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Notice to the Reader:

By purchasing this ebook you are
stating that you are fully aware that you will be sent the ebook or
download link via email and that this purchase is NOT refundable.
Legally, you can save one copy of the purchased ebook to disk for
your own personal use. However, it is illegal to distribute your
copy to those who did not pay for it. You may not distribute the
ebook to other individuals by using email, floppy discs, zip files,
burning them to CD/DVD, selling them on any type of auction
website, making them available for free public viewing or download
on any website, offering them to the general public offline in any
way, or any other method currently known or yet to be invented. You
may not print copies of your downloaded book and distribute those
copies to other persons. Doing any of these things is a violation
of international copyright law and would subject you to possible
fines or imprisonment. Violators will be prosecuted to the fullest
extent of the law.

All rights reserved. Except for use in
any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole
or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other
means, now known or hereafter invented, including xerography,
photocopying and recording, or in any information or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the prior written permission of both
the publisher and copyright owner of this book.







Dedication

Much like my previous story, this was
written in an experimental fashion. Where I outlined the
progression of the story, I didn't actually place more than a few
turning points. The rest was improvised during the first draft and
featured great alteration from my initial intents of making a story
about image and corporation, though both concepts are still present
and mostly complimented by more relational concepts.

My dedication this time is simple. It's
for those that are eager to belong and use their creativity or
gifts to change the world. While one story may not break the bank
or alter history, it has the power to connect with someone you'll
never meet and never know who'll read your story. It will serve as
a change, if only for a moment. Return the favor and do something
creative for someone, even if it likely won't come back to you in a
grand form.






*Author’s Note:

The people and events
depicted in A Meeting in the Bushes
are fictitious. Any resemblance to reality is
coincidental.







Praise for Thomas M.
Willett

 


BUT DAD NEVER LISTENED TO DANNY
BROWN

 


“What a fantastic creation
this book is. A young man who is starting to realize that his
earlier years that were spent as a some times troubled some times
care youth are over. It is time to make more mature decisions. A
great example of today's social urban life styles. I did not want
this short story to end. I wanted it to continue to explore this
youth's new realizations and life in his new future.”

4/5 stars - rucrazy

 


 


“A very interesting read,
well written. It sounds like a teaser for a novel; I would have
liked it to continue through life...he gets a job, marries, lives
his life, etc. Maybe there is more to come?”

 


4/5 stars - Sue Gross

 


A PLAGIARIZED CHRISTMAS*

 


"Very interested with the beginning of a fresh new story &
character. Somehow the author seems to have a dark & troubled
side to his work.. I will continue to follow his publications to
see if he can pull himself out of a funk..Overall it takes awhile
to get into his stories but I do enjoy what I have read so far." -
PART ONE

3/5 stars -
rucrazy

"I thought I was in a
different story until Max brought the story together by ragging on
his sister. I feel it would have been better published all at once,
I read the last chapter of #1 to bring it together for me. Overall
I enjoyed the outcome of this story. Someone should tell Max to
love himself, then it will be fair to say good job." - PART
TWO

4/5 stars -
rucrazy

 


Also available from Thomas M.
Willett:

 


BLUE MATTERS

 


With Purgatory modeled after an
undisclosed DMV location, this story follows the lives of two
coworkers (Veronica the Clock Puncher and Gary the New Guy) and one
recently deceased (Judith the Beach Girl) as they explore the
business side of death while questioning ethics and past decisions.
For some, it is just another miserable day at work while others
wait in line for their fates to be processed.

 


THE TURKEY TROTTERS






With Thanksgiving a few
hours away, Sam must find a way to get his holiday food home after
his car won't start. With the help of a Black Friday shopper, the
two discover just how much is different between the
two. 






DEAD HORSE IN A DEAD
TOWN

Rupert arrives in Waggner County right
as a series of murders begin to put the town in jeopardy. But who
did it? Was it the ranchers on the outskirts of town? Was it the
two feuding business owners? Was it the corrupt sheriff? Or was it
Rupert himself? Follow the journey of one man on his way to
California who becomes mixed up in a bizarre situation full of
drinking and fighting in a town whose only consistency is in
funerals.






You can purchase these for $2.99
each.

 


*A
Plagiarized Christmas currently has three
editions available including The Definitive Edition available for
$3.99.







Chapter One

 


It was another beautiful
Saturday afternoon at the park. The squirrels were out circling
trees while the children were playing soccer. Enthusiastic moms
screamed from lawn chairs as a referee in an unflattering attire
called the shots. The game was tied up and it was down to whoever
could score the final goal While both teams would see each other at
the subsequent pizza party that followed at the nearby Strawhat
Pizza, there was a pride in looking the best that a team
could.

"Go Johnny!" one mother would scream
through cupped hands.

"Go Jimmy!" another would
say from a rival team as she would open up a cooler to pull out a
juice box. Sipping really loud, she lowered her hat to keep the sun
from getting in her eyes.

The ball went left, right
and everywhere all while the kids felt the pressure against their
ardent parents. The goalie at the end of the field nodded and
Johnny responded with a few hand gestures only known to his
teammate. As the ball was kicked in from the sidelines, the game
continued and the noise by the patrons escalated again.

The one benefit of this
game was that each of the 12-year-olds were very good and could
easily end up playing for the major leagues one day. Jimmy's mother
had a fascination of seeing her son's name attached to L.A. Galaxy.
Still, in this moment it didn't matter. The stench from the heat
mixed with the running made the endeavor all that glamorous. Jimmy
and Johnny just wanted pizza. They would throw the game, but their
whole competition had transformed into muscle memory. To psyche out
the opponent was as effortless as closing their eyes.

Still, Jimmy managed to
snatch the ball from Johnny and headed towards the goalie. With
Johnny getting accosted for his actions, he sped up. His feet began
to ache and his heart was racing. As Jimmy finally kicked the ball,
Johnny startled him and caused it to fly into the direction of the
bushes on the outskirts of the park.

With the referee blowing his whistle,
he forced the two arguing players to go get the ball. With pouting
faces, they proceeded to the edge of the field, shuffling their
feet and pushing each other.

"You're off today," Jimmy
said.

"Well, I'm in the middle of a big test
at school and I need to study."

"Oh, c'mon. School isn't important.
All you really need is to improve your defense and you'll be set on
scholarships."

"I don't know..." Jimmy said looking
back at the impatient crowd, "Soccer was nice, but I want to do
other stuff. Something more fulfilling with my life."

"Like what," he laughed, "Can't think
that you'd be any better at baseball."

"No," he sighed as they finally
approached the bushes, "I want to do art. You know, use my brain
instead of my body."

"That's a coward's wish, Jimbo."
Johnny said while parsing through the bushes, "Nobody cares about
art. I mean, who knows who painted the Mona Lisa?
Nobody."

Johnny stopped looking through the
bushes and stood up. With his eyes wide, he quivered while waving
Jimmy over. As the two stared at each other, they went forward into
the bush. Pushing the branches aside, Johnny was expecting a
pungent dead rodent. What he saw instead was a sight that was more
baffling than that. As they jumped back, allowing the bush to cover
up the horror, they saw the referee approaching at a jog with his
arms close to his chest and a prancing step.

"What's keeping you?" he said in a
jolly voice, "Can't find the ball, eh?"

"No, Jeff," Johnny said while pointing
at the bush.

"Well, let me just take a look..."
Jeff said as he pushed the leaves and branches back. He stared for
a second, "Is that a head? Why's it wrapped in..." clasping his
hands over his mouth. Johnny approached with the ball and tried
handing it to Jeff. "Excuse me, boys." He said before turning
around to grab the ball he brought from home.

The boys had no choice but to be
consoled by their mother. The game was cancelled and everyone
miserably sat around at Strawhat Pizza eating their pepperoni and
pineapple slices. Jimmy's face was getting pale and Johnny began to
doubt his test taking abilities. As the rest of the kids ran to
play in the arcade, the two just sat there and ate
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