
​“Trash Talks”



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TRASH TALK

    

    
      First edition. October 5, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Cecil Disharoon.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227688064

    

    
    
      Written by Cecil Disharoon.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Trash Talk (Peaches Kane, Mystic, #1)

Chapter One:  I Will Show You Fear in an Overflowing Waste Basket

EPILOGUE

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Dedicated to Mary Skrenes and Steve Gerber: observers of their times, writers of the macabre and fantastic.  Most of all, to Angela Disharoon, whose perceptions open the strangeness of my own experience in new, exhilarating ways.

      

    

by

Cecil Disharoon, Jr.

Dedicated to  Mary Skrenes and Steve Gerber, observers of their times, writers of the macabre and fantastic.

––––––––
[image: ]


“The  strength of a  Mass Movement can be measured by its vividness, and the tangibility of its demons.”

Eric Hoffer,  The True Believer,  1954
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Chapter One:  I Will Show You Fear in an Overflowing Waste Basket
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Ritual.  

That’s one word for Peach’s quiet actions, connected with the gathering lined up before the rising sun.  Her bottles of water chill in an aqua-colored cooler- prepared to be given out to those here to participate in their nation’s defining ritual: Voting.  The living breath of democracy brings them all here, on what might be the most important single day in America’s history in their lifetime.

A magnetic purple-toned, slender young Peaches Belmonte takes in the air of excitement, predominating where a long-lasting anxiety once hung like polluting particles.

Peaches still waits for the day she can vote, too.  She’s sixteen, seventeen in the spring.  She’s met some really cool volunteers.  They’d  talked about the excitement of the times, but, because of the elephant in the room, where polls failed to predict the battleground state numbers, they’d been dedicated.  It was a varied social experience for them, a spectrum of disagreements all the way to a feeling of adopted family.  Door-to-door engagement, rallies and footwork opens a world often lost by online hermitage.

That’s why Rosie Walpurga is here to vote for better healthcare prices.  She is Impressed that Medicare negotiated to lower costs with the ten biggest pharmaceutical companies.  Her neatly-curled hair touches the  neck of her t-shirt, which depicts a painting of her dog, Bel, 

Peaches is a happy volunteer, in such an exciting pivot in history.  Yet, some feeling calls her ominously- a sixth sense?  The early morning of activity revives the tone of her inner self.  Perhaps she’s meant to admire a diversity of people in her community, waiting for the chance to answer the call to choose those responsible for American government.  It’s an unusual place to find herself, alone, apart.   What she witnesses, makes it her own.  

There is lot of anger to go around the polling places, simmering in those sure there’s only one outcome suitably true.  Others knew from the televised rallies and uploaded ‘on the spot’ videos, a genuine spark of interest had revived a turnout.  For now, there was, at least, the voice in a vote.  

She texts with her friend, Daniela- her reliable lifeline to her everyday surroundings. With an intentional good feeling, Peaches calmly watches the people, queuing up.  Their wait might take an hour; near Atlanta, Georgia, it’d be hours, plural.  She senses a generally good mood among them, too, with which she connects.
Peaches revisits her inner identity as unafraid: her first incarnation was some explorer of rugged places, lost to History, now, through her modern self, walking with canny awareness among the density of civilization.

“Merriwyn,” she thinks, “no stranger to enigmas with life-and-death consequences.  I want only to awaken, in this bleeding-edge time, emanations of magic.  I can watch the impossible happen.  OK.   Sphere of Protection Time!  I call Peace to the East”  Am I being judgmental?  I call Peace to the South. I love my emotions.  They are the shelter and comfort in my body.  They make the place I truly Live..

I look at the world, open to new information.  Not only a projection of accrued prejudices. Skin color, or who you love or how you came to be.  Not how much money that did or didn’t give you: whatever they told her about people, they didn’t trigger hatred. 

I call Peace to the West.

I don’t welcome just any attitude into my relationships, though.
If other people imagined being sports figures or wealthy, popular ‘influencers’, what was the harm in Peaches, creating her own being?  This dreamed-up identity focuses her, past a stream of distractions.  She is a magical part of everywhere she goes.  In her red sweatshirt, jacket, and big black Doc Martins, she has a standout elvish cute-ness. .
But- if not an aura of evil, a clearly domineering intent simmers  in the three huge-truck-driving loads of men  who rev their engines noisily as they guzzle gallons of gas, as is their right.  Some people DO imagine they’re Top Shit.   Their vibe stands out.  

But what am I here to witness? Merriwyn thinks.

I call Peace to the North.

Maybe it’s a more general sense of resentment, and nothing weird, just...an edge..I call Awen Above, protect this place.

These self-congratulatory specimens stride up through the church,  but not with the intention of voting here at the rec center. They have already cast a ballot for their man. Today, they’re prepared to demand the people conducting the voting process let them make sure nothing corrupt is happening. 

She cringes as some hungry voter’s  hamburger wrapper crinkles by. 

I call Awen below to protect this place.

Fine, I’ll throw it away myself, OK, she thinks, bending for the wrapper.  An updraft picks it up, volleys it away.

The macho display of democracy’s would-be vigilantes is either ignored, impressive to some; and others just think Glenn, Tim and Jerry are run-of-the-mill assholes.  Those who seek to inspect the voters or the voting, she reasons, are there to get their own attention..

Yet now her own sense of serenity, if not a tickling amount of jubilation, already permeates this area..  

That sense of the future, though.   She often pictures a future where humankind makes it out, even thrives, does the impossible in a new vision of daily life.  Anyone can transcend to the stars on their own power.  Kolpar, she calls it.

I call Awen within...protect this place.

Awareness can empower, but with this may come intimations of Fear.
She hasn’t attracted undue sinister attitudes.  She consciously freed her life of wannabe-controllers and manipulators.  This makes it easier to see things as they were, in fact. What people really feel is becoming clear, and clearly, also, not confused with her own serene witness.
Skeptics of mail-in ballot- the only sensible position, if you didn’t want to be flim-flammed, they heard- feel confident:  Nothing fake about these votes. So, the problem would then be, people there voting who didn’t belong.  They knew their leader’s orders!  Look for fraud. The three musketeers of Freedom drank a lot of actual muscadine moonshine, while hunting.  They had taken seriously the words of their Man, their rock star, their superhero, their stick-it-to-the-Establishment emissary.  ‘A storm is coming.’

Jerry, Glenn and Tim didn’t show up drunk this time.  Maybe they didn’t care about public intoxication.  But if they were jailed for doing what the rightful leader of the free world said, there were hard, proud words- hell to pay. 

In their distracted state, they are, themselves, a distraction.  They hope they’re intimidating.

Merriwyn foresees: they are here for show- perhaps to scare away any criminal sorts they imagined, coming within their vigilant perimeters.  She knows law enforcement is unlikely to say anything to them – their flags in the trunks of their trucks include one that says Blue Lives Matter, an American flag without the red. If no one else complains the right way, then hey: they are clearly just standing there. If the law wants them to go back to their trucks, of course they will. They aren’t the rioters and looters, like those other people across America’s cities. Their guy wins.  The bad guys, lose.

This is clear.  As they would say:  They have the right to go in and look in them machines.  They done talked about this. They have the right to
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