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Chapter One

Wolfgang Majestic was anything but that. He wasn't majestic at all. He wasn't even a wolfgang. He was only one guy, and the year 2035 was one of the worst on record for him, not that we should say anything right away about his record. No, 2035 wasn't good for Wolfgang. He'd been laid off from his job at BuySome Drugs.

The manager took him into his office and said, "Listen, Wolfgang—that is your name, isn't it?"

"Yeah, right. That's my name."

"Good. Well, anyway, we're going to go out of business at the end of this week, and we have to lay you off."

Of course, Wolfgang was upset, but in the days that followed, he became even more distraught when it seemed that BuySome Drugs didn't actually go out of business. There were still ads in the local paper, and the doors were open, operating just like before, except without him.

He went into the store and, after waiting in line, spoke to the girl at the counter, who he'd never seen before. This was nothing new, as he usually didn't recognize the girls who worked at the counter. They appeared to come and go at random.

"Hey," he said. "I thought this place was going out of business."

"You buying something?" she said.

"No. I just came here to find out if you're going out of business. I used to work here."

"You'll have to speak to the manager."

So, Wolfgang went into the back, near the Pharmacist's office, and knocked on the door.

He heard Binky Volker yell from inside, "What?"

Opening the door, Wolfgang said, "You said you were going out of business. What's up?"

Binky glanced over from his computer screen.

"Yeah," he said. "We are going out of business. Next week."

"Next week?"

"Yeah. Next week. I promise. Now get out of here."

"Oh. Okay. Thanks."

But in the weeks that followed it was the same thing. BuySome Drugs doing business as usual.

He was really upset.

Unemployment had him going out for interviews for jobs lifting three-hundred pound tires at the port of Albany, carting hazardous waste in his bare hands at the landfill, and delivering medical supplies to a burn plant in Schenectady, all while holding back his pay, due to some new governmental initiative. It was getting on his nerves. 

His wife and kids barely knew him. This made them happy, so, he was upset about that too. Plus, he practically had no money to go out with his girlfriend. Cherry, his girlfriend, didn't like that.

He got so desperate he went on an interview for a job as a waitress. This was very disappointing. They said he didn't have the right set of skills. Kind of unconstitutional, don't you think?

He brushed that off, though, because, after all, he was actually looking for a job as a hostess. He thought if he could get his foot in the door, he could work his way up.

He checked the classified ads daily, tearing himself away from the comics, which he studied intently.

Then, one morning, at 7:15 AM, weather, cloudy, 45 degrees, the cat yelling at him to go out, he saw the ad. "Sharpshooter/Hostage Negotiator Wanted."

This seemed perfect.

Today, he said to himself, is the first day of my life, and, I'm going to take a shower. After that, I'll shave—no wait—I'll floss first. What shirt am I going to wear? Should I wear the one I have on? I slept in it, so it kind of looks like it was ironed. I'll have to stop tossing and turning. He then tripped on the stairs and hit his head on the wall.

Then, it was out the door, and into his nice, ten year old, 2045 Bulgarian Burgomeister. He really loved the car. The Bulgarians had shocked the world when they invented customizing used cars, and dating them ten years in advance. The lack of depreciation was incredible. No one could figure it out—driving a cheap ten-year-old car that wouldn't be new for another ten years. It was mind-boggling. 

Days were good when he bought it, but now he had those damn payments to make, which usually brought people to their senses. Not Wolfgang. No. He was too tough for that. He ripped off the last coupon in the book, and sent that in. This had the bank in a state of confusion, and their repo man salivating.

Out job hunting, he reported to the Public Safety Building, located in an abandoned warehouse on Front Street in downtown Troy, NY. After all, they did some very clandestine stuff, and the parking was excellent.

"Who's this?" Hoodie Mercury said.

"It's Wolfgang Majestic," his underling, Deputy First Sergeant John Cent said.

"Nice name."

Wolfgang was in an outer office, looking through some magazines. There were copies of Guns and Ammo, Police Kills, War Today, and a three-year-old issue of Web Cam Girls to look through.

"Yeah," Cent said, "but I thought you'd like this guy."

Hoodie looked over the application that Wolfgang had filled out. "Why? I don't see anything good. He worked at BuySome Drugs and was a barge mechanic for Ferry Street Docks. What is that, anyway?"

"I asked him about that too. He said he threw ropes to the boats when they tied up."

"Seasonal, huh."

"Not the way he told it. Anyway, you remember your uncle that got that heroism badge thing when he saved a guy who fell off a dock?"

"Yeah."

"That's him."

"Who?"

"The guy who fell off the dock."

"You're kidding. Bring him in."

Wolfgang was ushered into the sacred, inner office of Hoodie Mercury. Gold faucets glimmered from sinks screwed into each wall. It was magnificent.

"So, Mr. Majestic—whoa—that sounds cool—" Mercury said.

"Yeah," Wolfgang said. "A lot of folks get that reaction."

"My uncle, Freddy Mercury, saved you."

"He did?"

"Yeah. The fireman—you remember—when you fell in the river—"

"Oh, yeah. Sure. That was great."

"Yeah, thanks, Mr. Majestic. Can I call you Wolfgang?"

"Sure. Go right ahead."

"Listen, Wolfgang, do you drink?"

"No. I quit drinking when I was fourteen."

"Good move. Drugs—are you on drugs?"

"No, I haven't used them since I was at college—just mary-juwana, of course."

"Of course. You went to college?"

"Well, no. I didn't go to college. I was just at college—where our guys used to buy drugs."

"You don't do that anymore, do you?'

"Hell no. I'm married—have a family—a girlfriend—a car."

"A car?"

"Yup."

"Great. Excellent. So, you've settled down?"

"Right. Absolutely."

"You speak any languages?"

"American."

"In addition to English?"

"Sure."

"Fantastic. Also, it says here you were born in Sunflower, Mississippi, either July 4th or January first. What's that about?"

"Yes, certainly. I'm sure that is confusing. My mother just never gave me a straight answer. A lot of times I think she was just hung over on New Year's Day, and didn't want to give me a birthday party. She'd say that I was born on the Fourth of July then. Other times she’d hold up the copy of the newspaper, The Daily Sunflower, that showed her and me in the hospital when I was born, during a snowstorm. Never been a snowstorm in Sunflower on New Year's Day. It was like the biggest day of my life—being on the front page of
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