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“Iam not a paranoid. Not in the normal sense anyway. Even 
if I were, just remember even paranoids have enemies. Just  
remember that. So take a moment and let me tell you what’s  

going on. It’s not an opinion, it’s a fact. Number one, you don’t have any 
control over your own mind. Everything you think, everything you feel, 
everything you do has been organized by someone else since the day you 
were born. You are immersed in propaganda so deep and pervasive that 
you don’t even recognize it. After all, it’s your natural environment. You 
do what it tells you to do, you feel what it tells you to feel, and, above 
all, you think what it tells you to think. You don’t really exist at all. You 
are just a figment of someone else’s imagination. Now things get really  
interesting. If you are a figment of someone’s imagination, is that  
someone a figment of someone else’s imagination? You can see where 
this is going, can’t you? Frankly, I can’t. But I’m trying. At least I’m 
trying, which is more than I can say about all the zombies standing in 
line with me at the check out line in the grocery store.

“Speaking of groceries, I eat gluten. In fact, I eat all the gluten 
I can get. Within reasonable limits, of course. Bread is and always has 
been the staff of life. For tens of thousands of years. So who are all 
these freaks babbling about how it’s poisonous or something. And one 
more thing. Their gluten free dough is completely unworkable without 
adding sugar. Sugar!”

“So what do we have here?” Professor Gershem looked up from 
the note he was reading aloud and threw the question open to the 
five Ph.D candidates in his graduate seminar on abnormal psychology. 
“What sort of person wrote this?”

“A nut,” the fat class comic wisecracked.
“Thanks for your perceptive diagnosis, David, but what sort of 

nut is this guy?”
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“I think he’s a paranoid schizophrenic,” Rhoda Memberman  
suggested.

“Why is that?”
“Well, the first thing he claims is that he’s not paranoid. Then 

he goes on to say we are all being controlled by propaganda. Everyone  
but him, that is. That’s sort of the same thing as voices in his head that 
no one else can hear.”

“Okay,” said Professor Gershem, “now we’re getting somewhere, 
but paranoid schizophrenia is a really strong term. How about some-
one just walking down the street listening to their iPod? They’re hearing  
voices too.”

“But those voices are real,” Akisha Lumumba objected. “If you 
put on the iPod you can hear them too.”

“So if everybody was listening to the same iPod tune, this guy 
would be perfectly fine,” said Barry Breen. “That’s just monotheism. 
One voice, one word.”

“You’re not just talking about monotheism,” Akisha object-
ed. “You’re talking about patriarchalism, the white man with the long  
white beard who looks like Santa Claus coming down the mountain like  
Charlton Heston with the Ten Commandments.”

“No one shall pry my stones from these arthritic old hands!”  
David Kogan erupted theatrically.

“I think Akisha might have a point,” said Breen. “Actually, Mo-
ses was the very last person in the Bible to talk to God so that makes 
him the final authority on God’s wishes.”

“Why are we talking theology?” Rhoda Memberman  
complained. “The guy who wrote what Professor Gershem just read 
doesn’t even mention religion. He seems more concerned about his 
digestive system than God. Don’t do it,” she warned David Kogan. 
“You’re going to say the guy must be Jewish. Ha, ha, ha.”

“You said it, not me,” said Kogan.
“I think we’re all missing the point here,” Professor Gershem 

tried to get the discussion back on track. “This guy is talking about  
propaganda, not voices in his head. He is talking about human, not  
divine, agency. He is talking about people manipulating, or attempt-
ing to manipulate, other people. By the way, I know nothing about  
gluten. I’m not a nutritionist. but this guy thinks that the people in the  
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beauty.
“What are you doing here?” said Gershem sitting bolt upright. 

“How did you get in?”
“I have keys. I came to check on the rest of my stuff.”
“Stuff? What stuff?”
“Personal stuff.” She picked up the script. “What have we here?”
Gershem leapt out of bed and grabbed the script away from 

her. “I think you’ve taken quite enough stuff already, Tsipa.”
“It’s not that kind of stuff, Ted. I came to tell you that you’re 

hanging around with some very dangerous people. The Downtown  
Manhattan Illuminati theatre club.”

Gershem broke into laughter. “Oh no, don’t tell me you’re…!
“There’s nothing funny about it. I studied acting with Edward.”
“Jesus, Tsipa,” he snorted. “Talking about dangerous people,  

aren’t you hooked up with some Wall Street hedge fund crook now? 
That’s what I heard.”

“That’s my business and it has nothing to do with anything.”  
She grabbed him by the collar of his pajamas. “I gave you those  
pajamas,” she said apropos of nothing.

“You want them back too?”
“Don’t be absurd. You have to listen to me. Stay away from  

Edward Smith.”
“And his mesmerizing charisma? Don’t tell me you’re porking 

him too.”
“I don’t do pork. I’m kosher.”
“Ha ha. Now would you kindly get out of here? And give me 

back those keys!”
Gershem woke in a shaken and slightly confused state as the  

dream evaporated. It seemed so immediate, so real. But what did  
it mean? As a psychotherapist licensed to practice in the state of New 
York he ought to be able to figure that out, he chuckled, very much 
relieved that Tsipora had not actually graced him with her presence but 
only appeared as some sort of omen.

He got up and went into the kitchen to make himself a cup 
of tea. He had nothing to do that day but he felt restless. He felt like 
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going out, maybe even going out of town. He did have a car, which 
he rarely used anymore, parked in an increasingly expensive garage. 
Maybe he would take a drive upstate where he had friends. Well, sort 
of friends. He didn’t see them much anymore. Maybe it would be his 
last drive because he had already decided to stop paying for the rental 
space and sell the car. But then who was going to buy an old Volvo? The 
junkyard was probably the next stop. He decided to go. He went to the 
garage, wiped the accumulated dust on the car body and windows off, 
and he was on his way

Driving up the thruway was a little unnerving. When he was 
younger he had liked to drive fast himself, weaving in and out of  
traffic that was too slow for his speed demon instincts, but now  
everyone seemed to be going too fast. Even hunkered down in the slow 
lane, he felt as if the little old lady from Pasadena had a point. As he left 
the haul ass, double trailer semi-rigs thundering north behind at the  
Kingston exit he cast a palpable sigh of relief and resolved to take the  
slower more picturesque back roads when he returned to the city. Halfway 
between Woodstock and Kingston he turned off to the right toward the  
reservoir and curved this way and that to Spillway Road, a road of historic  
importance where even George Washington may have slept. Not on 
the road, of course, but perhaps in an adjoining house. But enough 
about roads. Where can they possibly lead anyway?

In this case, right to Coriolanus Cheezowitz’s derelict dairy farm, 
where the formerly famous artist had converted the barn into a vast  
studio so long abandoned there were cobwebs weaving themselves  
everywhere. Cheezowitz had decamped back to city some time ago to 
resume his former career as a commodities trader, gotten busted for  
running a Ponzi scheme and sent away to prison for a year and a half. 
His present tenants were Gershem’s old friends, Bob and Marta Ap-
plewhite who quietly grew a dispersed acre of marijuana back in the 
woods. Gershem had known Bob since college when the world was 
young and the Gipper was still president. That had been enough for 
Bob who talked about leaving the country and wound up moving to 
the country where he and his wife had lived ever since. Gershem found 
their house and pulled into the gravel driveway where he was greeted 
by two bounding Labrador retrievers along with Bob carrying a shot-
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Edward and Sylvia Smith were taping marks on the stage when  
Tootie Wookums walked into the theatre.

“I’m watching you!” he called from the cheap seats.
“Who’s there?” Edward demanded, squinting into the  

darkness.
“Tootie Wookums, attorney at law.”
“Get out of here, you shyster!” Smith roared. “You’re  

trespassing!”
“It is you people who are trespassing on the legacy of Ayn 

Rand!”
“You don’t even know who Ayn Rand is!”
“That’s not the point!”
“Mr. Wookums, if you do not leave immediately I shall have 

you caned!” Edward hollered. “Sylvia?”
“My pleasure,” she purred, picking up a fireplace poker from 

the set.
Wookums did not stay his leaving and fled the theatre.
“Coward!” Sylvia called after him.
“I think we need a real lawyer,” said Edward sourly. “That 

sonuvabitch is going to try to get an injunction.”
“Let him,” said Sylvia. “It will land us on the front page of all 

the papers. It’s as if these fools are working for us. Do you think he 
recognized me from court?”

“I didn’t even recognize you in court. That was quite a show you  
put on.”

“Why thank you, Edward,” Sylvia simpered.
Smith hadn’t told Sylvia or anyone else about the resurrection 

of Calvin Card but he thought it might be prudent to contact him and 
ask his advice on how to deal with the Rand people. If it took busting 
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a few heads, well, c’est la vie.
The Happy Shadow, loyal to the show by default, had  

followed Tootie Wookums from the theatre back to the Wool-
worth Building and taken a seat in the waiting room where Woo-
kums’ gum chewing secretary failed to notice him. She was not an  
attractive woman, but the Happy Shadow decided to try and have his 
way with her nonetheless. To this end, he pulled down his pants and 
started masturbating so he would be prepared to act quickly should the  
opportunity present itself. And, lo, it came to pass that Mrs.  
Lepich, for that was the secretary’s name, got up from her desk 
and bent over the bottom drawer of a filing cabinet. The Happy  
Shadow was there in a flash, inserting his Uncle Willy at lightning 
speed, very briefly pumping away, and ejaculating with a stifled grunt. 
It was all over before Mrs. Lepich even realized her pussy was wet. Of 
course, she didn’t notice the Happy Shadow quietly slip out into the  
corridor. Well pleased with himself, he decided to spend the late morn-
ing shoplifting. Since nobody ever noticed him it was almost too easy.

Ted Gershem, eagerly anticipating the arrival of Marta Ap-
plewhite, was once again going over his lines from the play. In this  
particular scene, his tone had to be bitter and petulant but he could 
barely control his laughter.

“They were all there, the people I’d considered my closest friends, 
the people who had turned on me and cast me out into the wilderness. 
Alan Greenspan – the Undertaker we called him – come to pay his  
respects to the woman who had created him out of whole cloth, a court 
eunuch who had ridden Ayn’s coat tails to lofty positions in finance 
and government…”

He was interrupted by the ringing doorbell. It was Marta. A 
few minutes later, he greeted her at the door and she immediately 
latched onto his arm.

“Ted! I just love seeing you so much,” she gushed.
“Likewise,” said Gershem. He ushered her into the living room 

and gently admonished, “Marta. You’ve got to let go of my arm if I’m 
going to make you a cup of tea.”

“I’m not letting go, Ted. Not this time. You want something 
and I want something.”

Gershem was bewildered. “I don’t understand…”
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“Yes you do. You want opium and I want to go to bed with 
you. Bobby never makes love to me anymore.”

“But, Marta, I’m living with a woman,” he tried to explain. 
“And you’re married.”

“I don’t care. I’m a free spirit. I do as I like. Do you want the  
opium or not?”

Gershem was tempted to show her out, but only briefly tempt-
ed. He tried to negotiate. “But what if Bobby finds out?” 

“He won’t. Now let’s see your bedroom.” She dragged him 
more or less against his will down the hall.

“I can smell another woman in here. You haven’t been faithful to 
me, Ted,” she giggled. With surprising strength for a woman her size, she 
threw him on the bed with an esoteric wrestling hold and pinned him 
there for the duration of their coupling. Not that Ted was complaining  
or resisting in any way. But visions of Anna walking in unexpectedly 
prodded him to finish up as quickly as possible and get everything back 
on a lust free footing. 

“Oooh myyy, that was sooo goood,” Marta crooned as she  
released Gershem from her hold and allowed him to get up.

“Yes it was. Really,” he agreed. “Let’s do it again sometime. 
Now, about that opium…”

“Coming right up!” she said, twirling her finger like a cartoon  
character. She pulled a plastic bag of little opium pellets out of her 
knapsack and handed it over. “That will be one hundred dollars.”

Given the cost of marijuana, the price seemed cheap, a real  
bargain in fact.

“Now I’ve got to go see Edward,” she said.
“Please don’t tell him you saw me.”
“I wouldn’t do that. I can be very discreet when I feel like it.” 

And off she went out the door.
Discreet when she felt like it, Gershem mused. He hoped she  

understood how much blackmail material he had on her. Of course she 
did. What was he thinking? He inserted a ball of opium up his ass and  
his paranoia slowly dissolved into placid equanimity. He felt just  
fine and put any worrisome suspicions out of his mind.

Rino and Barry had decided to take the day off from their  
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