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         I. The Man Who was Never Wrong 

         THE LITTLE MAN told me to meet him downtown at the bar in Delmonico’s Restaurant. I’d had a lot of trouble finding him and didn’t want to lose him, and in my eagerness I arrived at the Wall Street subway stop nearly half an hour early. I climbed up the steps and out into a rainy, windy night – an unusually warm night for New York at that time of year. The date was February 2, 1970: a Monday. The time was 7:35. 

         The Wall Street district is a somewhat eerie place at night under any circumstances. My mission this evening made it seem all the stranger. The narrow, twisted streets, densely crowded all day, were nearly empty. In the coffee shops a few secretaries and late-working executives and night computer attendants sat and ate their lonesome suppers or breakfasts, gazing out morosely at the rain. The district seemed to have shut itself down like an enormous machine, but I knew this was an illusion. The Street was still working hard. In its own nocturnal way, silently and secretly and unemotionally, the Street was now digesting the results of the day’s stock, bond and banking transactions. In hidden basements all around me, great gangs of computers would work all night long, patiently exuding mile upon mile of printout paper on which would be neatly recorded the births and deaths of people’s dreams. 

         Wall Street is a street of dreams, as everybody knows. It is built of steel and concrete, but its main stuff is the stuff of dreams. It could exist without steel or concrete and in fact once did: the founders of the New York Stock Exchange sometimes met under a tree. But it could not exist without dreams. The dream stuff isn’t much in evidence during the day, when the sidewalks and building lobbies and exchange floors are full of men and women milling about, gulping coffee, shoving pieces of paper at one another. It is a roaring, whirling vortex of a place during the day, this Street. But at night, when everything that was going to happen that day has happened, when the computers settle down to the task of recording and totaling and balancing accounts, the ghosts of a million dreams seem to come out and drift along the silent streets. 

         I started down Broad Street. The sign in Merrill Lynch’s window said 13,440,000 shares had changed hands on the Big Board that day. The Dow was up 2.38 points. It had been a good day for stockholders and a bad day for short-sellers; not spectacular either way, but an interesting change from recent history. The Dow had fallen steadily and rapidly for six straight days before this, gloomily extending a bear market that had lasted since the spring of 1969 (or since 1968, depending on how you identify the birth of a bear market). 

         I stood there and looked at the sign. Something made me shiver slightly. Maybe it was the rain dripping down the back of my neck. 

         Over the phone on Friday the little man had said, “The market will be up next week. A man could make some quick profits. . .” 

         I had mumbled a polite reply. I had thought: well, hell, every week the market is either up or down. The old charlatan has a fifty-percent chance of being right. 

         I stopped for a cup of coffee to kill some time. Then I walked down Beaver Street to Delmonico’s. The little man was standing at the bar waiting for me. I’d never met him, but a brokerage account executive had described him to me: a short, wispy, white-haired old man. I, in turn, had described myself to the old man over the phone. We greeted each other and shook hands. 

         “Kind of like a gnome,” the account executive had said. But the description was wrong. All the gnomes I’d ever met in my childhood Grimm’s were squat and furtively hunched and of limited intelligence. Any run-of-the-mill fairy princess could outthink then with ease. But this old gentleman carried his short, bony frame as straight as a telephone pole, and somehow he didn’t look as though he’d ever been outsmarted in his life. He had a long, thin beak of a nose. His eyes were dark brown and as clear and bright as a child’s: an incongruity in his wrinkled, yellowed, age-freckled face. 

         I’d first heard about him when I chanced to meet the account man at a party. We were talking about right and wrong guesses on the stock market. The account man started to recall some clients who were right more often than seemed fair. Every brokerage house has such clients: people who seem to possess uncanny luck or some other, unknown, maddening quality, people who always sell out just before market crashes or buy sleeper-stocks for no tangible reason and seem outrageously unsurprised when the stocks’ prices abruptly double. Stories of such people circulate around the typical brokerage houses until fact degenerates into legend and the stories’ heroes assume a fantastic and godlike infallibility. When the account executive started to talk about the little white-haired man who never guessed wrong, I first presumed I was hearing semifiction. Then I grew interested. Finally I decided the story was worth checking out, if only for its nuggets of humor. 

         It was an intriguing story. The little man had turned up at the brokerage house some fifteen years ago with about $3,000. It was almost his entire wealth, the net result of a lifetime of work in the plumbing supply business. His wife was dead. His children were grown and gone. He was all alone. He’d always wanted to try speculating in stocks but had never thought it proper to do so with his family’s roof-and-food money. Now that he had nobody to worry about except himself, he intended to take the plunge at last. He believed, he explained, that he was gifted with some kind of extrasensory perception, or ESP. He always knew what the market was going to do. Didn’t guess – knew. 

         This was what he told the first account man who took him on. The account man was a veteran of the business. He’d heard such tales often in the past. All newcomers who plunged or waded or toe-dipped into the market believed, or at least hoped, they had some special insight or cleverness not granted to anybody else. They all thought they had some winning quality, whether they defined it as ESP or a new trading system or plain old-fashioned financial acumen. Greed sank most of them in the end, whoever they were: the mad dream of tripling their money fast, the incessant failure to take twenty-percent profits when the taking was good. And so the account executive listened to the old man’s story and shrugged. The brokerage house made its living by buying and selling stocks for people. If the old man wanted to pay the commissions, that was his business. 

         The old man plunged. And won. 

         Almost all his guesses turned out to be uncannily correct. He bought during market troughs and sold out on the peaks. When he gained more experience, he did better than that: he sold short on the peaks, thereby making money when the market was falling as well as when it was rising. He bought Inland Steel at $25 in 1958 and sold at $53 the year after. He bought Kinney National at $9 in 1962 and sold out at $22 in 1963, then sold more shares short and gleefully rode the stock back down to $15 in 1964. When his first account executive retired and a new man took over – the one I was later to meet at a party – the old man multiplied his successes. He turned American Airlines into his personal roller coaster. He rode it up and down between $20 and $40 all though the late 1960s. He sold Gulf & Western short at $60 and rode it down to $25 in 1969. He was nearly infallible. He came close to achieving the universal and ridiculous Wall Street ambition of doubling one’s money every year. His account at the brokerage house grew to about $800,000. 

         The account man wouldn’t tell me his curious client’s name. This was proper, of course. Brokers, like doctors, should not mouth off in public about personal affairs to which they are privy. I finally prevailed on the account man to deliver a blind letter from me to the old man. In the letter I explained that I was a journalist, that I was interested in ESP as a market tool though not convinced of its existence and that I would like to ask some questions. In due course the old gentleman replied. His name was T. O. Tulley. He lived in a modest hotel on Manhattan’s East Side. As I had hoped, he was pleased with his success and eager to share it with somebody. 

         “I came down to the Street just about every day,” he told me as we stood at Delmonico’s bar. “I walk around and feel the – well, the aura, I suppose you’d call it. I know you’re going to ask what this aura is, and I’m sorry but I don’t really know. I have a theory about it, though. Would you like to hear the theory?” 

         “Yes sir, I would.” 

         “Very well. Shall we sit down?” 

         We sat at a table. The old gentleman was drinking Chivas Regal and water. He sipped it contemplatively. “My theory,” he said, “is that what I’ve got here is some kind of mass telepathy. You see, anything that’s going to happen on the market tomorrow is pretty well decided right now in people’s minds. You follow me? I mean, if a fellow is going to buy a thousand shares of Honeywell tomorrow, the idea is drifting about in his head now, tonight, as we sit here. And another fellow may be sitting and thinking about selling Honeywell later in the week if the price goes up to such-and-such. The market is a kind of psychological engine, you see. The numbers that come out on the tape every day are the result of what people have been thinking the previous day, the previous week and month. So if you have some way of knowing what people are thinking – if you can gauge the sum total of all those millions of thoughts – then you know roughly what the numbers on the tape are going to be.” 

         I didn’t know if I was in the presence of a genius or a nut. The whole interview had an unreal quality. Was I really sitting in mundane old New York, and was this really 1970? The dark-red lighting and ornate Victorian decor of Delmonico’s did nothing to help me orient myself. I seemed to be in a weird and unknown place, far from home, far from everything that was familiar. 

         “My head seems to be a kind of receiving station for all those millions of thoughts,” T. O. Tulley went on. “I can tell when optimism is rising and when it’s waning. Not all the time, you understand. But enough of the time.” He looked down thoughtfully at his glass and nodded, agreeing with himself. “Enough.” 

         I asked him when he had first become aware of this odd faculty. He replied that it had begun when he was a schoolboy. “I would see somebody approaching me and I’d know, before he started to speak, what he was going to speak about. Or I might be taking an arithmetic test, for instance, and I’d arrive at an answer but somehow I’d know the answer was wrong. It would feel wrong, you see? And I would work the problem again and find that my first answer was indeed wrong. But I always hesitated to tell anybody about all this. For fear of being considered crazy, you know.” He suddenly looked directly at me with his bright, brown eyes. “Do you consider me crazy, young man?” 

         “Of course not, sir,” I said, too promptly. I didn’t know if I was lying or not. 

         He chuckled. “By the way,” he said, “it now turns out I was wrong on Friday when I said the market would go up this week. Not actually wrong, perhaps, but not entirely accurate. I feel a lot of pent-up optimism in the air tonight, but it doesn’t feel deep. I mean, there’s enough for one spectacular burst of buying and then the fuel will run out, so to speak.” 

         “A burst of buying?” 

         “Yes. You watch. Tomorrow we’ll have one of the biggest price jumps we’ve had in a long time. We’ll be up at least five points on the Dow, maybe ten. But the rest of the week we’ll just drift around. You watch.” 

         We finished our drinks, then walked together to the corner of Wall and Nassau. T. O. Tulley climbed into a waiting limousine. I watched while its red taillights, reflected in the shiny, wet street, turned a corner and disappeared into the night. 

         The Dow soared 11.02 points the next day. The rest of the week it just drifted around. 

      

   
      
         II . Winners and Losers and Why 

         
            The Maddening Something 

            ONE FACT, at least, is undeniable: some people consistently do better on the stock market than others. 

            Why? Obviously some are smarter than others. Some have access to inside information denied to others. Some may have niftier trading systems than others. Others are too cautious. Others aren’t cautious enough. Others are too gullible. Others are too greedy. The list of tangible and rational factors could go on and on. But after you have distilled these factors out, something still is left. Something. 

            Two men of generally equal brightness and experience and financial acumen go into the market. One comes out with a fortune and the other comes out with holes in his pockets. Due to circumstances that neither could rationally predict, one man’s stocks went up and the other’s went down. Each man’s purchases, at the time he made them, were purchases that other reasonable men would have considered sound – would have applauded in the light of the information then available. And yet one man’s purchases turned out to be right and the other’s wrong. 

            Why? What is this something? Some would call it chance or luck: the blind, random play of uncaring circumstance. By this definition, a man like T. O. Tulley wins all the time simply because he is lucky. He is one of those statistical improbabilities that arise occasionally to confound actuaries. He wins more often than the laws of chance give him any right to expect, but the winning occurs for no particular reason. There is no grand pattern behind it. No special skill or talent within the old gentleman, nor any unseen force or agency beyond him, has shaped his winning streak. His success is only a probability-freak, a tossed coin landing heads-up ten times in a row. Such freaks are known to occur once in a while, but there is no sense in getting excited about them. They can’t be predicted or controlled. They are not caused by anything. 

            This would be the rational explanation of old T. O.’s story. But there are other explanations, which, for want of a more exact word, I’ll call irrational. I don’t necessarily use the word in its derogatory sense. I mean only that these other explanations deal with psychic and occult phenomena that can’t be seen or touched or easily measured – forces and agencies whose existence can’t even be proved to everybody’s satisfaction. Some scientists think such phenomena may exist, but the scientific world at large is by no means convinced. The phenomena are outside the boundaries of what most cool-headed observers would call the tangible and rational – hence the label “irrational.” 

            T. O. Tulley himself explains his story irrationally. He refers to telepathy. He thinks maybe he knows what people are thinking. Others might offer other irrational explanations. Some would say T. O. is simply gifted with the talent of precognition. They would say he doesn’t necessarily tune in to other people’s minds, but somehow, mysteriously, he knows what is going to happen in the future. Still others might talk about elements of control that are outside the man rather than within him. They might say he is guided by the stars, for instance, or he is locked into a harmonious vibration with some unbeatable combination of lucky numbers. 

            Me, I don’t know quite what to say. I can only mumble apologetically that the story of T. O. Tulley is true. It checks out. It is documented. T. O. Tulley is one of those market players who win all the time. 

            Often, I think I don’t like any of the irrational explanations, including T. O. Tulley’s own. Rubbish, I say. But then I examine the rational explanation and I don’t like that one much either. I’m a market player myself. Long before that I was a poker player. I’ve had personal experience with odds. I know a winning streak has got to end sooner or later. Nobody goes on winning forever. Nobody. 

            But the baffling fact is, some market players do go on winning forever. I’ve sought them out and talked to them. You’re going to meet them in this book. You’ll hear their irrational explanations. Quite possibly you won’t want to believe them. I didn’t either. I assumed they were all lying to me until they proved otherwise. I made all of them produce documentation and other evidence. I double-checked by talking to their brokers. I bulldozed some of them into making predictions whose outcome I could witness with my own eyes, and I had the predictions typed up and dated and notarized so that there could not be an argument afterward about what actually had been predicted. And in the end I had to believe them because there was no other choice. 

            The crazy fact won’t go away. There are people in and around Wall Street who approach the stock market irrationally and win. 

         

         
            An Unforgiving Game 

            Perhaps I ought to pause here to tell you who I am and how I got into this. We are going to visit some far and strange places together, you and I, and you have a right to know something about your guide. I am a journalist. I’m not an ESP buff or a dabbler in the occult. Years ago I learned that people will usually lie to a reporter when they stand to gain by lying. My scepticism increased as I aged. I became the kind of reporter who avoided doing stories about people like Joseph Banks Rhine and his ESP studies at Duke University. I irritably refused (until lately) to read books by or about prophets such as Edgar Cayce and Jeane Dixon. When people tried to interest me in the psychic and occult, I remarked that I could go into business as a prophet myself if I chose to. All I’d need to do, I said, would be to make a hundred predictions. A few would be bound to turn out right. Pure chance would see to that. I’d then write a book about my correct predictions and conveniently forget the other ninety-odd. 

            But it occurred to me one day that, on Wall Street, the rules of the crystal-ball game are much less forgiving. As the game is played on the Street, each player is required to back his predictions with money. He must be right at least fifty-one percent of the time or he loses. Later, when he’s out of the game, he is of course at liberty to lie about the accuracy of his predictions. (Among market players, as among fishermen, lying is a subcategory of the main game. It is enthusiastically practiced every evening when the bulls and bears gather at Delmonico’s and The Coachman.) But the final test of a prophet’s accuracy will always rest in one short, sharp question: how much money did he make? If he made little or none, if he goes home from Delmonico’s on the subway instead of in a limousine, you can confidently conclude he has but little worth as a prophet. He can lie until his immortal soul turns black, and you can nod pleasantly and say “oh” and “ah” because this makes him happy, but there will be no need to believe him. 

            These thoughts were floating about in my head during the late 1960s, when I began playing the market after having sat in its press gallery for a decade and a half. I started wondering about prophets. I began trying to analyze some of the reasons why people guess right and wrong. 

            There are all kinds of rational formulas designed to help people guess right. Every Wall Street advisory service has its own pet approach. There are fundamentalists such as Value Line; they study companies’ earnings records and new-product departments and executive morale. There are chartists such as Chartcraft; they pore over peaks and valleys and breakouts and head-and-shoulder formations. There are numbers-watchers such as the Institute of Dynamic Synthesis; they attempt to predict the market by studying such things as the amount of short-selling that people are doing and the amount of unused cash accumulating in brokerage-house accounts. There are swimmers-with-the-tide who think you should buy when the economic picture is rosy and everyone is happy, and there are contrary thinkers who say you should buy when everybody else is gloomy. There are all kinds of minor or subsidiary formulas. There are those who advocate dollar-averaging and those who say it’s nonsense. There are long-termers and short-termers. There are those who advocate diversity and those who advocate loading everything you’ve got on a couple of hot stocks. And on and on it goes. 

            The best you can say about these rational formulas is that each seems to work sometimes for some people. No perfect formula has yet been devised. This is the maddening thing about the stock market. No matter with what loving care, with what painstaking precision you fashion your rational system, you cannot make it immune to the buffetings of chance. The Investment Advisers Act of 1940 forbids advisory services to promise infallibility or even any great degree of cleverness. In fact, they’re required by law to say in large print, “It should not be assumed that recommendations made in the future will be profitable. . .” Wall Street knows it, and the Securities and Exchange Commission knows it: playing the market is mainly a game of chance. 

            No rational approach to the market can guarantee success. Only an irrational approach could conceivably make such a guarantee. 

            But can any irrational approach in fact make this guarantee? This is the question I’ve worried over for the past several years. Oddly, the cynical old SEC has not only refrained from laughing at me but has at times taken my quest rather seriously. The public’s apparently growing interest in psychic and occult matters (supposedly characteristic of something called the Aquarian Age, which we are now in) has presented SEC with some peculiarly embarrassing problems. Astrologers and other offbeat types have begun applying for registration under the Investment Advisers Act. The SEC fears it might look somewhat silly if it solemnly went through the rigmarole of registering a tea-leaf reader. On the other hand, on what basis can the SEC refuse? 

            “Let’s face it,” one SEC official told me, “many standard-type advisers have had a pretty sorry record over the past decade. Some offbeat forecasters have done as well or better. Who are you or I to say one man’s approach is right and another man’s is nonsense? The law doesn’t say what forecasting method you can use; it only says you must advertise the method honestly and avoid making promises.” 

            And so I went out to talk to the irrationals. 

         

         
            Feelers and Formulators 

            There are, it turns out, two broad classes of Wall Street irrationals. I call them (though some have said they wish I wouldn’t) feelers and formulators. 

            A feeler is somebody like T. O. Tulley. He has what other people might call hunches. To him they are more than hunches. He feels something is going to happen, and the feeling is so strong that he uses it as another man might use a piece of rationally derived knowledge. He has no special formula for engendering this feeling. He just sits around and the feeling comes to him. 

            A formulator is somebody who attempts to foretell or control the future through some kind of recipe or ritual, some codified set of procedures. The procedures are usually complex and usually of actual or claimed ancient origin. Among the most active formulators now operating in the stock market are astrologers and Tarot-card readers. 

            Some irrationals can be slipped into these pigeonholes very tidily. There are many astrologers, for instance, who adhere rigidly to the mathematical formulations of their esoteric science. Such a stargazer might have a very strong hunch that Xerox is going up next month, but if his celestial readings say not so, then not so. He is a pure formulator. But there are other irrationals who fit the classifications much less neatly. Modern-day witches, for instance, almost always use some combination of formulation and feeling. So don’t expect to find me doggedly classifying everybody we meet. I’ve invented these classifications mainly for purposes of a preliminary sorting-out. 

            We will meet some of these people and ponder their methods. I’ve chosen them more or less at random. But you’ll notice that all of them, feelers, formulators and “unclassifiables” alike, have two characteristics in common. 

            The first is that they aren’t afraid to make predictions about tangible events such as stock price movements. Many irrationals are afraid to make such predictions. They talk piously about “higher spiritual values.” They won’t demean their art by applying it to money. What this usually means, of course, is that they don’t want to expose themselves by making forecasts whose accuracy can be tested and measured. 

            The second characteristic shared by my favorite irrationals is that they themselves have made money on the market. You’ve heard the question asked to embarrass certain Wall Street counselors: “If he’s so smart, why ain’t he rich?” The question is perfectly proper. If a man claims to have some special insight or expertise relating to the market, it’s reasonable to ask why he doesn’t play the game himself instead of shambling up and down the sidelines selling advice. I’ve applied this prickly question to the irrationals. I’ve listened mainly to those who (1) had been willing to risk their own money on their theories and (2) had won the game. 

            The irrationals you’re about to meet may not be smart. That’s for you to decide. But they all have guts. And they are all rich. 

         

      

   
      
         III. The Ancients 

         
            Legends of the Golden Touch 

            OUR EXCURSION into past history will be brief. What mainly concerns us is the stock market as it exists today, not yesterday. We want to find out whether you and I, novice mystics that we are, can make any money by approaching the market irrationally in the 1970s. Yet it seems useful to first establish that this psychic and occult business is not a new and perhaps ephemeral fad. It has a long history. Even an honorable one, possibly. There have been stock-market irrationals as long as there have been stock markets. Many of them died millionaires. 

            The Dutch had a lively stock market and commodity exchange going at Amsterdam early in the seventeenth century. People bought and sold stock in, among other things, tulip bulbs. It was one of the wildest markets in financial history: magnificently unregulated, gorgeously speculative. A single tulip bulb once climbed in price from the equivalent of a few dollars to roughly $5,000 in less than two years, impelled (so the owner believed) by a witch’s magic spell. While other seventeenth-century nations were hanging their witches or elaborately torturing them to death for the public’s entertainment, the canny Dutch used witches to make money. Amsterdam was full of expatriate witches selling market spells. Family legend has it that one of my ancestors bought about $100 worth of tulip bulbs in 1632 and paid a witch to assure the investment’s success. By 1636, in a bull market so wild that the Dutch government was soon to suspend tulip trading altogether, my ancestor’s bulbs and their progeny were worth something like $150,000. He and the witch emigrated to America and (so the story goes) lived happily and rationally ever after. 

            And two centuries later there was another Dutchman, Cornelius (Commodore) Vanderbilt. He had begun his career with a small, ratty ferryboat business in New York. He parlayed it into one of the most colossal personal fortunes ever amassed on earth. How? By playing the market in consultation with ghosts. Vanderbilt kept several pet mediums around. They raised ghosts of dead businessmen and others who, in the discorporate state, were able to see the future. The Commodore consulted these obliging ghosts before making any of his sensational moves on the stock market. The ghosts’ counsel was obviously excellent. 

            And there was Evangeline Adams. She was an astrologer. She turned up in New York in 1899 and rapidly became Wall Street’s most famous and best-loved stargazer. With astounding success she counseled some of the biggest market players who ever thundered up and down the Street. Two of her clients were Jacob Stout and Seymour Cromwell, both in their time presidents of the New York Stock Exchange and both inordinately rich when they died. Another client was John Pierpont Morgan. He became almost ludicrously dependent on Evangeline. He wanted to spend the last years of his life touring Egypt and the Orient and other mysterious places with her, studying occult wisdom. But Evangeline loved the stock market too much to leave New York for that long a time. 

            And there was Jesse Lauriston Livermore, a contemporary of J. P. Morgan and at times his bitter enemy. Livermore was apparently a clairvoyant. I say “apparently” because nobody knew just what he was. He didn’t know either. At any rate his is one of the most fascinating and towering and tragic figures in the mythology of Wall Street irrationals. Consider his story. 

         

         
            “Something Sinister” 

            He was a compellingly handsome man. Tall and lean, with flowing blond hair and icy blue eyes, he attracted women as a hot stock attracts plungers. He married three times and he kept mistresses in apartments and hotels all over America and Europe. He traveled with a retinue of flunkies and sycophants. He could hardly walk a block anywhere in New York without being buttonholed by somebody who wanted market advice. And yet he was always a lonely man, and in the end he was as bitterly lonely as a man can possibly be. 

            The story of Jesse Livermore would be too weird to believe if its main points were not documented in Wall Street’s archives. He was the son of a dirt-poor Massachusetts farmer. In his teens he decided farming wasn’t his dish. He went to Boston and hunted for a job. By sheer accident the first job that came his way was in a brokerage house. He was hired as a board-boy. It was his job to chalk up price quotations for the benefit of customers in the board room. These were the 1890s: what is now done by electronic display devices was then done by scurrying boys. 

            After working at this job a number of weeks, young Jesse Livermore discovered an odd fact about himself. He found he could often guess which way a stock was going to move. He didn’t know how he did this. He knew only that it happened. For fun he began recording some of his guesses on the quote board. He would write down a stock’s current price and next to it he would draw a tiny arrow pointing up or down – indicating his forecast of whether the next price would be higher or lower. The board-room regulars noticed this with amusement at first, then with increasing fascination. 

            “Good heavens, young man!” said one old gentleman in 1893. “If I were right as often as you, I could buy the entire city of Boston! How did you do it?” 

            “I don’t know, sir,” said Jesse Livermore. “It’s just a feeling I get from watching a stock go up and down. After a while I seem to know which way it ought to go next.” 

            This was as close as he ever got to an explanation of his uncanny talent. He attempted other explanations at various times in his career, but the attempts were never successful. Toward the end of his life, in 1940, he published a partly autobiographical book called How to Trade in Stocks, subtitled “The Livermore Formula for Combining Time-Element and Price.” He tried earnestly in this book to tell readers how they could make their killings. He presented odd little market recipes involving secondary rallies and pivotal points and things like that. But as a how-to book it wasn’t very useful. The “Livermore Formula” was in fact inexplicable, at least in rational terms. 

            The most fascinating passages in the book are those in which he talks about the irrational. How did he know when a stock was about to drop in price? “There would come a time,” he says, “when, after the market closed, I would become restive. That night I would find sound sleep difficult. Something would jog me into consciousness. . . Something sinister would seem impending. . .” And that was how he knew. 

            His peculiar talent ripened as he grew to manhood. One day in 1893 the board-boy drew his little arrows next to the quotations of about fifteen different stocks. All fifteen predictions turned out to be correct. This caused such a stir in the board room that the brokerage management, not wishing to get a reputation for dabbling in the occult, ordered young Livermore to quit drawing arrows. He obeyed. But now the Wall Street bug had bitten him – and this disease, as any stockbuyer knows, is virtually incurable. Forbidden to play the game by drawing arrows, Livermore decided to try playing it with money. He borrowed $10 from a fellow employee, put it into Burlington Railroad stock and came out with $13. He paid back the $10, reinvested the $3 and rapidly doubled it. His career was launched. 

            There existed in those days, in Boston as in most other cities, a type of enterprise called a “bucket shop.” These shops promoted stock-market gambling in its most bizarre and exaggerated forms. In a bucket shop you didn’t buy stocks themselves. Instead, you placed various kinds of bets on price movements. It was pure horse race. The odds were shamelessly rigged in favor of the house. While a speculator could hope for an occasional killing or a short run of luck, the odds against anyone winning consistently were astronomical. 

            Jesse Livermore began visiting bucket shops during his lunch breaks. And he beat the shops at their own crazy game. With his strange precognitive talent it was like shovelling up money from the sidewalks. He quickly ran his tiny stake up to $2,500. As his capital and his bets grew bigger, the bucket shops started to worry. One by one they refused to do business with this enigmatic, icy-eyed young man. Finally there wasn’t a bucket shop in Boston that would take his money. 

            He had long nurtured a dream of getting closer to the action. This seemed to be as good a time as any. He quit his job, moved to New York and set himself up in business as a full-time market player. He was then twenty-one years old. 

            His psychic talent seemed to wane for a few years. New York cowed and confused him at first. Then the talent revived. By 1906 he had multiplied his money to about half a million dollars. And in that year he made the first of several monumental killings that were to make him a legend. 

         

         
            The Union Pacific Affair 

            Livermore had become fond of a hair-raisingly risky gambit called short-selling. In this maneuver, which some counselors call sheer madness, you sell a stock before you own it. You hope the price will go down. If it does, you “cover,” or buy later at a price lower than what you’ve already sold it for. The rules governing such transactions have been tightened considerably since Livermore’s day, but back then you could sell huge blocks of stock short without putting up more than a pinch of your own money. If your guess was right, you could double your money overnight. If your guess was wrong, you could be wiped out. 

            Livermore strolled into a broker’s office one day in 1906 and said he wanted to sell Union Pacific short. The broker was perplexed. Sell Union Pacific short? It was a supremely foolhardy thing to do. A bull market was in progress. Union Pacific was one of the hottest growth stocks on the board. It was the IBM of its day. Far from selling it short, the vast majority of speculators were greedily buying it on margin. “Please think twice, sir!” the broker urged. 

            Still Livermore insisted. He went short on several thousand shares. According to observers who were hanging around the broker’s office at the time, Livermore had a vaguely puzzled air about him, as though he didn’t quite understand his own actions. And yet, as he walked out of the office, he seemed oddly serene. 

            The next day he came back, still looking puzzled, and sold more thousands of shares short. 

            On the next day, April 18, 1906, San Francisco was smashed by an earthquake. Millions of dollars in Union Pacific track and other property, plus untold millions in potential earnings, vanished beneath the rubble. The company’s stock hung, quivering, for a day, then fell like a winged duck. Livermore came out of the deal some $300,000 richer. 

            “How did you know?” they asked him later. Jesse Livermore could only shrug helplessly. 

            It was the same in the following year, 1907. That year started as a boom year. Stock prices climbed crazily. Optimism was rampant. But in the midst of it Livermore suddenly and unaccountably started selling stocks short. 

            “You’re mad!” a Swiss banker friend said. 

            Livermore nodded gloomily. “You could be right,” he replied. Once again he seemed puzzled by his own moves. 

            Then, absolutely without warning, the market crashed. The panic grew so extreme that there was talk of closing the New York Stock Exchange. When the dust cleared, Jesse Livermore had cleaned up something like $3 million. 

            And so it went throughout his life. There were times when his forecasting ability seemed to falter and he made disastrously wrong guesses, but he always recovered fast. He became improbably rich. He had a sumptuous apartment on New York’s Park Avenue, a huge estate on Long Island, a yacht, his own private railroad car and more women than seemed reasonable. All these were his winnings from a borrowed $10 stake. 

         

         
            Wipe-out 

            And then things began to go wrong. Early in October 1929, he told his Swiss banker friend, “I must be getting old, Hans.” (He was in fact fifty-one.) “I don’t feel sure of myself any more. I have a feeling the stock market is going to make big news this month. I feel some kind of tension gathering. But I don’t know whether to go short or long.” 

            “Why don’t you just pull out?” suggested the cautious Swiss. 

            Livermore shrugged. “I don’t know what to do. I just don’t know any more.” 

            He was right about one thing. The market made big news. The worst market crash in history began at the end of the month Livermore should have been short, but he was long. He tried to recoup his losses over the next few years, but it was no use. In 1934 he declared bankruptcy. 

            “I don’t have it any more, Hans,” he told his Swiss friend. “Whatever it was, it’s gone.” 

            Hans had learned to trust Livermore’s premonitions over the years. Following his own suggestion, Hans had pulled all his money out of the market early in October 1929. He was rich, and grateful. Through his Swiss banking connections he arranged to get Livermore a new stake. Livermore went back into the market. But as he himself had said, “it” was gone. The new stake gradually dwindled. 

            One afternoon in December 1940, Jesse Livermore strolled into New York’s Sherry-Netherland Hotel, drank two old-fashioneds, went to the men’s room and shot himself. 

         

      

   
      
         IV. The Feelers 

         
            The Lady Who Knew 

            MY SEARCH for more feelers like Jesse Livermore and T. O. Tulley led me to a most unlikely place: the Newark (New Jersey) College of Engineering. 

            Newark is the metropolis of my boyhood memories. I attended my first burlesque show and tasted my first beer and received certain other elements of my education in Newark, and, being fond of it, I feel privileged to speak freely about it. Newark is perhaps the most egregiously prosaic, maybe the ugliest, certainly among the least mystic cities on the face of the earth. It is a dirty and sullen old city of potholed streets, cheap bars and $10 prostitutes. Somewhere near the middle of it sits the Newark College of Engineering, also prosaic and also without beauty. It is a no-nonsense kind of place, this Newark College. It has no grassy campus or secluded groves where one might wander and dream. Nor are stars often visible in the patches of smoggy, greenish sky between its close-crowded buildings. It is not the kind of place in which you would expect to find studies of the irrational going on. 

            Yet it was here that I found an enthusiastic group of engineers studying precognitions (a university word for “prophecy”) as applied to the world of business. And through them I met one of their favorite experimental subjects: a remarkable market-feeler named Mary Tallmadge. 

            “We’ve been recording Mary’s market predictions on tape for about two years,” said research associate E. Douglas Dean. “Her accuracy is uncanny.” 

            Dean, a tall, gray-haired Englishman whose early education was in chemistry, impressed me as a calm and level-headed man. Even more impressive in this way was the other co-chief of Newark College’s precognition study project, Professor John Mihalasky. “I’m an engineer,” said Mihalasky flatly. “I’m not interested in a thing if I can’t see some practical application developing out of it. Around here, precognition studies aren’t a laboratory game. We’re trying to see if we can help businessmen put these phenomena to use.” 

            These two men, Dean and Mihalasky, were unlike the dreamy-eyed mystics I’d met in certain other corners of the irrational world. They talked in English, for one thing. They didn’t gibber about “karma” or “lost secrets of the ancients.” They seemed to have grown from the very air and soil of hard old Newark, New Jersey. They were straightforwardly practical men, even prosaic. And somehow, therefore, trustworthy. 

            I told them I’d like to interview May Tallmadge. It was arranged that Douglas Dean and I meet her for lunch. 

            The agreed-upon date was Tuesday, September 29, 1970. A week beforehand, I phoned Miss Tallmadge at her home in Verona, New Jersey. I asked, “Can you give me a market prediction for next week?” 

            “Certainly,” she said without hesitation. “I see it as bullish. The market will be climbing all week. Doug Dean already has that prediction on tape: a bullish market for the next two weeks.” 

            “How about the day when we’re going to meet?” I asked. “Tuesday?” 

            “Up a little,” she said, after a short pause. “Two points or so on the Dow.” 

            She didn’t hedge or qualify her predictions. She seemed perfectly sure. I hung up, feeling again the odd sense of dislocation I’d felt in Delmonico’s with T. O. Tulley. 

            That Monday, September 28, Egypt’s President Nasser suddenly died, bringing an already uncertain Middle East situation to the brink of apparent chaos. The news of Nasser’s death reached America late that Monday afternoon, after the big East Coast stock markets were closed. The evening-news pundits on television speculated that this might bring on a market slump – and, listening, I found no fault with their reasoning. Mary Tallmadge, I thought, you’ve goofed. 

            The next morning I sat around in a broker’s board room and watched the tape. It was as pundits had feared. The market seemed to be in a state of fright. The Dow was slipping rapidly. By eleven A.M. it was down more than four points. 

            “Oh, Jesus,” said an elderly gentleman sitting next to me, “this is going to be a bad day. I had a feeling I should sell short this morning, but I didn’t have the goddamn guts. Why don’t I ever listen to myself?” 

            “You think it’ll drop all day?” I asked. 

            “Jesus, yes. We’ll be off ten points at the close. I’ve seen this kind of day before. It starts slow and gets worse. The panic builds up. Jesus.” 

            Up two points, Mary Tallmadge had said. 

            Up, hell. 

            Miss Mary Tallmadge, when she arrived at the restaurant, turned out to be a cheerful and relaxed lady of fifty-seven. When I told her the market was already down four points, she shrugged. “I’m not right every time,” she said. 

            Obviously not, I thought cynically. 

            But after lunch I went back to the board room and sat there until the market closed, and when it closed the Dow was up 1.99. For reasons that not even the next day’s Wall Street Journal could sort out satisfactorily, the market had recovered from its shock at Nasser’s death and had changed course in the middle of the day. Mary Tallmadge’s prediction had missed the mark by one-hundredth of a point. 

            And, as she had predicted, the market’s course was up for the rest of the week, finishing with a confident six-point surge on Friday and going on to a dandy ten-pointer the following Monday. 

            Who and what is Miss Mary Tallmadge? 

         

         
            The Telex Caper and Other Adventures 

            “I’ve had this clairvoyant thing most of my life,” she told me as she sipped a dry Manhattan. “But I only got into market prediction in 1968.” 

            It happened because of an equally unusual lady named Marti Pogue, who lives in Miami. Marti Pogue is a skilled and highly sophisticated market player. She doesn’t content herself with merely buying stocks when she thinks the market will rise. She sells short on occasion. She trades in puts-and-calls. She also manages a number of private investment accounts: money turned over to her by widows, divorcees and other wealthy Miami citizens who would rather have her play the game for them than try it themselves. Marti Pogue makes almost her entire living on the market. “I do all right,” she told me when I talked to her early in October 1970. “I was doing all right long before I met Mary Tallmadge. Mary would have had to be pretty darned good to impress me. She was. She is.” 

            The meeting between the two women took place because Marti Pogue, casually interested in ESP and similar irrational phenomena, chanced one day to read a book about the famous Washington, D.C., prophet, Jeane Dixon. Marti was puzzled by Jeane Dixon’s apparent ability to see the future. “I spent several days thinking about it and wondering about it. One day I happened to mention the book to a friend. I said, ‘I wish I could have somebody like Jeane Dixon predicting the stock market for me.’ I meant it as a joke, but the friend took me seriously. He said, ‘I know somebody who’s just as good as Jeane Dixon, maybe better. Lady named Mary Tallmadge. Like to talk to her?’ ” 

            The friend, it turned out, had seen Mary Tallmadge giving a demonstration of her psychic talent somewhere in New Jersey and had been impressed. He and Marti Pogue placed a long-distance phone call from Miami to Verona, New Jersey. 

            “I felt foolish,” Marti Pogue recalls. “But then, over the phone, Mary Tallmadge told me what color my car was and gave me some details of my personal life – facts she couldn’t have known rationally. She also told me I was about to catch a cold. I did, the next day. I was intrigued. From then on, I phoned her once in a while just to talk.” 

            Marti Pogue is a rational and intelligent woman. She did not ask Mary Tallmadge for stock-market advice in those first few phone talks. Marti was doing nicely without irrational help. But one day early in 1968, on a sudden impulse, she brought up the subject. 

            “Mary,” she said, “what do you think of the market?” 

            Mary paused, then said, “I see a very bullish time coming soon. The market will go way up.” 

            The prediction seemed unlikely to Marti. After peaking just over 950 in the fall of 1967, the Dow had dropped, recovered, dropped again. It was now in the 840 range and still heading down. Fundamentalists and technical analysts alike were morosely predicting more trouble ahead. Chartists were gazing at a classic head-and-shoulders, which (as they read it) augured a further drop. Marti was short on some stocks, long on others and not sure which way to turn. 

            Then President Johnson suddenly announced he wasn’t going to run for re-election, and this combined with a number of unforeseen economic factors to kick the market upward, so that by the end of 1968 the ebullient Dow was just a hair short of 1,000. 

            Marti Pogue closed out her short positions when the upward move began. “I should have covered earlier. If I’d listened to Mary I would have made a lot more money. But . . .” 

            But Marti was still a rational woman. The idea of playing the market with irrational counsel was foreign to her entire investment training. 

            She was growing more and more fascinated by this strange New Jersey psychic, however. “So many of Mary’s predictions were turning out correct that I’d begun keeping records of them. One day she told me I as was about to get involved in some lawsuits, for instance. It didn’t seem likely to me. My life was peaceful. But then suddenly it happened: before I could catch my breath I was involved in a private lawsuit, an argument with the Internal Revenue Service and another argument with a retail-credit bureau. And as more and more of Mary’s predictions came true I began to wonder, what’s going on here?” 

            One day Marti decided to find out whether Mary Tallmadge could predict individual stock movements as well as she predicted the Dow. “What stock looks good to you?” Marti asked. 

            Mary Tallmadge paused for a moment, then said, “United Fruit.” 

            The stock was then selling at around $42 per share. Marti bought a few round lots, “just for fun. . . I told a friend what I was doing and he laughed at me. I laughed at myself. The whole idea was silly, of course.” 

            But then United Fruit suddenly started to move. It jumped more than $9 in a single day. Marti finally sold some of her shares at $61 and the rest at $69. 

            The two women were only telephone voices to each other for a long while. They met face-to-face for the first time when Marti made a business trip to New York. They went to a nightclub together. “I’d been sure we’d like each other in person as well as over the phone,” says Marti. “We did. And after that meeting, Mary’s predictions seemed to get even more accurate – more finely pinpointed, you know? It was amazing.” 

            Mary Tallmadge now began to give her Miami friend regular market prophecies. Marti acted on some, disregarded others. “I disregarded them when they didn’t seem to make sense, when they didn’t agree with rational forecasts. But Mary has only been wrong once. That was on a prediction about Anaconda. She said it would go up in a certain period, but it didn’t.” 

            Mary Tallmadge predicted the 1969 bear market with perfect accuracy. She foresaw the beginning of the drop in late 1968, the brief recovery in the spring of 1969, the disastrous plunge of the summer. (By this time Douglas Dean had met her and begun studying and taping her strange talent.) 

            Marti Pogue made a lot of money during the 1969-70 bear market. Consider her Telex caper, for instance. She sold Telex short at around $135, watched it drop about $15 and was about to cover and get out with what seemed like a reasonable profit. “But something made me phone Mary first. I wasn’t in the habit of phoning her before every move I made, but this time I did. I told her I was about to close out my short-position in Telex.” 

            Mary Tallmadge said, “I wouldn’t if I were you.” 

            “No?” 

            “No. Telex has a lot further to drop. By the time it’s finished, it’ll be less than half the price it started at.” 

            Marti hesitated over that move for a long time. A short-position is not a comfortable position. It is, in fact, perhaps the stock market’s best substitute for mind-expanding drugs. High exhilaration alternates in the mind with indescribable and ghastly fear. Sometimes both occupy the mind at once and threaten to blow it through the top of the skull. (Some said of Jesse Livermore that his addiction to shorting drove him mad and led to his suicide.) 

            Telex wavered up and down. Several times Marti reached for the phone. “I kept wanting to call the broker and close out. But each time I put my hand on the phone I’d think, ‘Well, just one more day.’ ” 

            And then Telex abruptly dropped like a stone. Marti Pogue made about $8,000 on the way down. 

         

         
            Bulls and Bears and Conveyor Belts 

            “I see the future by going there,” Mary Tallmadge told me over the lunchtable. “I guess you could say I slip into a kind of trance. It isn’t a sleeping trance. I’m wide awake. If somebody talks to me, I hear and answer. But unless I’m interrupted, the everyday world seems to fade out. I seem to drift into another world, a different time plane.” 

            “Yes, I’ve heard others explaining precognition that way,” said Douglas Dean. “A different time plane. It’s as though, down here in our everyday world, time is rigid and locked. But on another plane it’s fluid. You can move around in it, you see? If you can ever lift your mind into that other plane, you can drift into the future.” 

            “What does it feel like?” I asked. “What do you see?” 

            “I see things symbolically,” Mary Tallmadge replied. “When I’m thinking about the stock market, I get a vision of a bull and a bear playing around a moving conveyor belt. It’s always this same vision. The conveyor belt is the market. The bull and bear climb over it and under it, jostle each other, try to push each other off. Sometimes one of them rides on the belt while the other sleeps underneath. They seem to have a life of their own. I don’t control them with my mind, I just – well, watch them. And whatever I see them doing is what the market will do in the future.” 

            “How do you know what part of the future you’re looking at?” I asked. “I mean, how do you know whether you’re seeing next week or next year?” 

            Mary Tallmadge thought about that question for a while. It was obviously hard to answer. “Well,” she said finally, “usually I just plain know. I can’t explain how I know, I just do. I guess it’s mostly a matter of how close I see the conveyor belt. If I see just a short section of it, like a close-up shot in the movies, I know I’m looking at the near future, a week or a few weeks ahead. If I see the belt stretching far away into the distance, I know I’m looking at the far future.” 

            I must have fidgeted uncomfortably in my chair or grimaced or shown my scepticism in some other way, for Mary Tallmadge suddenly laughed. “You don’t quite buy this, do you?” she said. 

            “Frankly, no,” I said. “This business of timing is what bothers me. I still don’t see how you know what part of the future you’re in.” 

            She lit a cigarette and sat and thought for a few moments. Then she said, “How do you know today is Tuesday?” 

            “Because yesterday was Monday.” 

            “How do you know that? When you wake up each morning, you know what day it is, don’t you? You don’t have to figure it out by studying a calendar. You just know, and you usually don’t stop to ask how you know. It’s Tuesday because it feels like Tuesday. And that’s how the future feels. I know I’m looking at next week because it feels like next week.” 

            “But sometimes she sees a calendar,” said Douglas Dean. 

            “Yes,” she said, “sometimes there’s a calendar hanging over the conveyor belt, or there’s a – well, a sort of impression of a calendar somewhere in the background. That’s when I can pinpoint market moves to the day.” 

            “And how about individual stocks?” I asked. 

            “That happens symbolically, too. While I’m watching the bull and bear, the scene may suddenly fade back and I’ll find myself seeing something else in the foreground. Like United Fruit. I was watching the bull riding the conveyor belt. He was definitely in control, head high, very confident. And then I saw a boat with the United Fruit trademark painted on it. The boat was piled high with bananas. They glinted in the sun as though they were made of gold. I knew what I was seeing. It was a beautiful market tip. United Fruit stock was going to move way up in a few weeks.” 

            I asked, “Where do you suppose this talent came from?” 

            “Training,” she replied simply. “I just trained myself to do it.” 

            Her reply was unusual and refreshing. Many clairvoyants, maybe most, talk as though their odd talent is a rare and God-given gift. In fact they tend to become sickeningly pious about it. You reach for the Pepto Bismol. But here was Mary Tallmadge telling me her talent was merely a learnable craft, like plumbing. 

            “You believe you can take ordinary folk and make them into market prophets?” I asked. 

            “Certainly,” said Mary Tallmadge. 

            She has a group of eight private students who meet once a week at her home. She also teaches in an adult night school at Fair Lawn, New Jersey. 

            If you want to play the market Mary Tallmadge’s way, see the Appendix for instructions. 

         

         
            The Hunch Phenomenon 

            “We got into this when we started wondering about hunches in the business world,” Professor Mihalasky said. 

            I was sitting in the office he and Douglas Dean share at the Newark College. It was a large but densely cluttered room. Engineering and statistical texts crowded the bookshelves, tables and desks. Outside, a construction project clanked and yammered. The absence of occult or mystical atmosphere was total. 

            “You know some men are right more often than others,” said the professor. “In the stock market, in general business decisions. Nobody ever knew why. It seemed to be a matter of having the right hunches at the right times. Alfred Sloan – the General Motors man, you know – said once that the final phase of any business decision in intuitive. You never have all the information you really need to make a decision. You can spend months gathering data and studying the question, but finally you’ve got to go or not go on a hunch. That’s the way it is on the stock market, isn’t it?” 

            “Yes indeed,” I said. I remembered all the times I’d bought and sold stocks. Each time I would try to arrive at the decision in a rational and scholarly way, studying facts, reading advisory opinions, getting counsel from my broker. But in the end it was pure hunch. The final moment of placing the buy or sell order was always a moment of terror. Like stepping off a cliff in the dark and hoping the ground wasn’t too far down. 

            In the dark. It’s always in the dark. 

            “Now,” said the professor, “why do some men’s hunches turn out right more often than other men’s? This was the question we asked. And we figured it might have something to do with precognition. I didn’t buy it at first. But we studied the notion and found that’s what it was all about. It turns out that some men, without knowing it or being consciously aware of it, possess an intuitive knowledge of the future.” 

            Mihalasky and Dean studied the question by programming a computer to crank out numbers at random. Before the computer started cranking, groups of men and women would be asked to predict what those numbers would be. “Some people consistently and repeatedly did better than others. If the computer prints out a hundred digits, you’d expect to score ten right by chance alone. Ten is what most people score most of the time – eight, ten, twelve. But some people consistently score fifteen, twenty. The odds against scoring twenty by chance are astronomical.” 

            “And the high scorers would be the ones who would do well on the market?” 

            “Presumably, yes. They are the ones with this uncanny ability to know the future. Or to get hints about it somehow. We ran another experiment to see whether our laboratory results would be reflected in a man’s actual success in life. . .” 

            The Newark engineers went to a business convention and rounded up two groups of company presidents. One group consisted of men who had doubled or better than doubled their companies’ earnings in the previous five years – men whose business hunches had obviously been right most of the time. The other group consisted of men who had not doubled earnings. The lab results turned out as expected. The earnings-doublers scored high in the computerized numbers-predicting game. The nondoublers scored low. Mihalasky’s conclusion: “The earnings-doublers appeared to possess this talent of precognition.” 

             Mihalasky’s and Dean’s studies have attracted a good deal of attention in the business world. In the academic world, too. Among the most interested observers have been, oddly, the Soviets. 

            Russians, as a nation, have a large and passionate interest in anything occult or mystical, and much solemn and often weird research in ESP and related phenomena is afoot in government-funded Soviet laboratories. Some Russians, too – without their government’s blessing – harbor an equally large and passionate love of the United States stock market. 

            Having no stock market of their own, those who are inclined to play our national game must of course play it in our stadium. They do it through trusted American intermediaries and Swiss bank accounts. Some are said to have done remarkably well, particularly in the bear years of 1969 and 1970. There is something about the dark Tartar temperament, apparently, that makes Russians take to short-selling as ducks to water. Moreover, Russian market players appear to have been helped by their national interest in ESP. They aren’t embarrassed about attempting to use ESP on the market. To them, such an irrational approach is natural, almost as ordinary and acceptable as point-and-future charting or any other rational system is to us. 

            A couple of years ago a Russian wandered around to Newark College and asked to see Mihalasky’s lab. “He said he was a professor at some Soviet university,” Mihalasky recalls. “He said he was studying ESP and wanted to see what the Americans were doing. So all right, I extended the usual academic courtesies. Showed him around, gave him copies of our papers, answered his questions. He thanked me and went away. Later some friends of mine went to Russia and I asked them to look the guy up. The guy wasn’t at the university he’d named. Nor had the Soviet government ever heard of him. There was no professor by that name anywhere in Russia. I suspect he was just trying to learn about our business-ESP studies for purposes of his own.” 

            For purposes of the stock market, perhaps. Mihalasky’s friends traveling in Russia were Sheila Ostrander and Lynn Schroeder, who in 1970 turned out a massively documented book entitled Psychic Discoveries Behind the Iron Curtain (Prentice-Hall). They talked to literally hundreds of Russians, Czechs, Poles and others who were involved in ESP research, and among those hundreds were many with a cheerful, straightforward and not very Communistic attitude toward capital gains. 

            “What will ESP be used for in the future?” the two Americans asked Dr. Milan Ryzl in Prague. Dr. Ryzl, famous throughout the Communist academic world, gets people to foretell the future by hypnotizing them into a light trance similar to Mary Tallmadge’s. 

            Dr. Ryzl guessed that ESP will be used in the future to make money. 

         

         
            The Curious Case of Table Eight 

            One area of ESP research that particularly fascinates Russian academicians, according to Ostrander and Schroeder, is the peculiar notion of “electronic augmentation.” The Russians’ theory is that since the human brain apparently works by means of minuscule electric currents, the phenomenon of ESP must also be electronic in nature. If this is so, the Russians reason, then it ought to be possible to devise equipment – radio- or radarlike equipment, perhaps – that would augment or amplify the brain’s ESP abilities, if any exist. Several Russian universities have been experimenting with such devices, and some have claimed astounding success. 

            Russians who are interested in this odd approach suggest a corollary theory. If ESP talent can be artificially juiced up, they say, there might conceivably be times and places in which such augmentation happens by accident. In any given city there might be some street corner near a television transmitter, or a room somewhere next to a large collection of electrical generating equipment, where stray magnetic or other electronic emanations form some kind of force-field in which people’s ESP abilities are amplified. The idea seems science-fictionish, and yet . . . 

            And yet consider the curious case of “Table Eight.” 

            The restaurant, on the East Side of Manhattan, is called Maria’s Cin Cin. It is outwardly a perfectly ordinary small restaurant of the type that abounds in New York and every other city. It is dark and cozy. It serves excellent Italian meals and a strange, somewhat sinister drink called a Purple – compounded basically like a martini, but with a purple ingredient whose nature the proprietor has never revealed. TV and advertising folk patronize Maria’s for lunch; local apartment-dwellers and theatre-bound couples come around for the evening cocktail hour and dinner; a few habitués use the place as their nocturnal clubhouse. 

            In a dark corner, behind a curtain, stands Table Number Eight. Anybody who sits at this table and maintains a properly receptive state of mind, Maria’s regulars say, can expect to have at least a mildly interesting psychic experience and maybe a startling one. 

            Maria Bragalini, a small, energetic, dark-haired woman who runs the establishment with her husband, likes to stand behind the bar at night and tell Table Eight stories. She tells of an out-of-work actress who, sitting there one night, unaccountably became convinced she should leave immediately and walk east to Second Avenue. On the corner of Second Avenue and Fifty-Third Street she ran into an ad-agency friend who, the next day, hired her to act in a TV commercial. And there was a man who, eating dinner at Table Eight, suddenly sat bolt upright and said, “My God, my wife is dead!” He was correct. His wife died in a car accident near Chicago, evidently at that precise moment. And as for stories of stock market hunches, Maria Bragalini tells them by the dozen. 

            Neither she nor any of her regulars has any very precise theory about the phenomenon of Table Eight. One regular, a young woman who works for a publishing company, echoes the Russians’ notion of accidental juicing up. “Some kind of emanations must converge right there at that table,” she says. “Maybe they come from some of the big air conditioners around here or from high-voltage equipment down below in the subways or – who knows? Anyway, what seems to happen is that something comes to a focus at Table Eight, and the results is that people’s psychic voltage gets stepped up.” 

            Well, perhaps. I sat at Table Eight one night and was not visited by the promised psychic experience. (One problem was that I didn’t know what the psychic experience would feel like if I felt it. I didn’t know what to look for.) I talked to Maria Bragalini and listened to her narratives but of course could not accept what she said at face value. The Table Eight business might been mere fiction, after all: an elaborate publicity gimmick. I recognized, in her defense, that Table Eight stories had been going on for some twenty years and she had made little attempt to publicize the fact – had even refused a publisher’s request that she write a book on the subject. Still, I was bound by the reportorial law that says people must be assumed to lie when they stand to gain by lying. 

            So I talked to some of Maria’s regulars. And one man told me a story of a most intriguing market hunch. 

            Gannon Selden is a short, blond man of about forty who works for a large advertising and public-relations agency. One day in the fall of 1970, he told me, he and a friend ate lunch at Table Eight. “You can’t sit at Table Eight any time you want,” he said. “Other people know about it, and sometimes there’s a waiting list. On this day I particularly wanted to sit there because my friend and I were trying to work out a complicated deal. I figured we could use all the help we could get, occult or otherwise. I reserved the table a week in advance.” 

            They drank a couple of Purples. As they talked, Selden doodled on a notepad. “It’s a habit of mine. I gave up smoking a few years ago and I guess I need something to do with my hands. So I doodle. I don’t always realize what I’m drawing or writing. Sometimes I draw faces, sometimes wacky designs, sometimes word or alphabets or numbers. At the end of a conversation or meeting I’ll look at what I’ve doodled and think, Now, why the hell did I do that? Doodling is an expression of the subconscious mind, you know. There are even some psychologists who make a study of it. You can see Freudian symbolism in it sometimes. Well, anyway, after that lunch at Table Eight I looked at what I’d done . . .” 

            He opened his wallet and pulled out a limp, folded piece of yellow paper. “I saved it because it was so unusual. Here, look.” 

            The paper was covered with faces, things that looked like suspension bridges and other designs. In the upper right-hand corner was an ornate, oval design that looked something like an antique hand-mirror. In the middle of the oval was this esoteric set of symbols: 

            AMR 

            + 

            50% 

            11471 

            “I didn’t have the faintest idea what it meant, if anything. I thought maybe it was just a random bunch of letters and numbers, the kind I often come up with when I’m doodling. I showed it to my friend, but he couldn’t make anything of it either. He had to leave early, so I sat at the table and had a glass of wine and looked at the doodle some more. And suddenly it occurred to me that this might be some crazy kind of market tip. I figured the numbers on the bottom – the 11471 – might be a date, either 1/14/71 or 11/4/71, January 14th or November 4th. And the ‘plus fifty percent’ seemed to mean that something was going to go up fifty percent in price by one of those dates. But the ‘AMR’ meant nothing to me. I play the market a lot, but I’m not really that much of an expert. I stared at that AMR for a long time until I finally realized it might be a ticker symbol.” 

            He arose from the table and phoned his broker, who told him that AMR is indeed a ticker symbol, representing American Airlines. 

            “Now, what I’m going to tell you next may sound incredibly dumb,” Selden said, “But before you write me off as an outright lunatic, you should know a little more about my situation. Back then, in the fall of 1970, I was going through some rough times. I’d just been divorced from my wife, and the agency where I work was having some bad recession troubles and my job was in danger. I was badly upset about everything, drinking too much – you know how a man can get. I wasn’t thinking clearly. My world seemed to be coming to an end, and I was in a mood to take stupid risks. I figured nothing mattered any more. So when my broker told me what AMR meant, I took the wildest market plunge I’ve ever taken in my life.” 

            Selden at that time had about $25,000 in cash, having sold a house in the wake of his divorce. American Airlines was selling at about $18 per share. Selden’s cash was enough to buy 2,000 shares on seventy-percent margin – that is, to buy the shares by paying seventy percent down and borrowing the remaining thirty percent from the broker. 

            “My broker said, ‘You’re nuts.’ But I was half drunk and I didn’t care what happened to the lousy money anyway. I told him to go ahead and buy.” 

            On January 14, 1971, AMR was quoted at $27. It had risen fifty percent since autumn. Gannon Selden sold his 2,000 shares for $54,000. If his story is to be believed, he had doubled his money in three months. 

         

         
            V-Charts and Visions 

            “We make a big deal out of rational research around Wall Street,” says Carol Cohagen. “It makes me mad sometimes. There are people who pay no attention to earnings reports or analysts’ studies or anything else, but win anyway.” 

            Carol Cohagen has worked many years, first in Detroit and now in New York, in several capacities for Merrill Lynch, the world’s biggest brokerage house. Her current job is to study companies and write reports on them for Merrill Lynch’s customer magazine, Investor’s Reader. In her spare time she is an enthusiastic collector of Wall Street oddball stories. 

            Market psychics fascinate her – though she tends not to believe a word they say. She once invited one to dinner in her Manhattan apartment, just to find out what made him tick. He was a former English teacher, about forty years old, who had discovered that he could make more money giving psychic readings than working in a classroom. “It was around Hallowe’en, and I made the mistake of serving him a cupcake with a black cat on it. He seemed quite upset. Maybe the cat frightened him, or maybe he thought I was poking fun. He didn’t eat the cupcake.” 

            He told her he made considerable money on horse races – had once picked six winners in a row – and had later become interested in the stock market. His method is to concentrate on a specific stock – any stock, picked at random. After a while he begins to see a chart pattern in his mind. If the pattern is a wavy horizontal line, he abandons the stock and turns to another. But if the pattern is a sharp V, pointing either up or down, he gets interested. The V-shaped pattern means action. 

            Itek Corporation, for instance, was first listed on the Big Board in mid-1966, at a price of around $75. The chart-watching psychic saw a beautiful inverted V when he pondered this stock. He bought in at $75, sold out in the following year at roughly double that price. He had spotted the high point of the inverted V with astounding accuracy. By 1970, Itek was selling below $30 a share. Carol Cohagen asked him whether she or anybody could learn to do this. He replied, echoing Mary Tallmadge, that the secret lies in practice. “He said he practices by standing around on street corners in New York and trying to predict the number of the next bus.” 

            Carol Cohagen and I tried this one afternoon on Broadway, two blocks from the New York Stock Exchange. We were wrong six times out of six. 

            “Maybe you need some kind of congenital psychic talent to begin with,” I suggested. 

            “Or maybe you have to practice for years and years.” 

            “It sounds like a lot of work.” 

            She nodded sadly. “Maybe the rational approach is easier after all,” she said. 

         

      

   
      
         V. By the Stars 

         
            Eleven Perfect Years 

            LIEUTENANT-COMMANDER David Williams, USN, Ret., met me for lunch at the Commodore Hotel in New York. It was a day in June, 1970. He was then a man in his early seventies with flowing white hair that curled thickly at the back of his neck. He had pale-blue eyes behind steel-rimmed spectacles. He was a quiet, amiable man, self-effacing in some respects, but there was one subject on which he made no attempt at modesty: his record as a Wall Street astrologer. 

            Modesty would have been difficult to achieve, for his record has been nearly incredible. It would be incredible – and I would have judged it an elaborate lie – if his predictions were not all documented and dated. He has played the market for twelve years, using his own celestial readings, and during that time his capital gains have averaged roughly twenty-seven percent compounded per year. In other words, he has steadily doubled his money every three years. 

            “I’ve bought and sold about two hundred stocks over this period,” he told me, “and I’ve made money on all but three of them. Those three were all back in 1958, when I was still learning.” 

            “You mean,” I said, “since then you haven’t lost money on a single stock? You haven’t guessed wrong once?” 

            “Yes, that’s right.” 

            I stared at him. He was a likable old gentleman and I didn’t want to make him mad at me, but I had to take the chance. I asked, “Do you mind if I check this with your broker?” 

            He smiled and shrugged. “Not at all.” 

            Later, I checked. His broker was Al Morse of Merkin & Company. Al Morse said, “Yes, it’s all true. His timing is absolutely uncanny.” 

            Since 1965, David Williams has been publishing predictions in Horoscope and other magazines. At the beginning of each year he says what he thinks the stock market will do in each quarter of the year ahead. So far he has been infallible. He forecast the steep slide in the first three quarters of 1966 and the welcome little rise in the last quarter. He correctly foresaw 1967’s bull market and predicted, correctly, that the bears would come out to play around September 1. Quarter by quarter, he foretold 1968’s zigzag course with perfect accuracy. He advised market players to sell everything or go short on the first day of spring, 1969: excellent advice, as it turned out. He predicted that the bear market would hit its year’s low in December 1969 and would then scrape along the bottom or drop further in the first two quarters of 1970. 

            At lunch that day in early 1970, David Williams gave me a set of quarterly predictions stretching out to the end of 1971. He also gave me some less-detailed forecasts of major market undulations from 1972 through 1984. You’ll find these predictions, along with those of other market irrationals, in the last chapter of the book. 

            Can you take these forecasts seriously? In the SEC’s dry little phrase, “It should not be assumed . . .” Yet even Business Week, that practical and often sourly sceptical magazine, has confessed to amazement over Williams’ record and has felt moved to tell its executive readers about him. So has The Wall Street Journal. Other Williams predictions, equally as startling as his market forecast, have not been published but are well-documented. At a private dinner on August 4, 1960, for example, he predicted that John Kennedy would be elected President and would die in office. Half-a-dozen executives of the Consolidated Edison Company of New York were seated around the table at the time. Williams wrote his prediction down. They all signed it and dated it. I’ve examined the document. I can find no way to challenge its authenticity, much as I’d like to. (Why would I like to? Because, I supposed, I’m uncomfortable in the face of something I don’t quite understand.) 

            You will meet a number of other celestial readers (they don’t all call themselves astrologers) in the course of our journey. Some have records as good as David Williams’. I’ve chosen to introduce Williams first because his approach and rationale are essentially the easiest to explain. Astrology can be as complicated as you want to make it. In Williams’ case, the main framework of the forecasting technique is a structure of charming simplicity. 

            Jesse Livermore, T. O. Tulley and other feelers tend to be puzzled by their odd talents. They have trouble coming up with a satisfactory explanation. Livermore never really attempted to explain. T. O. Tulley makes the attempt but confesses he is only theorizing. David Williams, however, like most other formulators, is perfectly sure he knows why his forecasts are right. 

         

         
            The Electronic-Mood Theory 

            It all began for him, he told me as he sipped a glass of sherry, during the mid-1950s. He was an executive engineer at Consolidated Edison (or Con Ed, as it is affectionately called), in charge of purchasing cable and other costly supplies. As all purchasing executives do, he worried about price fluctuations. It was his job to estimate how much cable the company might need for several years in the future then try to buy the cable when the price dipped to a low point. “It was a lot like playing the stock market,” he now recalls. 

            He was not at that time involved in astrology or any other occult arts. He tried to predict cable price moves by rational means. He studied such factors as the output of copper mines. His success was merely moderate. Time and again his predictions would be upset by events that could not have been rationally predicted: strikes, wars, the changing fortunes of individual companies and industries. 

            He sought new ways to predict the unpredictable. He studied all kinds of economic-forecasting methods. From there he progressed to a study of forecasting in general. “I didn’t have any particular goal in mind. It was just that my curiosity was tickled.” In the course of his research he learned about some intriguing studies being performed by one John H. Nelson, a physicist and radio expert at RCA Communications, Inc. Nelson (who is not an astrologer and gets mad if anybody says he is) had been wrestling for years with the fact that shortwave-radio communications work much better on some days than on others. It had been known for a long time that radio propagation is disrupted by changes in the earth’s magnetic field. It was also known that these changes are apparently connected in some way with disturbances on the sun – sunspots, so-called. (They aren’t actually spots. They’re colossal hurricane-like things. Some are bigger in diameter than the earth itself.) As the number of sunspots goes up, radio communications get worse. When the spots subside, the communications clear up. 

            Many scientists had tried to predict the fluctuations in sunspot numbers, but without much success. John Nelson, continuing the work of some earlier sunwatchers, theorized that the motions of planets around the sun might be involved somehow. Maybe, he thought, the planets’ gravitational tweaks and nudges caused tidelike effects on the sun, as the moon does on the earth’s seas. These effects might contribute to the formation of sunspots and other solar disturbances. 

            Nelson went back through the years of records to check the theory out. It checked. Whenever the planets moved into certain positions relative to each other and the sun, the number of sunspots tended to increase and radio interference on earth got worse. It didn’t happen every time, but the correlation was high enough to satisfy Nelson’s scientific mind. In the end, using this data, Nelson was able to predict good and bad radio periods with better than eighty-percent accuracy. 

            This intrigued David Williams. For no reason that he can now name, he waded through stacks of scientific literature on sunspots. Several scholars, he found, had pointed out other apparent correlations between sunspots and earthly phenomena. One botanist had linked sunspots with the growth of trees: in years when there are lot of sunspots, trees seem to grow slower. Meteorologists had found a link with long-term changes in weather: in peak sunspot years the weather tends to get more extreme. Like radio propagation, these things are evidently linked with changes in the sun’s radiation. 

            Thinking about this one day, Williams suddenly made a wild, long-distance conjectural leap. If changes in the sun could affect other earthly goings-on, might not people’s moods be affected too? 

            The idea made a certain wacky kind of sense. The human nervous system, including the brain, works by means of tiny electric impulses. Changes in solar radiation, changes in the earth’s magnetic environment, could conceivably (just barely conceivably) cause subtle changes in the electronics of the human mind and body. There might be periods when, as a result, people often to get jumpy, irritable, pessimistic, tend to make mistakes in judgement. Such a period would be reflected economically in a stock-market slump or a business recession or both. 

            Williams went back through the records. “It was just a wild theory at first. I didn’t really expect it would amount to anything.” But to his huge surprise it did. He went back in history to the 1700s. It turned out that, with a few exceptions, certain planetary positions meant boom and others meant bust. 

            Major, long-term economic cycles, he found, seem to coincide with the movements of the three biggest planets: Jupiter, Saturn, and Uranus. Smaller ups-and-downs within the major cycles appear to match the motions of the smaller, faster-moving inner planets: Mars, Earth, Venus and Mercury. 

            “And so I seemed to have a pretty accurate tool for economic forecasting,” Williams told me as he munched his chef’s salad. “I found I could forecast both long-term and short-term moves, down as short as a couple of months. At first I used the system to buy cable for Con Ed. Then somebody asked me, ‘Well, why not make some money for yourself too?’ So I went into the stock market.” 

            He has, he believes, refined and improved the system since then. He has worked out a means of dovetailing it with both traditional astrology (the zodiac and all that) and rational market-forecasting methods. Once he has determined which way the market will go, he makes use of a rational advisory service – the fundamentalist Value Line – to help him pick individual stocks. 

            I listened, fascinated and baffled, as he told me all this. I didn’t really want to believe him. But how can you argue with a market player who hasn’t guessed wrong in eleven years? 

         

         
            The Giraffe Effect 

            Well, maybe you can argue after all. You might suggest, for instance, that David Williams wins all the time simply because he is lucky. Or for some other reason. Astrology may have nothing to do with it. 

            This is a point we’ll stumble across frequently in our journey through the occult. When you talk to an occult practitioner and he tells you about all his correct predictions, you shouldn’t immediately believe him even if he can produce proof. He may have his causes and effects mismatches – like the fellow standing on a downtown street corner waving his arms and shouting, “Go away!” Lady comes up and asks what he’s doing that for. Fellow says he’s keeping giraffes away. “But I’ve never seen any giraffes around here!” the lady protests. “Doing a good job, ain’t I?” says the fellow. 

            So before I could swallow everything David Williams told me, I had to know a lot more about astrology. If it works, what makes it work? And if it doesn’t, well . . . I did some research and discovered some curious things. If you want to learn how to make a market killing with astrology, see the Appendix for an introductory lesson. Meanwhile, let’s drift back to Wall Street and see who else is around. 

         

         
            The Fast-Luck Man 

            David Williams’ approach is to predict the general course of the market. He doesn’t often use astrology to pick individual stocks. Most other astrologers do. Their approach is called “corporate horoscopy.” They draw up horoscopes for companies in the same way as for individuals (a company’s date of incorporation or founding is considered to be its birthdate). They look for companies whose horoscopes indicate a lot of money is about to be made. 

            One such man is a New York astrologer who calls himself Zolar. He combines corporate horoscopy with Williams’ approach of general market divination. He figures which way the market will go, then hunts for companies that will go the farthest. 

            Zolar’s real name is Bruce King. He‘s a peppery but generally amiable gentleman, this Zolar, nearly bald, with a fringe of snow-white hair above his ears, a white mustache and, usually, a penetratingly aromatic cigar. He conducts his esoteric business from a dusty and densely cluttered office on Manhattan’s West Fifty-Second Street. He publishes several occult magazines and sells peculiar herbs and essences with names like Fast-Luck Powder and Hi John the Conqueror Oil. I was frankly prepared not to believe a word he said. (After all, Fast-Luck Powder! Good God, can you trust a man who sells Fast-Luck Powder?) But I grew fond of him somehow, and in the end, after I had checked his documentation and witnesses, I was compelled to grant that he was worth listening to on the subject of the stock market. 

            Zolar has played the market for many years and has (so says his broker, Merrill Lynch) made an enviable amount of money. He also derives considerable income from a personal market-counseling service. Large numbers of clients, among them at least two company presidents and a vice-president of a major Wall Street bank, each pay him $200 a year for astrological market advice. The clients I talked to were most satisfied “I wouldn’t buy two shares of penny stock without this man,” the bank officer said. “I don’t mind saying it: he has made me rich.” 

            Obviously, Zolar wouldn’t have introduced me to dissatisfied clients. I had no good way of finding how many dissatisfied ones there were or in what ratio they stood to the satisfied. But I was able to check on certain bits of market advice dispensed by Zolar, and some of these left me dumbfounded. 

            Some time in the summer of 1969, for example, Zolar uttered a scary prognostication to his account man at Merrill Lynch. “The market is heading way down,” Zolar said gloomily. “It’s going to hit an extreme low in the last half of May next year.” 

            The Dow was then staggering downward through the high 800s. It had just crunched past 900, to the dismay of many chartists who identified 900 as soon kind of “resistance level.” Now everybody wondered how far it would fall. “Think it’ll go as low as 800?” the account man asked Zolar. 

            “Lower,” said Zolar. 

            The account man didn’t want to believe it. At that point in time 800 seemed like a very long way down. Wall Streeters in that hopeful and innocent summer were wondering how close to 800 the Dow would dip before it leveled off later in the year. That it might crash clear though 800 and keep falling all year seemed nearly inconceivable, except to a few of the very gloomiest rational pundits, who were talking about the 775 range as a possible low. And so the account man, talking to this cigar-smoking irrational, this Zolar, tried to argue that the astrological prediction didn’t make sense. 

            Zolar refused to back down. “You may not know it now,” he said, “but we’re at the beginning of what may be the worst bear market you and I have ever seen. You wait. The Dow will go way below 800, maybe even below 700.” 

            “And we won’t see the low till next May?” the broker asked unhappily. 

            “Right. And that’s why – maybe you’ve noticed – I’ve been gradually selling out.” 

            History records that Zolar was right. In an abyss of despair that could not have been and in fact was not rationally predicted, the Dow reached its extreme low of 631.16 on May 26, 1970. The last half of May. Just as the stargazer said. 

            Zolar has also made some fetchingly profitable forecasts of individual stock movements. His Official Horoscope Magazine predicted in September 1967 that Amphenol Corporation was about to start a grand price rise. It did. On September 1 that year the stock was selling at around $27. A month later it was at $44. 

            In an even more dazzling case the cigar-chomping stargazer told some of his private clients to buy Grove Press in mid-1968. The stock was then selling at around $7 and seemed to have few immediate prospects of success. Grove was then a small, erratic publishing company that specialized in testing the obscenity laws and sometimes succeeded and sometimes didn’t. But somewhere in its horoscope Zolar saw indications of a dizzying triumph soon to come. The triumph turned up in the form of an obscure European movie whose American distribution rights Grove Press had secured. The movie was I Am Curious (Yellow), and it turned into one of the biggest box-office successes in movie history. Holders of the stock quintupled their money in slightly more than half a year. 

            The bank officer, for one, went in with $5,000 and came out with $25,000 in seven months – “just long enough,” as he enthusiastically points out, “to get the long-term capital gains treatment.” 

            The bank officer, as we’ve noted, considers Zolar a most excellent fellow. 

         

         
            The Wall Street Tigress 

            Another astrologer of perhaps even more dazzling accomplishments is Madeleine Monnet. She is a woman of great grace and charm, in her middle-forties. She is divorced. Her husband, when he departed, left her with little money. She had only a small savings account, a minor handful of seed capital to sow in the stock market. She sowed and she reaped. Today she has one home in Kansas, another in Larchmont, New York, a Cadillac, a mink coat, lots of diamonds and a serene expectation that she will be a millionaire before she dies. 

            “Astrology did this for me,” she tells her clients and students. Like Zolar, she offers stock-market consultation on an individual basis. She also conducts astrology courses in which she gives group instruction on market-oriented stargazing. 

            “I put my money where my mouth is,” she says – a fact that made me take her seriously from the beginning. (There are, of course, many irrationals who keep mouth and money far apart. They’ll tell you what to do on the market, but they don’t dare do it themselves.) “My tastes are quite extravagant. To put it bluntly, I need a lot of money to support myself in the style I like. I get the money from the stock market.” 

            An astrologers’ journal once invited her to write a paper on the subject. She titled the paper, somewhat arrogantly, “Playing the Market with a Pat Hand.” People have kidded her about this phraseology ever since. But perhaps the arrogance is excusable. When Madeleine Monnet goes into the market, her hands are apparently as close to pat as Wall Street hands can get. 

            She doesn’t keep money in the market all the time. She is an in-and-outer, more often out than in. Her method is to bide her time, watch, wait. She hunts for situations that, astrologically, look exactly right. She pores over companies’ histories, constructs horoscopes by the dozen, searches patiently for the rare combinations of stellar and planetary configurations that, to her, mean “pat hand.” Meanwhile her money sits safely waiting in a savings account. Finally she finds a company, a situation, that looks perfect. And then she pounces. Like a patient, hungry tigress whose prey has come by at last, she throws her whole weight into the attack. She buys hundreds or thousands of shares of that one stock. And then, when the situation peters out, she withdraws her money again and goes back to the game of waiting, watching. . . 

            “Patience, patience,” she says. “That’s what you need most of all. The pat hand doesn’t come by every month, not even every year.” She has been playing the market since 1965, and in that time she has made only five major investments. (There were a number of other hands that looked good to her but not pat, and she bought those stocks in small amounts.) In every one of her five major plays, her broker tried to dissuade her from putting so much money on the one stock. But in every case – Eastman Kodak was one, Cincinnati Milling was another, Honeywell was another – the stock doubled or nearly doubled within six months. 

            I talked to her in mid-1970. She was patiently plodding through alphabetical lists of companies, as she had done many times before, looking for the perfect setup. She was up to the Gs. Her money was waiting in a savings bank. “Nothing looks very good so far,” she told me, sighing sadly. But she has patience. She will watch and wait. And one day she will pounce again. . . 

         

         
            Department of Research 

            Joe LaRue, national sales manager at the brokerage house of Goodbody & Co., was musing about astrology one day at a fancy Wall Street watering spot. LaRue, thirty-eight, is a rational man and an extremely bright one. (He belongs to Mensa, an organization of people whose IQs are 140 and up.) He was worrying about the intellectual digestibility of astrology. He didn’t want to believe in it, but he couldn’t make himself scoff at it either. 

            “What’s bothering me,” he said, “is that I can’t argue with facts. I wish I could; I’d feel more comfortable.” 

            He recalled that he had served several stargazing clients during his brokerage career. “One of them showed up about five years ago when I was a broker in Detroit. He had a huge briefcase. I guessed he was an astrologer when he asked me the incorporation date – the birthdate – of Bucyrus-Erie. I told him I had some other astrologers as clients, and he became talkative. He told me about his methods. I didn’t want to believe him, but . . .” 

            But the stargazer turned out to be uncannily right. He was particularly good at spotting market downturns when most rational investors saw only good times ahead. Joe LaRue was impressed enough to keep records of the stargazer’s predictions on a chart. The astrologer forecast the twenty-two-percent drop in the Dow between February and October 1966, and the disastrous thirty-six-percent drop from November 1968 to May 1970. He also spotted smaller ups-and-downs, and he predicted some individual stock movements with outrageous accuracy. 

            As Joe LaRue says rather unhappily, these are facts. Documented. Unarguable. 

            “I’m not about to suggest that Wall Street brokerage houses throw out their research departments,” he mused that day at lunch. “But this guy has a better record than any research department I know of. What am I supposed to think?” 

            What indeed? It seems that a rational man has only two ways to go. He can buy astrology. Or he can explain it away as a colossal mistake growing out of the Giraffe Effect. 

         

      

   
      
         VI. Useful Ghosts 

         
            A letter from Montclair 

            THE NATIONAL ASSOCIATION of Investment Clubs is a doggedly fundamentals-oriented outfit. It encourages its 14,000 member-clubs to study “basic” facts about companies before buying the companies’ stocks. It pays scant attention to technical market mystiques such as charting. And as for occult approaches to the market, NAIC shudders at the very thought. 

            Yet it was through this determinedly rational organization that I met (or, to be precise, almost met) my first market-predicting ghost. 

            I’d been talking with Charlie Moore, the humorous and unflappable man who edits NAIC’s excellent magazine, Better Investing. He told me that, despite NAIC’s sternly fundamentalist philosophy, he sometimes receives letters from club members who have developed occult market approaches or who have had unsolicited psychic experiences in the course of market play. This gave me an idea. I asked Charlie if he would print a notice in his magazine inviting readers to tell their experiences to me. He said, “Sure.” The notice appeared in the July 1970 issue. 

            One letter came from an elderly lady in Montclair, New Jersey. She sounded cool, sane, literate. From time-to-time during her long investment career, she said, she had received market tips from “what appears to be a ghost.” 

            I went to see her. 

         

         
            The Story of Thomas 

            Mrs. Clare Neal is a widow. Her husband died twelve years ago, leaving her with about $16,000 worth of stocks to manage. During those twelve years, she says (and her broker confirms the statement), she has parlayed that amount to something like $70,000. With ghostly help. 

            She lives with her daughter and son-in-law in a huge old house, on a street of other huge old houses. Most of the houses appear to have been built around the turn of the century: great three-story edifices, highly ornate in some cases, with balconies and gables and turrets. Rhododendrons and other shrubs have been allowed to grow dense and high, almost hiding ground-floor windows, and the whole street is canopied by great old maples and sycamores. 

            Mrs. Neal moved here in 1958 with her dog, Brownie, who has since died. She walked the dog three times a day. Being a sociable and chatty woman, she quickly made friends with neighbors along the street and around the block. The neighbors were an interesting and varied group. Unlike new suburban neighborhoods, which tend to attract a somewhat homogeneous citizenry, this one contained people of all ages and diverse backgrounds. There were young families with kids and older families without. There were corporation gypsies who would live here only a few years before being transferred out, and there were families who had lived on the street for two generations. 

            There was one strange old family at the corner of the block who piqued Mrs. Neal’s curiosity. The residents of that ancient, gray house were a young woman, a child, a woman of perhaps seventy, and a man in late middle age. Mrs. Neal learned that the man was unmarried and was the old woman’s son. The young woman was a divorcee with some more distant familial relationship to the other two. The child, a little girl, was hers. 

            The family kept to itself. The neighbors knew little about these four people – and, except for occasional speculation at neighborhood cocktail parties, cared little. The little girl, Jenny, was gregarious enough and played with other kids along the street. Her mother, the young divorcee, seemed to go away for weeks at a time and was seldom seen. The old woman – to whom little Jenny referred as Aunt Eleanor – sometimes sat on her front porch in warm weather, but made no attempt to befriend the neighbors. Her son, the middle-aged man, was equally aloof. He seemed to have no regular job. He was often seen tending his shrubs and lawn and flower beds (he was, the neighbors all admitted, a masterful gardener), but he seemed unwilling to talk to people. He would reply courteously when greeted, but that was as far as he cared to go. He was a man of medium height, thin, with dark eyes and long, pale hands and black, wavy hair lightly streaked with gray. He reminded Mrs. Neal of the actor James Mason, “only thinner.” The little girl referred to him as Uncle Thomas. 

            Mrs. Neal was not only a friendly soul but, in her widowhood, found herself bored and often lonesome. “I got curious about this family,” she recalls. “Curious? Well, all right, I’ll say it right out: nosy. I wanted to know what these people were like. It became a kind of hobby with me, finding out about them. Meddlesome old biddy that I am. . .” 

            Somehow she did something no other neighbor had ever done: she formed a more or less friendly acquaintanceship with the solitary Thomas. Perhaps something about her own loneliness appealed to him. Every day he saw her patrolling her lonesome beat with the dog, Brownie. They began by greeting each other across the high privet hedge that separated his front yard from the sidewalk. Then Mrs. Neal started asking him about his garden, in which he took obvious pride. His aloofness softened gradually. “Sometimes he’d ask me to come and look at something he was planting,” she recalls. “Toward the end, there, he even seemed to be waiting for me on some days. I’d see him standing there, watching for me across his hedge. He’d be bursting to show me something or ask my advice about something. He was a strange, sad man, but I really got to like him a lot.” 

            Occasionally the conversation would drift to topics other than gardening. One afternoon Mrs. Neal mentioned that she’d spent the morning going over her stock portfolio with her broker, and this seemed to interest Thomas. He himself was avidly interested in the stock market, he said, though he wasn’t very active in it. “I was active once but I’m not any more,” he said. “The market scares me now.” 

            Little by little she learned some of the main movements of his life. He never volunteered details; he merely dropped hints occasionally. He remarked once that he had “almost” married as a younger man, and he said it with so unhappy a look in his eyes that Mrs. Neal inferred (or, as she admits, imagined) that that part of his life had ended tragically. On another occasion he dropped the hint that the long-ago love affair had died, somehow, because of money. “Money can be an enemy, Mrs. Neal,” he observed sadly. In still another conversation he gave me a partial explanation of his nervous attitude toward the stock market. “I was rich once,” he said. “My father left me a lot. But I made some foolish mistakes.” 

            From this and other hints, Mrs. Neal deduced that he has lost disastrously on the market and that the end of his love affair was connected in some way with this catastrophe. “It seemed to me,” she recalls, “that this market disaster had been a big thing in his life, maybe the biggest. It had knocked him off his feet, crippled him, sort of. He had never quite stood up and faced the world again after that. I could tell he brooded about it, all alone in his garden.” 

            The kind Mrs. Neal felt her companionship did him some good. She was somebody for him to talk to and perhaps helped him feel less alone in the world. 

            In the summer of 1961, Thomas died. Little Jenny, the only member of that odd family to whom the neighbors could go for information, said she thought he had died of a “heart tack.” After that, the odd family vanished in characteristic silence. 

            Mrs. Neal felt unaccountably lonely. Thomas never been anything more than a distant friend, yet she found she missed that dark and taciturn man acutely. “I felt a pang every time Brownie and I walked past that house.” 

            A family of corporate transients rented the house, lived there a year and moved out. Another young family bought the house early in 1963. 

            Mrs. Neal had been noticing a curious fact since Thomas’ death. Often, as she was walking Brownie past the house for his last excursion of the night, the dog would unaccountably become agitated. He would sniff around the privet hedge, moving jerkily and fast as dogs do when excited. Mrs. Neal at first thought a chipmunk or some other creature might be nesting under the hedge, but she never saw one there. Then Brownie’s behavior grew still more remarkable. He would stand facing the hedge; the fur on his back would rise; he would growl or utter short, high yelps. 

            “I’m not a superstitious woman,” Mrs. Neal insists. “Oh, I’ve read ghost stories, supposedly true ones, and I’m willing to concede dead people’s spirits might come back to visit us. But up until that time I’d never been particularly interested one way or the other. I mean, I’m not one of those old crackpots who join occult societies or visit spiritualists to talk to their departed husbands. I like talking to living people, not ghosts. So it took a long time before the notion occurred to me that Brownie might be – well, seeing or sensing a ghost. I laughed at the notion at first. And there were a lot of days and nights when we’d walk past the house and nothing would happen. But then a night would come when Brownie got upset again, and I’d wonder. . .” 

            Meanwhile Mrs. Neal’s investment career had been progressing well, though not spectacularly. She had known little about the stock market when her husband died but had since learned much. Her approach to the market was becoming more aggressive. “I’d bought myself a car with some of my market winnings, and I guess I’d let that go to my head. I thought I was smart enough now to make some big moves and make some big killings. And I was about to fall on my face.” 

            Early in 1964, she was about to sell some of her blue chips and buy about $8,000 worth of First Charter Financial on margin. It seemed like a good idea at the time. Like other savings-and-loan companies, First Charter had had a price collapse in 1962, had recovered in 1963, faltered, recovered again. Now it was slowly creeping upward, and the future looked bright. The stock was selling just under $40 a share. Mrs. Neal’s readings and the people who counseled her – including the advisory service to which she subscribed – convinced her that the price could easily reach $60 by the end of 1964 and might double over the next year or two. 

            One cold, windy night in January 1964, Mrs. Neal walked Brownie past the old gray house. The dog became agitated and started to bark at the privet hedge. Mrs. Neal slapped him with the leash and told him to be quiet. As she did so, the corner of her eye caught something moving behind the hedge. 

            She peered into what had been Thomas’ garden. The night was moonless. She could see vague shapes of shrubs and tree trunks, dimly illuminated in the blackness by lights from house windows nearby. She also saw what looked like the silhouette of a human figure. 

            And then she heard a voice, speaking faintly above the rush of wind in the trees. The voice said, “Don’t buy First Charter.” 

            Mrs. Neal stood and stared into the blackness. She called out, “Is anybody there?” 

            There was no answer. Then another dog-walker came into view under a streetlight at the next corner and Mrs. Neal, feeling embarrassed, hurried away. 

            She didn’t buy First Charter. By the end of 1964 she was glad she hadn’t. The stock began to plummet in March. It just about halved in price that year, went nowhere in 1965 and fell to about $10 in 1966. 

            Mrs. Neal was afraid to walk past the old gray house for a few weeks after that experience. She took Brownie on a different route. “But then I said to myself, ‘See here, Clare, you‘re being an idiot.’ I thought the whole episode had probably been my imagination. And even if it hadn’t, the ghost obviously didn’t mean me any harm. So I went back to the old route.” 

            Brownie appeared to see or sense the ghost about once a week, but Mrs. Neal saw nothing behind the hedge until the summer of that year, 1964. On a hot, close night, with a thunderstorm brewing in the distance the thing-that-might-have-been-a-ghost told her to buy Walter Kidde. 

            By this time the ghost’s first market tip – don’t buy First Charter – had turned out to be sound advice. But Mrs. Neal wasn’t ready to bet a lot of money on what the ghost said. So she bought just one round lot of Walter Kidde, at about $18 per share. 

            Early in 1965 the stock jumped to more than $30. By the end of the year it was over $40. By the middle of the next year it was over $60. Mrs. Neal sold out at $63. In two years she had parlayed $1,800 into $6,300. 

            The ghost appeared behind the privet hedge once every few months, and as Mrs. Neal gained confidence in the ghost’s counsel she invested more heavily. Her winnings piled up and up. 

            “I know this whole story sounds foolish,” she told me when I visited her in the fall of 1970. “But honestly, what can I say? The results are real and tangible. They’re written down in black-and-white.” 

            She handed me a little sheaf of broker’s confirmations. These showed that she had bought Ling-Temco-Vought at the before-split equivalent of $46 in 1966, sold out at $144 a year later, sold short at $104 in 1968 and covered at $17 in 1970. On this gorgeous series of trades alone she had made $23,000. 

            “You can argue about the ghost,” said Mrs. Neal, “but you can’t argue about this.” 

            I agreed. I asked if she would show me where the ghost hung about. 

            We walked. It was a warm, windy night, full of autumn smells. Some parts of the sidewalks were ankle deep in dead leaves. Brownie had died in 1966, and the dog now on Mrs. Neal’s leash was a friendly but highly nervous spaniel bitch named Terry. Terry frisked about in the leaves, happily wagging her stumpy tail. Then she stopped abruptly, planted her forefeet wide and lowered her head. She uttered a sound that was half growl, half whimper. 

            She was facing a four-foot-high privet hedge. 

            “This is the place,” said Mrs. Neal quietly. 

            Some ground-floor windows of the house were lighted, but the top two-thirds reared black against the sky. It was a large, rambling, untidily architectured house. The grounds around it were black, with masses of black-on-black where enormous, overgrown rhododendrons and other shrubs stood. Wind roared in the trees overhead. 

            Terry was quivering, obviously excited about something. She seemed unable to make up her mind whether she wanted to pull forward on the leash or cower back against Mrs. Neal’s legs. 

            I peered into the darkness but saw no movement except that of shrubs and trees waving in the wind. 

            “Spooky, isn’t it?” Mrs. Neal said. 

            “Yes.” 

            “Do you think I’m a foolish old woman?” 

            “No, Mrs. Neal, I don’t.” 

            It might have been a lie. But of one thing I am sure. If Mrs. Neal is a foolish old woman, she is undeniably a rich foolish old woman. 

         

         
            The Peculiar Professor Reinhardt 

            “Certainly spirits can talk to living people,” said Al G. Manning. “And yes, they can see the future – including the future of the stock market.” 

            Al Manning is president of an odd little Los Angeles company called the ESP Laboratory, which makes its living by selling occult readings on financial and other matters. Manning is a professional spirit medium – that is, a man who professes to be a communication link between the real world and the alleged world of ghosts. His modus operandi is to slip into a trancelike state. While he is in this state a ghost comes around and speaks through Manning’s mouth, answering clients’ questions. The mouth is Manning’s, but the voice isn’t. It is always a heavily German-accented voice. The ghost’s name is Professor Reinhardt. 

            After talking to Mrs. Neal I had hunted more information on market-predicting ghosts. I’d visited a number of spiritualist meetings and read a number of books by spirit mediums, including the famous Eileen Garrett. (Her genuineness has been solemnly certified by eminent university scientists in Britain and the United Sates. They say she actually does raise ghosts or ghost-like phenomena, some of them visible.) But I found most spiritualists insufferably pious. “Oh no!” they said in tones of horror. “We can’t use our talent to predict the stock market! We deal only in higher spiritual values!” And so I went on hunting until I found Al Manning. 

            He explained that ghosts evidently exist on a plane where time is fluid – a statement much like that of Mary Tallmadge, the New Jersey market-psychic. Thus, said Manning, almost any ghost worth the name seems able to perceive past, present and future as a continuous highway. Most of us down here in the rational world can see only past and present, as though there were a wall of thick fog hiding the future end of the highway from us. One way to penetrate that fog is to get in touch with a friendly ghost. The ghost can’t always see perfectly through the fog (or won’t always be willing to say what he sees), but the information he does give will, presumably, be better than nothing. 

            How do you get in touch with a ghost? By meditation, says Manning. As a young man in his twenties, he says, he was sickly and prone to make disastrous blunders in his business and personal life. A loser. Everything he touched seemed to turn to dust and ashes. He began to spend time alone, meditating on his life and trying to figure out why he was as he was. His meditations gradually became more general: he pondered life as a whole, speculated on possible afterlives, wondered about the connection between the two. 

            “And one day, quite suddenly, I sensed a presence in the room with me. I sensed this presence had always been around me but I’d never opened my mind to it before. Now I knew it was there, and day after day I cultivated it, tried to let it tell me more about itself.” 

            It turns out, according to Manning and other ghost-cultivators, that there are millions of such ghosts drifting around the world. (Spiritualists never call them ghosts; they’re “spirits” or “presences.”) Often, such a ghost will take a liking to a certain human and will more-or-less adopt him as a pet. The human may or may not know the ghost is there – but if the human is a spiritualist, he does become aware of the presence and refers to it as his “familiar.” Every spiritualist has at least one familiar, Eileen Garrett has two, one more loquacious than the other. 

            Al Manning began to hear his familiar’s voice and eventually learned its name: Professor Reinhardt. The good professor never said much about himself. Hence Manning can’t tell where or in what era Professor Reinhardt lived as a human being, though it is obvious from his accent that he was born a German. The professor, apparently, had been following Manning around for years, had observed Manning’s unsuccessful life with sadness, but had not felt it proper or useful to interfere. Now that the two were on speaking terms, however, the professor began to make suggestions: take this job instead of that one, stay away from so-and-so next month, and so on. Manning reports that he then snapped out of the doldrums. His life picked up speed. He began to enjoy success at last. His illnesses, which may have been partly psychosomatic, went away. 

            At the professor’s suggestion, Al Manning then began acting as a mouthpiece through whom the professor could counsel other people in the standard spiritualist fashion. (Standard, that is, except for the fact that Manning and his ghostly friend don’t cop out when asked about the stock market.) Manning learned to go into a trance. Other people could ask questions, and the professor would answer through Manning’s lips. 

            “All right,” I said when Al Manning had told me this, “it sounds just barely possible. How about giving me a demonstration?” 

            “Sure,” he said. “Give me a question. Professor Reinhardt will answer it.” 

            The question was, “What is the near-term future of the stock market?” It was asked and answered on Wednesday, July 22, 1970. The trance session was tape-recorded, and the tape is stored in a file cabinet in my office. 

            At the ESP Laboratory’s headquarters on Santa Monica Boulevard, Al Manning lay down that afternoon on a couch. In a few minutes he appeared to be asleep. His girl Friday and occult assistant, Harriet, asked if he was ready. 

            “Yes, ve are ready,” said a low-pitched, slow, guttural voice. It was unlike Manning’s own voice, which is higher and faster and, in accent and phraseology, pure Southern California. Most spirit mediums, when in the trance state, speak in voices unlike their own. Either these other voices are really ghosts’ voices or the mediums are excellent mimics. 

            Harriet asked my stock-market question. 

            Manning-Reinhardt began with what sounded disappointingly like a preamble to a cop-out. “Ve should not attach zo great importance to money. . .” But then he got down to business: “At ze zame time, ve recognize zat it is not possible to ignore ze material areas of life. . .” 

            Attaboy, professor! 

            The market, he said, would do nothing very exciting for the next few weeks. (It didn’t.) It would probably drop slowly until early or middle August. (It did.) Then it would resume the summer rally begun in June. It would climb, but not spectacularly, until October. (This was essentially true. The Dow did climb spectacularly for a week in late August, but September was a lacklustre month and the overall effect was one of slow, uphill plodding from August 15 to September 30.) Airlines and railroads would be particularly good stocks to have during this six-week period. (They were. The Dow-Jones Transportation Index climbed steadily and fairly fast the whole time.) But October would be a bad month – in fact one of the year’s worst. (It was.) 

            Well, I’ve always prided myself on being a rational man, and I feel somewhat foolish saying this. But it turns out that, if you find the right ghost, he may be able to predict the market for you with astounding accuracy. 

         

      

   
      
         VII. By the Dark of the Moon 

         
            A Most Peculiar Investment Club 

            ZOLTAN MASON’S BOOKSTORE, on Lexington Avenue in New York, is an odd and vaguely creepy place. It devotes itself entirely to books on the psychic, the mystic and the occult. It is not much interested in publicity. It is more like a private library than a bookstore, in fact. It hides on the second floor of an old building, without a display window or any other kind of advertising. You find it only by looking hard: eventually, next to a dark and obscure doorway, you see a small brass plate indicating that somebody named Mason is to be found upstairs. The nameplate doesn’t say who Mason is or what he does. No casual browser is invited in. No bored passer-by with an hour to kill would ever discover that a bookstore does business on the premises. Zoltan Mason doesn’t particularly want casual browsers or bored passers-by in his store. The place is something like a private club for believers and initiates. 

            That’s why I went there. I wanted to meet some witches. 

            Zoltan Mason is a small dark man with a European accent and a solemn air. He seemed rather unhappy when I told him I was a reporter. He had been burned in the past by journalists who either took his calling too lightly or overdramatized its creepy aspects. But after I had calmed his initial jitters he became courteous and helpful. 

            Certainly, he said, there were a number of witches’ covens operating in New York, as in other cities (particularly Los Angeles). No, he had never heard of a coven that paid special attention to the stock market. When I told him I had heard of such a coven, he shrugged. Each coven, he said, tends to go its own secretive way. Witchcraft can be used for any of a thousand purposes, good or evil or neutral. He, Zoltan Mason, could not offer me any specific leads, but I was welcome to browse through his collection of witchcraft books and buttonhole such customers as might enter the store. 

            I browsed and buttonholed. Eventually, through a long chain of people who knew somebody who knew somebody, I tracked down a coven that not only pays enthusiastic attention to the stock market but is, oddly, a member of the fundamentals-oriented National Association of Investment Clubs. 

            I brought this peculiar fact to the attention of Charlie Moore, who, you’ll remember, is the editor of NAIC’s monthly magazine. He was at first incredulous, then amused, then intrigued. “You often wonder,” Charlie Moore said, “why two clubs can study the same basic information and come up with such different results. I mean, one club steadily doubles its money every few years and the other is always on the brink of collapse.” He grinned a puzzled grin. “Witchcraft, you say? I’ll be damned! Witchcraft!” 

            Yes, Charlie, witchcraft. Can such things be? Well, once again I can only report what I’ve seen and heard. 

         

         
            A Source of Power 

            The mystic rites of witchcraft contain no built-in bias against money. Somewhere in the back of my mind, before I got into this strange business, I had harbored a notion that there are two distinct types of witchcraft, labeled white and black: good and evil. But this turns out to have been a misconception. Witchcraft, my informants tell me, is like an ax. An ax may be used to free people from a burning house or to kill a man. Either way it’s still the same ax and is wielded in the same fashion. The ax doesn’t care how it is used. It is only a tool. 

            Thus it is with witchcraft. The mystic rites are seen as a source of power. The user may decide for himself how he wants to apply the power. It can be applied against the Dow as well as for any other purpose. 

            The high priestess of the market-playing coven took great pains to impress these thoughts on me. She was a young woman in her early-thirties, not beautiful in a way that would catch you eye in the street, just – well, pleasant-looking. She certainly didn’t look like a witch. Her face lacked the grumpy or petulant qualities that many people (moviemakers, for instance) associate with the occult arts. When not witching, she told me, she holds down a job as a secretary for (O Lord, this gets more fantastic all the time) IBM. She married in her early-twenties, but the marriage disintegrated within a year. Her name is Elizabeth. 

            “You must understand what it is about witchcraft,” she told me, her voice tense with missionary fervor. “I was born a Methodist, went to church and all that. But the trouble with all the major religions – Christianity, Judaism, Mohammedanism, all of them – is that they squelch the individual. You know: you’re nothing but a miserable sinner, and you’re just here on earth to be tested, and the best way to get to Heaven is be poor and humble. Well, I decided the hell with that. I’m not a Communist but I agree with Marx on one point: the big idea of religion is to make people happy that they’re poor. It’s all a dirty trick. But witchcraft, you see, is different. It exalts the individual, it gives you power. Not just some vague promise about going to Heaven, but rewards you can actually see and touch and use in this world.” 

            “Money, you mean?” I asked. 

            “Yes, for one thing. Money, love, sex, whatever you want.” 

            “But does it really work?” 

            “Of course it does. I’m not a ninny who believes everything she’s told. I wouldn’t be in this, I wouldn’t have stayed in it if I couldn’t see results. Of course it works.” 

            She tried to explain the rationale of witchcraft. She sees it as a kind of group telepathy. The arcane rituals may or may not summon devils and other spirits to do the coven’s bidding. In Elizabeth’s view this is unimportant. What is important is that the rituals serve to focus the group-members’ attention on the purpose at hand. “You’ve heard of mental telepathy? Try something next time you’re on the subway. Concentrate on a man across the aisle. Will him to scratch his nose or something. If you concentrate hard enough, the chances are he’ll do it. Now, if one person can exert will telepathically this way, think what a group can do. That’s how a coven works. It’s a group of people, usually thirteen, focusing their wills to get some result they all want.” 

            “The rituals help you focus your wills?” 

            “Yes. The rituals may seem silly but they get everybody’s attention concentrated very strongly on the group purpose.” 

            “And this works on the stock market?” 

            “Oh, yes. What we do is concentrate on some stock we’ve bought. We will thousands of people to be attracted to it. They buy it and up it goes.” 

            “Always?” 

            “Often enough. At least two out of three tries. We’ve doubled our money in the past two years.” 

         

         
            Intentions are Better than Hopes 

            It was all very hard for me to swallow. I asked Elizabeth if I could attend one of the coven’s meetings and observe the results. She said she would have to consult the other members (who, it turned out, were all single men and women living on Manhattan’s upper East Side, off York Avenue). She doubted I would be permitted to observe the secret rituals until I convinced everybody I came with an open mind. “Your attitude will be important,” Elizabeth said solemnly. “We can’t have you bringing a negative telepathic ambience into the room; it would spoil everything.” 

            I told her I stood ready to have my attitude doctored. All she had to do, I pointed out, was show me some results. 

            She said again that she would have to consult the others. A week later, on Monday, March 16, 1970, she phoned me to say the coven had agreed to give me a demonstration of its powers. 

            She was going to read to me, she said, a list of ten stocks. Of these, eight had been bought by the coven on the previous Friday (the 13th). It was the coven’s “intention,” Elizabeth said, to have each of these eight stocks rise significantly in price over the next three weeks. Seven of them would rise by at least ten percent. The eight, IBM, wouldn’t rise that far because “it’s too big, too widely held, with too many other influences on it. We’ll be satisfied if we can push it up just a little.” 

            I asked, “How about the other two stocks? You said there were ten.” 

            She replied that the coven “intended” that these last two stocks should drop in price. The coven always dropped some while raising others, she said, for balance. She tried to explain this “balance,” but it didn’t make much sense to me at the time. Finally she read out the list of stocks and the coven’s intentions in regard to each. 

            I went off with my negative telepathic ambience and had the list witnessed, dated and sealed by a notary. 

            During the next three weeks, while I was waiting to see how the witches’ spells would work, I tried several times to make people on subways scratch their noses. Out of half-a-dozen tries, one scratched his nose and a woman scratched her chin and the others just sat there like cypress logs at the bottom of a swamp. 

         

         
            Bull’s-Eyes 

            My ambience became somewhat less negative when the spells matured. Here is Elizabeth’s list, and here is how the intentions worked out: 

            
               INTENTIONS OF YORK AVENUE COVEN 
            

            
                “Intentions stated by ‘Elizabeth’ in New York City on Monday, March 16, 1970. Transcribed Tuesday March 17, 1970. 
            

            
                “From this date until the close of trading on Friday April 3, 1970: 
            

            
               “American Motors will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (It did. Up 13⁄8 to 11.) 

            
               “Telex will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (It did. Up 157⁄8 to 1337⁄8.) 

            
               “Wilson Sporting Goods warrants will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (Wrong. Down an 1⁄8 to 41⁄4.) 

            
               “Arundel will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (It did. Up 51⁄4 to 501⁄4.) 

            
               “Iroquois Industries will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (It did. Up 2 to 111⁄4.) 

            
               “IBM will rise ‘a little’.” 
            

            (It did. Up 61⁄2 to 3261⁄2.) 

            
               “Syntex will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (It didn’t. Down a point to 351⁄4.) 

            
               “Datronic Rental will rise 10% or more.” 
            

            (It did. Over-the-counter bid price up 11⁄2 to 63⁄4.) 

            
               “Savin Business Machines will drop 10% or more.” 
            

            (Yes. Down 7 to 42.) 

            
               “Fabergé will drop 10% or more.” 
            

            (Yes, indeed. Down 93⁄8 to 21.) 

            Out of ten shots, eight bull’s-eyes. I went out to see if I could learn any more about market witchery. 

         

         
            The Witches’ Cauldron Party 

            Gail Kuhn is a tall, attractive girl in her late-twenties. She has green, witchy-looking eyes. Some of her friends say she can cast spells with her eyes alone. Perhaps so. She is a self-styled sorceress. She is also a businesswoman. She runs a witchcraft-supply company in New York called the Witches’ Cauldron. (Catalogue item: Instant Witch Kit, $18.) 

            “Is this on the level?” I asked her. “Is it really possible to influence stocks through witchcraft?” 

            She replied cautiously. Since she is in the witchcraft industry, the Better Business Bureau and the SEC and others might be unhappy if she made rash statements in public. She said, “I’ve never worked the market myself, but I don’t see why it can’t be done. If witchcraft works at all, it can work in Wall Street as well as anyplace else.” 

            “Does it work at all?” 

            “I’ve seen it work.” She told of a day when she hexed a friend, and his car suffered three flat tires in the course of a single short journey. She told of curing male impotence and other sexual problems through witchcraft. There was an undertone of reserved judgment in her words. She kept saying, “Of course it could be just coincidence. . .” But it was evident that she took her peculiar calling seriously. 

            I looked at her. She impressed me as a girl of solid sanity. She was a college graduate, literate, intelligent. She was – well, rational. 

            “Look,” she said, “don’t just take my word for it. You ought to meet some other witches, especially the ones who operate on Wall Street. I’m throwing a party . . .” 

            The party took place in a brownstone apartment building in New York. It was a large, loud, densely crowded party. And a weird one. 

            “You want to know if witchcraft works?” said a thin, red-bearded man standing near the bar. “God, yes. If you know how to use it, you can do anything. Why, there’s a girl here tonight who can think a man to climax. She just stands there and thinks at you, man . . .!” 

            He was drinking vodka martinis and drinking them rapidly. “Is he serious?” I asked a small, dark girl who was standing nearby. 

            “Perfectly serious,” she said seriously. 

            Timothy Green Beckley, an occult lecturer and acknowledged historian of the irrational underground, pushed through the jabbering crowd toward me. “There are all kinds of market witches here tonight,” he said. “There’s enough witch-power here to turn Wall Street upside-down.” 

            I looked at him and judged him to be, like Gail Kuhn, essentially rational. Young and overenthusiastic, perhaps, but he seemed perfectly sane. We talked a while. He gave me his estimate that there are 5,000 practicing witches, female and male, in New York, possibly twice that many in Los Angeles and thousands more in other cities. 

            “Do you play the market?” I asked. 

            “Not yet,” he said. “I don’t have the starting capital. But some day, some day . . .” 

            A practicing male witch drifted by. (Although the dictionary defines male witches as warlocks, they don’t call themselves warlocks any more.) His name was Dr. Raymond Buckland. His pointed black beard gave him a satanic look but he was altogether amiable. He told me he belongs to an active coven and runs a witchcraft museum. “I’m a sort of missionary,” he said. “I spread the faith.” 

            “The faith?” 

            “Oh, yes. Witchcraft isn’t just a system for making money or casting love spells. To a true witch, it’s a religion.” 

            “But you can use it to make money if you want to?” 

            “Certainly.” He waved a hand around the dark, crowded room. “I don’t think there’s a poor witch here.” 

            I didn’t know whether he was kidding me or not. That was the kind of night it was: surrealistic. 

            Gail Kuhn came by, wearing a white gown and, suspended from a band around her forehead, a witch’s pentacle – a small silver pentagon with a five-pointed star inside. “I heard Ray Buckland talking about ‘true’ witches,” she said. “You ought to know about that. I’m not a true witch. I don’t work in a regular coven, for one thing. That’s why I call myself a sorceress instead of a witch.” 

            “Can you cast spells by yourself?” I asked. 

            “It can be done,” said Ray Buckland. “The psychic power is much stronger if you have a group doing it. But with enough practice, a sorcerer or sorceress can work alone and get good results.” 

            I asked how black magic is performed. How would a sorcerer go about influencing the price of a stock on the market? 

            “It would be mainly a matter of getting a bunch of visual aids to focus your psychic power,” said Gail Kuhn. “That’s the whole basis of sorcery, you know. Visual aids. What you’d do would be to get something to represent the stock – maybe a picture of the company’s trademark, or maybe an actual stock certificate. You’d light some candles around it. Maybe you’d have some other paraphernalia. The whole idea would be to get your mind concentrating very strongly on the stock. You’d will it to rise in price, you’d visualize it rising. Maybe you’d recite some incantations to help you concentrate. And then, if you’d done everything right, the stock ought to move.” 

            I looked at Dr. Ray Buckland. He nodded. “Witchcraft is a lot more powerful than most people think,” he said. 

            A tall, dark-haired girl, wearing enormous blue-tinted glasses, buttonholed me somewhat furtively a few minutes later. “You’re the man who’s interested in the market?” she asked. 

            I said I was. She said, “Let me show you something.” 

            She led me to a corner, scrabbled in the small handbag that hung from her arm on an incongruously heavy chain and pulled out a piece of gray paper. Placing her thumb over the name that was signed on the bottom, she held it out for me to examine. It was a check for $6,000, drawn on the New York branch of the Swiss Bank Corporation. 

            “Some people laugh at witchcraft,” she said, “but the people who gave me this check know it works. They don’t pay for things that don’t work. They’re businessmen.” 

            “What’s the check for?” 

            “Stock-market services performed by my coven. Our clients are a syndicate of American, German and Swiss investors.” 

            I gasped. “Do you have a lot of clients like that?” 

            “Just this one group so far,” she said, tucking the check back out of sight. “We’re hoping to get others. But first we’ve got to convince the world witchcraft really works.” She smiled coolly. “That’s why I’m talking to you. I hear you’re writing a book. . .” 

            The evening was growing nightmarish in its surrealism. Feeling the need of a drink, I made my way to the bar. The red-bearded man was talking to a blonde girl who couldn’t have been more than five feet tall. Like Gail Kuhn, she wore a silver pentacle on her forehead. “Come on, baby,” the red-bearded man was saying, “think at me.” 

            “Oh, shut up,” she said irritably. 

            “Think at me!” 

            “Not here, for God’s sake.” 

            I asked her if she was a witch. She said she was. Her name was Carol and she came from Chicago. She was the high priestess of a coven that sometimes cast market spells as a favor to some of its members. 

            I asked if I could attend one of the coven’s meetings. 

         

         
            Panandrio’s Party 

            Anybody looking in through the window would have thought we were all crazy. Possibly he would have been right. 

            We were in a large, modish Chicago apartment belonging to a lady department-store executive There were twelve of us: eleven coven members and me. The eleven were stark naked except for a few items of jewelry and ornament. I was not only fully clothed but draped in a sheet so that only my face showed, and I sat with my back to the group and watched the proceedings in a mirror. This peculiar setup had been engineered to prevent my “psychic force” from getting in everybody’s way. Psychic force supposedly emanates from the eyes, sex organs and other areas in, mainly, the front of the body. Unlike light, the force doesn’t bounce off mirrors but goes straight through. Carol, the high priestess, had invited me to attend that might as long as I submitted to the sheet-and-mirror condition. “You mustn’t look directly at us even once,” she had said. “You’ve got to promise. Not even once.” I promised. 

            Witches are normally highly secretive. In fact, secrecy is among the major laws of the cult: a deliberate reminder of the days when witches, once found out, were tortured or hanged or both. (Witches cultivate their martyrs’ memories just as Christians do.) But this requirement of secrecy often conflicts with a missionary-like wish to spread the word. Witches, like members of any religion, want other people to see truth as they see it. This was why Carol and her friends had finally let me watch them at work. 

            Carol, in everyday life, worked for an employment agency. Her witch name was Zayga. She and the other coven members addressed each other only by their witch names during the ceremonies I witnessed. “It helps us think of ourselves as different from what we are during the day,” they explained. 

            A coven should properly have thirteen members, but in practice it seldom works out that way. Covens, like bridge clubs and Boy Scout committees and all groups everywhere, are subject to the vagaries of human circumstance. On this particular night one member had a cold or something and another was traveling on business. Only eleven were present: five men and six women. They ranged in age from the early-twenties to the middle-thirties. There were three married couples; the others were single. We had had some drinks but nobody was drunk. 

            The room was dark, appropriately mysterious. A circle, nine feet in diameter, had been laid out on the rug with a length of white rope. The members stood inside the circle. In the center was a small, black-draped table on which stood two flickering black candles, a metal dish of smoldering incense that smelled like strawberries, a large, black, bound notebook (the coven’s “Book of Shadows,” containing records of its spells, incantations, failures and successes), a pewter goblet and wine pitcher and several other pieces of paraphernalia. 

            The date was Saturday, August 15, 1970. 

            The evening’s business got under way when the tiny Zayga opened the Book of Shadows and began to read strange gibberish from it in a slow, intense voice. Whenever she had read a few words she would stop and the other coven members would repeat the words after her. 

            “Nema,” they said. “Reeve roff yrolg . . .teedna rewop . . .” 

            I learned the significance late. They were saying the Lord’s Prayer backward, with some of the words doctored to make them pronounceable. The idea of doing this, they explained, was to free them from the constricting religious traditions in which they had been brought up. “It’s partly symbolic,” one young man told me. “But more than that, it helps prepare you emotionally. Helps supercharge you, kind of. A lot of the things we do in a coven may seem silly, but emotional supercharging is the whole point. You get yourself worked up to a high pitch so the psychic force comes on strong. You can’t turn on much psychic force if you’re in a calm everyday mood.” 

            The next item on the agenda was a token flagellation. Zayga walked around the circle and flicked each member lightly on the buttock with a small whip. Then the high priest, a young executive witch named Lysander, took the whip and similarly flicked Zayga. As it was explained to me later, this ritual had two main purposes. It was a symbolic purification. It was also another step in the process of emotional supercharging. 

            In some covens, rituals such as this have direct sexual purposes as well. Many witches, male and female, are in the business mainly for the sex games involved. Witches who are sadomasochistically inclined will often whip each other at great length. In other covens they ritualistically fondle each other’s genitalia or unabashedly copulate while trying to raise demons and devils. Serious-minded witches don’t actually object to these goings-on, for supposedly anything is acceptable as long as it has the psychic supercharging effect. But in most covens the outright sex games are reserved for later, if they happen at all. I noticed some transient signs of sexual excitation from time to time among the coven-members that night in Chicago, but it was obvious their minds were on other things besides sex most of the time. On the stock market, for one thing. 

            A kissing ritual followed the flagellation The members drank wine from a common goblet, then recited a short avowal of mutual love and help: “I love thee, thou lovest me. . . Hand-in-hand, soul-within-soul, strength-upon-strength . . .” Zayga, meanwhile, was walking around the circle, kissing each member first on the left cheek and then on the right breast. When she was finished, each woman similarly kissed the two men who flanked her, and finally each man kissed the two women flanking him. 

            After a few more ceremonial proceedings, Zayga began the process of raising a devil-like spirit who was supposed to help the coven work its magic. This spirit’s name was Panandrio: a demon with enormous powers and (so it turned out) a grand and shameless love of money. 

            Each coven has its own pet spirit – its familiar – whom it summons during its first few meetings and, if the results are good, keeps on call from then on. Panandrio had come drifting around soon after this coven was organized. He had revealed his name (the witches said) by causing candlewax to drip on an alphabet in a certain way. He had proved to be a generally amiable and cooperative chap, though his powers were dangerous if handled wrongly. (“One of our members’ enemies almost died from pneumonia,” a witch named Japonica told me. “We didn’t mean it to go that far. We let Panandrio get out of control.”) Nobody in the coven really knows who Panandrio is. One theory is that he is an ancient but unaged “elemental” – that is, a godlike being created long before the first man ever shambled along the earth. Another theory is that he is a ghost of some actual human being – perhaps an ancient one, perhaps somebody who died quite recently, perhaps a banker or stockbroker. Panandrio himself hasn’t said. 

            “Panandrio!” said Zayga. “We conjure thee, come into this room!” She was standing at the altar, facing east. 

            The other coven members repeated the words. 

            There was a silence. Zayga then turned to the north and said the words again. The coven members repeated after her as before. Then to the west, then the south. 

            And then there was a very long silence. Nobody moved for at least a minute. Everybody was staring at a dark corner of the room, where some tall dried plants that I guessed were pampas grass stood in an urn on a small table. 

            It was eerie. The psychic supercharging was obviously well advanced. Or perhaps the liquor and wine were responsible. What should have seemed silly seemed, instead, deadly earnest. Here we were, twelve adults in the middle of the city of Chicago in the middle of the twentieth century, gaping into a dark corner and waiting for a spirit to appear. 

            “Come on, now, Gunther,” I tried to tell myself. “Shape up! Gather your wits about you, man! You know there is no such guy as Panandrio.” 

            But I shifted my mirror nonetheless and stared into the corner with the rest of them. 

            
               And the pampas grass moved. 

            Every window in the room was closed. Nobody was moving about to stir up a breeze. But that grass suddenly waved, as though someone had just walked past it. 

            Maybe it was the liquor. Maybe it was my imagination, stirred giddy by the coven’s psychic supercharging. Maybe my hand had trembled on the mirror. . . 

            Or perhaps the grass actually did move. If it did, perhaps some vagrant draft caused the motion. Or some kind of psychokinesis, a crazy mental force emanating from the coven members’ overheated brains. Or Panandrio? 

            The coven members told me later that they, too, had seen the grass move. “He usually gives some sign like that,” I was solemnly assured. “Other times you just feel his presence. It’s unmistakable.” Two of the members claimed also to have seen a white, smoky form in the corner. 

            “Panandrio, welcome to this circle,” said Zayga in a trembling half whisper. “Stay and do our bidding.” 

            And the coven members intoned, “Welcome, Panandrio! As we will, so may it be!” 

            Zayga now addressed each member in turn: “Lysander, have you a work for this circle to perform?” 

            It was spell-casting time. Some of the members had no particular requests to make. (In witch circles you’re considered greedy if you come to every meeting with a personal request.) Others had various pieces of magic in mind. One girl had come with a man’s comb; her request was that the coven use this to focus its psychic or magic power and make the man fall in love with her. One of the men wanted redress from somebody who had cheated him in a business deal. I don’t know how well those spells worked out. There was only one spell that interested me. It dealt with the stock market. 

            Two of the married couples had a small investment combine going. The four of then bought and sold stocks together, pooling their money so as to make for larger transactions and save brokers’ commissions. Several times a year they asked the coven for its magical help. 

            The spokesman of this little combine was a mustached, long-haired young man witch-named Juvat. (A witch can use any name he or she pleases, drawing it from witch lore or mythology or even making it up. This man’s name came from the Latin aphorism, “Audentes fortuna juvat,” which translates, “Fortune favors the bold.” He liked the sound of the word.) 

            Juvat announced his request in plain English – which was, I must say, a refreshing change from the ancient- and mysterious-type jargon I’d been hearing all evening. “We’ve bought five hundred shares of a company called Robertshaw Controls,” he said. “We want the price to go up next week.” 

            Zayga said, “This circle is yours to command.” 

            Juvat left the circle, went to a table and picked up a large five-pointed star cut from white posterboard. From tip to tip it probably measured a foot and a half. Written across it, on both sides, in thick red block capitals, were the words ROBERTSHAW CONTROLS. 

            Juvat returned to the circle, stood behind the altar and leafed through the Book of Shadows until he came to the page he wanted. He held the red-lettered white star above his head and said, “Good friends, good Pandandrio, I wish to place this star in the sky.” Then he slowly read a piece of doggerel from the book, pausing after each line so that the other witches could repeat it after him. It went: 

            
               Through six nights and days, 
            

            
               Let every man’s gaze 
            

            
               See this star 
            

            
               From afar! 
            

            
               Bright, bright may it blaze! 
            

            “A poetry it isn’t much,” he confided to me later (a critique with which even my innate politeness could not bring me to disagree). “But a lot of witch incantations are in the form of rhymed verses. They’re easy to say and remember, and the rhyme and rhythm help you concentrate your thoughts. That little verse about the star is actually a version of an ancient witches’ love spell. In fact the whole idea of the star is taken from a love spell.” 

            I asked him how it was supposed to work. 

            “Well, you see,” he replied, “the idea is to put a certain stock in a lot of investors’ minds, so they’ll buy it and the price will rise. The coven does this by imaging the star hanging in a dark sky, huge and shining, you know, with the company’s name standing out in red. Imagination: that’s one of the most powerful tools of witchcraft. It’s a thing you develop with practice. This coven is good at it. The cardboard star is a visual aid, helps get our imaginations working right. We imagine that star in the sky, and we think about it until it becomes a very brilliant picture in the mind, almost blinding. You can almost feel heat from that damned star. And if we do it right, this concentrated bundle of thought energy goes radiating out from here to – hell, I don’t know how far it goes. Thousands of miles, maybe. And the thought drifts into a million people’s minds. They’ll all wake up tomorrow and think, ‘Hey, maybe I ought to look into Robertshaw Controls!’ They won’t know where the thought came from; it’ll just be there like a hundred other thoughts that drift in and out of your head all day for no good reason.” 

            “But a lot of other people must be thinking about a lot of other stocks,” I said. “If all these thoughts are drifting around, what’s going to make your particular thought stand out above the others?” 

            “Ah!” he said, evidently delighted to have been asked the question. “That’s the point of witchcraft, that’s why we go through this cockeyed rigamarole. A lot of other stocks are in people’s minds right now, sure. There’s probably a guy somewhere saying to himself, ‘Hot dog, wouldn’t it be great if IBM went up twenty points tomorrow,’ and some other guy is thinking, ‘Oh, boy, I hope American Motors takes a jump next week.’ But how are those thoughts going to compete with ours? What you saw here tonight was eleven people, extremely skilled in using their imaginations, charged up to the highest possible voltage, sending out a huge, concentrated wallop of a thought. Our thought will drown out the others.” 

            This is how Juvat explained the star spell to me later. At the time I witnessed it, it merely mystified me. Juvat stood silently at the altar, holding the star over his head, his eyes closed. The other coven members also stood silent, some staring at the star, some with their eyes closed. Nobody moved or spoke for at least a minute. The mirror in which I watched the scene was far from optically perfect, but it seemed to me that many of the members grew rigid during that minute: fists and jaws seemed to clench, as though some enormous effort were being expended. Finally Juvat broke into the silence with a startling high voice: “Through six nights and days let every man’s gaze . . .” 

            He recited the verse by himself this time. The others stood and listened. Finally Juvat lowered the star to the altar, stepped away and returned to his former place in the circle. 

            Zayga took command of the circle again. She gave Panandrio his “license to depart,” then led the coven in a short incantation of farewell. The evening’s business was concluded. 

            The following week, August 17-21, was a buoyant one on the stock market. But not many stocks did as well as Robertshaw Controls. It gained better than twenty-five percent: up 51⁄8 from 20. Juvat and his fellow witches, having bought 500 shares, had turned $10,000 into $12,500 in five days. 

            I talked to a man at Robertshaw Controls. I asked if he knew of any special reason for this unusual price jump. He said he didn’t. 

            “Why do you ask?” he wanted to know. 

            “It’s a long story,” I said. “You wouldn’t believe it anyway.” 

         

         
            The Money Magnet 

            I kept looking for simplified instructions on market witchcraft. (For the results, see the Appendix.) Most witches dodged my questions. They talked about their tradition of secrecy, and they talked about danger. 

            “This can be highly dangerous stuff if it’s handled amateurishly,” said Paul Huson, a young California witch who claims descent from a lady hanged for witching in seventeenth-century Scotland. “A man should know the field thoroughly before he professes to teach it.” 

            “Very dangerous,” said Gail Kuhn, recalling the time when she gave a friend three flat tires. “I could have killed the man.” 

            “Why do you suppose the Christian church has always been the enemy of witchcraft?” asked Dr. Raymond Buckland. “Partly it’s a fear of power badly used. Witchcraft is something like a car, you know: very useful, but dangerous in careless hands.” 

            Piffle, I said. 

            A few weeks after that night in Chicago I received a phone call from the witch in the blue-tinted shades. She reminded me of the $6,000 check she had showed me. She asked if I’d come across any potential new clients for her coven. I said no. She offered me a ten-percent commission for finding some. 

            I didn’t want any part of it. It seemed to me that her coven’s activities were in a legal gray area, not flagrantly unlawful but perhaps not in total compliance with the SEC’s regulations. I said, “You’re asking me to be a salesman for something I don’t believe in.” 

            “OK,” she said cheerfully, “we’ll make you believe it. How would you like us to turn you into a money magnet?” 

            I’d come up against this money-magnet idea several times before. Witches profess to “magnetize” somebody by broadcasting thoughts of him in connection with thoughts of money. The thoughts supposedly drift around the countryside and influence dozens of people to come around and shower money on the lucky subjects. Overdue debts get paid up. People who have never thought of the subject before call up and offer him lucrative jobs. It’s an old and common witchcraft gambit. There’s even an outfit called the Individualist Society (headquarters: Tahlequah, Oklahoma) that specializes in teaching people how to “radiate personal money magnetism.” 

            I told the blue-shaded witch it was perfectly all right with me if she wanted to make people think of me and money. 

            She said, “You’ll hear from people you never dreamed you’d hear from. They’ll all have money on their minds.” 

            She hung up. I waited. 

            Four days later I received a call from the Internal Revenue Service. They wanted to audit my 1968 and 1969 tax returns. 

            
               Audit? Great Scott! I’d been a taxpayer for twenty-two years and in all that time had never been audited. I asked the IRS agent “Why me, why now? After all these years, why has my name suddenly come up?” 

            He said it was mainly a random-selection process. My number had come up by sheer chance. 

            It turned out I’d done some erroneous figuring on both years’ tax returns. When the IRS agent went away, he left me a bill for $449.25. 

            It’s like the witches say. The powers can be dangerous. 

            And it’s like they say on Wall Street. You win some. You lose some. 

         

      

   
      
         VIII. By the Cards 

         
            The Net-Worth Wager 

            ONE AFTERNOON late in 1966 a very strange man walked into the Beverly Hills office of Godnick & Son, leading broker-dealer in puts-and-calls. The man was dressed in hippie style. He wore sandals, patched dungarees, beard, long, wild hair. Against his chest, suspended from his neck by a thin chain, hung a silver medallion bearing a strange device, unrecognizable to anyone in the brokerage office. A symbol of the Rosicrucians, perhaps, or of some Satan-worshiping cult. Such cults abounded then (and are still more numerous today) in California’s dense sociological undergrowth. Nobody in the office would have looked twice at such a man in the street. But it was strange to find him in a broker’s office – an outpost of Wall Street, the very heart of the scorned and hated Establishment. 

            The stock-market adventure that ensued was one of the oddest among many odd cases in Godnick & Son’s files. It is an unusually direct and vivid confrontation between the hard-headed old Street and the weird and wonderful world of the irrational. 

            Genial Bert Godnick, the “& Son” of the firm, told me the outline of this peculiar tale one night over dinner at The Coachman. The Coachman’s bar was densely crowded that night. It had been a high-volume day and the Dow was up several points. In the Coachman, as down the street at Delmonico’s, the atmosphere was charged with exuberance and high hope. Maybe, they were all telling each other, maybe the long bear market has died at last. Maybe . . . maybe . . . 

            “Nobody ever really knows what’s going to happen on the market,” Bert Godnick was saying. “Once in a while you meet a guy who says he does know, he’s sure, he doesn’t have any of the doubts that bother everybody else. This guy is obviously a nut. But then, when he turns out to be right, you find yourself doubting your own doubts. Which reminds me of a story. . .” 

            After Bert Godnick told me about the Beverly Hills hippie I phoned Bert’s California manager, Marty Tressler, to verify the story and get the details. It was indeed a weird tale. Like many others in this book, it would be hard to believe if it were not documented. 

            To understand it you must first know what puts-and-calls are. A call is a piece of paper that guarantees you the right to buy a stock at a fixed price over some future time span. You buy a call when you believe a stock is about to rise in price. If you are correct – if the stock does indeed rise – you can make much more money by having a call on it than by owning the stock itself. 

            Risk is involved, of course. If you buy the stock itself and the price drops, you don’t lose your whole investment. You lose only the value off the top – and the loss may be temporary at that. But if you buy a call and the stock’s price drops and stays dropped over the call’s ninety-day or six-month life, you lose the entire investment. (A put, which doesn’t directly concern us here, is the opposite of a call. It gives you the right to sell a stock at a fixed price over a stated time span.) 

            In brief, then, the crux of the matter is this: a call is a delightfully risky kind of gambit. You stand to make huge amounts of money from small amounts. But you also stand to lose your whole wad. 

            The strange man who walked into Godnick’s California office asked to see the manager. Marty Tressler stepped up. The man pulled out a check for slightly less than $5,000, drawn on a nearby savings bank and made out to himself. He said, “I closed out my savings account this morning. This is all the money I’ve got. I want to buy a bunch of calls, but I’ll need some money to live on while I’m waiting for the calls to mature. Can you take this check to pay for the calls and give me about fifty bucks change in cash?” 

            It was somewhat irregular but not impossible. Marty Tressler nodded. “Sure, if that’s the way you want it. But –” 

            “How many ninety-day calls on Control Data will this buy?” 

            “You mean you want to put it all on one stock? And it’s all you’ve got?” 

            “Don’t be concerned,” said the man, who was obviously not at all concerned. “I know what I’m doing.” 

            “But – I mean, if it’s all you’ve got, don’t you think you should spread the risk a bit? A couple of other stocks, maybe . . .?” 

            “No,” said the man calmly. “Control Data is the one. There is no possibility that I can lose.” 

            Marty Tressler swallowed uncomfortably. He knew, as all Wall Streeters know, that there is no such thing as a certainty on the stock market. Moreover Control Data at that time – late 1966 – was one of the least certain stocks on the board. It was just one of many small computer companies that had sprung up in the 1950s and 1960s to compete with, or ride the coattails of, mighty IBM. As far as anybody knew, it was a dog. Some minor excitement over Control Data had sent the stock climbing in 1963. But the excitement had died, and in the three years since then the stock had drifted unevenly but inexorably downhill. It was now hovering, half forgotten, in the range of $30 a share. To bet a lot of money on it now was as foolhardy as Jesse Livermore’s act of selling Union Pacific short. 

            But the visitor in Marty Tressler’s office insisted that this was the way he wanted it. Tressler, refuting the Wall Street axiom that brokers aren’t human, argued a little longer. (“It wasn’t as though the guy was rich,” he explained to me latter. “This was his net worth we were talking about, I mean net, net, net.”) 

            In the course of the debate Marty Tressler asked the stranger what made him so sure about Control Data’s future. Did he have access to inside information? No. Had some chart-watching advisory service discovered a neat little head-and-shoulders in the stock’s price history? No. Did the fundamentals look good? Well, not good, not bad. Average. “Then what’s so great about it?” Marty Tressler asked, exasperated. 

            The stranger muttered an unintelligible reply, in the midst of which was the word “Tarot.” 

         

         
            Communications with the Self 

            Tarot is the name of an ancient and mysterious system for divining the future by means of seventy-eight strangely designed cards – some of them rather beautiful, some hideously repellent. Sweet reader, don’t laugh just yet. Practitioners of this peculiar art have made documented prophecies as puzzlingly correct as any David Williams or Jeane Dixon have made. 

            (Most Tarot beginners and even some veteran practitioners assume Tarot is a French word and so pronounce it to rhyme with “arrow.” Actually it’s a coinage of Latin derivation, and some dictionaries pronounce it to rhyme with “carrot.” The choice is yours.) 

            Tarot – or “the Tarot,” as its practitioners usually call it – is a combination of formulation and feeling. The rationale is that the unconscious mind knows things about the future that the uptight conscious mind won’t admit into cognizance. The unconscious frequently or even regularly develop flashes of prophetic insight. But the conscious either sits on these flashes or, when they do break through, dismisses them as mere hunches and hence as worthless. The Tarot is seen as a medium of communication between these two areas of the mind. 

            To use the cards you first shuffle and cut them in a prescribed manner. This brings into play the unconscious mind’s alleged talent of psychokinesis, the ability to push physical objects around. The unconscious arranges the cards in some order that it considers appropriate. (Dr. Rhine, at Duke, calls this the “psychic shuffle.” He and other parapsychologists believe the mind has certain powers of this kind.) You then lay out the cards in a prescribed way and you study them. You don’t interpret them in a rigidly mechanical way. You merely allow the card pictures to suggest thoughts in answer to whatever question you’re asking. The thoughts, hopefully prophetic, float up from the unconscious where they’ve been imprisoned. 

            This is the theory. Does it hold water? Well, perhaps. Tarot-readers, as a group, defend their arcane art more fervently than any other band of occultists. To them it’s a religion. You can argue with them about it if you keep your voice down, but if you laugh at it you risk a broken nose. Priscilla Friedrich, an otherwise coolheaded and highly literate lady, wrote in the March 1970 McCall’s that “these strange cards hold all the secrets of this world and the next.” She said she used to be a Tarot-reader but had abandoned the art because it scared her. The cards, she said, are too powerful. “They are magic, and a little magic goes along way, they are also frightening. . . They tell you too much. . .” 

            Well. Maybe, in some cases, a healthy killing on the stock market might be worth the price of getting scared. Unlike some other mystic arts, the Tarot has no particular philosophical bias against those who would use it to seek worldly gain. The Tarot mystique embraces nasty things like money as well as more ethereal things like love and makes no attempt to classify one as inferior to the other. 

         

         
            The Triple-Quadruple 

            The strange man in Marty Tressler’s office had apparently received a hot tip from his Tarot deck. Anyone who has followed Control Data’s fortunes over the past few years can now judge, by hindsight, that the stranger’s Tarot readings were worth considering. The stock was hovering at around $30 when he bought his calls in late 1966. In the following year, 1967, impelled by economic and psychological factors that could not have been rationally predicted, Control Data went screaming uphill to a dizzy and glorious orgasm of $165. 

            Merely owning the stock during that period would have produced an intoxicating profit. Owning calls on it was something else. The stranger let his first set of ninety-day calls mature, cashed them, extracted a little money to live on and used the already huge profits to buy a vastly larger bundle of new ninety-day calls. Control Data had not reached its $165 peak when these calls matured, but the stranger’s readings evidently showed that the future from here on was cloudy. It was time to quit. He cashed out. 

            Marty Tressler gave him an amount of money in excess of $60,000. The man had triple-quadrupled his money in six months. 

            He walked out. Godnick & Son never saw him again. 

         

         
            Seventy-Eight Pieces of Cardboard 

            I went out to seek guidance from the Tarot masters. 

            Some of them mumbled about “ancient wisdom.” (Like many occultists, they feel their art is worthy of reverence simply because it was invented in ancient times. This is nonsense of course.) Some became nearly inarticulate with religious ecstasy. They look on the Tarot as a thing of high mystery. They end by becoming so awed that they can barely speak English any more. As a group they shy away from questions about the stock market. The stock market isn’t subtle or divine enough, it turns out. But, if Tarot cards are supposed to convey messages about the future, why can’t they deal with the stock market? 

            I finally met Stuart Kaplan, who speaks English. He is a widely known and respected Tarot master who, in addition to writing books on the subject, has a financial stake in a company that produces Tarot cards. He avoids making rash statements about the cards’ divinatory powers. “The cards reveal what’s in the mind,” he told me. “If there’s nothing in the mind, there won’t be anything in the cards.” 

            “Can you use the Tarot to predict the stock market?” I asked. 

            “Some believe it can be done. I’ve never used the cards for that purpose myself but I certainly think it’s possible. After all, if Tarot cards can predict one thing, presumably they can predict another.” 

            Anne Davies, another Tarot expert, runs a peculiar Los Angeles outfit called Builders of the Adytum. This is one of those quasi-religious non-profit organizations that abound in California (dues and contributions are tax-deductible), and I hesitated to approach it for fear of being mired in mystical mumblings. My fears increased when I found that Anne Davies bears the title of Prolocutor General, and other officers have equally ancient-and mysterious-type titles such as Grand Imperator and grand Cancellaria. It all sounded too goofily esoteric to be useful. 

            “We stress the use of Tarot for spiritual enlightenment,” Anne Davies said, “but with the insistence that true spiritual development requires material manifestation in order to be complete. Otherwise it will turn out to be just another pipe dream.” 

            In other words, the Adytum people figure it’s all right to make money. 

            Builders of the Adytum claims to be the leading repository of Tarot secrets in the Western world. It operates a mail-order Tarot course. Its students (or “Aspirants,” as it calls them) move through several stages of occult wisdom until, finally, they win the coveted title of “Adept.” An Adept is supposed to know a lot about Tarot cards – and, by having used them often, to have expanded his general psychic and precognitive talent. He is encouraged to use both cards and talent to “enlarge” his life in any way that pleases him. 

            “I played the market very badly until I went through these teachings,” one Adept solemnly assured me. He was a Nashville businessman, a Rotary Club member and a Boy Scout leader and in all other respects, apparently, a solidly rational citizen. (He was rational enough, at any rate, to plead that I not reveal his name to his Rotary colleagues. He could see himself being rotated out.) 

            I asked him, “Did you go to the Adytum folks specifically for help on the market? 

            “More or less. The market and my general business activities. The Adytum people talk a lot about spiritual enlightenment, you know, but that part of it is just horse manure. I went into it for the sole purpose of learning how to have better business and market hunches. And by God, it worked. Once you get enough practice with these crazy cards, you can actually tell what’s going to happen on the market. It’s fantastic!” 

            He told of buying Philip Morris at its low of $28 early in 1970 and selling out at $44 in November. “The cards told exactly what was going to happen to the company. Successful diversification out of its basic business, the whole story. I tell you, in the old days I’d have bought at the high and sold out later when she hit bottom.” 

            I asked, “But are you sure the Tarot is responsible for this? Maybe you just got better at reading the rational market indicators.” 

            “No, that couldn’t be it. I’ve been in the market for thirty-odd years. In all that time I should have gained enough experience to get good at it, if I was ever going to get good. But I never did. I was the typical odd-lotter. You know: the guy who is always wrong. Always. I lost money year after year.” 

            “But now you’re making money?” 

            “I’ve made about thirty grand on the market in 1970 alone. I know the Tarot is responsible because now my hunches feel right. I mean, I feel secure in them, I feel safe following them up. In the old days I never had this feeling. Whenever I’d buy a stock I’d feel miserable for days after, afraid I’d made another damned-fool mistake. The market was always a wild gamble for me. But now it’s – well, it seems to be nearly a sure thing.” 

            I was reminded of Madeleine Monnet, the astrologer who plays the market with what she serenely calls a pat hand. 

            It must be nice to feel that safe, I thought. 

            I went away like an Aspirant, looking for someone to teach me the Tarot technique. 

         

         
            A Reading by a Master 

            Ron Warmoth, Tarot master, met us in the cocktail lounge of the Algonquin Hotel in New York on the night of August 28, 1970. I had two witnesses with me: Eleanor Kossack and Holly Beckley, journalists on the staff of True magazine. The Tarot master had agreed to give us a lesson and a demonstration of his strange art. 

            Ron Warmoth is a theatrically handsome man in his thirties. One of my young-lady witnesses characterized him as “awfully attractive but a little scary.” Scary because of his seriousness, perhaps. Once or twice during the demonstration I felt the solemnity of it weighing too heavily on our small round table and I tried to lighten it with a wisecrack. Ron Warmoth responded with a bleak smile that evaporated quickly. I saw that I ought to shut up. It is not a good idea to poke fun at a man’s religion. 

            Ron Warmoth is one of the acknowledged grand masters of Tarot. He has many clients in the movie community and is also Tarot counselor to a strange and secretive group of wealthy businessmen who meet once in a while at a retreat in Rye, New York. Some of the businessmen are millionaires who operate behind the scenes, obscure by choice; some are presidents of large and famous companies traded on the Big Board. They meet to discuss financial, political and spiritual matters. Warmoth won’t say much about them. They don’t want publicity. But they obviously like Warmoth, for they keep asking him to come back. “His ability to see the future has amazed us,” one executive told me. I asked, “The future of what? The stock market?” He paused, then answered evasively: “I’ll tell you this much. I wasn’t a millionaire before I met this young man but I am one now.” And that was all he would say. 

            Warmoth has other business clients. One was a heavy stock-market investor until late 1968, when Warmoth advised him to get out and put his money into real estate. Over the next two years his real-estate holdings doubled in value while his former stockholdings halved. More than a dozen ad agencies also use Warmoth’s peculiar services. 

            I felt this was a man I had to meet. 

            The four of us sat around a low cocktail table. Holly Beckley asked Warmoth to give her a personal reading then and there. This seemed like a good test of his abilities. He had never met either Holly Beckley or Eleanor Kossack before. In fact he hadn’t known they would be with us at the Algonquin that night. He had never even heard their names until he walked into the cocktail lounge and found them waiting with me at the table. I’d deliberately failed to tell him the girls would be there. I’d simply phoned him and asked him to meet me. There was no rational means by which he could have learned anything about Holly. 

            He shuffled his cards and began to spread them on the table in a circular pattern. Since there are seventy-eight cards in a Tarot deck, they filled the table and crowded our drinks onto the floor. 

            “There are dozens of different ways to spread the Tarot deck,” Warmoth said. “You can use all the cards, as I’m doing, or you can use as few as seven. It depends on the nature of your question, how much detail you want. The important thing is to find a system that suits you and then stick with it.” 

            A little later he said, “You’ll notice I don’t read the cards mechanically. I don’t follow a set of rules like recipes in a cookbook. This is the way to go about it: you just get feelings from the cards.” He suddenly looked at Holly. “I see you’ll be leaving New York very soon,” he said. “You’re going somewhere – warmer. You won’t be with us this fall or winter.” 

            Holly’s large blue eyes grew larger. She was, in fact, scheduled to fly home to New Mexico in a week’s time. She was a journalism student at the University of New Mexico. She has been working at True under a summer-intern program arranged by a group of magazine publishers. 

            Warmoth went on to give her equally accurate details about her family, her love life, her hopes and fears. When he was finished, she said, “That was amazing.” 

            He didn’t seem surprised. “The cards are usually right,” he said calmly. 

            I looked at the seventy-eight cards spread out on the table. The pictures were brightly colored, weird, surrealistic. Some were curiously attractive. There was one picture of a girl sitting alone by a lake, under a starry sky. Another showed a gracefully gowned woman pouring a liquid into an urn. Other pictures were startlingly ugly. There was a devil-like figure with bird’s claw feet, a pair of young lovers being watched by a cynically smiling old man, a skeleton, a man hanging upside-down from a rope tied around his ankle. . . 

            “These cards can predict the stock market?” I asked. 

            “Certainly. I’ve already done a number of market readings this summer.” 

            “How does it look?” 

            Warmoth smiled sadly. “It will be a hard winter,” he said. 

            I asked for details. He said, “September looks flat: not much motion up or down. There will be a dip in October, maybe a bad one. Small investors won’t have much chance to make money for a long time.” 

            He gave me some longer-range predictions, which you’ll find (along with those of other irrationals) in Chapter XII. He also gave me some more detailed instructions on Tarot reading, which you’ll find in the Appendix. I didn’t know what either the predictions or the instructions were worth. 

            I watched his September and October forecasts come true. 

            “Everything he said about me was right, you know,” said Holly Beckley. 

            “Yes, but it’s crazy,” I said. “I know he was right but I don’t see how or why. I mean, cards, pieces of cardboard . . . He had no right to be right.” 

            Holly shrugged. “It’s hard to argue with facts,” she pointed out. 

            It is, indeed, damnably hard. 

         

      

   
      
         IX. The Dreamers 

         
            Mad Mrs. H. 

            “ON THE BASIS of our experiments,” said Charles Honorton, “it seems that certain people, under certain conditions, can experience dreams that foretell the future.” 

            Honorton is a research associate at the Maimonides Hospital Mental Health Center in Brooklyn, New York. Down in the Center’s basement, where it is nice and quiet, an elaborately equipped laboratory has been set up to study dreams. The lab is directed by psychologist Dr. Stanley Krippner. Almost every night of the week, Krippner and Honorton probe the dreams of volunteers to find out whether, to what extent and in what way precognition and other paranormal goings-on figure in the strange, surrealistic adventures we experience when we sleep. 

            It turns out that dreams can sometimes be precognitive to a startling degree. 

            Krippner and Honorton are both well-respected scientists. If I hadn’t had my skepticism dulled by studying their puzzling research results, I probably would not have paid much attention to Mrs. Doralee H. This unusual lady, who spends part of the year in Switzerland and the other part in Washington, D.C., is a widow in her middle-fifties. The wealth that allows her to maintain two homes has come from the stock market. How does she win on the market? Her husband, she says, appears to her in dreams and tells her what the market is going to do. 

            “Utterly ridiculous!” I told the first informant who mentioned Mrs. H. to me. “She’s mad!” But then I studied the weird business of precognitive dreams. After that I studied the even-weirder business of dead people’s spirits communicating with the living. I heard of some remarkable cases, and as usual I demanded documentation or other proof, and in the end I didn’t know what to say any more. 

            “Anybody can summon up a prophetic dream if he puts his mind to it,” Mrs. H. told me. (I use her initial because she has no wish to be known publicly as a prophet.) 

            “Do you have this kind of dream every night?” I asked. 

            “Oh, no. Once a month or so, maybe less often.” 

            “I don’t even remember my dreams, much less foretell the future with them. You say anyone can do it?” 

            “Yes. It’s just a matter of – well, presetting your mind. You know. Preparing it, making it receptive.” Other dreamers told me later, in fact, that the purpose can be accomplished through a simple exercise. If you put your mind to it, you can often remember dreams in high detail. But whether and to what extent dreams can be prophetic, I’m not sure. 

            I’m sure only of what I’ve seen and heard. I threw Mrs. H. a rather rude challenge. I told her I was going to phone her once a week or so to find out whether she had had a dream foretelling the stock market. She agreed to tell me if such a dream occurred. She further agreed to tell me what the dream seemed to prophesy. I would then be able to witness the outcome of the prediction with my own eyes. 

         

         
            Easter at the Broker’s 

            The dream occurred on the night of Thursday, March 5, 1970. On the following Tuesday, March 10, I was in Washington. Mrs. H. met me at the Rogues’ Manor, a dark and somewhat eerie cocktail lounge in the Statler-Hilton Hotel. She was a small, bouncy, attractive woman with dark eyes and dark-brown hair – and, at least outwardly, quite sane. She told me about the dream. 

            “I dreamed I was with my husband,” she said, “and we seemed to be on our way to church. It was either Good Friday or Easter Sunday, I can’t tell which, but I know it was one of the other because I had a new spring coat and hat and Easter was in the air somehow. We stopped at a broker’s office. That doesn’t make sense, does it? I mean, a broker being open on Good Friday or Easter Sunday. The markets will all be closed both those days. But that’s the way the dream was. We watched the tape for a while. It was moving very fast, very high volume. There were other people watching the tape with us and everybody was saying what an unusual week it had been, very low volume on Monday but very high now. My husband said, ‘Look, the Dow is up twenty points! The best week in years!’ ” 

            “Hold on a minute,” I said. “Let me be sure I’ve got this straight. You’re saying this dream is a prediction for the week before Easter this year. Is that right?” 

            “Yes. I’ve checked the calendar. We’re talking about the first trading week of spring, the week that begins March 23rd.” She smiled. “I’m not promising anything, of course.” 

            “Sure. Any more details?” 

            “A few. Some of them are very vague. I seem to remember my husband saying something about Eastern Airlines doing better than any other major airline. Up three or four points, I think.” 

            “Are you going to buy Eastern?” 

            “Of course. The week before, naturally. And I remember he also pointed out that some other major airline rose during the week, but most others fell. And Xerox was up five points, and so was Honeywell. I can’t remember any other details.” 

            I had taken all these predictions down in my notebook. I now wrote them out in brief form and showed then to Mrs. H. “Are these the predictions?” I asked. 

            She looked them over and nodded. 

            I went home. I had the predictions witnessed, dated and sealed by a notary Tuesday, March 17. Then I put the document in a file cabinet and sat around and waited for the first week of spring. 

         

         
            Beautiful Dreamer 

            Here is what the document says, and here is how the predictions came out: 

            
               PREDICTIONS OF MRS. DORALEE H. 

               
                  “Predictions made at the Statler-Hilton Hotel, Washington, D.C., on Tuesday, March 10, 1970. Transcribed on Tuesday, March 17, 1970. 
               

               
                  “In the first trading week of spring, March 23 through March 26, 1970: 
               

               
                  “Trading volume will go from very low to very high.” 
               

               (Outcome: largely because of a strike of post-office workers, volume that Monday on the Big Board was barely seven million shares. On Wednesday, because of an announcement from major banks about interest rates, the volume soared to seventeen million.) 

               
                  “The Dow-Jones Industrial Average will rise twenty points.” 
               

               (Outcome: Dow up twenty-seven points.) 

               
                  “Honeywell will rise five points.” 
               

               (Outcome: Honeywell up 53⁄8.) 

               
                  “Xerox will rise five points.” 
               

               (Outcome: Xerox up 35⁄8.) 

               
                  “Eastern Airlines will rise more than other major airlines.” 
               

               (Outcome: Eastern up 11⁄8 to 173⁄8. The forecast wasn’t quite accurate. Eastern’s performance was matched by National, up 11⁄4 to 181⁄4.) 

               
                  “Another major airline will rise, but most others will fall.” 
               

               (Outcome: National up; American Airlines up; Northwest up; Seaboard World up; TWA down; Pan Am down; Braniff down; Delta up. In no case except that of National, however, was the percentage change as large as Eastern’s.) 

               The dream Mrs. H. dreamed was not one hundred percent perfect as a prophecy. But it was close enough to puzzle me. And scare me a little too. The predictions of trading volume were right on the button. So was the prediction of a major rally. So were the suggestions that one could have made money that week by buying Eastern, Honeywell and Xerox. 

               I could find no way in which these predictions could have been made rationally. Nobody, including post-office workers themselves, knew in early March that a wildcat mailmen’s strike would begin at that particular time. Nobody, including officers of major banks, knew in early March that the long-awaited announcement about interest rates would happen on Wednesday, March 25. In fact I learned later, through discreet probing among my sources in the financial community, that the decision to make the announcement was reached quite suddenly in closed meetings and secret long-distance phone calls on that low-volume Monday, March 23. The Dow was up smartly the next day, Tuesday, indicating the start of buying by insiders – people who were privy to the bankers’ decision and knew Wednesday would be a grand day. Wednesday was. 

               No, I could find no evidence that Mrs. H. had conned me. Like everybody else in this book, she had to be presumed guilty of fraud until proven innocent. As far as I can tell she is innocent. 

               I never thought I’d hear myself say this. But it appears that, given the right conditions, you can dream your way to wealth. 

            

         

         
            The State of Best Chances 

            At Maimonides Hospital, Honorton and Krippner have studied large numbers of “apparently precognitive” dreams and no longer seem surprised by the phenomenon. They offer no theory as to how the phenomenon works, how future events can be foreshadowed in dreams. But they believe that, if precognition and other ESP manifestations ever happen at all, they are more likely to happen in the dream state than in waking life. 

            Honorton refers to dreaming as an “altered state of consciousness” – akin to the altered states that can be produced by psychedelic and other drugs. In the dream state, he believes, the mind may be more receptive or more finely attuned to any clairvoyant impressions that may come drifting around. The waking mind is too busy to notice these impressions or is too rigid to accept them. It accepts them only when it is relaxed in dreaming – in a trancelike state like the semi-dream world Mary Tallmadge enters when she wants to see the market’s future. 

            Honorton has studied several hundred cases of precognition that were carefully collected, authenticated and cataloged by the well-known ESP studies group of Dr. J. B. Rhine at Duke University. Of all these strange and puzzling cases of accurate future-seeing, says Honorton, sixty-five percent involved dreams. Hence his conclusion that the dream state is more likely than the waking state to produce genuine hunches about the future. 

            Dreamer lore is full of peculiarly accurate stock-market predictions. Edgar Cayce, for example, a Kentucky-born salesman who became famous as a telepathic dreamer, counseled a number of people on interpretation of their own market dreams. Among them were two brothers who were stockbrokers and who played the market extensively with their own cash. Both brothers had frequent dreams that seemed to foretell market conditions. The dreams, unlike those of Doralee H., were usually symbolic and at first hard to interpret: they involved bulls, bears, women in red dresses (evidently symbolizing losses) and other dramatis personae and bits of stage business whose meanings were not immediately apparent. Cayce worked with the brothers and, by trial and error, arrived at what he thought was a reasonably accurate deciphering of the two men’s personal dream code. 

            All through the 1920s, the brothers’ dreams predicted market moves and individual stock moves with increasing accuracy. Cayce himself began buying and selling stocks partly on the basis of the dream forecasts. As early as 1927 the dreams began foreshadowing what seemed like a market disaster two years in the future. The bull was seen charging after a red dress and ending in various kinds of trouble: falling over a cliff, mired in quicksand. Cayce and the brothers all sold their stockholdings just before the 1929 crash. 

            Mrs. Elsie Sechrist, a Houston lady who worked with Cayce until his death in 1945, tells of other market dreams in her 1968 book, Dreams, Your Magic Mirror. Some of these dreams are directly to the point, like those of Mrs. H., rather than being symbolic. One man, writes Mrs. Sechrist, bought a stock at $18 a few years ago. He then dreamed of the number 25 “encircled in white.” The stock went up to $25, and he sold. The stock then dropped to $17, and he bought again. This time he dreamed of a white-circled 35. Sure enough, the stock went up to $35. He sold once more, and the stock dropped back to $20. 

            There is no sure-fire way, the Maimonides dream-lab folk say, to induce precognitive dreams. There are a few people who seem able to dream on a subject of conscious choice (they do it by “deciding” what to dream about before falling asleep), but most of us can only shamble through dreamland willynilly, taking what we get. Almost everybody, with practice, can remember the night’s dreams on awakening. The only known way to find whether you can dream precognitively is to keep a record of your dreams, watch future events unfold day-by-day and take note of any direct or symbolic correlation 

            “It may be,” says Mrs. H., “that everybody gets flashes of prophecy in his dreams.” 

            Yes, it may be. I must confess, however, that my own infrequent dreams about the market are worse than useless. They serve only to confuse me more. I once dreamed I was flying a kite down on Broad Street, opposite Merrill Lynch’s window display of the day’s market statistics. A woman was leaning against the window, eating fruit out of a paper bag and uttering some warning about “next week.” My kite wouldn’t fly straight and finally came apart in the air and fluttered down to the street. 

            I interpreted this to mean that the market would drop in the week that followed. It didn’t. It rose and kept rising for three more weeks. 

            “You didn’t interpret the dream right,” says Mrs. H. “Maybe you didn’t notice all the clues. You should have thought about the dream longer when you woke up in the morning and remembered all the details.” 

            Maybe. Or maybe my dreams are just plain, old-fashioned nonsense. 

         

      

   
      
         X. Devices 

         
            Communication Links 

            THERE ONCE existed in the Wall Street district a tiny tobacco-and-notions shop whose proprietress secretly read the market’s future in a crystal ball. She charged $10 to $100 for a reading, depending on how much detail the client wanted. Among her clients, so the legend goes, was one of the hot young mutual-fund managers who rose to such high prominence in the early 1960s. When the prophetess closed her shop and moved away in 1967, the mutual fund slowly went down the drain. 

            Jeane Dixon and other famous seers use crystal balls and similar devices. They explain that there is no magic in such a device itself. It is only a kind of visual aid, a way of perceiving and sorting out your own thoughts. If you stare into a crystal ball long enough, you may begin to see shapes forming and moving. They aren’t in the crystal: they are in your mind. By using the crystal ball (so goes the rationale), you bring thoughts to the surface that might otherwise have remained hidden in your mind. 

            The Tarot’s rationale is similar. Tarot masters say the unconscious mind knows the future but needs help to discharge its knowledge into the conscious level. The cards, supposedly acting as a communication link between the two mind-levels, provide the needed help. In this sense a Tarot deck is a variety of visual aid. And so it is with devices such as crystal balls. If some hidden mind-level does indeed know the future and if the uptight conscious mind does indeed suppress this knowledge, one way out of the dilemma is to use such a device. 

            You can buy a three-inch crystal ball for $5 or so. For a bigger one you can pay well over $100. Some psychics say an ordinary goldfish bowl full of water works just as well. But I’d like to tell you about another kind of device I’ve seen demonstrated – one which you can make for less than a dollar, which you can carry around in your pocket or handbag and which will give you direct and unequivocal answers to your market questions. 

            The SEC forbids me, of course, to promise that the answers will be correct. 

         

         
            Yes, No, Maybe 

            The lady who demonstrated the device to me is Anne Carr, a young New York public-relations counselor with dark-reddish hair, dark eyes and a skeptical but interested attitude toward the occult. She belongs to Mensa, the high-IQ outfit. She also belongs to the Rosicrucians. The organization’s full name is Ancient and Mysterious Order of Rosicrucians, and that word “ancient” turned me off rather thoroughly when Anne Carr first urged me to study this peculiar outfit. She gave me some Rosicrucian literature to read. It was all about dark secrets found in ancient Egyptian papyri, and “expanding the frontiers of self,” and “cosmic vital power” and stuff like that. 

            “I’m not interested in cosmic vital power,” I told Anne as I handed back the literature one summer evening in 1970. “It’s all too vague and general to be useful. What I want to know is, can you use this crazy stuff to make money on the market?” 

            “Sure,” she said simply. 

            She showed me a piece of cardboard with a cross-shaped design on it like this: 

            
               [image: ]
            

             

            Above this design she held a thing like a small plumb bob – a metal weight dangling from a string. She held the string between her thumb and forefinger, with her arm extended so that her elbow was away from her body. 

            “This device answers questions about the future,” she explained. “The idea, you see, is that I don’t consciously try to make the bob swing in any particular direction. I just hold it over the design and think about the question I’m asking. My unconscious mind will supply the answer by making the bob swing in either the ‘yes’ or ‘no’ direction.” 

            In other words, as she explained it, the device was Tarot-like: a communication link between the two levels of mind. 

            “Ask a question,” Anne said. 

            I asked, “Will American Motors stock go up tomorrow?” 

            For a while nothing happened. Then the bob began to swing in a clockwise circle. 

            “That means the question can’t be answered,” said Anne. “Try another one.” 

            “All right. Will IBM go up tomorrow?” 

            After a while the bob began to swing along the “yes” axis. 

            “You’re not consciously making it swing that way?” I asked. 

            “No. When you asked the question, I didn’t consciously know the answer.” 

            “Can I narrow the question down?” 

            “Sure, try it.” 

            I asked, “Will IBM go up more than ten points?” 

            The device said no. 

            “More than five points?” 

            Yes. 

            “More than six?” 

            No. 

            I continued this narrowing process until we were in the range of 51⁄4 to 51⁄2. When I asked if this meant the stock would rise by 53⁄8, the bob swung in a circle. The question was unanswerable. 

            In the next day’s trading, IBM went up 51⁄2. 

            I asked Anne Carr if everybody could learn to use this strange device. She said she supposed so, but it might work better for some than others. “Belonging to the Rosicrucians has helped sharpen my psychic abilities,” she said. 

            I admitted that my own psychic abilities, if any, were meagre. She suggested I try the device anyway. I did. I asked about Pan Am stock. 

            “Will it double in price tomorrow?” I asked. 

            This was a question with an obvious answer: hell no. My conscious mind could deduce the answer rationally. I didn’t consciously make the bob swing along the “no” axis, but it swung in that direction anyway. I guessed the muscles of my arm and hand were being subconsciously influenced to give the rational answer. 

            When I narrowed the question to a point where I didn’t consciously know any answers, the device continued to give “yes” and “no” replies. It finally gave the prediction that Pan Am, on the following day, would rise by one-and-a-half points. 

            Pan Am dropped by a point and a quarter. 

            “It takes practice,” said Anne Carr. 

         

      

   
      
         XI. By the Numbers 

         
            North Sides and Apricots 

            MOST OF THE irrational market techniques we’ve studied thus far have had at least some kind of rationale to back them up. That is, you can understand why people might believe in such a technique even if you can’t buy it yourself. Weird though the approach might be, scientifically absurd though it might seem, a rationale at least exists to explain it. The technique’s practitioners at least make some attempt to say why they think it works. 

            Now we’ll look at an irrational technique, which, as far as I know, boasts no modern or scientific rationale. Its practitioners simply say, “It works, don’t ask us why,” and they go on to mumble about ancient wisdom. It is the pseudoscience of numerology: the business of attributing magic powers to numbers. 

            You might think this science would be naturally suited to the stock market – which is, after all, itself a game of numbers. But numerologists and the market apparently don’t get on well together. I suspect the problem lies in the simplicity of the numerologists’ technique. Or, conversely, in the vast and often appalling complexity of the market. There are just too many numbers drifting around Wall Street. A single day’s supply fills page upon page of fine print in every morning’s newspapers. The typical numerologist simply doesn’t know which numbers to work with or what to make of them. 

            Here is a case where “ancient wisdom” has fallen down with a dull thud. Perhaps the ancient wisdom of numerology was intended only for use in simpler times. Or perhaps the allegedly wise ancients were just a bunch of nuts, nitwits and frauds. But you already know what I think of ancient wisdom in the occult business. 

            Basically, numerology is supposed to work by assigning various omenlike or predictive qualities to certain numbers. For example, according to one book I’ve read on the subject, if you dream of apricots your lucky numbers the next day are twenty-eight, forty and seventy-eight. Presumably you should look for those numbers that day in speculating or playing games of chance. But the author doesn’t explain why he thinks this is so; nor does he say why those numbers in particular are associated with apricots. 

            According to another book, if you’ve lost something you should draw a card from a deck, and if you pull the king of clubs you call it number thirteen (logical enough so far), and then you look up thirteen in a table and discover that the thing you’ve lost is “on a high shelf at the north side of the house.” All very occult and mystifying – but, again, what’s lacking is any rationale, any attempt to say why the number thirteen should be associated with high shelves on the north sides of houses. 

            I met another numerologist who had a thing he called the “Theory of Eights.” Terrific stock-market technique, baby! The idea, it turned out, hinged on the fact that the number eight in traditional numerology is the key or guiding number of material wealth. Hence, said this numerologist, you should always buy a stock when eights appear in its previous day’s closing price, or when eights appear in the Dow. 

            I pointed out that the Dow had hit 888 one day in the summer of 1969, on its way down to doom and disaster. 

            “Um,” explained the numerologist. 

            The problem is that traditional numerology just doesn’t lend itself to the games we play on Wall Street. Possibly it lends itself well to other areas of human activity; I don’t know, I haven’t studied it that carefully. I know only that I’ve read and talked to a lot of numbers-jugglers and I’ve met only one who had made a serious study of Wall Street and seemed to have something to tell us. 

            Let me tell you about him and his technique. The rationale and logic behind it are, to say the least, full of holes. Perforated like a damned Swiss cheese, in fact. But, as with all the techniques I’ve outlined in this book, you’ve got your inalienable option: you needn’t believe what you don’t want to believe. 

         

         
            The Hypermagic Diabolic Square 

            The man’s name is Johann Brenner. He is Swiss. Most of his banker friends call him Yo for short. He is a man of about forty with a genial disposition and, like many Swiss, a large and passionate love of the American stock and commodity markets. (“They’re so big, my God, so big!”) He loves numbers. He once hoped to be a mathematician but ran out of college money and so became a bank clerk instead. He is now a banking executive. He still plays with mathematics. He spends hours working on mathematical puzzles and problems. Most of all he loves magic squares. 

            As usually defined, a magic square is a thing like this: 

            
               [image: ]
            

             

            The “magic” is in the peculiar and intriguing relationships of the numbers. Note, first, that the square consists of consecutive whole numbers – in this case, from one to nine. This is the first requirement of a magic square. Second: the rows across, the columns up and down, and the two diagonals all add up to the same number: fifteen. 

            The mathematical poetry of magic squares – their shining, locked-in symmetry – fascinated and delighted mathematicians long before the Christian era. The simple three-by-three square above (a square “of the third order,” as magic-square faddists would call it) was probably the first one devised. Ever since, mathematicians have been inventing bigger and more complex ones. And for centuries, numerologists and others have felt that such squares must have magic or occult properties. 

            “There must be some magic in a thing so beautiful!” says Yo Brenner. “Why else would such a thing exist? It can’t be just a game. It must mean something!” 

            Must it? Here we get into the worst kind of philosophical morass. The more you struggle, the deeper you sink. So far, nobody has discovered any rational meaning or practical use for magic squares. They are still only a game. Except to a few. 

            Three years ago Yo Brenner came across something that propelled him into unimaginable ecstasies. It was a thing of such shining purity, such double-locked symmetry, such profound mystery, that he claims to have wept in the New York Public Library when he discovered how to formulate it. It was a hypermagic square of the eighth order. 

            An eighth-order square is one with eight numbers on a side – that is, sixty-four consecutive numbers all told. To make a plain magic square of that size is a pretty tough assignment. If you don’t believe me, try it. (No, on second thought don’t. You’ll go crazy.) To make a hypermagic square is a thousand times tougher. In fact it’s impossible. The fact that I’ve seen it done doesn’t change my feelings about it. It’s impossible. For a hypermagic square (sometimes also called a “diabolic” square) has two properties. 

            
               First property: the rows, columns and diagonals all add up to a single number, as in a plain or lower-magic square. 

            
               Second property: if you raise each number to its second power – that is, square it, or multiply it by itself – the square is still magic. The rows, columns and diagonals still add up to a single number – though of course a higher one. 

            Numerologists and other numbers-lovers make a big deal out of hypermagic squares. The formulas for constructing them, and the completed squares themselves, are hidden away with elaborate secrecy. “The magic is too powerful to be let out in public,” one numerologist told me solemnly. Yo Brenner went along with the game. When he discovered the secret of making an eight-order hypermagic square, he went so far as to lock both the square and the formula in a strongbox. “Only a few people in the whole world know this secret!” he told me, his eyes burning fever-bright. 

            The fact is, however, that anybody who wants to spend time poking around in dusty old libraries can unearth hypermagic square formulas. The secrets aren’t that well guarded. Yo Brenner is going to be mad at me for doing this, but I hereby remove the shroud from his dark mystery. The cluster of numbers below is the eighth-order diabolic square formulated with the numbers 1 through 64. 

            
               HYPERMAGIC SQUARE OF 8TH ORDER, 1-64 

               
                  [image: ]
               

                

               If you want to take the trouble of checking you’ll discover that every row, column and diagonal adds up to 260. Multiply each number by itself and every row, column and diagonal will add up to 11,180. 

               Beautiful. Almost heartbreaking in its double-interlocked orderliness. But what good is it? 

               Ah. Yo Brenner says he has a way of using it on the stock market. 

            

         

         
            The Universal Code 

            “There is only one possible way of placing those sixty-four numbers to make that diabolic square,” Yo Brenner says. “Only one. Out of all the millions of possible arrangements, only one makes a hypermagic square.” 

            “All right,” I tell him. “So what?” 

            It is unkind to challenge him like that. He gets very emotional. He shouts, he stutters. His English, normally fluent, degenerates into German gutturals and inside-out sentences. For the sake of clarity I will unscramble his language as I quote him. 

            “It must mean something!” he cries. “Those sixty-four numbers are locked into that pattern. Locked, I tell you! Move any number out of its position and the whole thing falls apart, the square won’t work any more. There must be a reason for this. There must be a reason why each number is locked into one position and can’t be moved to any other position. What is the reason?” 

            “You tell me,” I invite him. 

            He leans forward, quivering with earnestness. “I have discovered the reason,” he says in a hoarse half whisper. “It turns out that these numbers – the numbers themselves and their positions in the square – are a code describing future events.” 

            “A code?” 

            He nods solemnly. “I am certain of it. All that remains is to decipher the code. I have begun to do this. It is a very complicated code, as you can imagine. I haven’t completely mastered it yet and it may be that I never will. But I have begun. I get better every month. Already I can predict the stock market with nearly seventy-five-percent accuracy.” 

            It first occurred to him that the diabolic square might represent a secret code, he recalls, when he chanced to witness a Tarot reading at a party. He talked to the reader, a college girl, and was attracted by the Tarot rationale – the notion of cards as communication links between the unconscious mind and the rational mind. He talked with the girl about other, similar occult aids such as crystal balls. “And suddenly it came to me that the hypermagic square could be used in the same way.” 

            Suppose, he thought, suppose the numbers represent a code. Suppose each number tells something about the future. My rational mind (he reasoned) doesn’t know which number applies to any question I might ask, but maybe my unconscious mind knows. If I give my unconscious mind a chance to pick out numbers, maybe I can get my questions answered. 

            Yo Brenner promptly went home and figured out a system for doing this. In essence, his system works like Anne Carr’s yes-no answering device. 

            He starts by taking a large copy of the hypermagic square (eight-by-eight inches, in case you want to try it) and putting it on an otherwise empty tabletop. He picks up a pencil, closes his eyes and asks a question about the stock market. The question can be general – what will the market do next week? Or it can be about a specific stock. 

            Still with his eyes closed, he waves the pencil over the magic square until, as he puts it, “I feel a resistance.” As he interprets it, this feeling comes from his all-knowing unconscious mind, which he believes is trying to guide his hand toward a certain number. When he feels the “resistance,” he lets the pencilpoint down onto the paper. He opens his eyes and sees what number the point has landed on. 

            He then picks up a Tarot deck that he has carefully avoided shuffling since he began this crazy game two years ago. The cards, in other words, are always in the same order. He counts through the deck until he reaches the number indicated by his magically guided pencilpoint. If it’s number fourteen he ends with the fourteenth card, and so on. The card, he believes, answers his question. 

            He started two years ago by using traditional interpretations of Tarot cards, which can be learned from any Tarot master or any of several easily available books. (See the Appendix for these interpretations as applied to the market.) As the months went by he gradually refined and (he believes) improved the interpretations as he watched the various predictions succeed and fail. He believes his system will get better and better as time goes on. 

            There are, as we’ve noted, seventy-eight cards in a standard Tarot deck. Yo Brenner’s system involves only sixty-four numbers. He has rectified this difficulty by removing an entire fourteen-card suit from his Tarot deck: the suit of cups. (This suit corresponds to and is the ancestor of the thirteen-card suit of hearts in a modern deck of playing cards.) The suit of cups, as you’ll discover if you study the Tarot lesson in the Appendix, is the last important suit in terms of stock-market predictions. Yo Brenner figures he does nicely without it. 

         

         
            The Cowles Communications Caper 

            “And you say this wacky system works?” I asked Yo Brenner one day in late September 1970. 

            “Of course it works,” he replied with heat. 

            “Give me some proof.” 

            He hesitated, then said, “All right. October will be a gloomy month on the market.” 

            Every occult practitioner in the world seemed to be making that prediction. I asked if Yo Brenner had anything more specific to tell me. 

            He said, “Yes. One stock I’ve been interested in is Cowles Communications. According to the magic square, the numbers applying to Cowles over the near future are fourteen and twenty-one. Those are the numbers that came up the first two times I asked about Cowles, and when I asked for the third time, twenty-one came up again. The numbers correspond to two Tarot cards that basically mean ‘merger’ and ‘bull market.’ In other words, while the rest of the market is going down over the next month or so, Cowles will be involved in some kind of merger situation and the stock will go up.” 

            “Have you bought Cowles stock?” 

            “I certainly have. A thousand shares at four and an eighth.” 

            I wrote the prediction down, had Yo Brenner sign it, sealed it in an envelope and mailed it to myself. The envelope, still sealed, is postmarked September 29. 

            Cowles Communications sold some of its magazine-publishing properties to The New York Times in the middle of October. Involved in the transaction was a stock-swap deal that looked attractive to many investors. By the end of the month, Yo Brenner had nearly doubled his money. 

         

      

   
      
         XII. A Synthesis of Predictions 

         SOME OF OUR occult friends are now going to climb out on limbs – perhaps (who knows?) to saw themselves off. In response to a dare that I threw at every market-playing irrational I met, they are going to say what they think the stock market will do over the next several years. 

         I’ve said this before but I’ve got to say it again. Whatever else you may think of the people whose predictions you’re about to read, there is one test on which you cannot fault them. That is courage. 

         Not all irrationals were willing to respond to this dare. Some, quite obviously, were afraid of being wrong in public. Others, while perfectly willing to go out on this kind of limb, had no predictions of long-enough range to offer. Mary Tallmadge, for example (Chapter IV), specializes in foreseeing short-term ups-and-downs in the market. Half a year is a very long reach into the future for her. So, with regret, she was obliged to decline my challenge. 

         Before you bet your house, car and Sunday shoes on these predictions, the Securities and Exchange Commission would like you to consider the following ancient Wall Street admonition: 

         “It should not be assumed that these recommendations will be profitable.” 

         All right. Up with the curtain. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the future. 

         
            David Williams (Chapter V) 

            In Williams’ theory the three biggest planets – Jupiter, Saturn and Uranus – are responsible for major, long-term trends in the stock market. (See the Appendix for details.) The smaller, faster-moving inner planets purportedly bring about smaller ups-and-downs along the major trend lines. These small planets’ effects can’t properly be called minor, but if we tried to deal with them here we’d end with an essay of baffling complexity. So, although many astrologers (including Williams) warn that this may be an oversimplification, we’ll consider the effects of the three big planets alone. 

            The following predictions are based on Williams’ studies of the big planets’ effects back to the 1700s and his projections of their future positions in the sky (from his pamphlet, Astro-Economics). 

            
               1972. No major planetary influences of importance will be operative. An up-and-down market. The major trend line is likely to be essentially flat, with little net change from one end of the year to the other. 

            
               1973. A more turbulent, unsettled market. Little net change until the end of the year, when a rise may begin. 

            
               1974. Bull market! 

            
               1975. No major planetary influences to speak of. Possibly an extension and topping-out of the 1974 bull market. 

            
               1976. A bear market, and maybe an extreme one. 

            
               1977. A sluggish uptrend. 

            
               1978. More of the same. 

            
               1979. Downtrend. Probably not bad enough to be called a real bear market. 

            
               1980. Bull market! 

            
               1981. Down again. 

         

         
            Madeleine Monnet (Chapter V) 

            Through a somewhat different and more complicated reading of astrological events, Miss Monnet sees the coming years this way: 

            
               1971. After a bullish start, stock prices will fall in the last half of the year, though not rapidly. 

            
               1972. The 1971 downtrend levels out, but nothing else very exciting happens. Essentially a flat market. 

            
               1973. Small gyrations grow more extreme, but the major trend remains essentially flat until autumn. A rise may begin then. 

            
               1974. A grand bull market. “A swinging market,” as Madeleine Monnet calls it. It may be one of the best years in the history of the Dow-Jones Index. 

            
               1975 & 1976. “All I can say about these years is that they’re hard to predict, and they worry me.” 

         

         
            Doralee H. (Chapter IX) 

            “The Dow will hit 1,000 within a few days of May 16, 1974, or within a few days of Hallowe’en, 1974.” 

            This prediction derives from a dream in which Mrs. H. found herself being feted at her sixtieth birthday party, which will fall on May 16, 1974. In another part of the dream she seemed to be handing out Hallowe’en candy to kids at her door. Hence her confusion about the date. 

            Her dead husband was with her at the birthday party and also during the trick-or-treat episode. He seemed to be talking in elated tones about “the Thousand Mark” – Wall Street’s Holy Grail. 

         

         
            Mrs. Clare Neal and Thomas (Chapter VI) 

            Mrs. Neal reports: “Thomas told me, if I heard him right, that there will be a very sharp but short summer rally starting in July or August, in each of the three years 1971 through 1973.” 

            She interprets this to mean that she can make money each year by buying a diversification of stocks in early summer and selling out in early fall. 

         

         
            Ron Warmoth (Chapter VII) 

            “Small investors, in general, won’t make much money on the market until 1973 and aren’t likely to make killings until 1974. The years 1971 and 1972 will be years for sophisticated investors who take advantage of techniques like margin-buying and short-selling, and who aren’t afraid to take risks on quick turns in the market. The small speculator who confines himself to merely buying and hoping for price rises won’t make much hay in these two years.” 

         

         
            Yo Brenner (Chapter XI) 

            Brenner’s hypermagic square tells him a long-lived bull market will begin in mid-1973. 

            The degree of correlation among these predictions is fairly remarkable. 

            We will see what happens. 

         

      

   
      
         XIII. Where Now, Sweet Aspirant? 

         SWEET READER, we have now met a large number of weird and wonderful people. Perhaps none of them made sense to you. Perhaps you found all their theories, their rationales, their pseudosciences totally unpalatable to your intellect. You consider all of them lunatics or frauds and all their words mumbo jumbo. 

         If this is so, close the book right here and go away with my fond blessing. Go back to the world of rational men. Seek advice from brokerage research departments, registered advisory services and cocktail-party tipsters. You may be on the right track after all. You may make your killing yet. And you will have an additional advantage denied to the irrationals: nobody will laugh at you. 

         But perhaps, on the other hand, you aren’t quite prepared to go back to the rational world. Perhaps, somewhere in this world of witches and dreamers and stargazers and other peculiar folk, you have learned something that piqued your curiosity or started you thinking along a new track. You wonder, maybe, whether one of these crazy market approaches could be made to work for you. You aren’t convinced – for it was never my purpose to convince you and if I have done so, it was by mistake. No, not convinced: only curious. You want to learn more. 

         If this is the case, then you have ceased to be merely a Reader and are now an Aspirant. 

         The Appendix, which follows, is for Aspirants. 

         Obviously the Appendix can’t offer you a full-dress course in occult market techniques. Each technique has its own Adepts, and it is from these people that you should seek your training if you decide to pursue the matter any farther. The Appendix is intended only to get you started and show you, as briefly as possible, what you’re in for if you elect to take any technique seriously. 

         Who knows where it will all end for you? Some Aspirants become Adepts. And some Adepts become rich. 

      

   
      
         Appendix: Lessons On Winning Weirdly 

         
            Occult Market Lesson I: Winning Weirdly with Feeler Techniques 

            WE’VE NOTED, fellow Aspirants, that occult market players tend to fall into two broad classes: feelers and formulators. The formulators’ techniques, involving specific and tangible things such as cards and celestial charts, are relatively easy to teach. The feelers techniques – precognition, dreaming, ghost-raising – can’t be taught that easily and, for all I know, can’t be taught at all. 

            Feelers such as T. O. Tulley and Jesse Livermore couldn’t begin to teach their peculiar skills. Neither man knew, to begin with, exactly what his skill was. Neither could explain it to himself, let alone pass it along to others. But there are some other feelers such as Mary Tallmadge (Chapter IV) who believe such a talent can be taught and who attempt to teach it. 

            If you want to become a Livermore-like precognitive, says Mary Tallmadge, your first step should be to practice “stilling your mind.” This means driving all conscious thoughts out of it. It may take you months to achieve this state of nirvana. When you’ve achieved it, you let images drift into your mind “as though from outside it.” These images (if you’re lucky) will have something to do with the future. The last step is to learn, by experience, how to recognize these images and interpret them in terms of the stock market. “Each person develops and recognizes his own imagery,” Mary Tallmadge says. 

            The technique for getting to know your familiar, or pet ghost, is similar, according to Al Manning (Chapter VI). You simply spend a lot of time sitting around by yourself, emptying your mind so that the ghost can begin making his presence known. In time (years, perhaps) you and he will be on easy speaking terms. You may even be able to see him sometimes. Once you get to know him, you can ask him for market tips. 

            As for precognitive dreaming, say the experts, you start by training yourself to remember your dreams when you wake up. You do this by making a conscious decision about it before falling asleep: “Tomorrow morning, I’ll remember.” With practice, the dream-lab folk say, it’s easy. Then, as in Mary Tallmadge’s system, you begin the process of recognizing and interpreting your own dream imagery. Your precognitive dreams (if you have any) may not be as direct and to-the-point as those of Mrs. Doralee H. (Chapter IX). They may be wildly symbolic. You’ll have to figure out, by trial-and-error, what the symbols mean and whether they have any value in predicting the market. 

            There is little else I can tell you about feeler techniques. If you‘re serious about learning to be a market feeler, your best bet might be to go to someone like Mary Tallmadge who will teach you in person. 

            I feel obliged to report that I’ve tried all these techniques and they haven’t worked for me. I haven’t had a worthwhile hunch, dreamed a valuable dream or met a useful ghost. 

            May Tallmadge says it’s simply because I haven’t practiced enough.

         

         
            Occult Market Lesson II: Winning Weirdly with Astrology 

            IT’S PATENTLY beyond the scope of this book to make you into an astrologer. A full course in astrology would fill a whole book – and indeed does fill many. What I can do instead is to outline the essential astrological technique, show you how it’s applied to the market and refer you to sources of more detailed information. 

            
               Rationale: Man as Cosmic Cog 

               There are, it turns out, dozens of market-playing and market-counseling astrologers. Astrologers as a group are more heavily represented around Wall Street than are occultists of any other breed. Some are patent frauds. Some are just plain nutty. One of the calmest and most engaging (for one thing, he speaks and writes in English instead of “astrologese”) is a man named Joseph F. Goodavage. 

               Goodavage, now in his middle-forties, was once a newspaperman. He became interested in astrology in the late 1950s when he was assigned to write an exposé of the subject. An astrologer warned him that “machinery and unreliable strangers” would represent a threat to him on a certain date in the future. When the date arrived, Goodavage was nearly killed in a car accident caused by a drunken stranger. “It’s hard to ignore an experience like that,” he says. “From that date on, I began to study astrology as science rather than superstition.” His studies convinced him. He eventually quit his newsman’s job and became a full-time astrologer. 

               Asked to explain why astrology works, Goodavage begins by talking of the universe as a giant machine, all its parts interrelated. Man is a minuscule cog in this machine. “You say heavenly bodies can’t affect you because they’re too far away,” he says. “All right, to begin with, how about the sun? Without its radiation we wouldn’t be alive, would we?” 

               “That’s obvious enough,” I tell him. “But–” 

               “The stars must affect us too,” he goes on. “If you can see a star, obviously its light is reaching you, its radiation. Every day of your life you’ve been bombarded with radiation from outer space. . .” 

               Goodavage’s point is that all this cosmic energy must somehow affect man and man’s world. Like David Williams, Goodavage sees man as essentially an electronic device, eternally nudged this way and that by energy from beyond his own world. 

               Astrologers proceed on the theory that the effects of this cosmic energy, translated into terms of human activity, are orderly and therefore to some extent predictable. As the earth swings on its 365-day journey around the sun, we’re exposed to energies of different forms and different intensities. Some of these energies will recur each time we make the circle. That is, on May 22 next year we’ll be at the same point on the circle and therefore will be tweaked and nudged by some of the same radiations as we were on May 22 last year and the year before. 

               In the reference frame of one man’s or one corporation’s lifetime, the stars – for practical astrological purposes – are essentially fixed. They form the backdrop against which an astrologer performs his calculations. He knows the same stars will be in the same positions in the sky on any given date, year after year after year. Since the same stars are there, he theorizes that the same radiations will be coming at us from the regions of those stars. 

               While the earth has been revolving about the sun, however, the other planets have also been revolving at different speeds – and our moon has been revolving around us. The line-up of sun, earth, moon and planets isn’t the same today as it was on this date last year. Nor will it be the same a year hence. An astrologer believes the planetary line-up affects us just as strongly as do the fixed stars, so he must calculate where all the planets were or will be on any date that interests him. Luckily for him the solar system moves in a majestic and orderly fashion. Saturn goes around the sun once in every 29.46 earth years, and Mercury does it in slightly less than three months. These periods of revolution don’t change enough to make a difference in one man’s lifetime or even in ten generations. Thus a diligent astrologer can, for all practical purposes, chart the planetary positions as far into the past or future as he wants to look. 

               Once he has drawn his chart – a map of the sky as it looked, for example, from your place of birth in the hour you were born – he has what he believes is a kind of cosmic-energy map, showing what types and intensities of energy were impinging on your body’s electronic system when you drew your first breath. This particular bundle of energies, he believes, has much to do with shaping your character and eventual destiny. He calls this your natal chart. By comparing this natal chart with a sky-map (or bundle of energies) on any future day, he thinks he can tell you in general terms what will happen to you on that day. 

               Astrologers admit they don’t know just how these energies work to shape human character and destiny. “We know only that certain planetary positions mean one thing and other positions mean another thing,” says Joe Goodavage. “Astrologers have been collecting and refining this kind of data for over two thousand years, largely by trial-and-error. After all this time, we’re pretty sure we know what we’re talking about.” 

               Like many other breeds of occultists, astrologers are proud of the long history that lies behind them. They allege in hushed tones that astrology was invented by the ancient Babylonians or Greeks or Chinese and they refer grandiosely to ancient wisdom and stuff like that. This ancient-wisdom business is pretty silly, of course, and you shouldn’t be taken in by it. There’s no good reason to suppose the ancient Babylonians were any brighter than we are. They may actually have been somewhat dumber. There were undoubtedly just as many nitwits by percentage in ancient Babylon as there are in modern Los Angeles or New York. So the mere label “Invented in Babylon” (or China or any other ancient-type place) can’t logically mean much by itself. What is important about astrology’s history is that the collecting and refining of data has been going on so long. Generation upon generation of astrologers have pored over the data and watched predictions succeed or fail and discarded wrong assumptions and added new refinements. “Astrology,” says Joe Goodavage, “has had time to become statistically valid.” 

            

            
               Ready for Your Lesson? 

               As I’ve mentioned before, astrology can be as complex as you want to make it. Even veterans of the field like Zolar, Madeleine Monnet and Joe Goodavage continue to read and study and add new refinements to their personal techniques. My aim is simply to show you what the stargazers’ science is like and give you some idea of what you’re in for. Then, if you’re still interested, you can plunge into as deep a study of it as appeals to you. 

               All right, class. Pay attention, please. You over there in the corner – sit up straight and put that martini down. The next few minutes will be heavy going. 

               Astrologers divide the universe into twelve equal segments of celestial longitude. The segments measure 30˚ each and add up, of course, to 360˚ – a full circle. The circle is called the zodiac and the segments are called signs. The signs have names with which you are doubtless familiar: Aries, Gemini, Libra, Aquarius and so on. 

               This dividing-up of the zodiac is more or less arbitrary. It’s basically a naming of streets, so that astrologers will know what part of the sky-map they’re talking about. 

               Now. The earth goes around the sun in 365 days, traveling very roughly one degree of the 360˚ circle per day. As we swing around the circle, the sun gets between us and successive parts of the zodiac. In other words, the sun (as seen from here) appears to travel around the zodiac sign by sign. In astrologers’ lingo, the sun is said to be in a sign whenever it is between us and that particular segment of the universe. Since we make roughly a degree of arc per day, the sun stays in each 30˚ sign for about a month. It returns to each sign once a year. 

               We have now arrived at astrology’s simplest and most basic concept: the so-called sun sign. This means the sign – the segment of celestial longitude – in which the sun stands at a particular time of year. On January 1 each year, for instance, the sun is in the segment, or sign, of Capricorn. If you were born on January 1, Capricorn is said to be your sun sign. 

               Astrologers consider the sun to be, in terms of human affairs, the most influential of all heavenly bodies. (Scientists do too, for that matter.) This is why an astrologer can profess to deduce at least something about you and your future from your sun sign alone. Your sun sign is the most important single element of your horoscope. Most newspaper astrology columns deal with sun signs alone. (“Capricornians should be careful to avoid quarrels today. . .”) Most mass-produced astrological character readings also use sun signs alone. (“Cancer: you are slow to anger but tend to hold grudges. . .”) The majority of astrologers feel, however, that this sun-sign astrology is much too simplified to be of any great value. It is certainly too simplified to be of any use on the stock market. 

               For the sun isn’t the only heavenly body that, in astrological theory, impinges upon men’s affairs. There’s the moon, which goes around us once a month and passes into a new sign every few days. (Thus you have not only a sun sign but also a moon sign – meaning the segment of longitude where the moon stood at the moment of your birth.) There is also a gaggle of other planets. Each orbits the sun at its own speed. Each, as seen from the earth, wanders around the zodiac at its own rate and in its own characteristic fashion. Each, in astrological theory, exerts its own peculiar effects on us according to its position in relation to the earth, the sun, the moon and the other planets. (For convenience, not because they are scientific ignoramuses, astrologers refer to the sun and moon as “planets” along with the other “real” planets. It saves words.) 

               So to do a complete job of astrology, you need to know where in the zodiac all the planets were or will be at a given moment of time. To find this out, you buy or get from your local library an ephemeris or book of ephemerides. The latter is a publication that tabulates the planets’ positions by weeks, days, hours. You can buy ephemerides going back to the Middle Ages, and you can buy others that go centuries into the future. 

               When you first glance at an ephemeris you’ll be appalled by its apparent complexity. It will look like Greek – and, in fact, will be Greek, at least in part. But don’t despair. What you’re looking at is a system of astrological shorthand. It’s really quite simple; it can be learned by a grade-school youngster in short order. (The books to which I’ll refer you later will explain it neatly.) Every zodiacal sign and every planet is represented by a symbol of some kind, often a Greek letter. Along with these symbols in your ephemeris, you’ll see numbers. These refer mainly to degrees and minutes of arc. They simply say how far along a planet is in its passage through a sign. There are a few other complications, which you’ll assimilate after a few hours of thumbing through the tables. The ephemeris itself is likely to have a set of explanatory keys to help you orient yourself. Nothing to it, really. 

               With this scientific-looking but simpleminded tome by your side, you’ll have a tool for finding precisely how the solar system was or will be lined up at any moment of time that interests you. You’ll even be able to calculate what the sky looked like from different parts of the earth at any given moment. Many astrologers consider this important. Since the earth turns on its own axis once every twenty-four hours, the entire 360˚ wheel of the zodiac streams across each man’s and woman’s sky every day. Fine-tuning astrologers want to know what part of this wheel was over your head at any key moment of your life such as your birth. They don’t only want to know whether the sun was in Taurus or Saturn was in Scorpio at the moment you left your mother’s womb; they also want to know whether the sun-in-Taurus was rising (ascendant, they call it) at that particular hour, or whether Saturn-in-Scorpio was just dropping over your western horizon (descendant, naturally). They get all this data by checking in their books of tables and making a few simple calculations. 

               “With practice it’s easy,” Joe Goodavage promises. Joe is an honest man. He wouldn’t lie about a thing like that. 

               Having found the planetary line-up, you enter the data on a mysterious-looking thing called a horoscope chart (or on several charts, depending on what you’re trying to prognosticate and how complicated you want it to get). Such a chart is essentially a stylized map of the heavens. It’s a twelve-spoked wheel on which you enter symbols showing the positions of the zodiacal signs, planets, ascendants, descendants and the like. There is no magic in the chart – although, with the Greek letters and crazy-looking symbols you’ll scribble on it, it will look gorgeously esoteric and occult. It’s really nothing more than a visual aid, a way of laying out all the data in a convenient pictorial form. It enables you to see angular and other relationships quickly. 

               So you’ll end with a set of weird and wonderful wheel-spoke charts. You’ll know the moon was in Gemini on May 30, 1908, and Venus was in Cancer, and Aries ascended that day at about 2 A.M. local time in the United States, and a lot of other fascinating facts. So? What next? What do you do with these facts? 

               Well, first you read some books or you take a quick astrology course by mail or from some local pro such as Goodavage or Monnet. (I’ll refer you to some books and teachers later.) From the books or from the teachers you’ll learn the meanings of the various signs and planets and their interrelationships. 

               As I seem to keep saying, it can be as simple as you want it to be. There are only twelve signs and ten planets to worry about, including the sun and moon. (The planet Pluto is usually left out because it wasn’t discovered until 1930 and nobody yet knows quite what to make of it.) In terms of human affairs, the signs’ and planets’ main effects aren’t hard to learn. You can memorize them or simply keep a few astrological reference books handy. Similarly, there are only a few important sets of relationships to worry about: a few key angles such as 60˚ and 90˚, a few oddities such as the question of which planet “rules” (that is, exhibits effects most nearly akin to) which sign. 

               Once you’ve got this relatively easy material nailed down, you’re an astrologer. From there you can go on to study progressively less-important relationships and minor effects until your eyes, your patience or your stock-speculating account, or all three, wear out. 

               Your last step will be to apply this astrological knowledge to the stock market. There are three main approaches. You can pick any approach that appeals to you or (as most market-playing stargazers do) you can put together your own personal combination and season to taste. The three main approaches are: 

               
                  	  Personal timing. You study your own natal horoscope – the one based on the hour and place of your birth – and from this you deduce the years, months and days in which you can place your market bets with the best hope of success. 

                  	  Corporate horoscopy. You study the horoscopes of companies, using the date of incorporation in the same way as an individual’s birthdate. You look for a company whose horoscope indicates some magnificent triumph just around the corner, and when you find such a company you buy its stock. 

                  	  General market divination. You study the heavens for general indications of bull or bear markets to come. Then you buy at the bottoms of bear markets and sell out or sell short at the tops of bull markets. 

               

               Let’s see what each approach is all about. 

            

            
               Personal Timing 

               To me, personal timing is intellectually the least palatable of the three approaches. I’m not an expert astrologer, of course. There might be some facts I’ve failed to recognize, and perhaps I’m looking at some logical concepts sideways or inside-out. I concede these possibilities readily, even eagerly. I urge you to disagree with me if you feel like it. But it does seem to me that the personal-timing approach raises certain logical difficulties, creates itchy little paradoxes that can’t easily be soothed. 

               Let’s suppose my natal horoscope says I’ll have good luck with any financial or speculative ventures I happen to initiate between next December 3 and December 10. The horoscope says I’ll be absolutely unbeatable that week. Everything I touch will turn to gold. Okay, so I buy some favorite stock, let’s say American Airlines. 

               My horoscope says American Airlines has got to go up. It must, for I’m unbeatable. 

               But wait, What about the thousands of other small-time plungers who bought American that same week? Some of them must have horoscopes saying the opposite of what mine says: saying their sad little speculations that week will end in black misery and doom. And a far larger number must have horoscopes saying nothing in particular will happen that week. 

               So the question is, whose horoscope prevails? Does everybody ride upward on my unbeatably good horoscope? Or do I get pulled down by some other investor’s intractably bad one? Or does some kind of averaging-out take place: do we all go nowhere in particular? 

               Astrologers offer answers to these questions. I present the answers here without necessarily endorsing any of them. 

               Answer Number One: “My dear fellow, if your horoscope says you’ll be a winner that week, you’ll be a winner. Somehow or other, it will happen. The stars move in mysterious ways, you know. They’re never wrong. Don’t challenge them. Have faith. Don’t ask stupid questions.” 

               Answer Two: “OK, sure, you buy American Airlines at the same time as some other guy with problems in his horoscope. But don’t forget, making money on the market involves selling as well as buying. What the stars mean is that you’re destined to sell out at just the right time. The other poor slob is destined to hang on too long or something and finally sell at a miserable loss. You win, he loses – even though you bought in the same week.” 

               Answer Three: “Nobody has ever made a statistical study of this, but maybe every investor who buys the stock that week actually has good financial prospects in his horoscope. Maybe there isn’t a single investor in the whole group who has intractably bad prospects. Maybe astrology is more exact than you think.” 

               All right, fine. I have the feeling that this is a philosophical maze from which I’ll never find an exit, but perhaps you see one. Perhaps the personal-timing approach makes sense to you. If it does, here are some of astrology’s major and most reliable investment-timing formulas: 

               1.  First find and remember the positions of the sun, Venus, Jupiter and Uranus in your natal horoscope. These are the planets that supposedly influence investments and speculations most positively and strongly. Jupiter, in particular, is a honey of a stock-market planet when it’s in the right place and when the angles it forms with other planets are favorable – when it’s well-aspected, in astrologese. Astrologers call Jupiter the Greater Fortune and Venus the Lesser Fortune. 

               2.  Also find and remember the positions of Saturn and the moon. These are the planets that, when in so-called bad aspect, guarantee to make you a market-loser if you don’t watch out. (The moon sacrifices money to other considerations, while Saturn is just generally a damned troublemaker.) 

               3.  Note your ascendant sign – the one that was just rising in the east at the hour of your birth. Also note which planets, if any, were in that sign on that day. If the sun was in that sign (or, to say it another way, if you were born at sunrise), you’ve automatically got a lifelong advantage as far as investments go. It isn’t a big advantage, but it’s something, at least. The same applies if Jupiter was in your rising sign at the time – in other words, if you were born at Jupiter-rise. (These pleasing prognostications are canceled, however, if your ascendant sun or Jupiter was in bad aspect at the time. Are you confused? Bear with me a while.) 

               4.  Now note the sign that rose next, just after your ascendant sign. The ascendant sign and any planets that happen to be in it are called your first house, and the next one to rise is (logically enough) your second house. This second-rising sign is of key importance in your financial life. It’s the “house of money.” 

                  If your second-rising sign happens to be Taurus, you’ve got a lifelong advantage. (Taurus is represented astrologically as a bull. Happily this coincides with the word “bull” as used on Wall Street.) You’ve also got a lifelong advantage if there’s a well-aspected sun, Venus, Jupiter or Uranus in your second house, whether or not the sign is Taurus. If you’ve got two of those planets in the second house, you’re in great shape. If you’ve got three or all four, you’re already a millionaire and have no need to read this book. 

                  If your second-house sign is Pisces or Aquarius, you face lifelong unfavorable odds in your attempt to beat the Street. The odds aren’t insurmountable, but they’ll be there to trouble you. If Saturn or the moon is in your second house, the odds get somewhat worse. If the second house is Pisces and if both Saturn and the moon are in it, I’m afraid you’ve apparently had it. Every stock you buy will be a dog. (But luckily, people with this type of horoscope aren’t interested in money anyway, much less in the stock market. It’s extremely improbable, my stargazing sources tell me, that such a man or woman would ever have bothered to pick up this book – even in the unlikely event that he or she had enough spare cash to buy it.) 

               5.  Now you’ve got to do some calculations based on angular relationships. If you’ve drawn your natal horoscope right, what you’ve got is a wheel divided into twelve segments of 30˚ each, with the positions of signs and planets marked here and there around the wheel. Note how each sign and planet relates to the others in terms of angles: this one is roughly 90˚ around the wheel from that one; another pair are directly opposite each other, give or take a few degrees, and so on. In astrological theory these angular relationships are enormously important. Here is a list of the most important relationships, their names and what they mean: 

                  0˚ or conjunction – meaning that the two planets are in the same sign and no more than 10˚ apart. This angle or aspect can be good or bad, depending on the circumstances. 

                  60˚ (square) and 180˚ (opposition) are the two worst angles. They usually mean trouble. 

                  90˚ (sextile) and 120˚ (trine) are the two best angles – particularly the trine, which is a honey. Any time you’ve got something trining something else, rejoice. 

                  There are a lot of other crazy angles like sesquiquadrate and quincunx (which sounds to me like some kind of loathsome tropical disease), but you can include those in some later part of your astrological education. They aren’t considered as important as the ones I’ve listed. 

                  Now. What you must do, first, is study your natal horoscope to see what all the meaningful relationships are. You’re in basically good shape as an investor if you’ve got such natal configurations as Jupiter trining or sextiling Venus, Venus trining the sun, Uranus in a sign that trines your second-house sign, and so on. You’re not in such good shape if you’ve got such mean configurations as Saturn squaring or opposing your Jupiter, or the moon in Pisces opposing your second house, or Saturn and the moon both squaring one of your happy planets from different directions. (If all this sounds like gobbledegook to you, perhaps that’s because it is gobbledegook. On the other hand . . . who knows? The mad, mad fact is that market astrologers do make money.) 

               6.  Once you’ve studied your natal horoscope and committed its key facts to memory, you next get out your trusty ephemeris and study the planetary line-ups scheduled for weeks and months to come. You draw wheel-spoke charts of days that look promising, and, mentally or actually, superimpose them on your natal horoscope chart. You look for favorable angles, line-ups that will enhance your good luck or temporarily cancel out your natal bad luck. For instance: 

                a.  Suppose your natal chart shows Sagittarius as your second-rising or second-house sign, and suppose you’ve got Venus in Sagittarius, sextiled by Jupiter. That’s nice: a pleasing and generally favorable basic condition for stock speculation, as long as there are no particularly bad aspects from other planets. All right, you look for a future time when the planetary line-up will enhance this good beginning. For instance, the period between November 22 and December 22 each year will be basically a profitable time for you, for that’s when the sun is in Sagittarius, your second house. If Jupiter trines or sextiles the sun during that period, you’re in even better shape. And if Venus or some other neat little planet comes around and trines Jupiter at the same time, you can plan on quitting work shortly after the turn of the year. You’ll make a fortune. 

                b.  Or suppose you’ve got some kind of financial affliction in your natal chart. Saturn, let’s say, opposes your Jupiter – and, worse yet, the moon is in your second house. Ghastly! However, take heart. You look for a day in which these afflictions can be canceled out. For example, on any day in which the sun is in the same sign as the moon – in conjunction with it, in other words – the bad financial effects of your second-house moon will be mitigated or canceled. (Luckily for you, the sun and moon are in conjunction once a month.) Similarly, if you can find a future time when Jupiter will sextile or trine its own position in your natal chart, that will overcome the bad effects of your natal Saturn. 

               There are, of course, many lessons you’ll have to learn if you go into this business. I’ve omitted discussion of many things: the various signs’ ruling planets, for instance, and “mutual reception” and a lot of other esoterica. But I trust, at least, that I’ve given you a feeling for the personal-timing approach and how you work it. 

               Madeleine Monnet uses personal timing. But she uses it in conjunction with, and in a decidedly subordinate relationship to, the next approach we’re going to look at. 

            

            
               Corporate Horoscopy 

               In law a corporation is an individual with an existence of its own. It exists apart from the men and women who run it and work for it. Astrology’s view is similar. A corporation is an individual like you and me, born in a certain time and place and therefore amenable to analysis on a horoscope chart. 

               You chart a company’s horoscope exactly as you chart your own (see the previous section). The company’s birthdate is its date of incorporation or founding. To find this date, ask your local librarian for a good company directory or company-history book. Thomas’ Register is one; Standard & Poor’s Corporation publishes several others. Look up the birthdate and birthplace of any company that attracts you and you’re on your way. 

               A difficulty arises. Unlike people, companies don’t emerge from wombs. It’s hard or impossible to pinpoint the precise hour when a company was born, and this makes it hard or impossible to tell what the company’s ascendant and second-house signs are. What do you do? 

               There are two schools of thought. One group of market-playing astrologers glumly concedes the impossibility of pinpointing a company’s birth to the hour. Hence, says this group, you’ve simply got to omit hour-of-birth calculations form the horoscope. The company will have no known ascendant or second house or any other house. But you’ll know the day the outfit was born if not the hour, and this will give you a lot to go on – not all you’d like but enough, maybe. You’ll know what sign the sun was in and where all the planets were, and you’ll have a lot of sextiles and quincunxes and things like that to ponder, and maybe this will make your prognostications accurate enough. 

               Xerox Corporation’s horoscope, as an example, with no hour-of-birth data, indicated beautiful things in the offing in December 1962. The reading turned out to be magnificently correct. Anybody who bought Xerox that month would have tenfolded his money in five years. 

               The second school of thought holds that you should include hour-of-birth data even if it’s only a guess or an arbitrary convention. Some members of this school consider a company to have been born at 9 A.M. – the beginning of a standard business day – on the date of its founding or incorporation. Others say high noon. Still others say 9 A.M. the following day, the rationale being that this is the start of the company’s first full day of business. 

               Penn Fruit, for instance, charted with this kind of arbitrary hour-system (9 A.M. the day after incorporation), seemed about to take off and fly at the end of 1966. It flew: the stock price tripled in a year-and-a-half. 

               Once you’ve drawn a company’s horoscope, the procedure is the same as in the personal-timing system. You hunt for some future period when the signs and planets will make pretty angles if superimposed on the company’s natal chart. 

               In general, you start as many rational market speculators do: you look for some gloomish outfit that has never gone anyplace or has been depressed for a long time. The stock price is low because nobody is paying any attention to it. Your hope is to discover some such company that has a secret triumph in its future – a triumph that few people know about. You buy the stock while it’s still low, then sit and wait for the day of glory. 

               Such a company might be, for example, one with Taurus ascendant and Gemini in its second house. Taurus-ascendant people and companies, says Joe Goodavage, typically are “plagued by financial insecurity in their youth.” But they gain materially later in life, sometimes very suddenly. The sudden gain will take place when some favorable line-up of planets occurs, and this is what you – like Madeleine Monnet – should look for. 

               As in the personal-timing approach, you look particularly for line-ups in which there are favorable relationships involving the sun, Venus, Jupiter and Uranus. Let’s suppose you find a scruffy little company with Gemini as its second-house sign and the moon in that second house. Not a very promising start. If the stars are doing their job properly, that company will not have gone very far in its early years of life. The president will spend his time reciting poetry to the board chairman instead of making his shareholders any money. The treasurer will wear flowers in his hair and hate money bitterly. The stock will be selling over-the-counter at 31⁄4 and won’t even be worth that much. 

               You note this company’s horoscope and, understandably, aren’t much interested. You file it away in your memory and go on to study other companies. Then, one day, you happen to chart the planetary line-up in some period several months ahead. A bell clangs in your memory. You think: wasn’t there a little company with the moon in Gemini . . . ? 

               You compare the little outfit’s natal chart with your chart of that future month. And you discover that Jupiter will be in the company’s second house that month, and a well-aspected Venus will be trining Jupiter, and Saturn will be temporarily clobbered to impotence by the sun, and Uranus and Mars will both be in the company’s sun sign, and . . . 

               When that happens, call your broker. But first call me. 

            

            
               General Market Divination 

               This is the simplest of the three approaches. It involves no natal charts. You simply look at the planetary line-ups that will occur in future periods, and from these you deduce whether the stock market in general will be buoyant or depressed. 

               Lieutenant-Commander Williams uses this approach to the virtual exclusion of both others. Occasionally he uses personal timing. He never uses corporate horoscopy, partly because he sees no good way to come to terms with the hour-of-birth problem. Once he has divined the market’s general course by reading the planets, he picks individual stocks by rational methods. 

               As we’ve noted, he hasn’t lost money on a stock in eleven years. The general-divination method seems to be worth studying. 

               This is the newest of the three methods. Traditional astrologers have tended to shy away from it because it involves no natal charting, and to them this means there’s something missing. Only Williams and a few others have been working with the method, and the work has gone slowly. They’re still studying it and trying to make it more exact. In particular, they don’t feel they know enough about the effects of the smaller, faster-orbiting inner planets: Mercury, Venus, Mars and the earth itself. 

               If the method attracts you, you’ll doubtless start by studying the work of Williams and other pioneers. Then, after applying the method to your speculative affairs for a while, you’ll probably begin to try out new refinements of your own. As a basis for you to build on, here are some of David Williams’ major conclusions thus far: 

               1.  When Jupiter and Uranus move into conjunction (which happens roughly once every fourteen years), American business activity slows down and the stock market collapses. This bleak effect has occurred with monotonous regularity since 1762, with only two exceptions. Those were the years 1831 and 1872, when the unhappy effects of the conjunction were nullified by happy trines and sextiles with other planets. The last Jupiter-Uranus conjunction took place early in 1969. It was a corker: no trines or sextiles to brighten it. As Williams predicted and as almost every market player will morosely recall, the conjunction had its usual effect. The market fell apart. 

               2.  Jupiter-Saturn conjunctions are also bad for stock-buyers. Luckily these two monster planets move into conjunction only once in roughly twenty years. The last time it happened was 1961. David Williams and some other canny investors sold all their stocks late that year. The Dow-Jones Industrial Average closed the year at 731, then dropped more than 150 points in the next nine months. 

                  (The Jupiter-Saturn conjunction is involved in another curious correlation. Since 1842, every American President who has held office during such a conjunction has died in office.) 

               3.  When Jupiter and Uranus move into trine, 120˚ apart, the stock market climbs. This last happened in July 1964. The next year-and-a-half was a lovely trinish time to own stocks. From a start in the 840s that July, the Dow proceeded to mount its first assault on the Grail of Wall Street, the magic and so far unattainable number of 1,000. Nearly made it, too: 1965 ended with the Index at 969.26. Then the trine separated, other planets moved in unfavorably and the ride was over. 

               4.  Jupiter-Saturn trines are also a signal to buy stocks. The last one occurred in February 1967. After climbing all through 1965 and nearly reaching the magic thousand mark, the Dow had fallen steadily through 1966 – just as Williams predicted. The Dow’s closing figure for 1966 was a glum and quincunxish 785.69. Williams, who had sold out early that year, now began to move his money back in. He saw the Jupiter-Saturn trine coming. 

                  The rest, as they say, is history. Early 1967 marked the beginning of the Dow’s second great assault on 1,000. The closing figure for 1967 was 905.11. And in the next year, beautiful, trinish 1968, we came so close to 1,000 that we could see those gorgeous zeroes sparkling in our dreams. 

                  And then the Jupiter-Uranus conjunction began to get itself lined up and we all went down the drain. All except a few such as David Williams. 

            

            
               Star Teachers 

               Perhaps not all of the foregoing esoterica was palatable to your intellect. Perhaps none of it was. That’s fine by me. I’m not here to make converts and indeed I’m not a convert myself – though admittedly I’m less skeptical than I once was. I’ve tried to show you what stock-market astrology professes to be and how its practitioners go about it. If the idea of it grabs you, if it seems to make some kind of sense, if rational market techniques haven’t served you to your satisfaction, then this could be your new route to riches. 

               The rest is up to you. I’ve touched on only the bare essentials of astrology here. To become a competent stargazer-speculator you’ve got to do some more learning. 

               If you want somebody to give you personal lessons in astrology, look in the yellow pages of your local phone book or that of some nearby city. You’ll probably find a variety of astrologers listed there. Some conduct classes; some give individual instruction. 

               If you prefer a mail-order course, write to the American Federation of Astrologers (6 Library Court, Washington, D.C.). The AFA will be happy to recommend such a course. There are many available, ranging from quickies to scholarly marathons that go on for years. 

               Or, instead of taking a course, you can get your astrological education from any of several books. I’ve waded through dozens. Some are frankly unintelligible. Others are oversimplified to such an extent that you’ll find little or no useful stock market guidance there. The best primers I’ve come across are: 

               
                  Write Your Own Horoscope, by Joseph F. Goodavage (New American Library). Joe gets too enthusiastic sometimes, spends a little too much time arguing the case for astrology, keeps using phrases like “it has been proven” when it really hasn’t. If you can ignore this irritating (but probably excusable) idiosyncrasy, the book is far-and-away the clearest explanation of astrology for beginners. It’s written in English, not astrologese, and includes step-by-step instructions and some simplified ephemerides to get you started. 

               
                  Astrology, by Ronald C. Davison (Arc). Not nearly as clear as Goodavage’s book; bristles with formidable patches of astrologese. Read Goodavage first or you won’t make heads or tails of this one. I recommend the book because, once you attune your ear to Davison’s language and begin to understand what he is gibbering about, you’ll get a valuable beginner’s course in stargazing. Contains a lot of material omitted from most other beginner books. 

               
                  Astro-Economics, by Lt.-Comdr. David Williams (Llewellyn Publications). Explains general market divination in (usually) clear language. Contains charts and tables of the major planetary relationships that Williams considers important. 

               
                  The Guide to Horoscope Interpretation, by Marc Edmund Jones (David McKay). Not-too-technical discourses on the meanings of signs, planets, angles. 

               And with that, your education as a market astrologer is off to a good start. Perhaps you‘ll be rich in a few years. Who knows? 

               Anyway, I wish you triple trines. 

            

         

         
            Occult Market Lesson III: Winning Weirdly with Tarot Cards 

            IF YOU WANT to become a Tarot-directed market player, your first step will obviously be to buy yourself a deck of Tarot cards. You can buy flimsy decks for less than a dollar. However, since your cards will have to live through a lot of shuffling, you’d be better advised to buy a good, stout deck. A $2.50 to $5.00 deck will last most of your life – and many Tarot practitioners say this is important. Once you get used to a certain deck and the cards get used to you, say the experts, beautiful “vibrations” get turned on. These vibrations supposedly influence the cards so that they’ll tell the truth to you, but not always to other people. The longer you use the cards, the better the vibrations get. Many Tarot masters urge that you lovingly wrap your cards in silk after each use, lock them up and never let anyone else touch them. 

            Your deck will consist of seventy-eight cards, classified into two main groups: 

            
               	  The Major Arcana: twenty-two independent picture-cards belonging to no particular suit. Some of these cards will strike you as strangely beautiful; some are startlingly ugly; all have a peculiar, surrealistic look. 

               	  The Minor Arcana: four suits of fourteen cards each. These suits correspond in a rough way to (and in fact are the ancestors of) the four suits in an ordinary deck of playing cards as we know them today. Each Tarot suit has cards numbered from two to ten, plus four picture-cards usually designated as page, knight, queen and king-plus, to top it off, an ace. (Modern playing-card decks, of course, have only thirteen cards per suit. The Tarot’s page and knight have been combined in a single card called a jack.) 

            

             The four suits of the Minor Arcana are: 

            
                Wands (also called batons or scepters). In most decks there are pictured as though freshly cut from living trees, with green leaves still attached. 

            
                Pentacles (also called coins or deniers). These are typically pictured as gold or yellow discs, sometimes embellished with five-pointed star designs. 

            
                 Cups (also called coupes). Usually pictured as ornate goblets. 

            
               Swords (also called épées). 

            There are dozens of different “spreads,” or ways of laying out Tarot cards to divine the future. Some are stupefyingly complicated. You can spread all seventy-eight cards if you want to give somebody a “whole-life reading” and analyze his past, present and future. I’ve asked Tarot masters to give me this type of reading a couple of times, just to see what it was like, and the cards have always come up with much more information than I wanted to know. Everything down to and including my grandmother’s birthplace and religious predilections. My grandmother was an interesting old lady but not that interesting. I had a feeling that if I’d let the Tarot master prattle on, he would finally have worked his way down to problems like hangnails. 

            I prefer the more concise, direct, to-the-point type of reading, and this is the type I’m going to describe now. It is neatly suited to our stock-market purposes. It omits questions of grandmothers, hangnails and other extraneous information. It is designed to answer market questions one at a time and to answer then in a reasonably forthright way. 

            You conduct this reading in four steps: 

            
               1.  The question. It should be a short, specific, time-limited question such as “What is the outlook for Xerox this year?” or “What will the market do next month?” Some Tarot masters say you should write the question down and keep it in view as you conduct the reading. Others say that isn’t necessary. The main requirement, they say, is that you keep the question firmly and vividly in mind, especially while shuffling the cards. 

            
               2.  The psychic shuffle. Concentrating on the question or saying it aloud, cut the face-down Tarot deck into three piles toward the left with your left hand. (Nobody has ever explained this left-handed business to me satisfactorily. It’s just one of the traditions.) Rotate the middle pile through a half-turn counterclockwise. This will turn some of the Major Arcana cards upside-down – the significance of which will become apparent soon. Now restack the three piles leftward with your left hand, pick up the deck and shuffle the cards thoroughly, still concentrating hard on the question. Repeat the process: cut the deck, rotate the middle pile, restack and shuffle. 

            
               3.  The spread. With the deck still face-down, count through it by nines. Take every ninth card and spread seven of them face-up in this pattern and in this order: 

            
               [image: ]
            

             

            
               4.  The reading. Cards 1, 2 and 3 purportedly tell you about the immediate or near future – what they call the “short-term outlook” down on Wall Street. Cards 4, 5 and 6 tell of the longer-term outlook – down to the end of the time limit you’ve set in your question and maybe slightly beyond, if the cards deem it necessary to draw you a complete picture. 

            Card 7 tells how all these prognostications relate personally to the questioner. This card may be a reaffirmation of what the other six cards have said. It may say simply and directly, for example, that the questioner himself will make money on Xerox along with a lot of other investors. Or this seventh card may be a warning: it may suggest that the questioner is in danger of losing his shirt because of impatience or his ownership of the stock will cause him worry and strife. 

            All you need now, in order to put this formula to work, is the lexicon of Tarot-card meanings. 

            “Nobody should interpret the cards by means of a mechanical formula,” says Ron Warmoth over and over again. “It isn’t like following directions in a cookbook. The cards are meant only to suggest thoughts, to help bring to the surface what has been hidden in the mind. A lexicon of card ‘meanings’ can help the beginner get started, but he shouldn’t stick to that lexicon in a rigid or pedantic way. He should let his mind roam as he studies each card and its relationships to the other cards. He should let impressions pile up, one on top of another.” 

            Or, as Stuart Kaplan puts it, “The cards are reflections of the mind. If there’s nothing in your mind, there won’t be anything in the cards.” 

            With these warnings from the masters clearly in view, I will now proceed to give you a starter’s lexicon – a list showing each card’s basic meanings. Like astrologers, Tarot readers claim these meanings have been derived through centuries of trial and observation on a base of (please pardon the expression) ancient wisdom. 

            
               The Major Arcana 

               Modern playing cards are designed to be reversible. That is, there is no upside-down; a card looks substantially the same from either side of the table. In a Tarot deck, the cards of the Major Arcana aren’t designed that way. Each card is a symbolic picture with a top and a bottom. It has one meaning if it turns up in your spread right-side-up, another meaning (usually, but not always, the opposite meaning) if it appears upside-down or, as Tarot masters call it, reversed. 

               The Major Arcana, as their name implies, are considered to be immensely more significant than the Minor Arcana. Whenever a Major Arcana card turns up in your spread, consider this to be a key or pivotal element of the truths that are being revealed to you. If the seven-card spread contains three or more Major Arcana cards, consider yourself to be reading about future events of major and profound importance, events that will have some intense significance to you. If the spread contains no Major Arcana cards, you are reading about events of less significance – small ups-and-downs in the market, perhaps: nothing very exciting. 

               Here are the Major Arcana and their basic meanings: 

               
                  The Fool: picture of a gaily attired jester standing at the edge of a precipice. 

               Right-side-up: signifies rashness. The company you’re asking about, or the stock market as a whole, may be heading for a period of dangerous speculation. If this card falls in the seventh position on your layout, it warns that you are in danger of blundering into speculative excess. 

               Reversed: signifies that a faulty choice is about to be made – by the company, by market players as a whole or (in seventh position) by you personally. Stay out of the market for a while. (Staying out may itself be the faulty choice, but at least it doesn’t directly lose you money.) 

               
                  The Magician: a wizard stands behind a table, pointing to the sky with one hand and the earth with the other. 

               Upright: mastery, control of one’s destiny. Occult powers are available at this time to company executives or market players who dare to use them; hunches will turn out right. Seventh position: your occult powers are sharp at this time; you can use them with confidence. 

               Reversed: weakness, indecision; an up-and-downish period in which little money will be made unless other influences are at work. Seventh position: you aren’t likely to go far on this stock or in this market. News events, personal problems or other influences will rob you of the guts to make firm decisions fast enough. 

               
                  The High Priestess: a simply gowned woman – shown standing in some Tarot decks, seated in others. 

               Upright: knowledge and intelligence. Company or market will behave sensibly – but this doesn’t necessarily mean money can be made. Consult other cards in the layout for the full story. Seventh position: rely on rational rather than occult approaches to the market. 

               Reversed: the card warns of too-easy acceptance of superficial knowledge, reliance on too-few facts. 

               
                  The Empress: elaborately gowned woman with a jeweled crown, seated, holding a scepter. 

               Upright: fruitfulness, material wealth. Unless warning cards such as the Fool are present, this one says money is going to be made. A bullish period is in the making for the company, the market or (seventh position) you personally. 

               Reversed: inaction, failure to grasp opportunities that could have led to wealth. Seventh position: anxiety or misfortune, perhaps involving your family or a woman, may keep you from getting in on a good thing or may push you off the track too soon. 

               
                  The Emperor: a seated man, crowned, holding a scepter. 

               Upright: wealth and worldly power. In terms of the stock market, substantially the same significance as the Empress. 

               Reversed: immaturity, weakness. A bear market may be on the way, resulting from unrealistic fears. Seventh position: the card warns that you may bungle a market play by falling victim to childish emotions such as greed, impatience or jealousy over another speculator’s success. 

               
                  Jupiter: in some decks, called the Hierophant. A seated man in ecclesiastical costume. 

               Upright: conformity, lack of adventurous spirit. The company you’re studying will avoid innovations, gambles, untried ideas – which may or may not be a good thing, depending on what the other cards say. In reference to the market as a whole, this card signifies a decrease of speculation, growing interest in the safe old blue chips. Seventh position: a warning that you may be interpreting the other cards too literally or ritualistically or that your approach to the market may be the same. You’re depending too much on established recipes and clichés. 

               Reversed: unorthodoxy – which, again, may or may not be profitable, depending on the other cards. The card signifies that the company or the market won’t do what most people expect. Seventh position: the card suggests you can make money on this situation by approaching it in an unconventional way, ignoring run-of-the-mill pundits’ advice. 

               
                  The Lovers: a man and woman stand looking at each other while – in some decks – an old man watches with a cynical smile. An angel observes the scene moodily from above. 

               Upright: this mysterious, ambiguous and hard-to-interpret card is generally said to signify that a difficult choice is about to be faced – a choice between two opposite attractions. It warns that the choice is coming up but doesn’t by itself hint at the outcome. The other cards may suggest the outcome. Seventh position: you’re likely to be torn between diverse uses or needs for your money, in or out of the stock market. 

               Reversed: the card signifies that an important test will be failed. The company will lose a key court decision or labor dispute or will fail to surmount some other obstacle. Or the market will fail to penetrate some “breakout level” or will drop through a “resistance level” that is being watched by all the pundits. Seventh position: you’re in danger of falling into a trap through wrong allocation of your money or bad timing. 

               
                  The Chariot: a man in armor rides a chariot pulled by two horses or – in some decks – sphinxes. 

               Upright: possibility of huge triumph after a period of adversity, provided those concerned control their emotions. When this card comes up in answer to a question about an individual company, it signifies that the company may go through a rough period during which you can buy its stock at bargain prices – but that the stock may then climb brilliantly. General market prediction: a worrisome period, followed by bullish times if the majority avoid panicking. Seventh position: keep your cool and you’ll make out fine. 

               Reversed: sudden defeat; unexpected collapse of things that seemed to be going well. The card warns that when the company’s stock starts climbing rapidly or when the market is aglow with optimism, it’ll be time for you to get out. Seventh position: a warning that early successes may make you too greedy or too sure of yourself and lead you into a disastrous blunder. 

               
                  Strength: a woman effortlessly closes a lion’s mouth with her hands. In some decks it’s a man instead, and he’s putting out a little more effort. 

               Upright: victory of mind over matter; solution of problems by people using their heads. The card predicts that the market or the company you’ve asked about will go through threatening times but that intellect will prevail. The problems (which may involve world diplomatic quarrels, threats of war or other market-depressing scares) will be solved, but the result won’t necessarily be a full market. Read the other card for the whole story. Seventh position: a suggestion that, in some worrisome period to come, you should have faith in your own brainpower to solve your investment problems. 

               Reversed: discord; an unsettled period to come, possibly with rapid up-and-down swings in the company’s stock, the market as a whole or (seventh position) your own market fortunes. 

               
                  The Hermit: a hooded, monkish-looking figure carries a lantern as though seeking something. 

               Upright: quiet development of new knowledge or new attitudes. A “consolidation” phase for the market or the company you’ve asked about; possibly a period when the company will secretly develop some invention or innovation that will pay off later. Seventh position: somebody you talk to or something you read will give you a valuable tip about this situation. 

               Reversed: bad timing, resulting either from too little or too much caution. 

               
                  The Wheel of Fortune: a wheel with, in some decks, astrological symbols on it. 

               Upright: the card warns you to expect the unexpected. A stroke of destiny is on the way: luck from some unpredicted source. It will be good luck if those involved have put themselves in a position to grab it. The other cards may offer clues as to the nature of this stroke of fortune. 

               Reversed: unexpected bad luck. If the card falls in seventh position, withdraw from the market for a while. 

               
                  Justice: a crowned woman holding a sword in one hand and a pair of scales in the other. 

               Upright: moderation, poise, balance. A somewhat unexciting but reasonably profitable and tranquil time is ahead for the market, the company or (seventh position) you. Some Wall Street Tarot-readers interpret the card as a suggestion that you diversify your stockholdings more. Otherwise you may not get in on the promised tranquillity. 

               Reversed: violent changes are in the wind. Threats of war or lawlessness may batter the market badly. The company you’ve asked about may get involved in a painful legal hassle. Seventh position: the card warns against bias and unreason – perhaps suggesting, for example, that you coolly examine your own reasons for latching onto a certain stock. 

               
                  The Hanged Man: a man hangs head-down from a rope tired around one ankle. His face has a strangely serene expression. 

               Upright: a hiatus, a pause to think over past mistakes, followed by a new start and possibly a whole new philosophy. The market will stop, think and turn. The company you’ve asked about may reorganize, merge with another or close down some unprofitable venture. Seventh position: you’re about to rethink your whole approach to the market or to investments in general. 

               Reversed: the card warns that something is irreparably wrong with the prophecy being made by the other Tarot cards or with your interpretation of them. Whenever the hanged man turns up anywhere in your spread in reversed position, abandon the reading and try again twenty-four hours later. 

               
                  Death: a skeleton, riding a horse in some decks, shambling around with a scythe in others. 

               Upright: destruction – though not necessarily with bad results. The card says that something old will die, perhaps violently, making way for something new and maybe better. In seventh position it may mean that you’re about to have an unhappy experience with a certain stock, after which you’ll disgustedly sell out and put the money elsewhere with better long-term results. 

               Reversed: inertia, stagnation. A period of doldrums – temporary death – is on the way. 

               
                  Temperance: a winged angel pours a liquid – which Tarot masters say is the “essence of life” – from one urn into another. 

               Upright: successful combination of unlike ingredients; profitable diversification; harmony. Like the Justice card, this one presages a tranquil and profitable period, particularly one in which diverse elements will work well together. It may foretell halcyon days of good international relations – a Cold War thaw, perhaps – in which the market will climb. In reference to an individual company, it predicts a time when the company will be involved in a merger or successfully enter new fields of enterprise or when existing conglomerate divisions will start to click together. Seventh position: all the elements of your financial life, including your market plays, will fall into step and work together. 

               Reversed: dissonance, disharmony, disruptive arguments, hurtful competition. Seventh position: there will be some kind of conflict in your financial life. Personal affairs may force you to withdraw money unwillingly from the market. 

               
                  The Devil: a horned figure with goat’s feet in some decks, birdlike claws in others. 

               Upright: the card suggests that something extraordinary, probably unpleasant, and maybe inexplicable is going to happen, perhaps a mystical or occult experience. The significance is the opposite of that suggested by both the Magician and the High Priestess. Neither occult powers nor rational intellect can be counted on to prevail over the events presaged by this fearsome card. Your only salvation, it seems, is to get out of the market. 

               Reversed: a kind of convalescent period is on the way. Ills will begin to heal. Psychological difficulties that have been troubling the market, your pet company or (seventh position) you individually will begin yielding to understanding. Problems that once seemed insurmountable will seem to shrink in size as a new and truer perspective opens up. 

               
                  The Tower: also called the House of God. Lightning strikes a tower, and two men fall off it. 

               Upright: the card warns of extreme and sudden catastrophe – a market crash, severe financial problems, even bankruptcy. This dismal event, it says, will result from too much greed and ambition. The market, the company or you are heading for a downfall through speculative overextension. When you see this card, it warns you to be satisfied with moderate profits and then quit. 

               Reversed: continuation of bad effects; a general state of being caught in a trap. Whatever has been wrong with the market, the company or your personal speculations will continue to go wrong and may go wronger. Unless other cards suggest the trap will open up, your best bet may be to quit trading for a while until things improve. 

               
                  The Star: a nude girl sits by a lake under a starry sky. 

               Upright: the card signifies hope. Whatever is going wrong, it says, will eventually improve. Its position in the spread may say when this might happen. Unfortunately, the card really promises nothing. Its general significance is that of a psychological lift. It offers a consoling pat on the back when it turns up with cards of bad omen. It says, “Well, maybe things won’t be as bad as they look.” The Star card is the only one of the Major Arcana that can usually be ignored for practical purposes. 

               Reversed: a warning that all good things must end. Exactly the opposite of the upright card’s meaning. It suggests arranging insurance for bad times – something that most prudent investors do anyway. But it doesn’t foretell bad luck any more than the upright card foretells good luck. Upright or reversed, the card is essentially a meaningless cliché of optimism or pessimism – mystical-style hot air. Ignore it. 

               
                  The Moon: a crescent moon hangs over a surrealistic scene – baying dogs in some decks, a man and a dog in others. 

               Upright: deceit, trickery, falsehood. The card suggests some major scandal impending for the company you’ve asked about or the market as a whole – perhaps a revelation of fraud by a brokerage house or dishonest price manipulation by big investors. Seventh position: somebody, for his own private purposes, is likely to give you a bad stock tip or lure you into some other financial error. The card warns you to be pessimistic and suspicious about the motives of those you deal with or listen to at this time. 

               Reversed: a minor setback lies ahead. Problems will be encountered and a price will be paid, but the price won’t be high and the problems will evaporate. 

               
                  The Sun: a blazing sun looks down on a naked child in some decks, a boy and girl reading a book in other decks. 

               Upright: general contentment, possibly but not necessarily meaning material wealth. The card foretells a period when the market, your pet company or you will be happy with things as they are. Don’t take this as an assurance of market success. The card could be referring to a slowly declining market in which investors, having expected something worse, are happy and relieved. If this card turns up in your spread with cards of bad omen, it signifies that the bad effects will be alleviated in some way. 

               Reversed: delay and uncertainty. A period of fretful waiting lies ahead. Impending events won’t mature as fast as had been hoped; outcomes will be tossups for a while; corporate moves or market plays that depend on the outcomes will have to be postponed. The card doesn’t say whether the outcomes will be good or bad. Consult the other cards. 

               
                  Judgement: an angel appears in a cloud and blows a trumpet at a group of naked men and women. 

               Upright: an abrupt and rejuvenating change is coming. The change may seem painful and unwanted at the time, but the long-term results will be beneficial. The card may refer to a severe “technical correction” on the market, in which artificially inflated stock prices get chopped down to more reasonable levels and a solid basis is built for a true, calm bull market. Or it may mean that the company you’ve asked about will suddenly be clobbered by some new and unlooked-for competitor, as a result of which the company will trim off fat and become a tougher opponent in the future. 

               Reversed: substantially the same meaning as the reversed Sun card. Delay in outcomes, procrastination; a period of waiting for a clouded future to grow clearer. The tone of this card, however, is generally more pessimistic that the reversed Sun. The reversed Judgment card warns that the long-awaited outcomes probably will be disappointing. 

               
                  The World: a nude woman surrounded by a wreath of leaves, with a bull and lion beneath. 

               Upright: complete and perfect success. The card’s original designer, centuries ago, had never heard the term “bull market,” but by a happy coincidence this is what the card signifies. If it falls in the seventh position, you’ve been given the Tarot’s most optimistic possible prognosis for the future. Even if all the other cards foretell doom and disaster, this one says you personally will float through the storm like a cork. 

               Reversed: the card warns of noncompletion, failure to see things through to the end. A major market move will fizzle out. Your pet company will quit in the middle of something it has started. Seventh position: the card suggests you haven’t spent enough time pondering the other cards. You’ve been unwilling to see their full meaning. 

            

            
               The Minor Arcana 

               In many modern Tarot decks the fifty-six cards of the Minor Arcana are more or less reversible like modern playing cards: there’s no quickly perceptible upside-down. Some orthodox Tarot masters say this is a mistake. Every card has one meaning upright and another meaning reversed, they insist: 112 separate meanings in the Minor Arcana, plus all those of the Major Arcana. 

               If you want to make a full-dress study of the Tarot, you can of course ponder all these meanings. But even the masters allow that it’s better to start more modestly. Until you’re sure you’re going to feel at home with the cards – and until the cards prove to your satisfaction that they aren’t talking sheer balderdash – you’d be better advised to adopt a simpler approach. Instead of considering each card and its reversed meaning separately, consider only the four suits. 

               Each suit of the Minor Arcana has a generalized set of meanings. Whenever a card of that suit turns up in your spread, whether upright or reversed, those meanings apply. If it’s a low card (the two or deuce is the lowest), the meanings are taken to be softly and casually spoken. They refer to relatively trivial events. If it’s a high card (ace is highest), the meanings are a notch under the Major Arcana in profundity, It two more of one suit turn up, the profundity of the meanings is assumed to increase proportionately. An ace and king of one suit are taken to carry about as much weight, together, as one Major Arcana card. 

               Here are the suits’ principal meanings in terms of the stock market: 

               
                  Pentacles are the cards of money and, hence, the ones to watch most closely. They say how much money will be or can be made in a situation, consonant with the warnings and suggestions and prophecies of any Major Arcana cards that have turned up. If a Major Arcana card seems to predict trouble but a Pentacle turns up next to it, the combined meaning of the two cards is that somebody will make money out of a bad situation. If your entire spread looks gloomy but a high Pentacle turns up in the seventh position, the meaning is that you personally can make money out of the situation. You’re being quite clearly advised to sell out, sell short or buy puts. 

               
                  Swords generally prophesy strife and struggle. Whatever results the other cards foretell, the Swords say those results will be achieved with a certain amount of difficulty. If a high Sword turns up in seventh position, the suggestion is that the amount of money you can make profundity even in an otherwise bullish situation profundity may not be worth the trouble you’re destined to go through. 

               
                  Wands signify what Tarot masters call “enterprise,” human will and work, people’s determination to make things go right. In general, the Wands say to what degree a situation is humanly controllable. If a high Wand turns up in seventh position, it says you’ll have a good chance of steering your way though the situation unhurt and even with a profit, no matter how bleak the situation looks. But, warns the Wand, you’ll have to apply brain and backbone. 

               
                  Cups are the least significant cards for the stock speculator. The Cups generally deal with love and happiness, which are beautiful things to have but are outside the scope of this severely pragmatic inquiry. In general, Cups in a stock-market spread deal with people’s (or, in seventh position, your) general emotional reaction to the situation being asked about. High Cups signify happiness, equanimity in the face of disaster, an even-keeled rather than dangerously speculative response to bullish times. 

               “This all sounds appropriately mystical and even exciting,” I told the Tarot master at whose feet I learned some of the foregoing esoteric. “But listen: can I ask a reader to bet his money on this stuff? He ought to experiment with the cards first, right? Dry runs, with no money involved?” 

               “Not so” replied the Tarot master with great solemnity. “The questioner must be deeply involved emotionally in the questions he asks the cards. Dry runs won’t work. The psychic energies just won’t be there.” 

               “But–” 

               “I’m sorry, but that’s the way it is. If you approach the Tarot as a plaything for whiling away idle hours, that’s all it’ll be: a plaything. It won’t be serious with you until you’re serious with it.” 

               That is what the Tarot master said. The Wall Street witches had told me roughly the same thing about their craft. At first glance it looks like a closed circle into which the novice cannot break. You’ve got to have faith before the craft will work, but you can’t easily develop faith until you’ve seen it work. 

               Is this an artful cop-out? A dodge? An excuse, carefully prepared in advance, with which to soothe those whose Tarot cards speak nonsense? 

               I don’t know. In the occult world all things are possible, including fraud. And yet . . . 

            

            
               Readings 

               There are several books by Tarot masters from whom you can learn more. Two of the clearest are: 

               
                  Tarot Cards for Fun and Fortune Telling, by Stuart R. Kaplan (U.S. Games Systems, Inc., New York). In a straightforward way and with a minimum of mystical mumbo jumbo, Kaplan tells what each is supposed to mean, in more detail than has been possible in this Appendix. 

               
                  The Tarot Revealed, by Eden Gray (New American Library). Contains fearful passages of occultese, but if you skip these you’ll find a lot of possibly useful instruction. The book gives further details on the supposed meanings of the cards, outlines several different ways of laying them out. 

            

         

         
            Occult Market Lesson IV: Winning Weirdly with Witchcraft 

            IF YOU EVER go to a witch for instruction in his strange craft, he will probably begin by pointing out that witchcraft is in essence a religion. He will emphasize the point strongly. To him, this will be an important piece of fundamental knowledge that you’ll need to grasp before you go out to influence the stock market. 

            “It’s a religion that exalts the individual,” says Dr. Ray Buckland (Chapter VII). “It isn’t like Christianity, where you go and sit in a big cold building and listen to a lecture on good and evil. Witchcraft is practiced in small groups, and each member of the group takes an active part.” Looking at it in this sense, many people over the centuries have found it to be a more attractive religion than most of the major, organized faiths. This is why Christian leaders in particular have considered witchcraft to be a competitor – and why thousands of witches have been hanged, burned, tortured and otherwise piously done in. 

            “People don’t burn witches any more today,” says Zayga. “But there’s still this feeling around that witchcraft is immoral or evil or something. Witches can still be punished in other ways. If I publicized my activities, I’d probably lose my job. That’s why there’s this big emphasis on secrecy. Witches have always had to work in secret.” 

            I’ve quoted a witch named Elizabeth on another of witchcraft’s great attractions: its breezy and straightforward acceptance of the material world. Still another attraction of witchcraft is its lack of any organized hierarchy. There is no Witch Pope, no International Board of Witches to lay down rules. Each coven may go its own way, make up its own rituals, develop its own approach. “It would be almost true,” writes Paul Huson in his book, Mastering Witchcraft, “to say that there are as many different witch cults as there are covens.” 

            There are still witches like Dr. Ray Buckland who stick scrupulously to old-time rituals. These orthodox practitioners sometimes accuse others of not being “true” witches – but, as Huson points out, there is hardly any such thing as a true witch. “Orthodox,” says Huson, means only “the most traditional.” Basically, you are a witch if you feel like a witch. You are as “true” as any other witch. 

            All modern witches, including orthodox ones like Dr. Buckland, explain witch-power in terms of group telepathy. “It doesn’t really matter what forms and rituals you use,” says Elizabeth, “as long as the end result is to work everybody up to a feverish pitch of awareness, a state where the mind is absolutely boiling over. That’s when your thought impulses will really pack some power.” 

            The giraffe effect has already been mentioned; that is, events occur for all kinds of reasons. Witches’ spells may be among these reasons and may not be. But if you conclude witchcraft makes some kind of sense for you as a market player, what follows is a brief manual of instructions for your initiation. 

            
               Book of Shadows 

               According to my sources, anybody who wants to go into business as a stock-market witch will need to make preparations in four main categories: 

               1. General approach and attitude. Most witches say the most important aspect of your attitude will be your ability to take witchcraft seriously – what Zayga calls the “temporary suspension of your sense of the ridiculous.” 

               Many witch rites – perhaps most – are sublimely comic when contemplated in the sober light of day. The picture of a group of adults, stark naked, solemnly reciting odd bits of doggerel, is certainly one of the funniest pictures created thus far by these very funny times in which we live. “But it’s obvious,” says Gail Kuhn, “that somehow you’ve got to talk yourself into taking it seriously, at least while you’re actually performing the rites. Otherwise you simply won’t be able to turn up any psychic voltage.” 

               How do you achieve this state of seriousness? “It’s mainly a matter of thinking and reading about witchcraft until you begin to take it for granted,” says one witch. “It may take you just a few days, it may take years. What did it for me was when I compared witchcraft rites with Christian rites. The Christian ones don’t seem ridiculous to a Christian: he’s been doing them all his life. But when you think about it, you see that the Christian church rituals – for example, the Catholic Holy Communion ritual – are as funny as witchcraft, maybe even funnier.” 

               Each novice witch must seek his or her own route to seriousness. Both Paul Huson and Elizabeth refer to the attitude as “faith.” Elizabeth adds: “But I don’t mean blind faith, the kind they teach in church. A witch’s kind of faith is the kind that results from tangible evidence. Like when you turn on a light switch, you have faith that the light will go on because it has always happened before. This faith is hard to come by when you first get into witchcraft, but the faith builds up after a while. It builds up when you see the magic working.” 

               In addition to faith, my witch-sources say, you will also need to include these components in your general emotional approach to witchcraft: 

                a. Imagination: the ability to picture things very brilliantly and graphically in your mind. Things such as great burning stars, for instance. “This is only a matter of practice,” says Gail Kuhn. “After a while you get very good at it. You can give yourself a psychedelic experience without going near any drugs.” 

                b. Concentration: the ability to focus all the power of your mind on a single thought or object and keep it so-focused for long periods of time. This, too, witches say, comes with practice. “Just sit by yourself and concentrate on anything – a number, a picture, your thumbnail,” suggests Zayga. “Practice doing this day-after-day. In time you’ll achieve utter concentration. That thumbnail will become the whole world. You won’t be aware of anything else.” 

                c. Will: the determination to make things happen. One sorcerer and psychic, Mark Reymont, practices by walking about the streets of New York, willing people to turn their heads. Witches recommend similar practice for the novice. “To make a man do something like scratching his nose,” says Elizabeth, “you have to visualize the act. Don’t think the command in words. Instead, imagine the man doing what you want him to do. You have to use imagination, concentration and will. It’s great practice for a beginner.” 

               2. Forming a coven. Traditional covens have thirteen members, but few witches today insist on that number. Almost any number will do. It’s even possible to be a solo witch like Gail Kuhn, though in this case you’ll lack the concentrated group energies that are supposed to be the main source of witchly powers. Thirteen is generally thought of as the biggest manageable number – partly because, as Paul Huson points out, it would be hard to fit any more people inside a nine-foot circle. 

               The main requirement of coven personnel is that they all be compatible. “Don’t invite wise guys to be members,” says Elizabeth. “Don’t invite stodgy, unimaginative people – you know, the kind who will always be wondering if they’re making fools of themselves. Don’t invite clowns, people who will crack jokes when everyone else is trying to be serious. The best witches, I think, are people with a nervous, inquiring kind of mind. People who want to try new experiences just to find out what will happen.” 

               A coven can be single-sexed, but most witches seem to feel coed covens work best. (Presumably it’s more fun that way, even if the magic doesn’t work.) The two sexes help charge each other up to the required emotional intensity. 

               It isn’t necessary, apparently, for the coven to work in the nude (or, as witches call it, “skyclad”). Dr. Buckland feels nudity helps, since “psychic power emanates from the sex organs, armpits, women’s breasts and other parts of the body that clothes cover.” Paul Huson, by contrast, doubts that clothes muffle the psychic power. “If it can go through walls, it can go through clothes.” 

               Huson suggests that if a coven doesn’t want to go skyclad, the members adopt some uniform manner of dress such as white robes. In any event, most witches say, you should avoid working in ordinary street clothes. “You’ve got to convince yourself that you aren’t the same humdrum Establishment bore you were during the day,” says Gail Kuhn. Nudity or coven robes help you achieve this conviction. Each member, for the same reason, should adopt a witch-name. Any old mystic-sounding name will do. 

               The coven will need somebody to lead it through its rites and incantations. Most covens appoint or elect a high priestess for the purpose. Why a woman? Nobody has been able to explain this to me satisfactorily, although I’ve heard a lot of esoteric mumbo jumbo on the subject: “Earth Mothers” and stuff like that. All I can say is that it’s traditional, and this is one tradition that most covens still observe. A few appoint high priests or “magisters.” Most, in addition, include one member who acts as the executive secretary: keeps the Book of Shadows up to date, reminds people of meetings and so on. This hardworking member may or may not be the high priestess or magister. 

               3. Meeting places and equipment. The coven can meet in any darkened room big enough to hold a nine-foot circle. Many covens rotate among members’ homes. Some maintain a single room as headquarters. This is considered to be the most attractive arrangement when it’s feasible, particularly if the owner of the room is willing to decorate it with mystical-type paraphernalia: black drapes, witch talismans, incense burners and the like. 

               Modern witches allow that such decorations probably have no magic power of their own – and neither do the other bits of equipment you’ll gather. The main purpose of these odd knickknacks is to help you create the right kind of atmosphere. “You can’t perform magic,” says Dr. Buckland, “unless you manage to forget the everyday world outside the window. You’ve got to transport yourself out of time and place.” 

               The main pieces of equipment you’ll need are: 

                 a.  A small table with a black tablecloth: your altar. 

                  b.  A piece of white clothes-line rope or tape, about 30 feet long – 28.26 feet to be exact, but it doesn’t seem to matter. Laid out on the floor, this rope will make a witches’ circle some nine feet in diameter. 

                c.  Incense and a metal dish to burn it in. You can buy this equipment at an occult emporium if there is one near you, or you can get it by mail-order. See any occult magazine. 

                d.  Two candlesticks and two candles for the altar. Some witches prefer black candles; others prefer white. (White ones are easier to get, but black ones seem more mystical somehow.) 

                e.  A large notebook – looseleaf, spiral-bound, book-bound: it doesn’t matter. This will become your coven’s Book of Shadows, in which you’ll record your incantations and rituals and your market failures and successes. Some covens elaborately rebind and decorate the Book of Shadows with witchy-looking symbols, while others don’t bother. Most, however, at least paint out or label over the legend that says, “Woolworth’s School Composition Book.” 

               Like astrology, witchcraft can be as complicated as you want to make it. The books to which I’ll refer you later will tell you about lots of other gorgeously occult objects you can use in your craft: ceremonial knives and wands, magic power and distillates, pendants and garters, special drawing pens and magic inks and ancient scroll-type paper. Many covens believe it helps to own this full range of oddments. But you’re probably wise to start small. 

               4. Establishing rites and incantations. All that’s left now is to put your coven and its equipment to work. You should probably begin by reading several books to see what rites and incantations have worked for other witches. You are then at liberty either to copy others’ rituals, to adapt them to your special market-playing purposes or to make up whole new rituals of your own. 

               “A newly formed coven,” says Zayga, “will usually spend the first several meetings composing incantations, organizing rituals and trying them on for size. It’s rare that any actual magic will be performed in these early sessions. The members have to get comfortable with each other and with the rituals. The group has to practice together until it learns how to charge itself up.” 

               Certain rules are characteristic of almost all covens. The high priestess or magister stands at the altar and acts as the leader. The other members stand inside the nine-foot circle, facing inward except when a particular ritual calls for them to do otherwise. 

               The meeting usually begins with a set of preliminary charging-up rituals, in purpose much like the warm-up exercises of a football team. These rituals may be religious in nature: reciting the Lord’s Prayer backward, for instance. They may be indirectly or directly sexual: kissing, ceremonial touching of genitals and so on. Or they may consist simply of a set of intrinsically meaningless acts and recitations: lighting candles and incense, reciting some bit of doggerel, calling up the coven’s familiar, saying a prayer to the Moon Goddess or some other witch deity. 

               When the members are suitably charged up and an “aura of power” seems to pervade the room, the coven is ready to get down to the serious business of magic. In your case, the magic is to be aimed at the stock market. 

               You will need to develop some kind of attention-focusing object or visual aid – something that can be used to represent the stocks you want to influence. The Chicago coven’s star idea seems to be as good as any. Elizabeth’s coven uses a “magic blackboard,” ceremoniously purified and charged with mystical incantations. Names of the stocks to be influenced are written on the blackboard and the coven members stare at the names and try to “burn them into the moon,” as Elizabeth puts it. Timothy Green Beckley, the occult lecturer and historian, has studied another coven that uses stock certificates themselves in the same way. “The disadvantage of doing this, of course,” he points out, “is that after you’ve bought the stocks you’ve got to wait a week or more to get the certificates. The system obviously wouldn’t work if you wanted a really quick ride in and out.” 

               Having developed your visual aid – or “object link,” as witches often call such a thing – you must develop a ritual and an incantation, preferably in rhymed verse, to go with it. Copy the Chicago coven’s if you like. Or compose your own, plagiarizing freely (if you wish) from any of the books I’ll name at the end of this chapter. Some covens fill their incantations with ancient demoniacal names like Cernunnos and Vassago, while others proceed straight to the point with rhymes that say, in effect, “We want to make a killing.” 

               It doesn’t matter how you go about it, as long as the magic works. If it doesn’t work the first few times, counsel the witches, keep trying. Change the rituals a little or expand then or rewrite the incantations. Or extend or intensify the preliminary warm-up period to get the coven charged up more effectively. Or fire the member who chews gum with a loud, squishing noise when you’re trying to concentrate. 

               “If the magic doesn’t work,” says Elizabeth flatly, “you’re doing it wrong.” 

               Perhaps. In the SEC’s immortal words, “it should not be assumed . . .” 

            

            
               Witchcraft in Umpteen Hard Lessons 

               Like almost any trade or profession – doctoring, journalism, plumbing, acting – witchcraft isn’t nearly as hard to learn as its established practitioners would have everybody believe. It is characteristic of humans to pretend that any skill they have mastered is supremely difficult and esoteric. This brag exists, of course, to reflect credit on the bragger. You can always assume, when you hear such a brag, that the bragger is talking sheer nonsense. Never take it seriously. Categorically presume that you are being lied to. 

               Some of the books I am about to name will come at you with this oh-how-difficult jazz. However, they won’t stress it or dwell on it too long; I’ve enthusiastically failed to list books that do this. But occasionally you’ll find yourself stumbling through a passage that talks about long, arduous apprenticeships or weary weeks spend poring through ancient, spider-infested tomes. Skip those sections. They are ordinary hot air. It is not necessary for a novice witch to make the acquaintance of a single spider. 

               Among witchcraft books I’ve read, these are the ones that impressed me as most useful for market-playing purposes: 

               
                  Mastering Witchcraft, by Paul Huson (Putnam). Once he gets warmed up, Huson is an amiable and straightforward teacher. The first few minutes are sheer occult gibberish (“gnostic overtones . . . the Cabalistic tradition of Naamah . . .”), but after a while the good young witch lapses into English. He tells how to equip yourself, form a coven, organize rituals. Step-by-step instructions: a complete witchcraft manual and by far the clearest primer I’ve come across. 

               
                  Magick in Theory and Practice, by Aleister Crowley (Castel Books). Crowley was a famous British witch of the early twentieth century who was given and appeared to enjoy the title, “wickedest man in Europe.” He liked sex and money, and his covens went after both with equal enthusiasm. This book, divided about equally between theory and practice, explains some rather advanced and complex spells. Use it to supplement what Huson tells you. You can skip those parts of the book in which Crowley talks about theory. They are nearly unintelligible. If you do manage to decipher them, you’ll find they’re mostly about ancient wisdom anyway. 

               
                  The Black Arts, by Richard Cavendish (Putnam). General discussion of witchcraft in its many forms. Will help you orient yourself, like a map of a strange town. Will give you a basis from which to proceed into composition of your own incantations and rituals. 

               
                  Diary of a Witch, by Sybil Leek (New American Library). Easygoing autobiography of a genial Irish witch who now lives in the United States. She waxes pious sometimes but never cops out. I recommend this one to help you achieve the state of seriousness, the suspension of giggling fits that witches say is so important. To Sybil Leek, witchcraft is as natural as walking down the street. You put the book down thinking maybe these rites aren’t so kooky after all. 

               If you want personal instruction, you’ll just have to hang around occult bookstores or mystical bars (try any bar with the word “Aquarius” in its name) until you meet a witch. Unlike astrologers, witches don’t advertise in the telephone yellow pages, or, indeed, in the back pages of magazines. They are secretive by nature and by trade. 

               The successful ones don’t particularly want students in any case. They claim to know quicker ways of making money. 
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