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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

Continuing the April Showers
series is a story that I wrote mostly to combat the fact that I was
watching every episode of Game of
Thrones (Arya Stark is the best). The
popular TV series is fine, but I immediately felt like I wanted to
write what is essentially the anti-climactic version of it in which
the paranoia leads to something unpredictable. Also, I just loved
the idea of focusing a story around a carrier pigeon who goes off
course. The story is dedicated to those who can find adventure in
everyday life and enjoys exploring undiscovered territories. Keep
it up.

 


*Author’s Note:

The people and events
depicted in The Carrier Pigeon
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

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

 


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.

 


DINK**

A man wakes up one day to
discover that his beloved cat has went disappearing and decides to
go look for it.

 


 


You can purchase these for $2.99 each,
except as specified:

*Available for $1.99

**Available for $0.99

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

 



 


The Carrier
Pigeon

 


This is the story of two children
playing in the woods. The time was an era before years were
significant and when the world was less populated. Scholars would
guess that these events took place in a year that was only triple
digits, though nobody knows for sure. If one was to hire a medium
and interrogate the two protagonists, they wouldn't be able to give
a clear answer either, for their memories have been lost to the
sands of time as their lives have aged and left them with far more
prescient memories of their romances, struggles and achievements of
their brief time on this earth.

Let's begin at the outskirts of the
story by introducing our two protagonists with an average age of 9.
Their names are Margaret and Duncan and have spent most of their
lives in an uneducated city where they live in a shanty full of
parasites. If you were to pull up their sleeves, you may find some
bumps along their arms from parasites. This is the reason that they
have come to enjoy spending as much time away from the house during
the day as their father attends to business in town and mother
serves as a wench somewhere.

If one was to seek guidance around the
woods, Margaret and Duncan would be a pretty safe bet. Because of
their free time, they have been able to find hidden tunnels that
the rivaled southerners used to sneak into town and steal goods.
They didn't know exactly why these two land masses hated each
other, but they learned not to question it after mother smacked
Duncan for asking such a foolish question. It left an impression on
Margaret to never open her mouth on issues regarding
borders.

On this day, Margaret was running away
from something in the woods. As she held a stick in her hand for
protection, she climbed over rocks and patches of grass. She
considered climbing a tree, but knew that it would limit herself if
the tree were to fall over. She was agile enough to risk jumping
from branch to branch, but didn't know if she had enough time to
properly do it. Mother had complained about her coming home with a
bruised shinbone one day and thus she only took calculated risks
that would help her long term. This chase wasn't one of
them.

As she approached the outskirts of the
trees, she saw an open field. As a deer ran off in the distance,
she looked behind to see someone still chasing her. She decided to
go into the direction of the deer. As she looked up, she saw a
flock of birds flying west. Blocking her hand from the sun, she
kept running through the open field, occasionally having to jump
over muddy holes and far worse.

As she headed back into the forest,
she looked out at the southern town. It looked rather festive on
this particular day. She saw flags and spears being risen. She saw
debris flying. There were men in armor on horses that were
screaming. They were nowhere close to her, so she didn't find any
threat as she began to navigate her way around the trees. She
looked up and saw an owl sleeping. She looked over and saw a
squirrel circling a tree with acorns. She also felt her legs
starting to tense up.

It was starting to approach 10 minutes
of consistent running. She had started this venture from the house
and didn't stop despite mother's beckoning call. The town looked
festive when she left and she wasn't sure why. They were bringing
out horses and wearing their fanciest outfits. She thought about
it, but not too much in fear of running head first into a tree. As
she reached another clearing, she came to a direct stop.

She was at the foot of a river.
Looking both ways, she noticed that there was no way around it. She
could try swimming across, but the distance was too much for her.
As she found a boulder, she decided to rest for a moment. When all
else seemed hopeless, she fell to the ground and spread out her
arms with her eyes closed. Her heaving chest was a dead giveaway
that her death fakery wasn't going to work.

The footsteps stopped before her and
she did her best to ignore it. Physically, she was trying to push
away the force with her eyes closed. However, as a stick poked her,
she let out a loud scream before looking up. With a smile, she saw
Duncan staring down at her. Holding up the stick, he swung it
around in triumph as he began to walk towards the riverbank. He
picked up a stone to skip it around the river. After three
successful skips, it gave a loud crash into its grave.

"You're dead," he said with a
laugh.

"Not fair," Margaret said while
brushing dirt off of her blouse, "Why must you always play the lead
role?"

"Because," he said with a smug grin,
"I'm better. It's what father would want. And besides," he said
while pointing the stick at her, "I'm not going to be taken down by
my little sister."

"Oh yeah," she said standing
up.

She approached without caution and
with dark eyes. Her body still trembled from running for so long.
As she approached the smiling boy, she stopped. With a smirk, she
held out her hands and pushed him into the river. As he flailed,
she laughed for a moment as Duncan yelled his revenge to her. He
tried to grab her, but her height proved to be favorable. It wasn't
until he grabbed her long brown hair that he managed to thrust her
onto the ground. His wet clothes dampened hers.

"Quit it!" she said while
flailing.

"Where's the fun in that?" he laughed
while shoving the stick into her armpit, "There, I killed you
again."

As the two continued to bother
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