THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 25, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  It’s almost like a double issue. almost.
MUSIC

Quote:  
Smeared black ink... your palms are sweaty
And i'm barely listening to last demands
I'm staring at the asphalt wondering what's buried underneath where i am

I'll wear my badge... a vinyl sticker with bigh block letters adherent to my chest
That tells your new friends i am a visitor here...
I am not permanent
And the only thing keeping me dry is where i am

You seem so out of context in this gaudy apartment complex
A stranger with your door key explaining that i am just visiting
And i am finally seeing why i was the one worth leaving

D.C. sleeps alone tonight

You seem so so out of context in this gaudy apartment complex
A stranger with your door key explaining that i am just visiting
And i am finally seeing why i was the one worth leaving
The district sleeps alone tonight after the bars turn out their lights
And send the autos swerving into the loneliest evening
And i am finally seeing why i was the one worth leaving

-postal service “district sleeps alone”

Pickup:  Tripping Daisy “I am an elastic firecracker,” Primus “Frizzle Fry,” Tindersticks
Frisbee Anyone:  Hundreds of bootlegged U2 concert cds (sorry dan)
LITERATURE

Quote:  

"'I wonder if I've been changed in the night? Let me think: was I the same when I got up this morning? I almost think I can remember feeling a little different. But if I'm not the same, the next question is 'Who in the world am I?' Ah, that's the great puzzle!'"
-alice in wonderland

Indulge:  Any Selby, Any Bukowski, Any Dahl
Burn:  Wait until winter when we can’t afford heat.
MOVIES
Quote:  
Nobody : That gun will replace your tongue. You will learn to speak through it. And your poetry will be written in blood.

-dead man

You Better:  Last Life in the Universe, The Station Agent, Dario Argento’s The Inferno
You Better Not:  Peeping Tom, Jaws II, Anything Tony Danza
TELEVISION 

Quote:  This comes from Saturday’s edition of COPS.  Older white trailer park female pulled over with sketched out older black man in passenger side.  The cops talk to them briefly before searching the car.  BAM!  Crack pipe.  Boy they looked so normal to me.  Anyway these quotes are from when the cop was questioning the black man.
Cop:  What are you on probation for?

B.M.:  Probation?  Well, I have attempted robbery, er, burglary, and ……ah….. what’s that one……..oh yeah kidnapping.

Cop:  Are you not supposed to be drinking alcohol while on probation.

B.M.:  Yes that may be true, but you see, I’m a legitimate alcoholic.  I am.
Must See:  More Olympics, Duckman, Adult Swim
Mustn’t See:  Celebrity Blackjack, Larry King Live (especially with Brian Wilson)
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  Target, Home Depot, Vending Machines
Ban:  ATM machines, the hot dog vendor at Home Depot, KFC (I’m sorry but I have to- it’s to good to be legal)
PLACES

1.  Middle East August 30th- PICKAX
2.  Brattle Theater 8/29- 9/9- DONNIE DARKO DIRECTOR’S CUT
3.  See #2
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:  
http://www.sedgwickrd.com/_swf/sr_moviePlayer.swf?whichMovie=wamu_paul, http://www.poisonskin.com/pocketproducts/pocketuhhh/home/default.asp
Spam:  http://www.subway.com/subwayroot/MenuNutrition/Jared/index.aspx
HOBBIES

Finishing projects (john cleese has finally come down off the wall), Wishing I could run, 
JOKE

Dead bunny 


A woman with a broken ankle was gingerly hobbling along on crutches as she attempted to walk her dog. Because of her handicap, however, she was having a lot of trouble keeping the dog under control. Finally, the dog lunged forward, the leash slipped out of her hand, and the dog went running down the street. She called and called, but the dog wouldn't come back. Since she couldn't chase after it, she eventually gave up and went home. 

A couple of hours later she heard something scratching at the door. When she went to the door she found her dog standing there with a dead rabbit in its mouth. Upon closer inspection, she realized it was the neighbors' pet rabbit. She knew she would never be able to tell them what happened, and since they were out of town for the weekend, she hit upon a plan. 

She took the rabbit into the bathroom, washed it off, and blew its fur dry. Then she took the rabbit back to the neighbors' backyard and put the rabbit back in its cage. She thought the neighbors would discover the rabbit dead and think it died in the cage. They would never suspect what really happened. 

On Monday, there was a knock at the door, and when she answered, there was her neighbor standing there. He asked her if she had seen anyone in their backyard over the weekend. She said no. He said, "Did you see anything strange going on around our house or yard?" Again, she denied seeing anything suspicious. She said, "Why are you asking me these questions? What happened?" He said, "Well, something really strange is going on in my backyard. On Friday our rabbit died, so we buried it in the backyard. But when we came back from the weekend, it was back in the cage!" 

STORYTIME
Crawling in the Walls

Do you remember me from last night

shampooing the blood-stained carpet

in the lite light shadow of my remorse?

Inhaling the sickness,

   seeking forgiveness from dragons on the walls

       their heated breath pulling sweat from my brow,


the salted pain of fear reddening my eyes,


       consummating marriages with slivered tears,




chapped lines of cheekbones.

Hidden colors of the fading walls

illuminating the movements I try to conceal,

  but only revealed through vacant slots penetrated alongside my ribs.

The weakening flesh, like boiled disintegrating meat,

    peeling in short strips, collecting in heaps of disgust,

fatty layers chewed by street-side beggars wearing worn shoes


      christened in thinning tissues and plasmic residue,



  lapping at the entrails, tracking my maroon chore

         through the seedy carpet fibers,


  over, along the looming ceiling and beckoning walls.

Fingers tapping the cleaner sections,

nervously echoing from dusty shelves and stained lampshades,


      the coffee table sits in panic,




stained finish, lemon scent,






     turning to musty odors.

In the lucid corner the dull roaring humidifier drawing every atom


   into its stale aquatic coffin.

Flicking the switch Death smiled with the mixture of cold’s entrance and chilling embrace

In the foreboding background,

     with the deadening beats of a whitening heart,

    thick liquid drips and absorbs

      droplets evaporated

    morning sun on a windowpane

       splinters moisten old scars

     memories remain

But in this virginal moment,



inside this bleeding box,

   I contemplate the sanctity of the enduring nightmares


while the fragmented dawn completes the puzzle of its orange haze.

I will sleep next to a wet spot



      and pretend not to roll over

           because I would emerge in an endless fall

       and in the dirty yellow glow of stained lampshades,



I collect my pieces, pull them in

to contend with the dragons and blood revealing nite lights.

Pull my eye lids shut, thread and needle them,


   silent sensations of my ears,

    it would be a godsend to wade in a silent slumber


    without the anticipation of waking up

So under the tide of weary drowsiness I wrap myself around the water

sink into its cold embrace, immerse my tainted being in frigid solemnity

and forget these thoughts and regrets, letting the perfections wash away,

converse with night fishes.  I will regain consciousness,

emerge to the surface, my lungs triumphant in the return to tranquility

The air consumed, breath of newborn life, journey to the center of gravity



    my feet touch the ground, wet and awake,

the clumping sand, between my pale toes, marooning with the sun’s smile.

QUOTE
Two bums are walking across the train tracks down at Brookline Place.  One’s a bit older, skinny.  The other is a bigger man with his Hawaiian shirt wide open with his bulging gut hanging out.  The skinny bum turns to the fat bum and says:

“BUTTON THAT UP!  YOU”RE EMBARASSING ME!!”

true story.
RANT

I guess there are a lot things out there that make me angry but I just don’t have the energy to care.

COMMENTS

N/A
QUESTION
Anyone for a Wash?  I’m gentle.
INVITE

