December Snow

David Cook was standing across the road from a big house. Decorative Christmas lights traced the outline of the window frames around the house, sparkling in red, blue and green. David surveyed the ambient houses and thought the ubiquitous Christmas spirit was merely as unsettling as the way those Christmas lights were dancing across the roof.

A couple was in the kitchen making Christmas dinner and didn’t seem to be the least disturbed by the fact that their only son was in the spacious living room watching TV, alone. David might take advantage of that. 

David glanced at the photo that had turned yellow with age and smiled. This was it; this was what he had been waiting for after being treated as an orphan for more than fifteen awful years. Memories of his past flooded his mind and David pursed his lips. Flash backs were not welcomed but innate in his nature. Although later he might savor or mourn over those reminiscences of his childhood, now was not the time. Succeeded in pushing away unpleasant thoughts of his past, David quickly retained his composure and carefully slipped the photo back into his back pocket as he crossed the deserted road. 

Half way across the road, he remembered what his caretaker, Mac, had told him this evening. “You may come as a shock to her,” he said. “After all, she had been told that she would never see you again.”

David raised the barest fraction of an eyebrow at Mac’s remark. “I understand.” 

“Don’t get your hopes up. You are the son who came too soon in her life, that’s why she left you with us.”

“I know.” David answered dryly, trying not to look anywhere but Mac.

“No, you don’t know. Your brusque visit may wrack her life.” the frown lines between Mac’s eyes deepened and the grip on his shoulder got tighter.

David took a deep breath and looked straight into Mac’s dark eyes. He said ‘I know’ in a way that meant maybe he didn’t really know but was in too much hurry to actually care. He patted Mac’s arm in hope of infusing a certain degree of reassurance before turning away. 

Now, David was standing at an obscure spot beside the window facing the TV, where no one could see him. He could feel the heat inside the house radiating through the window and onto his pale skin. December snow was still cold against his skin, but his heart was warm with anticipation. 

It was when he finally decided to walk out of the shadow, a woman emerged from the kitchen. She crossed the living room briskly and surprised her son from behind, laughing and cheering as the boy chortled delightedly in her arms. David leaped back into the shadow and observed. The child was chuckling into her neck and the smile on the woman’s face was the most blissful one David had seen in a long while. He felt the hesitation grow inside him, but he suppressed it and was instantly made sulky by the fact that he had any emotions to suppress at all. This was what he deserved, and he was here to take it back. 

The woman ambled back into the kitchen while the child was left alone. An idea, brilliant enough to have David plaster a wicked smile across his face, crossed his mind. He tapped the window lightly before giving himself time to contemplate the whole situation and hence the feasibility of the idea. The child turned towards the window with eyes widened when he saw him. David motioned the child, who was obliged to come forward. The small child slid open the window for a small crack.

“What’s your name, little guy?” David asked, inserting an unnatural amount of mellifluence into his voice though the child didn’t seem to notice.

“David,” Little David answered with his big innocent eyes that David doubted exist outside of comic book until today, “David Archuleta.”

David’s throat went dry and his shoulders were stiff. The little boy’s name was David.  David told himself the overlapping of name meant a connection or a sign, but he couldn’t tell what exactly, aside from the fact that they shared the same biological mother. David swallowed hard.

“How about you? What’s your name?” Bashfully biting down a small smile creeping on to his thin lips, little David asked.

David gaped at the child standing opposite to him, still struck by the curiosity of what meant beneath the simple name and why. But his attention was soon shifted onto the kid himself. This kid was somehow different from the other children he had met over the years he spent in the orphanage and boarding school. He looked so pure and innocent and…angelic. David took the liberty of staring dumbly at his half brother as he tried to comprehend if the kid’s ridiculous resemblance to an angel was the product of having parents in your childhood or a certain inner virtue the kid harbored within his five to six years of life. David tilted his head, a fond quirk settled on his lips. It must be this kid. “David, my name is David…too.” David answered warily.

“Wow, that’s so cool!” Little David’s eyes shone with excitement at hearing David’s name. “It’s nice to meet you, David.” Little David giggled and went back to watching TV when David told him to.

David closed the window and turned to lean on the brick wall of the house. He thought of the child who’s watching TV on the opposite side of the wall and thought of the kid’s mother, his mother. He sighed and let himself slide down onto the ground that had been covered with immaculate snow. 

‘He deserves this more than I do’, he thought. He covered his face with his hands and squeezed his eyes shut. He could do this; he had been doing this for more than fifteen years. And now that he knew there’s this kid replacing him, as the good boy – the center of the family, he was suddenly more than fine with it. Everything would be okay. He would be okay. He could put up with everything life had to throw at him, knowing that he had got a wonderful replacement in the family.

Stepping back to take one last look at the woman in the kitchen and little David in the living room, David turned away from the house and from his past. As he strolled across the street, he wiped his phone out of his pocket to call his caretaker.

“Hey, Mac.” 

“David! Hey. So, did you…do it?”

There was a long pause on the phone before David said anything.

“I’m tired, Mac. I just –” David glanced around the neighborhood and said, “want to go home.”

The word ‘home’ swirled out of his mouth and David tried to taste it with the tip of his tongue. He grimaced when he realized snow had fallen into his mouth, but then he noticed it tasted bitter sweet. 

Mac hesitated for a second, but after that, he seemed to understand.

“Yeah, good. I’ll come and pick you up.”

David thought for a moment, then took a deep breath before asking, “Did my mother give me my birth name, or was it given by you guys?”

On the other side of the phone, Mac could almost see himself smile. A lock had clicked open.

December snow was cold against his skin, but David’s heart was warm with hope and kindness.
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