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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

You are reading the words of a very pissed off individual. That motherfucker won! Dammit! It’s like I’ve been stabbed in the heart. All the signs were pointing towards a sweet Kerry victory, the Redskins lost (To the Pack!), Iraq was on fire, and turnout was expected to be high. But fuck, he squeaked through with those bible thumping, red neck fuck-heads at his heels. For those of you that voted for ol’ W (Mike! You motherfucker!), I’ve got to hand it to you, your peers have ignored the shit fuck way things are going and voted by their morals, what they feel is right. There’s no shame in that. Abortions, fag hating and religion won this election, unfortunately I don’t find these issues as important as not giving a big “wham bam thank you ma’am!” fucking to the common workingman. Contrary to what those bleeding heart liberals think we are not totally fucked, it just ain’t good. I don’t hope things go worse for W’s second term, I know they will. But, in the end I’ll still be alive, I’ll just be really pissed off.

Editor in Chief

Rhoads

www.geocities.com/intensitynewsletter
Oh, and if you haven’t seen it check out 

www.fuckthesouth.com 

NEWS: Election Party! Boozing it up for a cause!

A couple of days before the election I got a sweet idea; Let’s extend the drinking Halloween weekend into Wednesday! Sweet, more booze! I promptly sent an email to around a hundred people asking to them to join in the chaos. Completely unsure as to who would show up I picked up two cases of beer and hoped for the best. I was so exited about the election that I crashed my car! I was backing out of those stalls under Helen C. White library when BAM! I hit one of those giant “can’t miss it!” pylons. Fuck! This comes back to the essay I wrote for last time. Good thing I’ve got a shit-box four door sedan! Imagine if I’d actually followed the American dream and had a nice Lexus! I’d be paying out my ass right now! Anyway, I arrived home just before the first guests arrived. I was pleasantly surprised that most everyone brought some form of drugs to contribute. Beer, rum, chardonnay for the victory celebration, it was all there, perfect for the high intensity times of elections. At first it was pretty casual, people chatting, drinking, not really even watching the coverage. Then around midnight things got a little hairy. Ohio looked like it was going to go to Bush! “Motherfuckers!” was screamed out in pain. Then, out of nowhere a beer bottle flew across the room, bounced off the wall and spun around on the floor furiously spitting its left over contents away like a bad taste of coffee. Bush took Ohio, we had lost. Disbelief was the word. Nobody could believe it. “How the fuck could this happen!?!?!?!” I sighed. Frustration filled the room like a balloon. Soon, the guests filed out one by one turned away by utter disgust. Good thing we were drunk out of our minds or it really could’ve gotten bad!

The next morning I did something I haven’t done in years, I slept in. The hangover wasn’t so much from the alcohol as it was from the slap in the face the American public had dealt me the night before. “Recount!” people were screaming, “Stolen election!” No, sorry Bush won, he even got the popular vote! Was there voter suppression and backhanded political maneuvering? Absolutely, but there is nothing that we can do for that now. The poor and the minorities are getting fucked and what we all need to do is get off our moral high chairs and realize it! The good part about this election is that the celebration party in 2008 is going to be that much sweeter! I’m just praying the Dem’s find a squeaky clean, born in the south liberal hotshot who can charm the pants off a polar bear. Then we’ll se who laughs last! Ha!

In memory of Ol’ Dirty Bastard: Nigga please!

For those of you who didn’t know who O.D.B.  was, you should have. O.D.B. was one of those rappers that made you say, “Yea, this guys the shit, cause he doesn’t give a fuck.” Unfortunately, Ol’ Dirty took the dirt nap last week. Hail of bullets? Nope, collapsed in the recording studio from unknown causes. Uh huh. Well, any way when the man came out with his second solo album on hiatus from the Wu Tang Clan called “Nigga, please!” I knew he was going down as legendary. Nothing quite captured the mood of the times like tracks “Baby I got your money” or “U don wan ta fuck wit meeeeeeeee.” Classic. O.D.B. R.I.P. 1969-2004.

QUOTES:

“Dammit! It’s like, 5.10 bitch motherfucker!”

Rhoads commenting on the difficulty grade of a new route in the climbing gym.

“Maybe all of these years I’ve been mistaking “psycho” for normal female behavior?”

Frankie.

“I’ve never met a drug I didn’t adore.”

Frankie.

“Mental note: Never go on a 7 hour ride with nothing but a boiled egg and no money.”

Frankie, post “death march” ride.

RANTS:

The Election: 

FUCK! Mother fuck! FUUUUUUCK! (Bam!) Fuck this fucking mother fuck! (Smash!) Fuck the world! Fuck’em! (Crash!) DAMMIT! It’s all fucked! We’re fucked! (Glass breaking) I’m gonna skull fuck that bitch! Yes! A skull fucking! The ultimate in disrespect, putting your dick in another man’s eye! You want a piece of me, you oil drilling bitch motherfucker! I’m calling you out! Drop off your secret service baby sitters at the pool and come fight! Mano y Mano! You and me! All I need is five minutes alone to rip you to shreds! What’s that? You like lots of money? Well, how does it feel to get $100,000 in ones shoved up your fucking ass! Now you even shit money! My fucking money! 

Whew! I feel better now.

Darwin Award:

This may take you by surprise but I’m giving the Darwin Award to those dumb-ass red necks who went to confront that mong guy in their tree stand with only one gun among the eight of them. Turned out the mong was an army sharp shooter and ended up killing six and wounding two more, with only ten shots! Now, that’s some fucking shootin’! You’ve got to be one hell of a shot, he probably and five single bullet kills! Holy shit! He should get a fucking medal! And go to jail. Now I know we all want to go around killing red necks, but for god sakes we need it done in a more orderly manner! Perhaps we should have a special red neck task force that goes to each pig spit town and does a cleansing. “Hello sir, I’m agent Rhoads this is agent Frankie. We’re with the special task force to eliminate stupid dumb-fuck, republican red necks. May we ask your name and profession sir? I see, Mr. Billy Joe, and you’re a professional ATV rider? Hmmm…..that’s some red neck shit,” BAM! Dead! Mother fucker! Ha! Then again if these red necks keep fucking with people un-armed, they’ll do the job for us. Good riddance.

Fuck work! By: Peter Gentry

The following correspondence was received via email to the Intensity Newsletter account. I’m sure some of us can share his pain. Words in italics have been added by the editor to enhance the “intensity” of the email.

Rhoads, this is why work fucking sucks.  I think that people might enjoy my email rants for today.

 Part 1:

Well, they finally did it. They found a way to really piss me off here at work. I almost quit this morning and went postal on dem’ bitches! And all because they threw my lunch out yesterday. It so clearly did not need to be thrown out, but it got tossed. An apple, a fork and a container full of food. And what pisses me off most is that I didn't think of even checking after I received 10 emails about it. It sucks that I have to pay because other people can't keep track of their stuff shit. Mine would have been out of there in less than 48 hours, but now it's gone and I'll have to buy lunch again today at some pissant, fast food, roaches on the floor, mice in the bathroom, pregnant ghetto child working, burger dungeon. Awesome! Sometimes I really hate working in an office. And, to top it all off, I'm pretty sure that sitting on my ass all day for nine hours a day is giving me fucking hemorrhoids!

Part 2:

And then, to add insult to injury, not only was my lunch thrown out, but I get back from lunch (the one I had to pay for) and someone fat-ass, hoe-bag, crank using, busy body bitch has ratted me out for not parking in the right spot! So now I am banned from the parking lot. That's right banned! Like the Dixie Chicks at a Klan rally! And it's not like there are 30 open spots or anything! Oh wait, yes there are! There are 30 fucking open spots! But some old lady finds it offensive that I am parking in a lot that is reserved for people who have worked in the same shitty job for a longer than I have. Not that I'm taking their spot or anything, it's apparently the principal of the thing. What is wrong with people? This has sealed the deal I have got to find a new job where the people don't suck.

Editors note: As George Braden would say, “These people need a good cock punch!”
C’mon Barry!

Well shit, it was put directly into our hands, we were going to the fucking Rose Bowl. All we had to do was beat the piss out those corn eating hawkeye sallys. But noooooooo, we fucked ourselves! To think, Frank and I drove all that way hung over as hell, smoking herb the whole time, faces painted, me wearing a Wisconsin speedo, only to get utterly embarrassed by some piss ass flatlanders that wouldn’t know football if it jumped up and bit ‘em in the ass. We were going hit Iowa City like a bomb after we took the victory but it was not to be. Game over. We smoked up and hit the road, back to Wisco, where the drinking’s cool and the red necks re kept to a minimum.

Hey, this is fucking funny!

Yo, I got this via email spam. Usually I never look at these but this one caught my eye. Read on…

The following is supposedly an actual question given on a University of Washington chemistry mid-term.  The answer by one student was so profound" that the professor shared it with colleagues, via the Internet, which is, of course, why we now have the pleasure of enjoying it as well.  

Bonus Question: Is Hell exothermic (gives off heat) or endothermic (absorbs heat)? Most of the students wrote proofs of their beliefs using Boyle's Law (gas cools when it expands and heats when it is compressed) or some variant.  One student, however, wrote the following: 

First, we need to know how the mass of Hell is changing in time.  So we need to know the rate at which souls are moving into Hell and the rate at which they are leaving. I think that we can safely assume that once a soul gets to Hell, it will not leave.  Therefore, no souls are leaving.  As for how many souls are entering Hell, let's look at the different religions that exist in the world today.  Most of these religions state that if you are not a member of their religion, you will go to Hell.  Since there is more than one of these religions and since people do not belong to more than one religion, we can project that all souls go to Hell.  With birth and death rates as they are, we can expect the number of souls in Hell to increase exponentially.  Now, we look at the rate of change of the volume in Hell because Boyle's Law states that in order for the temperature and pressure in Hell to stay the same, the volume of Hell has to expand proportionately as souls are added.  This gives two possibilities: 1. If Hell is expanding at a slower rate than the rate at which souls enter Hell, then the temperature and pressure in Hell will increase until all Hell breaks loose.  2. If Hell is expanding at a rate faster than the increase of souls in Hell, then the temperature and pressure will drop until Hell freezes over. So which is it?  If we accept the postulate given to me by Teresa during my Freshman year that, "it will be a cold day in Hell before I sleep with you, and take into account the fact that I slept with her last night, then number 2 must be true, and thus I am sure that Hell is exothermic and has already frozen over. The corollary of this theory is that since Hell has frozen over, it follows that it is not accepting any more souls and is therefore, extinct ... leaving only Heaven ... thereby proving the existence of a divine being which explains why, last night, Teresa kept shouting "Oh my God."
THIS STUDENT RECEIVED THE ONLY "A"

Training Plans, Alcohol, Natural Talent and Sally’s

By : Frank Dierking

Editors note: This article was written while under the influence of a two hour roller session and more fucking coffee than you can possibly imagine.

This morning, as I suffered on my fucking rollers for hours upon hours with a painful empty stomach and an extreme leftist political agenda, I was thinking about a few things in life that piss me off.  Usually I can handle dealing with all you fucking pussies and your bullshit.  I keep my mouth shut.  I say positive things and I pretended to understand people’s fucking pussy crap.  However, sometimes when I’m putting in the time I have feelings I need to address.  I’m often asked: where does it come from??  When people see me partying like a goddamn rock star they ask: Is he really any good at all or is it all just bullshit.  Then I get fed up with all these sally’s and their endless diets and training plans in the name of performance.  You want to know why the really good people are really good??  It’s cause they’re fucking hard!!  We like the training; it’s our way of life.  To the REAL endurance athlete the workout is not a chore, its just what we fucking do.  You want the best off-season training plan??  I got it for ya.  Train lots and abuse drugs lots.  You want to be really ripped??  I know how to do that too!!  You’ve got to starve your fucking ass off.  That’s the only way. The strongest most possessed athletes take all aspects of their lives to that level.  Look at Jan Ulrich for example.  Mother fucker parties so hard it’s unbelievable in the off-season.  I mean he drunk drove his Porsche high on “X” into a fucking bike rack.  Then he turns around and whips some ass on the bike the next season.  I’m not trying to convince you all that this way is the best way to live, or that this approach will really work for anyone who actually reads this shit.  What I am trying to show is that the reason you suck is not lack of natural talent.  It’s not genetics or your situation in life. The world doesn’t have you down and there is nothing you can do to change that; NO!!!  That’s nothing but bullshit and a self-defeatist attitude.  The reason you suck, the reason you’re not hard, is that you have not put in the time.  Don’t fucking lie to yourself.  Don’t cheat your personal potential because you have decided to be a pussy.  We can all maximize and be the best we can be.  True, not everyone will be the fucking champ, but that doesn’t really matter.  What matters is that you can look in the mirror and say, “Well that’s all I got, for real, no bullshit.”  If you can truly do that, you’ll understand what I’m talking about and you’ll understand our way of life here at the TIN headquarters.

Peace out, fuck GW Bush and those selfish republican bastards, fuck the religious right, fuck the goddamn “war on drugs” and the “war on terror”; and oh yeah, fuck all those cheating pussy pieces of shit who use performance enhancing drugs to win, don’t worry I’ll kick your ass anyway!!!

Frankie D  
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