A SCHOOL JOB

On a spring day at dawn, when the sky was at the height of its most
beautiful colors, among the many nuances of yellow, amber and hot pink,
what stood the most was the golden of the sun rays shining in the air.

A man was looking at the students who were chatting happily and
jokingly jostling with each other. His warm jade-green eyes were smiling,
while he was standing at the gate of Leonardo Da Vinci Middle school.
Joyful memories reemerged in his mind: that was his old school.

After the fantastic Easter holidays, it was the first day back to the
institute.

This exceptionally skinny guy, named Lorenzo, wasn't particularly excited
at the thought of going back to school, as he was worried of running into
on undesired classmate, even though the break was racking. He greeted
the man waiting for the students in front of the gate.

I\l

“Hey there, Salvatore
When the janitor heard that, he turned around super fast and replied:
“‘Hey, Lollo!"

Lorenzo smiled back. Although he usually enjoyed school, lately it was
different.

Behind Lorenzo, there was a pretty girl: his sister, who like the boy greeted
the janitor:

‘Hey Teresal" says the man.
“Good morning, Salvatore." Answered the girl cheerfully.

Her lively and piercing eyes, that were so different from her twin brother,
who looked like her, seemed to talk to him. The janitor experienced this
fondness towards the students, especially towards those who showed
openness, confidence and frankness. Sometimes he welcomed the kids
who were punished by the teachers, those who were sent out of the class,
offering them a chair and always a gaze which never contradicted the
teacher’s choice: "You asked for itl Don't act like a fool" He used to say.

Since his wife died some years ago, Salvatore had lived near the school,
which had become his second home.

It was recess. A swarm of joyful kids was moving frantically around the
courtyard like sage and onyx midges. In a corner, a tall and slim boy was
waiting for his prey:

“‘Hey you, come herel Don't be afraid. What's that?"

“‘Nothing" Answered Lorenzo, trying to avoid any problems.



“Ah, it's your English book! What a swot!" Declared the boy tearing the
book away.

“Exactly the homework | need! And don't forget the money you owe me for
snapping at me last week!" He walked away giggling with some friends.

Initially, Lorenzo shrugged it off, not giving it much thought. But recently,
Carmine had gone out of control, making the teasing a lot worse, which
led to Lorenzo'’s insecurities multiplying.

Lorenzo moved away upset and helpless. His chestnut eyes crossed
Salvatore's gaze.

His grammar class had always been the most dreadful. Everyone used to
compete to obtain the most cherished task: going to the photocopying
room.

“Guys, who wants to kindly maoke 24 photocopies of this page?”

Student started to throw their hands up in the air resembling a wave at
the stadium:

“Lorenzo, come on. You go". The student had enthusiastically waved his
arm to be chosen, sparking his classmates’ envy. Now everyone was
staring at him. He felt as if he was under a starry night sky, but instead
of plenty of stars he was surrounded by slicing glares of jealous
teenagers. One among all was the most hostile.

Lorenzo he shocked all the gazes off his shoulders and he dashed to the
ground floor, where he met Salvatore:

“Hello Salvatore, could you please photocopy this page?”
“Sure, it's fine. How many do you need?"
‘24, please.”

While the printer was doing its job, Salvatore interrupted the deafening
silence with his reassuring voice:

“Is everything alright?"
“‘Sure.."

“Are you sure? | saw you at the break and it seemed like it wasn't so. | will
report what happened to the teachers that will take measures, but you
need to talk to them too."

‘| don't want any problems, it's better if we leave things as they are.
Lorenzo tried to downplay

‘| think instead that it's important that you speak with someone. | will pave
the way but it's up to you to start walking on it

In his heart Lorenzo knew that Salvatore was right. Now he also knew that
he wasn't alone anymore.



The school day was finally over. Lorenzo and Teresa were on their way
home:

“What luck that today we had two hours of substitution. | wish we could
have o substitute every day! Right Lorenzo?"

Lorenzo kept silent.

Why aren't you happy, isn't enough for you the 10 you got today in math?
You look strange." she said in a vaguely worried and absorbed look at
the same time.

“Yes, don't worry," The boy said even though it was clear it wasn't reality.
‘I know you Lorenzo... | know it's not like that but if you don't want to talk
about it that's fine." Said the girl, slowing her pace.

They continued walking side by side until Lorenzo broke the silence.
“Carmine" He started softly, in an almost imperceptible tone.

His sister looked him in the eyes with an expression that invited him to
speak but it also betrayed a bit of concern.

‘He's always been mean to me, he can't stand me since we were little but
recently he's targeted me more than ever” Lorenzo was obviously
embarrassed to tell it, you could see from the shy look that he did
everything he could not to meet his sister's.

“You should tell someone,” Teresa stated, looking him in the eyes.

I'm telling you... and then Salvatore knows it too" He concluded, then
quickened his pace and restored the initial silence all the way home.

While they were chatting, the boy turned around suddenly: he perceived
a presence behind him. During the trip this feeling arose several times,
but he no longer gave it any thought.

Once they arrived home, lunch was ready on the table for the two twins,
prepared like every day after school by their mother.

Mrs De Santis was plating up the food pleased, shaking frantically the
piece of parmesan on the grater and cleaning rigorously every crumb
from the table.

“Hi therel Look what | prepared for you: pasta allamatriciana the way my
Lorenzo likes it."

Teresa didn't like pasta allamatriciana that much, but she knew that even
if she complained, nothing would change.

"How was school today?”

‘Fine." Answered the qirl lost in her thoughts.

"And you, Lorenzo?”

"Not bad." His tone was so unusual which made the tablemates
embarrassed.

'Ok, we'd rather clear the table and clean the kitchen." Concluded their
mother. Nobody seemed to feel like deepening the boy's tone. Teresa's
baby blue eyes stared at the mother with a veil of apparently unjustified
sadness.

The next day Salvatore was opening the school gates, as usual...



He lifted his jade eyes. The charcoal clouds were gathering obscuring
the crimson red rays of the sun like aggressive panthers moving
towards their prey.

Of all the faces he waited for every day, he didn't recognize two. One of
these would never return.

The faces of the teachers, the principal and even some students were
shocked. Salvatore didn't understand.

“It's a tragedy!" He heard a voice broken by tears.

“Prof, what happened?”

“Didn't you hear, Salvatore?” The man wasn't sure he wanted to find out
the answer to that question.

“Lorenzo De Santis is dead..." Said the teacher in a dark and incredulous
voice.

-This can't have hgppened, it's not possible! - A thick fog enveloped his
shocked mind, but something made him think. Everything has always
been before his eyes. Explicit signs have been sent to him by the boy
but he had underestimated them. After this consideration, Salvatore
was overwhelmed by enormous feelings of guilt.

That same day the police showed up at school to begin questioning.
Everyone has to be heard, one by one.

“Salvatore, can you come here for a moment? It's urgent.” A voice
exclaimed from the headteacher's office.

“Mr. Proietti, 'm coming." The man retorted.

He headed towards the office with a visibly nervous step. He opened the
door and found himself in front of two officers, whom he greeted with a
smile.

“Salvatore, | called you because there are two agents dealing with the
investigations of the student Lorenzo De Santis, who wanted to share
with us the information they found regarding the murder. They agreed
to have you here since you knew him well and maybe | might miss things
you wouldn't" Said the headteacher.

After those words, Salvatore’s heart started to beat wildly.

"All right." The janitor replied simply.

“We found the body inside the nearby park - started an officer -
between the road that leads to the school and the athletics field where
he trained" “Furthermore, the reports revealed the boy was hit by a
stone that was not too large but sharp. The murder weapon was found
in the nearby lake; there were residues of Lorenzo's blood on the stone,
but not fingerprints, which were probably erased by the water" added
the other agent.



While the officer was speaking, Salvatore began to think that, given the
size of the stone, whoever had killed Lorenzo didn't have to put much
effort.

“The time of death is 9.30pm" Concluded the agent.

Anguish and concern spread in the air in a surreal stillness.

It was the time everybody had to be questioned, teachers first.

“Lorenzo was such a quiet and intelligent boy, a little competitive.
Sometimes he was a nuisance but he was always polite..." Said a teacher
bursting out crying.

“‘He was my favorite," added another.

‘It must have been an accident; it can't be true." His voice was full of
dismay.

Salvatore was sitting there, listening in silence. A voice in the distance
shook him:

"A family destroyed..." He thought immediately of Teresa.

“Mr Pellizzari, can we ask you some questions?" Asked a woman in an icy
tone.

Salvatore nodded.

“Did you talk to Lorenzo in the days before his death?"

“Yes, | saw him a couple of times... He came to maoke some photocopies
at my place." Salvatore answered very calmly, tapping his knuckles on
the table.

‘Do you know if Lorenzo was in conflict with any of his classmates or
other students at school?" The woman continued, growing colder and
colder, she seemed to have no feelings, which was difficult in the
context they were in.

Salvatore hesitated for a moment. He didn’t want to get Carmine into
trouble but he couldn't keep quiet.

“Well, there was a boy..." He took a sip of water from the glass they had
given him a little while before.

The officer stared at him to encourage him to talk.

“Lorenzo was picked on by him and his group, they made fun of him
because he was very good at school, for how he dressed or for the
relationship he had with his teachers. He had always been a closed and
introverted boy." Salvatore was talking at a speed that made it
impossible for him to breathe. He took a breath.

"A certain Carmine, right?" The policewoman asked for further
confirmation.

"Yes.." He confirmed uncertainty



"But I'm sure it couldn't have been him, he's a good boy ofter all
Salvatore tried to protect him.

“‘How can you be sure?" Exclaimed the policewoman.

‘| only know that, according to the wound, it's unlikely that a big and
strong boy like him would use such a small stone.” He said with a hint of
humbleness in his voice.

The policewoman scrutinized him from head to toe. Then, he dismissed
him.

He caught sight of Carmine in the distance. He knew it was his turn now.
The first student to be questioned. Teachers must have told the police

about the bullying episodes before him. After all, it is often thought that
people who act badly are the scapegoat, that is, the cause of all evil.

He saw Carmine enter the room through the caramel-colored door.

His heart began to beat faster and faster, he wanted to know. He waited
several minutes until he saw the handle bend downwards.

“‘Hey Carmine, how did it go in there?" He asked with rising anxiety.

“Well, they asked me a few questions but then when they realized that |
don't know anything, they let me go away.." Replied the boy, clearly
shaken by the situation.

‘| didn't mean to steal his homework®, - he continued suddenly, "Nor to
take his money, | didn't mean to hurt him..I'm not a bad boy!" He cried,
bursting into tears. A huge boy crying like a baby and out of repentance
was a good sign. So, Salvatore was deeply moved. He hugged him tight.

Salvatore left the school; he couldn’t stand being there anymore. He felt
the weight of having got one of his students into trouble. It was a new
day. Entering school caused the janitor great pain, as if there was a
weight on his chest. A sensation never felt in that building before. He
looked around bewildered: everything had changed.

Investigations were still ongoing and he had been wondering about the
reason for committing such a crime. Why him? Why him? He kept on
thinking. Seeing Teresa in the distance snapped him back to reality.

“Hi Teresa" He greeted uncertainty.

“Hey Salvatore,” Replied the girl in a soft tone.

“'m glad to see you back. How do you feel?" Asked the man.

Then, he wondered: “How must she feel? Her brother is dead He thought
ashamed.

The girl looked at him intently with her teal eyes.

“Is there anything that is bothering you?" He asked.

“'m thinking about the last time | saw Lorenzo," She started.

“During your athletics training?" Asked Salvatore.



“Yes. That day our coach would choose who would represent our teom at
the regional competition. One of his companions, Sergio, was very
jealous, you could see it in his eyes. After the race he also pushed him. |
asked him if everything was okay but he told me not to worry." The girl
was silent for a moment.

“So, | went away with my qgirl friends and Lorenzo left with the boys to the
city centre. | didn't know | would never see him again.”

Salvatore could understand what the girl was feeling at that moment. But
in that qirl's eyes he had seen something different, strange... but also
something that he was certain shouldn't have been there.

Inside himself he knew well that something was out of place like a dry leaf
on a summer day. He also knew well that it wasn't up to him to investigate,
to find out what was happening. But Salvatore cared of her, as did the
other students'”

‘I know how you can feel when you are constantly compared to someone
that is better than you, who has higher performances than you" Salvatore
was looking at her straight in her eyes.

She lowered her eyes.

“You know that there is more in you than your marks and your
performances”

“No!" Burst her out

“No, you don't know how our mum treated him and how she treated me.
You don't know how it feels like being never enough” She burst out crying
nervously.

“What was your brother’s fault?”
“He did nothing to change this!" Now her eyes were filling with tears.

“Teresaq, the truth will come afloat. It's up to you whether to confess it or
be accused. Can you live with this burden? | think that losing your brother
is already such a heavy load. But if you want, you still have your parents
by your side. They won't leave you alone. Neither will |."

Her teal deep gaze unexpectedly welcomed his invitation. A glimpse of
hope mirrored in Salvatore's eyes.



