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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:

This short story is dedicated to the
escapists who helped to shape the world differently. Whether it’s
through music, cinema, writing or real world contributions, your
services are valued. Without these people, life would be a lot
duller and the quest to find new forms of communication would wane.
Thank you for filling up my time with intriguing concepts, even if
I don’t agree with you personally.






This short story comes from a place not
based on religions, but of a secular questioning of Purgatory. In
this case, I took inspiration from various escapists who shaped my
view. I chose to turn the afterlife into an office drama from
specific viewpoints with a very loose conceptual triptych. To me,
this story embodies the domino effect and how we each influence
each other’s lives. So please, enjoy and start seeing things
differently.











*Author’s Note:

The people and events
depicted in Blue Matters
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

 


 


 


You can purchase it for
$1.99.


Judith and
the Gateway

I kicked the back of the chair as
Brandon drove. We hit a red light. I kept smacking it until he
noticed. He swung back to smack me, taking his eyes off of the road
for a split second. I didn’t care. I was laughing and enjoying it.
With my head leaning against the door, all I could see was the
headrest as the sound of Weezer came blasting from the stereo.
Everything was fine from underneath my towel that I wrapped around
myself. It was fuzzy and I was enjoying looking at the red and
white striped design. It reminded me of peppermint candy. I hadn’t
eaten any since I was a kid. Maybe I would pick some up from the
store on the way back. That is if they allowed people to shop while
in flip flops and a bikini.

It was going to be another day at the
beach for both of us. We worked out our schedules where each
Thursday afternoon, we would go out and enjoy ourselves. I wasn’t
going to school anymore and Brandon had a job with a lot of free
time. I am not sure why we picked Thursday, though it helped us
miss the crowds. Listening to the ocean as I ran along the sand was
as blissful and perfect as my life was. I didn’t have any
commitments and at most I would get yelled at by some random
parents to behave. I would laugh in their face. My mother died
awhile back. Nobody was in charge of me anymore.

Slipping my sunglasses over my eyes, I
zoned out as “Photograph” came on. I would hum along, bugging
Brandon the entire time. I would kick the chair and rustle his hair
whenever the car stopped. I would nag and kiss him whenever I got
the chance. It was tough, especially with my towel sliding off each
time. As I would bang on the passenger’s headrest to the beat, I
saw him laughing. As “Hash Pipe” started up, I gave out a cackle
and began to sing along. During every chorus, I would overdo the
“Woah!” and get him to yell at me to shut up. But I was his baby.
He wouldn’t bruise me.

As I went to yell into his ear, I saw
the gorgeous beach off to the side of the road. We were finally
here. I pretended to breathe in that fresh ocean smell. All that I
got was the whiff of an air freshener. Nonetheless, my heart began
racing as I lost interest in the towel. I hung over the passenger’s
seat and watched as we found a parking spot close to the sidewalk.
As “Island in the Sun” started up, I zoned out and looked over at
Brandon. Today was going to be great. Then again, every Thursday
was great since I met him.

He sat in the car rubbing me up and
down with suntan lotion. I did likewise. As I felt it caress over
my shoulders, I looked out the window at the sidewalk, blazing with
heat. I pulled my flip flops off of the floor and slipped them on.
As we got out and grabbed a cooler full of supplies, we gave each
other a kiss. Walking out, I heard seagulls off in the distance as
we finally found our spot. He pulled out an umbrella and set it up
as I rolled my towel on the ground and a pillow to rest my
head.

After sitting for a while, I heard some
car brakes off in the distance. I tried to look, but the parking
lot was blocking the view. I laughed and stretched while he got
comfortable, taking his shirt off. He may be lanky, but he still
could protect me in a fight. I looked over at a child who was
building a sand castle that kept getting washed out to sea. I found
it adorable as he cried to his mother. I even saw a few other kids
walking towards the ocean only to run away when it snuck up on
them. They were far enough away where it didn’t matter. I was alone
with Brandon, who likely was looking for someone to throw a Frisbee
with.

Then I saw his feet standing next to
me. As he leaned over, I smiled while raising my sunglasses to see
his rustled hair. He looked so feeble when he bent over.

“Hey Judy,” he said, “Let’s go
swimming.”

“No.” I replied, rolling my head lower
on the pillow.

“Oh come on. The waves are pretty tame
right now.”

“Maybe later.”

“Later? Come on! Things will pick up
and then you’ll be too tired or something. You always make excuses
when we come to the beach,” he said before touching my stomach
knowing damn well that it would make me curl into a ball, “Your
tan’s not going to get any tanner.”

“I’m not working on my tan,” I said,
looking over at the sand castle kid, “I’m working on my
anxiety.”

“Fine, Judy. You’ve always been a tough
bitch.”

I tried to kick him playfully, but he
was already walking away. As I see his drooping shoulders, I threw
my sunglasses into the plastic bag next to me. His hair entered a
state of chaos with the wind as I just sat there, hearing the words
“tough bitch” play over and over in my head. He was approaching the
ocean while cutting off a couple of kids who were running along the
beach. He finally sat down and all I could see was the ocean crash
into him over and over. He didn’t shiver. He just sat
there.

The sand castle kid was crying again.
It took him a good 15 minutes to build his mound with his pail. It
was now floating into the ocean. Thinking for a moment, I decided
to lie back down and enjoy the sound. If Brandon was really mad, he
would come back and talk to me. That’s how he always operated. I
felt the wind blow through my toes as I slid my sunglasses back on.
I was too peaceful in the moment, sliding into a state of
lucidity.

Moments later, I couldn’t breathe. I
felt something trapping my face and my nostrils were filling up
fast. As I got up and spat, I saw from under a layer of sand that
Brandon had given me a facial of sand. I saw him laughing off in
the distance as I finally got up and chased after him. We ran past
the family who were offended by my snide remarks. He eventually let
me catch up before heading into the ocean. I had to punch him in
the face as quickly as possible. I was still spitting out sand and
sniveling from congestion. All the while I saw him just standing
there, smiling at me.

As I approached him, I was knee-high
into the ocean. I somehow managed to find the energy to leap onto
him and knock us both under the water. As we floated back to the
surface, I saw him laughing at me. I kept punching him, but he
didn’t care. At most I would give him a temporary bruise. Still, I
felt the need to punch him over and over. I wasn’t a “tough bitch.”
I was likable
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