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​The Club of Imaginary Enemies
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There once was a boy named Rui who went to the Politewood Academy for Especially Well-Mannered Children. The school motto was written in golden letters over the front gate:


“If you can’t say anything nice, say it very quietly with a smile.”



The children at Politewood were perfect.

They lined up straight.

They said “Thank you” before and after speaking.

They passed the scissors handle first.

They wrote thank-you letters for thank-you letters.

And Rui? Well, Rui was very tired of it.

Every child at Politewood had an imaginary friend.

Zoe’s was a moon-owl called Whisk.

Tariq’s was a talking cushion named Jeff.

Mira’s was a jellybean that gave excellent advice.

But Rui had no imaginary friend. He didn’t want one.

"Why would I want someone who always agrees with me?" Rui muttered.

One grey Tuesday, after holding open a door for eight entire people, Rui stomped into the cloakroom, sat on a bench, and said:

“That’s it. I’m making an imaginary enemy.”

That was the moment Norberto arrived.

Norberto had wild red eyebrows and wore a suit made of neatly folded homework. He always carried a spoon in one hand and a napkin in the other. His tie was slightly crooked on purpose.

“Pleasure to meet you,” he said, bowing low. “I shall be your polite nemesis.”

“Good,” Rui said. “Let’s cause mild trouble.”

And so they did.

Norberto hid all the school’s ‘Out of Order’ signs—so nobody knew which toilets were broken.

He gently swapped the salt and sugar labels in the lunchroom.

He replaced all the books in the library with blank pages, then added little signs that said, “Use your imagination.”

The other children began to whisper.

“Did you hear someone left a banana in the Head Teacher’s umbrella?”

“Someone wrote ‘YAWN’ on the school motto!”

“Who is this Norberto?”

Rui smiled into his sleeve. But then something odd began to happen.

One day, Rui walked past the art room and heard Zoe giggling.

Inside, she was painting a picture of Norberto.

“He showed me how to draw with both elbows!” she said happily.

Another time, Rui found Mira in the corridor with a spoon balanced on her nose.

“Norberto taught me,” she whispered.

And then Tariq announced, during lunch, “Norberto says we should all eat pudding first!”

Rui frowned.

Norberto wasn’t supposed to be everyone’s imaginary enemy.

He was supposed to be his.

That afternoon, Rui stormed into the library (the blank books were back to normal now) and found Norberto quietly dusting the shelves with a napkin.

“You’re supposed to be my enemy,” Rui snapped.

Norberto looked up, spoon in hand.

“I am.”

“Then why are you helping everyone?”

Norberto sat down, cross-legged on a table (perfectly politely).

“Rui,” he said, “imaginary enemies are just imaginary friends in disguise. We challenge you. We tease you. We argue with you when no one else will. And if we’re good at it, we help other people too.”

Rui folded his arms.

“I created you.”

“True,” Norberto said, smiling. “But sometimes, things we imagine take on a life of their own.”

The next morning, there was a note under Rui’s desk.


The Club of Imaginary Enemies: First Meeting Today. Bring Spoons.



Rui grinned.

They met in the broom cupboard behind the art room.

There was Rui.

There was Norberto.

There was Zoe, with a drawing pencil stuck in her hair.

There was Mira, wearing odd socks.

And Tariq, who had written “down with rules” on his lunchbox in washable marker.

Each of them had invented their own imaginary enemy.

And each of those enemies was oddly... helpful.

There was Cordelia the Complainer.

Puff-Puff the Loud Sheep.

And Madame Pfft, who only spoke in long sighs.

Together, they drank imaginary tea and planned perfectly silly schemes.

The next week, every chair in assembly had a tiny note on it:


“Sit only if you truly wish to. Standing is fine too.”



And nobody said thank you.

They said:

“You’re welcome.”

“You’re interesting.”

“You don’t have to be perfect today.”

And for once, Politewood Academy was perfectly, delightfully, almost-impossibly...

real.
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​Il Club dei Nemici Immaginari
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C’era una volta un ragazzo di nome Rui che frequentava la Politewood Academy per Bambini Particolarmente Educati. Il motto della scuola era scritto in lettere dorate sopra il cancello d’ingresso:


“Se non puoi dire qualcosa di gentile, dillo molto piano con un sorriso.”



I bambini della Politewood erano perfetti.

Stavano in fila dritti.

Dicevano “Grazie” prima e dopo aver parlato.

Passavano le forbici dalla parte del manico.

Scrivevano lettere di ringraziamento per le lettere di ringraziamento.

E Rui? Beh, Rui ne era davvero stanco.

Ogni bambino della Politewood aveva un amico immaginario.

Quello di Zoe era un gufo lunare chiamato Whisk.

Quello di Tariq era un cuscino parlante di nome Jeff.
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