
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      MR. MICHAEL’S FAMILY

    

    
      First edition. March 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 KU Jusment.

    

    
    
      Written by KU Jusment.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


At midnight in London, while the crowd gathered to watch the Taylor Swift concert, I entered the stadium. I held my ticket and gave it to the man standing there to let people in; he wore a black uniform and a badge. My little brother, John, came with me. We sat down, excited to watch the concert. It took five minutes for her to appear and start singing, leaving everyone in tears. The audience left happily when the concert finished, and suddenly, one of the men called my name.

"Don Michael! How are you, my companion?"

I turned to see who had said my name, and I quickly smiled and hugged the man.

"My friend James, it's good to see you after all these years," I said.

"Things change every day, my friend," James said.

James was a strong man with dark eyes and red hair. He looked quietly at my little brother and asked, "Is that your brother?"

"Yes, he is John Michael," I said, smiling.

"He is so cute!" James pulled John's cheek.

"I'm not cute," John complained.

"Forgive him, James, he doesn't like to be called cute," I said.

James bent toward John and asked, "How old are you, my friend John?"

"Nine years old," John replied.

"Good, you are a man now," he smiled.

"By the way, my parents' house is not very far from here. Would you like to come with us, James?" I asked.

"I will accept if John allows me to walk with him," James said.

"No," John said quickly.

"Never mind James, he is a very sensitive boy," I laughed.

"Then this is a refusal from John. I think I won't be able to come now," James said.

"You are still smart, James," I said.

"I think I'm not. Many things have happened to me, my friend," James said with a sad tone.

"I'm curious to hear about it and help you find a solution, my companion. Come with us if you want?" I offered politely.

"If you think so, then I will come if you don't mind," James said.

"I don't mind having someone to play with me, but I hate walking," John said.

"He made me walk from a distance of 5 kilometers just to see a concert of his favorite singer," I said, complaining and laughing at the same time.

"He reminds me of someone when he was a child. His favorite singer was Madonna," James laughed.

"That's sarcasm! Madonna is one of the best singers ever," I said in a shy voice.

"Well, my friend, she is not. You only think that because it was a beautiful day when we were going to the cinema, and we felt excited because we had a lot of energy. Now we work and do nothing else other than work," James said with a sad voice.

"That is just age, my friend," I said, looking out at the beautiful view of the city.

"When I become old, will I stop loving ice cream?!" John asked.

"No, you will keep eating ice cream. Oh, there is an ice cream van near us! What do you say if I buy you an ice cream, John, as a friendship gift?" James offered.

"It's too cold to eat ice cream now," John said, looking up at the snow falling from the sky.

"Yes, you are right," James agreed.

"By the way, I still wonder how the ice cream seller earns his money in winter when nobody eats ice cream," John said, furrowing his brows.

"That is a good question, my friend. I think he got another job. What do you say, John?" James asked, looking toward him.

"I think people will still buy from him, but the ice cream seller will sell hot chocolate instead of ice cream in weather like this," John reasoned.

"Wow! You are a genius, John," James said, surprised.

"Now you have to sleep when we get home. It's 8 PM for you, John," I said.

"Did you even sleep at 11 PM when you were a child, Don?!!!" James laughed.

"Don't tell him," I whispered in James's ear while we walked.

Suddenly, a police car drove toward us and arrested two men standing nearby. I picked John up and held his head against my chest as we kept walking.

"See, John? That happens when you don't follow the instructions of security and you hurt other people," I said.

John became a bit afraid. We continued walking through the London streets, and the beautiful trees gave off a nice smell. On the London Bridge, I saw a light that looked weird because a phone flashlight couldn't be that strong. I turned to John and saw him sleeping. Then, I saw James walking on the right as a cold wind blew toward us. Both of us shivered, and then we continued walking. I took off my jacket and covered John's body with it. I felt freezing, and I could barely move because of the bone-deep pain.

"I think we will be sick soon," James said.

"We will go to the metro, it's right there," I said, pointing my hand toward the station.

We entered the train, the doors opened, and then closed. A few people were there, so we sat down instead of standing to rest our tired bodies from the walk. I turned my face toward James and said, "I think it will take 5 minutes for us to arrive home. It's 8 PM and very cold here."

"Is John on holiday?" James asked.
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