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QUOTES:

“So would you work the day after your 25th birthday?”


Tony, to Rhoads

“I work every fucking day.”


Rhoads, to Tony

“Yea, but being hung over at work sucks.”


Tony, back to Rhoads

“I don’t get fucking hangovers.”


Rhoads back at Tony

“I can see I’m asking the wrong person on this one.”


Tony, giving up on the answer he wanted to hear.

“Dig ‘em up in ten years and then if he hasn’t decayed, that would be a miracle.”

Anna after hearing the pope has not decayed after three days and was not embalmed.

“If someone plugs their car into an outlet during their shift tending bar—that's Wisconsin”


The Old Style beer website.

“Your communication skills suck.”

Rich, to Asian auto shop customer who claimed she didn’t want an oil change even though she scheduled one and then refused to pay for it. For the record, Rich kept the keys until she coughed up the cash.

“I had crossed the threshold where it was disgusting.”


Anna, on drinking whiskey, cowboy style.

“As a drunk senior citizen I bet I can beat you in a running race.”

Random drunk senior citizen to “Wild” Bill at a recent Tri team Bar-B-Q

The pussification of America continues…..

O my god! I hope someday that I don’t have to report on issues such as this one but if this world keeps coming up with the dumbest shit possible every fifteen seconds I’ll be writing for a long, long time. Get this, are you ready? Cause this is serious, I’m not making this shit up. Madison fucking Metro, yes those empty bus running, get in my fucking way all the time, ass clowns are set to install a GPS system in all the Madison buses that will announce the upcoming stops. FUCK!!! Will it ever end? I really couldn’t believe what I was reading.  The article didn’t say how much it cost only that it was “very expensive.” Well, no fucking shit! GP fucking S! That satellite shit isn’t fucking free! Really, is our worst problem that needs immediate attention the fact that sometimes people are lazy fucks and they can’t bother to stare out the window during their dead end commute and see where their fucking stop is? Damn it! And the worst part about this “very expensive” system is that sometimes it fucks up! Yep, sometimes it doesn’t know where it is and announces the wrong stop! We’re all going to die. The pussification of America continues.

My last will and testament

All right, fuck! With all this death happening lately I want to get some bullshit straight. First, if I’m fucked up, pull the FUCKING PLUG! Well, no fucking shit! Second, Frankie gets all my shit. Third, I want NO fucking funeral! Yes, NO ceremony! You can have a party on a Friday or Saturday night in my honor but please, for the love of Buddha, don’t waste my fucking time, staring at my ass in some fucking casket. Burn me, and well….do whatever with the ashes, I wont give a fuck…I’m dead!

Love for Old Style

I’d like to take a moment to proclaim my newfound love for Old Style beer. Yes, the classic Milwaukee brew has found a special place in my heart. On a whim I picked up a $4.00 six-pack on my way to go climbing at “da lake.” It was a simple frugal impulse buy, I had $5 and the Old Style sang out to me. After a beautiful day of thrashing the crags I came down from the hill to discover someone had yanked a brew from the six-pack that had obviously not been hidden well enough under the car. The dirty bastard! Alas, I was not too upset. Who could blame a guy? A cold brew after climbing would be just what the doctor ordered. Anyway, I cracked one open to discover, it is really fucking good! I was blown away by the smooth taste as the alcohol coursed thorough my veins! I was instantly in love! The thing about Old Style is that its got personality and character. The Wisco staple, Miller light simply can’t match the charisma of an Old Style. Have you seen the can? It’s fucking fabulous! Red, white and blue, purely American. And the name itself “Old Style.” It says “god damn it! I don’t give a fuck about the new do! I’m going to stay true to my fucking roots!” Yea! That’s precisely what I’ve been preaching all these fucking years. Stay true and you will never fall! Old Style, I love you. You are like a gorgeous women, who knows exactly what I want all the time, you’re….perfect.

Mifflin; It’s not the fucking city’s choice.

By the time you read this it will all be over. The crowds will have dispersed, the trash will be picked up, the beer will be gone, and mayhem will be over. For those of you not in the Madison area or so stoned you don’t know where you are, the annual Mifflin Street block party, a Madison “get so fucking wasted you almost die” staple for many years had a bit of rough up-coming this year. Historically the party happens on the first Saturday in May, unfortunately the first Sunday in May happens to be the first day of finals (the subject of entirely different rant). Wishing to avoid throbbing noggin during a physics exam (ouch!) it was in the students’ best interest to pull the event back to April 30th. Also, unfortunately the Madison “party Gestapo” had already planned for the May 7th date by scheduling more officers to regulate. When this conflict came to head a stand off ensued with the Gestapo threatening to enforce the laws fully (and unfairly) if the party was held on the 30th. To which the students responded with a nice “Yea? Go fuck your self!” Finally the “official” date was agreed upon as the 30th. First of all it’s a student block party and I don’t give a flying squirrel ass fuck what whomever planned for, we fucking decide when it will happen and then whomever else can fucking deal with it. I think all the students are sick and fucking tired of school fucking up our lives and this is the one time we get to piss it all off. With that said we can now move onto a new issue that has arisen. Get a load of this shit; now some stuck up, shit kissing Madison alderman want to fucking charge the students for all cost involved in moving the party to the 30th. Yea right. Who specifically are they going to charge, you ask? Well, they’re going to send the bill to Associated Students of Madison or basically the UW student council. I think we need to get something straight here, by definition a block party is centered on beer and illegal behavior. It doesn’t have a damn thing to do with any local government except the one that is run by maddened drunk underagers hell bent on breaking some shit. Notably, the “party gov” as I like to call it. The “party gov” is going to do what it damn well pleases, as that is the nature of a “party.” Anyway, mostly the bill for the party will be for cops on overtime. I have the perfect solution. DON’T SEND ANY FUCKING COPS! WE DON’T WANT THEM THERE ANYWAY! Fuck! Why hasn’t anyone pointed this out! One alderman said this with a straight face; “As an adult, I find it disturbing that many of the officers are down town dealing with a drunken party while my constituents have to go with less police coverage.” Look bitch, this isn’t south Detroit, I’m sure your mansion living, west side, rich ass, republican, fat fuck, turkey hunting, SUV driving, bridge playing, yacht sailing, noise ordinance complaining, gun loving, selfish pig fuckers can make due for one day with one over trained, under educated, bored ass cop whose only “work” anyway, is to bust kids for fucking speeding on the their way to fucking high school! MOTHERFUCKER! GO FUCK YOURSELF! We will have that damn party when we fucking please AND we are going to break tons of shit while extremely intoxicated and then when where out of booze we’re coming over to your fucking house to have our way with your daughters and drink every last drop of alcohol and chemicals under the sink that you’ve got. Now THAT’S A FUCKING PARTY!!! 

How the fuck does a car get hit by a train!?!?!?

I want to know the answer to one fucking question; How the fucking hell does a car get hit by a train? Ladies and gentleman, trains are fucking huge, loud machines, with giant lights mounted on the front. But besides that they are literally on FUCKING RAILS! They don’t make sudden turns or stops! The key is that you know EXACTLY what they are going to do. Yet, despite these facts every couple of weeks some dumb fuck finds themselves in the wrong 15ft space of the earth at the exact right time to get hit by a fucking train. One word; Darwinism. One down, several thousand to go. 

Another sign that Vijay Singh is a fucking choad

For those of you that don’t know of “The V” he is a pro golfer with a shitty attitude. His first offence was when he acted like a little bitch when women were allowed to enter the men’s tourney. Now he was caught in a spat with Phil Mickleson at the Masters when he complained to rules officials that Phil’s shoe spikes were too long. Yes, that sentence was serious. Vijay, a word of advice; fuck off.

More proof that baseball players are weak.

Last Thursday Cubs shortstop Nomar Garciaparra had a nice picture in newspapers across America of himself lying on the ground clutching his groin like it was his last two dollars he had, after he strained himself leaving the batter’s box! (Italics used for dramatics).  That’s fucking weak, man.

 

OBJECTION!!

By Mr. Peter J. Wyant
I sit here on a Saturday morning, coffee in hand and caffeine in the system, contemplating the previous night's events. I witnessed an event so dastardly as to stir me from my glacial indifference and cause me to stand up and say "ENOUGH!" As a red-blooded, born-and-bred Wisconsinite I have no choice but to take a stand against the actions, which I have, born witness to throughout the years without objection. What is the problem? Am I speaking out on the loss of Wisconsin's manufacturing base, the increasing waistlines of our citizens, of the evils of the Democratic or Republican party, no (but if the issue is a two-kegs-and-a-bottle-of-vodka party, you've got my vote) it is putting fruit in beer.

 

It began with yuppified, namby-pamby beers with bartenders, without my permission, putting a wedge of lime or lemon on the edge of my glass (Corona, Blue Moon, I'm looking in your direction). I wrote this off, as I still had the hallowed grounds of the classics that need no fruit to "accentuate the flavor."
 

Last night my bliss was shattered when I in my own humble abode I witnessed your Editor-in-chief, Mr. Nicholas Rhoads put a wedge of lime into AN OLD STYLE BREW! Even in my own home, I can't hide from it any more. Gone is the security of the classic beers, as a society we have trampled upon the flavor of these hallowed grounds. 
 

As a result, I am crying out - IF YOUR SO GOD-DAMNED AFRAID OF BEER THAT YOU NEED TO BESMIRCH THE FLAVOR, DRINK WOOD CHUCK, SMIRNOFF ICE, HOOTCH OR SOME OTHER PANSY-ASSED BEVERAGE. Please, don't desecrate the nectar of the Gods with fruit to cover your own pathetic inadequacies.  
 

Just hoping to make the world a better place.
 

Editors Response: First of, its MR.. Editor in chief to you, fuck face. Second” intensity” is what ever the fuck I do and third who sat around that night, with another man mind you, and watched “The last days of World War II” on the history channel. Cause it wasn’t fucking me. 

I’ve once again been justified

The feeling wasn’t as top notch as when top cop Peggy Lasanwhatthefucker got nabbed but for the DUI, but I did do a little fist in the air action when I heard about this. Some MIT students invented this computer program that spits out grammatically correct papers using totally random words and then got one accepted to be presented at an academic conference in Orlando, Fl. (Florida, go figure, but that is for another, much longer rant.) Just to give you an idea the first sentence of the paper was "Many scholars would agree that, had it not been for active networks, the simulation of Lamport clocks might never have occurred." Ha! I can’t tell you how man times I’ve actually been reading a book from one of many lame classes and had to stop and re-read entire pages because they didn’t seem to make a damn bit of sense. Now I know its probably because they didn’t make any fucking sense! This is a huge problem on campuses world wide, over-educated, self-appraising navel gazers, who are forced to write shitty books by their respective institutions usually write fucking nonsense! FUCKING HUGE SUPRIZE! Do us all a favor and if you’re an idiot don’t ever do anything, just stand still and shut up. But what really gets me is when some lame over-achiever in discussion section tries to pull some lame-ass bullshit meaning out of silly gobbblygook crap. Why do we have to pretend that this crap actually makes sense? Look, your book is worthless, your “research” on the effects that white mice had on the cold war means dick, your ugly, and you can’t write. Also, FUCK OFF!
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