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“

  
You
  had better see to it you change your face asap, little Mr
  Esquire”,
  said my mother. I had only just sat down to the table for
  breakfast.




  
She
  was right: something was bugging me. Really bugging me.
  Practically a
  giant cockroach.



“

  
Well,
  it’s my face. You should know that, you made it yourself”, I
  replied curtly.



“

  
You
  know exactly what I mean: change your mood or else. I can tell
  straight off what’s going through your head this morning... you’d
  better get out of the dumps before you get stuck in there for the
  rest of the day; before the blues becomes a tantrum, and the
  tantrum
  becomes a scene. I can’t see it going well from now to this
  evening. Is that clear little Mr Hardhead Esquire? Do you
  understand?
  Change your mood before it’s too late”.



“

  
Change
  mood? And how exactly would I go about doing that?”



“

  
Yes,
  Luca, change mood. You can change your shoes, your T-shirt, your
  socks and also your mood. All you have to do is want it”.




  
Silence.




  
For
  an instant we settled into a perfect and wonderful silence. I
  have no
  idea what Mother was thinking right then, but she simply fell
  silent.
  As for me, I began to understand at that very moment.




  
Things
  have become clear to me bit by bit, but it was exactly at that
  instant that I made my exceptional discovery, the very discovery
  that
  discombobulated me and changed my life for good.




  
An
  idea buzzes around my head from that very day on, and has been
  growing ever since, lengthening into a train of thoughts, of
  things
  that have been thought, a train that travels fast, with so many
  wagons full of ideas, a train that is the thought of my very
  thoughts…




  
That
  morning that ma told me to change my face I also experienced an
  absurd, outlandish sensation for the first time in my life. A
  beautiful, incredible sensation. Something I had never felt
  before
  and that I truly loved. It happened when the genius idea came to
  me,
  in that instant when I was run through by a sudden shudder which
  started from the top of my head and travelled all the way down to
  the
  tips of my toes, through my neck, arms and belly. I expect that
  Archimedes might have felt the same thing when he exclaimed
  “Eureka!”
  after one of his extraordinary discoveries. Einstein would have
  felt
  it without a doubt when he understood that time folds together
  with
  space, that time stops and accelerates and extends into space;
  that
  space and time make folds together, that they curve like a silk
  sash
  in the desert, as if space and time were always spread out onto
  the
  desert dunes….




  
It
  was something that you feel when you are a genius and a genius
  idea
  that is worthy of you suddenly comes to you, that’s all. And that
  morning, at that precise moment, something very very deep inside
  of
  me assured me that mine was a very fine idea. This sensation made
  me
  feel magic, unique, brilliant and wondrous.



 






“

  
Do
  you know that I have made an extraordinary discovery?”, I told my
  friends at school, no sooner had the bell rung. Giada was there,
  as
  were Valeria, Anna, Carlo Cavagna, whom I have nicknamed Carlo
  the
  Jackal (guess why?), and Francesco.



“

  
Oh
  yeah?” said Anna.



“

  
Sure,
  maybe he’s discovered who his father was”, commented Carlo the
  Jackal acidly.




  
I
  could have disintegrated him. And if I could have, I would have
  disintegrated him. How can anybody be that mean? I do not know my
  father for the simple reason that he died when I was two years
  old
  and I don’t remember anything about him. How can someone be so
  wicked, then, to say such a thing to me?




  
Carlo
  is truly a jackal and it would indeed be better if I
  disintegrated
  him, if only to prevent him from saying such mean things to
  anybody
  else. But instead of doing that I simply replied, “No, you
  discovered that, as well as who your sister is”.




  
Things
  were getting heated, and Carlo had an air about him, the air of
  someone who’s quite willing to take it to the limit. “So, here’s
  to you all Little Mister Luca Alhim, boy-wonder, misunderstood
  genius, little orphan to a filthy Albanian!”



“

  
Cut
  it out! My father was not Albanian!”



“

  
Same
  sort of thing”



“

  
Cut
  it out!”



“

  
What’s
  your beef with Albanians anyway?” Anna asked him.



“

  
Nothing,
  nothing…” Carlo realized that Anna’s father and mother are
  Albanian and became as red as a pepper, though it was unclear
  whether
  out of rage or shame. “I’m not cutting it out, I’ll say
  whatever I want”, he growled.



“

  
You’re
  just jealous”, I said turning my back on him.



“

  
Jealous
  of whom? Of the son of a filthy builder, and a dead one for good
  measure!”



“

  
You
  wish your dad was as strong as mine was...”



“

  
Sure,
  why not? I’m very jealous of your dad, who might have taught me
  how
  to lift a few shovelfuls of cement…”




  
But
  I happen to know perfectly well that Carlo the Jackal is jealous
  about other stuff: my grades, for example, which are always
  exactly
  the opposite of his. But you’d be hard-pressed to find anybody
  who’d readily admit to being envious about your excellent
  average;
  certainly not Carlo the Jackal.



“

  
My
  dad was an artist, a great artist”.



“

  
Ha,
  ha, hah! A brick artist…”.



“

  
Yours
  instead is and will always be a thief”.



“

  
What
  did you say?”



“

  
That
  he’s a thief! It’s true, he’s even been taken to court for
  fraud”.




  
Carlo
  the Jackal squared up to me like a mastiff hound who’s been
  ordered
  to attack, but Francesco stood between us and restrained him at
  the
  last second, as I was already feeling the punch he was packing
  lodged
  in my eye-socket.



“

  
Why
  don’t you let Luca tell us what he’s discovered?” Francesco
  suggested tentatively.



“

  
Do
  you really give a hoot?” Carlo asked Francesco with an air of
  disgust, and then turned to the others, “Do you really care what
  this moron has to say?”




  
It
  wasn’t lost on me that Giada and Valeria were snickering
  together,
  and I found this very hurtful.



“

  
Aren’t
  you all tired of Little Mister Precocious over there?”




  
Precisely.
  Just then I lost all desire to tell my schoolmates anything else,
  those poisonous snakes. What’s more, when I saw those two hens
  giggling among themselves, I decided that revealing my precious
  idea
  to those four envious individuals, whom I had thought to be my
  friends, would have been truly a waste of time.




  
Nice
  friends indeed... Making fun of me since my very first day at
  school,
  calling me “Little Mister Precocious” just because I’m more
  intelligent than they are, because to all intents and purposes it
  seems that I am that which certain adults that don’t know what to
  do with their time and read up at night in order to torment me
  call,
  “boy-wonder”, or, in French, “
  
enfant prodige” (I would
  here like to specify that I am eleven, almost twelve years
  old).




  
With
  this definition, these certain adults I here above refer to have
  essentially ruined my life. I imagine that I’m not the only kid
  in
  the world whose life they have ruined. They have deprived me, and
  anybody like me (that means whomsoever might be a tad quicker
  than
  the average – which, might as well face it, is not all that high)
  of the right to feel equal to everybody else, to others – and
  equal
  can mean a lot of things- all thanks to this “prodigious”
  stamp.




  
But
  then again this is not a simple matter... and it gives me a lot
  of
  pain. So, let’s drop it.




  
Whichever
  way, I certainly did not give up my genius discovery to those
  dumb
  so-called “friends” at school. I kept it all to myself and it’s
  better this way. It’s allowed me the time to nurture my idea
  slowly, bit by bit, and to develop it into a theory, a theory
  truly
  worthy of a genius; of a prodigy, just like me.



 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        














