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	“My only ambition

	is to be no one.

	It seems to me

	the most sensible solution”

	 

	Charles Bukowski

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 1 

	 

	My name is Nicola, but you probably understood this before you even started reading; the surname on the other hand... it's not that I don't remember it, you can't forget the surname, but let's say it doesn't matter.

	'Ventieuro' on the other hand is the nice pseudonym (which was given to me, I no longer remember by whom) with which everyone now calls me; and here too, probably with a little imagination you can understand that if everyone identifies you by indicating a price... perhaps that is your price.

	So, maybe talking about me isn't even that interesting, as you will see: but I have to tell my story, I want to leave a memory, and maybe later you will also understand why.

	Not that my life is a great story, mind you. I'm an ordinary guy with a banal story, and my peculiarity is perhaps only one: that of always carrying a good dose of bad luck.

	And yes, I know, today we no longer say that, today it is much more correct to speak honestly of inability, or perhaps, better, of bad will. And it's right, we should all finally learn to evaluate people and facts based on objective criteria of meritocracy, and fuck anyone who can't make it on their own strength.

	Of course, doing it with yourself is more difficult; evaluating abilities and faults is anything but easy when we have to subject ourselves to the examination. And the discussion certainly doesn't only apply to a near-nothing like me: even the luckiest people, in addition to not believing those who have had less luck, usually tend to overestimate themselves, to be less merciless towards themselves. To clarify: the recommended person who has made his way will tend to believe that he has succeeded with his own efforts, perhaps saying to himself: «Yes, I had a little help, but what does it mean, then I had to put in my own effort, and there is certainly I would have done it on my own anyway, because I'm good, oh, how good I am"

	It would be a long discussion, and it would lead us astray: let's just say that I, for sure, and I can state this calmly and loudly, have never had any help.

	This is perhaps why I have spent a good part of my life taking it up the ass for the modest sum of what were the old fifty thousand lire, which went with the post-crisis exchange rate to twenty euros per service in recent years. In truth, the conversion seems to have been done by default, you will say: but for those of a certain age, once you cross the threshold of the fateful door, you know, everything becomes more difficult, and you have to be satisfied with what you can get.

	In short, from my point of view, bad luck exists, of course: and where I come from, it has really set up shop.

	But perhaps now it's time to proceed in order, otherwise we won't understand each other and you will have the impression of listening to a strange, half-crazy gentleman who talks about incomprehensible things, jumping from topic to topic, but instead the logical thread is there, of course.

	So, I was born in the mid-fifties in a period that everyone who was there remembers as that of the economic boom: the last one, however, in my house, to be honest, was never seen, I never understood if for the little merit also of my father (can merit be hereditary? Let's leave the question in the background..) or due to my own bad luck (which at this point would seem to be almost genetic, hereditary, or at least transmissible, almost like an asset assets).

	Believe me, I'm not exaggerating, everything was clear right from the start.

	But can one come into the world, as happened to me, on the morning of January 7th, that is, the first day after the holidays, which were inevitably ruined for that saintly woman of my mother with a difficult pregnancy?

	I did it, and after a childhood spent in a house where there was nothing, absolutely nothing superfluous, I found myself at the age of eighteen (less would not have been possible: in stories of this type reaching the age of majority is vital, otherwise they won't publish you) to losing my father at just thirty-six years old and in the space of a few days, leaving me, my mother and three other brothers in the deepest poverty.

	I know that things were different back then and everyone managed to get by in one way or another, but we were evidently less capable than the others: and while my brothers wandered around looking for any job and my mother had been crying since morning in the evening, I was only able to invent an improvised job as a car guard, parking attendant, strictly illegal and in constant struggle with other unfortunates like me near the station.

	However, an activity not to be despised: with which, every other day, I was able to at least scrape together what was necessary to put a dish on the table.

	Then one evening, as the day was coming to an end and I had only earned five thousand lire, I heard myself called and I turned around recognizing an elderly family friend whom we children called uncle, a certain Carlo, who until recently had eva frequented our house (bringing small jobs and errands to dad, to allow him to supplement the meager family income).

	«Nicola handsome, what are you doing?»

	"I'm here. I make do with the cars a bit, Uncle Carlo, to earn some money. Since dad left things have gotten difficult."

	He seemed sorry for having found me in that situation, and I gladly accepted his invitation to dinner.

	He took me to his house, made me eat with him and we drank and talked for a long time: he told me that he could do something to help me, find me some less precarious jobs too that would allow us to get by in a less indecorous way. He also gave me fifty thousand lire: 'an advance', he said.

