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QUOTES:

“Proof you can smoke weed and drink vodka and still do well at triathlons.”

Rhoads, holding his first place trophy

“This couch is like my G-Spot! It feels sooooo good!!!”

Anna, on the couch

“Doug is cranky in the morning if he doesn’t get his beer.”

Cole B., 6 year old future crunkologist to Frankie and Doug the morning after Rhythm and Booms as they set to finishing the keg

INTENSE HAPPENINGS:

Demo Derby:

Shout out to Rusty for his successful demo derby (very fitting for Reedsberg, WI). Rusty was driving a 1985 Dodge Diplomat with the highlight being when he hit a 1977 Impala head on and got knocked out cold. Intense? I think so. 

Climbing with PBR

Shout out to Dave N., Ian L., and Terry I. For re-creating the Masters of Stone V rock climbing video while in Utah and adding PBR beer to the mix.

Drunken food

The TIN squad was recently spotted mid-morning consuming 6 egg McMuffins plus OJ and hash browns for a total of $15 spent at the Regent St. McDonalds. Two hours later they were spotted consuming pork steaks and entire two-liter bottle of Coke.

Another Drug Pilgrimage:

Shout out to Scott B. for his drug pilgrimage. In his words: After reading Anna’s story I just couldn’t help it.  This is a fuckin’ road trip. There is something unique about graduating.  You suddenly are thrown into a new and hostile world where everyone you know wants you to find a job.  But I said fuck that.  I’m going tripping… road tripping. The goods: one bad ass 4 season tent, one oz of high grade marijuana, two bags of mushrooms, more maps than a Japanese tourist, enough propane to burn down a house (if you wanted to that is), and a trunk full of shit to make a car campers wet dream.  We were off to find America, the one that exists somewhere between Las Vegas and Sand County.  We were taking a Walk Across America… just in a car, and with a joint in hand. The goal: see as much crazy shit as we could in 3 weeks. The trip: Madison to Moab, UT – 18 hours straight: driving through the shit hole plains of Nebraska and the badass mountains of Colorado.  We camped in the La Sal’s at about 7K ft, just short of the snowline.  In fucking Utah there was snow!  Summit attempt canceled because the mountainside was a goddamn river.  Arches NP is cool, but not that impressive. 

Moab to Canyonlands NP.  Then over 10 mi of hiking in the Canyonlands during two half days. 

Canyonlands to Grand Canyon NP.  The north rim is the shit, but again what the fuck is up with the snow.  This is AZ!  We had to camp in the snow up in the Kaibob NF because every fucking campsite in the Grand Canyon area was taken. 

Grand Canyon to Zion NP.  Let me just say up front that Zion is the coolest fucking park in the US.  Talk about fucking intense.  We did a four-day hike from Lee’s Pass in the Kolob region to the Grotto at the canyon floor.  The weather topped 100 degrees all four days!  We did a stream crossing through the La Verkin, which was flowing at over 500 cfms (normally around 80 cfms). Each day was about 20mi, except the last was only 5mi (but we went down over 3k ft).  This is the most intense hiking I have ever done! The weather combined with the elevation change (I would estimate around 6000 ft), the distance, and the fucking sand that makes every mile feel like two made this INTENSE.  Also the views when you get to the canyon rim are nuts.  Like Angel’s Landing, a 4-5 foot wide ridge with sheer 2-3k ft drop-offs on both sides.  In case anyone is thinking, “Yeah that’s cool and all but what about the Narrows”.  We were going to do it but the Virgin River was running at over 2000cfms (yes 2 thousand) when it normally flows around 30-50 cfms.  Needless to say, the Narrows were impassible except maybe by Kayak. 

Zion to Vegas. What trip west doesn’t go through Vegas.  There is no better place to trip than in Vegas, but on the other hand there is no worse place to trip than Vegas…  My advice, don’t get excited and eat a bunch of mushrooms while still driving in to town.  Enough said. 

Vegas to LA.  Damn this city kind of sucks.  Too many rich fuckers. 

LA to San Fran.  Hwy 1 is the most intense strip of highway, anywhere.  Hairpin turns, 2000 ft drop-offs, the possibility of a rock slide around the next corner, and all on a road never meant for two cars to pass.  Take this road if you’re in the area, but only if you have 4 or 5 extra fucking hours.  Also, do not attempt at night, or while on hallucinogenic drugs.  Enough said. 

San Fran to Sonoma.  Wine country is cool, but they don’t really like drunks (read: people from Wisconsin).

Sonoma to Lake Tahoe.  Cool shit.  This is really cool shit.  Just don’t plan on going anywhere in the winter.  Oh yeah, did I mention that Donner pass is close by. As if this shit was not crazy enough, did I mention that the chick I was with didn’t have a fucking driving license?  Count em, 5000 mi already driven and were still in California. This is, however, where the shit fully and completely interfaced with the rotating blades.  The chick I’m with, Petra, starts getting really sick at my buddies place in Tahoe.  Next stop ER.  Petra is A. Not an American Citizen (German) B. Lost her wallet in San Fran and has no ID C. I don’t know any more than her name and birthday. Fuck, wouldn’t you know it…  She has a seizure and goes into a coma.  Did I mention this was on my birthday (not quite the normal birthday challenge)?  Fast-forward 4 days.  I am picking up her mom and sister, who I have never met, from the airport; just flown in from Germany.  Fast-forward another 5 days.  Petra wakes up from the coma for the first time.  Oh yeah, we are now in Reno, where she was airlifted.  Four days later and she is out of the hospital, time for my broke ass to get home.  Fast forward to the present.  I drove all the way from Reno, NV to La Crosse, WI by myself in 2 days.  Fuck is that a long drive.  Petra is all right now, but get this...  The fucking doctors still have not been able to figure out what it was.  They know it was a virus of some kind, but can’t figure out what.  So here I am back in La Crosse, a week late and quite a few dollars short. Total Drive:  over 7000 mi. We found America.  We saw all the shitholes that people crawl back to at night; we saw the palaces with iron gates and keep out signs right next door.  We saw the snow covered pinnacles and the desert torn valleys.  I watched one ass hole after another spit on his fellow man.  We saw SUV’s with kids faces plastered to the fold down TV’s, and broken down vans with faces pressed against the windows. We found America.  The red-state, trailer park America.  Only it wasn’t in the trailer park.  It was in Beverly Hills.  It was in a suite at the Belagio.  It was walled away and fenced off.  It was in our parks and public lands; only not invited by us.  It was let in by politicians hungry to exploit our resources. Was the trip worth the price…   You bet your fuckin ass.  But you better see it while you can, OUR America is disappearing fast. 

Peace, 

Scott

THIS IS WHY WE NEED ABORTION IN THIS COUNTRY!!! 

Upon a recent viewing of the “Maury” trash TV show in which moms who didn’t know who the father were brought on the show as well as the potential fathers to reveal the paternity test, it was decided that this is why this country needs abortion. Stupid people have stupid babies. And the cycle continues…..

Le Tour: By Paul Daugherty
                Enquirer staff writer
Apparently, Lance Armstrong could finish dead last in the final Tour de France stage Sunday, behind an armadillo, a baguette and 1941, and he still would win the race.

For example, in the 15th stage Tuesday, Armstrong was 36th in a clump of 51 riders in the peloton who were three minutes behind the winner of the stage. And yet -Paul?

Yes?

What's a peloton?

It's a tropical bird. Anyway, after that, Lance was still 2 minutes, 46 seconds ahead of the second-place rider, Italian Ivan Basso, same as he was the day before. On Wednesday, Armstrong languished 22 minutes behind the stage winner and still led Basso by 2:46. When's the formal investigation? If Armstrong gets any slower, he'll wrap up next year's Tour by Tuesday.

Anyway ... Does that mean Lance and Basso pedaled 100-and-some miles, across the top of the Pyrenees, in exactly the same time? Every day, Armstrong finishes less than first, and every day this poor schlub Basso doesn't make up any time. Why is this? On Monday, Armstrong took a wrong turn in Spain Paul?

WHAT?

It's the Tour de France.

Oh. On Monday, Lance Armstrong took a wrong turn in France and ended up in Guatemala, but after the stage, his lead over Basso remained 2:46. Armstrong is expected to win his seventh consecutive Tour, even after a strong headwind forced him to detour through the shark-infested waters of the Great Barrier Reef. I wanted to get into this race. I wanted to savor it the way I did Boomer Esiason's last season or Jack Nicklaus' last U.S. Open. Because when it comes to sports gods, Lance Armstrong sits just to the right of the throne. Cancer-surviving inspirer. Freak-man bike rider, with the lung capacity of a medium-sized rain forest. Boyfriend to fabulous-looking rock 'n' roll chick. We all love Lance Armstrong. We think we know what he does. He has teammates. What do they do? They help him win. That's it. They can't possibly wear the maillot jaune - French for maillot jaune - at least not while cruising down the Champs-Elysees at the finish. They help Armstrong keep pace. They chase down the stage leaders. That's important, evidently. Why? They could pass a 747 and Armstrong's lead still would be 2:46. Wouldn't it? 

Sometimes, I think the whole thing is staged. Armstrong is on a stationary bike in an exercise class in El Segundo. While he pedals, a Discovery Channel travelogue about the French countryside plays on a screen behind him. Basso is down the hall, 2 minutes, 46 seconds away. Last week, a story in this newspaper about the Tour included this sentence: "Because of a protest at the start by farmers angry over wolf attacks on their sheep and cows, organizers shortened the race by more than nine miles ... "Unperturbed, Lance Armstrong finished the stage 2:46 ahead of Ivan Basso.

What stage are we on now? How many months are we into this race? The Tour de France makes "Around the World in 80 Days" seem like 2 minutes, 46 seconds. In this country, we get itchy by the bottom of the third inning. By the seventh-inning stretch, we need a stretcher. The Tour takes three weeks. Which is a lot of time to ride a bike without popping a wheelie. I'll continue to root for Armstrong because, well, just because. When he whips down the Champs-Elysees on Sunday, I'll assume the Arc de Triomphe behind him is really the Arc de Triomphe and not the doorway between the exercise room and the racquetball courts. If he beats Ivan (Bridesmaid) Basso by anything other than 2 minutes, 46 seconds, I'm going to be skeptical. Somebody should start questioning some wolves and sheep

Pete Gentry has another shitty day at work:

The following is a string of emails that went through Pete’s office, which he then sent out to his friends for their amusement.

I would like to give you all an example of why my job sucks.  The following is a series of three emails that were sent out yesterday after lunch.  Are these people fucking serious?  Do there lives really suck this much?  And by extension, does my life suck this much?  You be the judge.

EMAIL #1:

just wondering if anyone realizes what they bring in for lunch on a daily basis? it seems that a coworker of mine went to the freezer today, starving, and excited at the fact that they would be eating the frozen delight that they brought in for lunch.....but how wrong she was! when she opened the freezer all that she found was that someone had eaten her lunch! in a panic she had to run and buy something else. just want everyone to be aware of what they bring in from lunch from

now on so my nice little coworker won't be disappointed in the future!

IS THIS GIRL SERIOUS?

EMAIL #2:

my coworker that had her lunch stolen from right out of the freezer is no other than the lovely hope. she has decided to put all of this behind her as long as the person who does not want to fess up in person replaces the stolen item. hope will be eagerly awaiting her replacement chicken terryaki lean cuisine tomorrow in the freezer near the conference room. thank you for your time and concern.

PASSIVE/AGGRESSIVE?  I CAN'T TELL.  FEEL FREE TO CALL OR EMAIL THIS GIRL TO CHASTISE HER FOR BEING SUCH A CUNT.

EMAIL #3: (I CAN'T TELL IF THIS GIRL IS SERIOUS OR IF SHE CAME UP WITH A RIDICULOUS RESPONSE JUST TO FUCK WITH THE FIRST GIRL)

Is that your egg in the door of the frig by the conference room?  I just bumped it & it fell on the floor & broke.  I'm very sorry.

I REALLY HOPE I DON'T TURN INTO ONE OF THESE PEOPLE.

Yours, etc.

P.H. Gentry
Contact TIN: 

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