Chapter 20
It was 9:33. Paxton woke up. Knowing that it was Sunday morning, he went into the kitchen to
see if Jack had left any coffee in the pot. There was a little bit left, but it was cold. In fact, the
kitchen looked as though Jack hadn’t even gotten up yet. As he did the day before, instead of
making coffee for free at home, he got ready to head over to Julianne’s to get coffee there.
Paxton never went to church, and Julianne only went on occasion, usually when someone
would invite her to be there for a baptism or baby dedication or homecoming or some sort of
special event like that. Besides, she wanted every dime she could make from selling coffee.
Most people only bought her brewed coffee as the town was full of mostly practical people. So
she relied heavily on volume. That and a cheap lifestyle.
“Good morning Julianne.”
“Hey Pax. Didn’t go to church with Jack this morning?”
Paxton laughed. “Yeah, the last time I was at church was for my dad’s funeral. Don’t see that
changing any time soon. He left before I got up.”
“Sounds about right. He’s got to get there early enough to get his parking spot.”
“Just another way for him to control everything. When you’re the first one there, you get the
first choice.”
“Well, there is some truth in that. I never thought of it as a way to control things though.”
“Maybe not. But for Jack I’m sure that’s exactly what it is.”
“So, what do you think-we doing this thing?”
“I’m in. I’ve never done anything like it. I think we should get on it fast.”
Paxton didn’t have to suggest it to Julianne twice. She never hesitated to try something new.
“I’ve got this friend... Do you mind if she comes along?”
“As long as you’re not trying to set me up with her.”
They both laughed. Jack, though he wasn’t present had become the punchline to many
people’s jokes in Jonesdale that week.
“No, she’s just always wanted to do this too. We’ve been talking about it for years, but needed
someone else to help pay for it.”
“Sounds good to me. The more the merrier I guess.”
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“Her name is Tina. She’s pretty awesome, loves adventure like me, but ever since she got
married, she’s been hard to connect with, so I’m hoping this will reignite some stuff. She was
one of my closest friends until she got married.”
“It’s not like you are lacking in the friends department.”
“Well no. But, there are friends and then there are friends. She was one of my closest friends.
She really knew who I was. I could just be real with her. I didn’t have to hide how I felt about
anything. Even if we fought, we were fine. I haven’t really found someone else like her.”
“Hmm. I guess it’s not the same for guys. I don’t really have any friends besides the guys
online. And, it’s kind of nice because you don’t have to worry about seeing them face to face,
so there’s nothing to hide. You can just be whoever you want to be. And it doesn’t matter.”
“Maybe I should try gaming.” Julianne smiled at Paxton. “So, whose credit card are we going to
use to book this thing?”
“We can use mine if we need to.”
“Good, because mine’s still maxed out at the moment, haven’t quite been able to pay off my
trip to Venezuala yet.”
“Then why’d you ask?”
“I figured it was better than telling you what to do.”
“Yeah, I’ve got enough of that in my life at the moment.”
Julianne sat down at the bar beside Paxton, pulling up the site for the place they wanted to
book for the trip. She called the number and started working her way through the process.
While she was on the phone, she motioned for Paxton to give her his card. “Hang on a second,
let me check.”
She turned to Paxton and asked, “Do we want to get extra insurance? It’s an extra thousand
dollars per person.”
“What would Jack say?”
“He’d probably say, if you’re going to do this stupid thing, you’d better get the insurance.”
“Okay, so no then.”
Julianne smiled as she got back on with the agent.
“We’re really doing this then?” Paxton asked sheepishly as Julianne hung up.
“Yeah. You regretting it already?”
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“No, not regret. Just a little nervous. I’ve never done anything like this. I mean, I’ve jumped out
of a thousand different things online, but never in person.”
“You’ll be alright. Besides, we get 10 trips. So, even if you screw it up the first couple of times,
you get to try it again.”
“I guess, but, well, I’ll just have to...I’ll be alright.” Paxton was quite a bit more nervous than he
was letting on to Julianne. As he should be. He hadn’t gone snowboarding in years. And he’d
never done anything quite this challenging.
“Too late now anyway, it’s non-refundable. We’re going.” Julianne let out a loud “Woot, Woot!”
Paxton sat and smiled as she carried on. “Come on Pax, get excited with me. It’ll be great!
C’mon. Woot, woot.”
Against his better judgement and the even manner he’d been raised with, Pax gave in to the
excitement and started whooping and hollering with Julianne. If anyone had been around
they’d have thought they won the lottery. Ironically enough, Paxton felt better about it all after
letting it out. This shocked him.
“Well, guess I’d better get back to work so I can start making this money back.” Paxton said as
he headed back to Jack’s house.
____
Paxton walked through the front door, plopped down turning on the TV and his console, and
started right in. Just as he was getting settled in…
“Hey Pax.”
Paxton jumped and screamed, “Aahh. You scared me Jack. I thought you were at church. Why
aren’t you at church?”
“I didn’t feel like it today. Not with everything that’s happened this week. I don’t need any of
the old timers giving me lectures about any of it. Thought it was just better and easier to stay
home.”
“I don’t think things are as bad as they seem to you Jack. Maybe you should just relax a little
bit.” Paxton said that quite often to Jack, but Jack had never been the kind of guy that could
relax. He’d always been driven by some deeper need to accomplish and prove himself.
“Yeah, that’s not gonna happen. At least not yet.”
“Well, I know you’re not usually the one needing help, but If there’s something I can do for
you, I’m happy to help a brother out.”
“Thanks Pax. I’ll let you know.” Jack paused for but a second, “You know, there is one thing.”
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“Yeah?”
“Yeah, last night you seemed to be able to talk to Felix without any problem.”
“Yeah, he was pretty nice, actually.”
“Well, would you be willing to see if he’d meet me later today?”
“Oh man, I don’t know Jack. Do you really think that’s such a good idea?”
“It’s going to be different this time. I think I know what I need to do. It’s what I’ve needed to do
all along. I think it’s time.”
“Really? You sure about that?”
“I don’t see that I have any other options. If I don’t do it now, I don’t think it’ll ever happen.”
“I can try Jack. Give me a minute.” Paxton proceeded to scroll through a few different things on
the screen selecting options. Jack couldn’t see how what he was doing was in any way
connected to what they were talking about.
“What are you doing?”
“I’m seeing if he’s online. He’s usually playing on Sunday morning.”
“Why don’t you just call him?”
“This is easier.”
“It doesn’t look easier. You’re phone is right here.”
“It’s not easier that way, This is easier than calling him up out of nowhere. Why don’t you leave
me alone for a bit-let me see what I can do?”
Jack got up and went into his office just behind the couch. Sitting in his chair, he looked up and
saw the whiteboard with all its arrows and sayings and ideas looking down on him as if to
mock his current state of affairs. Jack felt angst for it.
While he sat there, he picked up the Marksville Gazette to see if anything interesting had
happened in the world outside of Jonesdale in the last week. He’d been so consumed with his
own drama that he hadn’t watched the news, hadn’t looked at anything online. He had no idea
if anything of any relevance was going on in the world.
As he flipped from page to page, he felt a conflicting sense of comfort and frustration. Some of
the articles offered sprinkles of hope that people were out there doing good things. But, most
of the paper was filled with bad news. Most of what Jack was skimming over were stories of
fraud and scandal. There were break-ins and house fires and businesses being shut down. The
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good was not nearly enough to outweigh the bad. So he folded the paper back up and threw it
down.
“Hey Jack.” Paxton called from the living room. “Come here.”
Jack got up from his chair, opening the french doors of the office into the living room. Paxton
was sitting there on the couch, his left arm up on the back and his head turned around.
“Good news Jack. He said he’d meet you later tonight at Flora’s.”
“At Floras? Why there?”
“That’s just what he said.”
“Alright, then I guess I owe you.”
“You could just say thank you.”
In a very slow and intentionally forceful manner Jack says, “Th-an-k Y-ou Pax—ton.”
______
Jack spent the rest of the day trying various things to keep his mind occupied. He balanced his
checkbook. He cleaned out his inbox. He called up Greg, the manager at his restaurant, to see
how things were going. He did everything he could think of to pass the time. But eventually, he
ended up sitting in his chair zoning out as Paxton went about his usual antics.
His mind was consumed with the gaping wound that had been in his soul for the past few
years. He was replaying all the interactions leading up to that falling out. It’s as if his mind was
bringing up issues at will, forcing them on Jack, regardless of his desire to ignore them all and
the feelings they each brought up.
Sitting there, zoning out, he was paying no attention to the world around when Paxton says,
“You’re going to be late Jack.”
“Huh? Late for what?”
“It’s almost 5. That’s what time Felix said to meet him at Flora’s”
“Shoot.” Jack hopped out of his chair, ran into the bathroom to make sure his appearance was
acceptable, threw on his shoes and ran out the door. “See ya.”
Pumping the gas of the Scout 7 times, but not having time to wait for it to warm up, Jack pulled
out and headed towards Floras. He was in enough a hurry that he didn’t have the time to
worry about a thing, other than being late. He pulled in, Felix’s car already there, Felix already
waiting at a table inside.
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Jack went in the corner door, freezing the Sieversons sitting at their usual booth, turned to the
right and went to the back corner of the restaurant where Felix was waiting, sipping on a cup
of coffee.
“Coffee this time of night?” Jack posed to Felix.
“It’s only lunch time to me Jack. I’ve got a lot of life left in this day.”
They sat in silence for a few moments, until Jack started asking Felix the basic questions. “What
have you been up to lately?” “You got any new things in the works?” “How’s the family?”
Nothing had really changed in Felix’s life over the past few years. It was as though someone
had pushed the pause button on the activity of his life. He kept living and breathing, but not
moving or accomplishing a thing.
Jack, sitting there wanting-needing to get to the real reason he wanted to meet with Felix,
found himself struggling to drum up the courage to spit it out. He’d always been intimidated
by Felix, and this was one of those situations that could really end badly for Jack. Jack found
himself sitting on his hands, one underneath each thigh, leaning forward, slightly rocking back
and forth, nervously bouncing his right foot up and down, drinking through his first glass of
water and filling it back up from the metal pitcher Clark had dropped at the table before Jack
arrived. He wrestled internally until he got to a point where he couldn’t hold it in any longer.
“Felix, I’ve got to say something.” Felix sat there and stared, waiting, listening. “All that stuff
that happened, how things went down when my dad died, how we lost all that money, well, I
screwed up. I was wrong about all that stuff. And, I wanted to ask you, well-would you forgive
me?”
Felix sat there for what felt like an eternity. He stared down at his cup of coffee, drawing
shapes in the remnants of syrup on his plate from the pancakes he’d eaten. While he was
looking down, he started shaking his head. He pursed his lips and cocked his head to the side
before he looked up at Jack and blurted out.
“You just don’t get it do you Jack? You don’t have any idea what happened do you? Why do you
have to make everything about you? That’s why you wanted to meet tonight? Are you kidding
me? Forgive you? How am I supposed to forgive you?”
“I’m sorry, Felix. I really didn’t mean to upset you. I, I, just wanted to -“
“Fix me. You wanted to fix me. Just like you wanted to fix Alissa the other night. Don’t you see
how arrogant that is? You’re running around this town trying to fix people you have no
business fixing. Just leave us all alone, Jack!”
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With that Felix got up and stormed out of the restaurant. Flinging the door open so hard that it
stayed in it’s open position so Clark had to run over and shut it. Making his way back to Jack,
cautiously, after he approached he said, “You alright Jack?”
“No, Clark, I’m not alright. Nothing is alright. Can you just bring me the bill?”
“No need. Felix paid up front, just in case something happened.”
“Great. Just another thing for me to owe him for.”
Jack got up and walked out of the diner. As he made his way home, he played back yet another
bad interaction with Felix in his head. What did he mean that I make everything about me? He
can’t possibly think that, can he? If anyone makes everything about themselves it’s him. And
what’s wrong with trying to help people with some of the problems they deal with? Why is that
such a bad thing? Why is it so bad to want to help people improve their lives? Are people really
just happy fighting the same battles all the time? Well I’m not okay with it, and I’m not okay
with it for them either.
___
On his way home, Felix drove by the Rise ’N Grind to see if anyone was there. Seeing the lights
were still on, he stopped by.
With a bit of uncertainty in her voice, “Hey Felix. What are you doing here?”
“Well, I just came from meeting with Jack.”
“Oh no. What now?”
“He wanted to meet, and he had Paxton arrange a meeting for us. But, when we met, he
started talking about how things happened and then he apologized.”
“Of all the nerve.”
“Right? Who does he think he is? You know how things happened. You know what went wrong.
And for him to not only sit there and try to apologize, but then to do it all under the guise of
trying to help me. It just ticked me off. Who does he think he is?”
“I think he’s just trying to-“
“Help. But he’s trying to help people who don’t want any help. I didn’t ask him for help! I didn’t
tell him to fix me or my problems. I was just fine the way things were. But now I’m not. It’s
almost like he stirred up problems to make himself feel better about himself.”
“Come on Felix. You know he’s not that kind of a guy. He doesn’t work that way.”
“Well, it still feels that way. And why are you helping him in this crazy scheme?”
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“Because he’s my friend. That’s what friends do. They help one another, even if the other has
lost their mind.”
That gave Felix just enough of a breath to be able to breathe again. Julianne continued on.
“Just let it go. It’s nothing to get worked up about. I’m sure you have better things to do with
your time.”
“On a Sunday evening?”
“Don’t you have a group you hang out with on Sundays?”
“Shoot!” Felix had been so bothered and caught off guard that he’d forgotten. On Sunday
evenings he meets up online with some of his old college buddies and they play some of the
games they used to play back in the good ole days. He hopped up and hurried home.
Julianne on the other hand sat down. She was in the middle of a lot of different schemes and
devices at the moment. And even though none of them originated with her, Jack had seen fit to
draw her deep into the midst of every single one of them. The pressure of Jack’s chaos was
spilling over into her life. The strain of Jack’s situation was putting weight onto Julianne’s
over-burdened spirit.
But she wasn’t the kind of person to just let things go or let things be unresolved. Unless it was
herself. With others, she sought to work hard to bring resolution or reconciliation, whatever
was needed. With others, she worked over time to bring people together, to build new
relationships and to be the kind of presence that connects people. But with herself, things
were different. She was so consumed in the matters of others, she’d neglected herself for
years.
She wasn’t just helping Jack. She’d helped Mira. She’d helped her friend Tina find the guy she
ended up marrying. Nearly all the acquaintances she had in her life had added another layer
of responsibility. She was helping so many people find whatever it was they were looking for
that she hadn’t thought about what she was looking for in a long, long time.
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