THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 13, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  The down-n-out, face first, hitting rock bottom issue of the Wash.  The way it was done before Maytag and Whirlpool got their fat greasy capitalist digits in there.  

“In ancient history…human sacrifices were made on a hill above a river…The sacrifices were made and the bodies were burned on a pyre…After hundreds of people were sacrificed and burned…a thick white discharge crept from the alter, downhill to the river…Rain fell on the burnt pyre year after year, and year after year people were burned, and the rain seeped through the wood ashes to become a solution of lye, and the lye combined with the fat of the sacrifices, and a thick white discharge of soap crept out from the base of the altar and crept downhill toward the river…Where the soap fell into the river…after a thousand years of killing people and rain, the ancient people found their clothes got cleaner if they washed them at that spot…It was right to kill those people…You have to see…how the first soap was made of heroes…think about animals in product testing. Think about the monkeys shot into space. Without their pain and sacrifice…we would have nothing.”

“It's only after you've lost everything that you're free to do anything.”
-chuck 
How appropriate it’s the 13th issue.  
MUSIC

Quote:  
i had tender feelings that you made hard
but it's your heart, not mine, that's scarred
so when i go home i'll be happy to go
you're just somebody that i used to know
you don't need my help anymore
it's all now to you, there ain't no before
now that you're big enough to run your own show
you're just somebody that i used to know
i watched you deal in a dying day
and throw the living past away
so you can be sure that you're in control
you're just somebody that i used to know
i know you don't think you did me wrong
and i can't stay this way for long
keeping ahold of what you just let go
you're just somebody that i used to know

elliot smith “somebody I used to know” figure 8

Pickup:  Nick Drake “Pink Moon,” Radiohead “the bends,” NIN “Downward Spiral”
Frisbee Anyone:  Hanson, Ace of Base, UB40
LITERATURE

Quote:  

“My life was in front of me, shut, closed, like a bag and yet everything inside of it was unfinished.  For an instant I tried to judge it.  I wanted to tell myself, this is a beautiful life.  But I couldn’t pass judgment on it; it was only a sketch; I had spent my time counterfeiting eternity, I had understood nothing. I missed nothing:  there were so many things I could have missed, the taste of manzanilla or the baths I took in the summer in a little creek near Cadiz; but death had disenchanted everything.”

Sartre “The Wall” pg. 11
Indulge:  Charles Bukowski Post Office, William S. Burroughs Naked Lunch, Fyodor Dostoevsky Notes from the Underground
Burn:  Anything by Dickens- what a whiner.
MOVIES
To Nolte- nobody does it better.
Quote:  
Raoul:  "What if you lose?" 

Bob Montagnet: "I'll have hit rock bottom. I'll have to change my ways."
-“The Good Thief”
You Better:  Affliction, The Good Thief, Prince of Tides (one to look for- The Rum Diary)
You Better Not:  I Love Trouble, Everybody Wins, Three Fugitives
TELEVISION 

Quote:  "To alcohol, the cause of, and solution to, all of life's problems."
-Homer Simpson
Must See:  Ike: Countdown to D-Day (Magnum playing Eisenhower- who plays FDR? Higgins?), QVC, Telemundo
Mustn’t See:  NBA FINALS (finally), NHL FINALS, D-Lo SOX
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  Skoal, Lo-jack, Animal Shelters
Ban:  Yerba mate, Mud Baths, Sunshine Clubs
PLACES

1.  Flamingo, Roulette Table, Sunday, May 23, 1:25AM- Sitting down, Upright, feeling the table, bud light, up 3 bills
2.  Flamingo, ATM, Sunday, May 23, 3:15AM- Standing, Leaning on machine, lost some feeling, bud light, cigarette, down 4 bills
3.  Flamingo, Roulette Table, Sunday, May 23, 3:45AM- Standing, Eyeing last one hundred dollar bill on 2nd 13, 00’s, knees buckle, nauseated, rusty nail, cigarettes, dead broke.
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:  http://hometown.aol.com/wienerdox/page/, www.mugshots.net, www.smokinggun.com 
Spam:  http://www.gospelcom.net/peggiesplace/pot.htm, www.poetry.com, www.bonsaikitten.com 
HOBBIES

Running, running, running
JOKE

Q. How many birthfathers does it take to screw in a lightbulb?

A. Lightbulb? What lightbulb? I didn't screw any damn lightbulb! It's not my lightbulb and I don't know anything about it.
STORYTIME
All the sides are breaking down inside my head.  I walk, glide out of my skull for days on end to repent the pain that has befallen me.  Drenching myself in the rivers of every bleeding soul.  
I can’t believe the end has come in such a small package.  Are you dreading my return to your bed?  Because I dread the fact that you still want me back after the tortures performed on your psyche while I was passed out, bloated by the riverside of your tearful flow.  Basking in the midnight sun of obscurity and ignorant seething bliss.  My right big toe makes whirl pools as you comatose your present, your belief in the instant.  You thought there would be salvation in those last precious clichéd moments but the darkness followed you in, a cold draft up your skirt, playful but menacing. 

I’ll let my memory take you out for a bit, a little drive in the country, in the warm air of yesterday, maybe some putt-putt by the red paint crusted mill.  Some ice cream perhaps, a dose of frigid lubricant for your insides.  Anything just to get you out and away from this house.  I need to let the dog out of the cage for a bit.  Let him stalk and roam the rooms.  Get some blood flowing in those decrepit legs of his.  At this age his bite is worse than this bark.  Such a mean bastard, he couldn’t stand his own yelps as the belt cracked his back so he chewed out his own voice box.  Now, never even a subtle vacant whimper.      

Sometimes I find myself falling out of here and there, displaced and lurking on the night dampened streets.    

I see that faded water logged papers cover my front stoop. the newsprint has run off to some other time, fallen beneath the porch, to the worms who teach how to forget.  how much has passed since I last checked the mail?  unsure of the day I creep along the sidewalk, dawn settling through my drifting stares, making me aware of the headstones peeking the horizon.  with an undertow already unlacing my sneakers, the cemetery has discovered the moments that entice and before my hands can pull a lighter from its haven I’m treading within the gates.

mother maria and the crumbling saints try to ease my sight with their cold miniature hands.  icicles descend from broken fingers. one more stone kiss before I colonize my own lot.  the epitaph in my mind pieces the rest I’ve been prescribed.  how much say do I have in this?  frosted syllables break apart and dissipate before the Sunday shine can warm them.  a funereal mosaic of the misunderstood path followed collects and cracked nostrils bleed my last stand.  maybe with noon thaw I’ll rise.
RANT

"It's only after you've lost everything," Tyler says, "that you're free to do anything." ~Chapter 8; Fight Club; Chuck Palahniuk.
Every day millions of people lose $hit.  I'm talking everything from staple removers to 90 year old Grandmothers.  On an item per person basis, little kids lose the most stuff.  Not only do they lose their stuff, but they lose your stuff as well.  Like your car keys.  Those little %$# will have them all day long, but when you ask for them back they will look at you with dirt on their smiling face and say, "I don't remember what I did with them" and they will say it as if having to now find them is an extreme inconvenience to them.  How about if I don't remember where your dinner comes from?  Ha kid?  ………….But your not suppose to lose your temper with kids.     
There are a lot of things I have lost in my life time.  But it's the things that made me say, "what the hell?" when I lost them that intrigue me the most.  For instance, my mother once brought home a new dog.  It was a Beagle named Patches.  On the very next day my stupid brother opened the front door and Patches was up and out the door, through the yard and across the street in a flash.  We lost Patches.  No, he didn't get hit by a car.  He just didn't stop running.  What the hell?  Why would Patches just run away? I thought.  Was the first night sleeping by the fire place all that bad?  The answer of course comes so blatantly now.  Because Beagles are retarded and Patches was no exception.  I hope you get to where you’re going.  Keep on trucking Patches.
Then there was the time I lost an entire load of laundry at school.  What the hell? Some one actually stole all of my underwear.  At first I thought, why would anyone steal my underwear?  Then, I looked into the dryer 3 more times before looking into all of them.  I even looked behind the dryer.  I just couldn't believe it.  Then I thought, as I stood there commando in sweat pants, what am I going to do with out my underwear?  This is messed up.  Then I started planning how I'd find my underwear but came to the realization quite quickly that I had been the victim of the perfect crime in a twisted kind of way.  How are you going to know if some one else is wearing your underwear?  What can you really do?  Hang up Lost Underwear posters?  Lost, 8 pairs of boxers.  Various colors.  Call Joe.  So, to the guy who took my underwear, F$#@ off ya b*stard.  You may have gotten away with the perfect crime, but you’re still an @sshole.
It's true that losing things aggravates and sometimes hurts.  Pets, money, keys, underwear, girlfriends, boyfriends, loved ones, all of these things have happened to all of us.  We just have to accept these things as life.  That’s the part that sucks, but the strong move on.  Still, have you ever noticed that the strength of the desire to keep these things is inversely proportionate to the things you are trying to lose?  Like weight?  You could leave your stomach or @ss hanging out all day long with your eyes closed and no one is going to take it.  Even if you put a "Free Weight, Will deliver" sign with a flashing neon arrow.  Your virginity is the same way.  How long did that take to lose?  Probably longer than you wanted.  It's just not fair!
Well, I've got to get back to work.  Before I lose my job. 
Joe Reckon.      

COMMENTS

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I--
I took the one less travelled by,
and that has made all the difference
-frost
QUESTIONS
WHAT IS GOD LIKE?
God is independent. Every other living being is dependent on people or things, and ultimately on God — but God is totally independent of his creation. He can survive on his own. He is not served by human hands, as if he needed anything, because he himself gives all men life and breath and everything else. (Acts 17:25)
WHERE DO I GO FROM HERE?
Hell is final. All the roads to hell are one way streets. There is no exit. Between hell and heaven a great chasm has been fixed. (Luke 16:26) The horror, loneliness and agony of hell are not in order to purify but to punish — for ever!
HOW CAN I BE SAVED?
Having read this far, do you genuinely want to be saved? Do you want to get right with God — whatever the cost or consequences? If not, you have not grasped the importance of the pages you have read. You should therefore read them again slowly and carefully, asking God to show you the truth. If God has shown you your need, and you do want to be saved, then you must turn to God in repentance and have faith in our Lord Jesus. (Acts 20:21)
http://www.the-highway.com/ultimate_questions.html 

INVITE

Who wants to start a dodge ball team?

