Tim Miller

The Least Visible Man
The guy was average.  He was the type that would disappear in a large crowd.  He was the type that would even disappear in a small group.
I saw him walk down the street towards me.  He sat down at an empty table about fifty feet from where I was sitting.  The first thing I noticed about him was the mere ordinariness of him.  He was average.  

The second thing I noticed about him was the bag he was carrying.

It was an average-looking bag, the type that would disappear in a large crowd of plastic bags.

It contents, however, were stirring up a good deal of speculation and suspicion on my part.  What was in that bag?  I knew it had to be something different, something unique and crazy to set this man apart from all the others.

I got to thinking about all the things that the bag might contain.  It was a sort of mental game I played.  (I was bored.  Boredom drives people to do things like that.)

Maybe it was a bomb.  The guy could be a terrorist easily, for the simple reason that he looked nothing like one.  Drop it in a square full of people, death toll would be at least a couple dozen, all in a day’s work.

Or maybe it was just a gun.  To rob the bank across the street, or the coffee shop or the retail store.  Or to commit a murder.

Or maybe it was some precious stolen object.  A bar of solid gold.  Or a piece of priceless artwork.  A statuette, or something.  In fact, the bulge in the bag was shaped just like a tiny statuette.

Nah.  This guy couldn’t have been a big time criminal.  No felons looked that normal, not even the ones that did.  It wasn’t that he seemed particularly innocent; he was just so… average.

All of this ran through my mind in a few seconds, about the time it took him to cross the square and seat himself.  He set the bag on the table and just sat there lazily.

After a few minutes, he proceeded to take the object out of the bag, ever so carefully.  He slowly raised to head level, and then he took a sip.

Water bottle.  Boring.  I should have known.

People are always less interesting when you find out just what they’re up to.

That’s where my story would have ended, except for the simple fact that I blinked.  I blinked at the moment he took a drink from his bottle.

I blinked and he was gone.

The bottle was gone; the bag was gone; average Joe was gone.

My eyes swept almost inevitably across the square, struggling desperately to fix themselves upon the guy in the shirt.

He wasn’t there.

