THE BOY WHO ALWAYS WON

THERE WAS ONCE A BOY WHO LIKED NOTHING MORE IN THE WORLD
THAN TO WIN. HE LOVED WINNING AT WHATEVER IT MAY BE:
FOOTBALL, CARDS, VIDEO GAMES... EVERYTHING. AND BECAUSE HE
COULDN'T STAND LOSING, HE HAD BECOME AN EXPERT IN ALL KINDS
OF TRICKS AND CHEATING. HE COULD PLAY TRICKS IN PRACTICALLY
EVERY SITUATION, WITHOUT BEING NOTICED; EVEN IN VIDEO GAMES
OR PLAYING ALONE. HE COULD WIN WITHOUT EVER BEING CAUGHT.

HE WON SO MANY TIMES THAT EVERYONE SAW HIM AS THE
CHAMPION. IT MEANT THAT ALMOST NO ONE WANTED TO PLAY
WITH HIM, HE WAS JUST TOO FAR AHEAD OF EVERYONE. ONE
PERSON WHO DID PLAY WITH HIM WAS A POOR BOY, WHO WAS A BIT
YOUNGER. THE CHAMPION REALLY ENJOYED HIMSELF AT THE POOR
BOY'S EXPENSE, ALWAYS MAKING THE BOY LOOK RIDICULOUS. BUT
THE CHAMPION ENDED UP GETTING BORED WITH ALL THIS. HE
NEEDED SOMETHING MORE, SO HE DECIDED TO APPLY FOR THE
NATIONAL VIDEO GAMES CHAMPIONSHIP, WHERE HE WOULD FIND
SOME COMPETITORS WORTHY OF HIMSELF. AT THE CHAMPIONSHIP
HE WAS KEEN TO SHOW HIS SKILLS BUT, WHEN HE TRIED USING ALL
THOSE TRICKS AND CHEATS HE KNEW FROM A THOUSAND
DIFFERENT GAMES, WELL... NONE OF THEM WORKED. THE



COMPETITION JUDGES HAD PREVENTED ANY OF THE TRICKS FROM
WORKING.

HE FELT TERRIBLY EMBARRASSED: HE WAS A GOOD PLAYER, BUT
WITHOUT HIS CHEATS, HE COULDN'T BEAT A SINGLE COMPETITOR.
HE WAS SOON ELIMINATED, AND SAT THERE, SAD AND PENSIVE.
FINALLY, THEY ANNOUNCED THE NAME OF THE TOURNAMENT
CHAMPION. IT WAS THE POOR BOY FROM HOME. THE ONE HE HAD
ALWAYS BEATEN!

OUR BOY REALISED THAT THE POOR BOY HAD BEEN MUCH CLEVERER
THAN HIMSELF. IT HADN'T MATTERED TO THE POOR BOY IF HE LOST
AND GOT A GOOD BEATING, BECAUSE WHAT HE WAS REALLY DOING
WAS LEARNING FROM EACH OF HIS DEFEATS. AND FROM SO MUCH
LEARNING HE HAD BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO A REAL MASTER.

FROM THEN ON, THE BOY WHO HAD LOVED WINNING GAVE UP
WANTING TO WIN ALL THE TIME. HE WAS QUITE HAPPY TO LOSE
SOMETIMES, BECAUSE THAT WAS WHEN HE WOULD LEARN HOW TO
WIN ON THE REALLY IMPORTANT OCCASIONS.



