Hokhmah

From the Diaries of Estrella Rael
2040.12.24

My grandmother died ten years ago today. I was too young to write about it then –I could barely write at all—but I resolved to do so when I was able, and not to stop writing. Our planet is beginning a difficult passage, and I want to record that passage from the inside, so that my own granddaughter can have benefit of my stories, as I did of my grandmother’s. I have a feeling I may not be here to tell them in person. 

It had, in any case, been a brilliant autumn. The leaves had turned early, but had lasted all through the month of October. It was just as she would have wished, had she been able to choose who own last autumn: the brilliant gold of the aspen against the deep blue New Mexico sky, the scent of roasting chile and pinon fires. Her fields and orchards had born richly that year, as had the entire Soledad valley: corn and beans and chiles, apricots and alfalfa for the burritos. But my grandmother’s farm was special. She always told everyone it was just a unique microclimate that allowed her to grow grapes (Primitivo and Shiraz) and olives and oranges and even a few date palms as well as the usual mountain crops, but I knew better. She had shown me the techniques she used to concentrate the sun’s rays, to make the land hold the summer’s warmth, to make winter never come . . .
Or at least to delay it. Because that year, winter finally took her. My sisters and cousins and I visited her often that autumn. She knew she was dying and we did too and she wanted very badly to share her stories with us. And so we spent El Día de los Muertos with her and she made chile colorado and pato pipián  and lots of chocolate flavored with chile and allspice (and cabmomilla for me, because I was too excitable) and we listened. But I felt especially lucky. Because I was not quite in school yet, I got to stay with her for several entire weeks that fall, while my mother was busy with an important project at the lab. I dried apricots and roasted chiles with her. I made wine and threshed wheat and barely. But mostly wandered the fields, as she added some details to the stories which she shared with my sisters and cousins only in broad outline.
You see, I knew her secret. I knew that she was a bruja –not one of the story book witches that rides on broom and eats eye of toad, and certainly not one of those the hallelujahs fret about, making love to the devil and all, but a real live bruja who could tap into the life essence of things and make them (or rather help them –sorry abuela) do things they might otherwise never have done. And she knew that I was too.
The problem was that even thought almost all the old witches’ wisdom from our ancestors had been passed down intact –she had even seen our great great great grandfather’s book, La Sabiduría de las Naciones, and knew where it was hidden, very little of the really dramatic spells seemed to work. To outsiders, her subtropical garden tucked away at almost 8000 feet in the Sangre de Cristo mountains looked like “magic,” but she knew it was the result of very careful horticultural technique –distilled from many, many peoples, and perfected down through the years.

--Will our powers come back to us, abuela I asked, as she was explaining to me, quite literally, how her garden grew? 

--I don’t think so, mija. I think the time for that is past. Years ago wise women –and wise men too, but especially the women—had to win the confidence of the rich and powerful in order to influence their policies. They did this by using their practical knowledge –their knowledge of metals and herbs and the like. But they concealed their knowledge of the actual processes at work, so that the rich would not abuse them, and in order to make their own power seem all that much greater. In our own time, we must gain the confidence of the people, and to do this we must share our knowledge and teach them everything we know. And even when we can’t or shouldn’t share, we must use our knowledge quietly, and make our magic subtle …
--like your garden, I said.

She smiled.

This still did not explain why some of the magic worked and some of it didn’t. As if hearing my question from inside, my grandmother continued.

--As for the rest, the fact that so much of what is written in La Sabiduría doesn’t work, that is because all a bruja ever does is to help catalyze the realization of latent potential. And perhaps the potential for these other things just isn’t there. The first thing you must learn, mija, is to see the latent potential within things, the potential that others don’t see or have stopped believing in. Only then will you be able to help it realize itself.
--That’s what they call Magic Realism I said. 

She looked at me, puzzled.

--You and I need to find a way to get away from here together, mija, at least for a day or two. I need to show you something, and it needs to be soon. I don’t have a lot of time.

--But you don’t drive, abuela. And my mother will be furious if she knows you have taken me off with a stranger.
--Padre Tomás  is going to cover for us, she said. 

We were now approaching the stable where the burros stayed when they were not off wandering or carrying out secret missions or doing whatever it is that burros, being magic animalss, are supposed to do with their time. I saw Padre Tomás brining out three of the burros, Sofía, Fuerza  and Esperanza. Fuerza was already loaded with a large pack; the other two were saddled for riding.
--Where is Cardidad? I asked.

--Off organizing in the valle, he said, smiling. These three will be enough.

--Where are we going? I asked.
--Up into the mountains a way. We will be gone overnight.

--You mean we are camping?

--Yes. And Tomás has given me his cell phone, so if your mother calls, she will be able to talk to us just as if we were at home, so you needn’t worry.

We bid Tomás farewell, and headed up into the mountains. At first we followed a path, but gradually it faded away and it seemed as if there was always just enough space between the trees for us to continue on in what every direction we needed to. We road all day, stopping only long enough to eat –dired apricots and pistachios, the spccial barely cakes which my grandmother fed only me, and a little bit of cherry juice. We must have climbed another 1500 feet, since we were well into the Douglass Fir forest. Then, towards sunset, we began descending again into a little valley. The forest was thick, so that the valley remained hidden. At a certain point it felt strangely as if we were approaching the entrance to something, though there was nothing there that even my eyes could see. Indeed, the forest was becoming so dense and the light failing so rapidly that I feared we would be able to go no further. 

My grandmother dismounted, and took out a small bag of blue cornmeal, and another of barley. She said a few simple prayers and sprinkled a bit from both bags. Then, ever so subtly, a light emerged from the glen below and an opening appeared in what had been an impenetrable forest wall. She remounted, and we road down what gradually emerged as a little forest path until we came to a large clearing. There was a small white church there, with a blue dome, surrounded by flowering apricots and oranges and olives and palms. It was just like her garden, but it was spring and summer and autumn all at once.  
We dismounted and she led me up to the door, which was open. Inside, I could see a few candles burning on the small altar at the center of the sanctuary. Then she said:
--Estrella, mija, I would like to invite you to share in the mysteries which have been passed on from grandmother to granddaughter for generations beyond memory.

--You know, abuela, that I have already begun to enter these mysteries.

--Do you promise to study hard and to study everything, and to always look and listen for the latent potential.

--I do.

--Do you promise to struggle against the part of you which seeks to use your knowledge to dominate and control, and instead to use it to set others free …

--I do. 

Then she went to the well that was in the little yard in front of the Church and drew a bucket of water. She cut a branch from one of the hyssop bushes in the herb garden and dipped it in the water and then sprinkled me, praying

Create in me a pure heart o God …

Then she took me by the hand and led me up to the little altar. She set out some bread and oil and wine and cheese. She said some prayers.

Baruch atah adonai, eloheinu melek ha olam, boreh pri hagofen …

Baruch atah adonai, eloheinu melek ha olam,hamotzi lehmem min ha’aretz.

She anointed me with oil and put salt on my tongue and we ate, sitting on the floor in front of the altar.  Up above, on the dome, the stars shown as brilliantly deep as in the night sky itself. All around were scenes from the history of the universe and of humanity itself, and images of gods and goddesses from every civilization. When we had finished, she got up and took me over to a little niche on one side of the Church. She said a few prayers, and then lifted out of the wall a little tile which had an image of a scorpion on it. 
--To find the book you must first cast a chart for the exact moment at which you hope to find it. Scattered around the Church, at 30 degree intervals, beginning with Aries at due East are little tiles like this bearing images of the signs of the Zodiac. You begin with the ascendant, and then move through the planets, each according to its distance from the earth in the old Ptolmaic system . . . 

She suddenly had a hopeless look on her face . . .

--Abuela, what’s wrong?
--Surely you are too young to follow any of it. I will have to give you a scroll.

--That will help, but do show me. I know my constellations, and am understanding some of it. 

--Very well. You begin with the ascendant, the sign that is rising, and then to the sign of each planet, in the order of its distance from the earth in the old Ptolemaic system . . .
--The Moon, then Venus, Mercury, the Sun, Mars, Jupiter, and Saturn.

--I have added Uranus, Neptune and Pluto for good measure, even though they were not part of the original system. Our ancestors knew about them. In any case, behind the tile corresponding to each sign, you will find a dial. You set it for the position in degrees the planet will occupy at exact moment you wish the book to appear. Then when you are done, go back and stand before the altar.
My grandmother went around the church, setting the dials in the manner she had described. No sooner had she finished than the altar turned to one side, revealing a little well, in which there was an immense book.

We spent hours going through the book. It was as if the thing were alive. At first it just looked like ordinary text and illustrations, but as one read, one entered into it, and the pictures came to life and eventually one felt as if one was actually experiencing the events being narrated or as if one was actually present at the experiments or rites described.

--Does any one else use this book, abuela?

--This one? I am not sure. I have never seen anyone else here. But there are other copies, scattered around the world …
--Do you know the people who use those?

--No, but you will. The time is right, I think. 

Now that is enough for now. After I die, you can come up here whenever you need to, just to think or prayer or consult the book. But remember that the book simply compiles wisdom which was gained in the first place through observation. The important thing is to see the latent potential and to know the time for its realization. In that sense the astrological clock and the book are just symbols, a way of orienting us to what we must do anyway, quite apart from them. 

Then we went out into what must have been the starriest night I had ever seen or ever have seen since. We slept out under the stars, wrapped in heavy wool blankets. She held me close to her. I could here her crying, but I knew that my presence there with her was the only comfort I could give or indeed the only comfort that she needed. When we awoke, the sun was already high in the sky. The birds were signing and we were surrounded by flowers. I didn’t want to leave …
But leave we did. I could tell that my grandmother knew this would be her last time at this place. She lingered a bit as we said our morning prayers, and then again as we looked down, one last time, at the little glen. When we came to the end of the path, she again dismounted, sprinked barley and blue corn, and closed the forest door. And then we rode in silence back down to her farm.

I spent as much time as I could with her that November, and on in to December as well. As she became sicker and weaker, I took care of her as well as a five year old could, and when school was out I made sure that my sisters came up as well. They cooked and cleaned; I mostly just clung to her and comforted her and prepared little herbal teas according to her instructions. 

My parents and aunts and uncles were all coming up for Christmas Eve. My grandmother dragged herself out of bed to direct preparation of the mole and the tamales. She let me add the secret spices, when my sisters weren’t looking. We served the dinner and she ate with us, one last time, putting on a brave face which kept my mother and aunts fooled, but which even my sisters could see through. Then she excused herself and went to lie down.
--I need to rest a little, she said. Then I will return.

Rest she did. I went into her after about an hour and she gave me one last hug, and said:

--Look and listen mija, look and listen.

And then she breathed her last. 

2045.12.24

I suppose I have not been very faithful to my commitment to set down what has been happening –to me and to humanity as a species. But that is not the only thing to which I have been faithless. I left the diary which I began on my last visit here, which was fully five years ago, on my grandmother’s desk, and forgot it entirely until I returned here today to celebrate Christmas with my family –if indeed it can be called a celebration, with everything falling apart so rapidly.  And that, I suppose, is fundamental to understanding what has happened with me, as well. In many ways, I have managed to “hang on” to the semblance of normalcy far better than most. My parents are both scientists up at Trinity Labs and their work is considered to be “nonexpendable,” so they have had the resources to maintain a household and send my sisters and I off to college, when so many others, with education comparable to theirs, have been left wandering and homeless. But everyone knows that the world we are being prepared for will no longer exist twenty, ten, maybe even five years from now. The oceans are rising, wipe out city after city; the petroleum is running out, literally starving industry. I have read some of the fantasy literature of the last part of the twentieth century, when writers looked forward romantically to a collapse of modern civilization as something liberating. Believe me it is not. No one takes anything seriously anymore. No one works. No one studies. No one even repairs things that break. No one even cleans house anymore. For most people the struggle just to get what one needs to survive has become so difficult, that there is no time left to be creative and “liberated.” And for those few of us who still have, the tendency is to hedonistic dissipation.
And that is just what I have fallen into. Sure, I am still getting “A’s” in most of my courses. But it is only because I come to class and chat with the professor a bit about philosophy, or religion, or politics, or whatever else is on the agenda. I do almost no reading, no writing that I don’t have to. It is hard to work when no one else is, when you don’t know what it is you are working towards or for. And most of the time, after one of my “chats” with a professor, I end up at his house on Nob Hill, in his bed … You know the rest. 
But last week one of my teachers pulled me aside, Professor Rodgers. He said that he had no intention of giving me an A, or indeed even letting me pass his class until I had done everything required for the course, and done my very best at it. He set up a little office next to his, with his computer, and he said he wants me in there every single day, until I am finished –and the same next semester too. He said that he won’t let me give up hope even if it means he has to do the hoping for me, because, he says, I am his hope.  I broke down crying, and told him about my abuela –not everything mind you, but about what sort of person she was—and he said he had known people like that. And so I resolved to come up here for Christmas, and even if it meant fighting with my family to get them here. Tomorrow, after dinner, I am going to ride up to the sanctuary, to consult the book, if I am still worthy. 

2050.12.24

It seems this diary has become a ritual of Christmas Eves, and a work to which I return every five years. We so be it. At least this time I did not forget the diary --or my resolutions. But how to capture everything that has happened in the past five years? It has gone like a flash. I visited the sanctuary as I planned. It was unspeakably beautiful, and centering, and inspiring, as my grandmother hand known it would be, but it brought no specific guidance or direction. So I returned to Albuquerque and continued my studies, much more diligently though, under the direction of Professor Rodgers. I have mastered seven languagues –Hebrew, Greek, Latin, Sanskrit, Arabic, and Mandarin, and can read the sacred texts written in all of them, as well as in some of the variants such as Pali and Amaraic. I now carry with me, each day, Socrates and Confucius and Lao Tzu and the Buddha, Isaiah and the nameless authors of the Upanishads  --yes even Jesus and Mohammed in whose names so much evil has been and continues to be done. My heart, though, is with ibn Sina and Chu Hsi. There is no one here to talk to really, except Professor Rodgers, who has become like a father to me. I just wish he had introduced me earlier to Salvatore Vera . . . But I have found a network of sorts, with who I communicate over the internet, of like minded people –almost all young women—from around the world who have been reading his work and that of half a dozen others who they own peers rejected as out of sinc with the times. How ironic! And then there is Rashid, in Bukhara, who wants me to move there and finish my graduate work there and no doubt marry him and have twelve children …
When I am not studying I am organizing, mostly with the help of my sisters who have come to Albuquerque and purchased a house. Caridad started a restaurant, where she employs and trains previously homeless men as cooks and waiters. She has also organized the surrounding Indian communities –the Keres especially— as well as some of the Thai and Vietnamese immigrants here in town to build geodesic domes in which they grow fresh vegetables and herbs. Esperanza has been down on the border, organizing in the maquilas. And Fe works tirelessly with the network of communidades de base which have emerged, trying to help those who are suffering most make meaning out of the death of a civilization. And I –well I move back and forth from one project to another, looking for those who have some special talent, pointing it out to them, nurturing them. That and trying to imagine a way in which this might all make some difference in the long run. 
In any case, my sisters and I have formed a little group, a religious community of sorts, which we call Las Hijas de la Sabiduría, after our grandmother, whose name was Sonia, which means wisdom. We aren’t  making any commitment to celibacy, mind you or taking any other vows. We want to see how this develops. But the idea is to create a center of meaning and hope for the women of New Mexico, and through them for the men too, in this time of nihilism and despair. That, and to find a way beyond the present crisis, to chart, as Salvatore always said, the next steps in the human civilizational project. I can’t claim the idea is wholly original. One of my correspondents –Rashid actually-- told me about a group of Muslim women doing the same thing, founded nearly forty years ago by an Uzbek grad student at the University of Chicago.  It is called the Daughters of Allah and it has spread like wildfire through Dar-al-Islam. We will see. Already, though, we have over two dozen women who want to joint –some are college students or recent graduates. Most, though, are poor, immigrants from areas in coastal Mexico, which have flooded out. 
2055.12.24

Five more years –years of building but also of terrible disintegration. Great masses of people have begun moving into places like New Mexico in order to escape the flooding along the coasts, but we lack the water to support them. And so we fight. Government is gradually breaking down. We still have mayors in Albuquerque and Santa Fe, and police forces, but the man who was elected Governor last year owes his real power to the fact that he is the most important mwarlord in the region and his fame to the fact that he sacked and burned the University of New Mexico Library two years ago. 

No one is safe –anywhere, really. I have moved the headquarters of Las Hijas  up to my grandmothers’ old farm. The location is remote enough to offer some protection. But we have also begun building militias of our own. The immigrant women who now form our principal base of support brought with them men, many of whom were reluctant to work side by side with their mothers and sisters and wives at things like cooking and weaving and growing herbs. Chauvinism dies hard! They wanted nothing more than to fight. I was reluctant at first, but than an old Chinese master appeared in my office one day and offered his services. He teaches both the internal and the external arts and so we decided to start a class for some of the women, so they could protect themselves. Soon the men were coming in droves.  He has had to compromise some –even the sharpest skills aren’t worth much against the submachine guns the warlords arm their troops with. But perhaps a new art is emerging here. We are reviving the tradition of Shaolin and other other Chinese monasteries. 
Much of my time, though, has been devoted to trying to pull together the leaders of all the many spiritual centers which have emerged –the Daughters of Allah and of Sarasvati, Tien-ming in China, Tikkun here in the US and what is left of the old liberationist currents in the Catholic Church. But I think I am reaching the limits of what I can do by way of the internet. Politics really is local. And so I have persuaded my sisters to let me leave for a while to travel through the Americas, to try to build support in Mexico and Peru. Tien-li will do the same in China and Southeast Asia, and al Uzzah in the Islamic realm. If I can, I will then try to continue on to Europe.
Hard as I have fought for this, it is a difficult moment for me. It means leaving what we have built here, perhaps never again to return.  I have been serving as Abbess for years now, though without a proper election. And so I convened a chapter, which elected my sister Esperanza to serve in my place, and name Master Qi Li as commander of our now very substantial militia. Then I saddled up the burros, and took Esperanza up to the sanctuary, the existence of which I had never shared with her, or indeed anyone else. I cried, quite literally, the whole way, telling her about that Christmas Eve so many years ago, just before our grandmother died. When we arrived, I opened the forest wall as I have every five years, and led my sister down into the valley. I washed and anointed her as I had been washed and anointed, and the showed her how the astrological clock worked, and we read together from the book. But in truth I spent most of the time soaking up what may be my last hours in this magical place: the sun and the stars, the spring flowers, summer fruit, and autumn leaves. And I told her what my grandmother had told me –to look and listen, and to nurture latent potential. It felt odd –she is ten years older than I am, and so much wiser in her own way—but she took it all so well. Perhaps we really are getting beyond those petty jealousies …
Tomorrow I head south, by burro, retracing the steps my great great grandmother took so long ago.
2057.03.25

I am breaking, at last, my ritual of writing in this diary only on Christmas Eve and only every five years, so that I can set down what has happened to me while I can, since I do not know how much longer I can go on.

The journey south has been much harder than I thought it would be. I have been kidnapped, raped, beaten, and solid in to slavery fully three times. I spent almost an entire year working as  slave in a sweat shop in Juarez until Master Qi Li, fearing the worst, sent a team down to free me. Now I am traveling with an escort, but it is still dangerous. 

I have, however, concluded alliances with the Archbishops of Mexico, Tacambaro, Cuernevaca, and San Cristobal de las Casas, as well as the Dominican and Jesuit Superiors of the Province of Mexico and half a dozen abbots and abbesses. The Archbishop of Guadalajara, who is a member of Ops Dei, on the other hand, tried to have me killed as I passed through his territory, while the Bishop of Queretaro just sat behind  his big wooden desk banging his head on the back of his chair. I have also secured the support of the Honorable Chief Speaker and the tlaoni of the recently formed Allianza del Sexto Sol. The tlaoni, or snake woman (who unlike her Aztec predecessors is actually female,) insists on calling me Citalinincue and says that I bring the blade which will at least kill the great beast which has been eating the planet. I am not so sure. The Mayan communities were more cautious –still burned out by the Zapatista fiasco, but agreed to maintain contact. 
What has been most fruitful, however, is building relationships and sharing this work we have been doing –building a new civilization in the womb of the old. Everyone has proceeded a bit differently. These Catholic hierarchs still command considerable resources, and those who have chosen to do so have done immense good, far more in an immediate practical sense than those of us who have had to build from the ground up. At the same time, they have done less in the way of creating new leadership, or a new vision, and they are heavily dependent on what is left of the old Marxist militias. Already, though, places like Tikal and Chichen Itza are beginning to be rebuilt … 
2059. 12.24

I am in Cuzco now, where the Archbishop has offered me refuge and support after a long journey from which I was not at all sure I would survive. This time I was taken by aboriginals on the edge of the Amazon basin along the border between what used to be Brazil and Peru. I had gone a way outside the camp to relieve myself one morning and was enjoying having a moment alone –my escort had been with me nearly every minute for months since we left Tikal. I felt an odd pin prick on my behind and the next thing I knew I was being carried, absolutely paralyzed and just barely able to breath, deep into the forest. When I awoke, I realized that I had been paralyzed by a curare dart and was in the camp of a group of aboriginals who assumed I was another settler. When their leader came, however, he recognized immediately that this was not the case. Rather, he said, I was a great spiritual leader. This, however, meant that, the effects of the curare just barely wearing off, that I had to share with him a tea made from hallucinogenic mushrooms.
I must say, that I have never put much store in “altered states of consciousness,” and especially in chemical means of achieving them. Perhaps that is a result of having grown up at a time when drug abuse had become essentially pandemic. And I really don’t have any interest in attempting to repeat the experience, unless the situation requires it. But what happened was extraordinary.
After they fed me the tea, which was a little bitter and made my stomach sour, I imagined myself back at the sanctuary, with my grandmother and her grandmother before her. We set the clock and opened the book and there, on its pages, were this very chief. He sat there with us in the sanctuary. I explained to him Aristotle’s argument for the unmoved mover and Juan de la Cruz’s doctrine of the noche oscura. Then he took my hand and we stepped into the book, and we were back in Amazonia, and he told me the stories of his people. When he was done he asked me why I had come, and I explained to him what was happening to the world and what we were trying to do. He nodded and asked that we promise to keep in touch, but not to encroach any more on their lands, and to do what we could to keep others from doing so. I promised. Then we walked through the forest as if it were a garden. He showed me fruits and vegetiables, herbs and spices, which tasted like none I had ever seen. And then, gradually, it faded, and I found myself lying alone in a clearing, just off a road leading up into the mountains. 

It took me five days to recover from the nausea and another fourteen days to find my escort. They took me on as far as Cuzco, and left me in the care of the Archbishop. It seems things have gotten worse at home, and they resolved to return, with the Archbishop promising to provide me with protection on any further journeys.  We concluded an alliance, as I had with the bishops in Mexico. As it turned out, he had already built something of a network in South America, so there was little point in my continuing to travel there. It was resolved instead that I should set sail for China, to meet with Tien-li, and compare notes and make plans for the future. 
2064.12.24
I am not sure what else to set down –so much of the bare facts have already been recorded in the minutes and resolutions and will, no doubt be set down in the history books. So I will try to give you –who every you are, son or daughter, grandson or granddaughter, or some future historian, of what these remarkable events felt like from within. 
I sailed from a small port on the coast of what used to be Peru. I don’t even remember the name of the place. There was no fuel, so we used an old catamaran. We hopped from island to  island, rather like Buckminster Fuller believed the Polynesians did in coming here, but rather in reverse. I learned to navigate by way of the stars, and lived off fresh fruit and taro and fish. 
We avoided what had been Indonesia, and instead landed on the coast of Cambodia. I made my way through the jungles to Angkor, where the Prajnaparamita group had established a headquarters. I was greated by their lead, Prajna, and to a sumptuous feast of Green Curry with Duck; I reciprocated the next night by making pipián, which I think quite similar. The alliances between Tien-ming and the other groups in Eastern Asia had already been worked out, so discussion instead focused on preparation for a meeting which we hoped to hold in the next year or two, to plan a final offensive which, we hoped, would bring down the old order once and for all. 

It was here, though, that I received the sad knews that La Sabiduría had been overrun by one of the local warlords. The fields and buildings had been burned, the orchards cut down, and nearly everyone killed. Fe and Caridad had escaped to Mexico. Esperanza was presumed dead. I wept for days. 
Given the situation, it was decided that I should remain at Angkor for some time to recover. Prajna and I spent nearly the whole time debating metaphysics –she defending the doctrine of pattica sammupada –dependent origination—which holds that nothing has inherent existence, and that everything is radically dependent on everything else, and I defending a Thomistic metaphysics of Esse.  She became a sister to me, at a time when I badly needed one. We cooked and taught and argued, painted and prepared exilers and wandered endlessly among the ruins. The bond that developed between us was critical when, as the Council debated what to do, I emerged as the advocate of a more aggressive posture and she of watching and waiting.  

Tien-li sent word that rather than coming to meet her at Xian,  I should instead journey, when I was ready, to a monastery high in the Tien Shan, which had been chosen as the location for the meeting of what we increasingly called the Council of Elders. 
It was hard, therefore, when, Prajna and I said our goodbyes. The strategic differences between us were already apparent, and we knew that the next time we met it would be as adversaries. 
From Angkor I traveled North, accompanied by a large escort from the monastery militia –hearly 200 hundred men. We traveled on elephants as far as we could, and I learned that in this part of the world they play the same role that burros do in my own –not only bearing the burdens of the poor, but also representing the virtues. Prajna’s last little dig at me was to give me elephant named pattica sammupada to ride. We became good friends in spite of her name, as I continue to be with her human guardian.
In any case, from Angkor we traveled to Chiang Mai, where the old Humanities Unviersity was still functioning after a fashion, and then crossed into Burma, where we stopped at Prajna’s sister monastery in Pagan. I will never forget that evening when we arrived, the golden pagodas glistening in the sun.  From there, we headed North through Yunnan, where I stayed for a while to rest and ended up helping a small convent with its tea harvest –and left bearing tribute balls of their finest Pu-Er Tea. We passed through Tibet and then headed North and West, almost to the borders of the Kyrgiz Republic to the Tien Shan monastery.
And who should I find there, also sent on to prepare for the meeting, but Rashid …

Rashid, with whom I had lost touch after refusing his long distance proposal of marriage, had emerged as one of the most important leaders of our movement in Central Asia. He would, in the old days, when leadership was open only to men, have been the leader. An accomplished Islamic jurist in the Hanafi school, a master of falasafa and kalam, he had also built the first significant nonfundamentalist militia in the Islamic world.  What made him most remarkable, however, was his willingness to defer to women he knew were more developed than he was –not mind you, women in general, out of some sort of liberal guilt. He fought off a number of attempts to unseat him on the grounds that “all action in the coming era should be lead by women.” Rather, he just respected excellence in a way no one else I have known ever has …

In any case, our days were absorbed with planning agendas and attending to protocol and security, and to finding a way for what had been a very small monastery to accommodate such an enormous gathering. In the evenings, though, we would wander through the subtropical gardens which, as at La Sabiduría, grew mysteriously here in spite of the latitude and elevation. And we did steal more than a few days to hike high up into the Tien Shan, through forests of walnut and pistaschio, towards peaks which look as if they grazed Heaven itself. 

It was there, at Tien Shan, that I found love for the first time.  You must understand --after an adolescence filled with cheap sex in the beds of more than two dozen married professors (I think Professor Rodgers was the only professor I didn’t sleep with) I had pretty much given up on love. My sisters and I refrained from making celibacy a condition of membership in our community more out of conviction than personal inclination. But Rashid was different. He was clearly overjoyed to see me but did not presume that my presence at Tien Shan created an opportunity to seek again what I had denied him before. Rather, he engaged me first and foremost at an intellectual level. Indeed, it was I, on one of our long walks up into the mountains, who made the first move. He responded, to be sure, but slowly and gently, like the ying to the motion of the yang.

Indeed, I think the intensity of our feelings took us both by surprise. It was if a sort of electricity, sexual and spiritual, had built up between us, but so imperceptibly that we did not notice it. At the same time, it became clearer and clearer that our relationship was, as he put it, “based on a complex of profound complementarities.” It was not that we did not fight. I found even his rather rationalist Islam still far too focused on the sovereignty of God; he thought me a semipagan. But this dialectic only built the creative tension between us. And then, one night, beneath the date palms in the garden we embraced in a way I never had before and never had since, our bodies dissolving in an golden light of pleasure. And embrace became union and union a new share in Being.

I never saw him after that night. He had to leave the next day to escort the Califa to Tien Shan. His convoy was targeted by the US military and destroyed by a smart bomb outside Baghdad.  I cried for days, but did my work. Soon the members of the Council had begun to assemble and the debates had begun. 

I have, perhaps, in trying to give you a sense of how these events looked from the inside neglected to provide even a basic sense of the common principles which united our movement, and the questions which still divided us, or to give any sense of my own role in shaping those debates. 
As our new generation of leaders was emerging, we faced a very difficult problem. On the one hand, it was clear that the modern ideal –the scientific and technological utopia of a world fully subordinated to rational human control, in which human beings had, in fact, become God, was dead, and had been for some time. The result had been a gradual descent into nihilism and despair coupled with the emergence of fundamentalist religious ideologies which claimed to answer nihilism and despair with the unshakable certainties of revealed religion and which proposed submission to a sovereign God as the unique antidote to the mounting anarchy. Our task was difficult: how to combat the nihilism and despair without conciliating the fundamentalism. 

I think nearly all of us began by believing that the solution was the restoration of reason  --not the purely technical reason of late modernity or the deconstructive reason of postmodernity, but rather the transcendental  reason which rises, by means of the dialectic, from the senses to knowledge of first principles. The difficulty was that we were all coming to different conclusions. La Sabiduria and some of the Jewish and Islamic groups argued for a return to an update Aristotle; Prajnaparamita for a revitalized doctrine of dependent origination. Our internet message boards were the philosophically most dynamic in history, but it was hardly a program for action. 

It was in the writings of Salvatore Vera and a few others from the early years of this century that I finally found an answer: that of a politics constituted by debate around fundamental questions of meaning and value.  We did not have to agree on a vision; we needed only agree that vision was important and that our debate be guided by a reverence for a Truth which we believed to be objective and which transcended all our particular formulatons. While I like to think of myself as a philosopher of some modest importance  --I have concentrated on fleshing out Vera’s cosmology in a way which makes the old arts of astrology and alchemy make sense, and in defining a techne appropriate to the new era— my principal contribution to the transition has nonetheless been popularizing this idea. That, I suppose, is why I was named Secretary of the Organizing Committee. 
And when the Council finally convened, the debate was fierce. We gathered, all seventy of us, in a circular amphither under the blue dome of the sky, surrounded by date palms and pistaschios, apricots and walnuts. The gathering began with all present taking a Great Oath:
I solemnly swear, by all that I know to be Good and True and Beautiful, and by all that transcends my knowledge, that I will participate in these proceedings in a spirit of service to principle and compromise with my brothers and sisters who see principle differently than I do, that I will seek wisdom and do justice, respecting and exercising leadership, practicing criticism and self-criticism, and consulting the people in all things. 

Tien-li, as the only head of state present and the leader of more than a quarter of humanity was elected President. Sarasvati was elected Vice President. 

And then the fireworks began, with the debate around principles and debate around practice inextricably woven together. Two principle lines emerged. Those of us from the Americas, Africa, and Dar-al-Islam argued that it was high time that we take action to finally break the back of global Capital and begin laying the foundations of a new order in which the spiritual centers we had been building could become the seeds of a new civilization. If we waited too long, conditions would deteriorate so far that that was impossible. Our centers would be destroyed, as La Sabiduría and so many others in North America already had been. Elders –that is what we were increasingly being called—from East Asia and Southern India argued, on the contrary, that that reflected “the same old modernist mentality, forcing the hand of human history.” A new order was already emerging; the old would die of its own accord. Interlaced with this was, of course, a complex dialectic between the metaphysics of Esse and that of pattica sammupada. Behind it were hard political-economic realities: Tien-ming already lead China, having taken effective control of the Chinese Communist Party, and while the challenges ahead were enormous, and serious opposition remained, it was clear that a real transition was already underway. The same was true in Kerala and other parts of Southern India, where the Daughters of Sarasvati and the old Communist Party Marxist ruled in effective coalition, and in Southeast Asia, where Prajnaparamita was on the verge of becoming hegemonic. 
In the end, it was the small group of leaders from workers and peasant organizations who, after listening to three days of debate, offered us what should have been an obvious solution. Act in the West, hold back in the East. This proved more difficult in practice than it was in theory. The action we were proposing was primarily an information assault which would destroy the world financial system –something that was hard to do while leaving China and India intact. At our direction, however, our information warfare team developed a plan which would allow China and India to insulate themselves at least partially from the assault. There would be losses, but they would emerge even more clearly than before as the new global hegemons.
Even so, Tien-li, Sarasvati, and Prajna held out, and they controlled the vast majority of both the Council of Elders and the Peoples’ Assembly. I spent a long night negotiating with Prajna –under the same cluster of date palms where a few weeks before Rashid and I had embraced. Finally, we reached an arrangement. Asia would support action, but only in the West, and only if we agreed that the Council would not reconvene for another 25 years. That would allow the new order to emerge spontaneously, by means of organic interactions. 
I must admit that this was harder for me to swallow than it should have been. Clearly some part of me still did envision designing a new order from above. But it was the only way forward. 

And so, on the night of 21 October, at exactly the moment the sun entered the sign of Scorpio, the order was given. The rest is well known. 
It was that same night, Hakim, that I realized I was pregnant . . . with you. 
 24 December 2069
I have at least recovered my ritual of writing in this journal on Christmas Eve, every five years. And I now know who I have been writing to all these years. It is you, Hakim. I am sitting in the garden of our house, here in Bukhara. After the meeting Prajna wanted me to return to Angkor with her. She said I would be safer there. And I did join her for a while. That was where you were born –in a grove of mangoes, under the brilliant blue sky, beneath the ancient temples. I want to name you after my father, but a note he had sent before he was killed finally reached me there just after you were born, pleading with me, that if I was pregnant, that the child be named after my grandmother. And thus Hakim: wisdom, but in Arabic, the language of your father. 

In any case, your fathers associates soon sent word from Bukhara that I was needed there, and so I reluctantly left my good friend and adversary and joined the effort to rebuild in a city that has long marked the border between East and West. We spent the first year running soup kitchens and re-establishing basic enterprises. Soon, though, it was decided to re-open the university, and I was made Professor of Philosophy. They built a little house for me, with a walled garden. There are still guards posted outside, and an escort everytime I go to class or to the market. But here, within these walls, I am gradually recovering a bit of the peace I knew so many years ago at La Sabiduría. My sisters –your aunts-- are here with me –Fe and Caridad. Esperanza was captured and taken to the concentration camp at Guantanamo Bay, where she was tortured to death after she refused to reveal the secret of the sanctuary.  We talk about returning to New Mexico, about rebuilding. But I am still Secretary of the Council, and will need to remain in Eurasia for the time being. 
And you, little one, are so full of joy and curiosity as you begin to explore this little world. You join in your blood so many peoples –and two treat traditions. In you, the children of Abraham have finally found peace. I want to teach you everything. And so imperious! This morning you came into my bedroom and insisted that I wear that dark blue dress, the one with the stars on it, that you love so much –the one the leaders of the Allianza Sexto Sol gave me years ago in Mexico. Right now you are looking up through the golden leaves of our pistaschio tree towards the sun. I call to you, an reach out my hand, and you come running, stepping out into what I at long last have reason to believe will be a brilliant future. 
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