Chapter 3
Date: 4th of June

Time: 8.30 p.m.

     John was pacing in his room. It would seem there were a lot of things on his mind, but there was only one: Max.

     There was probably no doubt about the person’s innocence. John was convinced Max fought back, but was provoked and threatened by the thief. Max was put under a self-defense charge, even though he reminded John on his thoughts. John wondered if Beatrix’s evaluation on this man was correct.

     John was through investigating Max’s case on him killing the thief. The thief was better off dead anyway. He was more intrigued by why Max was convinced he was going to die on the 30th.

     Max’s trial was coming up. Police were posted at his mansion that was located at the posh area of the town where all the filthy rich people live. His mansion was still being maintained, and it was to the butler’s total surprise to see his master after so long.
     The police was there to make sure he did not disappear before the trial, even though he assured the police he would not be absent. Of course, it was hard to believe such a thing from a person who decided to disappear for 8 years with hardly anybody who knew where his whereabouts were.

     John was sure Max will not be charged for killing the man. His company, ‘Reavers’, was still running and generating money. The person currently in charge, an old friend of Max’s parents, had gotten a good lawyer for Max. John knew Max’s freedom was in the bag.

     So why did he feel this problem was not over? What is the problem anyway?

     Max’s statement.

     The tape recorder with the record of Max’s interview lay on John’s desk. He thought about it for a while before pressing the play button:

     “ ‘So, what do you want to ask now?’”

     “ ‘I can wait till you are finished. Don’t trouble yourself.’”

     “ ‘We can save time if we start now.’”

     “ ‘Your time?’”

     “ ‘Our time.”

     There was a pause for a few seconds.

     “ ‘Tell me, Max. I’m a bit perplexed. Why are you convinced you will die on the 30th of June?’”

     This brought out a bout of laughter from Max. John was patient enough to let him laugh.

     “ ‘Forgive me. First, you send in a psychiatrist, then you ask me why I’m convinced of such a thing. Tell me, why are you interested in a mad fellow like me?’”

     “ ‘Cause I don’t think you are mad. You are as sane as me, or any other person in the station. That is why I need to know why you are convinced of such a thing.’”

     There was another pause, expect it was exceptionally longer. John remembered the surprised and rather touched expression on his face after he said that. Max found difficulty in finding the words to say.

     “ ‘You don’t think I’m mad.’”

     “ ‘No.’”

     “ ‘Really?’”

     “ ‘Yes, Max. I don’t think you are mad.’”

     “ ‘I really don’t know what to say.’”

     “ ‘Then don’t say anything.’” There was some amusement in John’s voice.

     “ ‘Gee, I’m…I don’t know how to say this…touched, I think. So far you are the second person to think so.’”

     “ ‘Third, actually. If the psychiatrist was not convinced you were sane, neither would I.’”

     “ ‘Why do you think so?’”

     “ ‘ Instinct.’”

     “ ‘What do you plan to do?’”

     “ ‘Help you? Jail you? No plan actually. I just need to know why, Max. Will you tell me?’”

     “ ‘If you really want to listen.’”

     “ ‘Please, I’m all ears.’”

     There was another pause. Max was figuring what to say.

     “ ‘Where should I start?’”

     “ ‘Tell me about your past. Your childhood experiences. Whatever you remember.’”

     “ ‘ Well, you probably know that I was the child of Mr. Garner Reaver and Mrs. Jennifer. I was born in the Maple Grey Hospital. That was on the 30th of June 26 years ago on the year 2030. The time of my birth was at twelve midnight. There was this stupid fuss my mother told me on deciding whether I was born on the 29th or 30th.’”

     “ ‘My parents did not pamper me much, which was rather surprising thing for such a wealthy family. In a way, it was a good thing, being brought up properly. Frankly, my father always said if I was not smart enough, I will not get a single cent from his account. Course, my mother joked if I was smart enough, I don’t need his money.’”

     “ ‘I went to school as normal. I did pretty well, I guess. I don’t have much friends, mainly caused because I don’t really want to make friends. I was quite acceptable with the solitude. Guess they think I was mad.’”

     “ ‘You were already known you were going to die on the 30th this year since primary school?’”

     “ ‘Yes.’”

     “ ‘Go on with your past. We will leave that one for later.’”

     “ ‘Well, I lived a rather good life, till my parents passed away. Curse that mother fucker who knocked them down. From what I hear, the guy got run down by a car too, but he stays in the hospital on life support. Guess he deserves it. Sorry if I sound malicious, but I really am.’”
     “ ‘I lived a quiet life from then on. Course, as you know, I left my house when I was eighteen.’”

     “ ‘Why?’”

     “ ‘Can I talk on my vision of my death? I think it will explain why I left.’”

     “ ‘Certainly.’”

     “ ‘Hmm, I’m not sure why, but…this will sound mad.’”

     “ ‘Please, don’t waste my time trying to convince me you are mad. It will not work.’”

     “ ‘Alright, alright, I’m sorry. Let me think. I haven’t really talked to anyone about this. Can you give me a second? I need to think of how to explain it to you.’”
     There was a very long pause. It lasted for a minute at least. John was patient enough to wait for Max’s explanation.
     “ ‘I used to have dreams as long as I could remember. At first, I didn’t know what they were. I was too young to understand. But, after some time, after explaining these dreams to my parents, did I learn more about it. They were quite distressed when they found out I had such dreams, on a daily basis. They sent me to a shrink, as any normal parent would. I didn’t like those trips, so I lied to them, saying that I didn’t have them at all.’”
     “ ‘Tell me about the dream, then.’”

     “ ‘The strange thing about my dreams is they come in bits and pieces of one entire piece. I mean, it is like divided into several chapters. One night, I might dream of chapter 4 and 5, the next, 8 and 9. But they all are part of one large and complex dream.’”

     “ ‘It begins like this: I’m in this corridor. Strange thing is I don’t know where I am. The corridor is long and dark, save for a few streaks of light being emitted in front of me. There is this reeking smell of dead bodies…’”
     “ ‘Smell?’”

     “ ‘Yes, Detective. Why do you think I’m so convinced I will die? Because these dreams I have are real. Maybe not real, but realistic. I can smell the air, I can feel my sweat dropping down my face and the thumping of my heartbeat. It is like I was there myself.’”

     “ ‘I walk down the corridor at a normal pace. I did not turn back to look at where I had come from. I seem to know where I was walking to. I walked forward, heading towards the single streak of light.’”

     “ ‘I come to a small room which was lighted by a single light bulb hanging from the ceiling. There were four doors in the room. They were rusty. Oh, I forgot to mention. The room was a square and small one roughly a ten-by-ten. There was mold growing everywhere in the room. And the ceiling was too high till I couldn’t see the top.’”
     “ ‘You couldn’t see the top?’”

     “ ‘Yes. Even with the light from the bulb shining upwards, there seemed to be no end to the ceiling. I walked through the door that is immediately in front of me. The handle was rather difficult to turn, but somehow I managed. It then continues with yet another corridor. The place is a maze of some sort. Strange to think how I knew my way around. I’ll keep my stuff short: after two doors, I entered a third and continued till I reached the end. After opening a door, I immediately entered one on my right. It continues a long way, the corridor that is. My walk lasted about 10 minutes till I reached the last door.’”

     “ ‘The last door leads to a room. The room was metallic, from the ceiling to the floor. From the thuds made from the sound of my shoes stepping on the floor, I guessed the surrounding area around the room was hollow. It had not been properly maintained. It was covered with rust from top to toe.’”
     “ ‘A door across me opens and out steps a man wearing a gas mask. I’m not sure why though. He says: Are you ready?. I said: Yes. After that, he takes out a gun and fires it at my face. Well, I guess I would be dead.’”

     “ ‘Interesting. But, there are a few things to be considered? How would you know the person you were in the dream was you? And how do you the date of your death?’”

     “ ‘There was a mirror in the metallic room. I took a glance at it. It definitely was me. There isn’t any mistake.’”

     “ ‘What were you wearing in your dream?’”

     “ ‘Roughly what I am wearing now.’”

     John remembered he was wearing a long coat, brown in colour, over a thick cotton shirt, black if his memory served him right. He was also wearing thick cargo pants. John noted that his clothes were totally unsuitable. It would be very hot in those clothes, unless he stayed in an air-conditioned area.

     “ ‘The date?’”

     “ ‘I brought a small book there, my diary. Before I entered the room, I took it out. I flipped to a certain page. It was blank, except for the date listed above: 30.06.2056. The page before was filled with words. So, I guess it was a diary.’”

     “ ‘Do you have this diary?’”

     It was to John’s surprise during the interview that Max drew a brown leather book from his coat and placed it on the table.

     “ ‘Yes, I bought it 10 years ago when I saw it at a bookshop. I don’t know why, but I just had the urge that I needed to buy the book.’”

     John heard himself sigh. He pressed the pause button on the tape. He took a sip of coffee for a few seconds before pressing the play button.

     “ ‘So…um, you think you will die?’”

     “ ‘Yeah.’”

     “ ‘Don’t you think that this might be avoided? I mean, it might be possible to change things? It might be only a dream.’”

     “ ‘I thought you said you believed me.’”

     “ ‘No, Max. I said that I didn’t believe you are mad, thinking you will die this month. I didn’t say I believe you will die. Believing you are mad and believing you will die is two very different things. What I want to find out is why you are having such strong convictions.’”

     John recalled Max nodding.

     “ ‘Let’s get back to the main topic. Alright, explain why you left 8 years ago.’”

     “ ‘Well, since I was convinced I was going to die, I thought why should I even waste my life trying to get education. There was no point. I will die before I reach my peak anyway. I thought it would be better to leave everything behind. I already signed a will to leave everything to my parent’s friend who is currently running my parent’s company when I die. He wouldn’t have it though, but I had insisted. No point to waste resources on a person like me.’”

     After he said that, the conversation didn’t go any further. It ended there.

     John picked up the phone and dialed a certain number. After it was apparent that nobody was home he placed the receiver back on its proper place.

     John wondered if the station had gotten the wrong number. 

     John was trying to contact a person who knew Max Reaver. Max had mentioned her once. Her name was Erica Newstead. She had met Max in high school, although Max said he had never kept in touch since he left. He insisted she was just an acquaintance and asked John not to bother her. But John had to ask questions.
     He had obtained her number through Jeremy. He trusted Jeremy’s skill, but he was pessimistic. He hoped she was not on holiday.

Time: 9.00 p.m.

     “ ‘Well, since I was convinced I was going to die, I thought why should I even waste my life trying to get education. There was no point. I will die before I reach my peak anyway. I thought it would be better to leave everything behind. I already signed a will to leave everything to my parent’s friend who is currently running my parent’s company when I die. He wouldn’t have it though, but I had insisted. No point to waste resources on a person like me.’”

     Someone pressed the stop button. The three other people in the room kept quiet after listening to the conversation.

     “ As you would have realized now, this is a problem. This man involved in the case might bring us down. Problems such as these have not popped up since 26 years ago. Since our foundation!” the person who had pressed the stop button said.

     “ You must understand that this program is still young. 26 years is such a short time for one’s lifespan. It is only now the first generation. Surely, you must now know the risk of running such an operation. Problems were sure to crop up,” another said.

     “ Who was the damn bastard that made this…”

     “ He is already dead. You can spit on his grave, if it will make you feel any better,” one suggested.

     “ We must carefully plan on how we must remove this threat,” another said cautiously. All four of them stood quietly, thinking their own thoughts upon the subject.   

