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​​Michael, Unlimited, Book One

Choices have consequences, how was he to know?
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Chapter One

Michael Unlimited

When People Act Out Of Character
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It is an early Monday morning in this sleepy little town; light fog hanging in the air had collected with just enough density to make everything wet with condensation and amplify the scents from foliage and other odours. The fog also dimmed the ability to see traffic lights, slowing drivers, at least most of them. Just down the street was the McDonalds whose bright yellow lights seemed to cut through the mist, beaconing its loyal patrons. The line of cars never seemed to end, either to their parking lot or the drive through. Hank thought, “what a business, cash flow all day long providing you can find the right people who like to serve. I might not have their volume, but I do have good people who enjoy working at my gas station.”

Hank was in his 50s, a pipe often clenched between his teeth, portly and gregarious. He knew everyone in town and could be seen at local sporting events some of which he sponsored including the Do Jo that trained in MMA to those willing to endure the pain. This included Michael Wilson, his star employee, senior at high school and a great kid, although at 6’2” and 200 lbs he did not look like a kid. Michael had worked there 4 years and would soon leave based on college or his choice to work full time, somewhere.

“I will sure miss him, what a great attitude, always willing.” Hank loved his business, and had been in it all his life, starting out young, working for his dad. When he took over Hank brought change, adding a tow truck, delivery service and of course a stock room full of parts. He thought, “I really know my business and my customers, their loyalty proves that what we do here is appreciated. The parts we carry and install for them make us relevant as most of our customers would not know how to change a fan belt or even a wiper blade.”

He always liked early mornings; they afforded him the time to ensure that the windshield washer buckets had fresh fluid and the squeegees with the foam scrubber on one side and the rubber strip were in good shape. He thought, “I pay my people to pump gas, clean the windows, perform a quick inspection of the tires and offer to change them depending on the season. Under the hood is where some money can be made while performing a service. Air filters, engine oil or the offer to change it, fan belts, wiper blades, lights, and other fluids. “These people rely on us to keep them moving in a safe fashion, and let’s face it, some of the seniors have difficulty getting out of their cars and fill their tanks, especially in winter or in the driving rain.”

He was good at building a team and used competition between the members to help in selling all manner of parts, telling them at the sales meetings that, “look team, you are responsible for the safety of our clients. Imagine a customer’s car, someone you know, now with a burnt headlight going off the road due to poor visibility, killing or hurting the entire family, or getting a ticket from the cops. Or you let them leave our station on a rainy or snowy night where due to poor wipers that should have been replaced by you, Mrs. Smith would drive headlong into a large truck, ending her life.”  Being young and impressionable, Michael and the others really saw the importance of helping people see and address their issues when it came to their cars. Hank thought, “Michael really gets it, I wish I had more like him.”

The mechanics and the pump jockeys as he called them began to arrive, and as always Mike, his lead hand who always led the others by example, was first. “Good morning, Mike” “Good morning, Hank” “Did you win the MMA competition on the weekend?” “Yes, I did, there are not too many 18-year-olds in my weight class and those who come close are not as practiced, Shigeru deserves all the credit for my wins.” “Mike I know how modest you are, but Shigeru’s coaching would do nothing unless put to use by someone like you, you are a winner.” “Well Hank, we will see next weekend, they moved me up into the adult weight class which is 195 – 220 lbs and I am sure there will be some tough combatants.” “Mike, just keep Shigeru’s voice in your head and you will do fine.”

It would not be long before those words would resonate in Michael’s mind. “If only.”

Michael thought about the Do Jo and his Sensei, “Hank is right, Shigeru is a top-notch sensei, and I just love putting his lessons into practice. I learn so much from him, and not just about fighting. Lessons on Stoicism and Buddhism help me be more centered, otherwise there are just too many distractions. He teaches from the heart, his words chosen for maximum impact and always followed by a question to ensure that I and others understand but also know how to put his wisdom to use. When I ask about his past, he remains distant and quickly changes the subject, choosing to remain focused on the moment and what is here now.”

Police sirens could be heard in the distance, seeming to approach the intersection where his gas station was located, pausing to avoid other cars and then flying into his lot. Hank wondered, “just what are these cops up to, I know most of them quite well in part due to having the contract to provide gas, service and repairs to their cars. They certainly have no reason to come here the way they have; we just opened and there is nothing going on.”

Hank was puffing on his pipe like an old locomotive as he watched the two police cars arrive in a rush with lights flashing and were joined by a paddy wagon who’s two officers jumped out and opened the rear door appearing to be ready to haul some kind of criminal or suspect away. The 4 large policemen now out of their cars approached Hank in a hurry and paused long enough to reply when he asked, “good morning, guys, what is going on, what are you doing here?” 

The lead cop, a Serjeant Hank knew well stated, “we hate to tell you this, but we are here to arrest Michael Wilson for drug trafficking.” Hank staggard back a step, eyes wide open, almost dropping his pipe, “Wha Wha What? What are you saying?” “Hank, please step out of the way as we have a job to do, we will explain more later but for now we have to find Michael, arrest him and find his stash of drugs and money.” “Drugs? Money? In my station? Impossible!” “Hank, I know it comes as a surprise, but a lot of people are surprised by what others do.” “Look Sarg, Michael Wilson is a stellar young man, sharp, pleasant, comes from a great family and there is no way he could be involved in such a thing.” “Hank, you have to let us do our jobs, please just step aside we will talk later, ok?”

Michael had a bad feeling when he saw the police cars approach in the distance, feigning the need for a bathroom break he said to his peers, “look guys, I gotta go.” Now in the bathroom he knew that there was no where to go, and through the vent coming from the office he heard his name mentioned. Although too late he began to review his actions and motivations which would carry on for a long time, how long he did not know. “What have I done, holly shit, what will Mom and Dad say, oh no. I should have asked more questions and never got into this fucking thing. How could I have been so stupid?”

The cops found his stash along with a roll of bills hidden in a tire in the stock room, Hank was watching and up to that moment had a smug look on his face, saying, “look guys, there is nothing in that stock room other than parts, tires, oil and filters. I know my place, and I know Michael, you are wasting your time.” 

The Sarjeant who was a bit of a character, turned and asked, “Hank, what do you make of this? Is this white powder part of what you sell to your customers and if so, what do they use it for? What about this bunch of bills, Hank, do you hoard money in your parts room, are you hiding revenue from the tax man?” “No, no I don’t know what that is.” “It’s fine Hank, this is not your problem and there is no reason to fear any action from us, you are as innocent as anyone can be.” 

Hank was ashen, shaking and as troubled as he had ever been. Michael came out of the bathroom and walked slowly up to the policemen; he was read his rights by the Sarjeant who had the other three officers encircle Michael in case this got out of hand. The two officers who cuffed him were very careful as everyone new that he was in his senior year and a MMA champion, winning trophies and contests all over the state. Being that he was 6’2” and 200 lbs they had seen him in the ring and knew the kind of damage he could do to a contestant, and they wanted none of that. Hank was following, “Michael, please tell me that this isn’t so, there must be an explanation.” 

“Sir, I can’t lie, I fucked up and what you see is what I hid there. I know I have disappointed you, my parents and others but I did what I did and now I can see how my blindness to reality will cost me.” The Sarjeant who was accompanying his men and Michael as they arrived at the paddy wagon, stepped between Hank and Michael as he was loaded in, “Hank, you have to let him go, we have to close and lock the door on the van and get him to jail, you can visit him there.”
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Chapter Two

Michael Unlimited Book Two

The Process
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Handcuffed to a railing in the paddy wagon with its cold steel bench, no insulation or heat and in bad need for shocks resulting in him being bounced around, reality came screaming in. Although young, Michael thought “from this point on my life will never be the same. My parents will be hurt in ways I can never fully understand. They loved me so much and we had such a great time together, playing games and just enjoying our home life. 

Their place in the community will take a pounding and with mom in the library and dad dealing with any local resident who needs something at the hardware store there will be no hiding.” “How can they ever reconcile what I have done, the lies I told and the blatant deceit?” He thought, “In truth people just moved on, felt sympathy for the parents who were great people and life just continued for everyone, except me.”

The local jail cell was old, cold, and tiny with massive steel bars embedded into concrete painted a dull gray, with a creaky heavy steel door that squealed loudly when Michael walked in and then provided another squeal when closed. Michael thought, “it almost sounded lonely, and was now happy to have someone visiting.” 

There was a strong smell of Mr. Clean, and the cell was lit up by a row of halogen lights that were way too bright. There were no shadows. It contained a single bed which was really a steel frame with a thin mattress, if you can call it that. The cell was finished with a toilet a sink and a small mirror all mounted on concrete walls also painted in the same dull gray. Michael thought, “this is not a happy place, what have I done?” His situation was about to get a lot more somber. 

The Sargent entered the cell and removed the handcuffs while two of his men stood by, just in case Michael erupted the way they had all seen in the ring. The Sarjeant who knew his parents so well, leaned forward and grabbed Michael by the shoulder. 

“Michael, what the fuck have you done? Of all the young people in this town I would never have pegged you as a drug dealer. Why did you do this?” “My honest answer is simply that I wanted to buy a car and live a little higher than what I make at the station. I didn’t want to quit MMA and work more hours so when I was offered this opportunity I took it. I am so sorry, all of this due to money and my greed.” Now crying Michael was reduced to the kid he was, but it was too late, based on his age and the crime, he would be treated like an adult. 

The Sarjeant led him out of the cell, “Mike, now comes the nasty part of being a bad guy, but, I can’t or won’t call you a criminal until you are convicted which I truly hope does not happen. We need you to strip down, completely, then turn around, bend over and spread your cheeks. As per policy we need to check for drugs or whatever. We will outfit you with coveralls, you can keep your underwear, shoes and socks. The prosecutor says that you gotta stay here until you are arraigned and that could be a couple of days. We have a limited budget, but we will try to feed you well, including what we can bring from our tables. Mike, I sure hope you can turn your life around. We just hate to see you like this. What the fuck Mike?”

With that done the Sarjeant and his men left him to simmer in the soup he had made. Normally dispassionate, he broke down and sat on his bed. “I need to buck up and own what I did, crying will not do anything to change my situation and now I will be in a new world where I will be tested.” He stood up and squared his shoulders the way he always did in a fight, fixing a tough look on his face and willing himself to be silent and slowing his breathing. He said to himself, “bring it on, take your best shot, I am ready and then it will be my turn. I will keep Shigeru with me in my mind, and he is with me now.”

The next day his father came, alone, looking depressed, unshaven, disheveled, and as though he had not slept for days. He asked the Sargeant, “can I visit with my son in his cell, search me if you like but I just want to be with him, please.” The Sarjeant ignored the rules knowing these people the way he did. The door was opened, screech and all and the two hugged. 

“Michael, my dear son what have you done? Why? How could you do such a thing? Drugs, really? Your Mom could not bring herself to see you, she is simply beaten Michael, you have wounded her deeply, in ways that I have never seen. She is trying to climb out of it, but I fear it will take some time. She has taken a leave from the library being that she is too weak to work and does not want to face the public. She sits by herself and rocks back and forth, crying the entire time.” Wiping the flood of tears Michael offered, “Dad, I love you and mom so much and I am so, so sorry. 

I have no excuse other than simply being stupid and believing I could make extra money selling the stuff that the supplier convinced me would be bought somewhere, it might as well be me. I want to lay a beating on that guy, but I don’t even know anything about him and now the last thing I need is an additional charge of assault. I will make it up to you and mom, just give me time and you will see that I am all those things that you knew me to be. I promise dad, I will be successful in an honest way.” His Dad lingered a little longer, “Michael, your next stop will be in a real prison where you will be tested in more ways than you can imagine. Keep your head about you. If you must fight and from what I hear you will be in some, give it your all, but never start one, just finish and move on.” 

News travels fast everywhere, especially bad news and it seemed that the entire town was swimming in versions of the truth and blatant lies. Not all of those who bought from Michael were from his town, but even they heard about his arrest. The press was relentless, wanting access to Michael and parading around the police station. 

The Sargeant stood steadfast in his belief that they could wait, none of this news would matter in a few days and besides, once Michael entered the courthouse they could feed on him then. He thought, “what good comes from these vultures who feed on current events, adding their own thoughts and distortions and believe that they have the right to say or write anything that they think is worthy of the attention of the public. Is anyone better off from reading or hearing the news? 

People would be a lot better off paying attention to their own lives making those things happen that they truly want and stop wasting their time reading what has already happened. News? It should be called Olds, because it has already happened and time has sped away.”

Michael’s English teacher was older, a frail, wisp of a woman always dressed in drab, heavy woollen clothes that was needed to keep her warm, regardless of the season or temperature. She worked hard at helping her students see the value of reading and applying what they read in their lives. Michael was a prize student who helped calm the class down and would even intervene when those who showed no respect or desire to be there, to leave or at least to shut up. She came by the cell and at first was not sure why she did. 

“Michael? Is this you? Are you really a criminal and deserving of jail time? Where is that polite young man that helped me establish a true learning experience based on his presence and leadership in the class? Who are you?” Michael was silent and offered shrugged shoulders, what could he say? “Michael if you end up in prison, I will send you books and material to help you get through.” All he could say as he fought back the tears, was, “thank you teach, thank you for coming by, I am so sorry about what I have done.” 

Shigeru was the next visitor; he was a silent man whose mere presence brought an aura of peace and power. “Michael, I don’t want to know anything about what happened, I want to know what you will do now, with your mind and body. You will be going to jail; how will you handle yourself so that you come out better than when you went in?” 

“Shigeru San, I will live as you have taught me, I will meditate, read and learn as much as I can and always take care of my body and mind. Please stay in touch and if possible, share what books you recommend. I will make it up to you Shigeru San.” “Michael, just be true to yourself, develop your ability to self coach, and stay focused on those things you have some measure of control over. Prison will be tough in many ways, when it comes to any fights, I just ask that you stay in the moment and make all your moves count. There will be no point system, victory is the only option.”

Drugs being what they were, had this case fast tracked; the state wanted a conviction, and the prosecutor was a hard man based on seeing too much carnage brought on due to what people did to get the money needed for their habit, and how they broke up families and harmed their children based on their selfish behaviour.

On the instructions of the Sargeant the paddy wagon backed up tight to the police station door, not allowing for anyone to intervene or snap a picture of Michael. Per policy he had to be cuffed, but the officers were reluctant to do so based on him simply not being a threat. It was a short ride to the courthouse with him sitting in the dark of a windowless van, swaying from side to side and just focused on the moment, riding with it and accepting his fate. “I can feel myself growing stronger by the moment and more determined to make good with the rest of my life. I will make good things happen.”

Now in court, he was alone in the prisoner’s box with the room full, cameras flashing and everyone staring at him, some with expressions of disgust and even hate. 

A few of these people had witnessed the harm drugs had done or where prior users themselves and they had no sympathy for him. He was now a pariah, a creep and someone that their children should stay away from. Looking at the faces, he thought, “I am no longer a kid, and am now a stranger who people thought they knew. I will not return to this town, ever.”

His parents could not attend, Hank showed up to support him, giving him a friendly wave. Shigeru San was there to remind him what they had talked about in the jail. “Michael, you must be stoic and suffer in silence, showing strength and control as you answer all questions in complete honesty. Show respect and bow your head indicating your sorrow. Be as polite as I know you to be.”  

The court case was quick in its dealings as the drunken discount lawyer he could afford did not put up much of a fight, and in fact remained sullen and silent throughout much of the proceedings due to a massive headache from too many substances ingested, paid for with the money Michael had provided him. This guy was a loser, but one gets what they pay for, most of the time. The good lawyers, or at least those who had a good reputation were all too busy to jump on this case. If the timeline had permitted Michael would have had a better chance of harnessing a more accomplished council. 

The case was simple, and the prosecution did not want to complicate it. Speaking to the judge she quickly got to the gist of the crime. “Your Honour, Michael Wilson did not even know the name of the woman purchaser because he had not even asked. She was a stranger in this town who had talked him into selling cocaine, handed over the money which he took, counted it and then handed over the cocaine. Your Honour, this fact alone shows that he would sell his drugs to anybody regardless of age, as long as they had the money. He is a drug dealer in every regard and has been at it for a while, we think the maximum penalty of 15 years should apply.” 

His customer did indeed have a name, it was Kim, and even if he would have asked, she would have provided him with an alias due to her line of work. Kim was an undercover policewoman, young and coming from a small town herself could and would open conversations with anyone based on being so friendly and open. Although new at her role, she was turning in some big numbers when it came to collaring drug dealers. She thought, “the deal with Michael had caused a little regret at how easy he had been to snag, but with men being men I know how to appeal to them, once they begin thinking with their other head, these guys are mine. It is amazing at how gullible men are, it just takes a flash of skin, and they just melt.” 

Michael had been sweet and innocent which was a bonus, but still, he is now done for. All he was guilty of was to fall into the clutches of a woman dressed as a vixen, flashing some skin and inviting him for a drive. “Although I was a complete stranger, he felt at ease, sold me some cocaine which tested positive and that was it. In his mind there might have been a suggestion of more skin and perhaps sex in the car, but that was all in his mind. This experience will sting for a long time and might help him straighten out his ways and hopefully take on some honest work. Besides, drugs are becoming a major problem, and I am sort of a champion for those who might otherwise become harnessed by the addictive properties of the drugs.”
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Chapter Three

Michael Unlimited, Book One

Details
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In court, Kim was dressed in her crisp uniform, displaying shiny badges, with her hair pulled back and her cap tucked under her arm, looking diametrically opposed to how she appeared to Michael on that fateful evening. Michael thought, “she looked so hot sitting in her car, the girls in town are cute but here was this woman giving off such an aura of sexual maturity, taking me down the garden path lit up by lust.” She was tough, clear, and very compelling in her testimony. The bottom line was that the drugs she purchased tested positive and how they were obtained did not enter the picture, they were illicit, changed hands, and that was it.

Once the labs confirmed that the contents were in fact cocaine, the rest was as routine as it gets. Although law enforcement had taken whatever money was in his bank account and his car, his real estate and investment holdings remained safe and out of sight due to how his investment broker had structured the deal, using numbered companies. Michael had money, just not the kind you walk around with, and selling his assets would not have been a good idea as they would have been seized the moment they came into sight.

He thought about Stan, his high volume and repeat customer who was also his investment broker. Stan had asked, “Michael what do you do with your money? You know that large deposits at the local bank will draw the wrong kind of attention.” It was Stan who educated Michael regarding investments and collected his cash, set up some deals with the first being a large chunk of cheap real estate on the edge of town which turned out to be a gold mine in that a large manufacturing company wanted that land to build a plant. Stan knew the investment and real estate business and sold the land at a high price keeping only his 2 ½ % commission. Lucky for Michael, Stan was an honest guy. He set up a numbered company and put Michael’s money to work clinching a few more land deals as well as some investments in companies he knew had a high side.

Michael was becoming rich, and Stan knew how to make him even more wealthy, earning his commission and enjoying his good guy status. He got a kick out of Michael and had even been a spectator at a few of his fights. Although worried about Michael’s dalliance into the world of drugs, Stan bought from him regularly, entertaining his many clients. He often cautioned Michael, “look Mike, ya gotta be careful, stay with people you know and if a stranger approaches you, do whatever you can to verify that they are not cops or undercover drug agents. You should get out of this as soon as possible and enjoy your life allowing the money you have currently working for you, do its job.” “But Stan, it is so easy, I will stop when I graduate from high school, I promise.”

Too bad Michael had not heeded Stan’s warning. 

Michael’s bail was set at $50,000 and when he called his supplier for help getting him out, he was treated like a leper and the phone clicked dead. Upon hitting the re-dial his dealer had already thrown that phone away and had moved on to a new one. Phones were cheap Vs getting caught in the web he was creating. Michael new better than to call his folks as he could not bear to face the reality of what he had done, to them. 

His parents felt beat up, abused and were inconsolable in their grief. They knew that putting up bail would not help with the outcome and based on the double life Michael had created, they did not know if their only son was to be trusted. As much as it hurt, they just closed the door on any thought of him, went about their lives and allowed that some day they might come to terms with him, but that seemed like a long, long way down the trail of life. But ... suffer they did.

The judge could see who Michael really was, and although the crown wanted 15 years, he put the sentence at 2 years less a day in a minimum-security prison. He was delivered on the same day as his court appearance. The judge knew that 2 years was enough to sting this young fellow into reality, he could see the good in Michael. For anyone with experience watching court cases they would have known that the verdict was guilty from the body language of the judge. With his box being about 8 feet wide and his chair being on wheels, where in the box he sits will clearly indicate which way he is leaning. To his right sits the defense, and to his left sits the prosecution. In this case as Kim was providing her testimony and had an elbow on the rail separating the witness box from the judges, his elbow was right alongside hers, their heads inches apart and both glaring at the defense. In other words, he was clearly and literally on the side of the prosecution, there was no doubt in his mind that Michael was guilty.

There were no goodbyes, no formality, just get in the paddy wagon where he was handcuffed to a rail along with 10 others of various ages and levels of crimes. Each of them was still waking up to this outcome, although some were seasoned and prepared to do their time and already thinking of what they might change in the way they went about their criminal lives.

Some never learn no matter how many lessons are offered or how much pain they cause. 

Some do.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Four

Michael Unlimited, Book One


Learning The Lesson
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From the moment he landed in prison, his resolve hardened in a good way. “I am so ashamed, and I hurt so bad for my parents, Hank, Shigeru and all those people who knew me, they just do not deserve this. I will run a straight line, and this will be the low point in my life, I swear. I can and will do a lot better and drugs will not be a part of anything I do.” 

The prison coveralls were worn out, thin and fit loosely based on being a size 56 made for someone with a lot more girth, while the shoes they provided simply did not match with his size 13 feet. The Warden in charge spoke up, “look, this guy is an 18-year-old who is so polite and personable, we need to dig deeper and come up with a new pair that will fit him, we can be better than this. Look through all the boxes and if we don’t have a pair, order them and I mean now. I think you guys forget that you are paid to look after these wayward souls, some of them might be bad from day to day but some, like this Wilson kid are not like the rest.”

Because his complete file arrived with him the Warden read up and invited him into his office for a talk. He asked Michael to sit across from him and started reading the file, “Michael Wilson, comes from a nice family, mother works as a librarian and the father as a salesperson in a hardware store. Good student, easy to get along with and is very polite. MMA champion who is very close with his Sensei named Shigeru. Good part time worker at a gas station and, ... a cocaine dealer. 

That, Michael, is quite a mix, that last part is fucked up. How did you wind up in that? The reason I wanted to meet is that with you being a MMA champion, and built the way you are, let’s agree that with your size and strength you could beat the shit out of a lot of people including my staff. I know you will be tested by some of the tougher inmates, and I expect you to do what you know how to do, just do not include my staff. Your answer to this next question will tell me a lot about you. Are my people in any danger? Will you run through your time here without harming them?” 

Tearing up, Michael offered, “Sir, let me tell you clearly that your people have nothing to fear from me, in fact if I see them being attacked, I promise to be on their side and protect them. I am not a creep.” “Mike, thank you for that. I feel bad for you as this mistake will hurt for the rest of your life. I will do everything I can to make your stay here as easy as it can be. It will never be pleasant, but you will get through. My door is always open, just let the guards know you want to meet, and they will bring you up.”

Now in his cell with his new shoes and having been through orientation where he asked a lot of questions, he made a concrete plan to make his 2 years as fruitful as he could. “This will be like what I think college would be, in a way. I will use the library, online courses, the gym and pay attention to what I think and why. Consequences? They are clear to me now, and my future choices will take me where I want to go and provide me with the strength to get there.”

Over the weeks and months in the dark of his cell he would think back, not to torture himself but to simply enjoy the great life he had and to use it as fodder, for a life he would now build.

“Mom played a strong role within our little family, helping dad become the man he is now. They worked so well together. With her employed at the library I was exposed to so many books that taught me a lot, mom was always there to expand my appreciation for learning. She is such a great mother, friend, and leader.” 

“Dad at the hardware store was a treat to watch as he helped homeowners understand their problems correctly. I can still see some of them argue over the solutions he offered, when that happened dad would look over his bifocals, and with pursed lips wait through what might be a long silence. Most of the time they liked Dad’s ideas. Some would look down at me and offer, “you, young fellow, enjoy your dad, he is a hell of a smart guy with a lot of knowledge and can be your mentor, if ... you listen to him.” 

Listening he could see was a powerful skill that paid the bills and kept his dad in good stead at the store and would help him throughout his life. All this along with the reading his mom brought him into built a solid level of confidence based in part on the material he read which helped keep his mind engaged and in the moment. As Shigeru would say, “most fights or disagreements are won before they even start based on present moment awareness, attitudes, beliefs and one’s appreciation for self and abilities.”

“I was so lucky to hit it off with Shigeru San, he brought me into the world of MMA / Karate at the local Do Jo. It provided me with a sense of connection and calm, partly through meditation and the books we shared. I really enjoyed the long conversations based on what we read, experiences and how to live a life at peace, in step and in sync with current reality. Shigeru made it clear, “Michael what is in this moment, will not be the same in the next, hence the need to always live life in the gap between stimulus and response, watching, thinking, choosing then acting. 

You are not Pavlov’s Dog, you have the power of reason and in your life, it is OK to step back, look at the situation and choose to do something, or nothing. Take the time to reflect as night arrives no matter how you got though the day”. “Shigeru was right, what I do with my mind, body and life is up to me. Learn from each day and then focus on the current moment picking my way through. I have a lot of picking to do.”

“Shigeru San was teaching me how to act, I feel like I am in an acting school. It is my choice to pick and then fit into the various roles that come my way and importantly like improv, how to respond in kind while adding to the scene, being in sync at all times. This place will test me I know, but I will play my role as well as I can, day by day.” He came up with some acronyms that helped him through the days, ITM was In The Moment, OTAAT meant One Thing At A Time, or by changing the first T with a D it meant One Day At A Time. 

He thought about one bully that he tuned up. He was in a local park just enjoying the silence as he walked slowly along with his arms behind him when he saw a group of punks picking on a small kid on a bike. As he approached the leader of the gang who was quite large, he asked what was happening and was promptly told to” fuck off and mind your own business.” The poor kid was crying, hanging onto his bike which was now damaged with the spokes twisted and broken, brought on by this gang. 

Michael calmly stepped into the leader’s space which included the stench of sweat contained in clothes that had not been washed for a long time, and tobacco smoke. This caused the leader to reach out to push him away. Within a fleeting moment the leader was on the ground, in pain, twisted up like a pretzel with an ever-increasing amount of pain being applied as one question kept being repeated to the bully, and that was “will you stop bullying these innocent and smaller people? Do you now feel what it is like to be on the receiving end? Now tell me, if you have the urge to push others around, will you look me up and have another go?” 

The bully now in severe pain with limbs about ready to snap, and with an audience of his followers and those who had previously been assaulted by him, would moan and with tears in his eyes, “yes, fuuuuck, please stop, PLEASE let me go, please?” The bullies now former followers began to drift away, seeing that their leader was not that tough. Before being released from the vice like hold he was in, the bully was reminded that “look, I live around here and I will be watching, and if ever see you pick on anyone, I will be there and the ending will be a lot worse for you, a LOT worse with a LOT more pain. 

So ... I will let you up now, and I want you to apologize to this boy you were picking on, and, you will now reach into your pockets and give him whatever money you have so he can get his bike repaired. What I really, really want to know is whether this lesson has meant something to you”. The bully now sweating muttered, “please, look man, I have FUCKING learned, and really never want to be in this position again, I swear.”

This memory brought on a momentary smile as Michael laid there, “I really did a lot of good in my town, except that, all of that pales when compared to being a fucking drug dealer. I will get through this, and I will be better.”
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Chapter Five

Michael Unlimited, Book One

Long Nights
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The long nights alone in his cell with silence being broken by both screams and whimpers allowed for more reviews but only with the thought of how what he learned would help him as he moved on. The lessons learned from Shigeru, and the values he picked up were supported by the many books he would read throughout his life, read as he thought of his mom. Reading provided a calming place within his mind, he would just slip into the author’s choice of words and the descriptions of events and people, able to see, feel, hear and even smell the sensations provided by the books. 

Although fiction was OK, he loved biographies and autobiographies especially when they entailed honesty, lessons learned, boo boos and hard experiences that he was able to learn from. Books he reasoned were one of the luxuries that he would never deprive himself of, and he often cajoled others into reading by saying, “look, let me lay an old saying on you, ok, those who do not read, are NO better off than those who cannot read. Just think of the time you waste on your device, what have you learned, what do you remember from one day to the next from your device? Think about it.”

He thought, “When I am open and willing to learn from the author there is a connection made from being on the same page, and an understanding established allowing for differences of opinion. For the most part I want to understand what the author is trying to get across. I ask myself if there is a lesson contained.”

He harkened back to high school which had provided a glimpse of what life could be like through the courses and subjects that he knew had no application in his hometown. He studied anything that he could bring with him when he left. And he would leave although a direction was not clear to him at the time with this detour to prison delivering a solid punch. He had no illusions and could not account for the restless drive that kept him going, learning, pushing himself. Even in his cell he thought, “I feel so unlimited.”

The school trip to the city opened his eyes, he had seen where he wanted to be. Cities filled with what seemed to be people like him, all walking, working and living together with no real connection. Traffic, cars, busses, subways, airports and such a pace with so many moving parts, it sure looked like fun.

But first he had to finish his term here in prison, save his money and prepare himself for the challenge of leaving his hometown, his parents, and all that he knew. He was at home in his own mind and body, regardless of where he was. 
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Chapter Six


Michael Unlimited


When the student is ready the teacher will appear
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THERE WAS A LOT TO learn in prison, and a lot of time to learn it as what does a young man do with loads of energy and no place to expend it. Although there were counsellors available working under the pretense of helping those inside to stay out, recalibrating the inmates in the hopes of them finding their way in a world that up to that point had not been amicable to their ways and means was a tough go. Many of them were from families who relied on social assistance and had never really worked for a living “earning money”, hence the kids followed in the tracks of their parents, selling drugs, engaged in prostitution, robbery, property theft, extortion and any means that provided something for nothing.

Michael was a true outlier in most ways although he did not warrant sympathy. “I made my choice and here I am in the can, I will do the best I can to improve what and who I am. I will never return to jail.” He mostly kept to himself with the occasional conversation with the warden who took an interest in those who showed promise. He trusted Michael and this went as far as not opening the letters that came from his mom and Shigeru who kept a stream of positive thoughts coming including books he should read.

The warden would send for Michael, “come on in young man. So how is it going so far? Any thoughts of returning to crime or are you clearly seeing how your choices have brought you here, in prison and now sitting with a warden?” “Sir, all is ok, I have accepted the consequences of my choices and am really making the best of my time here. I have no complaints and for the most part spend my time learning and in the gym.” “I am proud of you Michael, you are a positive influence in this place, and I can see that a lot of the inmates are learning from you, please keep it up.”

Prison was a crushing end to what he thought was a simple transaction.  He thought back to what his pusher had made him believe, that, “look kid, the people you sell to would end up buying this shit somewhere, it might as well be you that makes a buck. Just think of the money you will make just by helping these people out.” This way of looking at the business freed his young mind from any feelings of guilt or allowed for recriminations, it was simply, money for drugs, or in his most recent case, the hope of sex.

He had just viewed himself as an alternative in something that would happen anyway. “How simple could I have been?”

Where the money came from did not enter his mind nor did the fact that perhaps some of that money might or could have been used to feed children, pay for rent, or buy much needed medications for sick dependents. None of this ever became a thought or consideration, that is, up to now. But it sure did once he began to understand his role in what a serious crime this was.

Reality came at him in a rush and unlike most of the inmates, he took his sentence to heart. “I am so ashamed of my stupidity and greed.”

“What was I thinking? How could I have been so blind? I just wish Shigeru could have spoken to me, but he did not know about this part of my life. Had he known he would have had me see the faults in my thinking, reasoning with me and opening my eyes to the true light of day and the beauty of the life I had”.

This same dealer had admonished him, “ if you snitch on me, your sentence will be essentially the same except that once you are out of jail your life will be one of always looking over your shoulder, cause I will get you. Your parents will also suffer, a lot, it will not take me long to find out where they live, and I will fuck them over.” The thought of anyone hurting his mom and dad due to his bad choices was too much for him to bear, hence when provided the opportunity to squeal and to name his supplier, he clammed up and never uttered a word even in the face of a longer term for not doing as they asked. It had nothing to do with honour, but everything to do with love and respect for his parents. 

In prison he signed up for every course he could and filled his days with learning. This included languages such as Italian and French that he picked up quickly, especially the accents that he applied throughout his days, practicing as it were although he had no idea of how or where he would apply this new ability. His learning deepened as he watched movies where the actors would take on various personalities replete with the accents, which aside from being funny kept his mind engaged and sharp. He thought, “the more times I watch a movie, the more I see how the director or screen writer could have cut parts out or added more detail. I also see where the actors could have added more energy or been more in character. Perhaps they did not rehearse as much as they should have.”

“I am in a movie of my own making, I am the director and protagonist who has the power to choose the set, theme and story. I will change the script and stay in character as I learn to play Vs all the people and situations, I find myself in. My story will be a good one and will end well.”

In one of his books was some powerful wisdom that helped him think and would remain with him for as long as he lived, reflecting on it from time to time especially when choices had to be made. It was written in third person format. 

“You are walking at a slow pace on a seldom used gravel country road, hands in your pockets you are in a reflective state of mine. A soft wind is easing past carrying with it the scent of the crops, aware of each breath with your mind idly drifting through various thoughts you see a young person sitting under a large well shaded tree on the side of the road, just inside of a barbed wire fence. The sun is bright, the wind light and the fields surrounding the tree are in full growth with wheat, barley and corn, birds chirp as they fly past making the only sound other than the wind and the crunch of your footsteps. 

You begin to focus on this person and they on you as you approach, with the realization that this person is you at a younger age, and they see the person they will become.

You walk up to your former self and sit next to them, looking fondly at each other what would you say to them and what would they say to you?” 

This scene was heavy and caused him to cry whenever he reviewed it as he thought of his mom and dad and what he had done. “If only.” It helped him to remain in character, reminding him of how choices have consequences and that he could and would do the best he could with what he had.

The one thing he would say to his younger self is,  “ have confidence in yourself. Do not live by the good opinion of others but believe in your self and how your life will be yours to learn, work and live.” The other thought he would share is,  “make your words more powerful than your silence which will protect you from being misunderstood and having to explain anything.”

In reverse young Michael would bounce those same words back, saying that, “regardless of age, and perhaps more importantly as you age, remember those same admonishments. Life gets easier for those who accept reality which helps to make it so.”

Prison life was lonely, tough and putting past lessons into perspective required one to hold tight on the reins of emotion and reaction. “I must remain in the gap at all times, between stimulus and response.” 
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