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Hey there, curious reader.

Yeah, you — the one who picked this book up thinking it might be smart, spiritual, or deep.

Sorry to disappoint. It’s mostly stupid... but honest.

My name is Florin Marius Golianu, born in a small Romanian town called Vulcan, Hunedoara — which literally means “volcano.” So I guess I was destined to erupt with something one day. I moved later to Dorohoi, where I finished high school, learned to dodge trouble, and perfected the art of sarcasm — all before I could grow a proper beard.

Life, as it usually does, decided to throw me into the army. Two years with the Black Wolfs brigade — sounds cool, right? Until you realize it’s less “Hollywood action hero” and more “sweaty boots, cold soup, and shouting.” But still, it taught me something about discipline, madness, and how to survive when everyone around you is just as lost as you are.

After that, fate sent me on what can only be described as a European survival tour.

My first stop: Germany.

Now, Germany was... educational, to say the least. I ended up working with a German gypsy who believed sleep was a myth invented by lazy people. We travelled with his never-ending Kinder carousel, setting it up in towns, tearing it down the next day, living like nomads in caravans that smelled like sausages and despair.

The man was half boss, half medieval torturer, and I swear his motto was: “If you can still move, you can still work.” It was chaos — real, exhausting, soul-testing chaos. Eventually, I ran away from there like a prisoner escaping from a chocolate-covered nightmare.

But, as life often does, it gave me a twist. With the help of a good friend, I found myself working for rich people, cleaning, cooking, sleeping in houses I’d only seen in magazines — chandeliers, marble floors, even toilets that probably had Wi-Fi.

And let’s not forget the German feasts — oh, those glorious beer-fuelled festivals where waitresses carried eight mugs in one hand, men sang with their bellies full of wurst, and the air smelled like hops, sweat, and happiness. Everyone was drunk, loud, and alive. It was madness — beautiful madness.

After Germany, I landed in Dublin, Ireland, where I discovered that beer could also be breakfast and that Irish humour is just Romanian sarcasm with worse weather.   From there, destiny (and cheap airline tickets) eventually dragged me to London, United Kingdom, where I went to meet my other half—proof that love truly knows no borders, only baggage limits. I worked in a few kitchens as a chef, burning only some things, and even decided to get my NVQ in Food Production and Cooking. That’s right, I went from “I think this is edible” to “I have a certificate that says it probably is.”

After that, I relocated to Oxfordshire, UK, where I continued my heroic chef career—saving hungry people one overworked frying pan at a time.

Eight years at Soho House — cooking for people who probably own islands — and now in a care home, cooking for people who’ve seen more than most of us ever will. It’s honest work, and there’s something beautiful about feeding others — it’s like writing, only with butter.

Somewhere between flipping omelettes and singing badly in the kitchen, I remembered an old dream — music. I picked up my guitar again, after years of ignoring it like an ex I wasn’t ready to talk to. I never had a teacher, so I taught myself — badly — but with heart.
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