


 

Chapter 22 
The days were getting shorter and so was Jack’s desire to see his crazy Christmas plan through. 
He couldn’t find the motivation to work on anything for most of the week. He simply bounced 
through each day, like a ball in a pinball machine, merely reacting to external situations as 
they arose. Not taking any time to deal with his frustration surrounding the mess he’d created. 
Certainly not dealing with anything else.  

The only purpose he found for his life this week had been to help Paxton get ready for his big 
adventure with Julianne. The adventure that Jack was certain would end in death for one if not 
both of them. But, since this seemed to be the only portion of his crazy Christmas plan that 
was moving forward, he kept his mouth shut. He just sought to make sure his baby brother 
had everything he needed to be safe.  

___ 

Friday, long before the sun would be coming up, Jack and Paxton are awake. Jack has to take 
Paxton to meet Julianne at 5:00am, when they’ll leave to pick up Tina and head toward the 
mountains.  

“You have everything you need? You wearing clean underwear?”  

“Yes mom.”  

“Well, just wanted to make sure. You never know.”  

“I’m going to be fine. We’re all going to be fine.”  

“I know. It’s just kind of a crazy idea. Have you seen any of the videos online of guys doing 
this? It doesn’t always go so well.”  

“Yeah, I saw some, but that’s part of the fun of it. It’s not just the snowboarding, it’s the risk. 
It’s the danger. Guys online say they’ve never felt more alive.”  

“Well, I’m not going to try to stop you. Just don’t take any unnecessary risks.”  

“Jumping out of the helicopter onto a snow-covered mountain will be enough for today. I’ll 
wait ’til the next time to add pyrotechnics.”  

Apparently some of Julianne’s confidence in pursuit of adventure had been rubbing off on 
Paxton as they’d been spending quite a bit of time together preparing.  

Jack loaded all of Paxton’s gear up into the Scout, and headed to the Rise ’N Grind, where 
Julianne loaded all of her stuff into the Scout as well, as they couldn’t fit everything into 
Julianne or Paxton’s car.  
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“Don’t forget to pump the gas —“ 

“Seven times.” Julianne and Paxton said in unison. “We know Jack. Everyone knows.”  

Jack watched them drive off, got into Julianne’s little hatchback and headed back home, where 
he planned on working up his new Christmas plan.  

___ 

Paxton, Julianne and Tina, along with one other person they didn’t know loaded their gear into 
the helicopter. All of their veins coursing with adrenaline and excitement which was evidenced 
by the frequent whoops and hollers they were all making. The office manager made them all 
sign waivers verifying the company wasn’t liable for any injuries or death.  

“Doesn’t that make you a little nervous, Julianne?”  

Julianne lifted her head up from the desk to look at Paxton, “Nah. Everyone makes you sign 
one of these things.”   

“You can lock your boards in place right there.” The co-pilot gave precise instructions about 
where to put every little thing. Giving them each a set of headphones, “You all have to wear 
these.”  

The chopper started to spin up and everyone got on board. For the first minute or so of the 
flight, Paxton was pretty sure he was going to need one of the airsickness bags the copilot had 
pointed out to everyone along with his remarks, “just in case you can’t handle the flight. We 
don’t need to be cleaning up after any weak-stomached wannabes today.” But, it wasn’t 
because of the flight itself, but his nerves about what they were about to do. In theory it 
sounded like a thrilling adventure, but once the helicopter got up off the ground and Paxton 
could see how far things were beneath them, he panicked internally.  

Julianne noticed a change in Paxton’s demeanor, “You going to be okay Pax?”  

“Yeah, yeah. I just need a minute.”  

“You don’t actually have to go through with it if you don’t want to. Flying in the helicopter’s 
pretty cool by itself.”  

“No, I’m doing it. I didn’t spend all this money to just watch. It just hit me that we are doing 
this in real life. It’s different.” 

“You mean different from pretending to do it in a video game?”  

“Well, yeah.”  

“I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it. Besides, what’s the worst that could happen?”  
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“You mean besides falling to my death?”  

“Yeah, besides that.”  

The co-pilot took over the conversation, “Alright listen up. You’re going to get 10 jumps today. 
We’ll start you out pretty easy and pretty close to the ground. Each time will get more 
challenging. If you can’t do the first 3, you don’t get to continue. We take people on 
adventures-we don’t send people to their deaths.”  

Julianne and Tina were pretty involved in conversation most of the flight, which left Paxton a 
lot of time to think about all the different and extremely painful ways this could play out.  

The helicopter slowed down, stopping any lateral movement and simply started to reduce 
altitude. Paxton thought to himself, “This must be the first spot,” which the co-pilot quickly 
announced to confirm. “Alright ladies, this is your first jump. Get your boards on.”  

The woman nobody knew jumped first. Paxton counted how many seconds it took for her to 
land. “One-one thousand.” “That’s not too bad," Paxton thought, “I can probably handle that.”  

Tina went next, then Julianne jumped without hesitation. Paxton slid over to the door, looked 
down to see just how far it was he had to jump, then looked back to the 
co-pilot/instructor/mental torture specialist who got way too much pleasure out of torturing 
guys like Paxton. “Well you gonna do it or you just gonna let all those girls show you up?”  

That wasn’t the kind of motivation Paxton needed. Nevertheless, he slid right to the edge, took 
a deep breath - his heart pounding in his chest - and jumped. Counting/screaming out-loud on 
his way down. “One-one thousand.” Poof, his snowboard hit the powder and he fell face-first 
into the snow. He pushed himself up, then started to work his way down the gentle slope 
towards the others.  

Once Paxton arrived at the pick-up spot just a minute or two after jumping, the three girls 
were there, helmets off, fist-bumping and high fiving one another. “Wasn’t that awesome 
Pax?!” 

“You know what, it really was! Yeah!”  

They stood there, whooping and hollering, finally making an introduction to the 4th member 
of their team - Jenny something or other. In a few seconds, the chopper arrived. They loaded 
in and were off for jump number 2.  

The co-pilot/instructor/belittling torture enthusiast coached them all on the way. “All you girls 
did good that first time, except for you,” pointing to Paxton, “This time, try to get your weight 
behind you. Your backside’s big enough. It oughta get you going.” 
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Paxton was not amused, but took the advice. Watching the other jumpers, counting the 
distance, “two-one thousand.” Jump number two, Paxton landed. He nearly fell backwards this 
time, but was able to maintain his balance.  

Jumps three and four went better. Each jump a little higher, on a little more difficult terrain. 
Paxton was getting the hang of it. Each jump getting higher and higher, Paxton’s nerves getting 
worse with each increasing “one thousand.” Jumps 5 and 6, Paxton had been able to land and 
stay upright, not only gaining confidence in the jumping but in the boarding to the pick up 
spot.  

Jump 7. Paxton counted 5 “one-thousands.” The biggest yet. Every girl before him 
crash-landed. Paxton, having suffered enough ridicule from Officer Belittle, (as Paxton had 
deemed him) was determined to be the only one that stuck this landing. His nerves still 
controlling most of his body, he jumped. He locked his knees on the way down, not out of 
technique but unconsciously. The instant he landed, Paxton let out what could only be 
described as a girly scream. He didn’t move. He laid right there on the side the mountain in 
excruciating pain.  

A few seconds later, Paxton could see Officer Belittle being lowered down out of the helicopter 
on a cable. “You alright?”  

“Does it look like I’m alright?”  

“You ain’t looked alright all day, but, no, s’pose you don’t look so good.” In the meantime, the 
cable went back up and they lowered down a basket out of the helicopter. Officer Belittle 
asked Paxton, “Can you make it into the basket?”  

“Yeah, I think I can get there.” Being partially dragged and partially limping of his own accord, 
Paxton made it into the basket. After Officer Belittle gave the signal, Paxton was headed up. 
Another lowering of the cable to bring Officer Belittle back up and they were headed down to 
pick up the girls.  

Julianne was the first to get in the helicopter, she was obviously concerned, “What happened? 
Are you okay?”  

“Yeah, I just landed wrong. It felt like something snapped.”  

Tina and Jenny winced. Officer Belittle jumped in, “We’re gonna have to cut the trip short and 
get Princess Paxton to an ambulance.” Julianne started to cry. It was very unlike her. But with 
all the adrenaline she’d been feeding her brain, she was overwhelmed with emotion.  

It only took a few minutes to get back to the base where they’d started off the day. There was 
an ambulance there, ready to take Paxton straight to the hospital which was about a 40 minute 
drive away. Julianne and Tina got in Jack’s Scout and tried to start it up, but nothing. She 
cranked and cranked it, but nothing. “What’s the matter with you, you old piece of junk.”  
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Just then Officer Belittle walked up to them. “Everything alright?”  

“No. This thing won’t start.” 

“Did you try pumping the gas?”  

She hadn’t, but Jack’s words came screaming back to her memory. She pumped the gas 7 
times. It fired right up.  

___ 

Once they got into cell-phone range, Julianne started to call Jack. But, she stopped herself. I’ll 
call him once we’re at the hospital and we know what’s going on. I don’t need to hear a lecture 
from him without having answers.  

They arrived at the hospital about 20 minutes later, where they sat in the lobby of the 
emergency room for about an hour. Just waiting without any information, without any 
updates. They asked the receptionist, who simply said, “When we know something, we’ll call 
you back.”  

After another fifteen or twenty minutes, they got called back to see Paxton who had clearly 
been given some form of pain-killers. “Hey Jules. It’s so nice of you to come and see me.”  

“What did you think I was going to do, leave you here by yourself?”  

“I don’t know. You’re so nice.”  

Julianne asked the nurse what was going on. “Well, it looks like he might have broken his knee 
cap. We just did some x-rays and the doctor will be in shortly.”  

“Oh, Paxton, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have ever let you do something like this. You weren’t 
ready for it.”  

“Hey, hey, hey. You didn’t make me do anything. This was my idea.”  

“No, it was my idea. You just wanted to go on an adventure. This is what I wanted to do. I knew 
better. I knew all along it was too much. But, well, I’d just been wanting to do it for so long…” 

“Hey, hey, hey. It’s no big deal. It’s all fine.”  

The doctor came in, “Hi Paxton, do you want the good news or the bad news?” 

Paxton shrugged his shoulders. 

“The good news is, you didn’t die. I don’t know why people feel like they have to do stuff like 
jumping out of helicopters. Why is that even a thing?” He said this as he looked at Julianne and 
Tina. “But the bad news is, you cracked your knee cap. You’re going to be laying around doing 
nothing for six to eight weeks. Hope you like the couch. We’re going to get you put in a 
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temporary cast, then you’ll have to schedule a follow-up with your doctor tomorrow to get a 
permanent cast put on.”  

Julianne was crushed. Not only hearing that he’d broken his knee cap, and the recover time, 
but he was going to have to go to doctor’s appointments and be a burden on Jack or Linda or 
someone. She was feeling the weight of it all on her shoulders. This was her fault and she 
knew it. She was to blame. Paxton didn’t know any better-but she did, and she chose to go 
ahead with it anyway. She needed to call Jack to let him know what was going on, but she 
couldn’t bear the thought of him yelling at her right now. So, she waited. And waited. And 
waited while Paxton was being cared for.  

Finally, it was time for them to go, which meant it was time to call Jack and let him know they’d 
be back soon. Instead, she opted to text Jack.  

“Leaving now. Be home around 11:30 or midnight.”  

___ 

It was a long, quiet ride back to Jonesdale. Paxton slept most of the way. Tina was awake but 
didn’t know what to say to Julianne. Julianne just worried and beat herself up the whole ride 
home.  

I can’t believe I did this to him. What kind of friend am I? What kind of friend hurts their 
best-friend’s little brother. What kind of friend thinks it’s a good idea to let their friend’s baby 
brother jump out of a helicopter? Who does that? Who thinks that’s a good idea in the first 
place? What’s wrong with me? Why am I so messed up? 

These and many similar thoughts flooded Julianne’s mind the whole drive home. She’d hoped 
to be able to reconnect with Tina, but she didn’t have the mental capacity to even consider her 
at the moment. The river of self-defeat was flowing at flood stage, and the dam in her mind 
was about to burst.  

They finally arrived back at the Rise ’N Grind where Jack was waiting for them. Julianne got out, 
left the Scout running. She went to the back to get her’s and Tina’s stuff, loaded Tina’s stuff in 
her car and she was gone. She didn’t say anything to Jack at first-not a word or a nod.  

“Well, how’d it go?” 

“Not so good, Jack. Paxton had an accident.”  

“What do you mean, an accident? A needs new underwear kind of accident?”  

Julianne didn’t laugh. “No, he broke his knee-cap. He’s going to need a cast. He can’t put any 
weight on it for six to eight weeks.”  
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“You’re kidding me right?” Jack walked around to the passenger side of the Scout, to see 
Paxton, sleeping with his leg wrapped up in temporary cast.  

“Good night, I knew it, I knew it, I knew it. This was a cockamamied idea from the get go and I 
should have just stopped it. I just knew it.”  

“I’m sorry Jack. I just, I - - - I, well…” 

“Well what? Julianne, What?”  

The dam broke and bursted out in the form of a complete emotional breakdown. Mumbling 
in-between weeps and cries, she tried to communicate to Jack what had happened, but Jack 
couldn’t make sense of any of it. And he didn’t have time to try to figure it out. He just got in 
the Scout and pulled away as Julianne sat there in one of the cold metal chairs weeping and 
sobbing in the freezing cold night air. Completely alone with her pain and the mudflow of 
destructive thoughts. No one to comfort her, no one to affirm her, no one to correct her. Just 
herself-her soul now soiled with the debris of a catastrophic flood that had been building 
inside of her for years.  
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