Chapter 7
Date: 10th of June

Time: 9.20 a.m.

     John had washed and cleaned himself. All the alcohol seemed to be cleansed from his body and he felt fresh and new. Checking the mirror to make sure he had not missed a spot during shaving, he got out of the bathroom and got dressed.

     Spotting Roy’s parcel on the desk, he remembered that he had to call the girl Roy mentioned. He picked up his phone and dialed the number. Nobody picked it up even after a minute. John was about to cut the line off when the receiving end answered.
     “ Hello?” came the reply.

     “ Hi, is this Erica I’m speaking to?” John queried.

     “ Yes, this is Erica,” she replied, sounding very wary, as if she was suspicious of John.

     “ My name is John Handel and I work as a detective for the local police force. I would like to interview you upon a case I’m investigating and I hope you could help us out,” John replied.

     “ What case?” she asked.

     “ About Max Reaver,” John said.

     John was replied by a complete silence. John could imagine Erica staring wide-eyed at the telephone with her eyes bulging.

     “ Um, Erica, are you still there?” John asked.

     “ Um…Yes, I’m still here. What happened to him?” she asked, rather alarmed.

     “ Nothing serious, I assure you,” John said.

     “ Then, why do you need me?” she demanded. John felt irritated at the tone of her voice. Somehow, she could feel his dislike through the phone, as she quickly replied “ Sorry for being so snappy. I was just rather…um…”

     “ …Flustered. Yes, I get that all the time,” John replied.

     “ Um, so, what trouble is he in?” Erica asked.
     “ It is difficult to converse over the phone, because it is a rather long story. I’ll explain it to you when we meet,” John replied.

     “ Privately?” 

     “ If you feel uncomfortable alone with me, I will bring another person to accompany you, or you may take along someone you trust” John answered.
     “ There is no need,” Erica assured “ When should I meet you at the police station?”

     “ You don’t,” John said.

     “ Huh?”

     “ Anywhere else besides the police station that is comfortable enough for you,” John replied.

     “ Why so? This sounds very fishy,” Erica replied, sounding very defensive now.

     “ This is to be kept a secret,” John said, though he realized it would be of no avail. Thus, he decided to allow Erica to indulge further into his investigation.

     “ Alright, this has got to do with his death on the 30th this month,” John said bluntly.

     He heard a loud clutter over the phone, as if she had dropped the phone from shock. She quickly picked it up and answered “ Did…what…he…”

     “ Shh, calm down. I can see that you understand that much. This is why I need your cooperation over the matter. Will you help me?” John asked.

     “ …Y-Y-Yes…” she muttered.

     “ Now, are you free?” John asked.

     “ Tonight, about nine.”

     “ Where would you like to meet?”

     “ Anywhere…your house.”

     “ It is no.18, Willington Lane, Headside Bay. So, shall I be seeing you tonight?” 
     “ Yes…I’ll come.”

     “ Very well,” John replied. He was about to say ‘sorry for frightening you’ but Erica had replaced the handle of her phone almost immediately, making John lose his chance. He, too, in turn, replaced his.

     Taking along Roy’s parcel, he went downstairs to have his breakfast. His stomach was growling slightly as he helped himself to slices of toast. While munching on his toast, he switched on his computer and inserted the CD Roy had given him.

     John was amazed by the amount of information Roy had given him. He had everything from Max’s background, his family, his family’s company, the company’s associates, people who work and own the company, his early years, the news on his disappearance and people who were associated with him.

     Leaning back on his chair, he slowly browsed through all the files as he slowly munched his toast.

Time: 2.10 p.m.

     As Beatrix’s last patient left through the door, she saw John step right after the lady disappeared.

     “ Yes, dear, why do you want with me now?” she asked coyly.

     “ I need some help, obviously,” John replied.

     “ Really? You aren’t here to just sit down for a chat? We haven’t done that for a long time, you know?” Beatrix suggested.

     “ No, I need your help,” John said.

     “ Shit!” she said “ I was hoping for some quality time.”

     “ Quality time? What the heck are you talking about?” John queried.

     “ Forget it,” she grumbled, turning around to grab her suitcase.

     “ I’ve come to ask you for help on Max Reaver,” John said.

     “ Hell, what is with this guy again, eh? Seems like a big and complicated problem to me,” Beatrix groaned. 

     “ Beatrix, are you going to help me or not?” John asked.

     “ What am I going to get out of this?” Beatrix asked, making a show of lighting her cigarette.

     “ Don’t you know those things are hazardous to your health?” John asked.

     “ You’re veering off topic,” Beatrix reminded him.

     “ A second ago you couldn’t care less who Max Reaver is and now you are commenting on me for veering off topic. That’s nice. I wonder how your patients even stand you like that,” John cried.

     “ So?” Beatrix mused.

     “ There is nothing in it for you, except I’m not going to like it,” John replied, folding his arms and frowning.

     “ Fine, damn it. What do you want with me?” Beatrix asked.

     “ I need to find someone who is an expert in dreams,” John said.

     “ So, you don’t directly need my help?” Beatrix asked, raising her eyebrows.

     “ Please, I just need your help on finding a person. Why are you getting touchy all over the subject?” John asked. It later occurred to John that Beatrix was always touchy over everything they ever discussed or talked about.

     “ Fine, you need a guy who is an expert in dreams. Is that all?” Beatrix asked.

     “ Yes,” John replied. Beatrix walked over to her desk and opened one of her drawers. From it, she took out leather bound books which in it were a variety of cards. Flipping through the pages, her eyes rested upon a particular card. She took it out and passed it to  John.

     He took the card, which read:

Dr. Glenn Moray 
212-87898787

     “ Looks like a darn simple card. Are you sure he is reliable?” John asked.

     “ John, what the hell were you expecting? You asked for an expert in dreams. What more do you want?” Beatrix asked.
     “ This card…”

     “ Hey, dummy, he’s a doctor, no, more of a scientist, not some whacko businessman going around selling stuff. What can he sell? Good dreams? You can’t expect all professionals like him to be busy making business cards for everyone,” Beatrix said.

     John took out his hand phone and dialed the number. It did not take more than a ring to summon the doctor.

     “ Hello, this is Dr. Glenn speaking,” came a very geeky reply. John was already picturing the person he was speaking to was a thin, bespectacled fellow with acne all over his face. He knew it was very bad of him, but he could not help it.

     “ Hi, this is John Handel from the police department,” John started.

     “ I haven’t done anything wrong, have I?” Glenn asked nervously.

     “ No, you haven’t,” John assured him.

     “ I thought it was the speeding ticket I received. I’ve lost count on how many of them I have,” Glenn said.

     “ Then, I’d advise you to not speed in the future,” John replied. He noticed Beatrix had left her office during their conversation. Feeling uncomfortable being alone in Beatrix’s workplace, he briskly walked out.

     “ Um, then, what do you want with me?” Glenn asked.
     “ I need your help in a case I’m working on,” John said.

     “ How?”

     “ I need your expertise on dreams, Doctor,” John replied.

     “ Are you aware…”

     “ Yes, Doctor, I’m fully aware that you study dreams. It is because of your expertise that I require your help,” John replied.
     “ Um, how so?” Glenn asked.

     “ There is a case I’m working on that involves a person. He has this dreams, you see. More like premonitions for the future. I need assistance in interpreting them. Can you help me? This is strictly police work, so I must have your word that you will keep this strictly to yourself,” John explained, as he walked down the corridor, trying to locate Beatrix along the way. She seemed to have totally vanished from the place.

     “ Yes, you have my word,” Glenn replied nervously.
     “ Please relax, I’m not going to harm you,” John said.

     “ Alright,” Glenn replied, although not sounding convinced.

     “ Can you help me, Doctor?” John asked.

     “ This person you say sounds nuts,” Glenn said.

     “ Well, a psychologist has certified him as sane, so the dreams he has are for real,” John explained.

     “ You are talking about Beatrix, aren’t you? Isn’t that how you came across my number?” Glenn asked cautiously.

     “ Yes.”

     “ Oh…okay,” Glenn replied back, as if only realizing something. “ Why don’t you come to my place? I believe we can discuss things better if we talk face to face.”

     “ What is your address?” John asked, frantically searching for a pen and paper.

     “ Well, ask Beatrix,” Glenn replied, cutting off the line. John had a distinct feeling this person was trying to avoid him at all cost.

     He glanced around. Beatrix was nowhere to be seen.

Time: 2.25 p.m. 
     “ What the heck is wrong with you?! Can’t I even take a piss?!” Beatrix yelled. The young girl working at the reception turned around instantly to see her boss scream loudly.

     “ Dr. Glenn has asked me to get his address from you. Funny fellow if you ask me,” John said.

     “ He is. Tell you what: Why don’t we go grab a bite and we’ll head to his place? I haven’t seen him in a while and it would be good to pay him a nice visit,” Beatrix suggested. “ Don’t worry, I won’t disturb your investigation, I promise.”
     “ Don’t you have work to do?” John asked.

     “ Mary, if there are any new cases, shift them to Jonah, alright?” Beatrix told her secretary. “ There, all done,” she replied triumphantly, skipping out the front door. John turned to look at Mary, who gave him a shrug.

     “ She’s always like that,” she said politely. John nodded.

Time: 3.10 p.m. 

     Beatrix slurped her soft drink, loudly, making sure the noise echoed loudly in John’s car. She gave a loud, guttural belch, much to John’s displeasure. She licked her hands clean of oil and she crumpled the remains of her lunch into a ball.

     “ Please don’t throw it in the car,” John pleaded.

     “ Sure,” she said, instantly winding down the window of his car and throwing the remains outside. A loud horn was blared.
     “ Beatrix!” John yelled.

     “ What?!” she asked, sounding innocent.

     “ Forget it, you never learn,” John muttered to himself. At least, he thought, she did not throw it inside his car.

     “ Turn left here,” Beatrix motioned. John made a sharp turn to the left and drove onwards. They were now cruising along a cool, shady boulevard. Similar, small, rustic houses were neatly arranged along the sides, all coloured in dark brown. Beatrix asked John to park his car around the area.

     “ So, what does this guy actually study on about dreams?” John asked.

     “ You ever heard of dream reading?” Beatrix asked.

     “ Dream reading? You mean the technology that allows oneself to browse through the brains of others? Isn’t that fantasy stuff?” John asked.

     “ Not really. Dr. Glenn can,” Beatrix said, walking towards one of the houses.

     John stared at her incredulously. “ Wait, Beatrix, are you saying that this technology is already available?” John cried.

     “ Oh, come on. This is the new technology age. If we can grow brain cells in this age, surely, the mind will be very easily tapped with all the stuff we have. Where the hell do you think we are living in? The Stone Age?!” Beatrix cried, rolling her eyes.

     “ If it is so, then why haven’t I heard of this guy before?” John asked.

     “ For one, nobody is willing to sponsor him on his research. The government had to even clamp down on his research. You see, no one wanted him to continue his research. They were afraid of what he would with such technology. Sort of like the cloning issue. Nobody wants it to come to pass. A fucking hell of a problem it caused him, with all the bloody legal issues and shit,” Beatrix said, strolling along the walkway.

     “ Then, why does he still have this technology?” John asked. 
     “ You know, the fucking government wants everything you can’t have or you don’t want. They have scientists studying on cloning, but everything is made quietly and slowly without distracting publicity. So, in a few decades to come, they will come out and say, hey presto, we’ve cloned the fucking president. The technology will be here, so everyone can’t say a word about it then. But, I couldn’t care less if the whole word ends up with clones,” Beatrix said. 
     “ You sound like you hate them very much,” John noted.

     “ Yeah, their nothing but pricks,” Beatrix sighed, lighting a cigarette. John could not help but give a chuckle.
     She headed towards the house numbered 23 and entered the front porch as if it was her house. The gate was conveniently unlocked. Beatrix rapped the door hard, puffing on her cigarette.

     The door creaked open and John’s guess on the Glenn’s appearance was correct. He wore overly-large spectacles that made his green eyes a size smaller. He was thin, gangly and his hair was in a mess. John thought he looked out of place, wearing only a simple T-shirt and short pants.
     “ Well, are you going to let us in or not?” Beatrix complained.

     He merely shrugged and stepped aside. Beatrix kicked off her shoes and deftly walked in, as if it was her home. Glenn looked at me and gave a resigning sigh and followed Beatrix into his house. John quickly followed suit.
     “ So, I believe that you are Detective John Handel…I hope,” Glenn replied.

     “ Yes, I am,” John said. “ Do I have to show you my identification?” 

     “ No, I guess there is no need for that. I trust Beatrix enough,’ he said.

     “ Trust her enough? Enough to run you over in your own house?” John could not help but snicker. Glenn gave another shrug, which irritated John slightly. Glenn seemed like a person who could not even care less even if the world ended tomorrow.

     “ Well, strange how things work out,” Glenn said, motioning John towards the living room. He could hear Beatrix raiding the fridge, most likely for a bottle of beer. That was what Beatrix would first look for in anybody’s fridge.

     “ What is this? No beer?!” Beatrix loud, obscene voice echoed from the back. Glenn gave another shrug, looking in Beatrix’s direction, irritating John immensely. Is this person going to take every piece of shit that is being thrown at him? John thought.

     “ Geez,” Beatrix groaned as she continued to ransack the fridge. John took a seat and gave Glenn a reproachful stare, reminding him of the reason why he was here. Glenn noticed John’s demeanor and returned his attention to him.

     “ Alright, detective, what seems to be the problem?” Glenn slowly asked.

     “ I’m working on a case with a person who has a dream. He thinks it is a sort of premonition of the future. I need help in verifying this,” John said curtly.

     “ A premonition of what?” Glenn asked. 

     “ Of his death on the 30th of this month,” John replied. Glenn looked at him in a skeptical way. The sound of plastics rustling could be heard as Beatrix continued to rummage through what Glenn had.

     “ Is he mentally sound?” Glenn enquired.
     “ Yes, didn’t I tell you” John said, pointing his finger in the direction of the kitchen. Glenn got John’s message.

     “ I see. And you intend to verify what he has dreamt, am I correct? Would you have any idea how I would do that?” Glenn asked questioningly.

     “ Beatrix mentioned you could ‘dream read’,” John said.

     “ Well…yes, I can,” Glenn said, sounding disappointed. He had obviously wanted it to be a surprise. John could not blame him. His surprised reaction could have been his only entertainment for the entire day.

     “ Who sponsored you for this technology?” John asked.

     “ Um…am I supposed to answer that question?” Glenn asked nervously.

     “ Yes, you are. You are supposed to help me in this investigation, right?” John asked, playing slightly with Glenn’s conscience. He could clearly see sweat dropping from Glenn’s forehead.

     “ Don’t worry, I promise none of this will come out to the press. This is strictly between you and me. Well, plus my boss, if she wants to know,” John replied.

     “ The government,” Glenn quickly answered, as if wanting to get this burden off his shoulders as fast as possible.

     “ Really? I thought the government had imposed a ban on such a thing,” John said.

     “ Well detective, you should know better than I do that they do this all because it is what everybody wants to hear. Shows the community that they listen to the words of the public and they follow our every word. But, that is hardly the case. Keeping things under wraps is what they do best, don’t they?” Glenn said. John could only nod in agreement.

     “ Well then, shall I show it you?” Glenn asked.

     “ Show me what?” John asked, surprise.

     “ The machine,” Glenn replied.

     “ What machine?” John queried.

     “ The dream reading machine,” Glenn said, as if stating the obvious. He got up and walked off to another part of the house. John got up from his seat and followed Glenn.
     Glenn was walking towards his basement. He turned on a switch on the wall just before descending the flight of stairs towards the basement. He threw open the door and John’s eyes were stung with very bright light.

     “ Ow…what the heck?” John muttered.

     “ Oh, sorry. I use too many lights,” Glenn apologized.

     “ Darn hell too many,” John cursed.

     John was greeted by a weird sight. He walked towards the middle of the room and picked up the object that was placed in the middle of the room on a table. 

     “ What is this supposed to be?” John asked.

     “ The very thing you need,” Glenn said.

     John looked at the object again. It was a small round disc which was very black in colour. It was rather heavy for such a small object, making John wonder what was the stuff made off. 
     “ How?” John asked.

     “ Stick it on your forehead, if you are the test subject that is. That’s all,” Glenn said.
     “ How does that work?” John asked.

     “ Very sensitive sensors are placed inside the item. It can automatically read the mind even if it is placed on the exterior of the brain. The olden one was to open one’s skull and insert a bloody probe into your brain. This is way much more humane, I think,” Glenn replied.
     “ And this small little thing is supposed to read my dreams?” John asked.

     “ Yes, but it is still under trial. It doesn’t read all dreams half the time, but that is not a problem since we have an average of 6 dreams per night. It is just that we don’t seem to remember. You said this person has premonitions, right?” Glenn enquired.

     “ Yes,” John answered.

     “ All the time?”

     “ Most of the time.”

     “ Well, the more the merrier,” Glenn said. He took the device from John’s open palm. “ Well, if you want me to start, it will take a few days to prepare. How am I going to see this guy?” he asked.

     “ I’m hope you are aware of the name Max Reaver,” John said. Glenn’s widening eyes told John he did.

     John took out a pen and his card and scribbled something upon it. He then passed the card to Glenn. “ This is my card. Contact me if you have any developments. The address and any information can be acquired from the address I’ve written down on it. Are there any problems?” John asked.

     “ …Well, I …don’t think so,” Glenn stammered.

     “ Good. Contact me if you have any developments. I’ll be taking my leave now,” John said, walking off. “ Beatrix, I’m leaving!” John yelled towards the general direction of the kitchen. Beatrix came out, scooting along with several parcels of junk food in her hands.

   Time: 9.05 p.m.

     It was a dark and gloomy night. The rain was pouring heavily for the last hour. The road was flooded with water and cars were making big splashes as they rushed by Jonathan’s car. He instinctively edged himself aside as though avoiding the splash, even though knowing he was surely safe and dry in his car.

     He rummaged through a pile of plastic bags to find a small flask that was on his passenger seat next to him. Finding it, he deftly opened the cap, leaving the steering wheel unattended, as usual, and drank its contents. He let the warm aftertaste of the brandy settle in his mouth as he savoured the flavour. 

     The brandy was cheap, and lousy. He expected it, but it did not stop him from complaining. He had not bought the brandy for its tastes or its flavour, but more for its alcohol. He felt a warm sensation glow within his stomach and he had forgotten how bad the stuff was.

     “ Gee, I’m getting more and more like my client,” John said to himself. Then, for no apparent reason, he started laughing softly to himself. “If I consider him a client…” he said softly.

     The bright lights of a trailer truck flashed in front of his eyes as the trailer went past his car. He slowed down at an intersection and turned right into a residential area. It was much quieter here, with less cars moving cruising around. 

     Slowing his car to almost a crawl, he peered through the heavy rain to spot his house. There it was, sandwiched between two unoccupied houses. John always never had neighbours and strangely enough, he never fancied neighbours.

     As his automatic front gate opened, he drove his car into the driveway. His wheels screeched loudly as he grounded his car to a halt.

     John entered his house by the front door. The wooden door creaked loudly as he entered. Placing his overcoat on his coat-hanger and throwing his case file on the dining table, he dropped himself on his sofa, closing his eyes to sleep. He had not bothered to even switch on any of his appliances.

     He suddenly sat bolt upright. Looking out his window, he saw a car drive up to his gate through the thick, dense shower of rain. He got excited all of a sudden. Hopefully, this was the witness he needed to clear this case easily.

     He got up quickly and switched on the lights. His house was suddenly filled with bright lights, perking up the place. Opening up his door, he saw a young lady running up to his porch through the open gate he had conveniently forgotten to close.

     “ You are?” John asked.

     “ Erica Newstead,” she replied, panting.

     “ Well, just the person I wanted to see. Please, come right in,” John said. 

     The newcomer kicked off her shoes and entered John’s house, shivering slightly from the cold. John guided her to sit on a comfortable chair. Quickly, he took a towel and handed it to her. After when she was done wiping herself dry did John say “You know, there is such a thing called an umbrella.”
     She stared at John, wondering where he was getting at.

     “ You seem to be in a real rush to get here,” John said.

     “ Is it true?” Erica asked, meekly. Her voice was slightly raspy.

     “ What?”

     “ That he said that,” she replied. John then realized she was talking about Max’s premonition.

     “ Yes, he did,” John replied.

     “ And what are you going to do?” she asked.

     “ Help him, I presume,” John answered.

     “ I’m surprised you didn’t send him immediately to the insane asylum,” Erica confessed.

     “ Would you?” John asked. Erica could not answer that question.

     “ Forgive me, you must be very cold,” he said, walking to his kitchen. He poured a cup of hot water and handed it to Erica. She sipped it slowly, allowing the warmth to flow all around her body.
     “ So, may I ask, what do you work as?” 

     “ I’m a technical engineer, specializing in generators. I work with the Dexcorp Company in New Darrel…”

     “ That is not very close. You will need a flight to get here,” John exclaimed. Erica just stared blankly at John.

     “ Is he that important to you?” John asked.

     “ Why?” 

     “ Please answer the question,” John replied sternly.

     Erica stared at the reflection of her face in the cup. It looked back at her forlornly. John patiently waited for her to contemplate on giving him a straight answer. After a while, she broke her gaze from the cup and looked at John in his eyes.

     “ We were lovers once.”     
