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    For those who find it hard sometimes. Invisibility can be a cloak to ward off the world.
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Introduction to 

Invisible Things and other Weird Tales

 

Well, volume 4 of my series of hauntological chapbooks. 

A chapbook, for those of you who are not sure, is a small collection of stories or poems, usually in print, but, in this case, in ebook format first, and hopefully in print very soon. I shall probably gather these into larger collections also.

This collection definitely deals with invisible things, or more accurately, things that may only manifest for individuals or small groups, rather than being an essential and seen structure within the framework of our daily life.

Inside, we have grand narratives within paintings, the streets of Cardiff, a dead cinema, and the surrealist landscape where specters dwell, waiting to infuse their spirit into the vessels of the soon-to-be dead.

Invisible things, because this is the truth of so many of the aspects which fit together to create and sustain our experiences.

We are always stalked by the past. None of us can truly be said to have ever had a thought or idea which wasn't constrained by the conceptual frameworks put into place before we were even born. These could be overt concepts such as family, education, teenager, democracy etc. 

And, these can be more slippery ideas such as the language we speak, how that language is often subverted by the users of the language, and how the language has less of a strict foundation for meaning than we may realize.

These examinations are nothing new, but the uncertainty which blossoms from them can be terrifying. The human mind, in order to navigate the apparent lunacy of the world, seeks certainty. This is why a film such as Terry Gilliam’s Brazil, is so fascinating.

Acceptance of the lack of certainty takes a rare mind, and perhaps no one is truly equal to the task. So, on we go, merrily trying to force order into chaos, common sense into absurdity, shoving rules into unrulable situations.

This way lies madness.

All these stories take place in South Wales again, and it's the same South Wales which really only lives in my mind, if I'm honest. 

Some of it is memory, direct memory which has been molded by time into something which may, or may not, be accurate. 

Some of it is mythology. Every place needs to believe itself to be something special, something distinct, something with a story that both speaks in a self-reflective voice, and also has the ability to speak to outsiders. It intrigues them with its sense of otherness. Sometimes, I wonder if I'm culturally appropriating my own culture, or even if I can truly call it my culture. Or, worse still, is it culture at all? 

But, that's a different kind of tangent.

Some of it is real. 

Real like fear. Real like doubt. Real like the overwhelming exhaustion of uncertainty.

These introductions are always interesting.

For me.

In these, I'm not necessarily focusing on reader expectations at all, unlike the short stories. 

Often, these serve as a lens through which I can read the stories again, never with a critical eye, because that way lies a terrible wasteland of FUD, but with a chance to grow some more branches on the knowledge tree.

So, it's fine to skip the introductions (notice I mention this at the end of the intro) but I hope you get something out of reading them anyway.

You may disagree strongly with some of the stuff I have to say here, and that's great. As it should be.

Thank you for picking up this short collection of hauntologies. I'm thrilled that people are reading these things, these invisible things. 

Perhaps, we can all start searching for the invisible things in the world a little more often. Hopefully, they'll be invisible things that bring some joy to people's lives.


David Rees-Thomas

Nishinomiya, Japan

July 2021


Introduction to Going Home

 

There was a cinema in Caerphilly when I was growing up. It was called the Castle Cinema, and seeing as it was opposite the large Norman castle in the middle of this strange Welsh town, that made sense. 

There was also the Castle Hotel, as well as a few other castle related businesses. 

Both the Castle Cinema and the Castle Hotel are gone now, though the actual castle still stands. Last time I was in Caerphilly, the building which once housed the cinema was still there, but I think it had become a real estate agents or a bank, or maybe a few businesses all within that space.

The Castle Hotel was demolished a while ago now, to make way for a modern development in the center of town, which just amounted to more shops, more cafes, more of the same. 

And, here we come to memory again. Not nostalgia, though it has some of the same trappings. I can only visualize these places through the lens of my personal experience.

I know, objectively, that Stan Stennett was the owner of the Castle Cinema for a certain period of time. He even sold me the ticket the time when I went to the Saturday matinee showing of Doc Savage: Man of Bronze. 

Stan was also an actor, or maybe, he was also a cinema owner. Either way, he was in various pantomimes and stage shows, and he was also in a TV soap in the seventies, called Crossroads.

The show was famous for its dodgy sets, dodgy story lines, and dodgy acting, which is perhaps unfair, as I'm sure everyone on the show did their level best within the limits imposed upon them. 

Crossroads was set in a midlands motel, and now that I type this, I marvel that they were able to get so much mileage out of the basic premise.

I have other memories of the cinema, aside from Stan Stennett selling me a ticket. 

I was supposed to watch Superman 3 there with my friend, but one of us got it wrong. He thought we were meeting inside, I thought we were meeting outside. I never got to see the film. He didn't think it was that good in the end, especially as he had to watch it by himself.

This was a time when kid's matinees were still a thing. So, when I saw Doc Savage in the ‘70s, I also got to see a bunch of other stuff; cartoons, short films, National Film Boards of Canada nature shows. All sorts. This was also still the time when 'b' movies were released, and would get a run in places like the Castle Cinema.

Objects shift. Time shifts, and drifts, and mutates. And, it's all gone. 

The Castle Cinema becomes an estate agent, or a bank, or... 

Something shiny. 

Something new.

But, and here's the most important thing to remember, it will always be haunted by its past. 

There is no escape from this. 

None.

The traces of the cinema are still there. 

Clear to me.

Perhaps, unseen by others.

 

David Rees-Thomas,

Nishinomiya, Japan

July 2021
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