
Excerpt from "Genevieve" by Lindsay Babbitt 

Emily moved through the queue faster than she’d expected.   .The woman in front of her and the men who she 

thought were brothers were speaking loudly to each other across the concert pavilion and she couldn’t help but 

listen.  They were talking about olives and sauces and mixed drinks, and Emily was tired.  They shouted across at 

each other, the woman tapping her foot and inching forward, the men sitting on a bench drinking coffees and 

waiting.  The men were sun-bleached and the woman was dark with hair paler than her skin.  Emily waited in 

between their conversation until she got to the front of the line.  One please, she said.  Then she walked out to the 

parking lot and drove home. 

  

In traffic the next morning, she fished her ticket out of her purse.  It was stamped with a shiny seal that was mostly 

invisible but blinding if she let it catch the light.  Emily lifted her arm and twisted until a patch of skin near her 

elbow lit up in the rear view mirror.  Her scar glowed foolishly; she remembered playing basketball in the driveway 

as a kid.  It had taken two and a half hours to get all the gravel out, and now the scrape had healed to a smooth 

narrow patch of overgrown skin that was almost invisible, except if she grazed over it with her fingertips or the light 

hit it and then it was bright white. 

  

Most days Emily tried to go out to Dolphin Park on her lunch break.  Thursdays were the best because the Tai Chi 

class was out near the tennis courts on a patch of grass and it was nice to watch.  In the winter they would all wear 

thermals and wool in the cold but this time of year all the men and the women too had on thin cotton pants and 

Emily thought it looked like a dream she’d once had of what heaven would be like, or maybe just a good vacation.  

But on Thursdays, her assistant Genevieve had the day off, so there wasn’t often time for lunch.  This Thursday 

Emily worked all day alone, imagining thin cotton pants and planning a detour so she wouldn’t have to pass the 

empty park on her way home. 

  

Outside the window in the lab, Emily could see the other buildings that were smaller than this one and also a sliver 

of the bay and the hills in the East Bay, but not much else. At lunch when neither of them went out to eat, Emily 

would watch Genevieve sit by the windows that faced the parking lot.  Why anyone would rather look out at cars 

than hills seemed a mystery.  She would watch Genevieve squint to see into windows of cars that sat at the traffic 

light, but she would’ve needed binoculars to see anything properly.  Perhaps Genevieve should have been a 

naturalist or a sitcom writer. 

  

On Wednesday morning when Emily had walked in, all the other lab girls were smoking under the overhang in front 

of the building.  Even though her hair had been wet from rain, she went inside before drying off because she did not 

want her day to smell like stale cigarettes.  The roads were slick that morning and Genevieve would be late.  Emily 

could not start the samples alone.  Resigning herself to data entry, she had patted her hair and slid through the lobby 

into the elevator. Genevieve’s hair would be clean and dry, and if Emily went down to the lobby at lunch she would 

see Genevieve’s polka dotted umbrella drying out in the umbrella stand.  Emily often imagined what it would be like 

to have a raincoat, an umbrella, a polka dotted umbrella, rain boots, boots, any shoes that were not lab shoes.  On the 

sixth floor Emily’s self-conscious ankles wrapped around the legs of her stool, and Genevieve got into the elevator 

downstairs. 

  



On the way to work Genevieve would listen to books on tape.  Classics.  Emily would see the tapes scattered across 

the dashboard when Genevieve’s car was in the parking lot.  At lunch sometimes Genevieve would go to The Whole 

Burrito and sit in the drive-thru.  The lines were the longest there and she would have plenty of time to listen.  Rainy 

days were good too because of the traffic.  On Wednesday she had been in the middle of Huck Finn but when the 

tape ended thirteen exits before work she realized she had left the next tape at home by the cassette player on her 

nightstand.  Genevieve had tuned in to 96.5, but it didn’t feel right so she listened instead to engines starting and 

traffic stopping and windshield wipers swatting away the rain. 

 


