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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

It seems like every month I have to try to out-do myself. I’ve been doing things lately that would have surely been the grand feature in past TINs, but now they’re just side notes. For example, I did my first marathon the other week…on three hours of sleep and eight beers. It was sweet except that it just wasn’t totally intense. I suffered badly for a few hours and then stumbled back into my home on the verge of tears, but nothing truly intense happened. I believe the intense experience would have been much better if I had gotten into a fight along the way or I had passed out while running down State Street. These things never happened, therefore banishing the hung over, impromptu, marathon to side-note status. Oh well…fresh ideas always come with fresh coffee, Oh! I hear the teapot whistling now! Gotta go!

QUOTES:

“We need to go on a national diet…we need to appoint, like, a cabinet-level position-a secretary of obesity.”  

Lance Armstrong.

“I made out with a twenty-seven year old!”

Frankie’s nineteen-year-old sister.

“I’m cuter then them! I’m so cute I could fuck Prince William right now!”

Anna, after the UW dance team walks by.

“I hate drinking! I’m never drinking again! Rhoads! Do you know what I did last night? I pissed in the parking garage!”

Anna.

“I do have a sense of humor, just not when it’s 3am, I’m trying to sleep, and fireworks are going off in the bathroom.”

Rhoads.

“I’m the fucking golden boy!”

Frankie, loaded, on several occasions.

NEWS: 

The TIN offices just went through a recent demolition project. Previously, in our basement sat an iron boiler that seemed intent on staking its permanent claim. Unfortunately for the beast, its inefficiency prompted its removal. We set to work, first ripping out its iron pipes and radiators that supposedly were to heat the house but only succeeded in collecting dust and spiders. The method of removal involved one of our favorite power tools; the Sawsall. For those of you who aren’t familiar with the Sawsall, it consists of a large electric motor connected to a thrusting saw blade that obliterates any thing in its path. The Sawsall did a fine job of cutting the pipes but once cut, a black oily life blood spewed like black gold on to the floor, not a pleasant experience while trapped in a dark basement with electrical cords snaking around your feet.  After many hours the pipes were removed and stored for recycling, which we were told would bring us a pretty penny at the recycling center. 

Next, the 400-pound heart of the best, lay before us, begging for our troop to come up with a solution for its removal. First we employed a dolly and after much huffing and puffing we got it mounted and tried to move it toward the stairs, it barely budged. After many tries it eventually laid in front of the stairs ready for upward progress. Unfortunately, it was decided that the stairs would not hold the weight of five men and 400 pounds of iron. Rhoads was visibly upset, muttering despairing remarks, like “Fuck this thing!” A consensus was made that the beast must be destroyed. In came TIN’s second favorite tool: the sledgehammer. A few quick blows revealed this would be tougher than first thought. The sledge hammer glanced off the casing like it was the hardest substance on earth. Booner, TIN’s personal wreaking crew, decided it needed the Booner touch. He wielded the hammer like a man possessed and starting throwing mighty blows. Suddenly, a crack was seen….progress! A new wind entered the group and Rhoads picked up a second hammer, swinging in on Booner’s back swing. The double team swung back and forth like a prize fighter cracking the casing down to a shadow of its former self.  With the beast down to a slimmer weight we hauled the carcass in to the driveway where we beat on it more for good measure and revenge for the pains it caused us. The scrap was then loaded into a dully, Ford F-350 pickup, filling the entire bed for transport to the recycling center and our hopeful pay off. For all the work and thousands of pounds of metal in the truck, our efforts yielded us $36.78, much smaller than the expected jackpot. All we could do was exclaim a collective “fuck!” and then blow the wad on a round of beers. All this intensity for nothing…except beer.  Good trade. Now

Courts continue to fuck Booner!

Now, Booner has committed a couple of major felonies but the courts can’t seem to set straight a fucking court date! He and his lawyer have attended two hearings and the DA has never showed up! Postponing indefinitely. Meanwhile, Booner awaits his deportation to Utah, not knowing when he can leave the state! I mean really! If the court system can’t prosecute a dangerous man like Booner what the fuck is happening to our streets! Does the DA show up for the rapists or murderers? Probably, those ass holes should have to sit and rot, while decent folks like Booner get dicked around. Sure, they’re in Jail while Booner is free I just think Booner deserves a little more respect from the system. How the fuck are we supposed to trust the system when it can’t even show up to court?

RANTS: 

Holy shit! It’s a mobile fat kid!!!

What I just saw struck fear into my heart. That’s right I was afraid. I’ve taken big spills and seen big risks, but this made me freeze with fright. Today I saw a fat kid riding a Segway. Yes, one of those electric personal scooters that move according to the way person leans. They have been praised as the gods send for mailmen and parking cops and now they have been discovered by the lazy. This has got to be the last fucking thing we need, fat kids riding Segways down the sidewalk, two blocks to school, when they should be walking that fat ass! Just another pussification of America….

I can’t get shit done!

Hey! Why the fuck is the hair place closed on Sunday? When the best day to get your fucking hair cut? Fucking Sunday! I’m sick of this shit! I wake up every Sunday with a plan in mind to get shit done, at this point I’m so beat up from the workouts that if I don’t take a rest day I’ll fucking implode, and then bam! Half the fucking stores are closed! Fuck!

What’s with the kids these days?

By: Booner


There’s no way for me to describe to you in words the magnitude of the partying abilities that lie inside the TIN headquarters.  All you damned sallys need to know is we can never get into the bars and when we do, we don’t stay for long. This problem is caused because by time we’re all said and done with all of the important things of the day like being a hardcore ass athletes, training like mother-fuckers, and talking so much shit that people don’t know what to think, that when it’s time to go to the bars, it’s already 1:15.  Now last time I checked, last call was 2:00 and the bars closed at…..never.  But you think they would let the golden boys in at fucking 1:15?????? Back in the 1900’s, (other wise known as the era of breakthroughs and hard asses,) the people weren’t spoiled.  The only thing they could hold onto was the end of a liquor bottle because they were tapped to the bone with the pursuit of wealth, sex, and intensity.  The kids these days…Could we call it responsibility?  Could we call it priorities?  FUCK NO I call it “YOU’RE A FUCKING MOTHER-FUCKING SALLY AND DON’T KNOW WHAT’S GOOD FOR YOU OR WHAT IT MEANS TO BE THE GOLDEN BOY!!!!” All I know is that you kids should start looking up to your older generations, do some history and try to come close to seeing what “Partying like a rock star” really means!  Bar time should be never, streets should be filled with intense people doing the bar hopping scene, getting wasted, doing drugs and chewing fucking nicotine gum.  In a perfect world people would realize that we’re all adults and there should not be fucking 300 cops in Madison harassing the general population.  When someone wants to get wasted and start a fight, hey that’s fine, but he’s gotta take the consequences if he can’t play the game.  If you’re like Frankie, and I know some (few) of you are, then starting a fight is in your daily routine.  But WHEN you aren’t prepared with backup, and shit goes awry, don’t come crawling to me because I wasn’t invited to watch your back.

Editors note: This piece has been published un-edited, because I’m not really sure what the fuck is going on here. Ah! The intense mind!

Kim Jong Il: Best golfer of all time!

Hey, you may think that Bush is a fucking lair, you may think that America is fucking fucked that we will never escape the big brother destiny, but listen to this, apparently Kim Jong Il, dictator of North Korea, is the best golfer in the world! Yes! According to the North Koren free press (sic) Mr. Jong (or is it Jong Il, or maybe Mr. Il? Fuck! I don’t know!!!) plays regularly and often makes three to four holes in one a round! Amazing! Reportedly, Mr. Jong took up golfing in 1994 and in his first round eagles the first hole, then aced five holes in a row on his way to an amazing 34 under par!!!!! Wow, maybe Mr Jong should join the P.G.A. where with his outstanding skills he could win millions and plug the huge fucking hole in his beloved country’s budget. But…Mr. Jong is much too modest for such a move and besides he has South Korea to point missiles at and people to torture. If only there was time for everything in life….

Ode to Nicotine Gum

By Anna Dierking, written while “really stoned”

On nicotine gum,

Keep my hungries away,

Don’t bother eating,

Pounds melt away,

Taste that burning?

Why eat today?

On nicotine gum

Keep my hungries away.

On nicotine gum,

Lets train a little more,

Legs spinning fast,

But never get sore,

Brains disconnected,

So it’s not a bore,

On nicotine gum,

Lets train a little more.

On nicotine gum,

Get me so damn high,

A couple of pieces,

We’re never gonna die,

In twenty minutes,

You’ll swear you can fly,

On nicotine gum,

Got me so damn high. 

intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com and you will see it in next months TIN making you famous among a hundred or so people! Come on! You don’t even know a hundred people! Think about how cool you will feel! It’s time to let that steam off! Don’t delay! Say “FUCK” today!
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