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“A Moment in Time and Grace”

by Martin McCabe


(McCabe not only tells this story from the opinions and views of his main character, but also through a multitude of people who share the same emotion—love.  The work features a cosmic rebirth of mystical experience.)

“A Moment in Time and Grace”

By Martin McCabe

"It is no entity or unknown intelligence

that has spoken this day, but a warmth or feeling,

a calm that has come to share itself with…”

                                                         … a voice heard by all

Chapter One: The Common Voice

No longer can it lay dormant, still, dark, unknown, doubted, wanted, ill portrayed, emulated, given, and stretched thin, buried.  It has been lost, it will be found, it can be done, willfully.  They will not be destroyed to know, they will accept, they will cry, they will long, they will be given grace once more.  Wonderment and anger will follow in the end… love.

Chapter Two: The First of Many Miracles

“What the hell do you mean it completely disappeared?” Captain Stanton screamed.  “A two ton missile does not completely leave radar until it has struck its target or has detonated in the air!”  He continued raving about the logistics of missile flight before striking a worried tone and asking the radio.  “If it didn't continue its trajectory, where in God’s name did it land?”


“Sir!  Visual says there was no explosion, and that Fox Three's tail stopped midair all together.  No one saw it go sir.”  The soldier held his earphones on over his head, as he wheeled back and forth across the floor of the red room.  “It honestly is just gone sir… and wait, visual also says enemy fire has ceased as well.”


“Well, what are we waiting for then?!  Strike, damn it!”


“Sir, they can’t.”


“What?!”


“They say there are a multitude of weapon malfunctions.  No… no, sir.  Everything is malfunctioning… sweet Jesus.”  The soldier let the earphones drop to the floor and looked horror-struck at the captain.  “Visual says… there is nothing.”


“What do you mean ‘nothing,’ soldier?” Captain Stanton demanded in a growl as he slunk toward the unfortunate soul.


“Visual says its all gone, all of it… they are patching it in to the main screen.”  Every head in the room turned to the left and stared at the large fuzzy screen in wonderment and fear.

The dead will be taken, but not forgotten, the machines of destruction cast away, the living changed forever.  Erased from mind, war.  They will still have to reach for peace however, and it will continue.


They stared silently, for no dead littered the battlefield, no weapons could be seen, and naked men and women were lying and kneeling, prostrate on the ground.

* * * * *

“So tell me, how do we keep this from the people?” a man sitting in a large brown leather chair asked.  His face was unseen and pointed away toward the window; expression flowed only through his visible hands.

“Sir, we quarantined the ranks that were affected.”

“What do you mean, ‘the ranks that were affected’!?”  Hundreds of wailing people in the same place isn't logical—most of them are hysterical.  How can we possibly contain them all?”

“Look, it doesn't matter.”

“Obviously, it does.  How is it possible, and where will we send them all?”

“They shall be allowed to go home.”  The man in the chair quietly spoke, the hands no longer moving.  A voice not now often heard, calm, emanated from his mouth.  The hands hung limp on the arms of the large brown chair.  “They shall be free.”  The suits looked at each other and looked at the back of the chair before silently leaving the room.

“Yes sir.”

* * * * *
“Thank God you’re home,” yet another wife of war said as her husband walked through the door.  “But Brian, your face.”  She looked in confusion at her twenty-seven year old husband, who now carried the face of a sixty year old.  There were no wrinkles, sunspots, or cataracts… but a face that showed wisdom.  His eyes seemed to pierce her very soul, and she cringed before he spoke.


“So beautiful…” he said softly, and walked toward her.


“Well, thanks… but…”  She became suddenly silent when he caressed her shoulder, a warmth and sweetness like flowers flowed from his hand into her arm, her body, and ultimately her mind, and she understood.  A forgotten intimacy now lightened life's burdens.  “Brian…”

* * * * *


“What is going on around here?” said Jim Leher on the News Hour.  “Why haven't we, the people of the United States, heard from our nation’s finest?  Our government in the past week has been rather quiet about our peacekeeping forces in the Far East.  Although we don’t have much information on the progress, we have put together a little story for you, the American people.”

Katharine sat back on her bar stool at Red Lobster and drew more of her margarita through a large foot long straw.  “A story… a story cannot be easily found.”  She drew a pad of paper out of her pocket and a pencil from behind her ear.  “A moral dilemma…  I know it’s wrong, but I have to get the next pay check.”  She started copying down important facts, watching the television, and writing for her deadline at the office.  Yet, when she looked down at her notepad she was astonished.  Where were the paragraphs of information, the words that would pay her.  She stared in disbelief almost completely; she couldn't digest why the only two words written on the paper were “Divine Intervention.”
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