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They don’t know that I watch them.  

I am invisible. Nobody.  

They are always so wrapped up in each other. Just the two of them. Happy, laughing, kisses, private 

jokes. Why would they think about me? Especially her. I’m nothing to her.  

They don’t know that I’ve been watching them since the beginning. I was there when they met, you 

know, at the party. I wasn’t invited of course, but I went anyway. Just to look at James. To be near 

him.   

It wasn’t a very good party. Sonia’s always been a bad hostess – she drinks too much and flirts too 

much and forgets to look after her guests. One time, about five years ago, she disappeared to the 

bathroom with a married weatherman and didn’t come out for two hours. Everyone was weeing in 

the garden. This time she was nose-to-nose on the chaise longue with the sous-chef from Olivier’s, I 

forget his name. I don’t think he’s married, so that’s better I suppose, but he squints, which is a 

shame. For once it was a relief to be ignored by everybody – I’ve never liked parties, and I’m terrible 

at small talk. I was happy just to watch, and listen. 

I don’t think James and Sonia noticed much about the terrible party, to be honest. From the moment 

they laid eyes on each other, they were in a world of their own. She only moved to the area a couple 

of months before, I discovered. She’s a teacher. Divorced, no children. Apparently she has quite 

enough of children at school. James laughed at that, his eyes crinkling, they way they do when he’s 

really amused. She’s not much to look at – well, I don’t think so anyway – but she has pretty eyes. 

Slightly golden. And I like the way she does her hair – I could never do that, not with my waves. 

I watched and I listened as the world melted away around them. When I saw James lightly rest his 

arm on her waist, as they moved aside to let someone past them, I knew. He’s not a tactile person, 

as a rule, not physically demonstrative. It hurt, of course, to see it. I mean obviously I know that 

there’s no chance for me, not anymore, but still. That night, alone in the darkness, I tried to cry, but 

no tears would come. They never do.  

Over the next few months, I carried on watching. The first awkward couple of dates – James took her 

to the theatre, Titus Andronicus for God’s sake, I don’t know what he was thinking. Blood and 

severed limbs everywhere. Not exactly romantic. Then, as the weather got better, the walks by the 

river, the picnics, the gradual relaxing into each other’s company. The closeness building. I 

remember it all, from when it was my turn. He took her to the sculpture park, same as he had me. 

That hurt too. He took a photo of her with her head sticking through the weird twisty stone thing – 

the one that looks like a Henry Moore, but I don’t think it is one of his, actually. I remember taking a 

picture of him, sitting on top of the horse statue, just before he fell off and twisted his ankle and I 

had to support him, hopping, all the way home. It feels like a lifetime ago, now. I wonder where that 

photo is? 



Still, I followed, and I watched. I had to. It was like a compulsion. From a distance, of course - it 

would never do to let them know I was there. Sometimes, when the jealousy and the loneliness got 

too much, I felt like throwing something, giving them a fright, but I never did. When she finally 

moved into our house, and I saw her touching my things, I got very close to it though. When she 

broke my Magimix trying to chop up a turnip I wanted to bash her head in with my Le Creuset pan. 

The heavy blue one. I loved that pan, and I don’t think braining her with it would have damaged it at 

all. But I didn’t do it, because I knew James would be upset.  

I did occasionally wonder if James ever thought about me, compared her to me. I’m sure he must 

have done, sometimes – it would be hard to help it. Occasionally I found myself hoping that she 

wouldn’t measure up; that he’d think – “Oh, she’s not as funny as Linda”, or “Oh, Linda’s roast 

potatoes were much better than hers”. Or even, sometimes, in my darker moments – “Oh, Linda was 

much better in bed than Sonia.” I never watched that bit, just so you know. Partly because I’m not a 

total creep, but also because it would have broken my heart.  

It was inevitable, I suppose, that it should come to this. Me, here, alone, at the back of the church, 

watching them as they say their vows. James’ mother looks happy. She never liked me because I 

talked back. What a horrible hat she’s wearing. I wish Sonia luck with her, she’ll need it. It’s a nice 

wedding, though, simple and elegant. I would have chosen slightly less gaudy flowers, personally – 

we went for all white, me and James – but other than that she’s done a good job, I must admit. 

Reception at the Old Mill afterwards. We had ours at Olivier’s – I’ve never trusted the Old Mill since 

they poisoned me with a dodgy crayfish, but I know James likes it, so that’s alright. And I won’t be 

eating, anyway. 

I’ve tried so very hard to be happy for them, and now, looking at the joy in James’ face as he looks 

down at her, I think I’ve finally managed it.  After all, all I ever wanted was for him to be happy. I 

made him happy for a time, and now it’s Sonia’s turn. He’s waited long enough for this. I mean, I’ve 

been dead for four years. 

There will be no more watching now. Enough is enough. James is moving on with his life, and I must 

move on with my…whatever this is. I wish them luck, and happiness, and love.  


