The Passing of CCLM

An e-mail exchange:

(From Nate to Me)
I can not help buy feel homeless now that the mission has gone through a change for the worst. I also can help but think that religion itself is what is tearing us apart, its like we keep crucifying Christ and forgetting what He stood for and the love we as Christians are supposed to remember. I also don't understand the reasons for Robert and pops actions. PK I am truly hurt and heart broken. The Mission was my home and still is, I guess what I'm trying to say is that the mission for me was just that a mission. An objective. A goal set that is true, love and tolerance. But like all humans we always seem to turn into a bacteria that destroys itself when it gets to its pinnacle. Sad to say the home I loved more then the one i was born in has become like it, broken into two. But what troubles me the most is that both sides "faith" wants the same goals(I'm thinking in the sense that helping the poor and caring part, not the pig mentality in which power corrupts) and prays to the same God. This is what has always turned me off to religion. I still believe in a God and Christ, but can I beLIEve in the men that preach about them. 
 
Will to let you know what else is going on with me, I had a good Christmas (but with many sad thoughts). I was showered with peanut brittle, which is the best thing ever made...ever, but it is bad for my teeth. Oh well. I got to spend thanksgiving with my brother Santiago in Texas and kids and wife, it was a blast. Being called Uncle Nate is wonderful. I am also excited for my last semester in college. And more thing if you would have told me about shoveling snow I would have probably stayed in Cali. It has pretty much been shitting snow all December.(I can hear you laugh you know)

(From me to Nate)
Nate,
You are a thinker, a theologian, a philosopher, an artist.
l know the feeling.  Homeless is a good word.  
Yet there is no surprise. 
Religion is class struggle.  
The church is owned by the rich.
We did what we could do in San Bernardino.
and We did miraculous things!
Look at the hundreds of Masses
the hundreds of HIPHOP JAZZ MASSES.
the hundreds of people who were helped.
It was
the Spirit - God - was there
and dwelt among us.
It was born.
Seeds were planted.
the rich were held back for 13 years
in their efforts to control..
they may have won this round 
in this place.
But your heart is bigger
and your soul stronger because of what was.
Of us being together.
celebrating Mass together.
you and Wartburg
you and Lisa.
you and Kaz and Jean.
no one can take that away.
your life has been transformed
and you transformed others.
no one can take that away.
not even the rich with they evil ways.
Yes, religion and its bishops and its institutions
like in 2004 come down on the wrong sides
in the struggles of the poor and people.
Mexico is a great place to learn that over and over.
Fear not, say the angels,
as the kings and rulers try to kill the baby Jesus.
Fear not, Nate,
for Jesus has been born.
He will be in exile in Egypt for a couple of years.
and so will we.
but nothing can separate us from the love of God
the love of life
the love of creativity
the love of thinking
the love of being.
we carry on
we move on
we shall not be moved!
love you, Nate.
Thank you for taking forward your spirit
your love for life
your love for thinking
your love for feeling.
you will touch many with the gift of God.
may they never know it as religion.


Pieces on Facebook
Jazz Mass Lives On
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Jazz Mass...yeah so what
by Nathaniel Amaya Maldonado on Tuesday, December 28, 2010 at 11:58pm
Just like the guns in the ghetto our youth are aimless
Rest in Peace murals and the young dead become famous
Life in San Bernardino is all sadness and hurt that we know
Slow folk in a fast paced race and everything is a no go
Playing games but with no goals
Its like love took a flat and lost its soul
We all heated up with cold hearted anger…we cold blooded
Snubbed nose .38s bullets have no names but they know our fate
 Stats get worst along with the murder rate
And the feeling sets in…its too late
I try to believe but there’s always one Lie in it
I be.LIE.ve in my faith and rely on it
I also run as fast I can away from it like sonic
Blindfolded by fear we stumble
Hindered hate we crumble
Scared to speak truth we mumble
We become numb and become gullible
Feed lies till your bellies are full
And we wonder why the truth is hard to stomach
Regurgitated food for thought
Unused knowledge our youths’ brains are left to wrought
Drowned with liquor our livers have spots
And we cant stop
No we wont stop
Not till the tick tock, tock, tock….stops
Just like the guns in the ghetto our youth are aimless
Rest in Peace murals and the young dead become famous
Life in San Bernardino is all sadness and hurt that we know
Slow folk in a fast paced race and everything is a no go
Playing games but with no goals
Its like love took a flat and lost its soul
We all heated up with cold hearted anger…we cold blooded
Snubbed nose .38s bullets have no names but they know our fate
 Stats get worst along with the murder rate
And the feeling sets in…its too late
I try to believe but there’s always one Lie in it
I be.LIE.ve in my faith and rely on it
I also run as fast I can away from it like sonic
Blindfolded by fear we stumble
Hindered hate we crumble
Scared to speak truth we mumble
We become numb and become gullible
Feed lies till your bellies are full
And we wonder why the truth is hard to stomach
Regurgitated food for thought
Unused knowledge our youths’ brains are left to wrought
Drowned with liquor our livers have spots
And we cant stop
No we wont stop
Not till the tick tock, tock, tock….stops
Just like the guns in the ghetto our youth are aimless
Rest in Peace murals and the young dead become famous
Life in San Bernardino is all sadness and hurt that we know
Slow folk in a fast paced race and everything is a no go
Playing games but with no goals
Its like love took a flat and lost its soul
We all heated up with cold hearted anger…we cold blooded
Snubbed nose .38s bullets have no names but they know our fate
 Stats get worst along with the murder rate
And the feeling sets in…its too late
I try to believe but there’s always one Lie in it
I be.LIE.ve in my faith and rely on it
I also run as fast I can away from it like sonic
Blindfolded by fear we stumble
Hindered hate we crumble
Scared to speak truth we mumble
We become numb and become gullible
Feed lies till your bellies are full
And we wonder why the truth is hard to stomach
Regurgitated food for thought
Unused knowledge our youths’ brains are left to wrought
Drowned with liquor our livers have spots
And we cant stop
No we wont stop
Not till the tick tock, tock, tock….stops



What Was, Was, and Is
The Rev. David J. Kalke
What was, was
and is in us.
Nobody can take that away.
Nobody can take away its value
Its meaning
Its shape it gives us
as free painters in a colorless world.
We put our guns away.
They didn't.
We put our cans to good use.
They didn't.
We put our creative energy to
personal and social transformation.
They didn't.
We took the Spirit and let it be and grow.
They didn't.
Like the devil itself
they pushed the Spirit further into the desert
into the dryness of dead religion
into the death of dead bishops and imprisoned clergy.
Like the devil itself they wanted the power of the temple.
We didn't play.
We won't play.
There is nothing to play
when cans paint a colorless world vibrant and alive
when words open minds and doors and hearts and souls
when brushes stroke the dawning of a new age.
Once the golden streets of Zion have been walked
the power of the empty temple is power no more.
It is emptiness.
It  is death.
On its bishops and priests
goes the sign R.I.P.
Life calls us forward, forward ever
backward never.
H.L.V.S.
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