














The headmaster was speaking on the phone receiver in his armchair behind the
desk. He was holding a fidgety pen between his index and middle finger.

The room was dark and full of scattered objects: magazines, hunting trophies
hanging on the wall. Behind him there was a poster of San Francesco from Stimmate
and la piaga® stamped on it.

The headmaster was annoyed because he had to attend a refresher course in Lib-
erato for a whole week, middle of November. He wasn’t able to end the conversation.

«Now the course... that’s all we needed!» he exclaimed as he hung up.

«Sir. This is Derzi, Decorative Techniques» Elsa said.

«Prossore.» The headmaster looked impressed while he was shaking hands with-
out too much of a grip. Some relatives of his were in the North, he confided to me. He
gazed at a timetable he kept right under his nose. He asked Elsa if | had been put in.

«Yes, the last hours» Elsa declared.
«Fifth and sixth!» the headmaster exhorted me. «Class 3B.»*

He would make this official as soon as possible.

Right. I looked at Elsa.

We were going to meet outside, she waved me.

I opened the door.

«Prossore!» the headmaster called out.

| turned.

He asked me if I had a car.

I said no.

«Whom are you going with?»

«Where?»

«To Stimmate!»

I looked at Elsa.

So did the headmaster.

Elsa looked back at the headmaster.

«Your school is in Stimmate» the headmaster specified.

I read again «San Francesco da Stimmate» on the poster behind him below the
inscription la piaga.

«Mind the figs» he then tried to be ironic.

I got out into the corridor.

I heard Elsa give excited instructions about the weekly arrangements in my timeta-
ble, which had somehow to be planned so that I could possibly ask Melo Risa for a lift.
I read on the notice board; teachers’ names in the timetable. | stared at Elsa’s name;
her false, annoying attitude, the despicable way she had of persuading people. It oc-
curred to me that she had called me the previous week to convince me to leave, cata-
loguing the extraordinary qualities of Casabianca: the school, the climate, the white
monuments, the huge sunflowers... No mention of Stimmate. Her hypocritical voice
getting an accommodation for me in Casabianca and arranging my timetable to make
me travel with Melo Risa. But I did not turn to her, | was staring at Melo Risa’s name
on that day’s notice board; Photography, that was what he taught, six hours a week.

3. The Sore
4. In the Italian school system, this is third year of secondary school, kids attending being 13 years
old.



