Binah
The divine spirit must interpenetrate the entire secular life: whereby wisdom is concrete within it, and carries the terms of its own justification. But that concrete indwelling is only … ethical organization (Hegel, G.W.F. Encyclopaedia of Philosophy: Part Three: Philosophy of Spirit: Paragraph552). 

Salvador looked up from his book at the blue dome of the seminary library, speckled with stars the color the rainbow. His heart was pounding and his blood surging. The words he had just read filled him with an intoxicating hope –no more than that, an intoxicating ambition. They seemed to him to define more clearly than anything else, the mission of the Church in the Modern World –not merely to preach the good news to the poor, the good news of liberation, but to actually realize it.

He rushed out in the streets of the old colonial city of Santa Sofia de Citalinincue. He had to find Trinidad. He had to tell her. It was late in the day and getting chilly. The city was at 7000 feet and it was mid-November. Even at this subtropical latitude winter was approaching. Many of the trees had turned a deep gold or orange, and stood out against the date palms and lemon trees heavy with fruit. 

Trini would almost certainly be at the Centro Pastoral San Martin de Porres, where she worked as a catechist in the afternoon and evenings, when she was finished with her classes at the university. He ran, clutching his volume of Hegel, down through the winding streets of Barrio Los Sacerdotes, so called because it was home to the cathedral, the seminary, and the Episcopal Palace, and came out in to the broad plaza which housed the Mercado central. He passed the stalls of the spice dealers and coffee dealers, the herbalists and curanderas, the butchers and cheese makers, and then came out into the poorest part of the city, called Los Martyres because it had supplied so many of the martyrs of the Revolution of 1932. 
Finally, almost out of breath, he arrived at the little parish church of San Martín de Porres. The Centro Pastoral was located next to the church, in what had once been the rectory. The parish no longer had a resident priest, and the diocese had thus made the rectory available to the people for educational and other programs. He rushed in the front door and down into the basement, where Trini was still in the middle of her class. She was leading a group of women, mostly in their twenties and thirties, in a discussion of the “see, judge, act” method promoted by the Acción Católica. He could tell by their dress that they were mostly campesinas recently come to the city to find work in the dress factories which were opening up on the outskirts. For the most part they lived in corrugated steel and tar paper shacks on the edge of town. 
Salvador wanted to rush in and stop her; he felt sure the truth he had discovered was more important than anything she could be saying, but he restrained himself, if only with difficulty. He was aided by the fact that, next to his own ideas, he found her more captivating than anything else on the earth. And she was mesmerizing. Her cinnamon skin glistened in the light of the candles which lit the front of the room, and her deep, almost black eyes reflected their golden aura. Her long, dark hair had just the slightest wave to it, resisting as she brushed it away from her face as she made a point. 

--So in other words, one of the women was saying, before we can know how the gospels would have us act, we must first understand the situation, and reflect on it in the light of their message.

--Exactamente, she said. And what we will be doing over the course of the next few weeks is to learn how to analyze --to understand-- your situation. Why is that that some are rich and others are poor? Why is that you are losing your land, when the gospels make it clear that it is the poor who will inherit the earth.

--Now though, or at the end? 

--We will discuss that too. We will see that the Catholic Church does not really teach an “end time” the way the evangelicos who have been visiting your villages do.
--Este es la hora primera, este el justo lugar! They broke out into an old revolutionary song, and the meeting dissolved. 

Salvador waited for her in the door way. As she approached, they embraced, and he buried his head deep in her hair. She hesitated a bit. It wasn’t really proper for a seminarian to act this way in public. But he had already decided that he would not continue past the philosophate, and his superiors knew this, so he felt free to express his love for this remarkable woman. 

They walked out together into the streets. It was no dark, and chilly. Trini pulled her woolen shawl around her. Its thin blue lines were just barely visible in the light of the street lamps. 
--Dinner? He asked.

--Perhaps, she said. He could tell that she was nervous. 

It was hard to find a place where she would eat. Her mother’s family were converses and never ate pork; her father’s family were desceded from Arab merchants who had lived for two centuries in Goa and had intermarried with Saraswat Brahmins. As a result, she rarely ate meat of any kind, and then only at feasts. He, on the other hand, was relished the tacos de lengua y de cesos would could buy in the market. 

They finally settled for a meal of black beans and tortillas in a gently lit place just off the central market. No sooner had they ordered than, his self-discipline at an end, he began telling her of his discovery.

---Hegel provides the aim, he said, and Marx the means. It is the mission of the modern era to take the principles and values of the gospel and make them real in this world. And what is more, when we have done this, we will not only overcome injustice, we will not only overcome sin. We will begin to break the bonds of contingency itself. 
He could tell that she was skeptical.

---When the people organize and take control of their own destiny, they become, collectively, what Lukacs calls the “unique subject-object of human history.” But what is this other than becoming God?

---Sometimes you scare me, Salvador. She seemed utterly uninspired by his discover. Crestfallen, he turned to eating his beans. 

---But what else are you doing than giving those women you teach the tools to take control of their own destiny?  Perhaps if she could see herself in all this …

---Yes, but that control is always only partial. Even if we are successful beyond our wildest dreams there will still be hard work and struggle, disease and death –and difficult love affairs. 

This last comment especially hurt him.

---Why? Why cannot we not carry on through the revolution and beyond, defeating not only the compradors and landlords, not only the yanqui imperialists, but eventually even death itself? Why can’t we eventually learn to understand not only the “line of march, results, and ultimate general result” of human history, but tambien de amor…?
---And would that still be love? Is that what I am to you, just another problem to be analyzed, a strategic and tactical question to be solved?

She stopped, knowing that she had gone too far.

---I’m sorry, she said. I just want these women to be able to live the fullest lives they can, to grow and develop, to be all that they can be. I don’t want them becoming tools of your … madness!
Still, she loved him. He was brilliant, and had taught her most of the social analysis she passed on to the women she was organizing. And it was he who had convinced her, that in the second half of the twentieth century, to be a Christian meant to be anti-imperialist and anti-capitalist. Perhaps this mad edge was just youth, or just machismo. Her friends complained that their men were the same –only about futbol rather than revolutionary theory.
---I love you, she said. You are brilliant. Just be careful that you don’t confuse the thirst for justice with the thirst for something which is impossible or even wrong.
--Wrong? He asked.

---We don’t need any God Emperors, aun si son socialistas! Relish your finitude and contingency. Relish me. 
She took his hand, and looked deep in to his eyes. Their lips met and, for the moment at least, his ego vanished. 
***
Next to Trini, the most important person in Salvador’s life was Antonio Cayetano. He had met him almost by accident, after he signed up to do interviews for a research project to earn a little money in the summer. The professor running the project was collecting oral histories of labor leaders, especially those who participated in the great uprising of 1932. Antonio was one of the subjects he was assigned. Little did he know that it would be radical turning point in his life. 

He met Antonio one Sunday afternoon at his home on the outskirts of Santa Sofia. He lived in a simple adobe house. His wife had been dead for years, but his three daughters looked in on him from time to time.

He had been born high in the mountains, on the border between Citalinincue and Guatemala. His mother was a campesina, almost pure Nahuatl, his father a wandering spice and coffee merchant who had fallen in love with her and decided to make his mother’s village his base of operations. He would travel the countryside buying coffee from the campesinos and selling them canella and comino, and then return for a while to tend his own trees.
--One year, said Antonio, he just didn’t come back. I was seven. My mother couldn’t support me so she sent me to the city, to Santa Sofia, to an uncle, who couldn’t support me either. He took me down to main square and sold me for 25 pesos and a bottle of rum! My new master was building a villa on the outskirts of the city and he set me to work digging and hauling stones in return for a few tortillas and some beans …
I worked hard, and in the evening I would try to teach myself to read and write. My master’s daughter, who was like an elder sister to me, brought books from her school, and I worked my way through them with her help. But when my master found out he beat me and threatened to send her to a convent. 

One day several of the journeyman masons were ill, and the overseer asked me to help cutting and laying stone. He said that he had heard I was teaching myself to read, and figured I must be muy inteligente. I did so well that he began to teach me, little by little and when the villa was complete he redeemed me from the man who had bought me and made me his apprentice. He taught me everything one needs to know to build a city, from a material standpoint, from building irrigation systems and aqueducts to cutting and laying stones for a cathedral. And he initiated me into the stonemasons’ guild and taught me their sacred geometry. 
That was when the confradías still meant something …

--What changed, Salvador asked.

--Everything. In 1931 we had the freest elections ever. We elected a real man of the people –José Rojas, who promised land reform, recognition of the rights of las indígenas, and legalization of trade unions. But the latifundistas, especially the big coffee growers, wouldn’t stand for it. There was a coup. Rojas was executed, and the entire western part of the country rose up in anger at this outrage, seizing lands and burning town halls. The revolt was organized through the Confradía de Santa Sofía, which served as a channel linking the leadership of the guilds with the peasant communities on the one hand, the Partido Communista Citalinincuense on the other hand.  That is how I became involved. 
By this time I was already 35 years old. I had become a master stonemason and had led the crews responsible for building and repairing all of the santuarios in the diocese. This took me throughout the countryside. And I had advanced far enough in the stonemasons’ guild, that my teacher had introduced me to the Confradia de Santa Sofia.
--What was that like?

--It was … what the church could and should be. We would gather each week, secretly. We would each talk about what we had done –both good and bad. Then we would study. We read great books from every tradition: La Santa Biblia but also Pythagoras and the Baghavad Gita, Aristotle but also Marx. And then we would share bread and wine and cheese. We always said the Padre Nuestro. And then we would share a meal. 

--And was there some doctrine or belief that you shared?

--That everything in the universe shares in Being, in the creative power of God and that human beings do so most especially through their work, and therefore the worker should be honored above all and should lead society. 

--Thus the link with the Partido Communista.
Salvador, of course, knew about the election of Rojas and the coup. But he had been unfamiliar with the role of the Confradia. 
--In any case, as a master mason and member of the Confradía I had two tasks. First, I had to ensure that our secret symbols –marks which encoded the true, esoteric, meaning of the Christian tradition, were inserted subtly into any new construction and maintained through any renovation. Second, I had the task of bringing wisdom through the peasants. In practice this usually meant just sitting with them, teaching them to read, discussing their struggles. But over time, powerful relationships grew up, and when the revolt broke out, they looked to us for leadership. 
I led a guerrilla column –over 700 men and women—in Provincia Tecpatl. They were armed with no more than knives (some of them actual tecpatls, the obsidian knife blades used by our ancestors in sacrifices), but they fought valiantly. One 3 survived, besides myself. 
The repression which followed was terrible. Tens of thousands were slaughtered. The latifundistas eventually had to call a halt to it because they were afraid there wouldn’t be anyone left to work their plantations. And nearly the entire Confradía was lost. It was a terrible slaughter.

Afterwards, the people were so afraid that they gave up their old ways and began to speak Spanish and dress like mestizos. The few of us who were left from the Confradía reorganized in the Partido Communista, and concentrated our efforts in the city. I was elected Secretary General, and have served in that capacity ever since …

Other visits followed, during which Salvador confided in Antonio his vision for the Church in the Modern World. He was skeptical that anything good could come from the Church, but was gradually persuaded, thanks in part to visits to Jesuit and Dominican missions in the countryside, where local pastoral agents were building peasant organizations, and due partly to a visit by a French priest, the Abbé Jean-Paul Henriot, who had served as an advisor to the Latin American Bishops at the Second Vatican Council, and who assured Salvador that the not only the Latin American Bishops, but even some elements in the Vatican itself (albeit discreetly) would support a government of popular unity. It was the Abbé, furthermore, who was trained as a sociologist, who introduced him to recent developments in Marxist theory, and focused him more on the task of social analysis, and especially on the task of developing a critique (or a response at least) to Marx’s critique of religion.
That was how Salvador, even as most of his friends in the Juventud Católica were agitating within the Partido Social Cristiano for a more militant stance, and eventually breaking away to found the  Ejercito Liberador de los Pobres, entered into the orbit of the Partido Communista. But while Salvador brought with him relatively few of his fellow students, his relationship with the Abbé and his trips through the countryside with the Abbé and Antonio, brought many of the emerging peasant organizations into the orbit of the party, even if the priests and pastoral agents who were organizing them held back, so that he was regarded not only as an emerging party intellectual, but also as credible organizer. 
The Partido Communista Citalinincuense (PCC) itself, however, soon entered a period of significant internal conflict.  The majority of the party leadership, which was drawn from the urban trade unions, regarded the country as still semi-feudal and very far from being ripe for socialism. Their strategy called for a popular front with the PSC to bring about democratic reforms, and were content for the Communists to remain junior partners in this alliance, arguing that too much visibility would bring the hand of the army down on the opposition and make it impossible for even an overwhelmingly victorious PSC to actually assume power.
Antonio had been arguing for years with the rest of party leadership that the oligarchy was not going to allow the PSC to come to power even if it broke ties with the Communists, something which seemed to have been definitively demonstrated by the elections of 1972, when the victorious Social Christian presidential candidate, who had won over 70% of the vote with only careful, behind the scenes support from the Communists, had been promptly arrested, tortured, and deported. Indeed, he was alive at all only due to the intervention of the US Ambassador, who was a personal friend of his and whose government wanted to keep its long term options open. He had been arguing for a long time that the party had to pay more attention to what was happening in the countryside, and prepare to defend militarily the party’s gains both in the economic struggle and in the election booth. Because of this he was working with a small group of protégées to develop guerilla bases in the countryside which could defend the peasant organizations, and hoping that the party would eventually come around. 

They did not. Antonio’s history in the party, and in the struggles of 1932 made his position as General Secretary unassailable. But his comrades would not budge, even after the election of 1972.  He thus went into the next party congress knowing that schism was inevitable. He worked hard with Salvador and with the Abbé to develop a theoretical rationale for his position. Insertion into the global market as a coffee producer produced, he argued, a capitalistically exploited peasantry which would thus be open to the struggle for socialism. This would, in turn, be reinforced by their communitarian and religious traditions, both of which were being reinvigorated by the Dominican and Jesuit missionaries who were organizing among them. Given the rapacity of the oligarchy, and the fact that the United States paid only lip service to reform, using covert intelligence operatives to support the landed elite even as the Ambassador gave public support to the PSC, there was essentially no possibility of even a modestly reformist government without Communist participate coming to power by electoral means, something which reflected the underlying imperialist relations, much less an authentic popular front. 
Antonio also put together a slate of leaders he planned to propose for the Central Committee and secretariat. This list included his one ally among the old leaders –the aging secretary of the teachers’ union, Ana Sofia Rael— and Salvador (who he proposed for a seat on the Central Committee and for the new post of secretary for religious affairs), in major gesture towards the ever growing Catholic left. 

The party congress went gone much as they expected it would. Notwithstanding all the evidence to the contrary –the electoral fraud, the repression, the disappearances—the majority had voted to “stay the course” and persevere in a strategy of popular front with the Social Christians. Antonio led the minority out of the congress, crying as he left his old comrades behind, preparing at over 75 to lead his people into war. He put Ana Sofia in charge of the mass organizations and named the enigmatic Commandante Tezcatlipoca, who he had been working with secretly for years in the countryside, telling even Salvador, the Abbé, and Ana Sofia very little about him, as Chief of Staff and de facto military commander. In the absence of the old party intellectuals, Salvador became ideological secretary as well as secretary for religious affairs. The called their new organization the Movimiento Popular para la Redención del Cosmo.
***

Throughout this entire period Trini focused almost exclusively on preaching and on teaching, working with the base communities and mass organizations and avoiding party politics. She was a nominal member of the Juventud Católica and of the PSC, and an occasional speaker at their congresses, but she resisted offers to join the leadership --as she did Salvador’s pressure to join the PCC. At first this was just a matter of interest and focus. She felt that her calling was preaching and teaching and did not see why she should spend endless hours in debates around political-theological line and strategy. But gradually it became a principled rejection of Leninism. 

--It is not the working class and the peasants, she told Salvador, which you hope to make the unique subject-object of the Cosmohistorical process, but rather yourselves. It is all about becoming God-Emperor. 

Gradually, however, history overtook her. It was more and more obvious that any peaceful effort at change would be drowned in blood. The PSC split and her friends in the Juventud Católica formed the core of the new Partido de la Revolución Popular  de Citalinincue and the associated Ejercito Liberador de los Pobres. She joined the party, though not the political-military organization, and found herself, as the only leader in organization with a significant public profile and mass following, in charge of political-diplomatic work. 

The obvious course of action would have been for the two new organizations to merge, and Salvador and Trini discussed this possibility endlessly. Among other things, being in two competing revolutionary organizations created considerable tension –sometimes, but not always, creative, in their relationship.  There were, however, larger forces which rendered this impossible. Antonio and Ana Sofia were both legendary figures among the people, and they had no intention of recognizing as equals what to them seemed like youth group leaders who had only just discovered revolutionary politics and, truth be told, understood it very poorly. The leaders of the PRPC on the other hand, were not going to submit to the tutelage of elders who, they believed, had waited far too long before opting for armed struggle. The best that could be worked out was a tentative alliance –officially an agreement to act in a common and coordinated manner, but in reality more just a line of communication which ran through the intense but contradictory bond between Salvador and Trini. 
Nowhere was this more apparent than at the meeting which made the alliance official, which concluded almost spontaneously into a rite which bound the two organizations together, and the two parties to their associated popular movements by a series of promises which could only be called matrimonial.

---I submit to you, Salvador began, that today we take the first steps in bringing to a conclusion God’s long work of redemption among us. No longer shall justice and peace be a dream that fades with each morning, as we learn that the oppressor still holds the day. No longer shall those who seek justice and peace find themselves tacked up on crosses lining the roads while some new Herod laughs in his palace. The law and the prophets and gospels gave us the vision; Marx and Lenin have given us the means. As Meister Eckhardt put it, let us bid this very earth become a heaven. 

---And what is heaven? Trini asked, rising to the dais beside Salvador and the other party leaders.
---Heaven is the point of transition from slavery to freedom, from the finite to the infinite, from a contingency in which we are forever at the mercy of conditions beyond our control to a necessity in which the world is an expression of our reason and our will.

---Be careful what you promise. I am the people’s tribune, and I will call you to account for what you deliver –and what you do not.

---For the individual it is impossible, but not for the collective. Passing through the terrible sacrifice of the revolution, our particularity, our finitude and our contingency are all cancelled and superceded. Together, through the medium of the party –which is the true Church of our time—we become a new humanity, a divine humanity, heirs of history and architects of our own destiny and of that of the cosmos as a whole. Here, in this ancient Convent of the Incarnation, the ancient mysteries all find their completion …

---Promise me instead that you will consult the people, and learn from them, even as you continue to teach.
Her eyes had captured him, and looking deep into them, he said:

---I do. And you promise me that you will continue to study the cosmos and human history, and the wisdom of all the peoples of the earth, both their philosophy and their sacred scriptures.

She too, was looking deep into his eyes.

---I do. And let us promise together that we will pledge all of our wealth and all of our resources to the struggle for justice ….

---that we will respect and exercise leadership …

By now they had joined hands, and the other party leaders and leaders of the popular organizations had formed a semicircle behind them, also joining hands, and speaking with them, as if they already knew what was going to be said. 

---and that we will not cease to struggle until we bring into being a world in which each and every person can realize his full potential …

---whatever that may be.

Bolstered by news of a recent victory by the Frente Sandinista de Liberación Nacional in neighboring Nicaragua, the congress dissolved in a chorus of the Internacional, and the delegates dispersed to continue their labors. 
***

The years that followed were a time of passionate struggle, occasional but intense physical suffering, and transformative joy. Most of Salvador’s mornings were spent writing, sometimes in a safe house in Santa Sofia or some provincial capital, sometimes in his tent in one of the MPRC’s mountain strongholds. During the afternoons he met with local commanders, other senior leaders, or leaders of major popular organizations. And during the evenings he taught classes. He insisted on teaching at least one basic political education class for new recruits or for members of a mass organization, even though he could easily have spent all of his time discussing advanced theory with middle cadre or the senior leadership. And every couple of months he would slip out of the country for a rendez-vous with the entire leadership or with external supporters in Mexico City, Cuba, or one of the European capitals. He even went on an only semi-clandestine speaking tour of the United States!
Three times he was arrested, and once he was beaten badly and was probably saved from torture and execution only by the timely intervention of the local bishop, who was a friend of the commander at the garrison where he was being held. But he was lucky; most of the rest of senior leadership suffered long periods of imprisonments, and were freed only through daring raids or hostage-prisoner exchanges. All bore deep physical and emotional scars. 
When he could, he spent time with Trini. The alliance between the PRPC and the MPRC brought the revolution’s principal theoretician and its most important mass leader together more often than might have been imagined. And at no time was he happier than when he was standing in front of some group of campesino leaders with Trini teaching social analysis, or political–theological reflection, political strategy. Afterwards they would take long walks through the coffee groves or avocado groves and make love in the moonlight or under the blanket of the stars. 
And little by little their work seemed to be paying off. Village after village joined their peasant organization en masse; more and more people attended political education sessions. At one point Salvador calculated that it would take only twenty five years to actually recruit the entire population of their little country … There were, to be sure, frequent set backs. The MPRC argued that at this stage in the revolutionary process violence should be used only to defend their organizing, but in practice it was always a fine line. And several of the senior military commanders were arguing for the creation of liberated zones, mostly because they feared competition from the Ejercito Liberador de los Pobres, which had staged a number of audacious military actions in the past few years, attracting widespread popular respect. Invariably, however, these actions brought down the repressive arm of the state, which always targeted the MPRC, both because it was militarily less well prepared and less mobile, and because its base areas were or greater strategic significance. Each blow from the state, however, seemed only to consolidate their popular support. 

Externally, the MPRC –and his own theoretical work in particular-- had less impact than Salvador would have hoped. He was, to be sure, able to stitch together the articles he had been writing on religion and socialism into a coherent manuscript, which won him a doctorate in sociología de las religiones from the Universidad Autónoma Nacional de Mexico. The thesis argued that –contrary to Marx’s claims—socialism was an inherently religious project and atheism, because it undercut solidarity and left ungrounded the moral claims of socialism, was essentially a form of bourgeois ideology. He had hoped that it would bring about a “revolution within the revolution,” and unite Latin America’s emerging religious left into a coherent political force. Instead, it was published in a small edition by an obscure academic publisher in Morelia and quickly remaindered, circulating in what amounted to a samizdat among lower echelon leaders throughout the continent, and to a lesser extent in India (especially Kerala) and the Islamic world, but never really taken seriously by the intellectual or political leadership of the left, including most of the major liberation theologians. 
Still, Salvador assumed that all this would change as the MPRC and PRPC, both of which drew the bulk of their members from the Catholic left, advanced to what seemed like an inevitable victory, and he was named Minister of Education and Culture or better in the new revolutionary government. And this impression of inevitable momentum was only sustained by global events throughout the 1970s, which seemed little by little to be breaking the back of yanqui imperialism: Vietnam, Laos and Cambodia, Angola, Mozambique, Guinea-Bissau, Iran, Nicaragua. It was only a matter of time.  

***

For Trinidad these were magical years. She was always busy, always the center of attention. She went, quite literally, from one meeting to another, exhorting, teaching, and building community. It mattered little that the Catholic Church did not formally allow her to preach. She was her own pulpit and vast congregations formed around her wherever she went, like clouds of interstellar dust condensing around a tiny catalytic disturbance to form a star, complete with planets, ecosystems, and civilizations. 

Her popular following gave her enormous autonomy from the leadership of the PRPC and substantial protection from the state. She was too much of an asset for the party leadership to question her activities. Indeed, the party owed its mass base almost entirely to her tireless activity and incredible charisma. And while she was, without question, the most dangerous person in the country, the regime was cautious about making a martyr of her, and being stuck with her in perpetuity. 

Her relationship with Salvador was a source at once of joy and of consternation. He was, quite simply, the most brilliant person she had ever met. She learned constantly from him, and agreed with most of his insights. Still, there was something wrong, something which she could not quite put into words –something which went beyond a purely theoretical dissent from Leninism or the details of his revolutionary strategy. And what was troubling was that it seemed to extend out beyond him to involve her as well, or rather this whole life she was living which was simultaneously the source of so much joy. But the nature of their work kept them apart much of the time, and their deep respect for each other –and love of verbal sparring-- meant that most of their serious discussions took the form of intellectual flirtation or dialectical foreplay. They would meet under the coffee trees outside some high mountain sanctuary or in a café in Mexico City or Morelia and, their hands just touching, debate the fine points of political-theological strategy, until, their eyes meeting, their bodies joined as well.  It was like one long first date … and it meant that the tough issues they each needed to face were never really addressed. 
***

And then, one day, it all began to grind slowly and imperceptibly to a halt. Meetings got smaller, strikes and demonstrations rarer, and guerilla raids few and far between. It was easy, in retrospect, to say at what point their revolutionary hopes came finally and definitively to an end. It was 25 February 1990 –the day that the Sandinistas in neighboring Nicaragua lost the general elections and the impact of the crisis in the Soviet Union on the national liberation movements generally, and on Central America in particular, became apparent. But it would be nearly impossible to fix the exact point at which the trend began. The election of Ronald Reagan, the beginning of glasnost and perestroika  in the USSR  --or some subtle shift in the stars. In any case, the curve of the struggle, which had always been uphill, gradually shifting from a vertical to a horizontal asymptotic approach. No matter what they did, further progress seemed impossible. 
This was accompanied, for Salvatore, by a sharp decline in interest in his work. Marxism was suddenly passé, and the fact that he was mounting a critique of the classical Marxist view of religion made no difference. Everyone wanted to hear about identity and difference, not meaning and solidarity. Trini, for her part, continued to be a popular speaker, but the rightward turn in the Church hurt badly. Three of the five dioceses in the country had new bishops appointed by Opus Dei, and she was gradually shut out of official church circles in areas they controlled. In the remaining two dioceses, which fortunately included the capital, she was given less and less access to the symbolically important space of the sanctuary. At first she tried to roll with the punches, but gradually she became more and more depressed until she fell ill and could no longer work. 
There was never anything like a surrender. Indeed, the negotiated settlement brokered by the President of Costa Rica looked, from the outside, like a partial victory. The MPRC and the other revolutionary organizations would have free access to the public arena. They could continue their organizing work and participate in elections, promising only to put their weapons “beyond use.” And gradually, over the course of the next decade, the MPRC and PRPC, now united as the Partido del Pueblo, gradually emerged as the principal opposition, with a significant promise of eventually coming to power. But everyone knew that it was the end. And whatever role international events had played in the timing of this dénouement, at some deep level, for reasons that neither Trini nor Salvador understood, the people had decided that they didn’t want socialism. It felt deeply personal. 
What is more, while the settlement offered access to the public arena, it did not guarantee it. Salvador found work teaching at a small provincial university. But he was treated as if he was junior faculty member with no record of accomplishments, rather than as “retired” revolutionary leader of some note. Trini, meanwhile, fell deeper and deeper into a spiral of fatigue and depression. And when she surfaced, and tried to recover something of her old life, it was as if no one recognized her –as she had not been the most popular preacher in the entire country (a small place admittedly, but a country nonetheless).   

Salvatore struggled desperately to make sense out of what had happened –how what seemed like the imminent victory of the late 1970s had eluded them –how it was they, and not the Empire, which seemed destined for what Trotsky had famously called “the dustbin of history.” His initial impulse was simply to reaffirm his old critique of Marxist atheism. 

--Religion, he told the now aging Antonio Cayetano one day at a café beside the Plaza Central in Santa Sofia, is solidarity. That is what Durkheim teaches us. Atheism is fundamentally an argument for the priority of the individual to the community, and a bulwark for bourgeois right.

--That may be true, Antonio responded, sipping his café con leche, but it does not explain our current situation. If your theory was a complete account of the crisis of socialism, then socialism would never have made any progress. And yet, the Russians, and the Chinese, and the Cubans, and so many others –they carried out revolutions under the banners of an atheistic socialism. No, your critique of Marx’s theory may have some merit, but there is something new. Something has changed.

There was also the immediate work of defending what was left of socialism –Cuba, China, those of the peoples’ democracies where communist parties or their descendants still remained in power—and of defending Marxism as a relevant theory. This made Salvatore less inclined to press his critique, but it also left him at a disadvantage, with relatively little unique to contribute. Gradually, though, he began to focus less on the question of solidarity and more on the question of meaning.
--Dialectical materialism as it was historically understood, he told Antonio at another of their meetings, fails to adequately answer the question of meaning or to ground the moral claims of socialism. They nibbled on ceviche and drank Negro Modelos. 

--How is that, Antonio asked. 

--It is a question of whether or not the universe is ultimately meaningful. Most Western Marxism accepts the larger late modern consensus that it is not –that complex organization emerges from random variation and natural selection and will one day succumb to either growing entropy or a “big crunch.” Meaning is something human beings create ad interim. This approach lacks moral force. If, on the other hand, we uphold Engels’ dialectics of nature, as the Soviet party did, we get a universe which evolves constantly towards ever higher degrees of organization. But either this process continues into infinity, in which case we overcome atheism in a kind of godbuilding, in the manner of Bogdanov, Gorky, and Lunacharsky, or else it doesn’t, in which case we are back to nihilism and ungrounded moral claims.

Antonio, old autodidact that he was, had been using his forced retirement to read physical cosmology.

--I was just reading the other day about this professor at Tulane, Frank Tipler, who has revived the godbuilding thesis. He doesn’t call it that; he prefers the term “anthropic cosmology,” but that is what it amounts to. He himself seems to be a neoliberal, but there is no reason his ideas could not be mobilized in support of socialism.

And so Salvatore threw himself into a study of physical cosmology and complex systems theory, mastering the mathematics he needed to understand the theory on its own terms. At first he was hopeful that he could show, based on an emerging scientific consensus, that the universe really did evolve infinitely towards ever higher degrees of organization, and his political-theological line drifted towards a sort of godbuilding. Indeed, while teaching on a visiting appointment at the Universidad Autónoma de Ciudad Juarez his students even formed a little Collectivo Bogdanov. He published a sort of premature magnum opus entitled The Cosmohistorical Evolutionary Process, which defended a high modern doctrine of social progress against the postmodernisms which dominated the academy and what was left of the left, but which argued that the human civilizational project was part of a larger emergent pattern of complex organization which didn’t stop with humanity, but which continued beyond it, towards God. 
Soon, however, it became apparent to him that modern science itself was entering a period of crisis, more subtle, perhaps, but also more profound than that of socialist theory and practice. All of the attempts to unify science –relativity and quantum mechanics, dynamics and thermodynamics, thermodynamics and evolution— really amounted to reductions of all of the other theories to one, and ignored underlying contradictions which, he believed, were fundamental.  
Trini, for her part, bitterly attacked his infatuation with modern science and especially with godbuilding. 

--So deification is simply a matter of building power? Or even, if we take Tipler’s approach, of building a better machine? How is that divine? You are grounding meaning in power. It is nothing more than an atheistic, high-tech, Calvinism! And what would it say about me? Does the fact that I am sick, and rarely able to work, mean that I have moved further from God? Or do our setbacks and our suffering have some meaning?
What, indeed, Salvatore, thought, did it say about him? If Tipler and his ilk were right, then he had taken the wrong path. God and humanity were best served by means of science and technology, not philosophy and revolution. Even if one held aside Tipler’s neoliberalism, and argued that socialism would do a better job of investing in civilizational progress, revolution was simply a subaltern task which cleared the way for the more important work of scientific research and technological development. 

He had long talked about God and, he thought believed, but did he even know what he meant when he used the term? Or was it just a legitimation strategy? And so, after having re-educated himself in the sciences, he immersed himself in the great classics of philosophy and theology, and above all in St. Thomas Aquinas. What he found there was not so much something radically new as a subtle clarification which, however, made all the difference in the world. The God he had been chasing, the God of high modernity, was above all defined by His power. To be divine meant to be able to do anything and everything. Building god meant building power. And while humanity might never get there, or rather might take literally forever to get there, there was no ontological barrier which made it the achievement of divinity fundamentally impossible.
For Thomas, however, God was Esse, Being as such. And this was something which, on the one hand, we already have, or rather in which already share, but which we can never be. This is because we are fundamentally dependent on other things for our existence, and still would be even if, at some point in the far future, we achieved the omnipotence which defines the hidden god of high modernity. 

None of these insights would have made much difference, however, were it not for the subtle changes going on in Salvador’s life. Deprived of the glorious future he had envisioned for himself, and forced to life in relative obscurity and outward normality, he was forced to find meaning in the present even as he sought ways to help humanity move forward. Freed from the endless round of meetings and from the constant fear of arrest and torture, he spent long hours walking. Citalinincue was an extraordinary place. The capital was locked in a high valley partially filled by a lake. As one ascended into the mountains one moved through nearly every climatic zone on the planet. Often he would spend entire days hiking up through the citrus groves and into the coffee plantations, visiting ancient shrines which long predated the arrival of the Spanish, or old colonial churches which were now the haunt of wildcats and coyotes. 
These walks seemed to unlock some previously hidden part of his imagination. Soon he began to paint –not what he saw on his hikes, but rather imaginary landscapes, mountain sanctuaries in which masjids stood by stupas and synagogues by temples, landscapes in which spring and autumn were simultaneous and in which each object, rather than reflecting light, glowed with its own light, the shared light of Being.
He also determined that he need to pay more attention to spiritual disciplines. He had gradually expanded his study of metaphysics beyond the Western canon to the ancient traditions of India and China, and supplemented his theoretical reading with Taoist and Buddhist meditation.

His teaching as well began to take on new meaning. In the past he had seen teaching as a way of recruiting and training cadre, while building support, or at least neutralizing opposition, among those who were not capable of taking this step. For a long time, after the cease fire, it had been difficult even to enter the classroom, as the purpose had gone out of his teaching. Now, however, he found himself focused on cultivating the capacities of those he found before him, challenging, nurturing, mentoring people over whose future contributions he had no control. A phrase he had read in an old Mahayana text kept coming to him: ripening being.
Trini, for her part, discovered a new calling: parenting. At first this was a source of some tension between them. While Salvador had always imagined that he wanted children, it had been merely one of the infinity of things he wanted, and imagined possible within the limitless horizon of his high modernist ambition. When he actually focused on the possibility, he was terrified. He was hesitant to become even more tied down, even more rooted in the ordinary. And Trini’s illness made him fear that he would bear more than his share of the responsibility.
Gradually, however, Trini’s health improved, and gradually Salvador’s meditation on the task of ripening being led him to see parenting in an entirely new way –as coherent with, and indeed a focusing of, his larger calling. And so, when they were already well into their forties, Trini gave birth to a daughter, who they called Sonia. Salvador spent endless hours teaching her not just one alphabet, but many, leading her through the various mathematical operations, and accompanying her as she began to explore her world. As she got a little older she joined him on his hikes and helped him to see everything again as if for the first time. 
There were, to be sure, long periods in which Salvador felt like he was a failure. He had neither achieved the worldly prominence which his family had expected of him, as a scholar or a prelate, nor had he become the brilliant revolutionary leader he had hoped to be, transforming the revolution from within and resolving the crisis of socialism. He was, to all appearances, a modest scholar at a provincial university whose work was, to be sure, highly original, but which was so far outside the mainstream of scholarly currents as to attract almost no notice beyond his own small circle. And yet he was in the world. He was not a monastic who had renounced worldly success in favor of ascending the mountain of contemplation on some remote Carmel. And the fact that his failures bothered him so much were a sure sign (if he had any doubts) that he was very far from enlightenment. And what made it harder was that he did not know anyone to whom he could turn for counsel. He did not doubt the spiritual superiority of the old partisans –people like Antonio and Ana Sofia— who had meant so much to him in his youth. But their path was different, simpler. They were tzadikim, pillars of justice bearing silent witness to the Truth, and uphold the universe in the process. He, rather, exercised a prophetic office for which there seemed no place in the modern world. He was the hidden sword of the dialectic. The road seemed never-ending. It was not clear what his next step should be.
Little by little, however, he came to realize that perhaps, just perhaps, enlightenment or beatitude did not mean a sudden flash of insight in which everything was known (and enjoyed) instantly, or the creation, whether through politics or meditation of literal Buddha-worlds which contained the ideal conditions for ripening being. Perhaps instead it meant experiencing the entire universe in time, moment by moment, the pleasant and the unpleasant, the good and the bad, and understanding it, little by little, in the light of divine wisdom, and coming to recognize that it always and already contains the ideal conditions for ripening being, even if we are the cocreators of those conditions. Perhaps, in other words the Cosmohistorical evolutionary process needed not a great engineer, but a wise and patient gardener …
***

This, in any case, was the general trend of his thought when, shortly after his 58th birthday, he fell ill. The doctors could not tell for sure what was wrong. There were minor malignancies, but each was treated, apparently successfully, only to be followed by another, and another, so that little by little he grew weaker. 

This illness, and the growing realization that it was probably terminal, at first reawakened in him all of his ancient anger. Not only, he raged, am I to be deprived of the greatness which was to be mine; I am also to be robbed of the comforts of obscurity and normality. Still, he kept on: writing, teaching, painting –and walking. He spent as much time as possible with Trini and Sonia.  And slowly his anger spent itself. He thought of that endless road, reaching out into eternity, and of himself passing from one valley to the next. He thought of limitation and of how it had taught him about the infinite, of contingency and how it had brought him to a vision, however obscure, of the unconditioned power of Being itself. And he knew that this was not the end. 

Death, however came sooner than he imagined it would. He was feeling a bit better after several weeks of weakness and painful treatments. He had just resumed teaching, and after class one day, rather than returning home, he set out in to the hills above Santa Sofia. He was joined his dog Esperanza, who seemed to be able to find him nearly any where. 
He climbed higher and higher into the mountains, up past the coffee groves and into a cool and arid terrain where only a few shepherds went. There was a place, he had heard, from which one can have a complete view of the valley of Santa Sofia de Citalinincue with its gold and blue domes, and its plazas filled with date palms. He had tried to find it many times, but had never succeeded. This time, too, he kept getting lost, doubling back, and trying another approach. It seemed he has been walking forever. 

Gradually, he realized, that far from being on a simple mountain road which, however steep and difficult, lead up to a summit, he had instead entered a kind of labyrinth, a network of paths which, little  by little covered an entire terrain, and then re-covered it, without ever, nonetheless, reach a commanding height. And beyond there are only more mountains, each laced with its own labyrinth of trains. He was at once exhilarated and exhausted. Every bone in his body ached beyond telling. The strength was drained from him. 

At long last he came to one of those groves he loved so much. At first he thought that it was just a stand of pinon and juniper. That was, after all, what grew at this elevation. But then he noticed olives and oranges, date palms and palmettos, flowering apricot trees and pomegranate trees that were, somehow, nonetheless also heavy with ripe fruit, golden birch and red-orange maple. In the distance there are vineyards rich with grapes and fields of ripened wheat and barely and rice. 

At one end of the grove there was a grotto. He couldn’t quite see into it, because the rays of the setting sun had surrounded it with an almost blinding aura. But he walked on. The air was moist and cool. He thought that he saw a statue of some kind. So strange to find a sanctuary in such a remote place! And then he saw that it was not a statue, but rather a woman, her dark blue dress literally covered with stars. She stepped forward and took his hand. He felt embarrassed. There was so much to tell her, he thought, and not all of it is good. Then she smiled and embraced him and he stepped off into the future. 
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