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QUOTES:

“Beer me!”

Rhoads, at the 9-mile beer aid station on the Lake Monona 20k.

“Were fucked! We’re so FUCKED!”

Paul, my uncle, a distinguished professor, after one too many things went wrong in the day.

“Fuel me up! Pour me a beer!”

Rhoads, running in to the Big Ten Pub after 20 miles of running.

“Chapped my Goddamn ass!”

Rhoads, after running for four hours.   

Correction:

In the last TIN it was stated that Old Style was a Milwaukee beer. It has been brought to my attention that this is in fact not true. Old Style was born and raised in La Crosse but now only resides by name in Milwaukee. TIN doesn’t really give a shit about the error but thought they’d tell you anyway.

I no longer can stand regular coffee.

Yea, ya know that daily cup you get every morning from your local drug dealer? Yea, it’s complete bullshit, they are ripping you off with watered down fluff. Even some of my favorite coffee shops now serve up the thinnest gruel south of the Canadian boarder. I just can’t drink the shit anymore. The only possible way I can get a cup at a shop anymore is if I ask to add a “triple shot of juice” to the mix. This at least thickens up the mixture to where I can actually taste the coffee. How America ever came to rule the world while drinking this overpriced creampuff coffee I will never know. You’d think with those Euros sucking down hardened sludge they would have a leg up on us, but somehow, someway, we came out on top…must have been the cocaine.

Graduation: The Aftermath….

It’s been five days, my eyes are sunken in, my lips are parched, and I’ve got a headache similar in pain to the repeated beating of a field mouse with a shoe. This suffering was five years in the making but in the midst of it all I knew it was worth it. It started on Tuesday; I walked out of an easy final with a chip on my shoulder and saddled the crotch rocket for a ride to the east side to meet up with Frankie. By 8:30pm we were at The Weary Traveler on Willy St. I only intended to have dinner but when we arrived we were greeted by the Cronometro bike shop crew, which meant we were now drinking. I started with a Guinness. It soon came out that I had just finished my last final, ever. “Order the man a shot!” Paco cried. Ah yes, a shot deserved indeed, but one would never suffice. “Make it a double” I hollered. Wild Turkey, straight, can’t go wrong. Meanwhile Frankie was knee deep in his second Stolie O on the rocks. After a few more, I think we were scaring the bartender because she stopped asking if we wanted another and kept the water glass full. Next thing I knew we were saddled up to the bar at State Street Brats for three straight hours. And that was how we continued….for four more days. It was a whirlwind tour of the past and the future. I reflected on five years of forced academic solitude and looked forward to fucking around as long as possible into distant time. I took a lot of good classes, some shitty ones, and didn’t do shit in most. I could have suffered much worse and came out with a kick ass degree and a guaranteed life of luxury. Unfortunately, I’m not sure if it would have been worth it. I’m perfectly fine with a half-ass diploma in Political Science. Its general, it proves I’m now $20,000 smarter, and it’s not about the major anyway, it’s the whole experience. Now, that’s some sappy shit but its true. Most people take school way to seriously, its not make or break, you just have to survive. If you have a real passion to count stem cells or design tractors that’s perfect! You are better off than me. You’re going to make more money and have a more stable life. But, if you’re forcing yourself to continue for strictly the money or the success you’re only screwing yourself. You’ll find yourself facedown in a shitty job with a bunch of shit you don’t need and a bad attitude because of it. That fucking sucks, for everyone.

I’m glad of finally figured out that I don’t need much more than I’ve got, it’s the release of an elephant burden. “Mo’ money, mo problems” Puff Daddy put it best, although I don’t think he really understand what he’s saying. Ask Puff to give up the cars, the hoes, and the houses, I don’t think he’d blink and keep it all, fucking fool.

Alright the point is that I didn’t waste anything in college I took it all in and I don’t regret the puking, cars crashing, mistakes, fucked up tests, hard work, soft work, violence, drinking, weed smoking, running, biking, reading, writing, depression, coffee drinking, maniac movement, money spent, or time. Its just shit that happens and I have little or no control over it.

So, here I am in a Newport Beach coffee shop, raising my double redeye to the sky to toast a new era of The Intensity Newsletter and the shit-storm that will come with it. Amen.
Disney Land: Fascist Americana

Somehow, I found myself on a free trip to Disney Land yesterday (I would never give those assholes my own money). I had a choice, I could go and explore “The happiest place on earth” or sit around and do dick. I chose the former (props to Randy for the free tix). I found myself doing Americana research through out most the day. I was utterly surrounded by the very essence of American consumerism. $4 sodas, corny amusement, and ugly fat people reigned supreme. I was knee deep in what I hated most. The problem was that Disney Land does this shit so well and so over the top you can’t help but love it. The rides were obviously lame to a 23 year old male but I could help but enjoy a few roller coasters. There were two minute rides of folly followed by depressing lines (although not as bad as usual, apparently) and over the top consumerism around every corner. I couldn’t help but admire the controlled chaos and attention to detail, if this is my enemy, they are intimidating, they were fucking good at what they do.

I decided part way through that “Fascist Americana” was the only way to describe the place. They were well organized and determined to make money hand over fist, while at the same time controlling your thoughts and actions to ward their own goals. Disney exercised their authority in a subtle, scary manner. I felt if I stepped out of the boat to pose with the animatron pirates there were snipers on the rooftops ready to take me down. Then, if I wasn’t dead already I would have been whisked away to “Mickey’s Wonderful Prison” to be interrogated about by absurd actions and “who I worked for.” Was it green peace? The “northern elite?” I would never tell and die with my secret. 

This is why Disney is a threat, they’re too good at what they do and they’ve got their hands in it all. If Disney tells you to jump you ask “how high?” and “who should I pray to when I do it.” Fucking nuts man.

The only thing that would have made it more interesting would have been if I were tripping my fucking shorts off on some sort of mind-bending substance, any mind-bending substance. I believe an altered state of mind would have allowed me to see through the cloak of bullshit and experience the real Disney. Then again, I would have then ran the risk of totally fucking losing it and running head first into some sort of hostage situation. Better that I avoided the drugs and lived to tell the tale.

FUCK THE SOUTH: Double rant

Rant 2:

By Frankie D

“I hate the south, and sweet tea”.

No, I don’t want any fucking sweet tea, and could you try and move a little faster; I’ve got shit to do.  The south sucks.  They don’t pay any taxes down there and the entire place is a shit hole.  Terrible road markings, crap all over the fucking place, I don’t think they have any zoning laws at all, and urban planning??? Let me get on a spaceship and fly to mars.  Sure the weather is nice, but THERE IS A REASON THE SOUTH LOST THE CIVIL WAR.  It amazes me; there are shit loads of people in the south doing nothing at all.  You see them out chillin in their yards and porches at like ten fifteen in the morning on a Tuesday.  As a group, the southeastern United States is just ”sittin-in.” They’re along for the fucking ride resting on the backs of northern people who are actually producing something.  It’s fucking crazy down there.  There are all these businesses that are not closed down, but they’re not open either.  Middle of the fuckin day, half the stores are closed.  No reason, no explanation, shit is nuts.  How do people operate with that level of nonchalant-ness you ask???  Well the answer is not real fucking well.  The place is a shit hole and if I never had to deal with those slow talking, republican loving, redneck motherfuckers, I’d die a much happier man.  Know what else is funny about the south or should I say saaalth???  They really love god down there.  You know what’s funny about that???  It appears that god doesn’t really have a lot of love for them.  I look at these people and think: Man that would really be nice to ACTUALLY believe that fairytale bullshit.  They truly rest easier at night because Jesus turned water into wine or some shit.  I suppose northerners are religious too, but not like down there.  Northern people, for the most part, tell ancient storied made by primitive cultures to explain things in the world they could not understand on their own time.  In the south the shit really infiltrates into everyday society.  It really is scary.  
Rant 2: From www.fuckthesouth.com
Editors note: I’m reprinting this because it is so fucking funny and Frankie just came back from the wicked south with a bone to pick. I should have written it but I was beaten to the punch. Although it is refreshing to know that Frank and I aren’t the only ones pissed off here.

Fuck the South. Fuck 'em. We should have let them go when they wanted to leave. But no, we had to kill half a million people so they'd stay part of our special Union. Fighting for the right to keep slaves - yeah, those are states we want to keep. 

And now what do we get? We're the fucking Arrogant eNortheast Liberal Elite? How about this for arrogant: the South is the Real America? The Authentic America. Really? 

Cause we fucking founded this country, assholes. Those Founding Fathers you keep going on and on about? All that bullshit about what you think they meant by the Second Amendment giving you the right to keep your assault weapons in the glove compartment because you didn't bother to read the first half of the fucking sentence? Who do you think those wig-wearing lacy-shirt sporting revolutionaries were? They were fucking blue-staters, dickhead. Boston? Philadelphia? New York? Hello? Think there might be a reason all the fucking monuments are up here in our backyard?

No, No. Get the fuck out. We're not letting you visit the Liberty Bell and fucking Plymouth Rock anymore until you get over your real American selves and start respecting those other nine amendments. Who do you think those fucking stripes on the flag are for? Nine are for fucking blue states. And it would be 10 if those Vermonters had gotten their fucking Subarus together and broken off from New York a little earlier. Get it? We started this shit, so don't get all uppity about how real you are you Johnny-come-lately "Oooooh I've been a state for almost a hundred years" dickheads. Fuck off.

Arrogant? You wanna talk about us Northeasterners being fucking arrogant? What's more American than arrogance? Hmmm? Maybe horsies? I don't think so. Arrogance is the fucking cornerstone of what it means to be American. And I wouldn't be so fucking arrogant if I wasn't paying for your fucking bridges, bitch.

All those Federal taxes you love to hate? It all comes from us and goes to you, so shut up and enjoy your fucking Tennessee Valley Authority electricity and your fancy highways that we paid for. And the next time Florida gets hit by a hurricane you can come crying to us if you want to, but you're the ones who built on a fucking swamp. "Let the Spanish keep it, it’s a shithole," we said, but you had to have your fucking orange juice.

The next dickwad who says, "It’s your money, not the government's money" is gonna get their ass kicked. Nine of the ten states that get the most federal fucking dollars and pay the least... can you guess? Go on, guess. That’s right, motherfucker, they're red states. And eight of the ten states that receive the least and pay the most? It’s too easy, asshole, they’re blue states. It’s not your money, assholes, it’s fucking our money. What was that Real American Value you were spouting a minute ago? Self reliance? Try this for self reliance: buy your own fucking stop signs, assholes.

Let’s talk about those values for a fucking minute. You and your Southern values can bite my ass because the blue states got the values over you fucking Real Americans every day of the goddamn week. Which state do you think has the lowest divorce rate you marriage-hyping dickwads? Well? Can you guess? It’s fucking Massachusetts, the fucking center of the gay marriage universe. Yes, that’s right, the state you love to tie around the neck of anyone to the left of Strom Thurmond has the lowest divorce rate in the fucking nation. Think that’s just some aberration? How about this: 9 of the 10 lowest divorce rates are fucking blue states, asshole, and most are in the Northeast, where our values suck so bad. And where are the highest divorce rates? Care to fucking guess? 10 of the top 10 are fucking red-ass we're-so-fucking-moral states. And while Nevada is the worst, the Bible Belt is doing its fucking part.

But two guys making out is going to fucking ruin marriage for you? Yeah? Seems like you're ruining it pretty well on your own, you little bastards. Oh, but that's ok because you go to church, right? I mean you do, right? Cause we fucking get to hear about it every goddamn year at election time. Yes, we're fascinated by how you get up every Sunday morning and sing, and then you're fucking towers of moral superiority. Yeah, that's a workable formula. Maybe us fucking Northerners don't talk about religion as much as you because we're not so busy sinning, hmmm? Ever think of that, you self-righteous assholes? No, you're too busy erecting giant stone tablets of the Ten Commandments in buildings paid for by the fucking Northeast Liberal Elite. And who has the highest murder rates in the nation? It ain't us up here in the North, assholes.

Well this gravy train is fucking over. Take your liberal-bashing, federal-tax-leaching, confederate-flag-waving, holier-than-thou, hypocritical bullshit and shove it up your ass.

And no, you can't have your fucking convention in New York next time. Fuck off.

Contact TIN

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