Chapter 3
Jack loved his Scout. He loved going for drives with the windows down. Even in the
winter-especially when it was snowing. The heat didn’t work anyway, so it wasn’t much warmer
inside than out.
The reason Jack loved his Scout was because it was big and noisy. With the windows down, the
roar of the engine and music blasting, there wasn’t much room for “those” thoughts.
Jack was single. He had plenty of time for thinking. He didn’t need more time for for thinking in
the car.
As he pulled out of Stan’s, cranking down his window as he turned the corner out of the
parking lot, music blaring, he passed by Mr. Davis. Maybe he has an idea what to get Alissa. I
should stop and say hi anyway. It never hurts to have a little more relational currency with the
most influential man in town!
Jack pulls up a little ahead of where Mr. Davis was walking, giving himself enough time to get
the window down before Mr. Davis got there.
“Hey Mr. Davis! You enjoying the Christmas season this year?”
“What’s not to love? Everywhere you go there’s Christmas music, Christmas decorations and
even Christmas smells.” You wouldn’t guess it by looking at him, but Mr. Davis loved scented
candles. And the Christmas scents were his favorite.
“Yeah, I noticed you finally got Clark to play some Christmas music.”
“Well, it only took me three years, but he’s coming around. It’s not my favorite, but at least you
can hear some kind of Christmas music.” Clark was playing newer remakes of older remakes of
the least Christmasy songs he could find.
“I have a question for you. Can you think of anything Alissa would like for Christmas? I’ve been
thinking about it, but can’t come up with a thing.”
Mr. Davis responded without hesitation “You got a ring?”
Mr. Davis has been trying to get Alissa married since they moved to town. He worries that he
may have made too much out of it and made too big a deal of it to Alissa.
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Describing Alissa is hard. She was constantly changing who she was based on the guy she was
trying to get.
Jack and Alissa were good friends through their middle school years after her family moved
here, so Jack knew first-hand what she wrestled with. Mr. Davis had tried to engage them on
multiple occasions.

There was the Lord of the Rings phase, when she was trying to get Wesley’s attention. There
was the “Les Miserables” phase when she was chasing after Fredrick...
“Not this year.”
“Well, I can’t think of anything off the top of my head, but I can ask Mrs. Davis when I get
home.”
“Do the two of them still have tea together every Sunday?”
“And cookies. It’s one of the highlights of Jean’s week.”
“That would be great Mr. Davis, thanks for the help! Do you want a ride home?”
“Better not. If I get back to the house before Jean finishes watching Dr. Phil I’ll have to do the
dishes.” Mr. Davis wasn’t perfect.
Jack laughed. It was genuine. Not so much that Mr. Davis was funny, but Mr. Davis made
everyone smile.
“Have a nice walk!” Jack rolled up the window as Mr. Davis walked on.
--As Jack started to drive off, his stomach growled. He looks at his watch.
“I missed lunch!”
It was only 12:30, but Jack usually has lunch at 11:00am. He was a morning person, so he’d eat
breakfast by 6:30 at the latest. Today he’d eaten at 6:00.
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Well, I guess I can just grab a honey bun from Finnagin’s. The best gas station in town. Best
because it was closest to Jack’s house. It’s on my way home anyway. The Scout used a lot of
gas. He stopped there most days.
“Hey Tommy!”
“Hey Jack, how’s it going?”
Jack wasn’t much for small talk, and didn’t have much energy left for a Tommy conversation
today.
“Just running behind today. Missed lunch.” Jack was hoping to just run in, grab a honey bun,
pay for his gas and be on his way, but they were out of honey buns.
“You got any honey buns in the back Tommy?”
“Fresh out, Jack. Mrs. Robertson has been cleaning me out lately. She says it’s the only thing
she craves.”
“I didn’t even know she was pregnant!”
“Yup! Number 5 will be here in July! You’d think that a family like theirs would figure out that
they ain’t never gonna get ahead as long as they keep…”
Jack wasn’t listening. He was starving. He wasn’t much for going outside his usual routines. He
knew he liked honey buns. He’d tried other things, but they always looked better than they
tasted.

Planky plunk.
The cowbell on the door rang, if you could call it that. What sound does a cowbell even make?
Jack turns his head to look and immediately regrets it. You’d have thought he’d have learned
his lesson this morning, but it was instinct. He couldn’t not look.
It was that Wyatt guy.
“Hiya Jack! Hey there Tommy!”
“Hi Wyatt, haven’t seen you in a while.”
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“Been recovering from my cataracts surgery. I wanted to get out of the house, but I could hear
Detty tellin’ me to stay put.”
Jack was exhausted from his earlier encounter with this Wyatt guy that seems to know
everyone but he had never known. He was hungry and didn’t have much patience for another
round with Moses.
“Hi Wyatt.” Turning to Tommy, “You got any pizza rolls today.”
Jack should have known better, but he wasn’t used to dealing with Wyatt. He had just met him
this morning after all. How did Tommy already know Wyatt? If Jack hadn’t been so hungry, so
distracted by his hunger, he would have been able to see what was coming.
“I was just heading to Flora’s for a piece of pie. You want to join me?”

Dang it. I shoulda just gone home and had a sandwich. But no, I just had to have a honey bun.
Jack desperately wanted to go home and give his brain time to recover, but he was too hungry
to even think about making a sandwich. He wasn’t proud of his reasoning but it sounded easier
to endure this guy than to make his own food, so…
“Oh why not.”
“Great! See you there.”
Wyatt left without buying anything. Jack turns to Tommy.
“You know that guy?”
“Where should I begin?” Tommy started into a story but Jack didn’t have the energy.
“I’ll have to catch up with you next time Tommy.” Jack pulled $10 out of his wallet for the gas
he’d already pumped, gave it to Tommy and walked out the door.
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