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Opening Remarks:

“Thank you all much for being here, for having brought your eyes and your heads, your imaginations, and your memory…”

“One decides one’s fate by chance. It is not true that we make the decisions. There are hundreds of needles that are deciding for us. Choosing is always abandoning and sometimes we choose because there is no choice, while often we make very clear choices. And that’s not only women, but men as well. It just seems clearer with women because we were raised in a world where someone was supposed to decide for us.”
On why she became a writer: 
“I would turn in my reporting assignments and interviews . . . but they were all inventions. Until I had a professor of literature who was a writer. He said to me you did not investigate this, you made it up!. I had turned in two things, one was an interview with a governor –I described his office and all- and it turns out there was no possible way he would have granted me an interview! The other thing was a report of a car accident, I had described the cars, the victims, the place where it happened . . . even some sheep had been killed! So he caught me and said Why don’t you just become a writer? I told him it was impossible.” 

“It is true that many of the things that we remember, we remember without realizing it and those are the ones that move us in order to live, but we have to forget others in order to keep moving, otherwise we would remain stuck in the deaths of those we loved, in the loves we have lost, in all the burdens that we discard along the way or that discard us along the way. And they are reason why one chooses one’s own destiny.”
On writing for a living:

“Books are solitary objects, aren’t they? They only serve a purpose if someone opens them. They only exist when there is someone who is willing to get lost in their pages. Less accurate than physicists, more committed to the magical than doctors, writers work to dream with others, to improve our destiny, to live all the lives that would not be possible to live by simply being who we are. Why spend hours wondering whether to write fire or flame, wish or longing, desire or absolute, caprice or passion, thirst, madness, craving, moon, fireflies? What word do I write? Where? We fulfill our duty to invent a world every morning and we write to feel that our reality will improve if we are able to conjure other realities. We write to remind ourselves that there is a remedy for life, such as it is. With all its beauty, its savagery, and its difficulties.”
“It’s a privilege, this craft of writing. It was to so many women and men who were chosen by the desire to tell a story to comfort or to bring happiness to those who recognized themselves in their stories. Jane Austen, the writer whom I admire and which we all admire so much, wrote her novels to read to her sisters at night because there was no television, no Internet. They had pianos, they had singing and they had this 20 year old woman who was fantasizing about who someone else would marry…”

“… That’s why we write. Ruled by that disappointment and summoned by an ambition that imagines just that- that by naming fire, fish, wind, stupor, death, we are able to understand what they are, even if just for an instant. Hence each time we put aside a book, believing that we have finished it, we awaken to the anxieties of miraculous universe whose raison d'être we can’t understand. From such abandonment we can not find relief, but for the urge to invent another book…”
“I have always known that fortune has been generous with me, giving me a profession that allows me to make a living, improve my life and, above all, survive when life becomes difficult. I would not have dared to ask the fates for anything in exchange for my job. And yet, I get miracles like today, miracles like your being here today to share with me this exceptional profession that destiny has given me.”
“We choose strange ways to summon and own the world around us. I believe that I write, in addition to the joy and pain of doing it, to tell my certainty that there is a remedy for these times and that they are no worse than others. That our children will have passions, a future and an abyss or many, just as our grandparents had them and just as we are having them ourselves.
I would like to tell you how, besides being able to fix things, we are able to find happiness. Would you like me to tell you?”
On happiness:

“Like a hummingbird –self-possessed, sudden, invisible and inevitable, happiness crosses our paths, leaving us in silence as do angels and fireflies. Really - like a hummingbird, or like fairies.

Happiness is not sought, it is found.

It appears when we least expect it. It is elusive, breakable, deceitful. Is it not true that happiness is a swindler? Just like the morning light, like the roar of the ocean, like haphazard love, the leaves on the trees or the blue of volcanoes. One can recount one’s happy moments, but can never explain them - or almost never. Although not all of us may find them desirable. Whoever is passionate about the sea is happy just to behold it, those who fear it or those who find it expendable walk right past the shore of its miracles without emotion. Whoever enjoys playing the lottery enjoys the laxism of a prize. Those who feel their lives are assigned by chance, live playing the lottery. And intertwined with our daily existence, we start finding happiness. It happens to anyone, like a drop of water, in the air or at the bottom of the abyss.
Recently a gravelly voice broke into my bedroom one night. The telephone rang and it asked me if I was me. And said yes, and the voice said come to the bridge of the highway to Toluca, because your son crashed and the car is totally wrecked.

And I asked, is he OK?
And it said, come quickly.

And then I said, let me hear him!
The voice insisted, come quickly.

Then his father and I got into the car without saying a word deathly afraid to think what we were thinking. And we went to the Toluca highway and drove past places we had passed many times before, trembling and looking for the son. He and the voice that had called had to be across the road. As we drove back, leaving the highway behind, we spotted our son’s car hanging from a tow truck in the distance. 
Where is the son? We asked, shaking, and a silent panic ran through our bodies and we crossed the eternity of three kilometers and there was the son, immensely alive, whole, waving his arms Mom! 

And there was happiness, indelible and fortuitous. 
¿How can we be grateful enough for this instant? ¿What prize of what lottery did we win this random Thursday? 
Happiness is not sought, it is found.

Perhaps the most disturbing thing about happiness is that it is unpredictable. A week ago, no ..., it seems like a week ago but it’s more like 6 months ago, I spent the afternoon alone in my house, and at 9 pm I turned out the light of my study, left the computer, and went downstairs. There was not a sound in the house. And that silence compared with the morning bustle is a little overwhelming.

But, hey, I said, maybe happiness is looming around here. I had opened an email my sister Irene had written me. My sister would never proclaim I am so happy! She is much more enigmatic and much clearer than that. She knows how to make others happy. Around 10 pm, I felt very tired, fatigue fell onto my eyelids, the day was ending. I turned the lights out. The dogs followed me. Dogs have a way to make me feel happy because they think I'm very important. I lit the living room as I sang the ending of a tango, I always sing the same ending of a tango. I sing tear my life out with love’s last kiss. . .
I walked down the stairs. Mom? My daughter called out. And there was happiness!
- Hey Mom, we are watching “The Never-ending Story” until we learn all the dialogues. Want to join us? 
And my children, when they call me give me happiness.

In the darkness of her bedroom, she and her boyfriend were watching television – actually they were learning the dialogues from the movie. And I knew that when she was born she had a star above her and said to me I bring happiness. 
But when she invited me to watch television with her boyfriend, what could bring more unassailable happiness than that? 

My mother had two signature refrains: Life is tough, darling and we can’t do everything. Without telling her, nor telling myself, I have gone through life trying to prove the improbability of her refrains. Telling myself and doing everything so that we can do everything and life is not difficult. Once and again, I have fallen on my face, on the truths my mother spoke. Without faltering in my determination to prove her wrong.

On a random and distant Tuesday, but not too long ago, I left her peace and her garden to return to the hustle and bustle of my life. I saw her as pretty as ever with her 80 years of age and her indomitable spirit.             

You know Mother, I think I will end up conceding. I don’t know when. For now, I intend  to stick to my efforts. But in the long run, I see it coming. I will end up accepting that we can’t do everything and that life is tough. Until my dying day I will put nuances on your objections. But I think I will end up agreeing with you. 
And she replied – what do mothers always reply?

Because I’m right! … that’s how it is, she sentenced serene and smiling. 
And behind the sentence, I saw in her lips and in the corner of her eyes the complacent joy of one who convinces the inconvincible. 

We can’t do everything, I saw her think but today I beat you. 

I kissed her goodbye and felt clumsily and unnecessarily happy. 

The man of my house enters whistling. Inside his head he brings 10 newspapers, 40 crucial conversations, 700 pending matters, and a dinner engagement. A dinner. I hear his footsteps approaching and I realize how late I'm getting ready to go to this dinner. I apply mascara to my lashes scaring exhaustion and fatigue away like a bad dream. I have a framed sign that reads If you rush me, I’ll take longer. He has never paid it any heed.

I hear him whistling, I hear the whistling dance of his footsteps, and what follows - I already know - is hurry up, let's go! Like a sentence from a judge. In a second, the footsteps cross the hall between the stairs and our bedroom. And once in the room, the man of the house interrupts his whistle and says:
-Guess what? The dinner’s off.

Oooh! I put down the mascara and my soul returns to my body. We can’t do everything mother, but sometimes the impossible is possible. 
And happiness arrives, discreet, almost imperceptible, to wage its daily battle. 

Happiness is not sought. It is found. At least most times. However, happiness may become an art and stumbling upon it. May be the result of some effort. 

Today, you have, honestly brought me happiness.”
