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*Author’s Note: The people and events depicted in Pep Talk are fictitious. Any resemblance to reality is coincidental.

Praise for Thomas M. Willett

THE COASTAL VIEW

“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?”

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

A MEETING IN THE BUSHES

Another fast & interesting read from this young author. His outlook on some of subjects that are in our social network today make for very interesting reads. Mr. Willett does make thoughts & ideas come to life in all his books (short stories). I look forward to seeing a new story or perhaps a novel to be released. *

4/5 stars - rucrazy

FRACTURED MIND

In just a few pages, "Fractured Mind" reminds us that out of brief and unlikely encounters we can have experiences that impact our lives. Even at our worst we all have a story to share. Thomas Willett inspires us to have a listening ear and share some gummy bears.

4/5 stars - Mary Uht

THE FLOTSKY ADVENTURES: PART 10 – THE SHORTCUT CUTTER

I was thinking about “The Flotsky Adventures” just the other day, wondering when a new episode would be released. I always love a Flotsky burger and fries, along with a Soylent! I just added to my bucket list the joy of reading ALL of the Flotsky episodes in one marathon!

5/5 stars - MaryH
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PEP TALK

There ain’t no way Adelaide was going back because last time she was down this way a stranger slammed a metal pipe into the back of her leg, crippling her – and for what: a conflicting choice of colors that by themselves were quaint but together presented unrest – to the point that even if she could she didn’t know if she wanted to move forward ever again. She made peace with her static existence, finding ideas less to fill her heart than a void that had been bastardized with that pipe swinging, her ankle collapsing, and a bruise that only she could recognize. The doctors told her that everything would heal in time, but the thoughts of a prodigy retiring before their time never escaped Adelaide’s soul. What she had was unextractable. No surgical knife could pierce her contorted form nor would endless words of encouragement cause her to disbelieve that the spiritual correlation hadn’t chosen her to bestow misery on. All she had was a memory, flashing over and over of a pipe crashing into the back of her leg while a stranger whose face she’d never see gave a laugh buried among the onlookers gossiping with concern. Was the person even caught? Adelaide’s mind wasn’t concerned with justice, for it clearly did not exist. As she winced through the rehabilitation of a leg once built for endurance, there was a sense even in the shaking that her body had given up. A smile was happenstance, like Christmas, only coming out when the true surprises appeared. Nothing had the same gullibility after knowing the sirens were for her, where she could see the door and know it was no longer that easy to walk through. Even now, a year on, the requests to tag along left her with the threat of martyrdom, that people were less interested in her more than a metaphor of survival in an unjust world. She wanted to be deep in the crowd like she used to, taking in the applause and pageantry as the winter sun beat down on her youth. Instead, it was all gone. A simple “Ain’t no way I’m going back” was sent to Jessica the week before, so blunt and unexceptional, to which she didn’t question. Her Adelaide was now a figment. The best she could do was fight, believing with enough effort that she could lead the parade to its former self-respect, back before the metal pipes, before the sirens, before the break outs of fights as neighbors accused neighbors of crippling a teenager while leaving somebody at the town hall meeting to say, “This is why we can’t have nice things.” Was Adelaide driven by intel that nobody else knew? Was this the end of a parade being nothing more than families gathered with hope that life could have substance just by hearing the same corny marching band? 

Jessica had to go. She was the captain. The team depended on her for guidance even as Adelaide’s absence made clear this wasn’t going to be “the same.” It could be okay. It could be worse. But how could a year where everyone outside the bus window shifting their heads around in paranoia qualify as a better experience? 

She slid the baton between her fingers, preparing to practice a clockwise twirl in her seat. As she lifted it to chest level, she watched it spin effortlessly. With a small toss, she caught it midair before placing it on the cushioned seat next to her. When the bus driver took the corner a bit too sharply, she grabbed onto a nearby bar. With the baton hitting her ankle, she looked out the window in time to see a random civilian with his hands inside his hoodie. For that split second, he looked to have a smirk on his face as he continued his pathway up to the parade route.

Reaching down, Jessica found that the baton had rolled away. Looking across the floor, she turned her eyes to the back of the bus. Everyone was deep in conversation, cracking jokes like they were supposed to. The 45 minute bus ride was always a numbing experience even with the light traffic that caused a small lurch to break their trance. Everybody grabbed the seats in front of them, unphased, as seconds later they turned their minds back to merriment. 

Looking around the floor, Jessica couldn’t find the baton. She panicked, realizing that it was the one thing she needed in order to make today count. No amount of high stepping would win over the children who gawked with bags of popcorn from a nearby vendor. The parents with their darkened eyes would look on, unamused as they waited for the band to play that song they had heard every year since they were the child’s age, sitting on somebody’s shoulder who likely was on the voting staff to make this parade a hullabaloo in the first place.

The apartment complexes were opening their windows and sitting on balconies under poorly assembled patio umbrellas. A few waved at the bus while another had a loud conversation with some passerby that caused them to open the building’s door. 

It seemed less crowded than last year. This was probably because it wasn’t in the direct path of the camera operators who broadcasted for the local news. This was the area where most parade workers laxed their enthusiasm, trying only enough to not be accused of favoritism. This was the backway where the bus could enter and drop off everybody without having to run into floats and cars with the grand marshal – the controversial Mayor Hilson that suggested the past 12 months was the town’s “safest” period to date – who was sure to get the empty gestured cheers he wanted. As far as he was concerned, nobody got hurt in this neck of the woods. Based on the crowds rushing in, accidentally bumping into each other as the allusion of pandemonium set in, Mayor Hilson needed a better alibi.

And yet the parade would go nowhere unless she found








































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





