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A Sense of Love

You left ny side to go away.
| lost nmy hope ny sunny day.

My heart is heavy with flow ng tears.
I now nmust find someone who cares.

|"lIl search the stars that shine above
and do it all for a sense of | ove.

Mary Jones
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Chapter 1: (Road to Tragedy)

Tom McCal aster fought to keep his car on the narrow Texas
road, as fierce downdrafts from an unexpected thunderstorm
buffeted the small rental sedan. He thought about Jenny, his
si xt een-year-old daughter, who was at hone awaiting his arrival
He regretted having to take this new job, which took hi mout of
town so frequently. But he had a famly to support, and it was
only until he could find sonmething better, he told hinself.

Then the rain hit. The fat droplets of water splattering on
hi s wi ndshield quickly became a deluge his wi pers could barely
handl e. Tom pressed on the gas pedal, eager to drive out of the
storm Soon, inch deep puddl es of water covered the road,
causing the surface to becone instantly slick under his tires.

Suddenly, his headlights caught the eyes of a deer, looning in
front of him He swerved onto the shoulder, just in tine to
avoid hitting it. He pulled the car back onto the road, and into
a shallow | ayer of water that stretched fromone side of the
roadway to the other. Tomincreased his speed, not realizing the
danger. His front tires hit the water and pronptly | ost contact
with the road. Forward nmonmentum caused the vehicle to spin

si deways, before his foot could hit the brakes.
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Li ke a greedy dog snatching up a bone, the storm grabbed the
car, pulling it off the road, spinning it once, tw ce, three
times. Wth each furious revolution, Tomls head sl amed hard
agai nst the doorpost. There was a shuddering inpact with
sonething solid. Tomfelt his safety belt give way, and he was
bounced off the driver’s side door |like a rag doll. Just as his
head was bent at a sadistic angle, the air bag depl oyed, causing
a kal ei doscopic of stars to explode behind his eyes. The | ast
thing he heard, were the bones in his neck snapping, just before

everyt hi ng went bl ack.

The foll ow ng day, Jenny MCal aster sat on the front porch of
her famly' s Victorian style home near San Angel o, Texas. She
wore a white tank top and blue jean shorts. Her |ong brown hair
was in a tight ponytail. Wth the afternoon sun blaring down on
her bare shoul ders, she anxiously awaited the arrival of her
f at her.

The small, brown and white, shorthaired pup, wi ggling on her
| ap, was not what Jenny wanted at the nonent. She felt it’s
little claws scratching against her tanned legs. It was the
first time she had ever taken the puppy outdoors, and she feared
that, if she et himgo, he would surely run out into the
street.

Her father had given her the pup on his last trip to town. She

recalled the first time she had seen the puppy. He was the
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cutest little rascal. Jenny had instantly fallen in |ove with

him Lately, thinking of her father nade her feel a bit sad. She
hated the fact that his job in Dallas, kept himaway from hone
for weeks at a tine. She m ssed him and the tine they used to
spend together. But today he was com ng honme, and she couldn’t
wait for himto arrive.

“Sit still, will you?” she demanded of the young pup, as it
continue to wither and squirmin her arns. Jenny |aughed at its
efforts, the little dog seenmed to have a mnd of it’s own.
Finally, it nipped at Jenny's arm causing her to release it.

“Quch! You little nonster.” She bell owed, as she |let go of the
pup. Wth a feeling of frustration, she got up to go after him
“Cone back here, you!” She demanded.

“Now where did you run off to?”

Spying the pup by the curb, she took off after it. Across the
street she noticed her neighbor, David Thonpson, standing on his
front porch. The wide grin on his face, told her that he enjoyed
wat chi ng her chase the little dog all over her yard. Finally, he
waved and sm | ed at her.

“H Jenny. Need any hel p?”
“Sure. Thought you'd never ask.” She replied with a refreshing
| augh, feeling a little enbarrassed.

She liked David a lot. He was tall, with dark hair, and had
t he nost beautiful eyes she had ever seen. They were a vibrant

turquoi se, the color of the Caribbean Sea on travel posters.
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However, he never seened to pay nuch attention to her. They had
been nei ghbors since she was in elenmentary school. But they had
never been nore than just friends.

Suddenly, she found herself |aughing at him as he
cour ageously chased the | oose dog around the yard. In a | ast
attenpt to retrieve the tiny animl, he al nost slipped and fel
on the |awn.
“Ah... CGotcha.” He said with an air of triunph, as he swooped it
up with a gratifying | ook on his face.
“Here you are, ny lady.” He replied, with his inpersonation of
an Englishnen, as he handed the pup back to Jenny.
“Now don't you be letting this wee little thing get away from
you again ny | ady.”
Jenny felt the inmpulse to reply back in the sane fashi on. *But
of course ny lord.”

They | aughed at their own words. It rem nded her of the tines
that she used to spend with her father. He was al ways doi ng
i npersonations for Jenny’ s anusenent. David eyed Jenny, noticing
t hat she was nervously watching the street.
“Expecting soneone?”
“My father is comng in froma sales trip today. W have pl ans
to go to the ball park.”
“You' re still trying to get on the softball team huh?”
“Yeah... and | will... nake the team | just need nore practice,

that's all.”
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“Well, good |uck.”
“Thanks. | think I’Il need it.”
“Cute little rascal, isn't he?” He gently scratched the puppy
behind its ear, getting a waging tail as his reward.
“When did you get hinP”
“Uh...?"
“Hello... Jenny. Are you there?” He asked, waving his hand in
front of her face, |aughing at her |ack of attention.
“l said... When did you get the dog?”’
“Oh, ny dad got himfor ne last tinme he was in town.”
“Cute little guy. What’'s his name?”
“Buster,” she said, smling down at the puppy in her arns.
“So, why the name Buster?”
“Oh... | don't know. Maybe because he renm nds ne of those hush
puppy dogs in the shoe commercials,” she said, with |aughter in
her voice.
“Well, he certainly does at that.” David said, noticing that
Buster did resenble the dog in the Hush Puppy shoes ads. The
| arge brown spots showed well|l against the dog’s clean white
coat. He also had |ong fl oppy ears, and brown eyes that were
bright with excitenent.

“So, are you planning on going to the school dance next
weekend?” He asked rather nervously. It had taken himall week
just to get up the nerve to ask her, and this was his perfect

opportunity.
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“Well, | don't know. | really haven't even thought about it. |
doubt 1’1l be going.” And it was true. She had been thinking of
her father’s arrival all week. The dance had conpletely slipped
her mnd. He nust think I'’mpretty dense, to have forgotten our
school dance. She thought to herself, as she suddenly felt a bit
stupid in front of him

“Oh...”"

Was that a sound of disappointnent she heard from hin? Had he
pl anned on asking her? Suddenly she felt her heart junp, as if
it had done a sumersault in her chest.

“Of course, that’s only because |I haven't been asked,” she said
with a slight smle. She was actually flirting. She coul dn't
believe it. Her heart was fluttering, her palns a little danp.
She wondered if he would ask her to the dance, now that he knew
she was avail abl e.

“Hmm .. Well then, | guess we could always go together,
seeing that you don't have a date yet.” He said rather
sheepi shly, but also feeling rather proud at the nonent.

“Oh... are you asking ne... to the dance?” She said, trying to
sound as innocent as she could, not wanting to give away her
exci tenment.

“Well... will you, Jenny MCal aster, acconpany nme to the school
dance, please?” He said with an arm gesture, as he bowed down to

her, making her laugh at his silly antics.
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“Of course... |I'd be honored.” She replied with a big smle, as
she curtsied toward him causing them both to break out in a

string of |aughter.

I nsi de the house, Joan MCal aster, a slender blonde woman in
her early thirties was vacuum ng. \When suddenly, the tel ephone
started to ring. Turning off the vacuum she reluctantly wal ked
over to answer it.

“Hel | 0?”

“Hello,” replied the voice of a man at the ot her end.

“l need to speak to Ms. Thomas MCal aster. Is this Ms.
McCal aster |’ m speaking to?”

“Yes, this is she.”

“Ma’ am.” there was a short pause in his voice, causing an

instant chill to run through her.
“What is it?”
“Ma’am ..this is Oficer Wlson. I"'msorry to informyou, that

Thomas McCal aster has been in an autonobile accident. State
Troopers found himabout 6:00 AMthis norning. The driver’s
license identified the victimas your husband, Thonas Ray

McCal aster of 2905 Pecos Drive.”

“What...? An accident? What do you nean an accident? |s he okay?
s he in the hospital? Please tell nme sonething.” She demanded,

as raw fear ran through her body.
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“I"msorry ma'am But the State Troopers, who found him said
that he was already presuned dead when they arrived at the
scene. It appears he lost control of his vehicle and ran off the
road, hitting a tree. The inpact nust have killed him
instantly.”
“l1 see....”
“Ma’am We're going to need you to cone down to the station and
collect his personal itens and to nmake a positive identification
of him as your husband.”

She felt a chill run through her, vaguely registering what the
of ficer was saying. The tel ephone felt cold in her hand. Her

m nd was suddenly blank. It was as though she was unable to

speak.
“Hello...? Maoam ..? Are you still there?”
“Yes... I'"mhere. | understand. Thank you officer.... Good-bye.”

Slowly she hung up the tel ephone. Like a robot, she turned and
wal ked toward the front door. Suddenly she felt |ost. Wat was
she going to tell Jenny? Joan watched her now, outside, playing
with Buster, waiting for her father to arrive. How was she goi ng
to explain, that her father was never com ng honme? Tears well ed
up in her eyes. She knew how much Jenny | oved her father. She
woul d take it hard. Jenny was not her own daughter, yet she had
| oved her as if she had been her own child. She had hel ped

Jenny's father raise her since she was a child.



M Jones/ I N A SENSE OF LOVE Sanpl e 9

She never net Jenny’s natural nother, who now |lived somewhere
i n Brooklyn, New York. Tom never tal ked nuch about her. The only
t hi ng she knew of Jenny's nother, was that she had been heavily
into drugs, when Jenny was a small child. Tom had been forced to
take Jenny away from her because she had been unable to care for
their child. Afewtinmes, he had received |letters asking for
noney, but never a word about their daughter Jenny. She
remenbered how Tom had becone angry, tossing the letter into the
desk drawer. Jenny had never asked about her real nother, but
Joan knew she nust have wanted to. Wuld she now? She wonder ed,
as she watched the young girl sitting out on the front |awn,
playing with the fl oppy eared puppy.

Suddenly, a small cry fromthe other roomstartled Joan from
her thoughts. Little Billy was awakening from his nap. Mtherly
instinct took over and she went to tend to the crying baby. As
she | ooked down at the whinpering child, enmotions filled her,
and she burst out crying, no | onger able to hold back the pain.
Her heart felt heavy with renorse at the thought of this child
growi ng up without a father. The small child had quickly fallen
back to sleep in the confort of her arms. It did not seemfair,

she thought to herself, but is it ever?

Qut in the yard, Jenny was starting to get hot and tired.
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“Hey you.” She called to the pup, as she scooped himup in her
arms. “Want to go get sonething to drink? Looks |ike Dads going
to be late.”

Rel uctantly, she made her way to the front porch and opened
t he door. She could hear a woman cryi ng and wondered what was
wrong. She set Buster down on the floor and watched as he
scanpered off toward the kitchen. Then she went to find the
sound, which seened to be comng fromthe nursery.

Unaware that Jenny was at the door of the nursery, Ms.
McCal aster continued to weep uncontrollably. Billy was in her
arnms, content with a bottle.
“Mom ..? What’s wong?” Jenny asked with concern.
“Jenny...?” replied Joan, in a weary tone of voice.
“Monf? What’ s wrong?”
“Jenny, honey. It’'s your father. He's been in an accident.”
“What ? What do you nean an acci dent? When? Where? |s he okay? |
need to go to him”
“Jenny, listen to ne. You can’t go to him He isn't in a
hospital. When the troopers found him they were too late.”
“What are you telling nme? That nmy daddy is dead? No! It can’t be
true. You're lying.” She cried in despair, as she desperately
tried to comprehend what her stepnother had just told her. It
felt like she was in a bad dream unable to wake-up, unable to

control it’'s outcone.
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“Please tell ne this isn't true,” she pleaded, as she slowy
sank down to the floor. Her body racked wi th sobbing tears at
the | ost of her father.

“Jenny...? They need ne to go down to the station. WIIl you be
okay?” She said with concern, not at all sure if she shoul d
| eave the young girl alone. Yet, she could not take her to the
police station either. Someone needed to stay at the house
i ncase the phone rang again. She wanted to confort Jenny, but
was unable to bring herself to do so. She was hurting as well.
She could only watch in grief as the young girl slunped on the
floor wracked wi th angui sh.

“How did it happen? Do you even know?” Jenny suddenly asked,
with a harsh tone in her voice. Tears spilled down her cheeks,
as she tried desperately to wipe themaway with the back of her
hand.

“Jenny? What do you nean?” She knew the girl would be hurt, but
she never expected Jenny to blame her. This was a side of Jenny
she had never seen. It left her confused.

“Jenny, They didn't tell nme exactly what happened.”

“What do you nean? They didn't tell you? Didn’t you even bot her
to ask? God, you make nme sick. | hate you.” She yelled with
frustration, as she ran out of the room Joan was |eft standing
al one, concerned and confused over Jenny’'s reaction. Her words

had hurt. But, she knew the girl had said them out of the pain
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she felt over the | oss of her father. Jenny needed to be al one
nNow.

“Whaaaaa.... Waaaaaa!” The small child was now demandi ng his
attention it seened, as he squirnmed in Joan’s arms. He did not
i ke bei ng wakened by all of the yelling.

“Hush...Hush... sweetie. It’'s okay.” She said, trying to confort
the child as best she could. She put a few of his things in a
travel bag. Then, she grabbed her purse off the kitchen table
and reluctantly left the house. She had to get this over wth.
Al ready she felt the beginnings of a m graine headache, which

was sure to last for the rest of the day.



M Jones/ I N A SENSE OF LOVE Sanpl e 13

Chapter 2: (The Argunent)

After |ooking around for the first tine in days, Jenny
supposed she was pathetic. Flowers, wilted and brown, |ay
scattered on the floor of her room where she had thrown them A
cold pizza and a glass of juice sat on the nightstand,
unt ouched. Her appetite had been absent since she had been told
that her father had died. She rubbed her eyes forcing herself
awake. How | ong had she slept? She couldn’t renenmber. AIl she
knew was that the pain hadn’'t gone away. Hadn’'t eased one bit.
She was still paralyzed by the | oss of her father.

“What ever shall | do wi thout you daddy?” she asked wearily.
Suddenly, her eyes filled with tears. She wept for what seened

i ke hours. She wondered if the pain would ever go away.

The funeral had come and gone. She vaguely renenbered being
there. It was as though she had been watching a television
nmovie. Only she was in it. Her heart was heavy, |like a great
stone had been placed upon it. She remenbered people trying to
confort and consol e her. She renenbered how sone had whi spered
and gl anced towards her. It was obvious that they were
di scussi ng her. She renenbered how it had made her angry at the

time. Especially when she saw them acting as if her father’s
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death was a very casual thing, |aughing and rem niscing about
old tinmes. One would have thought that they were at a party, the
way they had carried on.

“Damm them ” Jenny said, with the imges still clear to her

m nd, renewi ng fresh anger within her.

“How dare they act so casually over ny father’s death. | hope
never see them again,” her voice sounding as cold as ice. Anger
and frustration threaten to overtake her again. Reaching for a
ti ssue, she wi ped her eyes, and tried desperately to stop the
endl ess flow of tears.

“Oh God.... Please help ne.” She pl eaded out |oud, as she
| ooked up toward the heavens. She knew she had to stop crying.
It only nmade things worse. Forcing herself to get up, she wal ked
aimessly to the bathroomto wash her face. “Perhaps a | ong bath
wll help ne relax.” She needed to think of her life. WIIl she
continue to live here? WIIl her stepnother still want her here?
She had not thought about it until now “Oh God. What if she
doesn’t want ne here anynore?” She questioned herself out | oud.
The t hought was wei ghi ng heavily on her m nd.

An hour later, Jenny canme out of the bathroom and found her
stepnmot her waiting for her in the kitchen. Joan had been fixing
| unch. She had heard her stepdaughter waki ng up, and knew she
had not eaten the day before. She worried about Jenny. She knew
t he death of her father had been devastating for her. However,

with her not eating, it worried her even nore. She recalled how
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Jenny had been cold towards her at the funeral. Did she really
bl ame her for Tomi s death? WII| she want to | eave now and go to
her natural nother? She knew if she did, she couldn’t stop her.
Jenny was sixteen years old. She had a right to know about her
real nmother. Joan was her |egal stepnmother. But, all she could
do was plead with Jenny, and hope she could tal k her out of
| eavi ng.

“Oh ny Jenny. What will | do wi thout you?” She asked herself
with a weary sigh.
“VWhat tinme is it?”
Joan was startled for a nonent. She had not heard Jenny wal k in.
How | ong had she been lost in her thoughts? She wondered to
hersel f.
“One Oclock in the afternoon sweetie. How do you feel? Are you
hungry?”
“Alittle | guess,” she replied with a soft voice.
“Well here...Sit down,” Joan gestured toward the table.
“Woul d you like sonething to drink? M1k or juice maybe?”
“It doesn’t matter,” replied Jenny with a weary sigh
“Well then. 1’11 get you some mlk. It will make you feel nuch
better.” She said, as she opened the refrigerator to get the
m | k.
“Where’s Billy? I's he asleep?’” Jenny asked with curiosity, as
she suddenly noticed that her little brother was not in his

hi ghchair, as usual during this tine of day.
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“No. He's at your Aunt Martha s. She offered to keep hi mtoday,
so we could have a chance to talk.” Joan replied, as she | ooked
at her stepdaughter with concern.

“About what? What is there to tal k about? My father..?” She said,
with a renewed anger. The feeling was |ike a white-hot fever
burni ng i nside her. Jenny made herself shrug, and silence filled
t he room

“I1"msorry about the |loss of your father, Jenny. But you can’t
keep this hurt pent up inside of you. Lashing out at me is not
going to make it go away. | worry about you. You're still ny
daughter.”

As soon as the words were out, she regretted them The | ook on
Jenny’s face told her that it had been a m stake to say she was
her daughter.

“Your daughter? | am NOT your daughter, and | never w || be!
Don't you dare call me your daughter!” she replied with sour
vengeance. The harshness of her words where |like a slap to the
face. Joan could only stare at her in awe. This was not the
sweet young girl she thought she knew so well. The anger she now
saw in her was not at all what she had expected. It worried her
deeply.

“My father is the only famly |I had here. You are not ny
not her and you never will be. | know I have a real nother out
there, and | will find her. She’s nmy only real famly now. The

only reason nmy father married you, was because you got pregnant.
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You trapped himinto marriage. Didn’t you? You probably never
even loved him” Jenny shouted at her stepnother.

The sudden slap to Jenny's face had taken her by surprise. She
drew her hand to the now injured spot and was stunned. It was
the first time she had ever been hit by her stepnother.

“You' re right Jenny. |I’mnot your biological nother, and | never
will be. Nevertheless, | have raised you along with your father

ever since you were a very little girl. And I have al ways been

there for you. | have been a nobther to you in every possible
way. Moreover, | have always | oved you as ny very own daughter.
And in ny heart, as far as |I’m concerned, you wll always be ny
daughter. If you can’t handle how | feel, well I'msorry,

because that's how it is.

The inpact of Joan’s words where nore hurtful then she had
intended themto be. But Jenny's words had al so hurt, and had
caused anger to build within her. Already, she could feel the
threat of fresh tears starting to energe.

Unabl e to hold her feelings, Joan ran out of the room Jenny
was |left standing in shock. But Jenny had seen the pain in her
stepnother’s eyes. A pain that she knew she had caused. Sl unpi ng
down in a chair, she cried with renewed grief. The reality of
her stepnother's words, hit her with an inpact that she was not
prepared for. Jenny had | ashed out on purpose, with intention to
hurt. But in reality, she blanmed herself for her father's death.

The idea of it had been eating away at the pit of her stomach.
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She knew now what she nust do. She needed to go to her
stepnother, and try to make things right.

W pi ng away the tears with the back of her hand, she went to
find her stepnother. Jenny hoped that she would be forgiven for
her harsh words and rudeness. Deep down, Jenny knew they both
needed each ot her.

Hot tears cascaded down her cheeks. She felt the guilt of her
actions toward her stepnother. She hadn't really intended to
hurt her. These feelings confused her. In reality, she |oved her
stepnot her. But what if she doesn't forgive ne? It had been
selfish to | ash out at her stepnother. It was conpl etely out of
character. Her linbs felt robotic as she went to the bathroom
and washed her face. She wet a washcloth for her stepnother and
then went to her. Joan was sitting on her bed, with her hands
covering her face. Jenny could hear her crying, and suddenly she
felt like a great wei ght was bei ng placed on her chest.

“Mom I'msorry.” Jenny said in a |low voice as she laid her
hand on her stepnother’s shoul der and placed the washcl oth on
her forehead.

“Are you okay?”

Wth a small sniffle, Joan nodded her head, “Yes.”

“Mom |I'msorry | don’t know why | said all those awful things
to you. | didn't nmean to upset you.”

Sensi ng Jenny’s pain, she understood why the girl had said the

t hi ngs she had. She knew that Jenny hadn't really nmeant to hurt



M Jones/ I N A SENSE OF LOVE Sanpl e 19

her. Seeing the fresh tears in the young girl’s eyes, she placed
her arm around Jenny’s shoulder to confort her. “Everything wl|
be okay Jenny, you'll see.”

For a nonment it seened as if tine stood still, as they sat in
silence. Each was lost in their thoughts. There was no need for
words. Jenny | ooked at her stepnother, and suddenly, it was as
if she was seeing her for the first time, a woman with great
strengt h.

She |l et her eyes roam around the room They fixed on a photo
of her father, still sitting on the nightstand. In a quiet,
barely audi bl e voice, she spoke to no one in particular.

“1'"'m gonna m ss you daddy.”
Not even her stepnother had heard, as she sat beside her, | ost
in atim of her own past nmenories. She | ooked so lost. It was

clear to Jenny, that they needed each other right now.



