THE WEEKLY WASH & RUBDOWN 
Issue 52, 3rd Edition

Editor’s Note:  “Holy Jeez!!  What happened!?!”  I am truly sorry about the delay in publications.  This has been a very hectic time with massive amounts of homework and with the conversion at the bank my regular drawing the bath time for the Wash has been pretty much eliminated.  Enough about me, how are you?  
So this is the 52nd issue of the Wash. (a few weeks late although) One full year of issues; quite the milestone, or millstone, depending on where you’re coming from.  I hope you’ve all enjoy your time.  

As the semester is finishing up and those detrimental final projects loom more and more and with the final steps of the merger happening in less than a month, I’ll be putting the Wash on further hiatus.

It will be back, don’t you fret.
MUSIC

Quote:  

did it all get real, i guess it's real enough
they got refridgerators full of blood
another century spent pointing guns 
at anything that moves
sometimes i worry that i've lost the plot
my twitching muscles tease my flippant thoughts
i never really dreamed of heaven much 
until we put him in the ground
but it's all i'm doing now
listening for patterns in the sound
of an endless static sea
but once the satellite's deceased
it blows like garbage through the streets
of the night sky to infinity
but don't you weep (don't you weep for them)
there is nothing as lucky
don't you weep
there is nothing as lucky, as easy, and free

don't be a criminal in this police state
you better shop and eat and procreate
you got vacation days then you might escape
to a condo on the coast
i set my watch to the atomic clock
i watch the crowd count down til the bomb gets dropped
i always figured that there'd be time enough
i never let it get me down
but i can't help it now
looking for faces in the clouds
i got some friends i barely see
but we're all planning to meet
we'll lay in bags as dead as leaves
all together for eternity
but don't you weep
there is no one as lucky
honey, don't you weep
there is nothing as lucky, as easy, or free

“easy/lucky/free” bright eyes- digital ash in a digital urn

Pickup:  Green Day “american idiot,” homemade compilations, Morphine “Cure for Pain,” burned versions of all of Dan’s cds
Frisbee Anyone:  The only thing keeping me afloat this semester has been great music, and a new discman, since I dropped the old one twice in a row.  It worked after the first drop.  Not so much on the second.
LITERATURE

Quote:  from a reading in my Developmental Stages class

“Whether children overcome egocentrism primarily through peer interaction or not, the most crucial point for Piaget’s theory is that children themselves play an active role in grasping the fact of alternative viewpoints.  On this point, I recall an instance in which one of our sons, then 5 years old, seemed actually to make this discovery. He was riding alone in the car with me when, after a few minutes of silence, he said, “You know, Dad, you’re not remembering what I’m remembering.”  I asked him what he meant, and he replied, “Like I was remembering about my shoes, but you can’t see what I’m remembering; you can’t be remembering what I’m remembering.”  Thus, at that moment he seemed actually to discover, by himself, that other’s perspectives differ from his own.  He might not have completely surmounted his egocentrism at that instant, but the point is that whatever sep he took, he took it on his own.

William Crain Theories of Development: Concepts and Applications 4th ed.
Indulge:  Ken Kesey One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, Thompson, Thompson, Thompson.
Burn:  Anything dealing with sociocultural perspectives
MOVIES
Quote:  
Harold: Neil, you wouldn't happen to know how to get on the highway from here, would you? 
Neil Patrick Harris: Dude, I don't even know where the fuck I am right now. I was at this party earlier tonight and some guy hooked me up with this incredible "X" - next thing I know I'm being thrown out of a moving car. I've been trippin' balls ever since. 
Kumar: That's crazy, dude. We've been having a pretty crazy, night, too. We've just been driving around looking for White Castle but we keep getting sidetracked. 
Neil Patrick Harris: Yeah, dude, you fascinate me. Forget White Castle, let's go get some p*ssy! 
Harold: Huh? 
Neil Patrick Harris: It's a fucking sausage fest in here, bros. Let's get some poontang, THEN we'll go to White Castle. 
Kumar: No, Neil, you don't understand. We've been craving these burgers all night. 
Neil Patrick Harris: Yeah, I've been craving burgers, too. Furburgers. Come on, dudes, let's pick up some trim at a strip club. The Doogie line always works on strippers. 
[sings] 
Neil Patrick Harris: Lapdance... 
Kumar: [pause] There's a gas station. I'm gonna see if I can get some directions. 
Neil Patrick Harris: You don't need dir- gah! Hurry up, dudes, hurry up! I'm losing wood. 
[they park, pause] 
Neil Patrick Harris: Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry... 
Kumar: Look, chill. 
Harold: We'll be right back, Neil. 
[they exit the car] 
Harold: Dude, what is the deal with Neil Patrick Harris? Why is he so horny?

(H&KGTWC)
You Better:  Saw, Sexy Beast, Dirty Pretty Things, Euro Trip, Gattaca, Harold & Kumar Go to White Castle, SIN CITY (out today)
You Better Not:  The Legend of Bagger Vance- if I hadn’t been  at home in M-town, sick, and my parents had more than 3 dvds, I wouldn’t have watched it.  I will say this though, I was somewhat entertained, but that could have been because of the excess of NyQuil.
TELEVISION 

Quote:  

Meatwad: [Meatwad rolls up to Carl dragging a bag behind him] Hey Carl! 
Carl: Oh great, you've seen me. 
Meatwad: Hey, you want to contribute to Sirloin's hunger drive? He goin to feed the shorties y'all. 
Carl: [Meatwad hands Carl the bag, Carl takes it] Yeah, let me see here. I think I got some, uh, oysters over here. 
Meatwad: [Carl proceeds to spit into the bag] Oh, thank you. 
Carl: And be sure to thank Sirloin for keeping me up all night. 
Meatwad: Yeah, I do that. Hey, I thought that oysters had shells? 
Carl: No, usually, but not these. They were, uh, farm raised... in my throat... with cheese. Hey uh, you want some crabs? Cause I got some of them. 
Meatwad: No... no my, my bag's pretty full right now. 
Carl: I don't know if they're Alaskan King, but they feel huge...

-aqua teen hunger force

Must See:  THE SHIELD is Back!!!!, On Demand, Red Sox start on Sunday
Mustn’t See:  Whatever else there is on TV.  It’s pretty much on demand or homework for me.  
COMPANIES/PRODUCTS
Endorse:  Ray/Minette Shoulderware (SPRING LINE out in April), Sandwiches, Yokohama in Brookline Village (great sushi)
Ban:  Sweet sweet tobacco
PLACES

1.  YMCA Central Square- Exercise makes all the difference.
2.  PA’s Lounge- Union Square Somerville-Saturday 4/2/05- Pickax in the house.
3.  Ray/Min Shoulderware Spring Collection Debut- Friday 4/1/05- at their South End Studio- 450 Harrison Ave. Suite #316A. http://www.ray-minshoulderware.com 
4.  Brattle Theater- 4/1/05- 4/7/05-  THE ANIMATION SHOW IS BACK-  http://www.animationshow.com/ 

WEBSITES

Add to Favorites:  http://www.thephatphree.com/features.asp?StoryID=239&SectionID=11&LayoutType=1&StoryMonth=3&StoryYear=2005 
Spam: www.jeffisnotallowedtointernetatworkanymore.com 
HOBBIES

Does work/gym/school/sleep count as a hobby?
JOKE

There was this truck driver who had to deliver five hundred   

penguins to the state zoo. As he was driving his truck   

through the desert, the truck broke down. After waiting by   

the side of the road for about three hours he waved another   

truck down and offered the driver $5,000 to take the penguins   

to the state zoo for him.   

The next day the first truck driver arrives in town and sees   

the second truck driver crossing the road with 500 penguins   

walking single file behind him.   

The first truck driver jumps out of his truck and says,   

"What's going on? I gave you $5,000 to take these penguins   

to the zoo!"   
The second truck driver replies, "I did take them to the zoo.   

And I had a ton of money left over so now we're going to see   

a movie."   

STORYTIME
-from the ninth and final section of “who stole the lithium sunrise”

“They have their man”

Nuclear summer arrival

Worldly visions, black and white

All colors


draining life into the sewers

Mother, the one who bore witness

      to masses parading


   city streets of molten confusion

Voices murmur reliances



Faces repent,





   turn to dust

Quicksand liquefaction into morning’s glow

Rapture, fade to stone

Solemn eyes converge on splintered planks

Hangman’s gallows in delicate ease


 Swaying justice


 Dangling revenge

Whitewashed memories bringing him back


Grasping,


        
      reaching out to the bystanders



sunburned fingertips




sun-scorched embrace

Loss of his mother’s love keeping him planted in this world


Desire to retract, to dissipate from public opinion

Stranded in a vast sea of twisted longing



Redden depths bubbling to bullet surfaces








No return

And there he is

The flickering prince in all his glory

Reaper of children, fields of golden flax

Meeting his public

Hanging onto the edge of their acceptance




Burned, back and forth

Breath escaping, searching for solid ground

Repeated state of mind


Homogenous groove



 Continual thought stream




 Brain waves caught on a ’45 scratch









Snap the elapse









Shove past this moment

Deep collecting pupils finally eclipsed

Chaos envelops the town

“Backdoor pain of yesterdays’ burden”

---they hate him for what they find in themselves

search to find fallacies to destroy their own imperfections

Martyr, savior embraced to rekindle what they once loved,

   but never knew

memories passed down amongst generations,

   stories dealt out like a “king high hand” on friday night 

realities that they had to play

    no folding in real life

scars trickling down their backs,

    one-eyed jacks dangling whips

only comfort



darkness shining down on bleeding faces



“take care of us, lord”



empathy pleading



the phone just rings





hole in the mud sky





Mother used to stand there





summer dress yellowing

pillaged for granted

milk has gone sour

refrigerator ajar

contents seeping


shaven and driven out into the night


hurdled across the horizon to the edge


clawing at her grave, break omniscient chains of a recluse warden


Ground zero, where children will reveal burning truths

       Sank into the sand and it finally felt like home

QUOTE
Dan- “I’m gonna put on ten pounds and start saying “i’m fat for me”!”
RANT

If you are ever in a public shower, DON’T EVER TOUCH ANY PERSON IN THERE, even if it’s to point out that you didn’t recognize them because their hair is shorted while touching their hair.  Unfamiliar naked men should never touch in a YMCA shower, at least without some kind of written consent.  I don’t care what the Village People say.
COMMENTS

This has been a great year for the Wash.  I just want to thank everyone for being apart of this adventure.

By the way, the 51st issue is coming. Don’t fret.
QUESTION
Anyone else scared?
http://www.rollingstone.com/politics/story/_/id/7203633?rnd=1112197940318&has-player=false
INVITE
