Chapter 21
After having spent Monday in Marksville, checking in at the Sapori Veri and doing some
Christmas shopping for others in his life, which all of a sudden felt incredibly simple and
reasonable, Jack got back to work on plan “B” or “C” or whichever version he was on by now.
The Sapori Veri was always a safe place for Jack. To begin with, people would always need to
eat. No matter how the world changed around it, people would still want a good restaurant.
But, even beyond that, it was pretty straight forward. If you do “a”, “b” and “c” then you can be
fairly certain that you will get “x”, “y” and “z”. If you have good food and a good atmosphere at
a reasonable price-if you get the word out to potential customers and you treat people well
when they come, then you can be fairly certain that people will come back and bring people
with them. It’s simple. It takes work, but it’s predictable for the most part. Just like Jack liked it.
Jack liked things he could control. He liked living in the land of predictable expectations. His
whole life was built around the principle of predictability. He lived by the same schedule. He
ate the same foods. He did the same exercise routine. He had driven the same car since he
was sixteen and the first house he bought was the same one he still lived in. He did what
worked and if something didn’t work or wasn’t repeatable, he removed it from his life.
Jack believed in his way of life. He believed it was what had led him to his level of success at a
fairly young age. And he knew, with a reasonable amount of certainty what he was and was
not capable of achieving. That’s precisely the reason Jack succeeds at most things he does. He
does what he can do and he works hard at it.
Jack was also reluctant to do new things. It’s not that he was unwilling to try new things, it’s
just that he was reluctant to add new ways of doing things into his life. If it didn’t fit with his
existing routine or if it would require too much effort or if it couldn’t be replicated with a
similar amount of effort each time, he wouldn’t accommodate it into his routine. Jack knew the
best way to live and the best way to win, and he wanted to help everyone around him
experience the same success he’d been able to have.
Which is why, considering where things were with Alissa and Felix, he decided to avoid their
situation all together and focus on the positives. It would do him no good to wrestle with the
things that had failed or to try to figure out how to deal with the chaos he had created.
Instead, he focused on his little brother who had made a remarkable turnaround in a relatively
short amount of time. It seemed that Paxton was telling the truth that his debacle with the
Bossey boys was a one time event. And, it seemed that whatever had happened with Paxton
was worth investigating. It was worth mining it for anything he could learn from it.
So, what’s working with Paxton? What led to the big turn around with him?
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Jack thought for a few moments about what had led to Paxton’s current, though a little off
base in a few areas still better than it had previously been, position. As he thought, scanning
backwards through the things that had led to the biggest change, he discovered two things.
What are the reasons Paxton has turned around? He messed up and had to get bailed out.
Wyatt talked some kind of sense into him. That led to him wanting to do something different,
which led him to Julianne.
While Jack evaluated the success, instead of giving into the feelings that Paxton’s turnaround
had very little to do with himself, he decided to simply look for what was working.
Wyatt and Julianne. They are what’s making things work with Paxton. Why are they able to help
people change so effortlessly, but I can’t? Why did Paxton listen to them, but not me?
Especially Wyatt. Why did he listen to Wyatt?
Jack knew why Paxton listened to Wyatt. It’s because Wyatt was right about a lot of things. But
that wasn’t all. Wyatt had a way about him that made you want to change, and even made it
easy for you to change. And, he was able to say what needed to be said without ticking people
off. There was something about that old man.
The problem with dwelling on the positive is, there has to be enough positive to dwell on. The
way things were at the moment, there was very little positive to dwell on. Especially the
positive that Jack had facilitated. And all this thinking about Paxton had only led him to think
about the fact that he had no idea how to help Julianne. Or Alissa. Or Felix.
Not only did he not have any ideas, and not only were things between he and Alissa worse
than they had ever been, but, after Sunday night, things with Felix were worse too.
Plan Alissa - disaster. Plan Felix - even bigger disaster. Plan Julianne - non-existent. It’s all a
wreck. Everything. All of it is just some big joke. The harder I try, the harder I fail.
Not only had his plans ended in disaster, there was no sign that he had anything resembling a
lead on a new idea or approach or strategy for any of it.
This was not the a,b,c equals x,y,z world that Jack knew. This was the exact opposite. There
wasn’t anything predictable about this. Well, that wasn’t quite true, what seemed predictable
was that whatever he tried was going to fail.
What exactly were Jack’s options? He didn’t know. Where was he going to start to figure it all
out? No clue. What did he need to spark an idea? Nothing. There were no ideas to be had.
Jack decided he needed a change of focus. He needed to do something different. He could feel
himself getting more and more frustrated, and if he didn’t distract himself-numb the feelings,
he’d probably end up with another limp.

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 191

He decided to get to work on his Christmas cards. Every year he sent Christmas cards to a lot
of people in town-a lot of people he’d worked with over the years and family members that
were scattered all around the country. Several years ago, he decided to buy an address book
specifically for that purpose. He would only put people in that address book that he’d be
sending a card to. When people changed their address, he’d change it in his phone and in that
address book.
He’d been using this address book for the last three or four years and it worked great for Jack.
It was a system that solved a problem he’d been fighting for years. It was predictable,
repeatable, and therapeutic for Jack.
First, he went to get the cards that he had purchased a few weeks ago. He got the stamps and
return address stickers out of the middle drawer. Then he went to get the address book out of
the top right drawer of his old oak desk.
This desk was a hand-me-down from his dad. And during the winter months the drawers on
the right side of the desk got stuck. Most of the time Jack could wiggle the drawers loose, a
little at a time. But not this time. This time all the drawers were stuck tight. He couldn’t get one
drawer out to help get another out from beneath. Every. Single. Drawer. Was. Stuck.
Jack pulled and pulled on that top drawer. Nothing. He pulled and pulled on the other two
drawers. Still. Nothing. He went to the basement and got a hammer and a block of wood,
prying with the claw of the hammer in the handle of the top drawer. He starts to hear the
sounds of cracking and splitting. So he stops. He climbs underneath and tries to push the
bottom drawer out from below. It moves a little bit. Just enough that he can get the hammer in
it. Success! He gets the bottom drawer out. He tries the same thing again, underneath the desk
to push on the second drawer. The same results. Just a little bit open, just enough to get the
claw of the hammer in and pry the second drawer open.
Now the top drawer, the drawer he needed. Same tactic. Under the desk, but nothing. Pushing,
pushing and pushing. Nothing. He put the hammer up inside the back of the drawer to pry
there. It budged. Just a little bit. Just enough that he could get the hammer in the gap on the
front of the desk. He got the claw down in there, prying and praying and prying. But nothing.
Prying and prying. Still nothing, but more sounds of cracking and splitting. He goes back to the
basement to get a crow bar. He wedges it down in the slightly open gap of the drawer. And
prys and prys and prys, until finally - snap!
The whole front of the drawer popped off. Jack had succeed at breaking all of the dovetails
that held the drawer front onto the rest of the drawer.
To say Jack was ticked off would have been the understatement of the century. But, now that
he was in, he reached in to find the address book.
“IT ISN’T HERE?! ARE YOU FREAKING KIDDING ME?!”
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Jack was done. It was over. Jack lost it. And whatever it was, it was completely gone. He started
tearing through the house-tearing it apart one surface after another. Throwing things around.
Throwing things that didn’t belong across the room in the direction of where they were
supposed to go. Room by room, he methodically worked his way through the entire house,
literally flipping everything on end.
Still, nothing. He couldn’t find the stupid little book that he had only resorted to as a means of
giving himself some form of relief.
Having torn the whole house apart looking for the book, he went downstairs, where he met
Paxton coming back in from who knows where. Seeing the disaster, reminiscent of the scene
at the end of Home Alone where Kevin destroyed his house in order to protect it, he asks Jack,
“Did you get robbed?”
“No, Pax. No, we didn’t get robbed. We didn’t get freaking robbed. I can’t find something. It’s
not where it was supposed to be and I have looked EVERYWHERE for it.”
“What are you looking for Jack?”
“It’s the address book I use for Christmas cards. I kept it in the top right drawer of my desk. It’s
maroon and about the size of a checkbook and says addresses in gold on the front.”
Paxton walked into the kitchen, reached up on top of the fridge and pulled out what Jack had
been looking for. He brought it out and handed it to him.
“Where was it?”
“On top of the fridge, I put it up there a couple of days ago. It was on the counter and I was
making the macaroni and cheese and didn’t want to ruin it, so I moved it up there out of the
way. Sorry Jack.”
Jack bit his bottom lip. His bottom jaw was out past his top jaw, his brow was furled, he was
literally huffing and sweating from having torn the house apart. He reached out and grabbed
Paxton by the shoulder material on the sleeves of his coat. He shook him and pulled him
towards himself. And with a mixture of rage and appreciation, said to Paxton, with a great deal
of effort and forced intentionality “TH-ANK Y-OU.”
Jack walked back into his office, Paxton following closely behind. Decorations and documents
were scattered everywhere. Jack started putting the drawers back in, except the broken one.
Bending over to pick up the cards Jack had strewn across the floor when he first started his
search, Paxton picked one up, reading it aloud as he stacked them together, “All is calm, all is
bright.”
“What?!”
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“Your cards. They say, ‘All is calm, all is bright.”
Paxton let out a laugh of ridicule about the absurdity of the contrast. Jack didn’t know what
was so funny.
___
In the meantime, where Paxton had come from was a little meetup with Julianne, Alissa and
himself. Paxton had been at the coffee shop when Alissa stopped in to say hi to Julianne.
They all ended up talking for about an hour- Alissa still there when Paxton left.
Julianne walked over to the door, flipped the sign to closed, turned off a few of the lights then
turned to Alissa and said, “Feel free to hang out. I just need to close things down early tonight.”
“Thanks Julianne. You really seem to love this place.”
“Oh, I don’t know about that. Sure it’s great, but it’s just a job. It’s not my life. My life is out
there. This is just what I do to be able to pay for all the other stuff.”
“Can I ask you a question?”
“Sure. Ask away.”
“How did you figure out that this is the life you wanted to have?”
“Wow, you really like light-hearted conversation don’t you?” To which Alissa responded with a
slight chuckle.
“Well, I’ve just been doing a lot of thinking lately, and I think I need to make some changes to,
oh, just about every part of my life.”
“What makes you think I have it all figured out?”
“You sure look like you do. Don’t you?”
Julianne struggled with her response. Ever since she had lost Tina to her new husband, she
hadn’t shared how she felt with anyone. She’d gotten pretty good at looking put together on
the outside, even acting with confidence in any and every situation, but on the inside, she
wasn’t nearly as put together. But, this thing with Alissa was new. She didn’t know her that well
yet. After wrestling with the best way to respond, she opted for, “Looks can be deceiving.
Nobody has it all figured out.”
“Hmm. I guess. But, you seem to have more figured out than I do.”
“Maybe, maybe not. Maybe I have a lot to learn from you.”
“If you need tips on looking and acting desperate, I’m your girl.”
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They both laughed and hugged. Alissa feeling better off, Julianne feeling as though somehow
she was some kind of fraud, someone who had faked most of the people around her into
believing everything in her life was just as she wanted it to be.
Nothing could be further from the truth.
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