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All of This – Deleted Scene: “Marigold” 

 

I felt like I was at a hotel. Melina had already turned down the pink patchwork quilt to 

reveal silky lavender sheets. The lamp sitting on the bedside table had a paisley pink and purple 

shade and emitted a soft, inviting glow, beckoning me like a warm beacon. It almost made the 

utter pinkness of the room bearable. 

A cup of water sat on a wooden coaster, and a cluster of dandelions I’d seen Trissy 

collect earlier flopped over the rim of a small plastic vase. Beneath the table, my aunt had 

stacked a fresh, fluffy towel and washcloth. 

I zipped up my suitcase and slid it up against the wall. I turned off the overhead light and 

all but crawled toward the double bed. 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, I gave my thoughts a minute to settle. What a day. When I 

woke up early that morning, I was in the only place I’d ever called home. And now I found my 

definition of home completely turned around by my aunt and uncle. They all seemed so close, 

so— 

Something small and furry brushed past my ankle and I jumped, cursing and pulling my 

feet up onto the bed. I clamped a hand over my mouth, hoping no one heard me yell. 

My heart rate refused to go back to a healthy pace, and I panicked. I couldn’t sleep in 

some rodent infested room, but I didn’t want to wake up my uncle and ask him to take care of it 

for me. How embarrassing would that be? 

Just then, there was a knock on the door, followed by a creak as someone cracked the 

door open. 

“Sadie?” Melina whispered. 

“Yeah?” 

“I’m coming in, okay?” She didn’t wait for an answer, but pulled herself into the room. 

She was dressed in what had to be one of my uncle’s white t-shirts and a pair of plaid pajama 

shorts. Her short hair dripped onto the t-shirt, leaving smudges of water on her shoulders. 

“I was about to dry my hair when I heard you yell,” she explained, finger-combing her 

hair. “What’s wrong?” 

I squirmed and pulled my knees tighter around me as Kurt stepped in behind my aunt. 

“You might not want to be in here right now...” And not just because I’m not wearing a bra. 

“Why?” Kurt creased his brow. 

“There’s a mouse or something. I was sitting here and felt it run past my foot.” 

Melina’s eyes bulged. “Oh, Kurt—.” She paused, hand on the doorknob. “So you’re sure 

you saw a mouse.” 

I shifted my gaze down to my knees. “Actually, I didn’t see it. Just felt it.” 

Kurt put a hand on Melina’s shoulder and stepped around her. “Let me look under the 

bed.” 

“Baby, wait a sec,” Melina said. She walked toward the bed and tried to squat down 

beside it. She braced herself against the bed with one arm. “Marigold,” she sang softly, “here 
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kitty-kitty-kitty!” 

“Oh, man,” Kurt groaned and rolled his eyes. “Psychotic cat.” 

“Hush, Kurt! That’s not helping. He just—“ 

“Wait.” My aunt and uncle slowly turned to look at me. “Marigold? Kitty-kitty?” What? 

Melina laughed. “Mm-hm. The good news is, there’s no mouse.” 

“And the bad news is,” Kurt leaned against the doorframe, “the life expectancy of my 

wife’s cat is at least seven more years.” Melina shot him a laser-glare and I laughed. “I’m sorry, 

Sadie. He must’ve come in here while I got your room ready for you tonight.” 

My aunt continued to coax out the mouse-cat with some prodding and a clicking noise I’d 

only heard used for horses. After a few minutes of that, Uncle Kurt returned with a piece of 

lunch meat, which Melina dangled beside the bed. 

Finally, right as I was about to give up and go to sleep right in the middle of the kitty 

hunt, I heard a soft gravelly noise. 

“There’s Mama’s poor little pariah,” my aunt cooed. She slowly stood up, holding in her 

arms a thing that looked like the mane of a lion. The ball of hair continued to purr and made soft 

smacking sounds as it chewed the meat. Melina draped the cat over her shoulder and turned 

around backwards, so I could see that, yes, there really was a face on the thing. 

“Sadie, meet your cousin Marigold.” 

“I didn’t know cats could be so...orange.” 

“He prefers, ginger, but says thank you nonetheless.” 

Across the room, Kurt snickered and declared he was going to bed. 

“Ignore Daddy, Marigold,” Melina soothed, burying her face in the cat’s stomach fur. 

I squinted in the dim light to get a better look at the beast. The cat really was orange, with 

white-capped paws and underbelly. Its face was smooshed, like it’d walked into a concrete wall, 

and it had a permanent scowl on its face. I didn’t blame it. I’d probably be ticked off at the world 

too if I were that ugly. As if it could hear my thoughts, the cat shifted into growl mode mid-purr. 

“Okay, okay, let’s go to bed,” Melina said. “I’m sorry, Sadie, but his loyalty to his mama 

runs deep. He and Kurt don’t get along—Kurt’s jealous or something—and the kids have way 

too much energy for him. But I’ll let you see where y’all stand tomorrow, okay?” 

I nodded, not exactly sure of what I was witnessing. I’m pretty sure I was still nodding 

when Melina clicked the door behind her. 


