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♣

Historical	Landmark	#10

The	Salmon	Queen’s	Widowhood

There	were	four	halcyon	years	for	the	Salmon	Queen.	Wagner	grew,	a	hale	and
robust	 baby,	 and	 the	 Salmon	King	 paid	 once	weekly	 visits	 to	 his	 grandson.	 She
began	 her	 education	 at	 Seattle	 University	 after	 completing	 elementary	 and
secondary	school	 in	one	year.	Business	courses	were	her	common	sense	selection.
She	excelled.

She	scraped	by	on	the	meager	allowance	agreed	to	in	the	settlement,	living	in	a
small	apartment	on	Queen	Ann	Hill.	It	was	a	few	days	after	the	end	of	the	Korean
War	 when	 the	 Salmon	 King	 appeared	 midweek—never	 his	 usual	 time—with
housekeeper	 Katrina	 at	 his	 elbow.	 The	 Salmon	 Queen	 knew	 the	 moment	 she
opened	the	door,	that	Junior	was	no	more.

Katrina	 took	 Wagner	 out	 for	 ice	 cream	 while	 the	 Salmon	 King	 stiffly
explained,	“He	drank	himself	to	death	in	Chile.	It	was	my	fault.	We	never	spoke
again,	you	know.”

And	he	 left,	muttering	something	about	their	agreement	remaining	the	same,
“Unchanged,”	was	how	he	said	it.

When	 Katrina	 returned	 with	 an	 ice-cream-smeared	 Wagner,	 she	 expanded
with	details:	After	the	end	of	the	anchovetti	season,	the	now	380-pound	Junior	had
challenged	 four	 Dutchmen	 to	 a	 drinking	 contest	 during	 one	 of	 his	 week-long
debauches	at	the	Santiago	Grand	and	had	collapsed,	never	reviving.	He	was	thirty-
two.

He’d	literally	drunk	himself	to	death.

“And	Himself”	(as	Katrina	always	referred	to	the	Salmon	King)	“is	not	well.
He	 sits	 in	 his	 office.	 Doesn’t	 even	 conduct	 business.”	 She	 looked	 guiltily	 at	 the
Salmon	Queen,	and	got	to	the	point.	“Fact	is,	why	don’t	you	and	the	boy	come	up
and	spend	the	next	weekend	at	the	mansion.	It	would	help	his	grandfather.”

Junior	could	have	 turned	 to	stone,	 for	what	she	 felt;	also,	 the	Salmon	Queen
harbored	considerable	ill	will	against	the	Salmon	King.	Even	at	eighteen	years	of
age,	her	penchant	for	remembering	friends	and	never	forgiving	enemies	was	well
developed.

Katrina	could	see	her	turning	matters	over,	so	added,

“He’s	a	forty-nine-year-old	widower	who’s	lost	his	only	son.	The	babe	is	all	he
has	now.”

And	 she	agreed,	because	he	was	Wagner’s	grandfather,	albeit	a	hesitant	one.
And	in	the	Salmon	Queen’s	bones	was	an	undying	respect	for	blood	ties.	That	was



enough.

♣

Thankfully,	 it	was	Sunday.	And	 the	clerk	at	 the	Crossroads	All	Hours	Minimart	had
mistaken	 Wagner	 for	 a	 preacher.	 He	 eyed	 the	 wall	 clock	 that	 read	 1:30	 a.m.	 and
commented,	“On	your	way	to	church	kinda’	early,	aint’cha,	Parson?”

“Souls	aren’t	saved	during	convenient	hours,	brother.	Praise	the	Lord.”

The	clerk	re-plugged	his	dubious	mental	powers	into	a	television	fervent	with	drama
courtesy	of	The	Dallas	All-Wheel	Monster	Truck	Competition.	He	chewed	a	thin	lower	lip
as	the	tension	of	the	final	event	rose.

While	 Wagner	 maneuvered	 his	 cloaked	 frame	 through	 the	 store’s	 narrow	 chip	 and
snack	department,	he	kept	a	weather-eye	on	the	clerk	while	loading	up.	But	the	wretched
creature	 remained	devoted	 to	 the	quasi-primates	bashing	each	other	goofy	 in	 their	 four-
wheel-drive	genitalia.

Wagner	returned	to	the	pumps,	replaced	the	gascap,	and	stared	suspiciously	at	the	All
Hours	glittery	façade.	Might	that	little	piss	ant	of	a	clerk	be	as	lunk-headed	as	he	looked?
Would	he	really	not	associate	the	non-stop	media	burpings	about	rewards	for	a	fat	lunatic
with	his	customer—an	overlarge	white	preacher,	 live	and	unrehearsed-—right	before	his
proboscis?

Perhaps,	but	the	South	Carolina	state	line	couldn’t	come	soon	enough	for	Wagner.	And
surely,	he	was	on	his	way!

Since	coming	by	his	novel	means	of	transport,	Wagner’s	sense	of	optimism	had	grown
steadily.	 After	 Wagner	 drove	 down	 the	 road	 a	 half	 mile	 and	 pulled	 behind	 a	 defunct
produce	 stand	 to	 sample	 his	 booty,	 he	 decided	 that	 once	 again	 Dame	 Anonymity	 was
blessing	 his	 path.	 The	 store	 clerk,	 poor	 sot,	 had	 missed	 the	 financial	 opportunity	 of	 a
lifetime.

So,	 in	 the	 eternal	 light	 of	Mr.	 James	Brown	and	 the	 anemic	 illumination	offered	by
Brother	 Hazlett’s	 flashlight,	 Wagner	 snacked	 on	 pork	 rinds	 and	 cheese	 sticks	 while
perusing	a	state	map	of	North	Carolina.	He	tried	to	make	sense	of	blue,	red	and	interstate
roadways	while	downing	a	quart	of	apple	juice	for	regularity	and	general	overall	health.

The	 Hazlett	 Soul	 Food	 cellphone,	 miles	 back,	 had	 been	 put	 to	 skillful	 use:	 Since
Moynahan	was	busy	with	Wagner’s	Plan	Blue,	he	was	absent	 from	home.	Yet	Wagner’s
friend	and	attorney’s	answering	machine	offered	more	technological	wigglings	than	some
heart-lung	machines,	and	using	diverse	codes,	Wagner	gained	electronic	admission	to	it—
and	left	an	update.

Then,	he	repeated	same	with	Leggy	Peggy,	though	somewhat	surprised	that	his	faithful
and	woeful	Business	Manager/Editor	was	not	at	home.

“Oh,	not	another	spate	of	drag-ass	boyfriends,”	lamented	Wagner	out	loud,	a	wave	of
pity	 almost	 overtaking	 him	 momentarily,	 until	 his	 own	 plight	 erased	 Leggy	 Peggy’s
problems.

After	 all,	 he	 remembered,	 the	 poor	 woman	 wasn’t	 comfortable	 unless	 she	 was



barricaded	in	her	bathroom	calling	911	about	a	madman	outside	with	an	ax,	or	some	such
outrage.

With	 a	 curse	 to	 petty	 bourgeois,	 hypocritical,	 Green	 Party	 jerkoffs,	 Wagner	 tossed
aside	pork	 rind	and	cheese	stick	wrappers,	 then	started	 in	on	 the	half	dozen	sandwiches
and	opened	a	container	of	orange	juice.	He	had	to	keep	up	the	peeing;	otherwise	he	knew
The	Fix	would	turn	his	liver	to	basalt.

Between	 satisfying	 bites,	Wagner’s	 long	 apprenticeship	with	 charts	 and	maps	 under
the	Salmon	King’s	tutelage	paid	dividends:	He	ascertained	that	he’d	driven	in	the	opposite
direction	of	South	Carolina	for	the	last	one	and	three	quarter	hours.

In	point	of	 fact,	he	was	now	closer	 to	Virginia	 than	South	Carolina.	By	quite	 a	 few
miles.

“Shit—oh	rotten	eggs!”

They	would	 {‘they’	meaning	 everyone	 in	 the	world,	 from	 the	Abyssinian	Volunteer
Fire	Brigade	to	the	Zydico	Swing	Kings}	would	of	course	expect	him	to	be	heading	north
into	 Virginia.	 Diverse	 sorts—both	 official	 and	 private—would	 be	 lurking	 behind	 every
rain	barrel	and	rusted	tractor,	waiting	for	their	shot	at	wealth	and	accompanying	fame	on
the	afternoon	sloptalk	circuit.

Wagner	used	all	his	mental	discipline	to	calm	himself—to	remember	the	Good	about
this	escape,	rather	than	the	Ugly.	Wagner	reminded	himself	that—theoretically	speaking—
during	 an	 escape,	 there	 was	 no	 ‘wrong	 direction,’	 if	 indeed	 one’s	 flight	 rendered	 one
increasingly	distant	from	your	pursuer.

And	this	thought	offered	him	balm.

For	 he	was	all	 of	 that—more	 distant	 from	 St.	 Finny’s,	 The	 Fix,	 and	 everyone	 else
intent	on	clapping	him	back	in	that	phenomenally	overpriced	Lard	Lodge.

♣



Milepost	11.2

Road	Advisory:

Wildlife	Viewing	Area:	Game	Unit	2C

Vehicles	Stopped	on	Road,	next	.1	mile.

“No	one	said	you	were	a	disloyal	Israeli,	Abraham,	just	stupid.”

Major	Beinhorn’s	attractive	Semitic	features	slowly	darkened	into	a	sardonic
grimace	as	she	steered	the	car	through	the	North	Carolina	hinterlands,	“Your	late
femme	fatale,	this	Oriental	Mata	Hari	has	caused	my	section	not	a	few	problems,
Abraham.”

This	 Late	 business	 saddened	 Abe.	 Yes,	 Jai	 Ling	 had	 ruined	 his	 career,
jeopardized	 his	 country’s	 security,	 and	 effectively	 established	 Abe	 as	 a	 grand
schlemiel	before	God,	Country,	and	Family.	Still,	she	had	defied	every	stereotype
about	Chinese	women,	and	had	been	a	wild,	unparalleled,	loin-pounding	ride.

“His	problem,	Major,	I	think,	is	most	American;	he	thinks	with	his	dick.”

Technical	 Sergeant	Yeleni	 guffawed,	 as	 did	 the	Major	 and	 even	 the	massive,
stolid,	newly	assigned	Massad	agent	sitting	next	to	him.	Actually,	Abe	wished	the
hell	 he	 were	 American—or,	 at	 least	 All-	 American.	 He	 might	 bail	 out	 at	 first
opportunity,	 and	 tear	 into	 the	 undergrowth.	 But	 no,	 he	 was	 a	 loyal	 Jew	 in	 the
wrong	line	of	work.	But	not	for	long:

If	 they	 did	 not	 recover	 the	 cell	 phone,	 he	 would	 be	 court-martialed	 and
sentenced	to	ten	years	of	hard	labor.

If	they	did	recover	his	cell	phone,	he	would	also	be	court-martialed;	but	instead
sentenced	to	two	years	on	a	mine-removal	squad.	Abe	would	supervise	Palestinian
prisoners,	hopefully	ones	without	desires	for	martyrdom.

Ten	years	imprisonment,	Abe	mused,	might	be	better	than	two	years	on	mine-
removal	 squad.	 After	 all,	 he	 was	 only	 thirty-one,	 and	 being	 forty-one	 and	 in
possession	 of	 all	 one’s	 body	 parts	 was	 far	 preferable	 to	 being	 thirty-four	 and
stumping	about	Haifa	on	a	converted	skateboard.

♣

Wagner	became	philosophical	about	his	escape.	Crossing	into	South	Carolina,	then	the
fourteen	miles	into	Spartanburg,	was	now	simply	a	matter	of	several	hours	along	a	clever
backroad	route	compliments	of	his	own	intellect,	and	of	course	the	North	Carolina	map.	A
spirit	of	forgiveness	began	to	develop.

Now,	with	a	pre-dawn	wind	at	his	back,	at	times	the	old	three-wheeled	Harley	rattled
along	at	speeds	of	almost	forty-two	mph.



These	 last	 forty-eight	 hours	 had	 been	 a	 taxing	 ordeal.	 Since	 buggering	 off	 from	St.
Finny’s	(so	adroitly	so	beautifully)	there	had	been	an	array	of	challenges.	Yet	Wagner	had
been	their	equal,	despite	a	few	noteworthy	but	essentially	minor	setbacks.

Still,	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 this	 more	 reflective	 mood,	 a	 shadow	 of	 bitterness	 crept	 over
Wagner,	and	he	 swore	out	 loud	 into	 the	night	air,	 “The	motherfuckers	will	pay	 for	what
they’ve	done.”

And	he	meant	it.	Oh,	how	Wagner	meant	it.

But	now,	he	struggled	to	retain	the	Tao	of	his	escape:	Wagner	was	mindful	of	the	night
air	 lacing	over	 and	around	him,	 causing	his	gown	 to	 set	 down	a	peaceful	 continuum	of
muted	popping	sounds.

For	a	beater	of	a	motorcycle,	Hazlett’s	ancient	beast	was	well	muffled,	and	if	anything,
added	counterpoint	to	the	ambiance	of	Wagner’s	spiritual	rejuvenation.

The	road	was	wonderful:	Singular,	peaceful	and	without	complications	such	as	houses,
traffic	 lights,	or	even	signs.	 It	was	merely	a	 road	with	a	broken	 line	bisecting	 its	ebony
surface.	 And	 this	 overall	 simplicity	 contributed	 to	 a	 steady	 improvement	 in	 Wagner’s
mental	state.

After	all,	for	the	last	eighty	days,	he’d	been	in	helluva	pickle,	with	medical	gremlins
crawling	all	over	him.	Plus,	the	rotten	sons-of-bitches	had	starved	the	holy	living	shit	out
of	him.

“Oh,	those	specks	of	offal.	I’ll	kill	’um.”

Once	again,	he	found	himself	angrily	chewing	the	night	air,	and	reminded	himself	that
the	 Tao	 of	 this	 Road	 could	 not	 be	 found	 in	 clinging	 to	 the	 Red	 Dust	 of	 his	 recent
confinement.	 He	 had	 to	 release	 this,	 despite	 the	 down-and-dirty	 conglomeration	 of
fuckheads	he’d	been	forced	to	consort	with	to	get	this	far.

Fortunately,	there	was	additional	balm.

Having	 almost	 thirty	 dollars	 of	 junkfood	 in	 him,	 plus	 three	 or	 four	 quarts	 of	 pop,
helped	Wagner’s	system	stay	centered—unplagued	by	a	persistent	hunger,	with	him	since
birth.

True,	Wagner’s	experience	in	the	churchyard	had	demonstrated	a	dark	dynamic	to	his
obesity	he	had	never	confronted.	Positive,	intelligent	measures	had	to	be	taken	to	reduce.
He	accepted	that.

As	soon	as	he	returned	home,	and	slipped	back	into	his	routine—savored	his	freedom
—he	would	 lean-out	big-time,	as	he	had	so	often	 in	 the	past.	Cut	back	on	 the	 junkfood,
even	Kokanee	Joe’s	fried	chicken,	save	for	perhaps	a	night	or	two	per	month.

When	it	came	to	weight	reduction,	Wagner	knew	his	way	around.	Oh,	did	he!

Any	 doctor	 or	 nutritionist—and	 Wagner	 had	 gone	 through	 a	 train-load	 of	 those
assholes—would	 pronounce	 time	 and	 again,	 how	 a	 slow,	 gradual	 weight	 loss	 was	 far
better	than	this	quick	stuff:	The	gimmicks,	the	shots-in-the-butt,	the	gut-cuts,	skin	plasters,
balloons-in-the-stomach,	 and	 diverse	 sorts	 of	 emetics,	 pills,	 pyramid-shaped	 sleeping
tents,	Middle	East	hypnotists,	and	cockeyed	coal-walkers	and	liver-extract	imbibers.



No,	these	were	all	Horsefeather	Promises	and	Sawdust	Dreams.	Wagner	had	a	more
than	passing	familiarity	with	good,	reasonable	diets.	Every	one	of	them	was	just	a	matter
of	discipline	and	intent.

Of	course,	that	greatest	of	all	Foodheads	and	Obesity	Doyens,	the	Great	Arbuckle,	had
quite	tragically	gone	on	a	diet-of-misery	resulting	from	alcoholism,	a	chronic	abscess	on
his	butt	and	utter	depression	at	being	framed	by	all	his	arse-sniffing	Hollywood	cronies.

“Betrayed—like	me.	Yes!	Like	me,	Arbuckle.	I	know	where	your	pain	was	at,	my
friend.”

If	Wagner	had	any	hair	on	his	ass,	he’d	turn	this	fucking	piece	of	shit	around,	and	head
for	St.	Finny’s,	and	fight	it	out	right	there.	Withdrawal	wasn’t	his	cup	of	tea,	and	no	truer
fucking	words	were	ever	said!	Where	in	hell	would	Charles	the	12th	of	Sweden	have	been
if	he’d	retreated	in	the	face	of	apparent	overwhelming	might?!

“Fucking	A-Rights	Johnny!”

Yes.	Yes.	Now	Arbuckle,	though	lacking	Charles	the	12th’s	resources,	did	try	and	fight
the	system,	but	ended	up	160	pounds,	dead-ass	drunk	without	work,	and	with	everybody
writing	him	off	as	a	sexual	ogre.

“Oh,	 those	 lousy	 cocksuckers.	What	 do	 they	 know!	What	 do	 they	 know	 of	 the
fucking	pain!”

Wagner	shouted	his	defiance	ala’	Ahab	into	the	dank,	petty-bourgeois	North	Carolina
night.	God!	He	was	 retreating—giving	way	 to	 the	 forces	 of	 evil,	 tail	 tucked	 under	 his
gown—going	belly	up!

“A	Wagner	does	NOT	GO	BELLYUP!”

Wagner	 took	 a	 firm,	 fierce	 grip	 on	 the	 handlebars,	 and	 decided	 to	 turn	 back—turn
west,	and	confront	Von	Bracken,	that	dirty	sodomite	and	all	these	petty	demons.	Yes!	Go
chin	to	chin	with	Von	Bracken—eyer	of	medium-sized	goats	and	llamas.

Wagner	laughed,	and	even	managed	a	jubilant	bounce,	causing	his	aged	vehicle	to	sag
then	 rebound	momentarily.	 He	 allowed	 himself	 a	 whoop—‘Yes,	 even	 deer	 weren’t	 safe
around	 that	 pervert	 Von	 Bracken.’	Wagner	 chuckled—yes,	 even	 extra-large	 specimens,
like	that	framed	in	his	headlight	managing	a	perfect,	glass-eyed	dumbfounded	dumb-beast
stare	for	that	infinitesimal	breath	of	time	prior	to	the	motorcycle’s	imminent	impact.

♣



Milepost	11.9

Road	Advisory:

Wildlife	Viewing	Area:	Game	Unit	2B

Vehicles	Stopped	on	Road,	next	.1	mile
Stopping	 the	 car	 before	 the	 church,	 Mo	 Taft	 wasted	 no	 time	 with	 detailed

planning.

“Now,	we’ll	sound	bottom	of	this	he’yah	Reverend	Bandilegs	situation.”

While	 they	 got	 out,	Mo	 quickly	 used	 the	 cell	 phone	 to	 tell	 his	 Old	Woman
they’d	be	late	to	breakfast.	But,	when	he	got	out,	he	saw	he	had	family	problems.

Taffer	 looked	at	his	 feet,	 then	over	at	 the	dilapidated	overgrown	church,	and
managed,	“Pa,	me	and	Ezra	have	a	raht’	hard	time	bracin’	an	ol’	neegra	man,	a
preacher,	thay’yats	over	a	hunnert	year	old.	Hee’yit	hain’t	raht.”

Mo	 moved	 to	 one	 side,	 and	 regretted	 not	 kicking	 both	 their	 asses	 more
frequently.

Since	he	had	time,	Mo	Taft	figured	he’d	do	so	right	here—or	at	least	Taffer’s,
usually	the	ringleader	of	the	two.	Before	Mo	could	execute	his	trademark	sidewise
sneak-kick	to	the	balls,	a	Lincoln	Towncar	cruised	up	and	stopped;	three	men	and
a	woman	got	out.

Immediately	family	differences	were	put	aside,	and	the	three	Tafts	thought	and
acted	as	smoothly	as	a	Roman	Legion:	They	spread	out,	Taffer	to	the	rear	of	their
car,	Ezra	to	the	other	side,	so	the	strangers	could	not	see	him	reaching	inside	his
overcoat.

The	woman	stopped	a	half	dozen	paces	away.	She	didn’t	smile.

“You	have	a	 cell	phone	 that	belongs	 to	us.	Please	hand	 it	 over,	no	questions,
and	we’ll	be	on	our	way.”

Mo	stalled	with	a	bit	of	diplomacy.

“You	the	Hay’yed	Pussy	‘round	c’here,	Honey?”

She	 stood	 a	 bit	 straighter—and	Mo	 noted	 the	 size	 of	 the	 third	man	 ranged
between	a	landfill	black	bear	and	a	septic	tank.

“The	cell	phone,	please.”

“Don’	know	what	ya’s	talkin’	about.”

She	moved	to	one	side,	and	Mo	saw	a	poisonous	little	metallic	snout	protruding
from	the	smallest	man’s	leather	coat.	At	him.

Now	she	smiled.



“You	were	kind	enough	 to	make	 liberal	use	of	 it.	So,	 I’m	not	guessing,	 as	 to
whereabouts.	Our	cell	phone.	Now.”

At	the	same	moment,	Taffer	moved	a	bit—and	when	the	two	other	men’s,	plus
the	woman’s,	eyes	snapped	in	that	direction,	they	were	looking	at	Ezra’s	sawed-off
shotgun.	In	full	view.

Yet	their	gunman’s	attention	remained	tightly	focused	on	Mo’s	midsection.	Mo
noted	these	were	no	beginners.	Just	the	sight	of	Ezra’s	weapon	usually	gave	pause
even	to	veteran	officers.

“You	all	is	a	lookin’	at	an’	ol’	Spanish	ten-gauge	loaded	up	with	buckshot	and
rat	 poison.	Not	 as	 fancy	 a	 your’uns,	 but	 down	hee’yah,	 ya’	 gotta’	 pardon	 our’n
country	ways.”

Experience	 enabled	 Mo	 to	 identify	 the	 root	 issue:	 a)	 This	 matter	 revolved
around	 a	 cellphone	 they’d	 come	 by	 without	 cost.	 So	 b)	 anything	 gained	 by	 it,
would	be	net	profit.

Yes,	 root	 issues:	 A	 man’s	 ability	 to	 make	 sense	 of	 these	 was	 what	 Mo’s	 Pa
claimed	 separated	 a	 businessman,	 from	 your	 run-of-the-mill	 cordwood	 and
smokehouse	thief.

♣	♣	♣

Milepost	12

“The	Rude	and	The	Worthless”
Colonel	Younghusband	looked	across	at	Mrs.	Wagner	and	thought	that	no	matter	how

much	fish	oil	his	Missus	took,	she	still	didn’t	suffer	the	years	as	easily	as	Monarch	Food’s
Chief	Executive	Officer.	Years	back,	Herself	had	advised	Mrs.	Younghusband	that	fish	oil
is	what	made	the	skin	retain	youthfulness.

“Ma’rm,	you	look	positively	youthful	this	morning.”

And	 she	 thanked	 him,	 even	 serving	 him	 tea	 and	 allowing	 that	 strange,	 decidedly
Asiatic	halfsmile	to	flicker	across	her	dark	features.

Then	Younghusband	commenced	his	72-hour	situation	report:

“There	is	really	no	sign	of	him	since	the	Church	business,	though	we	know	he	acquired
some	means	of	transport.	Possibly,”	here	Younghusband	shrugged	while	sipping	tea,	“…
possibly	as	innocuous	as	a	taxi.	After	all,	there’s	Dr.	Winslow’s	money.	But	let	me	assure,
Ma’rm,	he’s	still	within	the	bounds	of	North	Carolina.”

She	continued	 to	 listen,	without	asking	questions—without	visible	response—until	he
got	 to	 Wagner’s	 assistant,	 seemingly	 marooned	 in	 a	 Minnesota	 motel	 with	 the	 vicious
creature	which	passed	for	Wagner’s	pet.	Herself	“tsk-tsked,”	and	mused,

“Peggy	Rothstein.	The	poor	woman.	Did	you	know	she	looks	after	Wagner?	The	only
one	who	cares.”	Then,	while	Younghusband	paused	with	not	a	 little	 interest	 in	 this	 rare
aside,	Herself	pinched	off	a	bit	of	croissant	and	looked	off-terrace	before	nibbling.



“Do	make	sure	she	stays	safe,	Colonel.	Mr.	Moynahan	isn’t	dependable.”

“Yes,	Mar’m.	Now:	 Speaking	 of	which	 the	 good	 counselor	 is	 continuing	 south	 from
Gainesville	on	something	of	an	erratic	course.	Seems	to	have	disconnected	from	events	or
plans	in	North	Carolina,	Ma’rm,	in	interests	of	pursuing	that	tart.”

“And	 she’s	 with	 one	 of	 your	 men,”	 she	 offered	 a	 sardonic	 (could	 it	 be?)	 still
disapproving	sniff,	followed	by	a	pursing	of	lips?

“Yes,	 Ma’rm.	 Albans,	 a	 solid	 sort.	 Believe	 me,	 it	 was	 best	 to	 sidetrack	 our	 good
counselor,	even	though	we’ve	monitored	the	messages	and	such.	Never	can	tell,	with	those
two.”

But,	 as	 he	 approached	 the	 end	 of	 his	 report,	 Younghusband	 was	 surprised	 when
Herself	 took	a	note	 from	beside	 the	 tea	 service,	 and	 sliding	 it	 across	 the	glass	 tabletop
with	a	delicate	finger	tip,	nodded	for	him	to	read	it.

“SQ:	I’m	well.	And	I	forgive	you.	Love	W.”

Even	Younghusband	experienced	confusion	until	Herself	explained.

“My	confidential	answering	service	in	Seattle	received	that	about	two	hours	ago.	You
see,	Colonel,	since	his	earliest	years,	when	he	began	going	off	on	his	tangents,	I	made	him
promise	he	would	always	let	me	know,	at	the	very	least,	if	he	was	all	right.”

And	when	Younghusband	left	her	suite,	he	paused	in	the	entryway	to	gaze	steady-eyed
upon	Stromboli	who,	apron	on,	was	hog-wrestling	several	unfortunate	bouquets	of	flowers
while	studying	a	book	on	Japanese	flower	arranging.

“Stromboli,	whatever	are	you	doing?!”

The	 mammoth	 man,	 somewhat	 embarrassed,	 admitted	 in	 halting	 English	 that	 his
longtime	fiancee	in	his	Sicilian	village	had	complained	of	his	lack	of	gentility.	Herself	had
recommended	this	new	hobby	as	a	way	to	render	him	more	sensitive.	Artistic.

As	Younghusband	returned	to	his	suite,	he	admitted	there	was	much	to	write	the	Missus
this	day.	Whenever	he	was	away,	even	years	ago,	when	he	was	held	hostage	by	the	bloody
Israelis,	he	wrote	her	twice	weekly.

As	much	as	circumstances	permitted,	he	allowed	her	a	glimpse	 into	his	world,	 for	 it
was	one	that	intrigued	her.	They	were	always	something	of	a	team.	Now	this	week,	there
were	 topics	 rich	 with	 characters:	 Stromboli	 strangling	 carnations,	 baby’s	 breath,	 and
roses;	 a	 fatally	 obsessed	 barrister;	 a	 wandering	 wildcat;	 stunningly	 criminal	 hillbillies
with	a	stolen	cell	phone;	and	the	continuing	mystery	of	“SQ,”	the	incessant	sobriquet,	or
whatever,	by	which	Herself’s	oldest	invariably	referred	to	Monarch’s	CEO.

“Why	don’t	you	just	ask	her	what	SQ	means,	Dear?”	The	Missus	had	asked	more	than
once.	To	which,	Younghusband	pointed	out—as	always—that	questions	of	this	sort	weren’t
asked.	In	the	world	of	personal	security,	information	(either	its	presence	or	absence)	was
taken,	 traded	 and/or	 uncovered/discovered—but	 never	 offered.	 Absolutely	 out	 of	 the
question.

♣



Historical	Landmark	#11

“The	Salmon	Queen’s	Vision”
The	Salmon	Queen	did	not	move	back	to	her	apartment	in	Queen	Anne	Hill,

but	 instead	 she	 and	 son	Wagner	 took	 up	 residence	 at	 the	 Chinook	 House,	 the
Salmon	King’s	thirty-eight-room	mansion	on	Seattle’s	Capital	Hill.

On	one	of	his	visiting	days	with	Grandson	Wagner,	she	ended	her	long	silence
with	 the	 Salmon	King.	He	 gently	 removed	 her	 leather-bound	 graduate	 business
project	from	Grandson’s	clutches—he’d	been	using	it	to	take	swings	at	the	cat.	He
thumbed	through	it.

“What’s	this?”

Katrina,	always	present	for	the	visits,	looked	from	one	to	the	other.

Would	she	answer	or	not?	Finally,	the	tiny	woman—for	the	Salmon	Queen	was
now	all	of	that—held	out	her	hand,	watching	him	turn	the	pages.

“That	is	my	senior	project.	I	graduated	from	Seattle	University	last	May.”

“I	know	that.	I’m	not	a	fucking	idiot.	I	live	here.”

“You	must	not	use	such	language	around	my	son.	He’s	starting	school	soon.”

“He	is	my	grandson	and	this	is	my	house.”

“And	I	know	that.	I	too	am	not	an	idiot.”

Katrina,	 standing	 with	 the	 boy	 in	 hand—she’d	 been	 dressing	 him	 in
preparation	for	the	zoo—glanced	from	grandfather	to	mother,	dumbfounded.	No
one,	ever,	spoke	to	the	Salmon	King	in	that	fashion.

The	Salmon	King	stopped	paging	through	her	senior	thesis.	They	were	eye	to
eye.	 Two	 feral	 cats	 leery	 of	 each	 other’s	 power:	 His	 phenomenal	 economic
authority	 that	 spread	 across	 six	 states	 and	 three	 countries;	her	 legal	 and	moral
authority	 of	Wagner—for	 though	Grandfather	 and	Grandson	 had	 grown	 close,
mother	and	son	were	as	one.

The	 Salmon	King	 placed	 her	 prospectus	 on	 an	 end	 table	 and	 said,	 “For	 26
years,	I’ve	found	that	people	like	good,	safe	food	at	low	prices.	Only	a	fool	would
pay	five	times	the	market	price	for	a	can	of	sardines.”

The	Salmon	Queen	was	surprised	that	with	just	a	few	turns	of	pages,	he	could
discuss	her	project.	She	gestured	at	the	report.

“Similar	logic	could	be	used	regards	a	Ford	versus	a	Bentley.”

Her	point	was	a	hard	rhetorical	grounder	between	first	and	second—and	the
Salmon	King	watched	it	burn	into	center	field,	untouched.

Katrina’s	 expression	 reflected	 surprise	 at	 this	 strange	direction	 in	 topic.	The
Salmon	King	reached	out,	picked	up	the	thesis,	asked	if	he	might	read	it	over	at



his	 leisure.	At	 that	point—and	only	at	 this	point—can	 it	be	 rightly	 claimed	 that
these	two	members	of	salmon	royalty	formally	met.

Had	it	been	a	win	for	the	Salmon	Queen?	A	stand-off	between	the	two?	Later
when	Katrina	confessed	to	the	budding	businesswoman	that	she’d	feared	for	her
well-being,	 the	Salmon	Queen	 smiled	wearily,	 shook	her	head	and	 replied,	 “The
father,	thank	goodness,	is	nothing	like	the	son.”

♣

Wagner,	and	what	remained	of	Hazlett’s	delivery	motorcycle,	came	to	rest	upright	l80
degrees	 in	 reference	 to	 his	 original	 direction-of-travel.	 It	 had	been	 a	 singularly	 eventful
ride:	Always	blessed	with	extraordinarily	fast	reactions,	Wagner	avoided	the	deer,	instead
colliding	with	a	formidable	row	of	rural	mailboxes.

The	bulky	motorcycle,	plus	 its	not	 inconsiderable	pilot,	had	mowed	down	 the	boxes
with	 a	 grand	 flourish	 of	 sounds:	 crashes,	 gratings,	 metallic	 screeches—mixed	 liberally
with	Wagner’s	horrified,	pain-driven	howls	and	whoops.

The	 first	 rural	box	Wagner	 assassinated	was	 fashioned	 from	welded	 log	chain	 as	 its
vertical	riser,	the	box	itself	a	massive	mock-up	of	a	barrel	stove:	Wagner	only	remembered
this	 initial	 box	 looming	 up	 in	 the	 motorcycle’s	 single	 headlight.	 He’d	 slammed	 into	 it
directly,	 sending	 the	 windshield	 of	 the	 metermaid’s	 vehicle	 folding	 violently	 over
Wagner’s	cranial	vault.

At	 that	 instant,	 the	circuitry	of	his	 central	nervous	 system	sprayed	a	wonderment	of
heavenly	bodies	through	the	yet	conscious	sphere	of	his	brain.

Struggling	 to	 remain	 conscious,	Wagner	 found	 his	 vision	 obscured	 by	 the	 plasticus
obscura	of	the	windshield,	smashed	flat	against	face	and	head.

After	 the	 initial	 smote	 of	 vehicle	 against	 mailbox,	 the	 rest	 was	 a	 cavalcade	 of
cacophony	and	horror-show	violence.	Mailbox	after	mailbow	was	 slain	 in	 a	noise-filled
domino-effect,	though	each	mailbox’s	demise	came	at	a	slower	rate	as	Wagner’s	transport
slowed.

When	 stopped,	 Wagner	 was	 treated	 to	 a	 strange,	 new	 perspective:	 The	 headlight
remained	 on,	 but	 now	bent	 upwards;	 it	 projected	 a	 clear,	white	 beam	 into	 a	 dense	 pine
canopy.	 Through	 this	 column	 of	 light,	 mail	 not	 picked	 up	 the	 day	 previous	 fluttered
earthward—a	 shopper	here,	 several	 envelopes	 there—and	 even	 torn	 remnants	 of	 a	 yard
sale	 sign—all	came	earthward	before	Wagner’s	eyes	when	 the	windshield	 fell	 free	 from
his	skull,	allowing	unfettered	vision.

To	his	left,	the	bobbing	posterior	of	the	deer	disappeared	into	the	forest.	‘The	wretched
bastard	stayed	around	 long	enough	 to	see	 the	show,’	 lamented	Wagner—yet	grateful	he
could	still	think	anything.

A	 trickle	of	blood	 seeped	 from	his	 forehead	causing	near	panic:	Had	he	 fractured—
even	split—his	skull!?	Feeling	with	his	hand,	he	diagnosed	a	modest	gouge	at	the	hairline,
and	held	the	flat	of	his	palm	against	it.

He	 felt	 the	 chill	 of	 shock	 settle	 across	 him	 until	 realizing	 with	 dismay—in	 fact	 a



helluva	lot	of	dismay—that	it	was	not	the	chill	of	shock	(as	yet)	but	the	sadistic	absence
of	Reverend	Smith’s	loaned	gown.	His	trajectory	through	the	boxes	had	torn	it	free	from
Wagner’s	body.	Wagner	was	naked	under	 the	canopy	of	heaven.	Well,	almost	naked,	 for
Taffer’s	largish	field	boots	remained.	Finally,	Wagner	found	voice.

“You	fool,	Wagner.	The	deer	would	have	been	a	 softer	 target	 than	 these	goddamned
mailboxes!”

Wagner’s	sense	of	mercy	and	compassion	for	animals	and	other	creatures	innocent	had
tossed	him	into	the	stew	pot.

When	he	looked	down,	Wagner	saw	that	though	yet	astride	the	vehicle,	the	posterior
portion	 of	 it	 had	 been	 severed	 neatly	 from	 the	 anterior.	 On	 the	 road,	 the	 box	 of	 the
motorcycle,	 complete	with	wheels,	had	come	 to	 rest.	Somewhat	behind	 this,	 lying	upon
the	centerline,	was	Mr.	 James	Brown’s	 statue,	 its	 light	 finally	off.	Using	badly	mangled
handlebars	to	push	upward,	Wagner	attained	a	standing	position.

The	first	vehicle	along	would	be	treated	to	a	unique	tableau:	They	would	see	Wagner
standing	there,	shod	in	great	clodhoppers,	naked	before	all	amongst	the	scattered	ruins	of
rural	Americana	and	the	twisted	chassis	of	 this	nation’s	 last	motorized	conveyor	of	Slap
Yo	Momma	Meatloaf.

♣
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