
Prophet of Small Things 

 

He’d had a proper vision. Something of a genuine hardcore 

prophecy was his to make, one of great importance, ample public 

interest and impact. As a result he instantly thought it was a 

mistake and tried to look the other way. But like with any other 

authentic feeling of imminence nestled inside a professional 

foreteller, it nudged him until he simply couldn’t but spill it 

out. His peers immediately deployed a torrent of ridicule, and 

the public shunned him as a desperate fake.  

They said, “Our Johnny’s had a real vision, the end is 

nigh!” 

He sought a sincere professional opinion. Bat-Shiva Doom-

Knower, the greatest universally feared prophetesse refused to 

see him.  

He made a public apology, admitting he must have been 

raving. 

For he was essentially something else. John J. Anticipman 

was a prophet of small things. All debate as to the relative 

disparity between small and big in the realm of significance 

seemed futile even to him when judged against the magnitude of 

his forecasts. He prophesied of lost teaspoons and broken plates 

in middleclass households that took very little notice of such 

gruesome occurrences. He foresaw the safe retrieval of cats lost 

a day before and ferrets being born on ferret farms. He found it 

hard to name the peak of his career. His life was speckled with 

so many useless instances of fulfilled truth that he’d lost 



count of how many times he’d walked into a fast-food in his 

hooded cloak, raising his knotty oak staff and announcing, in 

the stentorian, implacable drawl of nearing doom that, “Today at 

three, a certain child girl by the name of Lilly May will be 

missing her cheese from her Mini CheeseChunker.” And no matter 

how hard they tried to avoid the happening, if only out of blind 

ambition, he’d always be right. 

That was his silver lining. He never got it wrong. Unlike 

the others.  

Professional literature had it that the more significant 

the prophecy, the smaller the clarity of the vision, or the 

accuracy of facts. Good prophets, those who managed to scrap up 

a living out of their trans-temporal vision, would exhibit hit 

rates of anything between 30 and 80%. It didn’t matter that they 

sometimes missed by a mile, or came up with versified stories 

that puzzled their authors more than anyone. Some of them 

secured their wellbeing, and that of their descendants for 

generations to come, with a single, unverifiable vaticination 

about the end of the world or humanity as we know it. John 

Anticipman usually switched channels when such people came on. 

His infallible 100% accuracy rate and the meagreness of his 

predictions placed him in the corner of a huge equilateral 

triangle, establishing him as an alien evenly distanced to both 

false prophets and prophets in general.  

Premonitor they called him. 

If only his trivial premonitions had stretched beyond his 

lifetime, then he could write them all up in a book that people 

would perhaps buy and hand down from will to will until the time 



would be right for a quest of trace and witness. But would such 

a time ever come?  

After all, it was hard enough a job for him alone. Like 

that time when he’d climbed a protected 50 foot tree in a 

national park to spot the non-injury midair graze of two small 

birds, as a result of which he was detained by the ranger under 

suspicion of poaching. Or the later, happier instance when he’d 

travelled a week on foot to witness a lumberjack splinter the 

blade of an axe against a beech wood log. We say happier, 

because as John was smiling contentedly, he was mistaken for a 

mentally deranged vagrant by the lumberjack’s wife and delivered 

a new set of clothes, food and some money for the way. As a 

downside, his staff was confiscated on both occasions. 

Ever since the scientific attestation of the practice of 

prophecy, largely inaccessible to laymen, but essentially 

attributing the phenomenon to anti-matter strips travelling 

freely back and forth through furrows in the relative structure 

of time, a few scientists had undertaken to find out what set 

prophets off from non-prophets. Tangentially, they produced an 

explanation that was of no interest to anyone except John J. 

Anticipman. His anti-particle detector was broken. His 

superpower had been touched by a degenerative disease that made 

him respond exclusively to unimportant events, to terminal buds 

on dead branches in the tree of possibilities.  

He got the idea by reading a forgotten post-classic 

collection of short stories, The Tree of Possibilities by a 

certain Bernard Werber. He’d also read Ray Bradbury’s canonical 

Sound of Thunder which elicited in him the hope that at least 

some of his lesser predictions might have significant 

consequences in the farthest future. He carefully examined the 



matter and wasn’t surprised to find out that in his case, small 

events had even smaller effects, if any. 

 John J. Anticipman sold his house to travel the world and 

witness a complete stranger’s annoying coughing fit, only to 

feel compelled to travel the same world again in the opposite 

direction five years later for the purpose of being near a 

drilling machine when it unexpectedly jammed for ten minutes on 

a construction site. Further on in the same calculated deluge of 

correlation, a pine cone fell to the ground ten minutes earlier 

than it naturally should have in the middle of the world’s 

largest coniferous stretch, thus concluding the longest string 

of events any of Anticipman’s prophecies had ever triggered.  

Every day he knocked on doors, but he’d only get paid if 

the beneficiary of his unsolicited services found him funny. 

Most of them called security. The number of hours he had to 

spend in a day job increased with time. The special needs school 

committee had been the only employer who’d allowed him to take 

the knotty staff inside the driving cabin of the minibus, at the 

same time turning a blind eye to his grey sackcloth cloak.   

Many, many miles later, although a faint trace of 

apprehension was still present, he’d nearly forgotten that 

fateful morning some twenty years previous when he’d endured 

general public humiliation and a vigorous localized kick from 

Bat-Shiva’s butler after he’d announced that a bloodthirsty 

tyrant would take over the world. In the meantime he’d trained 

to drive a public bus and wore a spotless grey tie-and-tank 

uniform. He kept the staff at home. 

It was in fact at one of the bus speakers that John J. 

Anticipman listened to the tyrant’s voice dictating a statement 



of self-appointment as Universal President. Some passengers were 

gobsmacked. Others started blaming the loopholes in 

international law. For John J. Anticipman it didn’t matter. He 

pulled over and walked home to find a very special copy of a 

rather obscure professional journal.    

In the following days, all other prophets were preventively 

incarcerated. Only one, predicting a short-lived regime, was 

executed, but even his colleagues pointed out that his forecast 

had been politically biased.  

“Never mind politics,” Anticipman said to himself. Somebody 

had died. A major implication, perhaps for no more than a single 

person, but still... For John, this was a colossal success.   

The dictator’s palace was more like a fortress that bore 

uncanny resemblance to a concrete mountain. The interior was 

mostly solid gold and wallpapered with the skin of the 

dictator’s political enemies. And quite a lot of it too. 

Anticipman wondered when and if his hide would ever add to the 

embellishment. 

And then he suddenly remembered it was not polite to leave 

a dictator with his hand stretched. 

“You and I,” the all-powerful little man said, “will rule 

the world.  

“At this moment we are the two greatest beings in the 

universe. You have the mastery of time. I rule over everything 

else.” 

Just as he said that, something funny happened. The 

surroundings lost colour, as if wiped out with a huge eraser. 



Then the contours faded away. And then there was no more 

dictator. Not even a blank page. There was pure nothing.  

Awestruck, John J Anticipman closed his eyes. And there, in 

front of him, levitating over the Tree of Absolutely All 

Possibilities stood Bat-Shiva Doom-Knower, the greatest 

universally feared prophetesse. 

“Hello John!” 

“Hello... miss?” 

“Remember when you were laughed at,” she commenced without 

much decorum, “and people said the end of the world was near 

since you’d finally prophesied something of some importance?” 

“Let me guess,” he said, but she interrupted. 

“Yes, the end of the world is near. In fact, it’s happening 

right now. But you don’t have anything to do with it, nor does 

your recently vanished acquaintance. It was foretold many 

centuries ago by my great
23
-grandaunt. But what point is there in 

spreading panic?  

“You were able to predict the rise of the dictator because 

it happened at a moment when it has really become of no 

importance. The entire Universe, that means time too, together 

with any proof that anything ever existed, is being sucked into 

the final black hole. 

“It...” 

But she too was gone. 

And so were the skin-draped walls.  



Just before disappearing himself, John J. Anticipman had 

one last vision, his last and most unimportant prophecy, 

adequately attained only 3.5 seconds before its fulfilment; he 

silently witnessed the immense void that was his own death, to 

the point where he couldn’t tell prediction from the real thing. 

“Glad it’s all over,” he mumbled to himself. “This was 

getting ridiculous.”  

 


