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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

April has finally arrived and fuck! Am I happy about it!. It was in the 30’s, flirting for the 40’s when BAM! High fifties every day! This may not seem all that great to those of you in the south land but dammit! It feels like heaven here! And it’s only going to get better! I’m personally excited because the work outs have begun to intensify in anticipation of a long hot summer. I forgot to mention that in Feburaury I was involved in a 24 hour “training race” it “beautifulI” (not beautiful, unless you happen to like rednecks and litter)  Indiana. The reason I didn’t mention this before was because the race fucking sucked and we ended up dropping out 12 hours in. I was way too pissed off for quite a while to even talk about it, but now I’m coming clean. The race was the reason we dropped, not because we were hurtin’. Let me summarize why we dropped out with a few phrases; “Dammit! Fuck! Where’s the check point? There is no FUCKING way it’s down there! Can you guys find it (to another team) Answear: “Nope, we aint found shit!” “Huh? Whats with these coordinits? They make no fucking sense whatsoever! I thought this was supposed to be a looped race, how the fuck are we going to re-fuel!!!!” In sum, the race was poorly organized with hard to find cp’s and heavily dependent on local knowledge. Could we have gutted it out? Of course, but sometimes you’ve got to cut your losses and move on, ignoring your sallyness. Why do I mention this debalicle now? Why didn’t I suppress it, never to recall it again? Because a theme has emerged to this months TIN; embarrassment. Occasionaly the TIN staff does some really stupid shit and I want everyone to know about it. My point is that shit happens, and I’m not afraid to tell people about it. I just don’t understand why people are so embarrassed with their mistakes. I find it thereputic to tell people about my fuck-ups, while some refuse to tell based on what the listianer might think of them. I say fuck what others think! If someone can’t accept others shortcomings they are unfit to operate in this imperfect world. Man, if I really gave a shit about what others think, I would actually wear some clean clothes some times, but I don’t and dammit! It feels good. Who cares! Fuck it and fuck those who judge and forget to judge themselves. (Dammit, ok, my point, really this time) “If you dig it, do it. If you really dig it, do it twice.” 

Editor in Chief,

Rhoads
RANTS: 

Have you guys heard this shit! The Feds want to put warnings on antidepressants that notify the user of the risk of suicide. Huh? Isn’t that the fucking point of antidepressants, to STOP someone from commiting suicide! What kind of ass backwards cluster-fuck drugs are these! This just shows how bullshit most drugs and drug companies are. Here, take this pill, feel good! It’s only $59.95 per pill and is, of couse, habit forming, so we will always have you hooked! You know my antidepressant?….Coffee mother fucker and copious amounts of it! Never fails! Drink a pot and I’m in lala land! Happy as Richard Simmons with a bag of coke! (His real diet plan!) Pills, pills and more pills, ya know what! Deal with it mother fucker! Stick to the cheap drugs like acohol and coffee, they do a way better job! Oh, and what about those drug commercials that give you the drugs name but not what it cures! Those drive me fucking crazy! Basically they want you bug your doctor to find out what it is, so bells go off in the doctors head that cry “Sell them the drug! We all make money and with the side effects we can sell them more drugs!!! Ha! Like bandits I tell you! Bandits! Happy Hummer Christmas everybody! Give us more gasoline!!!!!” In sum, fuck Zorcar, fuck Lipitor, fuck Zantac, fuck Ponzak, fuck Jojak, and fuck greedy drug fucks. Lets cut to the chase and market heroin!!!! Big money!!! 

NEWS:

Frankie gets punched in face by euro chick!

On a recent bender TIN staff member Frankie was decked in the face with no warning, spurting blood out of his nose, by some Chechoslovokian chick because “He touch my ass!” (In thick euro accent).  Frankie was “shit faced” but claims he did nothing of the sort, only that he was simply trying to support himself on the bar stool.  Acoording to a character study of “The Frank” his story makes sense. Besides, you don’t punch a man in the face because he touched your ass. Slap him, bitch him out or something but Jesus, some one has to control these euro bitches…. It must be that violent T.V. over there….

Rhoads almost loses life and limb on crotch rocket!!!

So there I was enjoying my ride home from Devils Lake, with 30lbs of climbing gear on my back and my rope strapped to the back of the bike when BAM! The rear wheel locks up, cutting the engine and sending me skidding down Hwy 12 at 60mph with the rear end threatening to fish tail out of control! Finally, I got the biked stopped upright but I realize I’m in the middle of the highway and I’ve got about 30 seconds to get the bike back into neutral and wheel it over to the side before some semi rounds the cornor and flattens my ass! Meanwhile, as I’m struggling to get the bike into neutral cars are going by on the shoulder with the drivers giving me dirty looks (Not ONE FUCKING person stopped to ask if I needed help! Fuck people! Have a little decency!) Anyway, I got it to the side to discover that my rope had some how freakishly wriggled its way underneath the tail and stopped the wheel cold! The damage included a melted rope and rope bag and some minor damage to the tire. Did I panic when the bike locked up? Nope, not a shed of fear ripped through my mind. I really have no idea why. I guess that’s what you need to do the crazy shit I think is fun. Was I lucky? Yep, I could have fishtailed that bitch into the oncoming lane and ended my pathetic life. But, here I am, still breathing….at least for now…..

In related news….

Frankie D. has finally gotten the “totally fucked up” race bike in working order. Sure, the rear brake doesn’t really work and there’s no turn signals, and the race slicks are dangerous as hell on sandy pavement, but that’s no reason not to drive it!

PIC OF THE MONTH:  

Tim Carp and B, dressed to kill in the O.C.
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Contact TIN at intensitynewsletter@lycos.com. We also encourage any submissions
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