Chapter 6
Date: 9th of June

Time: 3.30 p.m.

     John checked his small note on the address he got from Jeremy and looked at the street he was on. He confirmed he was in the right place. He parked his car somewhere along the street he was in and started searching for the address he had. 

     This led him to an apartment block that was situated in the middle of the street. It was a rather rustic looking one, with green plants sprouting from all the balconies of the living blocks and the brown paint that was used to paint the apartment. 

     John walked in and instantly headed to the lift. There were two lifts, one apparently out of order. John entered the functioning one and pressed the button to the fifth floor. He waited slowly for the lift to reach the top floor. He wondered if the lift was playing with his patience, as it moved incredibly slowly.

     He stepped out of the lift as he reached the fifth floor. His destination was right in front of him. He walked towards the door that was marked number 5 and rapped hard on it. It only took a few seconds before the door opened.

     “ Detective! What brings you here?” Roy exclaimed.

     “ May I come in?” John asked tersely.

     “ Sure, please step right in,” Roy said, swinging his door wide open and motioning towards John to enter. John took off his shoes and stepped inside.

     John had expected Roy to be the typical, messy, unorganized writer, but it was much to his surprise that he was not. The living room was as sparking clean as though someone had thrown polish all over the place. John could even see his reflection clearly on the tiled floor of the apartment. Nothing seemed out of place.

     “ Would you like a drink?” Roy asked politely.

     “ Sure, thank you,” John replied. Roy walked off to the kitchen to get a drink for John. John started to amuse himself by looking around.

     “ So, what stories do you write?” John asked as he peered into Roy’s bedroom, carefully making sure Roy was still busy in the kitchen as he snooped around. 

     “ Oh, mostly fictional short stories of all kinds. I sometimes write reports and articles for the paper, though that is very rare,” Roy echoed back. John could hear the fridge slam shut. John instantly whisked himself out of the bedroom just right before Roy appeared.

     Roy handed John his drink. It was a cold glass of orange juice. John took a sip, involuntarily. He hated drinking fruit juices, but he did not like to be impolite. So, he graciously drank it.

     “ So, detective…I mean, John,” Roy corrected himself after John gave him a reproachful glance “ What brings you here?”

     “ Interesting stuff you have there,” John noted, looking at something behind Roy.

     “ Huh?” Roy spun around. Behind him was Roy computer where he had left it unattended after being interrupted by John’s arrival. Whatever was on the screen pretty well told John what Roy was up to.

     “ Nothing wrong about using the internet, is it?” Roy asked.

     “ Certainly, I won’t press charges,” John said, walking towards Roy’s computer. He looked at the picture of Max’s mansion that was taken for a news article for the newspaper years ago. The interesting thing that John noted was that Roy wrote that article.
     “ I see you are admiring your little work of art, or is there something more than that?” John asked.

     “ Is it a sin to just know something?” Roy asked. John started contemplating on what he needed to say.

     “ Why were you at Max’s mansion?” John questioned.

     “ Is it a sin?” Roy asked.

     “ Please, answer the question. There are serious things that need to be considered here,” John replied sternly. Roy raised his eyebrows, as if this was all a joke.

     “ Well, how should I start?” Roy asked.

     “ You start by telling me your connection with Max Reaver,” John demanded. 

     “ We don’t have one,” Roy admitted.

     “ Really…then, why are you so interested in him?” John asked.

     “ …I don’t know…” Roy replied honestly.
     “ What do you mean?” John asked.

     “ I find it odd for a person to act in such a way, I mean, go missing for years. Of course, he has a lot of cash to finance his travels, but why disappear? Frankly, I think he is nuts, and I’m surprised you don’t see it that way,” Roy replied. John put down his drink and thought.

     “ When you talk about Max and about me being at his mansion, I admit I was there this morning, I’m thinking there is something more that meets the eye,” Roy said.
     There was a long silence between both of them. Then…

     “ How much information have you gathered about Max?” John asked, his mind hatching out a plan.

     “ A lot, I would say,” Roy remarked.

     “ Currently, I’m still ‘investigating’ on Max as there are some unusual, but not criminal, things about him. Unfortunately, since I’m carrying this out after the trial, I’m the only one working on this case, so far. Would you like to help me?” John offered.

     “ I’d like to, but I don’t know any detective work,” Roy confessed.

     “ I don’t need your deducting skills, I already have that. What I need is resource on information. If you hand me information on whatever you can find about Max, I’ll let you in on what I’m working on. How does that sound for you?” John asked.
     “ Can I write a story on it?” Roy asked.

     “ Well,…only under two conditions: one, you can only do that after the case is done, and two, you have to let me read it first,” John replied.

     “ Right, that sounds reasonable. We have a deal,” Roy said, extending his hand.

     “ That was not a deal. Send me what you have on a CD. You can reach me here,” John explained, handing Roy his card. Roy read the card as John walked out.

     “ I appreciate your corporation, but do know you won’t be paid for your trouble,” John said. Roy saw him off as John entered the elevator.

     “ Oh, I already have, or will be,” Roy said to himself after making sure John was out of earshot.

Time: 4.00 p.m.

     John was cruising along in his car when his hand phone rang. John always had the bad habit of talking on his hand phone on the road. He knew it was dangerous, but he always prided himself that he could do so without endangering others. He always got the thrill out of driving his manual car one-handed.
     It was Karen calling him again.

     “ Hello, what’s up now?” John asked.

     “ It’s Max, he’s missing,” was the reply.

     “ What!?” John yelled, his car swerving dangerously on the road.

     “ John, are you driving?” Karen asked.

     “ I’m fine, tell me about it,” John demanded.

     “ The butler has just called from the mansion. He tells me that Max has just left the house at roughly 3.45 p.m. He did no tell anyone on where he has gone or why. I’m thinking of getting a search party to find him again. This is going to be a hell of a problem when the press knows about this,” Karen sighed. “ Maybe we should have locked him up in the asylum.”

     John thought carefully for a moment, then said “ Hang on, don’t call for a search party just yet. I think I know where he is. I’ll call you in a few minutes time.” He switched off his hand phone and headed back towards where Roy lived.

Time: 4.07 p.m.

     John got out from his car and walked across to a bar, the very place of the crime scene where Max was involved in the killing of Barry. However, the place was open now and back in business. John trotted towards the entrance and entered.
     The place rather crowded now, and people were busy talking. The place was abuzz with activity and energy, except for an unusual person sleeping at the corner of the bar.
     “ What are you doing here, Max?” John asked, patting the sleeping man on his shoulder.

     “ What do you want with me?” Max moaned, still unwilling to lift his head.

     “ I mean what are you doing here? Why did you disappear all of a sudden?” John asked.

     “ How did you know? And why would you want to know? I’m an adult, damn it. I can do what I want. Why is everybody so fussed about me being missing? I’ve been running from you all for the last eight years. A couple of hours would not matter,” Max said, giving out a hiccup. He was obviously drunk, with all the beer bottles sprawled around him.

     “ Well…,” John wasn’t sure on how he could reply to that message. If Max wanted to waste his life away, he had the very right to do so. After all, it was not John’s duty to take care of this person. 

     He dug out his hand phone and rang Karen. “ He’s alright. He’s at the former crime scene, drinking away, nothing to worry about. You better inform the butler though,” he said.

     Saying that, he sat down next to Max and asked “ Why don’t you and I have a drink? I haven’t drunk in a long while.”

Time: 8.30 p.m.

     John was slowly cruising back towards Max’s mansion. Looking at the passenger seat, he made sure Max was fast asleep. They said that alcohol would bring out the worst in men, but for John, a damn good dose is enough to make an elephant fall.

     They had drunk quite a lot. John could not remember the last time where he had drunk so much. It actually surprised him that he had a high tolerance towards alcohol. Max was drowsy all along in the bar. At least he did not kill anybody this time.

     John quietly hoped that none of the police officers would stop him now for a chat, since the alcohol in his blood was way high, higher than what was allowed.

     John tried to remember what they had talked about in the bar. Nothing significant, John could recalled as much. Max was rambling about how he had seen the world, all the places he had been. He sounded as if he knew everything, but it was in fact that he knew nothing.

      John arrived again at Max’s mansion the second time in the day. Parking his car at the front gate, he got Max out from the passenger seat and heaved him over his shoulder. He was much heavier than John had experience. Was the alcohol weakening his muscles?

     John ruffled through Max’s pockets, trying to find the remote to open the front gate. He found the little device, which was similar to the one the butler used. And pressed it. The gate swung open and John walked in.

     The front door instantly opened and the butler came rushing out. “ They said you found him hours ago!” the butler remarked.

     “ Sorry, we had a drink at the pub for some time,” John apologized. The butler frowned at him slightly, as if thinking in no way should a detective be drinking with an acquitted criminal.

     At that instant, his hand phone rang. Quickly, he passed Max to the butler who later carried him inside. John whipped out his phone and saw on the screen that Melanie was calling.

     “ Got something interesting,” she instantly said, without exchanging pleasantries “ Come down here. I’ve got something to show you.” And she hung up at once.

Time: 8.41 p.m.

     John walked into the operating room yet again. Melanie was standing next to where the table where they placed the dead body. Except this time there was no dead body. In its place was a medium sized steel tub. John stole a glance in the tub. Even though it did not smell as bad as he remembered, he recognized the murky goo in the tub as the remains of the melted man.

     “ Well, what do you have for me today?” John asked.

     “ Sulfuric acid,” Melanie curtly replied.

     “ What the heck?”

     “ Cause of death,” Melanie said again.

     John looked at the pool of sticky mass, then looked at Melanie. “ Say that again,” he said.

     “ This person was killed by sulfuric acid being placed into him. Yes, ‘into’ him. As far as I’m concerned, there was an enourmous amount of sulfuric acid in his systems and they were activated. All I know now is that he was killed by the corrosive power of the acid. Don’t ask me how it got into his body or how it had remained there, inactive. You were right. He was destroyed so much there isn’t much to salvage through his body. Frankly, I can’t even perform an autopsy on this guy, beside chemical testing.”

     John frowned. So, a suspicious character somehow self-destructs, not by his own free will from the expression on his face before he died, but by someone or something that was controlling him. John was not aware of any technology that enabled one to insert a tremendous amount of acid into a body and only reacting at will. This was more than he bargained for.

     “ So, any ideas?” Melanie asked.

     “ I don’t know,” John replied.

     “ How can you not know? You’re the detective,” Melanie scoffed.

     “ Hey, I’ve never came across something as wild as this in my line of work,” John shot back.

     “ In my line of duty, the worst thing in a case for me is a missing body. At least we still have this guy’s remains,” Melanie answered.

     “ Well, we work on two separate lines. For me, a missing body is better that this load of shit,” John said. He started pacing around the room as Melanie watched him intensely.

     “ Well, what are you going to do?” Melanie asked.

     “ Investigate, of course. Thing is, I’m not sure if I want to, seeing the state of this poor bastard,” John sighed.

     “ Is this about Max Reaver?” Melanie asked.

     “ Hell yes,” John said.

     “ Why don’t you tell me about it? You promised, didn’t you?” Melanie asked. John sighed deeply and grabbed the closest chair he could find.
Time: 10.10 p.m.

     By the time John had arrived back at home, he was really tired. The alcohol was taking its toll on John. His alcohol level in his blood was almost triple the rate allowed to be behind the wheel, after a short test in the morgue.  He wondered how it would be like to be caught by people he was working with, driving while he was drunk.

     He staggered out of his car and entered his house. He emptied his mail-box. Sure enough, there was a small parcel sent by Roy.

     As John took out the parcel, he noticed something scrawled across it:

     ‘ I think this is fairly important. Max has an old friend since his schooling days. Her name is Erica. It’s best you call her. 122-234323454.’

     John was perplexed on how Roy knew this. Where is this guy getting his information from? 

     It did not matter much. John decided he would call this person tomorrow, after he had a good nights rest to filter the alcohol out of his system.    
