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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

God, fucking people keep giving material. Just when I thought I had exhausted all the topics, some dumb mother fucker gives me more. So here we go….some bitch is trying to sue her credit card company for her over spending during the shopping season. O’ my god! This taking these “McLawsuits” to a new fucking level. Read the rant, it’s great.

On another note, Wisconsin has seemed to forgotten that it gets snow. Here we are on December 29th and there is zero white on the ground. I can’t even dream of skiing! We still have the cold weather though and in protest I did one of my stupid marathon runs again, just to show I won’t let the cold fuck with me. Good stuff!

Correction:

It dawned on me later that I forgot to reveal the name of the infamous bottle thrower at the TIN (mis)election party. The perp was none other than the usually very reserved Land Belenky! Props to Lands over the top intensity regarding the election!

TIN regrets the error.

Fuck off!

Rhoads

intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com

www.geocities.com/intensitynewsletter

QUOTES:

“I don’t want anyone doing “The Dinosaur” in the front yard.”

Frankie, on why there won’t be shots offered at our New Years Eve party.

NEWS:

Tragedy has struck intensity!!!!

Crushed

By: P. Carp

Hear Ye, Hear Ye, disciples of intensity!

As Boston crushed St. Louis in game three of an epic World Series, Jim and Paul crushed a bottle of Goldschlager (.75 L, 43.5% alcohol by volume @ $21.99/bottle) within the middle innings.  This led to diminished function in the prefrontal cortices, and any areas of the cranium responsible for judgment, of these purveyors of intensity.  The Red Sox had “won enough,” leading by a significant margin. Jim and Paul ventured over to the neighbors’ house.  Jim left some partially digested ‘schlager on some recalcitrant bricks along the way.  Allegedly the night continued to Bullfeathers after a rendezvous with Julie on State Street.  Bullfeathers provided the intensity delegation with bottomless employee priced drinks.  Julie provides any additional insight on that night’s behavior until the crushing.

Julie tried to prevent Jim from operating any sort of vehicle to no avail.  She had attempted to get his attention at the bar, but he did respond from his cloud nine.  Jim dropped Paul and his gyro off on Gorham and continued in a westward direction, towards home.

Flash forward to instant soberness.  Crushed was the word.  The word that came out of Jim’s mouth as C. Martens, the Shorewood Hills Police Officer, pulled him over.  Apparently Jim exceeded the posted speed limit on University Avenue and proceeded to bump the curb slightly as he capitulated.  The next thing that Jim knew he was signing papers and being detained against his will.  To make a long story short his parents, to their dismay, picked him up from jail and brought him home.  The following days were laden with bitching from all sides.  There was a lesson to be learned, don’t drink and drive!  It puts a hole in your pocket and a page in your record.  If that doesn’t spell crushed we don’t know what does. 

Until next intense behavior,

J & P…peace
Editors note: Oh no! This is the worse thing that could happen to the intense crew! Poor Jim! Had he only known of the “drunk corridor” which follows Regent Street to the west side he would have been saved! Here at the TIN offices we give Jim full support in his decision to drive besides the fact that the cops are going to take his license away.

Holy Shit! Someone fucking killed Dimebag!

This is truly a sad day. I just received the news that a crazed gunman fucking killed “Dime” of the band Pantera. For those of you who have no fucking taste in music what so ever, Pantera was the best fucking heavy metal band ever! And now some ass fuck has taken the core of the band away from us. Sad shit. Nothing captured intensity like the song “I’m Broken” or “The Great Southern Trendkill.” This I fucked up, first Ol’ Dirty and now this. Granted, they made all their best shit already but, this ends the chance of any more. I’ve been in countless debates over which album is the best, but the truth is they were all the best. No band that I can think of had a string of kick ass albums longer than Pantera. This is totally fucked. This motherfucker better have a damn good reason to have done this. If it’s some wacko shit I’m gonna find his body (he was shot dead by the cops) and well….use your fucking imagination!

Rhoads is at it again!

Yes, I’m at it again. In fear that I’d been losing my “intensity” lately I decided to step it up a notch. At least this time I wasn’t drunk and hanging on three hour of sleep. But I did get a little crazy the other day and stepped out of the front door for the COLDEST FUCKING MARATHON TRAINING RUN FUCKING EVER! Dammit, it was COLD! What the fuck was I thinking? It started out all right, wind at my back, clothed just right, not too hot, not too cold. Then just as I was coming around the far side of Monona, BAM! Fucking wind was in my face and it was angry! I had pissed of the intense gods and they wanted revenge! Revenge they had because the next thing I knew my gloves actually had a layer of ice on them and I was limping down the road with 10 miles to go! Fuck! Finally I got to the west side of the lake and stumbled into some law office to warm up. They most have thought I was fucking nuts! I stepped back out side to find the wind as strong as ever and my gloves still soaking wet. “Must go on!” I said aloud. (I like talking to myself). Next stop was Union South and thank god for Union South and their candy isle! A Salted Nut Roll and Snickers later I found myself pounding back into the wind. Then as I was crossing the street some fucking fat fuck bus driver tried to fucking kill me! Yes! Tried to run me over! What the fuck? Do I attract this shit or what? Well, after 20 miles of running I was in no mood to take anyone’s shit. Unfortunately I couldn’t give him the finger due to my hands being frozen into fists inside my gloves so I gave him the “up yours” symbol with my arms and then tried to kick the bus! Asshole! Anyway the rest of the run consisted of me running like a baby girl while gritting my teeth and praying for it to end. End it did after some 25+ miles of running I was back at headquarters and had proudly regained at least some of my “intense” status.

Epilogue:  I’ve caught some sort of sickness from exposing myself to that Wisco hell….If only one could bottle and sell snot I’d be a fucking millionaire!

RANTS:

That’s it! I’m gonna sue everyone for making me so fucking angry!

All right, now they’ve crossed the line! I’m gonna sue everyone for pissing me off and ruining my life! Here’s what sent me over the edge; Some psycho bitch is trying to sue Visa for giving her too much credit and causing her to spiral into debt! Can you fucking believe this irresponsible shit? First it was “I can’t stop smoking! I’m a pussy! Sue the bastards!” then its “I’m a fat fuck! I can’t stop eating! Sue the bastards!” and now it’s “I just can’t control myself in way! Oh God help me! I think money is free! Sue the bastards!” Holy fuck! What in the hell is wrong with people? Control yourself! You don’t need that! Just put the singing fish down and slowly back away. Fucker!

“Booner” reflects on life

Warning: “Booner” is not qualified to be asking questions about the meaning of life. 

An outstanding thing happened the other morning!  You’d think everyone would be at work and at school and I was going to enjoy skiing in fresh powder with my mp3 player blasting away and no one in my fucking way, but nooooo, I got on the bus to head up to snowbird ski resort (My home away from home here in Utah) and the fucking bus was so packed not everyone could get on!  Man this sucks! The fucking bus is crowded!  But then I was saying to myself…it’s thirsty Thursday! What a way to celebrate!!!  Peoples’ stories were all calling in sick, and skipping school because it had snowed that night, and there was supposed to be 2 feet of new powder up there making it a grand total of 79” deep mid-mountain…..and it was fucking great!  I was just enthralled by people’s priorities when it came to the world’s best powder and their ugly, dull cubicles.  

We need to take a step back and look at our sorry pathetic lives.  Really, do our jobs allow us that kind of flexibility?  Can we just pick up and head out to the fucking Grand Tetons on a moments notice like our friend the Rhoads master flex is prepared to do?  What ever it is that floats our boats, be it: swimming, hiking, biking, a good game of rugby or hockey, or what not, Do we really enjoy those golden opportunities that life so graciously puts in our paths?  Or do we give some pussy ass excuse for a wasted breath and weasel ourselves out of yet another opportunity to let our bodies know what it means to be INTENSE?  THINK ABOUT IT!
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