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NEWS: Kelsen, Boy Wonder, attempts Birthday Challenge!

Boulders Climbing Gym’s own “Boy Wonder” Kelsen attempted his Birthday Challenge on 1/30/05 at the age of fifteen. But this was no ordinary challenge, as he had very little advance knowledge of what he was going to attempt that day. You see, Kelsen had announced his plans for a Birthday Challenge and then asked his fellow climbers to show up that fateful day and give him the challenges as they popped into their heads. Hmmmmm….very interesting.

1pm, Challenge #1: Run 15 laps around the building in 25-degree temps. Ouch, although this isn’t much distance and Kelsen was a member of the East High cross-country squad, he failed to anticipate how cold running in a T-shirt is as well as how many snowballs “Buky” can throw during 15 laps. Unfortunately, Kelsen had also consumed a large lunch and looked on the verge of puking when he came in the door. So much for a “warm up.”

Challenge #2, submitted by yours truly, climb 15 routes and belay me 15 times. Sucker. I sandbagged him. I got on the hard stuff right away and often did three in a row. The crux came when I bet that if I could climb the hardest route in the gym on the first try he had to do 16 routes instead. Fortunately for him, I failed, but soon calls of “double or nothing” rang in the air. Seconds into my second attempt I fell backwards and stabbed myself with my nut tool. (For those of you who don’t climb, no it’s not a “fun” tool, it is for extracting gear from the rock and is made out of steel) I lay moaning for awhile and then Kelsen offered that if I sent the route on my third try he would still do 15 routes, since I got hurt. Thanks K. Anyway, I sent it on try three and so did Kelsen ending challenge #2.

Challenge #3, play Dave Nelsen in chess for 15 minutes. Kelsen proceeded to whoop his ass under the allotted time.

Challenge #4, Climb five V3 difficulty boulder problems while wearing 15 shirts. No problem. K sent ‘em all with style while looking like a Sumo wrestler. 

Challenge #5, Traverse the entire gym twice in 30 minutes (30 minutes/2 times=15!) No problem, Kelsen is ripped!

Challenge #6, Throw your little brother into the mats 15 times, Consider it done. Who wouldn’t want to toss their little brother into the mats 15 times anyway?

Challenge #7, Climb Belay Bar #15, blindfolded, while wearing size 15 shoes. This looked awkward.

Challenge #8, Do 15 one-arm pushups, Damn! I can’t even do one! I wasn’t present but K threw ‘em down!

Challenge #9, 15 jumping jacks between 15 boulder problems, easy.

Challenge #10, Campus (meaning only using your arms) a route rated Five Eight (fifteen letters).

Challenge #11, 15 pull-ups, easy.

Challenge #12, Boulder all the problems on the freestanding boulder.

Challenge #13, Do 1 dyno set by Jeff J.

Challenge #14, Do 15 toe hang crunches.

Challenge #15, Do 15 super crunches.

This editor had to leave but word was that Kelsen, Boy Wonder, was thoroughly trashed by 7:30pm. Poor bastard, just wait until he gets older.

Hash Trashed!

The story: I was invited by a quirky fellow, by the name of Tim, whom I'd met at the climbing gym. Upon hearing about my "Bootleg" hash run of 32miles and 16 shots of whiskey, he decided that I would fit in nicely with the odd bunch that is the "Hash House Harriers." This particular run was to take place in Cross Plains but most often the runs are in Madison. I arrived to find an fine assortment of runners, from those fully dressed for the occasion with running tights, wind breaker, and skull cap, to those simply in jeans and a button up work shirt. My impression was that the run consisted of simply running from bar to bar, a sort of rushed pub-crawl. In fact a "leader" had previously marked a course with colored flour, which included dead ends and switchbacks to make you really work for your drink. After some fumbling around and a long jaunt up a snow covered hill I was first to arrive upon the letters "A. N." or Alcohol Near. So, within ten feet was a bottle of booze for all to share. I found it nestled underneath a tree, it was bottle of, and I’m not making this up, Ginger snap Whiskey. I promptly guzzled a swig and passed on the bottle. The taste was like no other, kind of like a ginger soda that burned for several minutes afterwards. (Ahhhhhh...yes!) It was claimed that it was better the second time around. I took another pull. It was true! It grew sweeter with every sip. But, alas no time for pussyfooting around, we had more running to do. Off through the woods we followed the flour trail yelling "On, On!" when we saw the next mark. Some dead ends later and about three miles of running we came upon the letters "B.N." or Beer Near. Not far was the leader's station wagon with a quarter barrel of the fine Capital Brew Winter Skal. Excellent, we drank a few cups and chatted in the middle of the street, waiting for someone to hassle us. But, no one seemed to care this is Wisconsin anyway. Quite drunk we trotted back to main street and decided to meet at "Kurts" for one more "adult beverage." I swallowed my signature drink, the Blind Russian, bid my farewell and headed back to Madison a happy man. That evening a party was to take place as well and all the runners were welcome, but I had had my fun and I could not attend. Perhaps next time, when the people run, and the drinkers drink.

Hashers Website: www.angelfire.com/wi/madisonhash/

RANTS:

This was reported in Tuesdays The Capital Times: Lobsters don’t feel pain when boiled. Ha! A study done by the University of Norway determined that the “Lobster’s primitive nervous system and underdeveloped brain” can’t comprehend pain. So I say “HA!” to all you lobsters huggers out there, and go grab some crab!

Here I’m going to rant on how fucking pleased I am that I’m getting the local paper again. With the local paper coming everyday I can now read about (and get inspired to write about) all that sally fucking bullshit the local community can come up with. For example, there’s this brew-ha about putting in sidewalks on a small local street. Now, I love sidewalks as much as the next guy, but some local ass fuck alderman wants to add sidewalks to this street at a cost of $135,000!!! $99,000 of which will be paid directly by the residents of the street at costs of around $4000 a home! If I lived on that street someone would be getting an extra huge “GO FUCK YOURSELF!” from yours truly. One supporter said, “Busy streets without sidewalks are less safe than busy streets with sidewalks.” Well no fucking shit! Maybe if you’re so concerned about safety YOU should dole out the $4000!! I just don’t understand the fucking crap that falls out of people’s mouths. If you’ve seen this street you’d know what I’m talking about, it’s like one fucking block! News flash! Hummers and grenade launchers are mowing down Iraqi children left and right, maybe we should build them some fucking sidewalks first! 

QUOTES:

“Hello shirt!”


Anna, to her shirt.

“I’ve decided to make a decision about my partying, but now is not the time.”


Dr. Sanford, beer in hand.

“Do you think that if you were an amnesiac that they would make you take high school again?”


Anna.

“Dude! Its like, hot babe night at the supermarket!”


Frankie, rather loudly, in the produce section.

“I’m not sober enough to help, but I am sober enough to care.”


Emily’s roommate.

“It’s from the film called life and I’m starring!”


Frankie.

FIGHTS WITH STRANGERS:

The following took place publicly over the UW Tri Team email list serve. Tom first sent an email asking a perfectly legit question, so I answered it. I got a kick out of how it played out.

Email 1: Would you rather have the power of flight or    invisibility?  Why?

Tom

Email 2: Whoa man! Pass the bud!

Noonan

Email 3: Invisibility. One could become a master thief, obtaining much of everything he or she desires. Invisibility trumps flight because I could just sneak onto an airplane and go wherever I want. Plus, flight would be very cold and probably slow. Sneaking into concerts would be sweet too.  Noonan, herb is our friend. Please don't knock herb. Herb loves everyone. Peace,

Rhoads

Email 4: It’s gone too fucking far now.  Whoever is responsible for this list? Please take me off it.

Clint Ind

Email 5: First of all, no need to swear. And god knows I love to swear, but I also know other people don't appreciate it. Second, lighten up. A couple of emails ruined your day huh? Just delete it you sally.

Come get some,

Rhoads

Fucking Ridiculous!

The following letter was sent to the Capital Times in protest of the on going effort to build a worthless public pool for Madison.

Dear Editor: With all this talk about a public pool, I wonder if Madison has mistaken its priorities. Millions of dollars to be spent on a recreation could be spent more wisely. How about the kids who don't have enough to eat? How about those who don't have health insurance? Couldn't this money go to a more needy cause? I think I'd rather have health insurance than go to a crowded mad house to have a dip in chemical water. This country has a habit of overlooking the basic needs of its citizens in honor of frivolous expenditures; lets not let Madison follow that trend. When the pool is built and one finds themselves wading in the shallow end, soaking up the sun, they should think of all those who could have really used that money and feel ashamed.

Nick Rhoads

Update: The letter was in fact printed in the February 26; Capital Times. Let the propaganda begin!

As if intensity hasn’t suffered enough! Hunter S. Thompson shoots himself in the fucking head!

I was actually camping outside of Vegas when I heard the news, Hunter S. Thompson, author of the famed book Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas had shot himself in the head. At first I considered it a tragic moment, but then I realized this was the way Hunter would have wanted it, to literally go out with a bang. For those of you not familiar with his work he’s sort of like a model for my TIN, an idol maybe.  Hunter took his assignments, mostly for Rolling Stone, wrapped himself up in them and then did all the crazy shit he could possibly do with total disregard for safety and ethics. Awesome. On my Vegas trip I had just cracked open his book Fear and Loathing: on the campaign trail 72’ in which he follows around the presidential candidates trying to decipher what the fuck politics is all about. In the beginning of Campaign Trail Hunter begins with an explanation as to why his writing occurs as it does, he had been writing the story for Rolling Stone and had been missing deadlines, which of course pissed off the editor, but you see Hunter didn’t really give a shit, so the editor in an desperate attempt to get the finished product gave Hunter what he needed to get the job done; “One afternoon about three days ago they showed up at my door, with no warning, and loaded about forty pounds of supplies into the room: two cases of Mexican beer, four quarts of gin, a dozen grape fruits and enough speed to alter the income of six Super Bowls.” Ah yes….he was a character. He called his style “gonzo journalism” a very fitting title I believe. The way Hunter shot himself was the perfect ending to a perfect life. He was 67. He had lived his life and there was nothing left to do or see but the geriatric hell that we put most old folks to. Fuck it. I admire his style, not only was he an excellent writer his lifestyle was an art form capped off with a bang so you would remember him as he was and not as a withering old man. Cap off to you Hunter, and TIN will be sure to do your share of the drugs from now on. 
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