Chapter 31
Christmas morning, Jack woke up, feeling something he didn’t know if he’d ever felt before.
The Christmas spirit.
He came down the stairs not long after the sun had come up, and scaring the living daylights
out of his little brother shouted, “Merry Christmas!” Paxton sat up and started reaching for
something to use to defend himself. Grabbing a shoe and throwing it at Jack.
“What in the world is wrong with you Jack?”
“Nothing, nothing at all! It’s Christmas! Merry Christmas!”
Jack was bubbly, if not giddy with excitement that the day had arrived. The day, that so much
of the season he had been dreading, now that it was here and he was different, he could not
believe how great it was to get to enjoy this day.
“Joy to the world, the Lord has come.” Jack sang as he started to make breakfast in the kitchen.
Paxton was worried. He figured Jack must have completely lost it, so he grabbed his crutches
and hobbled into the kitchen. At first, just staring at his big brother who was scrambling the
eggs in tempo with the words he was singing. “And heaven and nature sing, and heaven and
nature sing…”
“You alright Jack? You’re kind of freaking me out a little bit.”
“Alright? Alright? Alright?!?! I’m so much better than alright Pax, I’m grrrreat!” He said, pulling
out his best Tony the Tiger impression.
“You sure, because you seem, so, I don’t know, happy?”
“You got it Pax. Wait. No. Not happy. Joy. I got me some Joy Pax!”
“Oooookaaaaay…”
“It’s all good baby brother. Don’t worry about it. How’d you want your eggs today? Scrambled?
Over easy? Over hard? Omelette? You name it. You want pancakes? Waffles? Bacon? Eggs?”
“You’re already making eggs.”
“Right, right. Yeah, you’re smart alright. Lot’s of potential indeed!”
“I’ll just take them scrambled, like your brain today.”
Jack did something he hadn’t done in a long time. He laughed. And laughed. And laughed. Kind
of like Wyatt did. Paxton just stared, wondering if he should be trying to locate a straight
jacket.
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“Life is good Paxton. Life is good!”
“Okay Jack, life is good.”
“You better believe it.”
Jack finished up his brother’s breakfast, and they sat and ate together on the couch. Jack was
asking all kinds of questions about Paxton’s business, his preferred game, whether he liked
YouTube better than Vimeo and on and on and on. He asked so many questions Paxton felt
like he’d been interrogated for another crime he hadn’t committed.
“Oooo, we’d better get ready. Mom’s probably waiting for us!”
“We’re going to Mom’s house?”
“Don’t we always baby brother? I’ll go get ready. You get ready and we’ll head over. I’ll drive. Or
you can drive. Well, I guess you can’t drive. I’ll drive.”
Jack and Paxton made their way over to Linda’s house who was just as shocked to see the two
of them as Paxton was to be there in the first place. “Merry Christmas!”
“Merry Christmas Jack. Merry Christmas Paxton. Come on in.”
They went in and had a cup of coffee around the tree. Jack and Paxton opened their gifts from
their mom, but their mom didn’t have anything to open from them. Jack hadn’t bought
anything. Neither had Paxton.
“It’s okay honey, I don’t need anything. I’m just glad you came. You’re my Christmas presents.”
“So our presence is your present?” Jack asked his mom, cracking up afterward.
Linda looked at Paxton while Jack was laughing and mouthed to him, “Is he okay?”
Paxton shrugged his shoulders.
“Jack, you seem…happy this morning. What’s got you so happy?”
“Oh, you might call it the Christmas spirit.”
“You sure it’s not spirits?”
Jack laughed and laughed and laughed. He hadn’t felt this good in, well, ever.
After they had finished cleaning up the mess from the paper, Jack with a bow stuck to the back
of his head, they went into the kitchen where Linda had been cooking the Christmas ham for
later in the evening when they usually got together with some friends.
“Who’s coming over tonight Mom?” Jack asked Linda.
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“Well, I was kind of thinking we might do something a little different this year.”
“Really?” Jack asked, his voice laden with excitement, “what’s that?”
“Well, I think you know my friend Wyatt?”
“Know him? Of course I know him!”
“Well, I heard he was going to be all alone this Christmas and I thought we all ought to go over
to his house tonight.”
“That sounds like a wonderful idea! Who’s ‘we all’?”
“The three of us, and Julianne - “
Jack interrupted “Perfect!”
“And Alissa…”
“Wonderful, wonderful.”
“And Felix.”
“Felix? Felix is coming? How’d you get Felix to come?”
“I asked him.”
“Of course you did. Why wouldn’t you?”
Linda had been working on this little plan of hers ever since she heard that Jack had run off.
She hoped that if she could get them all together with Wyatt, they’d be able to work things out.
She had fully anticipated having to drag Jack there by means of a guilt trip, but something had
clearly changed since she’d last heard about Jack.
“What time are we going over there?”
“I said we’d be there around four.”
“Well, we’re going to have to leave soon.” It was 1:30pm.
“Jack it doesn’t take that long to get there.”
“I know, I know. I just don’t want to be late. It’s going to be great!”
___
That evening, after everyone had arrived, Wyatt stood up and made a toast.
“To Christmas. The most wonderful time of the year.”

(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 258

Everyone responded, “To Christmas.”
As they ate, things had clearly not all fallen back into perfect order. Sure, Jack was different,
but he had still done all that stuff. Of course, to him it didn’t seem like he had done any of it.
That seemed like some other guy he was quickly forgetting. But, even though they were
gathered in the same room, there was still tension.
Jack stood up, “Everyone, I’m so thankful you all came tonight. I’m sorry for how I acted. I have
a lot to learn, and the most important thing to me, is that you have the same Merry Christmas
I’ve had.”
“Okay Jack,” Alissa responded.
“Thanks Jack,” Paxton agreed.
“It’s a start,” Julianne said as she minimized eye contact with him.
“First, can we talk?” Felix motioned towards the laundry room.
The two of them went back there, where Felix shared what he had shared with the others,
what he had shared with Wyatt, which Wyatt knew needed to come from Felix. “I’m the one
who needs to ask you for forgiveness Jack. I’m sorry about that night. I stole something from
you that you can never get back. It’s haunted me every day ever since.”
“Let’s call it even, eh?”
“Sure, Jack. Sounds great.”
Felix turned and headed back to the table to enjoy Linda’s Christmas feast she and the boys
carted out to Wyatt’s house, half of which was sloshed all over the back of the Scout. Before
Jack could turn back, Wyatt came in to join him.
“Pretty great night last night, eh Jacky?”
“Amazing.”
“Well, there’s one more thing I think you need to know. Now that you have it, you have to give
it. Now that you have it, they need it from you.”
“But, how?”
“You’ll learn. But, one thing I know for sure. It has more to do with you becomin’ it first. If you
do, they’ll see it. And you’ll find all kinds of opportunities to be it for them, even when they
can’t for themselves.”
“I just wish, I just want them to know what I know, feel what I feel.”
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“Me too. But that, Jacky, is their choice to make, not yours. All you can do is give it, you can’t
make ‘em receive it. But, I have a feeling, they’re set up too.”
“Too?”
“Like you, like I said at ya in the forest yesterday. Didn’t you hear me say, you’re set up?”
“Yeah, but I thought you were talking about the Scout.”
“Nope. I was talkin’ bout you. And I was right. And all that mess you made, well, I have a feelin’
that’ll be a part of their set up.”
“Thanks Wyatt. I mean it.”
“I know, Jacky. You ain’t gotta tell me twice. I can see it in your face. That an’ the big ol piece of
lettuce in yur teeth.”
“Oh,” Jack started rubbing his teeth with his finger.
“Just kiddin’ Jacky, gotcha!”
And for the first time at the same time, both Jack and Wyatt heartily laughed together.
____
As Jack sat down, he started to get a feeling for what Wyatt was talking about. He started to get
a sense for how he could become love for his friends. Become peace, hope and joy. Though he
had not been able to give everyone the Christmas he wanted, a miracle did happen. Jack got
what he wanted to give. And now that he had it, he could start learning to give it.
He looked around the table, enjoying the conversation everyone was having with one another,
and for a moment he enjoyed peace. Wholeness. Everyone together. Just as he had hoped it
would, Christmas seemed as though it would end like he planned it.
And just then, all their phones started to light up and buzz and ding alerts. Mrs. Ayers was at it
again. This time, it was about Linda and Wyatt.
Paxton turned to his mom, “Like that would ever happen. Crazy old lady!”
Linda turning and winking at Wyatt said, “Oh, I don’t know. Doesn’t sound so crazy to me.”
“Mom….” Paxton questioned Linda.
“Mom….” Jack, echoed the sentiment.
“Oh you just look down at yur phone there Jacky. Not everything’s about you, ya know.”
And every single person at the table, all at the same time and in the same place, well, you
probably guessed it..
(Copyright David Lindner 2018) 260

They laughed.
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