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				The problem with invisibility remains to be seen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jeremy Polk, Crab Cove’s diminutive medical examiner looked down at nothing, and seeing nothing, looked up into the face of the Class 7 simdroid officer, who towered over him. “What is this, some kind of joke?”
			

			
				The simdroid, Officer Larry, one of many Officer Larrys on the force, all dead ringers for the long-dead actor Morgan Freeman, intoned what he thought would be a satisfactory reply, one selected from his database of sonorous utterances. “Not everything seen is visible.”
			

			
				Polk pulled himself erect, back arched, chin high in a way that had earned him the nickname Little Napoleon. “So it is a joke. Who put you up to this? Captain Morgan? Grave?”
			

			
				Officer Larry pointed down at the nothing. “It’s a body, sir, and quite dead. A woman, I would think from the indentation in the grass.”
			

			
				Polk squinted at the grass. There was an indentation and an outline that could only be a woman. She seemed to be lying on her side, one arm raised as if she knew the answer to an important question. “Humph.”
			

			
				“The man over there by the gazebo hailed me. He was walking his dog and tripped over it—I mean, her.”
			

			
				Polk looked over at the man, who returned a little wave in recognition. “An invisible body?”
			

			
				“Yes, sir.”
			

			
				“Well, we’ll see about that.” Polk knelt beside the indentation and tried to touch the grass, but his hand came to rest in midair, a good ten inches from the ground, startling him. “Holy—”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Officer Larry, “I think you’ll find that was her hip. If you continue up and down the length of her, you’ll find that she was quite trim and fit.”
			

			
				Polk had examined hundreds of bodies in his career, but somehow, touching this invisible body seemed a violation of her privacy, almost ghoulish. “Later, perhaps.”
			

			
				He looked around the scene. The body was resting on the grass just off one of six gravel paths that crisscrossed the town square, a grassy park a block square, bounded by Main Street to the west, Imperial Avenue to the east, Blue Crab Boulevard to the north, and Shell Street to the south. All the paths converged on the gazebo at the center of the square and the circular path around it. The path there was wider, allowing space enough for seated viewing of town events and concerts at the benches that lined its entire circumference, as well as a single “chess” station, a small granite table scored with a chessboard. The two small stools around it were now occupied by two men in deep thought over the array of their chess pieces. “Okay, let’s cordon off the entire square. And get statements from the dog guy and the two chess players.”
			

			
				“Shall I call Captain Morgan?”
			

			
				The words startled Polk. “Wait, what, you haven’t called this in?”
			

			
				Officer Larry looked down at the ground. “I thought you should be the first to see this, sir.”
			

			
				Polk sighed. “All right, all right, get to work. I’ll give Morgan a call.”
			

			
				Officer Larry nodded and shuffled away toward the dog man.
			

			
				Polk looked down at the indentation in the grass. “We’ll sort this out for you, dear. Rest easy, help is on the way.”
			

			
				He motioned to his personal drone, a new Apple 84 named Toetag, and no bigger than a teacup. He was still getting used to the idea of a personal drone and often found himself reaching for the cellphone that the drone had replaced. “Get on the horn. We need Morgan and at least a dozen officers. Stat.”
			

			
				Toetag waggled in the air, then shot straight up, stopping a hundred feet above the ground, where he knew the reception would be strong and clear.
			

			
				Captain Morgan’s personal drone, Rum, picked up on the second ring. “You have reached Captain Morgan. Rum here.”
			

			
				Toetag could imagine Rum hovering over the captain’s desk, dressed all up like a pirate and brandishing his cutlass. “Hello, Rum, this is Toetag for medical examiner Jeremy Polk.”
			

			
				“Hello, Toetag, long time no see. How may I be of help?”
			

			
				“I need to speak with Captain Morgan on an urgent matter.”
			

			
				“Hmm, well I’m afraid the cap’n is in deep thought.”
			

			
				Toetag could hear a noise in the background. “Is that snoring I hear?”
			

			
				“Um, yes, the cap’n gets his deepest thoughts while he’s asleep.”
			

			
				“Well, you need to wake him up. We’ve a kind of situation here at the town square.”
			

			
				“Oh, what kind of situation?”
			

			
				“We’ve discovered an invisible body.”
			

			
				Rum went silent for some seconds. “Is this a joke?”
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				Detective Simon Grave was trying his best not to doze off as his father’s fiancé, Ida Notion, droned on and on about the wedding plans.
			

			
				“I’m thinking we’ll stick with red roses all the way. No need to confuse things with this flower and that. Keep it simple, you know? But elegant. Right, Jacob?”
			

			
				Simon’s father, Jacob Grave, now just a short shuffling walk from his mid-seventies, snorted his way back into consciousness long enough to say, “Whatever you think, dear. Roses it is.”
			

			
				Ida frowned at him. “You were asleep, weren’t you?”
			

			
				“Of course not.” He tried his best to sit up straighter in his recliner, but it was clearly a struggle. To Simon, he seemed to be growing weaker by the day. He had grown thin where he should have been plump, and soft where he should have been firm. Sleep seemed to be his default setting, and his skin had grown almost translucent, revealing blue vein highways heading everywhere and nowhere. The question, at least to Simon, was whether the next ceremony would be a wedding to the tiny gypsy psychic or a funeral, and funeral seemed to have an edge.
			

			
				“Need some help?” said Simon, standing up and moving to the recliner, trying his best not to wince from the pain shooting through both knees. Now well into his forties, he was beginning to experience the beginning of the ultimate slide to eventual oblivion. But he still had his thick black hair, his square-jawed good looks, and the grayish-blue eyes that made him, well, almost handsome.
			

			
				Jacob tried again to straighten himself, but failed. “I guess. Just help me find the damned handle to this contraption.”
			

			
				Simon bent down, grabbed the handle, and tugged the recliner back into a straight-up position, nearly launching Jacob into the air.
			

			
				Jacob startled, grabbing onto the arm rests. “Easy, son. This isn’t a damned catapult.”
			

			
				Simon grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him up to a sitting position. 
			

			
				Ida seemed unfazed by Operation Recliner. “Anyway, there’s the matter of the reception to think about. What do you think about a wedding singer, Jacob? I’ve got tapes here from sixteen possibilities. Ten men and six women, but I think the singer should be a man, don’t you? I mean, it’s more traditional and—”
			

			
				Ida suddenly stopped, her face growing pale. “Oh, sweet Jesus!”
			

			
				Simon had seen this look before, the look that came over her when she was having one of her psychic visions. “What, Ida?”
			

			
				“Someone’s been murdered, but I can’t see who. It’s very strange. All I see is grass.”
			

			
				“That’s it? Grass?”
			

			
				“Yes, and an overwhelming feeling of dread and violence.” She shuddered. “It’s awful.”
			

			
				Simon’s personal drone, Barry, who had been hovering silently in the corner of the room with Jacob’s and Ida’s personal drones, Buddy and Crystal Ball, suddenly began to waggle in the air. “You have a call, sir.”
			

			
				“Put it on speaker.”
			

			
				“Okay, sir. Here’s Rum.”
			

			
				After a short pause, Rum began. “This is Rum for Captain Morgan. He requests your immediate presence at the town square. We have a situation where your skills and experience are needed for a satisfactory conclusion.”
			

			
				“What kind of situation?”
			

			
				“We’ve discovered an invisible dead body.”
			

			
				Simon rolled his eyes. “Wait, is this some kind of joke?”
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				Grave arrived at the town square with his usual fanfare, the sound of gospel music blasting from the radio of his antique Austin Healey Sprite. The radio was stuck on that station, at full volume, a situation that Grave now welcomed. It may have annoyed if not deafened everyone else, but it helped him think.
			

			
				And what he was thinking now was that he hoped the body was not Rippley Blunt, the daughter of his partner, Sergeant Barry Blunt, a man so nondescript he was almost invisible. The man was cloudlike, as was his wife, June Thursday, so it was not wholly unexpected that their offspring would be equally cloudlike, or in fact, invisible, which she surely was.
			

			
				Grave’s hope rested on the fact that he knew there was more than one invisible person in Crab Cove and the Greater Crabopolis. In fact, there were many, all thanks to Rippley Blunt. She had been born invisible, but had quickly figured out how to make herself visible or invisible at will. In no time, she had shown her parents how they, too, could control their visibility, like a lightbulb controlled by a rheostat, the light going from bright to dim with a simple twist of the dial. The training had gone so well, in fact, that she decided to teach her playmates how to become invisible at will. And from there, it was just days before she decided to open the Rippley Blunt School of Casual Invisibility, welcoming students of all backgrounds and ages. Her mother had suggested the name, but with causal instead of casual. Rippley had accidently flipped the letters, and the name had stuck. 
			

			
				Grave pulled into the nearest parking spot along Main Street and turned off the electric motor, the abruptly ended gospel music briefly echoing through the square. He could see Polk and Morgan standing in the grass along one of the paths, one a man so small he needed a box to reach the examination table, the other an overweight, bald blockhead of a man. A dozen or more simdroid officers were running around them with crime tape, trying to secure the square.
			

			
				Morgan removed his hands from his ears and motioned  Grave to join them. “Over here.”
			

			
				Grave, a tall, Dudley Do-Right of a man, extricated himself from the little car and jogged up to them, forgoing any greetings. “Is it her, um, Rippley?”
			

			
				Captain Morgan grabbed Grave by the shoulders. “Oh, no, no, no. It’s a young woman, not a child. I thought Rum told you that.” He glared back at Rum, who was hovering near his shoulder. “But apparently not.”
			

			
				Grave looked around. “Where is the body?”
			

			
				“Right there,” said Polk, pointing at a spot a few feet away from them. 
			

			
				Grave squinted at the spot. “Invisible, all right.” He turned back to Polk. “What do we know?”
			

			
				“Not much,” said Polk. “I’ve scanned her already, so the basics are that she’s probably in her early twenties and has a broken neck.”
			

			
				“Broken neck?”
			

			
				“Severely broken, head twisted backwards. Looks like the work of someone who’s had military training or martial arts.”
			

			
				“What about time of death?”
			

			
				“I would say last night, between nine and ten or thereabouts.”
			

			
				Friday night on the town square, thought Grave. The streets and the square would have been jumping, people everywhere, on sidewalks, in restaurants, or just strolling around the square. “What about witnesses?”
			

			
				Morgan shook his head. “How could there be witnesses? She’s invisible. All we know is a man walking his dog tripped over her this morning.”
			

			
				Grave stroked his chin. “Well, maybe she was and maybe she wasn’t”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“You know, like when the werewolf is killed, he always turns back into his human form.”
			

			
				Morgan scoffed. “We’re not dealing with werewolves, and besides, she’s done it kind of backwards, going from a human to a werewolf, albeit an invisible one.”
			

			
				“Stop it, the two of you,” said Polk. “We clearly have two possibilities for her and two possibilities for her killer. Either they were both invisible, in which case we will have no witnesses. Or one of them was visible, in which case we should have witnesses who saw a man or a woman seemingly wrestling with the air.” 
			

			
				Grave nodded. “That makes logical sense, to a point, but if she were invisible to begin with, how would the killer even find her? I mean, we can’t see her. How could he?”
			

			
				“Maybe,” said Polk, “maybe an invisible man can see an invisible woman.”
			

			
				“Which would mean,” said Morgan, “our killer may have also been a student at Rippley’s school.”
			

			
				“Exactly,” said Polk. “We just have to identify them.”
			

			
				“Maybe,” said Morgan, “but first things first.” He pointed at one of the lampposts along the street. “This place is covered by a shitload of CCTV cameras. I’ll get someone to collect the tapes, so we can view them back at the station. And we’ll need to talk to the business owners around the square; see if they saw anything, or could possibly identify the woman.”
			

			
				“Well,” said Polk, “as I’ve said, no one is going to identify an invisible woman.”
			

			
				Grave nodded. “We’ll have to get Blunt and Rippley involved. The woman must have been one of her students. And the man as well, as you say, Polk.”
			

			
				“Exactly my thought,” said Morgan. “Let’s head over there now, Grave.”
			

			
				“All right.”
			

			
				“Wait, what about the body?” said Polk. “Can I take her to the morgue?”
			

			
				Morgan scratched his head. “I don’t see why not.”
			

			
				“Okay, I’ll see to it.”
			

			
				Morgan suddenly had a thought. “Wait, what about her belongings? A purse? Her drone?”
			

			
				Polk nodded. “Um, nothing sir.”
			

			
				“Maybe the killer took them, or maybe someone else stole them after the fact.”
			

			
				Morgan grunted. “Maybe. Perhaps the videos will help us there.”
			

			
				“Okay,” said Grave. “I’ll follow you to Blunt’s house.”
			

			
				Morgan shook his head. “Wait a minute, Grave. I need to talk to you about another matter. Leave your car and its damned gospel music here, and come along with me.”
			

			
				“Another matter?”
			

			
				Morgan chuckled. “Don’t worry, nothing serious. Come on, let’s go.”
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				June Thursday, ever cloudlike, sat opposite the new applicant to Rippley Blunt’s School of Casual Invisibility, an empty chair beside her.
			

			
				“Will Rippley be joining us?” said the young man. Actually, he was more teenager than man, despite the fact that his application clearly read “Age 23.” He was tall and gangly, with a half shaved head that was all the rage now, in 2054. The other half was a blonde wave that obscured his left eye. She had the feeling that she was talking to a young cyclops.
			

			
				“Yes,” she said, “but first I’d like to review your application.”
			

			
				“Of course,” he said, brushing his hair away from his eye.
			

			
				Well, he does have two eyes, thought June. “Now, I’m a little confused by your answer to question twelve.”
			

			
				“Oh? Which one is that?”
			

			
				“Your reason for wanting to be casually invisible.”
			

			
				“Oh, that one. What’s the problem?”
			

			
				“You say, ‘for my personal security,’ and that’s it. Can you expand on that?”
			

			
				He sighed. “Okay, it’s like this. I have a bad gambling addiction. I owe people all over town, so . . .”
			

			
				“So you want to avoid paying back your debts.”
			

			
				He shook his head vigorously. “Oh, no, I’ve been paying them back. It’s just that there’s this one guy who’s been threatening me to pay up on—what can I call it?—an unreasonable timetable.”
			

			
				“He’s threatened you with physical harm?”
			

			
				“Worse,” he said, his lips trembling. “Death.”
			

			
				June sat back in her seat for some seconds, then leaned forward. “Look, I’ll make a deal with you.”
			

			
				“A deal?”
			

			
				“Yes, I’ll admit you to the school on the condition that you seek help for your addiction.”
			

			
				He puffed out his cheeks, and shook his head. “I’ve tried that before, and it didn’t work.”
			

			
				“Well, I’m afraid that condition is firm. You’ll have to find a new therapist and try again. Otherwise, I’m afraid I can’t admit you.”
			

			
				He nodded. “Okay, okay, whatever you say. Just admit me. Please.”
			

			
				“Well, as you know, there’s one last thing.”
			

			
				“Yes, the reciting of the Laws of Invisibility, from memory.”
			

			
				“All right, can you do it?”
			

			
				He nodded vigorously.
			

			
				“Go on, then.”
			

			
				He cleared his throat and began:
			

			
				“Law One: Invisibility will be used only for good.
			

			
				“Law Two: Invisibility will never be used to harm, deceive, or embarrass.
			

			
				“Law Three: Invisibility will never be used for lude or immoral purposes.
			

			
				“Law Four: Invisibility will never be taught to others.”
			

			
				June smiled at him. “Perfect.”
			

			
				He smiled back, then raised a hand. “May I ask a question?”
			

			
				“Of course.”
			

			
				“Why do you need that last one, Law Four? It sounds like you’re trying to avoid competition.” When June began to frown, he quickly added, “I mean, not that I would break that law, mind.”
			

			
				 “Good, good. In our early days, we only had the first three laws, but we found that people were teaching others the skill without supporting the first three laws. For example, teenage boys using their invisibility to spy on the girls volley ball team in their locker room.”
			

			
				He chuckled, then quickly composed himself, trying his best to look serious. “I see, I see. Good point.”
			

			
				June nodded. “All right, then.” She extended her hand across the desk. “Welcome to Rippley’s school.”
			

			
				He beamed. “Thank you, thank you. Now, can I meet Rippley?”
			

			
				Now it was June’s turn to chuckle. “Why, yes. In fact, she’s been here the whole time.”
			

			
				Then came a giggle that could only have come from a little girl.
			

			
				The boy looked around. “Is that her?”
			

			
				June nodded and turned in the direction of the chair next to her. A cloud began to form, then the outline of a little girl, and then the girl herself, completely visible and beaming at her new student. She had red hair and freckles and a disarming smile. His first thought was Pippi Longstocking.
			

			
				“Welcome to my school,” she said, extending her little hand.
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				Morgan got right to the point. “I have some decisions to make, big decisions.”
			

			
				The words did not surprise Grave, who had noticed a change in Captain Morgan over the past several months. The man’s constant but never-acted-upon musings of retirement had now become something more definite. And pressure from the new mayor, Lester “Les” Change, the first simdroid elected to public office and a dead-on replica of President Ronald Reagan, wasn’t helping. Change wanted change, particularly in the roles of simdroids in the Crab Cove Police Department.
			

			
				Grave got right to the point. “So you’re going to retire?”
			

			
				Morgan was taken aback. “You knew?”
			

			
				Grave nodded. “You haven’t been yourself. We’ve all noticed it.”
			

			
				Morgan slumped back in the seat of the driverless police cruiser and looked out the window. “The town’s changing. The land’s shrinking, the population’s growing, and—let’s face it—I’m no longer the man for this job.”
			

			
				“Nonsense, sir. If I may say, the only change I see around here is Les Change. We just have to figure out how to deal with him and his demands.”
			

			
				Morgan shook his head. “I appreciate that, Grave, I really do, but I’m afraid matters have taken a turn for the worse. He’s asked for my resignation, by the end of the month.”
			

			
				“Resignation? Why?”
			

			
				Morgan sighed. “I refused a direct order.”
			

			
				“On what?”
			

			
				“It doesn’t matter what. The man—the droid—is just insufferable.”
			

			
				Grave nodded. “Yes, sir. So, you were talking about decisions that needed to be made.”
			

			
				Morgan chuckled sardonically. “Decisions, decisions, big decisions, the first being succession.”
			

			
				“Your replacement.”
			

			
				“Yes. The mayor wanted to make the decision himself, but the town council, bless them, said no. They want to form a special search committee, to interview candidates and make a recommendation to the full council.”
			

			
				Grave nodded. “Sounds right.”
			

			
				“Yes, the council has been fair, at least about the search committee. The council will appoint three members of the committee, Mayor Change will appoint another, and I will have the option of adding the final member.”
			

			
				Grave hoped he wasn’t talking about him. “Um.”
			

			
				“I will also have the right to nominate a candidate for the Captaincy and to appoint an acting chief.”
			

			
				Grave wasn’t sure where the Captain was going with this. “Sir, that seems eminently fair, but—”
			

			
				Morgan chuckled. “And I want you to be acting chief.”
			

			
				Grave flushed. He felt light-headed. “Sir, I’m not cut out for your job. I’m just—”
			

			
				“Stop, stop right there. Don’t say another word. Think about it. You’re the best damned detective I have.”
			

			
				“But sir—”
			

			
				“And the only one who can stand up to Les Change.”
			

			
				Now it was Grave’s turn to slump back into his seat. “How long would I have to do that, this acting thing?”
			

			
				The council would like to make a decision in six weeks, and they want the acting chief
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