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PRAISE FOR INVISIBLE

“Invisible is a taut, perfectly-pitched snare drum of a novel. The writing style is stretched to the breaking point and the narration never misses a beat. Hautman also proves what we all suspected: an obsessive hobby (in this case model train building) is really a mask for some great pain. His best novel yet.”

—WILL WEAVER, AUTHOR OF FARM TEAM

“Pete Hautman’s Invisible is taut, mysterious, and ultimately sad. It’s the kind of story you experience, rather than read. And when it’s over, it lingers. Most impressive.”

—GRAHAM SALISBURY, AUTHOR OF UNDER THE BLOOD RED SUN




You could say that my railroad, the Madham Line, is almost the most important thing in my life. Next to Andy Morrow, my best friend. … I guess you could say that I’m not only disturbed,
I’m obsessed.

LOTS OF PEOPLE think Doug Hanson is a freak—he gets beat up after school, and the girl of his dreams calls him a worm. Doug’s only refuge is building elaborate model trains in his basement and hanging out with his best friend, Andy Morrow. Andy is nothing like Doug: He’s a popular football star who could date any girl in school. Despite their differences, Doug and Andy talk about everything—except what happened at the Tuttle place a few years back.

As Doug retreats deeper and deeper into his own world, long-buried secrets come to light—and the more he tries to keep them invisible, the looser his grip on reality becomes. In this fierce, disturbing novel, National Book Award-winning author Pete Hautman spins a poignant tale about inner demons, and how far one boy will go to control them.

A Junior Library Guild Selection


PETE HAUTMAN has written many novels for adults and teens, including Godless, winner of the National Book Award, and Sweetblood, which Publishers Weekly called “a tantalizing read” in its starred review. His other award-winning young adult novels include Hole in the Sky, No Limit, and Mr. Was. Pete lives in Minnesota and Wisconsin.
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MY BEST FRIEND

There is something about trains. The sound they make. The way they go by, one car after another after another after another. Every car different but somehow the same. And the tracks go on forever, connecting places, connecting people. Wherever you are, you could go to the nearest railroad track right now, and if you followed it long enough, you would find me.

There is another thing to know about trains. They are large and dangerous. They would crush you if they could, but they are confined by those two narrow strips of steel. Trains are like fire. You don’t want to get in their way.

My grandfather left me his HO scale model railroad when he passed on. One locomotive, seven cars, and sixteen feet of track. That’s another reason I like trains—they connect me to him, wherever he is. You could say that my railroad, the Madham Line, is almost the most important thing in my life. Next to Andy Morrow, my best friend.

A guy like Andy might have more than one best friend. He is so popular that there are at least five kids at school who would probably claim him. But if you asked Andy who was his best friend, he would say, “Dougie Hanson, of course.” And that would be me.

I’m a quiet kid, pretty much invisible—except if you happen to notice me standing next to Andy. We grew up together, Andy and me. Next door, actually. We met at the age of one year and three months. Our birthdays are only seventeen days apart. We are like Velcro, like two poles of a magnet, like peanut butter and jelly, like superglue. We are best friends by every definition. Best friends. Best. Friends.

It doesn’t matter to Andy Morrow that I have crooked teeth and poor coordination and wear stupid clothes. It wouldn’t matter if I had a nose like a pig and smelled of Limburger cheese. Andy would still say, “Dougie is my best friend.”

True, Andy might spend more time with other kids who claim to be his best friend. He might hang with the other football players, and his friends on the student council, and his golfing friends, and his theater friends, but he always comes home at night and opens his bedroom window and calls out across the low picket fence, “Hey, Dougie!”

And if my window is open, and if I’m awake, we talk.

It does not matter that we don’t spend as much time together as we used to. I tell Andy all about the new tank car I bought for the Madham Line. I might talk about my mother’s latest crossword puzzle, or a book I read about black holes, or a math test I took in school, and Andy would listen. That is what best friends do.

And if Andy wants to talk about the school play he is starring in, or his latest football game, or a girl he met … I’ll listen to him, too.

It does not matter to Andy that we live in completely different realities. I’m Andy’s best friend. It does not matter to Andy that we hardly ever actually do anything together.

Why should it? We are best friends, me and Andy. Best. Friends.
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STELLA

My full and proper name is Douglas MacArthur Hanson. I am named after Douglas MacArthur, the famous general, who was a second cousin of my father’s great-aunt. Everyone on my father’s side is named after some famous person we are supposedly related to. My father’s name is Henry Clay Hanson. Henry Clay was a politician who died before the Civil War. He was my grandfather’s cousin’s great-uncle. Or something like that. It goes on and on. Since my grandfather’s name was George Washington Hanson, I guess I’m related to the father of our country too. Anyway, I’m glad I got named after a general instead of a politician. I think it makes me sound more respectable.

Usually when I meet someone for the first time, I tell them my full and proper name. Then I say, “But you can call me General.” Some people find that amusing. Andy always laughs. Sometimes he calls me General, just to tease me. I don’t mind. I kind of like it. I am very easy to get along with.

My mother would not agree with that. She finds me difficult. In fact, she thinks that I am troubled and disturbed. I find it troubling that she finds me disturbing, so she must be right.

Right?

“Hey, Dougie!”

I look at my alarm clock: 1:17.

“Dougie, you up?”

I roll out of bed and crawl to the window.

“I’m up now,” I say, resting my chin on the windowsill.

“How’s it going?” Andy is sitting in his window, his long legs dangling over the spirea bushes.

“I was dreaming.”

“What were you dreaming?”

“I don’t remember. Hey, was tonight your play?”

“Yeah! It went great. I didn’t miss a line. But—you’re gonna like this—Melissa’s skirt came off.”

“Melissa Haverman?”

“Yeah! See, I’m Stanley Kowalski, and Melissa is playing Stella, my wife? And in this one scene she’s really mad and she spins around fast and the bottom of her skirt gets caught on a nail sticking out of this table leg and it comes right off.” He laughs. “She was wearing blue panties.”

I have a very vivid imagination. I can see it in my head just like a movie.

Andy says, “But she was really cool. She grabbed the skirt and pulled it back on and just kept going with the scene. The audience didn’t laugh or anything. You should’ve been there.”

“I don’t really like plays,” I say. “A bunch of people talking about nothing.”

“Well, you would’ve liked this one. You should’ve heard Melissa after the play. She was so mad at the guy in charge of props, I thought she’d rip his face off. So what did you do today?”

“Still working on my bridge.” I am connecting East Madham to West Madham with an eleven-foot-long suspension bridge. I’ve been working on it for months. It’s really quite amazing.

“How’s it going?”

“I’ve finally got the towers built.” The entire bridge is scratch-built from matchsticks, string, and glue. Andy always teases me about that.

“Aren’t you afraid it’s gonna catch on fire?”

We laugh. Andy and I had some bad luck with fires when we were kids. We’re more careful now. I always scrape the phosphorous tips off all the matchsticks before using them. I have scraped the heads off 112 boxes of stick matches. There are 200 matches in a box. In case you are slow at math, that’s 22,400 matches in all.

“I figure the bridge will be ready for its inaugural crossing in about three weeks. Everybody in Madham will be there. You want to come?”

“Sure!”

Of course, the bit about “everybody in Madham” is kind of a joke, because the people who live in Madham are made out of plastic and they are less than one inch tall. Madham is the name of the HO scale railroad town I built in my basement. It covers three Ping-Pong tables and nearly fills the biggest room in the basement.

Madham has 109 buildings, all scratch-built. There are two lakes, a football stadium, a cement plant, a hospital, two tunnels, a forest, and sixty feet of track. It has a population of 289 plastic people, seventeen dogs, six cows, and eleven horses. Madham is the perfect town. In fact, one of my goals is to live in Madham. Once I figure out how to make a few million dollars, I’ll build a full-scale version of the town with real trains and real trees and real people. I think it would be a nice place to live.

I’ve been working on Madham for two years and eleven months now. I guess you could say that I’m not only disturbed, I’m obsessed.
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FOCUS

My ability to focus on one thing at a time is the secret to my success. Other people do not have this talent. Let me tell you: I once peeled an entire bag of tangerines—seventeen of them—using only my fingernails, without losing one drop of juice. I lined up the peeled tangerines on the kitchen counter and they were as beautiful as any work of art. Mrs. Felko, my art teacher, would not agree with that. She and I have very different tastes. But I thought they were quite beautiful.

The special things I do are not always appreciated by my mother. She was upset about the tangerines. But I still remember them: beautiful, naked, and soft orange, on green Formica.

I am like that with school assignments, too. That is, if the assignment interests me. I once was assigned to build a model windmill for science class. I made it out of Popsicle sticks, thread, wax paper, and copper wire. It actually worked. Math is also easy for me. It is all about focus and concentration. It is about doing exactly one thing at a time.

Andy understands the importance of focus. He knows how to focus when he is about to hit a golf ball, or when he is on stage in a play, or on the football field. Andy is a ferocious focuser. But he is not as good at it as I am. I can sit and watch a blade of grass grow. Andy, he can’t do that for more than five minutes before he gets all itchy and has to get up and do something. Andy is a doer. Doing things is what he does.

One day—this was four years ago—Andy and I decided to build a treehouse in Peanut Woods. We call it Peanut Woods because it’s right behind the Skippy peanut butter factory, and it always smells like peanut butter.

Peanut Woods is not a very good woods. It’s big enough—about sixteen acres in size—but the ground is squishy and swampy, and except for a few cottonwoods, there aren’t a lot of big trees, and in the summer the mosquitoes can be ferocious. Andy and I used to go there when we were kids and build campfires. Andy was very good at fires. He never needed more than one match. Starting with a few scraps of paper, leaves, and slender twigs, he would slowly feed it larger twigs, then broken branches, then logs. The smoke kept the mosquitoes away. We would sit for hours, talking and watching the flames.

One big old cottonwood near the center of the woods was a perfect treehouse tree—the trunk went straight up for twenty-five feet, then three huge branches spread out from a single bulbous crotch. We found a pile of old crates and pallets behind the Skippy factory. Andy borrowed a saw, a hammer, a couple of boxes of nails, and some nylon rope from his dad’s workshop, and we went to work.

We started out by cutting steps from the pallets and nailing them to the trunk, three long nails per step. Once we made it up to the crotch, we set up a pulley system to haul the boards up the tree. Andy stayed up there sawing and nailing while I stayed below and fed him fresh lumber. Most of the time, however, I worked on carving our initials in the trunk:

A.M.
D.M.H.

It took me hours to carve those initials, but I did a remarkable job. I stripped off a rectangular section of bark, carefully outlined each letter with the tip of my pocketknife, then began to carve. I did not have a very good knife back then, just an old two-blade jackknife my father had given me, but I worked on those letters until each one was neat and straight and perfect. And all the while Andy was up there sawing and pounding and every now and then shouting, “Look out below!” when he was about to drop something.


OEBPS/images/f0iii-01.jpg
Invisible

SIMON & SCHUSTER BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS
New York London  Toronto  Sydney














OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
.'h





OEBPS/images/f00iv-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781439107041.jpg
Author of , the National Book Award winner






