THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 

Issue 42, 3rd Edition

Executive Editor’s Note:  Mr. Perleaux has arrived from the desert
Editor’s Note:  Year-end wrap-up.  Welcome to the desert (get a glass of water).
MUSIC

Quote:  
“There's blood in my mouth 'cause I've been biting my tongue all week 
I keep on talkin' trash but I never say anything 
And the talkin' leads to touchin' 
and the touchin' leads to sex 
and then there is no mystery left 

And it's bad news 
Baby I'm bad news 
I'm just bad news, bad news, bad news 

- Rilo Kiley, "Portions For Foxes”, from ‘More Adventurous’
Pickup: My Morning Jacket, M Ward, Frames tickets at the Paradise, and hey – 

PRE-ORDER THE 2 NEW BRIGHT EYES DISCS COMING 01.25.2005
Frisbee Anyone:  New U2, that’s right.  The new U2 sux.  Support an artist that needs your money or give $11.99 to the Red Cross International Response Fund.
LITERATURE

Quote:  

“Benedicto: May your trails be crooked, winding, lonesome, dangerous, leading to the most amazing view. May your mountains rise into and above the clouds. May your rivers flow without end, meandering through pastoral valleys tinkling with bells, past temples and castles and poets' towers into a dark primeval forest where tigers belch and monkeys howl, through miasmal and mysterious swamps and down into a desert of red rock, blue mesas, domes and pinnacles and grottos of endless stone, and down again into a deep vast ancient unknown chasm where bars of sunlight blaze on profiled cliffs, where deer walk across the white sand beaches, where storms come and go as lightning clangs upon the high crags, where something strange and more beautiful and more full of wonder than your deepest dreams waits for you --- beyond that next turning of the canyon walls.”
- Edward Abbey, Desert Solitaire
Indulge: Edward Abbey, Desert Solitaire & Beyond the Wall, any Tony Hillerman, any Antoine Predock or Bart Prince monographs (as in Architecture books)
Burn: No need.  Just read and get pissed.  At worst recycle at Goodwill or at your local Public Library.  Or burn Fahrenheit 451 – for the sake of irony?
MOVIES
Quote:  
Jack: If they want to drink merlot, we're drinking merlot. 
Miles Raymond: No, if anyone orders merlot, I'm leaving. I am NOT drinking any merlot!
- Jack and Miles in another Deep discussion, “Sideways”

You Better: Sideways, The Manchurian Candidate, A Very Long Engagement
You Better Not: No Scientologists.  There’s better ways to spend your loot.  Forget Cruise and forget Travolta and forget the rest of them.
TELEVISION 

Quote:  
We gave up tv in my house.  We might even be giving up our living room soon.  No more couch or coffee table.  Multiple workstations and even a “bench” are coming soon.  Netflix we still got though.  But I don’t want that either.  I am sick of giving them all my money.  THOSE people.  And with that I am officially SAN FRANCISCAN (except sports-wise).
Must See: There is no MUST SEE.  It’s b.s.  Stop enriching the rich.  Imagine in your mind how many people write checks to Comcast every month.  You think it costs them that much to keep them wires hot?  Fukkers.
Mustn’t See: TV.
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse: Save the Children, Red Cross IRF, Mayor Gavin Newsom
Ban: Anything more than what effects you locally.  Buy small, consume little, sleep light.
PLACES

1. Albuquerque – Ahhhh, the desert.
2. Herbivore – Vegan bliss
3. The Pit – Who knew?  UNM’s sports venue rivals all others except the Fens.
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites: www.mozilla.com (yeah Firefox!), www.mac.com, Spybot Search & D
Spam: Microsoft, Autodesk, Dell, etc.
HOBBIES

Call me crazy but when was the last time y’all stopped and
Breathed

Thought

Listened

Watched

Try picking those up as ways to slow down your life and have a moment.  A great man taught me that.  Rock on TG.
JOKE

http://sports.espn.go.com/mlb/columns/story?columnist=olney_buster&id=1954982 

“The bill for the talent will be enormous, with the payroll perhaps climbing beyond $220 million for 2005. If the Yankees agree to a two-year, $32 million extension with Johnson, as expected, and sign Beltran for perhaps $16 million a year, then in 2006 and 2007, five players -- Rodriguez, Jeter, Giambi, Beltran and Johnson -- would be slated to earn $206 million (with some of the cost to the Yankees reduced by payment received from the Texas Rangers in the A-Rod deal).

Five players. Two seasons. More than $200 million.

The Yankees' payroll will be four times greater than about half the other teams in baseball, and the competitive imbalance will never seem more ridiculous. But this is the flawed financial system that remains in place and Steinbrenner is doing everything in his power to create the best team possible within that system, including the absorption of some $86 million in revenue sharing and luxury taxes for 2004 (a greater sum, incidentally, than the payrolls of 22 of the other 29 teams).”
Followed by Simmons, 

“And while we're on the subject, is there anything more entertaining than Steinbrenner's inevitable post-ALCS meltdown? Please, George, keep signing guys like Jaret Wright to three-year deals! By all means, give up on Javy Vasquez after one season and trade him with all your good prospects for a 41-year-old, 6-foot-10 guy with a bad back! Is there anything better than the Yankees turning into the New York Rangers of baseball? Seriously, anything? When are they going to sign Bobby Holik to a $40 million deal?”

STORYTIME

I was in New Mexico for ten days last week and did a fair amount of hiking with my mom in various places.  The first hike was near Cochiti Lake, amongst the canyons of the Tent Rocks - http://www.nm.blm.gov/aufo/tent_rocks/tent_rocks.html .  These formations resemble some of the smoothest most perfect rocks found in nature.  Short of someone out there for 5000 years with a belt sander and diamond saw – I’m not sure how they came to be.  It was a nice hike, with some flurries at points and a marvelous ridge view at the top.  We weren’t alone on the trail as these two men were with a young lad and his dog.  The young lad had a whistle.  He kept blowing it.  And then we’d go a few paces and he’d do it again and giggle because it echoed all over the canyon walls.  So I killed him.  And his “2 dads”.  But we kept the dog and ate it for dinner.
Whoops.  The last part didn’t happen.  But it almost did.

Two days later we hiked in the lava beds of El Malpais National Monument - http://www.nm.blm.gov/recreation/albuquerque/el_malpais_nca.htm or http://elmalpais.areaparks.com/ .  These are the largest lava beds in the continental U.S., and also the youngest.  No fee or gate to see them.  Even backpacking is free.  For $10, you can get a Xmas tree permit.  Anyhow, they date back only 10,000 years.  We drove out through an old Pueblo – which by the way is the most depressing aspect of this area of our country.  We’re talking about some serious 3rd world living conditions here.  But the plight of those peoples isn’t my point today – and down 8 miles of dirt road.  The Ranger told us to be back on the dirt road by 2PM or it would thaw and we’d be stuck.  He said this even though he knew we were in a 2002 AWD Subaru Outback.  Not so good.

The lava fields occurred when lava rushed thru the valley after Mt Taylor exploded back in the day.  We hiked in the Big Tubes area named for a collection of lava tubes that had collapsed and created long narrow canyons full of jagged magma.  There were also bands of rock that hadn’t collapsed, these were formal land bridges and arches, in the jagged lava rock sense.  Not smooth and pretty like Utah.  There were also tubes that had not collapsed at all and formed deep dark caves.  One houses the largest Mexican freetail bat colony in the U.S. when they migrate from the South.  As we hiked along, completely alone in this blackened, charred, and barren landscape we talked about how eerie it was to be so far and so remote.  It was an easy hike for us, but I have yet to shake out the images of Bradbury’s nightmares that formulated that drastic landscape.
Eventually we rode out to a sandstone overlook.  It was at the edge of a mesa, with all of El Malpais below, sweeping views for miles.  At the base of the bluff the black stuff came right up flush, and I knew that this would have been the front row seats for anyone interested in watching the flames of hell flow through this ancient valley.  I thought to myself, standing there in the early evening desert gusts “This place is fukking cool.”

QUOTE
1) from the weather channel last night: “you can hope, you can sing, and you can pray – but the rain in san Francisco is NOT going away.” And we’re expecting 4” of rain through tomorrow.

Scene from BP & JP, together in New Mexico:

2) from my brother: “You know, I really think of Pay-tawn Mann-ding-o as ‘The Manchurian Quarterback’.  Everyone loves him, but I just don’t see it.  He hasn’t won anything.  And he has a broke-ass hockey player’s face too.”

3) and from me: “He is.  No one else sees it because we’re the only ones with the magic sunglasses from ‘They Live’.”
4) from my brother “What the heck is ‘They Live’?”
RANT
In our Hall there is Brady & Schilling, along with Orr, Bird, Most, Rice, and others.  So many others.  In the same way baseball retired Jackie Robinson’s number from all teams, so should the NFL retire Pat Tillman’s jersey.  Let it be known that I disagree with the Red Sox team winning SI’s Athletes of the year, GWB winning Time’s Person of the year, et al.  Pat Tillman was grace, pure and simple.  Here is an article worth noting.

“On the evening of last April 23, I found myself sitting in a tall director's chair in the middle of the newsroom at WTNH-TV in Hartford, Conn., the nearest television station to my home. I was dressed in a shirt, tie and jacket with blue jeans (because I would not be photographed from below the waist) and fighting back a galloping sense of guilt and embarrassment that made we want to leap down from the chair and run as far away as I could run.

Around me, dozens of people went about the frenetic business of preparing for the 11 o'clock news, stepping around me as if were a coat rack. Every 15 minutes or so, I would stuff an earpiece into my left ear and perform a "live shot," TV parlance for the oh-so-familiar interview with a guest from some distant location who appears on the screen as a disembodied head, delivering "expert" analysis of some news event, either polished (say, presidential historian Michael Beschloss) or amateurish (say, me).

On this day the news was Pat Tillman's death. I had been called in the morning by SI.com's Aimee Crawford. "I don't know if you heard," she said, "Pat Tillman was killed in action. I thought you might want to write about it in your web column." I felt an immediate and profound sadness that was reflected in a column I wrote just a few minutes later. No sooner had that work ended, the live shots began. Three camera crews came to the house; several others took place at WTNH-TV. I understand the process: Television needs people to fill the long hours of all-news programming and putting the SI name out there is good for the brand. That part is business. And don't ever, ever underestimate the power of television. Seconds after I finished talking to Fox News that morning, an old friend from my hometown in upstate New York, a retired Army Special Forces veteran, called me and told me all about Tillman. "You can't imagine how much guys respected him," he said.

Why did all these TV people want me to talk? Because I wrote a long story about Tillman when he was a senior at Arizona State. It turned out to be one of the only in-depth pieces ever written about Tillman. (I went to Tempe because he was about to be named Pac-10 Defensive Player of the Year as a 5-9, 180-pound linebacker. I figured there had to be a story there, somewhere.) In the ensuing years, he became a star in the NFL, turned down free-agent money out of loyalty (rare), enlisted in the Army at the peak of his physical skills (much rarer) and refused to talk publicly about it (off the charts rare).

Point is: Tillman became a symbol of some very powerful things and I had once known him briefly. So I was asked to talk about him.

And there I sat in my tall chair, spouting off and thinking: Tillman would despise this. He would deplore that television anchors and journalists and politicians are making a fuss over his death or worse yet, using his death to push their own agendas. With each passing live shot, I felt more out of place, more desirous of running and apologizing to Tillman's memory. When I was finished I did a telephone interview with Bruce Snyder, who had been Tillman's coach at Arizona State. This time I was asking the questions.

"If Pat could see all this ..." I started to ask.

"... he would absolutely hate it," said Snyder, answering before I could finish the question. Even Snyder was uncertain if he was doing the right thing by answering questions and he turned down many interviews that day.

This all comes back to me now as I pitch Pat Tillman as the Sportsman of the Year. Because, ask yourself, what is a sportsman? I submit that a sportsman is someone who plays games for the joy of playing them and nothing more. Not for fame. Not for money. He plays because in the games he finds a primal happiness. I didn't know Pat Tillman well, but I knew him a little and I talked to people about him. By this definition, he was the ultimate sportsman for this or any other year.

As a high school football player, he once kept re-entering a blowout until the coaching staff hid his helmet so that he could play no more. He didn't want to humiliate anybody, he just wanted to keep playing. He came to Arizona State as a far-too-small strong safety and before two-a-days were finished in his freshman year the upperclassman had nicknamed him "Hit Man" because of the way he threw his body around.

When I interviewed him at the end of his senior season, he was loathe to talk about his athletic or academic honors because he'd feared he'd become complacent. When I asked Snyder back then if Tillman could play in the NFL, he said, "When teams ask me, I say, 'If you don't want him on your team, don't draft him, because he won't let you cut him.'"

When the St. Louis Rams offered him a huge raise, he turned it down to stay in Phoenix because it wasn't about the money. When he felt a stirring in his soul to go fight wars, he left football because football was no longer enough. It was just a sport.

People play sports for all of the wrong reasons. Little children play because their parents foolishly imagine themselves freed from paying for college because their little boy or girl will win a scholarship. Grown children play because they foolishly imagine themselves fabulously wealthy, hosting a televised tour of their mansion. Even those who hit the sports lottery drain the joy from the games, playing only for fringe benefits. There's precious little joy in any of this.

Pat Tillman played football because he loved it with a child's passion. As a kid, he used to climb slender trees in windstorms and sway on the breeze. He played football the same way and when he found something more important, he moved on. That's a sportsman. That's my Sportsman of the Year. And he would probably hate that, too.”
Tim Layden, SI.com, 11/24/2004
COMMENTS

Tell Jeff that I am sorry I took so long to write this but I was busy donating $ to various charities.  I figure I have to take 3 pictures with my point and shoot to get 1 good one.  SO I figure I need to donate $1 to 3 or 4 places before one of those dollars actually gets to the people who need it.

www.redcross.org
www.savethechildren.org
Throw $1 out there.  Save the receipt – it’s tax deductible.
QUESTION
How many little piggies can Dan fit on the floor of his condo?
INVITE

