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Introduction

The Paradox of the Seed: "A Miser Who Learned to Grow"

Have you ever met someone as talkative as a parrot, as stingy as an ant's nest, and so determined to ask for what they lack, that they forget to use what they already possess? Allow us to introduce you to Fidelio.

Fidelio is the country man with university degrees, the star striker who refuses to pass the ball, the YouTuber who begs for likes, or the alcoholic who asks for a drink to solve a "harvest problem." Fidelio is the tragicomic mirror of our own spiritual miserliness: the universal habit of hoarding joy, talent, and presence for fear of spending them.

This is not a collection of fairy tales; it is a simple map of human psychology disguised as folk wisdom. Through Fidelio’s 14 facets—and with a language that honors the voice of the common man—we will journey through the stages of life, from childhood insecurity to the crisis of adulthood, finding in each story a metaphorical phrase that disarms sadness and paralysis.

Every story about Fidelio is a seed he refuses to plant until life forces his hand. Depression is not just sadness, it is inertia; it is the belief that the world must give you success.

If you feel stuck, overwhelmed by anxiety, or believe that your life has not flourished as it should, this book is for you. Discover why the only way for your seed to grow is by letting it go.

Stop Being the Miser. Dare to Become the Harvest.

Story No. 1: "Fidelio's Rebellious Seed"

The sun was already painting the sky orange and purple when Fidelio sat down on the stoop of his house, scratching his chin as he always did when his head was spinning. He held a handful of corn seeds in his hand, so few that he was almost embarrassed.

"Ay, carajo!" he said to himself, sighing deeply. "I can't do anything with this. This won't even give me a handful of atol in December."

Fidelio was like that—full of complaints and prone to hoarding his things. If you asked him for a piece of bread, he would tell you the hen hadn't laid an egg that week, even though they’d have to haul her away in a wheelbarrow because of how round she was. But if he saw you with a basket of mangoes, he’d start his whining: "Neighbor, give me one! I need it more than anyone else."

Just then, Doña Efigenia, the village elder, walked by, moving slowly but with her back straighter than a cypress tree. She carried a hoe over her shoulder and stopped.

"And what has you so glum, Fidelio? You look like the guava tree in a drought."

Fidelio showed her his hand with the seeds. "Look, Doña Efigenia. So few. What am I going to plant with this? It's a waste of time. I need more, much more. I need the sun to give me a harvest already made, not this misery."

Doña Efigenia laughed, a laugh that sounded like dry leaves crunching. "Ay, m'hijo! You're stubborn as a mule stuck in the mud! Look closely at what you have in your palm . Each of those seeds is a child. Small, yes, but with a whole lifetime inside."

"A child?" asked Fidelio, wrinkling his brow.

"Yes, a child. What happens to a child when they're born, my Fidelio? They are born small, asking, wanting everyone to give them things, to feed them, to carry them... They think they are very little, but inside, they have the strength of a hurricane sleeping. What they need is to be planted to be able to grow. And that, my child, is what is happening to you."

"Aha! So you want me to plant this misery and die of hunger waiting?"

Doña Efigenia rolled her eyes, as if asking heaven for patience. "You're always thinking about the end before the first shovel of dirt! Your problem, Fidelio, is not what you have, it's that your heart is shriveled up like a raisin. Look, m'hijo, life is a continuous sowing. If you don't sow the first seed, how the hell do you expect to harvest the tree? It's like wanting to learn to walk without first getting up off the floor, out of fear of falling."

She straightened up, leaning on the handle of the hoe. "If you don't give that seed the opportunity to wake up and grow, you will always be the one who asks, the one who stays on the stoop lamenting."

Fidelio remained thoughtful, scratching his head with the hand that didn't hold the seeds. It bothered him when they told him the truth, but Doña Efigenia's voice was like cool water, hard to ignore. "Just to spite her," he thought, "I'll plant one, to see what happens."

"Well, then," Fidelio muttered, "I'll listen to you. But if nothing comes out, you pay for the fertilizer!"

"That's it!" said Doña Efigenia, smiling like the midday sun. "You've taken the first step. The first step is the one that breaks the soul's laziness. Now, get to work with joy. Because the greatest gift is not what you have, but what you can do with what life put in your hands."

And so, Fidelio, grumbling, got up. After that, he looked for a small patch of earth near the fence. Despite his miserliness, he planted the first seed. What's more, upon seeing it buried, he felt a small tickle in his chest. Immediately after, he planted the second, and the third; consequently, he spent the entire morning sowing the whole handful.

In time, Fidelio's few seeds grew into a few, but firm, corn stalks. They weren't a big deal, but they were there, proud. And one day, when the neighbor walked by asking for a couple of ears of corn to feed a sick rooster, Fidelio, to everyone's surprise, gave him three. Because he had understood, without meaning to, that the strength of life is not in what you hoard out of fear, but in what you let out so that it can grow. Fidelio continued to ask, yes, it was his nature, nevertheless, his hands were now busy sowing the next harvest.

"Message: The importance of starting, of taking the
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The sun was scorching like chili pepper, and Fidelio was next to the transistor radio, glued to his ear, listening to the races. His face was tense, more wrinkled than an old raisin, and in his hand, he held a ten-bill left over from his payday.

"Come on, 'Relámpago'! Run, you demonic animal!" yelled Fidelio, sweating profusely.

Fidelio had a weakness that drained his blood: horse betting. He always dreamed of the lucky break, of the day when a single number would change his life. Generally, if they asked him why he didn't work his plot of land more, he would reply with an inflated chest: "I'm looking for the big solution, m'hijo! The small stuff is worthless. I want life solved, and a horse is going to give it to me!"

That day he lost. And he lost badly. The supposed 'Relámpago' stayed behind, smelling the flowers by the fence.

"What misery, what bad luck!" he complained, kicking a little stone. "I am like the tree that only gives shade, but never fruit."

Just then, Young Rafael passed by, a boy who worked from sunup to sundown at the market, always in the same clothes, but with a wide smile. Rafael, who was at that age where one feels life owes them everything, stopped when he saw him.

"Don Fidelio, back to the misery roulette?"

"Be quiet, you insolent boy! You don't know about these things. This is the life of the brave, the one that gives you everything or takes everything away. You only know how to carry boxes; that's for the slow ones."

Rafael set his heavy cart aside. Despite his youth, the boy spoke with the calm of a river.

"Look, Don Fidelio. You say I am slow, but I see you turning around in the same spot. You want to win with a single race, and life is not a sprint, Don Fidelio, it's a marathon!"

"But if you win, life is solved in one go! It's like being given the harvest without having to sow!" protested Fidelio, clutching his head.

"And there is your mistake, Don Fidelio. You are looking for the lucky break because you are afraid of the routine of fortune."

Rafael sat down on the cart and pointed to the wrinkled bill in Fidelio's hand. "You throw that bill away in one minute, and you think that risk makes you brave. I, on the other hand, lay a brick every day. I don't bet on the house building itself. I know that if I get tired today, the house won't grow. It's the same thing that happens when a child wants to learn to play the guitar, Don Fidelio. If you only pick it up once, it doesn't sound right. You have to keep at it until the calluses get hard."

Fidelio felt uncomfortable because Rafael was asking something of him. He wasn't asking for money, but asking him to demand something real from life: effort. In the first place, Fidelio tried to change the subject. Nevertheless, Rafael wouldn't let up.

"You, Don Fidelio, have a good, strong, and healthy donkey named 'Paciencia' (Patience). But you keep him tied up in the yard while you wait for them to give you a racehorse that is all muscle but gets sick at the first drizzle. Stop betting on the dreams of others and start feeding your donkey. It is your responsibility to put food in front of him."

Rafael stood up, took the handle of his cart, and said goodbye. Having said this, he patted his shoulder. "He who only asks has an empty soul; he who gets to work fills it."

Fidelio was speechless. Consequently, he looked at the ten-bill, then looked toward the yard where the donkey 'Paciencia' was braying for water. On the one hand, it pained his soul not to have money for another bet. On the other hand, Rafael's phrase stung his pride.

From that day on, Fidelio continued to ask to borrow things and kept complaining about his "bad luck." However, the next day, instead of going to the town to listen to the races, he untied the donkey 'Paciencia'. Finally, he put him to work on the fence, with the ten-bill in his pocket, deciding it was better to buy a sack of fertilizer. After all, his donkey would never abandon him for kicking a post, and the earth, at least, would give him something to eat. And Fidelio, with his hands full of dirt, felt, for the first time in a long time, the owner of his own luck.

"Message: Life is not won with one single magical bet, but with daily work. True security is found in constant effort and in valuing what one already has. (Helps overcome frustration, hopelessness, and the search for quick fixes that often characterize depression).













































































































"Message: Responsibility is not a debt that takes away from you, but a harvest that gives you meaning. The fear of being a bad father is more destructive than the act of showing up. The true inheritance is presence".
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