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AMERICA’S GALACTIC FOREIGN LEGION

Book 22: Blue Powder War

by Walter Knight

 

In the twenty-second installment of this preposterous science fiction series, Colonel Joey R. Czerinski still has his hands full, trying to keep the drug trade and the Arthropodan spider commander under control on planet New Colorado. After Major Manny Lopez used the time machine to bring two grade-A cookers from the past to concoct a special recipe of blue powder to be distributed on New Colorado, the drug trade has really exploded.

With Legion enlistments down, the draft is reinstituted, and Czerinski plucks likely victims from every quarter as his Polish ancestry rears its ugly head in the form of a Polish drug cartel. Struggling to get the drug lords on New Colorado under control, Czerinski lands in more trouble with more bad press. The Butcher of New Colorado is as unaware and ineffectual as ever in handling the situation. Can he keep it together long enough to make another successful wager on football, this time a game between guards and prisoners at the local jail?

Familiar faces make appearances along with new ones – including a talking groundhog. Has Czerinski’s insanity rendered him the only one who can understand what Mr. Groundhog has to say? Even as the war on drugs draws to a close and Czerinski contemplates retirement from the glorious life of a legionnaire, the laughs continue! He’s in for the duration.
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Chapter 1

 

I am Colonel Joey R. Czerinski, Butcher of New Colorado, commander of United States Galactic Federation Foreign Legion troops garrisoned at New Gobi City on planet New Colorado, and savior of humanity many times over. I face the evil Arthropodan Empire across the DMZ in an uneasy truce. I keep the peace by being diplomatic and opened-minded about those scum-bag spiders and their evil creepy-crawly ways, maintaining a weekly dialog with their commander about border issues, of which there are many.

Today the spider commander made his usual frivolous accusations about blue powder drug addiction spreading among spider citizens. He blames humanity for illegal importation of blue powder, and me specifically for complicity with drug dealers. It’s all false. I know nothing of drugs. I once tried marijuana as a youth, but did not inhale. It’s not my fault spiders are a bunch of unrestrained crackheads. What can I do? I’m not a cop. Yet the spider commander’s conspiracy theories are endless. I have repeatedly assured him there is no Legion plot to destroy Arthropodan culture by targeting their hatchlings with blue powder – at least not recently. Nevertheless, he remains unconvinced.

I agreed to humor the fool by taking a tour of a spider neighborhood inundated with blue powder, to prove his complaints were unfounded.

“I blame your entire corrupt culture,” accused the spider commander as we walked through the spider slum known as the Web. Female crack-ho spiders motioned to us from doorways, trying to sell their wares. Shots echoed down an alley. Spider marines rushed to investigate. “It starts at Thanksgiving with your tryptophan-laced fowl meals, and ends on Christmas with blue powder bundles and fruitcake under your stolen Christmas trees!”

“We call them holiday trees now,” I corrected.

“Drug depravity runs in your DNA!”

“Sobriety was a problem on Arthropoda long before first contact,” I countered, eying one of the crack-hoes in an unguarded slip of weakness. “Don’t use humanity as a scapegoat for your exoskeleton inferiority issues.”

“You are a runaway beer truck. I suspect you are drunk even now.”

“Nonsense. If I know I’m going to be hungover in the morning, I don’t get up until noon.”

“The Emperor has ordered containment of the blue powder cancer on New Colorado, before it spreads to our home world,” continued the spider commander. “The time to act is now.”

“Good luck with that.”

“His Majesty authorized preemptive strikes on both sides of the DMZ,” explained the spider commander. “I expect Legion cooperation. Either you are with us, or you are part of the problem.”

“Stay on your side,” I warned, quoting Legion policy on alien trespass.

“You are part of the problem, as I suspected.”

“I am as alarmed by rampant drug use as anyone, but you will respect American sovereignty, and not bomb us. There will be no preemptive strikes across our border.”

“By treaty, I am allowed to pursue criminals to whatever rock they scurry under, regardless of lines in the sand. The Emperor already negotiated the matter with your President, who contacted General Daly. It is settled. You will cooperate.”

“Can’t you wait until after the elections to start a war?”

“That is why you human pestilence need an emperor. You have no political will. You just blow whichever way the breeze blows. If you faced death more often, you would reassess your priorities.”

“You know nothing. Death, taxes, and democracy are the backbone of America.”

“If voting made a difference, they wouldn’t let you do it. I demand action now.”

“I’ll contact the sheriff to coordinate rounding up local drug dealers. That’s the most I can promise.”

“I favor airstrikes on the Web, wiping out those deviants once and for all. The governor favors a less public, gentler final solution. I propose rounding up the crack-heads and herding them across the border to your gulags, where they will be worked to death.”

“America does not have gulags.”

“Liar!” accused the spider commander, checking the Galactic Data Base on his communications pad. “Siberia and Alaska are full of gulags. So is your South Pole!”

“All we have is the New Gobi County Jail, and it’s full. You worry about your crackheads, I’ll worry about mine.”

“When the bombing starts, I expect you to seal the border to prevent escape. There will be no quarter on our side. You had better come up with a plan to stop drug trafficking south of the border, or else.”

“Whatever. Everyone has a plan until they get hit in the face.”

“Don’t you ‘whatever’ me!” shouted the spider commander, restrained by aides. “The galaxy is taking the war on drugs to a whole new level, whether you join us or not.”

“Stay on your side.”

 

* * * * *

 

General Daly called later in the day to confirm that the Legion was now enlisted in the War on Blue Powder, and that I was to personally assist local law enforcement. He wanted good press for a change, and threatened that I had better not screw it up.

“This very moment, the press is asking what the Legion is going to do about the blue powder crisis,” complained General Daly on the phone. “Well, Czerinski, what are you going to do?”

“Don’t sweat the press,” I replied dismissively. “When reporters interview each other like that, it’s like dogs sniffing each other’s butts. What kind of perspective are they going to get? None. It’s just what they do.”

“I want high-profile arrests flashed across the database news,” insisted General Daly. “I want blue powder drug dealers spanked so hard, it still burns after being thrown out airlocks. Do you understand? I want results.”

“I’m not a cop. What do I know about blue powder drug dealers? Besides, recruitment quotas are down. I need more legionnaires if you’re expanding my responsibilities, making me play border cop.”

“I’ve got good news for you on that account. Congress just reinstated the draft for all military branches. Reinforcements are on the way.”

“The Legion is a professional all-volunteer force.”

“Not anymore. Expect draftees soon. Go easy on them, try not to kill too many. It’s bad press when draftees get killed.”

“Everything in the New Gobi Desert pokes, stings, or bites. Circle of life.”

“Just do it!”

“I’m retiring soon.”

“Ha! Read the fine print of your enlistment contract, Colonel Czerinski. You’re in for the duration.”

“Yes, sir.”

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

I met Sheriff Mike McCoy sitting in a rocking chair on the front porch of the county jail, chewing on a straw. He spit chew at my feet, not happy to see me. The man holds a grudge forever.

“The answer is no.”

“I haven’t asked anything yet,” I protested. “Can’t we all just get along?”

“Shut up.”

“I love you too, McCoy. I’ve been ordered to clean up your blue powder mess. All I need from you is a name. Who’s the top dog in the blue powder racket?”

“That would be Aaron Kosminski of the Polish Cartel,” answered Sheriff McCoy incredulously. “Like you don’t know that. I heard you Polacks are thick as thieves.”

“I never heard of him,” I replied innocently. “Where can I find this Kosminski?”

“He runs a barbershop downtown, but it’s all just a front. Kosminski runs all the blue powder in New Gobi City.”

“If you know that, why haven’t you arrested him?”

“I’ve had Kosminski in custody many times, but he lawyers up, and no one ever lives to testify. I swear, you Polacks should never have been allowed past Mars.”

“Back at you, McCoy. The Legion will cut through all your legal red tape. Kosminski’s days on New Colorado are numbered.”

 

* * * * *

 

A Legion armored car crashed through the front door of Kosminski’s barbershop. Legionnaires quickly took the drug lord Kosminski into custody without further incident. Several customers were taken to the hospital for collateral damage.

“What is the meaning of this outrage?” cried Kosminski as he was pinned to the floor and handcuffed. “Who are you? You’re not cops. Where are your badges?”
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