Chapter 11
As Jack & Julianne were just a few miles away from the Jonesdale exit, Julianne sleeping with
her head resting on the corner of the seatback, Jack’s phone rang. It wasn’t a number he
recognized. Jack didn’t usually answer unknown numbers, but this was different. Unknown
numbers didn’t usually call so late. Against his intuition, he answered, waking Julianne in the
process.
“Hello, this is Jack Jenkins.”
An automated voice responds, “This call is being recorded. You have a collect call
from...Paxton...To accept, press 1.”
“Oh crud.”
“What’s going on Jack?”
Jack impatiently waves his hand at Julianne, in a polite but forceful, “Please stop talking, I’ll tell
you when I hang up” kind of a gesture.
“Are you okay?’
Julianne could hear mumbles from the phone, but not enough to know what was going on.
“I can’t believe this.”
More muffled words
“You’ve got to be kidding me. I have half a mind to let you sit there overnight-probably do you
some good.”
While Julianne still couldn’t make out what was being said, she could hear the intensity of the
response.
“I’ll be there as soon as I can get there.”
Jack hung up the phone. “You’re not going to believe this. Axe is in jail.”
“What?!”
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“Yeah, and I have to go pick him up. He’s in Clay.”
“Clay? What was he doing in Clay?”
“Who knows. Obviously nothing good.” Jack continued, but not really talking to Julianne, just
talking. “C’mon Axe, what in the world have you gotten yourself into this time? How many
times am I going to have to come to your rescue?”
Jack drove on, past the exit to Jonesdale, clearly not thinking about Julianne. “So, I guess I’m
coming with you then?”
Jack slammed on the brakes and pulled onto the shoulder. “Dang it, I wasn’t even thinking.” He
started backing up towards the onramp.
“Don’t worry about it Jack. I don’t mind. Maybe there’s something I can do to help.”
“Thanks Jules. I just don’t know what to do with him most of the time. He’s always putting
himself into compromising situations. It was only a matter of time before he got caught.”
Jack pulled back onto the freeway. No need to look for traffic, there was rarely any on the
freeway out here this time of night.
Jack and Julianne continued on the additional hour or so it took to get from the Jonesdale exit
to Clay. Most of that time in silence, except for the occasional frustration muttered under
Jack’s breath. That and the sound of Christmas music fading in and out, the further they got
from Marksville. It seemed fitting to Jack, the sounds of Christmas being interrupted by static
and noise, pretty much how his Christmas season had started.
Shortly before they got to the Clay exit, the music stopped entirely, Julianne reaching up to
turn the knob down.
--The jail was another 15 or so minutes off the freeway into Clay. People from Jonesdale didn’t
come to Clay that often, it was the wrong direction. If they were going to town, it was
Marksville or one of the many other, bigger options in that direction. Going this way, there
were just many more small towns like Jonesdale.
But Clay was a town most people from the area tried to avoid if possible. You might say it had
a reputation. The people of the town were impolite to anyone from the outside. The kids of the
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town were constantly wreaking havoc on the underfunded, undersized county seat. They
barely had enough cops on the force to deal with the problems that arose from their own, let
alone those from outsiders. So, when the outsiders came into town and caused problems, they
dealt with them quickly and severely.
Clay was smaller than Jonesdale, with one stoplight which was timed to only be on during the
school drop off and pick up times. The rest of the time, it flashed yellow for the main drag
through town, red for the cross streets.
Jack didn’t even slow down. He was going far too fast, knowing he was taking a big risk of
getting himself a ticket, but seemed unable to go any slower. And the voice in his mind that
was trying to convince him to do so was being overpowered by a much stronger, much more
powerful and dominating voice. The voice of his dad.
Ron had placed the responsibility of caring for Paxton squarely on Jack’s shoulders. It was
something Ron had told Jack from the time he was a young boy. “If something ever happens to
me, just remember, he’s your little brother. You’re the only one he’s got and he’s the only one
you’ve got.” Ever since their dad died, Jack had done his best to assume responsibility for his
younger brother, but Jack and Paxton were never really that close.
Julianne had been silent since they stopped on the freeway. In a cautious but confident tone,
she bravely stepped into the torrent of tension that had filled the Scout. “I’m sure everything’s
going to be okay Jack. We don’t even know what happened yet.”
“We don’t know everything’s going to be okay. And you’re right, we don’t know what he did. For
all we know he could have murdered someone. But, what I do know is that he’s my
responsibility, and if something has happened to him, it’s on me.”
“How is this your responsibility? He’s an adult and has been for years now.”
“He might be an adult by age, but he’s not an adult. I don’t even...I just...How can I...what....”
Jack was nearly to a point of tears, nearly to the point of breaking down in the car in the
middle of the night in front of Julianne. But, he wasn’t about to let that happen. “I can’t talk
about it right now. We’re almost there.”
For about 5 more minutes, Jack & Julianne sat in total silence. Jack still frustrated nearly to the
point of an emotional breakdown, Julianne still wanting to help calm her friend. They were
driving to the other end of town, just on the edge between the town and neighboring
farms-that’s where the courthouse and jail had been relocated to about eight or nine years
ago. Jack hadn’t realized it was this far out. It was actually so far out across town, it would have
been faster to take the next exit off the freeway.
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They pull into the parking lot, Jack nearly out of the Scout as it rolls to a stop. He hurried in,
but didn’t run. He pulled on the front doors, but it was locked. After pulling again, he noticed a
box with a speaker and a lit button on it to the right of the double glass doors. He pushed the
button and waited-pushed again and waited again. As he pushed a third time, a voice started
to talk, a man’s voice...an older voice.
“Can I help you?”
“I’m here to pick up my brother, Paxton Jenkins.”
“Oh. Hi Jack. Come on in.” There was a buzzing and clicking sound at the front door which Jack
quickly opened.
Jack and Julianne walked down the short hallway, past the restrooms and drinking fountain
where they then turned the corner to the right as the hallway opened up into the reception
area. And there, standing behind the reception desk was Wyatt. What’s he doing here? Jack,
felt a mixture of annoyance and relief. While he didn’t have the desire nor the emotional
bandwidth to endure an encounter with him, he was relieved that he at least knew the one
behind the desk.
“What are you doing here Wyatt?”
“I work here, Jack. This is my first night back on my shift after gettin’ Lasik last week.”
“You work here? But, it’s so far away from home.”
“Oh, it ain’t too bad, not from where I live anyways. I can take the old road down to County
Road 33, getch on the freeway, and be here in about 25 minutes.”
Jack didn’t know what he was talking about, nor did he care. “Can I talk to my brother?”
“Sure, Jack. Follow me.”
Wyatt motions for Jack to walk around behind the reception desk which was a large square
area with a half wall all the way around it with room for 4 or 5 people to sit and work at
stations around the inside of its perimeter.
As Jack walked around, Wyatt asked Jack, “You ever been to the new facility here? It’s purdy
nice-lot better than we had before.”
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“Mmmhm. Nice place.”
Recognizing that Jack was preoccupied, he changed subjects. “He ain’t too much worse for the
wear Jack. He got a black eye and was limpin’ a little bit, but he’s alright.”
Jack hadn’t considered that Paxton might be hurt, only that he was livid he was in jail. “What
happened?”
“Far as I can tell, he was hangin’ around the Bossey boys who decided they wanted to go for a
joy ride in Mrs. Hammonds’s Caddy. Apparently he went along at first, but then once they
stopped at the 4-way out by the old Jensington place, he wanted out-wanted nothin’ to do with
it. Well, Billy wasn’t havin’ that, waddn’t takin’ no risks on him bein’ a snitch, so he jumped out
the car an’ just started layin’ into him. I guess Paxton didn’t fight back much, ‘cordin’ to the
other boys.”
“So he didn’t steal the car?”
“Sure don’t sound like it.”
Jack breathed a sigh of relief. “So, did he get charged with something?”
“I don’t know for sure, but he was a party to the whole thing to begin with. And Judge Franklin
don’t like to let people off the hook too much, ‘specially the boys.”

Great, just what I need right now. Some small town judge on a power trip sitting on his throne
thinking he’s the be all end all for justice.
They rounded the corner to the big metal door that stood between them and the holding cells,
or questioning rooms, or...Jack wasn’t quite sure. Wyatt waved the card hanging from his neck
in front of the same metal box that was outside the front door and Jack heard the door
unlatch. They walked through the door, to the second door on the right where Jack could see
his little brother. Wyatt opened the door and let Jack in.
“Just knock on the window when you’re done and I’ll let you out.”
Jack walked in, hugged his little brother for a few seconds. After they hugged, Jack shoved
Paxton back into the chair he’d been sitting in.
“What the heck is the matter with you!”
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“I know, I know. I messed up.”
“You don’t say. What are you even doing out here?”
“Well, a few weeks ago, I was playing online with my usual group of buddies, when I
discovered that some of them didn’t live too far from home. So we decided to meet up, IRL.”
“IRL?”
“In real life.”
“Okay, try to keep the tech speak to a minimum Axe.”
“So, we met up, and all talked about wanting to have some fun. We hung out, most of the time
after we’d been playing, so it was never early, and we’d just drive around, you know, having
fun.”
“So stealing cars is fun now?”
“No, Jack. Tonight was different. Before, we’d just been driving around, talking, smoking,
laughing. But tonight, Billy was in a weird mood-upset about something with his girlfriend
whom he’s never even met in person, and he was just wanting to do stupid stuff. And I wanted
to leave, but we were so far from my car. When they took the Caddy, at first I didn’t get in, but
Billy insisted. So I did. We didn’t get far before I tried to get out at a stop sign. When I did, Billy
tried to hold me in the car, but I was able to get up. Then he ran around the car and started
yelling and swinging at me, shoving me. Well, one of the Sheriff’s deputies was sitting right
over in a driveway, sitting back, waiting to catch people running the stop sign. He turned on his
lights, and they all ran. So, here I am.”
“They didn’t get caught?”
“Not yet, but everyone knows who they are. Wyatt said not to worry about it, they’d done stuff
like this before and that Mrs. Hammonds really needed to not leave her keys in the ashtray
anymore. Then he called you and I’ve been sitting here.”
“So, are you allowed to leave? Do I have to post bail or something?”
“Wyatt said Mrs. Hammonds wasn’t pressing charges on me, but that Judge Franklin probably
wouldn’t be so nice. But for now I could just go home, they knew where to find me.”
“Where’s your car?”
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“At Billy’s, but we can just leave it there.”
“We’re not leaving your car Paxton. That’s ridiculous.”
“Well, they probably did something to it, so…”
“We’re still going to try…”
Jack knocked on the window. It took a little bit for Wyatt to get there and open the door.
“Yur ready to go home Paxton?”
“Definitely”
“Welp, Officer Johnson and me will go get your car and we can just drop it off somewhere
tomorrow. No need in stirrin’ nothin’ up tonight.”
Jack breathed a sigh of relief, “Thanks Wyatt. I owe you one.”
“Don’t worry ‘bout a thing, Jack. It’s what I do. ‘Sides, be nice to see ya ’gin. Hows ‘bout we meet
up at Julie’s place sometime tomorrow?”
“Sounds perfect Wyatt. Thanks again.”
Jack, Paxton and Wyatt walked down the hallway, around the corner through the secure door
and back out to the reception area where Julianne had fallen asleep. Jack went over and lightly
tapped her on the shoulder, and when she saw Paxton, she jumped up and gave him a giant
hug, “You okay?”
“Yeah, I’ll be fine. Just ready to go home.”
“Y’all drive safe now. Take a right on State Street and you’ll hit the freeway n’bout, oh, less than
half a mile or so.”
Jack waved as he put his hand on Paxton’s shoulder, grabbing the tissue of his little brother
just enough to let him know he loved him and he was mad at him. Paxton resisted a little, but
just walked. Julianne grabbed her coat she’d been using as a pillow, and followed them out.
As they got out to the Scout, Paxton pulled the seat forward and hopped in the back. He had to
climb over the big box to the seat behind Jack. As soon as Jack jumped in and Julianne slid the
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seat back, he looked in the rear view mirror to see Paxton laying his head on the window as if
he was going to sleep and said, “Don’t even think about it. You’re going to keep me awake.” As
if Jack was going to sleep tonight anyway.
“What’s this?”
“What’s what?”
“This big box?”
Julianne jumped in, “My new keyboard. You gonna steal it too?”
Jack turned to Julianne and glared. Paxton turned his face towards the window.
Julianne responded to their reaction, “Too soon?”
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