Chapter 24
Jack twisted and weaved his way to Wyatt’s house which seemed so much farther out on the
way there than it does on the way back to town. He was forced to take his time due to the near
darkness and the unmarked roads. Twisting through the forest with his headlights on, the faint
memory of the day in his rearview mirror as the remnants of the sunset trickled through the
trees.
Jack had Christmas music on, at least until he would lose the signal in the hills. The joyful tones
a stark contrast with the tone of his internal monologue.
I just can’t believe she would hide all that from me. What’s with the show? What’s with the
hypocrisy? What’s with the facade?
Jack didn’t simply feel deceived, he felt betrayed. He felt that he should have been the first to
know that his friend was struggling with such immense internal pain. But he wasn’t.
I wouldn’t have even known if I hadn’t been eavesdropping. What would I have gotten her for
Christmas then? I’d probably just give her another trip or adventure, another way for her to
bury her pain deeper inside.
Jack found himself driving faster with every angry thought he had. The more he allowed
himself to feel rage, the closer his right foot got to the floorboard. He was driving too fast for
these country roads, but he was too distracted by talking to himself that he wasn’t paying
attention.
Coming around one particular bend, the whole corner lined with trees and undergrowth, Jack
found himself drifting well into the center and opposite side of the road. It was dark, and had
he been paying attention, he would have seen the signs of the headlights on the other side of
the road. But he was not looking. He was consumed.
As he came around the corner, he was faced with the headlights of another vehicle. He racked
the steering wheel back to the right, throwing gravel all over the oncoming car. In the process,
he nearly lost control, fishtailing down the road until he was able to come to a stop.
Once the dust of the near collision settled, looking in his rearview mirror, he was able see the
taillights of the truck he’d nearly collided with. He put the Scout into reverse, slowly and
carefully backing up. As he got closer, he recognized the truck. It was Wyatt’s old Chevy pickup.
As Jack got right up next to Wyatt, he rolled down his window while Wyatt did the same.
“Whatcha doin’ all the way out here?”
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“I’m so sorry Wyatt. I was just worked up about something and I thought I’d come out to talk
to you about it. I wasn’t even payin’ attention. Can’t believe we aren’t both dead right now.”
“Yut, yut, happens quite a bit up here. Saw yur lights coming’ and ‘cided to slow down and wait.
You gave me a purdy good shower.”
“Shower?”
“Of gravel. Probably have to sweep the bed out after that. You can help me.”
“Sure, sure. It’s the least I can do. Are you okay?”
“Yut, yut, just fine. I was headin’ down to choir practice for the Christmas Eve service, but, it
kinda looks like you need some help. You head on up to the house. I’ll turn ‘round and
meetcha there in a few.”
“Thanks Wyatt, you have no idea. I really appreciate it.”
Jack continued on up the road, much more carefully-much more attentive than he had
previously been. It wasn’t too long before he reached Wyatt’s driveway, pulled the Scout into
what he thought would be out of the way and got out. Nearly completely dark, he got out and
walked around the property near the house. He was greeted by a dog that looked about as old
as Wyatt, and could smell the evidence of some other farm animals not too far off. He couldn’t
see much, but he could hear and smell evidence of more than he could see. He hadn’t really
paid much attention when he was out here before, but now he was wishing he had.
It was five to ten minutes later that Wyatt finally pulled into the driveway, parking his truck
right next to Jack’s Scout. Jack didn’t feel like he’d been going that fast, but it sure took him a
long time to get back here.
“Had to drive down a ways ‘fore I had enough room to turn around.”
“It’s fine Wyatt. Thanks for coming back. You said you were going down for choir practice, but
I’ve never seen you singing in the choir.”
“Well, I just like to listen to ‘em is all. How’s about we head inside outta the cold ‘fore the
coyotes come out?”
“That’d be great.”
They walked in through the back door. Previously Jack had entered through the front door, but
Wyatt took him in through the door that led right into the mudroom/laundry room on the back
side of the kitchen. There Wyatt took of his boots, and Jack slipped off his shoes. They both
hung up their coats. Heading into the living room, the room Jack had entered first last time,
Wyatt checked the stove and sat down, making a ‘have a seat’ gesture to Jack.
“What seems to be troublin’ you, Jack?”
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“Well, you know Julianne?”
“Julie! Yup, know her pretty well.”
“Okay, so she and I have been pretty good friends for a while. Ever since Felix and I, well, she’s
been the person I relied on, counted on, you know.”
“Yeah, I’m gettin’ the picture.”
“Okay, well after Paxton’s injury -“
“What happened to Paxton?”
“Oh, you haven’t heard? Well, Julianne took him on a snowboarding trip where you jump out of
a helicopter. On what would turn out to be the last jump of the day, he broke his kneecap.”
“Ooh, that’s gotta hurt.”
“Yeah. He’s laid up on the couch for awhile.”
“Speakin’ of, how’s your knee?”
“It still doesn’t feel great, but it’s better.”
“Good, that’s good to hear. So, Julianne?”
“Right, well, that night I kind of yelled at her for this ridiculous idea and she broke down out in
front of her shop. And I just left her there. Well just a little bit ago, I was up in my bedroom
when I heard Alissa come in, and I could hear her talking to Paxton about Julianne.”
“Nothing good ever comes from listen’ in when you ain’t invited Jack.”
“Well, too late for that now. So, I could hear Alissa saying - “
Wyatt motioned for Jack to stop, not wanting to hear information that wasn’t his to know. But
Jack continued.
“Don’t worry, it’s nothing too personal. Alissa was just saying how Julianne has been hiding the
pain she feels. Something about being empty on the inside and putting on a show for people.”
“You didn’t know that?”
“You did?”
“Well, Jack, it really ain’t that hard to see. I mean, why else would someone feel the need to be
so extreme all the time and pretend to always be happy? Can’t you tell the difference ‘tween
when she’s puttin’ on a smile and when she’s really smilin’?”
“I don’t know that I ever paid that close of attention, to be honest.”
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“Hmm. That might explain some things.”
“What’d you mean by that?”
“Nothin’ in particular, just carry on.”
“So, how do I help Julianne not feel alone and empty? How do I help her?”
“Well Jacky, that’s a tough question. You remember what I told you about love?”
“Something about sacrificing yourself?”
“Yeah, that’s part of it. True love sacrifices itself for the betterment of others.”
“Okay, so you’re saying that Julianne needs love.”
“Well, that’s not really what I’m sayin’. Looks like this is gonna take awhile. You want some
tea?”
“Sure?”
Wyatt got up, grabbed the kettle off the wood stove, took it to the kitchen to fill it with water.
He brought it back in. As he set it on the stove, it sizzled and popped from the water that had
gotten on the bottom of the kettle.
“Well, Jacky, seems like yur tryin’ to help a lot of people right now. You sure that’s such a good
idea?”
“How would helping people not be a good idea?”
“Oh, I think helping people is good, but yur helpin’ a lot at the same time, an’, well, it’s just a lot
all at once.”
Jack knew exactly what Wyatt meant. Jack knew he’d taken on too much. Not only was he in
over his head, but it seemed like there was no lifeguard on duty.
“Jack…Jack…yoohoo."
“Sorry, I was just thinking about what you said.”
“Well, now, let’s see, what else have we talked about over the past couplea weeks?”
“I guess we’ve talked about Paxton needing peace.”
“Right, peace.” Wyatt couldn’t remember the conversation, but he remembered about peace.
“So, what did we say about peace?”
“That peace isn’t the opposite of war, brokenness is.”
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“That’s right, and that…”
“That’s what I’m trying to give Paxton, peace...I think...Not really sure right now.”
“Okay, so that’s it then?”
“No, we were also talking about Felix that one day at Julianne’s.”
“Felix? We were talkin’ ‘bout Felix?”
“Yeah, remember? How he needs to enjoy life and needs joy?”
“Right. I remember talkin’ ‘bout joy. You got joy when yur hope is in yur destiny, not the
temporary.”
“Yeah, sounds right.”
“Well, this thing with Julianne, it’s kind of about that, but more than that.”
“About joy, but about more than joy?”
“About it all, and more than it all. You see Jack, joy is contingent on hope. And you don’t got
hope right now.”
"I don’t?”
“Do you?”
“Well, if we’re being honest…”
“That usually helps.”
“I guess I’m feeling kind of hopeless about all this stuff, but what’s that got to do with
Julianne?”
“Oh, right, you're talking ‘bout Julie. Keep forgettin’ that.”
Jack was a little frustrated and a little worried about Wyatt. Why did he not seem to be able to
remember all these conversations? Even who they had been talking about at the moment? He
thought he’d been pretty clear all along who he was trying to help, but for some reason Wyatt
wasn’t connecting all the dots that should have been pretty well connected to begin with.
“So, you ain’t gonna have joy if you don’t have hope.”
“Okay…”
“Well, what do you think hope is Jack?”
“Hope, I hope, hopefully. I don’t know.”
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“You know, at least you know how you use it. How do you use the word?”
“I hope I can give everyone a great Christmas. I hope I can make it home without running off
the road. I hope it snows.”
“Right, yeah, you see, that’s how most people talk about hope. We just hope for things to work
out in our favor.”
“And that’s wrong because…”
“It ain’t wrong to want things to work out in your favor, it just ain’t hope. I mean, you sayin’ you
hope you can make it home without runnin’ off the road, is more like gamblin’ than hoping’.
You might as well say, I bet I don’t run off the road tonight. Same difference.”
“Is it?”
“Maybe not zactly, but close.”
Jack had a natural tendency to question everything that came out of Wyatt’s mouth. Perhaps it
was because of the way he talked, or that he kind of dropped into his life out of nowhere. Just
like Jack operated in much of his life, Jack just couldn’t take Wyatt at his word because he
believed he knew better than most. But for some reason, Jack did like being with the old man.
He wasn’t sure that his advice was all it was cracked up to be. If it was a great as he thought it
was, why were things in such havoc? But, he still felt a desire to continue listening and learning
from Moses…..er, Wyatt.
“Let’s just say, for the sake of discussion, that you’re right. That’s not really what hope is. If
that’s not what it is, why do so many people say it that way?”
“Same reason people talk ‘bout love in all the wrong ways. Just ‘cuz everyone does the same
wrong thing don’t make it right.”
Wyatt had a point. Jack conceded and they moved on.
“So, then, dare I ask what hope is?”
“You didn’t need to, but I’m gladja did,” the tired old man said with a confident smile. “But first,
let me ask you a question. You ever worry that the sun ain’t gonna come up?”
“Who would worry about that?”
“They’re out there. But do ya?”
“No.”
“Why do you think that is?”
“I guess because it always comes up.”
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“So, every night when the sun goes down, you don’t sit there and wonder if it’ll come up
tomorrow?”
“No, Wyatt, I don’t.”
“Good, that’s good. And at night time, when it’s dark, do you wonder if it’s always going to be
dark?”
“Again, no.”
“Why is that?”
“Because I know that the earth revolves around the sun, and it takes the earth 24 hours to
rotate on its axis, so eventually my side of the earth will be in the sunlight again.”
“Good, Jack. You musta paid attention in science class.”
“Well, I think most people know that by now, don’t they?”
“Most, but certainly not all. So, earlier you was sayin’ you hope you make it home without
runnin’ off the road. Do you ever say you hope the sun will come up in the mornin’?”
“Why would I say that when I know it will?”
“That’s my point Jack. That’s what hope is. The reason you know the sun will come up
tomorrow morning is because it came up today and every day of your life. You don’t know for
sure it’s gonna happen, but at the same time you do. God could snuff it out all at once, but He
don’t.”
Jack jumped in. “Not yet anyway.”
“And that’s what we call pessimism.” With that Wyatt let out a good chuckle and got up to go to
the kitchen to get mugs and tea.
“It’s not whistling yet, Wyatt.”
“You’re right, but you hear that sound doncha? It sounds like that right before it whistles.”
Sure enough, before he had even been able to grab it off the stove, it just faintly started to
whistle. He poured the hot water into both of their mugs, then put the kettle back on the
stove, where the whistle grew stronger and stronger until he flipped the top up.
“Ya see, I knew it was gonna whistle because it always does when it makes that sound.”
“Okay, but, why would I hope in something I know for sure?”
“Well, this” Wyatt said as he pointed to the kettle “is science. We know how this works. We
don’t hope for water to boil, we just know it does, ‘cuz it always has and always will.”
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“Right…”
“So, what do we do about the things we can’t see, like tomorrow? You can’t see it. And ten
years from now, can’t see that neither.”
“No, but it will still come. We just might not be here for it.”
“The pessimist is strong in you, Jack. real strong.”
“I’ve been trained well.”
Wyatt paused for a moment as if to ponder Jack’s level of pessimism. He sat with his nose over
his cup of tea, the steam rising up and hitting his face, fogging up his glasses. Jack wasn’t sure
why he stopped talking. But Wyatt knew. He knew Jack could only handle so much. For some
reason, Jack wasn’t real open to talking about God, but Wyatt needed to talk about Him if he
was going to be able to share hope with Jack. He was concerned, but not worried. After all he
had hope, and he had many reasons to have it.
“Well Jack, we make it harder on ourselves than it oughta be, but the truth is, hoping about
tomorrow ain’t no different than hoping the water will boil. As long as your hope is in the right
place.”
“Here we go. I knew it was going to come up eventually.”
“I know you don’t like talkin’ about it, but will you do me a favor? For the next few minutes, can
I just tell you where I’m comin’ from? That’s all. I ain’t pressurin’ you ‘bout nothin’, just trynna
tell you about my hope.”
Jack took a deep breath and looked to his left and to his right. He picked up his tea and tried to
take a sip, but didn’t want to burn his tongue, so he just held it. He thought for a moment,
staring into the fire until finally he said, “Okay.”
“Thanks Jack. I ‘preciate it.”
“Sure.”
“So, hope. You ever use a real camera Jack? One you have to focus?”
Jack was familiar with the concept. His dad had been into photography and he remembered
playing around with his old camera. He always thought he’d like to take it up as a hobby, but
never found the time.
“Yeah, a little bit, not much.”
“Butcha know you gotta focus it right? You don’t just point and take a picture, you gotta turn
the dial on the lens until whatcha want is in focus. Right?”
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“Right.”
“Well, that’s hope. Focusing the lens.”
“Okay old timer, I guess I need you to explain.”
"Hope is focusing the future through the lens of God’s faithfulness in the past.”
Wyatt made his statement and then let it sit in Jack for a few seconds. He wanted to give it time
to sink in, to let the idea simmer for a minute. Wyatt took a deep breath and drank some of his
tea. Jack avoided making eye contact with Wyatt because of the religious tone of the
conversation, but stared into the fire intently. Deep breath after deep breath. The thoughts
just as deep as his breathing.
“You see Jack, even though I’m as old as Moses, I gotta a lotta hope for tomorrow.”
That got Jack’s attention. He’d started off calling the old man Moses, but he hadn’t done so
again until tonight, when he’d said it in his head. Is this guy reading my mind?
“Well, why do you have hope for tomorrow?” Jack asked, partly because he just wanted the
conversation to move beyond religion and partly because he wanted to know.
“Because, Jack, my hope isn’t based on what’s gonna happen tomorrow. As old as I am, I’ve
seen God show up in so many stinkin’ ways in my life, I’d be a fool not to think He wouldn’t
show up tomorrow.”
Deep breath. Fire. Deep breath. Fire.
“But, for me Jack, trusting on God for today is just as certain as the sun comin’ up. Doesn’t
matter much what happens. ‘cuz real hope is just that, trust. I trust it’s all gonna work out.”
Deep breath. Deep Breath. Fire.
“And when I start to lose hope, all I have to do is think back to all the times God’s showed up in
my life. An’ I know, He’ll do it again. I just have to wait. And hope.”
The two of them sat there, staring at the fire for what must have been ten or fifteen minutes.
Both sipping their tea, Jack drinking faster as he was able to. Jack couldn’t argue with what
Wyatt was saying. Maybe partly because Jack tried not to argue about religion. But, more so
because it made sense. All along, Jack has noticed that there was something different about
this old-timer. And whether or not the God-thing was real, Wyatt was real and Wyatt was really
different.
“So, whatcha thinking’?”
“Too much to share right now. I’d probably better start going back towards town. It might be
morning before I get there.”
(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 218

“Okay Jack. I’m always here if you wanna chat.”
And with that Jack got up. Wyatt walked him back to the mud room, putting the mugs in the
sink as he walked by. He turned on the hot water and said to Jack, “Takes a while to warm up.”
“Mine too. Have a good night Wyatt.”
And Jack headed back out to the Scout, the old dog following him. He got into the Scout,
pumped the gas 7 times, looked in the rearview mirror and backed into a spot to turn around.
Then looking forward, he drove down the driveway and made his way home.
___
The whole drive back into town, Jack thought about what the old man had said. He wrestled
with his words and ideas about hope. It was almost as if the thoughts had wormed their way
into deeper parts of his mind and they weren’t going to let up until he focused on them.
But that wasn’t why he went out there. He hadn’t gone out there to talk about why he was
feeling hopeless. He’d gone out to talk about Julianne feeling empty, and maybe she was
hopeless too. But Jack couldn’t deny how he felt in the meantime. He didn’t have much hope
for tomorrow. He didn’t have much hope that his crazy idea was going to pan out. He didn’t
have hope that he wouldn’t lose his friends. If looking in the past had taught him anything, it’s
that based on the activities of his recent past, he may never have friends again.
“Maybe that’s it.” He said to himself as he wound his way down off the mountain. “Maybe what
Julianne needs is to deal with whatever it is that has her feeling so desperate. Even if that’s me,
and she needs to scream at me. Maybe I just need to help her see how good her life really is.
Maybe I can help her see how much the good outweighs the bad.”
Jack continued down this line of thought. Isn’t that really all it’s about anyway? Enough good to
outweigh the bad?
Somehow, once again the old man had done it. He’d gotten into Jack’s head just enough for
him to get a crazy idea. And at this point any idea was a good idea. Something-anything he
could try that would show Julianne and all those closest to him that his intentions were good.
He just wanted to help them have better lives. That’s all-just to help.
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