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LET’S BE BUDDIES: A JEFFERSON BALL ADVENTURE
David Perlmutter


I.

Hamilton Pomeranian- formerly Major Hamilton
Pomeranian of the Star Soldiers- looked slowly and bitterly out the
airlock window of the starship that was returning her to Earth,
after a period of (at least what she felt was) meritorious service.
She was not exactly pleased to be leaving it sooner than she
desired, since it was not under the circumstances or on the terms
that she desired. That was never the case with the Star Soldiers,
unless you were fortunate enough to gain an upper tier command
position, and that was a very rare circumstance when you started
from the bottom, as Hamilton had.

Yet, considering all the difficulties she had
encountered over the course of her career, particularly with the
males who gave her grief and insulted her intelligence far too
often, and her growing lack of patience with this, it was probably
for the best that she exited this self-enclosed military caste now,
before self-loathing increasingly got the best of her.

She had been forcibly retired due to
injuries, according to the protocol she had understood and acted
upon during her ten years’ tenure in the force. She knew that this
would be inevitable from the time she had first registered pain on
duty, for this was simply the way in which things “worked”. The
Star Soldiers- arguably the “finest” of the chiefly canine citizens
of Earth of the fourth millennium- had no place for anyone showing
anything remotely like physical or mental weakness, and were quick
to show offenders the door when that happened. Whether or not they
liked it- and often, like Hamilton, they didn’t.

So Hamilton knew automatically, in her time
of peril, that she was doomed. The extent of her injuries fully and
completely established the fact that she would now be useless to
the Soldiers. Even though she still had her mind and wits, those
things were nothing to them without a completely healthy body with
which to undertake assignments and commands. Which, in their mind,
was the only thing that those under their tight-pawed control were
really good for, anyway.

That, however, did not make Hamilton any less
bitter about the capricious nature by which she had been
discharged. All that did was give her another very good
reason to hate them all.

Happy to rid herself of the itchy red and
black wool clothing that comprised a Soldiers’ uniform, Hamilton
was now back in the civilian clothes she had entered the service
in- as a naïve and somewhat star struck teenager straight from high
school- and which she favored as often as she could on her rarely
granted leaves. These consisted of a white T shirt that struck a
contrasting chord with her bright yellow fur, a black leather
motorcycle cap put at a jaunty angle on her head, a pair of sweat
pants with a camouflage pattern, and a pair of open-toed sandals-
the better to show off her small, still very canine feet. It was
much better, she had found, to be dressed as a civilian when trying
to pick up one night stands on leave, for, like her, civilians
found the formal Star Soldiers uniform a turn off. Not surprising,
considering what those in uniform had done while wearing them in
the outer planets.

While not technically a prisoner, Hamilton
felt as if she had been put in the brig most of this voyage.
Protocol prevented her, as a now ex-member of the force, from
openly communicating with any of the crew in a friendly fashion,
and from moving much beyond the quarters she had been assigned on
this ship. Now that she was a “foreigner”, as they called
non-members of the force, she was, as a result, in a possible
position to influence the members with the kind of forthright,
independently-minded thought that they believed was anathema to the
force’s good health, and which they clamped down on whenever any
possibility of its actual or perceived presence occurred to
them.

Hamilton’s forced imprisonment thus created
an atmosphere for much thought and contemplation, and she took full
advantage of that to contemplate her past position within the
ranks, as well as what, if any, position she might possibly be able
to hold in the new Earth she was returning to after such a long
time away.

Most of that time, her thoughts had been
directed towards the rapid chain of events that ultimately led to
the downfall of her military career. She had been on duty,
commanding, as was due her hardearned rank, a hardscrabble unit in
a distant far-away quadrant of the universe, with “uncivilized”
residents and unchecked “barbarism”, by the Soldiers’ standards,
reining supreme.

She had earned both friends and enemies
within her ranks, as she had everywhere she had served as an
officer, for both her all-business attitude on the job and her more
relaxed one (conditioned by the bacchanalian benefits accorded a
Soldier off-duty) when she was not required to “turn on” the more
serious parts of her life and job. But all the serious plotting,
planning, and worrying she did about keeping her “guys” and “gals”
safe doing their job at all times, again as she always had done,
proved to be for naught in this particular case. From out of
nowhere, the unit was ambushed by the alien beings who called the
quadrant home, and which the Soldiers were, in vain, trying to keep
under control. In the ensuing scuffle, several members of the unit
received wounds. Not fatal ones, it should be said, but bad enough
ones to permanently impair their physical and/or mental
abilities.

Hamilton, being shorter than most of her
larger colleagues, ended up coming in for a wider share of the
injuries than they did, as she was in closer range of the enemy’s
weapons when they began to use them. She lost her vision entirely
in her right eye, and had bones completely destroyed in her left
leg, so that, for ever after, she would walk with a permanent,
noticeable limp.

Of course, they had to have a Court
Martial after that. That was what they did every time there was a
remote screw-up in the ranks, just to make sure that everyone knew
stupidity and incompetence would not be tolerated, even though they
were quite obviously sure that it did not already. Also of
course,

Hamilton, as the commanding officer, was the
one who ended up shouldering the blame for the incident and its
heavily consequential aftermath. She defended herself as best as
she could when called up to testify, but, as she very well knew,
she was fighting a losing battle. Not surprisingly, she was
convicted, and her punishment, as was typical for a commanding
officer in a similar position to hers, was immediate discharge.
Though she was going out with the substantial benefits accorded to
a being of her rank and experience, including a large yearly
pension that would supplement her income for the remainder of her
life, there would always be- at least among the internalized crowd
of the Star Soldiers- the stain of what she had done, or had
not done, within the construction of her public image, such
as it would be. Her only choice was to live with it, but
liking it was another matter.

*

Eventually, her period of contemplation came
to an abrupt end.

The ship arrived on Earth, and rapidly
entered the planet’s orbit, with the gravitational fluctuation to
prove it. Hamilton gripped the edges of the chair on which she sat
tightly to prevent being thrown hither and yon in the process of
descent and landing, which was accomplished at a very fast clip.
Eventually, the vessel stabilized and was still. Those aboard could
now disembark if they wished.

Hamilton definitely wanted to
disembark.

She was about to get up and leave, when she
heard a knock at the door of her chamber.

“Are you in there, Major Pomeranian?” said a
voice, although this was asked redundantly in the extreme.

She went to the door and opened it. There, by
the looks of his face, was a very young and inexperienced soldier,
obviously dispatched by his superiors to inform her of the “good”
news regarding the ship’s landing. He was much taller than her, the
kind she liked on the rare occasions when she was allowed to fully
act on her sexual urges. And the way he looked in uniform….but she
had to dispatch those kinds of thoughts from her mind, now that she
was simply a civilian. That kind of romantic relationship was
frowned upon amongst the Soldiers. For good reasons, as she well
knew.

“Yes?” she asked.

“We’ve arrived,” he said. “You can leave now,
if you wish.”

Hamilton went and grabbed the sack containing
the few valuable things she had, and hoisted it over her shoulders,
like an old fashioned tramp with a bindle, in the old human Earth
days, as she left the room.

“Oh, I wish,” she said, bitterly. “I
wish I’d never gotten involved with you guys in the
first place, too. If you get my meaning, kid.”

“Do you want me to…?”

“No!”

She sounded curt, more than she planned to
be, but it was enough for him to stand at attention respectfully
and not bother her, as she wanted.

“I’m not disabled,” she continued.
“I can manage well enough on my own. But thank you very
kindly for being concerned about me. Your kind of
kindness was entirely absent when I got
Court-Martialed!”

Word of the wounds she had suffered had
obviously traveled fast among the crew of the ship, despite her not
interacting with them on the voyage, and so they were quick to
their feet once they saw her entering the chambers, to attempt to
“assist” her. She waved them all off, brusquely.

“Don’t bother,” she said, repeatedly.
“I’m not your problem anymore. Besides, I can find my own
way off this tub fairly easily. I’ve spent enough time on them to
know how they work. In fact, I probably know more about them than
any of you ever will. But do any of you really care
about what I think, now that

I’m not your damned problem anymore? I
should say NOT! Good riddance to bad rubbish!”

She finally reached the airlock of the ship,
walked through it, and entered the atmosphere of a planet that,
although she was a native of, seemed as alien to her as any other
she’d visited, since she had been away from it for so long.

A period of adjustment and reintegration was
thus, she thought to herself, both mandatory and necessary.


*

And so it was that Hamilton Pomeranian,
ex-Star Soldier and now civilian, found herself wandering the
streets of Hugopolis, the major city of this new Earth. Like so
many others newly arrived to the place, she now sought lodgings and
work, and was not certain of gaining either, at least not
immediately. Even the advanced- and somewhat revered- status of
being one of the supposedly all-powerful and invincible Star
Soldiers was no guarantee of that. In some cases, particularly
among the more liberal minded who believed the force to be a waste
of time and money, this was exactly the thing that would
permanently end any chances of gaining employment or residence she
might want, need or desire. And then there were her war “wounds”,
which would serve as a further obstacle in that regard….

These uncomfortable realities, which now came
to replace the concern for her troops’ safety that had previously
occupied much of her waking and subconscious thoughts, loosened
feelings of anger in her that, until now, had been hidden or
suppressed. Quickly and violently, she unloosened a fusillade of
rage that exploded out of her mouth like a torrent.

“Damn it!” she swore. “I gave those
creeps the best years of my life! I did everything they told
me to, exactly like they told me to do it, all the
time. Hell! I was such a goddamned “exemplary” figure that they
had to commend me every time I got a promotion, like
I was some sort of saint. But the moment- the exact
moment- I pulled a boner- which was nothing I had any
control over, thank you- and get myself
injured, well, then they just pretend I never
existed, and sweep me under the rug! Those stupid boneheaded BOYS!
If they weren’t being “kind” enough to pension me off the way they
did, why, I’d….”

Her monologue was interrupted when another
“boy” crossed her path. This was not a soldier, however, but a
common criminal. Of the desperate nature that the majority of
criminals were even in that futuristic time, though he took great
pains to disguise it with the most aggressive of manners.

He indicated his social status most clearly
when he stepped right in Hamilton’s path, whipped out a long knife,
and directed it in the vicinity of her stomach. He was a figure
much bigger than her, but she was used to that by now. So used to
it, in fact, that she barely batted an eyelid when he jumped in
front of her. She knew perfectly well how to deal with ruffians,
from plenty of past experience, and she hoped that she could draw
on the same well of experience to deal with him the same way.

“Well?” he prompted, in a typical, guttural
criminal fashion.

It was an old routine for him, and he thought
he’d get the proper answer for it. She, however, was unfamiliar
with the demand, at least the way they did on Earth, due to her
extended absence. She looked at him with bemusement, like someone
willing to let somebody else act out a well-worn comedy routine
that had lost much of its charm through repeated, dry and
mechanical repetition.

Until she shocked him by delivering the
punchline much better than he ever could.

“Well, what?” she answered, putting
her burden down on the ground. “Explain yourself, please.”

“I think you know.”

“I think I don’t.”

He was nonplussed. Not used to having
extended conversations with his victims, by any means, he tried
another tactic.

“You’re not from here?” he asked.

“Well, I was born here, and grew up here, if
that’s what you mean.” she said, without breaking a sweat. “I’ve
been off-planet for a while. Work and all that. But I can tell,
exactly, what it is you want. They make your kind all over the
galaxy.”

“So you’re a Star Soldier, huh?”

“Yeah. Just got out. How’d you guess?”

“They come down this way, often. The space
station’s not too far from here. They end up coming down this way
when they’re in town.”

Remaking his original point, he put his knife
perpendicular
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