Onwiaible

“Oh darn, I'm still invisible!”
__The Invisible Woman, Universal Pictures, 1940!

They looked through her like she wasn't there.
As if the Invisible Woman did not exist.

Actually, it wasn't neutral like that. Ir was like she was a worm.

Unsightly. Less than dirt. Grotesque.”

Actually they did see her, but only for an instant, the flick of a
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and/or atmosphere ot the long- (if not forever) term, inherent, unfix.
able one as in the case of the Invisible Woman.

This looking is done—I'm talking about away from the Invis-
ible Woman now, not the movie projector—so as not to embarragg
or make uncomfortable anyone. For what is “seen,” i.e., the Invisible
Woman, is so perverse, unnerving, grotesque and so on, that it renders
everyone, that is, some people, speechless.

Then there is their seeing but wishing they hadn’t, and then their
pretending they hadn', then looking away—the whip of the head,
the spin of the hips—which makes their not entirely graceful selves
bumble and stumble around like a bunch of bumpkins. Look how they
fall all over themselves! All over one another! It's kind of funny, really,
the way they flail around as if the floor is covered with banana peels.
They look like the Keystone Cops! Like Charlie Chaplin in that fac-
tory scene, or is it the meal scene, when everything—soup, glasses,
plates, spoons—keeps flying at him from the conveyer belt. Like the
cat’s eyeballs when the kid takes it out of the dryer. They fall all over
themselves as they scramble to get out of the factory, the kitchen, the
courtroom, the theater, studio, tavern, bar, bedroom, her bedroom,
bed, her bed, The Invisible Woman’s bed.

How on earth did they get there?

None of us is stupid anymore. We know what brought them here
and know as well how desperate they all are to get away. For what
if someone saw them here? With the Invisible Woman? How would
they explain? That they have “a scientific interest”? Or “are interested
in learning about all of humankind, even in its most egregious, filthy
forms?” Or are just “curious”?

As if we don't all know what killed the cat.
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For One—not her real name—is curious, Not only that, is so
¥

~ed. And goes, therefore, in secret, ashamed, to meet the Invisibl
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Womarn.
One meets her in the dark of night, in a bar across the tracks
her where the poor folks live, the dive down by the docks

(One meets

Sftf.lmrhitrtgl}', her-loathingly, One goes to get the thing One needs
from her.

One hates to want the way one does

thus being one whom One revileth.

No wonder One will not admit her kind.

One—not her real name—has good reasons, One tells oneself:
is nobody’s business, it's private and no one else would really under-
stand. Besides, One tells oneself, 'm not like them.

One never will admit, at least not until One has to because it'’s
about to be splashed all over the department, the neighborhood, the
soon-to-be published unauthorized biography® or mistakenly (har
hatr) over the intercom,? or in the courtroom, the rehab farm, (“It

it was the alcohol ... and ... my...0m ... tragic
Then One will scramble again, the way

in the Invisible Woman's company,
were it not sO

wasn't really me,
childhood”)?, etc., ad nauseam.

One did when one was frst seen

and treat us, again, to yet another almost laughable,

damned offensive, festival of lies.

As if anyone with half a brain would believe One.
For everyone with half a brain had figured One out long ago and

was like, Do you think youre kidding anyone any more? Get over

spincless shit.

yourself, you
der she’s invisible.
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Or saw her only from the corners of our eyes, while lﬂﬂking
furtively. For wed been told to look away and did until we couldn’t
anymore for we were pulled. Then glimpsed in fear then longer looks
then weirded out then panicked then with recognition, awe, and thep
at last with eagerness, overt and sloppy, slobbering like a puppy on 5
leash.

Then once we knew the way we were and ways we were not them,
we thought of bigger things. Then either decided or realized there
were ways we did not want to be either like or part of them. We had
our reasons. We talked about these reasons very loudly, very earnestly,
sometimes over the top-ly, and frankly, retrospectively, overbearingly.
We may have done silly or even arrogant, as is the way of youth, things,
but whatever, we did not—ever—lie.

For lying there is no excuse.

Well, maybe a few.

Such as youth. But then everyone grows up, right? Even One. Or
such as when in some places you need to in order to not be shot, have
your hands cut off or something rammed up you (in order to show you
what it’s like to be a real something or to, uh, encourage you to not) or
tied to a fence, beaten and left to bleed and/or freeze to death. In cases
such as these it is not only permissible, it is very strongly advisable to
tell those thuggy Cro-Magnon fuckers whatever they want to hear. Lie
through your teeth if it'll keep you alive and then as soon as you can,
get the hell out of there and never, ever go back. In situations like that
“lying” isn't lying, it’s life-saving.

However, lying is lying if the only thing one may perhaps lose is a
bit of cash, a contract, one's “reputation.”

Which will then eventually be that of a lying, first-class coward.






