Chapter 28
While Jack was heading out of town forever, Felix, Alissa and Julianne had gathered at Flora’s
diner, the only place in town open on a Sunday evening. They were the only ones there, having
all gathered for one common purpose. Jack.
Julianne had called the meeting. She was the commanding officer of this hate fest, and since
she hadn’t been able to speak her peace to Jack the night before, she needed someone to
listen. She needed someone who understood - who could add their voices of frustration to the
mix.
They had already spent a fair amount of time trashing Jack, each taking their turn spouting
their frustration. Not too long in the conversation, Felix had managed to steer the
conversation in a different direction, himself. He’d succeed at getting the spotlight off Julianne
and had aimed it right at his own ego.
“You know, It’s just such a low-brow way to handle Christmas. Christmas is just a joke anyway.
I’ve never needed Christmas. Christmas is for the weak, the ones who need magic. We’d all be
better off if we just lived our lives how we want and forgot about this mystical garbage. I know
I have.”
But Julianne and Alissa weren’t going there. They were here for a reason. The problem wasn’t
Christmas, the problem was Jack. They sat in silence for several minutes, when Alissa finally
broke the silence.
“I still just can’t believe he thinks so little of us.” Alissa reignited the hate brigade.
Felix rolled his eyes, slouched back in the corner of the booth they were sitting in and stirred
his coffee.
“The nerve!” Julianne took advantage of the opportunity Alissa had created, “It’s just so
demeaning, to have someone think they know what’s best for your life and not only try to push
you that way, but actually orchestrate events to force your hand.”
“It was pretty embarrassing wasn’t it Felix?”
“Yeah, uh-huh, sure.”
“He pushed me to talk about things I didn’t want to talk about,” Julianne continued, “but do
you know how many times he’s talked to me about his dad dying? Zero. Even when I asked, he
wouldn’t talk. But he had the nerve to try to make me open up about my pain, my past, and
then he just left.”
“That’s really shocking.”
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“I know, right? What kind of person does that? What kind of person gets a girl weeping and
then just leaves them there, alone?”
“I don’t know.”
“I mean, I shared things with him I’ve never told anyone. And he didn’t do anything to make
me feel better. What did he think was going to happen? What did he intend to accomplish with
that?”
“Alright, alright. Let’s cut him some slack. He’s not evil. You know his intentions weren’t bad.”
“I’m not so sure, Felix. You know better than anyone.”
Felix did know better than anyone, but not in the way Julianne meant. Everyone thought Jack
was the cause for the breech in their partnership. And he never corrected anyone about any of
it. Even Jack. It was easier on Felix to just leave it like it was than to try to address the real
issue. But, maybe it was time.
“I do know better than anyone Julianne. Do you know what I know?”
Julianne leaned forward, as if there were about to be an entirely new platter of gossip to feast
on.
“What I know is that, when Jack’s dad got sick, I was the one that manipulated him out of that
dinner they were having. I knew Ron didn’t like me, so I wanted to pull Jack away from him. On
purpose. I intentionally sought to lure Jack away from his family that night.”
Julianne and Alissa just sat in stunned silence.
“We didn’t dissolve our business because of the stupid grape thing. We’d failed at other things.
We knew we’d fail at some more. That wasn’t the deal. I just let Jack think it was. It was
easier-easier than telling him that when he should have been spending time with his family,
with his dad the last night he’d be conscious, I spitefully pressured Jack to come over and play
Tomb Raider. That’s what I know Julianne.”
Julianne’s phone started to ring, it was Paxton.
“Hey Julianne. Something’s wrong.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, a little while ago, Jack just left without saying a word. And, just now when I got up to get
something to eat, I found a note on the kitchen island.”
“A note? What kind of note?”
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“All it said was, 'I’m sorry Paxton. I hope you can manage to have a good Christmas. Jack.’ He
kept to himself all day, was completely silent. I barely heard him moving around, and he didn’t
say anything to me all day. I think he’s gone.”
“Good riddance.” Julianne hung up on Paxton.
“What was that all about?” Alissa asked.
“Paxton said Jack’s gone. He left a note and left. I say, good.”
“Gone?” Felix asked. “What does he mean by gone?”
“Well, Felix, I think it means he’s not at home. He left.”
Felix and Alissa were concerned. Felix had hoped that his sharing would help soften Julianne’s
anger toward Jack, but it didn’t appear to have done anything.
“I don’t know Julianne. This doesn’t seem right. What did the note say?”
“Sorry Paxton. Hope you manage to have a good Christmas.”
“But Christmas isn’t until the day after tomorrow?” Felix posed the question.
“So?”
“Jack loves Christmas. He’d never miss it. It’s not like him at all.” Alissa said.
“I guess -“ Julianne paused to think.
“She’s right. It drove me crazy how much he loved Christmas. He wouldn’t just miss it. Even if
he did screw it up. I think we need to help Paxton find him.”
“Me too.” Alissa agreed. “I’m mad at him, but I don’t want anything to happen to him.”
“Fine. Whatever.”
___
Alissa and Felix both tried to call Jack. It went right to voicemail. They both texted many
messages, but no response. They were growing more concerned by the minute. Julianne just
sat and observed, surprised they had turned back so quickly.
Clark was now out in the dining room, sweeping the floors. “Clark, something’s wrong. We can’t
find Jack.” Alissa sought to bring him in to help.
“You mean the guy you’ve been bashing all night? That Jack?” Which was accompanied by a
judgmental look from Clark.
“Yeah. Paxton says he’s missing.”
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“Missing?”
“Missing. He left a note. His phone goes right to voicemail. No response of any kind. He’s
missing.”
They could all see the change on Clark’s face. It went from judgment and frustration to worry
and concern. "Okay, well, let’s not panic. We just need to go out and find him.”
Clark, having already closed up the kitchen, turned out the lights, grabbed his coat, hat and
keys and locked up as they left. Standing outside of Flora’s the snow already several inches
deep, they devised a strategy. Alissa (and Julianne begrudgingly) would drive around to all the
places Jack spent most of his time. Felix would go to the other end of town, out by the church
and start driving around looking for the Scout. Clark was going to go home and start calling
people.
“Let’s not panic.” Clark advised as they wrapped up. “Let’s stay in touch. If we haven’t heard
anything by morning, we’ll meet at Julianne’s about seven and go from there.”
“Sounds like a plan.” Felix agreed.
Alissa, on their way to her car, called Paxton. “Hey Pax. We’re going to go look for him. You
keep us posted if you hear anything.”
“Thank you. I mean it. I’m going to post in the Facebook group and start messaging people.”
“Sounds good Pax. Don’t worry. I’m sure he’s okay.” Alissa said, forcing as much courage and
confidence in her tone as she could find.
____
Julianne dropped out of Alissa’s search team after a few hours, but Alissa continued all
through the night. Driving all around town, all around the country roads she knew Jack liked to
drive on, retracing her route forwards and backwards until she got too tired and the snow was
too deep to carry on.
Felix had driven around for a while. Paxton had messaged nearly everyone in town. Those that
responded, had no idea.
The next morning, when they all gathered at the Rise ’N Grind, they were all concerned. He
hadn’t been gone long enough to involved the police, but he had been gone long enough for
them all to know that something was wrong. This wasn’t like Jack at all.
Even Julianne was growing concerned. Maybe it was having time and space from Jack, maybe it
was Felix. But, the hardness of her heart towards Jack began, ever so slightly, to soften.
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Paxton had made his way off the couch and asked Alissa to pick him up. “I don’t know what to
do, guys. It’s been snowing all night, and he didn’t take much with him. What if he wrecked
somewhere? What if he ran out of gas or the Scout broke down or something?”
Alissa jumped in, “Is there anyone we haven’t called?”
They started to rattle through the lists of the higher profile names they had been in contact
with. Making a mental checklist as they shared. After about five minutes of listing names, it
struck Julianne.
“Did anyone ask Wyatt?”
Of course no one had asked him or checked with him. He was so far out, no one even
considered going to his house. Julianne called him up. “Wyatt, it’s Julie. Jack has gone missing
and we’re wondering if you’ve heard from him?”
“Nope, nope. I sure haven’t. When did he go off the grid?”
“Last night sometime.”
“Hmm. I don’t know. You all at the coffee shop?”
“Yes, we’re trying to figure out what to do.”
“I’ll be there as quick as I can, though Jimmy don’t get out here to my roads until usually a
couple days after it stops snowin’.”
“Okay Wyatt. See you soon.”
____
They waited for over an hour. Finally Wyatt pulled into the parking lot. As he walked through
the door, they bombarded him. “Did you hear anything?”
“How would I have heard anything? I was driving through a foot of snow.”
Taking off his coat, hat, scarf and leather gloves, he sat down at the bar. “Now, tell me what
happened.”
They did. Julianne started, more than happy to dump on Jack and paint the ugliest picture she
could create about what Jack had done to her. Paxton shared how they had done an
intervention in his house on Saturday evening, and how that really seemed to change Jack.
They all shared how they had been pretty harsh with him. The bared their soul to Wyatt,
confessing to the contribution they had made to the situation.
“Hmmm. That’d do it, wouldn’t it. And you guys have looked for him…”
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“Everywhere.” Alissa answered. “We have looked everywhere we could think. Asked everyone
we could think to ask.”
Wyatt sat there, evaluating the situation. Having worked with law enforcement in Clay, he had
an idea of how situations like this worked out. Worried though he was, he remained calm,
recognizing the others’ need for a calming presence.
“Well, he’s been through the ringer the past couple of weeks, ain’t he?”
“Yeah, I guess.” Paxton said, grabbing his crutches and getting up to head towards the
bathroom, Wyatt drawn to his leg. “How you feeling’ Pax?”
“I’m not hurting too bad right —“ While Paxton was answering the question, looking at
Paxton’s cast must’ve jogged something for Wyatt.
“I think I know where he is.”
“You do?” Alissa responded with a hopeful tone.
“You betcha. I think I know right where he’s at.” With that he stood up, grabbed his coat,
getting dressed to go back out, “You guys go get something to eat. I’ll go see if he’s where I
think he is. Take a deep breath. It’s all gonna be okay.”
In unison, they all took a deep breath. As he walked out the door, Felix got up and followed
him out. As the door of the coffee shop was closing, Alissa could hear Felix saying to Wyatt, “If
it helps, tell Jack - “ And that was all she could hear.
Wyatt, pulled out of the coffee shop, turned left onto Main Street and was quickly out of sight.
The others, sat there. Waiting for someone to make the move.
“Guess I’d better open up.” Julianne broke the silence.
“Yeah, I’d better open up too. Don’t want to be late for the Sieverson’s.” Clark left.
“C’mon Pax, let’s get you home so you can put that leg up.” Alissa grabbed his crutches and
handed them to him.
Felix just left without saying anything. Phone in hand, mindlessly scrolling through pages of
meaningless information.
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