Chapter 7
Jack woke up with a fresh perspective on everything. He didn’t necessarily feel like a new man,
but the frustration of yesterday was gone. Better yet, he had a plan. Or at least an idea to try
to get him moving towards a plan.
Having started and operated several successful business, he went to his favorite tool, a good
old fashioned whiteboard. He had one in his home office, but it hadn’t been used in a while. In
fact, Jack hadn’t really done anything new in quite some time. He looked at the idea he had
there already. Not only was it an old idea, it was no longer relevant. The world really has
changed fast. He tried to erase the whiteboard, but he had to get some cleaner to get the old
marker off.
At the top of the board he wrote in black: “The Perfect Gift.” Beneath that, he divided the
board into four columns. Column 1 - Alissa. Column 2 - Paxton. Column 3 - Felix and Column 4
- Julianne.
His first inclination was to write what he had gotten each of them in the past. The problem
was, as he did so, he remembered why he was in his current situation. He didn’t just want to
get them something they wanted, but something they really needed. And none of them really
needed anything. They lived comfortable lives. None of them were rich, but they certainly
weren’t poor. Julianne had the most money, but also blew the most money on her adventures.
They didn’t go without the things they wanted. When it came to having the ‘stuff’ that a person
wants, they all had it all.
Jack erased what he had done in the past. “That’s not going to cut it this year.” He often talked
out loud to himself when he was alone with a whiteboard. He enjoyed the relationship he had
with it. It just accepted his ideas without critique.
“So, Alissa needs love... If she were to find true love, she’d be able to settle down. She’d be
able to stop pretending to be someone she’s not and just be herself. That is, if she hadn’t
pretended to be someone she wasn’t in order to get the guy she ended up settling down with.”
Jack wrote some words on the whiteboard. True Love. Identity.
“Hmm. So if we’re going to help her find true love we have to know what true love is in the first
place. What is true love? Is there really just one person in the whole universe for Alissa? Is that
the only person she can live ‘happily ever after with?’” Jack airquoted himself.
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“What makes love true? Is it just that it’s not fake- that it’s honest? If that’s the case, Alissa’s in
trouble, because she hasn’t been anything but fake for a long time. And is this love any
different from any other kind of love? Is it different than a parent’s love for their child? Of
course, that’s not the same as romantic love, but I’ve heard a lot of parents describe their love
for their children as true love.” Jack honestly didn’t know the answer to his questions.
Jack’s mind wandered off for a moment. He pondered his own love life and his own state of
singleness. Would he ever find true love? Had he himself ever experienced true love? Well,
there was… Jack forced himself to stop that train of thought. That was something he didn’t
allow himself to waste time thinking about.
Jack wrote a question on the board in Alissa’s column: “What makes love true?”
He moved on.
“Alright Axe, your turn. What do you need?” Jack didn’t know. He didn’t really know where to
begin. Since he felt like he was on a roll, he moved on to Felix.
“What do you need most in life Felix?” The list came into Jack’s mind faster than he could
speak, let alone write. “Okay, well, if I boil it down to a few things...He needs a little lower
opinion of himself.” Instantly Jack had an idea that made him laugh. But, the idea of walking
around with Felix and pointing out all of his flaws and all of his shortcomings, as fun and
vengeful as it may be wasn’t quite the gift idea that would build a bridge back to Felix.
“He needs an open mind...He needs….” It felt like Jack hit himself in the chest with the overt
truth that popped into his head. He wrote it on the board: forgiveness. “Not only does he need
to forgive me, he’s got a long list of people he needs to forgive. But how am I going to not only
get him to forgive me but forgive the others too? Not now. No critiquing during brainstorming,
Jack.” So, he left the word up there.
“He must be lonely.” Jack wrote it on the board. He had been one of Felix’s only friends. He
wasn’t married, and as far as Jack knew, hadn’t had a girlfriend in years. “You can only play so
many video games.” Felix had plenty of hobbies, and plenty of ways to waste his time. But, he
did it all alone.
That’s when it hit him. “Alissa!”
“Alissa needs love- true love. Felix is lonely. It’s perfect. I think. But, I’ve never really done
anything like that before.” Jack pondered the thought for a while. Drew a double arrowed
curved line between Alissa, over Paxton to Felix. “They’d both be helping each other out, giving
each other what the other really needs.”
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That act of drawing the line made Jack wonder if there was a connection between Julianne and
Paxton. For now, he drew a dotted curved line to connect the two of them together, just to
remind himself to think about it later. But for now, that was all the time he had to brainstorm
about this situation. It was time to get ready for church.
--Jack went to church every Sunday. He always had. His parents, grandparents and as far back as
he knew, had all gone to church. Every Sunday. Paxton was a different story. He hadn’t been
since their dad died. But Jack was always there. Aside from the service, it was a great way to
connect with a lot of people in town. Most people showed up early and stayed afterward until
they were done chatting.
Jack, being one of the ushers and greeters, always showed up about a half an hour before the
service started. He always parked in the same spot. The third row away from the main
entrance, right next to the lamp post. The spot didn’t have his name on it, but it was well
marked with the oil stains from the Scout.
When he pulled into the parking lot today, there was already a pickup truck in his spot. He
recognized the truck too. He had just seen it yesterday. It was Wyatt’s old pickup. Not as
concerned about the spot as he was about getting stuck in another conversation with the old
timer, he thought carefully about where to park. The opposite end of the parking lot.
As he walked towards the main entrance, the door opened. It was Wyatt. Of course. Why
wouldn’t you be here opening the door for me, doing my job, taking my parking spot?
“Mornin’ Jack, good to see ya.”
“Good morning Wyatt.” Jack said with about as much enthusiasm as he used to greet Mrs.
Ayers.
“Got about 4 inches eh?”
“I think it was closer to 5.” Jack retorted.
“Well, let’s call it 4 ana fourth.”
Jack wasn’t amused. And he knew that Wyatt was wrong. He also knew where a ruler was in the
Sunday school office. So, when he went in to hang up his coat and check his mail slot, he

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 44

grabbed the ruler. Confident in his ability to estimate snowfall having lived in Jonesdale his
whole life, he went out and took Wyatt with him. “Let’s check, shall we?”
He plunged the ruler into the snow on the sidewalk that hadn’t yet been shoveled. “4 ana
fourth, right on the nose.”
Jack’s mind filled with a plethora of unkind words and phrases, none of which you’re supposed
to say at church. “It looked like there was more at home, but I’m up just a little higher than the
church too.”
“Maybe. But, you coulda just been wrong.”

Man, this guy just likes pushing my buttons. “Maybe.”
Jack went to grab the snow shovel from the umbrella closet to finish shoveling the sidewalks,
feeling bad for the things he had just said about Wyatt in his mind. And the morning started
off so well too. Why do I let this guy get under my skin? But the shovel wasn’t in there.
Doris, the sunday school secretary was sitting at her desk just inside the office. “Mornin’ Doris.
Do you know where the snow shovel went?”
“Oh yeah Jacky. Wyatt grabbed it a little while ago. He’s just out…”
“Front, I saw him when I came in. Thanks Doris.” Jack didn’t usually cut people off
mid-sentence, but he just couldn’t help himself. What is wrong with me? I need to get myself
back together.
He determined, as he was walking back outside, that he was going to try to give Wyatt the
benefit of the doubt and treat him like he treated everyone else...kindly.
Jack walked back out through the old wooden double doors to see Wyatt shoveling the snow
on the sidewalk they had just measured. “Here Wyatt, let me take over for you. We don’t need
you getting carted out of here in an ambulance.”
“Nah, I’m alright. ‘Sides, s’good exercise, keeps the ticker tuned up.”
“Okay, but I could probably get it done a little quicker than you and people will be showing up
any time now.”
“I got it.”
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“How about if you do half and I do half?”
Jack stood there watching Wyatt do his job. He didn’t much care for it, and he was slow. Way
slower than Jack, and he was throwing the snow onto the landscaping. He’ll be hearing from
Doris about that.
“Speak of the Devil!” Doris came out to see if Jack found the shovel. Jack was so perturbed, he
didn’t realize he hadn’t actually said anything verbally about Doris.
“Wyatt, you make sure not to crush my hydrangeas.”
“Yes’m.” And just like that Wyatt started throwing the snow the other way.

Oh, so he’ll change on a dime for Doris, but when he’s doing my job I can’t get him to budge!
“Alright Wyatt, that’s about half. I got it from here.” With that Jack as forcefully polite as he
could be patted Wyatt on the shoulder and grabbed the shovel from his hands.
“Hmm.” Not an angry hmm, not even a questioning hmm. Just a low, gurgly hmm. The kind
people make when they discover something about someone.
As Jack was feverishly shoveling along, trying to make up for lost time, Wyatt just stood there
observing. Every few minutes Jack would look up only to see him standing and watching him
work. Why doesn’t he just go inside where it’s warm and leave me to shovel in peace?
That’s exactly what Wyatt did. That was weird. Jack shoveled the last few feet of sidewalk, “Just
in time.” Mrs. Ayers was getting out of her car. If Jack hadn’t finished before she got there, he
wouldn’t hear the end of it for weeks.
Jack rushed the shovel back inside, grabbed his stack of bulletins, and ran back to the front
door to open it for Mrs. Ayers. Just in time.
--Grace Church of Jonesdale had been around since shortly after the town began. It started as
Grace Mission when the town was full of loggers and mill workers. Once it got more
established in the town they changed the name from Grace Mission to Grace Church. It was
quite a controversy.
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Rev. Tom Josephs had been the pastor for 27 years. Long enough that he was the only pastor
Jack ever knew. Long enough for Jack to have heard the same sermon illustrations more than a
few times.
Everyone thought highly of Rev. Josephs. He wasn’t a flashy man. He was humble, but not
afraid to crack a joke or make fun of himself. He always wore a suit, except at the church
picnic, where he wore blue jeans with a shirt and tie.
There were other churches in town, but not many. Grace Church was far and away the most
popular church. They never did anything flashy, but they were consistent. They’d been doing
the same thing for 57 years and didn’t see any need to change it.
After Jack had finished handing out the bulletins, he’d go around the building to make sure
none of the doors had been left open to let cold air in. He’d come back into the lobby to start
getting the offering plates ready, when often-times the Robertsons walked in. They were
almost always late.
Barb wasn’t very punctual and Bernie hadn’t been able to hold a job for more than a few
months-probably because he was always late.
Jack handed them a bulletin as Barb walked by to drop the kids off in their classroom.
“Hey Bernie, how’s that new job working out for ya?”
“Oh yeah, it’s great, it’s great. They’ve already been talking about giving me a promotion and
giving me more hours.”
“Well, that sounds good. Do you like it?”
“Better than the canning place in Marksville. It’s not my dream job, but it’ll do for now.”
Barb came back from dropping off the kids, motioned for Bernie to join her, and they went
into the sanctuary.

Alright, 10 after, time to get the attendance. Jack went to each classroom and picked up the
attendance sheets the teachers had slid under their doors, then dropped them into Doris’s box
in the office. He didn’t open them or do the count. He did that once and was quickly informed
that he had greatly infringed on Doris’s territory.
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Jack heard the choir singing. That meant it was almost time to take the offering. After the choir
sang, Rev. Josephs would get up, call the ushers forward and have them stand there while he
prayed. Long, repetitious prayers.
As Jack and the other ushers finished up their business, Jack would collect the money from
them all, put it in the safe in the office, and head back out to the lobby.
Jack didn’t make it in for many of the services. Part of the reason he was an usher, was that he
preferred having an excuse to not be in the sanctuary. He’d rather not hear the sermon than
feel guilty when he inevitably came up short later that week. He hadn’t heard a sermon in
years.
Just as Jack sat on the second from the bottom step on the stairs leading up to the old bell
tower, Wyatt came walking around the corner from the bathroom. “Can’t make it as long as I
used to. These sermons aren’t gettin’ any shorter either. Don’t help none.”
It turns out Jack and Wyatt had something in common after all. “Rev always does a good job,”
Wyatt continued “I just find I listen better if I’m not sittin’ there thinkin’ about when’s a good
time to get up.”
Maybe they didn’t. “Yeah, I think Rev. Josephs does a pretty good job. At least he speaks in
English all the time.”
“Actiones secundum fidei.”
Jack laughed, “What was that?”
“Just something I learned from Father Murphy years ago.”

Years ago? How could he have possibly known Father Murphy for years? Father Murphy’s been
in Jonesdale for decades and Wyatt’s new to this town.
“Oh yeah? Any idea what it means?”
“Yessir. Action follows belief.”
“So, you’re not a fake it ‘til you make it kinda guy?”
“I’m sure I did my fair share of fakin’ it, but just seems to work out better the other way. List’n,
I’m havin’ a few folks from church over after church. You oughta come.”
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How am I going to get out of this? That’s about the last thing I’d want to do on a Sunday. I’d
even rather sit through Rev. Josephs evening Bible Study. What are they going through right
now? Jack grabbed the vertically folded bulletin from his back pocket. Lamentations? Are you
kidding me? Jack couldn’t think of any excuse. He started to talk without any idea where he was
going…
“Well, that’s a really nice offer Wyatt, but I’ve...just...uh....got…”
“Great! We’ll see you for lunch. You can just follow my truck after church.”
Jack didn’t like following anybody. He had always gone his own way. Jack would always take the
lead. People follow me places. I don’t follow them places.
And Wyatt just ducked back into the service. He didn’t give Jack time to come up with an
excuse.
Jack sat there thinking about Wyatt- trying to think about his previously good morning and the
momentum he’d had earlier-trying to give his mind time to think about what he had thought
about that morning. But Wyatt ruined all that.

Crazy old man. What is his deal?
--The piano started playing and Jack could hear people starting to walk towards the exit. He
hopped up to open the doors, smiled at everyone as they left and waited for Wyatt to...Just.
Stop. Talking.
Jack went to the Scout to wait. He started it up to get it warmed up, and turned it around so he
could easily see Wyatt’s truck and waited...and waited.

This is kind of rude. Not just to me, but to whomever else he invited. Are they just sitting at his
house waiting for him to get home? Does he have any food ready?
Wyatt walks out, tries to start up the old pick up, gets out and pops the hood, sprays some
starter fluid in. Gets back in, starts it up. Gets back out to shut the hood. Doesn’t slam it.
Doesn’t get it closed, opens it. Closes it. Opens it. Closes it and gets back in the truck.
“Good night old man!”
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Wyatt rolls down his window, motions at Jack to follow him and slowly pulls out of Jack’s spot.
Jack pulled through his spot, just so he could have the feeling of leaving church from his usual
parking spot.
They get out on the road, Jack following Wyatt, who apparently doesn’t know where third gear
is. Jack gets busy flipping through radio stations, trying to find something that will occupy his
attention enough to keep him from ramming his forehead into the steering column.

WHAM!
Jack had just rear ended Wyatt. Oh crap. I hope that didn’t mess up my chrome. Jack wasn’t
concerned about Wyatt’s truck at all. Apparently, neither was Wyatt who just pulled away from
the stop sign as if nothing had happened. He didn’t even look into the rearview mirror.
As if Jack wasn’t already stressed enough, now he had to deal with the angst of ramming the
old man all the way to his house.
Jack followed Wyatt out of town. Way out of town, down highway 17 which Jack never really
drove down. He liked to explore, but for some reason never really explored out this direction.
They drove for about 25 minutes until they got off the highway on County Rd. 7. They drove on
that road the rest of the way. It winded and twisted and turned. It was full of potholes, so you
had to weave and wind your way, which was a challenge since the snow made the road look
smoother than it was.
The road flattened out and they drove through a pretty big mud hole, eventually coming upon
a little farm house. It was a cute little place. Nothing fancy, but well cared for. There were four
or five porch swings around the yard. And…

No other cars. Where are the other cars? Why isn’t anyone else here?
They pulled into the driveway, Jack sat in the Scout for a few minutes hoping someone else
would show up. But, they didn’t. He thought about making a run for it, but it was so far that by
the time he got back to town it would be too late for lunch. So he got out. Forcing his legs to lift
his feet each step of the way. Forcing his body to keep moving towards the door even though
his mind was telling him the opposite.
Just as he was about to knock, Wyatt opened the door. Didn’t say hi, didn’t say come in just
opened the door. Jack looked inside, and decided to go for it. He stepped over the threshold.
One foot at a time.
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Strangely, he didn’t feel nearly as anxious as he had on the way here. Hmm. That’s kind of
weird. The more Jack walked into the room, the more at ease he felt. There was just something
about this place that calmed Jack down. Maybe it was the smell. It didn’t just smell nice and
clean, it smelled good- like some kind of roast.
“Detty had a knack for decoratin’. Ain’t changed a thing since she left.”
“Yeah, this is a really nice place Wyatt. Didn’t you say some others were going to be joining us?”
“Yup, the Robertsons were supposed to be coming over. But they said something came up.
Been tryin’ to get them back out here ever since I helped Bernie fix his van. Speakin’ of, thanks
for that little love tap on the way out!” Wyatt smiled and winked.
If Jack had known it was the Robertsons, he never would have agreed. They were notorious for
backing out at the last minute.
“Sorry about that. I was trying to find something to listen to. So, it’s just us then?”
“That alright Jack?”
Jack didn’t know why and couldn’t believe himself as he said the words, but for some reason it
was. “Sure. Just us.” Besides, the scent of the roast was enough to make Jack’s mouth start to
water. It smelled just like his house had smelled on so many Sunday mornings growing up.
Wyatt pulled the roasting pan out of the oven, set it on the counter and pulled the lid off. The
plates and servingware were already on the counter. “Dish up.”
Jack didn’t hesitate. The meat pulled apart perfectly. The potatoes and carrots were soft but
not so soft they were mush. He grabbed a couple of rolls, and sat down at the table.
Wyatt did the same, said a quick prayer and they both began to eat.
--They didn’t say much for several minutes. They each just ate with their heads down. Jack would
look up occasionally to see if Wyatt was looking up. When he saw Wyatt’s head was down, he’d
put his back down as quickly as he could.
Jack finishes his food before Wyatt, wanting to get seconds, but not sure if that would be
acceptable. He sits at the end of the table, looking around the room at the stuff hanging on the
walls. It was nicely decorated, but a little cluttered. There were no blank spaces on any of the
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walls. Much of what was hanging were pictures. Pictures of Wyatt and Detty. What must have
been their kids and grandkids. Lots of old black and white photos. Mixed in among them all
were sayings that had been cross-stitched. Right in the middle of all the family photos, this
phrase stood out to Jack: “The true measure of success is measured by what’s left when you
leave.”
Apparently Jack got lost in thought about that quote and the hundreds of pictures on the wall,
forgetting to keep an eye on Wyatt who was staring at Jack as he stared at the wall.
“We tried to live our lives by that quote.”
Startled, Jack snapped his head back from the wall as if he’d been caught looking at something
he hadn’t been given permission to see.
“I’ve never heard that one. Where did it come from?”
“Oh, not quite sure ‘bout that. I remember hearin’ it from my Pops who got it from his Pops.
They all said it a lot. I asked Detty to stitch it up for the wall so we could remember it.”
“Are all these pictures your family?”
“Yeah, 6 generations up on that wall. Not a single one of ‘em were perfect, but they all lived
purdy good lives.”
“Is that Detty?” Jack asked, pointing to a picture just below and to the right of the
cross-stitched quote.
“Yut, yut, yut. That’s us at our 49th wedding anniversary reception. Detty died about 6 weeks
before our 50th.”
“I’m sorry. Forty-nine’s pretty good though.”
“Yeah, it was good. I woulda loved to hit 50, and Detty knew it too. Purdy sure she died before
just to bug me.”
“Why would you think she would do something like that?”
“Well, she didn’t want me to forget her. She didn’t want me braggin’ about how we made it to
50 if she wasn’t around, ‘cuz it took both of us to make it that far. ‘What’s so special about 50
anyway?’ She’d always say, ‘seven times seven is 49, that’s a much better number’ I didn’t
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argue. I think it was her way of helping me remember her after she was gone. She knew it’d
bug the tar outta me, and she loved doin’ that.”
“Hmm. She sounds like she would have been fun to know.”
“You don’t know the half of it. Ain’t no matter how much I talk ‘bout her, still ain’t enough to
getcha a real accurate picture of her.”
Wyatt raised his coffee mug up towards the picture and said: “You left a whole lot Detty, a
whole lot.” He winked and took a drink of his coffee. Jack wasn’t sure if it was a toast or if he
was supposed to participate, so he grabbed his glass of water and took a sip just in case.
“How’s that Christmas project going you been workin’ on?”
“You mean since we talked yesterday?”
“Yeah. You made any progress?”
“Funny you should ask, because I was actually on a roll this morning before church.”
“Yeah? What’d you come up with?”
“Well, not a gift exactly, but at least a place to start. Maybe. I think.”
“Yur soundin’ real confident Jack. Can I ask you a question?”

If I said no, would that keep you from asking it? “Sure.”
“What’s gotcha so worked up about Christmas this year? Whya tryin’ so hard to find the perfect
gifts for yur friends?”
Jack hadn’t really thought about it. He always loved getting Christmas presents for his friends
and family. He had no qualms about spending a lot of money to get people something he
thought they really wanted. But, why was he so worked up about it this year in particular? Jack
had no idea. But, he wasn’t going to disclose that to Wyatt.
“Well, everyone has a lot of stuff, but that hasn’t really seemed to make us any happier. In fact,
it seems like the more stuff we get, the more we have to worry about. So, I didn’t want to get
anyone anything that was going to add more stress to their lives. A couple of years ago, I got
my mom one of those instant coffee makers. She would still brew a whole pot of coffee after
Dad died, then dump half of it down the sink. So, I thought she could really use one of these.
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But for some reason, it just stressed her out. It wasn’t that she couldn’t figure it out. But there
was something about it that made her life more stressful. So, I don’t want to do that to anyone
this year.”
“The more we have, the more we have to be worried about. Ain’t that the truth.” Wyatt
laughed.
Jack continued, “So, after last year, I just decided I wanted to try to do something more
meaningful this Christmas for people. The kind of thing that people would look back on and
think fondly about. Too many times, when someone gets you something, if it’s not something
you really wanted...you’d like to get rid of it, but you feel guilty about doing that, so you keep it
even though the only time you use it is when they’re around. I don’t want those kinds of gifts,
so I don’t want to give anyone else those kinds of gifts.”
“Well said, Jack.” Jack didn’t think anything he had just said was that well said. He was just
trying to come up with an answer to a question he didn’t really have an answer to.
“So, you want people to remember this Christmas fondly then, huh? You want this Christmas
to be different than any other?”
“Well, yeah, I guess so.”
“Can I ask you another question Jack?”
“Sure.”
“What is love?”

Oh brother. Really Wyatt? Come on old man. Can’t we just finish up this conversation so I can
begin the journey back into civilization? Do we really have to talk about love?!
Jack paused for a moment. “Well, I guess it’s probably different for everyone. At least it seems
that way. I mean, does anyone really know what love is? I mean...well...um...it just seems
personal, kind of abstract to everyone but you. You know it when you feel it kind of a thing.”
“Ah. So it’s about how it makes you feel then?”
“Well, certainly a lot of it has to do with how it makes you feel doesn’t it? I mean, if there’s no
attraction there, if you don’t feel anything for the person, where’s it going to go from there?”
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“That certainly does seem to be how most people think about love these days. But, love was
something different to us.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, we didn’t base everything on feelings. Oh sure, we had feelings. But it wasn’t just
feelings.”
“So if it wasn’t just feelings, what was it?”
“You probably don’t know this Jack, but Detty and I had an arranged marriage.”
“Really?”
“Yut, yut.”
“And you were married for 49 years? How did that work out?”
“Like I said, love was different for us. We had feelings, but it wasn’t all about feelings. You see,
love isn’t love until you give it away.”
“What do you mean by that Mo---?” Jack slipped and almost called Wyatt Moses to his face.
“Mo?”
“Mmmmm motto. You seem to have a lot of mottos.”
“Oh…” Wyatt paused. “Did your momma love when you was a little kid?”
“Of course. Don’t all moms love their kids?”
“Probably most. How did you know she loved you?”
“I don’t know, I just knew. I felt it. She gave lots of hugs and kisses. ”
“Did you love her?”
“Of course.”
“Well, how did she know you loved her?”
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Jack had never really thought much about it. “I guess it was because I hugged her back and
told her back.”
“So, the way you knew your momma loved you was because of what she gave you. And the
way she knew you loved her was because of what you gave her.”
“Yeah, okay. I guess you could put it like that.”
“Yut, cuz love isn’t love until you give it away. If your momma never hugged you, kissed you,
told you she loved you, fed you, tucked you in bed at night and all those things she did for you,
would you have known she loved you?”
“I think so. But, I guess all that stuff she did definitely made it clear that she did.”
“‘Course it did.”
“Can I ask you another question?” Wyatt actually waited for a response each time. He didn’t
just ask if he could ask, he waited for Jack to answer.
“Would it stop you if I said no?” Jack smiled, Wyatt laughed.
“Oh yah. Don’t want to push too far.”
“Sure. Go ahead.”
“Are you like your momma? Do you do anything like she did, talk like she talked, act like she
acted?”
“Absolutely. Some of the best things about me are because of her. Dad too, but a lot because
of her.”
“Really? Like what?”
“Well, Christmas is probably a good example. She always loved it. Loved giving presents,
working hard to find the right, most meaningful gift. Oh, and mom was always able to put
herself in someone else’s shoes, really feel what they were going through. I think I probably
got that from her too.”
“I wouldn’t be surprised. Do you know why that is?”
“I bet you’re going to tell me.”
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“Why else would I ask the question?” They both laughed.
“Well, Jack, it’s because we become like what we love. When you really love something, you
start becoming it. You loved your momma and she loved you. So, there’s part of her in who
you are and there’s part of you in who she is. We become like what we love.”
“Yeah, I guess that’s true. But what if I love ice cream? Do I become like ice cream?”
“Of course. Can’t you tell? We become like anything we love, but that’s not always a good
thing.”
Wyatt got up from the table and went back into the kitchen to get seconds. “Help yourself
Jack.”
Jack all but jumped out of his seat. He could eat another plateful if he wanted, but chose to
restrain himself to the size of portion that Wyatt took.
Wyatt continued on as he made his way back to the table. “Most people focus on love- worship
it even. That’s part of the problem with people these days. They’re worshipping something
they don’t even understand. Love isn’t a destination, it’s a decision. You don’t arrive at love.
Love is in the journey.”
To Jack, this awkward old man was starting to make more and more sense. So much so that he
found himself willing to converse with him in a previously undesirable way.
“Okay, let’s say, for the sake of argument that you’re right. People don’t understand love. How
can you be so sure they don’t understand it and that you do? Could it be possible that you’re
wrong.”
“Oh, I’ve been wrong many times. But, I’m not wrong about this.”
“Could you please explain?”
“Easily, Jack. Love is about sacrifice. True love sacrifices itself for the betterment of others.
That’s how I know people these days don’t understand love. They’re in it for themselves. They
only love to get love in return. But that’s not love, That’s selfish. Which I suppose tells us who
people love the most, eh?”
“Themselves?”
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“You’re smarter than I look Jack.”
They each smiled. Jack was afraid to laugh as he didn’t want to hurt the old man’s feelings.
“People keep looking for the person that’s going to make them happy. That’s backwards. You
ain’t never gonna find love that way.”
“Because it’s all about yourself?”
“Yut, yut. Can’t be love if it’s all about you. True love is about sacrifice. Not trying to take from
someone so you feel better about you, but giving yourself to make the other person better.”
“We become like what we love.”
“Precisely.” With that, Wyatt got up from the table, picked up his and Jack’s dishes, took them
to the sink and started washing them by hand.
As Wyatt washed, Jack drifted off in thought, Maybe this guy isn’t as crazy as I thought he was.
Maybe there’s something to all this talk about love…
“Welp, I hate to be rude, but if I don’t kick ya out, yur gonna be sittin’ here watchin’ me sleep in
my chair. Thanks for comin’ over Jack.”
Caught a little off guard, Jack got up from the table and grabbed his coat. “Thanks for the meal
and the advice. Guess I’d better hit the road if I want to be home before dark.” They both got a
good laugh.
Wyatt sat down in his chair, popped it back and Jack let himself out.
--When Jack got into the Scout, he found a napkin from the glove box and a pen from the viser.
He wanted to capture a few of the thoughts about love for Alissa before he forgot them.
Trying to write carefully to keep from tearing the napkin, he wrote down:
“The true measure of success is measured by what’s left when you leave.”
“Love isn’t love until you give it away.”
“We become like what we love.”
“Love is a decision, not a destination.”
“True love sacrifices itself for the betterment of others.”
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He was sure there was more, but that was all he could remember for the moment. He started
up the Scout, and started the long, bumpy ride back into town. Thinking all along the way
about love and about how he could really help Alissa find what she was looking for. Man this is
a long way out here. Why would anyone want to live so far out of town?
With that, quicker than it seemed like it should have been, Jack found himself pulling back into
town, just a few minutes away from his house. He was eager to get to work, coming up with an
idea to get Alissa what she wanted most in life - love.
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