

  

    

      

    

  




  

    

       Summary


    




    

       




       


    




    

      May this first book of mine help us, young people, understand that the world is our stage, that life is here for us, and that no one’s able to stop the expressive power of the individual.




       




      May it encourage us to think more clearly, to question everything, to be curious, to live our feelings and express them!




       




      Genius is in each of us, no one doesn’t have it, and every contribution, however small it is, is still unique!




    


  




  

    

      
Thanks to…



    




    

       


    




    

      It’s difficult to name all those to whom I ought a thanks, for I ought to mention one by one all the characters of the book, for having inspired me.




       




      Apart from them, I have the joy of thanking:




       




      Friends that have been close to me, repeating me every day that I would have made it.




      My mother who has taken the trouble to be my editor.




      Max Bizzozzero, a fantastic graphic designer, who did the cover of the Fakir who is, as a reflection, an accountant.




      Ivano Mingotti who translate in English my book, originally written in Italian.




      All of you who’ll read this book and who will contribute to its disclosure, since you will be the real catalysts of my dream!


    




  




  

    

      Introduction


    




    

      “Stay hungry, stay foolish!”




      Steve Jobs


    




    

       




      A book is born within the heart, then it projects itself in the author’s head, finally flying on the computer keys, becoming text.




      When a book comes to the world, you go through a euphoric and at the same time doubtful phase, as when a mother leaves a child alone for his first time. On one side, there’s the happiness of having brought him to the autonomy needed to stand out his first flight, on the other the fear that the world will not accept him, that he will lose confidence facing bad words, which can cause him mortifying pain. But in the end, the parents must let their children go to fight their own battles for the conquest of their own space in the world, for their identity.




      My “Fakir”, as I jokingly call this little piece of literature, is really afraid of leaving his home.




      He looks at me from his small pages and asks me:




      “Will they like me? What do I have that the others thousand novels don’t? Many are bigger than me, deeper than me, more fun than me, more cultural than me, have stronger topics, intimidate more. Why would anyone read me and maybe even recommend me to others? “




      I tell him the truth, as I always do to myself:




      “Maybe you won’t be liked by everyone, but you’ll be liked ny those who have an emotional affinity with you, because you do not have a precise topic, you are not just a text; you are experience! So, my Fakir, you are not categorized into a genre, because you do not have the characteristics of the most, but you have one feature that is very difficult to find: you’re authentic!”




      My intention is to launch a challenge to listen.




      Read this booklet, people! It’s only of a few pages! Think about it, then recommend it to others, even to people really different from you, of other fields and places!




      What I want to achieve is an emotional word of mouth, which could set in motion two virtuous mechanisms: the curiosity that generates a willingness to listen to anything you don’t know, like the words of a certain Elena Manzoni, and an empathic reaction to what my experiences will arouse in you.




      My goal is to create insights, and conclusions – even if different from mine - to awaken the desire to think about the things that we go through and that we do, and not just to let us go with the flow; or maybe just continue to let it carry us, but in a conscious way.




      My namesake Manzoni, the artist, the writer, put his poop in a vacuum and named it “Artist’s Shit”, revolutionizing every rule and concept art hitherto expressed.




      I rebuke his concept of novelty in a soft way, suggesting a book with a small but beautiful, dense content, true and sometimes comic and bitter, written in a very easy way and not with sophisticated words, because, being an experience, it’s not subject to the strict rules of style.




      Get up people, listen to your emotions, open yourselves to this reading experience, giving a chance to this fakir, who has already eaten enough nails!




      Have a good read, with affection, to all of you.




      Elly


    




  




  

    

      


    




    

      




      




      




      




      




      




      PART ONE




      The past


    




  




  

    

       


    




    

      Fantasia


    




    

      “You were not made to live like brutes, but to follow virtue and knowledge “




      Dante Alighieri


    




    

       


    




    

      For those who, like me, were born in the 80’s, or for parents of children or young people of that time, “The Neverending Story” is certainly not an unknown film.




      The plot, in my opinion, is more topical, perhaps, nowadays than then.




      It tells the story of a kingdom called Fantasia, in which a mysterious force called Nothing, that engulfs and destroys all that lies before it, suddenly takes hold. The young warrior Atreyu is committed to defeat the Nothing to save the kingdom and his empress through many difficult trials. Only after successfully having a confrontation with his true self, or with his soul, he arrives in front of the Oracle of the South - which also is almost destroyed by the Nothing - that tells him to make something soon. Atreyu eventually manages to give a new name to the Empress and to free the dying Fantasia from the Nothing.




      The moral of the film is that it is easy to control whoever does not believe in anything, and that without any fantasy or dream the world can not exist.




      If you stop believing that it is worth fighting to be valuable people, to improve ourselves every day and realize our dreams, then the battle is lost.




      We live in strange times: all that had always been considered inviolable and certain, today is rapidly crumbling before our horrified eyes.




      “We must be quick, we do not know how much longer we could resist …!” This phrase can be read again and again, in recent years, on several publications, from newspapers to appended weekly newspaper devoted to economics and even politics.




      Titles of cover like “Hurry up and saved Italy!”, “We need to hurry and get the economy going!”, “We need to act fast!”, have dominated in all their forms everywhere, standing out also in election campaigns.




      I will then make the Oracle of Fantasia’s words mine, and turn to the plethora of young Atreyu listening: “Hurry! Listen to your dreams, yell what you need, imagine a different world if you do not like the current one, and try it all to ensure that reality will become the mirror of your imagination!”




      The world can be improved; there’s already something very good.




      Just stop to watch a sunset, a child smiles, a grandmother who tells a story to the grandson on his stroller: it’s wonderful!




      But you can do more!




      Let’s not give ourselves up to the system, do not believe that all is lost, because the entire realm of Fantasia has been reborn from a grain of sand, so our world, that already has many more grains, is on a good way!




      I compare every day with my weaknesses and fragility, because I realized that only those who see room for improvement in himself can then, at a later stage, possibly be able to be a catalyst for change for others, and then, in a greater scale, for the world.




       




      Food for thought




      Imagination and dreams are as important as material achievements, because they are their portals.


    




  




  

    

       


    




    

      Graduation


    




    

      “I wanted to, always wanted to, strongly wanted to.”




      Vittorio Alfieri




       




      The world thinks that university, like life, can only be faced in two ways.




      The first method is a belligerent one, in other words the aggressive one, made for those who do not have to ask, but tear what he wants from the others and forge himself his opportunities.




      The second one is the passive system, made for those who let anything slide all over themselves, and suffers its existence as a something inevitable.




      As always, or at least as often, the absolutes hide some truth, but we should also consider the middle way.




      It is true that the world is made of people ready to take the lead and other ready to be directed: this is an obvious and clear fact.




      For many humans, taking autonomous decisions is fearsome, causes confusion and emotional tension, a fear of failure. They fall into a sort of inhibition of decision that brings them to a standstill, because they are doubtful, and all their roads lead them inevitably to an error or an appearance of such.




      Fear stops them and they always end up asking for help in what they do: shortly, they ask to be directed.




      Others are made to be independent and leaders, to direct themselves and groups of people, to think of new strategies and to get to innovative ideas, to have imagination, and make themselves tow by instinct. Simply put, they are more inclined to jump and drag the others with themselves, to convince them and mark their path.




      What is a leader? Really!




      In my five years at university, this mythical figure has occupied pages and pages of text, from economic history, where the leader was someone like Ford, who had invented a system of production absolutely innovative for the time, to marketing and business strategy, which spoke of organization charts and positioning and inculcated in us this mirage of personality and role for which we, college students, were preparing.




      University should make the ruling classes of the future, the leaders who can tow the other, who can bring out the hidden talents, who can understand the strengths of their team and manage individuals at their best, moving their role if needed, creating solutions that make everyone feel respected and valued as an individual and as a worker.




      Who enrolled in college, paying and investing a minimum of five years of his life in a three-year degree and an advanced degree, should naturally be a leader: a leader of himself, as a business owner or a freelancer or a leader in business, as an employee with management positions.




      In both cases, he is an adhesive, a catalyst, not a master chief who makes decisions in his office and then communicates them as executive orders to those below him.




      The leader is not overbearing; he’s authoritarian because of his strong positions, but never abusive or full of himself: ready to listen and to debate, if necessary, being constructive and able to accept the criticism and to channel it towards a personal improvement, not in hatred and resentment toward those who tell them to him.




      This was my goal in July 25, 2007, the day of my advanced degree: to become a good leader, because I always had the ability. I would have made it into the world of adults humble, proactive, but ready to listen.




       




      I hardly ever thought of making money, or at least of making a lot of it, but I always felt that, having the chance to study, it was my duty to constantly improve myself to be a good person at work. Being thus satisfied with my work, I would have made comfortable those who would have worked with me or for me, if I was their boss.




      I firmly believe that if someone is incorrect and envious at the office, it is inevitably so in the outer world.




      I never believed to the story of the persone who’s sweet and caring as a pater familias at home and an hyena at work: if you are a rude person you are always rude, not intermittently, if you are wrathful you always are, not only in time slots, as well as if you are superb at work, you do are outside, with family and friends.




      I was twenty years old.




      That day, I took three exams in one day, running like a spinning top from classroom to classroom to graduate in that first call! Without praising myself, it’s stuff for the Guinness Book of Records!




      Today I have thirty years and I still believe in everything I believed in that day, although in a somewhat more disenchanted way, because the disappointments of working life do not change us, but slow down our path. It ‘a concept that we don’t have as teenagers, when we go at full speed and no one can curb our race.




      It is against this that we must fight: the carefreeness lost and the slowness of results.




      The challenge is to be light and relaxed even at a hundred years, even if we have a mortgage, even if we have children, because life is a magnificent gift and we must live it with joy, thinking it’s there for us, generous of wonderful surprises!




      Returning to my degree, on the evening of July 25, 2007 my mother, with my family and a few friends, organized an unforgettable party on our terrace in Milan, which ended with fireworks and balloons in the shape of heart released into the air, within which each guest had placed a note with a wish for my future.




      Greetings, along with balloons, flew in the sky, symbolically leaving in the hands of the Universe.




      I never knew what they wished for me, I can only tell you what happened to my protagonist Elly in the past seven years (not in Tibet and not with Brad Pitt!).




      I had studied for eighteen years, my shoulders were hunched for hours spent on books, my eyes (and not only those) had inflated for so many nights in the lamplight under which I read essays and lecture notes till late hours, I had given up so many moments of fun and entertainment to graduate early, and first of all, because my life had always been based on duty.




      That summer evening I saw graduation as a kind of bridge that would have took me on the other side of my life, a side made up of independence, satisfactions and electrifying challenges earned with weapons such as seriousness and tenacity.




      My eyes were full of joy and gratitude to all those who made my realization possible.




      The warm summer breeze licked my tanned skin and gently moved my hair, my blue dress and my high-heeled sandals exalted my tapered and slender legs, the temperature was ideal, as in a picture painted around my wishes, and I had no doubt: my life was and would have always been beautiful and rich!




      Joy was in everything: in the beating of my heart, in the smile of someone who loved me, in the delicious food, in the intoxicating wine, in my youth, in the summer, in the past, the present and the future, and in all the molecules of my being.




      I closed my eyes and completely surrendered to a deeper happiness.




      I could not imagine that here, in that wonderful present, still hidden to the masses but already mature, a tidal wave of global crisis was swelling and ready to overwhelm in devastating way the lives of everyone, especially of us, young graduates.




       




      Food for thought




      “Culture is a powerful weapon, but without character it’s nothing, and as well is luck.”




      The importance of character has been internalized by me in these years in which, if I had to base my survival on the chances offered me from the outside, I’d probably be on the brink of suicide.




      If the doors are not open by others, you must pull them down with a ram, and the most powerful ram existing is our inner strength: so guys get stuck in it every time, in spite of those who always say that there are no more opportunities.




      We will create our opportunities on our own!




       


    




  




  

    

       


    




    

      A year later


    




    

      “How long before the top?




      Climb, and forget about it!”




      F. W. Nietzsche


    




    

       




      I’m sitting in the office in my house, the window in front of me, it’s raining.




      Two plants are to me a good company: an highlander, donated to Malpy (the nickname of my mother, derived from the color of her hair, reminiscent of the Rosso Malpelo of Verga) for a Mother’s Day, which blooms every year, showing its precious pink flower, and a precious potos, an ornament of the buffet table on the day of my graduation, which had, until summer, green branches two meters long that made it look like a Rapunzel with an endless ponytail and now, after a savage and indiscriminate pruning in a moment of a murderous rampage, seems like a plant of basil, and more than that, a consumptive one.




      Out of the window I see my glimpse of the city.




      It is a very small piece of the street where I always lived, that always accompanied me during my years of study.




      What’s special about it?




      For everyone, nothing at all, but it’s a mini world, to my eyes.




      How many times I wanted not to be curve on that damn desk, to not be forced to study certain absurd theories written by people who probably snorted anything that happened under their eyes, and that in any case is not only considered worthy to write their own ravings, but also to let them be learned and repeated to others, perhaps at heart.




      Those were the stories of the thousands people passing by “my little hole”, making me dream and escape from reality for a while … “Look to that lady, all neat and trim: who knows where she’s going! Certainly to have a tea with friends and to gossip of everyone and everything…




      … And that man, who runs; he must have forgotten to take his children to school: who’s gonna protect him from his wife, tonight?




      … And that baby crying; he peeled his knee … … just thinking, they’ll peel of his patience bit to bit for a lifetime, perhaps it’s useful if he gets used to it… “




      …and so on.




      Today, however, I do not watch outside the window, I stay inside, maybe because of a season cold or because I want to talk about me, about my history and my thoughts, to let out my voice from this house and find my place in the world.




      For those who think that all enlived lives are of celebrities or of sportsmen, I will open a new glimmer, on a never considered category: all those who serially seek work, without pressures or saints on their side; in short, of the pioneers of the impossible job interview.




      In this first post-graduate year I visited more buildings and handshakes than Obama himself, as many as job interviews I supported. I heard more “We’ll let you know” than the hair Branduardi, and I got more complex thoughts than a physicist, and all on the reasons why finding a job, an honest and well paid one, is so complex.




      I will describe my experiences in more details, with the intent of making feel all those who, like me, have tried, tried again and, finally, got hit with a crowbar on their teeth, less alone. Like me they got up, got hit again with the crowbar, but this time on their gums, for having now lost all their teeth, having suffered too many hit from destiny. They went ahead, in spite of everything, and never surrendered in their tenacious search for a job that seems impossible to find out, and, why not, for their true self.




       




      Food for thought




      It is up to the individual to learn from experiences and catalog them as positive or negative ones.




      For many years I suffered a lot from all “no”s received, not considering myself “good enough” when not winning the challenge, was it a job interview or a confrontation of any kind.




      Later, I changed my attitude and learned to consider experiences only as experiences.




      You grow through them, you become aware of what you like the most. The key lies in listening to your feelings and not being too hard on ourselves.




      We live in a world where everything always seems absolute: I do a mistake, they’ll fire me! I quarrel with my wife, we are in crisis!




      No!




      There is nothing absolute. We can live the same experience a thousand times, until we learn a lesson that’s different for each one of us.




      I am convinced that even job interviews that don’t go well, hide in themselves a truth: our energy was not compatible with the company to which we proposed, or, to put it more down to earth, the place was not suitable for us, because our features are better combined with other places.




      Everyone must have lived though this: looking at a person, you immediately feel at ease, or, the opposite, you feel under scrutiny in an inquisitive way.




      This also happens in a job interview: the feeling must be immediately triggered, or not, regardless of what we do.
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