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Deleted Scene: Bethany meets up with James 

and Genn at her locker (instead of Bethany 

avoiding them) 

 

As the bus moseyed its way through her 

cookie-cutter neighborhood, she put one hand 

on the gun in her bag and imagined standing up 

and shooting a hole directly through Ben Simms’ 

forehead, and taking out that whole back row 

execution-style.  Then her reality-check took 

over.  She imagined the bus driver slamming on 

the brakes, causing her to fall backward and hit 

herself in the face with the gun.  When she sat 

up, her nose broken and bleeding down her 

chin, everyone on the bus started laughing, even 

Peter Franklin, who hadn’t been killed by the 

one shot through his chest.  Bethany almost 

sighed with relief when the bus pulled into the 

school parking lot, until her nervous stomach 

reminded her that school was even worse than 

the bus ride there. 

Bethany entered the school building 

through the front doors, herded along with her 

classmates.  She kept her hand in her bag, her 
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fingers tightly wrapped around the barrel.  

Walking in the halls was the beginning of 

school’s slow suffocation.  All those people 

bumping into her.  Never knowing who was 

behind her, if they were talking about her or 

someone else.  Always on the lookout for a foot 

outstretched to trip her.  Never knowing if 

someone behind her stuck something on her 

back, never being able to escape the crowd if 

someone called her a name.  She fought her way 

across the aisle toward Sophomore Hall, in the 

east wing of the school, and saw in the fairly 

uncrowded hallway that James Cooper and 

Genn Neveu were having an intense 

conversation right in front of her locker.  This 

happened every morning.  Of course, when you 

have a locker two down from your ex-boyfriend’s, 

you tend to see him a lot more than you’d like.  

Also a lot more of his new girlfriend. 

Bethany walked over as slowly as could 

look normal.  James was facing away from her.  

His dark hair stood up in unwashed spikes, and 

he was wearing his green and black striped 

sweater again, the one with the holes in the 
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cuffs that he stuck his thumbs through.  When 

Bethany was alone, she had no problem being 

angry at James.  But when she saw him…  She 

pulled her hand away from the gun in her bag. 

James couldn’t see her coming, but Genn 

did.  “Hi, Bethany,” she said.  Bethany stared at 

the clean, fat face, no make up, her usually dark 

blond hair dyed pink, and cracked a smile.  

Genn smiled pleasantly, maybe even smugly, at 

the bared mouthful of teeth in front of her, then 

moved aside so Bethany could get into her 

locker.  Bethany carefully lowered her bag to the 

floor, wanting to pull the gun out and blast 

Genn’s brain into a smear on the gray row of 

lockers.  She could even imagine the wet, 

echoing sound the brain tissue would make 

hitting the metal doors.  Maybe even some of it 

would slide down into the vents onto some 

prissy girl’s bag lunch.  “Ew…” the girl would 

say, pulling the brown paper bag out between 

her finger and her thumb.  Then Bethany 

noticed that the locker vents faced down, 

making that last part impossible.   
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 “Hey, what’s up?” James said, a delayed 

reaction.  Bethany had already picked up on the 

sweet smell of pot surrounding the two, and 

hoped that was why he was so slow. 

She shrugged and concentrated on putting 

her jacket in her locker, getting her books for 

class, fussing around, obviously doing nothing 

except ignoring them.  She felt more than saw 

Genn give James a look.  “I’ll talk to you later, 

okay?” Genn said, and kissed him quickly—not 

quickly enough for Bethany, but soon enough 

Genn was gone. 

 “What’s up?” James asked again, leaning 

over her.   

Crouched down on the floor over her bag, 

Bethany had an urge to run her hand over his 

soft brown corduroys.  Instead she piled more 

books than she needed into her bag.  “Nothing 

much,” Bethany said.  She stood up and closed 

her locker, still not looking at him. 

 James watched her for a second, then 

said, “I thought you said you were okay with me 

and Genn.” 

 “I am,” she said, starting to walk away. 
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 “Hey, wait, I’ll come with you.”  Bethany 

hung back for a minute.  She tried to appear 

annoyed, although secretly she was glad James 

wanted to walk with her to her first class instead 

walk Genn to her first class.  Her head down, 

she watched James’s black boots match her 

stride on the gray tiled floor. 

 They walked in silence most of the way, 

somehow staying together even as they squeezed 

through the crowded hallway.  James made her 

feel safer, not that he could really do anything if 

the insults flew.  Last year a group of football 

players had cornered James in the hallway and 

started beating him up, while everyone around 

watched and laughed.  Bethany was kind of glad 

she hadn’t been there to see it.  Genn had told 

her about it on the phone after school.  That was 

back when Bethany had been friends with Genn. 

Just before reaching the doorway to 

Bethany’s first class, James took her hands and 

turned her to face him.  She was wearing black 

boots with four-inch heels, and she noticed she 

was the same height as him.  Her eyes focused 

on the words coming out of his lips. 
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 “I just want you to be happy, Bethany 

Caleb,” he said, and kissed her forehead.  She 

ducked away into her classroom, hoping her 

hair hid how close she was to crying.  She took 

her usual seat in the back and concentrated on 

the people piling in as the bell rang.  A group of 

boys in nice shirts and ties, football players 

dressed up in honor of the game tonight.  

Nathan Javovich, the fat kid.  A couple of girls 

whose names Bethany could never remember 

because the girls looked too much like everyone 

else.  Those two sat near Bethany and started 

talking about their homework.  She rested her 

chin on her hands.  How could James be so 

sweet, and still be going out with Genn? 

 


