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Hi… or not… “Hi?” … who says Hi when writing to themselves?


Whatever, my name is Florian… Flo everyone calls me Flo. I am writing my journals today, not knowing where to start. I’m bored, everything is so dull, and I have to do this even if I don’t want to. They say that I should be writing something summing up my situation, that I must put it away and read it in a few years. Supposedly “part of the healing process”, what horseshit … I’m not sick!


So, I'm writing this, wondering what the Flo of a couple of years from now would be thinking. Where he'd be. If he’s going to read it at all? If he’d laugh at it. If he’d find it interesting. Would I be around at all to be able to check?


Better not think of tomorrow, I did enough thinking lately and this is where it got me!


So… let me tell you (myself... whatever) my story or some of it. Maybe it’ll be even fun to review a couple of things that might be worth it… they're all saying that I might start forgetting things since I've been making up so much lately, so it's not so bad to write what I know now, who knows? I might have a completely different take on everything days, months or years from now.










CHAPTER ONE


I was born on August 16th, 1992 in Linz - Austria. Both my parents worked at Flughafen Linz; the local Airport, as employees of the ground crew. That's where they met, I think... I'm almost sure my mom mentioned the story once before.


Oh, and I have a sister, a little sister. She was Born ... 19... no 2002? Anyway, she's fourteen. Her Name is Larissa.


I wonder when she'll come and visit me. It’s been a while since I’ve seen her, but then again, who really cares...


So, I went to School and I was average there. I had friends, lots of them. My Family is pretty normal, no divorce (maybe that’s the abnormal thing), no traumatic experiences... well except for that one time when I found out that my little sister and her girlfriends had been messing with my new iPad and ended up breaking it. Can you imagine all the games, Messages and data I had saved in there? It took a couple of days to retrieve everything from that cloud again onto my new device. And, in addition to all that Horror, some of the pics that still could get memorized, were my sister's breasts. I guess they were playing some weird games... that's one Memory I’ll gladly give up.


Anyway, so nothing Special. Quiet, normal Family and surroundings.


I like skiing, Wakeboarding, w.o.w., (I just can't Picture it, but who knows, a couple of years from now I might Forget what w.o.w means, so just in case: it stands for World of Warcraft), a little football here and there.


I got arrested a year and a half ago, this is what landed me here, I guess. I screwed up with some internet fraud stuff and they caught me. From all the things I’ve been doing, this was the least of my worries. For a second, when I did that little maneuver to get some cash –around five thousand Euros I think- I thought about the possibility of getting caught but I just ignored that nano-second guilt that hit me, thinking I was invincible anyway and what I was dealing with at the time were way bigger issues… who would care about the little cash I was stealing online if they found out what box of Pandora I discovered by this very medium?


I was able to reveal the origins and the secrets of our world. if I had spoken up no one would have had the time to look into something else, except for the sensational truth I would have revealed.


So, while I was in jail for about two months – my father got a very good lawyer and paid the debt I engendered, he spent some savings for that… and also this here; I had an altercation with an intimate who somehow got me talking. As soon as I told him about my stuff, he turned on me, provoked me, and got everyone to mock me. They called me a retard, crazy… at a certain point, I gave them crazy, oh I gave it to them well.


I plunged a spork into that guy’s eye and scooped it out. I don’t know if I would do it again, but it was relieving at the time. It was the first time I could think about something else than what’s been happening to me back then and how no one would listen to what I had to say.


So, after that “altercation”, they got me into a kind of psychological evaluation program after which I got a brief visit from my father.


He looked at me with more worried eyes than I was used to during those months.


-“My boy… I have some positive news and some…” He started avoiding my gaze.


-“Tell me Dad, I don’t care in which order. Do I have to stay longer for the fight? How long did the bastards give me?” I cut straight to the point. I wanted to know what was awaiting me. I wasn’t nervous anymore, just fed up and tired.


-“Well… you don’t have to stay in jail any longer” he started, and then continued this time facing me, his lips quivering.


-“But… you’re not going to be free right away. The psychiatrist diagnosed you with severe paranoia, depression, and… schizophrenia…” a tear poured out of his left eye. He wiped it quickly away and continued.


-“Therefore; they judged it mandatory to keep you away from the outside world where they think you could be a potential danger to others. So, you are going to get transferred to a mental institution for…”


-“How long?” I asked quietly but still wanting him to finish his sentence before leaving me to his emotional retreat.


-“I’m not quite sure, to be honest… they have to check you out and see how you’ll be doing” He said.


-“A loony bin... crazies all around…” I kept repeating to myself so that I could fathom the situation. One part of me was relieved thinking that I would at least have peace of mind there, of course if the crazies would leave me alone.


-“Don’t worry, with a little luck I will have Manfred help me out. He’s in the medical field and has tons of connections. I’m sure he’ll know people in that vicinity and talk to them about us. You’ll get good treatment and hopefully, the therapy will help you…” he said now looking desperate as if he didn’t know who this guy facing him was and was wondering where I -his son- was.


-“Thanks Dad” That’s all I could think of saying. I then stood up and headed towards the guard.


-“Flo! Wait! I know I told you this several times lately but I promise you…”


-“Things are going to get better… I know” I said without looking back at him.


-“They will!” He quickly said before I reached the door.


-“Okay” I simply replied before leaving the room.


I could hear my dad pacing around the room trying to tell me more. I even thought hearing him saying that I would leave jail for the “institution” as he put it, in a week.


“I’ll try and fight the urge to pull out inmates’ eyes until then” I thought to myself smiling.


I know I’d still have to process what my dad just told me, but I figured that I had a week for that in my isolation sell.


A few days went by and the words that kept pounding in my mind‘s door louder and louder were; severe paranoia, depression, schizophrenia. The clinical term for “you’re a fucking whack job and you’re done!”.


So, this was what I was supposed to be? Was I born with it? Is there any kind of chance that you gain consciousness of your condition if your mind is sick? Because right now, I’m just going by what people are telling me. I stopped believing in myself for months. I’m a mentally sick person, disabled, handicapped in some way. Some people have no functioning legs, they can’t walk, therefore. I have a dysfunctional brain so I don’t know what I’m doing, what’s right, what’s real… all that would be way out of my league. Then, I need people, pills, and any means to help me… think? exist? Just like a paralyzed person would need a wheelchair or someone to get them a seat or something like that.


Shit… I would trade being paralyzed in a heartbeat. That’s a handicap you could see at least and learn how to deal with perhaps. How do you deal with the fact that you can’t trust your brains knowing that they might fail you? Damn. Alright, whatever let’s go to the loony house then.


The beginning was rough, real tough. I got in there; they got me in a room and the first thing I faced was pills. A plastic little tray for morning, midday, and night medicine. An old nurse explained to me that the blue pills were for mornings and midday. The orange ones were for nights.


- „But just the orange ones Florian, right? The blue ones cannot be taken at night because they won‘t let you sleep... and you need sleep. Quiet sleep is the key to recovery” She whispered the last sentence as if she were giving away some secret.


She then looked back at the male nurse who was standing there looking a little bored. He was clearly just there for safety reasons. I guess they red my record and thought I might feel like pulling someone‘s eye while they were explaining to me what to do... I smiled again at that thought in my head.


She then told me when the doctor would pass by to see me. She also showed me my toilet and bath and said that I could do some reading if I felt like getting entertained. She mentioned that depending on my reaction to the pills, I might be able to even get a radio and more items in my cell... my room as she called it.


Come to find out later, I had no control over the meds tray as there was always a crew member who came in to hand me out the one I needed to take at the appropriate time of the day. I guess she was just explaining whenever I would have the opportunity to do it myself later on.


I was locked here as well. The „room” is nicer than the one in jail. I have a nice view over a green hill behind the green thick window bars. Everything is sterile and spotless in the room. The only thing that bothered me was that medical – detergent smell allover. It got me nauseous. I laid down and stared at the sealing, time went by quickly considering that four hours passed before my doctor arrived. She unlocked and opened the door without knocking.


-"Hello Florian Huber, how are you?” She continued while I was trying to get on my feet quickly. She wasn‘t waiting for me to reply anyway;


-"So I hope you could acclimate a little so far?” she asked pulling the one plastic chair in my room closer to my bed and taking a seat in it. Only seconds later, she raised her eyes to look at me above her reading glasses. She had her pen and her notebook ready as if she was about to take a lesson.


Her hair was pulled decently in a low ponytail. Her white blouse didn't let any clothing underneath it appear; it was perfectly pressed. A little silver name shield was on her chest. It showed: Dr. Schwarzbauer.


-“Mr. Huber?“ She insisted scrutinizing my face.


I adjusted myself on the bed to reply:


-“acclimated? Yes... I guess I am” I said not knowing if I still should talk to anyone anymore.


What's the point after all? My head is messed up, why should it matter to evaluate anything anymore if you can't tell if it's for real... if it's me or my sickness talking?


-“Don't worry, the medicine will get settled in your system after a couple of days. The blur in your mind now will disappear slowly. They confuse one before starting to help, this is how it goes” she told me in a reassuring voice and a distant smile as if she knew that I was thinking nonsense right now. And without waiting for any reply I might give, she scribbled something in her notebook and continued talking without looking at me.


-“I see that you already have been diagnosed after showing some pretty persistent symptoms. Well, the good news is that you are now where you belong and that's in a psychiatric institution and not in jail. Here you will have treatment and we will work together in finding ways to get you to cope with your... situation. Sounds good doesn't it?” Again, no feedback needed. She continued. Now she stopped scribbling and lowered her half-moon-shaped eyeglasses again almost to the tip of her nose to allow her eyes a freeway in my direction.


-“Let's start easy… with the most recent. What triggered your reaction to hurt that inmate? What did you feel when you attacked him? Do you feel the same about it now? Do you understand it was wrong? Was it wrong for you?” She bombarded me squeezing her eyes. Didn't she mention something about an easy start?


-“What I felt when I attacked him? Anger I think...” I tried to somehow ignore the voice in my head telling me to stop all this and just give in to deliberate ignorance and soothing silence.


-“Anger was the motivation, the fuel that caused you to act if you will. But the act in itself; pulling his... eyeball? “


-“ I don't know, satisfaction?” I said for lack of better words.


-” I don't know Mr. Huber; you know. Were you satisfied to commit that act?”


Then why the fuck are you asking me if you don't know? I thought about telling her.


-“At that moment, I think I did”


-“You think?”


-“Yes, I think”


-“What about now?” she asked looking unsatisfied with my reply.


-“Now... I don't really care. Can I go back to sleep? I don't want to talk with you anymore” I heard the words slip out of me. She bored me.


-“No worries, it is time anyway and I have a good first report. I think that we'll achieve some great progress together” She said while smiling and writing at the same time. She took one more little look at me and stood up pulling the slight chair back to where it was.


How the hell do these mind doctors deduce anything about you after one or two interrogations? I kept wondering.


-“Sleep well” She simply said closing the door softly.


I could hear the lock closing on me discretely. I didn't care, I just wanted her to leave me alone with those meaningless questions. Am I supposed to stop being a wacko when I find out how it felt to hurt some asshole who busted my balls? Bullshit, beat it Dr. Schwarzbauer.


I laid back and thought of it, of it... what if it really happened? Is someone looking at me right now? Listening in? How can I get back in touch?


I'm here in this place, I guess that Dr. Schwarzbauer was right, the pills worked rather quickly. The questions in my mind are still there but I somehow got used to them, I'm not trying to find answers anymore, it is what it is. I have these memories and all I can do is play them over and over until the tiresome kicks in as it does now.


I still remember it as if it was yesterday... that night.


I thought before closing my eyes that I could go take part of that awful relaxation yoga program for loonies they told me about, or just go to bed. It was a no brainer; go to bed man.


Something like a year went by, actually a little over that. I don't know if the treatment combining drugs and Dr. Schwarzbauer's sessions helped or what, but I feel less... lost. I have no concept of time as you might’ve noticed. But other than that, everything is okay. You learn to live with that discomforting, frustrating pain of having no answers, and you... you settle. So here I am taking actively part in this exercise of writing this thing, not knowing where it will lead to, but still doing it.


Everything doesn't have to have an understandable meaning for me. I got that now. Some things are better unexplained anyway.


So this is it for now, a few lines, not bad.


It is the 07th of July 2017 and I'll go to bed now. Goodnight.










CHAPTER TWO


Are they fucking kidding me??? I'm back... the last time I wrote was a week ago. I didn't feel like writing again that quickly, but since I'm feeling like I want to kick someone's ass, I'm letting it out in this dumb journal bullshit before I go mental -as if one could do more mental than me. Can you imagine that the answer to my request was yet again “unde-fucking-termined”?


They told me the same a week ago though and the week before, but for some reason I fucking hated it today. Are they for real? Does this mean that I'm going to die in this place?


But after all who cares if I die here? I don't. I don't know why I am that aggravated. What would I do outside? Go to my parents after I lost everything and there's nowhere else to go?


Will I get there and beg them to get me a laptop since I don't have any money, then try the same procedure again and again hoping to find her? It? Or whatever it was? And then what? She will probably never appear again and I'll stay there waiting feeding myself to death until I end up like some of those fat asses who have to be lifted out of their rooms to be washed...


Whatever, goodnight.


I don't know what was going on with me yesterday. I usually am borderline stoic all the time. But last night I just felt weird. This happens every now and then, I think it is because of the drugs, a side effect? They blur before they help, as Dr. S said. Maybe it still might happen even after a year.


Let me focus on the story.


What have I spilled so far? My family, my jail experience, the fraud thing that led to it, the eyeball stuff, and the institution a year ago.


I feel like writing about what my mind did to me, and I don't know when reality stopped being reality. But I'll tell it like I remember.


So, I was 22, studying computer sciences and following a trainee program as well, at some company in an IT department. My second one actually. It allowed me to keep going to school more flexibly. I didn't feel like I was learning that much more since I knew I could do any junior IT job if I had to, but Mom said I should keep on studying to get a better salary by the time I go for a full-time job. I just went with the flow. With the little money I made, I could afford half an apartment with one buddy who was the other trainee at the company I worked for. I repaired smartphones, installed computer systems, and did enough side stuff to round up my months. My parents helped with a little car and my mother visited now and then to do some laundry since she found our place “disgusting” at times.


Mervet, my roommate, was a womanizer. I always found him entertaining. I knew his stories were totally blown out of proportion but I listened with interest because it was fun. His parents, Egyptian Kobts who moved to Austria ages ago were overbearing, but they still kept some distance in front of me, I guess to spare him the embarrassment.


His mother, a voluptuous lady who was somehow obsessed with food, sneaked almost every weekend into our apartment to put some meals in the fridge for her son. The stuff was delicious but it was pretty unsettling to know that she came and went sometime at night or early in the morning just for that without any of us noticing her presence. I had a girl once in a while up there, but her son was messing around like you wouldn't believe. How she never caught a naked girl running around his room is unexplainable to me.


Mervet got a little more introverted with time, we were both nerdy weirdos who did nearly everything with the help of some gadgets, but he was more outgoing and “normal” than me. So, it surprised me to see him barricaded in his room with music playing in the background all on his own. He used to do that only when he scored a girl and tried to cover their sex noises.


One day, I knocked on his door, no reply. I called his cellphone and I could hear it ringing inside. I checked in front of our entrance door and found his shoes. I looked at his messenger and it showed that he was online three minutes ago. He must be inside! I thought, and for some reason, he was not answering. As I insisted knocking wildly on his door, he ended up opening it wide getting in my face, screaming like a maniac. I didn't understand what was wrong with him, I couldn't even make sense of the shit he was yelling about, telling me:


-“Is this what you wanted? Here I am, now what? Are you going to keep fucking me over?”


I looked at his eyes and somehow, I understood that he was under some influence. The guy rarely drank or smoked or anything, now he's clearly doing something. Heavy stuff as it appears to be.


After the scream fest, he wanted to punch me, tripped, and fell straight on his face, he didn't even have any reflexes, which I understood as fainting even before falling.


After getting him to the hospital -my car came in handy that night- he was released a couple of hours and a few stitches on his forehead later. He begged me while I was driving him not to call his parents after he slowly came to his senses and fathomed what was going on. I did so without objection since I knew that his father -a very god-fearing religious man- would freak out if he knew that his son had a bad trip on drugs. Math as I learned after.


I never asked him, he told me...


I once came home a couple of weeks after the hospital episode and found Mervet in our little living area. He was eating spaghetti (probably left here by his mom). It looked like he was fighting the food. I didn't want to stare and just made my way to my room.


-“It was Chrystal math” he yelled after me, his mouth still full of food.


-“What?” I asked not knowing if I wanted to know more than I already did.


-“The trip you found me in lately” He said after managing to swallow. His face was covered with tears even though his expression was neutral.


-“Okay...” I simply replied not knowing what to say.


-“I'm taking the crap for almost a year” he still didn't look at me. The hand holding the fork was slightly shaking. I noticed that some time ago but I never thought of it as abnormal. Mervet was a bundle of energy, I thought it was part of his “I'm a cool geek, smart, lots of workout, tons of chicks... the world is mine” demeanor.


Now I started to think that it might have to do with his drug use.


I didn't know what to say but I figured, I'd go and take a seat near him.


-“You didn't notice did you?” he looked at me smiling weirdly.


-“I guess not... until a couple of weeks ago”


-“Everything was just perfect dude... until I had that thing with her. She ruined me.”


-“Who?” now he got my attention. Who would ruin him? He played with girls all the time. He never struck me as someone who'd get broken over a girl.


-“Lisa”


-“Do I know her?”


-“Of course you do... Elisabeth from the accounting department”


-“You mean the head of that department? How c...? She's married with kids!” I said surprised. The woman -now that he's telling me this- is for sure attractive but she's way too “adult” and so not the cheerleader, young blond he usually likes. Plus, she's very married since her husband was one of the managers in the board of the company.


-“How come?” I asked.


-“I don't exactly know when it all started. It's almost two years now. I was still new in there. She asked me to repair something that was hung up on her computer and we got into the usual small-talk bullshit. She asked me once or twice more for help and it was again very professional but with a touch of friendliness to it.


One of those times I had to check her equipment, it was late and dark outside. She was alone in the office. It looked like the entire company was empty. She put her hand on mine which was lying on her keyboard and said thank you looking up at me. As you know me, I didn't shy away, but I must admit that I was stricken... It took me by surprise. Then she said that she was sad that the problem with her computer was resolved because she didn't have any other reason to call for me now. I was pleasantly shocked. I told her I counted on her to come up with something else soon. I left smiling feeling like the fucking man. This attractive milf was hitting on me and she didn't seem to care if her husband was just one room away.


At the Christmas party, I don't remember how long you stayed but I was there until the end”


-“I don't know... midnight? Too drunk to remember” I said quickly ending my sentence as I realized that it had no relevance right now. I nodded for him to keep on going.


-“So... it was very late. She was unusually loose, dancing on the floor like there was no tomorrow. Her husband was nowhere to be seen. I saw them a couple of hours earlier discussing something in a dark corner. Both didn't look that happy. I then thought that they left together, but there she was dancing all drunk and unusually light, youthful, as hot as hell. I couldn't believe it. I enjoyed the show from afar until she walked in my direction. She had no shoes on and didn't seem to care about the filthy wet floor. She opened up her arms and wrapped them around my neck mentioning that she was looking for me, her favorite IT boy, the one that resolved all her problems and she dragged me to dance with her. I held her and could feel her nice curves, I really wanted to drag her somewhere and just take advantage of her. She got me so turned on; I almost couldn't take it. There I knew I had a thing for her.


Anyway, to make a long story short, a month or so later she asked me if I could do her a favor and repair one of her kids' computers. She said she would get it to the office with her the next day. I don't know why I pretended not to be available and told her that the easiest way would be for me to go to her home after work and take care of it directly there. I guess I wanted to see her in a comfortable environment and clothes, with a little luck she would be alone.


The first time she wasn't, her kids were there to my disappointment. But I saw her in some kind of pajamas and my raging hard-on got only harder with that image in my head.


A while later she asked me to get to her house for some internet connection issue and I was satisfied at the idea of seeing her and getting that money shot of her ass, her tits, or anything I could sneak at.


Not only did I get to peek at all that, I saw a lot more, without the clothes. She was alone. I put the move on her without even thinking and she just let it happen. We fucked.


After that first time, I started visiting her at least once a week when she was alone. It was the greatest man.


I was still keeping the chicks coming because I couldn't focus only on her and also because it just confirmed what a stud I was.


It was good to see her in the company. I liked to be called in her area. We would shoot some nasty hot looks to each other when no one looked. After almost a year of my weekly visits and our ongoing flirting in the office, she turned on me. All of a sudden, she started having less and less opportunities for me to visit. She told me that what we were doing was too dangerous and for something that had no future, way too often which raised the risk. I tried to play the gentlemen and give her some space. But as I did, the bitch got even more distant, she behaved as if she was relieved! That fucking cut like a knife. I was on my ass thinking she would find the way I respected her wish to back off gentle or cool, I thought she would fall all over again. I didn't realize she never did fall for me. She was just having trouble with her husband and I was the helpful IT toy-boy who'd take care of her in the meantime.


I saw her having lunch with her husband in the lunch room upstairs. They were all holding hands smacking each other on the lips as I never noticed before. I fucking hated it.


Now she totally cut me off. She ignored me. And the few times she needed IT support; she called you or anyone else except for me.


One day, I waited for her outside her house. When she got out to the drive way with her car, I just stood in front of it. She looked horrified and made a sign in the direction of her house. She pointed and I could read on her lips “my husband!”. I didn't give a crap. I made a sign for her to let me in the car. She looked confused, left, then right and opened the door quickly. “Get your ass over here!” she shouted. I sat near her. She hit the speed pedal like crazy and screamed at me telling me what a stupid looser I was and why I didn't get the fucking hint, that she was over it and I should be over it as well. She said it was repetitive one-afternoon-stands and that I was too foolish to understand. That I was a pity fuck for her. I lost it and jammed on the wheel so that she would stop and look at me. We almost hit another car and she screamed in terror. Somehow the car stopped and nothing bad happened. She slapped me. I slapped her back. She was so angry; I could see her eyes burning with hate. She then calmed down and started talking quietly. There she told me everything. What happened to her and why she stopped seeing me.


She realized that she was pregnant and she didn't know who's it was. She took some test that would show the exact date of conception and realized it was mine because her husband was on a business trip that day and returned a few days later. It was actually one of those times where she told me to come at night after she put the kids to bed and I got to sleep with her. Hold her in my arms until the morning. ““Oh my god, I love you”” I just blurted out like a fucking idiot while she was talking. She put her hand on my face and told me that she aborted the kid as soon as she found out it was mine and that she will never forgive herself for that act... she will never forgive me because I caused her to get into that situation.


She then asked me to get the fuck out. She told me never to talk to her again otherwise she would find a way to call the cops on me, say that I was a stalker or some shit like that. She would ruin me. She didn't realize she already did ruin me. No need for cops.


I tried to get my head wrapped around everything and just go on with my life but I couldn't. I got a lot more into everything I was doing, gym, work, fucking around... I finally met a chick that kept me busy, just enough not go completely nuts. But it wasn’t enough… until I found drugs. The shit kept me focused, I didn't need much sleep, had more energy and most importantly it was the only state of mind that allowed me to control my thoughts and direct them away from her. And now... now you could say that I'm somehow over Lisa, but I'm totally hooked in this stuff. I really don't know how to get out of it. I traded one addiction for another”.


Even though I was very interested I still didn't know what to say. This is way too serious for me to know how to find the right words.


Now I don't really remember how the discussion went on but I remember mumbling something about not understanding because he had the healthy life style... some awkward meaningless crap as usual. Anyway, back then, these were the kind of concerns I had; roommate drama, some stressful times with the parents but nothing out of the ordinary. Working, school, gaming, programming, girls when I could score some. If I knew then what I learned shortly after... if I only knew...


So, time to go to bed in my loony room at my loony home. Ah, who gives a damn. Goodnight.










CHAPTER THREE


Where was I?


Oh yeah back then when my roommate turned out to be a junky. As soon as I knew that, I started noticing weird behavior that I probably would have paid no attention to normally, like when I found him every now and then in his room dismantling electronic devices for no apparent reason, then putting them back together. I never asked what it was for but I guessed that it was somehow therapeutic for him, to get his thoughts of whatever was going on in his mind, or maybe it was a reaction to the drug? I never quite understood. He also took objects and placed them elsewhere, again, no reason. It was interesting watching his behavior. I mean I felt bad for the guy but watching him knowing he was a little out of it was entertaining to me.


My mother was on my ass to find a way to help her out with something that had to do with her girlfriend and she wouldn't shut up about it;


-“Flo, please take care of it, you've been promising me since ages. Come do the effort for mommy, I never asked for something, just raised you and took care of you until you became the sweet, nice and very clever young man you became”


-“God, Ma you're killing me. I told you, I'll see what I can do when I have time. I also told you to stop hooking your friends up with my IT services, it's annoying”


-“When did I ever...? Know what Florian? Just forget about it please. Forget it. I'll tell Sabine she should go to some strangers with her problems and apologize for wasting her time, thinking I had a son that would once maybe take a short time for his mo...”
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