The homeless millionaire 

 I have lived on the street as long as I can remember, with absolutely no idea of how I got there. It is clear that I have a lot of experience about how to make a living on the street. Today I am a millionaire, and practically you can say that I am made of money. Now you might ask how I became that rich, and although it is a rather easy and short explanation, I will not give it to you without my whole life story. The first 20 years of my life is not worth telling, but afterwards I was taken into the very heart of the New York crime world. 

I was supposed to meet him at the docks by half past ten, but I was so worried that I went there at 8 o’clock. He was late, but he was in a position where he was able to be late, unlike me. If I made one mistake, what so ever, they would kill me right there, on the spot. But everything worked out like planned. I got the goods and the list, and then he disappeared just as sudden as he had showed up. This was the first of a hundred deals, which all went by like the first. The only slight difference was that each new deal was a bit larger than the previous one. A year went by, and then, just as I had expected it, I was told to come to “Luigi’s Place” so we could talk serious business. Luigi, the Italian guy whom I thought was in charge, was there himself. He said he needed a man who could handle a gun, and first of all a man he could trust. So I became a man with influence. I was still just a gunman, who they would not hesitate to sacrifice for a greater cause, but I made that change. After a series of bank robberies, gang exterminations and smuggling runs, Luigi wanted to introduce me to his brother Tony. In case you have not figured it out yet, Tony was the mafia. He was cool, and calm in every situation, he had the blood from a family who had been in the business for generations. As the oldest of three brethrens he was born to do this. Like a medieval king, he ruled his kingdom with pride, honor and wisdom. At least that was how any movie instructor would describe him, I just used to call him “wicked”. Like before my rank increased, and before I knew I was called a part of the family. Of course sooner or later, I was bound to make a mistake, and I did. I screwed up a million dollar hand-over, which also cost  
