Tear





	Genia Lee closed her Sophomore English book. "Finally," she muttered. It was late. Really late, but she had gotten the last of her homework done. Her mind wasn't really on the finished work, but on other things. Well, more of only on one thing: Mark. The police said that it was an unsolved missing persons case. Why would he just up and disappear, she thought. She swept back some of her jet black hair and caught a glance a picture of her and Mark at the school carnival last fall that sat on her desk.


	They had been friends longer than she could remember. But, there was something else. She had feelings for him. She tried to keep it hidden, but Mark knew about it. She chuckled as she thought about all the times he taunted her about having a crush on him.


	"You know it's just a school yard crush," he'd always say with that cocky grin on his face. She, in response, would punch him in the chest, lightly, to show how upset the statement made her. Then they'd both laugh and go back to whatever they were doing, most likely working on one of his new, weird inventions. Mark always liked to invent things, even if they served no real purpose outside of a novelty effect, like making a loud popping noise that woke up the entire neighborhood back when they were six or seven.


	She looked at the date scribed at the corner of the photo. October 15th, 1996. Mark had that cocky grin and she was giving a timid half-smile. She was wearing her favorite hunter green sweater and dark blue jeans. He was wearing a comic book-themed tee-shirt and black jeans. He looked like a gothic comic geek, and that's just the way he liked it. He had his arm draped over her shoulder and giving the camera a thumbs up. Her Asian skin made her look almost scary, but Mark's light-hearted nature more than made up for that.


	Her phone rang, shaking her out of her thoughts. "Hello," she answered, still trying to snap back into reality.


	"Genny, you're still awake," a voice said on the other line. "Great. Hey! What'd you get for Question Five?"


	"Frank, you called my house at..." She looked around her room for the clock. "...One o' Clock in the morning to ask me that?"


	"Well," Frank paused. "I thought you'd be busy at Twelve Thirty."


	"You're an idiot," she growled. "You know that?"


	"That's what everyone keeps telling me," he remarked.


	"By the way, you're not IN any of my classes," she continued. "So why are you even asking me?!"


	There was a pause. Genia knew he was thinking. "Right," he said finally. "I was just testing you. That's all. G' Night." Then the sound of a phone being hung up clicked and there was a dial tone. Genia shook her head and turned off her phone.


	She leaned in to the picture sitting on her desk. "I've known you longer than anyone else has," she said to the photo. "And out of all the people you and me have met, Frank is by far the weirdest." She gave a small, loving sigh. "I miss you Mark. Please come back." Her eyes began to grow heavy, then closed as she fell asleep at the desk, her head resting on her folded hands.





	The buzzing sound coming from Genia's alarm clock woke her from her slumber. She glanced over to see the time '7:30' flashing on the large LED screen. She gasped. "Crap. I'm late," she yelled as she rushed to get ready. In a blur, she grabbed some random clothes out of her closet and raced to the bathroom. Setting a new fast time for taking a shower, Genia ran back out after she was done and, while trying to throw her shoes on, threw her school books into her backpack and rushed out her front door just as the school bus was pulling away.


	"Dammit," she yelled, then hung her head in defeat. A car horn honked as the sound of a beat up car came barreling down the street. Genia turned to se the ugliest, oldest, most beat up car on the face of the planet driving up to her. In the driver's seat was a young man with spiked sandy blonde hair smiling.


	The car pulled up right in front of her. He leaned out the window on the driver's side. "How do you like my new car," he asked with pride.


	"How did you get a car," Genia asked.


	"I saved up my money from that job I had over the summer," he said, slapping the door. "Ain't she a beaut?"


	"Umm..." Genia tried to find a word that best described the car. Ugly? Nasty? Tetanus on Wheels? "It's...uh...nice?"


	"Thanks," the young man accepted. "Need a ride to school?"


	Genia shrugged. "Sure," she said as she went to open the door. The door, as expected, didn't budge. "Frank. It's stuck," she complained.


	"Hold on," he said, then kicked the door open from the inside. "You have to kick it from here. It's a bit rusted on the outside."


	“Yeah, I noticed,” she said, wary of even getting in the car. She didn’t really have a choice, so she got in and they left.


.   .   .


	“School sucks,” Frank exclaimed as he walked into the coffee shop close to the high school. Genia just hid her face as the various coffee patrons looked at Frank in confusion and bewilderment.


	“Could you please not make a scene for once,” she asked.


	“Probably not,” he mused. “Barkeep. Strongest thing you have,” he ordered to one of the employees of the shop. The employee just shook her head and prepared what the shop had dubbed the Rush Special. “So, how was school for you today?”


	“Mister Fishbaugh sprung a pop quiz on us today in Physics. I got called to the office, again.”


	“What’d you do,” he asked.


	“It was for something you did,” she shot back.


	“What did I do?”


	“Let’s see if I can remember...’For a good time, call Genia’. I don’t remember the number, but it was your doing.”


	“How come I’m being blamed for it?”


	“Courtesy of her pimp, Frank Rush?”


	He thought for a moment. “Okay, so maybe it was me.”


	“I should so kill you.”


	“But you love me too much to do that,” he said, trying to look as cute as a guy could.


	“That’s debatable. Drink your coffee.”


	Frank looked down to see his coffee. “Coffee,” he exclaimed as he started to gulp the contents down.


	“You know, you’re going to kill your throat drinking hot coffee like that.”


	“No biggie,” he said in a scratchy voice, then gave a big grin.


	“Just...Grrrrr!” She had just about taken all she could when a handsome young man walked in. He stood about six feet and had a blonde crew cut. He was dressed in a nice shirt and khakis. “Frank, get lost,” she hissed. Frank looked over at her, confused. She motioned to the man who had just walked in. Frank’s eyes got real wide. He nodded, then went into the bathroom.


	The man had gotten his coffee and walked over to where Genia was sitting. “Hey Genia.”


	She innocently looked up from her Algebra 2 book. “Hm. Oh, hey Brad.”


	“Anyone sitting here?”


	“No. Not at all. Have a seat.”


	Brad sat down, acting as smooth as one can. “I heard about that little message in the bathroom.”


	“Oh,” she said, not quite knowing what to expect.


	“Can’t believe someone would do that. Who’s...’Frank Rush’?”


	“I don’t know. Some idiot.”


	“Sounds right. Well, I’ve got to go. I have to be at work by four.”


	“Bye,” she said, almost weakly.


	“I’ll see you around,” he said as he left. She watched him go, a certain longing in her eyes. The slamming of books onto table shook her out of her thoughts.


	“Ooooo,” Frank’s voice taunted. “Brad and Genia, sitting in a tree...”


	“Shut up or you’re going to be wearing that coffee,” she scolded.


	“How long have you had the hots for Brad?”


	“I don’t think that’s any of your business.”


	“If you say so. I’m just trying to watch out for you,” he warned as he started working on some homework.


	She turned back around to face him. “What does that mean?”


	“Rumors around school say that Brad is just out for sex...” He looked up at her. “...And he doesn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.”








	“I’m going for a walk Dad,” she said as she went out the door. It was about nine o’ clock that evening. It was a still quite
