Silent Night


Dillon Karras, Greek God, skipped down the stairs of his Washington Heights apartment complex, the goodbye kiss of his lovely wife Izzy still warm upon his lips. It was snowing. The glistening flakes swirled down from above in a rapid descent, laying down a white pristine blanket, transforming the bustling streets and towering buildings into a radiant dreamscape. For now. Soon enough would come the inevitable traffic and hustling minions that would screech and trample and destroy, reverting it all back into the ugly toad of grey slush and black garbage-strewn piles amid the pushes and shoves of the madding mobs.
	Dillon shook his head vigorously, wanting to tear loose the negative image from his mind. Izzy would’ve stuck with the radiant dreamscape. She would’ve expanded it, creating a universe –like the inside of an intricate snow globe—of a New York City sparkling with new fallen snow that never turned to dreary mush. But he wasn’t Izzy. He was Dill. And no matter how hard he tried to capture the magic of her imagination and hold onto just a corner of it, her wonder always managed to wiggle out of his grip.
	“Shit,” he murmured under his breath as he looked down feeling something ice cold and clammy clinging to his leg. His pants were already wet. She’d told him to put on his Alpha Pac XT’s but he felt silly wearing such high tech winter water-proof gear in Manhattan. So now, he could feel silly having wet pants all day with screaming kids on his lap. Well, at least he could match ‘em—wet pants to wet pants. Only their wet pants would be planted directly on his lap.
	OK! Things were looking up. Manhattan Dreamscape smashed to pieces in a matter of seconds, arriving to work soaking wet, and it not even eight o’clock in the morn. All the portends for a great day! 
	Dillon Karras, no longer quite feeling like the Greek God he knew he could be, he knew he should be if only, if only, tucked his head deep inside his parka, pulled up the hood, and sloshed to the 181st street station and the IRT #1 Seventh Avenue line and 34th St. He was headed into work, to Macy’s very own Fairyland. Santaland! Here I come!  Loaded for bear and pesky children. And not exactly in the best mood to pull off playing the jolly ol’ fella in the big red suit. Ho-ho-ho.

                                                                   ***
Izzy Wisehart Karras stood before the large picture window in their dining /living room area gazing at the snow as it coated the Green Ash that bent before the wide panes swaying in the light breeze. 
She loved watching the snow fall. Peace filled her as the quiet flakes drifted in their diamond shapes of white and blue. She could see the hues of blue though she realized few else seemed able to. The tranquility filled her stomach, stretching out on gentle tendrils through her arms and legs, reaching all the way down to her toes and up to her fingertips, washing her entire body in stillness as if she could sink down to the center of the earth and learn her secrets. The Hudson flowed luxuriously past, its waters a deep blue, as blue as the Atlantic as the snow swirled above it. 
She felt as though she were inside a post card. The Christmas tree she and Dill had gotten just yesterday, bought with their saved change chunked into a wide jar for just that purpose, glowed in the background, twinkling with its multi-colored lights and dripping with silver icicles.
	It was cozy here, in this nest she and Dill had built, made all the more snug with Christmas everywhere upon it. A cocoon they wrapped around themselves and burrowed within. And in her hand, trembling, she held the letter that was about to blow that cocoon to bits. 
	A while back, Dill discovered some checks from the Concord Players, where he’d built sets last summer, were missing. Asking around, he soon discovered that several other tenants had missing mail as well. Though management swore they’d resolve the issue, Iz and Dill weren’t quite so sure. Instead, they set up post boxes for themselves, and switched banks. How Citi Bank could have ever cashed those checks was a wonder. The signature was nothing like Dill’s. 
	It was better this way, anyway. Their schedules were so crazy. They were out of town for weeks—he designing and building sets, she designing and building costumes, sometimes both at the same time. Even when they were working in town, their hours were all over the place. Truth be told, mail had often gone missing from the lobby to their kitchen table. When the checks went first missing, Dill insisted they tear the apartment apart before he declared their absence. This way it was so much easier; now each was responsible for his or her own mail. 
	Just like their bank accounts.
	Lordy, her mother had a conniption over that one! “You have no idea what he’s doing with his money!” She ululated. “Or even if he’s making any!”
	To which Izzy quite calmly though icily retorted, “Mother!” And that was the end of that.
	The letter was from Cape Cod Community College. Izzy had gone to a Performing Arts Jobs Conference last spring in Boston.  She wanted Dill to go, but he wanted no part of it. “Those who can’t do, teach,” he threw the old saw at her. Yes, she thought, but right now, you’re doing neither.
	He had the job in Concord that summer, but all that fall and into the winter it remained pretty dismal for Dill. For Izzy, things never slowed down; she was costuming an off-off Broadway show that was new and exciting; it didn’t pay much, but it paid, and between that show and a teaching gig she’d picked up at the local Catholic Middle School, Joan D’Arc, she was keeping them afloat.
	That’s just the way things went. Their business was cyclical. But Dill didn’t want to hear it as he sank into darkness. That’s why she thought the Jobs Conference would be such a terrific idea, but he was adamant. He hadn’t made his mark yet. He wasn’t going to go hide away in some stultifying university or college—especially not some community college—that would suck the life out of him.
	Izzy ignored the insult. That was just Dill being Dill. She loved the community colleges, the diversity, the energy, the commitment of the students. She’d done a lot of work at the community colleges around New York: Guttman, Borough of Manhattan, CUNY. But the competition was fierce, after all the best of the best lived in New York; the administration could call upon Broadway talent, TONY winners.  The most she had ever been able to squeeze out  was a single class here and there. 
	As much as she loved the theatre, she was tired of the nomadic existence. Out of fourteen months of marriage, she and Dill had spent over five of those months apart. The last time, when he was in Concord, where he spent almost the entire summer, he would place these desultory calls, telling her how deeply lonely he was. There was nothing she could say that would bring him out of his funk. She couldn’t go to him; she was stuck in Ohio at the Cincinnati Playhouse. Not stuck, that wasn’t fair. She was working on a new play by an up and coming playwright and the experience was thrilling. But she was lonely, too. 
She could envision them in a lovely quiet college town, living a simple life, involved with engaged students and inspiring faculty in a place she had dreamed of living. A place just like West Barnstable, Cape Cod, Massachusetts.
	But Dill wanted no part of it.
	And here she stood: the dream fluttering in her hand with every beat of her heart. What now?
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