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Homage and Context xiil

of the “church that walks alongside the people,” could not but form part
of this book.

May this book provide encouragement for Pedro’s old friends, his new
friends, and especially those yet to come, on our journey “in pursuit of the
Kingdom.”

José Maria Vigil
Sdo Félix do Araguaia, 1988
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After Five Hundred Years

Come back and teach us how to evangelize,
the sea swept free of caravels,
Holy Father of the Americas, las Casas!

15






Identification Papers






IDENTITY

If you don’t know who I am. If you're disturbed
at the combination of loves I till:

a flower for Che, the whole garden

for the God of Jesus. If I yearn

to bless barbed wire torn down

and the myth of a village resurrected.

If I test God for Nicaragua on the alert,
for this continent still in chains.

If I offer the Bread and Wine on my altars
over a tablecloth made by the people...
Be aware: I'm from the people, and headed toward the Kingdom.

Accept me as a Latin American,
accept me simply as a Christian,
if you believe me and don’t know who I am!
(TE, 13)
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20 Identlification Papers

IN EXODUS

Living on wheels or on horseback,
coming and going to fulfill a mission,
like a tree among trees I go silent

and hear how your coming draws near.

The less I meet you the more 1 find you,
both of us freed of name and measure.
Owning my fear which I give to you as vassal,
I live in the hope of your life.

In pursuit of the different Kingdom,
I keep loving things and people,
citizen of all, and a foreigner still.

Your peace calis out to me like an abyss
while I cross through the shadows, a
guerrilla to the world, to the church, and to myself.
(TE, 14)



Identification Papers

I HAVE NOT DENIED YOU

For the sake of your cause, I am battered about
like a ship, old with adventures

but now hoisting the youthful joy

of being faithful to the end of the day’s run.

Faithful, faithful ... just a word. Time stretches out
and the port is still a hazy shape

out there in the fog of this dark age

that drowns the sea in blood and wailing.

I've always awaited your peace. I have not denied you,
although I've denied love in many ways
and I’'ve foundered even with you at my side.

I won’t pay my debts; don’t try to collect.
Though I’'ve not always known how to find you in all,
never have I stopped loving you in the poorest.

(TE, 18)
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No Escaping Politics —
Being Revolutionary
in the Gospel






























No Escapling Politlcs

With a callus for a ring,
the bishop was harvesting rice.
Bishop “hammer and sickle”?

They’ll call me a subversive.

And I'll reply: I am.

I live for my people in struggle.

I march with my people on their way.

I have a guerrilla’s faith

and revolutionary love.

And between gospel and song
I suffer and say what I want.
If I scandalize, I started

by burning my own heart

in the flame of this Passion,
cross of his own wood.

I incite to subversion

against power and money.

I want to subvert the law

that degrades the people into a flock
and the government into a butcher.
(My shepherd became lamb.

My king became servant.)

I believe in the International

of heads held high,

of speaking as equal to equal,
and of hands linked together. ..

And I call “order” evil,

and “progress” a lie.

I have less peace than wrath.

I have more love than peace. ...

... I believe in the sickle and the sheaf
of these fallen heads of grain:

one Death and so many lives!

I believe in this sickle advancing
—under this bare sun

and in common hope —

so curved and so stubborn!

(FAW, 17-18)
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With the Poor of the Earth
and the Forbidden Peoples






Struggle for Land

OUR LAND, FREEDOM

This is our land:
freedom,
brothers!

This is our land:
it’s everybody’s,
sisters!

The land of human beings

who go walking over it

barefoot and poor.

Who are born on it, out of it,

like trunks of spirit and of flesh.

Who are buried in it,

like a sowing

of ashes and spirit,

to make it fruitful like a wife and mother.
Who dedicate themselves to it,

every day,

and dedicate it to God and to the universe,
in thought and in sweat,

in their joy and their sorrow,

with their gaze,

and their hoe,

and their verse . . .

Presumptuous bastard children
of our common Mother,

her misbegotten!

Cursed be

all your fences

which encircle you

from within,

fat and isolated,

like man-eating pigs,

47


















With the Poor of the Earth 53

Irenaeus or Saint Augustine would have been pleased to make his own:

“This is how God’s glory is: nobody higher, nobody lower.” There’s the

whole of the theology of social justice, of socialization, of human kinship.
(NDA, 125-26)






























With the Poor of the Earth

of the land with no evil,
the people of the Andes ... jungles ... grasslands, the seas ...

I am Apache,
I am Aztec...
[here fifteen indigenous nations are named.]

Brothers and sisters from eisewhere,
if you want to be brothers and sisters
listen to my song.

Whites
We want to listen
with open hearts,
and with our remorseful hands
over our breasts. ...

Solo
I had an age-old culture,
as old as the sun....

Whites
And we destroyed it,
full of arrogance,
denying the identity
of peoples who were different,
but all human family. ...

Solo
I lived in open nakedness,
playing, sowing, loving,
conceiving, being born, growing,
in the pure nakedness of life. ...

Whites
And we dressed you
in the clothes of evil thoughts.
We raped your daughters.
We gave you our hypocrisy
to serve as a morality.

Solo
1 had my sins
and engaged in my wars. ...



64 With the Poor of the Earth

I did not know the law made a lie
or profit made a god....

1 adored God,

Maira in everything.
Tupi in every gesture,
reason at every moment.
I knew the science

of primal good and evil.
Life was my worship,
dance was my worship,
the land was my worship,
death was my worship,

I was living worship!

Whites
And we missionized you
unfaithful to the gospel,
driving into your life
the blade of a cross.
Bells of good news,
tolling out death!
Unfaithful to the gospel
of the incarnate Word,
we offered the message
of an alien culture.
We split in half
the peacefulness of your life,
always in adoration. . ..

Solo
1 gave you the beauty of the sea and the beaches,
I gave you my earth and its secrets,
the birds, the fish, the friendly, willing animals,
the ear of corn, tight and shared,
the generous cassava root—our daily bread. ...

Whites
And we plundered you,
denuding the forests,
burning away your fields,
sowing poison in the rivers and the air.
With fences
we separated people from one another,
separated the generous earth:



With the Poor of the Earth

to fatten the cattle

for a nation’s hunger,
to plant soybeans

for enslaved export. ...

Solo
I was health,
eyes sharp as arrows
ears alert,
muscles in harmony,
with my soul at peace.

Whites
And we submerged you
in viruses, in germs,
in imported plagues. . . .

Solo
I was all the Americas,
1 am still the Americas,
I am the new Americas!

All
And we are now,
still and forever,
the legacy of your blood,
the children of your dead,
alliance in your cause,
memory restored,
in the covenant of this pasch.

(TSM, 33, passim)
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68 With the Poor of the Earth

we are a long lament —
we have come to praise.

From the exile of life,

from the mines of the night,
from flesh bought and sold,
from the law of the lash,

from melancholy on the seas...

to new dawns:
Let us head toward Palmares!
Beat the drums!

We are coming from rich kitchens,
we are coming from poor brothels;
we are made of flesh for sale —
we have come to love.

We are coming from the old slave quarters,
we are coming from the new favelas;

we are the outcasts of the world —

we have come to dance....

We are coming from the land of the gquilombos,
we are coming to the beating of drums;

we are the new Palmares—

we have come to struggle.

In the Name of God . . .

In the name of God of all names
Yahweh
Obatala
Olorum
Oi6.
In the name of God, who made all people

out of tenderness and dust.

In the name of the Father, who made all flesh,
black and white,
but red by blood.
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With the Poor of the Earth 73

bringing to the altar of God the concrete struggles, sufferings, and hopes
of God’s children. There is a great deal of sterile mass celebration out
there, which is no longer the Lord’s Supper for those who “attend” and
who are uncommitted or heedless.

I continue to believe in the catholicity of the church. And so I want it
to be catholic. In its liturgy as well. I believe too much in the eucharist —
memorial of the death and resurrection of my Lord Jesus Christ—to be
willing to see it reduced to the narrow scope of a culture or a period. The
eucharist must be celebrated from the rising of the sun to its setting, in
accordance with the joyful assertion of the ancient church writers. Whether
Amerindian, African, Asian, or European, it is always Jesus’ Passover and
our Passover. Until he comes.

(Sem fronteiras magazine, September 1984)
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Passionate for Our
Great Homeland






LATIN AMERICA

Over its long death and hope,

naked from head to toe

—the word, the blood, the memory—
Latin America

will no doubt

be my cross.

God, poor and slaughtered,
shouts to the God of Life,
from this collective cross
raised up
against the sun of the empire and its darkness,
before the veil of the trembling temple.

Tomorrow will be Easter
—for he is tomorrow forever —
(Garbed in wounds and surprises,
freedom will walk,
through the garden,
my friends.

We have to treat gently the reed flutes awakened
and share the fragrances of solidarity

and chase away the fear of the grave

disarming the guards.)

But today it’s still Good Friday.

We are all witnesses

amidst dice and lances,

while the mother weeps over her fallen son.

I don’t want to hold back from this mystery.
I don’t want to deny You!

Latin America
will be my cross
absolutely.

(TE, 62)

[

The awakening of Africa won me over to its cause, and unmasked for
me the camouflaged colonialisms that I once thought of as discovery and

77






Passlonate for Our Great Homeland

means saying
brother or sister in struggle
flesh of the same slaughter
fire of the same hope.

To say compariero today

is to free the new Americas

from those other “companies,”

companeros.

. Mother church,

mothers:

you don’t lose your child
who goes off to the people.

. “You folks are well off,

very well off, here in this meeting room,”
we heard in Quechua

from the wonderful Indian teacher.

“QOut there it’s another matter, friends. ..
let’s not make this meeting room

the Amerindias we dream of,

one that may exist some day,

but does not yet, my friends.”

. Alas, frail liberty,
space where the air becomes uncomfortable
like an open womb!

. May our calls for land

not just stir up a wind

that causes clapping rainstorms,
and then the wind dies down,

and the world goes on the same. ...

. “Managing to survive in this world
—that is the ‘black question’” —
the black man was saying.

. Don’t put white clothes on
this child you’re baptizing.
The child is black

and grace is not white.
Just give

—may God give —

new life to the black child.
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10.

11.

12

13.

14,

Passionate for Our Great Homeland

. Guillermina

Colombia
still without a face.
Woman face of the Americas, long suffering.
Word meek and strong,
lantern in the mines,
housewife, early rising mistress
of the New World soon to come!

The people
cannot flee
from the people being slaughtered.
(The outside agent—perhaps—
comes and goes
from the people to the people,
as the wind blows
as danger ebbs and flows....)

Cursed be the hospital
that kills lives on their way to birth.
Cursed be its godfather,

the World Bank.

The doctor is the people,
knowing when and how
to deliver the baby.

Facing a single Goliath
many Davids,
together,
with slingshot and rock;
and also, when the time comes,
holding up the sword taken from the giant.

Struggles converging

in the struggle.

Streams flowing together

in the river of the people.

From mountain and village,

from countryside and neighborhoods.

Americas still Indian,
Mother in freedom and wisdom!



15.

16.

17.

18.

Passlonate for Our Great Homeland

Americas formerly Spanish,
betrothed left behind!

Americas freed, new morning,
Sister!

Listen carefully:
with the wind from the mountaintop there comes
a reveille of flutes;
with the wind from the sea there comes
a reveille of arrows.
The Americas are speaking
in its first language,

that of Indians,

brothers and sisters.

Theory of mourning and seeds
over my heart,
Indian necklace,
umbilical cord
connecting the people, who are
the present of the past
and the impossible future now arriving!

Your sugarcane,
your rebellious flutes,
called out to us, Cuba.

All your sisters
will keep waking up
toward the dawn.

And you, tiny Nica,

are not the least of my cities,
says the Lord;

for from you has been born
my daughter, freedom,

my son, the New Man.

(Guerrilla fighter embroidered with affection,
blossom of liberation, standard-bearer,
guerrilla-sacrament of the New Americas,
Nicaragua!)
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19.

20.

21.

22.

Passionate for Our Great Homeland

Good Friday of the people,
in its agony El Salvador continues
Romero’s mass.

With a cry of hope
the people gives birth to the day
of El Salvador in Easter celebration.

The stole you gave me,

at every mass

flows down my body,
Guatemala. . ..

All the blood of God,

the blood of a whole people!

Precocious child,

firstborn daughter

of the liberation being won.

Child betrothed of the Promised Day
baptized in blood,

heavy with hope.

I want to embrace you, Americas,
around your red hot waist,
Central America ours!

Every Indian woman in the Americas

has a name and a face.

Allow her to be equal to her beauty,

even while she is the equal sister of a whole people.

. First let there be bread,

and then freedom.
(Freedom with hunger
is a flower laid on a corpse.)

Where there is bread,
there is God.
“Rice is heaven,”
says the poet of Asia.
The earth
is a gigantic

plate

of rice,

a huge loaf of bread that is ours,



24.

25.

26.

Passlonate for Our Great Homeland

for the hunger of all.
God becomes bread,
and work,
for the poor,
says the prophet Gandhi.

The Bible is a menu of family bread.
Jesus is the living bread.
The universe is our table, brothers and sisters.

(The masses are hungry
and this bread

is their flesh
torn to pieces in struggle,
triumphant in death.)

We are family in the breaking of the bread.
Only in breaking the bread

will we recognize each other.

Let’s be bread, brothers and sisters.

Give us, Oh Father, our daily bread:
the rice or the corn, or the tortilla,
the bread of the Third World!

And we also set

before your creator eyes,

and before our own, caught in fear,
the tricontinental mechanism

of free poverty

that contemplates

and struggles in hope . ..

“The dawn

stopped being

a temptation.”

In order to be an option
and a long challenge

of every human dream.

It stopped being just mine
and became ours, my friend.

May the people take in their hands
the bread of the eucharist,
since the people make the bread.
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Passionate for Our Great Homeland

The lie you try to pass off to the world (and to the pope)
is the worst drug.

You are showing Freedom (in an exclusive screening)
while you block the way to Liberation.

“The United States is powerful and mighty.”
All right! “In God ... we trust.”
You may think you’re the owners,
you may have everything,
even god, your god
—the bloodstained idol of your dollars,
the mechanical Moloch —
but you don’t have the God of Jesus Christ,
the Humanity of God!
I swear by the blood of His Son,
killed by another empire,
and I swear by the blood of Latin America
—now ready to give birth to new tomorrows—
that you
will be the last

(grotesque)
emperor!

(PIC, 59-60)

SUMMONING THE ROSE

All you who understand directly
the sensible madness of Quixote,
Las Casas’s upraised arm,
warning both empire and church,
Neruda’s slingshot
arousing blood and volcanos.
(The solitary eye of Camdes,
obsessing the sea with sails.)
All of us who want to be ourselves:
let us brandish this tongue
which served for conquest
turning it into the flag of conquered freedom,
brothers and sisters.
All of us together, let us make it
equal servant of the firstborn Song,
novice translator of the smothered Myth,

89



90 Passionate for Our Great Homeland

regained great-grandchild of the rebellious Dead.

Let us shout
all together
the password for Today!
(Tomorrow will once more be too late.
Freedom is kissing us with an urgent encounter.)

Let us summon the petals

of all the accents —sometimes of fratricide —

to a single rose called

Amerindian America, Afroamerica, Creole America,
our Great Homeland Free!

CENTRAL AMERICA OURS

Like a volcano within you,
the peace of justice.
Banner of the Poor,
like a wind of struggles,
freedom, within you.

Central America ours,

enduring birth pangs everywhere
yet to come, like the Kingdom,
daily, like weeping.

Corn from earth and blood, matures, our hope.
Love in every stone, tattooed with history.
Tortilla shared, Easter to come.

Crux of the New World,
Central America ours!

Keep still, learned ones, Pharisees,

leave her alone, you great ones, invaders.
Watch over her, on your knees, you little ones.
(May she remain in God’s hands, day and night,
like a bird on the wing.)

(CEL, 25)
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Passionate for Our Great Homeland 97

will have no answer on our face when the sovereign judge on that last day
with no provision for appeal says to us, “I was a refugee in the fiesh of a Sal-
vadoran child (in Honduras, or in Nicaragua, or Belize or Costa Rica, or
Panama or Mexico, or in the caves of martyred Indian Guatemala), I was a
refugee in the flesh of a Salvadoran child, and you did not take care of me.”

Brothers and sisters of the Salvadoran Human Rights Commission, you
can count on me for anything, to the death.

These children will judge us before the just judge. And I want them to
judge me from a situation of brotherhood and sisterhood in freedom, won
by their parents, their grandparents, and their older brothers and sisters.

These children, flowers of wailing and bloodshed, announce a different
future for their still forbidden peoples.

Against every hope and every power, and for the sake of the risen one
who died and lives, I firmly believe in the resurrection of Central America.

Precocious child

firstborn sister

of the liberation
being won.

Child bride of the promised day
baptized in blood
heavy with hope

and raped!

I want to embrace you, America,
around your red-hot waist
Central America ours.

(EDP, 180-83)

SONG OF MAYAN TIME

The wind blows passwords

through the harsh embattlements

and the rocks heave, like expectant wombs,
enwrapped in combat-ready flesh.

Now it is Mayan time.
With green tenacity

out in the sun that belongs to all,
the fathering corn raises



98 Passionate for Our Great Homeland

its millions of torches.

Between power and fear,
on the move,
many arms guard the rebelling dawn.

Indians, that’s all,
no ID papers,
out there in the camps—the tents of the desert—
refugees in their own land
wait to go back:
—We will go back
to Guatemala
when democracy
makes
way
for justice;
when what’s Christian
is truth
and not a label.

In white herons, I pour

my prophetic omens

over the camp, dry and footworn.

The night comes down like a challenge
of disturbing shadows

before the hills

that know everything.

Pain and fury and chant overflowing,

the blue water comes from deep within history,
and rises through the whole Mayan earth
like a bowl! boiling with promises

the blood of the martyrs.

It is Mayan time.

—We will be a free people again,

the new Guatemala

with almond eyes.

We will look upon beauty afresh.

We will see quetzal birds make their home with us.
We will cross the forbidden hills, brothers and sisters,
in one continuous wave of peace and fruitful song.

We will close the wound of the border forced upon us.
We will finally clear the calendar
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104 Passionate for Our Great Homeland

To all the children of Nicaragua
—mother of free men and women and children—
who have shown their willingness to love their liberty unto death.

To all Christian sons and daughters of Nicaragua,
who with the witness of their struggle

and with their hope and their martyrdom

prove that our God is truly a liberator God.

To all the mothers of Nicaragua,
who have given birth to so many poets, so many liberators, so many

martyrs.

To the free people of Nicaragua,

who whether at work, at a party,

on the border or at prayer,

keep defending their beautiful freedom, once more under attack from
the empire.

To the churches of Nicaragua,

who want to walk like Jesus of Nazareth,
in the simplicity of the gospel of the poor,
and struggle to build God’s Reign,
strengthened by the Spirit of the risen one.

May the freedom of the New Nicaragua

—of which Sandino dreamed in the mountains —
come to be utter freedom,;

that freedom with which Christ liberated us.

May the freedom of the New Nicaragua
leaven the whole liberation
of the New Americas of which we dream.

(PIC, 18-19)
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JOHN PAUL 11, SIMPLY PETER

(From brother to brother,

from poet to poet.

I don’t bear a question, but a poem.

Peter and Paul conversed apostolically in prose.
Would it be too much to suppose

that a lesser Peter from Araguaia

might converse apostically in verse

with a greater Peter of the Tiber?)

John Paul, simply Peter,

gather us together

around the rejected stone,

like stones out in the sun.

Stir up in your brothers

the freedom of the Wind,
fisherman.

Confirm our faith

with your love.

Give us the audience of prophecy
and the encyclical with a shepherd’s whistle.

The tribunal of the poor

judges our mission.

The good news,

today as always,

is news of liberation.

The Spirit has been poured forth
over the least ones of Zion.

The curia is in Bethlehem
and on Calvary
the major basilica.

It’s time to shout with our whole lives
that the Lord is alive.

It’s time to face the new empire

with the ancient purple of the passion.
It’s time to love to the point of death
and so give the ultimate proof.

It’s time to fulfill the testament,
forcing communion,
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128 Being Church, Here, Now

we engage the world in mission, the world also engages us in mission. ...

Specifically, the celebration of the five hundredth anniversary of the
evangelization of Latin America is already beginning. Why not celebrate
in a critical manner, without any triumphalism, being grateful for the gospel,
which is always God’s gift, but recognizing the domination, plundering,
genocide, and dependence that went along with that evangelization, which
was complex, ambiguous, and still not well discerned?

(L.E.A. magazine, Madrid, June 1986)
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142 Being Church, Here, Now

of the Suffering Servant,
in the silenced life of the tomb,
on the triumphant Sunday morning.

If some day we can no longer speak with words,
let us speak with a witnessing life.

Let us speak with our eyes to our bewildered kin.
Let us pray especially to the Father’s ears.

And perhaps let us protest

with the greater word

of blood, proclaimed to be herald of Passover.

(EDP, 157-59)
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VI

Free in the Newness
of the Spirit,
in Solidarity unto Death
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166 Free in the Newness of the Spirit

when unimportant people who are suffering are able to trust in unimportant
people.”

—Don’t trust in the promises of the powerful. Don’t seek support from
a “tree that gives lots of shade.” An “agreement” between boss and worker
can’t accomplish anything.

7. Happy are those who believe that the life and good name of their
comrades are worth more than all the gold in the world.

—Those who get caught up in revenge, who can’t forgive, who bear false
witness, or who betray their comrades are not Christians.

8. Happy are those who love and respect their family: husband, wife,
children, parents.

—Don’t spoil your life and the happiness of your family by being tyran-
nical, with gambling, getting drunk, or prostitution.

9. Happy are those who know that their personal dignity is sacred.

—Don’t sell your conscience, your freedom, or your vote, for money, a
job, or favorable treatment.

10. Happy are those who have discovered that true religion consists in
loving God as Father and one’s neighbors as brothers and sisters:

—working for the Reign of God,

—always being on the side of the weakest,

—never turning coward, not even in hardship and persecution,

—struggling for liberation, in popular organizations, in unions, in poli-
tics, in the community.

(EDP, 90-92)
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I’'m always finding myself
between the moment and death.

I'm always finding myself

with a book in my hands,

with a man in pain,

a landscape and rushing water,
and the red hot sun,

and in the end pleasant sleep.

And a bird, and a child, and a tree, alive.

And God persistently present.

(CEL, 51)
[
ABRAHAM
Just look at the stars,
Abraham.
Do not try to number them.
(FAW, 90)
o~

I HAVE PLANTED A GARDEN

I have planted a garden. I grow flowers
in tins, in my spare time.
I uselessly practice beauty.

I water the green leaves and their ephemeral cries.
I protect them from the hurricane wind,

from the burning sun. I glance at them every day,
three or four protecting looks,

and I surprise creation in its becoming. ..

They've never told me how they feel

this unselfish human care;

but they live, bloom, and accompany me,
entertaining visitors pleasantly,

as if talking on my behalf, as if speaking for me;
they surround the Araguaia with peace,

and mark with waitings, questions,
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answers, flourishing songs,
the long and dark horizon.
(FAW, 87)

GROPING THROUGH LIFE

I can hardly see the color,

not to mention the shapes.

I can see the splendor of the route,
not the way.

At my half-walked fifties

I hear the same Voice
poorly answer.

It will be too late tomorrow.
The dark day is today.
Being faithful
must mean
being faithful

at every grey moment
without much certainty,
behind the Calling,
groping my way through life

in the crowd;
alone with the man

—humus, seed, fence, and horizon—

that makes me possible;
in half agreed peace

—gratuitous victory —
with that God

faceless

awaiting me
—My Father and my Beggar,
my Storm and Harbor—.

(FAW, 66—67)

THE DIFFICULT WHOLE

The only thing better
than the best part
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that Mary chose,
the difficult whole.

To welcome the Word,
while busy with service.
To wait out his absence,
shouting his name.

To discover his face

in all the faces.

To convert silence

into the greatest listening.
To translate into actions
the sacred scriptures.

To combat by loving.
To die for life,
struggling in peace.

To tear down the thrones
with the old arms

broken in anger

wrapped with flowers.

To raise the banner,
justice made free
in the cry of the poor.

To sing through the world
the expected arrival

that the world demands
perhaps unawares.

The difficult whole
the other Mary
knew how to choose. ...

YOU HAVE SEDUCED ME, LORD

You have seduced me, Lord,
and I let myself be seduced,
since I first learned your name

(FAW, 37-38)
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To a very great extent
living means walking alone.

ARE YOU LEAVING ME ALONE?

Are you leaving me alone?
With the truth?

Why don’t you help me
examine the fascinating stone
that has always drawn me to the edge?

The well trod paths
are everyone’s paths.

We at least

should venture on these trails

where the flower of the New Age blossoms,
where the birds say the Word

with ancient vigor,

where other venturesome folk seek

human freedom...

If our heart is pure

we should never be caught
in the impassable night.
The wind and the stars
will tell us where to walk.

Why do you leave me alone
with or without the truth?

PERHAPS THIS SOLITUDE

Perhaps this solitude

means touching horizons
where night closes over,

and walking, despite our fear,
when so many huddle

(TE, 66)

(TE, 55)
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under cover, and the mountain

is falling all over us.

Solitude is not being alone,

it is overcoming the company

that holds us back, and going ahead,
with the backpack of peril,

aware of the border,

and our destiny to be human.

(TE, 76)
o~
SOLITUDE
Like an impossible sweetheart
solitude is all around me.
When I embrace her, I find myself.
When I find myself, she leaves.
(FAW, 68)
o~

TRIAL

Solitude, at last,
far off and close by.
Utter solitude.

Where are the familiar roads?
Where is joy, my friends?
Is this the final eve?

Why did you abandon me?

I'touch and do not find myself.

T'look in all the mirrors I find

and don’t recognize my face.

Stop calling me, for now, by my former name!

Can it be that the friends I've so often called
before are baptizing me in waters of poverty?
Does some new road await me in the morning?
Leave me the bread baked in the embers!
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at least at night

my more inconvenient visitors.

They have already made of my cape

many tunics.

Wilderness revealed by fire,

that passers-by all assess

with eyes enough.

Land that God heats to ash with demands
and stubbornly covers over with affection,
with new green growth despite the years,
against every hope.

[ am, with each twisting step,

witness or scandal,

witness and scandal.

1KEEP TO MY WORD
I keep to my word:

Justice,
in spite of law and custom,
in spite of money and alms.

Humility,
to be myself, true.

Freedom,
to be human.
And poverty,
to be free.

Christian faith,
to walk by night,
and especially, to walk by day.

Anyway, brothers and sisters,
I keep to my word: Hope!

177

(TE, 56)

(FAW, 51)
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Will the oils of the Law
soothe old wounds?

Are this King’s battles
mere flags or are they lives?

Does the mission take root

in the chancery or in the street?

If you allow the Wind to be silenced
what will you hear in your prayer?

If you don’t hear the voice of the Wind
what word will you bear?

What will you give as sacrament

if you don’t give yourself in your gift?

If in the face of the empire
you surrender hope and truth
who will proclaim the mystery
of utter freedom?

If the Lord is bread and wine

and the way on which you walk,

and if you make the path by walking,
what path are you waiting for?

(TE, 35)
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[
April 19, 1980

His Excellency
Bishop Pedro Casaldéliga
Sdo Félix, Brazil

Dear Bishop:

We are here sending you the letter that our beloved Archbishop Romero
left ready the very day he was murdered, and that he would have signed
that night.

In thanking you for your Christian solidarity with him and with our
church we also ask that we may be able to count on your prayers so as to
continue the work that the Lord, the church, and Archbishop Romero—
following the criteria of the church and Our Lord —carried out.

Gratefully,

Bishop Arturo Rivera y Damas
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She will come. Out of me. I bear her within me
from the moment I exist. And I go to meet her
with all the weight of the years I've lived.

But she will come. .. and go her way.
And in the spark of her bitter kiss

God and I will be forever fixed.
(TE, 21)

OUR HOUR

It is late
but it is time for us.

It is late

but it’s all the time
we have at hand

to make the future.

It is late
but we ourselves are
this late hour.

It is late
but it’s early morning

if we insist a little.
(TE, 68)

LITTLE BALLAD OF DEATH*

Death goes circling around,
circling around goes death.
Christ said so

long before Lorca.

*This poem is from Casaldéliga’s diary covering 1975-77, the period of greatest violence
against him and his co-workers, when priests were killed and he himself received many overt
threats. Death could come from any direction. Priests and even bishops were being murdered
with impunity in a number of Latin American countries. —TRANS.
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So you'll circle me, morena,
dressed in fear and shadow.
So I'll circle you, morena,
dressed in hope and glory.
(What is your victory,
when facing Life?
He, with his death,
was your undoing.)

You circle me in silence,

I circle you in song.

You circle me with a sting,
I circle you with a crown.

So you'll circle me,
and I'll circle you.
You to Kkill,

1 to be born.

So I’ll circle you,

and you'll circle me.
You warring to death,
I warring to Peace.

(So you'll go circling within me
or in the poor of my people
or in the hungers of the living
or in the accounts of the dead.
You'll circle me bullet
you’ll circle me night
you'll circle me flank
you'll circle me car.
You'll circle me bridge
you’ll circle me river,
kidnapping, accident,
torture, martyrdom.
Feared,
invoked;
sold,
bought;
felt,
lied about;
silenced,
sung...!)

199
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So you’ll circle me,

and I'll circle you,

so we’ll circle each other,
all of us,

Il

and He.

If we die with Him,

we will live with Him.

(With Him I die alive,

through Him, I live though dead.)
You'll circle us,

but we will prevail!

HEART FULL OF NAMES

At the end of the road they will ask me
—Have you lived? Have you loved?
And not saying a word I

will open my heart full of names.

[
THE PALM OF YOUR HAND
And I shall arrive, at night,
with the joyful astonishment
of seeing,
at last,
that I walked,
day-by-day,
in the very palm of your hand.
L g

SHORT PROFESSION OF UTTER HOPE

White heron, good-bye,
little one.
Good news of God.

(MSC, 13)

(TE, 100)

(FAW, 109)
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Signum credibilitatis
of the new creation.

Wing of all my flights

in these years of sertdo.

Sail of so many shores

that welcome the uneasiness
of all the waters and people.
Little hand of this clock

of waiting and hope.

In my silences, song.

To all my arrogant answers,
question mark.

And sometimes in my haste,
bell calling to prayer.

In my Grace,

white grace,

Creation.

[ am leaving, to return,

alive with resurrection,

and I will take you with me

to bring you back better,

alive in flesh and glory,

because of the new creation,

free from any sin

and all exploitation —new heavens, new earth—
rivers, herons, women, men, God!

(FAW, 110-11)

NEW EYES

Then I will see the sun with new eyes

and the night and its village brought together;
the white heron and its hidden eggs,

the river’s skin and its secret life.

I will see the twin soul of each person
and the whole truth of what each sought;
and each thing in its first name

and each name in its essence fulfilled.
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In the peace of Your gaze,
I will finally see the true crossroad
where all the paths of history meet

and the overturning of the feast of Death.
And I will feast my eyes on Your glory,
and see ever more, see myself and see You!

ULTIMATELY WE ARE

Ultimately we are

the Kingdom given to us

and that we make each day

and toward which, in yearning, we go.

(MSC, 82)

(TE, 82)
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In the Company of Those
Who Have Believed
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216 In the Company of Those Who Have Belleved

o~

PRAYER

O living God, you who are love,

power, and beauty in nature,

guide for the journey of all peoples

and company within the deepest recesses of every human heart,
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ and our Father:

You who chose Mary to be mother of your Son and consecrated
Mount Montserrat as shrine of Our Mother and our people,

lead all of us Catalans, under the gaze of our Moreneta, to

walk forward, made kin in Christ, faithful to our family home

on earth and sure of our family home in heaven. Through the same
Christ, our Lord. Amen.

(EAR, 27-29)



VIII

Through Jesus of Nazareth,
Lord and Brother
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My inheritance and my poverty.
You, my justice,
Jesus.

My war

and my peace.

My free freedom!

My death and my life,
You.

Word of my cries,

silence of my waiting,
witness of my dreams,

cross of my cross!

Cause of my bitterness,
forgiveness of my selfishness,
crime of my trial,

judge of my poor cry,
explanation for my hope,
You.

My promised land
are you...

Easter of my Easter,
our glory

forever,

Lord Jesus!

(FAW, 49-50)
o~

AND THE WORD BECAME CLASS

In Mary’s womb
God became human.
In Joseph’s workshop,

God also became class.
(FAW, 12)

HUNGER FOR YOU

“We burn with love for you,
white Body’’ — Unamuno
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Maybe I wouldn’t know how to walk on the road,
if God wasn’t there, like a dawn,
dispelling for me the clouds and my weariness.
And there are wise people who journey along
undisturbed,
against God’s radiance
making history,
unveiling mysteries and questions.
(God isn’t simply truth.)

... Truth without reasoning,
Justice with no reversals,
Unexpected love,
God is simply God!
(TEP)






EPILOGUE

On the Ad Limina Visit,
Subsequent Events,
and Casaldaliga Today
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toward other sectors of the church. The cardinal answered that they treated
all bishops equally.

“Cardinal Ratzinger will write to you,” he concluded.

I also had an extremely warm meeting with the Latin American Cardinal
Eduardo Pironio—outside the official program.

During those days, my thoughts turned many times in faith but with
sadness and with hope to our binding obligation of communion and com-
munication between local churches and the church of Rome; between the
pope and his curia and the bishops and their conferences; between our
church and the other churches, ecumenically speaking; between these
churches and the world.

Amid those stones and filled with reverence in the face of so much
tradition, I dreamed of another type of Roman curia for another type of
papal ministry. I felt, and this not without a tinge of guilt, the distances
which set us in contradiction with each other when they ought to bring
about catholicity, to make us united in our plurality, faithful yet free, evan-
gelical and historical.

And I felt so strongly the truth of the Third World with an indignation
which, for all its commitment, remained impotent. Only by recognizing this
truth will the First World be able to find its human and Christian salva-
tion. ...

(National Catholic Reporter)
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On the Ad Limina Visit

Why don’t you help me
examine the fascinating stone
that has always drawn me to the edge?

The well trod paths
are everyone’s paths.

We at least

should venture on these trails

where the flower of the New Age blossoms,
where the birds say the Word

with ancient vigor,

where other venturesome folks seek

human freedom.

If our heart is pure

we should never be caught
in the impassable night.
The wind and the stars
will tell us where to walk.

Why do you leave me alone
with or without the truth?

Finally I am pleased to note a final abandonment, a simple and trusting
“Father, into your hands,” in these three lines of Bishop Pedro Casaldaliga:

When the winepress finishes its unpleasant work
You will save the cause of my name,
which only wants to be Your Cause.



Abbreviations of Casaldaliga Texts

Cited

NDA
PIC
PL
TE
TEP
TSM
UIA

Antologia retirante

Cartas aos amigos do Brasil

Com Deus no meio do povo
Cantares de la entera libertad

A cuia de Gededo

Cantigas menores

Encara avui respiro en catala
Experiencia de Dios y pasién por el pueblo
En rebelde fidelidad

Fire and Ashes to the Wind

I Believe in Justice and Hope

Mystic of Liberation

Missa dos quilombos (record jacket)
La muerte que da sentido a mi credo
Nosso catecismo

Nicaragua, combate y profecia

Nos, do Araguaia

Prophets in Combat

Pere Libertat

El tiempo y la espera

Todavia estas palabras (forthcoming)
Missa da terra sem males

Uma Igreja da Amazénia em conflito com o latifiindio
e a marginalizagao social

Full bibliographical references are given at the end of this volume. Existing
English translations have been used, sometimes with extensive revision.
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IN PURSUIT OF THE KINGDOM
ORBISISBN 0-88344-655-3

Any who read this book will come to know Pedro Casaldaliga well. 1experi-
enced his courage, compassion, and fierce pursuit of justice. | began to share
hisdetermination neverto let up inthe struggle for the poor and the commitment
to be on their side, even as God is. | saw how much solace, strength, and joy
he brings to the poor. ... Many from the first world who read this book 'may
find themselves hearing the Gospel for the first time.

from the Foreword by Bishop Thomas Gumbleton

Through writings that span two decades the reader is introduced into the heart
and soul of an extraordinary man: Bishop Pedro Casaldaliga of Brazil. The
unconventional Claretian prelate has earned his share of praise and condem-
nation for his forthright identification with the poor. Casaldaliga has been de-
scribed as a “witty, fiery, mystical, practical poet-priest, bishop of the poor,
defender of the Indian, a combination of Oscar Romero, Dom Helder Camara,
and Dan Berrigan.” It seems few who know of him, or read his writings, remain
neutral!

In Pursuit of the Kingdom is the only anthology in English of Casaldaliga’s
works. It includes excerpts from his many books, sermons, and poems. There is
also a personal (and not unhumorous) account of hissummoning to Rome, plus
an intimate interview with journalist Teofilo Cabestrero. All these writings reflect
the vast range of Casaldaliga’'s concerns, theological and pastoral: the option
for the poor, the struggles of the people of Central and Latin America, the
theology and spirituality of liberation, and the mission and future of the church.

“In hisperson Pedro Casaldaliga gathers together all the dimensions of the Latin
A merican continent: believing and exploited, joyful and oppressed, black, In-
dian, mestizo, white, conquered, and liberated. It could be that, after the death
of Oscar Romero, he is the preeminent prophet of Latin America and perhaps

of all the third world. ... In these inspired pages of Pedro Casaldaliga—poor,
friend of the poor, and brother of all creatures—there is the good perfume of
the Gospel.” —L eonardoB off

“Perhaps the best lens through which to see the turbulent and hopeful situation
among Christians in Latin America is the one provided in this collection of
writings by Bishop Pedro Casaldaliga ... all of which serve to illuminate the
theoldgy, spirituality, and practice of engaged Christiansin Latin Americatoday.
The courage and inventiveness of this modest man are evident throughout this
book.” -H arveyCox
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