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		To my parents, of course, and to their parents, and the parents of their parents.

		To all those who passed along intact, all the way down to me, the flame of life and just enough coins for a life with soul, with joy and with meaning.
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		ON ANY GIVEN NIGHT, a person – we do not know if it was a man or a woman – had a dream. It was a dream we all have at some point. This person dreamed his parents had given him some coins. Now, we do not know if they were a lot or a few, if they were thousands, hundreds, a dozen, or even fewer. Neither do we know what metal they were made of, whether it was gold, silver, bronze, iron or maybe even clay.

		While this person dreamed of his parents handing him these coins, a sensation of warmth spontaneously arose in his chest. He was overtaken by a feeling of serene joy. He was content and filled with tenderness, and he slept peacefully for the rest of the night.
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		When he awoke the next morning, this feeling of peace and satisfaction persisted. So, he decided to walk over to his parents’ house. When he arrived, he looked them in the eyes and said:

		Last night you came to me in a dream and put some coins into my hands. I do not remember if they were many or few. Neither do I know what metal they were made of – whether they were coins made from a precious metal or clay. But that is not important because I feel happy and whole. And I have come to thank you, they are enough. They are the coins that I need, the ones I deserve. So, I take them gladly because they come from you. With them I will be able to make my own way.

		Upon hearing this, the parents, who like all parents, thrive on the recognition of their children, felt even nobler and more generous. In their hearts, they felt that they could keep giving to their child because the capacity to receive amplifies greatness and the desire to give. So, they said:

		Since you are such a good child, you can keep all the coins; they belong to you. You can spend them as you like and you don’t need to give them back to us. They are your unique personal birthright. They are yours.

		So the child also felt noble and complete. He felt rich and satisfied and could leave his parents’ house in peace. As he moved away, his feet were planted firmly on the ground and he walked steadily. His body was also steady, and before his eyes a clear path and a promising horizon appeared.

		As he went along life’s path, he met different people who walked side by side with him. They accompanied him for a while – sometimes longer, sometimes shorter. Some stayed with him for his whole life. They were friends and neighbours, associates, companions, collaborators and even rivals. In general, the path was peaceful, joyful, and in harmony with his spirit and his nature. Although it wasn’t free from the natural obstacles that life presents, it was his path in life.
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		Sometimes this person looked back, toward his parents, and remembered with gratitude the coins received.And when he observed the course of his life, looked at his children, or remembered everything achieved in the personal, family, professional, social or spiritual spheres, the image of his parents appeared, and he realized that his achievements had been possible thanks to what he had received from them, and that with his success and accomplishments, he honoured them.

		And he said to himself: “There is no better nourishment than one’s own origins”, and his chest was filled once again with the same embracing feeling that had filled him the night that he dreamed of receiving the coins.

		ON SOME OTHER NIGHT, from some other time, another person had the same dream, since sooner or later all of us end up having this dream. This person’s parents also came and put some coins into his hands. We do not know whether there were a lot or a few, if there were thousands, hundreds, a dozen, or even fewer. Neither do we know what metal they were made of – whether it was gold, silver, bronze, iron, or maybe even clay.

		Upon dreaming of holding his parent’s coins in his hands, this other person felt an instant sense of discomfort. He was overcome by bitter anxiety, a feeling of anguish in his chest, and painful uneasiness. He spent the rest of the night in a state of great agitation as he tossed and turned furiously among the sheets. 

		
		[image: ]

		When he awoke, still all worked up, he felt vexed with anger, discontent and resentful.

		Perhaps what most prevailed was confusion – the person’s face was a portrait of suffering and non-acceptance. Full of rage and just a tinge of shame, he decided to walk to his parent’s house.

		On arriving, and with a sidelong glance, he said:

		Last night you came to me in a dream and gave me some coins. I don’t know if they were many or few. I don’t know what metal they were made of either – whether they were made from a precious metal or not. But that is not important because I feel empty, hurt and wounded. I’ve come to tell you that your coins are neither good nor enough. They are neither the coins I need, nor the ones I deserve, let alone the ones that are suitable for me. So, I don’t want them and I’m not taking them, even though they come from you and have reached me through you. With them my way would be too hard or too sad to travel, and I would not be able to go far. I will go on my way without your coins.

		And the parents, who like all parents, become small and suffer when they do not receive the recognition of their children, became even smaller. They withdrew, diminished and entered sadly into the house. Discouraged and distressed, they realized that they could give even less to this child because when faced with an obstacle to taking and receiving, greatness and the desire to give wither and fade. They kept silent, trusting that, as time went by and the wisdom that comes from facing life’s challenges, their child’s erroneous course would perhaps be set straight.

		What happened next was really strange. After having pronounced these words in front of his parents, this child felt impetuously strong, stronger than ever. It was an extraordinary strength!

		What had been born in him was the ferocious, stubborn, herculean strength that arises from the opposition to people or events. It was not a genuine strength like the one that comes from the acceptance of events, of being in harmony with the episodes of life – but it was extremely intense.

		Over time, this person would learn that no suffering grants any rights, no existential posture built on wounds means deserving anything, and that the only meaning of this suffering, which is not pain, is to make others suffer – only genuine pain arouses compassion. But that day he left his parents’ home saying to himself:

		Never again.

		Impetuously strong, but also empty, vulnerable and needy, he wanted and desired peace, but could not attain it.

		As this other person walked away from his parents’ house, he felt his feet lift a couple of centimetres above the ground and his body, which floated a bit, could not feel its own weight. And an alarming thing happened to his eyes: he always seemed to be looking at the same thing – a fixed, static horizon.

		And this person developed a special sensitivity. So, when he met someone along his path, especially if it was someone of the opposite sex, this sensitivity made him look at the other with an enormous hope which, without his even realizing it, led him to ask himself:

		Will this be the person who has the coins that I deserve and need, the ones that are suitable for me, the coins that I did not take from my parents because they did not know how to give them to me properly? Will this be the person who has what I deserve?

		”
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		Sometimes the answer was affirmative, and everything was wonderful. He fell in love and felt that everything around him was fantastic. And, without realising it, began to hope that his companion had what he had not received from his parents and would give it to him.

		Nevertheless, after the infatuation had worn off and the relationship had lasted long enough, this person usually discovered that his companion did not have what he lacked, that is, the coins he had refused to take from his parents.

		”What a shame!”, he said to himself, complaining bitterly about his bad luck, blaming it all on fate.

		And so, he felt cheated – subjected to emotional torment that took the form of desperation, anxiety, crisis, turbulence, anger and frustration. Because, although he didn’t yet know it, the other person could only give him what they had and what corresponded to their position. Although they wanted to give him everything or loved him thoroughly, a couple relationship is a relationship between adults founded on equality of rank, balanced exchange and sexuality.

		At a certain point in life, this person had a child, and his anxious feelings were tempered by sweetness and hope.

		And at this point, the question would return to his unconscious:

		Is this beloved child bearing the coins that I deserve, that I need and that are suitable for me, the ones that I didn’t take from my parents because they did not know how to give them to me correctly and properly? Will this human being have what I deserve?

		Once again, he answered affirmatively. And it was wonderful, beautiful, and he began to feel a special bond with this child, an amazing bond, full of expectation and longing. Unconsciously, he was convinced that the child had the coins he needed and would give them to him before long.

		But when enough time goes by, most children want their own life and they know that they have their own goals, independent of their parents. Then, even though they love their parents and want to do what is best for them, the pressure of having their own life becomes demanding, imperious and as overwhelming as sexuality.

		This is how, once again, this person one day realized that not even his child had the coins that he needed and deserved – the coins suitable for him. Feeling emptier, and even more vulnerable and disoriented than ever, he went through crisis and desperation. He fell ill. Now he was middle-aged, and no argument could keep him going anymore, no reasons could calm him down. In midst of his breakdown he screamed:

		HELP!
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		There was such urgency in his tone of voice! His face was distorted! Nothing could calm him down; nothing could soothe him.

		So what did he do?

		

		He went for counselling.

		The therapist received him right away, looked at him deeply and deliberately, and said:

		I don’t have the coins.

		The therapist had seen in his eyes that he was still searching for the coins in the wrong place and that he would love to make the same mistake again. The therapist understood that people want to change, but that it is difficult for them to give in, not so much to maintain their dignity, but more due to their stubbornness and fixed habits.

		But the therapist, who knew he was not holding the coins, thought: “I love and respect my patients better when I can also love and respect their parents and their reality as it is. I help my patients when I accept the coins that fall as their lot, whatever those coins may be”. In fact, that therapist had already seen many people in similar situations and knew that the patient – and the child who still lived inside him – still loved his parents deeply and remained loyal to them, although the patient’s stinging wounds and other reasons prevented him from taking his coins. Deep down in his soul, even if a child rejects his parents he still identifies with them.

		

		And when he cannot take them and love them he cannot love himself either. Thus, the therapist’s approach is love for everything and everyone.

		During this first appointment, the therapist added: “I don’t have the coins, but I know where they are, and we can work together so that you too will discover where they are and how to find them and take them”.

		Then the therapist worked with the patient and taught him that he had suffered from a problem of vision, an optical problem, a problem of perspective, for many years. He had had difficulties seeing clearly. That is all.

		Thus, the therapist helped him to refocus and to transform his gaze, to perceive reality in a different way, from a clearer, more centred perspective, more open to the purposes of life. A way that is less dependent on the personal desires of the smaller self that tries to govern us.

		One day, while waiting for his patient, the therapist thought that it was finally time to tell him clearly where the coins were.
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		And that same day, as if by magic, the patient arrived with a different colour of skin, and his facial features had softened. He shared a discovery:

		I know where the coins are. They’re still with my parents.

		First, he sobbed; later, he cried openly. Then came relief, peace, and the feeling of warmth in his chest. Finally!

		Soon afterwards, he found himself walking, as
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