


 

Chapter 6 
 
Alissa was a chameleon- so desperate to find love that she was constantly changing who she 
was with the hope of getting the attention of a boy. You know about the Les Miserables phase 
and the Lord of the Rings phase. But there were more. And this wasn’t just doing a few little 
things to try be somewhat like the boy she wanted. She went all in. She was diligent in learning 
the language and trivia of it all.  
 
There was the football phase. No, not just wearing a jersey or putting a bumper sticker on her 
3 ring binder. She joined the team. And not just as a kicker, but as a wide receiver. All to get 
the attention of Craig, who never even noticed.  
 
The Les Miserables phase was to get Fredrick. She joined the theater club, learned the songs, 
sang in the chorus. Fredrick noticed her, and they even went out on a date. But, once he 
started quizzing her about other musicals, he discovered she was a fraud.  
 
As she grew up, she got more sophisticated in her methods. Sophisticated may not be the right 
word. Stalkerish is probably more accurate. She fell in love with a barista at a coffee shop in 
Marksville. So what did she do? She didn’t move to Marksville. She’d seen him get into an Uber 
once, so she went and bought a new car so she could become an Uber driver in the hopes that 
she could hang out close enough to the coffee shop he worked at and be able to drive him 
home from his shift. She did get to drive him once. No one really knows what happened, 
except that he stopped working there after that and that she stopped driving to Marksville 
every day. But there is a silver lining. Jonesdale has an Uber driver now.  
 
Since losing her father in the 5th grade, she’s been stuck. She was closer to her dad than to her 
mom. She has a good relationship with Katherine, but she doesn’t really take her mom’s advice 
when it comes to boys.  
 
---- 
 
Knock, knock, knock, knock.  
 
Since her first knocking woke Jack up, and she knocked again, along with the fact that she was 
at his house, Jack figured this must be important. He opened the door.  
 
“Hey Ally.” In as restrained surprise as Jack could muster in his half woken state.  
 
“Hey Jack, I kind of need to talk. Do you have some time?”  
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Jack was beginning to feel the effects of his nap, which were primarily a pounding headache 
and confusion about what part of the day it was.  
 
“Come on in. Make yourself comfortable. What’ve you got with you?”  
 
“Well, since it was dinner time, I figured I’d make some food for us.”  
 
She made food for us to have dinner...together? Uh oh. Not only is she at my house, but she 
took time to make a meal for us to share, which means she planned to be here at dinner time 
and took the time to make dinner. Oh crap. I’m the next guy.  
 
Jack tried to cover his internal state of panic with as a calm a response he could come up with 
in the moment. “Uhhhh, I was thawing some chicken to make my usual Tuesday evening 
chicken sandwich. But, I guess I can just have it tomorrow…” Except there was no chicken in 
the sink or on the counter. “Can you give me a minute to get the kitchen cleaned up a little?” 
 
Jack went into the kitchen. It was always clean. He lived by himself, and always cleaned up 
after dinner. It was easier than letting things pile up. He opened and closed some cabinet 
doors and drawers, ran the water in the sink, opened the fridge and shuffled some things 
around. He moved the chicken into a visible spot in case she looked in the fridge. “Alright, 
good enough.” 
 
He grabbed the towel and wiped his hands as though he had just washed the chicken juice off 
his fingers. “What’d you make us for dinner?”  
 
“Oh, just mom’s famous chicken and pickle casserole, some macaroni salad, rolls, and 
chocolate pie for dessert.”  
 
Dessert? How long was she planning on staying? But, I do love Katherine’s casserole.  It had a 
reputation of its own around town. You either loved it or hated it. Jack had always loved it. The 
first time he had it was at the annual church homecoming potluck the first fall after the Lewis’s 
moved to town. “Let me get some plates.”  
 
Pop!  Alissa popped the cork out of an open bottle of wine.  
 
“Oh?!” Jack was growing more concerned by the moment. “I don’t usually drink on Tuesdays, 
but I guess one glass will be fine.”  
 
Jack’s curiosity and inner narrator were getting the best of him.  Alissa Jenkins. It wasn’t any 
worse than Alissa Lewis. She wasn’t unattractive- just a little crazy. But who wasn’t? How many 
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kids is she going to want to have? This is not happening. I’m not going to let this happen. I 
need to know what this is about. I need to figure out what to get her for Christmas, but it’s not 
going to be me!  Jack needed to change the conversation he was having in his head with himself 
and his destiny. “How are the roads?” 
 
“Not too bad. Jimmy’s already been around the town once.”  
 
“This is a little out of the ordinary Alissa. Is everything okay?” 
 
“I’m not sure. I’m hoping you can help me figure it out. I was trying to figure it out on my own 
and I thought to myself, ‘I’m not so good at this. Who do I know that has stuff figured out?’ You 
were the first person to pop into my head.”  
 
“Well, I don’t know about that having things figured out thing, but I’m sure whatever it is, we 
can figure it out together.”  
 
“Well, there’s this guy...”  
 
“Shocker.” Jack didn’t mean to say that out loud, but he was still a little disoriented from the 
nap and the inexplicably large dinner that Alissa was putting on his dining room table.  What is 
up with this day? 
 
Alissa looked at him, paused for a few seconds. Her face started to sag as if maybe she would 
cry, but then she lightly laughed. “I know, big surprise. I guess that’s about all we ever talk 
about.”  
 
“Well, ever since you got hung up on Craig and Fredrick, it has been the dominant theme of 
our conversations.” That was as polite as he could put it. It was all she ever talked about. There 
was the romantic conversation leading up to the meeting. If by some act of fate she was able 
to get into a relationship with a guy,  (Who would get into a relationship with someone so 
clearly desperate?)  there was the perfect first phase followed by the disastrous second phase. 
The guy would go from being a Romeo she couldn’t live without to a manipulative Marilyn 
Manson.  
 
“Well, there is a guy I like. But he’s different from the kind of guy I usually go for.”  
 
Desperate? Crazy? Self-indulgent?  
 
“Yeah? How’s he different?”  
 
“Well, he’s kind of normal.”  
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So, she does know? Of course, to her normal is crazy and kind of desperate so how did she 
define normal?  
 
“Yeah? What does normal look like? Does he have a name?”  
 
“He does have a name. It’s Brandon.”  
 
“Sounds like a pretty normal name. That’s a good start.”  
 
“I know, right?”  
 
“Okay, so what makes Brandon normal? And what makes normal a bad thing?”  
 
“Well, that’s the thing. Brandon seems normal, seems like a good guy. But, it was on our 
second date, and as we were talking I had this thought, ‘what if he’s the one?’ And it kind of 
freaked me out. I just got up and left. Haven’t spoken with him since.”  
 
Jack paused for a moment.  Why would that freak her out? After all she’s done to try to get the 
attention of a guy, you’d think she’d be all too quick to jump at the opportunity. 
 
Alissa, being of the chameleon sort, has changed her identity countless times in the pursuit of 
a boy. Kind of like those actors who get so into the role they’re playing that they forget who 
they are- Alissa has not only played lots of different characters, but has become each and 
every one of them.  
 
Jack, with no comment, could only ask the simplest of questions: “Why?”  
 
“Well, that’s the thing, I don’t really know why. It was just such an overwhelming thought. I 
mean, him...the one...for the rest of my life...what do you do with that? Where do you go from 
there?”  
 
“Well, the rest of your life is a long time.” 
 
“Yeah, ain’t that the truth? It’s a long time. A LONG time. And what if he’s not the right guy? Or 
what if I’m not the right girl for him? That’s a scary thought…hmmm.” Alissa turned her head 
to the right, looking just past Jack’s left ear, staring at a blank wall. Jack could tell she was 
processing through some train of thought.  
 
Jack just kept working at the casserole. Wrestling with how to help Alissa, wondering if he 
should really say what he was thinking or if that would be too rude.  
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“So, you’re worried that you might not be the right one for Brandon?”  
 
“Well, yeah, I guess. He’s a good guy, and I’ve been with a lot of different guys. But it’s never 
worked out. After a while, you kind of start to think that you’re the problem.”  
 
Jack knew not to hesitate too long after a statement like that. So, he quickly blurted out: 
“You’re not the problem Ally. You’re a good person.”  
 
“But, if I’m a good person, why have all these guys given up on me, some of them even 
cheated on me?” 
 
“I don’t really know. I mean, the guys that cheated on you were idiots and you should be glad 
you didn’t end up with them.”  
 
“Oh, I know. But what about the good ones that just stopped loving me? What am I supposed 
to do with that? Or the ones that seemed good, but then said that I was the problem for one 
reason or another, how am I supposed to think about myself after that?”  
 
Jack didn’t know. He had no idea how to help Alissa. The questions she was asking were ones 
he doesn’t even let himself think about.  
 
After a pause, Ally continued, “Did you hear about Jimmy?”  
 
“You mean, other than that he’s plowing the roads tonight?”  
 
“Yeah. He’s got a new religion now.”  
 
Jack was a bit caught off guard, but, at the same time was thankful to have a reprieve from the 
intensity of Alissa’s questions about herself.  
 
“Oh yeah? What is it this time?”  
 
Jimmy has tried a lot of different religions. Buddhism, Hinduism, Sikhism, Judaism, New Age- 
you name it, he’s probably tried it.  
 
“He says it’s called Syntheism. Like Synthesiser. I kept calling it Sitheism, and he got mad at 
me, ‘It’s not Star Wars!’ he said.”  
 
“Okay. Did he tell you what it was?” 
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“Oh, something about a way to be a kind of family with other people who don’t quite believe 
the same thing, but agree on some things.” 
 
“Hmm.”  
 
“And something about that people created the idea of God instead of God creating people.”  
 
“Well, if there’s one thing we both know to be true, it’s that this one won’t last for too long 
either. Just until he finds another podcast with a different idea.”  
 
They both laughed. Not at the joke- more because they had both been needing something to 
break the tension.  
 
“I guess I’d better get home. Mom still doesn’t like me out too late, especially when it snows. 
You’d think, as old as I am, she’d start to trust me a little bit. She always says it’s ‘cause she 
loves me and couldn’t bear the thought of something happening to me. I think it’s cause I look 
like Daddy.”  
 
“I’m sure it’s just because she loves you- doesn’t want you to get hurt.”  
 
“I suppose.”  
 
Jack helped Alissa pack up the stuff she brought. Thankful that it was over, whatever it was. 
They continued talking about Jimmy and other news from around town.  
 
As Ally was walking towards the front door she said, “Heard you met Wyatt. Ain’t he great?”  
 
“You know Wyatt? Seems like everyone around here knows him but me.”  
 
“Yeah, Grandpa was tellin’ me that you two had met.” 
 
How could Mr. Davis know that we’d met? I just met him this morning.  Jack had forgotten 
about Wyatt for a while. But, now it’s like he was screaming for attention in Jack’s mind.  
 
“Have a good night Jack.”  
 
“You too.”  
 
--- 
 

(Copyright David Lindner 2018)   40 



 

Jack waved goodbye to Alissa through the window. As he was staring out the window, watching 
the snow falling in the the street light, he couldn’t help but remember something he’d never 
forgiven himself for.  
 
For the first few years that Alissa lived in Jonesdale, she and Jack were pretty close friends. 
Most would have called them either best friends or boyfriend and girlfriend. They weren’t that- 
just good friends. All the way through 6th & 7th grades and about half of the 8th. They had 
quite a bit in common, including a love of comic books. Most of the time they were arguing 
about who would defeat who in a head to head battle.  
 
That was when Alissa got her first major crush. For Jimmy, ironically enough. All their 
conversations as friends went from arguing over fictional battles to her not only talking about 
Jimmy, but trying to get Jack to invite Jimmy over so she could hang out with the two of them.  
 
It was about that time that Jack decided to try out for the 8th grade basketball team. He made 
the team, which required a lot of practice- practice that happened when the two of them 
would typically hang out. Since he had to get home for dinner and do his homework, he just 
didn’t have much time for Alissa.  
 
Over the course of the season, she quickly drifted into being boy crazy- specifically Jimmy 
crazy. Some of Jack’s new friends on the basketball team had adopted Alissa as their go-to girl 
to make fun of. Jack couldn't’ blame them. She was being pretty ridiculous.  
 
That’s when Jimmy was infatuated with everything that had happened with the Heaven’s Gate 
fiasco. And since Alissa was infatuated with Jimmy, she got into it too. A little too much. Buying 
UFO T-Shirts. Dressing up like an alien at Halloween, even though no one in the 8th grade 
dressed up for Halloween anymore except the cheerleaders.  
 
She was an easy target. Even though Jack’s participation never went beyond laughing at some 
of the jokes, that was the time when everything changed between he and Alissa. They always 
remained friends, but were never close in the same way.  
 
He had always wanted to help her, be there for her, tell her how everyone talked about her 
and how crazy she seemed. But he never had the opportunity.  How much pain could I have 
saved her from if I had just spoken up? If I had just said something, anything? 
 
Jack knew it was too late for any of that now. And it was too late in the evening to worry about 
it. He had a big day tomorrow, and needed to start winding down.  
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