


 

Chapter 27 

Jack, back in his bedroom, with whatever movie had been playing back on, sat down on his 
bed. He stared out the window, lost in a gaze at the orange glow of the street light, snow falling 
quite heavily. Like anyone who had just been ripped apart, the words and confrontation 
weighed heavy on his heart and mind.  

Like a bell that can’t be unrung, words that had been spoken would ring in Jack’s ears for the 
rest of his life. It was a defining moment, and not in a good way.  

“You’re the one who’s messed up Jack...”  

“If you could just think about someone besides yourself…” 

“Pathetic.”  

Did she really say that? Did she really call me pathetic?  

Jack still wrestled with the whole situation. He could clearly see that his plan had completely 
unraveled. But, was it really so bad what he did? All he was trying to do was make their lives 
better. All he wanted was to help them with something that would really change their lives.  

Jack had been wounded before. He’d been the recipient of finely sharpened words from a 
close friend. Felix. That was all Jack could think about at the moment. When this happened 
before, he lost his friend. Was he going to lose all his friends this time? Was this going to work 
out like that?  

Certainly not. Certainly there was more to his relationship with Julianne and Paxton, even 
Alissa. But, they all agreed. They all decided to get together and pile it on him. Did they all 
think he was pathetic? Did they all think he was selfish? Did they all think he was messed up?  

Jack didn’t really think of them as messed up. Well, maybe Alissa. And if he was being honest, 
Paxton was pretty messed up. But he’d never thought of Julianne as messed up. That is until 
she shared all that stuff about her past. So, maybe she was messed up after all. But that wasn’t 
how Jack thought of them. Sure, they had their issues, but all he wanted to do was help.  

If you had something in your teeth, you’d want someone to tell you, right? I would. If there’s 
something about me that everyone sees but me, I’d want to know. Wouldn’t I? Would I?  

Could there be truth to what they were saying? Could their words be more than just a 
response to being hurt? Could there be honesty in what they shared? Could I really be as 
selfish as they made me out to be? Could I really be as ego-driven as they said?  

Jack had always been able to see the ego-maniacal tendencies in Felix. Do I have the same 
tendencies? Jack knew he wasn’t perfect, but he thought he was a pretty solid guy. If not solid, 
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stable for sure. But, was he the same ego maniac that Felix was? Maybe I am, maybe it just 
comes across different in me, but maybe that’s worse? Maybe I am full of myself.  

Could he really be as awful as Julianne was saying he was. It was Julianne after all. She never 
said anything confrontational to anyone. She just let people be. And if she was saying this, if 
this was how she felt, then maybe there was more to it.  

And what did she mean by not being able to look in the mirror? What don’t I see about myself? 
What pain haven’t I dealt with? Jack knew he still had some pain in his life, but he didn’t think it 
really affected him much. He, especially lately, was feeling the loss of his dad. And now that he 
was in danger of losing his current friends, he was reliving the pain of having lost his 
friendship with Felix. But has this been affecting me every day? Is that something other people 
see about me?  

Could it possibly be, that just as Jack has noticed these issues of vulnerability in all his friends’ 
lives, they had noticed an area of vulnerability in his life? Was this his red letter? Was this the 
spinach in his teeth? Was it stamped on his forehead for the whole town to see, but he never 
saw it in his own life?  

And there on his bed, Jack wrestled with one of life’s greatest questions: “Who am I, really?” I 
don’t think I know anymore. I used to be the guy that everyone else relied on, depended on. 
But it’s pretty clear that’s not me. So who am I? If that’s not who I am, If how I’ve always seen 
myself isn’t how others actually see me, well then who am I?  

Jack didn’t know. Having had the image he’d created of himself shattered and lying in pieces on 
the floor of his living room, Jack no longer knew who he was. And if he didn’t know who he 
was, what use was he to anyone else? If he didn’t know who he was, what did he have to offer 
the people he’d been trying to help? What use was he? If no one cared for him anymore, why 
should he care for them?  

___ 

It’s amazing really. The power of a few words. When they’re spoken in the wrong way, their 
destructive powers have a force unrivaled in all of nature.  

What do you do when everything falls apart? What do you do when, despite your best efforts 
and attempts, it all comes crashing down? Where do you go from there? When every detail of 
every plan you made unravels at the seams…when it was all hanging on by a thread and 
someone just tugged on it the wrong way and now, what was left of your dream is lying on the 
floor in a heap of mess, how do you move on from that?  

Just like everyone does at some point in their life, Jack found himself at the end of his rope 
with no knot to cling to. The failure Jack was experiencing was just the beginning of the pain he 
was feeling. He didn’t fail often, and even when he did, he usually found a way to salvage 
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something from his efforts. But this time was different. There was nothing. Nothing left to 
save. Nothing left to fix. No adjustments to make, not options to tweak. It was just over.  

For the third week in a row, Jack stayed home from church. Actually that’s not quite accurate. 
This time, it wasn’t just the avoidance of potentially awkward and embarrassing discussions 
that kept him away, he was intentionally choosing not to go. Like he said last night. He was 
done. He was done with it all. Done with Christmas. Done with friends. Done with church and 
whatever religion he had. Done with Jonesdale. He was just done.  

___ 

His spirit crushed, his soul sour and his mind now subject to their greater forces, Jack had no 
one to turn to. No one to lean on. No shoulder to cry on. No ear to hear. No eye to see his 
pain. He was all alone, two days before Christmas and the worst of it all, he had lost all hope.  

He spent all day that Sunday, December 23rd, getting sucked deeper and deeper into the muck 
and mire that had overtaken him. It wasn’t just his spirit that was crushed, his purpose in life 
had been blown up in the process. Without purpose, without identity, Jack just didn’t see why 
he should even bother sticking around to try to patch things up. They seemed beyond repair. 
And even if he could fix the relationships he’d broken, he had been broken in the process. And, 
he was sure, this was something he’d never come back from. Not here anyway. Not with them.  

With nowhere to turn, he did the only thing he knew how to do. Drive. He threw some stuff 
together in a bag, wrote a note for Paxton and left it on the kitchen counter and walked out.  

Paxton asked as he walked by: “Where you going?” 

Jack didn’t respond or even acknowledge that he’d heard his brother. He just grabbed his coat 
on his way out the door, stood on the porch, his backpack of clothes and toiletries and snacks 
at his feet. Standing there, looking at the world he had loved and taken in so many times from 
his front porch, everything covered in a blanket of fresh snow, the large flakes coming down 
without relenting, he knew… 

But he didn’t. He knew he was leaving, but he didn’t know where he was going. He didn’t have 
a destination, he just knew he couldn’t stay here. One. More. Minute.  

He got in the Scout, put it in four-wheel drive, pumped the gas 7 times and started it up. He 
backed down his driveway, the crunch of the crushing snow beneath his tires no comparison 
for the status of his trampled heart. And he pulled out into the street, turned left, then right 
and just like that, he was on his way out of town. On his way to anywhere but here. Not 
running to something, just running away.  

The world may have been getting covered in a blanket of pure white, but the further Jack 
drove, the more his mood resembled the snow that had been soiled with dirt, tar and grime. 
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He was a shell, devoid of any of the characteristics that had once given him such meaning and 
purpose.  

Driving past the Rise ’N Grind, not even turning his head to see if Julianne was there, he drove 
on. Out of town, out of Jonesdale, out of this joke, this disaster, this miserable excuse for a life.  
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