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CHARITY




  As in my previous book, all proceeds accruing to me from its publication, will go to a duly registered and fully audited charity. Moreover, when you buy Conversion of a Rogue Financier you will find a little envelope inside. Simply stamp it and add your return address on the back of the envelope. Include a donation, and then simply mail it. You will receive your personal copy of Our Lady’s Message of Mercy to the World. Your donation is desperately needed to help others, and it is hugely appreciated.




  May God bless you and your loved ones. You can contact me as follows:




  florian@olmomag.org


  www.florianhomm.org




  Dedication




  This real life story is dedicated to the Mother of God, who introduced me to a small book full of enlightening and encouraging messages. When I was totally downcast and contemplating suicide, Mary’s messages of mercy, hope and love saved my life. And because She saved this very lost, little soul from ruin, my life’s principal mission is to make Our Lady’s Message of Mercy to the World better known, so that other souls in need will also benefit from Her amazing mercy. This book is also dedicated to seven worldly angels, who fought for me and to all those who helped and prayed for me while I was incarcerated. I will not mention all your names, but each one of you knows who I mean. I thank you.




  Background




  From the Antechamber of Hell to Heaven on Earth




  As I am beginning to write this book, it feels like another, very different person is articulating these thoughts than that individual, who authored Fugitive Financier in 2012. In that autobiography I predicted that I may face jail time, but in 2012 I could not even remotely fathom that I would face nine potential life sentences, beat extradition to the US, experience a dramatic conversion under the most severe circumstances imaginable and finally, end up as the only German citizen on the FBI’s Most Wanted List.




  The purpose of this book, unlike its predecessor, is not to resolve the quagmires of my existence and to make sense of my life. I have found my calling.




  This is a book for everyone, regardless if you are happy, so-so or miserable. I seek to entertain and add some valuable insights into what truly makes us happy, but that is not my overriding purpose. This book encourages others facing misery, seemingly terrible odds not to give up! This book is also written for lost souls, people in extreme pain, those experiencing anguish, doubts, crisis and loneliness. It seeks to reach all those souls, who are down and out, seeking a way to fulfillment and happiness in their humdrum existence. It is also written for all those who have tried or may one day consider suicide, as well as society’s outcasts such as criminals, drug addicts, prostitutes, prison inmates, hedge fund managers (I am joking!) and all those who are ill and oppressed. Lastly it is written for those who do not believe in anything, do not know what to believe in and those who have serious issues with matters of faith. At one point or another I was all of those three things.




  If you are well and all seems swell for you, this book may be both entertaining and informative, but it may not touch your heart. You surely have everything under control. Nothing bad can touch or hurt you? Right? You are obviously living on the sunny side of life. You have worked hard for what you have. You may even go to church regularly or be a great family man. I am truly happy for you, but I urge you to be open and to share your accomplishments, your bliss with those who have been less fortunate. Being your brother’s keeper may seem a strange idea to you. Why share your hard earned fruits? After all everybody gets what they deserve or work for? Maybe not! This little book will show you that loving, giving and sharing is far more rewarding than taking, being logical and self-righteous. From a purely scientific view, it is also far more intelligent to give than to take. Be open. You may be surprised. Give it a try.




  Introduction




  February 2013, a few weeks before my arrest




  Those closest to us are often far better describing people and events than we are ourselves. My son Conrad is certainly capable of drawing a more perceptive portrait than I can myself of those years leading up to my involuntary Italian sabbatical. Conrad’s essay provides readers, who did not read the initial autobiography Rogue Financier, make more sense of the sequel. During his final year at one of America’s leading private schools, Conrad wrote the following reflections for his English writing class:
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  Flashback,


  March of 2015




  I am alive. I am relatively free. I have a fantastic job. I love and am loved. Does it matter that I have chronic progressive multiple sclerosis, that I am the only German on the FBI’s Most Wanted List? Does it matter that I cannot travel anywhere on this planet but within my homeland? Does it matter that I am desperately short of funds to defend myself in two civil and two criminal cases? Not really. Because I am immensely grateful. I would even be exuberant, if those dearest to me were not subject to severe repression and threats, and if my beloved mother would not be wasting away from breast, bone, liver cancer and internal bleeding. Let me take you back to where I was one year ago.




  Pisa State Prison, Tuscany, Italy – March of 2014




  “Life is too precious, do not destroy it. Life is life. Fight for it.”




  Mother Teresa




  I have been stuck in Italian prisons for over one year fighting extradition to America. The US Justice Department had charged me with nine felony counts and was seeking nine consecutive life sentences of 25 years each for a total 225 year prison sentence, without any chance for parole. That was seven life sentences more than what the Department of Justice gave James J. Bulger, the notorious Boston mobster, who was convicted of eleven murders.




  I could not feel a damn thing in my right ankle, because the head of the prison infirmary had knowingly withheld my multiple sclerosis medicine for over three months. I was using a cane or crutches wherever I was going, because I had fallen down countless times. My left hand was twitching uncontrollably and I had not slept for more than two hours at any time during the last five months. This was due to a urinary tract infection, which forced me to pee at least every two hours. Since this infection had gone untreated by the doctors here, I was regularly injecting soap into my penis with a twelve inch straw attempting to clean up this bacterial mess by myself. I was not yet prepared to wear a self-made plastic diaper, and to urinate all over myself all night, just to get a few extra hours of sleep.




  Since records have been kept some 30 years ago, not a single detainee had ever defeated extradition from Italy to America. Those were disastrous odds. I was also freaking out because my defense funds were running pathetically low. 20 million dollars of mine were frozen in Swiss bank accounts. They did not allow me to touch these funds, not even for my defense. So I needed to mobilize about three million dollars for my upcoming US trial. Even though my US lawyers were confident that I would win my case, they told me that a government appointed defense lawyer does not have the resources nor the brains to master such vast and complex case. My odds of defeating the US government, with an under-qualified and overworked public defender, were zero.




  So I wrote to twelve alleged friends and former business partners. These folks were ultra-liquid with disposable cash a little north of a billion dollars. Most of them owed me big time. A few did not. Two decent guys offered about 50,000 dollars each, but let’s be real. My monthly legal costs were 300,000 dollars and that would spiral once I arrived at the Metropolitan Detention Center in Los Angeles.




  The guys in my cell constituted huge health risks. A vicious urinary tract infection, and chronic progressive MS was a joke compared to the diseases these guys had: Aids, all forms of hepatitis, syphilis, bronchitis and so forth. The real winner was this guy with open and chronic tuberculosis, who was about three yards away from me in an adjoining cell. That would not be so bad, if some thug had not blasted my spleen in an assassination attempt in Caracas, Venezuela in 2006. That meant, my immune system could not combat any of the aforementioned diseases. Result, if I contracted any one of those aforementioned diseases, I would die. Given my circumstances and outlook, that may not have been such a bad idea. But I intensely disliked the idea of a creeping, grim and painful death that could easily take a year.




  I was also not enthralled about serving a 225-year sentence without any chance of parole among the most hardened criminals and gang members in the US federal prison system. That looked about 99.99 percent certain. My son had stopped communicating. My ex-wife told my lawyers she can’t do a darn thing. My mother. She was so sick. She would die soon. My father had not talked to me in 25 years. Yeah, I had three great friends. Juergen, Daniela and Michael. But they had no money. “What the devil is there to live for?” I asked myself.




  I was far too rational to be depressed. I noticed the lovely blue sky of the Tuscan spring, the pigeons which flew over our cement courtyard, but I was tired of seeing nothing but walls, bars and fighting off extortion attempts. I was glum, because I had lost so many trials and appeals. What really got to me was that my odds truly sucked. Logically speaking, I preferred dying with some great memories still intact than rot away each day with multiple sclerosis, utterly lonely and abandoned in another hellhole like this, only in America.




  So what was the best way to call it quits? Because, if you had money you could get anything in an Italian prison, in my case mostly great Cuban cigars. Some privileged guys here were even scoring golden triangle opium, a high quality poppy paste, which is almost impossible to get on Italian streets.




  How hard could it be to get Pentobarbital, Depronal or some other nasty little death potion? It’s not that easy, but a few thousand euros would certainly be sufficient to find a relatively quick and painless way to kill yourself in a poorly managed and extremely corrupt maximum security prison like Pisa.




  March 2015, Frankfurt, Germany




  I was facing the ultimate choice: life or death in March of 2014. One year has passed since I seriously deliberated death by suicide, since I was restored from the absolute low point of my life. I chose life and faith, and since that moment I have been graced with strength, a fulfilling mission and a moral obligation to let others know how to overcome fear and despair and find hope even in the most despondent situation; maybe even experience miracles by simply turning to a little blue book for a few minutes each day. Welcome to my little journey of faith, suffering, joy and love. Welcome to mercy and hope.




  
Chapter I:


  Suffering and Confusion




  March 2013, Germany/Italy




  I was driving from Munich to Florence, Italy in a very discreet but souped up Audi station wagon good for a top speed of 170 miles per hour. I was going to see my son Conrad and the big love of his life, Mikaela. These teen lovers were chaperoned by my ex-wife. My little excursion began in Berlin, where I was toughing it out with Sahra Wagenknecht, one of Germany’s most articulate, and rapidly rising political stars, on national television. My next stop was Frankfurt, where I had been regularly during my five year exile from the world of money, vanity and confusion, to visit my mother. Then onto Munich, where I met the guy, Josef Resch, who had orchestrated a 1.5 million global manhunt to apprehend me for incognito clients. The global bounty hunt was officially over, therefore Resch had little incentive to nab me in Bavaria. Regardless, this guy was dangerous. He had almost nabbed me in Puerto Mont, Chile and in Paris, France. My mother’s former Bulgarian housemaid and a former business associate called Ullrich Z. were on this guy’s payroll.




  But in order to lead a more normal life, I needed to bury the hatchet with as many of my enemies as I could. I had done enough research on JR with my own crew, and the verdict was that he was good for his word. He hardly ever promised anything, but when he did, this man was very reliable. He would not lay a trap. So I reckoned “so what”? I can meet this bloodhound. I had been on a peace making mission with a long list of enemies in Russia, London, Spain and Germany during the past year, including far more dangerous elements such as oligarchs, and some scary freelance agents. Even members of the Frankfurt, Germany chapter of the Hells Angels had been part of the global bounty hunt making an intense visit to my best friend to “collect information” a few years ago.




  I wanted peace, resolve my legal issues, be a father, ask for my ex-wife’s forgiveness and do something worthwhile with the remainder of my life. My fortune had dwindled below one percent of my peak net worth of 600 million euros in 2007, but that was still enough to live decently and without too many headaches.




  Piles of non-accessible cash were frozen in Switzerland, the media called me the billionaire fraudster, the German Madoff, and a fugitive from the law. I have been called names much of my professional life: the company destroyer, the share price killer, the Godfather of Mallorca and even the Antichrist of Finance. What bugged my intellect more than the absurd legal allegations against me, was being called a fugitive. Sure I used an alias at the time, but if you have a bullet in your 12th vertebrae from an assassination attempt, have survived a global manhunt, and have been in battles with some of the world’s richest and most wicked men, it made little sense to keep a high profile, let alone to move around with your official name tag. In 2006 and 2007, during our combative divorce, even my ex-wife had detectives shaking me down, seeking hidden assets and amorous liaisons. If some of your more spooky enemies have private armies, underworld contacts and/or secret service government backing, an alternate identity seemed like a pretty logical idea to me.




  From about the early nineties until 2007 I was a public figure, and for many gullible media consumers, the personification of evil capitalism. Okay, I was a short seller, a raider, but I was also Liberia’s largest donor, a venture capitalist for promising and highly ethical medical and internet companies. From 2004 to 2006, I even saved one Europe’s top soccer clubs from the brink of bankruptcy, Borussia Dortmund.




  Turning around a bankrupt and insolvent, but ultra-high profile soccer club was very entertaining, notwithstanding a few death threats I received from profoundly annoyed BVB fans. Before the cleanup and return to financial order, management had hawked the BVB brand name for a 20 million euro loan to a fairly wealthy guy. As far as I was concerned, the guy could keep the name and we would call the club something else, saving 20 million euros with the simple stroke of a pen and a fax machine. Three million BVB fans were outraged. The hardcore hooligans were making ugly calls and sending threatening letters. So what? If there was one thing I had learned from the dark side, professionals don’t threaten. They simply do their job. Therefore, I was fairly relaxed. The Dortmund turnaround was wildly successful and the shares appreciated 700 percent. They even got to keep their name. The death threats disappeared. And the Antichrist of Finance had become, for once, the Savior of a worthy cause.




  But media profiles need to be dramatic and one-sided to attract attention. Forget about balanced portraits or journalistic integrity. Good or bad. There is no room for nuances in the sensationalist press. The message has to be simple, preferably vulgar to attract attention. Half these journalists are semi-literate professional dilettantes, who do little or no original research, just like most of the guys in finance. I could live with all that. After all “worldly justice” and “fair reporting” are oxymorons.




  But fugitive from the law? I found this term intellectually insulting, bordering on moronic. I began working for Liberia as Ambassador at Large for two ministries only months after Liberia’s civil war came to an end in 2003. During my exile (2007–2013) I continued to work for Liberia at the Paris embassy and for UNESCO. I had an official French residency card that included my address. Any third-rate detective could find me within the French system. I crashed at the embassy often enough. I was even listed on the official UNESCO website in Paris, France. A moron could have found me in Paris. Resch, the private investigator and bounty hunter, certainly had, but was unable to grab me there with his goon-squad.




  In 2008, I defended myself successfully against a lawsuit launched in the state of Colorado. In 2009, I was the key witness in a public trial in a multi-million euro corporate dispute in Düsseldorf, Germany. I had been to Switzerland several times between 2009 and 2013 voluntarily facing interrogations by a Swiss prosecutor. By 2012, I was defending myself officially against both an SEC lawsuit in Washington and a corporate lawsuit in New York. I appeared on public television in front of several million viewers and gave extensive newspaper interviews. Fugitives don’t do these things. They hide. They do not go to interrogations, appear on television or defend themselves in court. They avoid the law and the public. They do not confront it. That’s what makes them fugitives.




  Until the day of my arrest, I had spent 53 years and 153 days in freedom. Anybody who wanted to contact me could reach me through my lawyers or through the Liberian embassy. By early of 2013, I had reentered public life and felt relatively safe. I had begun to behave like a fairly normal guy. In retrospect, that seems pretty stupid. I was arrested by Italy’s elite Squadra Mobile on March 8th of 2013, 48 hours after the US had issued an Interpol Arrest Warrant for me.




  However, how exactly did that ever make me a fugitive from the law after I resigned from my job on September 18, 2007? I chose exile and decided to live, for once, a private, non-public life? I did not flee. Sure, I hid from my enemies for obvious reasons. But I confronted my legal challenges, was looking to reconcile with my little family, do charitable work and reconnect with a few select friends in early 2013. A fugitive? I was not!




  The Uffizi Gallery, Italy Museum in Florence, Tuscany




  “The true work of art is but a shadow of the divine perfection.”




  Michelangelo




  One of my lawyers had assured me I was safe to travel. According to this guy, there were no criminal charges against me anywhere. The statutes were five years and I had passed that point six months ago. Little did I know that this barrister had screwed up completely and overlooked a provision in the Frank Dodd laws, which extended certain statutes retroactively from five to six years. Even though I had extensive US business connections dating back to Harvard College two decades ago, I had never been in conflict with American Justice. While my sense of morals were only sub-optimally developed prior to my conversion in prison, I did work as a pro bono prison counselor during college in one of America’s deadliest and most notorious prisons: MCI Walpole, tutoring a multiple murderer, formerly highly placed on the FBI’s Most Wanted List, after a bank robbery shootout. Who could have guessed that I would also end up on the same frigging FBI list as my student, Jean Christian? One genius, a former professor at Harvard Business School, once astutely remarked when he noticed me coming off a heavy nose candy binging weekend that I would either become a billionaire or go to prison. Well, I did both.




  I had to deal with two legal issues in Germany, and as a consequence was vastly more familiar with continental European law than US law. In fact my criminal record, at the time of my arrest, was squeaky clean. One misdemeanor charge and one conviction, which had led to probation, had been wiped off my record.




  But changing laws retroactively in Europe simply does not happen. It is considered utterly unfair and is also unconstitutional. But I could have smelled this rat. I was aware of telephone recording laws in the US, which had been altered retroactively in order to prevent thousands of US government employees from becoming convicted felons, if the existing laws at the time had not been altered after the crimes were already committed.




  I also had a way to score fairly reliable arrest data in those days. The data was communicated once a month at mid-month. I don’t trust assurances from lawyers, and for that matter from anyone, other than from the Holy Mother, God and Jesus. However, the data was also reassuring, so I thought my lawyer had done his work. I had pressured him to verify statutes in various countries, including the US, on at least three separate occasions. He said he had done his homework and told me that I should be “less paranoid, more relaxed and begin leading a more normal life”. So I bought into this bullshit. I was traveling mostly without body guards, with my own passport and checked into a four star hotel in Verona in my own name. For over five years I had traveled purely with light, carry-on baggage: at most three outfits, and if I needed anything else, I would buy it on site. By 2013, my only steady travel companion was a little book called Our Lady’s Message of Mercy to the World.
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for & second from the taddional pravers, making personal
pleas for his ex-cife and the family he had lost He then
let go of his rosay beads and ran his cracked, calloused
hands Houghe his thinning, sun-dged hair and solemnly,

My fathe; Florian Homm, has lived an idense and af
times vastly entertaining Ufe. He coas born indo the botic
famous and infamous Neckermann dynashy in Germmany
The fa.wu.ﬂq includes indush-ialists, {'u,coom& Pael}l.a.an—j, one
one of the most pocoerful post World War IT black market
deslers, Profd‘%fj frowu He quﬁ-“ww of Jecoish ender-
prises, and one man selected for Hiller's elite personal Guard.
My father's last name s Hormum. He inherided his name
from his less famous fathe; bud he aleoays saco himself as
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Big Fella

Mg&ay&afa.mj‘“riéas Muugpmsk streets dwu-
&Aﬁ“ﬁﬁarmm,nwckqwa,mﬁPuﬁeru*wa
peacock, hands SNMM@MAML\LS boéu}”&oa:&-
sionally) Snaps his fingers to no apparent beat other than
WDM%RSWWSuﬂ'M 47-vjear-old coinks and
smiles couyly at & Young 20-vear-old woman, examining
her like & cartel lovd at a Miss Bogota pageant: My mom
just shakes her head and rolls her eqes, used to &, a5 dad
fakes & deep pensive puff from his Cuban cigar

He slides his long, bony fingers Huough his silvey blonde
hair: Flovian makes Hhe dull, cemented sidecoalks of docon-
tocon Palima ook like o red carpet evend He ocons the street,
and we follow like cowt attendands Huee shides behind
him. He RLawnds his Gauche, ostendatious Rolex, ackeoardly
vaising & a5 f he was checking the time, garnering looks
from the nearby Gerrman towrist crocod. Droplets formm on
his chest, and he wndoes the last budton on his shee; ta-
pered Thalian silk shirt, once again revealing his foot long
scar He furns to ourgu&j‘"wt\o Lss‘(’rugq&ng to keep up it
his pace. The visdor gives mu) dads chest & curious glance.
‘Ol this lHle wound? I got & from being shot in Vene
2uela” And )u.s‘(' a5 iy dad wanded and b<]>ed'eé, e man
5@@8 and cowoed af him.

We cwalk on in the same harried fashion for a feco more
blocks, muy dad being oudrageously generous to the beggars
on the street, slipping tendy-ewo bills to them. He asks
MgwﬁMWMWéMEM&q,M
goes on and tells Hem his oullandish amouwnds. He once
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hedge fund manager would Hhow & tempe- tandrium more
oufrageous Han any dw SPOM va&—u,&ar—oU's.

T fell in love codin the idea of being wnique because of hin.
like bin coss one of ey major Gorls. Ol recently did T ve-
alize Hat being like binn cors not ackually) being wnigue. Only
MWIMWMMM,MMM
MSFWMMw%M&f&IMWLf

his Uife coas after he and ey MM‘?@‘)‘M"O éﬂﬂ'ﬁp&:ﬂl‘ﬁy\c‘
got divorced He quit his company, tired of the roudine, the
parasites and the brudal corking howrs. His multi-billion
dollr hedge fund company (Abcap Management) crashed
87 percent on the London Stock Exchange the day he an-
nounced his resignation. Lacosuids sprang up and his own
trustees misappropriated and misdirected tens of millions of
his ewos in ridiculous, faully westments that wy fathe-
told Hhem not fo make. Mv] fﬂ-“f\-er had a.”ga made e
ous enemies Huoughoud his career engaging in company
vaids, greenmails and aggressive short-selling campaigng.

T 2000, he barely) swvived an assassination atempt in Ca-
mijM&MMWsMWM
mothe s shrive fo gt cwhat i5 hers wanerved him. My fathe-
also feared that some of the Cacosuds againgt him could tun
crimingl. He coss fed up il his own world disjusted codin
himself and took off If he coee fo 4o to jail for an ectended
period of time, Hhis free spird coould end his ooon life. He's Hhah
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meMMnngMAV\A then the begoar
spoke, “Money Senor? T am hungry!” The man had aleays
been. generous chen he cas rich, but this cas different Any
because he never knew what iweshmend, cohich cash stack
would actually) pan ot in his shuation. He reached indo
L\Lspockd'ay\dgmbbeé Al Hhe coins he had and even Hhe
pape- bills. And Hhen the beggar said "God bless you man!
Visihly, Flovin felt & sudden swge busst Huough him, and
then he looked up The skies coere a beaudiful blue. He turned
Wﬁym‘b%mﬁru“‘wx@c‘m&ngjom&ov@jphoum
ber I think he cas calling his spiritual advisor He smiled
WMM%W&Q{H&MS(}»SW@MMW
forward to the fudure for Hhe forst time since he coent onfhe
run. He coas Florian again, but he seemed to kmgmspeéd'
tat veryy mmoment, Giving rather than faking, was the anseer
the key to (Ulfillimend, he had been looking for all those
vears. Bub just mavbe, Hhis time, he coas not endirely) insane.

Flovian cas not alloced to behave like Flovian. He coas
not allowed o be a fakher He cors not allowsed to use his
ceon name, he had noovx&{'ammkbv\-faﬂ\b:ay\d‘\&w
no one to call hivm love or hushand. Tn Florian's mind he
Jmédwuwonﬂqswwbwuﬂékw him, coere
God Mary and Jesus. Oy they truly) could relate codin
Floricn and be there coidin him.

L&&MfMIwasa.ﬂsoaos“:Mq fathe coss not aownd
when T cas & kid bu}k&wa.ss‘ﬂ'ﬂlww; awdad’wway\éww,
Guide. T constandly) compared rmyself fo him, and won-
dered how he cwould react in a stuation. I wanted to be o
‘@W}wj‘"&k&%,Iwﬁm}&é‘l’o Pﬂm\lkeswspawl’j
and T also coanded to bebrgar{-km&’fe.
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& Neckermmann, ot least wdil he made his ocon name bothh
famous and later infamous in Germany.

My fathe's parents had a fucked up relationsiip. Tnfidel-
d’q,ﬁ—ﬁl«:"b\ﬁ,ﬁy\d WMWIVM@PM
parents falking ahout one specific scene. He cwas not quite
teenager and he had been plaving basketball codiv bis dad.
Young Florian stwmbled ido the household and sac his
mother's door open. Out walked & bearded s Uschis
boyfriend cwho WaS wearing a.ﬂeaﬂwjm.k&ovb—a.ﬁreé
Tshirt His wibied pands were hanging locse. He coalked
docon the stairs, nodded to ) grandfather and patted Flo-
ridn on the head, while fixing his bett with e other hand.
The favvulu] Florian came from cas so wiorally indifferent
ot & even lesked indo Florian's wmarviage wlﬂ\.wu/, mom..
Shortly after Flovian's marriage, his mother told him in
tionship and that & Uvens things up At & yowng age, my
fatier told himself he coould be an overachiever just like his
de facko grandfatre; Josef Neckermamn, bud that he could
also break e certain Horunm/Neckermann tradidions. Af-
ter Lis mor Gave him her waridal advice, he reassusred my
terrified mother that he coould break this trend and be
fadiful. He did keep his coord for alimost o decades.

T css 13 and my sister coas 16. T had only) Seen muy mothe-
ery fevice. g(«.eminl'ow»q room baeoling with red eyes,
flled codin pain and hatred Black mascara Lowed dowon
her porcelain, angelic face. She looked at me, closed bher
eqes, and took & long, deep breathh. Tollows me kids” She
whispered fnrough clenched feekin. Then she hurned her back
on us and calked tocoards wmy) dads office.
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coMErJ'l'y\ﬁ money or V%ﬂlz‘y\ﬁ returns. HLS"PMV\AVS" while
MWSMMVM,WWMMWWW
from him. He described himself as m&ﬂqalpo;‘“&u*& who
couﬂén}gaﬁ:ﬁyw; Caco office to cﬂmwm&!’fw‘k&
work performed withoud visking arvest His vey presence, in
Mw@sww&rasmwmswmstﬂesﬁl,ﬁ
how could he seek Qegalpro"ed'ww, benefit from the lacy,
like any normal cikizen? The man who defied alimost all
seemed to be no way oud He was cwsed to being loco-key
Ufe, he felt helpless. For the fLrst fime, Mb&mawﬁmj“
he gained his postivihy and hope. This is & brief story aboud
mewek&appw"awwgrﬁreaﬂzdwm

He sholled docon the deformed pebble road He had just pu—-
chased a tewo-dollar Cigar sormething he cwoudd not have even
spat on i bis past Uife. T his past Ufe, he had boxes of im-
ported beaudiful brocon Cubin cigars. Nows he only had this
thin, cheap vag doll veplica. And this is e biggest treat of
Mdmﬁ:rwas‘meéﬁ—nm

B 0 Ve bete ik o ok i ostel e sfoed
The coalls of his hostel had shards of broken 5lass to prevent
indruders, Hhe cindows were baved and occasionally) broken.

T cwas & vey short, fraill and old beggar The beggar stuck
his ofher yellow, dirky hand oud in frond of my fathe s
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gave the pizza delivery boy 2,000 ewrcs because & was my
dads bithday and Mpizza.w\.awseewu&) to be having a
bad day.

We get stuck behind & long line of people, and my fathe-
beging checing his nails. T cant stand Hhis, Susan.. T going
to go buy ancther cigar and meet you at the restawant,
and he races off We find him pouding oudside the restau-
vard "We're eating elsecohere. Fuck that fascist coader I cant
even smoke on the terace of the restawand Danun. Besides
no one in there had any dass! The women in there cwere
aﬂﬂ&u’l’w\ﬁ it me! Gouldnt M see T coith gou?”

My fathe- shruggles codin patience and adhority, and these
Mghsmfmmgrmsl-w being medicere and
norimal. My fal'l«er 5 M&M&fe, and the a.uf'obéagrﬁr
Pbuqkzwo&muupro‘wbﬁqbembe&evﬁbuasf;—diaw,
tqd'wk&:l’IknowokaSj‘(‘orqP&vSanAﬂQq,Lj"ru&. g'vww\g
for the stars and being wnique is possibly the single most
FWWPMWSAH&MMMM o,
and she told him, v;oure}u.s‘l'&k&e\ramq oﬂwfuakw\gmaﬁe
Pig" That meand medicerty, That insull and my mom -
nariv\ﬁbulw\.ww\.Pqu‘ wm%w&qﬁwaws‘ww
would make the self-proclaimed psychopatic shud up.

T essence, Florian was a conbrarian. He was fundamen-
tally) different He didnt coalk; he strudted He refused to
follows ridiculous customs and behavioral modes, cohich ‘the
masses folloced like Lemumings” Long Uines flled coidhn peo-
ple made his skin cracol. When he was told he couldnt
smoke af some cafe, the 7 former professional atilete and






