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      Mavis stood on the corner in the pouring rain, leaning on her cane. She was drenched. Even her lavender raincoat was soaked through and the stupid plastic rain bonnet wasn’t doing its job either. Her rubber boots with yellow tulips on them should have kept her feet dry, but only made them feel sweaty and cold. And rain was falling down into the open tops. She really should have worn slacks today.

      She looked back and forth down all four streets. People were in a hurry on their way to work. The Cuppa Joe Cafe behind her was doing a brisk business. She’d told Gloria to get here early so they could get a table. Before all the cinnamon rolls were gone.

      Gloria was late. Again.

      A young man in a business suit rushed past, nearly knocking her over. He didn’t even apologize. Mavis chalked it up to the rain instead of hitting him with her cane. She hadn’t had the thing for long, but the temptation to whack people with it was becoming almost unbearable. She told herself that it wasn’t just her. The world had grown crueler and more ugly in the last few months. And since her hip replacement, she felt more helpless. And angry.

      She could check that silly smartphone her son James had given her, but it would get all wet. No, she’d just go inside and get a table. Alone. If Gloria didn’t show up, Mavis would just have coffee and a cinnamon roll without her.

      She pulled open the heavy door and managed to get inside without tripping over her cane or getting tangled up somehow. She looked around. There was only one open table. By the door to the kitchen. Noisy, but warm.

      She went over and sat down on the wooden chair, trying keep her balance and not fall over. Then slipped the coat off her shoulders and over the back of the chair. She wasn’t going to get any wetter.

      She took off the rain bonnet and shook it gently so as not to drench the businesswoman at the next table, tapping away at her computer. Mavis didn’t want to get the woman’s computer wet. She knew her way around computers. Worked in offices and then for herself, as a bookkeeper not that long ago, after James had grown up.

      Classical music played softly over the speakers. Just loud enough so that if Mavis was here alone, she wouldn’t feel self conscious. With all the racket going on around her, she could barely hear it. Coffee cups and dishes, forks and knives scraping on plates, computer keys tapping, people talking on their phones or headphones, people chewing with their mouths open. It was a cacophony.

      She pulled out her smartphone and opened it. No message from Gloria. Mavis texted her. And waited for an answer.

      The waitress, who Mavis didn’t recognize, hadn’t brought a menu. Or water. She rushed around taking orders from other tables, delivering food and pouring coffee and water.

      Mavis waved a hand at her at least three times, but the waitress must have poor vision.

      “Miss. Oh Miss,” said Mavis loudly. At least four times.

      The waitress didn’t hear her.

      Mavis’ stomach growled at the smells of bacon and eggs and coffee. She was hungry.

      The tables emptied and refilled, but still the waitress ignored her.

      And Gloria didn’t answer the text.

      Mavis kept trying to get the waitress’ attention. With no luck. She might as well have been invisible.

      Mavis looked at her phone again. Sent an angry text to Gloria.

      Her face and neck grew warm with irritation and annoyance. Her blood was up.

      She’d sat here for an hour. Her raincoat was even dry.

      She could see that the bakery case was out of cinnamon rolls. They never restocked after 9 a.m. Not on weekdays, at least.

      Finally, she stood, put her raincoat on and gathered up her purse, cane and rain bonnet, and walked out the front door. She didn’t try to hunt down the waitress again, probably back in the kitchen. It wasn’t worth the effort now. They’d just label her as that cranky old lady no one wanted to wait on. Maybe they already had.

      At least the rain had stopped.

      Mavis walked down the street getting angrier and angrier.

      She should have stuck her cane out and tripped the waitress. That would have gotten her attention.

      And Gloria, well, she could just go to hell. That was the last time Mavis would try to meet up with her. The woman did not have the ability to show up when and where she was supposed to.

      Her stomach rumbled as Mavis walked towards the bank. The car insurance company had sent her a piddly check for an overpayment. Not enough to make much of a difference to her bank account, still, she needed to deposit it. What a bother.

      The bank had remodeled again. It used to be a grand building, with stately white columns and gold-braided decoration running around the edges of the ceiling. The marble floors had made it look very formal and trustworthy. Now it was all painted in grays and cold dark green. Trying to look modern and sophisticated and approachable. It sure didn’t work for her.

      As she entered the door, Mavis saw three men with guns. A fourth lurked near the door, perhaps ready to grab people or shoot them. He looked right through her as she walked past, as if not seeing her. Or as if she couldn’t possibly cause them any trouble. He said nothing, just stared at the door.

      The customers, including the security guard, lay face down on the floor. The two tellers were busy stuffing bags with money.

      It looked just like a movie. A bank robbery.

      Mavis decided she’d had enough bad luck for one day. She’d come back and deposit her check another time. She went right back out the door and the man there didn’t even seem to see her.

      Standing in another doorway halfway down the block, she looked back at the bank.

      Mavis saw two police cars pull up in front of the bank. They wedged in a white van parked in the loading zone. One with a shifty-looking boy in it. He had a hood pulled up tight around his head and wore huge sunglasses. Two more police cars arrived in a hurry. All of them silent.

      “Good,” said Mavis, to herself and went on her way down the block. Where had she parked her car? She really needed to get some breakfast. Maybe she’d just stop at the grocery store on her way home.

      Later that day, the bank robbery was on the news even.

      “The robbery was foiled,” the newscaster said in her bubbly blond voice.

      Mavis spent the next two days thinking about her strange day of seeming to be invisible. Wrestling with her conscience rather. Perhaps once in her life, the choice would have been easy. To keep being a good person. Now she didn’t want to anymore. Aging, pain and loss had made her more bitter than she liked. She wanted to even up the scales of things that were out of ordinary people’s control.

      What if she really was invisible? No one appeared to have seen her for the last two days. Not the waitress, not the robbers. If the food in her refrigerator hadn’t been disappearing into her stomach, Mavis would have wondered if she was dead and become a ghost. But ghosts didn’t eat. And she could see herself in the mirror.

      Even Joe, her neighbor, hadn’t seen her out at the shared mailboxes on the sidewalk yesterday. He always said hello to everyone without fail. He’d walked within two inches of her. She even felt a slight breeze when he passed. He hadn’t even noticed her. His little dog, Sparky, hadn’t seen her either. Although he sniffed at her pant leg, so Sparky could smell her.

      Mavis had waited to open her mailbox until he’d turned back towards his house. It wouldn’t do to have him to see it open without anyone standing there.

      So she could be smelled, at least by dogs, but not seen and heard either? Could someone feel her if she bumped into them? Mavis would have to test that out.

      Think of what she could accomplish.

      She hated the state of the world. The greed, and the ease with which those in power inflicted pain on those with less power. It had always been that way as far as she could tell, since history started being written down. The rich got whatever they wanted and the poor paid for it, one way or another.

      Mavis had never felt she had any power to do anything about the way the world worked. She’d raised her son as best she could. Taken care of her husband until he died.

      She decided to test out the theory that she really had become invisible two more times. Just to make sure. Before she did anything drastic.

      The sun came out the next day. Mavis dressed in old slacks, sensible shoes and her tattered white sweatshirt that zipped up the front. She put on her gardening gloves, grabbed her cane and gardening clippers, then headed out to the front yard.

      It was still chilly outside. She hadn’t been out in her tiny garden since falling last November and it showed.

      She leaned the wooden cane up against her leg and began pruning the roses along the sidewalk in front. Her babies. She’d planted them decades ago when Walter and she had first moved to the house. As a greeting to the neighborhood. The gift of sweet smelling flowers.

      She made three cuts, dropping the prunings on the soil. Maybe James would come pick them up for her. Put them in the yard waste bin. Getting the plants pruned at the right time was important if she wanted blooms.

      Her cane fell to the ground. She bent over, picking it up. At least she could still do that. The mail carrier was coming down the street, his bag stuffed.

      This was the test she’d been waiting for. Her mail carrier had been working this same route for six years now. They often chatted, just for a minute, because he was always on a schedule.

      He got closer and Mavis kept pruning, while trying to keep her leg still and not drop the cane again.

      He walked right past her, down the sidewalk to the mailbox in front her roses without even acknowledging her. Then he slid mail into her mailbox and kept on walking down the sidewalk to Joe’s mailbox.

      “Well hello,” she said.

      He didn’t answer. Didn’t give any sign he heard or saw her. She saw little white things in his ears. He was wearing headphones, listening to music probably.

      Well, that was interesting. He hadn’t seen her.

      She burned with curiosity. An hour passed and the clouds threatened rain, so she went inside.

      Later in the day, Mavis changed into clean clothes, blue slacks, blue sport shoes and a green sweatshirt. She realized that clothes were probably optional, but this invisibility thing had come on fairly quickly. What if it went away quickly too? She could be stranded somewhere naked. It wasn’t that warm out anyway. She put on her short, navy raincoat, got her purse and cane then went to her car.

      James had helped her pick out a 2016 Toyota Prius C. One of those fancy hybrid cars. He figured it would be better if she didn’t need to buy gas as often. She hated to agree with him, he was probably right. She chose the Sparkling Sea Metallic color. A lovely sky blue that lifted her heart. She loved the little car.

      Mavis drove to Henkl’s Market over on Broadway. Parking was easy and they knew her there. Didn’t rearrange the store every two weeks like the big places did. Helped load her groceries into the car. The manager even flirted with her, the way some very nice men did with women who were old enough to be their mother. Just to make them feel better.

      She found a wet green cart in the puddle-filled parking lot and put her reusable shopping bags and cane in the child seat area. Then leaned on the cart as she moved across the nearly empty lot and entered the store through its automatic doors. No one gave her even a glance. Had the shopping cart become invisible also?

      Well now, that expanded the possibilities of what she might accomplish.

      Music from the eighties played on the sound system. The front of the store was filled with a colorful Easter-candy display. She ignored it, pushing the cart across the shiny black and cream tile floor. The last thing she needed was sugar. Which was hard to resist because the sweet scents from the bakery were vented into the store and she could smell it all: chocolate chip cookies, doughnuts, cinnamon rolls, apple pies. Mavis forged onward.

      She picked up the few things on her grocery list: cereal, milk, coffee and a couple of frozen dinners. Mavis didn’t like to cook much anymore.

      She didn’t know the boy stocking the canned goods. He’d be a good test.

      “Where do I find the baked beans?” she asked.

      He didn’t reply, but kept on filling the shelves.

      “Excuse me,” she said, tapping his arm. “Where can I find baked beans?”

      He didn’t acknowledge her presence. At all.

      Had she become invisible, inaudible and people couldn’t feel her either?

      Then she went to the bakery, but the bakers had left for the day. Same with the butcher. She decided to check out and stood in line behind an empty, but open checkout line. The manager didn’t appear. There were no clerks.

      She seemed to be the only customer in the store. She waited ten minutes, then decided to use the self-checkout. Her leg and hip were aching from her pruning exercise earlier in the day.

      She checked out, paid with her card, loaded her car up and went home, wondering why she’d bothered to pay.

      “Because it’s the right thing to do,” she told herself.

      Somehow, something had changed during her hip replacement. Or maybe the healing of it.

      They certainly knew she existed when leaving the hospital. She’d had to sign all manner of papers, promising to pay her final bill. And there had been checkups with the doctor. Friends had come to visit her at home, too. Bringing meals and flowers. Then the visits became fewer and far between until they stopped completely. Even James rarely came around anymore. Too busy with his work. She had to call her son to get him to come over.

      It was as if she’d died but the house was still here with all her belongings. So was her car. If one died, it would be obvious to them, wouldn’t it?

      No, she was alive and kicking and no one could see, feel or hear her. She’d even tried calling Gloria and James. They hadn’t returned her calls or texts.

      So, she was invisible, intangible and inaudible.

      What could she do with that? Surely, she must have some use to the world.

      Her ideas ranged from the commonplace—shoplifting, to the ridiculous—assassinating the entire government.

      Mavis faced herself in the bathroom mirror, looking at her wild hair. When was the last time she’d combed it? Not that it mattered if no one could see her. Her cards had been dealt and dammit, she’d play them. She was undercover now.

      “You’ve got to have some standards,” she told herself.

      She wet the comb and ran it through her short hair, making it lie down neatly. Then she made her decision.

      She’d spent her life doing what she’d been told was proper. Being a good wife and mother. Now it was time for her to be a good person. To change the world wherever she could.

      Mavis spent a day thinking about what her skills were and what she could do. Computers and bookkeeping. She was fabulous at those. Up until her surgery, she still had a couple of business clients she did bookkeeping and taxes for. Her mind was still sharp. She’d kept up her computer skills and learned many of the new finance programs as they came along. She’d always been a learner.

      Her mind whirled with possibilities as she lay trying to sleep. At least she’d gotten a new mattress before the surgery. It might be impossible now that she was undercover.

      The next morning she searched for a good target. Then in the afternoon, she researched charities. By dinner, which was a rather bland frozen pasta prima vera, she had a plan.

      Two days later, Mavis slipped into the back seat, facing backwards, of a beige town car limo. Just before Robert L. Tate III, the largest stockholder of one of the biggest banks in the world, got in the other door, which his chauffeur opened.

      It took some doing, Her hip was still clumsy from the operation. She was able to move quickly and get her door closed before the chauffeur closed Tate’s door, walked around to the driver’s door and got in and drove off.

      Her heart beat quickly and she tried to calm herself. The space was so large she had no problem keeping her feet away from his, even though he probably couldn’t feel her anyway. She put her cane across her lap.

      While he was making noise and getting settled, she strapped herself in with the seatbelt. It wouldn’t do to get caught because she landed up on his lap if the car stopped quickly. Mavis wasn’t completely confidant about the intangibility part of being undercover yet.

      He pulled a computer out of his bag and began working on it. It was just like the one James had bought her. Good, she knew her way around it.

      He couldn’t see her, sitting across from him, glaring at him. The slimy toe rag.

      He was one of the worst kind of people. Bought his way into everything. Hired half a dozen lobbyists to divert government money to his own causes and businesses. His causes didn’t coincide with helping everyday people or the powerless.

      The limo drove from the restaurant he dined at for lunch once a week, to his home in Richmond Beach, a gated enclave of the wealthy and powerful. She sat quietly for the entire drive, amazed at her daring. She’d learned a great deal about the older man, read as many interviews as she could on him in the last couple of days. He paid for most things with cash. His computer operating system was fairly antiquated, he didn’t believe in upgrading unless he had to. Called himself a Luddite.

      The man typed intently into his computer, often pushing his glasses up his sweaty nose. He was a bit pudgy. Maybe forty pounds overweight. His thin hair was slicked back with no attempt to hide the receding hairline. He wore a tasteful cologne or aftershave but it was way too much.

      He sneezed into a handkerchief more than once. His eyes were red. Allergies, probably tree pollen which was out now. Gloria had terrible early spring allergies and Mavis knew more than she cared to about all things allergy. The man looked miserable and exhausted.

      They turned into a driveway. The house was a brownish-gray color. A tasteful Pacific Northwest multi-level house. The landscaping looked Japanese style, pine, cherry and maple trees planted among large boulders. The driveway curved around in front of the house.

      After the car stopped in the drive, the chauffeur got out and opened the door. Tate got out of the car, taking his sweet time. The chauffeur closed the door and walked Tate up the steps, supporting him, carrying his computer case.

      Mavis opened her door and got out as quickly as she could manage, pushing the door closed quietly. Even with her cane, she moved up the steps more quickly than Tate. She breathed in the fresh air off the Sound. Probably just down the ridge behind the house. Her hip and leg only hurt once, on the top step. Her hip was feeling better and better. Soon she’d be rid of the cane.

      She moved through the open doorway directly behind Tate, before the chauffeur could close it. Mavis followed him through the stone tiled entryway. Everything was in colors of beige, brown or gray. How very dull. No wonder the man looked half dead. It was calm and serene, but boring. The house had no smell of lemon cleaning supplies or cooking smells. It was almost unscented and it felt lifeless.

      He walked through a large room that had stairs leading upwards, down a hallway to a room at the back of the house, apparently his office. Then set the laptop on a huge antique oak desk. He took it out of the carrying case, plugged it in and left the room. Mavis followed him to an elevator and inside. The inside was shiny, copper metal. It was mirror-like. She could see herself, but apparently Tate was clueless about her presence. No one else seemed to be around.

      She knew he lived alone, but didn’t he have a butler, or a maid, or a cook? The house was huge.

      The elevator went up one floor and she followed him out. He went into a bedroom and pulled his wallet out, setting it on a table, along with his phone. Then he sat down on a chair, taking his shoes and socks off. He put the shoes in an enormous walk-in closet and the socks in a hamper. As he began taking his shirt off, she left. She didn’t want to see that.

      She rifled through his wallet and removed all the cash. Twelve one hundred dollar bills. She slid them into the pocket of her sweatshirt. Then she went back downstairs, using the stairs. It took a while.

      He was downstairs before she was, wearing navy swimming trunks and flip flops. He went through a door into a room that held an indoor pool and she could smell the chlorine as he opened the door. Well, that would keep him busy for a while.

      Mavis went back into his office and sat down at the desk, opening the computer. He’d left several windows still open, still logged on. She’d known some banks made exceptions for their wealthier clients, not logging them out after a specific time period. Some of her old clients had demanded that. It always took some fighting with the banks. Some had to get their websites redone or create new ones just only for the wealthy. The computer showed his most recent transactions—transferring money between accounts.

      By the time she’d finished with his accounts, he’d made several rather large contributions to various foster care organizations, food banks, public schools to fund the unpaid lunch balances for hundreds of children and charities that help people pay their medical bills.

      Mavis closed all his windows and shut the computer down, logging him out. He probably had his passwords written down somewhere. It might take him a while to find them though. He probably never used them. Then she smiled and walked out of the office. Tate was still swimming laps.

      She left the house by the front door and walked down the road by the route the car had taken. It took her ten minutes to get to the gates. Then she had to wait till the attendant opened them for a car. She slipped through and made her way to a bus stop, getting on with the other passengers.

      It took her over an hour to get home. She’d overdone her exertion, but it was worth it. Her hip and leg ached, but her heart felt full. She’d distribute the cash tomorrow. At some place crowded with people who needed it. Perhaps the food bank.

      Tonight, she filled up the tub with hot water and some epsom salts and soaked in the bath, while drinking a glass of good red wine. The tannin made her mouth feel pasty, but the flavor was rich and fruity. She’d done good work today.

      Tomorrow she’d start planning her next caper. Who or what should she tackle next? Politicians. There were too many of them living fat and doing nothing, at the expense of everyday people. She’d find ways to bring them down and get them kicked out of office.

      She was only just getting started. Being undercover was going to be fun.
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