Chapter 2
Cordial was putting it nicely. Pleasant with a hint of awkward was probably a little more
accurate. Things had been weird for quite some time, and Jack wasn’t exactly sure how to
make them any better. Felix was doing fine now, but it wasn’t because of anything Jack did. If
Jack made any contribution, he simply added more intrigue to Felix’s roundabout journey that
has led him to this place.
It wasn’t always this way.
----There was a time when Jack and Felix were closer than twin brothers. They didn’t look alike,
but they had been around one another enough that they shared quite a few phrases. Even
more inside jokes. Felix was the smart one. Probably too smart for his (and everyone else’s)
own good. His IQ certainly hadn’t helped anything. They hadn’t been friends for long. But, they
did hit it off right off the bat. Mainly because Felix was so intentionally inclusive. Sometimes it
drove everyone nuts.
“Everyone always.” That was Felix’s catchphrase. Everyone in their circle knew it. And they
knew when he said it that they wouldn’t be leaving until everyone was available. Felix didn’t
like leaving anyone out.
“It becomes too complicated.” He would say. “If someone misses out on one event, and
something epic happens, then you can’t ever bring that event up in the presence of the one
who missed out, or they’ll feel left out all over again. If you do that too many times it becomes
nearly impossible to keep track of who missed out on what. It’s just easier to have everyone
there, always.”
Jack and Felix were constantly in cahoots about the next idea that was going to make them
rich. On their own, they had each enjoyed some individual successes. But, they were
convinced, when they put their minds together they would be able to come up with a truly
ingenious idea.
And they did come up with one. At least an idea that no one else had ever thought of.

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 12

You’ve heard of social entrepreneurs right? Some companies make shoes. When you buy a
pair, the company donates a pair to a third world country. The shoes are overpriced, but you
know it’s because you’re paying for two pairs of shoes, and you’re okay with that.
Well, someone had already done shoes. Between the churches sending short term
missionaries with suitcases full of clothing and all the merchandise that is made up for the
losers of the Super Bowl and other major sporting events, they always seemed to have enough
clothing.
Food was the real need. Food was also universal. Everyone needs to eat.
But, there was a problem. Their target audience, the younger more informed professional,
wouldn’t get on board with the kind of food that would ship well. People who had been
brainwashed into enjoying kale weren’t going to get behind shipping cases of mac and cheese
to poison the world’s vulnerable and needy. And there is no such thing as non-GMO mac and
cheese. At least none that taste good.
So, what could they send? And that’s when it hit Jack. Grapes!
It sounds insane. Jack was joking at first. “But,” he would argue, “they all laughed when Edison
made the light bulb!”
Jack and Felix went back and forth over the idea for months.
The problem was shipping. But, Jack did some research and discovered that making dry ice
was getting more and more affordable. If they invested in the right equipment, they could
make dry ice fairly inexpensively. And, if you’re able to make dry ice, you’re able to ship frozen
things. And, if you’re able to ship frozen things you’re able to ship frozen grapes to hungry
people in third world countries.
Jack and Felix worked the details out. And it was possible. Better yet, if it actually worked, they
would be considered pioneers. Not only in food shipping, but in social entrepreneurship.
It was going to take a pretty hefty investment from both of them to make a go of it. 50/50. That
was the agreement. That way they both felt the same pressure to succeed.
Well, as you’ve probably figured out by now, things didn’t quite work out. It seems that
shipping things to third world countries wasn’t as reliable as shipping things in the lower 48.
Packages would get lost - sometimes for weeks. By the time they arrived in towns that were
desperately waiting for them, the grapes had not only thawed, but had started to decompose.
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They didn’t even get a chance to celebrate minor successes. The clients who bought their
overpriced grapes, thinking they were helping someone who was in desperate need were
outraged at the first word back. Word travels around the world pretty quick these days. Almost
as fast as the gossip in Jonesdale. Almost.
It didn’t take long for their abysmal failure to start trending on social media. There were
memes, GIFs and hashtags like #socialjuicestice.
They did the honorable thing and refunded all the money. All of it.
They were done. There was no coming back from that. There’s incredible power in the online
social media mob mentality.
Jack worked hard to sell the equipment. The best he could do was the butcher in Marksville.
But they didn’t even get close to getting their initial investment back. It wasn’t even a quarter
of what they paid.
There were many arguments at volumes that exceeded the sound of the freezers. Neighboring
businesses heard every word. Which meant the whole town heard every word.
Jack and Felix had never been able to get back what they lost. Their relationship seemed to be
permanently changed.
----That’s why it was so awkward when Jack ran into Felix at Stan’s Standard Hardware.
To the average passerby, it wouldn’t have looked all that odd. Jack, distracted by his
smartphone, turned down an aisle and nearly ran into Felix. He didn’t.
“Oh, sorry Felix.”
“Okay Jack.”
And Felix turned and walked down the aisle.
That was it. No big deal, unless you knew better.
To Jack, it just reminded him of how drastically everything had changed.
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In the past, when they were close, Felix would have made some sarcastic comment about
Jack’s addiction to his smartphone. Jack would have made an equally sarcastic comment about
Felix’s need to consume an entire walkway that was designed for two people.
They wouldn’t have needed to wonder why the other was there, they would have known what
was going on in their lives.
Jack imagined what Felix might be working on, and the conversation as it would have been
before.
“Finally taking care of that loose ceiling fan I see.”
“Finally? It’s only been two days.”
“Yeah, but that’s about two months in Felix time.”
“Well, some people have developed this thing we call discipline. You should look it up on your
smartphone.”
They would have given one another a hard time, but Jack would have ended up heading over
to help Felix fix it. Someone would get injured. Or electrocuted. And it would be hilarious.
But, that’s not how things were anymore. Jack would gladly take a few seconds of electricity
pumping through his nervous system if he thought it would change anything.
He knew it wouldn’t.
Felix wasn’t the kind of guy to get over things. He had always been that way. He had quite a
few people in his life he had never forgiven. Jack brought it up a few times when they were
close. But that was the one area of Felix’s life that seemed to be off limits. Even to Jack.
Now, Jack knew exactly how Felix thought of him. He knew he had been moved to a different
category in Felix’s mind.
And it crushed him.
----That’s when it hit Jack, “Maybe there’s something I could get him that would change things. Not
fix everything, but if it could just open a door. Maybe, if we could get past this one thing, we
could be friends again. Maybe.”
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For the first time in a long time, Jack had a little bit of hope that he might get his friend back.
His feeling of hope didn’t last long.
Here came Mrs. Ayers. He looked around, making eye contact with Joey, the kid working
behind the paint counter. Joey knew exactly what Jack was communicating.
“Get gone, now! It’s too late for me, but there’s still time for you to get out. Save yourself!”
Joey did just that. It had been more than an hour since his last smoking break anyway.
Mrs. Ayers hadn’t ever been polite. At least not that anyone in town could ever remember. She
had a way with words. She could cut a person down in record time. It was impressive really.
“Hello Jack. Too much to drink last night?”
Jack hadn’t had anything to drink last night. He had actually spent more time fixing his hair
than usual today. He had slept well, but he hadn’t overslept. There was absolutely nothing Jack
could think of that would have given her ammunition.
“Good morning to you too Mrs. Ayers. What brings you to Stan’s this morning?” What is wrong
with you! Why would ask her a question that invites more conversation?! He was usually able
to get past her without too much emotional damage. But he was off his game.
“Oh, nothing urgent. I had Stan special order some blinds for my hat closet last week and they
were supposed to be in today, but they’re not. I shouldn’t be surprised. Stan never gets things
done in a timely manner. Anywho, I wanted to stop by and see the paint kid, what’s his name
again? George?”
“Joey.”
“Right, I wanted to see if George could help me find a new paint color that would go with the
blinds, but also make my hats stand out.”
“Shouldn’t be too hard. What color are the blinds?”
“White.”
“Doesn’t pretty much everything go with white?”
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“This isn’t just any white Jack. It’s Lily of the Valley White. That’s why Stan had to special order
them. I have Lily of the Valley planted in the window box, and if I had gotten any other white
I’d never be able to go into my hatroom again.”
Mrs. Ayers loved her hats. So did the rest of the town. They were great material for those
awkward moments in a conversation when people were trying to think of something to say.
Isn’t there a word for that? Jack couldn’t remember, he hadn’t experienced a lull in
conversation in quite some time. Thanks to Mrs. Ayers’ hat collection.
“Well, I just saw Stan walk to the supply room. Maybe he knows where Joey is.” That was the
best Jack could do for Joey. He was on his own after that.
“Good luck with the quest!” Jack tried to end the conversation.
“Was that your car outside of Miss Julianne’s house last night?”

Oh no.
Jack had NOT been at Julianne’s last night. But, he knew if he didn’t sufficiently appease Mrs.
Ayers’ appetite for some juicy new gossip, he may as well call Julianne and have her meet him
at the courthouse.

How could she possibly confuse my “car” with anyone else’s? Jack was using air quotes in his
head again. But, how could anyone else possibly know that?
Jack drove an International Scout that was Red and white. It was the only one in town.
Probably the only one in the county.
“No, wasn’t me. What did the car look like?”
“It was scarlet with a white passenger door.”
Jack couldn’t believe Mrs. Ayers confused his Scout with Bernie Robertson’s family’s minivan.
They had been in an accident early this year, and Jack helped Bernie track down a new door for
cheap.
“No, that’s the Robertson’s minivan. Barb must have been giving Julianne a piano lesson or
something.”
Jack didn’t know if Julianne was taking piano lessons, but Barb did give lessons. He just wanted
to give Mrs. Ayers enough to keep her from marrying him off before lunch.
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“Well, it wouldn’t hurt that girl to get a little bit of traditional culture in her life.”
“Can’t we all use more tradition?”
Jack knew his audience. And with that, Jack was finally able to get out of the conversation and
make an attempt to get away. It might be his only chance. He walked as fast as he could
without running, ducked into the row of pre-lit Christmas trees, hunkered down and went out
the emergency exit. The alarm hadn’t worked for decades.
Climbing up into the Scout, (he wondered) what was it I needed in there anyway?
Whatever it was, it wasn’t worth the potential emotional landmines that awaited him if he were
to get trapped with Mrs. Ayers inside.
-----
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