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Chapter One 

With Bullets Blazing
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The creature made of trash lumbers back to the woods, from the direction of the landfill.  Its dissatisfaction with vague memories of a different body clashes with an anger that paves over old roads of fear.  Its lustful memories seem at first to hold bites of carnal sound.  Then it spots a black couch, partially up-ended on a log, tossed out in this clearing after its rejection at the dump where he fused this strong new trash-based body.  He listens to the passionate murmurs of Love, as he sneaks up on the unseen intimate embrace.  He can predict by the splayed leg thrown over the top of the couch, something is going on that,,,turns it on?

Before it can wonder how its fantastic body can manifest such desires, it clearly sees the whispering man writhes alone.

“What in hell is going on?” it bellows.  The spasmodic reaction from the couch’s sole lover, he gradually harnesses, so as to address the trash goliath- apparently, it’s really, actually towering there.

“Ah!  See...my name is Bob Jim Bodine.  And you?”

“I’m the American Dream.  Why were you carrying on out here alone?”

“Well, there’s this girl I really like, and...I was practicing what sweet nothings to whisper... when I finally get close enough to her petite ears.”

“Who says Romance is dead?” quips Garbage Mouth.  Then the heap leans towards Bob Jim.

“Weren’t you at the polling place?”

Bob Jim grins nervously, and replies without hesitation:

“I thought I recognized you from somewhere!” He screws the cap off a third-full bottle of Diet Mountain Dew.  “What’s a guy with powers like you doing?”

“There’s evil masquerading as the law.  One mentally-deficient candidate, swapped out against his will by another mentally-deficient candidate.  Then there’s me.  I’m the enforcer.  The executive branch that I elected, myself!  I’m like the hand of the Lord Almighty, you see.  I’m here to kill the insane killers, let out of their asylums by criminally-infested countries. I’m here to scare off the illegal voters!”

“Ah!  You’re...here to do what the law can’t, right?  Heh!  Cut into those numbers of jobs given to migrants.  Make the world safe for law-abiding citizens?”

“Yes!”

“Man, why didn’t you say so?” says Bodine, hopping up in newly-laced shoes.  He dared to play a game, since this thing hadn’t killed him yet.  Besides, no way did he want it wandering over to Mee Maw’s-she would shoot it with every gun she had, though.  “Allow me, I can help you communicate.  Strategize!”

“I have a plan: to strike at top.  I will tell you how you can help.” 

It pauses with a sidelong look.  “You yelled that I am a monster,” it says, matter-of-factly.

“Oh, yeah.  Well, that was before I got to know you, brother!  So...sorry about that, you know?  I gotcha, Big Man.  People just don’t realize, necessarily, how intelligent you are.”

About an eighth of a mile away, heading their way as they continue conversing, are the ballot watchmen.  Between the trio, the tall one in camouflage leading the way totes a Browning rifle that weighs under three pounds.  Behind him pops up a belly made from savory cookouts nearly year-round, riding beneath a t-shirt declaring Jesus is My Savior.  In his shoulder holster sits a compact Glock 29SF, a low profile pistol-caliber rifle intended to be brought up close-and-personal.

Behind them trails the youngest, with his loaded AR-15 notched at his shoulder.

“I don’t really intend to get mixed up in it,” says the Browning carrier, answering at last to an earlier conversation topic.  “I realize a lot of the vote’s as good as stolen.  But I got a family, two kids, to think about.”

“Well, we’re going to have to be the ones,” says the middle guy, huffing, “to explain what America became, as they’re growing up!”

“All I know is,” says the fresh-faced fellow in back, “This is about where Jack said it was heading.  I want to set up about forty, fifty yards back.  I’ve got you covered, guys.”

“Jerry!” says the bearded Glock carrier, Glenn, waving him back.  “I just seen the damn thing.”

“It’s got somebody!”

“I don’t know how them Communist eggheads dreamed this thing up,” says puffing, bearded Glenn, emerging from the middle.  “But I’m going to blow its face off.”

“Does it have a face?” says the deer-rifle hunter, Tim.

“Knew we should’ve stopped at Uncle Ted’s to pick up that six pounds of dynamite,” remarks Jerry, as he steps out onto a large half-buried boulder covered with moss facing east.

Tim, the rifle hunter takes aim and gets off several shots.  One blasts Bob Jim’s bottle to shreds, in the middle of his sentence, speaking to the monster.

“Yeah, he says we’re on the brink of another Great Depression, to say nothing of World War—shit!!!!”

Glenn, wheezing, continues his run up on the creature.  To Bodine, he yells: “Duck!”

“What?  Wait, this guy’s on YOUR side!  Hey, this is a mis-”

The AR-15 bullet zips by the turning head of the creature.  The side of its head hosts a sharp, metallic spitting sound.  It’s the second blast that ricochets off the monster’s utterly unpredictable bodily makeup and meets the Glock shooter’s bullets with its own vengeance upon his flesh.

“I’m fighting for YOU!” bellows the creature.  As the rifle’s shots penetrate some of its thinner surfaces, Jerry leaves his position to rush to his friend’s side down in the gully, where the monster stomps on by.

Peaches notices the light peppering of distance gunfire.  It’s hard to pinpoint.  It’s a probable clue to the creature’s whereabouts.  While deciphering this, Peaches feels the eyes of another human being,  nearby, another apparent pursuer of the bizarre assailant. 

“Hey!” comes the hoarse whisper. “What are you doing here?” 

Her magenta hair whips as she faces the voice.  There’s a dismissive hand wave from the  speaker. 

“Get out of here! You don’t belong.”

She is sure this is not the creature speaking, although her hammering heart betrays her nervous edge.

But words. She can make out words. The monster only spews garbage. Trash Talk.

She shakes her head, no.  She continues, stalking the lair of the unique beast.

The bald, goateed-figure chooses to come closer. His hands open up, as he is now very intently approaching. “Look, you don’t know how dangerous this place is.”

“And what if I do?” she replies. (“What if you’re its human form or something,” she asks herself.)

“I promise,” he responds, “That’s highly unlikely. But – what brought you here?”

“You don’t fit in at the dump any more than I do. What can you tell me?”

He weighs this, then replies.

“My name is Paul Reece. I’m a reporter, looking for a way to get in over his head.  I’ve been uncovering the trail of a violent criminal. To be honest, I wouldn’t want anyone in his way.”
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Chapter Two  Allies
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“So you’re not him?” she asks

“What? No! Though I probably know more about him than anyone else, which ain’t saying much.  I don’t know that there IS another side of ‘him’ anymore. You’d be reasonable to believe none of it. There’s a dozen or so eye witnesses, before today. But how many do you think were willing to go on record?”

“So yeah: I’m Paul Reece. You are?” 

“Merry,” she replies. “Here.”

“Okay, Merry,” he says, folding up the tobacco and putting it into his shirt pocket. “I’ll roll this later. Thanks, though. I was doing some work to help out another reporter friend who’s interested in the domestic terrorism movement, particularly here in the rural areas outside the metro. One of those groups has been training at a location about two miles in that direction.”

He points. “That’s where I discovered... whatever is making the garbage fly around on its own. What I saw with my eyes matched my gut. They say it’s your second brain, your stomach is.  Mine told me : run away.  This is improbable.”

“What did it want with terrorists?” she asks, patiently.  Her eyes seem sad.

“Turn the dial about three-percent, excuse the pun- that’s  the self-ordained Three Percent” responds Paul, fidgeting with the tobacco, “You get a xenophobic clubhouse passing itself off as a self-proclaimed ‘militia’ these days.  From what I can make out of its communications, its motives, ‘Oscar the Grouchiest
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