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January 2005 Issue Dos

Wow! Lots of anger in this issue! It’s okay people! Let it flow and hopefully we won’t detonate in February!

QUOTES:

“I’ve seen more cock and ass than a hooker!”

Adrienne, nursing home worker.

Carp’s new career…the saga continues…..

Yo bro,

Does this Peter H. Gentry Esq. motherfucker know who the fuck he's talking to?? Carp has partied way harder than that guy ever did, I'm sure of it.  I mean, fuck that.  Carp is talking about making a lifestyle change for the better; he has done his time on the party scene.  I’m likely one of the most hardcore

motherfuckers around and I’ve always been impressed with carps intensity and capacity in his partying capabilities.  He’s looking for some funny and thoughtful suggestions in the name of good fun, to celebrate the end of an era in his life.  This man, who I respect greatly, does not need to dodge insults from pieces of shit who don’t even know him. Fuck you Peter H. Gentry Esq.

Frankie D Ittmmsi. (Insert title that makes me sound important)
Editors Note: Who is the hardest, most fucking intense, partier ever? The man who dies in a ball of fire? 
Vegas….

Staring out my home window into the gray matter of southern Wisconsin I am reminded of better times of a week ago in Vegas. Most importantly we scaled a 5.11c multi-pitch climb “Levitation 29.” As with real rock climbing the route didn’t start roped up but 4 hours previous when I slipped from a warm cocoon into frigid January desert air. Within a few miles men and women where still plugging quarters into a slot machine or trying their luck at blackjack. In truth we were both warriors, gambling with high stakes. I can’t really be sure who can claim the greater glory, winning on a night out in the town or winning the rock route of choice. A 2.5 hour march, over barren sand, a boulder packed wash, snaggled brush and low angle slick slab stood us face to face with our gamble. Pitch 1: “Mother fucker Rhoads, get your shit together!” I groaned. A solid bolt stood within sight but a tricky move to a small hold with the words “It will be hard to keep you off the deck if you fall” ringing in my ears made the commitment difficult. I plugged shitty protection and threw for the hold. Thankfully, I didn’t have to test a fall.

The next few pitches when without hitch until we reached the “crux” pitches or better known as the hardest damn part. I thankfully handed over the lead to Rachel, my personal rope gun. She linked the two hardest pitches on the route with only one fall, hung the anchors and pulled up my slack. I yanked on the rock with a solid death grip, fighting gravity and extra weight on my back. I fell once but managed to fight my way to the top gritting my teeth and thankful I hadn’t bit my tongue off.

Too hammered to continue on my lead I handed the rope over to Rachel for a sketch, loose rock, 5.10d. I followed the pitch and knocked on a few holds to hear the hollow thwack that indicated they might rip off the mountain at any moment. “Someone is going to take one hell of a screamer one day” I thought. Hopefully not me.

We topped out with little fanfare and descended to the slick slab below for another long hike to the car.  The darkness made decent a little more tricky and our aching muscles made it even worse. Part way down we noticed a party rappelling in the dark. Shit, at least we weren’t them, it sure as shit had to be a longer day for them, it made the rest of the hike seem a little easier.

No doubt others have accomplished harder feats of endurance but it felt extremely satisfying to beat out at least 99% of the rest of the world and a progress of accomplishment is all I need to stay hungry. 

“The house wins every time” may be the unofficial motto of Vegas but within my power I will bring the fucking house down every time. The type of gambling that occurs on the desert floor will most likely bring one down, the type of gambling on the desert mountain will most likely bring you up. So I guess I now know who actually has the greater glory.

Letters to the editor:

Rhoads, you fat fuck, can you send this to timlindl@gmail.com. Not having tin in my life is like not having a big-ass stake driven through my skull. And, well, sometimes, you just need a big-ass stake driven through your skull.
Per this last TIN, how can one make a man soak intense? (A man soak is, of course, at least two dudes in a hot tub, trying like hell not to touch each other for fear of being called a James L.)
Because Randy Gates, from Outta the Box and Apex Adventure Alliance (worst fucking name for an adventure company ever), was just partaking in said man soak when a mother fucking black bear interrupted it. Five feet away until the stench of man-soak soup drove him away. Randy's lucky he smells like nuts.


Eat a Dick.

Lumpy

Editors response:

Sure dudette, I’ll get that email correct and I’d be willing to bet AAA was named that ranchy (sic) shit cause they wanted to be first in the fucking yellow pages. How fucking corporate…

Dear editor and chief of the Intensity Newsletter,

First I would like to say that your letters are well written, concise and to the point.  Your rants are particularly passionate although your wrath seems bottomless like a deep wishing well of fury; throw a penny into your well and all the dross will be melted away in fire… I have heard that meditation can help.  By the way, typically in the New Year the date is last years plus one (2005 + 1 = 2006) but maybe the wrathful do math differently, I don’t know.

A note on the nine-television jack-off… your conclusion linking the number of televisions to the addiction to its flicking entertainment is perhaps a little simple.  This same man loved fast flashy cars (owned a 1999 black Trans-am with t-tops and ram air), ate out for almost every meal (even breakfast), and once told his ex-girl friend that helping the poor did more harm then it ever did any good.  This is not just a grown man whacking off in a tub while watching “Who’s Line is it Anyway”… this is a man out of touch or maybe in-touch with American Dreams… for him it was a diversion, a chance to step out of his life and forget… in a world where we have all we need, where we literally bathe in excess why do we always feel the need to escape?  Escape what exactly?  This is the parting moment, the separation of the sheep form the goats… his televisions, his cars even his girl friend were all diversion paid for by a life he felt that he need to be diverted from… it is the modern disease of selfishness baked with a dozen black birds in a crust of irony.  In the end he found that some things cannot be bought and he is left in his empty house, filled only with the flicking lights of eight televisions (his girl friends took one with her when she departed)… and she left an old set of mattresses to remember her by… fuck him.

-Adrienne

Editors response:

Ah yes…last year plus one. I’m going to fucking stab my editorial intern for that shit. A couple of knife wounds and he will figure out how to not fuck up.

I am a simple man with simple fury. My wrath has no bottom because I hate everything and someone has to balance out those cheery eyed shit clowns who believe in worthless bullshit. Maybe I’m just hurting myself but it’s for the greater good.

Recommended reading: “Songs of the Doomed. More notes on the death of the American Dream. Gonzo Papers Vol. 3” By Dr. Hunter S. Thompson.

But hey! Lets stay positive damn it! I think winter here in Wisco is turning the beer and brats sour. I’m calling the heath inspector right now and in the mean time I’m going to hook up a heat lamp over my bed and inject way too much Vitamin D to kill the S.A.D disorder.

Yea!

Contact TIN:

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

Webpage: www.geocities.com/intensitynewsletter
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