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Cloudio’s Connection


“I have finally realized what is the difference between Cloudio’s Connection and the other planets’ ”, said Zetana watching with curiosity her mother's bare feet running fast from one corner to the other of the room, while filling the table with all those things which were used for eating.


“Ah perfect then you know already how it works... so there's no more to ask” said Telio who had just returned home and hearing the words of his daughter immediately realized the danger of another question-time dinner.


“Actually... I need a little bit of clarification, maybe while we’re eating”, she replied with the wicked and disarming innocence typical of the Little People.


“Chera, why don’t we let her eat before us sometimes so we can have a bit of a relax?” Telio whispered to his wife while activating the small deflective shield, which they had secretly built to jam the Plasma.


“Our Planet Cloudio”, began the little girl with educated adult manners, while talking sitting next to her mother, “is one of the many, among all those scattered in the solar systems of the Mother Galaxy, that to transmit and receive information uses the Connection, also called Plasma or even the Plasmotic System”, and she added proudly with a louder voice, “but in Cloudio we have a special Plasma which is better than the one used by other worlds that in fact are more primitive... although I have some doubts”, she said suspiciously, wrinkling her nose with a lower voice.


“No, Zetana,” her father intervened promptly, “I can assure you that you have understood perfectly, there is no doubt whatsoever.”


“But we…” replied the stubborn little girl, “we need that thing of mine that’s broken which I mustn’t tell anyone about because you’ll fix it for me. Instead people in other worlds can connect without needing anything, at least as far as I know.”


“True”, said her mother, “but they can’t connect to our System, and remember that our Plasma is much, much richer, while we could connect to theirs if we wanted to...”


“Then maybe I’ll connect myself to it”, Zetana interrupted her like lightning, just the idea had already lit up her face.


“No way!” intervened Telio abruptly who was already imagining himself before the Templar’s Council with the sweat dripping from his forehead while explaining his daughter’s incorrectness and everything else.


“You would get confused Zetana,” added her mother immediately, “also your friends would make fun of you, the Connection of the Primitive people is old stuff.”


And so the evening continued with the usual trying swing of questions and answers and questions about the answers that never seemed to end.  But it could have been very dangerous to avoid those exhausting conversations, Chera used to say lovingly to her husband when they were alone, because if Zetana did not ask them, she could well turn to someone else and then they would have to run to repair the damage.


 


The problem was that Zetana was still too young and the two poor parents did not yet have the heart to let her know the truth.


But everything happens, sooner or later, one way or another.  Chera and Telio decided to let her reach the conclusion herself.


“Zetana is an intelligent child”, Telio used to say and he was more than convinced that there would be no problems and she would understand perfectly.


“Sure”, Chera had answered, “but remember that her emotional intelligence is equal to her intellectual one, and as you have said yourself she will understand perfectly, of course, but from all points of view.  We must be careful.”


Thus they began with telling her that unfortunately they had not yet managed to fix that one thing that was broken.  They said so looking very sad, almost crying, so much that the little Zetana to comfort them immediately said that she would do without it. 


“Zetana,” Chera said gently, “we do not want to give you false hopes, but you will see that if we work together, we will find a solution and nobody will ever find out.”


“But are you sure it’s such an important thing?   I mean my Strato friends do not ever mention it... and I've never heard of this thing that according to you they have and I don’t!”


“Well Zetana, are you ready to know something that perhaps your Strato friends still do not know exactly?” Telio asked, seizing the moment.


“Tell us then, I am all ears!” responded Zetana predictably rubbing her hands with delight.


“Listen very carefully, I will tell you only once.  The first thing we will explain to you is what the Plasma is and how it works.”


“Okay” said Zetana squeezing her mother and father’s hands, greedy to know.


So, patiently, Telio began by saying that the Connection of the Mother Galaxy was nothing more than a complex system of data transfer.  It was a large infrastructure he said, which was rooted in the intergalactic knowledge and experiences that were shared between those that had been the most sophisticated and advanced technological civilizations of the past.


“And as I believe you know”, he added cunningly, knowing his daughter's interest in cosmic archaeology, “the data processors of past times were many and varied.”
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