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All About Suicide by Luisa Valenzuela

Ismael grabbed the gun and slowly rubbed it across his face. Then he pulled the
trigger and there was a shot. Bang. One more person dead in the city. It’s getting to
be a vice. First he grabbed the revolver that was in a desk drawer, rubbed it gently
across his face, put it to his temple, and pulled the trigger. Without saying a word.
Bang. Dead.

Let’s recapitulate: the office is grand, fit for a minister. The desk is ministerial too,
and covered with a glass that must have reflected the scene, the shock. Ismael knew
where the gun was, he’d hidden it there himself. So he didn’t lose any time, all he had
to do was open the right-hand drawer and stick his hand in. Then he got a good hold
on it and rubbed it over his face with a certain pleasure before putting it to his temple
and pulling the trigger. It was something almost sensual and quite unexpected. He
hadn’t even had time to think about it. A trivial gesture, and the gun had fired.

There’s something missing: Ismael in the bar with a glass in his hand thinking over
his future act and its possible consequences.

We must go back farther if we want to get at the truth: Ismael in the cradle crying
because his diapers are dirty and nobody is changing him.

Not that far.

Ismael in the first grade fighting with a classmate who’ll one day become a minister,
his friend, a traitor.

No, Ismael in the ministry without being able to tell what he knew, forced to be
silent. Ismael in the bar with the glass (his third) in his hand, and the irrevocable
decision: better death.

Ismael pushing the revolving door at the entrance to the building, pushing the
swinging door leading to the office section, saying good morning to the guard,
opening the door of his office. Once in his office, seven steps to his desk. Terror, the
act of opening the drawer, taking out the revolver, and rubbing it across his face,
almost a single gesture and very quick. The act of putting it to his temple and pulling
the trigger — another act, immediately following the previous one. Bang. Dead. And
Ismael coming out of his office (the other man’s office, the minister’s) almost
relieved, even though he can predict what awaits him.



