THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 41, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  1 more week until Christmas.  2 more until the new year. 6 more until school starts.  7 more until my birthday. 11 more until one full year of the Wash has been out.  12 more until I realize it’s been going on long enough.  13 more until you realize I was just joking.  14 more until I pull a “psyche, just kidding.”  15 more until I say “no serious, get out of my house.”
MUSIC

Quote:  
Wintertime winds blow cold the season 

Fallen in love, I'm hopin' to be 

Wind is so cold, is that the reason? 

Keeping you warm, your hands touching me 

Come with me dance, my dear 

Winter's so cold this year 

You are so warm 

My wintertime love to be 

Winter time winds blue and freezin' 

Comin' from northern storms in the sea 

Love has been lost, is that the reason? 

Trying desperately to be free 

Come with me dance, my dear 

Winter's so cold this year 

And you are so warm 

My wintertime love to be 

La, la, la, la 

Come with me dance, my dear 

Winter's so cold this year 

You are so warm 

My wintertime love to be

-the doors “wintertime love” 

Pickup:  Devendra Banhart “Rejoicing in the Hands,” Pants Yell! “Songs for Siblings”
LITERATURE

Quote:  

ice for eagles

I keep remembering the horses

under the moon

I keep remembering feeding the horses

sugar

white oblongs of sugar

more like ice,

and they had heads like

eagles

bald heads that could bite and

did not.

The horses were more real than

 my father

more real than God

and they could have stepped on my

feet but they didn’t

they could have done all kinds of horrors

but they didn’t.

I was almost 5

but I have not forgotten yet;

o my god they were strong and good

those red tongues slobbering

out of their souls.

-bukowski from “run with the hunted”
Indulge:  Martin Amis Dead Babies, Jon Krakuer Into Thin Air
MOVIES
Quote:  
[Hammering noises in the background] 
Rob: F*ck! 
Carrie: Rob, give it a rest. 
Rob: Carrie, I am making a birdhouse.

Clementine: Joely? What if you stay this time? 
Joel: I walked out the door. There's no memory left. 
Clementine: Come back and make up a goodbye at least, let's pretend we had one... Goodbye, Joel. 
Joel: ...I love you... 
Clementine: ...Meet me in Montauk...

You Better:  Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind, The Crow, Mystic River
TELEVISION 

Quote:  

[overdressed for winter] 
Randy: I can't put my arms down! 
Mother: Well... put your arms down when you get to school.

[Mr. Parker reads a side of the box with the prize that he won] 
Mr. Parker: Fra-gee-lay. That must be Italian. 
Mrs. Parker: Uh, I think that says FRAGILE, dear. 
Mr. Parker: Oh, yeah.

Narrator: Aunt Clara had for years not only perpetually labored under the delusion that I was 4 years old, but also a girl.

- a Christmas story 

(I know what you’re thinking; “but Jeff isn’t a Christmas story a movie.”  That is true folks.  But out of all the many years that I’ve seen it, it has never been on video.  Plus doesn’t TNT play it for 72 hours straight around this time of year.)

Side note:  While out in LA with Brian to see Radiohead, this young woman came up to me at the Dresden and asked me if I was Ralphie saying she had such a huge crush on him growing up.  I said “who says I’m not.”  So I ended up buying her a few drinks and she introduced me to all her Brentwood friends as this guy who looks like Ralphie.  Good times good times!

Must See:  Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer, Friday 12/17, CBS, 8:00PM
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  “Christmas in a Can” Tree Spray
PLACES

1.  Brattle Theater- “End of the Century:  The Story of the Ramones”- Fri 12/17 & Sat 12/18 @ 10
2.  HOME- Time for family gatherings and that wicked Christmas punch!
3.  Rudy’s- Teele Square- I can’t get enough of this place.  The Combination #4 plate is superb.  Even good as a take out meal on the way home.  I love you chimichanga!
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:  http://www.thedreamingonline.com/index2.html, http://www.asaurus.org/pantsyell/, http://www.someothermagazine.com 
HOBBIES

Working my way up to “regular” status at Rudy’s, thinking what the f**k am I getting my parents for Christmas, drinking half a bottle of 3 buck chuck a night (supposed to get lower the amount of carcinogens or free floating radicals)

JOKE

One particular Christmas a long time ago, Santa was getting ready for his annual trip... but there were problems everywhere. Four of his elves got sick, and the trainee elves did not produce the toys as fast as the regular ones, so Santa was beginning to feel the pressure of being behind schedule. Then, Mrs. Claus told him that her Mom was coming to visit. This stressed Santa even more. 

Then when he went to harness the Reindeer, he found three of them were about to give birth and two had jumped the fence and were out, heaven knows where. More stress. 

Then when he began to load the sleigh one of the boards cracked and the toy bag fell to the ground, and scattered the toys. So, frustrated, Santa went back into the house for a cup of coffee and a shot of whiskey. 

When he went to the cupboard, he discovered the elves had hid the liquor and there was nothing to drink. In his frustration, he accidentally dropped the coffee pot and it broke into hundreds of little pieces all over the kitchen floor. He went to get the broom and found that mice had eaten the straw it was made from. 

Just then, the doorbell rang and Santa cussed his way to the door. He opened the door and there was a little angel with a great big Christmas Tree. The angel said, very cheerfully, "Merry Christmas Santa. Isn't it just a lovely day? I have a beautiful tree for you, Isn't it just a lovely tree? Where would you like me to stick it?"

Thus began the tradition of the little angel on top of the Christmas Tree
STORYTIME
the fourth section from “who stole the lithium sunrise”
“And then there were six”

Calling out, reaching within

The brain swells muddled

Regurgitating this morning’s,


last year’s




coffee talk

Timid breakdown of



highway dying


When does Jesus stop howling?

All alone, surrounded by the loved ones

    of another family


 I haven’t been home in years

Pull the boy out from underneath his nightmares

Car wreck, night wheels revolving the sky


Limpful death


Distant wanderment

It’s Donnie’s turn to spin

Cardboard cutout family weeps

All we can do is watch

QUOTE
“Wanna buy some stuff? We can go back to my house.”  

-a 300 pound crack head woman who approached me outside a Fleet ATM in Central Square Sunday night around 1 AM
RANT

It’s f**king cold out!!!

COMMENTS

Mr. Perleaux is taking over for next week, so y’all have a great holiday and be safe.  

QUESTION
What exactly is a yule log?
INVITE
