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QUOTES:

“Ice cream sandwich and a diet cola. Now, that makes a lot of sense.”

Frankie, to fat bitch who cut in line at the gas station while on a pit stop of a 150-mile ride.

“Well, I guess that broke the ice.”
Frankie, to naked chick after a night out on the town.

“Couters are pretty resilient.”

Anna

“I rode a hundred fucking miles today, I fucking deserve this.”

Rhoads screwing a GPC cigarette into his lips while spinning out in the Arboretum.

“Get your fucking Porsche SUV the hell out of my way! In a world where children starve to death everyday NO ONE deserves one of those fucking things. No matter how hard they’ve worked!”

Frankie, saying it best.

Madison Smoking Ban: A Party!

When men drink 6 cups of coffee and then take 6-hour bike rides their minds tend to spin at an unbelievable pace. Often they can solve the world’s problems, think up great inventions, and devise great ideas. On one such day, the TIN staff came up with a great idea; Lets make sure that the Madison Smoking Ban goes into effect in cloud of smoke. The date was set: June 30th 10pm, State Street Brats. We would pick up a carton of squares and chain smoke until they kicked us out. 

June 30th 8pm: The gunshot rang out a defining cry; the race was on. I shot to the front at max pain, 3k to go, this is going to hurt. My lungs painfully expanded to suck down much needed oxygen. 6 laps gone and one lap to go, I rounded the back straight still in the lead, head on into the wind. It was too much. I was slowing. I wasn’t sure how close second place was but I knew he was close. Coming around the last turn he made his move and left me in the dust. As I crossed the finish line I started to cough violently, mucus from parts of my lungs I had never used before broke loose and I spit them in the grass. “Fuck” I thought. “This smoking party might kill me.” Good thing I never been one to back down. I grabbed a quick shower and with lady in tow we walked down to the State Street market for the booty.

“I need a carton.” I told the clerk.

“Cool” he said. “What kind?”

I pondered the choices, we needed something intense…what will it be? The lovely Andrea sliced the pondering and pointed to the Lucky Strikes. Unfiltered. Good, that’ll do the job.

We strolled down to Brats and we greeted by the ever intense A.B. and Willy. Let the smoking begin. I ripped the top off the first pack and lit up what was to be the first of many cigs to come. Frankie soon arrived, promptly ordered two Vodka Redbulls, and screwed a smoke in to his lips. 

“Smoke em if ya got em!” he cried. Right on man. We tried to hand out some cigs but it seemed as if the whole world had gone fucking crazy because they kept shooting us down. 

Soon a giant cloud of smoke hovered over our heads and a pile of butts at our feet. We just kept smoking! Lighting the next one with the butt of the old one we sat sucking on cancer sticks.

Some one then had the bright idea of checking out how many cigs where in a carton. 200 and we aren’t leaving until they’re gone. There was no way we could pussy out now. We were in neck deep. My tongue ached and my lungs burned. My eyes stung from the smoke and I had burned my hands many times in a drunken stupor. But, we weren’t leaving until that carton was gone.

I ordered up a double bacon cheeseburger, the second finest sin next to smoking. It was the greatest damn cheeseburger I had ever tasted. I could almost see it rejuvenating my soul. I shoved 8 cigs in my mouth and puffed an enormous cloud. We were making a scene, the bar was filing up and more smokers had arrived. We did laps around the bar offering everyone a smoke. “It’s your last damn chance.” I told them. Most declined but the real men and women happily snatched one and puffed away. 

Suddenly I was shoved from behind and a big voice boomed out “You’ll have to take that outside.” 

“What the fuck?” I questioned. Yea sure it is now July first and the smoking ban had officially taken effect but its not like the cops were outside ready to raid the place. But there was no arguing with this bouncer and out to the beer garden we went. 

We snagged a table and continued to smoke. I think I was talking to someone and spilled my double Capitan and Coke all over him, but I don’t really remember. The TIN crew was officially fucked up. Two packs to go, it could be done. 

An hour later the kicked us out of there too. We needed a new smoking headquarters, somewhere where smoking is accepted and encouraged. Paul’s Club sounded nice but we were far to drunk to venture that far. Hawks was a fair compromise.

Frankie, in a moment of weakness claimed, “I just can’t smoke anymore.” We tried to count the number of squares we had consumed. 20? 30? More? We had lost count. How many can a man take? But inside Hawks the mood lightened and we were all once again puffing away.

I woke up at 6am to find that all the cigs were gone, a piece of pizza was face down on the floor, my tongue burned and my lungs felt like shit. We had done it. We’d brought out the Smoking Ban, TIN style.

I spent the next three hours riding the bike and hacking up a lung. But, it was worth it. I can honestly say it this time, “I’ll never do that ever again.”

Live hard, be hard and “Smoke em if ya got em!”

“When she said she was Italian, I told her I could tell” 

Lately I’ve been a little concerned that the intensity newsletter was lacking some intensity.  So I decided to do what I do best and talk some shit.  I party harder and train harder than anyone I know.  It’s a level of intensity that is sometimes astounding to even myself.  The crazy shit that happens to the fucking golden boy………..boundless energy, endless entertainment.  It’s like I can do no wrong,.  It’s the fucking x-factor, the shit you cannot believe.

When I came home the other morning, as many other mornings in the past, and many more to come, all amped up, to tell everyone some fucked up story of what occurred the night before, Rhoads had an idea.  “Dude I think you should document this shit, I mean this shit is nuts, you do it all the time,…….and…….you can only remember so many fucking stories, some will surely be lost”  So I thought yeah, this crap I pull, much more often than can be good for my health, should be documented.  Suspended in time, for all to recall.  I’m going to be submitting a new monthly column, a journal of  The Frankie if you will.  So every month you will be receiving the gift of one of my finest pieces of shit mill over.  It might be about training, possibly serous binge drinking, and maybe somewhere in between, well…..fuck……I don’t know what the bagizzle it will be about, but fuckem’ if they can’t take a joke.  All the stories are real, but the names have been changed to protect the innocent, ya know, CYA, don’t incriminate your godamn self.  And,………..when she said she was Italian, I said I could tell.  “Really?” “Yeah, only Italians come that sexy.”  History tells me that when strange and very attractive young women say something like, “I’ve got something I want to show you” real good shit is about to happen.  And this time was no exception.  As her sundress hit the floor I knew my luck had changed.  "Damn you look good in that thong girl!"  Ahh yes, I love the crazy ass shit that happens sometimes.  It's totally spontaneous, totally bitchen', and this shit always happens when you least expect it.  All I know is some super hot babe you just met isn't going to be wearing your jeans, topless, on a second story balcony if your not out there.  This is a call to arms, to all you pussy mother fuckers who decided to stay in last night and get some rest.  PARTY!!!, and fucking do it right, none if this have one beer bullshit.  You will never find yourself in a situation worthy of a porn video if you don’t utilize the awesome resources, namely hardcore party action, that are at your finger tips.  So come out and get crunk, maybe you'll get to see what its like in the shoes of the golden boy.    

“When I’m high I always drive the sped-limit.  The way I figure, that’s how they came up with speed-limits in the fist place, they had a bunch of people high just driving around asking each other, how fast are we driving right now?” Johnny Temp….  
John Puffer Race Report: Frankindierking

This past Saturday seven of the ABD men, ably assisted by Reid Mumford's fiancé, Jenny, made the trip down to the MO State Road Champs on the Mississippi River.  Our race was 5 laps of the smoothest 20 miles of road in all of Missouri (hats off to that highway department), with some kicker climbs out of the river valley, some flat and windy sections on the backside, and a crazy downhill sprint back into town.   
A break of four with no ABD'ers went from the gun, which meant we had to do a bit of chasing, but Puffer, Reid, Bryce, Brett Stewart and myself took our time setting tempo and reeled the break in around the 50 mile mark (halfway point) ... and I'll let the words of John Puffer take it from here:

His hair not yet settled from the massive jolt of 1.21 jigawatts of electricity needed to give him life, the evil Frankendierking continues to wreak havoc upon Midwestern bike races. A monster that is immune to pain, Frakendierking strikes fear into the hearts of all who oppose him. After 60 miles of racing Frakendierking is just starting to feel warmed up. The monster explodes up hills leaving fields and the remnants of breakaways in his dust. He continues his relentless pace for 40 more miles all of the way to the finish line taking victory from all others. The monster is barely controllable. He seems to thrive on the pain of others. A word of warning to all those who come across the path of the Frankendierking: You best not try to match him pull for pull, you best not try and dress like him or party like him, because you just won't be able to pull it off.
After this weekends victory at the Missouri State Road Race 
Frankendierking will be enjoying the ever-increasing heat while working on his improving tan. He will do this while riding a few K's during the week. This means way more K's then you or I will do.
RANTS: Rick Santorum is fucking wack!

Have you heard of this guy? He’s a fucking hypocritical nut! And he’s a fucking senator! Shitty combo. He’s one of those total right wing, Jesus licking, fuck nuts who thinks he’s squared away with God and can now will any ass backwards, nut twisting, Jesus law on the rest of the sane world. 

I first heard of Rick from the Dan Savage column “Savage Love” most popularly carried in The Onion (America’s finest news source). In response to Ricky’s severe homophobia Dan named the mix of lube and ass matter that someone would encounter after anal sex “Santorum.” Ha! But, then last week the New York Times Magazine carried little Ricky on the front page and I couldn’t help but learn more about this sideways wing nut. Rickster, is a outgoing, hard working, bible thumper. His catholic faith “informs his life, his politics and the policies he promotes.” He’s a young upcoming Senator from Pennsylvania and will most likely become the republican whip if he wins a new term in 2006.

When asked if he thought gay marriage as a threat to his own marriage he replied, “Yes absolutely, it threatens my marriage, it threatens all marriages. It threatens the traditional values of this country.” Yes, I’m sorry to say that this man is in the Senate. Yea, it really threatens your marriage, you fucking ass-clown.

While any man or woman is allowed to believe and say what they want in this country, I have some major problems with this guy.

First, while Rick is touting his “family values” it’s revealed that he has six children and would have had one more but it died during childbirth (more on this later). While it is also perfectly legal to have seven children its then shown that Rick doesn’t seem to give a much of a fuck about his children’s future. As a senator, Rick makes $162,100 a year, not including the many perks that Senators get. With all that money he says he lives “paycheck to paycheck.” So, why doesn’t Rick give a flying shit monkey about his kids? Because he also reveals that he hasn’t saved a goddamn fucking penny for any of their college educations. This may not be any sort of atrocity but I think it certainly points out a problem with his constitution. Of course, some people just don’t have the money to save for their child’s education but Rick makes $162,100 fucking dollars! Now, if Rick could just keep his dick in his pants and stop having fucking kids and overpopulating the earth maybe he could actually do the responsible thing and give his kids a damn education! 

Second beef, and this one is damn good. When Rick’s seventh child died during birth not only did his wife and him sleep with the corpse that night, the next day they TOOK THE FUCKING DEAD BABY HOME FOR THE OTHER SIX CHILDREN TO HUG AND CUDDLE!?!?!?! What the fuck! That is just plain fucked! And not only that but Karen, his wife later wrote a goddamn book about the baby called “Letters to Gabriel: The true story of Gabriel Michael Santorum.” HAS THE WHOLE WORLD GONE CRAZY!!!!!!! Damnit! That is some sick twisted shit!

Third boggle, well really, there is way too much shit to list here on what is wrong with Rick Santorum. But if I had to sum it up I would say that he is at the extreme end of what is tremendously wrong with this country. Rick and people like him are fucked up hypocrites who shout “family values” at the top of their lungs and then whisper, “fuck everyone in the ass” the rest of the time. But, the worst part is that he actually believes he is doing the right thing. Rick and his family have been lost to the lies and bullshit that surround intense religion and conservative rhetoric. The only thing we can do now it attack his credibility, point out his faults, and ultimately make sure he loses his senate seat so he can’t hurt anymore people with his wacked-out, brain fried, ideology. What a fuck head.

Anna’s High Adventure:

Due to a three-week break in my race schedule I was able to endure what I would consider my own odyssey.  Although I am no Homer, and I did not endure any monsters or witches or treacherous seas- I made it through a marijuana pilgrimage, which is just as- if not more epic than anything Homer ever did.


My journey started on a Saturday night, after I finished work I came home to find friends already gathering in my living room.  The wind was blowing through the open windows, but we produced so much smoke that it just lingered in the air- unfazed by the breeze of a balmy June night.   After a long shift at the restaurant, my good friend Emily and myself went off to the gritty for a snack, but since those sallys close at 11:00 we were forced to redirect to the food store.  That’s when the munchies kicked in.  I managed to spend $40 on food… shitty food, but at the same time a stoner’s dream.  I purchased such items as chicken strips, cookie dough and chips with dip.  I was like a little kid in a candy store, but with a wad of $20s in her pocket and no mother to say “NO”.  I guess it was one of the best experiences of my life. 


My epic continues the next morning after a night of eating and sleeping.  We slept a little late and had to pack our backpacks really fast.  I had a little bit of morning haze, which is when you wake up after an intense night of smoking still a little stoned.  This condition made my preparation for the trip somewhat more difficult, but a lot more entertaining.  We left the house on time and in shambles.  My apologies to Rhoads. 


Thus my mobile marijuana marathon began.  Destination: Rock Island- Door County.  We ate pot brownies, chips, french fries, anything you can imagine on the ride up- we just kept eating.  I had fast food for the first time in years…. No joking- years.  I believe my body is a temple- yeah that’s right, I’m one of those fucking feminist young women who demand to be treated well and treat their bodies well…  when I’m high I seem to forget things like that.  And my desire for eating becomes much greater than my desire for respecting my body.  


Somehow we managed to make it on time to both ferries we had to take to get to the state park.  I even managed to keep it together enough to sign us into the park.  Then the real physical brutality began.  Our high ass’s had to carry heavy backpacks 1.2 miles to our site.  I have NEVER EVER been in so much physical agony.  You may think I am exaggerating a little bit, or that because I’m a little woman that I have no clue what pain is.  I know what pain is.  This was more painful then when they broke my jaw taking out my wisdom teeth.  This was more painful then having my knee reconstructed.  This was more painful than an 80-mile road race against women whose names I can’t even pronounce.  This was do or die- stoned backpacking.


Somehow we managed to get to our site.  We then proceeded to feed our famished bodies with all the goodies we lugged through the woods.  Within the first 24 hours we consumed all of the candy, granola bars, beef jerky, Pringles and trail mix for the whole 5-night endeavor.  We then resorted to sleeping.  Our first 24 hours of camping consisted of 20 hours of sleep and 4 hours of sitting on the beach and eating- no joke. After being rested- we took a hike around the park, smoking blunts and bowls the whole time.  


Being an avid chocolate user I became quite antsy after not having chocolate for days. I began to fantasize about fudge and chocolate milk.  And that’s how my idea of frozen hot cocoa was born.  The drink is simple: hot cocoa packets, milk, ice and water.  Throw it all in a blender and liquefy- top with whip cream.  The drink is also very good- I tested it when I got home.  And the fudge- I purchased a pound on the way home… I think they lady at the fudge store knew I was high- somehow, I’m okay with that.


My marijuana pilgrimage ended 2 nights early… after smoking almost all of the weed and eating all the good food, we decided it was time to return to civilization- but not without a good high.  We did a little more eating, a little more smoking, a little more sleeping and somehow we managed to get back to Madison. 


I am proud to say I made it through this epic with few injuries or discomforts.  We managed to smoke an ounce of weed in 4 days between 4 people.  We managed to get sun burnt, eaten alive by bugs, and eat thousands of calories without even knowing any of it was going on.  We also managed to make it to the island and back without anything going wrong while not of a sound mind.  After this experience I have grown to think of myself not as a young woman who smokes bud, but as a knight and her steed.  Together marijuana and I have faced the odds; we stumbled through the woods, we consumed more food in 2 days then a 124 pound woman should consume in a week- we faced the odds and we kicked it’s ass.

Contact TIN

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