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QUOTES:

“I wish Frankie would be done fuckin’ Leigh so I can get my bacon cheeseburger!”

Anna, in anticipation that Frank will pick her up a bacon cheeseburger on the way home.

“If we go to war with all these countries I won’t even have a pair of jeans to put on my ass!”


Frank, on globalization.

This was posted on craigslist.com I’m thinking about giving her a call…..

Do my laundry, get a blowjob - w4m - 28

I hate to do laundry. 

I hate to do laundry. 

No, I mean, I REALLY hate to do laundry. 

I've got enough clothes that I don't have need to do laundry more often than once per month. And I've got two (probably closer to three) months of underwear and bras and socks and such, so if I don't get my clothes noticeably dirty, I can just Frebreeze it and put it back in the rotation. 

But I've getting to the end of my supply (both the outer clothes and the underclothes). So...... 

Come to my place (near Shattuck & Virginia) and do my laundry. 

Wash it, dry it, fold & put it away (in the dresser, closet, etc). 

I've got what's about 8-12 loads in the corner of my room (my laundry hamper is SO overflowed). I've got the washer, the dryer, detergent, and all that. I just don't actually want to do it. 

Between putting loads in the washer and putting them away after they come out of the dryer (but there probably won't be too much time), so long as the laundry keeps getting done & put away, you can do what you want. Read a book. Watch a DVD on the home theater. Talk to me (I work in a public policy foundation for public health issues). A not-so-subtle hint: A shower after ten hours of laundry and before getting your reward will is highly recommended! Do whatever, just get the laundry done. 

I'll be around. I'll probably have my nose stuck in a journal or three (remember that public health policy thing?). Or maybe my friends will come visit after the IDPA shoot (look it up if you're curious; it doesn't mean darts). Whatever. Don't mind me, just get my laundry done. 

When everything is washed, folded and put away, I'll give you a blowjob. I give great blow jobs (You can ask one of my exes); they're toe-curlers. Of course, you could also go by the Pizza Theory. 

There's one washer, one dryer, and a lot of laundry (maybe eight to twelve loads), so it'll probably be an all day event. If you fuck up a load, well I'm a fan of getting things done right, so you'll either wash & dry them again, or you won't get rewarded. I've got Wednesday off from work, or I guess Sunday could be laundry day. 

Tasteful pictures are a plus, but don't worry too much if you don't have one. Just convince me that I should let you do my laundry. A couple of spelling and grammar errors won't eliminate you, but you'd be a fool to think it didn't count (if you can't construct a sentence, why would I think you're competent enough to fold my underwear?). 

Pictures of your johnson (particularly if it shows sores and lesions) will become my new dartboard target and your e-mail will go into my trash folder.
Carp’s New Career Contest

Some days I don’t know what to do with myself.  Believe it or not I have hung up the shot glasses, the bottles, the paraphernalia, and set off alone on the road of life.  It was an illustrious career, which included vast embarrassment as well as hilarity.  A career that spread from coast to coast, evaded law enforcement in multiple municipalities, shocked many and amused others.  How many people have thrown a flaming watermelon five stories through a drunken Sunday afternoon haze?  How many people have been disciplined in the homes of the Milwaukee Brewers, Colorado Rockies, Wisconsin Badgers, Colorado Buffaloes, and Denver Nuggets? 

A special shout out to Frankie.  Some nights I thought there was no way that I would get that last gin and tonic down, but Frankie taught me how to draw new lines in the sand and immediately cross them.  

So therefore in the interest of renewal and humor, I invite you to take your shots.  I still have many years before I can actually retire.  What should my new career be?  Some combination of creative, helpful, or humorous suggestions will win prizes.

First Prize:  Gin and Tonic Kit (.75 L Bombay Sapphire Gin, 2 L of Tonic, 2 Limes)

Second Prize:  6 pack of Spotted Cow

Third Prize:  40 of High Life and a Swisher Sweet

Best,  

Carp

prcarpenter@wisc.edu
Editors note: Please give Carp guidance in life. All submissions will be featured here next newsletter. Carp, I think you would make a great bartender.

Love,

Rhoads

Training?

Y’all may have noticed a lack of outrageous training stories lately, that’s because I am an old tried poo. My knee has been acting up in a bad way and my fucking back will probably never heal from rowing in the late nineties. The good news is that I can still climb, damn it. My plan today is to spit in the face of my sore throat and achy head and go climb every single fucking route the gym has to offer. I probably won’t be able to find a belay slave so I’m going to have to take my non-insured ass and free solo everything until someone shows up. I’m old, but not dead.  

Good news! We’re going back to Vegas! If you recall last time the sin city and I met I was pissed on all weekend. Better luck this time?

Contact TIN:

Shout out to intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com with submissions, pictures, whateverthefuck.

Webpage: www.geocities.com/intensitynewsletter
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