THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 46, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  I know you’ve been wondering what’s been going on here; a few weeks without a Wash.  Well I’ve been working on a series of consecutive Washes based on Kieslowski’s Trois Couleurs: Blue, White, Red.  All fantastic movies dealing with France’s motto Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity, respectively.  This is the first one, BLUE, dealing with the hardships of withdrawal from the world you know and of starting anew.  (LIBERTY)
MUSIC

Quote:  
Underneath the bridge
The tarp has sprung a leak
And the animals I’ve trapped
Have all become my pets
And I’m living off of grass
And the drippings from the ceiling
It’s okay to eat fish
’cause they don’t have any feelings

(x3)
Something in the way, mmm
Something in the way, yeah, mmm

Underneath the bridge
The tarp has sprung a leak
And the animals I’ve trapped
Have all become my pets
And I’m living off of grass
And the drippings from the ceiling
It’s okay to eat fish
’cause they don’t have any feelings

(x4)
Something in the way, mmm
Something in the way, yeah, mmm
-Nirvana “something in the way”

Pickup:  Mad Season, Syd Barrett, Nick Drake
Frisbee Anyone:  Bubble gum pop anyone?
LITERATURE

Quote:  

At night, by the fire,

The colors of the bushes

And of the fallen leaves,

Repeating themselves,

Turned in the room,

Like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind.

Yes: but the color of the heavy hemlocks

Came striding.

And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.

The colors of their tails

Were like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind,

In the twilight wind.

They swept over the room,

Just as they flew from the boughs of the hemlocks

Down to the ground.

I heard them cry—the peacocks.

Was it a cry against the twilight

Or against the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind,

Turning as the flames

Turned in the fire,

Turning as the tails of the peacocks

Turned in the loud fire,

Loud as the hemlocks

Full of the cry of the peacocks?

Or was it a cry against the hemlocks?

Out of the window,

I saw how the planets gathered

Like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind.

I saw how the night came,

Came striding like the color of the heavy hemlocks

I felt afraid.

And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.
-Wallace Stevens “Domination of Black”
Indulge:  Dostoevsky Notes from the Underground, Sartre The Wall, Eggers You Shall Know Our Velocity, Stillman Way of the Peaceful Warrior, Amis London Fields
Burn:  Warren The Purpose Driven Life: What on Earth Am I Here For?, Any Dr. Phil, Johnson Jesus’ Son
MOVIES
Quote:  
Joe Oramas: Hey listen, if you guys do something later, can I join you? 
Finbar McBride: We're not gonna do something. 
Joe Oramas: No, I know, but if you do, can I join you? 
Finbar McBride: We're not gonna do something later. 
Joe Oramas: Okay, but, if you do? 
Finbar McBride: Okay. 
Joe Oramas: Cool.

-Station Agent

You Better:  BLUE, Razor’s Edge, Station Agent
You Better Not:  Titanic, League of Extraordinary Gentlemen, Jesus’s Son, Hide & Seek
TELEVISION 

Quote:  Ralph: Lisa’s bad dancing makes my feet sad.
Must See:  Martha Stewart Reality TV ???, Cowboy Bebop, The Fugitive
Mustn’t See:  The Swan, Growing Up Gotti, Wife Swap
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  Pine Street Inn
Ban:  Health Cults
PLACES

1.  Lizard Lounge- Sunday nights- Open Mic Poetry
2.  ZUZU- Central Square- Free great local music
3.  Public Library- Anywhere- A great, vast untapped source.
WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:  www.myspace.com
Spam:  www.poetry.com 
HOBBIES

Painting/Drawing, Hour in the pool and then sauna, 3 Buck Chuck
JOKE
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-MONTY 1/28/05-
STORYTIME
-My bad. I had the correct section but the wrong poem for Issue #45. Back on course.-

the fifth section from “who stole the lithium sunrise”
“A strong need to be a part of everything”

Photographs strewn about on the bedroom floor

Incense hints at late afternoon

Empty bed, ravaged

Sheets passed out from the carnival

Rain jitterbugs on the rooftop

Thunder and lightning spin records

Drums call the children out

From cracks they descend

Frolic in untidy laziness

The sun calls out from behind its veil

Where does the noise come from?


Search out, find the mother


She needs to be home

Past faces sneer from


       two-dimensional prisons

Snickering as he ambles by

Gray leisure suits foreshadow a future society

Why don’t they like him?

They know his thoughts



    “Attack an instant,




be remembered

                       Set yourself ahead in the pack



                 Claim a throne





Own this world,






Look to the sky”

Jubilation transpires as he walks into the

    illuminated horizon

QUOTE
I overheard my boss Dulce speaking with the receptionist this morning talking about a conversation she had with her mother-in-law and son about their dog.

Mother-in-law- (to dulce’s son) Can you find a male dog for Cookie?

Dulce- Listen Mama.  She’s not a slut.

RANT
If you hate the taste of wine, why do you drink it till you're blind? And if you swear that there's no truth and who cares how come you say it like you're right? Why are you scared to dream of God when it's salvation that you want?  You see stars that clear have been dead for years but the idea just lives on...In our wheels that roll around as we move over the ground and all day it seems we've been in between a past and future town We are nowhere and it's now We are nowhere and it's now.  And for a ten minute dream in the passenger's seat while the world was flying by you haven't been gone very long but it feels like a life time

I've been sleeping so strange at night side effects they don't advertise I've been sleeping so strange with a head full of pesticide I've got no plans in too much time I feel too restless to unwind I'm always lost in thought as I walk a block to my favorite neon sign
where the waitress looks concerned but she never says a word Just turns the juke box on and we hum along. And I smile back at her and my friend comes after work when the features start to blur she says these bars are filled with things that kill by now you probably should have learned.


Did you forget that yellow bird?  How could you forget your yellow bird? She took a small silver wreath and pinned it onto me she said this one will bring you love and I don't know if it's true but I keep it for good luck.
-bright eyes “we are nowhere and it’s now”
COMMENTS

It’s all out there, just hidden by the moments we misinterpret.

QUESTION
What’s Brady going to do with his next MYP SUV?

INVITE
