The Lost Boy
part 12


Leo twisted the cap off his water bottle and took a large swallow from it as Mikey sat down nearby.  He wasn’t as close to Leo as he’d been earlier, but that was due to the platter of crackers covered in peanut butter that was strategically placed between them.

Mikey lifted the platter and offered the snack to Leo, who smiled and accepted a cracker.  Once Leo had taken a bite, Mikey put the platter on the bench and helped himself to a cracker as well, polishing it off fast by popping the entire thing into his mouth.


It made Leo a little sad to think that this was probably how Mikey had learned to eat; by stuffing as much as possible into the first bite.  Food had been hard to come by for Leo and his family when they were younger, but at least once it was on the table they didn’t have to worry that someone would interrupt and steal their meal.


“So, Mikey,” Leo began as he watched the youngster wash the cracker down with water, “you started to tell me about the new computers that were installed in your school.”


“Oh yeah,” Mikey said and then grinned.  “My first time on the computer made me feel like I was hatched again.  I got the terminal turned on with no problem, but it wouldn’t let me do anything except look up books and take the advanced readers test.  ‘Course I knew it had to do more than that and then I remembered the computer guy telling the librarian about special passwords.

“Mrs. Manx was probably as old as the school and she could remember everything about books, but her memory wasn’t so great on other stuff.  I figured she’d write her password down someplace where it’d be easy to find so the first place I looked was under the keyboard.  Sure enough, she’d taped her password and access code on the underside.


“Once I typed those in, the computer took me to one of those search engines.  The first thing I looked up was how to use a computer and then information for surfing the net.  Did you know that just about everything you could possibly want to find out about is in the computer somewhere?”


Leo smiled.  “Yes, I did.  I don’t access ours very much though; I don’t have a lot of luck with machines.  They tend to malfunction when I’m around.”  He was careful not to mention his brothers again, waiting instead for a time when it felt more natural.

“I’ve got a laptop, but it’s not in the best shape,” Mikey said.  “So maybe you shouldn’t touch it.”


This time Leo chuckled.  “No problem, Mikey.  I’ll stay far away from it.”


Mikey laughed too and grabbed another cracker.  Leo helped himself as well, not that he was all that hungry, but because he knew it made Mikey happy to be able to play the perfect host.


“You sure can lose track of time when you’re on a computer,” Mikey continued somewhat wistfully, then he asked shyly, “Does that happen to your brother Donatello?”


“Yes it does,” Leo answered, ecstatic that Mikey seemed less nervous on the subject of at least one of his brothers.  “He sometimes forgets to eat and I often have to remind him to sleep.”  A sudden idea came to Leo and he asked, “Could you come up with a nickname for Donatello like you did for me?  You have a real gift for that.”


Mikey’s eyes sparkled at the compliment and he appeared to be thinking.  “Actually, I can think of a couple of nicknames for him.  Maybe Donny, ‘cause that has a more nerdy ring to it, or Don ‘cause it sounds older.”

“Hmm,” Leo hummed, thinking about the nicknames.  “Honestly, I like both.  I could do the same with your name too you know.  Mikey is more intimate and suits your carefree personality, but you’re more of a Mike when you’re deep into a battle.  You seem very determined during a fight.”


“I guess that’s ‘cause I am,” Mikey said in a more serious manner.  “I suppose everyone has to have something that drives them and that first playground fight gave me mine.  The computer gave me a path to learning how to defend myself that I probably wouldn’t have ever found anywhere else.

“After I figured out how to move around on the internet I could hardly wait for the end of school each day so I could spend the night on the computer.  Right away I knew I shouldn’t leave any kind of trace that I’d been on the school computer, so I learned how to delete my search history and a how to wipe out a few other things that would tell someone that Mrs. Manx wasn’t the only one using that machine.


“I pretty much devoured everything I could find about fighting and especially about martial arts.  I trained alongside the different tutorials; it really helps to be able to watch someone performing a move when you’re trying to figure out how to do it.

“Bruce Lee is kinda my hero,” Mikey said, the color on his neck rising becomingly once again.  “I found a couple of biographies about his life and read them along with everything else I could find, including his poetry.  His philosophy about martial arts seems to suit my personality best, ‘cause he found out early on that most styles are too rigid to be practical during street fighting.”


“I did notice during the fight with the Dragons that your style is very unorthodox,” Leo said softly.

Mikey flashed him a smile.  “I just do what Lee did; take the best of every fighting technique, including boxing, and string it all together into something that works for me.  No parameters, no limitations.”

“Your smaller carapace aids in your mobility as well,” Leo observed.


“Yeah, but you don’t seem to have any trouble moving around either,” Mikey said with a look of intense admiration.  “You’re a really good fighter; way better than me I think, and a really good tracker.  I’ll bet you’re good at most things.  I’ve never, ever seen anyone fight with matching katanas before, not even in the movies.”

Leo had never had anyone look at him the way that Michelangelo was and Leo felt his heart do a somersault.  The older turtle hadn’t started out the night thinking his life was going to be forever changed but he knew it for a fact now.

“I learned from an expert,” Leo told him, trying hard to mask his ever growing feelings.  “When did you choose the nunchaku as your weapon?  Was that completely influenced by Lee as well?”


“Sort of,” Mikey said.  “I knew as soon as I saw him fighting with them that I wanted to learn how to use them, but he fought with several different weapons in his movies.  I thought that it was a smart idea to be able to pick up any weapon and know which end did what. 


“I also found out that some things are harder to learn on the internet than others.  Training with weapons is one of those things; seems like you can see some of the basics but at some point the legitimate sites will tell you to train with an experienced instructor.”


“They don’t want the liability of having someone injure themselves,” Leo pointed out.


“I figured that one out for myself the hard way,” Mikey said with a laugh.  “Anyway, when I decided that I had to start somewhere, I picked the one weapon that looked like it would do the least amount of self-inflicted damage.  It was also the weapon that I could find the most help with on the internet and one I could fashion from stuff I found at the school.”


Leo lifted an eye ridge.  “You found a weapon at the school?”


“Oh sure.  In fact, I even had a number of choices from just inside the janitor’s closet alone,” Mikey said, a familiar twinkle in his eyes as he baited Leo to guess.

Leo suddenly understood, his smile telling Mikey he’d caught on.  “Bo staff?” Leo asked.


“Bo staff, dude,” Mikey said with a hint of complacency.
TBC……………….
