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Praise for
Take This Bread


“Energized … [There are] many tasty morsels in this surprising book.”

—O: The Oprah Magazine




“[Miles is] a skilled storyteller… . Rigorously honest, Take This Bread demonstrates how hard—and how necessary—it is to welcome everyone to the table, without exception.”

—San Francisco Chronicle




“A memoir that blew me away … I am going to foist this on every single hard-core left-wing religious nut I know. And make no mistake: there are many of us.”

—A nne L amott, Time




“Recounted in exquisite detail … Not since I read The Seven Story Mountain by Thomas Merton, or Augustine's Confessions, have I read such a powerful autobiographical account. This book is a gem… . How this story ends will remain with you forever.”

—The Decatur Daily




“This [is a] tightly crafted, joyful memoir of coming to believe that God doesn't discriminate and grace is for all… . [Miles's] mysticism stands in clear relief to the drone of megachurch jin goism that has so dominated the American cultural landscape in recent years.”

—National Catholic Reporter




“A love song to the feast at the altar and the feast of a food pantry written with grit, authority, and integrity. The unlikely conversion of Sara Miles is a great read. She writes from a real life of faith and politics as they were meant to be.”

—NORA GALLAGHER, author of Changing Light




“The finest confession of faith I've read in years… . A good, tight, absorbing read, Take This Bread is also an astute assessment of the Church, at one deliciously outré parish, and of the present intertwining of politics and Christianity in American culture. This is the kind of book I would wish to write, were I wise enough or skilled enough or candid enough to do so.”

—PHYLLIS TICKLE, author of The Divine Hours and former religion editor for Publishers Weekly




“Grittier than many religious memoirs, Miles's story is a perceptive account of one woman's wholehearted, activist faith.”

—Publishers Weekly




“[Take This Bread is] engaging, funny, and highly entertaining, including many surprises as well as the occasional wrong turn. Compelling reading.”

—Booklist




“This book is a stunner. Beautifully and simply written, it is a wonderfully straightforward account of a life and a conversion that will leave many readers, as it left me, tingling with longing that such signs and wonders might emerge in and through our own stories.”

—JAMES ALISON, Catholic theologian, priest,
and author of Faith Beyond Resentment




“Some books you can't put down, some you shouldn't—this one's both. Sara's a writer like John Muir or Jane Addams, a gifted stylist whose passion translates to vivid storytelling. Take This Bread‘is necessary reading, I would think, for anyone who's ever taken a bite out of anything.”

—J. C. HALLMAN, author of The Devil Is a Gentleman







ALSO BY Sara Miles

How to Hack a Party Line


Opposite Sex: Gay Men on Lesbians,
Lesbians on Gay Men (coeditor)

Directed by Desire: The Collected Poems
of June Jordan (coeditor)
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Author's Note

This book is a work of nonfiction. Some of the names in it, and a few identifying details, have been changed to protect privacy.

The conversations recorded in this book took place over a span of thirty years and in several countries. I took notes and checked quotes for all my formal interviews, but often I worked from memory. To the best of my ability, I've tried to reconstruct events, chronology, and dialogue accurately, but there are inevitable errors and omissions.

To use a religious analogy: This book is not the Bible imagined as inerrant and historically definitive. It's more the Bible I believe in—that is, a human compilation of stories told in different voices, edited and rearranged over many drafts to suggest truths not always fully understood.





Prologue

One early, cloudy morning when I was forty-six, I walked into a church, ate a piece of bread, took a sip of wine. A routine Sunday activity for tens of millions of Americans—except that up until that moment I'd led a thoroughly secular life, at best indifferent to religion, more often appalled by its fundamentalist crusades. This was my first communion. It changed everything.

Eating Jesus, as I did that day to my great astonishment, led me against all my expectations to a faith I'd scorned and work I'd never imagined. The mysterious sacrament turned out to be not a symbolic wafer at all but actual food—indeed, the bread of life. In that shocking moment of communion, filled with a deep desire to reach for and become part of a body, I realized that what I'd been doing with my life all along was what I was meant to do: feed people.

And so I did. I took communion, I passed the bread to others, and then I kept going, compelled to find new ways to share what I'd experienced. I started a food pantry and gave away literally tons of fruit and vegetables and cereal around the same altar where I'd first received the body of Christ. I organized new pantries all over my city to provide hundreds and hundreds of hungry families with free groceries each week. Without committees or meetings or even an official telephone number, I recruited scores of volunteers and raised hundreds of thousands of dollars.

My new vocation didn't turn out to be as simple as going to church on Sundays, folding my hands in the pews, and declaring myself “saved.” Nor did my volunteer church work mean talking kindly to poor folks and handing them the occasional sandwich from a sanctified distance. I had to trudge in the rain through housing projects; sit on the curb wiping the runny nose of a psychotic man; stick a battered woman's .357 Magnum in a cookie tin in the trunk of my car. I had to struggle with my atheist family, my doubting friends, and the prejudices and traditions of my newfound church. I learned about the great American scandal of the politics of food, the economy of hunger, and the rules of money. I met thieves, child abusers, millionaires, day laborers, politicians, schizophrenics, gangsters, and bishops—all blown into my life through the restless power of a call to feed people, widening what I thought of as my “community” in ways that were exhilarating, confusing, often scary.

Mine is a personal story of an unexpected and terribly inconvenient Christian conversion, told by a very unlikely convert: a blue-state, secular intellectual; a lesbian; a left-wing journalist with a habit of skepticism. I'm not the person my reporter colleagues ever expected to see exchanging blessings with street-corner evangelists. I'm hardly the person George Bush had in mind to be running a “faith-based charity.” My own family never imagined that I'd wind up preaching the Word of God and serving communion to a hymn-singing flock.

But as well as an intimate memoir of personal conversion, mine is a political story. At a moment when right-wing American Christianity is ascendant, when religion worldwide is rife with fundamentalism and exclusionary ideological crusades, I stumbled into a radically inclusive faith centered on sacraments and action. What I found wasn't about angels or going to church or trying to be “good” in a pious, idealized way. It wasn't about arguing a doctrine—the Virgin birth, predestination, the sinful-ness of homosexuality and divorce—or pledging blind allegiance to a denomination. I was, as the prophet said, hungering and thirsting for righteousness. I found it at the eternal and material core of Christianity: body, blood, bread, wine, poured out freely, shared by all. I discovered a religion rooted in the most ordinary yet subversive practice: a dinner table where everyone is welcome, where the despised and outcasts are honored.

And so I became a Christian, claiming a faith that many of my fellow believers want to exclude me from; following a God my unbelieving friends see as archaic superstition. At a time when Christianity in America is popularly represented by ecstatic teen crusaders in suburban megachurches, slick preachers proclaiming the “gospel” of prosperity, and shrewd political organizers who rail against evolution, gay marriage, and stem-cell research, it's crucial to understand what faith actually means in the lives of people very different from one another. Why would any thinking person become a Christian? How can anyone reconcile the hateful politics of much contemporary Christianity with Jesus's imperative to love? What are the deepest ideas of this contested religion, and what do they mean in real life? In this book, I look at the Gospel that moved me, the bread that changed me, and the work that saved me, to begin a spiritual and an actual communion across the divides.

Beyond any single moment of epiphany, my conversion was a long, complicated, and often unconscious journey. When I left the home of my atheist parents, I had no reason to think I was looking for God: I just knew I wanted to experience meaning and connection. The material world was my ground: bodily experience the context in which I searched for knowledge and love, political and moral purpose. I looked in all kinds of places, often extreme: in the heat and exertion of restaurant kitchens, in poor people's revolutions and in war zones, in engaged journalism and passionate politics, in love affairs with men and women, in the birth of my child. Something was tugging at me. It drew me from individual experience to collective experience, crossing lines each time—lines of family, of nation, of people unlike me—to find intimate human connection. I saw people betray their friends and sacrifice for strangers; I saw people suffer and starve; I saw people transcend their own limitations to nurture others and become part of communities. Everywhere I saw bodies, and food.

Food and bodies had always been wrapped in meaning for me: They were my way of understanding the world. But it would take decades to have these accumulated experiences make sense in a narrative, much less one I'd call Christian. It took actually eating a piece of bread—a simple chunk of wheat and yeast and water—to pull those layers of meaning together: to make food both absolutely itself and a sign pointing to something bigger. It turned out that the prerequisite for conversion wasn't knowing how to behave in a church, or having a religious vocabulary or an a priori “belief” in an abstract set of propositions: It was hunger, the same hunger I'd always carried.

Holy communion knocked me upside down and forced me to deal with the impossible reality of God. Then, as conversion continued, relentlessly challenging my assumptions about religion and politics and meaning, God forced me to deal with all kinds of other people. In large ways and small, I wrestled with Christianity: its grand promises and its petty demands, its temptations and hypocrisies and promises, its ugly history and often insufferable adherents. Faith for me didn't provide a set of easy answers or certainties: It raised more questions than I was ever comfortable with. The bits of my past—family, work, war, love—came apart as I stumbled into church, then reassembled, through the works communion inspired me to do, into a new life centered on feeding strangers: food and bodies, transformed. I wound up not in what church people like to call “a community of believers”—which tends to be code for “a like-minded club”— but in something huger and wilder than I had ever expected: the suffering, fractious, and unboundaried body of Christ.

It may seem crazy, at this point in history, to assert that any religion—much less Christianity, the religion of our contemporary empire, of the powerful and intolerant—can be a force for connection, for healing, for love. It may seem deluded to assert that people can still be fed with this ordinary yet mystical bread, so besmirched and exhausted and poisoned by centuries of religious practice, in ways that will change our own real lives, not to mention the world, for the better.

But this is my belief: that at the heart of Christianity is a power that continues to speak to and transform us. As I found to my surprise and alarm, it could speak even to me: not in the sappy, Jesus-and-cookies tone of mild-mannered liberal Christianity, or the blustering, blaming hellfire of the religious right. What I heard, and continue to hear, is a voice that can crack religious and political convictions open, that advocates for the least qualified, least official, least likely; that upsets the established order and makes a joke of certainty. It proclaims against reason that the hungry will be fed, that those cast down will be raised up, and that all things, including my own failures, are being made new. It offers food without exception to the worthy and unworthy, the screwed-up and pious, and then commands everyone to do the same. It doesn't promise to solve or erase suffering but to transform it, pledging that by loving one another, even through pain, we will find more life. And it insists that by opening ourselves to strangers, the despised or frightening or unintelligible other, we will see more and more of the holy, since, without exception, all people are one body: God's.

This theology isn't mine alone. It comes from conversation with other believers, tradition, and Scripture; books and prayer and liturgy. It comes, even more, from my years outside church: from unbelieving and unbelievers, from doubt, from questions that still echo unanswered for me. Faith, for me, isn't an argument, a catechism, a philosophical “proof.” It is instead a lens, a way of experiencing life, and a willingness to act.

As the Bible says: Taste and see.
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My mother nursed a grudge against Christianity for more than fifty years.

Like my father, she was the child of ministers and missionaries, descended from long lines of preachers, evangelists, and soldiers of the Lord. My father had been born in the mountain provinces of Burma to American Baptists, and my mother carried in a laundry hamper across the ocean to Baghdad, as part of the United Mission in Mesopotamia.

Today's struggles between liberal, ecumenical Christians and fundamentalist evangelicals played out as well in my grandparents’ times, as they had for generations before. Throughout the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, some missionaries from America believed it was their duty to rescue the foreign poor from hunger and illness; others focused on winning souls for Jesus. Either way, the ambitions of the missionary movement were inextricably linked with those of empire: In the words of a triumphalist hymn, “From many an ancient river, from many a palmy plain, / They call us to deliver their land from error's chain.”

Between the world wars, a call had gone out to “evangelize the world in one generation,” and it set fire to small-town churches. All over Ohio and Nebraska and Massachusetts, in little Reformed and Baptist and Presbyterian congregations with no plumbing, dirt-poor farmers contributed dimes to support “our missioners” and sent their children off to China, Japan, Ceylon, Burma, Turkey, Syria, Congo, to “lift the multitudes ignorant of Christ's love,” as one evangelist put it, “into understanding of God's fatherly purpose for them.”

For a smart, ambitious girl, becoming a missionary was not just about duty and responding to God's will: It meant adventure and escape and, in a strange way, freedom from gender roles. Missionary work was a break from the previous generation's religion: Instead of putting on gloves, going to church, and reciting prayers, a young woman could travel alone across the world, tasting danger and testing herself far from the constraints of home. Girls who had obediently bowed their heads in pews became, abroad, imbued with new authority: white, foreign, representatives of a powerful country and a mighty church. And though teaching children and caring for the sick in a strange country might be lonely and grueling, faith, for these young women, meant hurling their own bodies into action, “joining the band,” as my grandmother wrote, of the brave and the true.

My father's mother, Margaret, was the child of a New England artist and transcendentalist; her own mystical passion for God propelled her into missionary work. A slight woman, she kept a daily journal as she began her arduous ten-day journey, by pony, through the mountain passes of the Shan Province to her new home in a clearing hacked out of the jungle. With her husband, Max, a painfully shy doctor, she set up a medical mission in what's now called the “Golden Triangle”—the humid, unbelievably remote part of Burma where my father was born. They worshipped in “a bare little room, roughly made of dark, unfinished brown wood,” as she wrote in a tract published by the American Baptist Foreign Mission Society. “The women wear silk skirts of green or rose or silvery grey with a Chinese pattern; their black hair is smoothly coiled and decorated with flowers. Some of the men who have been down country wear the Burmese loonyi, a skirt like a woman's of brilliant silk, and on their heads a bright silk scarf, knotted at the ear. They are all barefooted, as is the preacher… . The babies are allowed to crawl about the floor and offer remarks of their own, and dogs may stay if they behave.”

Margaret had few illusions about the relative enlightenment of her own culture. “The problems of our little Shan church seem delicate and difficult, and our responsibility is very great, for the Shans still lean dangerously upon the missionaries. We hear ourselves constantly mentioned in their prayers— the three ‘mamas’ and the great teacher who have come so far to help them—come from the wonderful country of America, a sort of earthly paradise where everyone is wealthy, and everyone is happy, and everyone is good. Would you feel flattered in our places, or would you feel deeply humiliated, as we do?”

It was a sentiment that my mother's mother, Helen, would have echoed. She was drawn by the Social Gospel of the time, seeking justice and an end to war through the teachings of Jesus. The brilliant daughter of an impoverished Ohio minister, Helen served at a mission school for girls in Japan, where she met and married my grandfather David, a Christian teacher with a burning desire to right wrong. “Imperialism and exploitation,” he wrote, “spheres of influence, trade barriers, unequal distribution of the world's goods, starvation in the midst of plenty, slums with gold coasts next door, poverty supporting luxury: These are marks of an unChristian world.”

After completing work together for the divinity degree—a degree Helen was not awarded, because of her sex—my grandparents went to Iraq in 1929 with the United Mission in Mesopotamia, traveling through Lebanon and Syria, eating with tribal sheiks in tents, visiting the Kurdish north, and nursing my mother through various fevers in a Baghdad home overgrown with roses. One of my mother's first memories was of lying in her crib, listening to the group of British and American missionaries stationed in Baghdad singing the hymn of their calling: “Shall we whose souls are lighted with wisdom from on high, / Shall we to men benighted the lamp of life deny?”

In the baby book she kept for my mother, Helen wrote the homey details of daily life amid the exotic. “You were thrilled at eating dinner in a ‘Maskus hotel’ and sleeping in a big bed. The next morning we started on to Baghdad, where our new home was to be. It was a miserable trip, thirty-one hours in length. During the two days of our stay in Damascus, it had rained almost continuously. Sometimes the desert becomes almost impassable because of rain, and often cars will get stuck in the middle of the desert for two or three days or even a week. We set off with trepidation.”

Returning home, the young minister and his wife took a church in Baltimore and began to integrate it. As difficult as it may often have felt to be a missionary in a strange land, it was unspeakably harder to anger and disappoint white Americans of their own class and background, but they persisted, moving to Missouri, then New York, joining with the prophetic left wing of the American church in a battle for civil rights that would last their lives. Both sets of grandparents grew more firmly rooted in the ecumenical movement, fighting the conservative and evangelical forces of their day.

But for Matthew and Betty, the children of these Christian activists, the church was neither an adventure nor a calling. While my parents cherished memories of stars in the desert, elephants, tropical rainstorms, and dates, the repressed, small-town American churches both families returned to when their children were young were suffocating.

“I hated the ‘You have to be good because God says so,’ ” recalled my mother. “I hated being preached at. Everything was about guilt.” Even before she was a teenager, my mother had decided she didn't believe in God, rejecting what she called “the whole unbelievable, illogical concept” that her parents assumed was the obvious truth. She didn't believe in angels, she didn't believe in heaven, she didn't believe that dead people would come magically back to life. Horrified as a child by pictures of the crucifixion, she couldn't stand the “blood” of the Lord's Supper and refused to pretend the grape juice her father poured reverently into little cups was anything but grape juice. “You'll grow up and see,” my grandmother told her. It was inconceivable to Helen— or to my father's parents, who had written out prayers for him to recite each day since he was four years old—that anyone raised in a Christian home would ever choose, really, to leave the faith.

My mother and father left as soon as they could, falling in love at a progressive secular college when my father returned from occupied Japan, where he had served as an army translator. The two of them understood each other profoundly: Though proud of their parents’ social activism, they'd emerged from their missionary childhoods with a deep unease about what mission historian William Hutchison called “Christians’ supposed ‘right,’ anchored in a revelation acknowledged only by Christian believers, to displace other religions and effect a spiritual conquest of other nations.” My mother still smarted from the basic intellectual affront she'd felt as a child when told to repeat aloud things she felt were untrue; my father, a sociologist, couldn't accept believers’ claim that they were entitled by God to pressure complete strangers into accepting one culture's version of religious truth. Like so many of their generation in the post-Holocaust world, my parents felt the concept of God was finished, a pointless relic. Why would you have to believe in God to do good—and how could you justify the terrible evils done in God's name? They married and moved to the twenty-three-dollar-a-month cold-water apartment in Greenwich Village where I was born. My parents never opened Bibles again, and we grew up with my mother railing, in an extremely ecumenical way, against the very idea of faith.

She rolled her eyes equally at the crusades of Billy Graham, Jews for Jesus, and the Maharishi Mahesh Yogi. She was infuriated by White House prayer breakfasts and politicians who mentioned God. My mother granted that many ordinary believers were sincere, but remained incredulous about their credulity: “Honestly,” she'd say, “How in the world can they believe that stuff?”

I certainly didn't. I had loved my grandparents but been incurious about their faith: Like wearing ironed white shirts or reusing waxed paper to wrap sandwiches, religion just seemed another thing that old people did. So even when one grandmother marched with the NAACP for civil rights, then another got arrested protesting at a military base, I didn't connect their surprising activism with the obscure rituals they practiced on Sundays.

Those rituals—the hymns, the piety, the claustrophobic niceness of church ladies, the bland boiled dinners every Sunday—had ruled my mother's childhood. She could not swallow it. Instead, she and my father taught us how good it tasted to escape convention, to eat garlic, to travel fearlessly. They loved good food, books, and music; they raised us with boundless love, liberal politics, and secular morals: “Different people are different” was the maxim we absorbed. They hated the Vietnam War and let us go to demonstrations; the upheavals of the 1960s were thrilling rather than threatening to them. My parents never went to church—not on Easter, not at Christmas—and didn't have friends who did; our Sundays were for reading the New York Times, listening to Vivaldi on the record player, eating artichokes and mussels, aioli and lemon ice.

My parents went to foreign films, took us to Europe to visit friends, and taught us to read between the lines of a newspaper, but they skimped, to say the least, on religious education. I had a book of Greek myths, with extravagantly colored pictures of gods and goddesses in flowing robes, but no idea who Abraham or Isaiah or Mary were. “Some people,” my father said to me once, as if patiently explaining the customs of a faraway tribe, “believe that Jesus was a god.” He paused. “And some people think he was just a very, very good man. A teacher.” In our modern, professional circles, where only the Italian kids from the neighborhood went to church, and the Jews just believed in psychoanalysis, our family didn't stand out. My parents’ atheism proclaimed this world, in its physical beauty and fascinating human complexity, as what mattered. We believed them. My sister, Ellen, loved music and books; my brother, David, and I learned to cook; by the time I was in tenth grade, I knew how to grill a fish and bake a crunchy baguette. We all soaked up experience: sex, travel, drugs, food, hard physical work—anything that would take us further into the sensual, immediate world that my parents insisted was the opposite of religion.
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When I was eighteen, never thinking once about my missionary heritage, I wrapped a toothbrush in my favorite cotton skirt, stuck it in a shoulder bag, and took a train from a dusty Texas border town to Mexico City, sitting upright on a wooden bench for the three-day journey. I was embarking on a pilgrimage of sorts, though I never would have thought of it that way at the time: I'd enrolled in a tiny radical college founded by internationalist Quakers and communists. All I knew about Quakers was that they were mostly old and had bravely opposed the Vietnam War; I thought basically the same about communists. Like most of my friends, my passionate left-wing sentiments about civil rights or the women's movement or Third World poverty or colonialism were felt, not studied, and our grasp of history was shaky. But the great worldwide upheavals of 1968 had riled us up, inspired us, stamped the phrase “power to the people” into our consciousness, and we were eager to plunge into activism. I didn't know, then, of the changes similarly sweeping through the Catholic Church that would turn so many of my Latin American Christian contemporaries into revolutionaries. I didn't understand how my own general beliefs—that the poor should be lifted up, prisoners freed, wars ended, and justice done—echoed biblical imperatives. I was just excited to begin.

Even in an era of experimentation, Friends World College was a radical experiment. It consisted of fewer than ninety kids, from all over the world, who moved among centers in Mexico, Kenya, India, England, and Japan with the goal of learning through experience, so that they might become “agents of social change.” The school had no courses, no classrooms, no teachers, no campus, no dorms, no books. Instead, we made our own ways to places we knew nothing about, apprenticed ourselves to people we hadn't heard of, found places to live, got work, kept journals. It wasn't exactly an education, in the classical sense. It was, in the classical sense, nuts.

But it was 1971, and I got to live in a little house out by the jail in Cuernavaca. There was a banana tree in the backyard, which plunged precipitously to a garbage-choked ravine. At work, in a human rights organization that I'd realize later was an informal center for exiles from the military dictatorships of South America, a woman who'd been jailed in Bolivia gave me a book by someone called Carlos Marx. Another took me to the cathedral, hung with mysterious pictures of a bleeding Jesus, where a fiery bishop preached liberation. I didn't understand any of it. Cuernavaca was bright with heat and noise: I was dazzled indiscriminately by the ancient, lumbering buses; the Indian women with braids and shawls; the dogs and pigs and horses in the streets. Everything smelled like burning corn and dead meat and tuberose. The markets were overflowing with food I'd never seen before: iguanas, squash blossoms, corn fungus, bright pink sweets speckled with flies. I cooked tamales and big pots of pumpkin-seed mole and shared them with the boys and girls I fell in love with. Some afternoons I'd get a ride back to my house from a hippie kid who had an old van, and we'd bounce along listening to the Rolling Stones sing “Wild Horses” as far-off thunderclouds swirled around the volcanoes. I was completely, utterly happy.

On weekends, I'd take a bus up to Mexico City and stay with a group of young activists I'd met through my work. They were Mexican students who'd been involved in the movement of 1968, and they had a worldliness I couldn't fathom. I was excited by their revolutionary ardor but didn't really understand their analysis; and I couldn't see why they took politics so seriously, as if politics were something that kids like us were actually responsible for. We'd sit around somebody's cruddy second-floor apartment and cook food and smoke a million cigarettes, and listen to music and flirt, and they'd try to explain it all to me.

Then, one afternoon, there was a big march planned, a demonstration in support of students trying to open up the university system to the poor. My friends Amy and Ricardo went out to see what was happening and came running back shouting at us to get down on the floor. We all crouched away from the windows, listening to shots and screams. I can still remember how hot it was, and the adrenaline tightness in my throat, and how the noise of breaking glass and screeching brakes and people yelling seemed to go on forever. I wanted to throw up. I wanted to cry. I wanted to think this was happening to somebody else.

In the next few days, from word of mouth, we would learn pieces of what had happened. Squads of plainclothes thugs, nicknamed the halcones, had been provided with guns and clubs and chains by the Mexican police to attack marchers: They beat at least twenty-five students to death and wounded dozens more. The events of that day, a church holiday known as Corpus Christi in Mexico, would come to be known as the “Corpus Christi massacre”: as I would understand it much later, the murder of the body of Christ.

But there was no official report. Nothing in the news. Not a word from the authorities. It would take more than thirty years for the story to be told: Mexico's dirty war remained a secret, guarded not only by Mexican police, state security, and the ruling-party apparatus but by the United States, which covered up the massacre with official denial. Those of us who were there had experienced it, as the phrase says in Spanish, “in our own meat”—en su propia carne, incarnate.

I went on living in Cuernavaca for the rest of that year and hanging out with my friends in the city on weekends. But after the Corpus Christi massacre, politics stopped being abstract for me: It turned out that gunfire had a way of focusing my attention. And that I cared, passionately, about knowing the difference between the official story and physical reality. I had always loved to write, and now I was pulled into reporting, though I was unprepared professionally, inexperienced politically, and still an unworldly teenager. I just wanted to look at things more, to feel them in my own meat, and to try to figure them out.
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