
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​What Is Not Taught, But Is Learned


​20 short stories about what really happens in school





​Synthesis

Writing this book was, in part, a necessity. After years of working in all kinds of classrooms—public and private, primary and secondary, large and small, well-equipped and others with just enough—I realized that what had the greatest impact on me were not the curriculum or the pedagogical theories, but the storiesThe real ones. The small ones. The ones that happen every day in every corner of the classroom and often go unnoticed.

Because there's no single way to teach, nor a single way to learn. Each school has its own logic, yes. But even more profoundly,each classroom is a different universeThe desks, the chairs, the blackboards (chalk or fiberboard, some even improvised) change. The gazes, the silences, the atmosphere change. The connections, the challenges, the ways of inhabiting that space we call "classroom" change. And, of course, the students change. Each with their own story, their fears, their strengths, their context.

This book brings together 20 short stories born from observation, experience, and reflection. Some are fictional, others are inspired by real events. All of them, in some way, portray everyday situations that reveal profound truths about education: inequalities, emotions, tensions, bonds, unexpected learnings, and also, those small lights that hold up what seems to be collapsing.

​It's not a book of theory or recipes. It doesn't try to teach anything. But it does invite you to think, to feel, to question and to recognizeBecause sometimes, the most important thing in school isn't the content, but what happens in the middle: in the gesture, in the error, in the silence, in the waiting, in the listening gaze.

This book is aimed at teachers, student teachers, families, curious alumni, and anyone who has ever set foot in a school and felt that something, within, moved beyond the academic. I hope you find in these pages not only stories, but also mirrors, questions, and even new ways of looking at what you thought you knew.



​Introduction
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​Stories born from the classroom (and the heart)
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This book is an invitation.

A half-open door to the classroom, the one that sometimes creaks and smells of marker, damp, or a freshly sharpened pencil.

But it's also a window: into the emotions, bonds, conflicts, and small revolutions that happen every day at school.

Many times without anyone noticing.

What you're going to read here isn't pedagogical theories, academic articles, or grand speeches.

They are stories.

Some are short, others are more convoluted.

All inspired by real experiences: my own, others', told in hallways, in teachers' lounges, during breaks, or in conversations over cold mates.

Stories that you may have experienced, heard, or imagined.

Stories that, like the school itself, are full of humanity.

All names have been changed, out of respect and for fun.

Because beyond the characters, what's important is what these situations awaken.

It's not about judging, but about looking with different eyes.

Of feeling reflected, uncomfortable, inspired... or all of the above.

This book was born from the desire to put into words that which is not always said, but it weighs.

That which is not included in the lesson plans, but which builds a school.

Short scenes that show how education goes far beyond teaching content.

Every story has its own lesson, its own nuance. Some will make you laugh, others will make you think, and some may leave you with a lump in your throat.

That's fine. Because this book isn't looking for answers.

Look for questions, encounters and reflection.

And if after reading it you feel like telling your own school stories, then the magic is done.

Welcome.

I opened my heart.

The class is about to begin.



​Block 1: Learning is not the same for everyone
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​The notebook without covers

[image: ]




A student without school supplies, but eager to learn.



When I walked into the classroom that morning, there was background noise: quiet chatter, pages being turned, backpacks being zipped up at the last minute. Routine. But at the back of the classroom, on the last bench by the window, I saw something that wasn't part of the everyday.

He was a new kid. Hand-me-down jacket, worn sneakers, and a sharp gaze.

And on the table, a notebook.

Without tapas.

The loose sheets were held together with a rusty paper clip, the kind you keep "just in case." He didn't have a pencil case. Just a chewed-up pencil that he nervously flipped back and forth between his fingers.

"What's your name?" I asked.

"Agustín," he replied, without fully looking up.

During class, he participated more than most. He raised his hand respectfully. He wrote as best he could, with the pencil that kept slipping from his hands. And every so often, he glanced at his classmate's notebook, like someone looking at an illustrated encyclopedia.

At recess I approached.

—Do you want me to get you a new notebook?

—No, ma'am. This one's enough for me. I know almost everything by heart anyway.

And it was true. He had an incredible capacity for observation and retention. He didn't need to underline with a highlighter: what he couldn't write down, he stored in his head. Sometimes he'd ask his classmates to lend him their notes so he could copy them at home, patiently. On loose sheets. In whatever order he could. With small print so everything would fit.

He didn't ask for anything. But he was grateful for everything.

He appreciated being looked in the eye. Being explained twice. Being called by his name.

Months passed.

One day, without saying anything, he left a drawing on my desk. It was a classroom. All the kids had backpacks and supplies. And in the middle, someone raised their hand, happy.

In the margin, with a blue pen (borrowed, I'm sure), he wrote:


"Thanks for not noticing my notebook."



That day I understood something:

There are students who bring books, and others who bring silences.

There are those who underline concepts, and others who memorize glances.

That not everyone learns the same way, nor with the same things.

And that sometimes,The desire to learn is stronger than any empty pencil case.
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​The teacher and the borrowed cell phone
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Two brothers in the same class who share a single cell phone, in a corner of the house where the signal barely reaches.



The class started as usual: cameras off, microphones muted, some animated backgrounds.

And there, at the very bottom, a little box with the name “Mom’s Cell Phone.”

No image.

Sin audio.

Just a blinking cursor in the chat.

—Teacher, we're Tomás and Lautaro. We're both using the same cell phone.

—Our microphone isn't working. We're writing to you here.

Tomás and Lautaro are twelve years old. They attend the same grade. They are twins. They live in a small house where the dining room also doubles as a living room, kitchen, and improvised virtual classroom.
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