Chapter 14
Jack woke up as the sun started to illuminate the sky through the front windows of Jack’s
house. His neck was stiff, his knee was swollen, his back was sore, and his head was pounding.
“Aaaahhh” he let out a bit of a yelp as he started to move off the couch. The Bible he’d been
reading had fallen off his chest and onto the floor. He really needed some coffee and
desperately needed ibuprofen. And he probably needed to call Dr. Joe. He picked up his
phone, remembering that it was dead. He took it with him to plug it in on his way to address
his more pressing needs. The most urgent of which was coffee. No, ibuprofen.
Jack went to make eggs, but first had to clean up the egg mess from yesterday, reminding
himself of the interaction he’d had with his brother and all the events that had transpired. It’s
hard to forget when you’re still literally feeling the effects of the day in your body. As Jack
worked at cleaning up the mess, washing the skillet and starting his breakfast, he thought back
on his conversation with Wyatt the night before.

Peace. Maybe that’s what Axe, no Pax, needs most. While he left the skillet to warm up on the
stove, he went back into his office- the reminder of his frustration with his brother there in the
absence of his brother’s name on the board.
He grabbed the marker and wrote, Pax. Underneath his name, peace.
Though he had a starting point of peace, the idea of giving his brother peace had quite the
opposite effect on Jack as he recalled Wyatt’s saying you couldn’t give another person peace.
Jack was confident his desire to give Pax the peace he needed would be no easy task. One
thing was for sure. Jack wasn’t about to go the usual route and buy his little brother another
video game.
Jack paused for a moment to look at the calendar. December fifth. Twenty days. That wasn’t
much time for buying a gift, let alone doing something more pertinent and permanent than
something he could buy online. Focus would be required, as well as resolve.
While Jack was very tech savvy, he also preferred to do some things manually, like his
calendar. He still kept a paper planner, as he enjoyed the feeling of writing things down in inkknowing that as long as he didn’t lose his planner, there’d be nothing to worry about. When he
was in the thick of it with his restaurant and in business with Felix, he kept both a paper
planner and digital planner as the digital planner did have the benefit of reminding you. Lately
since he had been far less busy, he’d only needed the paper planner.
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--Things had been different for Jack for so long that this was what was normal for him.
Previously, normal was being stretched thin-pulled in many different directions. And that was
how Jack liked it. It made him feel important to be busy all the time. If he was busy, that meant
there were things that he needed to do, things other people needed from him. When you’re
needed, people treat you kindly and with respect. When you’re not needed, people can treat
you differently, and Jack didn’t like the uncertainty that came with the potential of being
treated poorly.
While Jack hadn’t experienced that level of demand in the several years since his dad had died,
he was still just as needed as ever. His mom relied on Jack for anything that needed to be done
around the house. Everything from repairs to changing light bulbs she couldn’t reach with a
chair - which he’d since started to replace with LED’s so he wouldn’t have to change them as
often. If only they made LED smoke detectors that didn’t require new batteries so often.
Occasionally Jack would strongarm Paxton into helping him with a project, but he never helped
on his own initiative. He’d spend weeks in the basement- only ever coming up for food, and
even then, only the food he could grab from the cupboard- never anything nourishing.
Fortunately, at least for now, his metabolism could keep up with his poor eating habits. But,
genes could do nothing for his hygiene. His jeans stayed stacked in his closet while he spent
most days wearing track pants. He didn’t have time or motivation to shower. His only
relationships were with other gamers. They’d talk online, but never in person.
Jack had been concerned about his brother for a long time, but it was always one of those
things you just didn’t talk about. It was taboo to his mom and his brother. He’d try to discuss a
strategy with his mom, who would just say everything would be alright. He’d try to do things to
motivate and incentivize his brother, but they never worked. Jack knew things needed to
change. Something needed to happen to break Paxton out of his cycle of subsistence, but Jack
had nothing.
--After he finished eating his breakfast, reading the paper and drinking his coffee, Jack grabbed
his phone. It would probably be more appropriate to say his phone grabbed him. As soon as
he saw it, there were so many notifications and texts that needed addressing, he was thrust
into the midst of fulfilling the demands this little device has instantly thrust on his life.
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Where do I begin? Jack decided to start with Paxton, since he was already thinking in that
direction. The text said: “Hey, you cooled off yet?” That’s it. He listened to the voicemail. This
was different.
“Hey Jack, just finished up cleaning out Mrs. Hammonds’s car. Wyatt’s been here the whole
time helping. He’s pretty cool for an old guy. He calls me Pax like Dad did. Until he started
calling me that I didn’t realize how much I missed him. Wyatt’s never called me that before,
just always called me Champ. But after this morning and him calling me that, well, I think you
were right. And I think Wyatt’s right. I need some new friends. I need to do something
different with my life. He says if I don’t change, I’m going to end up somewhere I don’t want to
be. So, I was wondering, you think I could move in with you for a bit? Talk to you later Jack.”
Jack’s first response was to yell at the phone, “He didn’t tell you that, I told you that!” However,
he quickly realized what he had been wanting for his brother for years, because of Wyatt,
seemed as though it might actually be a possibility. The more Jack thought about it, the more
he couldn’t believe it. He sent his brother a text, “Where you at?”
Suddenly, Jack was starting to feel in the Christmas spirit once again. Not overwhelmingly so,
but enough to turn on some Christmas music.
“Onto the next!” Jack said to himself enthusiastically.
The next slew of messages were from Alissa- a bunch of text messages and a couple of
voicemails. Texts that read, “Where are we meeting today?” “Hello?” “Anyone there?” followed
by, “Guess we’re not- thanks.” Then he checked his voicemails from her. The first one was just
asking the same questions- the one he’d missed while he was limping through the forest. The
second one had come later in the afternoon.
Jack remembered. The events of yesterday had shoved the events of the day before that
completely out of his mind. The calm he felt about Paxton was quickly replaced with the
anxiety he felt about whatever it was he needed to do for Alissa.
Jack sent Alissa a text, “Hey Ally, sorry about yesterday. It was kind of crazy. Want to meet me
at Rise ‘N Grind this morning?” After which he sent Julianne a text to let her know.
Jack kept working his way through his tasks. “Guess I’d better go see Dr. Joe.” So, he thumbed
through his contacts on his phone, not being able to remember what he was listed under, so
he did a search.
“Dr. Joe’s office. Mallory speaking.”

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 118

“Hi Mallory, it’s Jack Jenkins.”
“Oh hi Jack. How’ve you been? Haven’t seen ya in awhile.”
“Yeah, I did something to my knee yesterday. Does Dr. Joe have any openings today.”
“Let me check.” She put Jack on hold so Jack could listen to the Christmas music while he
waited. It took her far too long to find out. “Hey Jack, he’s all booked up, but he thinks he can
squeeze you in around three this afternoon. That work?”
“Sure. I appreciate it.”
“Alright, got ya down. See ya in a little while.”

Okay, what now? I have to try to get dressed. Guess I should wear something easy to put on.
Jack put on track pants. As he was putting them on, he remembered that he’d wanted to talk to
Rev. Josephs about that verse. So, he called the church.
No answer. He left a message. “Hi Rev. Josephs, it’s Jack Jenkins. I was wondering if I could stop
by sometime today. I’ve got something I need to ask you about.”
He figured he’d stop by after seeing Dr. Joe, even if he didn’t hear back.
As he was about to put his phone down, Alissa replied, “Sure Jack, I can be there in 10 min.”
“See ya there.” Jack sent the text and quickly finished getting ready.
--As he sat, warming up the Scout, he sent a text to Julianne, as he still hadn’t heard anything in
reply to his first text. “We’re meeting there in a few minutes.”
As Jack backed down his sloped driveway and into the street to begin to go, the Scout died.
“It never does that.”
He sat there, in the middle of the road, pumping the gas, trying to get it to start back up. He
wasn’t out of gas. It was cold, but not so cold that it would affect it. He had no idea what was
going on, and he wasn’t much of a mechanic either. He slid out, popped the hood, but didn’t
see anything wrong. Got back in, tried and tried to get it to start. Finally he just decided to wait
a few minutes.
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“Running late, be there as soon as I can,” He sent to Ally.
As he sat there, Paxton pulled up behind him in his car. “Hey Jack. Something wrong?”
“Yeah, the Scout won’t start. Started just fine, but when I tried to drive off, it died and won’t
start back up. And I need to get to the Rise ‘N Grind.”
“You want to take my car?”
“Let me try one more time.” Cranking and pumping, pumping and cranking...nothing. “Guess I
don’t have a choice.” The two of them pushed the Scout up against the curb, traded keys and
as Jack pulled off, Paxton walked up towards Jack’s house.
As he pulled around the corner, he heard stuff shifting in the back seat of Paxton’s blue Honda
Civic that used to be their dad’s commuter car. He turned around to see all of Paxton’s video
game equipment and games.
“Gee Pax, glad you’re bringing over the important stuff first.” He shook his head at his little
brother, losing some of the hope he’d had earlier for him.
He flew into the parking lot. Ally had been waiting for 20 minutes. Jack hobbled in through the
front door as quickly as he could, “Sorry Ally, Scotty wouldn’t start.”
“What’s wrong with you?” Alissa said as she pointed at his leg.
“Long story. Hurt my knee yesterday. Question is, how are you?”
“Fine. A little confused, but fine, I guess.”
“Yeah, sorry about that. My day really got away from me yesterday.”
“Not just that. I don’t remember saying we were getting together yesterday. But when you
texted that, I thought I must have forgotten, but I don’t remember a thing.”
“Well, I needed to talk to you about something, but I didn’t want you to freak out about it in
the meantime, so I said that.”
“Well, I’m freaked out now, so what’s up?”
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Jack hadn’t had any time to think about how he could soften the blow and not put her on the
defensive, but nothing was coming to mind in the moment either. So he decided to rip off the
bandaid, figuring that was best.
“I kind of have a date for the Christmas dance.”
Alissa sat there for what seemed like an hour, looking at her coffee, stirring it repeatedly with
her spoon. Jack could almost see the insecurity in her posture, as she sank down into her
chair, head down, hair draped down on either side of her face.
“I know we’ve always gone together, but I have someone I’d like to bring with me this year.
And that’s why I wanted to talk to you. I have an idea.”
“What Jack? What’s your idea?” Alissa was clearly unhappy with Jack. “You want me to wear a
big shirt that says ‘loner’ too?”
Jack proceeded with caution. He knew the idea was risky anyway and if he said it the wrong
way the whole thing would be ruined, and he’d have endured that dinner for nothing.
Julianne, having been listening from behind the counter, swooped in, “You know who I think
you’d be good with, Ally?”
“What do you mean good with? Like, someone for me to marry?”
“No, no, not that at all. Someone you’d be good with for the dance.”
“Oh, who’s that? My Grandpa?”
“How about Felix? He’s kind of cute.”
“I’ve never really looked at him in that way. He was Jack’s best friend for so long, so he was
off-limits. Then they were mad at each other, so he was off-limits again. Don’t you guys hate
each other?” She asked as she turned back towards Jack.
“No, we don’t hate each other, we just don’t talk to each other. At least I don’t hate him. Guess
I don’t know about him.”
“What makes you think he’d want to go with me anyway?” Alissa asked Julianne.
“You’re his kind of girl.”
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“No I’m not. I’m not anything like the girls he’s dated.”
“Exactly. He doesn’t realize it yet, but he’s always been chasing the wrong kind of girl. You’re
what he needs.”
“This sounds ridiculous. Besides, I’m not asking a boy to the dance, that’s not how it’s
supposed to work.”
“You asked me.” Jack said.
“That’s different.”
Julianne jumped in, shoving Jack’s foot into her mouth. “What if he were to ask you? Would you
say yes?” Jack turned and glared wide-eyed at Julianne, giving her a look of ‘what in the world
could you possibly be thinking?!’
“Yeah, I suppose it wouldn’t hurt. It’s just one night.” She turned to Jack, “I’m in.”
Jack forced as much smile as he could, “Great.”
“Well, I need to go figure out what I’m going to wear. What’s that show Felix is into again?”
“Star Trek.”
“I’ll have to check it out.”
Jack and Julianne stared at one another, knowing full well that meant she’d be morphing her
appearance to match, wondering and kind of hoping she went all the way with the pointy ears.
“I should have said Coneheads.” Julianne said to Jack just after Alissa got out the door.
“Stop it. And thanks by the way. How in the world are we going to get Felix to ask her to the
dance?”
“I don’t know. But, rumor has it he was supposed to be going with Mallory from Dr. Joe’s office,
so, maybe if we can get her to cancel on him, he’ll be desperate.”
“Felix? Desperate? You’re kidding right?”
“Well, how about this? You do my dishes at close tonight, you talk to Mallory and get her to
cancel, and if she does, I’ll see if I can get him to do it?”
(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 122

“Deal, I guess. It’s not a great one, but if it works…”
“Too late. You already said deal.”
--After checking in on his mom, Jack decided not to go home before his appointment with Dr.
Joe, hoping that if he got there early he’d be able to talk to Mallory before his appointment.
He limped his way into the waiting room, saying hi to Mallory and Mr. Baker who was sitting in
the waiting room. As Jack approached the counter, Dr. Joe called Mr. Baker back. He waved at
Jack and said, “I’ll be with you as soon as I finish up with Mr. Baker. Afternoon, Mr. Baker,
how’s your back feeling today?”
Jack turned to Mallory to check in.
Mallory was a nice enough young woman. Nice was probably the best word. She’d always lived
in Jonesdale, and never had any intention on leaving. Her whole family was here, and had
been for generations. She was, well, not the brightest bulb on the string. At least, she didn’t
seem that way to the people in town. Just a few years younger than Jack, about a year older
than Paxton, they were all familiar with each other. She was the young, fit type. Cared a lot
about her appearance. The kind of young woman who spent hours getting ready for
everything. She probably spent more time in front of a mirror in a day than she’d spend that
week doing any actual work for Dr. Joe. She was, as nearly opposite as you could get from
Alissa, definitely more the type of girl Felix had been drawn to.
“Still have the same insurance Jack?”
“Yep. No reason to change it.”
“Wow, you haven’t been here in three years! You gotta get checked out more than that Jack.”
“I know, I know. But, I’m fine.”
“Clearly. What’d ya do?”
“Long story.”
“I’ve got time. Nobody’s coming in ‘til 3:20.”
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“If I tell you, do you promise to keep it to yourself?” Jack hoped that sharing privileged
information with her would give him a little more buy in when he asked her to decline Felix’s
request for the dance.
“Oh yeah. You know I’m a great secret keeper.” She wasn’t. She was almost as bad as Mrs.
Ayers. Fortunately her job didn’t depend on her being able to keep confidences.
“Okay, well, I went on a bit of a hike yesterday…” Jack proceeded to tell her all the details of
the story. Except the yell, and how he felt. Just the parts about him falling and limping out.
Mallory laughed at Jack’s demise. “That’s funny Jack. Maybe you should stay out of the woods?”
“Ha, ha, very funny.”
“So, listen, I’m hoping you can do me a favor.”
“Shoot.”
“Well, I’m trying to do something for Alissa this year, kind of a surprise for Christmas. And I
need her to go to the dance with Felix on Friday.”
“Oh? And why would you need to ask me about that?”
“Well, Julianne said you were going to the dance with Felix.”
“So what if I am?”
“You don’t see where this is going?”
“Can you just come out with whatever it is Jack? I don’t need to solve any mysteries today.”
“Would you be willing to go to the dance with someone else besides Felix? I’d really like to get
him to go with Alissa.”
“Oh, I see what you’re gettin’ at,” she said with a smile of understanding on her face, as she
smacked the gum she’d been vigorously chomping, “You need me to back out of going to the
dance so you can ask him out.”
“For Alissa. I’m not asking him out.”
“I get it. I suppose it wouldn’t be that bigga deal- plenty of boys around here to choose from.”
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“Thanks a ton Mallory.”
“There is one thing though.”
Jack thought he’d gotten away without needing to do anything for Mallory to get her to do
what he wanted her to do. Especially considering what he was having to do for Julianne so that
she would do what he didn’t want to do. Of course, it was never that simple.
“I need someone to cover my shift on Friday afternoon so I can get ready for the dance.
There’s not much to do but answer phones, and check Dr. Joe’s calendar and such. I need
some time to get ready for the dance, you know, and I’m going to need time to find someone
to go with too.”
“Alright, alright, I’ll cover for you. Will Dr. Joe be okay with that.”
“Don’t think he’ll care much. He usually tries to leave early on Fridays and I just sit here and
tweet and such.”
“Okay, deal.” Jack figured he’d probably be an improvement for Dr. Joe, especially in the area
of confidentiality. “Thanks a lot. It means a lot to me.”
“No problem Jack. Now I just gotta find a new date.”
“And cancel with Felix.”
“Right. I’ll do that later.”
As Jack made his way to a seat, the door to the back opened and Mr. Baker walked out, Dr. Joe
right behind, “Now make sure you don’t sit around all weekend Mr. Baker. You need some
exercise.”
“Got it Doc.” Mr. Baker replied with the wave of a hand.
“Come on back Jack.”
--It didn’t take Dr. Joe too long to check out Jack’s knee. It was just a sprain, but it might take a
few weeks for Jack to get back to normal. Hopefully before Christmas. That all depended on if
Jack took care of it. It was just a little after 3:30. Dr. Joe was a little late for whomever he was
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supposed to have at 3:20, but so were they. Jack said goodbye to Mallory, who was on her
phone talking with someone. Whoever it was sounded like a friend, not a client for Dr. Joe and
more than likely, not Felix either.
Dr. Joe’s office was out on the northeast edge of town. A part of town that people had always
hoped would develop more, which is why he put his office out there. The problem was, it was
in the opposite direction of the freeway. But, it wasn’t too far away from the church building.
Jack got in his brother’s Civic, and made his way to the church. If his leg wasn’t hurt he would
have walked, but if his leg wasn’t hurt, he wouldn’t have been at the doctor either.
He pulled in to his usual spot in the church parking lot. Rev. Josephs car was still there. Oddly
enough, so was Felix’s car. Odd, not because of the plan Jack was working on, but because Felix
wasn’t the church type. As in, he didn’t believe in God at all. Jack, not being overly religious
himself never brought it up while they were friends.
Jack went into the church office, just outside of Rev. Josephs office. Wanting to eavesdrop but
not get caught listening in, he opted to wait just outside the office where he could also jump
around the corner when Felix came out. That way he wouldn’t have to have an awkward
encounter with him just before he hopefully would get involved in Jack’s scheme for Alissa.
Standing out in the hall, looking through the brochures he’d seen for years but hadn’t read for
just as long, he heard Rev. Joseph’s door open, and both their voices as they walked into the
main office.
“That’s real interesting to me, Rev. Josephs, I’ll give it some serious consideration.”
“That’s all I ask Felix. Have a good day.”
Jack stood outside the office in the hallway that led between the church office and the
fellowship hall until he heard the office door shut, Rev. Josephs muttering something under his
breath as he made his way back towards his office. That’s when he jumped back around the
corner into the main office.
“Hi Rev., don’t know if you got my message earlier. But, I had something come up yesterday
and I was wondering if I could get your input on it.”
“Hi Jack, good to see you. You’re limping, what happened to your leg?” Jack was getting really
sick of answering that question. “No pressure. You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”
“Thanks,” Jack smiled as he sat down on Rev. Josephs pleated maroon leather sofa. “I don’t
want to waste too much of your time, so I’ll get right to the point.”
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“You’re not a waste of my time Jack.”
Jack smiled, kind of. “So, Wyatt and I were talking about peace last night. And we were talking
about peace on earth. You know like so many people talk about this time of year..”
“Appropriately so.”
Jack looked at Rev. Josephs for a prolonged second, “Right. So, I always just assumed the
angels said peace on earth, as in the earth should be full of peace. But, it’s not. And Wyatt said
I should read that verse again, which I did. And it says ‘on earth peace.’ Isn’t that just a
different way of saying the same thing?”
“Well, I guess if you just read those three words, then it doesn’t much matter what order
they’re in. But, if you add the rest of the verse to it, it does bring clarity.”
“You mean, ‘to those on whom his favor rests’?”
“Yeah, is that how your translation says it?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, most of the more modern translations say it that way or some version of that. It’s the
old King James that said, goodwill towards men.” Rev. Josephs said looking in something called
a parallel Bible he had pulled from the shelf to the right of the couch. “Others say, ‘with whom
God is pleased.’”
“So, what does that mean? With whom God is pleased, or His favor rests on some people and
not others? Doesn’t God love everyone? Isn’t that what that verse Tim Tebow used to have
under his eyes says?”
“John 3:16?”
“Yeah.”
“Yes, God does love the whole world. But love and favor are not the same thing. Right?”
“I guess. I don’t know. You’re the Rev.”
“It’s not complicated Jack. For some reason people get all glassy eyed when they read the
Bible, but most of it makes sense if you just think about it.”
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“Okay, so what is God’s favor then?”
“What do you think it is?”
“If I knew, I wouldn’t be here talking to you now would I?”
“I guess not. I just want you to think about it. You’re fully capable of understanding the Bible
for yourself. I wouldn’t have a job if people just read their Bibles.”
“Well, consider it job security then.”
“Fair enough. The other translations might help. ‘Peace among those with whom God is
pleased.’ ‘Course we don’t talk like that. You might say, Those people that please God have his
peace.”
“That helps, okay, yeah, that’s starting to make sense. But, how do you please God?”
“How do you think you please God?”
“I don’t know, living a good life, being a good person, walking old ladies across the street.”
Rev. Josephs laughed, but Jack didn’t realize he was making a joke. “Oh Jack, that’s so funny.
That’s what people always think. But that’s not it at all. What we do is important, but it’s not
the most important thing. And I’m sure it pleases God, but that’s not what pleases God about
us his people.”
“Okay, so then Rev.,” Jack said with a bit of harshness in his tone, mostly because he felt like
Rev. Josephs was making fun of him, but partly because he thought he was right, “what is it
that pleases God?”
“Faith.”
“Faith?”
“Faith. There’s another verse, I think it’s in Hebrews, 11, let me check,” He thumbed through
his Bible until he got to the worn pages of Hebrews 11, “Verse 6, ‘without faith, it is impossible
to please God.’ So then Jack, what is it that pleases God?”
“Faith. But in what? Santa Claus?”
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“No, no, although, Saint Nick was a pretty great example of someone who had great faith.”
“Really?”
“Oh yeah. He was known as the wonderworker for all the miracles he performed. The giving
gifts was just a part of what he was known for.”
“I didn’t know that.”
“You would if you’d been in my sermon last Christmas Eve.”
Jack blushed a bit. He never really thought about the fact that Rev. Josephs would notice that
he wasn’t ever in for his sermon.
“But faith, not in religion, not in people, but in God is what pleases God. When people have
faith in God, God is pleased with them.”
“I guess that makes sense.”
“Told you it was pretty straight forward.”
“So, God’s peace is with people who have faith in Him?”
“Yep, that’s it.”
“Well, then, how did the whole world get this idea that Christmas is about peace on earth?”
“Now, that’s a great question. Do you want to know what I think?”
“Sure,” Relieved that Rev. Josephs was going to answer to his own question this time.
“Well, most people only read the parts of the Bible they like, and they tend to read it how they
want it to sound. Then they write songs and make ornaments and such with their mistaken
ideas on them, which the masses then swallow-hook, line and sinker.”
“Okay, but, there’s something missing. We don’t always feel like we have peace, do we? And
what about people who don’t believe? Do they ever experience peace?”
“Oh sure they do.”
“They do?”
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“Absolutely. But not for long. And if it is for long, then it tends to be something that isn’t really
peace. Even for those who claim to be ‘at peace with themselves’” Rev. Josephs used air
quotes, which was odd for someone wearing a suit without a tie in the middle of the week in
Jonesdale. “Even for them, there is something in them that clues them in that all is not well.”
“So, they experience peace sometimes, and people who believe experience it sometimes.
What’s the difference? Why believe if you’re not going to experience peace all the time?”
“Now you’re asking good questions Jack. Good questions! Believers don’t always feel peace, but
they are at peace with God and God is pleased with them because of their faith. And, in my
experience, their feeling of peace grows over the course of their life. Almost like we have to
grow into it, like a pair of hand me downs that we don’t quite fit into yet. But, those who don’t
believe? Well, it’s something different.”
“How is it different?” Jack was caught off guard by how interested he was in this conversation.
It was not like him at all. Yes, he always went to church and tried to do good. He tried to be
religious like he was raised to be, but he just was never really interested in church or the Bible,
or knowing more. He did his church thing and it was enough for him to feel good about
himself, and that was enough. Except now, he felt a desire to know more.
“Well,” Rev. Josephs continued, “we call it common grace. People don’t think there is peace on
earth, and that if God was good, how could He let so much war and death and conflict exist in
the world. And this is tougher, but in the book of Revelation -”
“Oooo,” Jack said with a shivering sound.
“Yeah, it’s hard, even for me. Especially for me. But, in chapter 6 verse 4, it talks about a time
that is coming where God will remove his peace from this world.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, you see, if you just read your Bible, you’d know this stuff. People blame God for the bad
stuff, but you know who’s really to blame?”
“Who?”
“We are. People. That’s where the Bible says evil comes from.”
“That’s in the Bible?”
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“Yeah, in the beginning. Genesis 6 and verse 4, ‘Then the LORD saw that the wickedness of
man was great on the earth, and that every intent of the thoughts of his heart was only evil
continually.’”
“So you’re saying evil comes from us? What about the Devil?”
“Oh yeah, he’s there too. He’s completely evil. There is nothing good about him. But with
people, there’s still that common grace, where people can choose good over evil.”
“How is that related to peace?”
“Well, it’s because they get a taste of peace that they want more of it. It’s because they get a
taste of good that they want more. And God has put it here on earth, primarily in the form of
those who believe, in large part, so those who don’t believe can experience it and want it.”
Jacks mind was full. He couldn’t take anymore. Not to mention the residual effects of hitting
his head, which he had neglected to have Dr. Joe check out. Jack raised both his hands in a
waving stop gesture, “That’s all I can take for now Rev.”
“Okay, I’ll stop. I’m here any time you want to talk. I’m happy you sought to know.”
“Well, I did want to know, but I had no idea your answer was going to be so comprehensive.”
“Sorry Jack. I just get so excited when people want to know more, it’s hard not to overshare.
Hopefully something I said sticks.”
Jack wasn’t sure any of it would.
“By the way Jack, you’re phone’s been lighting up like crazy.” Jack had set his phone on the
chair at the other end of the couch, out of his sight.
“Guess I’d better check it. Thanks Rev.”
“My pleasure.”
Jack picked up his phone. He had texts from nearly everyone he knew. “What is going on?” He
turned back to Rev. Josephs and asked, “Did you get any messages?”
“I don’t have a cell phone Jack. I don’t like the distractions. I can check the church voicemail
though.” He picked up the phone, dialed a number and listened, “It’s Mrs. Ayers.” He hung up.
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“You’re not going to listen to her message?”
“Do you know how many times she’s called me about something other than gossip?”
“How many?”
Rev. Josephs made a circle with his right hand and said, “Zero.”
“Hmm. Have a good day.” Jack waved at Rev. Josephs without looking up from his phone. All
the messages said something similar. “You guys will make a cute couple.” or “I always thought
you should be together.”
Jack thought, “How could any of these people know about Mira? Jack barely knew about Mira?
What’s going on?”
--Jack sat in his brother’s Civic and worked his way through the texts, kind of like reading a novel
from back to front. He was starting to put the pieces of the puzzle together.
“I just heard from…” someone who had heard from someone, who had heard from
someone...Jack kept working his way back, with anxiety, worry, frustration and anger growing
within him as he worked his way back. Who heard from...who heard from...Mrs. Ayers...who
heard from…
“Mallory.” Jack, said a few choice words he didn’t usually say, especially when sitting in the
church parking lot. “You’ve got to be kidding me!!!” Jack yelled out from right there in his little
brothers’ car.
Apparently, what had happened is Mrs. Ayers was the late 3:20 appointment at Dr. Joe’s office.
Somehow, while she was there, Mallory told her about Jack asking her to find another date to
the dance. Apparently because he wanted to make it special for Alissa. Which Mrs. Ayers
translated as Jack wanting to take Alissa to the dance.
Of course, Mrs. Ayers never went to the Christmas dance, so she didn’t know that Jack always
went with Alissa. But, she heard that Jack wanted to do something special for Alissa and boom!
within an hour, the whole town had heard that Jack and Alissa were in a serious relationship.
Jack was furious to put it politely.
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Instinctually, he pumped the gas of his brothers Civic 7 times before he started it, which of
course did nothing for the Civic. He slammed it into reverse, and flew out of the church
parking lot. Without signaling, he turned right and flew down the street. He knew exactly
where he was going.
Mrs. Ayers’ house.
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