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The Invisible Man

e held a terrible
power, that man.
Everydayheandl|:
would meet in battle on a
concrete field. He had
experience and guileonhis
side, and decades of low )
cunning, but there was mere
toit than that. He had an old
magic, old beyond my ken. |
had nothing like that, but stilll”

was stronger, and [thinkwe ™

both knew it. We would draw
closer tike ships in the fog and
blind battle would be joined.
tHe always struck first. He - - '
would force me to hunch my -
shoulders and huddleas! -

. walked; it was cold, butit = -~

wasn'tthat cold. He could bind

mein fascinationwith myown .

shoes, or a frayed nightclub
poster on the side of a bin, ora

-fume-coloured pigeon flying

overhead. Anything but him.
And that\mice, whisparingin.
my ears secrets of defeatand
stone-cold shame. This was
the pin né_de_of his attackand
the time my tunnel-eyed
resolve was rmost sorely
tested. Q_uité how he bent rmy
willto his own ends | don't
know, but try as | might [ could
never look directly athim. In

“his wizardry he made of o

himself a smudge, a
peripheral smear, sormething
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blurred that my eyes lit pastin
their flight from parked car
baby-in-a-stroller to woman-
talking-on-her-phone. And
then [ made it pastand his
power was gone. | had

- defeated him once again.

Shoulders back. Head up. |+
was free to ook wherever !
wanted, tolive inthe cityl -+~
wanted with the (fe [wanted.
That knowtedge, that dreamn,
was how | got past his dirt- :
eyed madness and the stench
of his circurnstances. Thatis
how | beat him, that man
with his frayed Starbucks
cup of coppers, and | beat
hirm every day.




