Chapter 8
Walking back into his office, Jack was ready to get to work. He was running out of time, with
Christmas being just 29 days away. If he was going to do something significant that required
any kind of time, he had to get started ASAP. It was a little after three in the afternoon. It was
cold outside, but sunny. The sun had melted some of the snow on his roof, but as the sun
started to go down, it always formed an icicle right outside the window in his office.
He took the napkin and wrote at the bottom of Alissa’s column the quotes from Wyatt.
In his usual whiteboard etiquette, he began working on the problem out loud, to himself.
Slowly saying each quote as he wrote it on the whiteboard.
“Okay, so love...isn’t...love...until...you...give...it...away. Was that Alissa’s problem? Did she
never give herself away? Or did she give too much of herself away?”
Continuing to speak as he wrote as if he were teaching a class or something, Jack proceeded to
write on the board, “We...become...like...what...we...love. I would have to say that’s true for
Alissa. Maybe...no, definitely too much becoming like the boy she loved. But was that what
Wyatt meant by that? Was she becoming like what she loved or was she pretending to be
someone she wasn’t in the hopes that she might possibly get love?”
“Next up. L-o-v-e...is...a...decision, n-o-t...a...dest-i-na-tion. How has Alissa treated love? There
are plenty of ways she’s treated love like a destination- this thing that well, once she gets it,
everything else in her life will fall into place. Does she treat it like a decision? Does anyone?”
“Aaand…True...love...sac-ri-fi-ces...itself...for...the...better-ment...of...others. It kind of seems
like Alissa is happy to do this. But, is there a line? Do you ever go too far sacrificing yourself for
someone else? If you’re willing to change everything about who you are...but, she wasn’t
changing herself to help anyone get better, she never knew any of these guys.”
“Hmmm. Maybe that’s the key. Or at least the starting point. I can’t help her with the first one
right off the bat, or the second one. I may be able to help her see that love is more of a
decision than a destination, but maybe the best place to start is that last one.”
Jack wasn’t being totally honest with himself. He knew it in his mind, but he was far more
interested in having a plan he could put into action than dealing with the thoughts that were
trying to creep up from his subconscious. But there was no time for that right now. He was on
to something.
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“What if, Felix is the answer for Alissa? What if he’s what she needs and she’s what he needs
but neither of them know it yet? Yeah...after all, Wyatt had an arranged marriage and they
were happily married for 49 years. Why couldn’t I ‘arrange’ Felix with Alissa?”
“But...I can’t just walk up to her and tell her she should get together with Felix. She’d probably
slap me, or at least roll her eyes so far back into her head she’d be seeing yesterday. But...if I
don’t start off by telling her I’m trying to get her and Felix together, and just try to get her to
help Felix, maybe that will get the ball rolling. If she starts helping him get better, maybe she’ll
start to love him in the process...on the journey. Didn’t Wyatt say something like that? Yeah,
Yeah, I think he did!”
Jack was getting pretty excited, not only at the fact that he was starting to finally settle on a
plan but that he had been able to come up with one that fit well within what Wyatt had been
talking about. His excitement was so strong it was even able to all but silence that sneaking
suspicion that there might be a problem with his plan.
“Alright, alright. So, I need to get Alissa to help Felix. But, with what?” They knew each other
because of their connection with Jack, but not extremely well. They’d spent time together, but
Alissa had always been so into some boy that Felix found her kind of pathetic.
“He’s probably not likely to be open to receiving help from her, so it will have to be something
where she’s helping Felix without Felix realizing she’s helping him.”
Jack sat down in his desk chair. Working through the problem piece by piece. It was the kind of
thing he liked to solve. But, it was often a difficult journey.
“Alissa needs to help Felix get better…”
“Felix won’t want her help…”
“For Alissa to be able to help Felix, she’ll have to do it in a way that he doesn’t realize it…”
Jack had nothing. No ideas. No starting points. No seeds of an idea that could grow into
something useful. Jack had stopped his verbal processing and had reverted to mentally
wrestling with the problem.

It’s going to be hard to get someone to help Felix when he doesn’t like getting help from
anyone. How do you help someone who is helpless. Is that the right word? Was it right to call
Felix helpless because he wouldn’t receive help?
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It would help me kill two birds with one stone if it would work out this way, but what are the
chances this will work out? And it’s not just because of Alissa, but Felix can be pretty hard to
love.
In fact, Felix is more of the problem than Alissa. She’d help Felix or anyone in a heartbeat. But,
how do you help someone who doesn’t want any help? Not only that, how do you help
someone that doesn’t think they need help? It’s still more than that...how do you help
someone who thinks they’re better than anyone who could possibly have something to offer
them?
This wasn’t going to be as easy as Jack had thought a few minutes ago. Jack turned his
attention to Felix. He was the problem in this scenario. Part of Jack wondered: Is Felix a
problematic person on purpose? Is that a way of consuming more of people’s time and
attention. Even if people are frustrated with you, they’re still thinking about you.
“Alright, Felix. You need to forgive people. You need to forgive me. The list of people who you
need to forgive never gets any shorter. But it’s not just forgiveness. Everything is always about
you. Of course you can’t forgive people. They’re the ones who dared to do or say something
different than you.”
Jack didn’t realize the bad feeling he’d been harboring for Felix all these years. If narcissism is
a real thing, then you definitely are a narcissist. Everything is always about you. And when it’s
not, you get offended. The whole world has to bend to your ways, and if they dare to have
their own feelings or ideas, they were never your friend to begin with.
Jack never felt like he had anything to forgive Felix for. In fact, even now, Jack knew he was
right. This is who Felix is. This is how Felix thinks and acts. I’ve never known anyone as
self-absorbed in my life. Felix is in love with Felix. Maybe that’s the reason he never had a long
relationship. He couldn’t find anyone that loved himself as much as he did.
The more Jack thought about Felix, the more he realized the problem that Felix wrestled with
wasn’t forgiveness. It was selfishness. Self absorption. How do you help someone who is full of
themselves?
Jack was stuck. It was a frustration he always wrestled with when it came to Felix. Even when
they were close and before anything had gone wrong, Felix’s level of selfishness bothered Jack
on a deep level. At the same time, he had always been saddened by it. What must have gone
wrong in Felix’s life to lead him to that point? Jack really didn’t know. Felix never talked about
it, at least not with Jack. It’s so sad to see someone stuck in a problem that’s so obvious to you.
Is it obvious to Felix? Is he even aware of it? Would he even care if he was?
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Jack feared he knew the answers to most of these questions. That’s what made Felix such a
challenge. That’s probably also why Felix was pretty much alone in life.
Jack heard the sound coming from the TV he’d left on in the living room. It was halftime on
Sunday Night football. He checked his watch. It was already after 7. Jack had no idea that so
much time had passed. He looked out the window. It was dark. He noticed the light of the
street lamp through the icicle, interested by how the shape of icicle warped the look of the
light.
On most Sunday evenings, Jack liked to go over to his mom’s house for pizza. He’d usually pick
it up on the way from Finnagin’s. But, the time for that was long gone. Shoot, I hope mom
wasn’t waiting for me. He grabbed his phone from the end table next to his chair. 6 missed
calls from his mom. He checked his messages. The first two were to see if he was coming. The
last, told him she was going to go ahead and eat without him. Jack felt guilty about missing it,
but knew she wasn’t likely to be upset. She never was. He’d send her a text real quick to
apologize, then call later to make sure she was okay.
Jack sat down in his chair, mindlessly watching the game, not caring at all about what was
happening on the screen - lost in thought about Felix and Alissa...and his mom and his dad…
and Wyatt. His mind was bouncing around between it all.
Jack knew exactly what he needed. A walk. He grabbed his coat, put on his gloves, scarf and his
trapper hat. It was a cold night. Already well below freezing. The air was crisp, but clear and
clean. There was no wind. All was calm. Cold, but calm. Once he got around the corner from
his house, the light from the street lamps hidden by the houses, he could see so many stars.
Jack had always liked going on walks, especially at night. They helped give him perspective. It’s
hard to feel like a problem is too big when you contrast it with the vastness of the universe.
Even when it was cloudy and you couldn’t see the stars, the size of trees and the mountains
were more than enough to help Jack clear his mind.
Jack walked for what to his body felt like three hours, but to his mind felt like a few minutes.
He wanted to keep walking, but he also wanted to not be freezing cold. So, he decided to turn
around and head for home. He was about a 10 minute walk away.
As he turned around and headed back down the hill he had just walked up, a gentle breeze
came along and blew some of the dry, powdery snow off a nearby Douglas Fir tree and onto
his face. It stung a little as it hit his cheeks, but he liked the look of it on his dark grey coat. The
wind and the ping of the snow was just enough to get him to turn his head to the right so the
snow hit the back of his hat.
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It wasn’t a strong wind. It didn’t last long. It was here for a second and gone. It wasn’t a lot, but
it didn’t take much. It usually doesn’t.
As Jack came off the steepest part of the hill, the street leveling off, to the right was the
playground for the elementary school and all over the playground were tracks the kids made
that day playing in the snow. All over the place there was evidence that there had been life
there that day. Thousands of footprints, dozens of little snowmen. He stopped, rested his arms
on the chain link fence, kicked his right foot over his left ankle and stared into the snowy night.
Nearly as though he were standing right there, Wyatt’s words came rushing into Jack’s mind.
“The true measure of success is measured by what’s left when you leave.” Here, right before
his eyes, Jack began to get a picture of what Wyatt was talking about when he said they tried to
live their lives by that statement.
The footprints, scattered to and fro in the snow. Evidence. But, of what? Recess? No, it was a
Sunday. Just kids playing in the snow. Neighborhood kids, maybe some parents too. Not a
break from learning, just playing. Jack could see something he had never noticed before. He’d
seen the playground thousands of times- kids playing there in the snow hundreds of times.
But, there was something more to it than that. No one was there playing in the snow right
now. It was dark. But, in front of him was more than enough evidence for him to know exactly
what had happened that day.

What’s left when you leave is the evidence of how you lived when you were there. It seemed
painfully obvious to Jack, but he hadn’t thought about it up to now. And it isn’t one big thing,
it’s a thousand little steps.
A thousand little steps Jack wouldn’t have even seen had it not been for that gentle breeze
blowing at just the right time to get him to see it. That’s what had been missing from Jack’s
plan. He’d been trying to come up with a big plan, the big move, the one, life-altering thing he
could do for each of his friends, when, in the end, that one big move - whatever it was - wasn’t
going to matter at all.
Jack didn’t need a big plan, he didn’t need a massive strategy with all the dots connected. What
he needed were steps. Even if they were just baby steps to get his friends moving in the right
direction, that would be enough.
--Jack picked up his pace and headed back to his house, already working the plan, No, not plansteps, and coming up with a place to start.
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As he started up the steps to his front porch, he was already undoing the buttons on his coat,
scarf already hanging over his left forearm, right hand extended towards the handle of the
storm door. Everything was off the second he crossed the threshold, three seconds later - it
was draped over his dad’s old arm chair.
He headed straight into his office, grabbed the marker, and asked himself out loud: “What is
one step Alissa can take to help Felix?”
He stood, staring at the whiteboard, thinking back on the steps in the snow, waiting
expectantly for something, anything to come to his mind.

Come on Jack, you just need a starting point. How can you get Ally started on a path that will
cross paths with Felix in a natural, yet significant and forward moving manner?
When he said cross paths, it came to him. That’s it! The Davis’ Annual Inaugural Christmas
Dance. Every year, Ally’s grandparents hosted a dance at their house to kick off the start of the
Christmas season the first Friday after Thanksgiving. Because it was her grandparents thing,
Ally went every year, and every year Jack had been her date. He was safe, and he knew
whatever guy she was into that year would have no interest in going with her. He had always
obliged. But, what if…
“That’s it!” Jack shouted as the idea popped into his head. “I’ll just tell Ally that I can’t be her
date this year because I have a date.” Jack didn’t have a date, but that was neither here nor
there. “And, I’ll just have to find a convincing way for her to ask Felix to be her date. That will
give her a reason to talk to him.” And if he had just the right argument for her to use with
Felix, he’d have a hard time saying no.
Jack breathed a sigh of relief. He didn’t have the plan, but he had a step. He had a start. And, as
much as Jack loved plans, what he loved even more was starting something. He had it now.
Jack, sat in his chair in front of the TV, the game now over. As he sat down, his stomach
growled, causing him to look at the clock. 9:17pm. “Guess it’s time for some Capt’n Crunch.”
He got up, went to the cupboard, poured himself a bowl. He stood in the kitchen eating,
knowing he wouldn’t be long. Turning off the light over the sink, he headed to his room to get
ready for bed.
He found himself taking one deep breath after another. Somehow, he had finally found a
moment of peace, of rest from the strain he had been putting himself under. He laid down on
his bed, lights still on, and sleep came over him the moment he closed his eyes.
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