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Sincerely, Your Holiness, 1 believe your
vision has been clouded by the poison of
aetheistic capitalism. The poor of the earth
are simply not going to tolerate this institu-
tionalized violence any longer. The
Nicaraguans believe that health care is a
right in a developed economy, they believe
that education is a right and they also
believe in the freedom of religion and the
separation of Church and State.

The new person of whom St. Paul spoke
now lives in Nicaragua. Father Ernesto
Cardenal is such a person. Had your mind
not been so poisoned by misinformation
about him you could have learned more
about the new person.

This new person does not make distine-
tion between male or female, Jew or Greek.
This person does not worship the gods of
money and power. This new person sees the
whole human family, loves all
children as one’s own and identifies with
the common good of all. This new person
has the discipline to turn the other cheek
when slapped in the face but knows that no

race as

one has permission 1o be passive before the
rape and murder of one’s family or the
diabolical presence of United States
napalm, white phosphorous and genocidal
helicopters.

This new person, Your Holiness, makes
history. T&.\lur}- is not the prerogative of
Popes and Kings. Those who are faithful to
the past do not repeat the past. Those who
are unfaithful to the past repeat the past
with its ignorance and malice

The new person, Your Holiness, can
make a value judgement. The two sides in
this conflict are not the same. One side
represents the rich which Jesus said would
have as much chance of getting into heaven
as a camel passing through the eye of a nee-
dle. The other side represents the poor of
which our Blessed Mother said, **The Lord
has shown the strength of his arm; he has
swept away the high and mighty. The Lord
has set kings down from their thrones and
lifted up the humble. The Lord has satisfied
the hungry, and sent the rich away with
empty hands.”

Your Holiness, you met the future in
Nicaragua and you failed to recognize it.
You were as one of the disciples on the way
to Emmaus, yvou failed to recognize Jesus in
Father Ernesto Cardenal, you failed to
recognize Jesus in the Nicaraguan people
On the contrary, you insulted them and
their miraculous achievements. May you
now recognize them in the breaking of the
bread.

Blase Bonpane

Blase Bonpane is Senior Research Fellow at
the Council on Hemispheric Affairs.

by Ben Hamper

Impressions of
a Rivethead

“ e could ride surf

together while our

love, it grows/ In my
Woody I would take you everywhere [ go."”
What have we here? Graffiti lifted from the
Berlin Wall? Introductory slogan to the
Young Communists Party? Hitler's last
moaning bunkertime syllables?

This curious little refrain dates back to
1963, or there ‘bouts, when five bleached-
out hipsters from Hawthorne, California
conglomerated their bored libidos and
shaggy flattops into one big gooey oyster
called The Beach Boys. It seems the Boys
-brothers Brian, Carl and Dennis Wilson
along with cousin Al Jardine and pal Mike
Love - had a certain flair with melody and a
deep-rooted passion for standing up on a
slab of slickered wood as it churned on
H20. Not being the type of lads to let a
great opportunity go sliding out the port-
hole, The Beach Guys combined both hob-
bie: /ing watery birth to a timeless sound
known as Surf Music.

It can be argued that surf music was
already floating about at this time. Dick
Dale, The Marketts, The Chantays, even
Frankie Avalon and Anette Funnicello were
out there twangin' away with sand in their
crotches. But The Beach Fellas were the
first real ones to snatch surf music outta the
bogs of idiocy (**Beach Blanket Bingo'',
“‘Bikini Beach'", **Moondoggie Gets Spad-
ed'), spruce it up with rummage sales
Chuck Berry riffs, swaddle it up in moany
glee club oralonics and popularize it to an
extent that their little sand pails overflowed
with nothin' but platinum pebbles.

From the beginning, The Beach Nuts
were under the creative guidance of Brian
Wilson, eldest of the Wilson Brothers, and
a pudgy introvert who is credited as being
rock 'n roll’s first sacrificial basket case.
Often referred to as a genius,”” Brian
would hump out one snazzy surf sonnet
after another (pausing only to inhale small
bakeries).

After suffering a nervous breakdown and
losing the hearing in one ear, Brian retired
from touring, severed all ties with reality
and set up shop in his living room where he
had a sandbox installed beneath his trusty
Steinway. From this artificial beachfront,
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Wilson composed the bulk of his best
material and never once ventured back to
the beach for fear of being confused for a
hairy pontoon barge. Indeed, a genius.
They're not writing a whole lot of surf
noise anymore and the kids today probably
wouldn’t know a Woody from a pecker
but, alas, The Beach Grampas somehow re-
main a popular draw, selling out wherever
they choose to anchor. .

. X ——
James Watt and Wayne Newton: Just a couple of nice guys out to save
the world from Rock 'n Roll.

Practically everybody loves these guys.
The kiddies dig *em, the teenbops dig 'em
the parent dig "em, the elderly dig 'em and
everybody goes home smiley and serene,
proud to be a Yank, awash in misty yellow
surfitudes.

Take note that 1 mentioned PRAC-
TICALLY everybody loves The Beach Boys
and that this list does not include James
Watt, our esteemed Interior Secretary. It
seems Watt is picking up nothin® but lousy
vibrations where the Boys are concerned
and his paranoiac antennae has begun to
twitter out a crazy beat. Not that any of this
should matter really, | mean, who gives a
seaborn turd what Mr. Potato Head likes,
dislikes or accepts as ultimately groovy.
Surely, not most.

Unfortunately though, it seems that
amongst his other duties around D.C.,
Watt has a hand in selecting entertainment
for the annual July 4th park concert. It is
not readily apparent just why this is so as it
is common knowledge that Jimbo's melodic
preferences lean more toward bulldozer
din, fawn grind and chainsaws squawking
in the valley. His idea of mood music is
humming the Mr. Goodwrench jingle. His
version of a lilting duet is a couple of clods
operating a two-man saw. He believes The
Grateful Dead is a fraternity for extinct
wildlife. To call this lunkhead a
knowledgeable judge of music would be
like referring to Sid Vicious as an apostle of
Shakespeare.

As you no doubt have read, Watt can-
celled the Beach Brats traditional appear-
ance in Washington. Furthermore, Walt
dreaded hearing about endless waves,
bright blue waters and oceanic merriment at
a time when he's striving his best to
transmute every coastline into an obstacle
course of oil derricks and petro sludge.

All Watt really accomplished was digging
himself so deep in a hole that he had to be
rescued by freedom fighter herself, Nancy
Reagan. After the Hubbub began mount-
ing, Nancy waded in and stilled the waters
by gettin’ Ronnie to arrange a dunce-to-
dunce chitchat with Watt.

Ronnie: “*Jim, what seems to be the pro-
blem.”” Watt: **Surf Music, sir.”” Ronnie:
“*Serf Music? Those peasants were liberated

Surf’sUp,
Watt’sDown

back when [ was a kid. Haven't we got bet-
ter things to do than antagonize people
from the Middle Ages?"’ Watt: ““Um, yes
sir.”

Good old Nancy, who would ever have
believed she was a closet rock "n roll junkie!
““] love The Beach Boys and my children
love The Beach Boys,”” she perked. Of
course there were certain hedgings. Nancy
confessed that she wasn’t a huge metal

i - Sy,

freak. ‘*The Beach -Boys are not Hard
Rock. I wouldn't let my children attend a
Hard Rock concert.”” Somehow it is easy to
believe her as a vision of a tutu-clad Ronnie
Jr. gliding on tippy-toes down the hectic
aisles of a Molly Hatchet concert is, to say
the least, difficult to conjure.

So by Presidential Mommy’s Decree,
Watt was forced to abandon his plot to
pinch-hit for The Beach Noise. And exactly
who was Watt planning to drag off the
pines and insert in the lineup? The King
Family? The Osmonds? Debbie and Daniel
Boone? Pope John Paul and the Vatican
Alarm Clock???

Nope. Watt had tabbed slimemiester
lounge cheetah Wayne Newton as his pick
to regale the hungry patriots. Wayne
Newton, the sleezeball Vegas houseboy who
has spent half a lifetime perfecting his biz-
zare interpretation of Clark Gable with
rabies.

Wayne Newton, the Brylcream
Bossanova of America’s slimiest romper
rooms, a man who has accumulated enor-
mous wealth by crooning his drooly reper-
toire over and over to packed houses fulla
liquored-up pumpkins.

Wayne Newton, a man who's only hit
record was a piece of wimpy drivel called
“‘Danke Schan' (yea, some American)
which was no doubt a wily tip-of-the-hat to
some buxom Fraulein who went all the way
with Wayner Boy.

Wayne Newton, a creep so wrapped up in
his own relentless self-love that when asked
to put his footprint in Hollywood
Boulavard, he politely declined unless he
could dunk his beautiful face in the wet ce-
ment alongside. Wayne Newton, a man so
far removed from average Joe Blow
American that he may as well be from
another planet. Come to think of it, he pro-
bably is.

Thanks to Nancy Reagan’s boundless
craving for rock 'n roll, we have been
spared from Newton’s Law. She may have
taken her lumps on other stands and looked
the fool more times than not, but for now,
we owe her a little chunk of gratitude. I ful-
ly expect the Beach Boys to dedicate a mov-
ing version of “Don’t Worry Baby'’ to the
old gal. As for Watt, go curl up with a copy
of **Paranoid.”







