THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN (now with Biodegradable soap!)

Issue XX, 3rd Edition – This is not a rental property Sir.  It’s a pumpkin Patch.

***I ask only THAT YOU PRINT THIS ONE.  Not for ARCHIVAL PURPOSES.  NO EGOS to be FOUND AMONGST THE VERBIAGE.  Simply BECAUSE THE AUTHOR WISHES THAT YOU MIGHT READ IT IN A PLEASANT PLACE WITH NATURAL LIGHT AND FRESH AIR READILY AVAILABLE.  PRETTY PRETTY PLEASE PLEASE (CITING segments of MASSIVE GOODWILL IN THE CHITTY CHITTY BANG BANG SENSE).  Admit it, you wanted the bar raised.  You wonder who else is reading this, writing it, tasting the fruit of our minds’.  I, Brian, have been savoring each meaty piece, so eat your steak baby.***

[Guest] Editor’s Note:  

You better tuck in your shorts and pull up your socks.  NOW.  DO IT NOW.
The Knock-down, drag-out DOUBLE AGENT/DOUBLE WIDE Issue

Comme (or “like”, en francais)…

The fancy trailer you first got drunk in with your third cousin on the family trip to Mississippi (Burning)…

An Eskimo f+cking two, count ‘em: TWO, polar bears (yeah baby, the real comeau cognitive sciences definition of bi-polar)…

The Gnostics who think that Jesus was a good man, and the Christ was a spirit which divined his body and did not actually suffer (and laughed at Jeseus’ pain?)…

Most every character ever graced by the acting of Gary Oldman…

The sweet and vile switchbacks of my darling Bondcliff…
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The Bonds

LA MUSIQUE

Quote:  

and you find yourself on a velvet couch 

tasting the skin of a foreign girl

her eyes are black and wet like oil

and she ties your hands with a string of pearls

and you tremble like a frightened bird

as she closes in and captures you to place you

in a silver cage deep within her poisoned womb

so once you’re safe inside, she might let you out

to fly in circles around the room

but its always night and there is no moon

and you wonder if you are still alive

and you’re not sure if you want to be

but you drink her sweat like it was wine

and you lay with her on a bed of blue and its awful sweet

like the fruit she cuts and feeds to you
 - bright eyes, “a poetic retelling of an unfortunate seduction”, letting off the happiness
Pickup: 

The Boy with the Arab Strap, Belle & Sebastian; White Pepper, Ween; Yours Mine and Ours, The Pernice Brothers; Man of the Hour [Ltd. 2 track], Pearl Jam; Lost Dogs, Pearl Jam; Fall Back Open, Now It’s Overhead
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Big Fishy…Man of the Hour
Frisbee Anyone:  

If there are cds on the entertainment unit in Jeff’s basement, like that unfortunate body count album, or the aerosmith disc with the cow udder piercing on the cover, kindly toss them out the back of the bulkhead.  Where we urinate when football is on (along with – in the swimming pool, in the driveway, near the fence, etc.) and his dad ain’t watching with us…

Quick story – we were tearing it up one night over at the C-house but Jeff doesn’t like to make noise at his house, so we’re not allowed to flush the toilet after 9 or so and he makes us go outside to take a pi$$.  Well he and I were out there whizzing away after sucking down that Heiney magnum and it was snowing a bit but had calmed down…

Next day at breakfast after he went out and shoveled/snow-blowed his dad says: did you guys go outside last night?  And me and jeff had also made snow angels so we were like oh yeah mr. c, we went out and made snow angels (jeff had shorts on for that by the way).  Well his dad wasn’t referring to snow angels.  So I told his dad the truth right there at 10am on whatever day it was: “Jeff won’t let us flush the toilet after 9:15 pm, he says it will disturb you.”

Well, I’ll be damned if his dad didn’t look much the disturbed part right then.  I’m not sure if mom overheard…

LITERATURE

Quote: 

- Never before have I wanted such harm rent upon another, but here I am and this is what I want.  Oh grant me this!  I know forever they will be in my house, the rooms of my mind, I know this and have accepted this but while I know they will be there I want them dead there.  I cannot have them breathing there!  I want them in the floorboards of the basement of my soul.  Can you not will you not grant me only this?  For this I will be forever your servant, resolute, your tool here among the wretched.  I will do for you deeds sinister or noble, in public or private, whatever the cost.  Let me dear Lord bring these men to you, allow me to make them available to your rage.  I will hold them upright as they are struck down.  I will collect their remains if you choose to tear them asunder.  I will bleach their bones if you strip them of their flesh and muscle.  Out here under this sky of stone I feel I can know your rage.  Oh please tell me you know rage!  I want now your storms to converge, I await the blackening of your skies and the cracking of bones as you prepare for –


“I opened my eyes.  I could hear Hand’s even breathing.  Outside humidity and crickets, the shikka shikka of sprinklers shooting through hedges and ferns.” – from Sacrament, David Eggers (Will discussing with self after a friend is killed by a drunk driver)

Indulge:  

McCarthy’s Bar, Pete McCarthy; You Shall Know Our Velocity, David Eggers; Neither Here Nor There, The Melvins; The Chessmen of Doom, John Bellairs (Actually, anything by John Bellairs is worth reading.  Step back to childhood in a more manageable and less-commercialized manner than HPotter.  Trust me.)
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Yes, the cover IS page one…!
Burn (Recycle):  

Political propaganda, religious propaganda, W-2, 1040, 1040EZ… Well, you shouldn’t burn it unless you’re cold.  You’re not cold unless you’re in the southern hemisphere.  Is Mikey cold?  Guatemalala might be cold.  Or if you’re in a bad spot you might feel cold, or act cold.  I prefer we recycle.

MOVIES:
Quote(S):  

Don: Shut up, c+nt. You louse. You got some f+ckin' neck ain't you. Retired? F+ck off, you're revolting. Look at your suntan, it's leather, it's like leather man, your skin. We could make a f+cking suitcase out of you. Like a crocodile, fat crocodile, fat ba$tard. You look like f+cking Idi Amin, you know what I mean? Stay here? You should be ashamed of yourself. Who do you think you are? King of the castle? C+ck of the walk? 
[He gut-punches Gal] 

What you think this is the wheel of fortune? You think you can make your dough and f+ck off? Leave the table? Thanks Don, see you Don, off to sunny Spain now Don, f+ck off Don. Lying in your pool like a fat blob laughing at me, you think I'm gonna have that? You really think I'm gonna have that, ya ponce. All right, I'll make it easy for you. God knows you're f+cking trying. Are you gonna do the job? It's not a difficult question, are you gonna do the job, yes or no? – “Sexy Beast” (Ben Kingsley)
BONUS:

Rosencrantz: Did you ever think of yourself as actually dead, lying in a box with a lid on it? 
Guildenstern: No. 
Rosencrantz: Nor do I, really. It's silly to be depressed by it. I mean, one thinks of it like being alive in a box. One keeps forgetting to take into account the fact that one is dead, which should make all the difference, shouldn't it? I mean, you'd never *know* you were in a box, would you? It would be just like you were asleep in a box. Not that I'd like to sleep in a box, mind you. Not without any air. You'd wake up dead for a start, and then where would you be? In a box. That's the bit I don't like, frankly. That's why I don't think of it. Because you'd be helpless, wouldn't you? Stuffed in a box like that. I mean, you'd be in there forever, even taking into account the fact that you're dead. It isn't a pleasant thought. Especially if you're dead, really. Ask yourself, if I asked you straight off, "I'm going to stuff you in this box. Now, would you rather be alive or dead?" naturally, you'd prefer to be alive. Life in a box is better than no life at all, I expect. You'd have a chance, at least. You could lie there thinking, "Well, at least I'm not dead. In a minute somebody is going to bang on the lid, and tell me to come out." 
[bangs on lid] 
Rosencrantz: "Hey you! What's your name? Come out of there!" 
Guildenstern: [long pause] I think I'm going to kill you. 

Rosencrantz: Whatever became of the moment when one first knew about death? There must have been one. A moment. In childhood. When it first occurred to you that you don't go on forever. It must have been shattering, stamped into one's memory. And yet, I can't remember it. – “Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are Dead”, R/Gary Oldman & G/Tim Roth
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Supreme Confusion – in screenplay form!
You Better:  

Ken Burns’ “Civil War”, “Baseball”, and “Jazz”;  “I’ll Sleep When I Die”, “The Last Samurai”, “The Fog of War”, “Bang the Drum Slowly”, “The Grifters”, “Eight Men Out”, “The Dancer Upstairs”, “Saved!”, “The Limey”, “The Transporter 2” (Coming ’05!!!), “Collateral”, “Big Fish”
You Better Not:  

I unintentionally thought “Cold Mountain” was the worst film of the year.  

TELEVISION & RADIO (do not underestimate the radio.  It’s harder for them to get you to pay attention, so they say the truth.  You know, since it’s more appealing and appalling than all the lies).

Quote: 

“In the 2000 election, Al Gore didn’t carry a single state of the Confederacy.  How do you expect to win an election if you can’t carry any single one of ‘them 11?” – unnamed southern senator on NPR last week speaking to John Edwards VP nomination (I cannot will not comment on the fact that he used the word Confederacy.  No comment.)
Endorse:  

Boy Meets Grill, Rome is Burning, The Graham Norton Experience, A’s
Ban: 

The Best Damn Sports Show, Real World: San Diego, Giants (the NL sucks)
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  

Broccoli, carrots, mushrooms, peppers, brown rice, onions, garlic, lemons, potatoes, quinoa, vegetable broth, leeks, shallots, salt, pepper, and Wolaver’s IPA (Brewed organically by Otter Creek.  They have a fab Nut Brown too)
Ban:  

Anything you don’t think is sold for a fair price.  Especially the following items – razor blades, gasoline, saffron, goat cheese, cds, concert tickets, books that aren’t used or purchased from half.com

PLACES (sssshhhh… Double-Agent checking in)

Abbey Lounge and Tavern

Zeitgeist

Plough and Stars

The Field

& The 21st Amendment
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You CAN tip a pint in SF

(each of these has a doppelganger that I have been to in SF… IT’S TRUE!!!  BUT – one of them is not, I repeat not not not a nice little hipster gallery out here in Kalifornia)

WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:

www.mcsweeneys.net ; www.liquidgeneration.com ;  www.theintersection.org ; www.compleatbellairs.com 
Spam:  

www.christianmcneill.com ; www.hybrasil.com 

(the webmaster’s a deadbeat dad)

Note:  

Every day you can go to mcsweeneys and read and you will never find better or funnier or sadder writing in such copious amounts for free on the net in a book or in a magazine.  Maybe in mcsweeneys literary journal but f+ck it all - I haven’t been able to read an entire website of material and the journal is after all finite in that it has a front and back cover and a beginning and end.  And it costs $.  So go, read, and be merry 10 times daily.

HOBBIES:

Skipping rocks (preferably at low tide), community theater (Wellfleet Harbor Players), swimming in freshwater ponds in the nude with foreign waitresses (likely from former communist republicks), setting off fireworks (little things, like grenades), whiffleball (I lay claim to a lifetime BA = .350), billiards on a table too small (surrounded by one-eyed fisherman all conspicuously named captain jack), red sox games on the radio (Joe & Jerry), ice cream (Ben & Jerry), bbq-ing mass quantities of fish – and assorted other hobbies I will be exercising with ma petite famille on the cape.  I miss you dearly dunes and water and the rest…
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Cahoon Hollow – Wellfleet, MA

JOKE:

Secretaries Powell and Rumsfeld were sitting in a bar.  A guy walks in and asks the barman, “Hey, isn’t that Powell and Rumsfeld?”

The barkeep says, “Yep, that’s them.”

So, the guy walks over to the two and says, “Hello, what are you guys doing?”

Rumsfeld says, “We’re planning World War III”, to which the guy replies, “Really? What’s going to happen?”

Rumsfeld says, “Well, we’re going to kill 10 million Iraqis and 1 bicycle repairman.”

And the guy exclaims, “Why are you going to kill a bicycle repairman!?!”

With that, Rumsfeld turns to Powell and says, “See?  I told you no one would care about the 10 million Iraqis.”

STORYTIME:

I cannot possibly throw a story in here.  I have a very specific one in mind, but it is too long.  I will tell you the gist of a story and then you can spend $4 on the book, which is full of stories and they are all damn fine stories in their own right, except the one I have in mind is one of two that I will die remembering because when I read it I was very young and impressionable and subsequently got very scared.  

Recently, when we had these rovers driving about Mars, Bradbury came back to me like a mad rush in a dream of rocket fuel odors and incomprehensible physics equations.  In The Illustrated Man one could find a story called “The Long Rain” which I firmly believe is perfectly written in its fantastical vision and riveting points that it makes.  I am neither a critic nor a scholar, but a man with boyhood space-travel dreams that quite possibly were quelled and deterred by this particular story.  The best part about Bradbury (and Vonnegut too!) is he isn’t respected in the way commerce respects, say, a Grisham.  Brand new $4.00 books for chrissakes, as H.C. would say!  So run along and buy a paperback of The Illustrated Man, and read “The Long Rain” and if you have any problems after that just send me the book and I will send you $4.00.  I will be in transition here at the end of the month, possibly homeless, but if you email me I will pass to you a forwarding address at some point within a reasonable timeframe before interest and/or inflation would have any effect on the $4.oo refund.

And now, to make up for my not putting the full text of “The Long Rain” here in the Weekly, a quick-song story from Belle and Sebastian :

“I dreamt I had to go to Mars. 
I'm always kidding on about going to Mars for the day, but faced with the reality of it, in a dream, I was terrified.
And it wasn't going to be like a moon trip - there was three of us going, but we couldn't all go on the same ship; we had to go one at a time with a day between us. 
I had to go first, and it was the thought of passing through all that black space, all the darkness with nothing in it, and then being the first one to land there, all alone... I knew it was supposed to be all dark around, with just a red surface, but what if I got there and it was light, all civilised and populated and stuff? 
So I made a plan. The other astronauts were going to be my dad and my sister, and my dad would come first after me, so I decided when Ii landed I would just stay in my seat until he got there, and then we could get out together and have a look around and see what sort of things were there.
And when I woke up and I was lying in the darkness, I thought I had landed. And I just lay still for a while, waiting for my dad to get there too.”
RANT:

Tales of Apartment Searching in a City Gone Mad –

Entering the renters market in San Francisco cannot be compared to any other depraved behavior in the universe.  Renters want to sleep with your girlfriend, steal your car, kill your pets, and sue you if there is any deviation from absolute submissivity.  Welcome to the House of Pain.  Which leads us to -

QUOTE:

Actual Quotes from discussions with Renters, Agents thereof, or other tenants in buildings under consideration (compiled in a mere 10 days) - 

“Are you students at UCSF?  Really…well then, I don’t think you want to live here.”

“We’re going to paint the furnace, just to lighten the place up.”

“We actually had each unit get a separate meter for water.  There’s no reason for us to pay for your long and hot showers, right?”

“Do you have a car?  How much is the insurance?  How much do you spend on gas per month?  Have you gotten in a lot of accidents or gotten a lot of speeding tickets?  We just want to make sure all of your salary is accounted for.”

“Are you two a couple or [hopefully] just friends?”

“The landlord is a writer.  She just released her first novel.  She likes things quiet.  Except it’s odd: she has a baby, but you never hear it.  It’s quiet here.  Real real quiet.”

“I’m not sure why they hung beach towels over the windows.  I prefer curtains or blinds myself, but the leopard print beach towel – that’s pretty interesting alright.”

“Maybe this isn’t the right neighborhood for you.  It’s all Lexus, BMW, Mercedes-Benz… and you know, I I I see you drive a Jeep.”

[Speaking to a group of 40 red-eyed, apartment-hungry animals] “I only have one application left for this unit, the bidding starts at $30.”

“There are motion detecting lights in the stairwell, when they turn on so does the camera monitoring system – we don’t like to have any funny business here.”
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“You want to live here, it’s perfect for you.  $2000 a month, you pay for cleaning before move-in.  You have a great view of the neighbors dying from the plague!”

***NEW SECTIONS***

ANALOGY (IN WHICH WE ATTEMPT TO ANALOGIZE SOMETHING IN ORDER TO MAKE A SMILE CROSS THE FACE OF ONE READER AT A MINIMUM):

BRIAN P. : BOSTON : : JOHN S. : SAN FRANCISCO

BACKIN’ IT UP (IN WHICH WE ATTEMPT TO VOUCH FOR PREVIOUS ENDORSEMENTS):

Hanna Winery, from WWRD#9

Yessssssss…

Everyone in the multi-verse should have lunch on the porch at Hanna Vineyards on a warm afternoon in this lifetime.  Or, at least, everyone should be lucky enough to have a friend offering to take them there.  

***END OF NEW SECTIONS***

COMMENTS:

I thought long and hard here.  This was what I came up with…

If you need to speak to any of my friends’ parents, they are available as follows, conversational starting points included (you can also just call and tell them that you recently learned what sweet young men they all are):

Mary and Bob – try deep-sea fishing or L.L. Bean

603.429.0966

Celeste and Richard – in-house curfews, or cleaning the swimming pool

603.424.7614

Jean and Paul – god’s hockey talk line, so gretzky I guess

603.424.1826

Joan and Joe – cars cars cars.  Preferably pre-1970 bada$$ cars

603.424.0928

QUESTION:

Did you get this far?  

I hope so.  Because I don’t care what you thought of the above.  I don’t care if you liked it or disliked it or got confused and angry and sad.  Any reaction at all is the goal of most (my) art and literature.  If you haven’t seen any of those flicks I mentioned, they’re worth your time.  Need a book for a plane ride or a T ride or a ferry ride?  Well you have quite the pool to choose from now (between my recommendations and EVERYone else’s).  Present yourself with the challenge of thinking about these precious Weeklies and all that is shared with you.  The best part of the genesis of JC’s idea - No one is trying to be cool, trying to sell, trying to suck.  

Today you all received a little piece of Brian Perleaux, for better or worse, and you’ll now always have this piece.  T h a n k s   for   W a t c h i n g...
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INVITE:

Invite all those you feel too weak to come, and all those who are too strong to turn away.  We should divide and conquer.  I invite all of you to cut little cubes of your flesh and brain and soul to grace these pages.  To teach even though you’ve always been a student, stand on the soapbox instead of doing your laundry, therapeuticize yourself even though your insurance doesn’t cover it – be empowered.  Even if you think it isn’t true because you never shook MY hand before while looking me square in the eye or shared a pint or bed or tent or swim with any of US – we want to know you.  And you.  And you.  And you.  And you.  And you.  And you.  And you too…

Love, ME
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PS - Feel free anytime: bcperlow@yahoo.com
