Chapter 18: Searching For Maverick

     Wenger stared avidly at the sun which was setting down. The bright glare was almost blinding him, but he didn’t mind. He sat there at the usual spot where he always sat until it was late at night before he made the effort to get his bum up to do something else.

     “ Hmm, like always…” he sighed to himself.

     The sun always took him in. The rays that were emitted sort of like made him want to stare at it, to see its wonderment where others couldn’t. To him, it was beautiful.

     “ Has Maverick been into any trouble lately?” a voice beside him asked.

     The voice was so sudden and the meaning gave a scary thought to Wenger that hit him so badly he jumped of from where he was sitting and dropped into the sea from the edge of the pier.

     Soon, the recognition of the voice made him calm down a little as he swam to the surface.

     “ Squid, don’t you ever come up to me and give me such a fright!” Wenger spat at his friend as his pal looked on at his, bemused.

     “ Man, are you guilty or something?” Squid laughed heartily. The sight of his friend reaction was really hilarious.

     “ Why do you ask?” Wenger asked, still feeling very furious.

     “ A guy in enquiring about him. He seems pretty harmless and he has that Ian guy with him,” Squid answered.

     Ian? “ You mean that lone ranger?” Wenger asked, bobbing up and down in the seawater.

     “ None other than him,” Squid replied.

     What is he doing here?! Wenger thought critically. Something bad is going on here if Ian shows up.

     “ So, are you gonna help me up or what?” Wenger asked, offering his hand.

     Wenger dried himself with a dry towel as he and Squid walked to the front gate of the harbour. There was no one around as it wasn’t the main day for sails so the harbour was practically a ghost port, besides Wenger and Squid hanging around.

     Wenger spotted two people at the front entrance. One of them was definitely Ian. Wenger could recognize him a mile away. He stood there as cool as steel with his long cape hanging loose from his back. Why does he always have to wear a stupid long cape? He’s already cool enough without it! Wenger complained to himself.

     The other was someone he didn’t know. The person was rather short and thin, more of the malnourished type. As Wenger got closer, he felt that Ian’s partner looked more and more like a scientist.

     The new person was fidgeting, nervous like a mouse, feeling that some unknown monster would just appear from the shadows and consume him whole. The scientist look-alike felt danger was ever present around him.

     “ What is it that you want to know?” Wenger asked the small fellow as he came within talking distance.

     “ Are you Arnie Wenger?” the person asked.

     “ Yes, but nobody calls me by my first name. They seem to prefer my surname instead,” Wenger replied. “ Drifting far from point,” he scolded himself “ What is it that you want with Maverick?”

     “ He is in grave danger…” he started.

     “ So…” Wenger replied in a tone that sounded like he didn’t really care.

     “ And also the one they say has the force of Force,” he continued.

     Wenger gave the person a look that made him kept silent. Who is this guy? Wenger questioned himself. Am I doing a stupid thing by even talking to such a person?

     “ Who the hell are you and how do you know so much stuff?” Wenger asked, giving the person a sinister look.

     “ I don’t have much time to spare. I’m a scientist from the government researching in biology. The government is going to assassinate me at any chance they can get. You must let me see Maverick,” he said, urgently.

     “ Hang on, you didn’t even explain why you even want to see him,” Wenger protested.

     “ It will be to difficult for you to understand,” he replied.

     “ Try me,” Wenger challenged him.

     “ Do you believe that the person you know as Maverick is really Maverick?” the person questioned him.

     “ What are you talking about?” Wenger asked.

     “ You see, you don’t get it,” he replied.

     “ Tell me! I’m losing my patience!” Wenger screamed.

     “ Quiet you fool! They might hear us!” the person hushed softly. “ Look here, the Maverick you know isn’t really Maverick. It is someone else.”

     Wenger tried to register the words that were just presented to him. It somehow had the ability to jam his brain cells for a moment. 

     “ Not real? What gibberish is this?” Wenger asked with a ridiculous look on his face.

     “ He is a spy for the government. That is not the real Maverick you know,” he replied.

     Laika paced around her room, feeling confused and lost in mind. 

     What is my father doing? She thought to herself. Lately, her father, the president has been acting strangely. He had long meetings with his generals from the army. He was constantly on the move, always planning about this person with a special type of force.

     What ability does this person have that is making my father act so? Laika thought. Her president was now obsessed by this unknown fellow.

     The door of her room opened and Rachael enter Laika’s bedroom. She had brought along all the gear they need.

     “ This should be enough,” Rachael puffed, heaving the heavy bag upon the bed. Their gear was set and they were ready to move.

     “ Do you think this is a good idea?” Rachael asked. She was skeptical at Laika’s suggestion on infiltration her father’s office on getting information.

     “ Come on, are you backing out now?” Laika challenged Rachael.

     “ I just don’t think…argh, what the heck…let me get another bag, this one is too heavy to carry by itself,” Rachael replied, going to Laika’s closet to find another bag. She was rummaging through the closet very noisily.

     Laika went to her desk and opened one of her drawers. Inside was a small gleaming pistol. She picked it up and walked back to keep it in the bag.

     “ I’m not sure if I really need this…” Laika sighed to herself.

     Then, she felt strange. The air had a sense of hostility. Something dangerous was about. It only took her a split second to realize that a person was quickly approaching her from behind her. She pun around and raised her pistol…

     Crack! The pistol fell onto the ground before she felt that her metacarpal bone had cracked. The blow was so sudden and sharp she had to time to react. She grasped her hand in pain. Grimacing, she tried to look at her attacker.

     “ Meldieve?” Laika gasped, not believing her eyes.

     “ Sorry, pal. I have to take you in,” Meldieve apologized.

     “ What are you doing?!” Laika exclaimed. She backed up from her.

     Meldieve took one step forward and grabbed Laika’s hand and twisting it, forcing her into submission. She then pushed Laika to the ground and pinned her upon it.

     “ Sorry, I’m just doing my job,” Meldieve replied. She pulled Laika to her feet with a hand twisted around her back.

     “ Hey!” Rachael yelled out loudly. She emerged from the closet and was pointing a gun at Meldieve’s face. “ Let her go!” she demanded.

     “ Come on, I don’t want to hurt any of you,” Meldieve started.

     “ I said let her go!” Rachael cried, taking a bold step forward. In an instant, a shot was fired. 

     “ Rachael!” Laika yelled. Even though she was taking her custody, she couldn’t bear the thought of Rachael blowing Meldieve’s brains away.

     “ It…wasn’t me…” Rachael weakly replied as she dropped the gun. Laika suddenly noticed the shirt at Rachael’s side was soaking up a lot of bright red liquid. 

     Another shot was fired, hitting Rachael squarely in the chest. Rachael coughed out blood as she held the area where her heart was located. She lost consciousness as she closed her eyelids and dropped onto the floor. Laika gasped in horror as thick, bright red blood started to ooze out from Rachael’s slumped body.

     “ Why do you have to resort to bloodshed every time?” Meldieve asked Keat who had fired the shot. Keat coolly entered the room, unperturbed by Meldieve’s comments. Laika was too stunned to say anything.

     “ Didn’t I say I’d settle this myself?” Meldieve asked again. Keat pretended that he didn’t hear her say that.

     “ @$$…” Meldieve said, gritting her teeth.

     “ What did you do?” Laika gasped, looking at Meldieve.

     “ Look, I didn’t shoot her…” Meldieve replied.

     “ You!” Laika cried, lunging at Keat, only to be restrained by Meldieve’s grip. “ How dare you! How dare you shoot her!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.

     Meldieve delivered a blow to her head. She lost consciousness in a second.

     “ Now, how are we supposed to clear this mess?” Meldieve scolded Keat.

     “ I’m sorry,” Keat apologized “ I’ll clear it later. Let’s take her off first.”

     “ You kept her in the Mantecdar Capital?” Joshua exclaimed. They had just arrived by train at the Capital. The train station was busy as ever with people all over the vicinity. The air was thick with the smell of smoke and air vapor from the trains.

     “ Yes, what’s wrong with that?” Maverick asked. “ Let’s get out of here first before we talk, alright?” They moved along the train station’s long winding corridors that were lined with small shops and vending machines.

     “ That’s quite impossible. I’ve been searching high and low from top to bottom of this area for the last 3 years and I could find no trace of her,” Joshua protested. They emerged from the station and smelt the fresh night air. Mantecdar Capital was one of the most highly packed cities with high tech infrastructures and industries, yet environmental advancements made it possible to still keep the air from being over polluted.

     “ She has changed her looks, you incompetent fool,” Maverick smirked at him.

     “ Changed her looks?! You mean …” Joshua was gapping, unable to finish the sentence.

     “ Advance Photon Cell Modeling, or in short ‘advance’ plastic surgery,” Maverick answered.

     “ Wasn’t that banned totally by the government? Besides, the genius behind it, Dr. Pegasus, is dead,” Joshua asked ridiculously.

     “ Banning doesn’t make desperado’s like Dr. Pegasus stop practicing it. Besides, I was the one who forced him to do the operation on the princess before I shot him dead,” Maverick explained. They were walking along the way to the middle of the capital. 

     “ You killed him?! Why?” 

     “ He was sponsored by the very same demon I’m trying to find. He was one of his cronies, so it was my diligent duty to dispatch him off, if you get my drift,” Maverick answered.

     Joshua still looked as if he didn’t believe what Maverick was saying. Maverick saw his expression and sighed.

     “ Come on, the princess was such a well-known person. Do you think I could conceal such a person by just placing her somewhere? No, she had to change her looks. I feel sorry for you that you spent your years finding her in vain. But it gave me pleasure to know that even you can’t find her,” Maverick replied.

     “ I guess nobody really knew, not even your father,” Maverick continued.

     Joshua sighed. Did Adolph really not know where she was? Joshua closed his eyes. I’ll take her back soon father, so that I can see the smile on your face one more time just in case you leave me…

     Maverick took out his cigarette pack and pulled out a cigarette from his packet. “ Dang, my last piece!” Maverick swore.

     “ If it is really serious, we can stop by a shop and get a fresh pack for you,” Joshua suggested.

     “ I don’t smoke that stuff,” Maverick replied.

     “ What kind of rubbish are you talking about? Isn’t that smoke you are puffing?” Joshua asked. Is something wrong with his brain?

     “ Nope,” Maverick replied as he lighted the end of the cigarette. “ Here, try it,” Maverick replied, giving him the cigarette.

     Joshua took the cigarette, unsure of what to do. He studied the cigarette carefully. The only difference was that the cigarette was emitting white smoke instead of the usual grey colour.

     “ Hey, don’t waste it man!” Maverick chided him.

     Joshua placed the thing in his mouth and took in a deep puff. A strong refreshing smell entered his lungs. The smell was pungent and thick but it was fragrant. He felt his lungs burn, yet the taste of it was cool. The smell really brought him to his senses.

     “ *@#^, what the h*** is this stuff?!” Joshua cried, yet feeling very light-footed.

     “ Pure refined and fermented mint. It stays in a solid state until exposed to oxygen which turns it into a gas,” Maverick replied.

     “ You mean you smoke mint?” Joshua asked, not believing his ears.

     “ Isn’t it good?” Maverick asked, laughing.

     Man, it is more than good. Joshua took another deep puff on the cigarette.

     “ Hey, that’s more than enough! That’s my last piece, you lousy piece of low-life!” Maverick yelled as he wrestled Joshua for the cigarette.

     “ Man, why am I doing this?” Wenger grumbled.

     “ Please trust me, I am telling the truth,” Ivan, the scientist, replied.

     “ You believe him?” Wenger asked Ian. Ian just shrugged.

     “ Why are you here anyway? What is your part in this?” Wenger fumed. He looked at him with cold eyes.

     “ Is he a mute or what?” Squid asked.

     “ I don’t know. Why did you come anyway?” Wenger asked his friend.

     The ferry had docked at the Pines Harbour on the other continent. The four of them had disembarked from the ferry and were heading inland to some unknown destination. Wenger had a bad feeling in bringing Ian along on this tip but Ivan had insisted on it. He hoped that this ‘lone ranger’ didn’t bring any trouble along.

     “ Where are we going?” Squid asked.

     “ I can’t trace where Maverick is on the globe. We’ll need some help,” Wenger replied. He wondered why did he even believe in Ivan anyway.

     Philip was sleeping on an armchair with a thick encyclopedia on his lap. He was very exhausted and was just trying to catch a few winks. 

     Kelvin walked in into their rented house. He had just returned from shopping. His hands were full with bags of food supplies. He looked at Philip sleeping on the chair. He looked like a kid taking his afternoon nap.

     Suddenly, Philip got up with a jerk and exclaimed “ Right, it should be done by now!” He had got up from where he was sleeping and walked to the small kitchenette they had. Kelvin wondered what was Philip saying when the smell of baked bread waffled into his nostrils.

     “ His sense of smell is even better than a dog,” Kelvin sighed, smiling to himself. He placed his groceries onto the dinning table, taking them out and arranging them neatly by the tableside.

     “ Smells good,” Kelvin praised as the strong smell of baked bread entered his nostrils. It smelt heavenly. Philip took out the bread from the oven and laid it on the table.

     “ Well, lunch is settled then,” he smiled to himself.

     Kelvin gave a loud groan. “ Man, don’t you get sick of bread. You eat it more than anyone else on the planet. Can’t you stomach anything else?” Kelvin sighed.

     “ I just like bread. It’s more like an addiction for it. If you don’t want it, I’ll have it all to myself then,” Philip said, laughing.

     “ Have it you way, I’m not complaining,” Kelvin replied. He took the supplies and kept them in the cabinet and the refrigerator. As soon as he was done, he heard a knock upon his door.

     “ I’ll get it,” Kelvin replied. He dashed across the dinning room past Philip who had just sliced the bread neatly and was in the process of making a sandwich for himself.

     He opened their wooden door. He came face to face with Wenger.

     Of course, at that time, he didn’t know who he was. “ Yes, who are you?” Kelvin asked.

     “ Scuse’,” Wenger exclaimed, pushing his way roughly through. He knocked Kelvin aside. A person with dark purple hair, which was messy and smelt of seawater, followed him, continued by a slightly short and timid looking person who was flanked by a person wearing a long cloak.

     “ What the…” Kelvin cried as the whole troop stormed their way in.

     “ Philip!” The first person that entered the room yelled at Philip who had just finished his sandwich. Philip spun himself around, coming face to face with Wenger.

     “ Wenger, what brings you here?” Philip asked emotionlessly, narrowing his eyes. Kelvin knew by sight that Philip was no friend of this person. How in the world did they even meet?

     “ Maverick” Wenger replied, puffing.

     “ What is it?” Philip asked. He had turned very serious now as if some bad phenomena is about to happen.

     “ I need to find him as soon as…” Wenger started, stopping as he heard obnoxious clicking noises. Everybody was frozen to their spot. Ivan seemed to be quivering and shaking violently on where he stood.

     “ Blazes! Sounds like rifles!” Kelvin exclaimed, slamming the door shut before he knew it.
