Chapter 5
Jack finally made it back to his house. He was exhausted. If it was socially acceptable, he would
go to bed. Even though he lived alone, he never knew when someone would just stop by. And
he had plenty of work to do. There was never a lack of that.
He turned on some of his favorite Christmas music, to see if it could get him in the mood for
figuring out Christmas presents. Instrumental, no words. I need to be able to think. Why is this
Christmas proving to be so difficult? What is it about this year that has been such a challenge.
It wasn’t just the challenge of finding presents. Jack just wasn’t feeling it this year. Jack loved
Christmas. He used to love it more. Not just as a kid, but as an adult. He still loved it, but
somehow, something had changed. His feelings weren’t nearly as strong as they used to be.
This year though, he felt like he was having to force himself to be into Christmas. If I wasn’t
spending so much energy just trying to be in the Christmas mood, maybe I wouldn’t be having
such a hard time figuring out what to get Alissa.
He sat down in his chair, watching the snow gently fall through the window behind the TV, and
rested his head back. Perhaps the soft instrumental music was a bad choice. Too late. He was
out.
--A few years back, 9 to be exact, Jack went through some pretty difficult stuff. Nothing that any
other normal person hasn’t had to experience at some point in their life. But, just because
everyone has to deal with something, doesn’t take away the weight of it all.
Jack spent the entirety of his twenties chasing ideas. He’d have some success with one venture
and use that to jump start his next one. He had been pretty successful too. Not crazy
successful, but enough that money wasn’t really something he worried about.
He wasn’t the best business man, but what he had been able to do was be one of the first to
do something. He didn’t necessarily have original ideas, but he could tell when an idea was
going to work.
He had pretty much done it all. He owned an Italian restaurant, Sapori Veri. It wasn’t a start
up. He just took it over as the owner was retiring, made some changes, and had been able to
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keep it open and marginally profitable. It wasn’t his success. He’d been leaning on the success
of the ones who had started it.
From there he got his real estate license. Of course he wanted to make money selling
property, but he also wanted to save himself money on property he wanted to buy for himself.
He didn’t anticipate using that license to get into flipping properties, but he didn’t anticipate
the market tanking either.
The restaurant and flipping houses got him through the recession, eventually getting him into
a pretty comfortable lifestyle. That’s when he met Felix. They were friends at first, but
eventually they discovered they had a lot of similar business interests. And against advice,
decided to get into business together.
They worked pretty well together for the most part. As long as Jack was willing to let Felix win
most of the battles. It never really bothered Jack as long as it made sense. They usually agreed.
Not always, but usually. When they didn’t, Felix could usually argue well enough to get Jack on
board.
Over the course of their partnership, Jack noticed something. Not only were his ideas not
being heard, but he was providing most of the resources for their ventures. After trying several
of Felix’s ideas and failing, Jack was getting concerned.
But, instead of discussing his concerns with Felix, he decided he was just going to be more
commanding and demanding. After all, not only were they equals, it was his money. If anyone
had the right to put his foot down, it was Jack-not Felix.
So he did. Unfortunately, Jack’s big idea was the grape fiasco. And as bad as that was, that’s not
the worst of it.
--Jack was close to his parents. Not in a weird way, but they were a tight knit family. He trusted
them. Not explicitly, but mostly.
Jack’s parents were solidly grounded people. His Dad, Ron Jenkins, was a professor at
Northwest State College. Prof Jenk, they called him. It was about a 45 minute drive from
Jonesdale, but Ron and Linda loved it in Jonesdale, so they decided to stay. Linda was what you
might think. She was a homemaker who liked to volunteer around town. She’d even drive to
Marksville once a week to volunteer at the thrift store. Ron and Linda were well liked by most
people.
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Except for Felix. Felix didn’t like Ron. When Jack probed into why, Felix never had a good
answer. But, Felix always talked down about Ron, belittling his points of view about politics,
religion, and life in general, their only basis on the mindless repetition of his parents and their
parents’ points of view. Felix really believed that he was right about everything. And, if anyone
took the time to think about something, really think about it, they’d end up on his side of the
argument.
As gracious as he was towards Felix, Ron wasn’t nearly as polite about him to Jack. He was
often concerned about the influence Felix had over his son, and wanted to make sure that Jack
wasn’t just being used and manipulated. He was never impolite about it, but was also direct.
Jack never worried about it. He knew how his parents thought, but he also knew Felix better
than his parents did. He’d reassure them that he was a good guy and he wouldn’t let himself
be taken advantage of.
That seemed to work until Ron died. It happened fast and caught everyone off guard, including
Jack. He went into the hospital for a routine procedure, got a staph infection while he was
there, and died just a few days later. Jack never got to say goodbye to his dad. He was there,
but Ron was unconscious. And, well, he just died. In the middle of October.
--As you’d guess, that following Christmas was hard for Jack and Linda. But they made it
through. It affected Paxton more than anyone else. He was 5 years younger than Jack and
really looked up to his old man. Probably too much.
After Ron’s death, Jack did everything he could to step in and help Paxton deal with the loss of
his hero. But nothing seemed to help. They were shoes Jack would never be able to fill. But
that didn’t keep him from trying.
That’s where things got messy.
--The grapes idea actually originated with Paxton. He & Jack were playing video games late one
January evening. That was about the only way the two would connect. While they were
mindlessly screwing around in the game, Paxton just blurted out the idea.
At first, Jack thought it sounded crazy. But, the more Paxton talked, the less crazy it sounded.
Paxton had clearly thought it through, done some research and, to be honest, Jack was
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impressed. Not only that, but he thought it was a great opportunity to build a deeper
relationship with his brother, and maybe be able to help him with all the pain he was feeling.
So, Jack took the idea to Felix. Of course Felix resisted. It wasn’t his idea. He’d only ever been
passionate about things he’d come up with. Or ideas he’d stolen from other people, reshaped
into his own, and taken the credit for.
It became a battle, but Jack wasn’t about to back down. Not only was he going to push this idea
through, but he was going to make Felix contribute this time. They were supposed to be
partners after all, and Jack had always invested his money into Felix’s ideas. Now it was time
for Felix to invest his money into Jack’s.
While it’s entirely possible that Jack got swept up in needing to beat Felix for once because of
the death of his father and his view about Felix, and that his desperate desire to connect with
Paxton may have deeply clouded his judgement, he had been able to rationalize all of Felix’s
concerns.
Eventually, they agreed to try it. Both invested equal amounts. Both put in equal effort. It was
great.
Until it wasn’t.
Not only did the failure devastate his relationship with Felix, Jack wasn’t any closer to his
brother. And his dad was still gone.
--Jack was awakened from his desired, but unplanned nap by a knocking at the door. It was dark
outside. His CD has long since stopped playing.

What time is it?
5:23. Jack had been asleep for over two hours. He gets up, looks out the window before he
answered the door, surprised by who he saw.
It was Alissa, standing on his porch. It was still snowing. Couple of inches at least, But, what is
she doing here? She’s never been to my house, ever. Why is she here? Why today? And what is
she carrying? Alissa was holding a big cardboard box covered in a towel.
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