THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 30, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  Here it is, the 30th issue of the Weekly Wash & Rub Down.  I can’t believe it.  Well I can but it’s pretty cool.  I hope that you’ve all enjoyed it so far, if you were here from the beginning or just getting into it.  As some people say it: here’s to 30 issues and here’s to 30 more (and then some).  If I had a beer I’d toast.  I guess I have to make a run to the packy.  10:30 isn’t too early is it?
MUSIC

Quote:  
Time has told me
You’re a rare rare find
A troubled cure
For a troubled mind.

And time has told me
Not to ask for more
Someday our ocean
Will find its shore.

So i`ll leave the ways that are making me be
What I really don’t want to be
Leave the ways that are making me love
What I really don’t want to love.

Time has told me
You came with the dawn
A soul with no footprint
A rose with no thorn.

Your tears they tell me
There’s really no way
Of ending your troubles
With things you can say.

And time will tell you
To stay by my side
To keep on trying
’til there’s no more to hide.

So leave the ways that are making you be
What you really don’t want to be
Leave the ways that are making you love
What you really don’t want to love.

Time has told me
You’re a rare rare find
A troubled cure
For a troubled mind.

And time has told me
Not to ask for more
For some day our ocean
Will find its shore.
-nick drake ‘time has told me’ five leaves left

Pickup:  The long awaited follow-up to Brian Wilson’s brain child Pet Sounds, SMILE, completely recorded for the first time since the 1960’s.  Also Interpol, Stereophonic Spree, and God Lives Underwater have new albums.
Frisbee Anyone:  New Phil Collins, Regis Philbin and Hilary Duff.
LITERATURE

Quote:  

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe. 

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch!" 

He took his vorpal sword in hand: 
Long time the manxome foe he sought 
So rested he by the Tumtum tree, 
And stood a while in thought. 

And, as in uffish thought he stood, 
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
And burbled as it came! 

One two! One two! And through and through 
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
He left it dead, and with its head 
He went galumphing back. 

- lewis carroll ‘jabberwocky’ (also a great terry Gilliam film)

Indulge:  New Laurell K. Hamilton Incubus Dreams is out this week.  I know that since I’ve been plugging her books pretty routinely that you all have caught up and are ready for the new one.  You guys make me so proud, sometimes.
Burn:  Take a week off.
MOVIES
Quote:  
Frodo : I am Frodo Baggins, and this is Samwise Gamgee. 
Faramir : Your bodyguard? 
Sam : His gardener.

-two towers

You Better:  It’s been a slow week for movies.  I did watch Two Towers.  Always good.  Of course after watching it I have an almost irresistible urge to go out and rent Return of the King and then Hobbit cartoon.  Good thing I’m further from Hollywood Video now.  Keep an eye out for the South Park creators’ new film Team America: World Police.
You Better Not:  I really hate to do this because I’m a huge Takashi Miike fan……but The Happiness of the Katakuris didn’t do it for me at all.  The premise is that this Japanese family opens a bed & breakfast at the foot of Mt. Fuji.  The only guests they have end up dying in their own very strange ways and the family decides, to avoid scary off other guests, to bury these guests on the grounds.  Sounds interesting enough.  Here’s the rub.  It’s a musical.  A cross between the Sound of Music, Thriller, and Evil Dead.  Once again, a very strangely interesting combination.  I understand what he was trying to do, an over top farce but it didn’t hook me like I had hoped.  I have Audition coming in the netflix mailer so hopefully he’ll regain my confidence.
TELEVISION 

Quote:  
Gareth Keenan : Yes, I've had office romances. Not here. At another place I worked at. Good-looking ones, as well. But they're not a good idea, office romances. It's like sh*tting on your own doorstep. I've had loads of offers here, but I go 'no way, distracting'. And that's actually one of the major arguments against letting gay men into the army.

[Gareth has just caught Tim and Rachel kissing] 
Gareth Keenan : How long has this been going on? When were you going to tell me? I can't believe you'd get off with a girl that I fancy. 
Tim Canterbury : Why can't you believe that, Gareth? 
Gareth Keenan : Well, I can't believe there's a bird that fancies you over me for a start. What are you... he's a weird little bloke. Look at his cartoon face and his hair. He looks like a Fisher Price man. And his rubbish clothes... it makes me think there's something wrong with you, and yet in my head I'd still do you, so I'm confused... alright, I'll ask you straight: is there anything that could happen between us while this is going on? 
Rachel : Like what? 
Gareth Keenan : What, specifically? Hand job? Look, don't answer now. Think about it.

David Brent : There are limits to my comedy. There are things that I'll never laugh at. The handicapped. Because there's nothing funny about them. Or any deformity. It's like when you see someone look at a little handicapped and go 'ooh, look at him, he's not able-bodied. I am, I'm prejudiced.' Yeah, well, at least the little handicapped fella is able-minded. Unless he's not, it's difficult to tell with the wheelchair ones.

- more office
Must See:  Presidential Debate Numero Ono, Red Sox (please god I’ve been good lately, at least I’ve been thinking about being good, that counts, right?  no? well F-you then.  You must be a Yankees fan) and the Yankees.  You must be saying “why watch the Yankees?  They are the enemy.”  That’s the point.  Watch them play and give them the Voodoo.  The Voodoo gets them every time.  Ask Coolen.
Mustn’t See:  Joey (The respectable and independent side of me says don’t you dare, but I can sometimes be two-faced.  Yes it’s true.  I watched both episodes so far and I may watch more.  I need help.  Intervention anyone?)
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  Crawford, Texas’ Lone Star Iconoclast, Salad/Hot dog diet, Fahrenheit 9/11 (on DVD now)
Ban:  Check21 (for you Dan), Iceberg Lettuce (also for Dan), Whatever Dan says (for me)
PLACES

1.  Theo’s Pizza- Teele Square, Somerville- Great Greek pizza.  Plus they have an awesome special, 2 large cheese for $11.99.  To steal the slogan from Athen’s Pizza in Keene:  Share a Pizza with Someone You Love.  Awwwww!  Get it done, now.
2.  Columbus Day Weekend- Arlington and Somerville are going to rock, two huge house parties one night after another.  Watch out b!tchy downstairs neighbors on both fronts.
3.  Avalon- October 11th- Interpol is back in town with a new album in tow.  Get tickets now.
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:   http://www.jibjab.com , www.boringboringboring.com
Spam:  www.skittles.com, http://www.fms.treas.gov/greenbook/ 
HOBBIES

Hiring a fourth rate Passenger Pigeon expeditor in order to send Coolen a unique birthday message, Studying for the Accredited ACH (Automatic Clearing House) Professional exam (great times), Convincing Dan that Check21 isn’t as bad as he says, Keeping in check my sobriety
JOKE

A little rabbit is happily running through the forest when he stumbles 

upon a giraffe rolling a joint.   

The rabbit looks at her and says, "Giraffe, my friend, why   

do you do this? Come with me running through the forest. You’ll   

see, you’ll feel so much better!"   

The giraffe looks at him, looks at the joint, tosses it and   

goes off running with the rabbit.   

Then they come across an elephant doing coke. So the rabbit   

again says, "Elephant, my friend, why do you do this? Think   

about your health! Come running with us through the pretty   

forest. You’ll see, you’ll feel so good!"   

The elephant looks at them, looks at his razor, mirror and   

all, then tosses them and starts running with the rabbit and   

giraffe.   

The three animals then come across a lion about to shoot up.   

"Lion, my friend, why do you do this? Think about your health!   

Come running with us through the sunny forest. You will feel   

so good!"   

The lion looks at him, puts down his needle and starts to beat   

the sh!t out of the little rabbit.   

As the giraffe and elephant watch in horror, they look at him   

and ask, "Lion, why did you do this? He was merely trying to   

help us all!"   

The lion answers, "That little f*cker makes me run around the   

forest like an idiot for hours every time he’s on ecstasy!"  
STORYTIME
The Visitor
Mischievous angels arrived to reap the harvest

Fields of golden locks and grains

Undisturbed, the horizon

Visions of innocence and grandeur settled the air

Dense aromas of autumn

Burning of leaves and backyard fences

Children within adolescence, parents overhead

Too soon to realize the end had already begun

Work horses exhausted the sky and retired

Pedestals crumbled her darkened hair

The omniscient sailor flew the night

Stars revealing the path

Fleeing from harm’s way

She danced alone

Day revisited the landscape just once more

Soon the time will come

Orange haze of the supernatural

Vivid elegance protruding

A whirlwind collected the clouds

The dance began

A silence before the coming

The porch watcher rocked away

Children amongst crackling leaves

First sprinkling the countryside

Down comes the music

Drums and thunder

String orchestra and lightning

Wind section and the fall of heaven

She remains unknown

The sky ripped at the seams collapsed

Fraying embers of burning angel hair

Salvation left earlier that afternoon

No one noticed the train station emptied out

Rain oh the sweet rain reinvented the passage

Some waited for this moment

One fell swoop from heaven to hell the town vanished
Wind water fire ravaged the earth

Tides turned, dogs ran away

The slaves had the power

Ruled no more

She came today

Plundered and obsolete 

Darkness hovering

Swings set tattered and beaten

Swimming pools unleashed

Chlorine in the suburbs

Remains of the day

Life itself trembled

Apocalyptic dinner time

Beds not made

Dirty hands to remain soiled

Late arrivals from work

Cold supper and spilt milk

She was taciturn with delight

Sun broke the rumble open

Shining rays of cordiality 

The ground warmed to its glow

Grass wavered in the breeze

Wind swept the sky line

Relieving itself of ashen searing dreams

A young boy on his red tricycle

Shiny new traveling through the rubble

Contrasting summer stench

Autumn nightmare reconciled

She will return

QUOTE
Nice Guy Eddie wrote: 

sooooooooooo

Miss X emailed me today. she saw one of you from afar, was wondering if you'd moved near her new place -

IN DAVIS SQ.

danger danger

Mr. Orange wrote:

email here back and ask when and which one. and ask how that red

headed girl is doing.

Nice Guy Eddie wrote:

oh i don't know which

but redhead went to colorado - the state of lost mid20s...

Mr. Orange wrote:

i remember now.  broken bra kate.  

that's good news that she's gone.  now i can f*ck Miss X in the @ss 

and not feel awkward about it.

Mr. Pink wrote:

i'm not sure what the symbol on the keyboard is for "taking a knee", 

but i'm trying to figure it out asap.  maybe mr. white knows.

Mr. Blonde wrote:

that girl is a whooore.  Any girl that begs you to f**k her mouth after you f**k her @ss is no good to me.  You know, after I'm done with her mouth, then she's no good to me.

RANT

I could hang about and burn my fingers
I've been hanging out here waiting for something to start
You think I'm faultless to a 'T'
My manner set impeccably
But underneath I am the same as you

I could dance all night like I'm a soul boy
But I know I'd rather drag myself across the dance floor
I feel like dancing on my own
Where no one knows me, and where I
Can cause offence just by the way I look

And when I come to blows
When I am numbering my foes
Just hope that you are on my side my dear

But it's best to finish as it started
With my face head down just staring at the brown formica
It's safer not to look around
I can't hide my feelings from you now
There's too much love to go around these days

You say I've got another face
That's not a fault of mine these days
I'm honest, brutal and afraid of you
-belle & sebastian ‘there’s too much love’

COMMENTS

I’ve been contemplating many issues concerning the Weekly Wash & Rub Down.  I understand that every week that there are many choices, many avenues to take with recommendations on either side of the coin.  This can be very overwhelming.  I know it is for me trying to read as much as possible, watch so many movies and TV, and keep on top of the music scene of past and present.  I know that it’s pretty impossible to be able to check out or pick up everything.  But everything I put down in the Wash I support fully and think that the readers would benefit from them.
Now here’s the crossroads.  Which way to go?

The first choice:  To continue on with this current format of the average three recommendations per subsection.

or

The second choice:  Streamline.  Limit each subsection to one recommendation.  With this you the readers are able to more fully experience the Wash.  Also with one per line I’ll be able to expand the recommendation into more specific details, give an overview or summary.
Both choices have their pros and cons.

PROs:

First choice:  The Wash now has over 30 weekly recipients and still growing.  It is a very diverse group with diverse interests and affinities.  With the current setup readers are able to pick and choose between the options and go from there.

Second choice:  With the limited option the readers are more apt to follow up on the options because there is less and have more details concerning the recommendation.

CONs:

First Choice:  In each newsletter there’s a lot of information to take in, possibly too much.

Second Choice:  This may lead to the possibility of some kind of fanatical Wash cult.  We’d all be reading the same books, listening to the same music, watching the same movies, and showing up at all the same places.  I think I would be nice for awhile.  We could have a Wash Tour.  Buy one of those Day-Glo buses off Ken Kesey and have a 21st century freak fest; touring the country and Canada converting all the ignorant and the squares.  But like every trip you have to come down at some point.  And where would we been then?  I heard the Branch Davidians are reorganizing.  
Or it could be a mix of both.

Shoot me a response to where you’d like the Wash to go.  
QUESTION
Last week I asked what was the best way to place four items (gum, cell phone, cigarettes, and keys) in a right-handed person’s pockets.  I received one response from Bill.  I doubted his logic.  He did figure out the right combination yet wrong about the pockets.  We had the pleasure of spending the day together in Southie on Saturday for the 3rd Annual Southie Pub Crawl.  There was ample opportunity to test out our theories and even take a poll of the male attendees.  (I did not poll the females not because of sexism but because chicks usually don’t have pockets)  The poll was not decisive but the findings to lean towards Bill’s direction of pocket placement.  I’ve pasted Bill’s email below.

the answer is simple...

it is a simple decision of size and pliability, with a hint of convenience.

pliability...it is always a bad idea to have 2 items of a stiff or rigid nature (partly because if a third item becomes stiff and rigid, there would be obvious, and possibly catastrophic reactions) in the same pocket.
Sitting becomes preceded by a jiggling placement of the items to make sure

they are situated in such a way that allows ease of motion and freedom from

stabbing of items such as the dreaded oversized car key, which leads me to...

size...larger items create a hassle when the items are needed, so simply deducted, the cigarettes cannot coexist with the cell phone, and due to rigidity the cell phone cannot coexist with keys.

Right pocket: cell phone, and lighter.

Why?  Size, cell phone will be needed and is harder to manipulate with the left hand (since we are all right handed for this example), and gum because that is the only thing that will not beget an ill temper with the cell phone.  though the lighter is not pliable, it is small enough to co-habituate with the cell phone.

Left pocket (naturally): car keys, cigarettes (with gum inside instead of lighter).

Granted, I will need my cigarettes many, many more times than the cell phone

or the gum (there may be a relation there, but I will not deviate) but imagine you are pulling cigarettes out of said left pocket - the right hand removes a cigarette and places it in the mouth and then the right gains access to the lighter, lights (note the right hand flicks the lighter, hence saving the left handed double clutch due to lowered dexterity, and no switching hands, that is just a waste.  Finally, I of course will need the car keys in my right hand to nimbly unlock the car door and of course put key to ignition, but if I have gone through half a pack of cigarettes I have drank at least 6 beers and I need any aversion to my vehicle that I can get.

Seriously gum sucks when you are drinking and smoking, too much going on orally.

In my opinion, there is simply no other way.

INVITE

happy birthday coolen!

(Make sure to scroll down completely- thank Meghan for this or blame Meghan if you’re Coolen)
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