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They have been telling us that history is the teacher of life and we naively believe so. We think we are in front of the best teacher without considering the fact of being bad students.

Not very capable of remembering. Not very capable of learning. Incompetent students.

The biggest problem is our memory. The individual, emotional memory does not work, even less the collective, historical one.

Right, because the human being has a short memory. Terribly short.

History has an ungrateful task: ruthless and self-centred dictators, peasant, worker and student revolts. Revolutions, ancient regimes, and communal oligarchies. Unspeakable, atrocious economic actions, socio-political acts disguised as terrorist attacks. Wars that lasted one hundred and sixteen years, eighteen, thirty, seven, three years, or the one that in just over five years has caused more deaths than all the others put together. The centrality of the Almighty dollar that spoils every aspect of our life.

Remembering all this is impossible for individuals who, once adults, no longer remember being children. We try to look back, but our eyes stare off into space.

The same expression of someone who indulges in pleasant fantasies, or that of those who remember the past that will never come back, thinking about the future, which is already present and that, most of the time, arrives too hastily.

Contemporary society is now dominated by three different components: electricity, electronics, telephone. Information technology is the fusion.

The human being, especially in the last thirty years, has changed. Its peculiar characteristics have changed. From an anthropological point of view, we are facing a new man: Homo Electricus.

There is no going back. Impossible to think of bringing everything back to a pre-electric condition. Obviously, the change has brought its undeniable advantages; so much has been gained, in the most diverse contexts.

But we lost something, something that will never return to us. Some would call them lucubrations. This is a beautiful word:



lucubration; lucubrate.


Yes, I've always liked it. I love the sound and sensations it produces on the skin by just listening to it.

It is undeniable: the children, the kids, who populate the classrooms of our schools, no longer populate our streets. Maybe they have very fast fingers, always ready to run on a computer keyboard, on the joystick of any console, on the ever-growing display of a smartphone, or on a tablet, focused on a daunting augmented reality game. What about our reality? What's up with that? The simple, attractive, physical one. The reality of a kickabout played four against three, with flying goalkeepers, on a field drawn on the asphalt, with non-existent but very visible goal posts where, all dressed the same, we were able to consider ourselves two different teams and the passing line was always dedicated to one of our teammates.

That reality where, to get back the ball ended up outside the pitch, you had to go for kilometres, climb over gates, violate property rights, CRAWL under the parked cars!

Today we prefer to stay at home, most of the time. In the comfortable digital reality, warm in winter, cool in summer, instead of fighting the only just war, the only beautiful war, the only war that makes us friends, rather than enemies. The one that used to be fought, played, every day, until there was light on improvised pitches as hard as steel, irregular as a beach, but exhilarating as the Camp Nou! Today?

Today’s babies can't crawl anymore! But probably there is also another consideration to make. The difference between those who grew up in the 90s, those of my generation, and those who today crowd the too narrow classrooms of our elementary and middle schools, lies in the role that parents had and have in the life of each young individual. Today, most young mothers and young fathers are engaged in some kind of gruesome rat race. Most of these parents work hard to fill their son's or daughter's day with one activity after another. Activities which, too often, are seen almost as an obligation. A real schedule is created, to be followed scrupulously and responsibly. And it all starts already at the age of 4-5! Soccer school, swim school, music school, karate school, school for anything!

They don’t know how to crawl! partly because as stated above, today, the household absorbs a good part of their energies, but also because everything in their lives already appears predetermined, organised, studied. And then, the demeaning performance expectation enslaves everyone. In an increasingly dramatic way, one's frustration is projected onto the children. Frustration and fierce nostalgia for a past that is considered distant, for a youth full of prospects that will never come back. The boy, or girl, brimmed with adults’ own personal disappointed aspirations, with their own shattered dreams.

Every parent sees their child as an extension, an extension of themselves. Most parents see their children as a second chance. A second chance not to be missed for any reason, to be seized at any cost. A chance to get what they didn't know, or wanted, or couldn't get, achieve.

Individual, emotional memory. We need to reactivate it; we need to stimulate it.

We need to go back to being children to understand the needs, hopes and desires of children.

It is not enough to empathize with them, it is not enough to indulge them, it is not enough to educate them. It is no longer enough, and perhaps it was never enough.

We need to relive those sensations, on our own skin, we need to try to feel the boy or girl who is inside each of us. We need to talk to him or her, understand what he/she says, understand what he/she tries to communicate, with a language that we know, that we have spoken and listened to, but that we have forgotten. We must become children again.

And to do it, to succeed, we must let ourselves go, let ourselves be guided in one of the activities most loved by very young boys and girls from all over the world: play.

Each game has its own precise rules. Its times are dilated.

Football is now one of the industries that produce the most wealth in the world. Every year it moves an incredible, impressive amount of money.

Football is a sport, indeed.

It's an obsession. A disease. A drug. A religion based on an exquisitely secular liturgy: Last sacred representation of our time, of short memory.

But too many forget that it is, first and foremost, a game.

A game capable of bringing together the most different personalities.

A game that brings us closer, overcoming any barrier. The linguistic, the cultural, the economic, the social one.

A game.

We become children again, together.
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I think it is important to develop young people and bring them closer to football in a natural way.

––––––––
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There is an age for everything, and I consider it essential that before the age of twelve the playful component is the only essential element.

Roberto Mancini

The game had been played for a few minutes.

It was the rookie championship. 


The match appeared balanced, even if the ranking told a different story.

The hosts occupied the first place without worries, the away team, among a thousand difficulties, stood out from the last in the standings only for a miserable handful of points.

It was the rookie league, but for the spectators of the game that dusted off the myth of David and Goliath, things looked different. Very different.

The stands of the provincial pitch were occupied, mostly, by the parents of the young footballers who played the game.

Parents of normal children, the ones you could meet in any middle school, in any city of the Boot. The stone stands, therefore, were occupied by what we could call, tendentially, good people.

People with valid and shareable ideals belonging to the middle class and working-class. Very respectable people.

People who, once their children's game begins, forget who they are, what they represent and what they should teach those on the field. People who turn into something else at the kick-off. Something very different.

They become conceited, immature, quarrelsome, childish, irresponsible, aggressive. At least most of them.

No one wants to lose, no one is willing to step aside and let children be the only and exclusive protagonists.

No.

Most of them feel entitled to steal the show from their children. Because if on the pitch someone proves to have potential, then the credit is to be attributed, obviously, to the parents.

Because after all, many of these parents-spectators would like to be there, on the soccer field.

Because if you don’t play well on the field, the referee is to blame, bad luck is to blame, It’s always someone else's fault or something else.

This is how, unfortunately, the average supporter of yesterday thought and consequently behaved. This is exactly how today's average supporter thinks and behaves. And this is how tomorrow's one will be formed.

There is no room for objectivity, there is no room for self-criticism, too often there is no room for respect.

The game had been played for a few minutes, when the referee, without hesitation, with the whistle to his lips and his arm outstretched, pointed to the penalty spot.

The contact had been obvious, the maximum punishment more than fair. The yellow card that followed, perhaps, too harsh. The fact is that for the away team things immediately went wrong.

The stands turned into a bedlam! Populated by those who rejoiced, already anticipating the imminent and probable advantage and those who protested loudly, for what was experienced as the most atrocious injustice.

Glares flew from one faction to another and stubbornly, promptly, reciprocated. Unpleasant words accompanied every frowning glance, in an annoying and childish back-and-forth. These are the adults.

Ultimately, everyone ended up screaming. Or rather, almost all of them.

Among the wild spectators, more than one, among the parents-supporters, tried to calm down and soften the tones, one way or the other.

Then, there was one in absolute silence, a little aside, almost in a corner.

Most of those in the stands were agglomerated at the height of the midfield to have a complete view of the field, whereas he, just over twenty meters away from the big group of screaming crazy people, remained silent, in very close visual contact with the small crowd that surrounded the referee.

A short distance divided the silent figure from the penalty area where the tragic and inexperienced misdeed occurred.

The captain of the away team, encouraged and supported by four of his teammates, carried out the useless series of protests, encircling the referee with little persuasion.

The captain of the odds-on favourite, the home team, unconcerned placed the ball on the penalty spot, while the players got neatly on the line of the long side of the area, laughing and joking, certain that the ball would enter.

The silent, serious, figure in the stands moved his gaze from the dramatic scene surrounding the referee and with shy respect sought out his son.

He stared at his head, stared at the number 1 stuck on his jersey, on his back, on his skin.

Carlo, the young goalkeeper, his son, as if it were a ritual, crossed the goal line, forgetting the rest of the team. Slowly, dreamily, he grabbed the bottle full of water that he always kept with him in every game by the doorpost. With his back to the grandstand, he took a few sips and dropped it.

Back to his place, on the long, endless, white line, he watched part of his teammates protest, and then focused on those who gave up not knowing who or what to look at, with whom to talk, or what to say. Being a goalkeeper, in these cases, arouses a series of conflicting emotions, regardless of age.

You are perfectly aware of the fact that everything that will happen, shortly, depends largely on your opponent.

After all, you know: every penalty saved is a penalty missed by the opponent.

But you also know that you could be the great hero! Obviously with the very kind collaboration of those who take a perfect penalty kick.

The idea of saving a goal begins to take possession of you: from desire for greatness, in those few seconds, it turns into real obsession.

You concentrate, you try to rationalize everything, but you know that there is no going back. You don't want that ball to go in.

You do not even take into consideration anymore the fact that it will never depend on you, or rather, it will depend on you only minimally.

Meanwhile, your teammates walk away from the referee.

Calm seems to have returned to the stands. Everyone is focused on what is going to happen.

Every look is for the penalty area of the away team. Most look at the shooter, someone else, instead, looks at the one who, in that huge goal post, will do his best to limit the damage.

Usually, it is a matter of two, a duel: goalkeeper against the one who will kick.

Not now, not in these cases, not when the two contenders are almost thirteen years old. 

Here we are talking about a four-player game.

While the captain of the home team, Federico, the number 10, gave the last stroke to the ball, before moving away to prepare for the run-up, a voice reached him from the stands.

«Come on Fede, throw the ball in, you are the strongest! YOU CAN'T GO WRONG! »

The little number 10 listened to his father's words, while an unpleasant sensation filled his chest. And again.

« Come on, come on, come on! »

For Carlo’s ears there was no encouragement. His father remained in respectful silence.

If his son saved the penalty kick, he would have been the first to cheer, rightly so. Maybe without great and memorable scenes, without abandoning himself to meaningless dances, but certainly he would have enjoyed it proudly.

He would have intimately shared the joy of his son, without forgetting that on the other side there was a little boy just like his Carlo. And most importantly, without forgetting that first of all, especially in these contexts, football is a game. And as such it must be lived, regardless of any sick logic.

Everything is ready.

Federico counts the steps for his run-up and while he tries to gather all his strength and bring his concentration to the maximum, from behind the number 7 of the away team, the youngest of the group, Fabio, speaks to his goalkeeper.

«Go Carlè, I know you will save it! I KNOW IT! » For Carlo, it all happened at that moment.

He was between the goal posts, tense and focused, with the burden of an entire team on his shoulders, despite his very young age.

He was on the goal line ready to choose a side hoping that it was the right one.

He was there, totally immersed in the moment, in his gloves, in his shirt, in his shorts, in his shoes, but he was also a privileged spectator. And he had chosen the most beautiful place to enjoy the scene: the one behind the goal posts.

It often happens that, in situations of extreme tension, one has the feeling of observing oneself from the outside, as a simple and detached spectator. Every detail appears clear, clear, extremely vivid.

Carlo admired the number 1 filling his back and almost did not recognize his body. He looked at himself quivering impatiently on that thin white stripe.

The face of the invisible boy, an imaginative alter ego placed behind the goal, appeared serene, calm.

He was just a spectator. He was only interested in looking. He was eager to find out how all that damn story would turn out.

Of course, he sympathized with himself, he hoped that the number 1 he knew so well would be able to prevent the ball from entering the goal, but his feelings, in this case, were uncertain, shaded.

The boy's gaze positioned between the goal posts, however, was anything but calm. No one imagined the

state of deep agitation that dominated Carlo from the kick-off.

Making mistakes was his greatest fear, committing a rough and ridiculous mistake. His inexperience did not allow him to fully enjoy the simple and pure emotion of playing football.

He feared the judgment of his teammates and the judgment of all those people who followed his team. Ultimately, that of other parents.

He feared comments that would follow his performance.

His legs trembled at the idea of not being able to be what they wanted him to be.

The invisible boy moves one step and reaches out to touch the net of his door. Less than two meters divide Carlo from that part of his self that had preferred to look at everything from the privileged position, stripping itself of any kind of responsibility.

You can do it. Keep calm and concentration and you’ll see that you will make it. I will make it.

But no one could listen to his encouragement. No sound, none of the letters spoken by the invisible boy left his lips. The cold, silent words of encouragement stuck to his tongue like a treacherous and attractive piece of ice on a hot summer day.

The referee brings the whistle to his lips. Everyone is in suspense.

Twenty souls dance and crowd, now in a disorderly way, seeking contact with the opponent, on the edge of the box. They watch attentively and agitated the duel that is about to take place before their helpless eyes.

Carlo is faced with a challenge that did not start from him. Each of his muscles is tense, but it does not move at all.

Everything is ready.

The invisible boy clings to the goal net. Everything seems slowed down. Time seems to be dilating. The goalkeeper, only for a moment, looks for his father in the stands.

He finds him and sees him there, tense, participate in his tension, clinging to the net that delimits the field

of play, dividing it from the area dedicated to the stands. His gaze agitates him and at the same time soothes him. The invisible boy, very fast, flies over his net, a single leap with conviction and he is back in his place. As a whole.

Whistle.

Federico starts in small steps, impacts the ball. Inside of his left foot. Everything regains speed.

Right-hand side of the goalkeeper, half height.

The shot is well placed, strong, angled. It looks set to enter the net.

Carlo moved a moment later. That seems to doom him.

Lateral step and take-off. He stretches.

Everyone stares at the ball. Everyone holds their breath. Carlo's arms extend, again. His hands together seem to stretch out, again.

The ball touches his fingers, touches the top corner of the goal, and ends up in a corner kick!

All his teammates run to hug him! The parents of the eleven cheering children were screaming of joy. Carlo's father looks at his son with an excited look.

Federico stares at the ground beneath his feet. His father, on the other hand, does not dare to open his mouth. The other parents mumble to each other, without the slightest respect.

In these moments there can be no deeper division, between those who are carried in triumph and those who sink into the blackest melancholy.

They are children.

But sometimes fate knows how to give a second chance and often it does it in style. He knows how to give you the opportunity to turn things around.

The personification of the mocking fate, in such situations, usually dresses in black, and accepts on his shoulders all the weight of choice, of responsibility.
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