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Shattered Dreams

“Stop it!”

Her cry came too late. The coffeepot crashed into the wall, and the dark brown stain slid down the wallpaper. It looked ugly and sick, like Jenna’s life.

“Take it back, now!”

Jenna flinched back from the iron he held inches from her face. “Her family is there tonight for dinner. I promise Jimmy, I’ll take it back in the morning.”

The cruel fist wrapped in her hair, jerking her head back hard against his unforgiving body. “You’ll walk over there now, or I’ll kill the bastard!”

Groaning in pain and fear, she could no longer hide from him. “Alright!” He’d do it...kill them. He was capable of doing it. Jenna’s throat constricted, almost strangling her over the frightening truth.

Jamming the iron into her stomach, Jenna clutched it to fight striking back at her husband. He enjoyed hurting her. Hissing in her face before letting her go, “Stay outside where I can see you. So help me, you’ll be sorry if you don’t.”

She dropped her eyes and nodded, trying to gather her composure so that she could hide her tattered state from their neighbors.

Jealousy! That’s all this was. Jimmy couldn’t stand her growing friendship with her landlady. As for his wild assumption that one of her sons had that look for Jenna...he was crazy. She never spoke to any of Ruth’s sons except for polite hello and goodbye as they floated in and out of their mother’s house.

But the truth didn’t matter much to Jimmy. He wouldn’t listen, not when he was like this.

Her eyes refused to see all the broken dishes and the mess she would have to clean up, swallowing hard she could feel him watching her slip her shoes on, 

“Make it fast, Jenna.”

Fast? She could barely make her legs move, wondering if she did collapse if all the horror of the last three months would end?

Deep throated laughter from many male voices drifted from the open kitchen door as she approached. She wondered what it would feel like to be a part of a family like Ruth’s. Regretfully, Jenna didn’t believe she’d find that kind of comfort and security. 

She chanced a look back to her house, her high pitched gasp escaped over seeing Jimmy’s forceful stance in the doorway. With the living room lights in the back of him, his dark form looked like the devil she feared she married.

Swinging her gaze back to where she needed to go, she stumbled, nearly falling on the first porch step. She took a deep, steadying breath. Jenna desperately tried not to show any of the devastating emotions swirling inside her. These were kind people, and she didn’t want to cause trouble for them. If they thought something was wrong, they’d want to help; she must be convincing. But how did any sane person explain why they were returning a borrowed iron at 9:30 at night?

She forced her hand out, nearly losing her nerve when no one heard her timid knock. She caught Jimmy’s movement coming out of their door. She banged on the screen door, watching as all the heads at the table swung in her direction.

How many sons did Ruth have? Jenna counted five of the biggest men she’d ever seen staring at her. The thought came that they could take Jimmy...no, she couldn’t bring her misery to Ruth’s sons!

“Jenna, honey? Is that you?”

“Yes, ma’am.” She could hear the fear in her voice. She wet her lips.

“Well, come in child.”

“Thank you...but no, I can’t...” Seeing Ruth’s brow rise she rushed on, “I have dinner on, it’ll burn. I just wanted to bring your iron back...”

Ray, yes, that was the oldest son’s name, moved toward the door, but Ruth’s hand shot out to stop him at Jenna’s sharp breath and pleading stare. 

Ruth whispered to her son, “Stay back, Ray.”

“Alright, honey.” Ruth rose, giving all her sons her strictest ‘back off’ look. She stepped out onto the porch. Ruth wondered how the girl was standing over the shaking in her small body. She took the iron she held out to her.

“Thank you, Ruth.” The older woman didn’t miss Jenna’s nervous glance towards her sons. “I better go.”

Ruth didn’t try to detain her, nor did she miss the dark form waiting at the corner of Ruth’s house. She moved back into the shadow of the doorway and felt Ray behind her. They both saw the man grab Jenna’s hair and pull her forcefully inside before he slammed the door.

“That bastard!” Ray's scathing remark only emphasized the violent tightening in his body.

She put her hand on Ray’s chest to restrain him, “Don’t honey, she’ll only suffer more.” Both their heads swung about at the crashing noise coming from Jenna’s house.

“He’s going to kill her!”

“Gordon, call the Police. Ray, get back inside until they come, that man is crazy, and I’ll not have you tangling with him!”

Not giving in to his need to help that girl went against every fiber of Ray’s being. “Damn him!” Shoving past his brother, he moved back into the kitchen; he tried to block out the yelling that now reached them. “I swear if I hear her scream...”

Ruth gave her other sons a meaningful glance that sent them moving by the door to block Ray’s path. “She’ll be alright.”

“Will she? You have seen the bruises on her.” How could he not see Jenna grab her ribs when she walked to work in the dawn light and thought no one was about? The thought of her being in that house with the creep infuriated Ray. How could any man hit a woman? Ray didn’t think Jenna could stand much more abuse. Hell, she’d blow away in a swift wind.

Gordon’s next words to their mother sent tremors of rage through Ray. “The word around town is that he sits in the park all day and watches her work. He even walked up to Wade and Murray and told them they better leave his wife alone. Hell, she’s a waitress. What are they all suppose to do, use sign language?”

“Probably everyone in town knows what her husband’s about, except for Jenna.” 

Ray looked at his mother over her breathless statement. “What lie has he been telling her mom?”

“Now, Ray.”

“Mom, I know she confides in you and only you, heaven knows she needs somebody to talk to.”

Ruth studied her oldest son. She’d seen him watching Jenna, and there was no sense keeping it from him, not when he was so set on her. “You’re right, Ray. Jenna believes he’s working every day at the mill. He leaves the house at 5:00 A.M.; she even fixes him a lunch to take.”

“Hasn’t she wondered where his paycheck is?”

His mother looked totally distraught. “He told her they are holding his first two weeks, and he won’t get a check for another two weeks.”

“A whole month, what the hell are they living on...Mom?” Ray knew he shouldn’t be taking his anger out on his mother, but damn it, he couldn’t help it.

“Her tips, she pays me the rent in rolled change and singles every week.” Actually, Jenna was sneaking the rent to Ruth a little each day out of her tips so Jimmy wouldn’t know, but Ruth kept it to herself.

Mark pushed through his brothers at the door. “The police are here.”

Ray was out the door before anyone could stop him. Throwing up her hands, “Well, you all better go too.” The kitchen cleared before she finished. Ruth didn’t have to follow she could already guess the outcome. “Same as last time...no help.” She probably should have told the boys that she called the police on him last week. To Ruth’s way of thinking, there was a real problem with the law, seeing as they did nothing to a husband for beating his wife. 

Ruth hated watching the shouting match her oldest was getting into with Chief Wilson, demanding that Jimmy be arrested, Ruth figured she might have more to worry over besides just Jenna. Ruth hoped she read Ray wrong where Jenna was concerned. The girl was drowning in a quicksand marriage. She’d be surprised if Ray didn’t notice. That boy’s heart was bigger than his large frame and he hated seeing anything being hurt. The fact Jenna held such a gentle beauty about herself would have naturally attracted her oldest if not every one, of her sons’ attentions.

When Ray started popping in and out more than usual, Ruth made a point of letting him know the girl was married. Jenna certainly didn’t encourage anyone’s attention. The girl lived in fear of breathing wrong, frightened over the outcome. No, Ruth probably should blame herself for peeking Ray’s attention on the girl, but she’d been so darn angry and at a loss as to how to help Jenna. Especially after Jenna’s failed attempt to leave that awful man. Ruth knew the girl was too petrified to try again.

Ray could beat the tar out of that Jim Hammond, but Ruth felt that Ray understood it would only end up getting Jenna hurt in retaliation. Of all her boys, Ray never acted without thinking everything through. And yet, tonight Ruth saw anger in her son she had never confronted before.

“What do you mean you won’t arrest him? He hit her damn it!” The smile of gloating satisfaction that creep shot him over Wilson’s shoulder made Ray explode, only his brothers held him back.

“Calm down Kingsley! There’s nothing we can do; he’s her husband.”

“I suppose that gives him the right to hurt her?”

“No, but there’s no real evidence...”

Ray’s darkly dangerous eyes jerked to the pale girl standing in the doorway. No evidence? Couldn’t they see the marks on her cheek and neck? Hell, he didn’t want to know how many other bruises marred her petite frame.

Beyond the altercation taking place between them, Ray’s fierce gaze connected with those iridescent blue eyes...so pleading in their quiet pain. But as their gaze upon each other intensified Ray saw the pride her husband was trying to rule, no, extinguish!

When she moved away, ending the contact, she never allowed him before, Ray wanted to scream in outrage. All his fury came rolling back at the cause of her pain.
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