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Ménica Nuiez

Me cuento el cuento de mi vida. Camino por el laberinto hablando solo. Todo me
parece igual, mondtono, indiferente a la piedad, a la ira, al cansancio, al entusiasmo,
impasible ante el desprecio, el orgullo, el respeto... Quisiera que fuera de otra
forma, pero es inutil. Esquinas cortantes, luz dura sombra negra, pasillos estrechos,
repetitivo?.. No. Quiero ver curvas, mirale, esté harto de blanco, negro, sélido,
cuadrado, masculino, deja de clamar por la suavidad. Quiero salir de aqui, /,como
sera otra parte del mundo?..... Imposible saberlo, contraste, vertical, cielo blanco,
me choco, otra vez aqui? Me ahogo en mis pensamientos, océano gris de pasillos
llenos de palabras, discurso agotador. Grito. Me sorprende el sonido de mi grito,
pensado era potentisimo, desgarrador, de superhéroe y lo que oigo es agudo,
dramético, casi estUpido. Deja de criticarte. Deja de maltratarte... La culpa, cuanto
tiempo con ella? Ya basta. Me siento. Descanso. Cierro los ojos.. Me acaricio

la cabeza con el pensamiento. En el laberinto susurro tranquilo, tranquilo.... Me
sobra todo lo que aprendi? Consiste en olvidar? No puedo contestarme, camino

y camino entre las palabras y los silencios, luces y sombras de mi ciudad interior,
en la repeticion encuentro tranquilidad, seguridad, estas estructuras me resultan
acogedoras, mi encierro es atractivo, corro de un lado a otro, me escondo, juego en mi
encierro y suefo con la libertad sin darme cuenta de que ya soy libre. Porque juego.

Laberinto de espacio lleno de voces. El lenguaje aqui no tiene sentido, los
pensamientos se forman desdibujados en un amasijo y ya no sé lo que dicen.
Cantan. Siento. Cierro los 0jos y me siento. Mi conciencia se expande y atraviesa
muros. Y vuelo. Vuelo?.... Mira, mira la tierra, lo que ves es lo que eres, eres
materia... y este silencio fuera. Eso soy. Soy lo que hay. Soy silencio excepto mis
pasos, mi respiracion. No. Luchas de la ciudad interior. Soy también lo que quiero
ser. Donde quiero llegar, ese lugar también soy yo. Soy lo que siento, lo que pienso,
la paz que busco...

Soy el Unico ser aqui. Me estoy buscando. Me pierdo aqui. Hasta cuando?
Cuantos soy? Cuantos entre los que fui, soy y seré... y que también son

otros. Estoy donde estuve antes? He recorrido ya este pasadizo? Me resulta
tan familiar, y a la vez ... dudo. Probablemente pasé, pero era otro, otro yo,

un personaje, una idea hecha personaje, una edad. Me descubro mirando la
existencia de otros seres, verdad o suefo es o mismo, para mi son reales aqui
dentro conmigo, les oigo, siento su calor. Veo pasar al nifio que fui. Los nifios
que fui. Me quedo mirando extasiado. Recorren bosques encantados llenos de
gnomos y hadas y niebla y verde y humedad bajo el sol frio del otofio. Cogen
palos, estan blandos y mojados. Los lanzan lejos al agua. Mas lejos. Mucho
mas lejos hasta la cima de la montafia de mas alla del lago. los lanzan hacia
arriba, tocan el cielo con ellos, voy a dar a esa nube. Trepan por las inmensas
piedras y suefian que son gigantes muy fuertes, saltan desde arriba y suefian
que vuelan. Y se me hace un nudo en la garganta mientras sonrio feliz. Aqui
esta contenida toda la belleza y la magia del ser humano. La duda ya no existe
en él. Se borré. Es. Sin justificar y sin obligacion. El es la causa de su vida,

no la consecuencia y se ha topado inesperadamente con la belleza y queddé
empapado en ella como si acabara de salir vestido del mar.

Yo. El. Porque la vida no es este laberinto, este laberinto es la mente. La vida es
entrega, la vida es lo que transformo en mi, el cedro que formo de esta semilla. Y
estos pasillos no son el mundo. El mundo es el milagro de la creacion dentro de
mi atadura.

THINKING OF INTERNAL CITY

| tell myself the tale of my life. | walk through the labyrinth talking to myself.
Everything seems to be the same, monotonous, indifferent to pity, to rage, to
boredom, to enthusiasm, impassive to scorn, to pride, to respect... | would like

it to be different, but it is useless. Cutting edges, hard light black shadow, narrow
corridors, repetitive?... no. | want to see curves, look at him, he is tired of white,
black, solid, square, masculine, he has given up on smoothness. | want to get out of
here, how would it be in another part of the World?... impossible to know, contrast,
vertical, white sky, | crash down, again here? | drown in my thoughts, Grey Ocean of
corridors full of words, tiring speech. Shout. The sound of my own shout surprises
me, in my thoughts it was very powertul, piercing, of a superhero and what | hear is
sharp, dramatic, nearly stupid. Stop criticising yourself. Stop hurting yourself... guilt,
how long with it? That'’s it. | can feel myself. | rest. | close my eyes. | caress my head
with thinking. In the labyrinth | whisper calmly, calmly... Do | not need all I learnt? Is
it about forgetting? | cannot answer myself, | walk and walk between the words and
the silences, lights and shadows of my internal city, | find tranquillity in repetition,
security, these structures make me feel comfortable, my reclusion is attractive, | ran
from one place to another, | hide myself, | play within my reclusion and | dream with
freedom without noticing that | am already free. Because | play.

Labyrinth of space full of voices. Language has no meaning here, thoughts conform
themselves hazily in a heap and | do not know anymore what they say. They sing. |
feel. | close my eyes and | feel myself. My conscience expands itself and it crosses
walls. And I fly. Fly?... Look, look at the Earth, what you see is what you are, you are
matter... and this silence outside. That’s what | am. | am what there is. | am silence
except my steps, my breathing. No. Fights of the internal city. | am also what | want
to be. Where | want to get, | am also that place. | am what | feel, what | think, the
peace | look for...

I am the only being here. | am looking for myself. | get lost here. Until when? How many
of me am I? How many between the ones | was, | am and | will be... and that they

are also others. Am | where | was before? Have | passed by this corridor? It seems so
familiar to me, and at the same time... | doubt. Perhaps | passed by but | was another
one, another I, a character, an idea that becomes a character, an age.

| discover myself by looking at the existence of other beings, truth or dream are the
same, for me they are real here inside me, | hear them, | feel their warmth. | can see
passing by the child | was. The children | was. | stand by looking on in ecstasy. They go
across the bewitched forests full of gnomes and fairies and fog and green and humidity
under the cold sun in Autumn. They take the sticks, they are soft and wet. They throw
them away far in the water. Further away. Much further away up to the peak of the
mountain that is further away than the lake. They throw them up in the sky, they touch
the sky with them, | am going to kick that cloud. They climb over those immense rocks
and they dream they are very strong giants, they jump from up there and they dream
that the y can fly. And | get a lump in the throat while | smile happily. Here it is contained
all the beauty and the magic of being human. The doubt does not exit anymore inside
him. It erased itself. It is. Without justification and without obligation. He is the cause

of his life, not the consequence and he has unexpectedly encountered beauty and he
ended up soaked with it as if he was just coming out of the sea with his clothes on.

I. He. Because life is not this labyrinth, this labyrinth is the mind. Life is living away,
life is what changes inside me, the cedar that | form from this seed. And these
corridors are not the World. The World is the miracle of creation inside my ties.
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