Imaginative Essay

Bethany Was Here With Daddy

  Maybe it was the big house that I hated, or maybe it was the fancy chandeliers in every room, all sprinkled with a million sparkling crystals. She loved the chandeliers, and the first thing she did after forcing father to purchase an unconventionally large house was to fit all the rooms with what she described as a must. “It brightens up the house. Lightings are very important, you know.” She talked to father like he was a child. “It would be rather worrying if you did not know that.”

  Brightening up the house was not her only ambition; she wore colours bright enough to blind everyone within sight. Dark colours were not an option. Not to her.

  I struggled to see what father saw in this woman. She did not possess any of the qualities father admired. “Intelligence, modesty and kindness make you a better person.” I never heard those words again after father’s separation with mother.  

  I sat in the bright living room, looking forward to the end of my weekly visit. Father made a promise to be part of my life even after his divorce with mother. That day, I cried and cried hoping that my tears would weaken their decision. Even though I knew what happened was inevitable, I tried to deny it for a long time. Father started coming home late from work. He made a variety of excuses, but the one he told most often was that he had lots to do. The house became quieter and quieter. Eventually, they stopped speaking to each other and father moved into the small study room downstairs, which stored an old single bed in the corner.  

  I came home after school one day and found the door unlocked. It squeaked a little as I push it. He was sitting opposite mother in the living room in silence. I had an ill feeling. They did not look at me at first. I stood at the doorway, confused, but my instinct told me not to ask. I saw the sun setting outside against the cold winter sky through the new net curtains, which mother bought last week. The room was covered with shadows - many layers at places.

  “Your mother and I both think that this would be for the best.” 

  Best?

  “Things would be better.”

  Better?

  Everything became misty when the tears drained from my eyes. All the edges of the room started merging into patches of colour. There was a white spot, which stood out from the rest. It was the form; a two columned form with “Question” on one side and “Answer” on the other. I crumpled onto the wooden floor and waited for the explanation that I was never given.

  Father remarried the following year and my weekly visits have lasted a year now. I reluctantly staggered into the brightly lit kitchen. “How is school?” 

  I answered father’s routine question with a routine answer, “alright.” Sophie glided in seconds after and gave no acknowledgement of my existence. She wore a shockingly red jumper and her shiny hair flew behind her like shredded silk. Like her mother, she preferred light to dark. 

  I ate quickly, attempting to shorten the torturous hours of Saturday afternoon. Although “You are not welcome” was not written on the front door of the devious house awaiting my visits, it is certainly written all over the faces of the crafty duo. I looked up from my lumpy mashed potato and bloody beans and saw the older one staring down at me. She had the narrowest eyes and the coldest stare, which will freeze you. Then, she will hit you with the most ugly comment like a hammer, and shatter you to pieces. “Is Martha not feeding you now? You’re eating like a pig.” My eyes widened and my face started roasting. Before I could react, my ears were filled with two contrasting pitches of laughter. 

  “She’s full of humor, isn’t she?” Father somehow found this woman’s cursed words humorous. She had not only insulted me, she’d insulted mother. 

  The next weekend, I pretended to be sick when I woke up in the morning. But my hunched back and constant coughing was not enough to fool mother, or at least not enough to convince her that maybe it would be better for me miss my visit to the house of immorality this week. 

  The morning sun consumed the colour in her face, but was unable to remove the wrinkles at the corner of her eyes. Her plain face reflected her age and struggles to support the two of us. Sometimes, I wished that I could help her. But I did not know how. She was a righteous, hardworking and a caring mother, and she still is. But her late-shifts at the hospital were wearing her out. Though she tries to hide her tiredness in front of me, she was incapable of hiding her aging mask. I could not help but feel sorry for this fateful woman from time to time. She was convinced that “things would be better”.

  Father came to pick me up after my failure to satisfy the existence of my illness. He has changed too. He had many principals before and he kept to them. It used to be impossible to alter what he believed in. His obsessive interests in art lead him taking me to many expeditions. “Art will make you see things differently”.

  But now, sitting in the seat of his lime-green car, I can no longer share the excitement in art or any other interests we once had. Sometimes I would wonder if this stranger sitting next to me was really my father. Even though he was driving beside me and responded to me, he seemed distant and faint. To comfort myself, I often blamed his new wife for changing him along with all the light fittings.     

  “How is your mother?” Father broke the uncomfortable silence in his new car. 

  “Not bad,” I lied.

  She’s bad, bad, very bad, and tired. I wanted to scream at him. Could he not see the wrinkled eyelids, faded smiles and the mountains of white hair? Is there any need for asking such a pointless question when the answer was very much obvious. She’s not well. I wondered if mother was depressed when I heard the symptoms of depression on the radio one day whilst tidying my room. She can’t sleep at night, she can’t concentrate, she is losing weight and when I heard the husky voice of the interviewed doctor say “depression is very common indeed”, I was convinced. 

  When we arrived at the house, father received a phone call needing his help at work. He told me that Sophie and her mum would be home soon and that there was plenty of food in the fridge. I watched the TV to let the time pass by. 

  Sophie and her mum eventually came home bearing the colour spectrum of shopping bags. They went straight up the stairs when I walked out of the living room to acknowledge their return and show them my good manners. Not to please them, but to annoy them. The idea of me alone in their “beautiful” house was not well accepted by all. 

  “Where is your father?” 

  “Out.”

  “Oh. So… what are you doing here then?”

  The muscles on my face tensed. “I…”

  “Don’t worry, I’m only joking.”

  Really?

  Before I could build up the courage to defend my integrity, Sophie stomped down the stairs and marched up to me. “Where is my red jumper?”

  “What red jumper?” I was confused.

  “What have you done with it?”

  “What red jumper?” I screamed at her. But she did not back away.

  “The red jumper I wore last week? I saw the way you looked at me when saw me wearing it. What have you done with it? Thief!”

  “I don’t have your jumper!” The door started to creak. “Who would want your stupid disgusting red jumper?”

  “I beg you pardon?” Father was home. “Apologize to your sister right now!”

  “She’s not my sister!” I stormed out of the door, down the driveway and onto the road.  

  I heard my name being shouted behind me. But it faded away quickly. I ran across the road and heard the horns of cars hooking, but ignored them. I ran blindly, occasionally knocking past the arms of people who were out on their evening walks. 

  My mind was blank, yet full of anger. I did not know where I was heading for, but I did not dare to stop. What did I do wrong? Why did Sophie think that I stole her jumper? And why was father on her side? 

  Father. The word suddenly sounded peculiar. Was he my father? Or was he someone else’s father I have desperately clung to?  Question after question thrashed into my mind. I had stopped running now. My throat hurt from breathing in the cold winter air, but my breathlessness strived for more. It was as if someone was slowly pulling my throat apart.  The more I breathed the more it hurt me. I could hear my heart beating hard, and felt it pumping. It bounced with every beat. 

  Trees emerged on both sides of me as I entered the park entrance. They were tall trees, which linked together above me, shading me for the last ounce of the frosty sunset. I began to feel the coldness of the air around me as the holes in my woolen jumper engulfed the icy wind and pushed it against my skin. I shivered and gritted my teeth.

  The path turned and I followed it. I caught sight of the wooden bench, and sat down on the side I sat every time I was here with father. I rang my fingers over the dented letters on the bench:



Bethany was here




With daddy.       

  “When are we going home, Bethany?” Father looked down at me like nothing else mattered. 

  “Just a minute.” I concentrated on my carving. It was the letter “B”. Afterwards I begged father to take me to the park every week so I could finish it. Each week father took me there, and each week I carved one more letter and father asked, “When are we going home, Bethany?” 

  “Your mother is waiting at home. Let’s not keep her waiting, shall we?”

  “OK.”

  I watched the fallen leaves fly over the pond in front of me; it had a thin layer of ice on the top. I shivered and listened to the howling wind all around me. My eyelids felt heavy and then everything dimmed as I closed my eyes. 

  When I opened them again, the sky was black, but there was a faint flicker of light from the lamppost nearby. I covered my face with my hands, but my face received no warmth from my frozen hands. Then I saw a moving light and a figure appeared from the darkness. It had a large black coat on with the hood over its head. My heart started to race. The figure moved closer and closer. It sat down next to me and switched off the torch it carried. Then it stood up again, took off its enormous coat and wrapped it around me. He sat back down. I watched him in silence. He spoke. 

  “When are we going home, Bethany?”

  I looked down at the great coat and felt warm. “In a minute.” I said.

  “Your mother is waiting at home. Let’s not keep her waiting, shall we?”

  Father drove me back to the house with the bright chandeliers. Mother burst into the hallway and wrapped her arms around me. Her arms were wrapped around so tight that I almost stopped breathing. When she eventually let go and moved back a little into the sparkling light, she looked beautiful. The bags under her eyes seemed to have disappeared along with the wrinkles. 

  For a moment I erased the past year from my mind. But when mother said that Sophie and her mother were still out looking for me, I realized that nothing had changed since this morning. Mother and father were not together anymore and father has another family now. But something did change since this morning, I could no longer feel the anger of which I felt all year. Because now I know that no matter what happened, mother and father would still be part of my life and that they cared about me more than stepmother cared about her sparkling chandeliers.   

