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Quotes:

“Man, I had it all figured out yesterday and I was going to let you know, but now I’ve forgotten.”

Frankie.

“I would like to announce that TIN is not only pro-choice but that we are in fact, pro-death. Yes, that means if there is a choice between abortion and life we choose death. How about that mother fucker!”

Frankie.

News:

Brain Cancer Man, Tim Forsyth, will compete in the Greek original route marathon next month. Tim, as some of you know said “Fuck Cancer” and has been kicking ass ever since. Best of luck.

Witch!

How about this Harriet Miers witch huh? Jesus, does she think its Halloween already! Only a corpse has bigger bags underneath their eyes! But seriously people, Miers is the biggest fucking joke ever to hit national politics. The supreme fucking court! Bushie nominated her to be on the highest goddamn court in the fucking land and you know what she has been using as an example of her qualifications? Her time serving not as any sort of judge or lawyer, but has a piddlywink city council woman of Dallas fucking Texas! Dallas!  Fuck! She should at least have been on the city council of New York! or at least Denver, but fucking Dallas! There is more judicial experience in my fucking dong then there is in the Dallas city council. This whole thing is just one huge cronyism. Miers got hooked up cause she knew some guy who happens to be president. Since being a distinguished member of the Dallas City Council (hack!) Miers was president of the Texas Bar Association, Chairwoman of the Texas Lottery Association (very impressive!), and then served as a Bush Bitch. Over that period of time she also gave up her “Woman” status by declaring herself Pro-Life. (How in the hell any woman could be for the government telling her what she can and can’t do with her fucking uterus is totally beyond me, and therefore this action disqualifies her from being an official “woman.” This same logic also makes Condi not a woman but also not black.) What I really want from this is some Bush prop to explain to me why this nomination is even remotely serious. It’s like being President is some sort of high school gym volleyball game where the popular kids pick their friends first regardless of their total and complete lack of ability. I think DMX said it best when he asked “Do you think this is a fucking game?!?!? Arrrrf! Arrrf!” God damn it I just wish someone would take the livelihood and rights of the American people seriously! Just do me the favor of nominating someone who might be a right wing fucknut but they at least might know what the fuck they are doing! One sentence: Harriet Miers is an unqualified Bush crony who never in a million years would deserve to serve the people on the highest court of the land.

Editors note: Good, she quit yesterday. I was an insult she was even on the radar.

Book Review: On Bullshit By: Harry G Frankfurt

This book is on bullshit, it itself is also bullshit, and also at 67 pages it will hold the short attention span of even me. Since life is in fact bullshit, this book should be able to change your pathetic life, which is also bullshit. We are all so fucked!

The Philsiophy of Fitness

“Train to be hard, not fast. The speed will come.”

I can’t really recall where these words came from but the above quote simplifies my philosophy of fitness. “Hardness” in reference to training, isn’t easily described nor easily obtained but the following will attempt to change your lifestyle.

I won’t lie, this philosophy isn’t even close to main stream but the point is that the there is no one-way to go about your training and the least you can do is explore all the options. This is one of the least used options mainly because it has the potential to kill you. 

The main aspect of this philosophy is to suffer. Pain, is a large part of training. The experience of pain allows you to overcome any future pain. When things go bad you can say “Well, I’ve been through worse.” This mindset is crucial in training to be hard. Ideally, you must believe that nothing can shut you down. 

Also important in this philosophy is the fact that there is no such thing as overtraining. There is no possible way you can work out too much. This especially applies to the Ironman athlete. Ideally, the Ironman athlete would want to complete the full distance of an IM three times a week. While this may not even be possible it is the goal. The point is the mindset. The following uses an athlete training for Ironman as an example but this way of thinking could be applied to any event of any distance.

Easy, if you could call it that, in this scenario is cycling. Cycling happens to be quite easy on your body comparatively to swimming and especially running. Your only limitation in cycling is time. This is precisely why all those bike bums will kick you around the road like a foam ball, they’ve got the time to ride all day. A 112-mile training ride is going to take at least 6-7 hours with stops. There is no way some nine to fiver can pull off the proper time on the bike without getting fired. I’m sure someone could point out an exception to this rule but those people A. are genetic freaks and happen to have the natural talent to neglect their training or B. don’t have friends, family, or anything resembling a life. Ideally I would like to get three 112 miles rides in a week, that’s about 21 hours of riding. Unfortunately, you would not be able split up these hours into four 5 hour rides or five 4 hour rides. The reason is what I like to call the “crux.” The crux is the hardest part of a workout, if you can beat the crux you can most likely, but not necessarily, win the workout. On a 112-mile ride the crux appears most usually around the 85-95 mile mark, it is where the mind begins to un-ravel, the legs numb and the lungs sting. “Is this worth it?” is all that you can think of. The crux must be beaten into submission every time you ride other wise it has the awesome potential suck the very life from your soul. Upon beating the crux it must then be strung out to the very end and completely washed away. Neglecting to ever see this crux will never properly prepare you for the hell of a 112-mile bike ride, not to mention the other activities you must complete during IM.  Thus, to summarize in one sentence; nothing will prepare you for a 112 mile bike ride except a 112-mile bike ride.

Ah, and now my favorite, swimming. Going along with our theme you want to swim 1.2 miles three times a week. It is also unfortunate that it must be continuous and therefore cannot be in pool. The crux still applies and this is obviously still going to be terrible.  The athlete must probably get lucky on this one by living down south next to a lake all year.

Running, this is a bit more complicated. Running is probably the worst thing you can do to your body. It breaks joints down faster than a rasta at Bob Marley concert, it pounds the feet into bloody pulps, it breaks the soul and the spirit in the same instant. Ideally you want to run three marathons a week. Ouch. While this is possible it probably requires some serious Jedi mind control over body and spirit. Running like that would undoubtedly break the body of even an experienced runner and would probably kill the inexperienced one. I believe I once read that a human should only do one marathon a month in interest of saving their body. Nonetheless, what would it take to obtain this level of running? It would take the careful precision of slowly increasing mileage, a ridiculous stretching routine, and dead mind to the suffering until finally a person could with stand the punishment. My point here is that anything is possible and with a focus it can be achieved. 

Ok, with all of that said lets be reasonable here. The above scenario of three IMs a week would take years of dead point hardman ethics to achieve, its not impossible but highly improbable not due to only physical reasons but also financial issues, who’s gonna pay those bills? For those of us who aren’t Bruce Wyane or incredibly committed to camping year round it would be almost impossible to achieve the above. What can be done is setting the above goals for oneself and attempting to follow though with perfection. I’ve personally been criticized before for expecting perfection from myself. They said perfection is not possible so why beat your self up over it. My answer is that if we aren’t searching for perfection what’s the point of it all? Reality has limits not your mind. Besides, no one is actually sure of the limits of reality and so-called “limits” have been broken before.

Coming back to our “Train to be hard not fast” mantra, I would like to point out that that pain, is a lifestyle not just a morning chore. To embrace the pain and suffering you must fully accept it and learn to love it. With this philosophy of fitness you may not win but at least you suffered the worst. That’s something to brag about.

Way to go gentleman! We support you!

So, apparently last week a group of Vikings players hit the lakes on a bye week for a wild sex party! Then, everyone who wasn’t getting any sex found out and was, of course, up in arms over their “despicable behavior.” I’ve never been one to defend overpaid fat football players but I have got to stick with the boys on this one. I have one question for everyone who thought this was some sort of sin; “So fucking what?” They’re football players! They have millions of dollars and there are thousands of women who would drop trau at the scent of a pigskin! Does this all surprise you? Sure, I’m jealous too, I’d love to have a sweet sex party on a cruise boat! C’mon, give me a fucking break, all those people are just jealous that they can’t get their dick sucked by some dumb blond. But all I’m hearing is that the players should get fired or fined. Fuck that, if you don’t think you support their every move by turning on ABC every Sunday you’re a fool. 

Apple blows….By Andrea Klingle

The following is a letter Andrea wrote to the Apple corporate HQ. Editors note: Trendy Apple bullshit breaks down and sucks.

To Whom it May Concern:

 I am writing out of disgust for this company, your products and your treatment of customers, specifically a loyal customer such as myself.  I own an ibook, ipod as well as compatible speakers.  Not only do I own all of these products, but up until recently I was a loyal and active advocate for apple products.  My change in demeanor and favor for apple occurred because of the following occurrence and subsequent events.  I was out running recently on a very hot day with my ipod.  Because of the heat and because I was running I was also sweating.  When I returned home at the end of the run I noticed the touch wheel of my ipod, the only part the case leaves exposed, had some sweat on it.  Following that incident the touch wheel no longer functioned leaving me stuck with only one playlist accessible for listening.  I called the help desk and was informed that just to have them speak to me would incur a 49 dollar fee.  And this is with no guarantee of not only fixing it, but even of identifying the problem.  In other words, I would be paying apple, to whom I have already given my patronage and the resulting financial transactions, 49 dollars to waste my time.  So I continued speaking with the representative, who did a quality job of upholding the principles, if such a word is appropriate, of the company, and asked him about sending it in to be looked and repaired.  To this he replied that it was possible but, if there was any need to fix any part of the hardware that it would cost 249 dollars, the same exact price as a new ipod.  A happy coincidence for apple, that it costs the same to fix and ipod as it does to purchase a new one.  By this principle, if apple makes a product, the ipod for example, just good enough to last about a year, the customer becomes trapped in a vicious cycle of ending warranties and breaking products that places them in need of an annual replacement.  I cannot believe that any company upholds this sort of business ethic.  I understand that it occurs, I am not so naïve to think that the business leaders of America and the world are in it to make their customers happy.  But I do know that the ipod is notorious for it’s short lifespan and that apple is also notorious for its complete lack in customer service and customer relations.  I am going to have to replace this with another music player.  Though I do like the playlist I go running with, I purchased the ipod because of the easy access to so many songs and genres.  But I can guarantee you this: I will never purchase another apple product again, beginning with my next purchase of a new music player.  Furthermore, I will advise anyone I know in the market for a new tech product not to purchase it from apple, citing this instance as a prime example.  I realize that I am only one person, but I am not going to let that stop me from preventing others from becoming entangled in the disgustingly amoral cycle of abuse that apple has created for its valued customers.

Andrea K  

Jets By John Cowell

As some might know I joined the Air Force about a year and a half ago, giving up my God given right to live near some descent climbing.  Here, at Tyndall Air Force Base in sunny Panama City, Florida, is where I am undergoing training as an Air Battle Manager.  Not the greatest of titles and hard job to explain, but hey, it leads to cool shit.  Such shit as I am about to explain.  

One of the quirks about our ABM course is familiarization with the F-15D Eagle.  Yes, this is an airplane.  A very fast airplane.  A very fast and maneuverable airplane.  A very fast and maneuverable airplane in which I get to ride in the back seat.   For free.  Unfortunately I don’t get to fly this beautiful beast.  Even though I have all sorts of FAA pilot licenses and such, the Air Force requires you to have some sort of additional training or something or other to fly.  The way things are going any kid with an Xbox controller can fly and it might very well go towards that type of thing with the Predator and such.  But, I digress, back to the story. 

To start the journey, I had to attend egress training, where I had to learn what to do if suddenly you had to leave the airplane.  Most of it involved how not to get your legs broke if you exit the airplane via ejection seat and how all the survival gear worked.  Most of it was a rehash of the time I got sent to survival training and got the shit beat out of me, but that is different story.  

Once I got the medical and security clearance, and found a rear slot at a participating fighter squadron, I had to get fitted up in my G-suit, which is like a giant blood pressure cuff, but it wraps around your legs and stomach and inflates around 4Gs squeezing said appendages to keep the blood in your head.  They also gave me a helmet and oxygen mask, all standard fighter pilot stuff.  Out we went to the jet, all 50,000 pounds of thrust waiting to go.  The pilot climbs up into the front and I get in the back.  The Crew Chief helps me strap in; Parachute shoulder straps, check, seat belt, check, survival seat kit, check, G-suit hose, check, oxygen and communications hoses, check, barf bag, check.  What? Barf bag? Aww, hell no, I can take it.  But, I strap it to my leg just in case.  I heard stories of even then most hardened of stomachs lose it in the back and I really didn’t want to be cleaning puke out of a cockpit on a Wednesday afternoon.  Long story short; engines started, taxi, take-off, climb to 20,000ft in a very short time.  

Our mission today: Basic Flight Maneuvers.  Sounds boring?  Nope.  There were two planes, one Student Pilot (Tyndall is a training base), and one Instructor Pilot(I was with the instructor).  In this lesson, the Instructor Pilot (IP) attempts to lock on a short range missile onto the student and it is his job to brake that lock and out maneuver the instructor.  

First pass, the Student is below us, in a second, we flip upside down and point our nose straight at him, my G-suit inflates and I grab some cockpit handles and start flexing my leg and stomach muscles against the suit just to stay conscious.  The Student pulls up, we flip right side up (which way is up now?) and point our nose right at his tail.  That maneuver unloaded the Gs just enough for me to quickly breathe out and in once and start holding again.  Finish that maneuver, to enter a high G diving bank to the left to chase him again and we are pointed at the ground again.  Air rushing by and the plane shaking from aerodynamic buffet is all I can feel as the IP chases his student down for a valid missile solution. This time the student spirals up, flare missile countermeasures dropping out his jet like a fire waterfall, and I lose my straight ahead vision of the ground as we give chase to point straight back up again.  I exhale at the wrong time and see a little gray around my peripheral vision.  Recognizing my vision narrowing, I quickly inhale and start holding my breath again and it goes away.  Whew, almost blacked out.  The IP simulates a missile launch, the student dies, and the terminate call is passed through the radio and we unload the Gs and set up for another pass.  Holy crap!  That was the first pass?  That just blew away the best rollercoaster ride I have ever been on (Millennium Force in cedar point, if you were wondering).  And that was done so close to the other F-15, I can see his visored head moving around looking for us.

These high G maneuvers last for 7 passes.  I feel like jelly.  This would be a 30-minute coaster ride with 15-second breaks. I wonder if the IP in the front is getting annoyed at me breathing hard on the microphone in the oxygen mask.  About the 6th pass, sweat is just running down my face, soaking through the flight suit and almost the G-suit, pooling in my oxygen mask, even my boots feel sweaty.  It’s even worse when the Gs pull the sweat into my eyes, I can’t wipe it off because my arms are pinned to the cabin. It’s not that it’s hot (well, it is Florida and I am sitting in a greenhouse with all of my skin covered with nomex for fear of fire), but it is mostly from the work of trying to keep blood in your brain when pulling Gs.

We finish up the final pass, we head back to the base, land, and start to taxi in, the IP in the front says, “Well, Cleaver, I think we are a couple of pussies, we only pulled 7.9Gs today.”  I think to myself, “7.9? WTF? I guess you got to pull at least 9Gs to get into the non-pussy club.”  To the geeks out there, 7.9Gs is where Jon’s body weighs 1343lbs. and 9Gs is where Jon’s body weighs 1530lbs.  That’s the weight of a Geo Metro.  It would have hurt. A lot.  A little glad that the IP wasn’t that zealous, but 7.9Gs is still a record in my book.  How many times in your life have you weighed 1343lbs?

The best part about it?  Empty Barf Bag.  Not even a little foul tasting burp.  Too bad the Air Force didn’t want me as a fighter pilot, after that experience I bet it wouldn’t take long for me to get used to that type of abuse.  And I would do it too, that crap was fun as hell.  

Lt. Jon “Cleaver” Cowell

                                                            Tyndall AFB, FL
Contact TIN: 

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