THE INTENSITY NEWSLETTER

February 2005

LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

So it has come down to this; I have six credits to go in my college career (if you could call it that). Basically, I want this to be my easiest semester of all time (not that this hasn’t been my goal for every semester) and I hope I don’t have to do a fucking thing. I often tell people, in a boastful way, that I will be graduating college with out ever writing a paper over ten pages, so far so good. I think that statements like that sum up my entire time here at UW. Really, sometimes I wish I had the ambition to actually give a shit and get a degree in engineering or something to make the big bucks. But, I won’t lie to myself I don’t give a shit. Taking Letters and Arts classes has been good, I know a lot about shit I wouldn’t know otherwise and more importantly I’ve learned to think critically about the worlds issues. Here I am with the rest of my life beginning and nowhere to go. In this issue we hear once again from our hero Paal the Mighty, and it sounds as if he may have finally found some direction. Good for him. As for me, with school ending and taking less of my precious time I can now really begin to party. Ah, the joy of freedom!

Editor in chief,

Rhoads 

NEWS: The Saga continues….

Greetings Chiefs and Chiefesses,


Good fortune upon you all. I sit in my hall by a great fire when I write this great news that I, Paal the mighty, hath been chosen by the great leaders of Norway to lead an invasion of New Zealand. As I write this report my warriors prepare the ships for this long journey to the south of the world. Axes are sharpened, swords forged, shields made and armor suited for the boldest of north men who dare this journey. We shall sail when the month of January ends. The most sea worthy of ships are to be used with the great sailors of New Zealand Air who have betrayed their own kind when told ”movies” would be made on their distant islands. My swift steed Trek 6000 shall be taken on the Long Serpent, the greatest of ships. A quarrel there was between the captain, whose head I hewed, and I as to what price was to be paid for this ”cargo”. ”Cargo!” I said with retained anger ”This is not cargo. This is Trek 6000. The steed that has crossed the European lands and the greatest warrior of all, I, Paal, Barbarian of North, rides. There shall be no talk of negotiations!” I grew ill tempered. 

”There shall,” said the captain who resembled a rat. ”I am captain of this ship.” I drew my sword and roared ”Captain no longer!” and his head hewed from his shoulders. I turned to his crew and declared that the ship was mine and they my slaves. Their daughters, whom not jailbait, were given to me. I was pleased. When my ships sail across the great seas and my feet touch the earth of this distant land shall I lead the invasion and will never be the same after Paal the Mighty, Barbarian of the North hath conquered New Zealand.


The journey of England was not a happy tale as much strife between the peoples of the north and the Engs hath been created which cannot be mended. The men of England are a deceitful people and so the story goes: A contest of boats between men was held in Henley-on-Thames and a boat of speed was to be lent to I, Paal the Barbarian, Great Navigator of boats but none was to be had. The reputation of the Paal the Barbarian has spread far and wide of the victories and glory with many envious. My ship landed with a peaceful welcome but this show twas nothing but a mask for the people of Henley are artful actors of trickery. The people of England are no warriors and that is why they have so many times have fallen under the blade of the north men. So foolish were they that they attacked when all my warriors were still assembled. A battle was fought, one that was not to be finished that day. A shield wall was formed and my warriors were as strong as steel and their weapons were as sticks that children play to practice war. We were unbroken. Before we made our flight I saw the deceiver whom led the rabble that endeavored to take our lives and made flowery promises of welcome before we came. ”Deceiver!” My voiced pierced the cries of battle so the coward could hear I as he stood behind many warriors away from peril. ”You shall never speak false words again!” He said nothing and only smiled. The fool thought he was safe from I, 

Paal the Mighty, Barbarian of the North, Conqueror of Many Lands, The Undefeated Warrior! I took forth my bow and an arrow meant to fly great lengths. I drew and sent the arrow straight into his neck so untrue words could not be spoken again. The great men of the north sailed away unharmed and eager to come back another day to seek vengeance and that day shall come soon.

 
A time comes when I must change the course of mine own destiny, like when the plate tectonics shift for Paal the Mighty’s decisions are so profound, and learn the wised ways of smart dudes. A school of thinkers is on the southern island of New Zealand and shall be spared of plunder and pillage so I may attend. This institution is called University of Otago in Dunedin a name of Scottish origin, another land once conquered by the northern sword. It hath been told that 

Dunedin is a city of beauty and splendor. A great tale it shall be and thus sayeth the poet Bjorn Numbskull:

Many men in ships sail

On water

For they cannot sail

On land

An island

Of splendor

Of great riches

New Zealand

Thither goes

Paal The Mighty

Barbarian of North

Greatest of

Captains of war

And failure shall not be known

Thereto quoth Knut Dumbassson:

It would be wise

If a Ship

Were to have no

Holes

For if it does

It may sink


Wise words told by great men. And so ends my tellings to you all and may your futures be well, your children strong, your crops plentiful and your days happy.

Paal the Mighty,

Barbarian of the North
QUOTES:

“I love jackin’ free shit!”


Willy, expressing his delight in his new DVD burner.

“I wish we had some Chinese food to put on the soy sauce….or is it soy sauce on Chinese food?


Frankie, high.

“It had more red hairs than an Irish step-child.”


Dr Sanford

“God damn it! Who was lighting of fucking fire crackers in the bath tub again!?!?!?!?”


Rhoads

“Yep, there I was smoking, drinking, and cleaning up puke and fire cracker shrapnel.”


Frankie 

“Adults who believe is fairy tales…”


Frankie, on religion.

“If a man can’t have a brew in his own home on the weekend, what kind of a weekend is that?”


Frankie, 8:16am, Sunday, January 30th. 
“You just don’t hook up crazy chicks!”


Dr. Sanford

RANTS: Vodka kills! Weed heals!

So, the other week this 14 year old kid god severally frost bitten after he got totally wasted while ice skating on a –10 degree night. Of course everyone was totally aghast that a 14 year old got drunk. I pose this question: Had he be smoking (or eating) weed, would this have happened? Of course not, being a high individual the situation would have been more like this:

Kid A: “Duuuuuude! I’m fucking cooooold! Lets go get some peanut M&M’s!”

Kid B: “Word.”

Now, can some one really tell me herb is worse than alcohol? Go figure, we are totally fucked up around here. Alcohol is really fucking shitty for you, period. Oh, and what about those Gen X athletes that have had their medals taken away cause the tested positive for herb? Yea, like using herb enhances your performance. It’s totally fucking ludicrous! The drug has absolutely nothing to do with it! What the fuck!?!

Of course this all stems from big money. The reason alcohol is socially acceptable is because fat cat rich, republican ass scoundrels pay for it to be. It totally fucking blows my mind….man! Ever seen two drunken guys fight at a bar? Of course you have.  Ever seen two high guys fight? Hells fucking no you haven’t! Cause high people don’t fucking fight! The eat candy in times of anger! Maybe the candy companies should get behind this “legalize it!” thing. They are totally missing a sweet opportunity! Every Snickers should come with a dime sack. It would be fucking heaven! No fights, no car accidents (Cause everyone would go 10mph), just giddy adults singing show tunes in the street! Could it get any better?

So, you’re saying we should pray for the troops and forget the armor?

That fucking inauguration was sickening. 40 million dollars spent on 10 FUCKING PARTIES. Not 1, fucking 10! And the troops are out there protecting themselves with fucking garbage cans! Bush claimed the parties were to “celebrate democracy.” What fucking democracy? You mean the free will to get your fucking nuts shot off? Fuck! And he had some fucking prayer service for the troops. What the fuck is that going to do? Is god going to descend from the heavens and stop the fucking bullets?  No, of course not! The scrap metal the troops are pillaging for will do that job! Check out www.ifilm.com and the “Fair and Balanced Inauguration” clip for someone telling it like it is. It is just such fucking bullshit I can’t believe it is happening. Support the troops? The White House doesn’t even know who the troops fucking are. They don’t know about their lives and they don’t understand the fucking hell they are going through. All they know is how to pad their wallets and throw some bullshit party. Doesn’t everyone recall when Bush declared an “end to major combat operations in Iraq?” What a load of shit! Everyday the poor and the underprivileged die for the rich, silver spooned, ass monkeys in Washington. Fuck’em, that’s all I can say, fuck’em.

Parents may not use cell phones

Fuck! I know you guys get this shit too, but why the fuck can’t parents use cell phones with out pissing the living shit out of me? First, if parents have a cell phone it is never on, which defies the fucking point of fucking having one! Second, they can’t seem to grasp the concept of caller ID and use of minutes. If there is one fucking thing I hate it’s when my parents call and leave that message that parents leave; “Hi, it’s me (No shit!) Give me a call back.” Fuck! No shit! I saw it on my caller ID! And when I do call back it’s always about absolutely fucking nothing! Like telling me I have mail at the house when it is obviously fucking credit card offers! And then they get all pissed off when I never answer the phone!  I never answer because you have nothing to say! Fuck!
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