Chapter 16
As Jack woke up on Thursday morning, December 6th, he decided it was time to go back to the
whiteboard. But, he needed some time alone, some time without Paxton in the house. So, he
woke Paxton up in the same loving way he had before. After they both ate some eggs and
toast, Jack says to Paxton, “Hey, why don’t you go see if Julianne needs any help today. You’re
going to need to start laying the groundwork for your adventure.”
Paxton actually thought that wasn’t a bad idea. “Sounds good Jack.”
Within 15 minutes, Paxton was heading out the door, and Jack says: “Oh, hey, tell Julianne to
call me after you leave. She’ll know why.”
“Okay, Jack,” and with that, Jack was back to work.
“Where do we go from here?” he said as he walked back into his office, a cup of hot coffee with
cream in his hand.
“Assuming everything is still on with Felix and Alissa, and that I get that stuff typed up today,
that leaves Julianne and Paxton.”
Jack sat and thought. So, Felix is helping Alissa, but is Alissa really helping Felix? Maybe kind of,
but, what does he need again? Jack looked up at the board. He’d written forgiveness. Is that
what he needs? I’m sure that’s part of it, but that seems too simplistic for someone as
narcissistic as Felix. What do you do for someone who is full of themselves? He clearly doesn’t
think he needs anything or that anyone can offer him anything that he can’t do better for
himself. Who could help him?
Bernie Robertson came to mind. Jack literally laughed out loud. Not because he didn’t think
Bernie couldn’t help Felix. He actually thought he could. But there was no way Felix would
think there would be anything someone like Bernie would have to offer him.

What does Felix really need? What would really set him on a different path where he wasn’t so
full of himself? Why was he so full of himself anyway?
Jack didn’t really know. Maybe it’s a defense mechanism. Maybe he does it so others can’t let
him down. Maybe he doesn’t trust anyone else. Maybe he’s just really insecure, and the threat
of letting someone else into his life who could poke at his insecurities would be more than he
could bear. What a sad way to live. What a sad existence.
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“Hmm. I think maybe that’s it.” Jack continued to think. He’s not just insecure and narcissistic.
He’s a jerk. Even when he and Felix had been close friends, Jack couldn’t really remember very
many times that Felix had actually been happy.

Maybe he needs forgiveness. He certainly needs to think of himself a little less, but what he
really needs is to be happy-to enjoy life.
“Joy.” Jack said it as he wrote it on the whiteboard, erasing forgiveness. “But, how do you give
someone joy?” Jack started having flashbacks of asking a similar question about Alissa a day
not long ago while sitting in the coffee shop. He knew better than to go down that road again.
“Okay. How about Paxton, what does he need?” Jack remembered his conversation with Wyatt.
“Peace. What was it that he said about peace?” He wrote on the board “Peace = wholeness/the
opposite of peace is brokenness.”
That’s when Jack realized for the first time that he hadn’t spend any time thinking about what
to get Julianne and she’d been the one that had done the most to help him with his crazy idea.
He erased the dotted line he had drawn between she and Paxton’s names on the board and
replaced it with an arrow pointing from her name to his, as he thought about what Paxton had
said. Maybe she has the best to offer Paxton, given that he hasn’t seen the sun in about three
years. He also fixed the arrow between Alissa and Felix. He still hoped his plan would work, but
it would probably only solve Alissa’s problem and not Felix’s.
“So, if Felix is helping Alissa and Julianne is helping Paxton, then maybe Alissa can help
Julianne and Paxton can help Felix? But how? How would Paxton help Felix be happy? And
what does Julianne even need?”
“Baby steps.” Jack kept getting bogged down in trying to figure out how to bring the plan to
fruition, trying to reverse engineer his success. While that may work in business, Jack was
pretty sure it wouldn’t work for this.
Love, as complicated as it first seemed, now seemed relatively simple compared to joy and
peace and whatever Julianne needed. At least with love all you need is to connect a couple of
people and maybe something will work out. But, there was no such possibility for peace and
joy.
“Okay, so, all I needed for Alissa was the dance. Maybe there’s something else like that?” Jack
picked up his calendar and flipped through the rest of the month. There were lots of small
events, open houses and Christmas caroling but no town-wide events that would give him the
opportunity to force a connection. That is except for the Christmas tree lighting on Sunday
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evening. If it wasn’t that, it would have to wait until the Christmas Eve service at the church
with the live nativity, and that was too late-too close to Christmas.
“Maybe that’s it.” Jack did not feel nearly as confident as he had felt about the dance idea.
“Everyone seems to enjoy the tree-lighting, it’s a generally happy occasion. At least that’s what
I hear. Maybe that’s what Felix needs-just to experience some happiness.”
As he sat and thought to himself about everything that he was working on, everything he had
been attempting to do, just everything - well - Jack started to feel confused, frustrated, lost. He
had no clue what he was doing. He had no concept of how to help those he loved most with
the things they most needed. He was asking himself, Why is this so difficult? How am is
supposed to come up with a solution to these problems in other people’s lives? It Just all
seems so...impossible, unrealistic, ridiculous.
And, when you stop to think about it, well, Jack didn’t have time to stop and think about it.
Completely unconvinced that getting Felix to the Christmas tree lighting would have any effect
on him, but without any other ideas, Jack wrote it on the board and moved on.
Julianne.
--Just as Jack was stumped on how to help Felix and Julianne, Julianne sent Jack a text. “Pax says
you want me to call. Call me when it’s convenient.”
Jack couldn’t believe that Paxton was on his way back to the house so quickly. He’d barely had
any time to work on any kind of anything. Since Paxton was heading there, Jack decided to
head out and go talk to Julianne in person.
He hopped in the Scout, pumped the gas 7 times, fired it up and pulled out. As he turned the
corner onto Main Street, he waved at Paxton going the other direction. He drove down Main
Street, past Flora’s, past Stone’s Dough and just as he approached the edge of town, pulling
into the Rise ‘N Grind, he noticed Wyatt pulling in just ahead of him.
Jack was glad to see the old man’s truck. There was something about him that gave Jack a
sense of calm. Of course, he was unsettling at first. He hadn’t cared for him at all to begin with,
but most friendships don’t start under such weird circumstances. Although, Jack was still
confused by one thing. Where did he come from?
As Jack pulled in, Wyatt already getting out of the truck, he was able to get the door ahead of
Wyatt and let him in.
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“Good morning Wyatt.”
“‘Morning Jack. Fancy meeting you here.”
“I guess it is. I wasn’t even planning on being here this morning.”
They both walked in towards the bar, and greeted Julianne, each in their standard greetings.
Jack calling her by her full name, Wyatt calling her Julie. Before sitting down, they took off their
coats, hung them on the rack by the door and took a seat.
“You both want your usuals?”
“Sounds good Julie.”
“No. Just a drip for me today Julianne.”
As she turned away from the two of them to get their orders going, Jack tried to find a way to
get a status update about the progress of asking Felix to ask Alissa without clueing Wyatt in to
what was going on.
“So, Umm, Julianne, Did you...have you...were you able to arrange for the order (Jack said with
the same inflection that usually accompanies the use of air quotes) of the package that needs
to be delivered to the dance tomorrow night?”
Julianne stopped what she was doing. Jack was nervous. Felix hadn’t ever been the kind of guy
to go along with any suggestion anyone ever made but his own. He was doubtful this was
going to work out. “Actually, I was able to arrange for the order and the package is going to be
delivered.”
Wyatt turns to Jack, “So, ya ‘cided to go ahead and just order presents like usual eh? Probably a
good move.”
“Yeah, yeah, Wyatt, yeah. Went ahead and ordered (with the same inflection) the present for
Alissa.”
“Well, hope it’ll be somethin’ Ally really likes.”
“Me too.” Jack breathed a sigh of relief. It was rather illogical to think that this was going to
work, but at least it was an attempt. “It’s a risk, but it’s hard to hit a homerun if you never
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swing the bat.” Jack was confused as to why he was speaking in quotes and sayings like Wyatt
had often done.
“Ya know Jack, I was never the kinda guy that swung for the fence-just wanted to try to get on
base.”
“Doesn’t surprise me.”
Wyatt chuckled at Jack.
“You going to the dance tomorrow night Wyatt?” Julianne asked as she handed Wyatt his cup of
tea.
“Not this year. Gotta work.”
“That’s too bad. It’s sounding like this is going to be one to for the whole town to remember.”
She looked at Jack and winked as she finished the sentence. Jack, though he was used to such
actions from Julianne, as were most of the many friends she had in her life, was a bit unsettled
by this particular wink and smile.
“I’m sure I’ll hear about it sooner or later,” Wyatt said as he looked towards Jack and smiled.
Jack looked back, “What. Did you hear something?”
“‘Course I heard something Jack.” Wyatt’s hearty laugh shook the bar beneath Jack’s elbows.
“Like I always say, gossip is the only thing faster than the internet in this town.”
“The internet does help it spread quick though, don’t it?!”
“Yes. Yes it does.”
“But, there seem to be some folk ‘round here that’ve figured out how to use it fur some good,
too.” Jack had no clue what Wyatt was referring to. Jack had no knowledge of how things had
seemingly spun on a dime the night before when he was dealing with the fallout from Mrs.
Ayer’s gossip. It turns out that Tommy, after Jack left the station reached out to Paxton to help
put the rumor to rest. Between the two of them, they started telling people to tell people that
it wasn’t true and to do Jack a favor and ease up about it.
“Well, there are a lot of good uses for the internet Wyatt.”
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“Yessir. But, Jack, I wouldn’t worry too much ‘bout it. Some people just have a need to stir up
problems for others because they don’t want to deal with their own.”
They both stopped to sip on their therapeutically warm beverages sitting on the counter in
front of them. While it was uncomfortable for Jack, it seemed to be a normal method of
conversation for Wyatt.
Wyatt took a much longer sip than Jack was able to. “You must not have any feeling in your
tongue anymore, Wyatt.”
“Oh, I can feel it. Just some of us are a little less susceptible to pain than others.”
Jack knew that Wyatt was taking a jab at him. But, he decided to let it go. Instead, he wanted to
try to talk to the old timer about Felix and Julianne. But, he wouldn’t be able to talk about
Julianne with Julianne right there, so he could really only talk about Felix.
“So, Wyatt, you seem to know quite a bit about life.”
“Well, you don’t getta be this old without learnin’ a thing ‘r two, Jacky.”
“Just Jack is fine.”
“Okay there Jacky.”
“Well, can I ask you something? I’ve got this friend. His name is Felix.”
“Oh yeah, Felix. I met him a time or two. Don’t really know him all that well. You two are
friends?”
Jack wasn’t quite sure how to respond. He wasn’t sure how Wyatt could have known Felix to
begin with, nor did he know how to answer his question.
“Well, we’ve kind of drifted apart over the past few years.”
“Hmm,” Wyatt let out a sound that wasn’t quite a hmmm, but was more than a breath.
“So, Felix, I’m trying to, uh, help him with something.”
“Uh-oh. Here we go again.”
“Ease up old timer. Just listen will ya? Without any commentary?”
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“I’ll give it the ole college try, but I ain’t been in college for about sixty years, so no
guarantees.”
“Okay, well, he’s the kind of guy that doesn’t forgive people-holds on to grudges for life. You
know?”
“Mmm-hmmm” Wyatt said as he pursed his lips to exercise as much restraint as he could
muster.
“And he’s also pretty full of himself. He’s that guy in the group that doesn’t think it’s possible
for him to be wrong, and he can argue so smooth that you don’t dare cross him.”
“Okay.”
“And, he’s not happy. I haven’t seen him laugh more than a handful of times. He rarely smiles.
He doesn’t let on in any way that he’s ever been happy about anything.”
“So, what are you asking then Jack?”
“Well, how do you help someone have joy?”
“Wait a second there. Joy or happiness?
“Aren’t they the same thing?”
“Kids these days just don’t know a thing about a thing. Joy and happiness the same thing, ha!”
“Care to explain?”
“Didja even have to ask?”
They both laughed. Wyatt jumped in as Jack was still laughing, “That’s a perfect example right
there, Jacky.”
“Jack.”
“Right there. You were happy when you were laughin’ weren’tcha?”
“Can you laugh and not be happy?”
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“Sure you can, but it’s harder.”
“Okay, what do you mean?”
“I’m gladja asked Jack. Ya see, happiness is circumstantial. When yur happy, it’s ‘cuz somethin’
happened ‘roundja to make ya happy.”
“Like laughing at a joke.”
“Right. You were happy ‘cuz I made ya laugh.”
“Then you called me Jacky and I was no longer happy.”
Wyatt let out a good laugh. “You just made me happy, Jack.”
Jack smiled, Wyatt continued. “Ya can’t be happy when yur sad, but you can be sad when ya got
joy. You can have joy and be in pain. You can have joy and be upset about lots of things.”
“How exactly is that?”
“Joy ain’t ‘bout yur circumstances. Joy ain’t even ‘bout yurself.”
“Well, then maybe I’m on the right track with Felix, because he definitely needs a little less of
himself.”
“Maybe. Hard to say. Joy comes when we’re settled on the inside.” Wyatt pointed to his heart
as he looked at Jack.
“Settled on the inside?” Wyatt knew that Jack wasn’t ready to hear what he really wanted to
say. But Wyatt was also a very patient man, so he eased Jack into the idea.
“Yeah. Settled on the inside. Ain’t got nothin’ to do with the outside, ‘cept that it helps us know
how to see all the circumstances and such the right way.”
“Joy helps you see your circumstances in the right way? Joy is some kind of magical set of
glasses that gives you perspective?” Jack’s tone was lavish with sarcasm.
“Yur havin’ a hard time. Let me see if I can ‘splain it atcha.”
Wyatt paused for a moment, then continued. “You got joy when your hope is in your destiny
not in the temporary.”
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Jack just listened. No sarcastic remarks, no arguments. Just listening.
“‘Cuz circumstances are temporary, right? And if yur at the mercy of circumstances to have joy,
then most of the time, you ain’t gonna have it. But,” (Wyatt drew the word out) “But, if yur
hope is in something bigger than you, then you can have joy no matter what your
circumstances are.”
“Okay, okay, keep talking.”
“Don’t got much more to add I guess., Just that that’s also why you can’t be yur own source of
joy.”
“Okay, you lost me there. I don’t see the connection.”
“Let me ask you then, givin’ that I been the one talkin’-do you ever get mad at yourself? Ever do
somethin’ or say something you wish you wouldn’t have?”
“Nope.” Jack said with a smile.
“Right, so, anywho, if you are yur own source of joy, then you ain’t got no joy when you mess
up. It’s still circumstantial, it’s just that you are the circumstances.”
For appearances, Wyatt wasn’t an intimidating character. But, the content of his conversation
always seemed to stand in stark contrast to his external appearance.
“So, it sounds like I’m right, right? What Felix needs is some joy, and to not be so into himself?”
Wyatt looked at Julianne and said, “Sounds like he needs some joy,” while pointing at Jack with
his thumb.
“Well, then how do you give someone joy?”
“That reminds me of something I heard Rev. Josephs say a long time ago. The way to have joy
is Jesus, Others, You.”
Jack sat silent-stumped that Wyatt would try to turn this into a religious conversation. He
became critical of Wyatt, more and more so as he sat there.
“Okay Wyatt. I’ll remember that.”
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“Let me say what I mean by that. You got joy when your hope is in your destiny not in the
temporary. What has more destiny wrapped up in it than Jesus?”
Jack held up his hand as if to say stop, okay, you don’t need to continue. And just when Jack
thought he was learning to like Wyatt. Why did he have to go and spiritualize things?
It’s not that Jack didn’t believe in God, he did. He went to church every Sunday. He tried to do
good deeds. He just wasn’t the kind of guy that wanted to be consumed with church and God
and such. Jack thought those people were weak.
After having sat, silently stirring his coffee for a few minutes, Wyatt spoke up.
“Welp, reckon I better get a move on. Got some very important things to get done today.”
“Have a great day Wyatt!” Julianne said enthusiastically.
“See ya later old man.”
“See ya Jacky.”
With that, Wyatt was headed out the door. Julianne turned back to Jack, “I love that old man. I
remember when he met me.”
“You mean when you met him.”
She didn’t mean that. “Do you have any ideas for Felix now?”
“No, not really. But, maybe after I have some time to think about it, I will.”
“You all ready for tomorrow night?”
“How could I be? I’m expecting it to be one of the most uncomfortable evenings of my entire
life.”
“For Alissa?”
“No, for me. What in the world was I thinking?”
“Too late for that now.”
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“I know, I know. I’ll be alright, just not looking forward to it. But, maybe Felix is what Alissa
needs.”
“You think so?”
“I hope so, but how would I know?”
Julianne just smiled. It was one of those comments that you can’t affirm because it’s rude, but
you can’t deny it either because it’s true.
“Did you two get your story all worked out.”
Jack had completely forgotten, “Guess I’d better get all that stuff memorized before I forget
what we said.”
With that, Jack got up and made his way out of the coffee shop. “Who are you going with?”
“I’ve got a couple of options. I’ll figure it out later. You know me.”
Jack knew what she meant. She not only had a lot of friends, she had a lot of guy friends. Jack
had no idea how she was able to remember that many names and faces, let alone juggle that
many friendships.
As Jack was walking out the door, he said, “Let me know if you need any help.”
“Yeah, uh huh, I’ll keep that in mind Jack.”
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