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BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION

By Mariano Velasco Lizcano
 

I believe I am one of those people addicted to self-help literature. Or at least
I was. And I acknowledge that the many books I read on the subject helped
me to think. Also to reflect. But they helped me little, because in reality I
didn't know how—or didn't want—to change. So I thought it wouldn't be
bad to write my own opinions on those transcendental themes that this type
of literature addresses. Because demystifying is good. And because deep
down, I consider that knowing the problems and their solutions will always
help; even those who refuse to be helped.

The themes or problems addressed are the ancestral ones, those that have
prompted over time thousands, perhaps millions of reflections. That's why I
believe I cannot offer much novelty. But on the other hand, I can convey
"effects" and "results." Because I am convinced that the number of people
who, after having read this type of literature, find themselves incapable of
adopting any kind of solution would be counted in the millions.

 

With airs of immensity

 



And the fact is, one thing is to preach, and another to deliver. Knowing the
problem and the solutions is one thing; knowing how to apply them or
being able to apply them, that's quite another.

But even so, this type of literature carries a value: It is capable of helping us
reflect! And therefore it predisposes us to the encounter with truth. The
truth of our own lives.

 

Knowing the problems will always help

 

I don't know if the hypothetical reader of these lines will be able to find
something of value in them. Whether they will serve them or not. What I do
know is that, for me, personally, they have made me return to many
moments of indecision; to reassess them, and to think that writing them
down to communicate them could have some value.

In any case, this task is something I wanted and needed to do.

I hope that for you, dear reader, they will also serve, even if only to enjoy
some moments of personal encounter. With that alone, this small
publication will have found all its meaning and value.

 



One thing is to preach; another to deliver

 

 



LOST YOUTH
 

Many are the times I have asked myself what I can expect from life now
that I left my youth behind years ago. Perhaps life stops being interesting
for this reason? —I wonder—. And I think that the answer stems from a
single question: Am I happy? Do I still have reasons to be? That is the
question. And about it I no longer want to deceive myself. Because I know I
am a wounded and precarious person, a man who has carried wounds inside
from the very beginning. That's why I am spending my entire adult life
pouring words like blood onto paper. Because I no longer find other
rewards, distant from those small pleasures that food, travel, amusements,
or alcohol could provide me.

So I write because these letters serve me as crutches to keep myself upright
and able to move through the world. I know, then, what I need to be happy
in my current moment. And I am even aware of having it. I no longer crave
applause or external approval, I only wish to make use of time to do the
things I want to do. And furthermore, I am capable of appreciating what I
have near me; the beauty of any moment and any place. It is no small thing.
So I am not overly concerned with justifying the reason for writing these
reflections. They simply make me happy! And everything else seems
superfluous. Because I have spent too many moments of my life frightened,
afraid, almost sick with worry, my stomach and belly destroyed by such a
puerile situation.

 

What can one expect from life when youth is left behind

 



That's why now that I am approaching that stage in which I will have to
inexorably pay tribute to old age, in which I will see worse, hear with more
difficulty, be clumsier at learning and more forgetful with everything I
learned, I can no longer continue living off fatuous vanity. My only
objective must be to try to convey or leave record of those things I learned
in the hope that they may serve at least as a topic for meditation, if not as
advice or guidance. In any case, they are life lessons: "Life stories" is what
sociological science calls them; in any case, an interesting way to leave
record of the passage of time, the uses, ways and customs of a particular
society in a particular historical moment, and the reflections and lessons
that all of this prompted in me: It is not a bad aspiration!

Traditions and customs of each society

 

 

 



What a beautiful moment to stop and think

 



REACHING ONE'S DREAMS
 

I believe that one of the most enriching and relevant occupations of every
human being is that which is directed toward making dreams come true.
Because we all forge dreams that we would like to achieve throughout our
lives. Although reality shows us that few human beings manage to
accomplish them. Why? That is the question.

My dream was to write. I mean that my dream was to become a writer. And
I remember it was a passion that awakened in me from a very early age. It
began during those early school years when for all texts we used the
Enciclopedia Álvarez, that compendium of subjects that made up all the
knowledge that the educational model in use understood we should learn.

I remember that in grammar and spelling it was a common practice for
teachers to resort to both "dictation" and "composition" exercises. And I
especially liked that business of composing. Because I had a great facility
for capturing on paper the things that had happened to me and telling them,
moreover, with a certain air of interest. Without realizing it, the use of
recreation of facts was already innate in me, resorting to tricks that I didn't
even know then were writer's techniques. I refer to the use of synopses,
metaphors and even the world of "like" which, of course, I had no idea were
literary devices, but which came to me with the greatest ease.
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