. Well teach humanity to taste the sweet comfort of the
foreordained. And in that way well become as gods.

Gods? Yes.

Listen, did Jesus know fear when Pilate's centurions came for him? Did he whimper about dying, did he
lament the shortening of hisministry? No, no, he went calmly, showing neither fear nor bitterness nor
surprise, following the script, playing his gppointed role, serendly aware that what was happening to him
was part of a predetermined and necessary and inevitable Plan. And what of Isis, the young Isis, loving
her brother Osiris, knowing even as achild everything that wasin store, that Osiris must be torn gpart,
that she would seek his sundered body in the mud of the Nile, that through her he would be restored, that
from their 1oins would spring the potent Horus? Isis lived with sorrow, yes, and Isislived with the
foreknowledge of terrible loss,and she knew these things from the beginning, for shewasagod. And
she acted as she had to act. Gods are not granted the power of choice; it is the price and the wonder of
their godhead. And gods do not know fear or self-pity or doubt, because they are gods and may not
choose any path but the true one. Very well. We shal be asgods, adl of us. | have come through the time
of doubt, | have endured and survived the ondaught of confusions and terrors, | have moved into arealm
beyond those things, but not into aparalysis such as afflicted Carvga; | amin another place, and | can
bring you toit. Wewill see, we will understand, we will comprehend the inevitability of theinevitable, we
will accept every turn of the script gladly and without regret. There will be no surprises; therefore there
will beno pain. Wewill livein beauty, knowing that we are aspects of the one greet Plan.

About forty years ago a French scientist and philosopher named Jacques Monod wrote, “ Man knows at
lagt that heisaonein theindifferent immengty of the universe, whence he has emerged by chance.”

| believed that once. Y ou may believeit now.

But examine Monod's statement in the light of aremark that Albert Einstein once made. “God does not
throw dice” Eingein said.

One of those statementsiswrong. | think | know which one.
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