Chapter 23: Maverick’s Problem

     It took me 3 longs years till His Majesty Adolph sent me his first letter from him that I realized that I had stopped becoming an assassin when I first saw Laika.
Maverick Hunter’s Memoirs

     “ We are very grateful for your help,” Zacc said to Vincent. 

     “ The pleasure is mine,” Vincent answered. He looked at the side where Jia was batting Peter with a cushion while Simone was laughing away at their antics.

     “ Sorry, they’re one noisy group,” Zacc apologized.

     “ Zacc, I’ve contacted Reuben. He’ll be waiting exactly east from here. Are we done?” Deena asked Zacc hurriedly. She hoisted all their belongings they had brought together.

     “ Quite. Simone are you ready to go?” Zacc asked her.

     “ I’m not feeling too well, but it will be alright,” she replied.

     “ Okay, let’s move out. We don’t have any time left to waste. Jia, Peter, help Simone up, will you?” Zacc ordered. Deena hurried to the door as Jia and Peter hoisted Simone on their shoulders and carried her out.

     “ Thank you very much. I wish there was something we could do to repay you somehow…” Zacc said.

     “ Relax, you don’t need to worry,” Vincent replied. Zacc moved his friends out and they began their track down the snowy mountain.

     “ Hmm, interesting, poison extracted from a plant that is supposed to be extinct. I will have to check it out,” Vincent muttered to himself as Zacc and his friends were mere specks in the distance, almost faint dots as a snowstorm was picking up.

     He sighed to himself before turning around. He was about to close the door when he felt a pang in his heart. Then, he felt no more.

     A tall figure entered Vincent’s front door and kicked his lifeless body to make sure he is really dead. Convinced that he was dead, the figure walked inside to scour around the house while the chilly winds blew snow into the wooden house.

     “ So, where to now?” Joshua asked.

     “ Back to the Reckless, I guess, not unless you want to join me in doing business,” Maverick replied, looking around in the bustling city. He felt he was being watched but he couldn’t place where or what was watching him.

     “ Is there something wrong?” Joshua asked, feeling some uncertainty in his voice.

     “ No, nothing’s wrong,” Maverick replied, although he still felt there was something keeping an eye on them.

     “ How would you know he is here?” Wenger asked Philip.

     “ Well, I just know, I guess,” Philip replied.

     “ How can you say that?’ Wenger asked, irritated in Philip’s ways.

     “ Shut up, help me look around can you?” Philip demanded.

     “ I see them,” Ian said.

     Nobody responded to him for a moment, possibly because he rarely talks. However, they got to their senses fast enough after a few moments.

     “ What? You see him? Where?” Wenger asked.

     “ There,” Ian replied, pointing right at a spot in the middle of hundreds of people who were walking about.

     “ This is worse than a needle in a haystack,” Squid commented.

     “ You think so?” Joshua asked.

     “ More than certain. I can feel it in my gut,” Maverick replied. He had to tell Joshua about what he felt.

     “ Who’s watching us then?” Joshua asked in a matter-of-factly, turning his head left and right to look for anyone observing them.

     “ I don’t know…” Maverick sighed as he continued to walk, unable to shake of the feeling that he is being tailed.

     They had reached the harbour’s edge where a few boats and ships were docked. Loud horns made deep, shrill cried to give a signal that they were leaving. The thick smell of smoke could be smelt in the atmosphere could be traced.

     “ How are we going to go back to the Reckless?” Joshua asked, almost sounding like he was having a holiday.

     “ Can you stop badgering me with questions? Why are you feeling so jolly? Is it because you have seen your Sis at last?” Maverick asked, feeling quite irritated.

     “ Besides, I have a question for you,” Maverick said, turning to look at Joshua.

     “ What is it?’ he asked.

     “ Why do you know necromancy arts?” Maverick asked.

     Joshua looked at him with perplexity, then with a sign of resignation. He casted a far-away look in his eyes in which stared right at the horizon of the ocean.

     “ Is there a problem?” Joshua asked.

     “ Yes. You dislike Sabrina, who’s a necromancer. Your father is up to something with this necromancer thingy. Necromancers were also doing the undead insurgents at Peak Island. Yet, you can use their powers. I just don’t get it,” Maverick mused.

     “ You must understand, my powers work just the same as a Paladins. Elly said once: If you can control life, you control death at the same time. Necromancy isn’t bad, it is just how you use it,” Joshua replied, smiling to himself.

     “ Who thought you?” Maverick asked.

     “ …My father, of course…” Joshua replied.

     Maverick had almost expected that answer, but it didn’t make him feel not surprised by the reply. He thought this had to be an absolute crazy notion.  

     “ And why did he do so?” Maverick questioned him again.

     Joshua took a deep breath and turned away.

     “ That will be my problem,” he replied coldly.

     “ Hey, relax, I wasn’t getting on to anything,” Maverick said. The wind was picking up now, as Maverick could feel the soft gentle tickle of the moving air.

     “ So, how are we going to get back to the Reckless?” Joshua asked, a few seconds after their initial talk.

     “ Well, I…” Maverick started, but stopped short almost immediately. He twisted himself around in the opposite direction, only in turn seeing Wenger, Philip, Kelvin, Squid, Ian and another person.

     “ Maverick, we found you at last,” Wenger exclaimed, sounding happy somehow.

     “ What in heaven’s name are you morons doing here?!” Maverick exclaimed as though a circus troop had somehow arrived at his feet.

     “ Well, it is a little complicated…who’s that?” Philip asked, looking at Joshua who was behind Maverick.

     “ Don’t mind him, what is it that you guys want with me? Why are you finding me?” Maverick asked, still a little bit unsure whether he was seeing mirages that these guys were here.

     “ A little difficult to explain…” Wenger started.

     “ This guy here,” Squid said, pushing in front a person Maverick felt he had seen before “ Says that you are not what you really are. In other words, you are not Maverick. Of course, nobody here really understands what the hell is he saying.”

     Maverick took a good look at all of them, trying to get another answer to why they were here. He made up his mind that they had somehow lost their minds in a freak accident somehow and ended up here looking for him.

     “ Please, don’t give me that rubbish. I am me. I am Maverick. What is all this baloney about me being not me?” Maverick asked, feeling stressed out at the logic they were taking about.

     “ Ivan, explain,” Wenger demanded forcefully at the scientist.

     “ Well, uh, Maverick, it may seem very far-fetched to you but…” Ivan started.

     “ Hold on a second!” Maverick cried. He stepped up to Wenger and started to rummage through his friends pockets.

     “ Hey, get your dirty hands of my shirt!” Wenger exclaimed, squirming as Maverick continued to check through his pockets.

     “ A-ha!” Maverick exclaimed triumphantly, digging his hand deep into one of Wenger’s side pockets. He drew out a packet of cigarettes from Wenger’s pocket and held it like a trophy. He wasted no time in lighting it and savouring its rich taste.

     “ Damn it, you fool! You could’ve just asked!” Wenger screamed furiously.

     “ May I have one?” Joshua asked.

     “ No, continue Ivan,” Maverick commanded, relaxed now that he had his supply of smoke.

     “ Well, as I was saying…” Ivan started as though nothing had happened.

     “ Your great eminence…” A deep low voice called from behind them.

     “ What now?” Wenger snarled, infuriated that he was being disturbed as he was solving this mystery.

     A man dressed totally in black stood just a few meters away from them started to walk casually to them. In his left hand were what seemed like two letters.

     The entire group had barely seen the unknown stranger walk 4 steps before something shot him from behind, hitting his head, killing him before he could continue.

     The eight of them were rooted to their spot as they saw the person’s lifeless body drop to the floor. It took another shot that hit Ivan squarely in his chest to get to their senses and for the public people who were walking around to go ballistic and start to run around.

     Philip and Joshua immediately made a grab for the fallen Ivan while Maverick and Ian pulled Wenger, Squid and Kelvin aside to take cover behind a small wooden stall nearby since it was the only thing close for cover around the area.

     Ivan’s clothing was soaked in blood. He was taking short breaths. It was evident he was dying from the fatal wound that was inflicted upon him. But Maverick wasn’t the person to let him bring the secret he had about him to the grave.

     “ Ivan,” Maverick cried, holding down his chest to stop more blood from coming out of his body in order to buy time. “ Tell me, what is it that you need to tell me?” Maverick demanded.

     “ Maverick…y…you…a-are…” Ivan tried to speak, but his life was ebbing away from him to quickly. His face gave a contortion of grief as his head dropped back, unable to tell his story.

     “ Damn it all!” Maverick cursed loudly. Shots were still being fired at them. Bullets were slowly tearing the wooden cover apart.

     “ Sniper at one o’clock!” Wenger cried.

     Daniel loaded another bullet into his sniper rifle. He took aim again at the wooden stall they were taking cover at and fired once more. Swiftly, another bullet was loaded.

     “ This is too easy,” he said to himself. He would just fire all his ammo till they died or take them out as they try to run from their cover. He was savouring the taste of shooting them down in such a position.

     He was taking cover at an empty apartment building about two blocks away from where his targets were. He took another aim at them again before he felt a hand being placed at the back of his neck.

     He was about to spin around to face who was behind him. However, he couldn’t move. He was stuck. All his muscles in his body were not obeying his commands. He wasn’t aware that he had suddenly lost conscious and dropped the gun from his hand.

     Daniel was dead by the time Chern had sucked his mind power dry with his psychic ability.

     “ Why isn’t he firing anymore?” Squid asked.

     “ I…don’t know…” Maverick replied, confused at why the attacked had suddenly stopped. They were about to make a break for it when the attacker fired the next shot, but the shot never came.

     “ Three theories: One, he decided to let us go. Two, someone killed him, or three, the most likely one, he is waiting for us to make a break for it and fire us in the open,” Philip replied.

     “ See what are we doing! We get ourselves involved in this problem and two guys get killed,” Kelvin complained, after failed attempts to revive Ivan.

     “ We can’t sit here all day,” Wenger said.

     “ Then let’s test our great scientist’s theory on what is wrong with our attacker,” Maverick said, leaping out from cover and making a mad dash to the opposite side where a wall of a shop stood.

     “ Wait, no, you numbskull!” Joshua yelled, realizing that the wall was 100 meters away. Even at top speed, Maverick would be at the risk of being shot al least twice being out in the open for 10 seconds.

     It wasn’t daunting for Maverick. He made a mad sprint for the wall, diving behind it to make his run last 9 seconds. No shot was fired.

     The rest of them looked at their surrounding cautiously as Maverick sat down against the wall trying to catch his breath. 

     “ Nobody fired,” Squid cried, unable to contain his excitement.

     “ Maybe the person was such a bad shooter he couldn’t aim and shoot Maverick properly,” Wenger suggested.

     “ That’s unlikely. The person’s shots were pretty accurate, even though rash. I doubt he could be that bad to not even to fire a single shot,” Philip answered.

     They then noticed that Ian suddenly had gotten up and walked out to the open, casually looking at the direction at where the shots had came from. It was almost like a signal that there was no sign of danger.

     “ This is unbelievable!” Wenger shouted, walking out also.

     “ I can barely believe this is happening…” Kelvin replied, still slightly worried that a shot might be fired again.

     The sniper wasn’t the agenda on Maverick or Joshua’s mind. They had walked to the fallen stranger who had been shot right after calling out to them. Maverick’s attention was to the letters that the person carried. He bent down and took both of them up.

      “ To my son”                   “ To Maverick Hunter”       

     These words were printed on the outside of the letters, sealed with the royal insignia, which was an eagle in the foreground of two moons.

     “ These are letters from Adolph!” Joshua exclaimed, immediately snatching the one with his name on it from Maverick’s hand and ripped the letter open with renewed energy. Maverick looked at the letter addressed to him dumbly as Joshua began to read his letter given by his father.

“Dear son,

                    It has been a while seen we have been communicating with each other since you left. In fact, we have barely spoken anything for times longer than that. I’m sorry that I was unable to be by your side at all. It must be very hard on you.

     I know your sister is safe now. Don’t tell me how I knew, I have my methods. It indeed brings joy to my old dying heart that she is still alive. But what she is doing now is outrageous. I don’t care two pennies who she cares about, she is my cause for concern! I cannot lose her again so soon only after I have just found her again.

     My son, I must apologize for all this. I have not taken care of you lately, but I can see that you have done many things for me. If possible, get your sister back before she causes any more trouble. 

     Dear son, I know you want to see my smile once more by binging her back, but you must understand that I’m 90 years old now. I also need to see you before I die. You are also important to me, not only your sister. Come home, son, and I promise I’ll let you see my smile once more again…

                                                                                                                        Yours truly,

                                                                                                                         Your father”

     Joshua read his letter with mixed feelings. As he was tying to sort them out, Maverick read his own letter after taking a peek at Joshua’s:

“ Dear Maverick Hunter

                        For years, I have only known hatred against you for what I believed you did to my daughter. Finally, I can let that bitterness die away. I thank you from the bottom of my heart for the noble deed you have done to my daughter.

     I greatly appreciate what you have done. I am much obliged to do you any service for whatever you have done.

                                                                                                                        Yours truly

                                                                                                                         Adolph Tan”

     Then, as if some invisible hand was doing its work, the words:

“  P.S. The letter for my son was strictly for the eyes of my son. Who gave you the permission to peek?”

     appeared on Maverick’s letter, right below where Adolph had finished his last sentence.

     Maverick immediately dropped the letter as though it had just caught fire.

