THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 24, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  You thought I wouldn’t come through this week, huh?  With all this rain why not a weekend Wash.  Silly people.
MUSIC

Quote:  
GRAND PRIX EUROVISION 
(F.Cactus/v.Finsterwalde)

Je glisse sur le linoléum
En escaladant le podium
Qui me sépare de mon Grand Prix Eurovision
de la Chanson
Je m'emberlificote les pieds dans ma robe
Et je glisse sur le podium
Qui me sépare de mon Grand Prix Eurovision
A la télévision
Le présentateur commence à s'énerver
De me voir allongée le nez sur le parquet
J'essaie de me relever, 
Je sens que je vais y arriver
Je me sens toute intimidée
Je regarde en direction de mes pieds
C'est alors que je vois que je suis toute nue,
Je tombe des nues

Mais je sais
Que j'ai gagné
Le Grand Prix Eurovision de la Chanson
Ma chanson
A gagné
Le Grand Prix Eurovision de la Chanson

Je m'emberlificote les pieds dans ma robe
Et je glisse sur le podium
Qui me sépare de mon Grand Prix Eurovision
A la télévision
Je glisse sur le linoléum
En escaladant le podium
Qui me sépare de mon Grand Prix Eurovision
de la Chanson

Le présentateur commence à s'énerver
De me voir allongée, le nez sur le parquet
J'essaie de me relever,
Je sens que je vais y arriver
Je me sens toute intimidée
Je regarde en direction de mes pieds
C'est alors que je vois que je suis toute nue,
Je tombe des nues

Mais je sais
Que j'ai gagné
Le Grand Prix Eurovision de la Chanson
Ma chanson
A gagné
Le Grand Prix Eurovision de la Chanson

Dans mes rêves, je vois ma nouvelle chambre
avec un lit en or
Dans lequel toute la journée je dors
Ma mère doit être fière de moi
Je l'imagine pleurant d'émoi...

Car je sais...
Stereo Total ‘Grand Prix Eurovision’ Monokini

Pickup:  Stereo Total “Monokini,” Tears for Fears “The Hurting,” Beach Boys “pet sounds”
Frisbee Anyone:  VAST “Music for People,” ANAKIN, Tripping Daisy “I am an ELASTIC FIRECRACKER” (I’m still not sure about this album so toss it around for a bit until I decide, DO IT!)
LITERATURE

Quote:  

Chapter 5

    Whatever lighting the photographer used was harsh and made bad shadows on the cement-block wall behind them. Just a painted wall in somebody's basement. The monkey looked tired and patchy with mange. The guy was in lousy shape, pale with rolls around his middle, but there he was, relaxed and bent over with his hands braced against his knees and his poochy gut hanging down, his face looking back over his shoulder at the camera, smiling away.

    "Beatific" isn't the right word, but it's the first word that comes to mind.

    What the little boy first loved about pornography wasn't the sex part. It wasn't the pictures of beautiful people dorking each other, their heads thrown back, making those fake orgasm faces. Not at first. He'd found all those pictures on the Internet even before he knew what sex was. They had the Internet in every library. They had it at all the schools.

    The way you can move from city to city and always find a Catholic church, the same Mass said everywhere, no matter what foster place the kid was sent, he could always find the Internet. The truth was, if Christ had laughed on the cross, or spat on the Romans, if he'd done anything more than just suffer, the kid would've liked church a lot more.

    As it was, his favorite website was pretty much not sexy, at least not to him. You could just go there, and there would be about a dozen photographs of this one dumpy guy dressed as Tarzan with a goofy orangutan trained to poke what looked like roasted chestnuts up the guy's ass.

    The guy's leopard-print loincloth is tossed to one side, the elastic waistband sunk into his tubby waist.

    The monkey's crouched there, ready with the next chestnut.

    There's nothing sexy about it. Still, the counter showed more than half a million people had been to see it.

    "Pilgrimage" isn't the right word, but it's the first word that comes to mind.

    The monkey and the chestnuts wasn't anything the kid could understand, but he sort of admired the guy. The kid was stupid, but he knew this was something way beyond him. The truth was, most people wouldn't even want a monkey to see them naked. They'd be terrified about how their asshole might look, if it might look too red or baggy. There's no way most people would ever have the nerve to bend in front of a monkey, much less a monkey and a camera and lights, and even then they'd have to do about a zillion sit-ups first and go to a tanning booth and get their hair cut. After that, they'd spend hours bent over in front of a mirror, trying to determine their best profile.

    And then, even with just chestnuts, you'd have to stay somewhat relaxed.

    Just the thought of auditioning monkeys was terrifying, the possibility of being rejected by monkey after monkey. Sure, you can pay a person enough money and they'll stick stuff into you or they'll take pictures. But a monkey. A monkey's going to be honest.

    Your only hope would be to book this same orangutan, since it obviously didn't look too picky. Either that or it was exceptionally well trained.

    The point was, there'd be nothing to this if you were beautiful and sexy.

    The point was, in a world where everybody had to look so pretty all the time, this guy wasn't. The monkey wasn't. What they were doing wasn't.

    The point was, it's not the sex part of pornography that hooked the stupid little boy. It was the confidence. The courage. The complete lack of shame. The comfort and genuine honesty. The up-front-ness of being able to just stand there and tell the world: Yeah, this is how I chose to spend a free afternoon. Posing here with a monkey putting chestnuts up my ass.
    And I really don't care how I look. Or what you think.

    So deal with it.

    He was assaulting the world by assaulting himself.

    And even if the guy wasn't loving every moment, the ability to smile, to fake your way through this, that would be even more admirable.

    The same way every porno movie implies a score of people standing just off camera, knitting, eating sandwiches, looking at their wristwatches, while other people do naked sex only a few feet away...

    To the stupid little boy, that was enlightenment. To be that comfortable and confident in the world, that would be Nirvana.

    "Freedom" isn't the right word, but it's the first word that comes to mind.

    That's the kind of pride and self-assurance the little boy wanted to have. Someday.

    If it was him in those pictures with the monkey, he could look at them every day and thing: If I could do this, I could do anything. No matter what else you came up against, if you could smile and laugh while a monkey did you with chestnuts in a dank concrete basement and somebody took pictures, well, any other situation would be a piece of cake.

    Even hell.

    More and more, for the stupid little kid, that was the idea...

    That if enough people looked at you, you'd never need anybody's attention ever again.

   That if someday you were caught, exposed, and revealed enough, then you'd never be able to hide again. There'd be no difference between your public and private lives.

    That if you could acquire enough, accomplish enough, you'd never want to own or do another thing.

    That if you could eat or sleep enough, accomplish enough, you'd never need more.

    That if enough people loved you, you'd stop needing love.

    That you could ever be smart enough.

    That you could someday get enough sex.

    These all became the little boy's new goals. The illusions he'd have for the rest of his life. These were all the promises he saw in the fat man's smile.

    So after that, every time he was scared or sad or alone, every night he woke up panicked in a new foster home, his heart racing, his bed wet, every day he started school in a different neighborhood, every time the Mommy came back to claim him, in every damp motel room, in every rented car, the kid would think of those same twelve photos of the fat man bent over. The monkey and the chestnuts. And it calmed the stupid little shit right down. It showed him how brave and strong and happy a person could become.

    How torture is torture and humiliation is humiliation only when you choose to suffer.

    "Savior" isn't the right word, but it's the first word that comes to mind.

   And it's funny how when somebody saves you, the first think you want to do is save other people. All other people. Everybody.

    The kid never knew the man's name. But he never forgot that smile.

    "Hero" isn't the right word, but it's the first word that comes to mind.

CHUCK CHOKE
Indulge:  Brian Wilson Wouldn’t it be Nice: Autobiography, Rene Steinke The Fires, 
Burn:  ACH Regulation Handbook, Brookline Bank Exit Interview Manual
MOVIES
Quote:  
Jennifer Corvino:  Why are all the mirrors covered like that?

Frau Brückner:  I told you I don’t live alone.  I have a small son, he’s very sick.  I cover the mirrors for his sake.  He doesn’t want to see his reflection {sigh}.  I worry about him very much. [beat]  He’s change my life completely.  Some times I think he’s driving me crazy.

Jennifer Corvino:  I’m sorry.

Frau Brückner:  These are things that can happen in a woman’s life but don’t worry you won’t see him.
Jennifer Corvino:  I don’t mind if…..
Frau Brückner:  NO.  It’s better if you don’t.  He stays in his room with his crazy thoughts. [beat] Would you like something?  A cup of tea?
Dario Argento’s “Phenomena”

(Jennifer Corvino is played by a 15 year old Jennifer Connelly, her second movie)
You Better:  Dead Man, Spies like Us
You Better Not:  Peeping Tom,  Princess Diaries 2
TELEVISION 

Quote:  Apparently David Cross dropped the F-bomb on the McEnroe show.  Good for you David.
Must See:  Olympics, Discovery’s Deadliest Seasons: Alaskan Crab Fishing, Family Guy
Mustn’t See:  The John McEnroe Show, Anything with Max Kellerman
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  Naproxen, Self moving company, Harvard Book Store
Ban:  Penske, UHaul, Radiology, MRIs
PLACES

1.  209 Harvard St. Apt. #1, Cambridge, MA- Say goodbye
2.  119 North St., Somerville, MA- Say hello
3.  Store 24- what a good time that place is, 24-7.
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:  http://ebaumsworld.com/, http://www.phobialist.com/, http://www.albinoblacksheep.com/flash/acne.php, http://www.stereototal.de/home/intro_en.html
Spam:  http://www.nyrr.org/nyrrc/org/home.html, http://www.acnebegone.com/, http://sportsillustrated.cnn.com/olympics/2004/index.html?cnn=yes 
HOBBIES

Thinking about packing, watching Dan pack, napping
JOKE

It was mealtime during our trip on a small airline in the   

Northwest. "Would you like dinner?" the flight attendant asked   

the man seated in front of me.   

"What are my choices?" he asked.   

"Yes or no," she replied.   

STORYTIME
The City that Sleeps

In downtown Manhattan, one the corner of an apartment building, this small brownish room resides.  The summer sunlight falls, onto the hardwood floor through tinted fourth story windows, projecting a brilliance into the almost desolate apartment.  These windows are corroded and the white paint splinters, chips, and elevates from the rotten wood.  The two perpendicular windows allow the sun to cast its radiance upon the floor, so close the illuminations they almost overlap.  The rays magnify the presence of dust, cover-coating the damp, moldy air.  Little particles float in the midst of the light, like flakes of snow falling over a city in a water filled jar.  Drifting like a castaway raft on the midnight sea, they disappear into the darkness, as their moment in the sun ceases.  The atmosphere collects as would sunlight and the dust in the top of an abandoned cathedral’s ceiling.  All that which is missing are the birds, that when disturbed by the slamming of a door, that flutter frantically out of their darkened safety into the light.  Mozart’s piano concerto NO. 21 in C finale entices the serenity with its gentle sound emanating from the old phonograph in the far corner, away from the windows.  Soft and smooth, the notes glide across the completely vacant room, except for the phonograph and a solitary chair isolated from the darkness, immersed in sunlight.  A wooden chair with a brown segmented backing and fraying wicker strands pulled across the seat, sleeps.  Four oaken legs rise from the floor, completely the structure.


The muffled sound of the city through the portals, cars and trucks in their daily masquerade, the honking and sirens create the urban environment.  A single room, four stories above the streets’ confusion and walking masses, hustling & bustling, to work, lunch and appointments, rests.  Calm and serene the room remains undisturbed, untouched by the hectic reality.  On the streets and in the alleys, a malice spawns.  Years and years of distrust and hate percolating like the morning pot of coffee.  Forgotten on the back burner of society, carefully ignored.  The entity arises from the snake charmer’s basket, hypnotized by the calling from the Devil’s flute.  Slowly, like vines on an ancient church, it scales the apartment block, up maroon faded bricks.  Creeping and slithering, like the venomous snake that it is, determined to penetrate.  The tranquil, majestic atmosphere fades as dusk approaches.  The shadows that hibernated in the dark, emerge to push back the luminance out towards the windows.  Snail-like in its progression, in the end the pitch blackness overwhelms the daytime sky as the moon rises to reclaim its nocturnal throne, amongst the kingdom of stars and wishes.  The floor boards creek in the dimly lit hallway.  Closer and closer, the sounds draws nearer.  A turn of the key and the malicious entity pierces the angelic haze.
RANT

I miss Joe Blow

“Where have you gone, Joe DiBlowgio?
A nation turns its lonely eyes to you
Ooo ooo ooo.”
COMMENTS

No that’s it.
QUESTION
Who’s up for the next Wash?
INVITE

