THE INTENSITY NEWSLETTER

April 2005

QUOTES:

“It’s like your drawing from a bank account of time, eventually you got to pay that shit back.”


Sanford, on partying.

“My world is not your fucking ash tray!”

Riley to a woman in a car who had just flipped a cig butt on the street.

“Willy, I have something you need to hear…(VROOM! VROOOM!!!!)…Crotch-rockets in paradise.

Rhoads, revving the F4 into Willy’s voicemail on the first day in the sun.

“Spring Break Death Ride, 2005!”

Rhoads, before embarking on an epic journey on the pedal bike through the hills of Austin, Texas.

The crazy scenario

All I could think about was how crazy this scenario must seem to those not privy to our situation. How would you feel if it was 9:30 on a Sunday evening and you were heading out the door of your local food store to see a beat up, white VW golf pull up, bumping some sort of gangster rap, park, and two young white gentlemen get out both wearing the same Patagonia coat, except different colors, and both also appear from out of the drivers side door, one has spiky blond hair and both of them are laughing hysterically? Now that is not something you see everyday, it’s just not normal. It may not be shocking, but it is certainly not something you can just shake off. Who were these guys? And why were they laughing? The food store is no laughing matter, it’s serious. And what the fuck were they listening to? It was so loud it could have set off car alarms, was it a dream? Maybe, you’ll think, that these two have figured something out that you must know. Is it the meaning of life? Could it all be that simple? No, it can’t be. They’re too young to know the meaning of life; they have not experienced enough yet. But, perhaps all that is to be experienced happens in the first 10 seconds of life anyway, pain, suffering, happiness, warmth, cold. It comes so quickly and never fades away. 

Fuck it, they must have been high. They don’t know shit and never will. But they must have been having fun…… 

RANT:

Guest Rant, by Kris Dressler

I don't have a lot of time to sit down and write a manifesto ala Frankie and fat people, but like all of us, there are things that piss me off. I will describe them briefly but I won't make any attempt to link them together.

A) Scooters with really shitty mufflers. O.K. Look you lazy fucks! Your scooter (or Spree, or Express, or Yaz, or whatever the hell trendy little thing you have) is pissing me off. I could hear you from a block away, and I'm going to hear you for another block when you go by. The way I see it, you have two options:

One, fix your god damned muffler. I'm sure Mommy and Daddy are shelling out plenty of cash for you to wear North Face, eat sushi, and drink at Johnny O's. So why don't you call them up and tell them that you're pissing off 4 square blocks of downtown Madison every time you ride your lazy ass from the Towers to Humanities, or Grainger, or Psychology or where ever the hell you are going. The fact that you ride that thing makes you lazy by default, but don't add stupid and inconsiderate to your blossoming resume.

Two, GET YOUR LAZY ASS ON A BIKE AND PEDAL TO YOUR NEXT FUCKING CLASS. It's no wonder that you don't see any scooters around the Engineering campus. People who ride scooters are lazy fucks, and lazy fucks can't hack it in engineering.

B) Cashiers who give you your change in this order. Bills, then coins on top of bills. Does this piss anyone else off? Bills get folded and put in some sort of a wallet, purse or other organizing accessory. Coins are just dumped in a pocket of pants, coat, or other receptacle.  Coins fit neatly in the palm of your hand. Bills are held between your thumb and fingers. The coins should go in the palm, the hand closed, and the bills placed in the fingers. We are humans, we have opposable thumbs, and it’s what separates us from goats and fish. Fuck man! Just think of all the time you end up wasting because cashiers don't get it. Don't they realize what a pain in the ass they are? The only guy that gets it right is the dude that works at Mike's Liquor on the corner of Regent and Allen. I go there just for that reason. God that pisses me off.

Fucking shit: Out of control

This fucking shit is out of control! Madison weather has turned into a crapshoot cluster fuck. What in budda’s name is a crapshoot cluster fuck? It’s when you can prance around in short sleeves on a Sunday and then by Tuesday you’re ass deep in 20 degrees and snow! Dammit! Make up you fucking mind! I knew Sunday was all bullshit anyway and that’s why I drank myself in oblivion on Saturday night, cause I didn’t give a flying fuck about the next day. It’s just a teaser, like when the dope man says he has the drugs and then never calls you back, fucker! Melt, freeze, melt, freeze, I feel like jug of ice cream that you always forget to put away but can’t seem to throw away! This shit’s playing games with my head….man! 

Terry Schiavo: The GOP doesn’t even give a shit about her.

About two weeks ago a judge decided that Schiavo’s husband could now extract the feeding tube that has been keeping Terry alive for 15 years. What’s so sad about this case is not that Terry will now die a withering death from starvation, it’s that it took 15 FUCKING YEARS for it to happen! For those of you not familiar, Schiavo suffered a heart attack and died but was resuscitated into her current vegetative state, where she has lingered for 15 years. Simply put, her husband wants to do the right thing and end her misery. Her parents and every other right wing nut fuck want to keep her living. Not to see her one day recover (which they might claim) but to preserve the sanctity of life. Soon her case became not about life or death but about political power. The way her case ended will have everlasting ramifications on American law and how it shapes our lives. The “right to die” and abortion debates are deeply engrained in this story but it is really to early to tell what affect it might have. Personally these arguments don’t mean a fucking thing to me. What I saw was a woman with no life but a plastic tube in her throat and the drone of a hospital room. When it was decided that the feeding tube was to be removed the self-appraising navel gazers jumped into action to “save Terry.” Really all they wanted was to preserve their own personal values at the cost of someone else’s suffering. How fucking sad it was. Making someone suffer through life just because you think that God must decide when people die is purely selfish. Terry Schiavo died fifteen years ago from a heart attack and there’s nothing you can do about it. Let it go and start caring about the people who really need your help, like those struggling to make it day to day as “morality” is plastered all over their life, when all they really need is something to eat.
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