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Deleted Scene:  Bethany gets home after school 

 

After getting off the bus, Bethany let 

herself into the house and ignored the barking of 

her mother’s Scottish terrier from the mudroom.  

She headed for her parents’ plushly carpeted 

bedroom, slid open the nightstand drawer on her 

father’s side of the bed.  She polished the gun 

with the hem of her short black skirt and 

carefully placed it back in the velvet lining of the 

gun’s box.  Then she went into her bedroom and 

closed the door.  Soon music her parents 

referred to as “Satanic” was blaring and 

sandalwood incense was burning. 

 At first she just stared with satisfaction at 

the finished canvases hanging or propped up 

around her cluttered room.  Her favorite by far 

was one she had done of James from a photo 

she had taken of him last year.  Aside from that 

one, she liked the group of paintings she had 

done of wicked-looking trees.  It was called 

“Forest of Suicides” after that chapter in Dante’s 

Inferno.  Some of the other paintings she could 

have done better, but she didn’t seem to have 
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enough time for all the ideas in her head.  Her 

newest project was a sculpture of a tree made 

out of papier-mâché and wire, with an 

emaciated, demonic-looking person trapped 

inside.  It was going to connect to the “Forest of 

Suicides” series.  Bethany set to work mixing the 

papier-mâché with a wooden spoon from the 

kitchen. 

 The phone rang.  Bethany reached over 

and picked up the purple cordless phone on her 

desk.  “Hello?” 

 “Hey, it’s Darlene.”  Bethany’s sister.  

Bethany held the phone between her ear and 

shoulder as she used a plastic spatula to apply 

the mixture to the tree-form. 

 “What’s up?  Isn’t it early for you to call?  

Mom and Dad don’t get home until later.” 

 “Yeah, I just wanted to say hi.  I never get 

to talk to you on the phone.”  There was some 

kind of muffled rustling on Darlene’s end.  “Do 

you want to come visit me for a weekend?  Like 

next weekend?” 

 “Not this weekend?  I have a party this 

Saturday.”  Bethany was afraid of going to visit 
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Darlene at her college.  She had gone there to 

help move her in, and everyone had stared at 

her like she was a freak, all the perfect-looking 

Abercrombies.  Darlene fit right in somehow, 

even though she was pretty cool about the way 

Bethany dressed.  Bethany wasn’t sure where 

Darlene would fit into her lunchroom diagram of 

popularity.   

 “Yeah, next weekend.  There’s going to be 

some good parties up here.  I want to get you 

drunk.”  Darlene laughed.  “Hey, Mom called up 

to complain about you again on Monday night.” 

 “What did she have to say?” 

 “I guess she went into your room because 

you left some candles burning or whatever and 

she saw all your paintings.  Your “death” 

paintings, she called them.  It was pretty funny.” 

 Bethany managed a smile.  “It’s funny how 

she thinks I’m suicidal so she won’t mention 

anything about death to me.  She always says 

my paintings are ‘nice.’  Wait till she sees the 

new sculpture I’m doing.” 

 Darlene talked for a while longer, about 

her relationship with some guy whose name 
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Bethany couldn’t remember.  Finally Darlene 

decided she needed to do some homework and 

they hung up.  

 Now, without Darlene’s smoker’s voice 

scratching in her ears, with the smell of incense 

and music vibrating the floor, Bethany could 

really concentrate on her sculpture.  This was 

the biggest thing she had attempted artistically.  

She’d been working on it for a week and it was 

starting to take form.  She had the demonic tree 

almost completely covered in papier-mâché, and 

once that was done she could get started on the 

wire form of a skeletal person in agony that 

would fit inside the trunk and be visible through 

a gaping wound in the tree’s bark.  The person 

was almost life-size, and she’d have to attach 

some extra branches to the top of the tree when 

she was ready to move it out of her bedroom.  It 

would be massively horrific, and the though of 

that expressions on her parents’ faces made 

Bethany smile. 

 She barely noticed the hours pass, until 

she heard the front door slam downstairs, 

reverberating the house.  It must be five-fifteen, 
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when her mother usually got home from work at 

the law office where she was a secretary.  Her 

father didn’t get home until much later, since he 

commuted into the city every day.  Bethany 

jumped up to turn down her music, hating that 

she did so just because she didn’t feel like 

getting into another screaming match with her 

mother.  A timid knock on her door, then Mrs. 

Caleb said, “Honey, I’m home.  Did you do your 

homework?” 

 “Yes, Mom,” Bethany said, barely realizing 

it was a lie. 

 “Well, I’m going to go down and order 

something for dinner.  I should be back before 

your father.” 

 “Okay.”  Bethany’s voice was loud and 

bored.  She settled back down on the floor to 

work on her sculpture.  She couldn’t believe how 

well it was coming out. 

 By the time Mrs. Caleb called her down to 

dinner, Bethany’s legs were asleep and she had 

just begun working on the wire skeleton on the 

person.  “Great,” Bethany muttered.  She eased 

herself up and rubbed her legs to get the feeling 
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back into them, then went down to the absurdly 

large dining room.  As usual, candles were lit, 

and Mr. Caleb was seated at one end of the long 

table, and Mrs. Caleb was busy bringing out 

plastic take-out trays of Italian food.  Bethany 

sat down to her father’s left and helped herself 

to the baked ziti. 

 “How was school today, Bethany?” Mr. 

Caleb asked, pouring himself a glass of white 

wine. 

 “Fine,” Bethany said.  She knew her father 

didn’t want to hear much more than that.  He 

hadn’t even looked at her yet. 

 Mrs. Caleb entered with a final tray of 

garlic bread.  Bethany could feel her mother’s 

stare from across the table.  “Honey,” Mrs. Caleb 

started.  Bethany swallowed and began grinding 

her teeth.  “Don’t you think you went a little 

heavy on the eyeliner?  I mean, you have such 

pretty blue eyes…” 

 Mr. Caleb now peered at Bethany’s face.  

Bethany savagely bit into her garlic bread. 

 “How was work, dear?” Mrs. Caleb said to 

her husband.  
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 Mr. Caleb exhaled relief and launched into 

a discussion of the case he was now working on.  

He used a lot of legal terms and Bethany tuned 

him out, until her world consisted of a white 

table cloth, a white plated rimmed in gold and 

smeared with red sauce, looking almost like 

blood. 

 


