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Author’s Note

This work emerges from a real environment. The landscapes, rhythms of work, and the family and business dynamics described here belong to a recognizable reality—one lived and closely observed by the author over the years. It is not an invention detached from the world, but a literary construction built upon authentic experiences, contexts, and processes.

However, it is necessary to clarify that the characters who make up this story are honored through this ode to effort. Their names, trajectories, and decisions have been conceived for strictly narrative purposes. Any resemblance to real persons, living or deceased, is entirely unintentional. This clarification is not meant to diminish the strength of the narrative, but to preserve its literary nature and to prevent personalized readings that do not align with the purpose of the work.

The author has chosen a plausible form of narration—almost documentary in certain passages—not to confuse the reader, but to honor the logic of effort, time, and discipline, elements that only acquire true weight when presented as anchored to a possible reality. This is not a work of fantasy, nor is it an autobiographical testimony. It is literature built with real materials.

The reader will not find idealized heroes or miraculous destinies here, but processes. For the ultimate intention of this book is not to impress, but to remind us that authentic growth is rarely visible while it is happening, and that many stories that appear extraordinary are not so by exception, but by constancy.

If this work conveys a sense of truth, it is because the truth it seeks is not that of names or civil records, but that of decisions sustained over time. That truth, though narrated through philosophy, belongs to everyone.

Prologue

The Architecture of Destiny and the Ethics of Flow

From their first breath, human beings are cast into a dialectical tension between the nature that confines them and the will that seeks to expand them. There is a widespread yet mistaken belief that destiny is an immovable decree written in the dust of one’s ancestors. These pages stand as a living refutation of that inertia.

The story of Michael is not a chronicle of economic ascent; it is an ontological inquiry into how character, forged like steel, can reshape reality itself. This is not a celebration of success, but an examination of formation.

In classical philosophy, telos refers to the final purpose of a being. For many, that purpose dissolves into immediate consumption or persistent complaint. In this work, telos manifests as long-range vision—the disciplined understanding that today is merely the quarry from which the stone of tomorrow is extracted. Michael did not merely accumulate; he erected structures. With an ascetic lucidity, he understood that true freedom is not doing what one desires, but possessing the discipline to do what the future demands.

The Metaphysics of Effort

Consider the metaphor of the channel. A river without banks is a tragedy: a force that overflows, erodes the land, and loses itself in the mud. Talent, ambition, and wealth—lacking an ethical structure to contain them—are equally destructive.

Knightly Engineering—a term that here transcends the industrial to become existential—is the art of carving that channel. Michael did not merely organize production; he organized his own soul. He learned that abundance is not a blessing in itself, but a responsibility that requires an internal architecture capable of sustaining its weight without fracture.

This book explores the "sacred trinity" of persistence: reason, labor, and time. In an era dominated by the tyranny of the instantaneous, Michael bets on what endures. His success is not an accident of fortune, but a necessary consequence; in the long run, order always prevails over chaos. As we observe the transition from enterprise to clinic, we witness the transmutation of capital into dignity. The work reaches its philosophical summit when the creator understands that his greatest achievement is not what he possesses, but what he enables others—specifically his daughter, Reina—to become.

Love as a Partnership of Purpose

The presence of Estefany is vital. She is not a peripheral support, but the axis of symmetry that balances the entire structure. If Michael is the driving force, Estefany is the orienting wisdom. Their union is not a conventional contract, but a partnership of purpose. They demonstrate that genuine love is not a distraction from duty, but its purest source of energy. Their story shows that happiness is not the absence of struggle, but shared loyalty within it.

An Invitation to the Reader

I invite you to set aside preconceived notions about wealth. What is offered here is a lesson in the sobriety of triumph. Michael retires at fifty-nine not because his body was defeated, but because his will completed its cycle. He departs with clean hands, having paid the price of his freedom in advance.

May these pages serve as both mirror and compass. In the end, the lesson is eternal: destiny is not what happens to us, but what we do with what happens to us. May this book be the channel for your own inspiration, reminding you that, within the vast theater of existence, effort is worth it.
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Born Without Shortcuts
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In a place in the Dominican Republic known as La Atalaya, in Caballero, Cotuí, Gabina Teresa Duarte stood at the threshold of the world as she welcomed her son, Michael, into it.

There were no private doctors, no white rooms filled with modern machines humming softly in the background. The birth occurred as most important things do in towns where life offers no easy paths: with effort, with silence, with steady hands, and with faith. Outside, the sun had not yet fully risen when the cry of the newborn cut through the modest house, announcing that a new story had begun—one without privileges and without guarantees.

Michael was born without shortcuts.

Gabina held him against her chest with the same determination with which she had held her entire life together. She knew, without anyone needing to tell her, that this child carried no inheritances, no connections, no hidden promises. He arrived with nothing more than a small body, a fragile breath, and a future that would have to be built by force of will.

La Atalaya was a place where one learned early that nothing arrived as a gift. Mornings began before dawn, and rest always felt insufficient. Children grew up understanding that work was not an option but a necessity; that education was a privilege earned through sacrifice; and that life never asked whether one was ready before demanding action.

Michael opened his eyes for the first time unaware of it, yet he was already inscribed within that relentless logic.

As they wrapped him in a simple blanket, Gabina thought—as mothers who know the harshness of the world tend to think—that her son would need to be strong. Not strong in blows or raised voices, but strong within. He would have to learn how to endure, how to insist, how to rise when no one extended a hand.

Outside, the town continued its habitual rhythm. No one paused for that birth. There were no celebrations, no announcements, no witnesses beyond the walls of that humble home. And yet, within it, a story had begun that would later prove that being born without shortcuts is not a sentence—it is a school.

Michael slept peacefully, unaware of everything.

But the road was already waiting for him.

And it would not be easy.

Gabina watched her son’s face as he slept. His features were soft, still undefined, as though life had not yet decided what kind of man he would become. She, however, already knew: he would be one of those who learn early that nothing is achieved by waiting.

She laid him carefully on the bed and stepped into the yard. The morning air smelled of damp earth and freshly brewed coffee drifting from a neighboring house. La Atalaya awakened as it always did—without haste, without promises. No one spoke of grand dreams there; people spoke of surviving the day.

Michael grew up in that environment.

The early years passed between working arms and long silences. There were no expensive toys, no bedtime stories told by lamplight. Instead, there were attentive gazes, firm corrections, and a constant, almost invisible lesson: effort is not negotiable.

When he learned to walk, he also learned to observe. He watched adults carry sacks, count coins, argue over prices, and solve daily problems with ingenuity rather than resources. Without realizing it, his mind was already training itself.

At five years old, something caught his attention for the first time in a way that was different.

It was not a game.

It was not a ball.

It was a book.

He found it in a neighbor’s house—old, with yellowed pages and numbers written in careful order. Michael did not yet understand what those symbols meant, but something about them held him. He stared at them with the same curiosity other children reserved for colors or drawings.

“What are you looking at so much?” someone asked him.

“I don’t know,” he replied, “but I want to understand it.”

From that day on, whenever he saw numbers, he stopped. He counted stones, footsteps, seeds. He asked what was more, what was less, why some things could be divided and others could not. His curiosity was not loud; it was persistent.

Gabina noticed.

She did not push him. She did not praise him excessively. When she could, she simply found him used notebooks and short pencils. Michael treated them as if they were treasures.

At seven years old, he understood something more important than any formula: if he wanted to move forward, he had to offer something in return.

That was when he approached Doña Ramona, the woman married to the most well-known shopkeeper in the countryside. He found her early in the morning, arranging empty containers.

“Ma’am,” he said, his voice firm for his age, “if you want, I can carry water for you and fill the barrels every morning.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“And what do you gain from that, boy?”

“Fifty pesos,” he answered without hesitation. “To help with my expenses.”

From that day on, Michael woke up every morning at 5:45 a.m. He gathered the jugs, walked to the water source, and by seven o’clock, the three barrels were full. He did not miss a single day. Neither rain, nor fatigue, nor sleep stopped him.

That child knew nothing yet of universities, mines, or distant destinies.

But he was already living the message that would define his entire life:

Effort was worth it.

And he was only just beginning.
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Five Years Old and a Book of Numbers
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Michael was 5 years old when he discovered that numbers could be more than isolated quantities. It did not happen at school, nor in front of a teacher standing beside a blackboard. It happened by chance, as almost everything that eventually changes a life tends to happen.

It was a hot afternoon in La Atalaya. Gabina had sent Michael to deliver a message to the house of Don Eusebio, an elderly neighbor known for keeping old things “in case they might be useful someday.” The house smelled of aged paper and damp wood. While the man searched for what he needed, Michael remained standing nearby, staring at a low shelf warped by time.

That was where the book was.

It had no striking illustrations and no bright colors. It was thin, its cover worn, its title almost erased. Michael could not read it completely, but he recognized something immediately: rows of numbers, repeated symbols, small explanations written with patience and care.

He picked it up gently, as if afraid it might fall apart in his hands.

“That?” Don Eusebio said when he noticed. “It’s an old arithmetic book. No one uses it anymore.”

Michael looked up.

“Can I look at it?”

Don Eusebio smiled, surprised.

“If you understand it, it’s yours.”

Michael did not understand it.

But he did not let it go either.

That night, sitting on the floor of his home, he opened the book again and again. He could not read well yet, but he followed patterns. He noticed that 2 + 2 always produced the same result. That when he added real objects—stones, seeds, bottle caps—the book did not lie. Numbers obeyed rules. Clear rules. Fair rules.

That gave him a strange sense of security.

While other things changed—the lack of money, difficult days, adult arguments—numbers always responded the same way. They did not deceive. They did not improvise.

Gabina watched him in silence.

“You like that?” she asked one night.

Michael nodded.

“I like it because they don’t get confused.”

She said nothing else. The next day, she found him another old notebook. Michael turned it into his first space of practice. He wrote crooked numbers, repeated simple additions, and subtracted using real objects.

Exercise Michael solved at 5 years old:

If you have 7 seeds and give away 3,

how many are left?

Michael did not answer from memory. He placed the seeds, removed 3, and counted what remained.

“4,” he said, confidently.

That method would never leave him.

He was not a prodigy.

He was a persistent child.

At 5 years old, Michael did not know that mathematics could open doors. He only knew something far more important:

if something seemed difficult, it was worth staying a little longer and understanding it.

And that small book of numbers became the first silent pact he made with his future.

As the months passed, Michael’s notebook began to fill with something new: fractions.

He did not understand them immediately.

At first, they seemed unfair.

“How can half a number exist?” he asked once, frowning. “Either it’s one... or it’s nothing.”

Gabina smiled.

“Life also breaks into parts, son. Sometimes you have everything... and sometimes only a portion.”

That answer did not solve the mathematical question, but it planted something deeper.

Michael began to observe fractions in everyday life. When bread was divided at home, when juice was poured unevenly into glasses, when someone said, “give me half.” He began to understand that fractions were not broken numbers, but ways of sharing what exists.

He borrowed another book. Old, with yellow pages, but clear. There he encountered symbols that unsettled him:

1/2

1/3

3/4

He did not give up.

Every afternoon, he asked questions.

“Doña Ramona, if a loaf of bread is divided into four equal parts... how do you write one part?”

“One out of four, boy,” she replied. “That’s a quarter.”

Michael wrote it down.

He went to Don Eusebio.

“If I have two halves... is that one whole?”

“Exactly,” the old man said. “Two halves make a whole.”

Michael tested it. He drew circles. Divided them. Put them back together. Failed. Erased. Tried again.

He learned addition with the same denominator first, because it felt fair to him.

Exercise Michael solved at 6 years old:

If you have

1/4 + 2/4

Michael thought:

“If the parts are equal, you just add them.”

Result:

3/4

Then he moved on to subtraction.

If you have

5/6 − 2/6

Result:

3/6

and then he simplified it:

1/2

That excited him. Discovering that a result could be simplified felt like cleaning something until it shined.

Multiplication took longer. He did not ask once; he asked many times.

“Why do you multiply top with top and bottom with bottom?”

No one knew how to explain it clearly. So he discovered it on his own, by testing.

Exercise:

1/2 × 3/4

He multiplied:

1 × 3 = 3

2 × 4 = 8

Result:

3/8

When he understood that multiplying fractions made the number smaller, he smiled. The world had logic.

Division was the greatest challenge.

“How can dividing mean multiplying backward?” he asked, suspicious.

But he accepted it. He tested it.

Exercise:

1/2 ÷ 1/4

He flipped the second fraction:

1/2 × 4/1

He multiplied:

4/2 = 2

The result left him silent.

“So... division also follows rules.”

At 6 years old, Michael solved fractions without yet knowing what they would be used for. But he understood something more important:

Rules are not there to limit you—they are there to give you control.

While other children played, he played too...

but with numbers.

Not because he was forced.

But because he had learned something early:

Effort is worth it when effort gives clarity in return.

And that principle, still small, was already beginning to define who Michael would become.
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The Pleasure of Understanding
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Michael discovered something that very few children learned so early:

understanding produces pleasure.

It was not the loud pleasure of winning a game, nor the brief excitement of receiving a sweet. It was a silent pleasure—deep, almost intimate. The precise moment when something confusing suddenly arranged itself inside his mind. When an idea finally fit, Michael smiled without realizing it.

At school, the teacher wrote operations on the board and moved quickly, as if everyone were expected to keep pace without questions. Many students copied without understanding. Others memorized out of fear of failing.

Michael did neither.

When he did not understand something, he stopped. He did not raise his hand immediately. First, he thought. He looked again at the problem. He dismantled it mentally, the way one might open a clock to see how it works.

One day, the teacher wrote on the board:

12 ÷ 3 = ?

Michael did not answer right away. He thought in terms of fractions, even though no one had taught him to think that way.

“Twelve divided by three...” he murmured, “is like distributing twelve into three equal parts.”

He saw it clearly.

Each part had four.

	


But the important thing was not the answer—it was what he felt when he reached it:

a strange calm, a sense of certainty.

That day he understood something larger than division.

He understood that thinking does not hurt, as many people claimed.

Thinking liberates.

He began to notice differences among his classmates. Some gave up quickly. Others said, “I’m not good at this,” before even trying. Michael, on the other hand, felt challenged when he did not understand something.

“Not yet,” he would tell himself, “but I’m going to understand it.”

At home there were no great luxuries. There were no private tutors and no new books every month. But there was something powerful: time and stubbornness.

Michael repeated exercises until they stopped feeling like exercises and became clear ideas.

For example, he discovered on his own the relationship between addition and subtraction.

If:

7 + 5 = 12

then:

12 − 5 = 7

That was not just a rule.

It was a door.

He also understood that mistakes were not enemies. They were signals.

“If I got it wrong,” he thought, “it’s because there’s still something I don’t understand.”

And he went back without shame.

One afternoon, while filling the water barrels at Doña Ramona’s place, she watched him in silence. The boy counted each trip mentally, calculating how many gallons were still missing.

“You don’t do things just because you have to, do you?” she asked.

Michael shook his head.

“No. I like understanding them.”

Doña Ramona looked at him with a mixture of surprise and respect.

“That’s rare in someone so small.”

Michael did not respond. He did not know it was rare.

He only knew that when he understood something, the world felt less chaotic.

That was the first time he experienced something that would shape his entire life:

👉 Effort stops hurting when it turns into understanding.

And without yet knowing it, Michael was building something greater than good grades.

He was training his mind not to flee from what is difficult.
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The Field and Its Limits
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Recess always sounded the same: scattered laughter, feet running over dry soil, and the constant murmur of children’s voices. Michael preferred something else.

He sat beneath the almond tree, under its wide shade that seemed to shield him from the noise of the world.

That morning he was there, his snack in his hands, staring at the ground as if it, too, could be read, when Estefany sat down beside him without asking permission.

“What do you think about so much?” she asked, biting into a cookie.

Michael took a few seconds to respond. Not because he did not know what to say, but because ordering ideas had always been his habit.

“What do you think about being president?” Estefany finally asked, looking at him with curiosity.

Michael looked up, surprised.

“Me, president?” he repeated. “If I’m honest... my idea of government would be a world president.”

Estefany frowned.

“A world president? But every region has different cultures, different ways of thinking.”

Michael slowly shook his head.

“That’s not relevant,” he replied with a seriousness that did not seem fitting for his age. “The perfect way for the planet to move in a single direction is through a world government. I’m not talking about an oppressive system. I’m talking about a democratic one, with institutions that balance executive power.”

Estefany watched him without interrupting.

“Think about this,” he continued. “If one region loses its fertility to produce food, a world government could increase production in fertile areas to cover that demand. That way the land can be worked responsibly, without some people starving while others waste resources.”

He paused briefly, as if deciding whether to continue.

“We could also use resources to create stations in outer space as a safety measure. This planet is the only one that harbors life. If something threatens it tomorrow and we have nowhere to go, the universe would be left empty... without life.”

Estefany’s eyes widened slightly.

“If a bank protects its interests by creating backups of its systems,” Michael added, “how much more important is life itself? We should use collective resources to ensure that life endures. A solar flare could happen tomorrow, and there would be no time to build stations where at least some could be saved to continue life.”

Estefany remained silent for a few seconds.

“You sound strange,” she finally said. “I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

Michael was not offended. He was already used to that.

At that moment, Plutarco approached with his defiant stride.

“What are you doing talking to this one?” he asked Estefany, mockingly.

Before anyone could respond, the bell rang. The metallic sound cut the tension like a knife. Plutarco turned halfway around and walked back toward his classroom.

Estefany stood up and, without saying anything, walked alongside Michael.

“Would you dare fight Plutarco because of how rough he is?” she asked as they moved forward.

Michael shook his head calmly.

“No. What sense does it make to fight another life?”

Estefany glanced at him sideways.

“I’ve learned from some books,” Michael continued, “that life is a miracle—capital letters. The universe is vast, and only this planet has life. Even the life of a fly is unique in such an immense space.”

He paused for a moment before entering the classroom.

“If humans were wise, we wouldn’t take life—not even from a plant—without necessity. Life is tiny in an enormous space... and that’s why it’s worth so much.”

Estefany did not reply. She simply walked in silence beside him to the classroom door.

As they entered their rooms, Michael did not know that this childlike conversation revealed something deeper:

the field had become too small for him—not out of contempt, but because his mind had already learned to look beyond visible limits.

And once someone learns to think that way, there is no going back.
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The Most Popular Grocery Store
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In La Atalaya, there was a place where everything converged: news, laughter, arguments, favors, and debts.

That place was the most popular grocery store in the countryside, owned by Don Eusebio, the husband of Doña Ramona.

The store was not large, but it was always busy. Early in the morning, men arrived to buy coffee, bread, or rum. By midday, conversations turned to crops and politics. And as afternoon fell, dominoes took over the wooden table in front of the door. Without exaggeration, that small grocery store was the heart of the village.

Michael watched it every day.

Each morning, before the sun had fully risen, he had already filled the three water barrels at Doña Ramona’s house. His thin arms burned, but his mind was calm. He knew exactly why he was doing it.

When he finished, he walked past the grocery store. Sometimes he stopped for a few seconds—not to buy anything, but simply to observe how that small world functioned.

Don Eusebio noticed him soon enough.

“Boy,” he said one morning, “why do you always pass by here so early?”

Michael answered without lowering his gaze.

“I work for your wife, sir. I carry water every morning.”

Don Eusebio studied him closely. It was unusual to see a seven-year-old working with such discipline.

“And don’t you get tired?”

Michael thought for a moment.

“Yes, but tiredness goes away. Hunger doesn’t. Neither does the desire to learn.”

That answer left the shopkeeper silent.

As the days passed, Michael began to stay a few minutes longer. He helped organize boxes, swept the front of the store, or reached for bottles when asked. No one demanded it of him. He did it because he understood something many adults never did: every effort leaves a door slightly open.

Don Eusebio began giving him small errands.

“Take this to so-and-so.”

“Go find out how much the sack of rice costs at the other store.”

“Count how many bottles are left.”

Michael completed each task precisely.

He counted quickly. He calculated mentally. He could add and subtract better than many of the customers.

One day, while writing numbers in an old notebook, Michael paused.

“Don Eusebio,” he asked, “do you know how much you really earn each month?”

The shopkeeper burst into laughter.

“Boy, here we sell, we give credit, and we collect when we can. That’s not so easy to calculate.”

Michael looked down at the notebook.

“It is possible. You just have to organize the numbers.”

That sentence lingered in the air.

That afternoon, for the first time, Don Eusebio gave him something more valuable than words:

a used notebook, its pages yellowed, where Michael began to write numbers, sums, subtractions, and small accounts from the store.

That notebook became his treasure.

There, Michael learned something essential:

the grocery store did not only sell products—it sold trust. And trust was built with consistency, early mornings, and responsibility.

While other children played, Michael was grasping a truth that would shape his life:

Effort does not always pay immediately,

but it always teaches something worth far more than money.

And without yet knowing it, that humble grocery store was laying the foundation of a mind that, in time, would learn to handle numbers, decisions, and destinies far greater than those of a small village called La Atalaya.
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Doña Ramona
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Sometimes we meet angels on earth who do not carry wings.

One of those angels was Doña Ramona.

She was, without question, the soul of that village. A woman who gave herself completely to serving others—not through noise or appearances, but through small, constant, and silent acts. One of those people who never make headlines, yet without whom community life would simply collapse.

“You’re going to drive our business into bankruptcy,” her husband complained gently, though fatigue colored his voice, “by giving credit to people who don’t pay because you let yourself be convinced by stories meant to touch your goodwill. Some of them have debts in the notebook that are more than two years old, and you still keep trusting them.”

Doña Ramona finished passing the goods across the counter and handed them to Pablo with a calm smile. There was no haste in her, no shame—only conviction.

“Go with God, Pablo,” she said. “You’ll see how things get better.”

When the man left, the grocery store fell silent. Only the buzz of a fly and the soft creaking of the wooden floorboards accompanied the tension.

“Ramona...” her husband insisted, softer now. “Not everyone has your heart.”

She looked at him—not with reproach, but with the deep gaze of someone who has learned to understand human misery without despising it.

“I don’t give credit because they tell me stories,” she replied. “I give credit because I know what it’s like to have nothing. Because when someone is on the ground, any outstretched hand can be the difference between continuing to live or giving up.”

She leaned against the counter and sighed.

“If one day the grocery store goes bankrupt, I’ll know it was for helping, not for being deceived. And with that, I can sleep peacefully.”

Her husband did not answer. He knew her too well to try to change her. He understood that her kindness was not weakness—it was a conscious choice, almost a philosophy of life.

Doña Ramona woke up every day before the sun appeared between the mountains. She prepared coffee, swept the front of the store, and then took care of her water barrels—those that sustained her home and her small world. The water was heavy, the work constant, yet she never complained.

It was on one of those mornings that she noticed the boy.

Michael stood at a certain distance, watching her in silence. He did not ask, did not interrupt, did not insist. He simply observed. His eyes did not carry the anxiety of immediate hunger, but something different: calculation, attention, curiosity.

Doña Ramona noticed him from the very first day. She always noticed those whom others overlooked.

“That little boy is strange,” she remarked to her husband one afternoon. “He’s not like the others.”

“Strange how?” he asked.

“Strange in a good way,” she replied. “Look at how he observes everything. As if he’s learning without anyone teaching him.”

From then on, she began to leave him a smile, a greeting, sometimes a piece of fruit on the counter. Not out of pity, but out of recognition. Something about that child told her she was not facing a future beggar, but a builder of himself.

Doña Ramona knew nothing of advanced mathematics, nor universities, nor mines in distant countries. But she knew how to read souls. And in Michael’s, she sensed a firmness uncommon for someone so young.

That woman—who gave credit when no one else did, who listened when no one listened, who trusted when everyone else distrusted—was about to become part of a decision that would mark the destiny of that child.

Without knowing it, the wingless angel was about to receive a proposal that would confirm something she had always believed:

That sincere effort deserves to be supported.

And that sometimes, miracles begin with a simple act of trust.
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The Child’s Proposal
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Michael was not a child of impulses.

He observed first. Thought afterward. And only then did he speak.

He had already completed several days carrying water for Doña Ramona. He was never late. He never asked for advances. He never complained about the weight or the fatigue. He fulfilled his task and left, as if work were a natural extension of his character.

One morning, while placing the water containers in their place, he stopped. He wiped the sweat from his face with his shirt sleeve and took a deep breath. He knew that the moment required courage, but not desperation.

“Doña Ramona,” he said respectfully, “may I speak with you for a moment?”

She looked at him attentively—not the way one looks at a child, but the way one listens to someone who has something important to say.

“Go ahead, Michael.”

He arranged his words carefully, as if they were pieces of a mathematical problem.

“I go to school in the mornings, and in the afternoons I study at home. But there are hours when I’m free... and I’d like to make use of them.”

“Make use of them how?” she asked, interested.

“By working here, at the grocery store,” he replied without hesitation. “I can help your husband, clean, organize merchandise, learn to keep simple accounts. I don’t want to leave school, and I don’t want to fail my studies. I just want to work during the times when I have no other obligations.”

Doña Ramona fell silent—not from doubt, but from astonishment.

There was no pleading in his voice.

No need disguised as pity.

There was purpose.

“And why do you want to work so much at such a young age?” she finally asked.

Michael lifted his gaze.

“Because effort is worth it, even when no one sees it yet.”

That sentence crossed her chest like an ancient truth.

“I’ll speak with my husband,” she said. “But I’ll tell you something in advance: here you don’t only learn how to sell. Here you learn how to treat people.”

“That’s something I also want to learn,” Michael replied.

That very afternoon, Doña Ramona’s husband agreed. Not because he needed help, but because he recognized something uncommon: discipline without pressure, ambition without arrogance.

From then on, Michael began working at the grocery store during his free time. He learned how to count change, how to record credit sales, how to observe the functioning of a small economic system where trust was worth as much as money.

And it was there, on the main street of the village, that he also witnessed another scene.

Alejandro had made a habit of standing in front of Altagracia’s house. Day after day, he begged her to be his girlfriend. He cried, promised to change, promised everything... except actually changing.

That afternoon, Manuel approached him.

“My dear friend,” he said calmly, “I’d like you to take these words with you.”

Alejandro looked at him with reddened eyes, expecting comfort.

“You’ve been insisting for some time now,” Manuel continued, “and crying at her door will not awaken love in her. What you’re invoking is not love... it’s mercy. And pity lies at the opposite extreme of romantic love.”

Alejandro lowered his gaze.

“I suggest something,” Manuel went on. “Improve yourself. Let go of the attachment. Grow. Build something within yourself. Maybe—and only maybe—the future will work in your favor. But the way you’re going now... you won’t make her interested in you.”

Michael heard those words while arranging boxes inside the grocery store. He didn’t intervene. He didn’t comment. But he understood.

He understood that begging does not transform destinies.

That dignity is born of effort.

And that no one falls in love with weakness that refuses to grow.

That night, while reviewing his mathematics books, Michael confirmed something that was already beginning to define his life:

He did not want anyone’s pity.

He wanted to be worthy of respect.

And for that, he was willing to work.
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Fifty Pesos
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Michael held the bills carefully, as if he feared they might fall apart between his fingers.

Fifty pesos.

It was not the amount.

It was what they represented.

Doña Ramona had handed them to him with a calm smile, the kind that makes no noise but stays alive in memory.

“Good work, boy,” she said. “You earned it.”

Michael slipped the money into his pants pocket with almost ceremonial respect.

He already had one hundred pesos at home, the result of early mornings carrying water, filling barrels before the sun had fully awakened.

For the first time in his life, money was not a desire—it was a consequence.

As he swept the front of the grocery store, he overheard a conversation that didn’t seem important... but became everything.

“Don’t you have free-range eggs?” a supplier asked while unloading merchandise. “I pay three pesos per unit.”

Doña Ramona’s husband shook his head.

“No, brother. I’ve never gotten into raising chickens.”

Michael didn’t lift his head.

He didn’t interrupt.

But his mind began to move.

Three pesos.

That same afternoon, when he left the store, he didn’t go straight home.

He walked through the neighborhood like someone who wasn’t looking for anything... but was observing everything.

His first stop was at Don Teodoro’s place, a man with rough hands and a calm voice, known for always having chickens wandering around his yard.

“Good afternoon, Don Teodoro,” Michael greeted him. “Do you sell free-range eggs?”

The man looked at him with curiosity.

“That depends... how many do you need?”

Michael took a deep breath.

“One hundred and fifty. If you sell them to me at one peso each.”

Don Teodoro raised his eyebrows, but he didn’t laugh.

“Boy... you really think big. Give me a moment.”

It didn’t take long.

He returned with the eggs carefully arranged in an improvised container.

“Take them,” he said. “And good luck to you.”

Michael arrived home holding the container in his arms.
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