
Miles apart, Patricia witnessed the news of the bombing on the television with a group of co- workers at the law office where she worked in New York City. The American Embassy had been bombed in China. The news showed an ashen-burnt crater smoldering with wisps of gray smoke. There was nothing left. More images featured the disbelief and grief of speechless tourists.

A blue news stream at the bottom of the screen texted, “Military forces assembled and counterstrike imminent. Chinese deny.”

“Wasn’t your husband on diplomatic assignment in China?” asked Dana, one of the office assistants.

Patricia stood motionless trying to take in the devastating information.

“Does this mean you aren’t coming to the firm’s Christmas Party tonight” The interruption came via Violet the office party planner between smacks of gum.

She onerously glared at Violet.

Bailey Wainwright, a distinguished graying man in his sixties and one of the firm’s prominent partners took Patricia aside.

“I’ve arranged for my driver Clarence to take you home immediately.”


Clarence held open the door of the black limousine as Patricia climbed inside. Then he softly shut the door with a silent snuff; as if afraid any loud noise might break her.

On the drive home, Patricia stared out the window and saw flashes of her life with Robert.

“He can’t be dead.” She thought. “It’s Christmas Eve!”

His brown eyes brimmed with tears as he placed a gold band on her finger. “I do.”

“I have promises to keep,” he whispered to her on their first anniversary.

“No champagne for you,” he said on New Year’s Eve patting her belly.

April rain pounded on the hospital tin roof. “We’ll try again and someday you’ll be a great mom.”

On their fifth anniversary, “You are my miracle and reason for living with or without children.”

Two years later. “These woods are lovely, dark and deep like your beautiful green eyes. Let’s buy this house and make it our home. Someday, we are going to need all these rooms.”

As he left to board his plane to China, he looked intensely into her eyes and silently mouthed, “I love you.”

That was the last time she saw him.

For Patricia it was over, nothing made sense anymore. “How can he be gone?”

Exhausted, she closed her eyes and collapsed into the anguish of her mind. Suddenly, the world appeared as if a Seurat painting reduced to individual dots of color, only spinning faster and faster, blurred into a whirling dervish world of chaotic drips and splashes.

She felt her spirit leave her body and ascend. Flying higher and higher above the city, she ignited into a blinding white flash, shooting past the atmosphere of Earth and amongst the stars traveling swiftly through infinity of universes. The journey ended inside a black timeless void, a safe place to get away.

“How could time heal a broken heart if there was no such thing as time anymore?”


“Excuse me ma’am. Did you hear me?

Patricia opened her sleepy eyes. “What? Are we there yet?”

“Yes ma’am, we have arrived. Can I help you to the door?”

“No, I got this. Thank you for driving me home Clarence.”

“Very well then, like I said ma’am, you got to stay strong for you and the baby. Merry Christmas”

At that moment, reality set in.

“Yes, and…Merry Christmas to you Clarence.”


Inside her home, she sat for an hour before a cold fireplace numbed to the day’s pain. Succumbed by solitude and weariness she fell asleep on the flowery sofa.

She dreamt she was a butterfly and wondered if she was a butterfly dreaming of a woman.

A knock at the door disrupted her somnolence state.

She answered to reveal two men in dark suits and sunglasses.

“It’s about Robert isn’t it?”

“I’m so sorry Mrs. Weston, he was a good man. We just need you to sign these forms and disclaimers that you will not sue the government for any loss or damages.”

“Please, leave.” She wanted to say more, but the words were tabescent inside her pressing sorrow.

Patricia slammed the door. She then began pounding the sofa cushions.

“No! No! No! You said you’d never leave me. What am I going to do without you? What are we going to do without you? Please, I can’t do this without you.”

So caught by her throes, she did not hear the knocking return.

“I can’t believe you vultures are back!”

In her gravid state, she slung the door open and there stood Robert. “I’m hallucinating.”

And as fast as she opened the door, she shut it.

The knocking persisted.

“It’s a dream.”

The knocking continued.

“No, I will not go crazy and be pregnant at the same time.”

Knock-knock. Knock-knock. Knock-knock.

“I have to face my fears and say good bye,” she thought.

“Good-bye Robert. I will always love you,” she said to the apparition.

“Patty, it’s me.”

“Yes dear, we had a wonderful life but now I must let go.”

“No, really Patty. It’s me Robert. Open up!”

“But you died in Beijing. I saw it on the news.”

“They were wrong. I was in Hong Kong. I traded my days-off with a coworker. I was already on my way back when the embassy tragedy happened. I couldn’t contact you. Why haven’t you been answering your phone?

“Oh no, I must’ve left it at the office. When we got the news they sent me home and I forgot my purse.”

“Ha, we’re two of a kind. I left my keys at the embassy.”

“Oh, Robert, Robert, Robert. Let me touch you.”

She kissed his forehead, cheeks, nose and lips.

“You have no idea what I have been through.”

“And about to go through” He pointed to the floor.

Her water had broken.

“I love you.”

After seven years of trying to have a baby. The moment had arrived. And at 11:59 pm on Christmas Eve baby Miracle Noel Rose Weston was born.

       


