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Chapter 1 — The Weed of Monte Tulo
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Cagaranzu grew everywhere.

It sprouted between cracks in the asphalt, on old stone walls, and even between the windshield wipers of cars that had been left parked for too long.

Truth be told, Cagaranzu was nothing more than a dark-green plant with rough leaves and a tiny yellow flower that bloomed along roadsides. It had always grown in Sardinia. Long ago, some people even boiled it and ate it with cheese.

Not many, though.

Because, let’s be honest, it wasn’t exactly delicious.

One day, Giorgio Bagau, the mayor of the village of Monte Tulo, was reading the newspaper when he stumbled upon a surprising story.

A region in northern Italy had taken an ordinary local vegetable, given it an elegant new name, earned special European quality labels for it—the same labels awarded to some of the most famous and valuable foods—and was now selling it for five times its original price.

People were lining up to buy it.

“Hold on a second,” Giorgio thought, stroking his chin.

“My village has a plant that grows everywhere for free. It’s Cagaranzu!”

The problem was that Cagaranzu—let’s say it one more time—wasn’t exactly the most exciting plant in the world.

But Giorgio wasn’t discouraged.

First, he made a move worthy of a marketing genius.

He changed its name.

From that day forward, Cagaranzu would no longer be called Cagaranzu.

It would be known as...

Heart of Tulo.

“Words matter,” Giorgio explained to the town council.

“‘Cagaranzu’ sounds like a weed. ‘Heart of Tulo’ sounds like a treasure.”

The council members nodded thoughtfully.

He had a point.

Soon, the paperwork began for every certification and quality label imaginable:

PDO — Protected Designation of Origin.

PGI — Protected Geographical Indication.

TSG — Traditional Speciality Guaranteed.

Organic — grown without chemicals.

To be fair, that last one was easy.

Nobody had ever used chemicals on Cagaranzu before.

Mostly because nobody had ever cared enough to try.

The town organized conferences, public debates, and even a giant food festival where visitors could sample Heart of Tulo dumplings for free.

Famous chefs arrived from all over Sardinia.

A prestigious food association called Foodloose named Heart of Tulo the “Product of the Year.”

Restaurants that had never paid attention to the plant suddenly rushed to add it to their menus.

“If everyone’s talking about it, there must be a reason,” customers told one another while ordering second helpings.

The people of Monte Tulo were incredibly proud.

Strangely enough, Heart of Tulo now seemed to taste different to them too.

More delicate.

More refined.

More special.

Funding arrived from the regional government and from Europe.

Within a few months, a consortium of fifty producers had been created.

A marketing expert was brought in from Rome to explain how products like this became successful.

“You need a story,” he said, adjusting his glasses.

“A story about tradition. About heritage. About nature. About authenticity.”

The producers listened carefully.

“You need beautiful photos and beautiful videos,” the expert continued.

“And you need attention from young social-media creators. The ones with millions of followers. If one of them says Heart of Tulo is amazing, thousands of people will want to buy it.”

Giorgio nodded.

The more he listened, the more convinced he became.

He had found his mission.

He was going to turn a weed into a treasure.

And like every treasure story, this one would soon have its rivals.
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Chapter 2 — The Vegetable War
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A few miles from Monte Tulo stood another village called Villa Ponte Tulo.

And guess what grew in its fields?

The very same plant.

Cagaranzu.

The exact same weed, growing in all its wild, unstoppable glory.

The problem was that, thanks to a rather complicated regional regulation, the people of Villa Ponte Tulo were not allowed to grow and sell a plant called Heart of Tulo.

That name—and all those valuable quality labels—belonged exclusively to Monte Tulo.

“It’s not fair!” the villagers complained during a heated meeting in the town square.

“We have the exact same plant! Why can they sell theirs as Heart of Tulo while we can’t?”

The debate lasted for hours.

Everyone had an opinion.

Everyone had a suggestion.

Everyone interrupted everyone else.

Finally, a woman standing near the fountain raised her hand.

“What if we simply give it a different name?”

The square fell silent.

That sounded promising.

“What kind of name?” someone asked.

A man in the back shouted:

“Something elegant!”

“Something memorable!”

“Something delicious!”

The discussion started all over again.

At last, after countless ideas and arguments, a retired schoolteacher proposed a name that made everyone stop and smile.

“Sweet Verdina.”

For a moment, nobody spoke.

Then the applause began.

People clapped.

Cheered.

Whistled.

They loved it.

Sweet Verdina sounded fresh, friendly, and delicious.

Within days, the villagers formed their own producers’ consortium.

They filed applications for European quality labels.

They hired a marketing agency.

And before long, Sweet Verdina was ready to compete with Heart of Tulo.

Meanwhile, in Monte Tulo, a small local television station called TV Amica Sardegna broadcast its evening news every night at eight o’clock.

The station director was Ignazio Budrone.

Everyone simply called him Gnazio.

Gnazio had a dream.

He wanted his news program to become the most popular on the island.

To achieve this, he followed a very simple rule:

Every story had to be a good story.

Even when it wasn’t.

One afternoon, two young reporters named Simone and Luca arrived at his office carrying several news reports.

The stories were true.

Unfortunately, they were also rather embarrassing for the town council.

Gnazio barely glanced at them.

Then he shook his head.

“No, no, no, boys.”

“But these are important stories,” Simone protested.

“Maybe,” said Gnazio.

“But people don’t want important stories.”

“They want happy stories.”

He stood up and began counting on his fingers.

“Festivals.”

“Cheese.”

“Traditional pastries.”

“Beautiful beaches.”

“Sunny weather.”

“Those are the things people like.”

Luca frowned.

“But our job is to tell the truth.”

“Of course it is,” Gnazio replied cheerfully.

“Just tell it in a happier way.”

The two reporters exchanged a look.

Neither seemed convinced.

A few days later, Mayor Giorgio Bagau launched a brand-new television commercial for Heart of Tulo.

It was beautiful.

A smiling family sat in a sunny restaurant eating bowls of Heart of Tulo dumplings.

The children happily asked for seconds.

Everyone laughed.

Everyone looked delighted.

At the end, a famous chef appeared on screen.

With a warm smile, he declared:

“Heart of Tulo from Monte Tulo—bringing together flavor, tradition, and happiness!”

The commercial was an instant success.

But that same afternoon, terrible news reached Giorgio.

The Sweet Verdina consortium had released its own commercial.

And according to the rumors, it was even better.

Giorgio was furious.

He immediately drove to the TV Amica Sardegna studios.

He stormed into Gnazio’s office.

“Gnazio,” he said, closing the door behind him, “we have a problem.”

Gnazio leaned back in his chair.

“What kind of problem?”

“Sweet Verdina is becoming too popular.”

Gnazio rubbed his chin.

He loved helping important people.

Especially when helping them brought new advertising money to his television station.

After a few moments, a sly smile appeared on his face.

“I might have an idea.”

That evening, the news broadcast opened with a shocking headline.

“Warning! According to certain reports, eating too much Sweet Verdina may cause stomach problems. Doctors recommend caution!”

The story spread quickly.

There was just one problem.

It wasn’t true.

Not a single person had ever gotten a stomach ache from Sweet Verdina.

The entire story had been invented.

But rumors have a way of travelling faster than facts.

Newspapers repeated the claim.

People became suspicious.

Customers hesitated.

And within weeks, Sweet Verdina sales began to fall.

Simone and Luca were furious.

One evening, as they left the television station together, Luca kicked a pebble down the street.

“This isn’t right,” he said.

“We shouldn’t be telling lies.”

Simone nodded.

“I know.”

For a moment they walked in silence.

Then Luca looked up.

“One day somebody will have to set things straight.”

Simone smiled.

“Maybe that somebody will be us.”

For now, however, Heart of Tulo remained the undisputed queen of Monte Tulo.

And Mayor Giorgio Bagau, pleased with his success, was already thinking about the next challenge:

How to produce even more of it.
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Chapter 3 — The Scientist’s Slightly Crazy Idea
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Heart of Tulo had become a sensation.

People talked about it in newspapers, on television, and all over social media.

Some people even bragged about eating it.

“I had the real Heart of Tulo from Monte Tulo,” they would say with the same proud expression someone might use to announce they had just bought a brand-new sports car.

The price kept climbing.

Fifteen euros per kilogram.

For a weed that, until recently, had been growing freely along roadsides.

The producers were thrilled.

The accountants were thrilled.

The marketing experts were thrilled.

There was only one problem.

They couldn’t grow enough of it.

Demand was exploding.

Orders poured in from restaurants, supermarkets, food fairs, and specialty stores.

The consortium’s fields were producing as much Heart of Tulo as they possibly could, yet customers kept asking for more.

One afternoon, Giorgio Bagau called an emergency meeting.

The producers gathered around a long table in the consortium headquarters.

Some looked worried.

Others looked terrified.

“If we can’t increase production,” Giorgio said, “we’ll miss the opportunity of a lifetime.”

The room fell silent.

Everyone knew he was right.

After several minutes of discussion, one of the producers raised a hand.

“What if we bring in an expert?”

“What kind of expert?” asked Giorgio.

“A scientist.”

That suggestion immediately sparked excitement.

A week later, the expert arrived.

His name was Michele Pispia.

He worked for a research company with an impressively long name:

BIO-NATURAL.GREEN.

Engineer Pispia was unlike anyone the
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