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Foreword

By Engelbert Humperdinck

I met Mike Stone in 1975. He was my bodyguard and personal trainer and helped me navigate my grueling tour schedule. The heavy workload I shouldered while touring, brutal travel conditions, and less-than-ideal nutritional opportunities put me at constant risk of exhaustion and low energy levels. I demanded that I give my wonderful and loyal fans the best experience possible every time I took the stage, so I needed to be physically fit. Mike’s positive mindset helped empower me to perform like a machine, working two shows a night and sometimes going to see a third. I would do six weeks of that schedule in Vegas and then travel the world with one-nighters. We trained at a very high level.

At one point, we were in Lake Tahoe, where the air was thin, and it was hard to train. After two two-hour shows, I asked Mike to run back to the house on the lake. His answer was, “Sure... why not?!” So, followed by the limousine and guided by its lights behind us and the trees around us, we ran six miles in the dark – two friends sharing the fresh night air and one more training run.

As the years passed, we kept in touch, and Mike moved to a Pacific Island 7,000 miles away. Whenever I tour Asia, we make it a point to connect, and when we reunite, it’s as if we haven’t skipped a beat.

Our journey together spans five decades, each chapter filled with countless stories that reveal the essence of the man. Mike’s unwavering support and his ability to fortify me with the strength and endurance for life on the road, all while maintaining a friendship where I could freely express my thoughts without fear of judgment or exposure, is a testament to the unique bond we share.

Over the last few years, Mike has spent many weeks with me, helping me physically, mentally, and spiritually hit the reset button. I am grateful for his time, mentorship, and enduring friendship. There came a time recently when I wasn’t at the top of my game physically, and I had a concert tour scheduled. 7,000 miles notwithstanding, Mike flew in. And just like in old times, he was by my side, encouraging me to reach the goal of performing at my very best. The sheer will of his character and his unyielding motivational and inspirational belief in me strongly contributed to my weathering the storm. He believed in me and knew that performing for my wonderful and loyal fans was my greatest joy. The tour was splendid.

I’m proud to call Mike Stone my very close friend. I cherish our relationship.
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Superstar entertainer Engelbert Humperdinck, in an incredible career that has spanned over 60 years, has sold over 140 million records worldwide. His records have earned 64 Gold and 35 Platinum albums. He has been nominated for four Grammy Awards, a Golden Globe, and has been awarded his very own star on the Hollywood Walk of Fame. His first single to hit the charts, “Release Me,” catapulted him into the Guinness Book of World Records for spending 56 consecutive weeks on the charts. The mega-hit was Number One in eleven countries!


 “

 
I am truly blessed that Priscilla and Lisa

Marie allowed me to share time with them.

All loving relationships need permission and

acceptance... 

I was blessed to enjoy the beauty of

their soul’s silent whispers. 

I was with them through their best times

before they both had to navigate the

minefields filled with obstacles, challenges,

fear, worry, doubt, anxiety, hatred, envy,

jealousy, and greed.

”
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CHAPTER 1

Aloha, I’m Mike Stone


In the martial arts world, some say there are only three icons. They are Bruce Lee, Chuck Norris, and myself. (I count Joe Lewis as an all-time great and a contemporary of mine). As unknowns, all of us were very close friends long before fame and fortune smiled upon us. Only two fought in black belt elimination competitions: Chuck Norris and myself. While Norris experienced a few losses, I remained undefeated in all my Black Belt elimination matches, championship fights, and grand championship titles; this record includes all kata (form) competitions, and I am undefeated as well, and I ascended to World Champion status.

Chuck and I vacationed together, rode motorcycles, and hit the karate circuit in our formative years in the USA. I also trained with Bruce Lee at his home in Culver City, California. My stature in the global martial arts community was further validated when Bruce Lee’s widow, Linda Lee Caldwell, invited me to deliver the keynote address at the grand opening of the Bruce Lee exhibit at the Wing Luke Museum in Seattle.

In addition to my accomplishments in the martial arts world, I’m known internationally for my involvement in the most famous divorce case in the United States. Elvis Presley is considered the greatest entertainer in history. In a historic turn, Priscilla Presley left Graceland and her husband, Elvis, to live with me for nearly five years. Our next-door neighbors were Sammy Davis, Jr., and Gregory Peck.

I also have an enduring relationship with entertainment superstar Engelbert Humperdinck. A music legend, Humperdinck has sold one hundred thirty million records. Engelbert is one of my best friends; I’ve been his trainer and bodyguard for many years.

Another friend of mine was music legend John Lennon. I was seated beside the artist on his piano bench while Lennon recorded the hit song “Instant Karma.” Additionally, I had a long, enduring relationship with notorious record producer and convicted murderer Phil Spector. I was present for many of Spector’s astonishing antics.

Priscilla Presley, Bruce Lee, Chuck Norris, Engelbert Humperdinck, Phil Spector – those names are just a sampling of the roster of fascinating people in my life. Furthermore, my relationships with these individuals were not just “handshake” relationships but deep and enduring ones.

I also worked in the film industry as a motion picture actor, director, screenwriter, fight choreographer, weapons master, and stuntman. My pioneering ninja film, Enter the Ninja, created the phenomenon surrounding ninjas. Never before had America been exposed to the secret society of assassins: experts in espionage, manipulation, stealth, and martial arts. After Enter the Ninja’s debut, the country was hooked.

Some more adventures: I partnered with Frank Gifford as a TV sports commentator. I also set a world record for my famed flying sidekick on the Guinness Book of World Records TV show, I dated Michelle Pfeiffer for a year and escorted her to her first appearance on The Tonight Show. I also managed to get my name memorialized in Vegas’s notorious “Black Book.”

These relationships are just the tip of the iceberg. I’ve had colorful escapades and friendships involving the likes of Cher, Johnny Mathis, Jimmy Walker, Dean Martin, Cannon Films owner Menahem Golan, Benny “The Jet” Urquidez, Jimmy Dean, Max Baer, Groucho Marx, pool legend Willie Mosconi, and so many more.


CHAPTER 2

Journey from Boyhood to Manhood


The weather in late June on the Pacific Islands is typically around seventy-nine degrees. Perfect. And so, on June 29th, 1943, a gorgeous stage was set for my birth in Ewa Hospital in Oahu, Hawaii. But in my eyes, very few things were perfect in my early years.

My grandparents raised me in a tiny village outside the town of Waianae. My grandfather, John Kealiihelemauna Amina, was a stern, very private, strict disciplinarian. He was a Pentecostal Pastor, and he brooked no nonsense. His day job was caretaker of a vast oceanfront property that the US Marines had occupied during World War II. The sprawling property included Nanaikapono Elementary School and a collection of army barracks, restrooms, and assorted pavilions. After the war, Amina was given a residence on the compound and tasked with landscaping, upkeep of the grounds, and a smattering of abandoned facilities by the military.

During my first five years under my grandfather and Grandmother Mary Dana Amina’s roof, I was not privy to just precisely what the status of my parents was and how it came to be that they didn’t reside with us. I was a naturally curious child, but I harbor no memory of either of my parents over the first five years. I theorize the confusing times created by the bombing of Pearl Harbor in 1941 contributed to the unorthodox living arrangements. Eventually, I learned that my father was a globetrotter in the Merchant Marines, but the very existence of my parents and their circumstances remained shrouded in secrecy. It was just not spoken of.

I have an older sibling, April, born on April 19th, 1941. Another sister, Yvonne, debuted in 1942. It was eventually divulged that my dad did not father Yvonne.

Despite the apparent contradictions of my origins, I and others in the household carried on unruffled. My grandmother was poised and capable, and she was the warden to over a dozen grandkids who made an annual pilgrimage to spend the summer at her house.

The house of worship played a significant role in the acceptable behaviors of those living under Grandfather Amina’s roof. He was charged with meting out discipline and never hesitated to apply it in healthy doses. I seemed to draw the lion’s share of his wrath, though any of my dozen cousins were also subject to his brand of justice. I felt I bore the brunt of the discipline, so I steeled myself from developing any emotional attachment to him.

A sublime memory that I savor from those years is that of a train loaded with produce – sugarcane and pineapple – regularly running through a railroad spur that passed less than a dozen meters from the backyard of the house. When the train rumbled and belched its approach, all the youngsters would position themselves in the yard, ready to scoop up the generous allotment of sugar cane stalks and pineapples that the rail workers gleefully tossed into the yard.

Though I endured the emotional winter of my grandfather’s isolationism, I basked in the relative warmth of my grandmother. Though she sometimes had up to nine kids in her charge, she knew each one’s inner nature. She seemed to have an air of tranquility and a strong presence. We kids sought to curry favor with her, but she rose above any perceptions of favoritism, making her seem even more noble. I recall my grandmother being gifted in natural healing.

Being so closely aligned with the church, it was only natural that the family embraced hymns, group singing sessions, and gospel harmonies during services. I was young and impressionable, often moved by emotional moments like those generated by heartfelt songs and movie scenes. Easily inspired, I was usually overwhelmed by emotion in such situations. It puzzled me to see my grandmother and my Aunt Ala brought to tears during the execution of a song when the entire worship structure had love and happiness as its foundation.

The paradoxical environment of witnessing crying during outbursts of ostensibly wonderful happenings served to accomplish something of an emotional imprint upon me. I attribute my tendency to be highly emotional, at times that don’t dictate such a response, to the energy, vibration, and resonance of the emotional singing and crying at my place of worship. My grandmother and aunt were my emotional triggers. I respond strongly to Polynesian group singing and gospel harmonies.

Like many kids, I had difficulty controlling my emotions as a youth. Though my strong reactions unsettled me a bit, to this day, I vibe to the harmony of voices, my favorite being the compelling chant of the Haka. The Haka is a type of ceremonial dance or challenge performed in a group and typically represents a display of the tribe’s pride, strength, and unity.

These early days marked the happiest days of my childhood, but I was in for a bumpy ride. The ground covered here is attractive turf, an unsettling period when I fashioned myself a slingshot and went David and Goliath on a slew of wildlife. At age four, I diligently crafted my weapon and deliberately collected small round smooth stones for ammo. I had no interest in eating the fowl I shot, such as ring-necked doves, but I carried around my trusty slingshot for years.

I was fast becoming an angry little boy known for shooting out streetlights, windows in classrooms, and the teacher’s quarters, along with any other deserving targets. These targets were stationary and easy prey. There was no competition, so I moved on to the birds, as they could fly away immediately.

Years later, after settling in and having developed a healthy conscience, I reflected on my weapons of choice for hunting expeditions: slingshots and marbles. I must have had a taste for damage. Another politically incorrect diversion I indulged in was a caper involving my cousin, Teddy. In our world, if trouble transpired, one could likely find the culprits as the two of us.

One fine morning, while we were serving a time-out sentence after swimming from the judge, Grandfather Amina, we boys felt put upon. Angry and arrogant, we saw a group of brothers, all deaf. I was fascinated by the dynamic Teddy. Individually and apart, neither of us would embark on such a harmful endeavor. But together, the chemistry produced a Truman Capote In Cold Blood moment, where our personalities merged to create, if only for a moment, a malignant heart shared by both.

Defiant as ever, Teddy and I chucked a couple of rocks in their direction and discovered that our aim was pretty damned good as we drew blood. It was an ugly scene. Grandfather Amina had a solution, his particular weapon of choice. He dashed to the Quonset hut that served as a tool shed to acquire an avenging accomplice – a two-foot-long, three-inch-wide, and one-and-one-half-inch-thick wooden ass-whipper! Amina snatched us up in one fell swoop and smoothly wielded his weapon. Let’s say Amina was quite proficient at exacting justice that day. We got a blistering.

I can still hear the polished wood whip through the air. The sting hurt like hell, but I realized we deserved it. I take responsibility for nearly all the whippings I earned over my childhood, which were numerous.

My world of carefree living and the camaraderie I enjoyed with my cousins ended abruptly in 1949. I was six years old when my parents staggered back into my life, announcing they would make a home in Maui. Goodbye to endless shores and pineapples raining down from rail cars. Goodbye to familiarity. Goodbye to Grandmother Amina, though I would be welcomed back for annual summer tours, as were my cousins. These goodbyes haunted me, embittering me to the point that I eventually dealt with painful partings by refusing to acknowledge their reality.

I felt nothing about leaving my grandfather; no love was lost there. The Maui Electric Company employed my father for a year before they took custody of me and my siblings. Our house was on the northwest slope of Haleakala, the world’s largest dormant volcano that rose proudly to a ten-thousand-foot elevation.

Makawao was the name of our new town, and our home was ideally situated directly across from the elementary school.

Perhaps it was Divine Providence that I lived just a stone’s throw from campus, the hub for youth activities. The campus boasts a baseball field, basketball and volleyball courts, and assorted recreational touchstones such as Jungle Gyms and a horseshoe pitch. Rounding out the fun feasts were the go-to joys of all children: swing sets and sandboxes. From the outside looking in, I went from one idyllic location to another; it seems the move made me increasingly restless.

Everything a boy could want except unconditional love was within a few hundred yards of my living room. Here were the roots of my hate-hate relationship with the elementary school system. This is a stage that can make or break a kid’s self-esteem.

Age eleven was quite eventful for me. I encountered gut-wrenching developments and emotional seminal moments that would affect me forever. That year, I came upon a pick-up game of basketball. I was excited to join in, but my requests were rebuffed. I didn’t get it; I couldn’t understand why I couldn’t join in. The boys were a couple of years older than me, but they dismissed the notion that I could play with them as out of hand.

I continued petitioning to join, chasing them down the court, but it proved useless. They told me I wasn’t good enough, though I was never allowed to prove them wrong. I was so angry. So, I steeled myself and set out to take steps to ensure I would not be denied participation in the future. That rejection lit a fire under me. I believe my life was instantaneously changed due to that incident. Looking back, I observe that my reaction is either fight or flight when confronted with such situations. I was being rejected and hurt. But then, a much stronger emotion took over: anger. I thought, someday I’ll show you guys. I’ll be so good that all of you will want me on your team. I was persistent in making good on my vow. I was also hurt and determined at the same time.

Their perception of me troubled me, so I raced home, eager to make good on my promise. I put myself on the spot, and in so doing, I felt that my life instantly changed. I had this idea about myself and firmly believed that my perception was the controlling element, not their perceptions.

I prevailed upon my father to cancel my Christmas gift requests and replace them with a singular gift: a basketball. My father obliged, and I was in business. I practiced with a relentless spirit. That ball went everywhere with me. I physically wore the ball out to the point it required patching. I worked diligently for a couple of years to become unstoppable. I put in endless hours developing my skills. And so, when I confronted the culprits that had exiled me previously, I could demonstrate my basketball acumen and superiority. The sporting snobs who had denied me now insisted on being my teammates!

Demonstrating a single-mindedness of purpose in this pursuit may have been the origin of my determination to do my best. This approach to putting out the energy became a habit destined to grow more substantial and more challenging to break!

I went dribbling all day long and paid the price of practice. I believe my subconscious mind took my perceptions as fact and thus allowed me to go out and accomplish my goals.

Today, I view it as my core reality, and my belief in myself created the quality of my results. At this juncture, I realized I had been blessed with uncanny athleticism. I was faster, stronger, and more determined than my peers. My confidence grew. By the end of eighth grade, I had been named to the Island All-Star Basketball team of 1958.

Though I’d dealt with rejection in a manner that worked out for me, a crisis of great magnitude threw me for a complete loop. I lost my mother. That’s a huge deal, no matter what anyone says. Six months before her death, my mother was admitted to a local hospital in Puunene. We kids were never informed about her illness or condition. Long conditioned to living amongst secrets, we never really asked and were never really told anything specific about her illness other than being informed of the seriousness of it. I do remember a couple of months before she died, my mom came home and had to be assisted by my father and aunt to get out of the car and climb the three steps to enter the house.

She had been in the hospital for almost seven months. I remember her looking small, old, frail, and weak. We kids gathered around her, speechless. We’d thought she was coming home to stay, but one look at her, it was apparent that she belonged in the hospital now. Nobody told the other children or me she had just briefly returned to say “goodbye.” I had no clue I would lose my mother. I can recall her imbibing an Aloe Vera concoction that looked and smelled horrible and made her wince as it went down.

I had lived eleven years of a relatively happy and carefree life with no worries, problems, responsibilities, or obligations. Yet, there I was, waking up one day to the sound of people crying. I heard my sisters crying... and then I saw that my father was also crying. That my father was in tears shocked me. I had thought him incapable of crying, yet there he was. The sight evoked hatred in my heart as I recounted all the times my father had punched my mother in the face.

My thoughts were that my father didn’t care. A symphony of sadness and sorrow enveloped the house... and my father was leading the chorus. I’ll never forget that moment. It felt like a conspiracy of silence that our family had kept the truth from the kids. I believe strongly that children are resilient and deserve to be made aware of severe circumstances involving a parent. Truth is the best policy, no matter how complex the subject is. Truth begets trust. Trust did not reside in my home. I viewed it as my parents protecting themselves from shouldering that responsibility.

I admit how deeply my mother’s death hurt me. It seemed to me that I had changed significantly in a few days. Friends, neighbors, classmates, and especially teachers noticed my changes. Once happy and carefree, I became quiet and introverted. I projected a severe and angry attitude and developed chips on my shoulders that would soon grow into trees. This dramatic shift in mentality brought empathy from friends and family; however, the teachers were in no mood to be tolerant or behave compassionately. They were wary of my newfound negative attitude and feared my misbehavior would be contagious and infect other students. The teachers were always itching for trouble, and I obliged them.

It was so typical of the system to circle the wagons to protect their vested interests rather than reaching out to a wounded and troubled soul who had just endured a heartbreaking loss. My fourth-grade teacher, Mrs. Pacheco, was a sadist who got off by humiliating students. She disliked me when we first met and relentlessly stayed on my case. Under the guise of being her favorite errand boy, I was constantly forced to miss my lessons as I traversed the school grounds all day on her behalf. My grades suffered, and she relished the fact.

She once directed me to eat hot chili peppers before the class for telling her to “f—— off.” Another time, she caught me eating candy in class. She insisted I buy candy for the whole class, claiming I was selfish for eating alone.

Understandably puzzled by her egregious behavior, I had no advocate I could confide in or count on to support me. Upon holding me back to repeat the grade, Mrs. Pacheco was sure to soil my name and embarrass me by proclaiming that I was a slow learner and not very smart. Upon my 4th grade do-over, Pacheco handed the baton to the replacement teacher, tainting that teacher’s opinion of me before we met. So, Mrs. Tavares became my opponent from Day One.

Not to be outdone by my last teacher, whenever I engaged in a bit of backtalk, the enterprising Tavares put a death grip on my ear and pinched it super-hard with her claw-like fingernails, drawing blood. I preferred the conventional punishment at the time, which was getting whacked with a two-foot length of three-quarter-inch garden hose. I could see that my repeated beatings induced anxiety and created frustration in my executioners. I drew comfort and satisfaction from knowing that.

I grew to like the attention and exposure my punishments provided, as often I was put on display in full view of several classes as I pulled weeds as punishment. To some, I was a folk hero; to others, I was a smart-assed jerk. Both counts had some validity: it depended upon one’s perception. During a year’s sabbatical from trouble, a fair teacher named Mrs. Shigeta pampered me in the fifth grade.

I gave her neck massages during a rest period. She also invited me to her home in Kihei and paid me well for mowing the lawn and washing her car. Five bucks went a long way back then.

When I moved on to the 6th grade, I again took up the path of rebellion. For the next three years, I continued to pile up infractions that rewarded me with the exposure and attention I craved. The local authorities were concerned that I was dangerously close to going over to the dark side, so they intervened. They enrolled me in a boxing program run by the Police Athletic League. They intended to scare me straight. They hoped the program would instill the requisite discipline in me to avoid being sentenced to a youth detention facility. I responded to and appreciated the power of positive encouragement.

I worked with police officers and inmates from Olinda prison who served as mentors and coaches. The inmates often displayed full-sleeve tattoos, which, in those days, signaled that the person was harmful to society. Some tats were not created by needles but by rusted prison shanks. The inmates sparred with the kids in the program and did not go easy on us. We had ill-fitted mouthpieces soaked in Listerine. Our headgear didn’t fit right and would swivel around our head when we caught a good punch.

One inmate hit a kid in the belly, and everyone just left the kid writhing on the floor in pain, squirming like an injured snake. My first spar was with a muscular guy I got along with. He appreciated my determination and spirit. It was a much-needed confidence booster. I was ready for high school.

My last couple of years before high school would prove to be pivotal. From my perspective, school seemed to be a collection of rules and traditions corrupt authoritarians could subvert. The powers outwardly insisted upon etiquette, but when it suited their purposes, they had no problem taking advantage of that same system to act out savagely. For example, the teachers appeared to revel in dishing out corporal punishment. The level of violence thrust upon children back in the day would land a teacher in jail in today’s society. Back then, they acted with total impunity.

I was caught in a lose-lose situation. If I hadn’t reported the devastating punishments to the principal’s office, I would have had the acts repeated. Should I dare to complain to my father, I risked him adding a few whacks. It puzzled me that public schools traded in terror and that the Catholic households (the dominant religion in the region) fell in line with their sordid approach to discipline.

I often mused that the allotment of hose lashings dished out on me always seemed to come in three rations. I guessed that perhaps two were not considered enough, and four would be considered too severe. A few kind souls managed to breeze across my life, and in those engagements, I found hope. One of those souls was Mr. Hu, a Hawaiian, who, in many ways, was the father I wished my dad had been. My sister Yvonne and I spent more time at the Hu home than at our own. Mrs. Hu was Puerto Rican and had a sweet disposition.

I remember her as the kindest, most generous, and sympathetic person I’d ever met. That is high regard and indicates how impressionable I was during that period. It struck me that just a few doors over, warmth, love, and harmony reigned, yet in my sphere, abuse, apathy, neglect, and chaos ruled.

Mr. Ito also made a grand impression on me. He was a teacher who regularly practiced golf and used the school’s sandy athletic field jump pits to work on his sand shots. I would hang out, retrieving wayward shots for Mr. Ito, who was happy to introduce me to the virtues of golf. I have been an avid golfer my entire life.

It was the eighth grade when my impulse control failed yet another test. Ms. Jackie was the sexy substitute teacher. One of the male teachers was offended by my wolf whistle and called me out on it, daring me to whistle face-to-face with Ms. Jackie. No problem, since I’d often fantasized about the twenty-something stunner. I gave her my most appreciative once-over and whistled my apparent approval of her appearance. I swear I saw a small smile curling at her mouth’s edges.

By the graduation day of my eighth-grade year, I’d carved out quite a name for myself in the community sporting world. I was named to the All-Island All-Star Basketball team and excelled in football, baseball, and track and field. Hawaii’s finest high school athletes had one destination in mind; Lahainaluna Technical High School. The school is the oldest school west of the Rocky Mountains. It was formed in 1831 when many US western states were still on horses. At that time, the Kingdom of Hawaii was a possession of the USA. The school was rich in history and had a proud athletic tradition. Hawaiians are usually big, athletic, strong, and fast. Lahainaluna’s dominance was due to these athletes’ size and physical gifts.

The local high school coaches relished an opportunity to coach me, but that wasn’t in the cards. Lahainaluna offered to bring me on their boarding program and welcomed me into the athletic program, which had been the established powerhouse in the region for decades. I didn’t think twice. Adios. I was emotionally detached from my father and was more than a little anxious to get out from under his yoke. I adapted to being away from home quickly. The school was well-organized and kept the students busy. I had a job at the school; I worked an hour and a half before and after class unless it was practice season for football, basketball, and track and field.

I lived in the school dormitory on campus and competed in sports. I made several friends who left a lasting impression on me and would majorly influence my life.

The friends that stand out were –


Violet: The mother I had lost. Violet was a Japanese lady who worked in the kitchen preparing meals for the boarders.

Edean: The love of my life. Edean was my Japanese girlfriend.

Jimmy Gregg: The father I never had.



 

Jimmy was an assistant football coach at the school. He was half-Samoan and half-Irish, 6’3” and 225 lbs. There comes a time in one’s life when, straight out of the blue, a blessing falls from the sky, manifests itself in human form, and offers to be an ally and friend for life. Therefore, the offer is unbidden and not fully appreciated at its inception. Jimmy Gregg was that blessing that reached out to me during the fateful summer before my senior year.

I had performed well as an athlete as an underclassman, but I had not done anything of distinction. I was a wide receiver, and my upside was unknown. That summer, I decided to stay at the boarding facility rather than return home. I didn’t miss my father and made acquaintances at the school I valued. And I could also earn extra money working at the school through the summer. Jimmy Gregg approached and offered to train me over the summer. I agreed but didn’t think much of the offer. But Jimmy Gregg was for real. He took a sincere interest in me and not only schooled me in the receiver position but also taught me the nuances of playing quarterback and running back. Jimmy’s philosophy was that you never know when a particular skill might be needed. He would prove to be prescient. The training initially was a few days a week, but then Jimmy accelerated the program to five days a week. I was thriving under Jimmy’s guidance and belief in me. Jimmy brought more to the table than just coaching football. He enlightened me on many aspects of life in general. We grew tighter and bonded like Superglue.

Jimmy’s philosophy of always giving one hundred percent quickly rubbed off on me, and I embraced the challenge to be my absolute best. After a full two months of training, I was in superb condition. I ran like the wind, whereas my teammates had to build endurance. I was named co-captain along with the team’s quarterback. It was an honor I earned and was quite proud of. I was looked upon as a leader.

I played quarterback, halfback, receiver, and defense. I was also the team’s punter. I was named to the all-decade team. Having enjoyed so much success on the high school level, I set my sights on a college career to see how far I could go in athletics while getting a degree in the bargain. A couple of colleges offered to pay half of my expenses to attend. I asked my father to help subsidize the balance. My father asked me who would be attending college and playing football and who would be getting the degree. I shrugged. My father then asked me who would be enjoying all the fun times in college, and, in the end, who would be getting all the benefits of having attended. I answered, “Me.” My dad said that since “me” would get all the fun and benefits of a college education, I should also pay for it.

He advised me to join the service to race to adulthood. I enlisted in the US Army at the end of June 1962.


CHAPTER 3

Uncle Sam


After induction, I hopped on the USS Butler to Fort Ord via Oakland, California, for eight weeks of basic training. I was part of the 8th All-Hawaiian Company. My platoon was comprised of men from Maui, Lanai, and Molokai. I was elected Squad Leader at basic training but later assigned as Platoon Leader. I immediately had responsibilities.

I had envisioned seeing the world and visiting exotic locales across the globe. After basic, it was a long Greyhound bus ride to Indiana for some finance schooling and Ft. Chaffee in Arkansas. I was nineteen years old and quickly became bored. So, this was the army?

Fortunately, I came across a thirty-three-year-old gent, Sergeant Peters. Peters was pounding the bleachers with his fists... training. The sergeant was starting a karate club and invited me to join. He told me earning a Black Belt in the art takes five years. As usual, I had other ideas.

The lessons cost five dollars monthly, and I only earned eighty-three dollars and twenty cents monthly for my private pay. But since I didn’t drink, smoke, or party, it seemed a worthwhile expenditure to keep me busy. I didn’t care much about working hard, suffering, and sacrificing for five years, hoping that maybe, just maybe, if I worked very hard and was very lucky, I might be awarded a Black Belt.

I thought: How does a Black Belt think and train? How do they punch and kick? I would emulate the Sergeant since my Black Belt trainer was before me. I committed to training like my instructor right then!

My novel philosophy caused me to ask myself: If I could train like a Black Belt, act and behave like a Black Belt, and punch and kick like a Black Belt... when would I become a Black Belt? I realize the audacity of such an approach is mind-blowing. That hallmark would define the tenacity and belief in myself that I’ve always carried.

Instantaneously, I adopted the unyielding belief that I was now a Black Belt. As I saw it, and as I believed with all my being, the mandatory five-year period did not apply to me. The very idea of trying to become something became a foreign thought. My approach would be: “Always Be My Best, NOW!”

I also wanted to win because I enjoyed the feeling. And so, I decided to compete to win every time I fought. I meant to win and intended to win, but could I always win? I considered that and decided somebody had to win, so why not me?

I was taught to follow his mindset, philosophy, and attitude in my first lesson. And so, I did just that. It came to pass that my instructor decided to take his charges to Tulsa, Oklahoma, to participate in a tournament. He wanted the men to get experience, so he entered us as Brown Belts. That would force us to face veteran fighters, who, by and large, had learned their craft as servicemen in Asia – tough guys. The entry fee was five dollars per division.

Five bucks was a lot of money back then. Initially, I had doubts. But then it was pointed out that two massive trophies were available to the winners of each category: Kata and freestyle sparring.

Instructor Peters told me, “Mike, look at it this way: two beautiful trophies for only ten dollars!” That pressed my button. I immediately changed focus. Before the tournament, I asked to see the trophies. I saw the beauties and thought, “What a deal!” I took home both trophies.

We were invited to another tourney in Dallas sponsored by a top competitor turned promoter, Allen Steen, who was putting on the US Karate Championships. Before the match, I evaluated the trophies. They were more significant than the previous trophies I’d won, but the entry fee was seven dollars. I thought, “What a bargain.” I told the person who showed me the trophies, “This is great; I’ll take two.” The person looked at me like I was crazy. I won them both!

It was onto the D.C. area – Arlington, Virginia – for the National Karate Championships coordinated by another well-respected promoter, Jhoon Rhee. I again sought out the trophies before the matches. They were much larger than the past trophies I had won, and the entry fee was ten dollars. I loved their look and remarked, “I’ll take them.”

My team escort tried to explain that the trophies had to be earned by winning, but I had already taken mental possession. I won the trophies, was named the Outstanding Competitor in the tournament, and was blessed with another giant trophy. I viewed the third trophy as a bonus for having faith and belief in myself. The esteemed war general Curtis LeMay presented the Outstanding Competitor trophy to me.

I presented myself as confident and carried an alpha-male aura. I was wrongly perceived by fans, competitors, judges, and promoters. They assumed cockiness, arrogance, and conceit. The haters in the arena were envious because they did not, and could not, project the confidence and inner belief I possessed. Folks had the idea that I thought I was good, and they were right. I did, and do, think I’m the best! I embraced a winning mindset.

When I competed, the entire town was set against me, hoping for an upset of the unbeatable Mike Stone. The promoters arranged for the judges to officiate. The promoters rented the facilities and set up the works, from printing tickets to running the concessions. Often, the promoter had several fighters competing who trained at gyms the promoter either owned or had an interest in. The promoters were also frequently instructors of several entrants.

I was usually against the entire organization that promoted the tournament. One of their fighters beating Mike Stone meant a claim to fame that a club could wear as a badge of honor and have an admired standing in the martial arts community, which translates to increased enrollment due to the exposure and acclaim.

In short, the deck was nearly always stacked against me. The judges felt indebted to the promoter, as they relied upon the promoter to allow them to be referees and judges, honored positions.

Martial Arts is such a close-knit sport, especially in those early days, that it was natural for judges to officiate matches involving individuals they were familiar with socially or even related to. In judging math, a questionable point awarded here and a missed scoring point there could sway a scorecard and result in an unfair decision. In light of such circumstances, I consistently relied on an iron will to overcome all the built-in adversity I faced every time I competed.

I did not shy away from the challenge; on the contrary, I embraced it. The aura I projected sent an undeniable message to whoever laid eyes on me that somebody was going to lose, but not me. And so, it became a self-fulfilling prophecy. My intensity riveted the judges to watch me. I backed up my intent with a potent skill set. The fans anticipated me doing significant damage and were on the edge of their seats. There was an energy, buzz, and anticipation whenever I stepped into the ring. Everyone’s eyes were glued to the unfolding action.

By this time, the opponent had invariably concluded that he had been designated the sacrificial lamb. The opponent was then left to wonder what injuries and indignities he was due to suffer. He saw the inevitability of his loss in everyone’s eyes, mine included. It is tough to fight effectively when faced with the realization you have already lost.

I had been competing as a Brown Belt. The other instructors approached Sensei Peters and accused him of sandbagging by having me compete as a Brown Belt since they believed I was a Black Belt. Peters told them that I had only been training for six months and was still only a White Belt but that he’d had me competing in Brown Belt as a way for me to gain experience. They refused to believe him and said they would protest if I didn’t compete as a Black Belt in future tournaments. So, Sensei Peters looked at me and said, “Well, remember what I told you about a five-year minimum to attain a Black Belt? Forget it; I’ll promote you when we get back. I murmured under my breath, “It’s about time. I’ve been training for six whole months.” No hard work, suffering, or sacrifices. It was all passion, excitement, fun, and joy. I loved it, all of it.


CHAPTER 4

Fascinating Friendships


I was 21 when I entered my first Black Belt competition in August 1964. The inaugural Ed Parker Long Beach International Karate Championships was held at the Long Beach Municipal Auditorium. The tournament drew elite martial artists from around the globe. This tournament was their granddaddy, and it’s still running today but not at the same status.

Nobody but me could believe it when I won both the kata and sparring championships and was recognized as the top competitor for winning the Grand Championship. This tournament, some say coincidentally (I do not believe in coincidence), was the coming-out party for a young man from Seattle who mesmerized the crowd by performing an incredible exhibition. The man went by the name of Bruce Lee. Yes, that is Bruce Lee.


Enter Bruce Lee

Two days earlier, Bruce Lee caught my attention at the officials’ meeting, where the tourney rules were being discussed. Lee was outspoken, proclaiming that many martial arts practices were ineffective. His rant was offensive to the leaders in the martial arts community, who were there in force. They branded him an arrogant loudmouth. But there was a method to Lee’s madness; he sought attention, and his off-the-beaten-path ideas served that purpose well. Everyone might not agree with the newcomer, but they soon knew his name.

I viewed Bruce Lee as being a very clever fellow. Lee knew what he wanted and worked his butt off to be in a position to attain his goals when the time was ripe. Bruce longed to gain entry into the film industry as an action movie star and aggressively pursued his goal. He was gifted, but I was not overwhelmingly impressed with his physical attributes and skill set.

No, I appreciated Bruce Lee’s courage in proclaiming his beliefs confidently and convincingly to the world, I had harbored beliefs like those he espoused, but unlike Bruce, I was not prepared to express the power of my convictions. Bruce Lee then witnessed me dominate the tournament and was duly impressed. After the awards presentation, Ed Parker invited Bruce Lee, me, and Jhoon Rhee to a Chinese dinner to celebrate.

What are the odds that two of the top three martial artists in history, who would debut as forces to influence practitioners, would be at the same tournament? It was our official coming-out party, and the martial arts world would never be the same again.

I found it fascinating that Bruce Lee would receive accolades and recognition in a sport he never competed in! When you have a passion for what you believe in, others will sense your authenticity and be attracted to your energy.

Turns out Bruce Lee claimed he never competed because it wasn’t realistic. I know fighters in our Blood and Guts era experienced what reality fighting is all about. The unshakeable belief he had in himself intrigued me. That we would become legendary icons in the martial arts world, albeit via totally divergent paths, was beyond comprehension in those early days. Bruce embedded himself in the social circle of the top guys in the karate world; Chuck Norris, myself, and, a little while later, Joe Lewis. Chuck Norris competed at middleweight, I competed at light-heavyweight, and Joe Lewis fought at heavyweight. Bruce Lee’s friendship helped validate his acceptance by offering us to “train” with him. Simply by associating with our legendary trio, Bruce Lee was accepted in the world he often criticized for not being original. His association raised his profile, initially providing Bruce Lee with credibility. His map to general acceptance in the industry was his close association with the top three martial arts champions. Bruce Lee wanted it to be known that he “trained” with the best karate tournament champions. No one will deny his rise to fame and fortune as history’s biggest martial arts movie icon. He did all that on his own, and I respect him for his accomplishments and contributions.

Chuck Norris, Joe Lewis, and I all agreed with Bruce Lee to meet with him once a week to enhance our collective abilities. We all resided in California then. I lived in Orange County, Chuck Norris lived in Redondo Beach, Joe Lewis resided in Sherman Oaks, and Bruce Lee was calling Culver City home. We all eventually operated our own martial arts studios. As Bruce’s residence was the most central locale, we scheduled one day a week for each man to train with Lee at his Culver City locale. Bruce’s garage and backyard were our training center. I don’t consider Bruce my instructor, but he positively impacted my thinking.

Bruce and I studied films of gifted boxers, such as Muhammad Ali fighting and wrestlers competing, and we critiqued all their moves. We were so dedicated to the art of war that we even studied insects engaged in combat!


I exchanged ideas on philosophy with Lee. We were professionally attracted to each other due to our shared mindset. Our interests transcended the physical realm of fighting. Ours was a search for knowledge in a quest to be the absolute best we could be. We dissected the philosophy and psychology of battle. We both knew it was harnessing the power of the mind and spirit, which would complement our unique skill sets.

I favored a boxer-influenced fighting stance while utilizing more of a boxing strike when punching. That was my comfort zone, and it was working. Let me note here that every fighter tries out their best move whenever they get the opportunity. Why? because it’s the move they practice the most and are most skilled at executing. Bruce Lee was no exception; he loved demonstrating one of his practice-polished moves against volunteers. They never failed to impress.


Becoming Chuck Norris

The martial arts community in Los Angeles during the mid-to-late sixties was a relatively close-knit group, especially among karate instructors. It was natural for Chuck Norris and me, both running our karate schools, to attend many of the same karate events and activities. Chuck Norris was an intriguing figure in the karate scene of the day. He began his journey and steadily ascended to consistently winning karate competitions, displaying great determination. Norris honed his skills and earned recognition as one of the “big three,” alongside Joe Lewis and Me. Norris competed as a middleweight, I as a light-heavyweight, and Joe Lewis in the heavyweight division.

I and Chuck were very close friends. We even vacationed in Hawaii together. We traveled to Vegas on weekends when karate events drew us to the desert. Chuck had a house in Lake Elsinore, California. One day, we rode horseback and engaged in a race. I noticed that Chuck’s horse was a Tennessee Walker. As we raced, the horse stepped into a hole, sending Chuck hurtling through the air! It could have been a catastrophe, but Chuck executed a perfect tuck-and-roll maneuver. So, instead of ending up in the emergency room or the morgue, Chuck hit the ground, did the perfect tuck and roll, and landed on his feet!

Chuck and I also enjoyed racing motorcycles. We thought we were daredevils. Chuck hit his stride onto the karate scene a few years after I did. Chuck Norris was a consistent champion from 1966 through 1969.

Chuck Norris got his big acting break in 1972 when Bruce Lee chose him to play the blonde-haired villain in Way of the Dragon. Chuck and I had worked together on The Wrecking Crew, the last of the Matt Helm films. I was Dean Martin’s double. Bruce Lee was the fight scene coordinator. I roomed with him on location. Sharon Tate made a big splash in the film.


The One and Only Engelbert Humperdinck

During that period, I also worked for world-famous entertainer Engelbert Humperdinck. The superstar singer was based in Las Vegas and would go on to sell a sensational 130M record! A sampling of his hits includes “After the Lovin’” and “Please, Release Me.” His show tickets were white hot in Vegas. He has enjoyed a highly loyal international audience, combining a winning charm, a down-to-earth personality, and off-the-charts talent.

At that time, Engelbert didn’t personally hire his employees. His management company met with me at The Ambassador Hotel in LA. He was present for a brief interlude, then left. It was arranged that I would work as a fitness instructor and personal bodyguard for the superstar. I was also responsible for getting Engelbert to lose weight and get him in top physical shape. The late hours and the grind of touring did not allow for healthy diets or keeping reasonable hours.

I implemented a risk/reward system, and the superstar worked extremely hard to get in peak condition. We engaged in jogging, tennis, golf, racquetball and karate. The management team was on point, providing access to workout facilities wherever they might be, at home or on the road.

I observed that there was always a tremendous demand after the show for the superstar to meet and greet family, friends, fans, and acquaintances. I found Engelbert to be very gracious and generous with his time. He was accommodating to his guests. I felt the superstar was a lovely man, and some guests sometimes overstayed their welcome backstage. There was a hierarchy backstage regarding who got time with the superstar and in what order. First and foremost, the family was allowed the lion’s share of his time. Then came close friends, followed by fans and acquaintances.

Often, the heads of his many fan clubs had backstage access. Since the superstar was provided with a private bar, the guests usually helped themselves with the liquor, and some were not shy about it. That was a cost Engelbert was responsible for. So, there were occasions when I would step in by pointing out that Mr. Humperdinck was accountable to his fans to be fit and in good health to be well-rested. The man insisted his guests and fans were always treated well, so I was patient, polite, and diplomatic.

Engelbert lost twenty-two and a half pounds in a couple of months on our program, and the superstar made an appearance on The Tonight Show with Johnny Carson, and he looked awesome!

Years later, in 2013, when I was no longer working for the superstar, I was chatting with Engelbert amidst a group outside the venue, and his limo drove up. The Park Inn Hotel, where Mr. Humperdinck was staying, was about one hundred and twenty yards away. I asked him what that limo was doing here. I asked him, “We are not wimps.” I added, “No way we are going by limo a hundred and twenty yards. I’ll walk you over there!” And so, we two dear friends walked to the lodgings followed by the entourage.

I hold Engelbert in great regard. I find him a most gracious man and truly value our friendship. I’ve seen him highly secure in his fame and status in life. I had a friend in Australia who was a massive fan of the singer, and he was aware of my friendship with Engelbert. I asked Enge if he would send my friend a Happy Birthday video. The gentleman singer complied with the request. In what world does a legend accommodate such a request? In the world of a great man by the name of Engelbert Humperdinck.

Over the years, my friendship with him has grown tremendously to the point that I consider him one of my best friends. In 2022, I spent about a month as a guest at his home in Bel Air. I was there to encourage and assist in his exercise and wellness plan. In the spring of 2023, I was invited back for another month. I visited with him in September of 2023 as well. He was in my neck of the woods, performing a series of concerts in the Philippines. Our friendship is as strong as ever after 56 years.


Phil Spector, The Musical Genius

The notorious Phil Spector was quite a character. When the Hall of Fame record producer was arrested in Los Angeles for first-degree murder in February of 2003, the first thought that came to my mind was, “Guilty as charged!”

I have numerous colorful stories about Spector. I served as his bodyguard in the late ’60s. I remember a particular incident when Phil pistol-whipped an attorney in a venture to produce Groucho Marx’s very last concert. They were in Phil’s lawyer’s office on Sunset, and Phil went full gangster over a disputed percentage split.

I escorted Phil to his tenth high school reunion. Phil was driving the Official Pace Car of the Indianapolis 500, with two drivers following us in his limo and Rolls Royce. Spector stirred up trouble and berated whoever approached him. He signed an autograph for a counselor who requested one for his son. Phil signed it: Phil Spector 22 million dollars! Phil then remarked that if the guy had just asked him, Phil would have arranged for The Beatles to play that night instead of this shitty band.

Spector was famous for his pioneering producing techniques that featured his Wall of Sound. Spector also produced The Beatles’ Let It Be, the last album the group recorded. He produced Ike & Tina Turner, Cher, and many other impact acts. He also wrote or co-wrote standards such as “Be My Baby,” “Spanish Harlem,” “On Broadway,” and “Chapel of Love.” Phil has worked with many highly successful acts, including The Righteous Brothers and The Ramones. Spector was an avid karate fan who had witnessed me win the International Karate Championships in 1964, being named Grand Champion.

In 1967, Phil invited me to his mansion/castle on La Colina Drive, just above Sunset Blvd. in Beverly Hills. Another mansion in Pasadena would later become infamous as the site of the Lana Clarkson murder, which put Phil away for life. The compound was surrounded by ten-foot-high fences and guarded by giant dogs. I remember the house as being sort of gloomy, and I referred to it as “The Dungeon.”

My years with Phil were exciting but dangerous. I got to travel first class and mingle with the rich and famous. The price was that I had to put up with Spector having a Napoleon complex, which was most of Phil’s waking hours. I had hired on with Spector on one condition: that if Phil started trouble, he was on his own. Phil chuckled and replied that he didn’t make trouble; he made music.

Phil hosted many celebrities for late-night festivities in his game room, where the best billiards player of all time, Willie Mosconi, frequently showed his skills. Phil had three portraits hanging in the foyer of his mansion: one of Muhammad Ali, one of the pioneering comedian Lenny Bruce, and the other of Me. In my photo, Phil wrote: To the only number one Champion in the World.

Lenny Bruce had died of an overdose, and Phil kept photos of the death scene on a desk in his bedroom. Creepy. Phil was always trying to get me into fights. He would torment and instigate trouble to get his jollies. I often found myself defusing conflicts with big men that Phil had hoped to see fight me. I remember when Phil rescued two Russian Wolfhounds and had a vet give them exams. The owner, a neighbor of Phil’s, wanted his dogs back. Still, Phil enjoyed milking the situation by insisting the man prove he was the rightful owner, requiring outrageous verification documents. That was how Phil rolled. He loved chaos.

I was also at Spector’s side for custody and alimony actions in Superior Court. He brutalized his attorney, the noted Marvin Belli, and blistered his ex-wife, Ronnie of The Ronettes singing group. He hammered Ronnie’s lawyer and even scolded the judge! Phil didn’t give a damn what anyone thought. He had the money, and so, in his mind, that made him king.

Spector also co-owned a noted restaurant in Hollywood, so I ran into celebs there, such as Joe Namath. Phil moved about town in a Rolls Royce. On many occasions, Phil’s chauffeur/bodyguard, George, an ex-LAPD officer, sat in amazement next to Phil at our table as Phil screamed obscenities into the phone, even though families with children were nearby.

Phil traveled with a metallic briefcase that was stacked with cash. He liked to attend sporting events and talk trash to anybody and everybody, often pulling out vast chunks of money and daring blue-collar folks to ante up on his high-stakes wagers. One night at a boxing match, Spector thought nothing of announcing to anyone within earshot at The Fabulous Forum in Inglewood, California, that I could whip the likes of heavyweight champion Ken Norton.

I thought Phil might get us both killed waving around that case filled with cash since we were in a predominantly rough neighborhood. Inglewood could get bumpy.

My trip with Phil to New York to attend the World Billiards Championship marked a turning point in our relationship. The event was held at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel. All the great pool players were on hand: Joe Balsis, Luther Lasiter, “Machine Gun” Beretta, and Lester Crane, to mention a few. Phil was looking for trouble, hunting for a large wager. Finally, a guy said, “I’ll bet you five grand.” Phil tried humiliating him for insulting him with such a small wager. But they eventually settled on the five grand, with me to hold in escrow. After Phil lost the bet, and I was reaching into my coat to pay off, Phil insisted I not pay the man. Phil was being Phil. He was a royal pain in the butt and enjoyed it. I paid the man, anyway.

I told Phil that if he behaved like that again, that I might let the other party kick Phil’s ass. Phil reacted and said he was sending me home on the next flight. As I prepared to depart the following day, Phil pretended the night before never happened. All was forgiven. That was Phil’s modus operandi; he would threaten this and that and then behave as if those episodes had never happened. Phil was a night owl and wanted to act the part of a big shot. He’d go into a joint and take a table only to order drinks. If called out for it by management, he’d toss a wad of cash and say that the money was for his food order, but he did not wish to be served; bring the drinks!

I would never know how Phil wanted me to be styled. One night, Phil requested that I pack a .45 automatic pistol and sport dark shades into a dark-as-hell bar and dining room. I had to dip my sunglasses down low so I could see what the hell was going on!

And so, Phil, apparently having a bizarre score to settle, started ranting and raving about a girl he knew being slipped a Mickey of LSD at the eatery we were at. Someone yelled, “Mafia!” That started a stampede of guests towards the exits. I pulled down my shades, and much to my surprise, everyone was looking at me! Phil loved it. I never knew what would happen with Phil; I only experienced it as it happened.


John Lennon, Yoko, & the Beatles

We stayed at The Dorchester Hotel in London, as Spector had business with Beatle John Lennon. A stop or two at The Playboy Club for some leisure time, and the rest was business.

We met Lennon at another location, and John recognized me. “Phillip has told me so much about you.” Lennon was getting ready to record, but the tambourine player was tardy. John asked me if I could play the tambourine so that they could start rehearsing. Being Hawaiian, with my roots steeped in the church, had prepared me to say, “Yeah, I can follow.” And we proceeded to get down.

Upon the session tambourine player’s arrival, I exited the room, but John stopped me. “Hey, where are you going?” I indicated the next room, to which John replied, “No, come on over and sit right here,” pointing to a place on the piano seat beside him. John was friendly to me; I liked him.

I was later invited to a party to show the film Let It Be. Phil and I were in a room with all four of The Beatles. After a few minutes, the famed quartet left. It was one of the last times The Beatles were all in the same room together, and I was there.

Back in LA, I was walking through the parking lot of Phil’s studio, off Little Santa Monica Blvd. Lennon was not happy and was driving quickly from the lot. It seems he and Phil had a dispute. So, while we waited to see if John would return, Phil stewed because the session players were on payroll and sitting idle. And so, he asked me who the hottest singing star in town was. I ventured that perhaps that would be Cher, who was at the apex of her entertainment career due to her TV show popularity at that juncture. And so, Phil said, “I’m going to get that b—— over here to sing us a few songs and keep the musicians earning their keep.” Cher arrived about an hour later and sang just for us for half an hour. All because Phil didn’t want the session musicians to get paid for sitting around. Vintage Phil.


CHAPTER 5

My Outlook and Perspective


I’ve shared a few of the stories I was fortunate to experience with several high-profile celebrities. They are just like you and me; they just happened to be gifted in a manner that entertains the world. They had choices to make in life, and they made bold choices that changed the trajectory of their lives. I encourage the readers to evaluate their station in life and ascertain if their choices have brought them contentment. I firmly believe in gratitude and in giving back to our communities is essential. I’ve lived an exciting and long life. It’s incumbent upon me to share my blessings, and if it makes your life a bit smoother, happier, and healthier, I’ve done well.

You, too, are the master of your future. For decades, I’ve presented self-help and self-improvement clinics and developed a program that shows you how to become the best you can be at all times. As you will see throughout this book, I offer genuine moments of encouragement and paths to self-improvement. I have a philosophy that I believe in 100%. I’ve made tons of mistakes over my lifetime. However, I always strive to improve upon the choices that resulted in those mistakes. I enjoy helping my fellow man. It is the most honorable act a person can do for another.

So, here are a couple of thoughts on choices and relationships. I will return to those a bit later in this book because those two topics drive the narratives of our lives.


Choices

One of the basic common denominators we all share is our gift of free will to choose. Our ability to choose separates us from the other creatures on Earth. We choose every minute of our day, consciously or unconsciously. For most people, making a decision is an unconscious habit. It’s so habitual we make choices without thinking, which may be a significant drawback. What’s surprising is how many negative results we get from our choices. We are what we eat, and we experience what we choose. We should never be surprised by the results we get from our choices unless we are not thinking clearly or unaware of what we are choosing.

The positive thing about negative results can be the lessons we can learn from them. What usually happens with most people is they continue to make the same negative choices repeatedly. This, too, can become a harmful habit; after all, repetition is our most effective way of learning. Adding the emotions and feelings associated with a negative choice has a more robust and profound effect on the experience.

We are a choice-producing machine. We make one per minute. We change our minds more often than we follow through on our choices.

Why? Because that is our greatest gift, our ability to change our mind for any reason or no reason. We are all hypocrites. We were born with the gift of free will, but people distorted this gift and turned it around completely. The Creator planned to give us the power to create, as He created us in His likeness and image. We did not appreciate the gift and perceived it as something negative.

One of the agreements made during our transition from love and light to one’s birth into physical reality was the gift of free will, an unlimited number of choices, and the ability to change our mind to make another choice at any time, for any reason or no reason at all. Our perception of this gift turned the gift into hypocrisy.

As human beings, we forget we have the power to change our minds “instantaneously” without having to give a reason or excuse. Our understanding and standard practice of making choices meant that we had to dwell on the results and consequences of our choices for at least three months. This meant we had to feel bad, worried, stressed out, feel guilty, ashamed, self-pity, and depressed.

Why get to the lowest point before changing your mind and making another? This next choice often being the opposite of the one that got us depressed and wasted three months into self-pity, self-loathing, or blaming and accusing others of why our life has been ruined. If we had used our greatest gift, free will, to make another choice instantly, we wouldn’t have put our family, loved ones, and friends through hell for three months before hopefully realizing what we had done.

Anyone who changes their mind about something instantly is called a hypocrite, which, in truth, is your gift and agreement with your soul. You have every right to change your mind as often as you wish, instantly, for any reason or no reason.

The downside for most people is that each choice may have negative consequences. Many people are not willing to accept responsibility for their choices.

Many of our harmful choices result from our failure to consider the consequences. We do not think before we decide, and this short-term thinking does not give us time to evaluate outcomes and consequences. This type of thinking is instant gratification. We don’t think to the end of our choice, to the part called consequences. Consequences, we perceive, are the negative results of our choices.


Relationships

This is my favorite topic: being human and having relationships. Everything is relationships. Without relationships, we’d have difficulty figuring out who we are. Maybe that is why most people have problems in their relationships.

We are who we are because of our relationships. Our relationships identify and allow us to change our thinking and personality traits to create better relationships. Problems in friendships, romantic relationships, and love relationships are caused by unrealistic expectations by one or both parties. The two prominent results of unrealistic expectations in any relationship are disappointment and unhappiness.

I believe Priscilla and I had an excellent relationship. I say this because it is true. The question, then, is why you went your way after four years of being together if it was as good as you say. Great question.

Suppose any person comes to a point in their life, regardless of who they are with, and realizes both should go on separate ways. In that case, it may not be because they don’t love each other anymore but because the relationship has run its course and served its participants. At a critical turning point in my life, I always ask myself, ‘How did I contribute to the relationship, and how can I spiritually grow and move forward in being a better person?’ The reader might take a moment to think of why Priscilla decided to separate from Elvis Presley, a handsome, super gifted, talented singing icon, wealthy, and exceptionally famous. My thought would be that their relationship had run its course.

She had to choose to become who she could be and achieve her goals and dreams. She finally realized her dreams would most probably never come true. As a spiritual child of God, you must first take care of and be 100% responsible for your choices, their results, outcomes, and consequences,

One of the fundamental principles by which I guide my life is the belief that I was a spiritual being before I was born into the physical world as a human being. My creation was spiritual; my birth was physical – there is a vast distinction. If a person does not make that distinction and lives by it, they may find their life’s choices a never-ending experience of fear, hatred, anger, frustration, anxiety, worry, doubt, and depression.

Another principle I live by is that I am love and light, created in the likeness and image of my creator. From creation to my birth into physical reality, I retained all the powers and abilities to create a life of my choosing. The powers I inherited include my choice to accept 100% responsibility for all my decisions and the results, outcomes, and consequences of those decisions.

The most important of these principles I live by is that my soul will accompany me through my journey of life ONLY as an observer of my choices and will never interfere with any decision I desire to experience, even if that choice is suicide. Have you ever stopped to ask yourself why the creator never interferes with all the crime, death, and destruction that consumes our planet? The answer is: God planned to give you life and free will.

Why give us life and free will and then constantly intervene with every dumb, stupid choice we make? He doesn’t, and it would defeat his purpose of giving you free will in the first place. If my soul doesn’t interfere with my choice, what gives me the right to interfere, condemn, or judge anyone else’s choice for how they live their life? We are alive, here, and now to experience our choices and, from those experiences, choose and decide WHO WE ARE!

For me and everyone else, the habits we learn lead us to positive and negative choices. It’s a routine for us; no clear thinking is necessary. The way it’s usually done in our daily routine and social circle. The route we take home. Our recreation. Our menu. Going with the flow, not rocking the boat. But everyone complains about life, so why go with that flow?

Now, can we escape the negative choices we consistently make? Yes, absolutely; change them! So, here are the essential keys to turning that negative energy into positive energy so we can make positive choices with positive outcomes. These keys are energy, frequency, and vibration. Why should we trust these keys? Because no less than scientific authorities like Albert Einstein and Nicola Tesla trusted them. “If you want to find the secrets to the universe, think in terms of energy, frequency, and vibration,” Tesla said. Since nobody can rationally argue with Einstein or Tesla, we can build our mindset using their blueprint for success.

We must undergo a drastic change. A positive change!

I’m a living, breathing, walking, and talking proof that we can change. There is a fabulously powerful source of information that can motivate one to change. All one needs to do is examine its properties and believe you are not an accident. You were meant to be. I’ll give you this critical key to understanding that you can change, and it will benefit you hugely.

The idea of a universal intelligence that exists and is available for everyone to experience its power can infuse one with an understanding and appreciation of our vast universe. That conglomeration of collective experiences and intelligence allows us to master physical advantages utilizing energy and vibration frequencies. It deals with character and personality traits and how a person thinks, acts, experiences, and feels about who they are. The universe can absorb unlimited content since energy cannot ever be destroyed. The thoughts of the greatest minds in the galaxy and all the actions ever undertaken are part and parcel of the universe’s collective DNA.

They reside in a grand storehouse I call The Energy Trust, a storehouse full of infinite knowledge and wisdom. Anyone can access this vast vault, which I call Universal intelligence. But they need the secret password! They must have complete trust, faith, and belief in their ability to access the information they seek.

What’s the truth about miracles? Humanity has cataloged amazing feats and perceived miracles since time immemorial. How often have we thought, “That’s amazing; how did he do that?” How many cultures have chronicled incredible events that are unexplainable and labeled as “miracles”? What transpired was deemed impossible, having defied the rules of man and nature.

Scientists have no way of measuring, testing, or explaining such phenomena... so they throw up their hands and proclaim, “It’s a miracle!” Miracles are a complicated and sophisticated proposition. One could write a book about them, but I will briefly give my quick take on such events. One must access The Energy Trust. Raise your energy to match the information stored. In other words, vibrate in sync with the energy of what you want to learn.

That is when perfection can take place.

I’ll give an example: physical exploits that are considered impossible. The powerful energy is found in the vibrations of your thoughts while you perform your movements. Think of people like Ali, Pele, Tiger, Usain Bolt, Federer, and the Michael Jordans of the world. Headlines all screamed of their “miraculous” performances that were beyond belief. In their eras, Babe Ruth and Johnny Weissmuller also did the impossible.

What does perfection look like?

I was perfect in Black Belt tournament competitions. I never lost. How many matches did I win? All of them. They said it was impossible. They still say that today. I’m living proof it’s not. I lived it. And what’s more, I was awarded my Black Belt after just six months of training. They said that, too, was impossible. I dominated the world stage a few months later, winning my first Black Belt tournament championship at the revered Long Beach International Karate Championships. I won both the kata and sparring competitions. They say, again, that was impossible.

Your friends and acquaintances may tell you, “You can’t change.” We both know better.


CHAPTER 6

Meeting Priscilla Presley


The first time I met Priscilla was backstage at an Elvis concert in Las Vegas with Phil Spector and a few friends. When the group talked to Elvis, I was briefly introduced to Priscilla.

The second time we met was at a karate event at Bolsa Chica High School in Orange County, California, on May 15, 1971. At that event, I stood near the ring on the gym floor. A friend pointed at a couple of pretty women, a blonde and a brunette, and stated, “That’s Elvis’s wife!” I thought he was referring to the blonde. I hadn’t remembered Priscilla’s appearance when I met her in Vegas.

A bit later, one of the competitors was forced out of the taped ring and fell into one of the ladies. The brunette tumbled back as she fell back before I caught her in my arms. She was gorgeous. My friend told me the girl I had caught was Priscilla Presley.

When Priscilla fell back into my arms, I was convinced she would fall to the floor. The weight of her body felt like she would have fallen to the floor if I hadn’t been there to catch her. Her body was relaxed, and I struggled to hold her up.

We crossed a third time at Ed Parker’s Long Beach International Karate Tournament in August 1971. Chuck Norris, Alan Steen, and I sat in the front row with a group. Priscilla was about twenty feet away. Alan Steen leaned forward and said, “Mike, I’d like to introduce you to Priscilla Presley.” We nodded to each other and exchanged smiles.

After the tournament, I was speaking with Dick Dell of the music group The Dell Tones. We were discussing the lions that Dick kept on his property. Priscilla walked up and started making conversation out of the blue. “Hey, what are you guys talking about?” Our group spoke for a few minutes until Priscilla’s friend walked up and said, “It’s time to go, Priscilla.” Priscilla said goodbye to Dick and his wife and followed Jerry Schilling to the exit.

I was annoyed that Priscilla had been so rude by butting into the conversation I was having with Dick and his wife. I didn’t realize that Priscilla already knew them both. She seemed like a strange person. Priscilla never looked at or talked to me when she interrupted my conversation. She seemed to be avoiding me. However, after a few minutes, it became clear that Priscilla was warm, funny, relaxed, friendly, and happy to be there.

When Priscilla reached the exit about fifty feet away, she looked back and yelled, “Goodnight, Mike Stone!” When that happened, Dick and I laughed. From so far away, we thought it was a bizarre thing to do. Dick even mentioned to me, “I think she likes you. You should not be surprised if she wants to start taking karate lessons from you.”

I was not seriously entertained by the fact that perhaps Priscilla was flirting with me. It crossed my mind that there was some innocent flirting; however, my practical side told me there was a slim chance she was flirting and an even slimmer chance she would take lessons at my studio. Nevertheless, I let my ego believe it, even if for only a moment. Not long after, I was hit with the reality that we were married, and she was to Elvis Presley.

Later part of 1971, Priscilla took lessons with Chuck Norris in Sherman Oaks. Chuck and I were close and often visited each other, so Priscilla happened to be there when I was also at Chuck’s studio. After class, we headed to a Polynesian eatery for drinks and conversation. Priscilla asked if she might join us. She was invited, of course.

So, Priscilla and her friend, Joannie Esposito, who had accompanied her to the studio, rode to the bar and grill with Chuck and me. I assumed that Priscilla would sit up front with Chuck. Joannie smoothly brushed past me to sit up front when I opened the front passenger door. When I looked back at Priscilla, she was already in the back seat. I was sure that Chuck had also thought she would sit up front, but the girls seemed to have their thoughts. We had a friendly conversation during the short drive.

That evening Priscilla proved warm, friendly, and pleasant. We sat at opposite ends of a semicircle booth. The conversation moved toward Priscilla taking classes with me at Huntington Beach. The atmosphere was cozy, dimly lit, and intimate. The relaxed tropical setting and Mai Tais made for a fun, engaging, and exciting time.

Priscilla told me she had seen me compete at the Mainland vs. Hawaii Team Championships promoted by Ed Parker. Priscilla accompanied Elvis and explained that they left early because she feared people would rush to see her husband if they stayed until the very end. I thought having someone of Elvis’s stature attend an event like ours was awesome.

Priscilla kept asking to take lessons with me. I dismissed the idea repeatedly. But Priscilla pressed the issue. I replied, “But my studio is down in Huntington Beach.” Still, she was not dissuaded, and I revealed that the approximate distance between my studio and Beverly Hills was about sixty-five miles. I would never drive that distance to take lessons from anyone. It was just not practical.

Priscilla changed tactics. She asked if it would be OK for her to come and watch one of my classes. I said, “Sure. We have a little viewing area where you can sit and watch the class. Everyone is welcome to watch our sessions.” Priscilla told me that while she wanted to come down, she had never driven that distance alone on the freeways in Los Angeles and would need a friend with her. Still, it sounded unrealistic for Priscilla to travel to learn karate. Priscilla seemed to have more than just an interest in learning karate.

I was stupid but not so naive as not to know when a woman was interested in getting to know me.

The evening felt surreal. After Chuck and I returned to the karate school parking lot and the girls left, I talked with Chuck for a few minutes about how weird the evening had turned out.

We both expressed how strange we both felt about what had just happened. Chuck and I joked about how weird it was to think that Priscilla would ever be interested in more than an instructor-student relationship. How wrong we both were.

Although the idea of Priscilla intrigued me, the reality of her being married to Elvis dismissed those thoughts. On the long drive home, I thought about it and laughed at how dumb it was to entertain the idea of seeing her again. The closer to home I got, the more foolish I felt.

Why are our romantic relationships so complicated? When you enter a romantic relationship, you have already created your identity, ego, and idea of yourself. Of course, we want to put our best foot forward, so we often lie immediately.

Is there a right way or wrong way to begin a romantic relationship? I would caution against jumping into a romantic relationship quickly but slowly, allowing it to unfold. If I were to live my life over again, I, like most of us, would do many things differently. I would not immediately pick availability or settle for choices which most appealing aspect was familiarity. Honesty goes a long, long way. The idea is to be honest, even if it may cost you immediate gratification.

Why risk losing a relationship by being ‘too’ honest? Because honesty will serve both of you best in the near and long term.

What is a significant pitfall in romantic relationships? The number one downfall in all romantic relationships is to start with selfish expectations. That’s huge because we now want someone to love us back. So, we make sure to say, “I love you.” And we want them to say it back to us right away! And if they don’t say they love you immediately, we ask them what took so long to answer. We said it, so what’s the tricky part of reciprocating with them? So, saying ‘I love you’ comes with expectations.

What should we expect from our romantic relationships? Expectations can be problematic because we go into a relationship looking for what we can gain or benefit from. That’s the number one reason we enter our romantic relationships; we focus on “What’s in it for me?” not the idea of “What can I do to contribute to it?”

How am I going to benefit? That’s the bottom line for us. Of course, we don’t say that out loud. But we’re thinking about it. Hard. We’ve invested, and we’re committed to saying I love you. That’s it. We’ve committed and wanted to receive a return on our investment. That is the truth. We want a return, even though the commitment was based on a lie. So, we say what we must say to get what we were after. So, the lie continues, and eventually, it becomes difficult to hide. One partner figures out the other has not been honest.

Is love at first sight possible? It can be. We live in a relative world, and this is called love. What’s the best advice I have on starting a romantic relationship?

I suggest telling the truth. If your relationship is built on a sound foundation, it can withstand the small tremors and relationship glitches that befall us all. After all, how far do you want your lie to take you before it is exposed? A fresh start in anything deserves a clean slate to begin with. Honesty will always best serve us,

I tensed when Priscilla asked me for my phone number, and I automatically obliged. Still, I was convinced that Priscilla was talking the typical Hollywood “Let’s do lunch” phrase. I never believed that she would ever phone me.

Ideas continued to flash through my head and bubble to the surface despite my best attempts to keep them bottled up. I kept playing it cool, not to make myself look foolish. I eventually let those ideas run wild but kept them to myself. I had already made enough dumb choices in my life. Nevertheless, I learned that Priscilla and I were unhappily married.

A few days later, Priscilla called while I was in the middle of teaching a class. There was a rule that I wasn’t to be interrupted, but my assistant got the call and came in to tell me that Priscilla Presley was on the phone. I told my assistant that Priscilla could wait or call back later because I was teaching the class.

And Priscilla called back. She sounded slightly miffed as if she wasn’t used to waiting. However, she apologized for interrupting the class. I accepted her apology and explained my “no interruptions” policy. Priscilla told me that she would be there to watch the class on Wednesday at 8:00 p.m. Priscilla showed up and monitored the class.

Nora Fike, the wife of Elvis’s bodyguard Lamar Fike, was with her. I believe that Nora lived in Memphis. Priscilla started to take lessons. Apart from Nora, she would usually be accompanied by Joannie, the wife of “Diamond” Joe Esposito, or someone else from the entourage whenever she braved the LA freeways.

After a month of training, Priscilla attended lessons about four to five times weekly. By then, Priscilla was driving solo.

Priscilla trained in dance and caught on to karate nicely. She learned and performed the forms (katas) quite well. After an initial curiosity from my karate school community and Priscilla’s classmates, she joined as just another karate student. Priscilla never asked for preferential treatment. She was always friendly and respectful of her classmates.

However, one day, Priscilla asked me to introduce her to my wife. Of course, I was a little wary as I knew that Priscilla and I had a strong chemistry, and that electricity was in the air. As Priscilla followed me home, I thought, “Holy c—p! What the hell is going on here?”

How wild is that? So, Priscilla and I were on a collision course concerning our choices. We didn’t ask the Universe for its opinion, either. But such is youth. I reason things out nowadays.

In retrospect, I think Priscilla might have been looking ahead from where we were and had decided to survey my marital situation. At the time, I wanted to protect my relationship with my wife and proceeded cautiously. I called from the school and told my wife that Priscilla wanted to stop by and meet her; my wife said she needed a little time to tidy up the house. We hadn’t yet discussed Priscilla’s odd request. It shows that a choice can be either positive or negative, but ultimately, we give meaning, define and perceive our choices.

The fire between us burned intensely for a couple of months. Only then did we decide to spend the day at Catalina Island. I saw her arrive and walk towards the loading area to the boat. Priscilla and I arranged to meet a minute apart. She was well-covered, her hair tucked away, hoping not to be recognized. I walked up behind her and asked, “Is that you, Priscilla Presley?” This startled Priscilla, who asked, “Why did you scare me like that?” I chuckled.

Priscilla sat directly in front of me on the ferry. I sat and spoke to the back of her head as we conversed privately during the short trip to the island. I don’t remember who made the first move. It seemed to me that both parties agreed to move forward with each other through a sixth sense. My romance with Priscilla was not consciously planned out or thought about beforehand. These moments strike me as being instinctive and intuitive. A spiritual connection lets us know what and when to do certain things, including moving toward each other.

Priscilla and I arrived at the island at about 10 a.m. We first kissed, lying there in the sand. I felt it was the right time; it was the thing to do. We paused for a second before the first kiss. I cherished our time together on Catalina. There was physical touching on the beach but not much kissing. Even for a dumb jock like me, it was obvious where this was headed. After spending time on the sand, we enjoyed lunch and had a romantic stroll along the beach. We peered into the many shops in the village area of Catalina.

We left the island at 3 p.m. We sat separately on the boat ride back. When the boat hit land, Priscilla walked before me on the way to her car.

That evening, we were intimate for the very first time. I was unaware that Priscilla reserved a room at her chosen hotel: The Holiday Inn off the 405 Freeway at the Sunset Blvd. off-ramp, near Beverly Hills. She registered the room under her maiden name, “Beaulieu.” I don’t know why she selected that hotel; perhaps its proximity to her home is where I believed we were going initially, but she had made other plans for that evening. What followed was a sexy, sensual, exciting, soulful experience. There was lots of love, tenderness, and caring for one another. After that night, I understood and appreciated what it was like to have a soulful, unselfish, and caring experience.

The thought of being with one of the most beautiful, desired, and admired women on the planet was great for my ego, not my conscience. I had to deal with my truth. I wondered why Priscilla chose me. I was afraid to ask about Priscilla’s reasoning, goals, agenda, plans, and plots. I thought of all the handsome, wealthy, and talented men she could have chosen.

A part of me suspected there was more to her choice than I was consciously willing to admit. I struggled with self-doubt. I had concerns that I was being manipulated in some way to facilitate her extricating herself from a difficult situation. I also knew every male between the ages of seventeen and seventy would have given everything they owned to be in my position,

I constantly questioned Priscilla’s motives for being with me, but I never dared to ask her point blank, fearing she might tell me a truth I didn’t want to hear. What man in his right mind, left mind, or no mind would like to hear why he was selected to be with Priscilla Presley for over four years? I may have been naïve and a bit stupid, but I wasn’t crazy.


CHAPTER 7

Love Conquers All


My relationship with Priscilla accelerated quickly. We shared an apartment in Naples, a place where we had privacy. We kept the place for about three months. Oddly enough, nobody ever recognized Priscilla. Many people would do a double-take because she was so beautiful. If they did a triple take, I sensed it was because of my dark complexion and afro, which suggested we were a biracial couple. That kind of coupling was uncommon in those days, especially in Orange County.

None of my friends ever asked about or commented on my relationship with Priscilla, as most were students and knew it was not their business. I am sure that Priscilla’s friends knew about her affair. I speculated they knew that Priscilla and I would be together even before I did. And because Priscilla’s feelings and emotions seemed to have been put through enough with Elvis, I do not think Priscilla was worried about jeopardizing her marriage.

However, she wanted to tell Elvis about the affair, at least before it was common knowledge. She cared enough about his feelings that she didn’t want to add more pain and embarrassment to the hurt of a public cheating scandal. It remains a mystery as to how Priscilla’s friends kept her affair from Elvis. After all, Joannie and Nora’s husbands were very close to Elvis. Despite their closeness, I didn’t believe they would have told their husbands.

In addition to my belief that the women would not hurt Priscilla, I also believed that none of the Memphis Mafia dared to deliver the news to Elvis. The Memphis Mafia gang members were much too concerned with maintaining their positions and lifestyles.

Elvis was known for sleeping during the day and coming alive at sundown. Priscilla, who had been living alone at the Hillcrest estate in Beverly Hills for quite some time, kept regular hours.

Early on in my relationship with Priscilla, there was an incident when we stopped at a gas station in my neighborhood. I was driving. The attendant was cleaning the windshield when Priscilla thought she had been recognized and tried to conceal her face... or so she thought. Priscilla was surprised when the man said, “Hey, are you Mike Stone? The karate guy?”

Both Priscilla and I loved to ride horses. Riding horses together became a morning ritual in the early days of our relationship. As a boy, I rode at my Portuguese neighbor’s property, learning to ride, saddle, and rope cattle. Priscilla had two of her horses brought over from Memphis. She gave me a black gelding named Rastus Beauledaire.

She rode a dappled gray mare. Both were quarter horses boarded at the property of an acquaintance of mine in Huntington Beach. In the meantime, Priscilla did not inform me of any plans to separate from Elvis. I felt more secure about our relationship after moving into our Naples apartment.

Priscilla and I eventually moved to Marina Del Rey, California. I visited Priscilla several times at her and Elvis’s Hillcrest mansion, seeing as Elvis spent most of his time in Memphis. Since Elvis’s security went with him wherever he went, the house was left unguarded.

Priscilla and I had been together for approximately one year when she felt secure enough to tell Elvis how she felt about their marriage. Priscilla thought that although she had been free for quite a while, she still felt like she was living in secrecy. Priscilla had definite ideas of what she wanted. She needed to express her true feelings because they had been repressed for so long. That was a significant issue between her and Elvis.

I was intimately aware of the stressful process that Priscilla went through when moving away from her marriage. There was much to consider, including her and Lisa Marie’s future. Finances were a significant consideration. The pressure from the world at large loomed as well.

On top of everything, the Elvis fans would have a field day with their outrage. Imagine that! The nerve of that girl leaving one of the most beloved figures in the world. Millions would be livid. Nevertheless, Priscilla had to walk away from the only life she had known since her mid-teens. She had to walk away from the trappings of fame and untold wealth. Priscilla was firm in her conviction that it was time to go as she went through her evolution and transition.

Elvis’s relationship with Priscilla had no “ground zero” moment. There was no breaking point or straw that broke the camel’s back incident that touched it off. I knew that Priscilla felt secure and confident enough in our relationship to tell Elvis that she wanted out. And out for good. Priscilla did not decide lightly and without serious consideration and consultation with her family and close friends.

Priscilla chose to tell Elvis in Las Vegas, where Elvis was performing at the time. I offered to join her in Vegas, but she felt she could handle it and that things would be okay. Priscilla had friends and allies in Jerry Schilling and Joe Esposito.

Priscilla considered carefully turning away from Elvis and the lifestyle she didn’t enjoy. I knew it was a complicated matter: the opportunities, the money, and the fame were things she would acquire in her own time.

Priscilla and Elvis were involved for fourteen years. She had become his wife and the mother of his daughter. She had to ensure that she was done with it all by the time she decided to leave him for good.

I am sure that Priscilla considered everything meticulously. She is not a dumb woman, far from it. She wanted to begin her future. Priscilla was not interested in a future where Elvis decided everything: what they ate and when they slept. What friends did they have? What they were going to do. Where they were going to go, she had that life for nearly fifteen years.

Omnipresent in the Elvis-Priscilla relationship was Elvis’s little gang. This gang included not only the Memphis Mafia, but also their wives and girlfriends. Furthermore, Elvis’s relatives were constantly involved as well. Elvis seemed to be addicted to the presence of the men who had shadowed him for nearly twenty years and who laughed at his jokes, drove him places, ran for burgers, and so on. The mafiosos were at Elvis’s side in Los Angeles, on film sets, and backstage whenever Elvis played Vegas shows.

The gang kept Elvis’s secrets safe as long as they were secure in their dream lifestyle. Elvis was known for dating other women, and his crew kept a constant supply of beautiful women available. When in Vegas, Elvis’s men scouted the casino lobbies and showrooms along the strip for gorgeous young women itching to spend time with The King. If you believed what the tabloids wrote, you thought Elvis bedded women like he ordered a cup of coffee. It may have some truth, but not to the extent they claimed.

It has been said that whenever Elvis operated out of his mansion in Los Angeles, his crew recruited women from all walks of life. They also ran interference and kept tabs on Priscilla to avoid her accidentally showing up while Elvis was “entertaining” female company.

Priscilla was ready to embrace a future that did not include Elvis Presley as her husband.

She was prepared to leave the most famous person in the world – the King of Rock and Roll. He was an entertainment industry icon who captured America’s fancy in the mid-fifties with his incredible talent as a singer. He was a living legend who went on to sell over one hundred gold records. Many considered him the most handsome man on the planet.

Nobody imagined that any woman would possibly abandon the fairy-tale mansion and estate known as Graceland and Elvis Presley. But that’s precisely what Priscilla planned to do. In her departure, she used me as a crowbar.

Priscilla wanted to be an actress and be in that Hollywood circle. She was very ambitious. If she had stayed with Elvis, Priscilla would have been unhappy for the rest of her life. So, while it was easy for the public to judge her, they could not begin to understand what Priscilla had gone through and the consequences that soon followed. Priscilla’s choice was made by factoring in all the times she felt horrible in her situation.

All sorts of complicated things were happening to her, and she couldn’t take it anymore. Priscilla had to make up her mind and choose. And, as I see it, Priscilla deserves credit for doing what she did. I give her great credit because I know more intimate truths than most people will ever read in the tabloid magazines at supermarket counters. It took a lot of courage to make the choice she did. She has the right to exist as much as anyone does, to be accessible, and to choose how she prefers to live her life.

It has been suggested that Priscilla used me to escape Elvis. I have given that possibility some consideration. But for me, whether she used me or not is irrelevant: I benefited greatly from our time together. It was indeed a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for any man, especially a man with a humble and simple lifestyle. I received benefits far beyond financial or materialistic value. My ego was at first inflated, but it would soon be normalized and balanced with my spiritual nature. I learned who I am is what all human beings seek throughout their life.

The relationship with Elvis Presley’s wife made me internationally famous, and it carried its karmic energy. When you think you are in love and heaven, you don’t think about the hell that also exists, but it is there.

If I had seen a light at the end of the tunnel, I could have planned and manipulated my opportunities. But I never thought about our romantic relationship in those terms. I preferred to love and live the experience. I was not clever enough to think and plan for four years; I was too busy enjoying the daily journey.

I do not believe the theory some people embrace; I don’t believe that Priscilla completely manipulated me for her benefit. If that were Priscilla’s motive, she would have left me sooner. We lived as a couple for four years.

Since the relationship endured for so long, and because Priscilla could have walked away at any time, I conclude that Priscilla must have harbored more feelings for me than a getaway fling to escape a marriage. Perhaps Priscilla felt she needed someone with my strength, courage, and martial arts credentials (or whatever it was that she saw in me) and decided to strike.

Priscilla’s mindset at the time is an exciting subject that has been speculated upon and examined for decades by the multitudes of people interested in all things Elvis. Indeed, the stubborn speculation as to why Priscilla left Elvis persists. I think that the matter is not for me to speculate. Still, Priscilla must have felt comfortable enough to make her relationship with me last as long as it did. Many Hollywood marriages don’t last a year, let alone four. The fact is that only Priscilla really and truly knows her reasons for leaving Elvis, and I’m good with that.


CHAPTER 8

Divorcing Elvis


At the start of 1973, Priscilla made her move – a move heard around the globe.

Meanwhile, I was back at our apartment in Marina Del Key. Priscilla went to Las Vegas and told Elvis she was leaving him for good and that she wanted a divorce.

As anyone can imagine, Elvis became extremely upset and devastated. Many books and sources close to Elvis had insisted that he was blindsided and lost when he heard the news. There have been many published accounts of Elvis being furious. He was said to have been inconsolably angry.

I can testify that Elvis became upset because Priscilla clarified that she was filing for divorce. The thought of divorce, rather than a separation, is what made Elvis angry enough to instruct his men to find me. The divorce had to be someone’s fault. It couldn’t have been Priscilla’s fault because she was too closely related to him. And even if Elvis bore at least a partial responsibility for participating in their relationship, God forbid he blame himself. There must have been a third party, an outsider... someone who influenced Priscilla as Elvis once did many years before, but for different reasons.

I am sure that Elvis knew Priscilla’s mind was made up. When Priscilla went to break the news to him, she was clear. Elvis knew that divorce was inevitable. She didn’t want a separation, which would leave the door partially open. I’m sure Elvis wanted that option more than any other. As far as Priscilla was concerned, the door needed to be slammed shut. And it was.

When Priscilla dropped the devastating divorce bombshell on Elvis, only she and a couple of her friends knew that she and I were together. Neither Elvis nor anyone in his circle knew that. And when Priscilla hit Elvis with the divorce news, she didn’t reveal to Elvis that I was involved.

Although it was implied and suspected that another man was involved, Priscilla didn’t divulge specific information about the other man’s identity to Elvis. All Elvis was told was that Priscilla was divorcing him. And so, the million-dollar question at Graceland became: who could it have been?

Once Priscilla told Elvis she was divorcing him, she finally felt a sense of freedom. Priscilla used that sense of freedom to go out and move about. She felt terrible “sneaking” around and wanted to make the news public immediately. After all the incredible angst and emotional gymnastics that tortured all involved, the divorce eventually landed. The official decree marked its finality. And I was right in the middle when it all came crashing down.

The divorce papers made it final: Elvis and Priscilla’s marriage was finally over. That’s what Priscilla wanted.

After the ink was dry on the divorce papers, Priscilla and I began being followed by the paparazzi. I remember being tailed down Belmont Shores near our first apartment in Naples. The folks following us took pictures; they followed us to a shopping center. Eventually, the relationship between Priscilla and I became public, and Elvis found out who the other man was. To my knowledge, Priscilla never told Elvis herself that it was me.

Priscilla eventually acquired an estate on Summit Drive in Beverly Hills. Due to his concerns for Lisa Marie, Elvis insisted that Priscilla reside in a gated community or on an estate with extensive security. It was a magnificent mansion with a swimming pool, tennis court, and manicured grounds. The home was recently up for sale for fifteen million dollars. It was beautiful. Priscilla hired someone to help her clean the house and make meals. Priscilla had a white Mercedes and a Jaguar, which Elvis gave her. I had a chocolate brown luxury Mercedes with a camel-colored interior. Priscilla gave me an Excalibur Roadster as a gift. Priscilla also had a gorgeous Great Dane.

I enjoyed Summit Drive’s seclusion and privacy. I also enjoyed the swimming pool, tennis court, and indoor sauna. I often used the spacious tennis court for my martial arts training.

Lisa Marie lived with Priscilla no matter where she resided. There was never a time that she did not. I consider Priscilla a good mother because her life was designed around Lisa.

Lisa Marie attended a private school in Beverly Hills. One of her classmates was Chaz Bono. Priscilla made it a point to see Lisa off to school and welcome her home when she returned. Lisa had accountability and discipline from a caring mother. Priscilla insisted on being the one to put Lisa to bed.

Lisa always called me “Miki,” as did other people close to me, including her mother. Lisa was a good girl. She was well-behaved. One incident occurred when Lisa listened to her dad’s records, and Priscilla called her to join us at dinner. When Lisa didn’t respond, Priscilla asked me to check on her. Lisa told me she didn’t want to go into the dining room for dinner and that I wasn’t her father. I replied, “You’re right. But it doesn’t matter that I’m not your father. Regardless, do it to make your mother happy.” Lisa said that she was going to call her dad. I offered to let her use my phone. She relented and went to dinner.

My interactions with Priscilla’s family while we lived together were limited. I met Priscilla’s father, Paul Beaulieu, on just one occasion. He retired from the military. Paul was Priscilla’s stepfather. He passed away in 2018. Priscilla’s biological father was US Naval pilot James Wagner. He died at age twenty-four. Priscilla’s mother, Ann Beaulieu, visited the villa-style mansion on Summit Drive several times.

Though Ann Beaulieu was a presence in Priscilla’s life and Priscilla’s sister Michelle lived with Priscilla and me for a time, their relationships with me were surface-level. Priscilla’s sister and mother came to visit Priscilla. On the other hand, Michelle once accompanied Priscilla and me on vacation to Hawaii.

Priscilla owned a clothing boutique in Beverly Hills near Rodeo Drive. It was called Bis and Beau’s. While I was typically busy promoting karate tournaments, one occasion, I was at the boutique when Priscilla pointed out a strange man snapping photos across the street. I ran across the street, took the man’s camera strap, tightened it around his neck, and told him, I think you’re in the wrong business. The man never bothered us again.

On another occasion, Priscilla and I were driving down the freeway. A guy pulled up next to us, hanging out of his window and snapping pictures. I forced him off the road and continued along on our drive.

Priscilla had good taste and a great sense of fashion. She dressed exceptionally well and frequently bought me items such as monogrammed shirts for my wardrobe. I didn’t have favorite clothes; my tastes were simple. Any of the custom threads that I sported were because Priscilla got them for me. I preferred casual attire; T-shirts, shorts, and slippers – a true Hawaiian at heart.

Priscilla and I usually dined in and around Beverly Hills, as she preferred that. We never went to Disneyland or attended any professional sporting events. Even still, we managed to stay very busy.

Priscilla accompanied me to a high school reunion in Hawaii. It was a little bit awkward because we sat at a table alone. I didn’t understand why my high school classmates didn’t join us, so we sat with my class counselors and teachers.

I introduced Priscilla to a Hawaiian mafia boss I had known since high school. We visited a few of my friends, and Priscilla was amused by the custom of leaving your shoes at the door. When we were inside visiting, she enjoyed sitting on the floor while sipping a bottle of beer in a relaxed atmosphere, everyone barefoot.

I also took her to Makawao, where I grew up, and showed her my childhood home. We cruised the surrounding mountains and jungles on our way to Hana. We discovered a magnificent waterfall. We spent an enchanted afternoon swimming nude in an excellent freshwater pool and enjoyed private time in the jungles near Hana, Maui. We shared marvelous times during our five trips to Hawaii.

My contact with Elvis was limited. I had my phone line, which I also used for business, and Priscilla had her phone line for her business. Elvis called on Priscilla’s line. Once, Priscilla grew very upset while on the phone. I asked her what was wrong. She didn’t say anything. I wondered who was on the phone. Priscilla cried; it must be Elvis. I wondered what Elvis said, but Priscilla didn’t want to tell me. I asked Priscilla again what he was saying. She replied, Elvis said that he’s going to come over here and make you get on your knees and beg for your life.

I said, Priscilla, give me the phone, and she reluctantly handed it to me. I told Elvis, I will never run from you. You know where I live. You can come over anytime; you don’t have to call ahead. He never came by. I chalked up Elvis’s call to the “medications” it sounded like he was on at the time. And while I never felt the desire or need to impose myself on anyone, I would not be bullied.

I enjoyed my time with Priscilla. We experienced some great times in the four years we spent together as a couple. However, in some ways, those years were also some of the most stressful times of my life because I was not keen on the Hollywood scene. I believed that most people in that town were self-obsessed and overly concerned with how they were perceived. Virtually everyone I met was constantly engaged in deceptive and manipulative behaviors.

In hindsight, I have some thoughts on those heady times. If I had to do it over again, I would have made my feelings known to Priscilla sooner: my feelings about the kind of clothes I was wearing and my feelings about selling my Mercedes. Have I mentioned that I am a highly flawed individual? Well, I was.

I had a sentimental attachment to my Mercedes. I earned it and paid for it; I enjoyed that car. But when Priscilla presented me with a brand-new flashy Excalibur, I was shocked but could not refuse a gift. I thanked her. She suggested that I sell my car. Driving such a high-profile luxury car as the Excalibur to some of the suspect parts of town I frequented when on karate endeavors wasn’t practical. But I especially wasn’t comfortable being on the receiving end of lavish gifts and custom-tailored outfits.

The flashy car and the outrageous, trendy outfits, pendants, rings, bracelets, and watches made me self-conscious. Whenever someone complimented me on the car, I quickly told them it wasn’t mine but a gift. The same thing applies when I get a compliment on my outfits. I never felt comfortable with the feeling that these material things were not me. I constantly thought I had to explain the gifts I received.

I often wondered if Priscilla ever felt the way I did. Having received countless gifts from Elvis, was anything ever really hers? I needed to feel like I earned my way in life. Ironically, the dynamic that had Elvis buying Priscilla lavish gifts was now being replayed in my relationship with Priscilla as she bought me things. Priscilla was tired of receiving and not experiencing the rewards of having earned such luxuries. Ironically, I felt the same way Priscilla had. She wanted me to look and dress well for her new friends and contacts.

Our relationship was perfect for the first two years we resided at Summit Drive. However, its dynamics gradually changed after the initial stage of our relationship. Priscilla led a pretty sheltered life with Elvis, so despite having lived in Los Angeles for several years, Priscilla had not yet cultivated any friends on the West Coast. My friends were her friends. Most of Priscilla’s friendships were related to what I was doing, such as The Golden Fist Awards, All-Star Team Events, The Four Seasons tournaments, and trips to Hawaii.

After approximately two years of being nestled in our Summit Drive home, Priscilla started getting her legs under her and becoming more independent. She felt more comfortable in her surroundings. She met new people. She knew what she wanted to do. She took acting classes. After she became pretty familiar with Beverly Hills, people in the entertainment industry started to see that she was available to work. She was now free to do what she always wanted to do.

I watched Priscilla pursue an acting career. She was growing up and out. She had been getting into acting, and even Elvis could not block her pursuits because Priscilla wouldn’t let Elvis stop her from doing what she wanted. He really couldn’t have done that anyway because, at that point, he had reached the end of his film career. So, while Elvis may have had some pull from making over thirty movies, he didn’t significantly influence the industry anymore.

I felt envious of Priscilla on two occasions. Once, I traveled to a karate tournament in Hawaii that I was sponsoring, and Priscilla accompanied me. I also brought along a karate team from the mainland. After the event, everyone went to a nightclub on the third floor of a resort hotel in Waikiki. It was a splendid evening, and everyone was in a terrific mood.

The Club started hopping, and the music was kicking. After I refused to dance with Priscilla, she asked if she could dance with several team members. I replied, “Yes. Of course.” But after the fourth and fifth dances, I was a bit puzzled. Priscilla graciously allowed most of the team to dance with her. A few refused her offer to dance. But when she danced with the sixth person, I thought: what about me? (Did I mention I was flawed.) I was not jealous of any particular member of the team, but the overall idea of the situation. I knew that Priscilla loved to dance and that I didn’t particularly care to, but when Priscilla proceeded to dance with nearly everyone on the team, I got a little jealous. Another life lesson learned. I enjoyed witnessing her new sense and expression of freedom. She looked genuinely happy. Instead, I was upset at myself for not having asked her to dance sooner. She probably ignored me to teach me a lesson. I learned to accept when offered.

I also experienced a touch of jealousy on another occasion with Priscilla at a karate event I sponsored: The Golden Fist Awards banquet. The awards ceremony was the first time the karate community participated in a black-tie affair. A tuxedo and black tie were required. Priscilla styled an outfit with a sparkly shirt I would never have selected. It was a long-sleeved shirt that I considered flashy. The shirt was worn under my jacket. She commented, “Well, maybe if you wear this shirt, I’ll wear my turban to match.”

Priscilla wore a turban made of the same material as my shirt, so it was like we were a couple wearing matching outfits. That evening, everyone looked fabulous. It was nice to see everyone dressed up; it was an extraordinary occasion indeed. Even today, I received positive comments about that evening.

It’s common knowledge that Priscilla looks excellent in everything. I, however, felt like I was wearing one of Elton John’s shirts. I expected some compliments on my outfit, but not one guy commented on my shirt! Priscilla’s outfit, on the other hand, was a smash hit. Everyone complimented Priscilla on her head wrap. I was jealous that no one complimented me on my shirt. There I was, wearing that cool shirt, and all Priscilla had was a tiny bit of material of my shirt made into a turban. Yet she was getting compliments left and right. Did I mention I was flawed?

I always believed I had an “open door policy” in my romantic relationships. In loose terms, this policy consisted of an understanding between my partner and me that I was prone to look at other women. Should that ever become an issue for the other person, they could leave anytime. I see now that it was a very shallow, selfish, petty, and narrow point of view.

I never discussed my “open-door policy” with any woman I was with. That was my first mistake. Priscilla and I knew our relationship would run naturally since neither was interested in marrying or having children. We were both on our journeys of self-discovery, seeking to find out who we were. Seeking freedom should not be one’s primary goal. Knowing one’s self is a far more worthy quest.

I do not have any regrets from my time with Lisa Marie, none, but I could have expressed myself more honestly with Priscilla. I suspect the relationship would have lasted longer had I done so. Still, this is not a regret but another selfish choice on my part. Priscilla was a fantastic partner throughout our time together. Lisa kept me grounded as she was a pleasant reminder of my opportunity to be a better father. Lisa was the same age as my daughter Shelley. I was blessed to have Lisa in my life at that time.

My insecurity came from my inability to provide for the lifestyle Priscilla had, now wanted, and needed in her future. The home and car that Priscilla bought I could not afford. The clothes that Priscilla bought me were not my style. I would never have chosen to wear some of the clothes she bought. I was happier with fewer material possessions; I at least acquired them. In my relationship with Priscilla, I lived a lifestyle that wasn’t true to my spiritual nature. At my core, I knew I was uncomfortable and didn’t enjoy living in a Hollywood environment. I knew I was not honest with myself and, thus, everyone else. I never felt relaxed; I didn’t belong. The lifestyle was acceptable, but I had issues with the people’s thinking, attitudes, and beliefs. If you are uncomfortable with your surroundings, it isn’t easy to be joyful. All Priscilla was looking for – to be loved for herself, aren’t we all? And, like most of us, we are looking for love in all the wrong places. She longed to find out who she was and do what she wanted, like all the rest of us.

Still, being that person does not guarantee happiness for anyone. Priscilla had not always been free to express herself. And even after attaining freedom, money, and fame, only she is the rightful judge of the quality of her life. I wish for her love; the rest will come naturally. Now, Priscilla sought change; that is clear. At some point, she recognized a problem. She also did not possess individuality. From a teenager, she was in Elvis’s shadow, modeling herself into his ideal and never stopping to ask what Priscilla wanted out of life. World travel? A career? What were her dreams? He lived his.


What’s the Problem?

When I reflect on my relationship with Priscilla, I can’t help but realize the turmoil she endured over her life. She was a mere teenager tossed into a tornado of fame, fortune, and the fastest life in the world, swirling around her non-stop, every day, all day and night. And so, it’s natural she entertained the same questions virtually everyone asks themselves at one time or another. I’ll give you my thoughts on these profound questions.

The world we live in, and our present lifestyles, present many challenges. Most of our problems stem from how we choose to live our lives. Quite often, troubles arise, and our response is, “That’s just the way things are.” That can be so, to a small degree, but it’s mostly because we have created our experiences to be. We make the negative life experiences we live through our choices.

WE ALL END UP ASKING OURSELVES THESE SAME FIVE QUESTIONS THROUGHOUT OUR LIVES.

But nobody ever answers them to any degree of satisfaction. I did this for myself and will share the details with you. It goes hand in glove with the idea of making meaningful change.

I’m sure Priscilla had asked herself these questions, as most of us have. The question is: Is she still in search of the answers?

WHO AM I?

I am love and light.

WHERE DO I COME FROM?

The Realm of the Absolute... Perfection is created in the likeness and image of the Creator. I was created as a spiritual being before my birth into the physical world as a human being.

WHY AM I HERE?

I am here to experience my choices through my gifts of life and free will and, through my experiences, decide who I am and desire to be.

WHAT IS THE MEANING TO LIFE?

Life has no inherent, intrinsic, or pre-ordained meaning. However, you can give meaning to your life through your choices and experiences. You decide you are the creator of all your life experiences. Denying that you are creating your life through your choices means you are unwilling to accept the responsibilities and opportunities you choose as your daily experiences. If you are not choosing, then who is?

WHAT IS MY PURPOSE FOR EXISTING AT THIS TIME?

Like the meaning of life, you don’t have a preordained purpose. You don’t have to wait for the Creator to send you a sign for you to be, do, or have a purpose. You are created in his likeness and image; he gave you the gifts of life and free will. Isn’t this enough? People with less have done so much more.

Your purpose here is to be your best, and in so doing, you will be a shining light of love, allowing others to see who they can also choose to be – a loving person to themselves and those they care about. We already know our existence is inundated with negativity. Anger, stress, depression, frustrations, anxieties, and a sense of being unfulfilled are all hallmarks of the times we live in.

Your purpose in life is ever-changing as you continue to change, grow, develop, and evolve through your chosen experiences. Your purpose is to fulfill your grandest glory. Your purpose is to Be your best, always. Remember, “Being” is a state of mind, and doing is the physical action of Being what you are trying to do. You are a human being. The quality of what you do is based on the quality of your state of being.

Once you reach a point in life when you feel you have acquired and accomplished all you desire, you will realize an ever-greater purpose for you to aspire to. The wisdom you gain will allow you to realize that it is no longer about your mentality or physicality but your spiritual connection to everything. You will discover that your ability to contribute to humanity is your purpose for existing.

There is no end and no limit to what you can choose to be. Is there no greater purpose than to be of service to your fellow man? When you reach that realization and understanding, you will know the answer to the first question: who am I? Love and Light. This completes the circle and cycle of life.

That troublesome issue of anxiety.

So, once we get a handle on those questions, does that solve all of life’s complications? No, but it sure makes the ride a lot more pleasant. We will all face more pitfalls, which makes life interesting. The key is not buying into those pitfalls and allowing them to consume you. One of the biggest pitfalls that plague society is anxiety issues, right?

Priscilla had to be super-anxious. Can you imagine the pressure of her decisions?

What is anxiety? To me, the idea of anxiety is undue stress. Pain is natural in life, suffering is not. We need to make a distinction between pain and suffering. Pain is a natural warning system that allows us to know something is not right. Suffering is simply the idea that we have about the pain that we feel. But we are the ones who add anxiety to the equation. Anxiety is not inherent to pain and suffering. We start worrying and imagining the worst, which naturally leads to fretting. So now we add the granddaddy of all toxic ingredients: fear. We have now personally created the perfect storm. Congrats. The mind is so powerful that as a bonus, we now begin to manifest the physical symptoms that anxiety causes. We thought them into existence. Now we experience it.

But how does that best serve us? It doesn’t. It robs us of the opportunity to put all that negative energy into something positive. Anxiety is our idea. We make up a pain beyond the original injury or illness. So, we must give that idea a home, an identity. The idea is for us to be the absolute best we can be. So, anxiety cannot serve us. Yes, there is a place for concern in the aftermath of a harmful incident or diagnosis. But keep concern in its lane, We can experience many things and ways we were not meant to experience or be. So, inherently, that is not who we are.

My philosophy and approach to life are rooted in the composition of the universe, energy, and our creation.

Everything is energy. Make that your belief because it is an undeniable truth. It ties into who you are and your origins, so embrace it, learn about it, and learn from it.

So, we are created of energy. This energy vibrates at the frequency of love and light. We exist as perfection while in that world of the absolute. But to experience life on earth, in the relative world, we must first become physical. To be relative can be used to say that something can be thought of in opposite ways, depending on what one compares it to. We learn by comparing hot and cold. It’s been said that one must first understand who one is not to know oneself.

When did the problem arise? The problem arose when making that transition into the physical world. In this world, we can feel and experience emotions. Life becomes natural to us, as we are now in a physical realm, the real world. So, we have many choices, and most are negative because that’s how we experience our choices. That leads to negative feelings and emotions. Why? Because we have forgotten we were created of love and light and choose its opposite, fear and hatred instead. These choices become familiar, habitual, comfortable, and easier to repeat and choose again.

Without discipline and control, we choose anger, impatience, jealousy, greed, cynicism, selfishness, etc. Our mind... our brain learns quickly who we are. These negatives far outweigh the positive exposure and expressions of compassion, forgiveness, joy, tenderness, kindness, and happiness. These all speak to love. To clarify, when I speak of love, it is not specifically confined to a romantic context. Love is energy, positivity, and all the expressions the word love connotes.

So, due to negative experiences, we search for love in all the wrong places and outlets: sex, fantasy, alcohol, drugs, gambling. They are all dark alleys and dead ends because love is not found there or in ideas of those frequency vibrations.

But why do we look there? Again, because we are familiar with this world. Those are the places we understand. To summarize, we begin with energy.

As love, we are perfect. We are free to choose our experiences, emotions, and feelings. The opposites of love are fear and imperfection. After constantly making harmful choices, that is who we become by habit. Our minds and brains quickly learn who we have created through repetition. That is the problem!

If a person doesn’t know who they are, it doesn’t matter how long they live or how many different experiences they have. That person will never know love, freedom, and happiness. I find great wisdom in these simple words from Socrates: know thyself. Although most people will never discover who they are, living Socrates’s simple words will change one’s life. It is better to be honest and know yourself than to listen to everyone tell you who they think you are. But it isn’t easy in our human experience not to listen to others. Despite its challenge, the reward is great.
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Lisa and I on amusement ride, priceless photograph.
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Shopping at Whole Foods store near UCLA campus.
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At a friend’s home on our first vacation in Hawaii.
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Attending various events with Priscilla
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Taken at the driveway of the house on Summit Drive, Beverley Hills





PRISCILLA
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Priscilla photo shoot at my karate school in Huntington Beach, Ca.
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Sensei Herbert Peters (left) awarding me with my 1st Dan Black Belt certification, Ft. Chaffee, Ark., 1964.
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Photo shoot at Santa Monica Beach for the cover of Black Belt Magazine.
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With Chuck Norris at the Hawaii vs. Mainland Team Championship
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Eric Lee and me at a Karate event.
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From martial arts to the silver screen, gracing magazine covers.




[image: ]

My record-breaking & legendary Flying Sidekick
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(L-R): Ed Parker, Joe Lewis, Dean Martin, Bruce Lee and me at the movie shoot of “The Wrecking Crew”
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Me, James Coburn, Chuck Norris, and Bruce Lee at Bols Grande High School Gym, Garden Grove, Ca.
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Photo of Phil Spector and me, with his heartfelt handwritten dedication.
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Engelbert and I backstage, after one of his concerts.
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Holding the plaque of Appreciation presented to me as Commencement Speaker at the University of Northeastern Philippines, Bicol, Philippines, 2022.




CHAPTER 9

An Even Deeper Dive on Priscilla, Lisa Marie, & Me


When I began spending time with Priscilla, she had no real friends. Of course, she had a couple of the wives of Elvis’s bodyguards to spend time with when they were all together, but she didn’t have traditional friends who got together after work to unwind. Her life was centered around Elvis. She lived his life, not hers, not theirs, but his. The only possibility for an outside friend would be from her dance lessons. Perhaps they went out for a bite to eat after the dance studio.

I never met a single person that Priscilla introduced me to as her friend, except for Joannie Esposito. During the time – over four years – that we were together, we only interacted with my friends. So, the circle she hung out with consisted entirely of martial arts people. Any events or tournaments involved the martial arts community I was ingrained in. She never asked to broaden our sphere of friends or activities. Only toward the last eight months of our relationship did she start her dress shop on Robertson Blvd. in Beverly Hills. Bis & Beaus was the name. Olivia Bis was the designer. Beau was a play on Priscilla’s maiden name. Her presence at the dress shop allowed people in the entertainment industry to know where she was, and eventually, opportunities would present themselves in the entertainment world.

As we lived in Beverly Hills, and the shop was not far from where we resided, it was natural that she would begin to make acquaintances in the industry. At that time, she had previously spent all of her time with me and my martial arts friends. She had initially divorced Elvis and changed her life to be in my life. She now had the confidence and security to expand her circle of contacts and friends, I reduced the number of tournaments I promoted to only consist of Special Events. I had now changed my life to accommodate her life. Our roles began to shift and change. I knew it would never last even before it all started, but I chose it anyway. Why? You only live once; be your best. The eagle flies by only once and carries the golden ring of opportunity. You have one chance to grab the ring. I grabbed and held on for four years and was blessed with incredible opportunities to be with Priscilla and Lisa Marie.

I believe Priscilla had always harbored ambition to make her mark in the industry. I’ll delve deeper into that a bit later.

A real estate broker who had handled a sale for Elvis, also a Beverly Hills estate, suggested the house on Summit Drive to Priscilla. The house was ideal since Elvis and Priscilla were highly sensitive to Lisa Marie’s security. Foliage and landscape hid neighbors from neighbors. I had visited Priscilla in a couple of the houses she and Elvis had in the area. When Elvis was out of town, the security team went with him. Priscilla took the opportunity to visit me at our apartment in Belmont Shores.

Once Priscilla had broken the news to Elvis of her desire to divorce him, she felt free to live openly with me in Marina Del Key. After the Elvis split, she never lived in an ‘Elvis’ house again. Of course, Elvis was curious to know if there was another man. When he found out it was me, he went berserk and demanded his Memphis Mafia pals put out a hit on me. I was never afraid or considered retreating from experiencing life. I never thought Elvis’s men were a threat.

I first met Lisa Marie Presley in person while Priscilla and I still maintained the apartment in Belmont Shores. I had no classes that weekend, and Priscilla brought Lisa with her. I have no idea what a child of such a young age thought about who I was to her mother.

When we moved into Summit Drive, Lisa attended a private school. Priscilla ensured Lisa was safe going to school and returned home each day. We got together well as a family unit. I remember one day when the school sponsored a carnival-type fair – a fund-raiser where they sold tickets, and everyone ate fun food and played carnival games of chance. We had a lovely time.

Interestingly, during my years with Priscilla, Lisa didn’t have friends from school who ever came over.

Priscilla had spent most of her teen years in isolation... and now her child was starting her school life in isolation. As strange as that may sound, I lived there, and it made sense. First, the kids didn’t all live together in the same neighborhood as in a traditional neighborhood. Everyone lived a reasonable distance from each other. Think about it. Who are you going to have come over to your house? Who do we know well enough to bring them into the family home? Besides the issue of Priscilla living with a guy who was not Lisa’s father, there is the issue of Elvis. You can’t let anybody onto the property. That’s Elvis Presley’s only child. Priscilla was very protective of Lisa.

I wasn’t sure what the other kids at school were doing in their spare time. However, Lisa was not into Girl Scouts, Glee Club, or conventional after-school activities. She was into music. The only ‘friend’ I can recall seeing with Lisa was Sonny and Cher’s kid, Chastity ‘Chas’ Bono. Besides, we spent the weekends together as a family. It was never the case that someone was coming over to spend the weekend with Lisa.

So, we have a mom and a daughter who both had lived the lives of a bird in a gilded cage. In both cases, it was basically by necessity. The magnitude of Elvis’s star power dictated that security was the priority. And more than that, Priscilla was very private with Lisa. I don’t think she wanted Lisa exposed to other people. I think a lot of that was per instructions from Elvis. Lisa’s security was the most important thing to him. Elvis’s only concern was Lisa’s safety. With me as her bodyguard, she was in good hands. Elvis knew she was safe.

I wonder how that isolation affected those two ladies in my life. Would it protect them... or scar them? Did it result in trust issues? Social anxieties that affected them in ways they never let the world see? Too much of anything can’t be suitable for anyone. I thought about it a lot; I knew I could not live afraid or overly concerned about my safety.

As a family, we would go on outings. If we had a long weekend available and had to travel, we could spend that weekend in Palm Springs at Elvis’s property. It was private, and it had security. We never went to parks like Balboa Park, where softball and other sports were played. We avoided the crowds and avoided bicyclists, joggers, and partiers. Priscilla didn’t wish to expose Lisa to those activities and packs of strangers.

It’s not like people pointed Lisa and Priscilla out and shouted, “That’s them!” Most of the time, nobody recognized them. Or if they did, they checked out the scene and moved on. But it would only take one maniac to cause a tragedy. I would never let anything happen to Lisa if I was there to prevent it. Ever. So yes, Priscilla was great. But we lived in Beverly Hills. This was Hollywood. She was a beautiful woman in a city of attractive women.

Priscilla’s ambitions. As I mentioned earlier, Priscilla’s ambition to be involved in show business and entertainment was always present within her. It was there, even at fourteen, when she first met Elvis. Her mind was already made up that she was looking for that type of life. But once she got to Graceland and couldn’t – I don’t want to use this word, escape... she realized she didn’t have a life of her own anymore. Once she realized her situation, her next thought was, “How do I get out of this situation?” It would not be the last time she would have to answer these questions and others of similar ilk throughout her life. Habituation through mindless repetition is another human trait that often becomes problematic.

This was especially pressing because she knew Elvis had girlfriends, mistresses, and lovers. She heard about it all the time. She was smart. She knew what was going on. Elvis was never around. He began spending more and more time with his guys, even if he wasn’t making a movie or appearing in Vegas.

For that, I can sympathize with her position of being a beautiful young woman, and knowing that she’s attractive, I think her ambitions were always her priority. And to her credit, she was as patient as possible. It takes a strong will and discipline to control one’s passions. I think her opening the dress shop was her release into that environment in a big way. She had lived in Beverly Hills but was not ‘on the scene,’ as we lived a quiet, private life. The shop provided opportunities to meet other people and do different things. Things she had not done when she lived with either Elvis or me.

Once people knew where she was... she was Priscilla Presley. She met new young and like-minded industry-ambitious people. That made it easier for her to make inroads into the business, and that’s really what she wanted. Even her dancing was a component of her idea. She took dance classes and was physically gifted with timing, strength, and rhythm. That, in turn, opened more doors.

Remarking on Priscilla’s dancing, she could transition those skills into her karate training. Karate is like dancing; it’s a discipline with repetitive moves. If you hang out with talented people, positive changes will rub off, if only by osmosis.

Ah, Bis & Beaus. That was fun. I still have some of the original artwork, some invoices, and some souvenirs. I recall we had some essential watches, and I worked with Priscilla on changing their look. We shopped for colorful material, and the watch band was easily discarded to keep the watch face and add the colorful new band. I wasn’t a part of her shop, but we had fun and exciting times there.

I believe the entertainment biz was always on her mind, and I credit her for doing it systematically, logically, and in increments. That takes patience and discipline. So, her moves weren’t just rushing out to do things. She was subtle and purposeful. Yet still, she was naïve for that world. When you’re nineteen or twenty, whether you’ve had Elvis as a boyfriend or not, you’re pretty much ‘fresh meat’ in that industry. The film industry seems to attract and draw the animal instincts of a specific type of human predator out of the woods.

She was cautious; I’m sure Elvis warned her about the industry. She had seen firsthand how it worked since Elvis starred in over thirty Hollywood movies. So yes, to me, it’s a no-brainer. Of course, I can say that now, after so many years have passed, but even then, I could see the signs and sense where it was going. It was a natural evolution for her. She finally got to where she wanted to go initially.

And whether the idea that she used me doesn’t make any difference. Because that’s what she would do, she needed and leveraged my strength to break free from Elvis’s powerful orbit. But she couldn’t just divorce Elvis, move in with me, and then quickly move on from me. The world would have perceived her as someone of lesser moral values. That would never do. It would damage her brand. No. She needed time from under Elvis’s thumb to see how the world operated. She would be seen as a young lady motivated by love to spend those years with me. And who can argue against love? Only she knows.

She disengaged from Elvis, got into the modeling world with her boyfriend Mike Edwards, spent time with Robert Kardashian, and got deep into that world. She was no longer dating karate guys, that’s for sure. She was getting the exposure she craved. She was well-placed to pursue her career, and she did exactly that. She surrounded herself with successful industry players, and that helped propel her career. She had the means and the opportunity. She had the time and the money. She didn’t have to work. She could dedicate herself to her goals.

She still had Lisa; according to many people, her daughter and career were her two priorities, though many believed not in that order of importance.

I think back to my times with Priscilla and Lisa when we had a lot of love and laughs. Everything was private, yes. But that allowed for the three of us to have our time – just the three of us. We would choose an isolated location even when shopping or at the park. One of the best things about Lisa at that age was that she was happy, accessible, and excited. She was highly impressionable, just like my daughter Shelley. I used to take Shelley everywhere, from the karate school and shopping to golfing. And wherever we walked, I held her hand. So, after I moved, Shelley and her sister, Lori, would visit me in Las Vegas and later when I moved to North Hollywood, California. Lisa and my daughters spent several weekends in Palm Springs splashing around in the swimming pool all day. Watching them play together did wonders for my conscience.

Many incredible moments shared with Lisa stand out in my heart. There is a picture of me and Lisa at an amusement park, and we look at each other. It’s very special to me because we looked directly into each other’s eyes with soulful expressions. We cared for each other. Another time was when Priscilla, Lisa, and I were going shopping. Priscilla would walk ahead with Lisa while I secured the car, and I’d walk to catch up to them. It would be the three of us walking together, and Lisa always held her mom’s hand when I caught up.

So, I walked several steps ahead, and Lisa called, “Miki... wait for me!” She ran up and held my hand. So that was very cool! I’d watch her sometimes on other outings to see if she would do that again. She did.

So, being Elvis Presley’s daughter, isolation would happen in that day and age. When she wasn’t with Priscilla and me, she was with her daddy at Graceland. That was like one big extended family, so she got ‘free’ time there, even if it was confined to the estate, which was and is, on thirteen acres.

I took my responsibility to keep Lisa safe very seriously. I’ve been a fighter and involved in martial arts for decades. I always keep my defensive mind alert. Just walking down the street, I appraise who is approaching me. I move to pass on my right side – I’m right-handed, and so are most people. As they approached, I naturally chose who I thought would present the most significant threat. I would create an imaginary situation with a counterattack in mind.

Having worked in bars as a bouncer, I’d see where the ashtrays and other items I could use were placed in the room, just in case a fight broke out. I’d also note where the chairs and stools were located about their legs and the table legs; I didn’t want to grab a chair that could get tangled up. I live with a physical, aggressive-counterattack mindset, which has served me well over many years.

That’s part of the mindset I operated with around Lisa Marie. I knew her safety was Elvis’s number one concern, and I wanted to ensure he would never worry about Lisa when she was with me.

So, what are my thoughts on Priscilla after everything is said and done?

Priscilla and I talked about what she was thinking when she met Elvis. So, I have insights. It’s not for me to tell Priscilla’s private thoughts. But she has lived a very private life and was exposed through public media. She is who she is. I say, imagine the existence of Hollywood fairytales and fantasy. It’s something anyone would grab if offered the opportunity. One would never foresee that it could become a prison. But if you ever could get out, the opportunities are there. Imagine being a young teenager. Do you think I’m getting hooked up? At eighteen or twenty-one, I’ll get married – lots of thoughts. But time goes fast. You think you are living the Hollywood dream but living in Tennessee. In Graceland. But still in Tennessee. That is where you are. And your husband is out there, and you know what he’s doing.

You want to share some of his freedom and the fun he’s having. Then you see something blocking your liberty. People have died for their freedom. You yearn not to live in the shadows – in the shadow of someone so handsome, rich, and famous. And everything is about him, not you.

It’s not about you, even when you are beside him. It’s about the guys, the fun, the freedom. So, you have this gem sitting in the closet gathering dust. At some point, the gem will get rusty and useless. The girl knows what she’s got, who she has. But her dreams have not manifested as she hoped. She is merely a commodity. So, she can love him with all her heart, but what does it matter if she is unhappy? She knows no other woman on earth would give up on Elvis. The haters will scorn her if she leaves. She knows that, too. But the pain is so great she does go. Because she has a spark, a spirit of her very own. And I admire her for having the fortitude to live out of the shadows.

Priscilla made her choices. She rebuilt Graceland. Well, she was done. I don’t fault her for that. Did she benefit? Of course. But did she have the right to? I don’t know. Maybe not. Did she contribute significantly? Some say yes. Others say she benefitted from the Presley name, which she gave up decades ago. So how much is enough for her to have benefitted?

Her life is an open book. She made her choices with eyes wide open. Some of her choices went against Lisa. Scientology. How did that work out? I went into the Hollywood building, and it didn’t feel right. I did see Lisa there that time... she was about thirteen.

Initially, Priscilla did not like the idea of Lisa marrying Michael Jackson, The King of Pop. It could have been a tit-for-tat decision for Lisa – a competitive challenge to her mother. You married a king; I, too, can marry a king. It seems the Kings and Queens made similar choices in life. After all that they both witnessed in the life and death of Elvis, it doesn’t make sense to choose to jump from the frying pan into the fire.

I’m not saying, in a legal sense, who is entitled to what. I’m speaking of clear thinking, on a what’s right level, a spiritual sense. She has no legal rights to the Presley name. She gave that up. No Presley blood runs through her veins. Is it a matter of money? How much is enough? I’m sure she is well off, or is she? A matter of control, then? She’s had decades of control. Birthright is a powerful position. The heirs. The legacy. But that’s their birthright.

The way the media paints Priscilla. That is not the girl I fell in love with. But what can one expect forty-five years later? One cannot expect people to remain as they once were. She doesn’t think she’s done anything wrong. Life is not a matter of right or wrong, good or bad, or whose fault it is. Life is about choices and whether or not we will accept the consequences of our choices. She has the right to believe that as well. She who is without sin can cast the first stone.

Well, allow me to say it this way. I was blessed to have the time and experiences I shared with Priscilla and Lisa. I became a better person from being with them. I could have made up something to complain about. We all can find fault with others, but what more with someone you live with? In my case, I was truly blessed, and it was my joy to be accepted by them for allowing my time.

I have thought about it seriously for a long time and can’t find anything about Priscilla I didn’t like or appreciate. She tried several times to find a button to press to make me angry, but no luck. This doesn’t mean I never stood up for what I believed. If I were to tell you that we never argued about anything, we never fought over anything, you would not believe me. There were a couple of occasions where I think she missed expressing anger, disappointment, frustration, and energy confrontations; I never gave her a reason for one. What I grew to appreciate about Priscilla was, at that time in her life, her personality, charm, humility, and beauty outshined any hidden agenda about plans for her future without me. She held it in check until the last eight months of our relationship. Sooner would have been better for everyone.


CHAPTER 10

Goodbye Priscilla,
Goodbye Lisa


At the end of our relationship, the differences were about how we each wanted to move in separate directions; it was all about who we were becoming. I will also be a simple guy with little material wants or needs. Priscilla was a bit more ambitious.

We always wanted what we thought was best for the other, making going our separate ways much easier and more pleasant. Like any romantic relationship, in the beginning, it’s a physical and sexual attraction of energy, and ours was that and maybe a bit more intense, mainly because that’s the kind of people we were.

After our third year, I noticed her more committed interest in acting. Intensity and focus were among her more attractive qualities. People may have believed that she was just another beautiful face, but she was driven and determined to succeed at whatever she wanted. These qualities made her good at whatever she set her mind to achieving.

Her interest never really wavered. At the beginning of our relationship, she may have been looking for physical romance, but that’s normal. As all good things must end, now she can concentrate on her life, goals, and dreams to become famous and rich on her terms. She deserved to give it her best.

How did Priscilla and I break up? Choosing to go our separate ways was a natural transition; it wasn’t sudden. We got together the very same way. There was no yelling, screaming, or crying. We moved apart slowly and gracefully with dignity and respect for each other.

Eventually, Priscilla wanted to travel. She tried to fly, to be free. I also didn’t enjoy being around the Hollywood scene. They were different. Not that different is wrong or bad. It simply serves as a reminder of “who you know you are” and “who you are not.” I believed I had served my purpose, meaning, and function in Priscilla’s life. I think that I contributed value to her during her transition to self-discovery. I know she and Lisa helped me to rediscover my soul’s intent. Through it all, Priscilla was always gracious enough to ask me to accompany her whenever she attended a social event.

Nevertheless, the chasm between Priscilla and me grew. Once her travels started, I recognized that Priscilla was taking a path I was unwilling to follow. Priscilla’s invitations for me to join her at parties were met with a polite refusal. I went to a few such parties and did not enjoy them. Once we started living separate lives, it was only a matter of time before we would live separately. And as Priscilla grew and changed, so did I, in the opposite directions.

I was primarily concerned with the direction that martial arts was starting to take. It was moving away from traditional principles, values, and philosophies. My beliefs were not reflected in what was taking place. I wanted to feel like myself, natural and effortless, and to create balance, harmony, peace, and joy in my daily life. So, to return to myself, I began teaching private lessons again. I missed teaching. I loved the one-on-one interaction. I started writing my thoughts and feelings about martial arts.

At a certain point, Priscilla and I sat down to discuss our situation. I wanted to be the first to suggest getting my apartment. After our conversation, I moved into an apartment complex on Doheny Drive and Sunset Boulevard in Beverly Hills.

Initially, Priscilla phoned me frequently. It could have been because of feelings of kindness or sympathy. I was surprised by her calls because they were usually after 9:00 p.m. But after I left, I soon regained the same mentality I’d had throughout my life: carefree, simple, cheerful, and optimistic.

Before our relationship, I did not appreciate all the shades of grey in life. Priscilla opened my eyes, mind, and heart. It was a fantastic ride with many good times and beautiful experiences. I am both grateful and indebted to her and Lisa Marie for the lessons they taught me.

During our separation, the frequency of Priscilla’s calls made me wonder if I had left her mind. I would always ask Priscilla why she was calling, to which she would reply, “Oh, I just called to see how you are doing!” I’ve always known her to be a kind, thoughtful, and caring person. Those traits shined through at times like those.

I also called Priscilla to share information about the friends she made in karate who asked about her and how she was doing. I asked her how her clothing shop was faring and inquired about her acting classes. I often felt that I was interrupting her when I called. If the maid answered, then I knew she wasn’t home. I never left a message.

After about six months, I moved to Las Vegas. When I arrived, I had already changed my daily habits and created a different mindset. Priscilla called me several times when I moved to Vegas.

I even got a call from Michael Edwards, a male model Priscilla was dating. He threatened me not to talk with Priscilla when she called me. How sad.

Although we had a good relationship, my goodbye to Lisa Marie was not emotional. I didn’t want her to see her bodyguard cry. She was a young child with a perfect heart. I had no desire to create a dramatic goodbye scene with her. We have both been good to each other. I saw Lisa about ten years later. We were both standing in separate lines at the Universal Theater ticket booth. She must have been about sixteen or seventeen years old. She recognized me. I read her lips telling her date, “That’s Mike Stone.” While nodding in my direction, I smiled at Lisa and shook my head as a hello. Our paths never crossed again. My only regret is that I never approached her to hug her.

I learned much about myself in my relationship with Priscilla and Lisa Marie. Over the years, I’ve heard and read things about them that prove how misunderstood and underappreciated they were. The stories I’ve read and heard made me feel they were not the young ladies I lived with for nearly five years.

Like all women, Priscilla wanted to be loved for who she was: herself. She, and every woman, deserves at least that consideration in her romantic life. Priscilla’s calls eventually stopped as I became more involved in my ventures in Vegas. I never saw or spoke to Priscilla again. Perhaps it is fitting that my romantic relationship with Priscilla breathed its last breath in Las Vegas, the city known as Elvis’s home away from home.

When close friends ask if I was ever happy living with Priscilla, I’m glad to say, “I loved and enjoyed being and living with her; how could any man not be?” She was great with me and to me. I was blessed and genuinely grateful to have shared a part of my life with her and Lisa. I have learned so much about who I am by being with them. They both helped to allow me to create a better version of myself.

The truth is, I never felt comfortable around the Hollywood crowd. They were not the kind of people I enjoyed being with. They appeared too good to be true. Something about being around them made me feel separate and detached from myself. They didn’t seem authentic when they said, “Let’s do lunch... call sometime, or I’ll call you.” I never offered my phone number, and neither did they.

Priscilla’s growing circle of friends in the Hollywood industry was the same vibe I got when working in movies. Perhaps that’s why, despite having a robust network of acquaintances in the industry coupled with my growing dissatisfaction with the direction martial arts had turned... I left America at the age of 40. This was not a spur-of-the-moment decision. After making so many contacts, many people wondered how I could walk away. It was easy for me to walk away. It was time for a significant shift within myself, and I knew I needed a geographic change to make it. It was the most important and one of the best decisions I ever made in my entire life. I have lived on this island for forty years.

The energy of some of the people I’ve met in the industry is not in harmony with my spiritual nature. They are not the people I would naturally gravitate to for lasting relationships. I have not been honest at specific points in my life, but not to the extent of dishonesty I witnessed in the people Priscilla felt she needed to get what she wanted. I was never at ease around them, which may have stemmed from my ignorance and insecurities.

Being around Lisa back then was a completely different experience. I enjoyed Lisa very much. Maybe it was because she reminded me so much of my daughter, Shelley. Being around Lisa was always a joy. She didn’t have an agenda or motive for being herself. Like her father, she was innocent and pure, with a beautiful soul, eyes, and a gorgeous smile.

Walking the beaches of Santa Monica and Huntington Beach was excellent. Shopping for fruits, veggies, or ice cream was great; nobody knew who we were. We sometimes got strange looks upon seeing a dark-skinned guy with an afro walking with a beautiful woman and a very young blonde child who looked nothing like me... thank God. What saddens me is the course of their lives, the choices they made, and the ultimate consequences of those choices. When I left, I realized I had benefitted spiritually from our relationship.

I cannot compare my life to anyone else’s, but as an observer, I hoped the world for both would be filled with love, happiness, and joy as I had experienced with them. So much loss, sadness, grief, pain, and suffering. It is not by design or God’s will, as some might believe, but by choice that we experience this life. Scientology Celebrity Center was the second to the last time I saw Lisa. A very close friend from Las Vegas invited me to accompany him there. As we walked into the facility and turned down a hallway, he stopped abruptly by grabbing my left forearm and whispering, “That’s Lisa at the end of the hallway.” It took me a few moments to make her out as I had not seen her since she was eight; she looked about 13 or 14 then. She entered a room with another girl about the same age. My friend told me he sees her there nearly every day. I was surprised and disappointed, but I never told him I was.

Act on your caring emotions and loving feelings.

Looking back, I saw that she lost her father. Her mom lived a Hollywood life, and other men came and went. I wonder how that affected Lisa.

It’s kind of crazy. On an even more profound level, Elvis knew his missed opportunities and didn’t like being separated from Lisa. It pained him to realize that his little girl now came from a broken home. Elvis was proud to be a father and head of a proper family. But he separated that aspect of his life from everything else. Marriage and fatherhood hadn’t altered his behavior with other women. He had continued to have his meaningless affairs and one-night encounters, wasting his precious time in a relationship that would go nowhere,

He may have realized too late that a father and family man must invest time in his family. I learned that as well, the hard way. Elvis had a wife and a child, and he had girlfriends. Was he fulfilled? On a lesser scale, I was no better. I believe most men are dogs – not all, but the vast majority. Men are from Mars, and women are from Venus. How did men and women ever get together? I still have difficulty comprehending this phenomenon.


CHAPTER 11

The King


This area reminds us of and explores exactly why Elvis Presley was the greatest entertainer in history.

The one hundred and fifty Gold Records! 

Over one Billion records sold worldwide.

The Guinness Book of World Records has Elvis as the bestselling solo music artist

He starred in thirty-one movies. Twenty-seven were produced in the ’60s.

So, Elvis was the singing sensation in the ’50s and the film sensation in the ’60s.

Las Vegas. During his runs at The Hilton Hotel, Elvis became the biggest headliner in the casino universe. He then grossed huge returns from his concert schedule throughout the USA.

Graceland. Priscilla and Lisa are forever wed to it. During its heyday, it brought in revenues upwards of $100M annually. A $45M face-lift and expansion were included in the upgrades. Elvis’s fleet of private planes, including The Lisa Marie, are on display. A Graceland Guesthouse Hotel also occupies the grounds, along with myriad souvenir shops and museum-quality showrooms displaying Elvis’s costumes and auto collection.

The estate had times of struggle, which is well established. Lisa is not known as a shrewd businesswoman. Priscilla is credited for forming Elvis Presley Enterprises and converting Graceland into a gold mine. She sought to find herself. I wonder if she ever did. I genuinely hope so.

If a person doesn’t know who they are, it doesn’t matter how long they live or how many different experiences they have. That person may never experience the love, freedom, and happiness they seek. Again, I find great wisdom in these simple words from Socrates: know thyself. Although most people may never discover who they are, living Socrates’s simple words will change one’s life. It is better to be honest and know yourself than to listen to everyone tell you who they think you are. But it isn’t easy in our human experience not to listen to others. Despite its challenge, the reward is great.


CHAPTER 12

Setting the Record Straight


Here is where I address my misinformed critics. Some are not privy to what happened in the relationship between Priscilla and me. The gossip rags attacked with vengeance once the news hit that Priscilla and I were an item. A measure of venom still exists towards me fifty years later. This is how I handled that subject when asked to comment by the host of a popular Elvis Channel regarding rumors, unsubstantiated allegations, and outright lies attempting to besmirch my character. I chose to tell the truth as to accusations that I stole Priscilla from Elvis... and that made me a homewrecker.

I believe that you cannot “steal” another person. I don’t think that’s possible. I was never charged with kidnapping, and Priscilla did not steal me from my family. I believe that people can be in particular situations at certain times. I was looking to succeed in business. My karate schools took up twelve hours daily, five days a week. From 10 a.m. to 10 p.m., I made myself available to teach karate.

On weekends, I attended tournaments that I was promoting or attending tournaments sponsored by my friends in the martial arts community. It was a “let’s help each other in what we are promoting” situation. Friends supporting friends. That was nearly every weekend. Simple mathematics and the number of hours per day away from my wife and children made bonding and communication with them extremely difficult. There is never one specific thing anyone can point to that causes a marriage to fall apart. But I’m the first to admit I was not the best husband or father. Not spending quality time with my wife and children contributed significantly to our eventual divorce. But things happened, and it happened for both me and Priscilla.

People who make those negative comments might stop momentarily to consider their relationships, focus on their issues, and allow others to choose their life experiences without being preoccupied with how others choose to live. Regarding stupid talk that I tried to keep Elvis’s daughter, Lisa Marie, away from Graceland and her father, I find that to be ludicrous. And that’s the most polite word I can use. I’ll point out that I have daughters and would not want anyone to prevent them from seeing me. Haters think and say stupid things; they can call me anything they want, but I wouldn’t even try to prevent Lisa from ever seeing or being near her father. Nor would Priscilla allow such a thing. What loving mother would? With Elvis’s status, wealth, and standing, he would never have allowed it either.

There have been suspicions voiced by people who claim I’ve been making money off Elvis. It had nothing to do with Elvis and was about Priscilla and me. I did one interview for a tabloid magazine. I didn’t seek them out; they contacted me. Many others have hounded me to be interviewed. I didn’t ask for any money; they offered to pay me the three grand standard compensation fee. It was not a significant sum. They gave it. I took it. Truth. I would have never agreed to be interviewed if I knew they would have distorted the facts and truth of what I said. I am guilty of being naïve and stupid to the manipulation tactics used by gossip tabloids to sensationalize headlines and titles of articles. I believed they would write the truth as I said it. The story was not about Elvis; it was about Priscilla and me. I was tired of hearing all the lies being spread and saw the interview as a forum to tell my side.

Of course, the tabloid twisted my words and painted me in a horrible light, making me out as The Bad Guy. I was a younger guy then and didn’t anticipate they would throw me to the wolves. I’m a lot older now and have acquired some wisdom. I realize that the media doesn’t place a premium on the truth; they want to sell more magazines, regardless of who they hurt, but we all experience it daily from the media. Truth doesn’t sell magazines, but you know that.

I’ll clarify that I am NOT making money off Elvis. It’s been approximately fifty years since Priscilla divorced Elvis and since Elvis passed away. All of that happened a half-century ago. That’s a long time. I challenge anyone to find one book that names me as the author or contributor. I further challenge anyone to find a publisher’s check or a receipt for a book where I was paid for writing or giving an interview.

There are none in existence.

I’ll point out that Random House once offered me a considerable sum, thousands of dollars, as an advance for a book during my time with Priscilla. They told me I could choose a writer and pick any location to spend thirty days generating chapters for the proposed book.

Random House looked over the chapters and told my agent that they wanted a chapter on intimate details of my sex with Priscilla; if not, it could be a deal breaker. It was, I refused to do it. So, I went into their meeting, thanked them for everything, and told them they had a deal-breaker. Our sexual relationship is still no one’s business.

So, in summation, for those whispering and hollering about how much money I tried to make off Elvis, I could have made a lot of money! I’ll also accurately point out that hundreds of books on Elvis and Priscilla have hit the bookstores over the past fifty years, but I wrote and participated in none. Not one. So where is Mike Stone’s greed? Not one book exists to the contrary.

I feel, and rightly so, that I’m entitled to write a book based on my life story. My four-year relationship with Priscilla occupied 5 percent of my life’s experiences. Although it was a wonderful time, and I learned a lot, it does not define who I have become. I have experienced a life filled with significant contributions and accomplishments. Everyone has the right to live their life and document it.


CHAPTER 13

What Price Success &
a Little Girl Lost


The “Elvis” film put Lisa Marie and Priscilla squarely back in the public’s eye. The film was nominated for Best Picture, and the gentleman who played Elvis was also up for Best Actor. Within a week of Lisa’s public appearance, she was dead.

It’s been said that Lisa ate unhealthily to appear ‘presentable’ on the awards circuit. Some say she melted off fifty pounds! In any case, she did not look well during her appearance at the Golden Globes 2023. Priscilla was beside her. I wasn’t there, so it’s not for me to say. As the young people on social media say, “The game is to be shown... not told.” The storm of whispers that Lisa had succumbed to a drug overdose was not accurate. I wish to be clear that medical reports state that Lisa Marie died from the aftereffects of a small bowel obstruction, which can happen when part of the small intestine is blocked. The official opinion was that it developed after her bariatric surgery years prior. It is a known long-term complication of that type of surgery.

Over the years, it was no secret that Lisa was having substance abuse issues. That is very sad.

Where were her friends and family when action needed to be taken? Was it a case of ‘Lisa is a grown 50+ woman, and nobody can tell her what to do?’ I can buy that to a certain extent.


Did Priscilla See History Repeating Itself?

I hope that she did and battled to rescue Lisa. Nobody knows what happens behind closed doors.

The public windows tell a story also. Is Lisa marrying Michael Jackson? How unusual was that? Certainly, Priscilla saw that happen in a very public manner.

Indeed, Priscilla had the benefit of seeing how dysfunctional a household can become when one of the household members is an entertainment superstar. Elvis was the most famous man in the world when she married him, and Michael Jackson was the most famous person on earth when he married Lisa.

Was that marriage a recipe for disaster? Stevie Wonder could see that trainwreck coming... yet Priscilla didn’t? That strikes me as very odd. She had spoken to me about how she was overlooked and became lost in the shadow of an ultra-famous person. So, of all people, Priscilla was aware of the dilemma Lisa was walking into and had been living in for years.

Michael Jackson’s apparent addiction to gruesome plastic surgery had to scream out to those close to Lisa that ungodly issues plagued that man. And his time with pre-teen males, if it was an everyday regular activity, had to send some bright red flags up. People tell me they don’t recall Priscilla going on Oprah or speaking to Diane Sawyer and voicing her concerns. I’m sure she tried valiantly in her way.

Lisa’s life experiences after seeing Elvis’s lifeless body at the young age of 9 years may have been a dramatic turning point in her life. There is no way it could not affect her life in a traumatic way. This is where it appears that Lisa’s relationship with Priscilla may also have taken a different turn.

It is not an accident that parenting, let alone single parenting, has become the world’s most demanding job. If Priscilla found it unlivable to remain married to Elvis, imagine the pressure and stress Lisa must have felt at nine years old trying to understand her world and create an identity as the only child and daughter of the King of Rock ’n Roll. When I hear people comment on how it must feel to be the only child and daughter of the most handsome, successful, rich, and famous man on earth, I can only say that it could be a tremendous blessing. Still, it’s often the most significant burden one carries. History has shown that, most often, this situation leads to paths riddled with all sorts of abuses and ends in tragic, unfortunate, early deaths.

We know those who don’t learn from history are doomed to repeat it. One would think that Priscilla would have preached about the dangers of fame from the highest mountain. But how could she, when she had seen the dark side of fame... and still chased fame with a driven passion? We are created perfectly in the likeness and image of our creator and can experience our choices in the physical world of relativity. We decide who we are or wish to be through the gifts of birth and free will. Our problem is that we do not accept 100% responsibility for the consequences of our chosen experiences. We do not decide to respond responsibly. When you deny your experiences, you deny you exist, and to deny your existence, you deny your identity, and when your identity does not exist, you cease to create and start to disintegrate.

Now, you must seek out and find what you think you have lost – yourself. You then start on a journey through life, looking for the love and light of your creation. But most won’t choose love, even if they stumble upon it, because they don’t believe they are worthy of it. So, they choose the opposite of love, which is fear.

In most people’s experiences, fear is chosen because it is a familiar, habitual, and convenient choice. After choosing fear over love on a few occasions, it becomes a familiar choice borne out of habit. They see that almost everyone avoids the difficulties of facing truth in life, and so they take the path of least resistance. Fear. They are told they are too short, not pretty, smart, or worthy enough to succeed. And society buys into this insanity and doubles down on it. Why? Because it’s what their friends do. It’s what their relatives do. It’s what almost everyone does, like driving the same pattern to work for forty years. It has become a habit. And habits feel comfortable and quickly become second nature. They become a part of you; it becomes you.

I find that most people are dissatisfied. I tell them to seek light and love. It’s a choice. You can make that choice in less than a second. But the trick is to stay the course. To create your path and live. Choose to be successful. And at that moment, you are successful. Now, see how long you can keep your new mindset. It’s worth the effort. Not many accept that they can design their future. At birth, they were granted the gift of creating their identity – who they choose to be. The ones who believe in who they make and persevere are the success stories others see and read about. Which shall you be? It’s totally up to you.

After reading volumes of articles, comments, and opinions on their private life since her death saddens me greatly; I was blessed to meet, know, and live with Priscilla and Lisa at a time when we were all younger, naïve, and innocent to life’s hardships, cruelties, pain, and suffering. I experienced their lives: love, joy, freedom, and simplicity. I feel both blessed and guilty that I was privileged to share their soul’s silent whispers and witness their unique spirituality before the rest of the world could. Seeing their private and personal lives exposed for the world to scrutinize and judge is unfortunate and tragic. Where are their love, happiness, peace, and joy stories?

Pain, suffering, sadness, and loss make it difficult to imagine that there was ever love, joy, and moments of happiness at any stage of their existence, at least for Lisa. Sadly, only sprinklings of love and happiness were enjoyed throughout their lives. What is being revealed now does not seem to have left any room for normalcy in their lives.

I also feel a sense of guilt, having enjoyed their love, joy, and innocence before a life of chaos, confusion, frustration, and depression suffocated their daily experiences. How I wish I could have given them the joy and happiness I received by living with them. Life is all about timing. It makes me feel tremendous gratitude and appreciation for my life’s choices and course. I am not simply making observations and distinctions in the paths we have chosen our souls to experience. Life is also about timing, cycles, and rhythm.

I don’t have to know your life to know you because I’m sure I’ve had similar experiences.


CHAPTER 14

Elvis Died, Lisa Died, We all Die


Can we escape death? Houdini thought so. Who the hell wants to die? Nobody. Death has haunted humanity from the dawn of intelligent discernment. Some civilizations acknowledged its inevitability; others have denied the finality of it.

The Mayans believed death, a path to the underworld, existed via a mysterious cave. Of course, kings were entitled to greater hopes of a life beyond death than the heathens. Kings took a path that dropped them into the underworld, where they were reborn and became gods. Good work, if you can get it, right? The Vikings were sure that, should they die in battle, they would reside in Valhalla and engage in an eternity of feasts with the god Odin himself.

Some faiths rigidly adhere to ceremonies wherein their dead are buried immediately, while others are of the persuasion that a funeral pyre is the appropriate methodology for dealing with the remains. Throughout the millennia, most civilizations have feared death. However, some celebrate the dead with annual rituals and festivities, such as The Day of The Dead in Mexico.

I, myself, have no fear of death, and so I’m neither frightened nor held hostage by The Grim Reaper. At the same time, I don’t engage in hazardous activities that invite him to shake hands with me. With me, death is not a matter of when but rather a matter of where.

Why? Because death is inevitable. Like they say, nobody gets out of here alive, right? So, a time of my death will happen. But I hold the cards about where I die, and I’m sure that frustrates The Dark Lord.

What can I tell you about death? Death and life are only an instant apart. It only takes an instant to die, but the process of dying may take our whole life. Life is a physical energy frequency, and death is a non-physical energy frequency.

What are my ideas about death, and why is death so feared? What we don’t understand, we fear. And the world fears death, the unknown experience. Though death may be caused by trauma, death itself is painless; once we leave, we no longer have the physicality to experience anything, much less feel pain. We’ve been conditioned to fear death because society attaches excellent suffering to the phenomena of a life-ending.

What positives can you convey to us about death? I’m not sure the world, in general, sees many positives in death, but I can assure you it is not the end of what brought us life to begin with: energy. It is impossible to destroy energy. Energy can only change form. So, while the physical shell of our earthly existence may have exceeded its expiration date, it’s just another day at the office for the energy we are composed of when death comes knocking.

How do we best avoid worrying about death, and is it possible for us to at least delay death? First of all, in the history of mankind, the act of worrying has yet to prevent one single thing from happening. So that tells us that worrying about death or anything else is futile. But it’s fine to be concerned; there is a difference.

Learn to appreciate the limits placed on death. It can only take place where you exist. You often create many anxious and worrisome moments when you project your concerns into another time by wondering, “What’s going to happen next year?” If you must worry about death, why worry about dying in the past or the future, where you can’t exist since you can’t really die then? You must be present, and in real-time to die. As far as delaying one’s death – you are the only one who can place you in the spot you die in. I’d suggest being very, very careful of where you place yourself.

Elvis placed himself in an environment with hundreds of bottles of pharmaceuticals. Pills within his grasp. He consciously not only put the drugs in his own bedroom, but he placed himself in that same bedroom. So, he brought the high potential of death to his very own long established living quarters. Now, had Elvis been living near a beach, rejecting the idea of a life on pill dependency, the odds would have been much greater of him not dying while staying near a beach living clean.

Everyday people make choices every day that increase the odds that they might die. Perhaps they give a relative a ride to a bad neighborhood, get carjacked and killed?

They placed themselves in the path of an increased chance of a bad incident and death. So, be very careful where you place yourself. You could be placing yourself at the dinner table next to pork ribs, bacon, and pork chops for twenty years. So, again, you, by choice, put yourself at a severely dangerous cholesterol risk; albeit in this case... you chose a long-term risk instead of a short-term risk such as visiting that bad neighborhood. In both cases, you had a say in putting yourself in death’s path.

Michael Jackson had control over where he placed himself when he died as well. He was in a Beverly Hills mansion a block off Sunset Blvd. He loved to be put to sleep by surgical anesthesia. And so, he placed himself in a room with cases of propofol, a dangerous anesthetic. He could have chosen to spend that night at his mother’s home, where she didn’t stock his favorite bedtime juice. Or he could have chosen to check in at the Hotel Bel-Air for a propofol-free night. No. He chose to place himself in a place where the risk of dying was extremely higher than normal. Then he rolled the dice.

The same goes for Buddy Holly and Ritchie Valens. They chose to put themselves in a rickety airplane in blizzard conditions. The plane crashed. John Lennon, God rest his soul, chose to live in Manhattan in New York. And despite being very famous, he chose not to hire bodyguards. So, when a crazed maniac asked for his autograph outside of The Dakota where Lennon and Yoko Ono lived, he stopped what he was doing, and put himself right next to his murderer.

Many people could have placed themselves in a lot safer position is my point. And because it only takes an instant to die, and you can only die in one place; choose wisely where you place yourself.


CHAPTER 15

The World Says Goodbye to Lisa


Lisa Marie Presley, the only child of Elvis and Priscilla Presley, died on January 12, 2023, at age 54 and left behind a rock-and-roll legacy.


Priscilla’s Message to the masses that showed up to pay respects to Lisa Marie at Graceland

“I’m going to read something my granddaughter wrote for all of you. And this says it all,” Priscilla shared, reading from her phone. “I have no idea how to put my mother into words. The truth is, there are too many. Lisa Marie Presley was an icon, a role model, and a superhero to people worldwide. But Mama was my icon, role model, and superhero in many more ways than one.”

“Even now, I can’t get across everything to be understood or known about her. But as she always said, ‘I’ll do my best,’” Priscilla continued reading before getting to the poem “The Old Soul.”

“In 1968, she entered our world, born fragile, tired, yet strong. She was delicate but was filled with life. She always knew she wouldn’t be here too long. Childhood passes by with a glimpse of her green eye. She then raised a family of her own. Then came her second child, leading her to suspicion. Could this be the angel who takes me home?” Priscilla read, fighting back the tears.

“Time, of course, flew by. It was time for a tragedy. She knew it was close to the end. Survivors guilt, some would say, but a broken heart was the doing of her death,” she continued. “Now, she is home where she always belonged, but my heart is missing her love. She knew that I loved her. I fear I’ll never touch her. But the old soul is always with me. She doesn’t drift above.”

“That says it all, and thank you all for being here,” Priscilla concluded, speaking to the audience. “Our heart is broken, Lisa, and we all love you.”

Lisa Marie was laid to rest alongside her son, her father, and other family members, including Elvis’s parents, Vernon and Gladys, and his grandmother, Minnie Mae. There is also a smaller memorial stone for Elvis’ twin brother, Jessie, who died at birth.


CHAPTER 16

Love and Light


I have friends who have written books about their experiences with ex-wives, ex-girlfriends, and ex-lovers, including the “horror” stories they lived. I must be blessed – all my “formers” and “exes” I love and respect. After a time, we chose different paths and journeys.

In preparing to write this book, I realized I had no negative thoughts or feelings about my time with Priscilla and Lisa Marie Presley. Okay, okay, I know what you will ask me next. “If everything was so perfect, why did your relationship end?” This is an excellent question. Even after I tell you the truth in plain and straightforward language, you may still not believe it. To do so, you would need an understanding of how the universe works, not how we perceive to live our lives. It starts like this: we were spiritual beings before being born into the physical world. We were created in the Realm of the Absolute. We could not have physical experiences because we were not human. We vibrated at the frequency of Love and Light. We were created as non-physical energy and existed ONLY as vibrational frequency. We could not be any other idea but Love and Light... perfect. We were made in the likeness and image of our Creator. The Creator realized we could never experience ourselves as Love and Light unless we could choose to experience its opposite, Fear and Hate. To have an experience, we needed to vibrate at the physical level. To be physical, we would have to reduce our vibrational frequency.

So, the Creator allowed us to go through a transition, a shift in energy, from pure energy, Love, and Light to our physical birth into the world of relativity. In a sense, we were created again through being born into the physical world. This birth, I call the “Mini Bang.” For those who believe in the Big Bang Theory of the universe, the mini bang was an explosion of the energy of Love and Light. The instant the sperm penetrated the egg, it ignited the energy of life through the creative power of Love. In our original non-physical creation, we inherited the same powers and abilities to create as our Creator.

As most of us have realized, life is not fair because artificial laws were not made to be fair but to benefit those who made them. Universal laws favor those who understand and apply them in their daily lives.

Rhythms and cycles govern natural laws. To know these laws, we need to observe nature and the universe and appreciate that we are a part of everyone and everything. Where and how we fit into this complex holographic matrix is through our deep understanding and appreciation of the world around us.

In other words, we become it when we act and move in harmonious synchronicity with all things. We inherently and instinctively know when it is time to leave a relationship and move on in love and gratitude for the love shared. There is no need for fear, anger, hatred, disappointment, or regret.

On this journey through life, our soul or spirit agreed to join us only as an observer of our choices. The soul will never interfere with any choice we make. It will never judge, ridicule, embarrass, or belittle us for any negative choices we make, no judgment. It would defeat the purpose of our two most remarkable gifts, life and free will, to choose whatever experience we desire. Our life is all about our choices and our ability to accept 100% responsibility for the results, outcomes, and consequences of those choices.

For nearly 40 years, I have created a mindset of “Always Being My Best.” This mindset, my mantra, is to live in harmony and balance with all things.

I am truly blessed that Priscilla and Lisa Marie allowed me to share time with them. All loving relationships need permission and acceptance. I have benefited from their Love and Light. To share the best of who they were before the challenges, hardships, tragedy, addictions, money, depression, and loss wreaked havoc and overwhelmed their daily life. I was blessed to enjoy the beauty of their soul’s silent whispers. I was with them through their best times before they both had to navigate the minefields filled with obstacles, challenges, fear, worry, doubt, anxiety, hatred, envy, jealousy, and greed.

I find it extremely sad to hear that Lisa Marie was there at the time of her father’s death. This traumatic experience must have had devastating effects on her young, fragile, innocent mind. The emotional scars buried deep within her must have played a pivotal turning point in her mental construct of the people and the world around her. Life is all about choices, but you can hardly fault a child desperately trying to deal with the harsh realities of life. It must have affected her in ways we will never know or comprehend. It is challenging to navigate the roads, rivers, skies, trails, and dark alleys of life.

The music industry and Hollywood, with all its temptations, trimmings, and trappings, are a nightmare for the most formidable, seasoned veterans, let alone a severely devastated child. Indeed, all the people around Lisa Marie must have seen the classic signs of a soul screaming out for help through the chronic use of alcohol and drugs. The tragic result of Lisa’s life was history repeating itself. When the people closest to you turn a blind eye, what can anyone expect? Expectations usually produce disappointment and unhappiness.

Writing this book has been both a blessing and a joy to recall the beautiful times we shared.


CHAPTER 17

My Farewell to Lisa


I had lived with Lisa and Priscilla for over four years, but that was long before both suffered so much pain, heartache, and loss. What I will say is how saddened I am about the choices they’ve made that led down paths to so much pain and suffering.

Life and free will to choose is our two most remarkable gifts, and to accept responsibility for the consequences of our choices, we more often decide to deny or blame others for the negative results. In every choice we make, we also declare who we are.

The idea that we are born alone and die alone means that during our journey through life, we live alone within and with who we have created ourselves to be. If a chosen life of fame and fortune is lived in so much sadness, pain, and suffering, the lesson for all of us may be aware of the potential consequences. Are you willing to accept that responsibility? I pray for Priscilla to have more love, insight, and wisdom in making future decisions. Thank you both for sharing your passion and light with me.

The prospect of my very final thoughts on Lisa seems surreal. These are my final thoughts on Lisa Marie for this book, but they are not final because she will occasionally cross my mind until my time on Earth is over.

Lisa was incredibly vulnerable.

I saw how “The Wolves” operate in the entertainment industry. Lisa had Priscilla to consult with at times, but many news sources reported that they were often at cross-purposes. So, who did that leave Lisa with to advocate for her? To nurture her career goals and navigate the treacherous shark-infested waters of high finance and the music industry? To fight for her interests with no agenda? Again, it is not for me to say or judge.

And how exactly does one burn through $50–100M dollars within a decade? How does one fall victim to the same dark abyss of drugs that her father fell victim to? That her “husband” Michael Jackson, fell victim to?

I think she’ll forever be the child I shared a home with, not just a house. The kid who allowed me to become close enough to her that she reached out to hold hands with me on many occasions. Special times were shared between us when I could look down into her innocent eyes and catch one of her huge smiles. That was something shared just between the two of us.

One cannot force a child to exhibit a caring and fondness for you that connects with the simple display and joy of holding hands when it is their choice to grab yours. That cannot be artificially manufactured. And so, I’ll always cherish those moments.

To a certain extent, we grew up together. She went through four years of school, and I saw her grow, mature, adapt, and thrive. Over those same years, she witnessed me grow as a partner in a committed relationship with her mother and mature into a man with a broadened philosophy and seasoned outlook on life.

We woke up in the same house, had breakfast at the same table, and went on drives, carnival rides, and walks on the beach.

Dinners were family dinners. There were no outsiders, just the family – Lisa, her mom, and me. She was safe and sheltered in a loving cocoon. Nobody was going to harm a single hair on her head. I would personally see to that.

I reflect that when she was visiting her father at Graceland, the environment was very different from the one she lived in at her home in Beverly Hills. There was the hustle and bustle of Elvis’s relatives and their kids having over a dozen acres of adventure to explore in Memphis.

I’m sure the horses, the golf carts, and the spoiling was a blast for her.

However, the two most significant things that Graceland and her home in Beverly Hills had in common were the powerful love she got and 24-hour security. Graceland had her dad and a gated estate. In Beverly Hills, she had her mom and a gated estate... and she had me as her bodyguard, who also loved her.

I never once tried to take Elvis’s place. That would go against what I stand for as a father. I could never be her dad; nobody but Elvis could ever fill that role. I clearly understood that and never spoke ill of Elvis; how could I? I was never a friend; I only met him four times for a few minutes. I rarely even spoke of Elvis. It’s not like we were ever close buddies. His wife and I fell in love, but I never wished him harm or bad fortune. That was a healthy approach that benefited all parties and one that I always practiced.

Looking back, Lisa never really complained about the security measures we implemented when she was home in California. She may have been the most famous child in the country, along with JFK, Jr.

We had no choice other than to proceed with extreme caution. To do otherwise would have jeopardized her safety. I sometimes wonder how being isolated affected her because though she was surrounded by her dad’s kin at Graceland, for the most part, she stayed within its grounds.

Elvis slept during the day, and Lisa was very young, so her bedtime was early. Factor in that Elvis had personal issues that took up much of his private time. So, it’s not like Lisa romped all day in Memphis with Elvis. She just lived in an enormous cocoon – a cocoon called Graceland.

In California, we went to the park and out for ice cream. We went grocery shopping and did normal activities even though she was in a protective environment with me looking after her. When we went out to dinner, I was on heightened alert. I always sat where I could see the front door and who walked in.

So, we did go out and about. She saw a lot of ‘normal.’ I’m happy that I could provide her with that degree of normalcy. There was no need for a ‘mafia’ detail to escort us and oversee our every move. I’m sure she appreciated the difference.

I have a picture taken at an amusement park of her looking fondly upon me and me returning her gaze.

I love that picture. That was Lisa.

That will always be Lisa.

And there will always be a place in my heart for her.


 

Sweet Lisa, thank you for being you when you were with me. The pain and suffering are over, Rest in Peace.

In my heart, I wish Priscilla and the Presley family Love and Light.




CHAPTER 18

Mike’s Poetry


THANKS, JIMMIE!

 

There once lived a man I truly admired,

His skills and talents I also desired,

I looked up to him for love and understanding

But received so much more for he was demanding.

 

He saw things in me I did not see, 

Strength and courage to be the best I could be,

He pushed me hard to bring out my best 

So, one day, I would stand out above the rest.

 

In one way, he still helps me today.

When I want to quit, I hear Jimmy say:

“Mike, you’re no quitter, you’re not made that way,

Go the extra mile first, then call it a day.”

 

“Jimmy, I owe so much 

How can I ever repay you?”

 

His words ring clear 

I can still hear him today:

 

“Mike, you want to repay me?

This is what you can do, 

Go out and find others to help

As I have done for you, 

But don’t be satisfied just to even the score,

Always remember, Mike, 

You can do more, and more, and more.”

 

 

 

BE A CHAMPION

 

No one wants to hear your sorry alibis,

Watching you act like a child who cries

So quit complaining and making excuses,

Pointing fingers and shouting abuses.

 

Turn off that road to sympathy and self-pity.

Get back to the basic and the nitty gritty. 

Feeling sorry for yourself just doesn’t work,

So change your attitude, stop being a jerk.

 

Empty those negative thoughts from your mind, 

They have been holding you back all this time.

So what if your opponent is bigger than you, 

Stronger, faster and more experienced, too.

 

Believe in yourself and your ability to use,

Your God-given right, your power to choose.

Decide, then take action which will take you far,

To realize your dreams of being a star.

 

Regardless of what anyone thinks of you,

It’s what you believe about yourself that’s true.

Other people’s ideas may be fiction and fallacy,

But your beliefs about you are your reality.

 

So live life now by doing the best you can do

No one has the right to ask any more of you.

Whatever the outcome when they tally the score,

Just know in your heart you couldn’t have done more.

 

So why is it difficult for you to win? 

Don’t you know you have the power within?

To be a champion right from the start, 

The secret: Believe in yourself with all your heart.

 

 

 

WHAT’S THE PROBLEM?

 

Why is it difficult for us to acquire

All those things in life we desire?

What’s so tough about getting all that?

It’s like pulling a rabbit out of a hat!

 

Why is it difficult for us to think.

Outside the quicksand in which we sink?

Don’t we realize we are the source,

Of energy, love, power, and force?

 

Why is it difficult for us to accept

Changed ideas and new concepts?

Is it because we are stuck in old ways

From bad habits acquired in younger days?

 

Why is it difficult for us to understand? 

That we can conduct our own life’s band?

To sing and dance to the music we play 

And enjoy happiness each and every day.

 

Why is it difficult for us to realize

That real strength is not found in size?

It’s in our belief about who we are

Holding us back or driving us far.

 

Why is it difficult for us to believe? 

That we possess the power to achieve

Any goal in life we desire to attain, 

Is it love, happiness, fortune or fame?

 

Why is it difficult for us to know

It’s only through love that we can glow

And be a shining beacon to all

Like a lighthouse standing tall?

 

Why is it difficult for us to think

Of death and dying or living on the brink?

Is it fear of the unknown or what we might learn,

That once through that door, we may never return?

 

Why is it difficult for us to see 

Is Death not the end for you and me? 

Just take comfort in knowing that in death–

Life doesn’t end with your every last breath.

 

 

 

CHANGE

 

There is a constant in the universe that we call change,

We often have difficulty comprehending its full range.

Change is inevitable; it’s one of Nature’s Laws,

It’s man’s inability to conform that causes flaws.

 

When change takes place, things never remain the same, 

No matter how hard we tried to postpone, delay, or refrain. 

Change can’t be compared with concepts like good and bad, 

It’s our attitude toward change that makes us happy or sad.

 

The past is over, finished; the future does not yet exist, 

The present time is the only reality in which we can persist.

Plans, hopes, and dreams we will never attain, 

Unless we take action within the present time frame.

 

Hoping, wishing, and praying don’t make dreams come true.

It’s understanding the law of change that makes it work for you.

 

Don’t look at change as something challenging to go through, 

Instead, it is a natural transition to producing the best in you.

Change is fleeting; it’s not lasting, 

But lasting change is changing everlasting.

 

 

 

FEAR, A FRIEND OR FOE?

 

Most fears are taught, and I learned

But worse, I continued to be

For a long time, I believed

Fear was a negative me.

 

Being afraid and having fears,

I was made to feel less.

This produced a behavioral attitude.

That’s not the best.

 

It’s easy to turn your back on fear

And walk the other way,

But it will still be there

When you wake up the very next day.

 

Fear may be a bully,

It may scare you at first,

But like an overinflated balloon,

It is easier to burst.

 

Confronting fear is a hostile act,

Fear is not my foe,

Not something I must defeat

With a mighty blow,

 

Fear has many faces

And some of them are true,

Its function is to reflect

An aspect of you.

 

Since I can’t eliminate fear,

I must learn to integrate

These other facets of myself

To which I must relate.

 

So now, when I experience fear

I comprehend, 

And recognize the truth, 

That fear is but a friend.

 

I’ll accept the gift of fear.

For now, I finally see,

That fear is only revealing

The undesirable me.

 

I hope these thoughts presented 

The positive force of fear. 

For like the value of an ear 

It is to listen, not just hear.

 

 

 

LIVE WHAT EXCITES YOU

 

For most people, life is a struggle all the time,

Exhausting the body and taxing the mind.

Many go through life without having a clue

That happiness is to live what excites you.

 

How can we find life’s purpose that we seek

Which drives us to work week after week?

The answers are found in these simple things,

Joined together like interlocking rings.

 

The first, I’m sure you already know,

The natural you have an effortless flow.

When you are passionate about something new,

Realize it’s revealing the natural you.

 

The second may even come as a surprise,

 As the quality of your life quickly rise

To match the vibratory frequency 

That attacks all you need effortlessly.

 

The third requires no effort to try,

For life will produce an abundant supply

Of all the wealth you will ever need,

And not fall victim to Man’s greed.

 

Living in the flow is you, naturally,

And creating abundance effortlessly.

So, if it’s a question of what you should do,

The answer is simple,

Live what excites you.

 

 

 

THIS MOMENT IN TIME

 

Units of time are man’s ingenious idea, 

Each segment creates limitations and fear.

We are all masters of self-separation, 

Dividing our time for work, sleep, and recreation.

 

Children don’t understand the future and the past.

They live in the moment, making time last.

The carefree innocence expressed by a child

If displayed by an adult, it is considered wild.

 

Yet, we feel warm and fuzzy inside

To know that special feeling has not yet died.

Living with passion, we remain young and alive,

The essence of life to which we all strive.

 

Take a second to imagine the power you possess,

Create love, happiness, and success.

Not wishing, hoping someday you’ll be

But knowing you are your beliefs instantly.

 

So why be pre-occupied with the time of the day,

Living what excites you is the only way.

No other chronology can fully express,

This moment in time is all that is left.

 

 

 

MAN OF EARTH

 

How long has man been on earth? 

It may be longer than it’s been worth.

Did he evolve, or was he created? 

This age-old question is always debated.

 

But Man may have been put here,

At various times from another sphere.

For how could he, if a natural part of this

Blatantly destroy the beauty that exists?

 

For this human being, in a very short time,

Has abused and polluted, leaving many a sign.

He may not be one of nature’s creatures 

With greed and hate as dominant features.

 

Taking a closer look at man,

To see the results from his hand

Even with his capacity to think,

He is out of step, not in synch.

 

There was a balance in nature before,

But along came a man to close the door.

With brute force, he claimed Earth’s wealth

Even at the expense of his health.

 

He turned Earth into his dumping site. 

Getting paid for it makes it seem right.

 

But Nature’s laws are just for all things,

Man’s interference has broken many rings.

His greedy reality and narrow point of view

He has come full circle; he must now pay his due.

 

Financial losses cause fear and concern, 

So now he wants to understand and learn

 

What makes this beautiful world go round 

And stop running everything into the ground.

 

He has not learned to be a peaceful sort,

As a result, Earth, he may have to abort.

By learning responsibility and respect,

He may evolve to a higher intellect.

 

So what is left for man to do?

Many good things, if he chooses to

But his past actions and behavior proved

He’s on a spiraling trend, stuck in a groove.

 

To interrupt this negative thinking,

He must ingest through positive drinking

The fact that all living things have worth

And take pride in being called Man of Earth.

 

 

 

WHAT ON EARTH

 

What on earth have we done?

Cut trees till there are none!

Burn and sell the logs each day,

Why not discover another way?

 

What on earth have we done to the air?

We can see it everywhere!

It was once fresh and clean,

Now it’s measured by what is seen!

 

What on earth have we done to the water?

Dump toxic waste like no other.

Now, water is even bottled and sold,

And may soon surpass the price of gold!

 

What on earth have we done to the fish?

I know it makes an incredible dish,

But catching them without an ounce of bait,

With miles of nets that don’t discriminate!

 

What on earth will it take to know,

Reaping happens only after you sow?

What on earth were we supposed to do?

There was more than enough for me and you.

 

What on earth have we done, 

Destroy and pollute while having fun?

How on earth were we so smart, 

Make decisions without a heart?

 

What on earth have we done this for?

Only money and nothing more!

What on earth are we going to do

When we exhaust our money, too?

 

What on earth are we going to say

To the children of another day?

What on earth will we leave behind?

Barely enough for them to find.

 

What on earth are we going to do

With nine-year-olds killing, too?

How on earth can we sleep at night?

Knowing we taught them wrong, not right?

 

What on earth would cause me to fear? 

It’s this question and answer I may hear:

WHAT’S ON EARTH? 

NOTHING’S ON EARTH!

 

 

 

THE PLAN

 

There is a plan here and across the sea,

To focus on the difference between you and me.

Divide and conquer means to separate,

Only paying taxes unites us in hate.

We believe in love for our fellowmen,

Yet, we send troops to die in his land.

We destroy, maim, and kill all who stand in the way,

It’s not our home, and we don’t plan to stay.

 

After all that we gave, us they should love, 

But they never bought the idea we were the dove.

We sent aid coated with honeyed cheap talk, 

Thinking we disguised the fact we were the hawk.

 

So it’s no wonder why millions are sad,

With senseless violence driving us mad.

It’s time to say, “Hey, enough is enough

We’ll no longer put up with this stuff.”

 

Living in doubt and surrounded by fear 

That only gets worse year after year. 

Fear is created and reinforced again, 

If you don’t believe me, watch CNN.

 

We hear it on the radio and see it on the news,

How the American people are paying all the dues,

The whole world laughs while we think we’re so smart,

While people here at home pull the strings to our hearts.

 

Wake up, look around, open your eyes,

Do what it takes to live meaningful lives.

We watch people die like it’s no big deal,

Then, wonder why our children question what is real!

 

What will you leave behind when it’s your time to go?

Did you plant the right seeds in their minds to grow?

Or were you one of those who reinforced the hate?

Remember, what goes around comes around; this we call fate.

 

I don’t have all the answers, but I do have some advice,

But why should I repeat it? You’ve heard it all your life.

Hell, I’ll tell you anyway, it might make sense this time,

The fate of our future is for your child and mine.

 

Just be careful what your child hears,

they believe words are true,

Especially coming from someone they love, yes,

someone like you.

You’re the opportunity to them, your country, and planet Earth,

To give back a hundredfold of what you took since birth.


CHAPTER 19

The Unicorn


By Blake Chavez


Undefeated champions are a rarity in sports, and Mike Stone is the epitome of this rare breed. His career is a testament to the extraordinary and unique phenomenon in sports. How many Unicorns exist? Only one: Mike Stone.

This rare and remarkable accomplishment requires exceptional skills, consistency, and a high level of performance. Rocky Marciano and Floyd Mayweather are often called “undefeated” champions. The truth is, Rocky had four losses as an amateur, and Floyd had six!

Mike Stone’s journey is not just a testament to his exceptional achievements but also a beacon of dedication and perseverance. After three months of training, he started as a white belt and fearlessly entered state, regional, and national tournaments. Competing as a Brown Belt, he remained undefeated in fighting and form competitions. His career is a string of first-place victories, and when asked about the number of wins in his record, he replied, ‘All of them.’

Mike Stone was the first superstar in karate. We should all take a moment to appreciate and celebrate the rare accomplishments of athletes like Mike Stone, who remind us of the incredible things that can be achieved through passion, focus, concentration, dedication, and a never-give-up attitude. His undefeated record is a testament to exceptional skills, consistent high performance, unyielding perseverance, and a champion’s mindset.

In Houston, Texas, in 2023, Stone was awarded seventeen 10th-degree Black Belts by many of the most respected karate organizations in martial arts. Seventeen. All in a single ceremony! Who else has ever achieved that? Bruce Lee? Chuck Norris? Bennie “The Jet” Urquidez? Bill “Superfoot” Wallace? Superman?

The answer is that nobody else has come close. That’s one reason Mike Stone is a Unicorn.


CHAPTER 20

PenSword Art


PENSWORD ART is a uniquely personalized artist expression of sword fighting techniques I performed as a martial arts choreographer in the film Enter the Ninja and four sequels of the American ninja films. It is important to state although the sword-cutting techniques may closely resemble Japanese calligraphy, it is not, nor is it my intent, as the artist to make anyone believe that these sword-cutting techniques represent Japanese characters in calligraphy. The words under each artwork are the name given to the painting and present a state of mind, attitude, and spiritual expression by the artist. It is simply the personal expression of this energy, frequency, and vibrational use in performing aspects of sword fighting techniques.
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Origin and History

In 1959, I was a freshman boarder at Lahainaluna High School. I loved watching samurai movies. This was long before I wrote the script for the movie, Enter the Ninja which started the global ninja phenomenon. The first Japanese movie I watched then, Denko Karate Uchi, inspired me in many ways. The hero used the flying sidekick to end all confrontations. I was hooked on karate.

My Guinness Book of World Records, the Flying Sidekick, was inspired by that movie in 1978. I was invited to be a contestant on the Guinness Game television show, taped in Los Angeles, California. Before being booked on this show, I was asked if there was anything I could do on the show that would be impressive that other martial arts Black Belts could not do. I said I could probably jump seven feet high and break a couple of one-inch boards. They asked, “When was the last time you did it successfully?” I said, “That was 1963 when I was still in the army, but I only kicked a three-inch piece of tape, hanging from the end of a boom microphone, held by the sound technician.” Do they ask if I believed I could still jump that high and break a couple of boards? I confidently said... “Sure, I can!!!” I was successful in breaking 2 boards at highs of 5.5, 6, 6.5, and 7 feet in setting a record.

My appreciation and love for all things Japanese began when I entered kindergarten at Makawao Elementary School at age 6 years old. I liked everything about my young Japanese classmates. They were humble, polite, and friendly. Compassionate, respectful, smart, disciplined, calm, and peaceful, are all the character and personality traits I did not possess.
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During my junior summer, I decided to remain at the high school and work at a summer job. The boarding department runs several farming projects, a dairy, poultry and swine, vegetable garden, landscaping maintenance, and a kitchen, and maintains the school landscape.

One Sunday, in mid-July, I literally bumped into our high school sports photographer, Loli Nakamoto, as he exited his photography shop. I always passed Loli’s photo studio on the way to a restaurant or theater. He offered me to join him at his Aikido class that evening. He explained a little about Aikido. I was interested when he said that learning martial arts would enhance my balance, focus, awareness, coordination, and footwork, and make me a better person. I pretended not to hear the last part of      [text obscured by image]
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I was interested in martial arts, and I was on my way to watch a samurai movie.

I joined him that evening for my first Aikido class. The teacher was Sensei Koichi Tohei, the highest-ranked student of Professor Morihei Ueshiba, the founder of Aikido. I was hooked on the person of Sensei Tohei. I wanted to be like him not in his physical skills and abilities, but in his manner, attitude, discipline, calmness, and peaceful nature. He exuded integrity, wisdom, honor, trust, and respect. This ideal has become my idea of what a martial arts master should be like. I learned most martial arts teachers don’t come near that level of humanity.
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My movie hero for many years was Shintaro Katsu, a Japanese actor, who starred as the Blind Swordsman, in Zatoichi Films. I was hooked, amazed at his ability to move so gracefully and effortlessly while wearing geta (three-inch high wooden slippers) while fighting using a cane-sword and blind. The terrain could be sandy or rocky beaches, rice paddies, mountain slopes with cascading waterfalls, crowded geisha houses, rains, and snow; he was flawless. I incorporated many of his sword-fighting techniques when choreographing the ninja      [text obscured by image]
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In 1979, I wrote the script Enter the Ninja and was the Martial Arts Fight Choreographer for that movie, and four or five American Ninja movies, starring Michael Dudikoff, David Bradley, and Steve James.

I wondered what design would be made if I used a pen to draw the path of the blade in performing a cutting stroke. I placed a blank sheet of regular bond paper on my dining table, closed my eyes, visualized and imagined executing a sword technique, and drew the image I saw in my mind. I was amazed to see the beautiful design, the sword stroke produced. It looked and felt natural and effortless to perform. I decided to name this artistic expression, Pen-Sword. The images and designs look similar to Japanese calligraphy, but they are not.
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The image created represents my imagination. The artwork also includes a positive word as the name of the art piece. Words like honor, trust, respect, persistence, integrity, drive, compassion, and determination. The paintings are signed with Japanese and or Chinese signature stamps as well as my signature.

We are all capable of unique ways of expressing who we are. Remember, you are created of love and light, and you are as powerful as you need to be to create anything you desire in life.


CHAPTER 21

About the Author
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Mike Stone is undoubtedly the pioneer of Sport Karate stardom. His unparalleled achievements include inductions into eight Martial Arts Hall of Fames, three Lifetime Achievement Awards, and an impressive seventeen certificates affirming his 10th Degree Black Belt status, the highest rank attainable in all martial arts. These awards and certifications have been bestowed upon him by esteemed organizations, federations, and nationwide martial arts associations, cementing his status as an unparalleled legend.


HALL OF FAME AWARDS

Black Belt Hall of Fame Karate Player Award 1971

Black Belt Hall of Fame Instructor of the Year 1994

Karate Masters Hall of Fame 2013

Masters Hall of Fame 2014

All-Pro Tae Kwon Do Hall of Fame 2016

WKL Hall of Fame 2018

World Martial Arts Grand Master Hall of Fame 2018

Ultimate Warrior Hall of Fame 2021

International Martial Arts Hall of Fame 2023

United Martial Arts Hall of Fame 2023

International Black Belt Hall of Fame 2023


LIFETIME ACHIEVEMENT AWARDS

Masters Hall of Fame Lifetime Achievement Award

Lifetime Achievement Award President Joe Biden

Black Belt Membership Certificate

Joe Lewis Eternal Warrior Award

Col. Ike Slaughter Warrior-Gentleman Award

Martial Arts Australia Lifetime Award


10TH DEGREE BLACK BELT CERTIFICATIONS

Rank Certification (Judan, 10th Degree Black Belt)

10th Dan Sport Karate Museum Diploma

10th Dan Chinese Kenpo Karate

10th Dan American Karate Academies

10th Dan World Martial Arts Ranking Association

10th Dan Kenpo International Dudanshakai

10th Dan World Head of Family

10th Dan International Martial Arts Council of America

10th Dan PKA Worldwide

10th Dan South Carolina Black Belt of Fame

10th Dan Uchudo International Martial Arts Federation

10th Dan Legends of Carolina Martial Arts

10th Dan Texas Martial Arts

10th Dan World Martial Arts Ranking Association

10th Dan American Karate Black Belt Association

10th Dan Eternal Black Belt


ACHIEVEMENTS

Expert Commentator ABC Wide World of Sports with Frank Gifford.

World Karate Championships, Brussels, Belgium

Four Season National Karate Championships 

California All-Star Black Belt Team Championships 

National All-Star Black Belt Team Championships 1, 2 

Martial Arts Expo Tropicana Hotel Las Vegas. 

Mainland vs. Hawaii Team Championships 

United States National Karate Championships Dallas, Texas. 

Bruce Lee, Herbert Peters, Jack Kwang BB Magazine articles: The Ridge-hand


MOVIES/FILMS

Enter the Ninja

American Ninja

American Ninja 2: The Confrontation

American Ninja 3 Blood Hunt

American Ninja 4: The Annihilation

The Last Ninja

Tigershark

Warrior Within

The Wrecking Crew

Highlander 2: The Quickening

Dark Tide

No Place to Hide

White Ghost

Raw Force

Circle of Iron

C.h.i.p.
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