
“The Invisible Girl” 

 

Part One: Jenny 

My name is Jenny Quince. I’m the girl that if I sit alone and quiet long enough, I 

actually start to disappear. And no one even notices.   

… 

The first time was in my third grade classroom. I was sitting in the back, as usual. I’d 

just answered a math question incorrectly, and some other kids had snickered. I was never 

very good at math. I’m still not. But anyways. I was slinking down in my chair trying to hide, 

and I almost fell under my desk when I saw my hand start to disappear. It was like sand 

slipping through my fingers, except the sand was my hand and I didn’t have more hands than 

two. I stared at it wide-eyed. I could still feel my hand, my fingernails clawing the desktop, 

but there was nothing there. I picked up my pencil, and it floated in midair. I looked around 

to see if anyone else saw. Of course they weren’t looking at me. They were all looking at 

Mrs. Shaw, our teacher. And handsome Robbie was staring at Sara, his one true love. He’d 

been madly in love with her since forever. Oh, well, my hand was completely invisible, and 

the invisibleness started traveling up my arm. I watched in a mix of horror and awe at my 

newfound chameleonic ability. Or disease. It started at my wrist, slowly, then the change 

came faster. First my wrist, then my forearm, then my shoulder.  

 “Jenny! Please sit up!” Mrs. Shaw’s voice startled me. I jolted upright and banged my 

visible arm into the desk. More snickers. “Thank you, Jenny.”  

 I nodded then looked back down at my desk. To my surprise my arm was completely 

there again. I wondered if I’d hallucinated… not that I knew what hallucinations were when I 

was eight. Mrs. Shaw’s math class was the last class of the day. I waited madly for the bell, 

watching the clock on the wall instead of listening to her talk. When the bell finally rang, I 

jumped out of my chair and sprinted to my cubby, grabbed my Power Rangers backpack, and 

ran out the door. I was an energetic child, and the walk home usually took only about five 

minutes anyway, so I got home in a quick two minutes. I burst through the door and stopped 

in my tracks, panting. I could smell something good in the kitchen, and hear Mom clanging 

away with pots and pans and such. 

 “Jenny? Is that you?” Mom called.  

 “Yeah!” I yelled. I dropped my stuff by the door and walked into the kitchen, 

breathing a little more regularly. “Whatcha makin?” I knew I had to make an attempt at small 

talk before I told Mom what had happened. She always made me try to have grown-up 

conversations and learn to listen and say how are you and stuff like that.  

 “Cupcakes for your class party tomorrow” she said. I groaned. I’d completely 

forgotten about that. It was the third grade graduation party, and I wanted no part of it. Third 



grade sucked. So had second grade. First grade was tolerable.  And I didn’t remember 

kindergarten. Mom gave me a stern look that meant “you should be grateful for cupcakes you 

should make more friends you should try to be nicer you need to do better in school and be 

happy about it by God”. Well, probably not that last part, because Mom’s not very religious. 

But she sometimes said it when she was upset. Or “Good God” or when she was really angry 

“Jesus Mary and Joseph”. I didn’t really understand what she meant just that that was 

something that meant I was in trouble. I changed the subject. 

 “Mom, guess what happened today?”  

 She gave me a weird look. I didn’t usually talk about school unless she interrogated 

me at butterknifepoint. And even then I usually got to lick whatever was on it. 

 “I started to turn invisible. Literally!” She and I had recently had the discussion about 

the difference between literally and figuratively, so I wanted to show that I remembered. So 

she’d be proud of me.  

 “Sweetie, you mean figuratively. And that’s not funny. Just because you don’t have 

very many friends doesn’t mean you’re invisible.” 

 In my head, I corrected: “no friends”. But I said, “No, Mom, that’s not what I mean. I 

think I’m like Harry Potter or something, but I don’t need the cloak thing…”  

 She gave me another one of those looks that always fell just short of making my skin 

melt off my face. I felt my cheeks get hot and red. “I’m gonna go to my room now, k Mom?” 

She nodded and went back to her baking.  

 I trudged up the stairs, hugging my backpack over my shoulders. I didn’t want to do 

homework though. My dog Houdini followed me cheerfully. He was always following me 

around. He’d shown up on our porch a couple years ago and I’d begged Mom to let me keep 

him. It was right around the time when Dad left, and she knew I was heartbroken. That was 

probably why she let me keep Houdini. At first I’d named him Harry (a pun on Hairy); I 

really wasn’t that clever as an eight-year old I suppose. But anyways. I changed his name to 

Houdini when he started disappearing on me. He’d get out of the house and not show up for a 

few days, and I’d worry desperately. But he always turned up safe and sound. And he slept 

with me in my bed. I’d considered calling him Casper because of his all-white coat but he had 

a brown spot on his ear so that ruined that. Ghosts kind of freaked me out anyway.   

 When I opened the door to my room, I could tell Mom had cleaned it again. Things 

were in their precise places, all straight lines and perfect corners. I sighed. My room was 

ugly. All pinks and purples, with a butterfly comforter set on my bed. All “appropriate things 

for a girl” or so Mom tells me. Dad had gotten me the Power Rangers backpack as a gift for 

my seventh birthday, and I’d barely gotten to keep it. They’d gotten into a fight about it, with 

Mom saying that I needed to learn how to be a lady and Dad saying for godsakes she’s just a 

little girl who likes what she likes and lots of yelling and yelling and crying and me going 

into their bedroom and asking them to stop fighting. To stop fighting because they loved each 

other. That was before Dad left. But that’s how I’d gotten to keep the backpack apparently. It 



was the only thing in my room that I liked. Well, that, and then the other stuff I hid from 

Mom. I had a Lord of the Rings book set in a compartment I’d made under my bed, and a 

Harry Potter wand my friend Jimmy Shenk had given me for Christmas. All the things that 

made me me, were hidden. Kind of like my life story, you know?  

 I plopped onto my ugly bed. I didn’t take my shoes off, even though I knew it made 

Mom mad. Houdini hopped up onto the bed, and that made Mom mad too. Sometimes 

making Mom mad was fun. It meant not everything was perfect like she pretended. She liked 

to pretend, but not in the fun ways that I did. She thought Harry Potter was for dumb-witted 

boys and that Lord of the Rings was abhorrently violent. She liked to pretend that everything 

was great when it wasn’t. I liked to pretend I was a warrior or a princess courageous enough 

to overcome all the things that weren’t great. I sat on my bed staring at my hands, wondering 

if one or both of them would start to disappear. But they stayed where they were. It would be 

kind of cool to have a superpower, I thought. But what if I turned invisible and never turned 

back? I didn’t know. It might not be that different than what I’d started with.  

 My friend Jimmy might miss me, I thought to myself. And he would believe me to 

begin with. Mom didn’t like it when I hung out with Jimmy either. She said he was a bad 

influence on me. So I lied to Mom often when he and I were spending time together. I’d be 

going to the after-school YMCA or doing homework at the library, which sometimes I 

actually was. But he and I were always together. When Mom had her nightly glass of wine, 

she always fell asleep before I did. So I’d let Jimmy into the house and take him up to my 

room, where we’d read together and talk about our plans for the future. We were ambitious 

third graders. Jimmy didn’t really have parents, or he didn’t talk about them that much. He 

said that his mom wrote him letters from the Crossbar Hotel. She had to stay there because 

she was an undercover spy and she didn’t want to put him in danger. That’s what Jimmy told 

me. I never saw any of the letters. Somehow I always had a feeling that Jimmy liked to 

pretend the same ways I did. 

 Jimmy’s dad was a mean guy. When I would walk Jimmy home sometimes, his dad 

would be sitting on the porch, drinking smelly stuff. His breath always smelled horrible, and 

so did his clothes. He’d get up as soon as he saw his son, and yell at him to go do stuff. The 

same kind of chores and things I did. But I knew many things were different. Jimmy would 

always lie to me about bruises he had, or why he’d missed school. He wore long sleeves a lot, 

even in the summer months.  

 I wondered what he was up to at this moment. I desperately wanted to tell someone 

who would believe me about the whole invisibility thing. I’d already told Houdini, but he 

hadn’t had much to say. I begrudgingly got out homework and began the doleful task. I left 

the math homework for the end, always hoping it would somehow magically disappear before 

I had to do it. My hopes failed again on that one. But right when I was about to start, I heard 

the usual bang of rock on my window. One time when Jimmy had a broken arm he’d had to 

throw the rock with his left hand, and had thrown it too hard and cracked the window. When 

Mom had asked, I’d said it’d been a bird. I hurdled down the stairs at breakneck speed, loud 

as an elephant. But Mom was fast asleep on the couch as usual, so it didn’t matter. I flung 



open the door to see my Jimmy. His short curly black hair was a little frizzy and stuck up at 

odd intervals on his head. He stared at me through thick-rimmed glasses, and we always 

joked he was half-blind even with them.  

 “Hi.” I said. 

 “Hi.”  

 He followed me up the stairs to my room, and as always before entering, he put his 

hands up in the sign of a cross and hissed like a vampire (to ward off the horrid girliness of 

my room). This always made me laugh. I shut the door behind us and put some of my school 

stuff against it in case I didn’t hear Mom coming up the stairs, even though I always did. He 

leapt up onto my bed and grabbed the butterfly pillow and threw it fiercely across the room. 

Houdini jumped up and retrieved the pillow, thinking Jimmy had started a game of fetch. He 

dropped it lovingly into Jimmy’s lap.  

 “What was that for?” I asked Jimmy. 

 “You know I hate that pillow.”  

 “Oh.” 

 He crossed his arms and stared at the bubble gum pink walls. So much freaking pink.  

 “Are you okay?”  

 He shook his head. I waited. “My mom sent me a letter saying that she couldn’t write 

me anymore, because she had to go on an outer space mission and didn’t think she’d be 

coming back to earth.” 

 “Oh wow. I’m sorry, Jimmy.”  

 He scowled. “It’s not fair. How come she gets to go and have all these adventures 

without me?”  

 I didn’t know what to say. So I tried, “I’ve got something to make you feel better.” He 

looked up, still scowling. “Really, I do!” I stumbled over my words. “Well, I can tell you 

something really cool. You’re gonna freak out.” His eyes were suspicious but curious. “I 

think I have a superpower.”  

 “What?!?” He sat bolt upright. “What, how? What is it? Show me!”  

 I hadn’t thought this part through. “Well, um… I can’t really control it. It happened 

for the first time today…” 

 “What happened!?”  

 “I kinda… sorta… turned invisible.”  

 “Whoaaa.”  



 That was when I knew I loved him. He hadn’t even questioned. He just believed.  

… 

 It happened again the day after the first time. It was at school again, towards the end 

of the day. The kids were going nuts, ready to stampede out the building at the sound of the 

bell like in the movies. We were outside on the playground, Jimmy and I sitting on the 

swings. The food was set up on a few long tables, where the parents sat like during the bake 

sales. The teachers and parents were talking, only half watching the kids. Mom was busy 

slicing different cakes and brownie pans. Jimmy and I weren’t really swinging, just kind of 

swaying forward and backward with our feet dragging over the mulchy ground. It was still 

wet from the rain the night before. Jimmy had caught a cold when he’d gone home the night 

before. We were watching the kids play basketball on the half court, all the boys yelling and 

pushing. The girls sat on the sidelines, braiding each other’s hair and watching the boys. It 

was like a miniature version of high school . Disgusting. Pathetic. Kind of hilarious. We all 

thought we were so grown up.  

 All of a sudden captain Robbie came over and asked Jimmy if he wanted to play. One 

of the other boys had hurt his ankle and they needed another player. Jimmy looked stunned. 

He looked over at me with questioning eyes, but I just shrugged. I knew that he still wanted 

to fit in. I’d gotten over it but I still understood. 

 “Go ahead.”  

 He got up slowly from the swing, and Robbie patted him on the back. “Come on, 

you’ll do fine.” Jimmy wasn’t very good at sports. He usually had two left feet when it came 

to those things. I watched as he entered the game, and the other boys muttered things under 

their breath or behind his back. They only pretended to be nice because Robbie had asked 

him to come in. Robbie was one of those few boys who was both nice and popular. The game 

continued on, and Jimmy even made a wobbly layup. Robbie cheered loudly and gave him a 

high five. The boys on the other team glowered.  

 I felt my face frown. Sometimes Jimmy could still fit in. Boys could get along at least 

on the surface most times. But girls, they’d eat you alive. If you were one of the Disney 

princess-obsessed Barbie look-alike clones then you’d survive. Otherwise, look out. I had to 

look out. I was brown-haired and brown-eyed and all things boring. I stared down at my feet, 

kicked off my flip flops. I ran my toes through the sharp mulch. And then, to my surprise, my 

feet started to disappear. I could still feel the mulch under my feet, and I still pushed myself 

back and forth. But my jean capris hung, looking as empty as a scarecrow not fully stuffed. I 

looked back up, back down, blinked and squinted. Still gone. I wanted to yell at Jimmy to 

look, but I knew if I made him mess up he’d get really mad at me. He’d scored another shot, 

making the boys on the other team actually angry. Robbie got the ball first, and he passed it 

to Jimmy who was closer to the basket again. Trevor, a boy on the other team, knocked into 

him hard and he slammed to the ground. I yelped and jumped up. My feet still weren’t there 

when I looked down, but I had to go help Jimmy. And I was used to being a freak, although 

admittedly this part was new.  



 I ran over to him, and heard him wheeze. I reached into his pocket for his inhaler, 

handing it to him gently. He sucked in a puff, then another. His arm was bleeding and he had 

a cut on his head from the asphalt. His glasses were bent awkwardly. Robbie stood by 

watching. No one had noticed my invisible feet yet. Jimmy squinted. “Are you floating?” I 

looked down and realized that must be what it looked like. I whispered, “I told you so,” and 

he smiled in awe back up at me. When we looked back down, my feet had started to reappear. 

“I think I’m coming back because you noticed me”, I said. He grinned, and I saw he had 

blood in his mouth too. “I’ll always notice you.”  

… 

 The next time it happened was in my kitchen. I was standing there watching Mom 

bake brownies because I’d been trying to help and I’d screwed something up and she’d yelled 

at me but told me to stay and watch. She was having a bad day. But she wanted to teach me 

how to be a domestic goddess, even then. Ug. I stood there at the counter, watching her from 

a distance. The kitchen was hot with the oven and summer. I dipped my fingers into the 

frosting jar when she wasn’t looking. And then, when my hand came back out, all I saw was 

frosting. Floating in midair. Mom hadn’t turned around yet. I did and didn’t want to show 

her. I didn’t know what she would do. I licked the frosting off and nothing was there. My 

wrist started to disappear, and my bracelet hung. Mom turned around. She screamed.  

 “Jenny! What’s happening to you?” She dropped the cupcake tin and came over. She 

reached for my arm (the invisible one) and gasped when she grabbed it. I just looked at her. 

She wore a horrified expression. 

 “I told you, Mom. I can turn invisible.” As soon as I said it, my arm started to 

reappear. She watched in terror.  

 When my arm was fully there again, she said, “We have to get you to a doctor.” I 

wasn’t expecting that. She turned the oven off, left all the kitchen things where they were, 

and went straight to the phone. First she called my pediatrician, who hung up on her, thinking 

it was a prank call. Then she called the hospital, who also hung up. Finally she was the one to 

hang up in exasperation. She took one look at me, grabbed my arm, and we walked out the 

door. The car ride was silent. I wanted to tell her there was nothing wrong with me, but I 

knew she wouldn’t believe me.  

 When we arrived in the waiting room, the receptionist asked what the problem was. 

Mom looked down at me and back at the lady. “She has a major skin problem.” The lady 

looked over the desk, down her glasses at me, and stared.  

 “What is the nature of skin condition?”  

 Mom looked flustered. “How should I know? We need to see a specialist for it, I don’t 

know what it is because I’m not a fucking doctor!”  

 I’d never heard Mom say that word before. I knew it meant really big trouble.    


