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Tell me about the
enterprise 
and don’t stop at what is seen from outside, let me
listen to the people,
their stories,
joys,
hardships,
the
past and especially the future.
Let me find out
that simple and
unique something
that lies behind every enterprise:
life. 
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                This publication is part of the Mamma, che impresa! project, a
workshop that promotes corporate culture, founded by Rancilio Cube
and open to collaborations and synergies. 


The term enterprise has no constraints about size, production
category, positioning. What matters is that it’s a professional,
organized business, aimed at profit-making and at the creation of
something beautiful, to support and improve the quality of life and
meets a need, for example with a product or a service that were not
there before, or improving something already existing. Bringing
about, in short, the miracle of a new discovery, a new frontier. To
do this, the company must merge head, heart, passion, skill,
nurturing the human element above all. The companies, in fact, are
made of and by people and the constant cultural production within
them is inseparable from the H-index. Therefore, talking about
corporate culture means talking, through corporate storytelling,
about the people and their adventures, ordinary and extraordinary. 


This book combines the stories of nine bright business
case-histories, narrated, together with professional writers, by
those who have founded them and lead them, and the stories that won a
national essay contest for students from Italian schools, called to
bring youths closer to the idea of entrepreneurship and its
importance. It’s amazing to see how epic, fictional, the (real)
corporate stories of this collection are, and how amazing are the
freshness and creativity of the youths’ writings and their unique
relevance, quite fortuitous, magic you might say, with the grown-ups
corporate stories. One of the ten stories by the very young writers
acts as a common thread, as it’s extraordinarily capable of
covering all the key elements of best entrepreneurship. 


After #librosospeso, dedicated to the incredible story of a young
independent bookseller, another confirmation of the parnership
between Rancilio Cube and dEste Editions, a publishing house oriented
towards innovation and attentive to young audiences, with the further
contribution of Feduf Foundation for Economic Financial and Savings
Education that has promoted and coordinated the literary prize for
schools.Now the journey of exploration of Mamma, che impresa!
continues. 


Other stories will fascinate us, other stories we’ll tell you.  
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The secret number






by

Sabrina Minetti

They were brothers. They resembled each other, but were also
different, and one completed the other. Growing up, Fabrizio and
Fabio discovered that they could get along and do good things
together. They went to school and finished their studies, they
began to think about what to do in their life. They travelled, and
besides having fun and getting to know a lot of people and
unforgettable places, they looked around. They were fascinated to
see how businesses around the world worked. Among all the
possibilities that the future was offering them, one could be
working in the workshop that their father has run for a long time
and successfully. They had a lot of admiration and respect for what
he had built, but they wanted to go ahead, they wanted something
all their own. Something in particular brought them together:
motorcycles. A great passion.

Sometimes they went out together, just the two of them, the road
a silver ribbon, around the green and the sky above their head.
They often met some friends at the Motoclub bar. That’s where they
met Luca. As soon as they were introduced, a spark of liking
flashed, like the one that switches on the engine and makes it
rumbling when you start it, and the three realized that their
friendship would last.

One day, the two brothers met a friend at the bar, told them he
couldn’t find a nice mirror for his motorcycle anywhere. Fabrizio
said:

- We’ll do it ourselves.

They’d been working on a certain idea for a while. Making beautiful
motorcycle accessories. Technical and impeccable. Streamlined. Made
of speed and lightness.

Objects of pure style, sculpted in aluminum. The mirrors they
built for that friend were the first ones to be made that way for a
client. It could be a job like any other, but what the two created
changed their future for good. From those two mirrors, those two
little silver wings, their business took off. They called it
Rizoma. Great name.

New customers turned to them for accessories that no one else
had ever even imagined:

- I can’t find what I want for my bike anywhere. Take care of this,
you are the only ones.

The company began to prosper. Mirrors and other accessories
designed and built individually by Fabrizio and Fabio became more
and more popular. The product catalog was enriched: mirrors
universally fitting all motorcycles, others made for the various
brands and various models; and the motorcycle on which they were
mounted became special. As a legend, word spread: in Italy there
was a company building the best accessories for motorcycles in the
world. Requests came pouring in from abroad. The team of coworkers
grew, up to sixty employees. The journalists came to interview the
two brothers. Photos of Fabio and Fabrizio began to appear in the
press. Great results.

The company’s achievements brought soon to a new, unexpected
development.

- I’ve got news... – Fabrizio began, smiling at Luca from the
computer screen, on Skype.

- Just can’t wait... How about a coffee?

- OK! And get ready...

While sipping an espresso, Fabrizio started to talk:

- You know that the leading motorcycles manufacturers in the world
suggest Rizoma brand accessories?

- Sure.

- And what do the motorcycles of the main houses do?

- They run?

- Getting warmer. The motorcycles run in races...

- So what?

- What’s the most important race of all?

Luca’s eyes widened:

- The World Championship!

- That’s right! And we’ll be one of the sponsors this year!

The Rizoma brand would be stamped on the motorcycles, on the
drivers’ overalls and on billboards on the track. Millions of
people would see it on television, in newspapers, on the Internet.
Great achievement.

The MotoGP World Championship began and Fabrizio invited Luca on
the Italian date. The pit stalls were swarming with mechanics and
engineers. Each one with a specific task. In perfect harmony. The
motorcycle sponsored by Rizoma remained in the lead throughout the
race and won with a spectacular final sprint. It was the first
victory of the year and after the prize-giving journalists went
wild. When the hustle ended, Fabrizio could catch his breath. He
was immensely pleased with the victory of the team. In fact, the
teams, the winning motorcycle one, but also his. Even those who
worked for his company put the value of collaboration at the center
of everything. He and his brother had been very strict about that
and wanted to reward teamwork. While he was thinking of those
things, he saw a girl with an infectious smile approaching. PRESS
was written on his badge. Another journalist. But it didn’t bother
him. Anything but that. She looked nice.

- Nice to meet you, Valentina. I write for Super Motor. Can I
ask the great sponsors some questions? – said the journalist,
teasing him a bit.

- Of course you can...

They sat on a bench outside the pit stall, while the engineers were
dismantling everything. The truck carrying the victorious
motorcycle pulled in front of them. They talked a bit about the
race, then Valentina asked:

- And now can I ask you some questions about your life as an
entrepreneur? Fabrizio cleared his throat:

- You’re welcome.

- You’re a successful entrepreneur. Who would you like to thank for
this? Fabrizio sped away.

- First of all, my family. They brought me up the right way and,
for us, the first example of entrepreneur was our father. We
followed in his footsteps and went further.

- And then?

- And then my brother Fabio. One completes the other. There’s a
perfect matching. As the gears of a winning motorcycle.

- Ah, nice one! I’ll take note of this – and Valentina jotted
down verbatim.

- Then the people who work for us. Without them, nothing of what we
have achieved would have been possible. A company has got a heart
and a brain, and that’s the result of the hearts and minds of those
who work in it. In our company we have... real geniuses. And there
is a lot of enthusiasm. A lot of emotion.

- What do you like best about your being an entrepreneur?

- The fact that we turned a passion into a business. That we make
beautiful objects. That we created a style. That everything we do
is a new challenge. I think everyone deserves a wonderful life. An
that’s a wonderful life for me.

- I’ll take note of this, too. Great phrase!

A shiny aluminum sculpture welcomed Luca in the hall of the new
headquarters of his friends’ company. It could be a stylized
motorcycle. But it was much more than that. Movement turned into a
sculpture. All around, curved walls, scattered with niches, which
hosted an exhibition of glittering mirrors of different
geometry.

- Beautiful, huh? – Fabrizio welcomed him.

- It’s incredible. It’s stuck on its base, but it seems like
racing at full speed. Even the mirrors. They look like jewels.
There’s something special about all these objects. In their shapes.
What’s the secret?

Fabrizio smirked:

- One of the secrets is this – he said, and lightly tapped with
his knuckles over the sculpture. A vibrant sound spread around
them, but as if it came from far away. - The aluminum. And what
you’ve just heard is its voice.

- You’re ahead! And these new premises are wonderful. It seems like
being within a crystal in the middle of a forest – said Luca,
walking. - A really nice venue – he added, looking around, as they
reached Fabrizio’s office.

On the blackboard behind his friend’s desk, Luca read a
formula:

φ = 1 + √ 5 ≈
1,6180339887 2

- What’s that? – he asked.

- It’s the formula of the Golden Number. The number of perfect
beauty. Everywhere I go I follow that formula. You know that, don’t
you? The proportion between the two segments. If you follow it,
you’ll draw, you’ll design something irresistibly beautiful,
functional, balanced. And what is beautiful and perfect,
incidentally, contains that proportion, maybe not intentionally.
Even in nature. In what nature... plans you’ll often find the
Golden Number. And it’s been used as an index of perfection, in art
or in architecture. For example: Palazzo della Signoria in
Florence. The tower divides the horizontal side of the building
into two parts that are in golden proportion. Or think of the sides
of a paper sheet in a standard format, such as A4: they’re in
golden proportion. An the same happens with the side of one sheet
and the one of a larger sheet, the A3, or smaller, the A2. Or in
music...

- You are too far ahead, my friend – said Luca.

- In everything we do here, we search for that perfect beauty. The
balance between technique, functionality, style and splendour. A
great challenge.

Some time passed by. One morning Luca got a call. On his mobile
screen Fabrizio’s name was flashing.

- Hello! What’s up? – he greeted him.

- We’re about to reach you...

- What?

- America...

- Are you going to open a branch there?

- Yeah...

- And where?!

- Beverly Hills! Going to conquer the American market...

- Rev up! – Luca exclaimed [...]
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