DEATH AND TRANSFIGURATION

OF A TEACHER

Maria Tevesa Solavi

The teacher was dead; she had been cut up by the girls who, after
killing her, cannibalistically disposed of her remains. The teacher was
a poet endowed with great sensitvity and a romantic temperament,
having started writing at twenty, although her career was now over at
thirty-five. They were going over the scene of the crime. All the stu-
dents were presumed guilty. They were interrogating the top student
in the class: -

“Now please tell us everything from the start...”

The girl, a young thing with a blank expression on her face, grabbed
one foot and sardonically exclaimed:

“Here.”

“What's that supposed to mean? What are you doing with your foot?
Get to the point”

“I mean, I started on her foot. I took off her sock and bit into the
heel”

“You can't be serious!”

The principal was nonplussed. Actually, all that was left were the
gnawed-on bones. They left a litde sign on the macabre residue:
“Anatomy Lesson,” it said.
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* * *

One of the murdered teacher’s poems went:

Oh, bittersweet youth,
object of my abject toil .. .

And nothing else. She had published only one book, entitled Des-
tiny. She was timid in conversation and at times could not seem to ex-
press herself. When she got frustrated during the torture of her classes,
she turned red and her mouth trembled. But she was incapable of rais-
ing her voice. And the classroom noise of the students’ uninterrupted

chattering seemed to envelop, disorient and paralyze her. She often

talked about poetry. She tried to explain the magical power of poetic
utterance. Something like the supreme effort of the poet to rise above
the maddening crowd and to create. Somewhere in the back of the
classroom a girl started going meeeeeooow, smothering the poetry of
the impassioned rhapsodist. The laughter sharpened in tone. The class
became a single giant cat, glaring at the teacher with piercing, blood-
shot eyes. Four girls in the front row were singing some pop tune that
went: :

‘When I love you

from the bottom of my heart
my brains go

suddenly into knots. ..

The teacher left the room, crestfallen. Looking out at the empty
schoolyard, she thought about her Calvary, about poets no longer hav-
ing any place in this world. Why make teachers cover poets and po-
etry? It was laughable, and cruel to boot. A little bird swooped down
and daintily snatched up a crumb from the gutter. The school’s dog
wagged his tail as she passed by, and without realizing it she glanced at
him tenderly. At least he was sincere. The principal had called her to
the office. When she went in, she couldn’t help staring at a row of
stuffed animals neatly lined up in an open cabinet. She remembered
how the day before the principal had ordered them taken out into the
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student body, including many of those involved in the .Eoﬁmc.ﬂ of
the previous year: Not only with the girl with the knife—very bright
and a lot of personality, by the way—but also with the best student
in the class, who—she knew—had nothing to do with it except for

the cannibalism part.
TRANSLATED BY JOHN BENSON

Tue TALE OF THE VELVET PILLOWS
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No one knew Nimia Sanchez unitil the moment she came forward,
climbed the creaking wooden steps with great caution and, once on
the platform, offered the mayor the velvet pillow which lay in her out-
stretched hands. S

For 2 moment, however, she ‘appeared to have changed her mind.
She made a half turn, looked at the neighborhood people wearing
their Sunday best, crammed together in front of the platform, and she
raised the pillow so that all could see.'She‘displayed the pillow as if it
were the sacred host, and this action produced in the people, as it did
in church, a moment of confusion and silence.

Perhaps there was someone; incapable of resisting the solem-
nity of the spectacle, who went so far as'to lower his head and eyes.
Then at once the pillow returned to its original position in the two
outstretched palms. Nimia Sanchez executed a gracious circus-like
movement, made another half turn, and at last handed the gift to its re-
cipient. The neighborhood people were able to admire the center of
the black velvet pillow on which the Colombian coat of arms was me-
ticulously embroidered with crossed flags and gold stars that man-
aged to shine even when the thick layer of clouds held back the sun.




