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1. A true story about a vanishing boy, part I


My name is Finn Garrett and this is my book and this is my story.


It is a story about losing something.


No, it’s a story about sudden change.


Or it’s the official autobiography of The Last Invisible Boy. Me.


There will also be some silliness, lots of my sucky drawings, a pop quiz and fun homework assignments, three or four family photos, and a few of my favorite memories. Caution: Sometimes the story will get a little sad. But it won’t always be sad.


This book. It’s like I’m driving a school bus but my legs are too short to reach the brake. It’s a runaway bus so anything can happen.
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2. A true story about a vanishing boy, part II


Once upon a time, in a magical kingdom, far, far away, I was a normal kid. I had shiny black hair that I wore kind of shaggy, and my skin came in one of the standard colors: fleshy pink. I was highly visible. I was just like everybody else. Went to school, played soccer, hung out with my friends and family. Dreamed of mostly stupid and impossible stuff, had few monster-sized worries. But that was in the past, before I began to disappear. Before that summer day when a giant eraser fell from the sky and flattened me.


The eraser quickly went to work. Attacked my hair, my skin, my smile. It’s been erasing me from the world ever since.
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See the difference?


The truth? No giant eraser fell from the sky. That was just a dumb metaphor. Sorry. But things do fall from the sky and life can change that quickly. You’ll be out walking one day, wondering why girls are so weird or what life in a black hole might be like, or maybe you’re at home, bored and doing nothing, when BAM! — the meteor hits, the satellite crashes into your house and everything changes. The world has flipped upside down and then flopped over sideways, so good luck finding your way. You have no compass. You have no road map. You are on your own in a scary forest, so what do you do? Remember this: Even in upside-down and sideways worlds moss grows on the north side of trees. It will help you find your way out.
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You may want to run, run, run to the past and hide there, but since you are from the present, the past will not have you. no ADMITTANCE, KID says the sign on the door that you are trying to kick down, to find your way back to the day before the meteor struck. Keep kicking at that door. It probably won’t work, but keep trying.





3. A true story about a vanishing boy, part III


I began disappearing this past June, right after what I call The Terrible Day That Changed Everything, the day I lost my dad forever.


That morning I looked in the bathroom mirror and saw that one strand of my black hair had turned milky white — its blackness had been erased — and that my skin was missing a small amount of pinkness, one of the proofs that I was a living kid. I had lost a little bit of myself. No, it was stolen. Nobody noticed but me.


Now people notice. Nearly half my hair has freakishly gone white and my skin is as pale as a ghost’s. Call me Salt and Pepper Boy, or Frankenstein, or Snow White (if you are kind of mean), or Uncle Fester from The Addams Family, or Ghost Kid, or Count Freakula. I’ve heard it all.
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I call what’s happening to me “disappearing,” even though I can still be seen. I’m that kid turning so brightly white you’ll want to put on sunglasses. My thought: Dad was taken instantly. I’m vanishing in bits and pieces, like a disease that will not kill me but will erase me. First goes my hair and then my skin. And then the rest of me.


I am the bleached-out Nearly Invisible Boy. Going, going, gone.





4. My 10,000 lives


I turned twelve two weeks ago — don’t be mad that you weren’t invited to the birthday party, we didn’t have one — but sometimes I feel like I’ve been living on this planet for hundreds of years. Been there, done that, a thousand times over. Do you ever get that feeling, that this is just your current life, that in previous lives you might have been a mad scientist, or an oak tree, or a curious frog, or a Viking explorer, or a painting hanging in a museum somewhere, or a freckled prince or princess? And that was just a few of your earthly lives. Remember those crazy days on Mars? Our summer vacation in a parallel universe? Or that year we bounced around in the asteroid belt, collecting rocks? Me neither!


But what if we all get ten lives or ten thousand lives, instead of just one? Ten thousand chances to be happy. How would you like to spend some of your thousands of lives? As animal, vegetable, or mineral?


If I were an animal I’d want to be a cheetah. Cheetahs are very fast.
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If I were a vegetable I’d probably want to be broccoli. No one would want to eat me so I might get to live for a very long time.
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If I were a mineral I’d want to be a big crystal, the kind that can turn sunbeams into rainbows. That is so cool.
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5. Every name has a story


Finn is short for Findlay, which was also my greatgrandfather’s name on my mother’s side. Great-Grandpa Findlay Harris was a lawyer who tried to keep innocent people from going to prison, and a congressman who fought for civil rights and equality for everyone. He made a difference. I want to make a difference.


So that’s my first name, what’s yours? Do you know the story behind it? For my names, Findlay is a Scottish and Irish name that means “fair hero” or “small blond soldier.” I’m not a hero or a soldier, but my hair is turning a shade close to blond. A garret is a small room in the attic. Yep, that’s me, a heroic blond soldier who lives in the attic.


I wasn’t sure what Abner, my middle name, meant — I’m also named for Abner Harris, a great-uncle I never met — so I went online and looked it up. It’s a Hebrew word that means “my father is light.” Perfect. Absolutely freaking gigantically pie-in-the-sky, dance-until-next-July perfect. My father is light.


My family is currently made up of me and my mother Enid (her name means “soul”) and my brother Derek (his name means “ruler of the people” — ha!) and my cat Henry (her name means “ruler of the house” — she thinks so!). That’s right, Henry is a girl. I swear she looked like a boy when we found her at the Humane Society shelter. And she totally acts like a boy. She’s lazy, just like me, complains about her food — I do this — sometimes pounces on people’s heads for no known reason — something my little brother might do — and has all sorts of “attitude.” Still, I have been seriously thinking of changing her name to Henrietta.


My mom is thirty-five, is very smart, and is a loan officer at Buckeye Bank & Trust. She is always busy, busy, busy. Here’s a picture of her from two summers ago:
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When my mother was a girl she liked ponies and lizards, and she collected stamps and baseball cards. She was very smart and once got a letter from the governor of Ohio congratulating her on her academic achievements. She still has that letter, but most of the stamps and baseball cards are gone. Here’s a picture of my mom from her girl days:
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Do you think she looks like me at all? Most people say I look more like my dad.


My brother is nine and is funny-looking. He hates to read, except for comic books, and he plays video games night and day. He often smells terrible, worse than the moldy basement, worse than me. Here’s his second-grade school picture:
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When he was three my brother fell off his tricycle and broke his arm. I laughed, seeing his arm weirdly bent, but Dad, being a dad, rushed Derek to the hospital. He wore a cast for like six weeks. Just about every kid in the neighborhood signed it.


My cat is about four years old and does very little besides sleeping and eating. Here’s a picture from when she was more playful:
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These days a dancing string just doesn’t excite her.


That’s all. Unless you want to know about my father, Albert Garrett. Every kid has to have a daddy, right, unless he was born in a laboratory or fell from the sky and landed on Earth and is pretending to be one of us.


Every kid has to have a daddy.


Every kid.


No exceptions.


So maybe I should tell you about my dad?


Noooooooooooooooooo!





6. My father


Okay, you win, I’ll tell you about my dad.


He was a good guy and a great father. He worked very hard at a job he didn’t like much, managing a sporting goods store called World Champ Sports, at the mall in Ashton City. He was sometimes too quiet and sometimes too restless, wanting to be out in the world instead of at home with his family. But he loved his wife and his kids, and his dad and his brother and his sister, and he tried to take good care of them. And he loved baseball, too. Playing it and watching it and talking about it.


Now you know a little bit about Albert Garrett, my father. Albert, just so you know, means “bright nobility.” Yep, that was my dad, all bright and noble.
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7. Finn’s pocket guide to time


I hate time. Don’t you? When you want time to slow down, like when you are having too much fun, it speeds up. When you want it to go faster, like when you are bored or are having a bad day, it slows down. You just can’t trust time. Not the past, not the present, not the future.


The past is every second of your life up until now. Up until NOW. See how quickly the present is gobbled up by the past?


The present is… Sorry, it’s already gone. Hmm, it was just here a minute ago.


The future is every second of your life not yet written. It’s tomorrow. It’s twenty years from now. It is happening in one minute so sit up straight kid and look alive. But here’s the stupid part. As soon as you arrive in the future it disappears and becomes the present, and then, before you know it, it’s gobbled up and becomes your past.


And that is why I hate time. It’s sneaky and tricky.
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8. The log of the Starship Finn Garrett, entry I


EARTH DAY SEPTEMBER 16, 2:04 P.M. Home all alone, except for Henry the cat, but she’s happily snoozing. Home all alone, like that kid in those old movies. Consider setting booby traps for klutzy burglars who will never show up. Not much crime in Sunnyvale. Shame.


Meanwhile, everyone else in the world is busy living their lives, at their job, at school, working the farm, jogging on a track, playing video games at an arcade. The planet keeps turning. The universe keeps expanding. But here I sit, doing nothing. Meet Nothing Boy, the non-superhero of Nothingville.
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I really should be in school. It started three weeks ago but I haven’t gone yet. Mom said to take as much time as I needed, so that’s what I’m doing, taking my time. Weirdly, my brother Derek went back to school the first day. He seems to be doing pretty good, somehow, no loss of visibility, no evidence that he’s being slowly erased. Or at least he’s doing better than I am.


Why haven’t I gone back to school yet? I think the main reason is because school was such a big part of Dad Is Still Here World that I’m just not sure I can make it work in Dad Is Gone World. Every year Dad would drive Derek and me to our first day of classes, and once or twice a week after that, tossing out fatherly advice like, “Study hard” and “Don’t fall in love with too many girls.” Now, it’s Mom or the school bus. Then at night Dad would usually help my brother and me with our homework, though if it was math he would hand us over to Mom, saying, “Take that one to the banker.”


Plus, kids at school are going to mess with me because of my weird hair and skin, I just know it. I hate being made fun of. Hate it, hate it, hate it.


5:12 P.M. Still have nothing to do. The day started sunny but the sun is gone. My little brother is outside, collecting bugs for his bug terrarium. Mom is fixing dinner. Fish sticks, fries, and something green and leafy and terribletasting and good for us. The cat is hiding somewhere.


I really need something to do.


6:40 P.M. I hate this time of day. Dad should be pulling into the driveway, home from work, late for dinner. Come inside, complain a little about his sporting goods store. Maybe some kids were tossing a football around and broke something, or a favorite employee suddenly quit and Dad had to cover his shift. Then maybe he’d tell us a joke he heard or just made up, something really stupid like, “Why did the dumb bee join the army? So he could shoot Stinger missiles.” And then he’d give us some hugs and kisses. This used to be my favorite time of day.


8:01 P.M. Derek asks if I know where Mom is. We go hunting for her. She’s not in any of the rooms or closets or storage areas or the garage. And she’s not in the backyard, sitting on a lawn chair and watching the day go dark, like she likes to do. I look out front, see Mom sitting in the SMV (Soccer Mom Vehicle) but not doing anything. I give her a minute. I give her another minute. Then I go outside and knock on the car window. She rolls it down.


“Going somewhere?” I say.


“I must be,” she says, looking kind of lost. “But where?”


Me: “To the store?”


Mom: “Yeah, probably to the store. I’m sure there are some things we need.”


Me: “I think we’re low on peanut butter.”


My head: You’re the mom. You should know if we need stuff, not me.


Mom: “It was definitely the store. But I guess I can go later, or tomorrow, right?”


She rolls up the window and slips out of the car. I take her hand and we walk to the house. Her hand feels bony and cool. It’s weird when you remember that your parents are animals. Have bony hands. Are alive.


“That was strange,” Mom says. “I couldn’t remember going from the house to the car, or what I was planning to do.”


“That happens to me all of the time,” I say.


“Liar!” she says, smiling at me and looking more mom-like.


My brother comes flying outside and grabs Mom’s free hand. Mom swings our arms back and forth like she’s a happy mother with her happy kids. I wish it could last awhile.


9:34 P.M. Before Derek and I head upstairs we join Mom in the kitchen for a snack, strawberry toaster pastries from the health food store — Dad used to call them “mutant Pop-Tarts” — and soy milk. For some dumb reason Derek always cuts up his pastry with a knife and fork, but Mom and I eat them the normal way. So did Dad.


I must be looking a little down in the dumps because Mom runs a hand through my half-dead hair and says, “Cheer up. We made it through another day.”


There’s still two and a half hours left, I almost say, but I stop myself. Sometimes it’s like I’m living my life, waiting for more bad news. When will I start expecting some good things to happen again?


“Can we get a monkey?” Derek asks. I almost laugh, imagining a monkey running through our house, knocking stuff over and swinging from the chandelier in the foyer. Thanks, Derek.


“Uh, let’s think some more about that one,” Mom says, which is her polite way of saying that we are not going to be getting a monkey anytime soon.


We finish our mutant pastries and soy milk.
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9. A house on a hill in the center of the universe


My family and I live in a small town in the middle of Ohio called Sunnyvale. A vale is a valley but we don’t live in a valley — this town is pretty flat, except for a few small hills. Our house is perched on one of those hills. That puts us a tiny bit closer to the sun and the moon and the stars and the rest of the universe than some of the other Sunnyvaleans. And a tiny bit closer to heaven.


During the summer the grassy hill is good for rolling or tumbling down, like old Jack and Jill, then running back up and doing it again. In winter the snowy hill is good for sledding or tumbling or backyard skiing (tape anything flat to your boots and see if they work as skis). And when it rains some of the neighbors who do not live on the hill growl at us for flooding their lawns. Sorry, not our fault. We did not design the Earth.


It used to always be sunny in Sunnyvale, even at night. But then one day I got mad at the sun for being so happy and for shining all of the time so I fired a BB gun at it and blew out some of its bulbs, and now Sunnyvale gets the same amount of sunshine as everywhere else. Believe me? A lie is when you twist the truth into a more interesting shape. Truth is made of clay. If it were made of stone you couldn’t twist it, but you could break it.


If you broke it into many stones you could build a house out of it and live there by yourself, and everyone would leave you alone. There was a boy who lived all alone in a stone house made of truth. He fell one day and chipped his tooth. “Ouch,” the boy said.


My house has three stories: stinky basement, sunny first floor, creaky second floor. I live on the second floor, suspended twenty feet above the Earth like a levitated kid at a magic show. This is what my house looks like:
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This is what my room looks like. Sorry for the mess.
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This is what my closet looks like:
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The closet is the place I usually go when I want the world to disappear. A galaxy made up of me and some clothes and hangers to hold those clothes and board games and puzzles and shoes and boots and a 60-watt lightbulb, my mini sun. To activate the sun you tug on a string. Sometimes I stay in the closet for hours, thinking about my dad and other sad and happy stuff.


Or my little brother and I will slip into the closet and close the door and pretend we are in a spaceship hurtling through dark space.


“To Planet Kangaroo!” Derek might say.


“Loading the photon torpedoes and turning on the plasma shield, Commander,” I might say.


Where we will land, who knows. A cold, dead moon? A living planet where kids are born smart so they can play baseball all day and never have to go to school? The 87th dimension?


If you are bored and need something to do, find a sketch pad or a notebook and draw a picture of where you live or write a poem about it. Do you like your house or trailer or apartment? Do you have your own bedroom or do you share your room with others? Do ghosts or night elves ever visit? If you could design your own house what would it look like? Do I ask too many stupid questions? Well, do I?





10. Beginnings


Before 1964 my house did not exist. Do you ever think about that, how everything in the world, including our planet, including you and me, including everything you own, had to be born or created?


Anyway, the land where our house now sits, the hill and the flat sections, used to be part of the neighbor’s property. There might have been a small apple orchard on this land, or maybe this is where they kept the swimming pool or parked the old jalopy. But then my grandfather Victor (his name means what you think it would mean, “someone who wins”), who had just married my grandmother Nadine (her name means “hope”), bought the lot because he wanted to build a house in Sunnyvale.
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My grandparents on my father’s side, Victor and Nadine


Grandpa Victor didn’t actually build the house, but he did help design it and he pounded in some of the nails, and he kept an eye on the construction workers to make sure they didn’t goof off or do something daffy like forget to make any doors and windows. My grandfather designed the house to look like his childhood home in Crestline, Ohio, so unlike all of the other houses in this part of town it has a huge porch that surrounds most of the house and a porch swing you can waste half of the summer swinging on.
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When the house was finished my grandparents moved in and raised three kids: Jacob, my skinny uncle (his name means “may God protect”), Meredith, my brainy aunt (her name means “great lord”), and Albert, who would eventually become my dad.


The house survived a fire in 1972 that was started when my dumb uncle Jacob lit a sparkler in the living room, then panicked and tossed it at the couch. Half the living room burned up. Today’s important lesson: Do not light fireworks indoors. And the house survived a tornado in 1981 that tore off most of the roof, and many smaller storms. It’s a strong house, but now it is also a sad house. It knows that someone is missing.


When the kids grew up and started their own lives, and after Grandma Nadine passed on, my grandfather sold the house to my dad, who had just met my mom at college and was ready to start his own family. My brother and I grew up here, spent most of our lives in this place. I like my house, and I think that most of the time my house likes me. It protects me from storms and cold weather. And it holds stories in its walls about every member of my family.
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