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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

May went well; lots of intense shit didn’t even make it this month, some because the statute of limitations has not run out yet….but I am proud of the final product. This month I have switched the email addy to intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com because all those pop ups from lycos we’re pissing the fuck out of me. Also, with Lycos you can only send twenty-five emails at a time making TIN distribution time consuming, which also pissed me off! 

Finally summer has arrived, or so I thought! Everyday its rain rain rain! It will never end. We’ve been training anyway; in fact I got hailed on yesterday. What fun!

QUOTES: 

“It’s fucking May!”

Rhoads to innocent bystanders, during the hugest snowstorm of 2004 hit smack dab in the middle of MadDash Adventure Race.

“Ma’am”

Race official to Frankie, asking if he placed in the woman’s race.

“I knew if I finished this I was going to be injured…but I just didn’t care.”

Nick Rhoads, on his attempted, hung over, impromptu Ironman.

RANTS:

Just when I thought Americans couldn’t waste anymore resources I heard that they are now going to offer “disposable” DVD rentals for those too fucking lazy to get up off their fat ass and return a damn movie! This has got to be one of the most blatantly wasteful practices I have ever seen! In a day and age when people are complaining about gas prices then buying their wives Hummers to haul their overweight soccer mom asses and their kids morbidly obese carcasses I guess I should have expected this. But come on! Drop it off on your way to work! It’s not that hard! The worst part is that when I’ve heard about this in the news not one fucking word on how wasteful this is! Not a peep! Where the fuck is the Sierra Club when you need them? Where the fuck is the E.L.F.? They ought to firebomb any asshole establishment who thinks they can get away with this shit. Unfortunately, it’s just another chapter in the pussification of America…  

Supersize This!

With poor diet and physical inactivity now the #2 cause of death in the U.S. attention has turned to address this national crisis. I was happy to report on this issue many months ago, recalling the sad state of “Robbie” the obese 3rd grader I would observe waddling up the hill to school everyday with a bag of potato chips for breakfast. Now…there’s a movie.  It’s called “SuperSize Me” and it observes its creator and star, Morgan Spurlock, eat McDonalds for three meals a day with disastrous consequences. I haven’t seen the movie, (I only read about movies, I rarely see them, but that’s another story) but already Spurlock has been getting blasted by critics that claim the movie is not a “…serious look at a real health problem. Instead, it is an outrageously dishonest and dangerous piece of self promotion.” (Wisconsin State Urinal, 5/21/04) Hmmmm…..the critics also claim that Spurlock paints the picture that we aren’t to blame for obesity, big corporation are. Hmmmm….then, get this, James K. Glassman (He MUST be important to use his middle initial like that) of the American Enterprise Institute (Code for: Company that pays way too much for socially isolated, over educated, political Neanderthals, to write essays) says that “Spurlocks weight gain and health decline have nothing to due with where he ate.”  This is where I flipped my fucking lid and shouted to no one in particular “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” Lets cut through the fucking shit. Ok? (Oh-oh, here Rhoads goes again) McDonalds serves only shitty food. Yes, they may have salads and low fat Sundays now but first of all the ingredients in these salads are crap full of pesticides and when you put chicken, cheese, meat, and gobs of ranch dressing on, the salads cease to be anymore healthy than eating dirt. Second, who the fuck goes to McDonalds and orders a salad? 99.9% of their patrons order up a dripping Big Mac and a large soda, and then when the inviting voice out of the shitty microphone commands then to “supersize it” they succumb, soaking up more calories than a cow can eat in a day, and loving every oozing moment.  If Spurlock ate apples and oranges for 30 days I don’t think he would have had “near liver failure.” All I ask is that people stop lying to themselves, McDonalds is shit. Period. Spurlock’s movie is an overdramtization; the point is to see the destructive power of fast food on the human body.  

BTW, McDonalds gave the movie “Two thumbs down” and Spurlock is now using that quote in his advertisements, genius.

 NEWS: Why Wisconsin in home of The Intensity Newsletter

“S.N.A.F.U.”

-Military acronym for, Situation Normal. All Fucked Up.
On May 2nd, 2004 I found out why Wisconsin is home of TIN. 

First, a small prologue is needed. For the several weeks proceeding I had been franticly spamming local email lists to assemble several teams for the Mad Dash Adventure Race in Madison which was to take place on Sunday, May 2nd, starting in Warner Park. Many were interested but few ponyied up when it came time to throw down the cash. By the registration deadline I had scrapped together six intense souls, including myself, for the final showdown. The Tuesday before the race I was contacted by two participants who said they had been injured in the previous weekends Triathlon National Championships and a Marathon. 

And then there were four.

And the forecast for Sunday was rain….all day.

With the injuries I had three newbie females and myself to fill two three person, co-ed teams. Things were looking grim. I made a few calls, spammed the email list again and hunted down every athlete I know, but none were man enough to step up to the plate. By Friday I was planning on sending the females, Kim, Laura, and Lauren, off on their own, unfortunately unranked due to non co-ed and I would provide support sulking in my own sorrow.

And the forecast for Sunday was rain…all day.

When it came time to check in on Saturday night it was decided to split the four of us into two teams of two but stick together the whole race as a team of four.

I was happy I was going to be able to do the race. I was worried about sending three newbies out on a 12-hour race with nothing but the half-ass teachings of Rhoads.

And the forecast for Sunday was rain….in the morning. (A little better)

The race was to start at 5am sharp so I checked my alarm and hit the sack at 9:30pm. At 10:45 I was awaken by the drunken ramblings of my parents and their friends back from a fine dining session that must have included several bottles of wine and countless Beefeater martinis. I drifted in and out of consciousness until 3am when the alarm blared in my ear. I stumbled into the kitchen and began the coffee prep and consumed my usual peanut butter toast and by 3:30 I was on the road.

The Race: At 5am the start was called and we all sprinted over to Warner beach to pick up our canoes to find three checkpoints; Governors Island, a bridge up the Yahara River, and another bridge down the shoreline. In total, around 10 miles. The weather was holding up fine with the light peaking through some clouds and no precip to be seen.

The first check point was a clusterfuck of thirty teams all over Governors Island. I knew I was adventure racing when in the middle of all the chaos a woman dropped trouh in front of me to take a piss. When you got to go, you got to go.

During the paddling we were all at a slight disadvantage as we only had two paddlers instead of three. Thus, we plowed back onto Warner beach in dead last with a slight bit of wet know falling in the sky. At first we thought the snow was “cute” but as we prepared our bikes I turned around to find an all out, in your face, blowing like the winds of Kona, snowstorm! “What the fuck? It’s fucking May!” I heard my self repeating over and over.

Nonetheless the four of us mounted up and plowed ahead for the first checkpoint, which was located in Cottage Grove, WI about 20miles out of town.

The snow kept coming….and coming, and coming. But this was no ordinary snow! It was the hugest flakes I’d seen all winter! And when it the hit the warmed ground it instantly melted creating an environment at 35 degrees, heavy snow, and ice cold water, EVERYWHERE! Conditions were at their worst. I kept telling my teammates that “I’ve been through some tough shit, but this is insane!”

Finally not far from East Towne mall I stopped everyone and we decided to turn around. Everyone’s feet were soaked and freezing and the snow showed no end it sight. It was not a good combination. As if things couldn’t get any worse, as we were coming back along E. Washington Kim miscalculated the breadth of some shrubbery and took a digger onto the sidewalk as Lauren, Laura and I looked on in disbelief. Fortunately she was ok. All I could do at this point was laugh. I couldn’t believe this was all happening. 

We attempted to make it all the way back but had to drop Lauren at a gas station shaking uncontrollably.

We got back to the car and raced over to pick her up, soaked to the bone and looking like death.

Back at the start point we found that the keys to our other car were in our support bin, along with dry clothes, 20 minutes east of Madison at the race directors house. Fuck! All four of our jumped back in the car and raced over there while, out of the blue the snow stopped and the sun emerged! All in the span of three hours it had gone from 30 and snowing to 55 and sunny! AHHHHHHHHH!!! 

One brave member of our team, Laura decided she wanted to continue on so we dropped her off at the orienteering course where she hooked up with another team, which ended up coming in 6th place!

Anyway, meanwhile I had been contacted by Nick at Boulders Climbing Gym (My place of work) saying that the portable climbing wall truck, which was supposed to be set up for the race in 1 hour, had thrown a belt, AND that he couldn’t make the whole event due to a time conflict. My stress level had jumped from 0-60 in 2 seconds.  Fortunately, when Rhoads says something will happen, it will. Period. We got another truck over and got the wall over to racecourse on time. By this point I had considered jumping back on the course but I now had the responsibility of the wall and no real motivation.

The rest of the day went great, it was sunny, warm and the Laura had completed the course in 12 hours. Outstanding! Team EnduroStrength sports went 1 for 6 on Sunday, May 2nd but there are always more races and always more ways to piss me off. These are the givens in adventure racing and I’ve learned to accept them. At least I learned something; Why Wisconsin is home of The Intensity Newsletter. 
The Impromptu Ironman Attempt: A lesson in intensity

It was 8am, I had slept in and there is only one reason in hell that my insomniac ass can sleep in, I had hit the bottle and stayed up until 3am. Good time, shitty idea. 

I stumbled into the shower and tried to sober up. I stood under the hot water for what seemed like an hour taking in mouthfuls of nasty hot water because I was so dehydrated. “What to do now?” I asked myself. The forecast had called for rain and sure enough outside a steady drizzle blanketed the air.

I decided I must pay for my sins and that I must get on the bike for a few miles, rain or shine. This was Wisconsin and bad weather is a given. You either have to suffer through it or be left in the dust. Plus, drinking is never an excuse to skip a workout.

With the rain still coming down I hopped on my Trek and peddled west with no real destination in mind. I was still too drunk to make a decision.

As time went on and the sky cleared I became crazier and crazier, I felt invincible. My legs felt good, really good, too good. Around Mt Horeb and 30 miles out I hatched the plan. I was going to attempt an Ironman today. 112mi biking, 26.2 mile run, and 2.2mi swim. Could it be done? Hung over? “No way! Your outta your fucking mind!” I yelled out loud. But I had to try.

No sooner had I hatched the plan, I got a flat tire. Fuck. The beginning of the end? There was a cut in the tire itself and if I changed it I had high probability of getting another. I changed it anyway, should I head back? I was out of Co2 cartages to fill another flat and if it went again I was surely stranded. I continued west.

I called up Frankie on the cell phone to announce my plan convince him to drive out and join me with extra supplies. No go. Frank was also still wasted and didn’t know right from left. “I’ll call you back in a couple of minutes” he said.

Minutes passed and I checked my phone. Fuck, no service. I was really out there and another flat would have been bad news. By now I was about 50 miles outside of Madison, with the next town being Blanchardville. I hoped and prayed the tire would hold up.

Finally, I got service again and tried to get Frankie to come out, but all we got was garbled conversation and “beep, beep” My phone was dead. It was do or die.

In Blanchardville I bought a Snickers and asked the cashier if I could use the phone. I must not have looked too pathetic because she wouldn’t let me claiming only “local calls.” Fucking bitch. I’m never going to that gas station again. I walked down the street and entered what looked like some sort of hunting shop to find an old woman at a card table.

“May I use the phone, I have to try and get a hold of…..”

“Is it a local call?” she quipped.

“Well, sort of, its Madison.” I replied.

“No, like local Blanchardville.” she insisted.  I decided these people were too cheap to help out someone in need so I offered to pay for the call. She said she didn’t know what it would cost, so I offered a dollar and she took it. Jesus! A dollar! Cheap bitch! Anyway, all I got was Frankie’s answering machine. Time was a wasting, so I got back on the bike.

I rolled through New Glarus, then Belleville with the weather improving the whole time. By the time I got inside Belleville it was 75 and sunny. I knew my route was going to be a little short so I swung a u-turn and peddled the roads around Paoli for an extra hour, seeing scores of riders huffing it to the only ride they knew, in Paoli. Being sans cycle computer I asked a pair of guys how far they thought it was from where they were to Belleville.

“Belleville” they replied, “never heard of it.” You’d think with all that money they spent on cycling jerseys and carbon fiber bikes they would have gotten the hell out of Paoli, but I guess not. I thanked them for at least being good guys and not treating me like some sort of crazed asshole and went on my way. 

Coming into Madison I was quite sure I had gotten the 112mi and when I arrived home I was surprised to find I was still feeling good. I grabbed my camel back; a couple of Clif bars, checked the times for the SERF pool downtown, and headed out. It was to be perfect, the SERF opened at 5pm, almost precisely when I was going to arrive from my 6mi trek from the westside. On the way I stopped by the house of Mike Cook and George Braden to find that Mike was about to go to the SERF to swim too. “Awesome!” I yelled aloud. This was actually going to work!

Hopes and dreams were dashed when I arrived at the SERF to find the pool closed. Fuck! We had to find another pool! I was wasting precious time. Mike suggested we try other health clubs so we jumped in his car and drove to Bailiy’s on the west side. Closed. Then we headed over to the new Princeton Club, they were open but wanted $20 for a day pass. No way, I didn’t have the money. 

Things were looking grim, I’d wasted an hour, and only had 6mi running done. I left the Princeton Club on foot and headed down High Point Rd. looking to checkout the Highpoint pool just north of Old Sauk Rd. No go, they were closed also. It was here I decided to throw in the towel, I knew that if I wound up finishing this thing I was going to be injured, If I couldn’t get the swim in it wasn’t worth it. 

I ran a couple of more miles for good measure to arrive back at home almost ten hours after I had left in the morning with nothing but coffee and four hours of sleep, 112 mi of biking and around 13 miles of running. No too bad for a workout, but my goal had been oppressed. Maybe the goal was too big, but I didn’t think so. At least I had some sort of goal. Instead of walking blindly through my day I had accomplished something, that’s all we really want anyway, to accomplish something. 
That Saturday changed my outlook on life. Before I was planning on spending my summer wasting away the days working, riding the bike, whatever, feeling angry that I wasn’t getting anywhere. I was deathly afraid of taking risks, in fear that I wouldn’t succeed. But after the impromptu Ironman attempt I realized failure was all in perception. I could have seen that day as missing my goal, instead I saw it was inviting new goals, something to strive for. The next day I signed up for two half Ironmans and at least three Olympic distance triathlons. Before I was afraid I’d fuck it up and finish poorly, but now I realized that wasn’t the point, the point was to experience life one fucked up day at a time.

Contact TIN at intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com. We also encourage any submissions
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