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1 Chapter Seven


A day later and Geenie was getting ready early; in anticipation of making another shiva call to Gertrine Rust.


The hours felt long but seemed to fold over itself or merely melt away. She was still teetering on when, or even if, to appear. The road of Colin and Geenie was overall a great one, but there was still a lot never spoken of. They seemed to have a dare between the two of them and families not to speak of some of the catalyst, or subsequent issues, which lead to their separations. The meetings of the families seemed to dismiss it all as ‘they just weren’t ready’ and thus, neither made an obvious attempt to rekindle nor to overtly date anyone else. It’s obvious Geenie didn’t pay much mind to what others thought of her, or even if she had others to think about her. She had a path she chose and nobody has ever flagged it as a right or wrong choice throughout any twists of her life. Her mother is more accepting as most, and knows her ‘Gigi’ was never in any particular harm or road of ill will. They spoke enough and covered enough topics in order to be fine with one another. Anything which could have been looked at as taboo or a topic of contention was kept off the table.


There was a quiet sort of independence about Geenie. She wasn’t an assertive woman, nor a submissive one. She didn’t really peruse friendships but she didn’t shirk away from them either. She might have felt a little uncomfortable having someone care about her well being besides her mother, but Geenie decided to accept the graciousness of Coleen. Anyone could think it was a bit odd to have this ‘48 hour friend’ which is the easiest way to explain it. Maybe they both had a similar mental background so they immediately had that kindred spark between them. They seemed to already be on an even sort of keel. Coleen and Geenie have already kept a rather even score if one was to keep score.


They each had a moment of action to ‘be there’ physically, and they also listened to an equal amount of tales or outpourings from the other. Most people can look back at friendships and see a mixed bag - the score being remarkably lopsided. Most friends wouldn’t even know why they have the friends they do, more or less why they have them in the first place.


There was a point where Geenie wanted to say more to Coleen. She wanted to explain some of what went on with Colin. What some of the reasons might have been. Maybe why she hasn’t even thought about friends. Some of her friends from the past, to counter some of the friends Coleen admitted to or her strange childhood theories. Geenie wanted to say more, but she had a brain with a very small impulse unit. That was how she viewed it. She would censor herself down to nothing without ever thinking twice. She wouldn’t even regret not saying this or that - not usually. She often accepted now for now and wouldn’t deviate from that philosophy. Most of all, Geenie didn’t want Coleen to think religion was a factor or reason between Colin and herself. Frankly, this was the most of their religion she had ever seen.


Before she truly realized it, she was back at the home of Gertrine Rust. She was inside and time passed. There was an evening prayer which she relied on the others to follow along in. Strangely enough, there was a man which kept catching her attention. He seemed out of place and not with any particular person. At the same rate, all the same could be said for Geenie. Maybe they each recognized it.


Geenie tried to keep an overall low profile, the best she could.


Those who knew Colin growing up or were close to Gertrine obviously knew about Geenie. The whole ‘high school sweetheart’ moniker wasn’t a foreign thing to be heard about her. Thankfully most of the people she spoke with didn’t wish to break from decorum. Many people seemed to be out-of-towners who were regaling those in attendance with tales of Colin which were sometimes humorous, but most often something which they made into a prolific time in Colin Rust’s life which eyes just happened to witness. Most of the things were variations Geenie heard on other occasions, or the ‘true’ version of events as Colin had told her while they were having aimless conversations into the wee hours of the morning.


Once the rabbi declared the service was at an end, the room was getting to be more and more a little much for Geenie; or just one of those quick ‘fresh air’ moments to catch a second wind. Geenie looked towards the front and thought she saw something illuminating from outside. She went to the front window, and peered enough to see the interior of a car. A shadow of a figure inside turned its head and the light cut out - whether coincidence was up for speculation. Needless to say, Geenie didn’t feel like finding out. Instead, she went out back and sat on the aged redwood bench which belonged to a picnic table.


Geenie watched from the outside as the women in the kitchen worked; pitching in as a part of the community to help Gertrine through these recent events. Geenie wondered if they felt fulfilled working in the kitchen or if it was another way to help time pass quicker. Before more mind was paid to the window, a man joined her outside.


“May I?” He asked. It was the same person she noticed out of place earlier. She didn’t wish to respond to him but didn’t feel she had a choice.


“Hello.”


“Water?” He asked - offering a bottle, outstretched to her.


Geenie begrudgingly takes it, remembering something Coleen said the day before at accepting any food or drink offered during a shiva. There was an almost perfect chance this wouldn’t have been seen as am insult for the sake of this man, but Geenie felt to keep the spirit up.


“Am I interrupting?”


“Go ahead,” she says while gesturing outwards. The man found a plastic patio chair and swung it around. Geenie twists the cap of the bottle of water and hears it crack open while the man sits down. “Did you know Colin?” She asks.


“Not specifically,” he answered. His voice indicated those weren’t really the words he meant to string out as a reply.


“Are you here with anyone?”


“No… But it didn’t seem to be you were either, so it seemed.”


Wrong answer. Geenie takes a sip of the drink and ices up.


“I’m…” He slowly stammers. “I came to learn a little bit more about Colin actually.”


“Are you police or something?”


“Not ex-actly,” he trails. “I was trying to do a little investigating though.”


Geenie looks back towards the way of the kitchen. She feels an air of distrust.


“Maybe I shouldn’t be here, I know. And I didn’t want to disturb anyone. You were…” He thinks again before he speaks. “Since you didn’t seem to be with anyone, or connected so, so I thought maybe you were kind of a friend on the outside.”


“I guess you could say that,” Geenie lets out. “But because of it, I don’t think I can help.” Her eyes break contact with him before saying, “What exactly are you investigating? I thought he just died.”


“It might be… a little bit more than that…” acting to search for a name. Geenie doesn’t take the bait.


“I’m not sure if I understand, I’m sorry.”


“Forgive me. Maybe I was mistaken.” He stands up and slowly moves the chair back to its original position. He takes another look at her as a last ditch attempt for whatever his agenda was.


“Was there something you think I should know?” She asks him with less an inquisitive inflection.


He scratches behind an ear. “I didn’t know if that was supposed to be an introduction.”


She raises her hand up to give a lackadaisical ‘hi sign’ and admits, “I’m Jennifer.”


“Ah,” he exclaims quietly. I’m Jack. Jack Robinson if you want the details.”


“Thanks,” she says when he takes her hand. Geenie gives her wrist limpness and lets gravity pull her hand from this embrace.


“Did you want to be alone?” He asked with seriousness.


“All of this has been a little much.” She twists her pinkie towards the house to indicate the proceedings inside.


“Yeah. I’ve felt a little bit out of my element also. Maybe you noticed,” he nervously exaggerates. “All the same I suppose I’ll let you be. Unless you wanted an escort outside.”


“I’ll… I’m fine here,” she says while repositioning herself on the bench.


He offers up a small farewell before heading back into the house. She watches him disappear amongst the others before standing herself. She takes another small sip of water and shakes the bottle towards the yard; cascading it with streams of water. Step by step she moves, bottle in hand, walking across the lawn.


She moves towards the side of the house and sees the gate she recognized from childhood. It was all wood and stained red. Planks jutted out, forming the shape of a Z. Geenie remembered times she and Colin would get in trouble for standing on the makeshift bottom ledge and going for rides. She slipped the toe of her pump onto the ledge and slowly brought her eyes up past the gate.


The streetlights weren’t very bright in any particular area, but gave off enough light to see across the street. This Rust residence was the brightest on the block at the moment, but Geenie could make out flickers from other people in their kitchens, or watching television just outside their wide window. Looking back to the opposite side of the street, Geenie moved her eyes from car to car within her line of sight. One just to the right seemed to be the car she saw with the dome light on earlier. It was obstructed from where she was; only the front tire was as far as she could see while straining. Geenie looked behind her as looking for anyone nearby, or scouring to remember physics.


She clenched the top of the gate and pulled herself up, with great struggle to see more. She could see the front of the windshield, but light was reflecting off it. She leaned and could hear the metal on the clasp silently click and clack. She took another breath and pulled with her arms and shoulders. Her head and chest were now over the gate and she could feel the top of the wooden slats pressing into her dress. She didn’t want to let herself slide back. Instead, she tried to shimmy over. Crooking her head further out, she stopped breathing and shimmied some of her body further to the side. As soon as she thought she saw someone inside the car, she realized she forgot to breathe.


Geenie took a huge gulp of air and immediately lost her balance. She felt the momentum pulling back and she didn’t know how to repel it. She fell smack on her back, and heard the reverberating sound of the gate slapping and groaning in a state of collateral damage. Geenie might have been paranoid, but she thought she heard the sound of feet across the street. Geenie pulled herself back to her feet and heard the sound of the grass reacting. She immediately headed back towards the kitchen.


Once Geenie got back inside, she didn’t feel the need to stay any longer. She tried not to draw attention, but wound herself a path around the wall of the front room; avoiding any literal circles of conversation. She grabbed the front door and all but spun around it to exit.


Her eyes darted right - the direction of the alleged car. She slipped herself behind a nearby hedge, and collapsed on the ground. An arm gripped her and yanked. The resulting momentum pulled her around to the sound of the house.


“Jennifer, it’s me,” the voice said hurriedly. She looked towards the man slightly dazed while he stands back up. “I have a feeling that guy might be looking for you.” The person from the back porch queries. He takes his hand and grabs onto hers. “Sorry,” he slips out while yanking her arms; automatically bringing her to her feet. “Trust me and follow me…” He grabs her arm and starts walking fast. Geenie has no emotion and continues to move her feet at an similar pace as his. The man’s gait increases, and she tries to match it. Geenie makes the mistake of looking over her shoulder - and sees whatever had her bothered earlier. A man was bolting out of his car with eyes locked into Geenie’s.


“Here we go.” The man exclaims and he starts to gallop. He tears at Geenie’s hand and her arm feels the jolt.


“Come on stay with me now,” he pants and they both work towards a full gallop. The man was further back but it wasn’t to be for long. Despite a cumbersome outfit, he was making quick progress.


“Keep looking ahead, come on!” Jack encouraged Geenie. “Keep it up.”


Jack felt his hand slipping and grabbed onto her dress; holding the left side near Geenie’s hip. “We’re going to swing left TOGETHER, ok Jennifer?” He could hear a breath which he interpreted as agreement. Jack saw the sidewalk forming a corner up ahead and glanced back towards whoever was in pursuit.


“Gun!” He exclaimed.


The man’s arm was inside a coat and sure enough, the gleam echoed off a chrome pistol.


Jack yanks hard on Geenie’s dress and flicks his wrist; sending her spinning around the corner and ahead of Jack. The sound of a firework goes off behind them. Blat! A sound of broken glass slices the air a moment afterwards.


“Gun!” Jack exclaims again. This time his voice was directed towards anyone else who might be in earshot up ahead.


Geenie keeps running faster as Jack Robinson catches up. He tells her, “Get ready to make a right turn, ok?” She doesn’t answer but he knows she must have heard him. The man is still on their tail be has his gun clenched backwards in his hand - seeming to be using a more aerodynamic approach to catch them.


Jack slaps her back with his fingertips and wheezes, “Now.” They scurry to the other side of the street and then skid left, following the gutter of the street. The man behind them does the same thing, albeit a few lengths behind.


“So you must be Gennevive I take it,” he half laughs and looks towards her. Her face squints for a milisecond but they barrel faster down the street. Blat! Thuune. Another shot goes off and catches the metal of a side door. Jack looks up and sees a house with the garage door open - facing them just across the next road. Classic rock music can be heard blaring at a distant minimum. It’s the stuff Colin like to jest as ‘car fixing music’ when hearing it as ambiance while driving down a residential street.


“Help!” Yells Jack. He can see the shadow of a man sitting in front of the garage. Someone shot me!” He blares out. Jack pushes on Geenie’s back before waving his hands over his head. The man catches the sight of all three involved in the chase; clopping in his direction. The man jumps backwards from instinctually being startled; spilling out of his aluminum lawn chair.


Getting closer made out the brightness of the garage; prominently backdropped on the far wall with a giant flag of Canada. The man inside was tall and gangly with a dark mustache following all the way down his chin. All he seemed to be wearing were shoes and a pair of short cutoffs; enough to see glints of the bottom of his pockets. “Keep going,” Jack gushed: both of them looking near their breaking points. They were crossing the street and heading straight towards the man’s house. The moustached man was yanking on a low drawer of his gleaming red standing toolchest. “Right right right,” Jack rattled off, and bumped towards Geenie’s chest. She took heed and they both veered almost synchronous.


The man yanked on the toolchest’s drawer and the metallic sounds of wrenches and sockets danced on the floor around him as he reached dead center. It was a nine millimeter handgun with a mirrored finish: splayed with a custom etched design around the side, in script, which read L A C A â€ž A D A. The man pivots to the left - gliding with the slickness of his sneaker soles - and fired off two rounds at the first moving object he saw. Pop pop! The bullets ended up in the perusing man’s chest; with his own gun outstretched with a finger on the trigger. He didn’t stop running though his mind seemed paralyzed. He collapsed, still running, and tumbled end over end- causing him to get another shot off. It was unmistakably heard, but there was no accounting for where the bullet landed. The man in the cutoffs rattled off a repeated “Omigosh oh my gosh gosh gosh,” and hurried into the house to scramble for the nearest phone.


Just outside his peripheral vision, Jack could see the unknown assailant crumble to the asphalt.


“You can do it, come on,” he rattles off to Geenie. “My vehicle’s on the other side of this alley.” Their feet scramble inside and slow down, making a slogging and whooshing sound as they trample though the liberally graveled alleyway. “Are you ok?” He asks. For the first time since she stepped outside, Geenie finally speaks…


“My name is NOT Gennevive.”
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