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Deleted Scene:  Lunch in the library 

 

At quarter of five Bethany shut off the TV and sneaked back upstairs to her 

bedroom.  Her parents got up soon after, and she wanted to avoid them as long 

as possible.  Her alarm went off at 6:30 and she woke up to realize she had 

actually fallen asleep.  She dragged herself out of bed. 

 By the time she got to school she wished she hadn’t watched TV all 

night.  She’d actually done most of her homework, however, so at least her 

teachers didn’t mind so much if her blinks lasted a few minutes. 

 Of course James wasn’t in art class, but the next assignment was a still 

life.  Bethany just automatically set up her objects, a shiny brass candlestick 

holder and an assortment of jars and glass bottles, and started painting.  She 

found painting a still life to be much less stressful than when she had to come 

up with her own idea.  She just painted what was in front of her. 

 When the bell rang for lunch, Bethany took her bagged lunch into the 

library.  She hardly ever went into the school library, but it was an ideal place 

to hide from other people.  She sat in one of the study carrels that hid the view 

of her lunch from the librarians, and pulled out the book she was reading for a 

book report, The Catcher in the Rye.  She was surprised she liked this book.  

She didn’t really like to read. 

 “Hey, Bethany, what are you doing here?”  Bethany looked up to see 

Melissa Barry.  She hadn’t spoken to Melissa since the eighth grade graduation 

dance.  She hadn’t even really seen Melissa around, since Melissa took honors-

level classes and Bethany took the average college-prep classes. 

 “Not much,” Bethany replied, still trying to concentrate on her book.  But 

Melissa sat down at the carrel beside her. 

 “The Catcher in the Rye, huh?  Is it good?” 

 “Yeah.”  Bethany hoped Melissa wouldn’t want to start a book 

discussion.  Bethany seemed to remember Melissa always talking about the 

sci-fi and fantasy books she read constantly.  For months in eighth grade 

Melissa had gone on about The Mists of Avalon and every theme that could 
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conceivably have been in the book.  It had resulted in some big paper about 

Arthurian legends that their English teacher had raved about and sent off to 

get published.  Bethany was sure Melissa would make a great English teacher 

someday, but for now she just wanted her to leave. 

 “Usually I come in here for lunch and you don’t usually.  What’s up?  

You hiding from people?”  When Bethany didn’t answer Melissa continued.  “I 

do that.  Hide from people.  A lot of people don’t like to read so the library’s a 

good place to hide.”  Bethany remembered how in homeroom in eighth grade, 

one of Shannon’s clique, a bleached-blond named Caitlin always would 

comment on Melissa reading a book.  “Why are you always reading?”  Melissa 

would say, “Because I like to,” every time.  And Caitlin would walk by 

muttering some insult under her breath, “Bookworm,” “Geek,” “Boring…”  “Do 

you still read a lot?  Remember how we used to compete to see who could read 

the most books on the reading chart?”  In Mrs. Landry’s English class they 

were supposed to read two books a month and write book reports on them.  

Bethany and Melissa each read about four or five books a month until they had 

reached the end of the chart far ahead of everyone else.  Melissa still continued 

to read like mad, but Bethany had tapered off.  There didn’t seem a point to 

just reading like crazy without competition.  These days she was practically 

illiterate. 

 “Yeah, remember the eighth grade graduation dance?  You went with 

Dave Rivera and he spilled orange soda all over the front of your dress?”  

Bethany immediately wished she hadn’t said that.  She had meant it to be 

mean, but the moment she said it she realized Melissa had no friends.  That 

was why she ate lunch in the library every day.  That was why she was so eager 

to talk to Bethany, who she hadn’t spoken to in a year and a half.  She’d 

always sat with Jana and Bethany at lunch in middle school, and Bethany had 

completely forgotten her in high school. 

 Instead of running off crying like Bethany had initially hoped and now 

dreaded, Melissa laughed.  “Dave is such a jerk.” 

 “Yeah,” Beth agreed.  “He’s a band geek now.” 
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Melissa giggled.  “I know, I’ve seen his photo in the yearbook in his 

marching band uniform.” 

By the time the bell rang to go back to class, Bethany and Melissa were 

reminiscing about middle school.  Melissa asked Bethany if she would be 

coming to the library for lunch tomorrow. 

“I don’t know,” Bethany said, meaning no.  No matter how bad she felt 

for Melissa, she really had never liked her in the first place. 

 


