
 The ticking clock served as an oppressive reminder that time 
moved forward no matter what.  Eliazar grimaced; he wished he 
could forget about time or stop it.  Maybe then he’d find a way to 
save her and tell her of his love.  Tick-tock.  Tick-tock.  The clock 
insisted Eliazar heed its mastery. 
 Ropes cut his wrists and drew his attention away from the 
onward march of seconds.  He struggled to turn over his wrist for 
better access to the knot.  His gaze wandered the room in search of 
some means by which he might free himself but he saw nothing 
useful. 
 The torment of being trapped and helpless did nothing to 
prepare him for the moment the clock began to strike the fated 
hour.  “Prisca!” He screamed as an explosion rocked the building.  
Plaster fell into Eliazar’s eyes, but he barely noticed for the searing 
tears which now escaped in response to the certainty that his love 
was now dead. 
 The bomb their captors strapped to his love’s chest set off a 
chain reaction which now caused the building around Eliazar to 
crack and groan.  Window glass drizzled from frames like ice from 
a winter sky.  In its violence it still glistened beautifully.  Eliazar’s 
chair fell over near a pile of glass; after he recovered from the 
shock of abruptly landing on his shoulder, he sought with his 
fingers for a piece to cut through his bonds. 
 He cut his hands repeatedly, but finally the rope broke and 
freed him.  In his efforts, he failed to note the smoke which now 
poured under the door.  It began to choke him, but his anger at the 
violence which took Priscilla from him pushed him beyond caring.  
He dove across the room at the door and threw himself into it. 
 The explosions still echoing around the ward jarred the door 
frame off kilter and it gave way at its hinges.  Eliazar yanked the 
sturdy wood out of his way and burst into the hallway, heedless 
that there may await him further dangers.  Only one thought raged 
in his mind at the moment: revenge. 
 As he sought his exit from the building, he considered the 
moment of their capture.  He needed to remember as much as 
possible so he exacted his revenge upon the right people.  He 
heard Priscilla’s scream in his mind, “Run!”  He couldn’t though.  
Priscilla was in trouble and needed him.  He shouldn’t have 



brought her to this restaurant, but she insisted she must have this 
food. 
 When they returned to his car after a pensive meal where 
Priscilla paid the most attention to her phone, four masked men 
materialized.  They seemed made of the shadows out of which they 
came. 
 One of them spoke: “What do we do about him?” 
 “What do you mean?” 
 “He wasn’t part of the plan.” 
 “Bring him or kill him.  You know what she said.  No 
witnesses.” 
 “I didn’t agree to kill no one.” 
 “What did you think was going to happen?” 
 Priscilla struggled, “No!  Let him go!  I’m the one you’re 
after!” 
 The hesitant one spoke again, “You heard her.  She is the 
target.” 
 “Oh quit whining, Cambridge; bring him.” 
 Eliazar latched onto the name: Cambridge.  It was an unusual 
name, should be easy enough to track.  He coughed as smoke and 
dust filled his lungs.  The limited oxygen, blood loss, and shock 
brought black edges to his vision but he pressed on to the light 
outside where he abruptly met a young man. 
 “You’re alive!” 
 “Who are you?” 
 “Cambridge.  I was involved in your kidnapping.” 
 “And the murder of my best friend.” 
 “I want to help you.” 
 “How!” Eliazar’s scream rasped painfully against his raw 
throat and lungs.  “How could you possibly help me now?!” 
 Cambridge shook visibly, “Sir, I know who ordered this.  I can 
take you to her.” 
 “Fine.  But if you do anything I don’t like, I will kill you.” 
 Cambridge nodded and turned on his heel.  The two rushed 
down an alleyway at the end of which was a black sedan. 
 Once in the car, Cambridge drove them to a warehouse. 
Across an empty floor, they took a rickety staircase up to an office.  
Eliazar opened the door and saw a cascade of brunette hair falling 



down the back of a desk chair.  A sinking feeling entered his 
stomach. 
 “Welcome, Eliazar,” Priscilla said as she turned around.  
“Thank you, Cambridge for bringing him.  You played your part 
well.” 
 Eliazar’s already raw throat constricted even more painfully, 
“Prisca.  Why?” 
 “I’m not a fool, Detective.  I knew it was only a matter of time 
before you figured out who I was.” 
 “Why the explosions?  The subterfuge?” 
 “I knew there was no other way.  I needed to destroy the 
evidence.  The explosion was supposed to kill you.” 
 “You killed innocent people.” 
 Priscilla sighed.  “Yes.  And there’s one more to add to the 
list.  Cambridge.  Get rid of him.” 
 “Now wait.  You promised me I wouldn’t have to do any of the 
killing.” 
 “Do it, Cambridge.  Or I will.” 
 Cambridge gulped.  He pulled his gun from its holster and 
looked at Eliazar.  “No.”  He turned and pulled the trigger.  
Priscilla crumpled to the floor, a bullet wound in the middle of her 
forehead. 
 “You could have told me she was the one behind the bombs, 
Pete!” Eliazar chided his partner. 
 “You’re welcome.” 
 Eliazar scoffed, “For what?” 
 “For saving your life.” 
 “Yeah, well, it would have been better if I’d know before you 
guys dragged us off that she was the one calling the shots.” 
 “You’re just mad that you missed seeing it and fell for her.” 
 “Of course I’m mad I fell for her!” 
 For the rest of his career, Detective Eliazar Graf never 
understood how he fell in love with her and why he didn’t see her 
true nature.  He always felt a hollow place where she had been in 
his heart, but it drove him.  It made him a better cop, and for that, 
he was grateful.


