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  Matthew 4:19

  
  




David Miller measured his life in three things: the scent of Sarah’s perfume, the height of his boys, and the fears he thought every time he pinned on his badge. He expected tonight to end like the others. It didn’t.


Miller’s police cruiser sat with only him inside. His clock read 11:00 PM. A deep sleep crept over him, unable to stay awake as he usually did on most nights.

The dispatcher came over the radio. “All units, we have a 10-10 in progress at Komo Plaza. Large group, multiple physical altercations. Reporting parties say it’s spreading toward the Needle.”

Another voice came through the radio. “Mary-12, I’m three blocks out. I see the crowd. It’s a mess—they’re just hitting whoever’s closest. Send more units. Now.”

Slumber engulfed him. To him, death is a lot like sleep, just no dreams.


Miller jolted awake, a cold stick of metal pressed against his neck. His clock now read 12:00 AM.

“Hello, David.” A man in the passenger seat held a Beretta nine-millimeter.

Miller moved his eyes to his holster, empty. “Son of a—”

“Language.” The man wore a brown leather jacket.

He paused. “Is that my gun?”

“I’m no thief, unless I was on a cross next to Jesus.”

“Great, you’re one of those.”

The assailant smiled, the gun still shoved into Miller’s head. He pressed the gun harder. “Drive.”

Miller took the car out of park. “Who are you?”

“Elijah. Just… Elijah.”

Miller pressed on the gas.

“What do you want—”

“I’ll tell you when to turn—”

“You are making a mistake—”

“Does that really matter?”

Miller figured he was suicidal, attempting suicide by cop. “Do you have a family?”

“I know you do—a wife, two kids, aren’t you planning for a third?”

Miller’s face went whiter than the clown he hired for his son’s birthday; his son also went white.

“Hoping for a girl, I hear.”

The wife must have mentioned it to her parents, but Sarah’s family didn’t know anyone with the name Elijah, let alone one who would kidnap a police officer. He could smell his wife’s perfume, yet she hadn’t been in his squad car since their anniversary almost a full year ago. Ten degrees of heat choked his brain. “How?” It was the only word he could get out.

Elijah ignored the question and proceeded to give directions.

Turn after turn didn’t even register in Miller’s mind, only in his arms; the only thing that registered was their anniversary next month. The temperature earlier that evening had been perfect for a wedding.

“I know you wanted a girl twice before, but you got boys.”

Not.

A.

Word.


The red of the traffic light glowed on their faces. Elijah began mumbling something; it was rhythmic. Between these rhythmic mumbles came the words. “Abba Father, your red words that sit in thy word are powerful.” He spoke just loud enough for Miller to hear.

Red letters? In the Bible Miller’s grandmother used to keep on the nightstand, red ink spelled the words of Christ.

“You’re… praying for me? You have a gun to my head and you’re praying for me?!” Miller’s voice sounded foreign in his own ears.

Elijah remained focused in prayer, eyes still locked on Miller, his stomach flexing as he mumbled his rhythm.

The light turned green. Miller ceased praying and pressed the gun. “Drive.”


There they were. The Hiram M. Chittenden Locks.

Elijah stepped out of the car; his gun remained on Miller. “Follow me.”

Miller got out and followed. The air here was different, different as in damp and heavy with the scent of algae and cold concrete, yet the air was summer night. Elijah led him onto the metal grate of the bridge that spans the large lock. Under their boots, the water was a boiling chaos, rushing into the chamber to lift a row of waiting boats.

Elijah pressed the Beretta into Miller’s lower back, his trench coat hiding the gun. “Is this familiar?”

Miller squinted, looking down into the churning depths; what was he talking about? “I’ve been here once; on a call, I believe.”

“Yes, you came here on a call; a group of teens were harassing an old man.” The roar of the water filled the gaps between his words. “Once you chased the teen off, he told you that a man is like one of those boats; if he stays in the salt too long, his hull will corrode. To survive in fresh water, he must be leveled.”

Miller remembered the man’s face, which weathered like driftwood. “Silas, he’d been a gate operator for thirty years.”

“A reprobate mind—that’s how I interpreted it, at least.”

“He was a drunk.”

The waves crashed against the parked boats.

Elijah sighed, his gaze fixed on the thrashing water. “He didn’t want to be a drunk.”

Miller watched a boat creep up toward their level. “Where is he?”

“No idea, back in the car.” He turned and pushed him with the Beretta.


The red of the traffic light glowed on their faces once more. Elijah began rhythmic mumbling again. Between these rhythmic mumbles came the words. “Abba Father, your red words that sit in thy word are powerful.” A little louder than the first.

Miller scoffed. “Doesn’t the Bible say not to repeat prayers?”

“You quote a loophole in a book you don’t even believe. I’m just… tightening the bolts. Reminding myself of what I need. Don’t you read Miranda rights?”

Miller gritted his teeth. “I’m about to.”


There they were. The Fishermen’s Terminal.

Elijah led Miller out with the nine-millimeter pressed into his back. They came to a statue, the smell of the salty ocean and diesel filling their noses. The masts of the parked fishing fleet swayed in the dark, a
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