Chapter 13
Jack spent the rest of the day by himself in his house. When worries about his brother came to
mind, he suppressed them. When worries about his Christmas strategy surfaced, he refused to
dwell on them. He just sat in his chair, drifting in and out of consciousness, numbing the pain
of his knee with ice and ibuprofen, numbing the pain in his spirit with whatever
meaninglessness show was on TV during the day.
He slept for a while, woke up and checked his phone. All the messages were still there waiting
for him to respond. He put his phone back down, drifting back to sleep. Waking up again,
looking at his phone. 2:17. He grabbed his copy of Fast Co., which he subscribed to but rarely
read, mindlessly flipped through the pages, finding nothing interesting enough to hold his
attention.
Plopping his head back down on his head rest, closing his eyes he felt like he was falling.
“Probably going crazy, must’ve knocked my head on one of the ties or something.” He opened
his eyes wide, looked side to side, closed them again and drifted off to sleep, again.

KNOCK. Knockedy, knock, knock.
Jack was startled from his sleep.
“Jack, it’s Wyatt. You in there?” KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.
“Jack. Jack.” The doorknob started to turn and Jack could hear Wyatt trying to open the door.
He jumped up to unlock the door, completely forgetting about his knee.
“Ahrgh,” he yelped, “I’m coming. I’m coming.”
Turning the deadbolt and sliding the latch, he opened the door. “What are you doing here
Wyatt? I was planning on coming over to your place, like your voicemail said. That’s what I was
supposed to do, wasn’t it?”
“You were! I waited ‘til it got dark, waited another hour or so, called ya, but you didn’t answer.
After the state you was in this mornin’ and not hearin’ from ya all day, ‘cided to come an’ make
sure you was alright.”
“What time is it anyway” Jack grabbed his phone from the nightstand to check. It was dead.
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“Nearly Eight.”
Jack had slept through the whole day. And while he was feeling the pain in his knee, he was
also feeling pain in the back of his skull for the first time too. Limping back to his chair, he
started to sit, then said, “Here, you have the good chair,” and limped over to the couch that still
had a heap of blankets on it his from his brother.
“Whatcha limpin’ for, Jack?”
“Oh, long story.”
“I got time. Don’t gotta work ‘til Friday.”
“Well, I went for a drive to clear my head, stopped to take a walk, wound up on a trail I’d never
been on before where I came to an old train trestle I’d never seen before. I decided to cross it,
slipped on some frost and fell through. I landed on my right leg and must have hit my head at
some point.” Jack reached back to rub the sore spot on his head.
“Which one?”
“I’ve only got one head Wyatt.”
“No, no, no. Which train trestle?
“Oh, don’t know. Out west of town a ways. I parked at that little rest stop there and - - “
Wyatt interrupted, “Oh, that’s the one that leads to the old Cooper Mill just north of Clay. Detty
and I used to walk that path all the time. All the time. After I’d get off a shift at the jail, Detty’d
bring a picnic breakfast, and we’d take off out the trail ‘til we got to the mill. Didn’t take us too
long, ‘bout twenty two minutes, give ‘r take. We’d sit on that ol’ cedar there by the fallin’ down
shed and eat biscuit’s ‘n gravy.”
“That’s not really a picnic kind of a meal.”
“‘Twas for us. She’d put that great gravy of hers in my old green thermos, and pour it out on
‘dem biscuits, just as pipin’ hot as at home. And we’d sit there and reminisce ‘bout the old days
when the trains used to roll through town, loaded up with logs. There was just somethin’ ‘bout
this histry, ya know? Helps give some perspective.”
“Never been out to the old mill. I’ll have to check it out some day.”
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“Well, I’ll take ya! Be good to get out there again!”
Jack smiled as much as he could through the pain, “The funny thing was, just before I fell I was
starting to feel better. Then after I fell, and sat there, soiled in my frustration, after which I
may or may not have yelled, I started to feel better. And even though I was in pain, as I walked
back to the Scout, I was feeling much more at peace. That is, until I got back into cell phone
coverage and my phone went nuts.”
“Yur pretty upset ‘bout Pax aintcha?”
“Pax?”
“Yeah. That’s his name ain’t it?”
“Well, yeah, but he hasn’t let anyone call him that since Dad died. That’s what he used to call
him.”
“Oh really? Well, guess I should feel privileged then, huh?”
“Yeah. You should.”
“It’s funny you should mention it. While we was out cleanin’ Mrs. Hammondss’s Caddy, we was
talkin’ and, now that I’m thinkin’ ‘bout it, it’s probly ‘cuz I was callin’ him Pax, anyway...He was
talkin’ bout how he never liked you callin’ him Axe.”
“Yeah, I know he doesn’t like it, but, it’s just what I’ve always called him.”
“Do ya know what his name means?”
“I’m sure you do.”
“Peaceful town.”
“They must have chosen it because of where we live. It’s pretty peaceful here in Jonesdale.”
“Sure is. Wasn’t always that way, but it sure is nice here. Nice and peaceful.” Wyatt stopped as
if to ponder the tranquility of their little town, something that most people there loved.
“Anywho, I’ve just been thinkin’ ‘bout his name, and how he ain’t really peaceful right now.”
“Yeah. Axe is definitely more fitting.”

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 108

“Yut, yut, ya got that right. Funny ain’t it? His name is peace, but he ain’t in much a peaceful
state, butchya call him Axe.”
Jack hadn’t thought about it. When you’ve known someone nearly your whole life, and you’ve
always called them the same thing, you don’t think about it very often. If Jack ever called him
anything else, it was his full name.
Wyatt continued, “Just something to think ‘bout-almost like he was livin’ up to the name you
gave him.”
“Or down.”
They both laughed, Jack noticing more pain on other parts of his body as he did so.
“Anywho, I called up Judge Franklin. Do you know the real name for what he does there in
Clay?”
Jack shook his head. Next time he’d just say no though, because it was less painful.
“Justice of the peace.”
“I didn’t realize anyone still called them that.”
“Yut, yut, everyone calls em judge, but it ain’t what his real job is.”
“Reminds me of Andy Griffith.”
“Funny wudn’t it, when he’d turn that name plate ‘round from sheriff to justice of the peace.”
Wyatt laughed, “But ya, Judge Franklin ain’t really a judge - never been to law school. So, I
called him up after me an’ Pax finished up, an’ ya know what he said? He’s gonna let Pax off
the hook. Now the Bossey boys, that’s a different story.”
Jack had a fairly overwhelming sense of relief, moved nearly to the point of tears.
“Yut, he said that since he made things right with Mrs. Hammonds, wasn’t no need to worry
‘bout it since it was his first time and all. And considerin’ that’s his job, makin’ things right, he
was happy to let him off the hook.”
“His job is making things right?”
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“Yessir. Ain’t that what justice is? Makin’ things right? An’ when ya make things right, you keep
the peace.”
Jack had never really thought about the idea or the job description. Who did? But now that
Wyatt said it like that, it made sense. But, why did any of this matter?
“Okay, that’s interesting, and all, but what does any of it have to do with Axe?”
“Ya mean Pax?” Jack didn’t actually.
“Sure.”
“Welp, funny how he ain’t got no peace bein’ that his name means peace an’ all.”
“Yeah. We covered that already.”
“Right, right, I repeat myself sometimes. Thinker’s gettin’ rusty.” Wyatt tapped his temple three
times as he said that. “So, you was sayin’ you were feelin’ peace ‘til somethin’ happened with
yur phone?”
“Well, I was feeling better about everything with Axe-I mean Pax, until my phone went crazy
with messages. Honestly, I’d just been able to put it out of my mind for a bit, then when my
phone went off, it all came rushing back to me.”
“Funny how people think if they can just forget junk, they’ll feel better. But then, when yur old
like me, you forget stuff all the time and you never feel good about forgettin’ it.”
“Hmm, so, yeah, I guess I just…”
“Whatcha need is to make peace with everything-make things right.”
“You mean, Paxton.”
“Him too, but yur not gonna feel better by just forgettin’ ‘bout stuff. Tryin’ to hide things from
yurself doesn’t work out too well. I find I always know what I’m trying to forget. And what I
always forget, I’m trying to remember.”
Wyatt’s words had a way of both offending and frustrating Jack. He often found himself
bothered by what Wyatt was saying, especially since he wasn’t really the problem in this
situation, his brother was.

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 110

“Okay Wyatt, what is it that I’ve been forgetting that I need to remember?”
“Don’t know. But you do. Don’tcha?”
Jack knew, but he wasn’t sure that he knew. Or at least he had a feeling that he knew. Maybe
he knew or had an idea of what it was that he’d been trying to forget or not think about, and it
wasn’t his brother, or his dad, or anyone else. Jack had a rising suspicion that he was what he
needed to think about. But, there’s no time for that now. There are too many other people to
worry about right now.
Wyatt continued, “You’ve probably heard that the point of all our laws, is to keep the peace,
right?” Jack nodded. “And Judge Franklin’s job is to make things right when they ain’t.”
“Okay.”
“Welp, Jack. You see, the point is that what the law is supposed to do is make things whole.
Lotta people think they can sue people or businesses and such, and come out ahead, but that
ain’t the point. All the law is supposed to do is try to repair what’s broke.”
“Yeah. I get that.”
“Okay, good. Yur a smart one Jack. Real smart.” Jack gave Wyatt an unconfident, half-smile out
of one side of his mouth as a mild thanks for the compliment. “Well, then, the opposite of
peace isn’t conflict then is it?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, most people think that. The opposite of peace is conflict, but it ain’t.”
“Okaaayyy.”
“And so, a lot of people think they will have peace when everything in their life is going how
they want it. ‘Cuz, they think if they can control everything and everybody, then there won’t be
any conflict. So, they think the best thing for them would be if everything went how they
wanted it to go. Which, I guess is fine, as long as there aren’t any other people in your life. But
even then, at some point, you are gonna disappoint you. ”
“Riiight,.” Jack said in a long, drawn out tone. He knew what Wyatt was saying. He had a pretty
good feeling about how people should live, and if they’d just do what he thought they should
do, they’d be a lot better off.
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“Problem is, you don’t find peace by controlling other people, or even by controlling yourself.”
“Why are we talking about controlling people?”
“You ever tried to control every single little part of yur life? Yur life and all dem people who
mess it up? There’s just too many moving pieces. And if one of you drops any one of those
pieces, your peace falls to pieces.”
Jack was quite familiar with the feeling. If Paxton would just do what Jack said, they wouldn’t
have been in this mess. If everyone just did what Jack suggested, people would be a lot better
off.
“But, the opposite of peace isn’t conflict. And peace isn’t when everything in your life is going
how you want it to go.”
“Okay, Wyatt. Then what is it?”
“The opposite of peace isn’t conflict, it’s brokenness. Ya know, like the justice of the peace is
supposed to make you whole. Like with Mrs. Hammonds and yur brother, Judge Franklin was
just trying to make Mrs. Hammonds whole-to fix what was broke.”
“But then, why does everyone talk about wanting peace in times of war, and wanting peace at
Christmas time?”
“Why are there wars Jack?”
“Well, I guess it’s because one country doesn’t like another country, or doesn’t like what they’re
doing? Or wants to conquer them or something.”
“Yeah, but, what leads to all that?”
“I don’t know. Pride? Power, I guess?”
“Well, that’s part of it. But ya know what they are tryin’ to have all the time in the middle east?”
“You mean the peace talks?”
“Yeah, Jack, yeah. Peace talks. We all see the devastation that war brings. I’ll never forget it. But
the real cause of the devastation is brokenness. Somewhere along the way, relationships
broke down between them countries, and they’ve hated each other ever since. They fight each
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other because they hate each other. They’re enemies. There’s no peace ‘cuz the opposite of
peace ain’t conflict, it’s brokenness. Things are broke.”
“So what you’re saying is that war isn’t the cause-it’s the result of not having peace. And the
reason people don’t have peace is because they’re broken?”
“Yup, you got it. Seems to me, a lot of people wanting peace in the world are looking for it in all
the wrong places. You ain’t gonna find peace in a broken world or in broken people. I mean,
how you gonna take a bunch of broken people and fix ‘em with other broken people. It’s like
those people that think that way about love.”
“You mean stuff like ‘you complete me?’”
“Yeah, where’d such a dumb idea come from anyway? I mean, seriously, Jack. Detty and me
complemented one another nice, but not for a moment did we think somethin’ as crazy as
that.”
“But,” Jack asked, “isn’t there something about the two becoming one?”
“Yeah. You need me to explain that to you?” Wyatt winked at Jack.
“No, no, no. Please, move on.”
“People trying to find other people to fix their own brokenness is like trying to finish a puzzle
missin’ a bunch of pieces with another puzzle missing a bunch of pieces. In the end, yur just
gonna have a big mess of pieces.”
“But no peace.” Jack joked.
Wyatt laughed heartily. “Youra catchin’ on there Jack.”
“So then, if the opposite of peace is brokenness, that must mean that peace is wholeness?”
“You got it. Just like by Judge Franklin making Mrs. Hammonds whole, he restored the peace.”
“Well, how do you give somebody wholeness?”
“That’s a tough one Jack, real tough. I mean, how can you give someone peace?”
“Exactly. How can I give him peace?”
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“Him?”
“Paxton.”
“Oh,” Wyatt said with a bit of surprise in his voice, “you want to know how to give peace to
Paxton?”
“Isn’t that what he needs?”
“Most certainly. We all do.”
“So, how can I give it to him?”
“Well,” Wyatt paused, not sure Jack was ready for it, “I ain’t never known no one who ever
really gave someone peace. I mean, whatever peace the world seems to come up with on its
own never lasts. There’s been tens of thousands of wars. There’s wars goin’ on right now.
Whatever peace people try to give, only ever seems to be short-lived.”
“But what about Christmas? Isn’t Christmas supposed to be about peace?”
“Oh yeah, definitely. Now that’s peace, ain’t it?” Wyatt paused to reflect on it, “Glory to God in
the highest and ---”
“Peace on earth.”
“...on earth, peace to those on whom His favor rests.”
“But, peace on earth. That’s Christmas right? Angels and peace and such?”
“You might wanna go check that one out Jack. You gotta a Bible right?”
“Several.”
“Good. Luke 2, I believe it is. Good story. Read it every year.” Wyatt stood up, “Welp, better be
gettin’ home. Don’t much like drivin’ after dark anyways, an it’s worse when I’m tired. You
gonna be alright Jack? You need to see the doctor?”
“I’ll be fine.”
“You sure? You been rubbin’ yur head a lot. You don’t wanna mess ‘round with that. You only
got one after all.”
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Wyatt didn’t laugh this time, just winked at Jack in a “you know what I’m talking about” kind of
a manner. Wyatt let himself out.
--After laying his head back for a few minutes, Jack leaned forward towards the end table that
sat next to his chair. There, buried beneath the magazines, napkins and opened mail was his
Bible. One of them anyway. He read it once in a while. He mostly liked Proverbs as they
seemed most applicable to his life. He looked up Luke in the table of contents, went to the
page, turned over to Luke 2, reading through until he found what Wyatt was talking about.

Luke 2:14 “Glory to God in the highest heaven,
and on earth peace to those on whom his favor rests.”
Hmm. Glory to God in the highest heaven. And on earth, peace. Not peace on earth, but on
earth peace. On earth, peace to those on whom his favor rests. Whose favor? God’s?
Jack, while having grown up in church, wasn’t much of an expert on the Bible. He was at church
most Sundays, but since he’d been old enough, he’d found lots of excuses to sit out in the
lobby to avoid having to sit through Rev. Joseph’s painfully dull and boring sermons. Jack
would much rather keep up on football scores than try to stay awake through a 40 minute
lecture. But, maybe I should ask him. He’d probably know what it means.
With that, he laid his head back on the armrest of the couch, and was out like a light-with all
the lights in the house still on.
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