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      I always sat by the open window to drink my morning green tea, watching the waves crash on the shore of the barren cove below.

      My son Cody and I lived in Big Sur, California, in one of the most rustic shacks in the area. It was perched 255 creaky steps above the ocean, and the climb down often left me feeling like I might die along the way. I was terrified of heights, yet my love for the beach always outweighed the fear (for it is the mind killer), compelling me to make the trek.

      I bought this place ten months ago for two million dollars, thanks to a lucky streak in crypto. I’m telling you this because I know you think you can’t relate to me—but you can.

      Trust me.

      I wasn’t rich before that happened—not even close.

      Let me tell you my story—not all of it, but just enough so you get it.

      I was from a good upper-middle-class “Nawlins” family—that’s how we say New Orleans in the South: “Nahhhlins.” My dad, Tuck Miller, was a banker.

      After I graduated from Tulane with high honors, he scored me a cushy job at Wells Fargo as an investment banker in downtown Nawlins.

      My life there was pretty good. I had a small shotgun house off Magazine Street within walking distance of Parlor Donuts. I rode the cable car to work, ate oysters by the dozen at Desire for lunch, and watched jazz in the Tremé on Friday evenings with my buddies from the office. I can still hear that brass blowing at 2 am with my white cuffs rolled up, a $70 glass of bourbon in one hand and a cigarette in the other.

      Then, in 2008, the financial crisis hit, and I lost my job and ended up shucking oysters at Desire on Bourbon for minimum wage.

      I had a gift.

      I was the fastest shucker in America. I even out-shucked Patrick McMurray by opening 1,115 oysters in an hour.

      That got me laid more than once and earned me a lot of tips, too. Eventually, I saved enough money to invest in a little-known crypto called XRP. While Bitcoin was seen as digital gold, XRP offered real-world solutions for sending money in seconds.

      I didn’t expect much at first, but the more I learned, the more I doubled down. Then, in 2017, luck struck: XRP shot up 36,600%. I cashed out at the crest of the market with ten million in cash. But just when I was on top of the world, disaster hit: I was diagnosed with ball cancer.

      That’s what I called the testicular cancer—ball cancer. They always said I was a little nutty at the office anyway. When the doctor told me it was incurable without surgery, I let them cut off the left one, then went through chemo and radiation. That left me balder than Mr. Clean and sicker than a late-night bar crawl on Bourbon during Mardi Gras.

      Ten months later, when the cancer showed up in my right testicle and surgery was the only option, I decided to opt out. Instead, I drove straight to Los Angeles to see a boarding school buddy of mine, Dr. Phillip Dexter, who thought he might be able to help me. He changed my life by prescribing vitamin B17.

      Five weeks later, I was cancer-free. Who knew?

      Doctor Phil lived in Venice Beach. Not the “Doctor Phil” on television, but my Doctor Phil. He was Doctor Phil without the pill. Once I found out we had a lot in common, we became great pals after my move to Los Angeles. I even ended up buying a modern house on one of the Venice canals, just down the street from Phil. I loved the bohemian vibe of the area. Dennis Hopper always said you’d never know you were in a city of eleven million when you’re in Venice. I even bought some of his amazing photos to hang in the house.

      
      For the next seven years, with my one dangling ball still swinging in the Los Angeles heat, I studied health and nutrition on my own by reading books, eventually graduating from UCLA with a degree in nutrition.

      While most one-ball gentlemen could still conceive a child, I turned out to be the exception. Not only could I not, but I was also drier than the Serengeti.

      I wasn’t limp. Don’t get me wrong. I could still have sex for days if I wanted to, but I wasn’t spreading no seeds of joy around.

      Did you know that Hitler only had one ball? It’s true. Cryptorchidism, an undescended testicle. The right one, too. He was wrong in more than one way.

      After surviving cancer, I realized something was missing.

      After remission, the Venice Beach house felt emptier each day. I'd walk the canals at sunset, watching families on their balconies, kids racing bikes along the water's edge. One Saturday, Phil mentioned that the Los Angeles Children's Center needed volunteers. "Good for the soul," he said.

      That's when I met Cody at the center. He was attempting an ollie on his worn skateboard in the center's concrete yard, falling, getting up, trying again. No helmet, no pads, just raw determination. When the social worker introduced us, Cody sized me up with eyes too old for ten.

      "You the nutrition guy?" he asked, skateboard tucked under his arm.

      "Word gets around," I said.

      "My foster mom says all that organic stuff is bullshit." He watched for my reaction, testing boundaries already.

      "Maybe. But I bet you've never had my green smoothies."

      "Gross." But he smiled, just slightly.

      Ten months of visits later, I was signing adoption papers. We were both starting over, both healing from our own kinds of losses. His parents had left him in a carrier on the pavement outside a 7-11 with nothing but a baby bottle full of water lying next to him.

      Over the next year, Cody did well in school, but I didn’t always like the thrasher kids he hung out with. Catching a wave was one thing, but I got the feeling they were taking bong hits occasionally. Nevertheless, Cody loved the Venice lifestyle, and he kept me laughing with his unique sense of humor.

      
      By July 2023, I had just rented an office in a Venice Beach health food store to start seeing clients. But when Cody got busted smoking grass at the beach, I told myself that was it. It was the breaking point, a wake-up call that our laid-back Venice Beach lifestyle might not be what he needed. That’s when I knew we needed a real change. Quite frankly, the fact that the 3rd Street Promenade in Santa Monica was only 40% occupied since Covid didn’t give me much desire to stick around L.A. anyway. So, I told my clients I would continue seeing them via video calls. If there was one good thing that had emerged from this whole Covid mess, it was that long-distance communication was easier than ever before.

      Disgusted after witnessing a homeless man dump a bucket of hot diarrhea on an Italian tourist, I walked in one day and told Cody we were moving to Big Sur because it was disconnected from the hustle and bustle of city life.

      That’s when I bought this shack, along with a baby blue Karmann Ghia convertible to match it. It was basically a two-bedroom, weathered wood box, but it had enough glass window walls to get epic views of the cove below. To my surprise, Cody loved it. And he adjusted well to the new school in the valley. His class only had twenty-two people, so in two weeks’ time, he knew everyone.

      The first time I drove into town, I met Bianca at the Big Sur Bakery. She was lighting up the corner of the place, turning heads with her brown hair, full lips, and dark moody eyes sweeter than Georgia tea. She wore a hunter green fleece vest and sipped beer straight from the bottle. After talking to her, I learned she was from Tupelo, Mississippi, and all I could think of was that Van Morrison song, “Tupelo Honey,” because of those eyes. Hell, I had almost gone to Ole Miss; if I had, maybe we’d have met there instead of here. Thinking about things like that makes me forget myself for a moment.

      The Sur was cold at night all year, and I needed the warmth of a woman to keep me company.

      Oh, I forgot to tell you my name. Hold on.

      My name is Michael Miller, and in just ten months—plus two spontaneous cures of athlete’s foot—I was already gaining a reputation as Big Sur’s local medicine man. Folks had started calling me the CoQ10 Man around town because it was my favorite supplement to prescribe—and I was cool with that. I always say, “It is good for heart health and cellular energy production.” I was the picture of health. Hell, the only thing I hadn’t managed to fix was my one swinging gentleman. I wish testicles grew back like lizard tails, but they don’t. Your testosterone goes to absolute shit and the only way to fix it is testosterone replacement, so of course, I did that.

      Soon after the move, I started seeing people for their health at my office on the property.

      Yes, I walked barefoot outside to ground myself, drank hydrogenated spring water because it was the best antioxidant on the planet, and hummed for prolonged time periods to release nitric oxide into my body every morning. It was a vasodilator and a natural bug killer.

      I was the modern sage.

      Plus, I never wore boxers. Yep, I went full commando to give my wiener and lone nut some breathing room. Hell, every time that Tom Petty song “Free Fallin’” came on the radio, I couldn’t help but hear “Free Ballin’” instead—and let me tell you, it hit way too close to home.

      Look, what you think about my wacky nutritional stuff doesn’t matter to me. People need me. After being chronically ill, I felt this passion burning deep inside of me to help others reclaim their health.

      It was another reason I moved us to the Sur. People in Los Angeles drank green juice to look good, but the locals in Big Sur drank it to feel good. And I knew that.

      The Sur was usually packed with tourists, so finding someone nearby to date was like winning the lottery. And while some ladies were into the CoQ10 Man, it scared a few off who didn’t like alternative health. Billions of fish in the sea, but only ten or twenty around here.

      Bianca was the town’s dentist, but unlike me, she was all for fluoride in toothpaste. It had kept me from calling her back, too, for date number two.

      My dad and I used to study constellations together when I was a kid growing up in Nawlins. But after flunking physics my first year at Tulane, I swapped stargazing for bird watching. The yard at my Camp Street house was just littered with pigeons, and Rocco and I used to get drunk and place bets on which one would get to the feed the fastest.

      Back in New Orleans, Dad and I would also watch hawks circle above the Mississippi. He taught me their patterns—how they'd float on thermals, waiting, watching. "Hawks don't just hunt," he'd say. "They heal. Native Americans believed their feathers could draw out sickness."

      I didn't understand then, but after losing my testicle to cancer, after finding my own way to heal others, I started to get it. Hawks see what others miss. They wait, they watch, they know exactly when to strike.

      
      I used a Zeiss Conquest Spotting Scope to watch
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