Chapter 2
Date: 2nd of June

Time: 11.33 a.m.

     At first, John thought he had heard the man speak wrongly. However, his hearing has never failed him before. Somewhere deep in his heart, he somehow wished it had.

     Max had spoken calmly and serenely, without flinching or showing any other feeling. He passively said that, as though he was reading it from a text and it had nothing to do with him at all.

     Roy had informed him that this man had stated his death was to come soon, and so did the bartender. It came to John’s surprise the man himself actually stated the date. He had to rule out cancer. Cancer patients were given an estimate on when they will die, not the exact date.

     “ What…makes you think so?” John asked, trying to keep as calm as possible.

     Max merely shrugged. “ No point explaining. You will think I’m mad. Maybe I am, I don’t know. I’ve struggled with it all my life,” he replied, slowly this time.

     “ Struggled with what, the fact or your madness?” John enquired.

     “ Both, I guess,” Max said.

     John wondered if this man was mad. He did not seem so, but in John’s line of work, nothing is what it seems. The problem this time was John had never handled any case regarding a madman, or a person who had foreseen his death right to the very day it happened. 

     The rest of his questions that he intended to ask the person were irrelevant after what he had said. If this person was mad, John would not need to trouble himself further to find out why he killed him. This might have simplified the case, or complicate it, depending on the situation.
     Max did not say anything further. He was not busy observing the smooth wooden floor of the interrogation room. John slowly tried to think of what he was supposed to do next. 

     “ Please wait here,” John said. He got up from his chair and exited the room.

     “ So, how was it?” a voice asked him. John turned around to come face-to-face with his boss.

     His boss was a female, much to most of the guys in the station’s disapproval, but not John. He liked his current boss than the previous old, fat, lazy slob that only sat in his office most of the time. At least his boss took the time to work with her colleagues.

     Her name was Karen Reed. Indeed, she was imposing for a boss. Standing at six feet two inches, she was remarkable tall for a woman. John found it surprising she married a man almost one and a half feet shorter than her. But, love works in mysterious ways, John always believed. Look at Deidre and him.

     Even though she was very imposing, she was very amicable. Her smile had a way to put you at calm. That was what John felt when he looked at her. He was not sure of what the other people in the department thought.

     “ Hard case. Well, harder than I expected,” John sighed.

     “ So, he killed him. What so difficult?” Karen asked, looking through the glass frame of the door. Their killer had not moved an inch.

     “ No, boss,” John said (he always made it a point to address superiors at work, even if he did not like them). “ It is more than that. Do you know what he said? He told me not to charge him under self-defense because he said he could easily stop himself from killing the guy.”

     “ Is he nuts then?” Karen asked.

     “ Maybe. He also told me the time of his death, 30th of June this year,” John said.

     “Well, another person for the insane asylum,” Karen said.

     “ No, boss,”

     “ What?”

     “ I have a notion that he is not mad,” John said.

     This brought silence from his boss. Karen looked at John, feeling that it was totally odd for John to even say something like that. John looked at her expression and shrugged, almost in a resigned manner.

     “ What makes you say that?” Karen asked.

     “ I can’t explain. Instinct, I should say. Well, I have no other explanation,” John said.

     “ Whatever,” Karen said, patting her hand on John’s shoulder “ It’s your case. Work on it as you see fit. But I want it wrapped up quickly, got it?”

     “ Sure,” John said. Karen walked off in an instant, not seeing the irony on John’s face.

     “ How soon is soon?” John asked himself.

Time: 12.34 p.m.

     “ Beatrix…Beatrix…BEATRIX!”

     “ Ah! What? Where? Who? When? Now?” the woman jumped out of her seat, muttering frantically as she wildly looked around the room.

     “ Beatrix,” a reassuring voice said.

     “ Oh, forgive me,” Beatrix said, seeing her roommate, Kathy.

     “ A call for you,” Kathy said, passing the wireless phone to her. “ Got to go, in a rush,” Kathy said as soon as Beatrix took the phone. She slammed the door loudly as she exited.

     “ Boy, I’m in such a mess,” Beatrix said to herself, sighing deeply.

     She had fallen asleep on her desk. Her coffee cup was still there, half filled or half empty with coffee. Her table lamp was still on. She started stretching herself, feeling all the aches in her body. Damn, shouldn’t have gone to that party with all the work I had left, she thought. Beatrix could not help herself over going to parties.

     “ Hello…” she said to the phone while halfway yawning.

     “ Beatrix, this has got to be a record. 12.30 and you are still sleeping. I’m lazy enough and you are worst than me,” John voice chided her.
     “ Hiya, what is you damn problem, you lazy fool?” Beatrix asked.

     Beatrix was a good friend of John. They were rather close friends. John figured he liked her because of her lazy attitude, or maybe it was because of her usage of foul language. Not that he ever met women using foul language, but more that a psychiatrist uses it.

     John, and everybody else who knew Beatrix, had always wondered how in the world Beatrix became a psychiatrist. It was not that she had no talent or skill, but it was her attitude that made it feel very weird. She would be very professional when she interviewed or reviewed her clients, but she would show her real self when she was done with them.

     “ Case for me, I presume?” Beatrix asked teasingly.

     “ You guessed that right,” John sighed.

     “ You are so easy to figure. Well, at most times,” Beatrix said. She took up he leather briefcase  onto her desk as she said, “ Well, tell me about this person.”

     “ He is Max Reaver,” John said. He waited for Beatrix to take a collective intake of breath. It did not come, even after a few seconds.

     “ Do you know who Max Reaver is?” John exclaimed.

     “ I’m a lousy psychiatrist, but I know who the hell this guy is. Darn his personal history. I don’t give a bloody damn who this fellow is. Frankly, I could care less if I had interview the President. What I need to know is the details, damn it, not his love life,” Beatrix ranted, sounding slightly irritated now.

     “ Oh…” John softly replied. He thought Beatrix might be interested in knowing who her client was, but it did not matter to her.

     “ Okay, he killed a thief at around 9 in the morning at a bar after the thief tried to steal a large amount of money from him. He killed the thief with a small knife used to cut vegetables in which the thief had.”

     “ Now, note this: he had asked me not to file his report for his actions as self-defense. He said that he could have stopped himself from killing the thief, but he just felt like it. Secondly, the man says he is going to die. The date is the 30th of this month, this year. He seems pretty convinced.”

     Beatrix stopped filling her suitcase with all the essential files and folders as soon as she heard the statement. “ So, what do you want me to do? The guy sounds nutty enough to be sent to the God damned asylum. Why do you need me?!”

     “ Well, this is what I need you to do: I want you to check on this person. Besides believing the fact that he is going to die in a few weeks time, I want to know if he is sane,” John explained.

     Beatrix took a while to digest what John had asked of her. “ What is this rubbish?” she said at last.

     “ Beatrix, this may sound weird and out of the ordinary, but as mad as this person seems, I can’t help but feel he is sane. After seeing him and knowing what he has done and said, I feel weird about this guy. Sounds like a mad request, I know…”

     “ Sounds fun. Be there in a sec!” Beatrix cried, shutting off the phone. John raised his eyebrows at Beatrix’s reaction as he heard the phone beep rhythmically when the line was cut off.

     Throwing a small plastic bottle of water into her briefcase and clipping it shut, she instantly stormed out of her apartment and rushed to her car.

Time: 12.39 p.m.

     John was leaning on the wall of the corridor leading to the interrogation room when Beatrix stormed in, her long brown hair in a mess and her uniform unbuttoned at the top. John could clearly see her cleavage even from a few meters away. He wondered if he had done that on purpose. She buttoned her shirt as she came up to him.
     He was frowning slightly at her. Beatrix blushed a bit as she said “ Trust me that was unintentional, really.”

     “ I don’t care whether you came into the station naked for all the guys to see you!” John yelled. “ How fast were you speeding?”
     “ Uh…”

     “ It will take at least 10 minutes with a speed of 100kph to reach here from your house. You were obviously speeding,” John sighed. Beatrix gave a shrug and a smile.

     “ So, where is he?” Beatrix asked.

     John started walking towards the other end of the corridor. He pointed with his thumb towards one of the doors. Beatrix peered inside the glass frame that was on the door to see the subject inside.

     Max had not moved at all since the detective left him. He had been sitting there at the same spot, waiting patiently for what was about to happen next. Beatrix looked at him for a while to study him as John observed her.

     “ Can you do it?” John asked.

     “ Yeah, but it might take some time depending on the subject,” Beatrix said, turning to John. He noticed her expression turned a bit. It showed him the sign that she wanted to change the subject for a while.

     “ What?” John asked, a bit harshly. Whenever she changed the subject, it was always a bother for John.

     “ Are you free tonight?” she asked.

     “ Why?”

     “ You don’t stay with you wife anymore, do you?” she asked teasingly.

     “ Enough, I know where this is getting at. You just don’t have any boyfriends at the moment. You always get one in a few days time, so don’t bother me about it,” John said it sternly. Even when he said it like that, he could not help himself from going red in the face.

     “ Gee…”

     “ You can’t win me with that. Please do your job,” John said, walking away.

     Max looked up from the ground as he heard the sound of the doorknob being turned. He had expected the detective to return to inspect him, but was most surprised to see a gorgeous lady walking in.

     “ You are not in the wrong place are you?” Max asked. “ Wait, are you a shrink?”

     “ You are very perceptive,” Beatrix said.

     “ You give me too much credit,” Max said. “ So, I guess they think I’m nuts. I don’t blame them.”

     “ Not really,” Beatrix replied.

     Max raised his eyebrows, showing that he did not understand what she had said. “ Don’t worry about it. May we start?”

Time: 1.05 p.m.

     Roy licked his fingers as he finished the meal of stewed potatoes he had cooked himself. His bowl had been wiped clean by him, not leaving a speck of gravy. Then, he gave a sigh of satisfaction he always gave after eating his cooking.

     Roy was a rather good cook, so it saved him the trouble of going out to eat. It was a rare opportunity to see Roy going out to eat in a restaurant. He would only do that if there was totally no power left in his house.

     He leaned back on his chair to think of recent events that happened to him earlier today. The man in the bar struck him as very peculiar. It was always the case. It was interesting enough to find out the person is Max Reaver, but Roy figured there was more to that. 
     Roy wondered if this would go public. The press would make a voracious cry over the content for a story like this. Certainly, the police would not want any fuss over Max Reaver. They will make this case as quiet as possible.
     Roy got the information of Max Reaver from a young, talkative officer who was just bored sitting in the station and just had to talk. Roy got what he needed to know and left quickly before anyone said anything about it. The detective, John, might give him a hard time over this thing.

     Roy was not going to spread the word on the person involved in the case. He understood the consequences of what would happen to the police, and to a further extent: to him, if the word got out. Roy was not out to find some cheap fame or quick cash. He was content to keep this thing under wraps.

     He leaned back on his chair and thought. The fact that Max Reaver was involved in the case made it interesting, and maybe problematic. There are a lot of questions to be asked and needed to be answered. 

     Roy walked up to his computer and sat down. He opened up a search engine on the internet, typing down the name ‘Max Reaver’.

Time: 2.10 p.m.

     John took another bite of his burger. It had been fried too much, in John’s opinion. The meat was rather oily and hard. He tried to make a mental note on not to come back to the same stall, although he vaguely remembered coming here before after he said he would not come again.

     He gobbled the rest of the burger and finished his drink as the traffic light turned green. He made a turn to the left. He parked his car quickly at the only empty car lot that was available at the station. He got out quickly and walked swiftly into the station.

     He made his way to the interrogation room to check on Beatrix. However, she was already waiting outside, her hands folded and looking rather worried.

     “ What’s wrong?” John asked, concerned.

     “ How’d the hell did you know?” she asked, sounding very vague.

     “ Knew what?” John asked.

     Beatrix took a deep breath. She seemed stressed. John wondered what had Max done.

     “ I’ve done my review on the person. It’s…rather interesting in a way. Here is the thing: he is not mad,” Beatrix said slowly.
     John frowned.

     “ Sounds crazy, huh? But, he hasn’t infected me in anyway. Geez, I can’t believe myself, but John, this doesn’t make sense. After an intensive check on him, he shows no sign of madness. He is as normal as you and me,” Beatrix said.

     “ He’s sane, then. So, his claim on his death?”

     “ It might seem to you that he is mad, but his mental activity shows no sign of it. My idea is he is just convinced of his death. Maybe he has been brainwashed or had his mind switched, but he is not messed up. Damn, he is weird. What made you think he wasn’t mad in the first place?” Beatrix asked.

     John could not answer. In fact, he was rather stumped. A man was in the station who says he knew the day he was going to die was certified sane by a psychiatrist. It really seems farfetched and out of this world, but somehow it was real.

     “ John?” Beatrix asked.

     “ I don’t know,” John said, shrugging. “ I can’t explain either…”

     They heard a loud growl.

     “ Man, its lunchtime already? God, two o’clock! I’m late. May I leave now?” Beatrix asked, almost begging.

     “ Yeah, yeah,” John sighed. Beatrix skipped out of the station. John suddenly was reminded that Max had not eaten lunch yet.
Time: 2.30 p.m.

     John entered the interrogation room again, his hands full of packets of snacks, mainly donuts. Max looked rather surprised as John placed the packets in front of him, as if they were not supposed to be given out.

     “ Please forgive me. You are not allowed to leave the station yet, so I can’t let you out. I totally forgot about your lunch, so I took whatever edible food I can find in the station. Not really your normal staple food, though,” John said apologetically.
     “ I don’t mind,” Max said as he rummaged through the packets. He took out a sugar-coated donut and took a large bite that took off half the donut. John sat opposite him as Max gobbled on his food.

     Max opened up the can drink and took a long sip on it. John waited patiently for Max to finish. Somehow, Max felt John wanted to talk to him.

     “ So, what do you want to ask now?” Max asked, his mouth half full with donuts.

     “ I can wait till you are finished. Don’t trouble yourself,” John replied.

     “ We can save time if we start now,” Max replied.

     “ Your time?”

     “ Our time,”

     John narrowed his eyes on Max. He was trying to figure out what to say to the man. 

     Wasn’t it obvious? He told himself. Ask him to explain about his coming death.
